
7th Grade Reading Cancellation Plans 

*Please respond to the bell ringer questions on the appropriate post on Google Classroom. If 
you do not have access to Google Classroom, please record your answers on a separate sheet of 
paper. 

  LESSON:  ASSIGNMENTS: 
DAY 
ONE 

● Create a 
Mini-Poetry 
Glossary Book 

● Bell Ringer: What are the qualities that make a 
‘poem’ different from other types of literature? 
List three.  

● Fill in the Mini-Poetry Glossary book by 
providing a definition, two examples, and an 
illustration for each term.  

DAY 
TWO: 

● Reviewing Types 
of Figurative 
Language 

● Bell Ringer: Determine what type of figurative 
language each example is. 

o They fought like cats and dogs. 
o He is a shining star. 
o I was so tired that I slept for a million 

years. 
o The waves crashed against the shore. 
o Rita heard the last piece of pie calling her 

name. 
● Review the different types of figurative 

language by finding examples of different types 
of figurative language and recording them on 
the Poetry Scavenger Hunt chart. You may use 
online resources, books, or any of the poems in 
this packet to complete this activity. 

DAY 
THREE 

● “The Village 
Blacksmith” 
Comprehension 
Questions 

● Bell Ringer: What are the qualities of a hard 
worker? List three. Also, provide an example of 
someone who you think is a hard worker and 
explain why that person is a hard worker.  

● Read “The Village Blacksmith.”  
● Complete the comprehension questions. 

 

DAY 
FOUR 

● “Fog” and “Life” 
Comprehension 
Questions 

● Bell Ringer: Create your own simile or metaphor 
to describe life (for example, “Life is a 
rollercoaster.”) Then, give a one sentence 
explanation as to why you made this 
comparison.  

● Read “Fog” and “Life.”  



● Complete the comprehension questions. 
DAY 
FIVE 

● “Loo Wit” 
Comprehension 
Questions 

● Bell Ringer: Mood is how the author uses 
different words and descriptions to evoke a 
particular feeling or emotion. Read the 
paragraph below, and then explain what mood 
you think the author creates with this 
paragraph:  

o Our house is an old friend of ours. 
Although he creeks and groans with 
every gust of wind, he never fails to 
protect us from the elements. He wraps 
his arms of bricks and mortar around us 
and keeps us safe. 

● Read “Loo Wit.” 
● Complete the comprehension questions.   

 
 

DAY 
SIX 

● Figurative 
Language Quiz / 
Brainstorm for 
Your Own Poem 

● Bell Ringer: Determine what type of figurative 
language each example is. 

o The fireflies danced in the night.  
o I’m dying from embarrassment. 
o Her laugh is like a hyena. 
o Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled 

peppers.  
● Complete the Questions #1-10 on the figurative 

language quiz, and submit your answers to the 
assessment on Google Classroom if using the 
Internet. If not, record your answers on the 
paper.  

● Complete the brainstorming sheet for your 
figurative language poem.   

DAY 
SEVEN: 

● Figurative 
Language Quiz / 
Create Your 
Own Poem 

● Bell Ringer: Tone is the author’s attitude 
towards his/her subject. Read the paragraph, 
and then determine which ‘tone’ word best 
explains the tone of the paragraph. 

○ We have come together this afternoon to 
mourn the deaths of sixteen 
miners—our friends and 
neighbors—who were trapped by fire 
yesterday, deep below the earth. They 



lived bravely and they died too soon, 
leaving behind grieving wives and 
bewildered children. We bid them a final 
farewell. 
a. forgiving b. sorrowful c. angry 

● Complete the Questions #11-20 on the figurative 
language quiz, and submit your answers to the 
assessment on Google Classroom if using the 
Internet. If not, record your answers on the 
paper.  

● Create your own figurative language poem by 
following the guidelines.  

○ If using Google Classroom: Post your 
final poem to the appropriate post on 
Google Classroom. Make one POSITIVE 
and KIND comment on another 
classmate’s poem to receive full credit. 

○ If you do not have access to the Internet: 
Write your poem on a separate sheet of 
paper and include one illustration to 
receive full credit.  

DAY 
EIGHT: 

● Poetry Choice 
Board 

● Bell Ringer: What is your favorite poem we read 
as part of our poetry unit? Explain. 

● Complete two activities from the ‘A’ column for 
Poem #1. 

DAY 
NINE: 

● Poetry Choice 
Board 

● Bell Ringer: What is your least favorite poem we 
read as part of our poetry unit? Explain. 

● Complete two activities from the ‘B’ row for 
Poem #2. 

