
Sample Paragraphs from Scintillating Senses

Look at each paragraph and evaluate for word choice, sentence construction, and paragraph structure. Try to identify the item that was written about.  (Mechanics have been corrected.)


Bringing it slowly to my nose there was a scent of sweet spiciness.  The aroma brought me back to holidays with my family: of food cooking in the kitchen and warmness and safety all around.  The warm fragrance clings to the air as its being cooked into the cookies and pies.  This sugary aroma, no matter when I smell it, always brings me back to these times.


Sitting, watching my favorite movie, I reached for my popcorn, grabbing my candy instead. Pow! Wow!  That was not my popcorn!  The hot, burning taste makes my eyes start to water.  My tongue does twists and turns as if I’m going to shake off the taste.  My body screams for something to drink.  Finally, with a swig of milk, my mouth relaxes.


The crisp clean air has now turned rotten and strong.  Staggering, I seek a chair.  My eyes are on fire.  My mother is baking.  Inhaling the scent, I snicker at her.  Oh, now I’m dreading eating dinner tonight!


The reflection of grayness in the water gives the sensation of oldness.  In the future there is blue, but he is going into the past.  The foggy air creates an uncertain feeling: alone, just the murky liquid, the raft, and you.


The feeling of loneliness rushes over my body.  The hot sun glistens on the cold stone floor.  The shadows of the sun reflect the brightness and darkness of the cat’s needs.


Turning the corner into the kitchen, I hear the chop-chop of a knife.  Almost immediately I feel the burning in my nose.  A pungent scent wafts through my head and aches at my brain.  Water wells up in my eyes and eventually flows down my cheeks as the vapors trigger a reaction.  The sweet taste comes at a sacrifice for a putrid smell.


I squirmed with displeasure as the slimy, watery feeling sucked up my hand.  The dripping of water was enough to keep me from being able to hold onto the slimy little pieces.  As I finished trying to control the pieces, it left me in disbelief.  


I touched the fur by closing and opening my hand slowly.  It felt so soft and it relaxes me as my hands deform it.


The white gown rests motionless as the black blur moves in front of it.  The bride tries to decipher the strange movement to her newfound partner.  He dances to celebrate their union.
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