Third Nine Weeks Packet of DOOM!!!
Answer the questions below and keep this guide to study for the test!

Vocabulary Terms:

1. Alliteration

2. Apostrophe

3. Onomatopoeia

4. Metaphor

5. Simile

6. Pun

7. Allusion

8. Verse

9. Stanza

10. Ballad

11. Refrain

12. Rhythm

13. Meter

14. Rhyme

15. Tone

16. Free Verse

Identify whether the following are similes or metaphors. BEWARE, there are some trick ones in there!

1. "Juliet is the sun." (Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet.)

2. Tracy felt as sick as a parrot.

3. "..the perfect sky is torn." (Natalie Imbruglia, "Torn")

4. The traffic is murder.

5. Tom is as deaf as a post.

6. "Life's but a walking shadow." (Shakespeare, Macbeth.)

7. She ran like the wind.

8. I'm as light as a feather.

9. "The sun's a thief." (Shakespeare, Timon of Athens.)

10. Kitty is the apple of her mother's eye.

11. "Death lies upon her like an untimely frost." (Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet.)

12. My feet are as warm as toast.

13. "There's more life in a tramp's vest." (Stereophonics, "more life in a tramp's vest.")

14. Tom is deaf.

15. "Everyday is a winding road& " (Sheryl Crow, "Everyday is a winding road.")

16. My eyes are blue.

17. "England & is a fen of stagnant waters." (Wordsworth.)

18. "Their smiles, wan as primroses." (Keats.)

19. The cucumber is cool.

20. Your beauty shines like the sun.

21. "Love is blind, as far as the eye can see." (The Spice Girls, "Too Much.")

22. She looked as pretty as a picture.

23. James was as cool as a cucumber.

24. His feet are as black as coal.

25. "It's been a hard day's night / And I've been working like a dog." (Lennon and McCartney.)

Syllable Activity
1) Write down your first name.  Divide it into the correct syllables.  How many syllables does it have? 

_________________________________


_______

2) Write down your middle name.  Divide it into the correct syllables.  How many syllables does it have? 

_________________________________


_______

3) Write down your last name.  Divide it into the correct syllables.  How many syllables does it have? 

_________________________________


_______

4) Write down a one syllable word (not your name): ____________________________

5) Write down a two syllable word (not your name): ____________________________

6) Write down a three syllable word (not your name): ____________________________

7) Write down a four syllable word (not your name): ____________________________

8) Write down a five syllable word (not your name): ____________________________

9) Write down a six syllable word (not your name): ____________________________

Syllable Activity
Directions: Write down your phone number or your student id number and create a poem where each number will indicate the amount of syllables in that line.  You can use the school’s phone # if you wish: 886-7530.  If you use the school’s #, the first line of the poem will have 8 syllables, the second will have 4, the third will have 6, etc.  If you have a number 0 in your phone number or id, change that # to 10 for 10 syllables.  Use a separate sheet of paper.  

Example:  Here’s an example based on the phone #: 636-4075 
6     Tacked alongside this phone

3     a friend’s face.

6     I cannot say his name

4     yet know him well.

10 One night he disappeared, as light from fire

7     went out for good.  Still, I’ll 

5        know him when he calls.  
I

Hear the sledges with the bells-
Silver bells!
What a world of merriment their melody foretells!
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,
In the icy air of night!
While the stars that oversprinkle
All the heavens, seem to twinkle
With a crystalline delight;
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells
From the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells-
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.

II

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!
From the molten-golden notes,
And an in tune,
What a liquid ditty floats
To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats
On the moon!
Oh, from out the sounding cells,
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!
How it swells!
How it dwells
On the Future! how it tells
Of the rapture that impels
To the swinging and the ringing
Of the bells, bells, bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells,bells,
Bells, bells, bells-
To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!

III

Hear the loud alarum bells-
Brazen bells!
What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!
In the startled ear of night
How they scream out their affright!
Too much horrified to speak,
They can only shriek, shriek,
Out of tune,
In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire,
Leaping higher, higher, higher,
With a desperate desire,
And a resolute endeavor,
Now–now to sit or never,
By the side of the pale-faced moon.
Oh, the bells, bells, bells!
What a tale their terror tells
Of Despair!
How they clang, and clash, and roar!
What a horror they outpour
On the bosom of the palpitating air!
Yet the ear it fully knows,
By the twanging,
And the clanging,
How the danger ebbs and flows:
Yet the ear distinctly tells,
In the jangling,
And the wrangling,
How the danger sinks and swells,
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells-
Of the bells-
Of the bells, bells, bells,bells,
Bells, bells, bells-
In the clamor and the clangor of the bells!

IV

Hear the tolling of the bells-
Iron Bells!
What a world of solemn thought their monody compels!
In the silence of the night,
How we shiver with affright
At the melancholy menace of their tone!
For every sound that floats
From the rust within their throats
Is a groan.
And the people–ah, the people-
They that dwell up in the steeple,
All Alone
And who, tolling, tolling, tolling,
In that muffled monotone,
Feel a glory in so rolling
On the human heart a stone-
They are neither man nor woman-
They are neither brute nor human-
They are Ghouls:
And their king it is who tolls;
And he rolls, rolls, rolls,
Rolls
A paean from the bells!
And his merry bosom swells
With the paean of the bells!
And he dances, and he yells;
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the paean of the bells-
Of the bells:
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the throbbing of the bells-
Of the bells, bells, bells-
To the sobbing of the bells;
Keeping time, time, time,
As he knells, knells, knells,
In a happy Runic rhyme,
To the rolling of the bells-
Of the bells, bells, bells:
To the tolling of the bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells-
Bells, bells, bells-
To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.

	What does the repetition of the phrase “Bells, bells, bells” throughout the poem sound like?  What type of musical device is this?
	sounds like = 

musical device = 

	What type of rhyme is in line 31?  Which words rhyme?: “To the swinging and the ringing”
	rhyme type = 

words = 



	Line 14 contains what type of rhyme?:

“From the jingling and tinkling of the bells.”
	

	Throughout the poem, the bells are described as making the following sounds: “shriek, shriek” (42), “clang and clash and roar” (54), “jangling” (63).  These sounds are examples of what type of musical device?
	

	What musical devices are used in lines 81-84?: “All alone, / And who, tolling, tolling, tolling, / In that muffled monotone, / Feel a glory is so rolling” 

Indicate which letters are repeated after each musical device. 
	a) 

b) 

c) 

d) 



	Line 38 contains which musical device, and what letter is repeated?: “What tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!”
	musical device = 

repeated sound = 

	What four types of bells are described in the poem?
	

	How does the tone change throughout the poem?
	


The Poison Tree

I was angry with my friend:
I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe:
I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And I watered it in fears,
Night and morning with my tears;
And I sunned it with smiles,
And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright,
And my foe beheld it shine,
And he knew that it was mine,

And into my garden stole,
When the night had veiled the pole.
In the morning, glad I see
My foe outstretched beneath the tree.
	Question
	Answer

	1) This entire poem meets the criteria of two different types of metaphors.  What are they?
	

	2) This poem compares a “poison tree” to what?
	

	3) What is “it” in the following lines, both figuratively and literally?:

“And I watered it in fears /. . . / And I sunned it with smiles, /.  . ./ And it grew both day and night”
	

	4) What does the poison tree grow?
	

	5) What happens to the speaker’s foe at the end?
	


