Glossary Of Poetic Devices

Alliteration - The repetition of initial consonant sounds. 

*Allusion- A reference to something well known, such as a statement, person, place, or event.

*Antagonist – character who CAUSES conflict with main character, the villian
*Protagonist- character who works to solve the conflict, the victim of the conflict, the hero
*Aside-a dramatic speech (of an actor’s private thoughts) given on stage away from other actors, intended for the audience and supposedly not heard by the other actors on stage.
Connotation- an implied meaning of a word.  
Denotation- the literal meaning of a word, the dictionary meaning

*Figurative Language- uses words in some way other than for their literal meanings to make a comparison, add emphasis, or say something in a fresh and creative way. Examples of figurative language include alliteration, hyperbole, idiom, imagery, metaphor, onomatopoeia, personification, and simile. 

Foreshadow-hints or clues about events that will occur later in the story

*Hyperbole- is exaggeration or overstatement

*Imagery - Words or phrases that appeal to any sense or any combination of senses. 

Irony- is an implied discrepancy between what is said and what is meant.

Verbal irony- when an author says one thing and means something else.
*Dramatic irony -when an audience perceives something that a character in the literature does not know.
Irony of situation- a discrepancy between the expected result and actual results.

*Metaphor - A comparison between two objects with the intent of giving clearer meaning to one of them. Often forms of the "to be" verb are used, such as "is" or "was", to make the comparison. 

*Mood-the prevailing (main) atmosphere of the story. Ex. Joyous, relaxed, foreboding, sad, etc.

Onomatopoeia - The use of words which imitate sound. 

*Oxymoron - A figure of speech that brings together contradictory words for effect, such as “jumbo shrimp” and “deafening silence.”

*Personification – The technique of giving human qualities/abilities to animals, ideas, or inanimate objects. 

*Point-of-view - The author's point-of-view concentrates on the vantage point of the speaker, or "teller", of the story or poem.
1st person: the speaker is a character in the story or poem and tells it from his/her perspective (uses "I")

3rd person limited: the speaker is not part of the story, but tells about the other characters but limits information about what one character sees and feels. 

3rd person omniscient: the speaker is not part of the story, but is able to "know" and describe what all characters are thinking. 

Repetition - the repeating of words, phrases, lines, or stanzas. 

Rhyme - The similarity of ending sounds existing between two words. 

*Internal Rhyme- rhymes within the lines at least one of the words is within the line)
End Rhyme- rhymes at the ends of lines

Rhyme scheme - The sequence in which the rhyme occurs. The first end sound is represented as the letter "a", the second is "b", etc. 

*Simile - A comparison between two objects using a specific word or comparison such as "like", "as", or "than". 
*Soliloquy- A dramatic speech in which a character talks to himself or herself or reveals his or her thoughts without addressing a listener ALONE on the stage. (Solo!)
Sonnet- A fixed form consisting of fourteen lines of five-foot iambic verse. 

Stanza - a grouping of two or more lines of a poem in terms of length, metrical form, or rhyme scheme.

Symbol(ism)- an object or action that means/represents something more than its literal meaning.

Tone- is the attitude a writer takes towards a subject or character: Ex. Humorous, serious, joking, mocking, etc.
Verse- is a line of poetry

THE TALE OF CUSTARD THE DRAGON

By Ogden Nash

Belinda lived in a little white house, 
With a little black kitten and a little gray mouse, 
And a little yellow dog and a little red wagon, 
And a realio, trulio, little pet dragon. 

Now the name of the little black kitten was Ink, 
And the little gray mouse, she called her Blink, 
And the little yellow dog was sharp as Mustard, 
But the dragon was a coward, and she called him Custard. 

Custard the dragon had big sharp teeth, 
And spikes on top of him and scales underneath, 
Mouth like a fireplace, chimney for a nose, 
And realio, trulio, daggers on his toes. 

Belinda was as brave as a barrel full of bears, 
And Ink and Blink chased lions down the stairs, 
Mustard was as brave as a tiger in a rage, 
But Custard cried for a nice safe cage. 

Belinda tickled him, she tickled him unmerciful, 
Ink, Blink and Mustard, they rudely called him Percival, 
They all sat laughing in the little red wagon 
At the realio, trulio, cowardly dragon. 

Belinda giggled till she shook the house, 
And Blink said Week!, which is giggling for a mouse, 
Ink and Mustard rudely asked his age, 
When Custard cried for a nice safe cage. 

