Sensory Writing Worksheet Answer Key

Worksheets from “Ready, Set, Write:  Story Starters Grade 7”

Pg. 13 Ker-Plunk!  Ka-Boom!:  Sensory Writing – Sound

Answers will vary…but these are some ideas

1. Riding a bike with a flat tire: Thub-Thub-Thub (made up), dragging sounds, laughter from kids watching or biker crying

2. Young children at a playground: screech, holler, scream, laughing, giggles, yelling, baby talk, gurgle, ga-ga goo-goo, crying, sobbing

3. Riding on a super-duper roller coaster: Ahhhh!, Screams, Whoa!, High pitch yells, laughter, yelling at person who made you ride it, Whaaaahhoooooo!, crying

4. What do you hear right now if you close your eyes and listen?:  people breathing in and out, humming from the heater fan, high pitch buzz from computer, tapping of a pencil by a student

Writing Prompt:

It’s as quiet as a mouse as I enter the school building.  The lights are off and the only sound is the heels of my boots hitting the hard floor.  Clump-Clump.  I click on the lights and jingle my keys until I find the one that fits in the door.  I’ve made it too school on a Sunday.  I turn on the computer, listening to the buzz as it heats up.  My fingers tap dance on the keys, tap-tap, tap-tap, as I begin creating lesson plans.

Pg. 14 What’s That Smell?:  Sensory Writing – Smell

Answers will vary… but these are some ideas

1. a spring day after a light rain:  smelled like wet, fresh cut grass

2. a bakery:  smelled like warm homemade chocolate chip cookies or bread baking

3. a damp cellar:  smelled like mold and mildew, smelled earthy

4. sweaty gym socks that have been in a closed locker for several weeks:  smelled rancid, sweat that had fermented to a much stronger odor that stung my nose

Writing Prompt:

As I walk into McDonald’s, I can smell the grease and salt of a fresh batch of fries.  My nose tells my mouth to water, and I place my order.  The person at the register has just cleaned the countertop and it smells like Windex or a Clorox wipe.  I carry our tray of food into the Play Place, and get a whiff of my dad’s mocha caramel coffee; it smells just as much like chocolate as coffee.  The Play Place has a scent of smelly socks since the kids have to remove their shoes.  I climb into the tubes and am hit by a smell that makes my nose curl.  I proceed slowly forward, only to meet up with a young toddler who has left a gift in her diaper for her parents.  I turn around, unable to handle the stench anymore.

Pg. 15 Delicious!: Sensory Writing – Taste

Answers will vary…but these are some ideas

1. a lemon: sour, acidic, seedy, tart

2. a cup of hot cocoa with marshmallows:  chocolaty, warm, hot, soothing, fluffy marshmallows, sweet, creamy, 

3. a steaming bowl of chicken noodle soup: boiling, burning the mouth, slippery noodles, thin broth, chewy chicken, 

4. a deluxe pizza with 10 toppings: filling, crunchy crust, stringy melted cheese, assortment of flavors, meaty, spicy sausage/pepperoni, 

Writing Prompt:

Thanksgiving was always the best at my Grandma’s house.  She would brown the outside of a turkey until it was crisp on the outside and yet tender and juicy in the center.  We would have homemade mash potatoes that had just the right touch of butter and milk creamed into them.  Plus, they had chunks, or lumps, of un-smashed potato too.  We’d have stuffing that I always thought was a bit chewy and was a little spicy, along with green beans that were smothered in cream of mushroom soup and crunchy onions.  Finally, my favorite part was dessert.  Grandma always made her homemade pumpkin pie.  It was smooth on the tongue with only a hint of nutmeg, and mixed well with the fluffy sweet taste of whip cream piled on top.

Pg. 16 Barefoot Through Squishy Mud: Sensory Writing – Touch

Answers may vary…but these are some ideas

1. silk:  soft, smooth, light, flows with air

2. tree bark:  rough, bumpy, hard, stiff, 

3. a metal box:  smooth, cold, hard, sharp corners, 

Writing Prompt:

The bell rings and I walk out of school.  Just then a thundercloud opens up and it begins to pour.  Small rain drops turn to large ones that begin tapping me faster and faster.  My clothes begin turning from dry to damp to soaked.  I can feel the water dripping down my back and legs.  My clothes become heavy and I continue to trudge home, stomping in the puddles as I go.  When I arrive home, I’m drenched, cold, and my clothes weigh a ton.

