Richardson 1

Janice Richardson
Dr. Darren Smith
Composition 101
4 May 2014
Green Mountain Bluegrass

I took my mum on my first date, or rather, she took me. These are the realities of

cdofescent dating. The setting was October of ninth grade, and Mum and | had taken a road trip

(BlEGrasS eonearSpOnSOreaIBYRIBGANGHUIERY | vvas loath to be separated from my long-

distance love, so | picked up the slightly sticky retro hotel phone and invited Richie to come.
Vermont roads are their own beast, especially when combined with that deep-seated

nausea associated with th jitters. (EANGAGRORUBNOISENACIEANERASKIO CIGAEHERTORENn

(S CIEaRIRAISHaTp a0 aOIESEENCANNEYMAANERER oy ths time, my palms were less

than dry, and | was doing the subtle chicken movements | hoped would reduce the sweat on my

blue t-shirt emblazoned with an infantile Eeyore and the words “I need a hug.” The thirty-


Highlight

Sticky Note
In this descriptive essay, the author begins by giving readers some description of the setting.

Highlight

Sticky Note
The author presents a short thesis statement to let her audience know what she will be describing in her essay.

Highlight

Sticky Note
A good descriptive essay appeals to the senses. Here, the author appeals to her audience’s sense of smell.


Richardson 2

minute drive to the Old Brick Church was like a vacuum. Richie was not much of a talker, and

those bends were still getting the best of my internal organs.

(UGGEa AT thEIREMIBIMYAESAIFE) The church sanctuary had that meeting-house feel, with short

straight-back benches enclosed by swinging doors. The school principal’s resounding, and

unselfconscious, voice seemed to echo off the balcony as we took our seats. The c-curve

deepened. (RiEHEERENISANSEVRTaNIRGheS Eparton e fadea e CushionsWhIIc banjo SoUNeS) =
‘swirled around the rafters. Time had lost its normal momentum, and I picked at the three or four
‘blue jewels on my lightly distressed jeans. The vacuum returned.

On the way home, Richie and I both sat in the back seat. Our equally clammy hands
were clasped, and my head rested on his cool leather jacket. The darkness was heavy and
starless over the looping pavement of Route 2. Richie was still mute, but Mum occasionally
turned to make a comment over Bryan Adams’s “Have You Ever Really Ever Loved a Woman?”
The sweat had blessedly dissipated, although the slight nausea continued until after we had
reached the farm. After, on the way back to the hotel, I dozed with my cheek pressed into the

door lock, soft rock tunes still easing from the car’s speakers.


Highlight

Sticky Note
This description appeals to both the sense of sight and touch.

Highlight

Sticky Note
Here, the author appeals to the audience’s sense of sight and sound.




