Picture Write Example Sentences


Here are some examples of strong descriptive writing (notice the adjectives and adverbs!):

· She looked so young and thin with her long black Mexican dress with her hair tied up in a bun.

· I can hear the people around me cheering, huffing, and gasping for their breath.

· I could feel the rough covered rocks and the dusty brick walls on my fingertips. It felt ancient and prehistoric.

· I see their clothes being hanged waiting to be dried and a big dusty wall separating all the houses. I felt its rusty bricks pricking at my fingertips.

· All her sweaty warm air felt muggy and sticky. The only thing that didn't bother my nose was the light fresh scent of her drying clothes. They still had a queasy stench, but it still had a comfy smell to it.

· If I could taste the air it would taste like dirty socks from all the pollution.

· The laundry smelled of flowers.

· Then the girl took the ball and hit it with a big thump. All of a sudden a blast of wind came whirling past my ears.

· In the background I viewed wet clothes hanging to get dry, buckets on a table, old brown bricks, and a yellow pot and silver bowl on the ground with dirt.

· As I am watching the murmurs of the crowd droned on like the bugs in the heat.

· The brick wall stood there as if it were watching us and guarding us at the same time.

· I tasted the stinky smell of garbage and felt wet sticky feeling as I put my hand on the desk.

· The bouncing ball gives off a "boing" while her laughs fill the air.
Sample paragraphs:

Without sensory detail:

Grandmother Stevens reached over and grabbed her grandson's arm. He was nervous because the staircase was so steep, but she leaned against him and they began to climb.

With sensory detail:

Grandmother Stevens lurched over and grabbed the pale skin of Randal's thin forearm with her leathery hand. The folds and creases beneath her skin coiled themselves out like electrical wiring, like the bloated, roughly-textured relief map of the world that his mother just posted above his bedside table. Randal looked ahead toward the winding spiral staircase, fidgeted with a small hole in his baseball jersey, and bit his lip. His mouth filled with the sweet, coppery taste of blood as she leaned in closely toward him, breathing her hot breath on the damp hair at the base of his neck. She smelled of wet cigarettes and bacon. As they slowly climbed the long, steep staircase, the only sound was his grandmothers' labored breathing and the mournful creak of the wooden stairs.

