Life is like a long journey to an unknown destination.

The squeaky door sang the same song over and over again.

A book is a present you can open again and again.

The kangaroo, a rubber ball, bounced around its cage.

My pencil refused to follow instructions, so my drawing came out looking terrible.

I had to get new pants, four sizes larger, after I finished eating Thanksgiving dinner.

The fresh five dollar bill in my wallet called out to me, asking me to spend it.

Jacob’s new puppy is an eating machine.

The note on the refrigerator unlocked the mystery of the missing peanut butter.

Language Arts with Ms. Gerchman is the best class in the whole universe.

The veil on the bride’s head looked like a cloud made of lace.

With only thirty-nine school days left, you can see the light at the end of the tunnel. 

As gentle as a spring breeze, Mom pulled the blanket up over the baby’s shoulders.

The car’s motor puttered happily after I filled the tank with gas.

He recited his multiplication tables so quickly that he was done with the twelves before I’d said one times one.

One of my socks wandered away in the laundry room, so now I only have one left.

I didn’t sleep very well, because my mattress was hard as rock.

Even if I gave you four trillion dollars, I could never repay you for letting me borrow your pencil.

The scratchy sweater was a swarm of mosquitoes landing on Tara’s arms.

Birds in the maple tree chirped loud as the kids in the cafeteria.

The cat’s purr echoed like a motor left running in the garage.

Everyone in the room fell over dead when Charlie farted.

Mom’s direction to clean my plate made me feel like I was handcuffed to the dinner table.

My baby brother scowls at his building blocks, like the foreman on a construction site.

Jessica cried until she filled a goldfish bowl with her tears. 

The sap on my hands from the pine tree was as sticky as strawberry jam.

The hole punch angrily tore open the papers and swallowed three round bites.

He runs as fast as the wind.

Ms Gerchman’s stack of papers to grade is taller than Mt. Everest.

My houseplant is a many-armed monster slowly taking over the living room.

Your mama’s so stupid she can’t spell the word “I.”

When Ms. Gerchman asked the class to be quiet, you could hear the students’ hearts beating in the silence. 

The moon was a flashlight, helping us see the road ahead.

Dad likes his hamburgers well done: he usually leaves them on the grill for a year and a half.

Her first meal at home after being at summer camp was a king’s feast.

The fancy glass vases trembled in fear when they heard the energetic toddler was coming to visit.

