The Beach

It was a perfect day at the beach. The clouds looked like white strokes of paint on a light blue paper sky. My friend Sam and I sat with our legs stretched out on the shore of the speckled gray and white beach. We were quietly watching a large, white pelican that was perched on a huge, black rock next to us. The waves were gentle, and a small crab was burying itself in the wet sand. We never wanted this glorious day to end.

Hudson, D. (1999). Solving writing problems with easy mini-lessons. 


Huntington Beach, CA: Creative Teaching Press.
