Poetry Scavenger Hunt!
Using the given poems, identify and label two different examples of each of the following elements of poetry:

· alliteration          
· metaphor            
· assonance           
· end rhyme          
· simile                  
· onomatopoeia   
· hyperbole          
· internal rhyme  
· repetition           
· imagery

Also map the rhyme scheme of any four  poems.  
Happy hunting!    
“Dust of Snow” 

by Robert Frost

1 The way a crow
2 Shook down on me
3 The dust of snow
4 From a hemlock tree
5 Has given my heart
6 A change of mood
7 And saved some part
8 Of a day I had rued.

“Dream Variations”

by Langston Hughes

1 To fling my arms wide
2 In some place of the sun,
3 To whirl and to dance
4 Till the white day is done.
5 Then rest at cool evening
6 Beneath a tall tree
7 While night comes on gently,
    Dark like me--
8 That is my dream!


9 To fling my arms wide
10 In the face of the sun,
11 Dance!  Whirl!  Whirl!
12 Till the quick day is done.
13 Rest at pale evening . . .
14 A tall, slim tree . . .
15 Night coming tenderly
    Black like me.


“Boa Constrictor”

by Shel Silverstein

1 Oh, I'm being eaten
2 By a boa constrictor,
3 A boa constrictor,
4 A boa constrictor,
5 I'm being eaten by a boa constrictor,
6 And I don't like it--one bit.
7 Well, what do you know?
8 It's nibblin' my toe.
9 Oh, gee,
10 It's up to my knee.
11 Oh my,
12 It's up to my thigh.
13 Oh, fiddle,
14 It's up to my middle.
15 Oh, heck,
16 It's up to my neck.
17 Oh, dread,
18 It's upmmmmmmffffffffff 


“I heard a Fly buzz”

by Emily Dickinson

1 I heard a Fly buzz – when I died –

2 The Stillness in the Room

3 Was like the Stillness in the Air –  

4 Between the Heaves of Storm – 

5 The Eyes around–had wrung them dry–
6 And Breaths were gathering firm

7 For that last Onset–when the King

8 Be witnessed – in the Room –  

9 I willed my Keepsakes–Signed away

10 What portions of me be

11 Assignable – and then it was

12 There interposed a Fly –  

13 With Blue–uncertain stumbling Buzz –
14 Between the light – and me –  

15 And then the Windows failed–and then

16 I could not see to see – 

“Sonnet 18”

by William Shakespeare

1 Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?
2 Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
3 Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
4 And summer's lease hath all too short a date:
5 Sometimes too hot the eye of heaven shines,
6 And often is his gold complexion dimmed,
7 And every fair from fair sometimes declines,
8 By chance, or nature's changing course untrimmed: 
9 But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
10 Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st,
11 Nor shall death brag thou wander'st in his shade,
12 When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st,
13 So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
14 So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

“Sonnet 30”

by William Shakespeare

1 When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
2 I summon up remembrance of things past,
3 I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
4 And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste:
5 Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,
6 For precious friends hid in death's dateless night,
7 And weep afresh love's long since cancell'd woe,
8 And moan the expense of many a vanish'd sight:
9 Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
10 And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er
11 The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
12 Which I new pay as if not paid before.
13 But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
14 All losses are restor'd and sorrows end.

“Corner” 
by Ralph Pomeroy

1 The cop slumps alertly at his motorcycle
2 supported by one leg like a leather stork
3 His glance accuses me of loitering
4 I can see his eyes moving like a fish 
5 in the green depths of his green goggles

6 His ease is fake. I can tell.
7 My ease is fake. And he can tell.
8 The fingers armoured by his gloves
9 Splay and clench, itching to change something
10 As if he were my enemy or my death
11 I just stand there watching,

12 I spit out my gum which has gone stale.
13 I knock out my new cigarette -
14 Which is my bravery,
15 It is all imperceptible:
16 The way I shift my weight,
17 the way he creaks in the saddle. 

18 The traffic is specific though constant
19 The sun surrounds me, divides the street between us
20 His crash helmet is whiter in the shade.
21 It is like a bullring as they say it is just before the fighting
22 I cannot back down. I am there.

23 Everything holds me back.
24 I am in danger of disappearing into the sunny dust, 
25 My Levis bake and my T shirt sweats,
26 My cigarette makes my eyes burn
27 But I don't dare drop it.

28 Who made him my enemy?
29 Prince of coolness, King of fear
30 Why do I lean here waiting?
31 Why does he lounge there watching?

32 I am becoming sunlight
33 My hair is on fire. My boots run like tar.
34 I am hung up by the bright air.
35 Something breaks off all of a sudden
36 And he blasts off, quick as a craven
37 Snug in his power; watching me watch.

“Forgotten Language”

by Shel Silverstein

1 Once I spoke the language of the flowers,
2 Once I understood each word the caterpillar said,
3 Once I smiled in secret at the gossip of the starlings,
4 And shared a conversation with the housefly in my bed.
5 Once I heard and answered all the questions of the crickets,
6 And joined the crying of each falling dying flake of snow,
7 Once I spoke the language of the flowers. . . .
8 How did it go?
9 How did it go?