Suddenly, suddenly they heard a nasty sound, 
And Mustard growled, and they all looked around. 
Meowch! cried Ink, and Ooh! cried Belinda, 
For there was a pirate, climbing in the winda. 

Pistol in his left hand, pistol in his right, 
And he held in his teeth a cutlass bright, 
His beard was black, one leg was wood; 
It was clear that the pirate meant no good. 

Belinda paled, and she cried, Help! Help! 
But Mustard fled with a terrified yelp, 
Ink trickled down to the bottom of the household, 
And little mouse Blink strategically mouseholed. 

But up jumped Custard, snorting like an engine, 
Clashed his tail like irons in a dungeon, 
With a clatter and a clank and a jangling squirm 
He went at the pirate like a robin at a worm. 

The pirate gaped at Belinda's dragon, 
And gulped some grog from his pocket flagon, 
He fired two bullets but they didn't hit, 
And Custard gobbled him, every bit. 

Belinda embraced him, Mustard licked him, 
No one mourned for his pirate victim 
Ink and Blink in glee did gyrate 
Around the dragon that ate the pyrate. 

Belinda still lives in her little white house, 
With her little black kitten and her little gray mouse, 
And her little yellow dog and her little red wagon, 
And her realio, trulio, little pet dragon. 

Belinda is as brave as a barrel full of bears, 
And Ink and Blink chase lions down the stairs, 
Mustard is as brave as a tiger in a rage, 
But Custard keeps crying for a nice safe cage. 
1. What is the Rhyme Scheme of this poem?  _________________

2. Give an example of an Internal Rhyme. ____________________ 

3. Circle 3 examples of repetition. 

HECTOR THE COLLECTOR

by Shel Silverstein
[image: image1.wmf]Hector the Collector 
Collected bits of string, 
Collected dolls with broken heads
And rusty bells that would not ring. 
Pieces out of picture puzzles,
Bent-up nails and ice-cream sticks,
Twists of wires, worn-out tires, 
Paper bags and broken bricks.
Old chipped vases, half shoelaces,
Gatlin' guns that wouldn't shoot,
Leaky boats that wouldn't float
And stopped-up horns that wouldn't toot.
Butter knives that had no handles,
Copper keys that fit no locks,
Rings that were too small for fingers,
Dried-up leaves and patched-up socks.
Worn-out belts that had no buckles,
'Lectric trains that had no tracks,
Airplane models, broken bottles, 
Three-legged chairs and cups with cracks.
Hector the Collector
Loved these things with all his soul‹
Loved them more than shining diamonds,
Loved them more than glistenin' gold.
Hector called to all the people,
"Come and share my treasure trunk!"
And all the silly sightless people
Came and looked...and called it junk.

1. What does this poem tell you about Hesctor?_____________________________

2. What is the rhyme scheme?_____________________________

3. Which poetic devices were used in this poem?  Circle them and identify them.
Shel Silverstein

“Sick”


"I cannot go to school today,"

Said little Peggy Ann McKay.

"I have the measles and the mumps,

A gash, a rash and purple bumps.

My mouth is wet, my throat is dry,
5

I'm going blind in my right eye.

My tonsils are as big as rocks,

I've counted sixteen chicken pox

And there's one more--that's seventeen,

And don't you think my face looks green?  10

My leg is cut--my eyes are blue--

It might be instamatic flu.

I cough and sneeze and gasp and choke,

I'm sure that my left leg is broke--

My hip hurts when I move my chin,
     15

My belly button's caving in,

My back is wrenched, my ankle's sprained,

My 'pendix pains each time it rains.

My nose is cold, my toes are numb.

I have a sliver in my thumb.

    20

My neck is stiff, my voice is weak,

I hardly whisper when I speak.

My tongue is filling up my mouth,

I think my hair is falling out.

My elbow's bent, my spine ain't straight,  25

My temperature is one-o-eight.

My brain is shrunk, I cannot hear,

There is a hole inside my ear.

I have a hangnail, and my heart is--what?

What's that? What's that you say?
    30

You say today is. . .Saturday?