DAY 
TEN: 

● Poetry Choice 
Board 

● Bell Ringer: Tone is the author’s attitude 
towards his/her subject. Read the paragraph, 
and then determine which ‘tone’ word best 
explains the tone of the paragraph. 

○ Why do these things always happen to 
me?, Brad wondered. First I forget an 
important meeting, and nobody reminds 
me until it’s over. Then my boss dumps a 
big project on my desk and wants it done 
by yesterday. And to top everything off, I 



leave my wallet on the bus. 
a. comic 
b. self-pitying c. optimistic 

● Complete two activities from the ‘C’ row for 
Poem #3.  

   



 
 

My Mini-Poetry 
Glossary Book 

 
 

Name: __________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SIMILE: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 

 

METAPHOR: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 

 



PERSONIFICATION: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 

 

HYPERBOLE: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 
 



ONOMATOPOEIA: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 

 

ALLITERATION: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 
 



OXYMORON: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 

 

IDIOM: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 
 



STANZA: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 

 

RHYME SCHEME: 
 

Definition: 

 
 

 

Examples: 

 
 

 

Illustration:  

 
 
 
 



 

Poetry Scavenger Hunt 
 

Directions: You must find three examples of each type of figurative language by reading 
different types of poems. You must use a minimum of at least SEVEN different poems to 

complete this activity. You can find your poems from online resources or books. If you do not 
have access to the Internet, please reference any of the poems included in this packet. 

 
 

SIMILE: A comparison between two things, which uses “like” or “as.” He is fast like a cheetah. 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 
 
 
 
 
 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

 
 

METAPHOR: A comparison between two things, which does not use “like” or “as.” The snow 
was a white blanket covering the ground. 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 
 
 
 
 
 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

 
 
 
 
 



 

PERSONIFICATION: Giving human characteristics to non-human things. The stars danced in 
the sky. 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 
 
 
 
 
 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

 
 

HYPERBOLE: An exaggerated statement or claim. I am dying from embarassment. 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 
 
 
 
 
 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

 
 

ONOMATOPOEIA: A word which imitates the natural sound of a thing. The bees buzzed. 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 
 
 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 



 

ALLITERATION: the repetition of identical consonant sounds at the beginning of words. Peter Piper 
picked a peck of pickled peppers. 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 
 
 
 
 
 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

TITLE OF POEM: 
 
 
AUTHOR: 
 
 
EXAMPLE: 

   



 

“The Village Blacksmith” 

By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

Under a spreading chestnut tree 

The village smithy stands; 

The smith, a mighty man is he,  

With large and sinewy hands; 

And the muscles of his brawny arms 

Are strong as iron bands. 

 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long, 

His face is like the tan; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat, 

He earns whate’er he can, 

And looks the whole world in the face. 

For he owes not any man. 

 

Week in, week out, from morn till night, 

You can hear his bellows blow; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 

With measured beat and slow, 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell. 

When the evening sun is low. 

 

And children coming home from school 

Look in at the open door;  

They love to see the flaming forget,  

And hear the bellows roar, 



And catch the burning sparks that fly 

Like chaff from a threshing door.  

 

He goes on Sunday to the church,  

And sits among his boys; 

He hears the parson pray and preach, 

He hears his daughter’s voice, 

Singing in the village choir, 

And it makes his heart rejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother’s voice, 

Singing in Paradise! 

He needs must think of her once more, 

How in the grave she lies; 

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

 

Toiling – rejoicing – sorrowing,  

Onward through life he goes; 

Each morning sees some task begin, 

Each evening sees it close; 

Something attempted, something done, 

Has earned a night’s repose. 

 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 

For the lesson thou hast taught! 

Thus at the flaming forge of life 

Our fortunes must be wrought; 



Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 

Each burning deed and thought.  

 

Comprehension Questions 

1. Define the following words: 
a. Brawny: ________________________________________________________________ 

b. Smithy: ________________________________________________________________ 

c. Sinewy: ________________________________________________________________ 

d. Crisp: __________________________________________________________________ 

e. Sexton: 

_________________________________________________________________ 

2. Do you admire the blacksmith? Why or why not? Support your answer by citing at least 
two specific lines from the text.  
 
 
 
 

3. Find three details that show how hard the blacksmith works. 
 
 
 
 

4. Does the poet present hard work as a positive or negative thing? Support your answer by 
citing at least two specific lines from the text.  
 
 
 

 
 

5. Where does the poet show how the blacksmith relates to his children? 
 
 
 
 

6. What does the tear in his eye reveal about the blacksmith? 
 



 
 

7. How does the blacksmith set an example for his family? State at least two ways.  
 
 
 
 

8. Find at least two examples of figurative language within the poem.    



“Fog” and “Life” Poems 

“Fog” 

By Carl Sandberg 

The fog comes  

on little cat feet.  

