FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE 

Simile, Metaphor, and Personification
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Steam Shovel

By Charles Malam

The dinosaurs are not all dead

I saw one raise its iron head

To watch me walking down the road

Beyond our house today.

Its jars were dripping with a load

Of earth and grass that it had cropped.

It must have heard me where I stopped,

Snorted white steam my way,

And stretched its long neck out to see,

And chewed, and grinned quite amiably.
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“Hedgehog” 

by Chu Chen Po

He ambles along like a walking pin cushion,
Stops and curls up like a chestnut burr.
He's not worried because he's so little.
Nobody is going to slap him around.
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“Surprise” 

By Jean Little

I feel like the ground in winter,

Hard, cold, dark, dead, unyielding.

Then hope pokes through me

Like a crocus.

Proud Words

By Carl Sandburg

Look out how you use proud words.

When you let proud words go,

It is not easy to call them back.

They wear long boots,

Hard boots, they walk off proud;

They can’t hear you calling—

Look out how you use 

Proud words. 

“UNTIL I SAW THE SEA”

by Lillian Moore


[image: image4.wmf]Until I saw the sea
I did not know
that wind
could wrinkle water so.

I never knew
that sun
could splinter a whole sea of blue.

Nor
did I know before,
a sea breathes in and out
upon a shore.

Dreams

By Langston Hughes

Hold fast to dreams

For if dreams die

Life is a broken-winged bird

That cannot fly.

Hold fast to dreams

For when dreams go

Life is a barren field

Frozen in snow.

“‘Hope’ is the thing with feathers” 

By Emily Dickinson

HOPE is the thing with feathers

That perches in the soul,

And sings the tune without the words,


And never stops at all,

  


And sweetest in the gale is heard;

And sore must be the storm

That could abash the little bird

That kept so many warm.

  


I’ve heard it in the chillest land,

And on the strangest sea;

Yet, never, in extremity,

It asked a crumb of me.
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By Carl Sandburg

The fog comes

On little cat feet.

It sits looking

Over harbor and city

On silent haunches

And then moves on.

“A Modern Dragon,” 

By Rowena Bastin Bennett

A train is a dragon that roars through the dark

He wriggles his tail as he sends up a spark.

He pierces the night with his one yellow eye,

And all the earth trembles when he rushes by.
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Garden Hose

By Kristine O’Connell George

Our hose

dozes

in the

warm sun

and wonders

what to be 

[image: image7.wmf]when it

grows up.

It imagines 

fat black 

irrigation pipe,

aqueducts,

transcontinental 

pipelines.

We let 

it have 

its dreams.

Metal Bucket

By Kristine O’Connell George

No one remembers when 
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they ever bought one.

One day, it’s just there,

sharp and shiny 

in the sun.  Proud.

A thin strong handle,

lip rolled just so for pouring,

smooth flat bottom for sitting.

Later, grayed and dented,

it is even friendlier,

loyal and steadfast.

A metal bucket 

stays with its family 

for life.
