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Workshop 1

Verbs:

The sun was beating down on me, despite being under a canopied train platform.
Noises were permeating every crevice of the station.

The studio lights were shining on the couch he had slept on so many times before, but now it looked so foreign to him.

The fans are screaming along with my coach and my teammates. It is inaudible gibberish.
There were scraps of paper on the ground. 

Subjects:

There was a blunt of marijuana being passed around, and the haze of smoke stung his nostrils and made his eyes water.

As he sat down and tried to talk to his old friend, he was constantly interrupted by the boom of the subwoofer that was bumping out some pathetic hip-hop song that could drive any sober man completely insane, but it was like a Mozart piece to all the people surrounding him.

She had the same radiant face and flowing white robe that she had worn since Harry was a kid.
By the grill my attention is grabbed by a burst of flames that managed to leap up from behind the counter.

I gathered my belongings and stepped out into the aisle, where I was quickly swept up by the flow of children and carried outside.

The hallway looked as if a hurricane had gone through it. 

Good Examples:
My shoes still bite the mat.

I was in the back, looking at the busts of the passengers in front of me.

The novelty of cheeseburgers at every meal had not yet worn off, especially those still sizzling and with cheese somewhere in between a solid and a liquid.

Their thoughts were boldly tattooed on their foreheads: ‘Why is he here? Doesn’t he have any friends his own age?’

The smell of old was inescapably in the air, old wood, old building, old flowers, old women.

She smelled like old perfume and egg sandwiches, the kind she made for him and me while we watched the Sunday morning news before church.

I sat down on the stairs, the coolness of the concrete seeping through my jeans.

I lay in the median on a blanket of thick grass peppered with broken glass and pieces of metal. Next to me lay the mangled remains of the Honda Prelude, now a heap of metal that was utterly unrecognizable as the speed machine it once was. I stared up into the clear, cool night sky. [….] The ambulance sirens wailed in the distance. They would only get closer. [….] Ryan was yelling at me to stand up to avoid a concussion-induced coma; the sirens clamored in the distance; the gash on my forehead bled. Sounds, like the rumble of highway traffic on the bridge above me and the hissing of the Prelude’s shot engine, muffled [through] my head. […]. 