 

It sits looking  

over harbor and city 

on silent haunches 

and then moves on.  

 

Comprehension Questions 

1. Describe the setting of fog. 
 
 
 

2. How would your experience of the poem differ if Sandberg had given more details about 
the setting? 
 
 
 

3. What is the overall effect of using so few words? 
 
 
 

4. Identify three things that the fog does.  
 
 
 

5. What qualities of fog make it a good subject for the poem?  
 
 
 



6. What overall feeling does “Fog” convey about fog? Cite at least one line to support your 
response.  

  

 

“Life” 

By Naomi Long Madgett 

Life is but a toy that swings on a bright gold chain 

Ticking for a little white 

To amuse a fascinated infant. 

Until the keep, a very old man, 

Becomes tired of the game 

And lets the watch run down.  

 

Comprehension Questions 

1. What image does Madgett use to describe life? 
 
 
 

2. What does this image suggest about life? 
 
 
 

3. Do you agree with this comparison? Explain your answer. 
 
 
 

4. What overall feeling does “Life” convey about life? 
 
 
 

5. What is similar and different about the mood of the two poems? Explain.  

 

 



“Loo Wit” 

by Wendy Rose 

Loo-Wit is the name given by the Cowitz people to Mount St. Helens, an 
active volcano in Washington State. It means “Lady of Fire.”  
 
In this poem, the eruption of Mount St. Helens is personified as an old 
woman. 

 

The way they do  
 this old woman  
 no longer cares 
 what others think 
 but spits her black tobacco 
 any which way 
 stretching full length 
 from her bumpy bed. 
 Finally up 
 she sprinkles ashes 
 on the snow, 
 cold buttes 
 promise nothing 
 but the walk 
 of winter. 
 Centuries of cedar 
 have bound her 
 to earth, 
 huckleberry ropes 
 lay prickly 
 on her neck. 
 Around her 
 machinery growls, 
 snarls and plows 
 great patches 
 of her skin. 
 She crouches 



 in the north, 
 her trembling 
 the source 
 of dawn. 
 Light appears 
with the shudder 
 of her slopes, 
 the movement 
 of her arm. 
 Blackberries unravel, 
 stones dislodge; 
 it’s not as if 
 they weren’t warned. 
 She was sleeping 
 but she heard the boot 
 scrape, 
 the creaking floor, 
 felt the pull of the blanket 
 from her thin 
 shoulder. 
 With one free hand 
 she finds her weapons 
 and raises them high; 
 clearing the twigs from her 
 throat 
 she sings, she 
 sings 
 shaking the sky 
 like a blanket about her 
 Loo-wit sings and sings and 
 sings 
 

 

 

 

 



Comprehension Questions 

1. To what kind of person does the poet compare Loo-Wit?  
 
 
 
 

2. One could infer that Loo-Wit doesn’t care what others think of her. Find at least two 
lines that could support this idea.  
 
 
 
 

3. Why do you think that the poet chose to compare a volcano to this type of person? 
Explain.  
 
 
 
 

4. What does Loo-Wit feel about humans and their activities? How do Loo-Wit’s actions 
reveal her feelings? Cite at least two lines from the poem to support your response.  
 
 
 
 

5. What caused the volcano’s eruption? Does the poet give the scientific causes of a 
volcano? Explain your answer.  
 
 
 
 

6. What does the poem say about the relationship between nature and humans? Why 
might people speak of volcanoes and other natural forces as if they were people?  

 

 

 

 

 



Figurative Meanings in Literature Quiz Questions #1-10 
Question 1 . 

I waited in line at the Post Office for a year. 

 
The sentence above is an example of a/an 

 A. idiom. 

 B. metaphor. 

 C. hyperbole. 

 D. personification. 

Question 2 . 

 

 

     Chen was the school's superstar. Today, he was playing in 
front of a national audience. He was going to represent the little 
town of Hyattville. Chen was going to leave his mark, and the 
world was going to see it. His parents cheered for him with 
teary eyes and encouraging smiles. 

     Everybody eagerly waited for Chen to give the performance 
of his lifetime. The curtains were drawn like clouds revealing 
the sun. The spotlight was on Chen now. People in the 
auditorium held their breaths as if they were swimming under 
water. He played the piano as if his fingers were butterflies 
jumping on flowers. And, the music echoed like raindrops falling 
on the windowpane. 