G'bye, I'm going out to play!"
1. What is the irony in this poem?________________________

2. What is the rhyme scheme?__________________

3. Which poetic devices were used in this poem?  Circle them and identify them.
The Cremation of Sam McGee 
by Robert William Service 

~The Cremation of Sam McGee

There are strange things done in the midnight sun, by the men who moil for gold; 

The Arctic trails have their secret tales, that would make your blood run cold; 

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights, but the queerest they ever did see 

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge, I cremated Sam McGee. 

Now Sam McGee was from Tennessee, where the cotton blooms and blows. 

Why he left his home in the South to roam, ‘round the Pole, God only knows. 

He was always cold, but the land of gold, seemed to hold him like a spell; 

Though he'd often say in his homely way, that he'd "sooner live in hell." 

On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way, over the Dawson trail. 

Talk of your cold! through the parka's fold, it stabbed like a driven nail. 

If our eyes we'd close, then the lashes froze, till sometimes we couldn't see; 

It wasn't much fun, but the only one, to whimper was Sam McGee. 

And that very night, as we lay packed tight, in our robes beneath the snow, 

And the dogs were fed, and the stars o'erhead, were dancing heel and toe, 

He turned to me, and "Cap," says he, "I'll cash in this trip, I guess; 

And if I do, I'm asking that you, won't refuse my last request." 

Well, he seemed so low that I couldn't say no; then he says with a sort of moan: 

"It's the cursed cold, and it's got right hold, till I'm chilled clean through to the bone. 

Yet 'tain't being dead -- it's my awful dread, of the icy grave that pains; 

So I want you to swear that, foul or fair, you'll cremate my last remains." 

A pal's last need is a thing to heed, so I swore I would not fail; 

And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! he looked ghastly pale. 

He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day, of his home in Tennessee; 

And before nightfall a corpse was all, that was left of Sam McGee. 

There wasn't a breath in that land of death, and I hurried, horror-driven, 

With a corpse half hid that I couldn't get rid, because of a promise given; 

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say: “You may tax your brawn and brains, 

But you promised true, and it's up to you, to cremate those last remains." 

Now a promise made is a debt unpaid, and the trail has its own stern code. 

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in my heart how I cursed that load. 

In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while the huskies, round in a ring, 

Howled out their woes to the homeless snows, O God! how I loathed the thing. 

And every day that quiet clay, seemed to heavy and heavier grow; 

And on I went, though the dogs were spent, and the grub was getting low; 

The trail was bad, and I felt half mad, but I swore I would not give in; 

And I'd often sing to the hateful thing, and it hearkened with a grin. 

Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and a derelict there lay; 

It was jammed in the ice, but I saw in a trice, it was called the "Alice May." 

And I looked at it, and I thought a bit, and I looked at my frozen chum 

Then "Here," said I, with a sudden cry,  "Is my cre-ma-tor-eum." 

Some planks I tore from the cabin floor, and I lit the boiler fire; 

Some coal I found that was lying around, and I heaped the fuel higher; 

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared, such a blaze you seldom see; 

And I burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and I stuffed in Sam McGee. 

Then I made a hike, for I didn't like to hear him sizzle so; 

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, and the wind began to blow. 

It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my cheeks, and I don't know why; 

And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak, went streaking down the sky. 

I do not know how long in the snow, I wrestled with grisly fear; 

But the stars came out and they danced about, ere again I ventured near; 

I was sick with dread, but I bravely said: "I'll just take a peep inside. 

I guess he's cooked, and it's time I looked, then the door I opened wide. 

And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm, in the heart of the furnace roar; 

And he wore a smile you could see a mile, and he said: "Please close that door. 

It's fine in here, but I greatly fear you'll let in the cold and storm -- 

Since I left Plumtree, down in Tennessee, it's the first time I've been warm." 

There are strange things done in the midnight sun, by the men who moil for gold; 

The Arctic trails have their secret tales, that would make your blood run cold; 

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights, but the queerest they ever did see 

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge I cremated Sam McGee. 

1. What can you infer from the title?  What do you think the MOOD will be like?

2. Rhyme Scheme:_________________________________(FIRST STANZA)

3. Poetic Devices:

· Alliteration: UNDERLINE 10 EXAMPLES

· Internal rhymes: Circle all of the pairs of you find in the poem.
· Do you see a pattern?

4. WHY WAS SAM “SMILING” AT THE END???(hint: what happens when a body is cremated?)
5. What does this poem tell the story of? SUMMARIZE in 10 words or less!

