Tired Out

Version 1

My dad and I were driving along, la dee da, when suddenly, one of the tires started going thump, thump, thump. Flat tire! We didn’t have time to call Triple A so my father had to fix it. First he had to find the thing to lift the car up so we could take off the tire. He couldn’t find it, so he finally had to check the car booklet. It was under the hood. He got it out and lifted the car. Then he pried off the wheel

Cover and tried to unscrew the screws. But they were all covered with brown stuff, and hard to get off. He finally got them off and put on the spare tire. It was so small it looked like a toy, and I laughed. By this time Dad was in a bad mood. He couldn’t laugh about anything. Dad had a tool to measure how much air was in the tire, but there wasn’t enough. We had to stop at a gas station to pump up the tire.

Version 2

My dad and I were just driving along, la dee da when suddenly one of the tires started going thump, thump. Blowout! We didn’t have time to call Triple A so my father had to fix it. First he had to find the jack to lift the car up so we could take off the tire. He couldn’t find it, so he finally had to check the instruction manual. The jack was under the hood. He got it out, and lifted the car. Then he pried off the hubcap and tried to unscrew the lug nuts. But they were all rusted, and hard to get off. He finally got them off, and put on the spare tire. (Dad called it the “donut.”) It was so small it looked like a toy, and I laughed. By this time Dad was in a bad mood. He couldn’t laugh about anything. Dad had a pressure gauge to measure how much air was in the tire, but there wasn’t enough. We had to stop at a gas station to inflate the tire.
