Memory:

Sam came into the writing center.  She was happy, but it seemed like her brain was all over the place.  She made me feel crazy.  It was exhausting just to be in the same room, but it always made my day to see her. 

Replacing Abstract words with Concrete images:

The door to the writing center flew open and Sam bounced in.  She was already talking as she plopped her books down on the table next to me.  Her hair flopped over her eyes and she brushed it back as a big grin spread across her face.  Her hands whirled around her head and body as she told me about her day and her laugh was high and light.  Although she spoke only to me, it was her back that I saw most frequently.  She whirled around the room, gathering papers, writing on the wipe board, and pumping hand sanitizer, lining the room with a faint lemon smell.  When she left I took a deep breath and slumped down into the couch I was sitting on.  I sighed a big, deep sigh, and couldn’t help but smile. 