1. What is the rhyme scheme? __________________________

3. Circle 3 examples of internal rhyme

4. Star 3 examples of Repetition (or highlight)

5. Underline 3 lines that you understand and explain their meaning.

6. Summarize this poem in 10 words or less.

The Man He Killed

Thomas Hardy - 1840


"Had he and I but met
By some old ancient inn,
We should have sat us down to wet
Right many a nipperkin!

"But ranged as infantry,
And staring face to face,
I shot at him and he at me,
And killed him in his place.

"I shot him dead because – 
Because he was my foe, 
Just so – my foe of course he was; 
That's clear enough; although

"He thought he'd 'list perhaps, 
Off-hand like – just as I – 
Was out of work – had sold his traps – 
No other reason why.

"Yes; quaint and curious war is! 
You shoot a fellow down 
You'd treat if met where any bar is, 
Or help to half-a-crown."

1. What does the title tell you about the poem?_____________________________

2. What is the rhyme scheme?______________________________

3. Underline 3 lines that you understand and explain their meaning.

4. What message was Hardy trying to convey through this poem? Explain.
Wilfred Owen

Dulce Et Decorum Est  (Translation – It is sweet and becoming)
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
Of disappointed shells that dropped behind.

GAS! Gas! Quick, boys!-- An ecstasy of fumbling,
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And floundering like a man in fire or lime.--
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin;
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,--
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est
Pro patria mori.

1. If pro patria mori means to die for your country, what does the title tell you about the poem?

2. What is the rhyme scheme?______________________________

3. Underline 3 lines that you understand and explain their meaning.

4. What message was Owen trying to convey through this poem? Explain.
SONNET 18

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

5
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

10
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growest: 
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

1.  What is the rhyme scheme for this sonnet?_______________________________

2.  What do all Shakespearean Sonnets have? (hint: count the lines)

3.  Summarize this poem in 10 words or less (flip the page for help)

4. Underline 3 lines that you understand and explain their meaning.

5. Who might the speaker be?
	SONNET 18
	     PARAPHRASE

	Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 
	Shall I compare you to a summer's day? 

	Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
	You are more lovely and more constant:

	Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
	Rough winds shake the beloved buds of May

	And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 
	And summer is far too short:

	Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
	At times the sun is too hot,

	And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 
	Or often goes behind the clouds;

	And every fair from fair sometime declines,
	And everything beautiful sometime will lose its beauty,

	By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;
	By misfortune or by nature's planned out course.

	But thy eternal summer shall not fade 
	But your youth shall not fade,

	Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;
	Nor will you lose the beauty that you possess;

	Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,
	Nor will death claim you for his own,

	When in eternal lines to time thou growest:
	Because in my eternal verse you will live forever.

	So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
	So long as there are people on this earth,

	So long lives this and this gives life to thee. 
	So long will this poem live on, making you immortal.


Think~~


Memory


Observation


Details 





Think~~


Sweet


Memory


Dramatic


Amusing


Realistic


Reliable 

















Think~~~


Epic Tale


“Sing-Songy”


Lighthearted


Ironic





Look for~~~


Internal Rhymes


Rhyme Scheme





And why was Sam smiling at the end? What was the real smile?


Think….





Annabel Lee


By Edgar Allen Poe





It was many and many a year ago,�In a kingdom by the sea,�That a maiden there lived whom you may know�By the name of ANNABEL LEE;�And this maiden she lived with no other thought�Than to love and be loved by me.��I was a child and she was a child,�In this kingdom by the sea;�But we loved with a love that was more than love-�I and my Annabel Lee;�With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven�Coveted her and me.��And this was the reason that, long ago,�In this kingdom by the sea,�A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling�My beautiful Annabel Lee;�So that her highborn kinsman came�And bore her away from me,�To shut her up in a sepulcher�In this kingdom by the sea.��The angels, not half so happy in heaven,�Went envying her and me-�Yes!- that was the reason (as all men know,�In this kingdom by the sea)�That the wind came out of the cloud by night,�Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.��But our love it was stronger by far than the love�Of those who were older than we-�Of many far wiser than we-�And neither the angels in heaven above,�Nor the demons down under the sea,�Can ever dissever my soul from the soul�Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.��For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams�Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;�And the stars never rise but I feel the bright eyes�Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;�And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side�Of my darling- my darling- my life and my bride,�In the sepulcher there by the sea,�In her tomb by the sounding sea.
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