








The skin cracks like a pod.   Simile ﻿﻿�There never is enough water.   Verse��﻿Imagine the drip of it, �the small splash, echo �in a tin mug,                           Imagery�the voice of a kindly god. �﻿�﻿Sometimes, the sudden rush �of fortune. The municipal pipe bursts, �silver crashes to the ground �and ﻿the flow has found        �a roar of tongues﻿. From the huts, �a congregation : every man woman �child for streets around                                  Stanza�butts in, with pots, �brass, copper, aluminum, �plastic buckets, �frantic hands, �﻿�and naked children �screaming in the liquid sun, �their highlights polished to perfection, �flashing light, �﻿as the blessing sings �over their small bones.   Personification 





Windhover


I caught this morning morning's repetition minionminion favorite, darling; also, an underling or servant, king- 


    dom of daylight's dauphindauphin prince; a French historical term, along with “chevalier”, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding  Alliteration


    Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding 


High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimplingwimpling rippling wing 


In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing, 


    As a skate's heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and gliding 


    Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding 


Stirred for a bird, – the achieve of, the mastery of the thing! 


Highlighted= The rhyme scheme of this poem is aabbaabb.  








Over the wintry


forest, winds howl in  rage


with no leaves to blow.   


Haiku Poem








Appetite


In a house the size of a postage stamp Metaphor �lived a man as big as a barge.�His mouth could drink the entire river Hyperbole�You could say it was rather large�For dinner he would eat a trillion beans�And a silo full of grain,�Washed it down with a tanker of milk�As if he were a drain.

















To an Athlete Dying Young


� HYPERLINK "http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175749" \l "poem" �To an Athlete Dying Young�


By � HYPERLINK "http://www.poetryfoundation.org/bio/a-e-housman" �A. E. Housman� 1859–1936


The time you won your town the race


We chaired you through the market-place;


Man and boy stood cheering by,


And home we brought you shoulder-high.





Today, the road all runners come,


Shoulder-high we bring you home,


And set you at your threshold down,


Townsman of a stiller town.





Smart lad, to slip betimes away


From fields where glory does not stay,


And early though the laurel grows


It withers quicker than the rose.





Eyes the shady night has shut


Cannot see the record cut,


And silence sounds no worse than cheers


After earth has stopped the ears.





Now you will not swell the rout


Of lads that wore their honours out,


Runners whom renown outran


And the name died before the man.





So set, before its echoes fade,


The fleet foot on the sill of shade,


And hold to the low lintel up


The still-defended challenge-cup.





And round that early-laurelled head


Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead,


And find unwithered on its curls


The garland briefer than a girl’s.





This is an example of an elegy because it talks about a young athlete’s death and how everyone is still proud of him.





In honor of Martin Luther King 


 


Some kings rule their kingdoms sitting down�Surrounded by luxury, soft cushions and fans�But this King stood strong�stood proud�stood tall


When some yelled for violence�For angry revenge�An eye for an eye�And a tooth for a tooth�He stood his ground�Preaching peace


And when some spit out hate�He stood there smiling�Spreading love�Until it rolled like the sea across the land�Sweeping away Jim Crow�Breaking down the walls�Ringing the bell�Joyfully�For Freedom


Until�Standing on the mountain top�They shot him�Coldly�Hoping to see him fall�Hoping to put him away�To bring him low


But this King�even in death�even today�stands strong�This poem is an epic poem because it talks about King’s achievements.








Summertime is Here


My tongue is a piece of sandpaper�I’m dissolving into a puddle.�I want to dive into a snowdrift�Though I’m sure that would befuddle�Open me up, my organs are cooked�I think I’m now well done.�You can fry an egg upon my brow�As I melt away in the sun!


This is an example of a pun because it has a certain effect on you. It makes you want to laugh.








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 sepulchre there by the sea,�In her tomb by the sounding sea.





The underline words are internal rhymes.





An excerpt from a poem…. 


Hear the mellow wedding bells,


Golden bells!


What a world of happiness their harmony foretells!


Through the balmy air of night


How they ring out their delight!





The bolded and underlined words are examples of assonance because the words that are close to each other repeat the same vowel. 








Song After Rain (Hopi)�Corn-blossom maidens �Here in the fields, �Patches of beans in flower, �Fields all abloom, �Water shining after rain, �Blue clouds looming above. �Now behold! �Through bright clusters of flowers �Yellow butterflies �Are chasing at play, �And through the blossoming beans Blue butterflies �Are chasing at play.





This is an example of a ballad because it came from a folk origin.





Our American Bald Eagle stands bold and proud �Representing our nation's liberty, �Soaring effortlessly above the shores�Peering down at the majestic sea. ��Its wings caress the perpetual clouds�As it peers bravely to the earth,�It gracefully adorns the lulling wind �Proudly brag our nation's birth. ��Its eyes are golden as the earth's mother lode �And gaze upon the mountain peaks, �Keen and brilliant is its brow �Standing firm it seems to speak. ��Its tail is broad and fans the wind �Like a rudder, it gracefully flows, �Feathers spread to take their leave �Soon to branch it will repose. ��This poem is an example of an ode poem because it is raising the pride of the United States, the Bald Eagle.





My brother Bob can really bake�I love the way he makes a cake.





This is an example of a couplet because there are only 2 lines and they both rhyme.





Let's go to the mall�But first let us call�And ask Mrs. Hall 


This is an example of a triplet because this poem has only 3 verses.





Mom & Dad Are Home


Slam! Slam!�Go the car doors.  �Jangle! Jangle!                                     Jangle, slam, jiggle,�Go the house keys.                               Squeak, thump are�Jiggle! Jiggle!                                  All examples of �Go the keys in the door.              Onomatopoeia. �Squeak!�Goes the front door! �Thump! Thump!�That is me running down the stairs.�Guess what?�Mom and Dad are home!!











