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In the summer, our house 
 feels like a furnace. 

Her smile is  
a bright sunny morning. 

The sun smiled down on us 
through the clouds. 

Her words were as  
sharp as a sword. 

Her words were a knife  
that cut me to the bone. 

The wind bit me with  
its frozen teeth. 

 

 
His life was like a 

never-ending dream. 

 
Our trip was a horrible 

nightmare that we thought 
would never end. 

 

 
When I turned the key, the  
car coughed once and died. 
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The woman curled up 
like a hibernating animal. 

His anger was an eagle  
with outstretched claws. 

The alarm clock screamed 
at them to wake up. 

His arm muscles were  
as hard as steel. 

Her love is a rose  
with sweet perfume and 

hidden thorns. 

The rain gently kissed  
my face. 

The look she gave me  
was as cold as ice. 

 
His fingers were ice cubes  

around my arm. 
 

The snowflakes danced 
across the sky. 

 
 

When my computer crashed, 
it was like a meteor striking 

the moon. 

 
 

The baby’s hair was 
golden silk. 

 
 

We watched the dawn slowly 
crawl over the mountains. 

 


