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	FOOD.
Food is life
Food is sweet
Lots of food makes us obese
Without food we die
Honey 
Pancakes 
Hotcakes 
Chocolate syrup
Pizza
Cheese
Cucumber
mozzarella
Food is healthy
Eating the wrong types of food can make you sick
Food has always been the scarcest commodity in the world
Food is delicious
Each time I walk into the kitchen, all I think of is food
Food is so great especially when prepared by the best chefs
Most of our income is spent on food
I can barely survive without food for a day
SIMILE
 As cheesy as pizza
As cheesy as pizza.
As the sun was coming down, the charcoal grill kept spitting smoke to the air. It had been 8 hours since we started preparing Texas ribs. Each minute that passed made our heart race. We were afraid of overcooking the meat or even burning it. This was our first time and it was already freaking us. The hanging thermometer displayed 136°F, this meant we were 20 minutes away from our final temperature. 
It is finally time brethren! My cousin shouted a few minutes later. We ran towards the grill and popped the lid open. The ribs were dry and crusty and burned on one side. We all went down laughing ghard on the mess we had created in the name of roasted ribs.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Let us use this mess to make pizza. This is the only way we can salvage this situation. I said in passing after everyone calmed down. We took he ribs and chopped them into small pieces. We opted to add a lot of cheese to make the meat a little softer on the pizza bread. This will be a cheesy pizza, we better say as cheesy as pizza. My cousin shouted as he pushed the pizza into the oven. 

AS CHEESY AS PIZZA.
As the sun went down the horizon, the charcoal grill kept spitting clouds of smoke to the air. It had been 8 hours since we started preparing our first Texas ribs. Each minute on the clock made our heart race. We were afraid of overcooking the meat or even burning it. Since it was our first time, our stomach growled with fear. The hanging thermometer displayed 136°F, this meant we were 20 minutes away from our final temperature. 
“It is time brethren!” My cousin shouted a few minutes later. We ran towards the grill and popped the lid open. The ribs were dry, crusty and burned on one side. We all broke down with laughter as we watched the mess we had created in the name of roasted ribs.
“Let us use this mess to make pizza. This is the only way we can salvage this situation.” I said in passing after everyone calmed down. We took he ribs and chopped them into small pieces. We opted to add a lot of cheese to make the meat a little softer on the pizza bread. “This will be a cheesy pizza; we better say as cheesy as pizza.” My cousin shouted as he pushed the pizza into the oven. 