The author describes Chen's playing the music as "butterflies 
jumping on flowers" to show 

 A. how his fingers are soft and like an infant's. 

 B. how swiftly and gracefully he plays the piano. 

 C. how his hands appear colorful in the stage light. 

 D. how randomly the musical notes jump around. 

Question 3 . 

     Pritee's eyes were glow worms in the dark. She could see 
the best in every situation. The year she broke her leg before 
the cheerleading competition, she showed up for practice every 
morning wearing her cast in order to support her team. Then, 
she walked like a pendulum. But, she made it to the gym 
wearing a smile wider than the football field. And, who could 
forget the time she started a fundraiser for the local animal 
shelter. Pritee was an inspiration for all of us at Memorial High. 

Why does the author compare Pritee to a pendulum? 
 A. to describe the effect of Pritee on her friends and family 

 B. to show how beautifully and rhythmically Pritee walks 

 C. to show that time passes slowly during cheerleading 

 D. to describe the slow and difficult motion of the injured 

Pritee 

Question 4 . 

     Pritee's eyes were glow worms in the dark. She could see 
the best in every situation. The year she broke her leg before 
the cheerleading competition, she showed up for practice every 
morning wearing her cast in order to support her team. Then, 
she walked like a pendulum. But, she made it to the gym 
wearing a smile wider than the football field. And, who could 
forget the time she started a fundraiser for the local animal 
shelter. Pritee was an inspiration for all of us at Memorial High. 

Which of these is an example of a figurative language in this 
passage? 



 A. an inspiration for all of us 

 B. started to forget her own name 

 C. see the best in every situation 

 D. a smile wider than the football field 

Question 5 . 

adapted from Ozma of Oz 

by L. Frank Baum 

     Dorothy had a good dunking, you may be sure, but she 
didn't lose her presence of mind even for a second. She kept 
tight hold of the stout slats and as soon as she could get the 
water out of her eyes she saw that the wind had ripped the 
cover from the coop. The poor chickens were fluttering away in 
every direction, being blown by the wind until they looked like 
feather dusters without handles. The bottom of the coop was 
made of thick boards, so Dorothy found she was clinging to a 
sort of raft, with sides of slats, which readily bore up her weight. 
After coughing the water out of her throat and getting her breath 
again, she managed to climb over the slats and stand upon the 
firm wooden bottom of the coop, which supported her easily 
enough. 

     "Why, I've got a ship of my own!" she thought, more amused 
than frightened at her sudden change of condition; and then, as 
the coop climbed up to the top of a big wave, she looked 
eagerly around for the ship from which she had been blown. 

     It was far, far away, by this time. Perhaps no one on board 
had yet missed her, or knew of her strange adventure. Down 
into a valley between the waves the coop swept her. And when 
she climbed another crest the ship looked like a toy boat, it was 
such a long way off. Soon it had entirely disappeared in the 
gloom, and then Dorothy gave a sigh of regret at parting with 
Uncle Henry and began to wonder what was going to happen to 
her next. 

     Just now she was tossing on the lap of a big ocean, with 
nothing to keep her afloat but a miserable wooden hen-coop 



that had a plank bottom and slatted sides, through which the 
water constantly splashed and wetted her through to the skin! 
And there was nothing to eat when she became hungry—as 
she was sure to do before long—and no fresh water to drink 
and no dry clothes to put on. 

Select ALL the correct answers. 

Which two selections from the passage contain an example of 
personification? 

 the water constantly splashed and wetted her through to the 
skin 
 the coop climbed up to the top of a big wave 
 she was tossing on the lap of a big ocean 
 with nothing to keep her afloat but a miserable wooden 
hen-coop 
 she managed to climb over the slats and stand upon the 
firm wooden bottom of the coop 

Question 6 . 
     The mighty waves threw themselves angrily against the 
shore's jaw. With each push forward, they pulled pieces of the 
coast back into the water. This left a cut carved into the shore 
that looked like bad cursive. Mary wanted to write her name into 
the Earth that way, so she would be remembered. 
 
Which sentence from the passage makes something seem 
human? 

 A. This left a cut carved into the shore that looked like a bad 

autograph. 

 B. The mighty waves threw themselves angrily against the 

shore's jaw. 

 C. Mary wanted to write her entire name into the Earth that 

way one day. 

 D. With each push forward, they pulled pieces of the coast 

back into the water. 



Question 7 . 
Select the correct text in the passage. 

Which sentence from the passage contains a hyperbole? 

Fever 

     To say Peter was under the weather was putting it 

mildly. Peter had been sick for six days so far, and he didn't 

seem to be getting any better. 

     "Mom!" Peter yelled. "I'm as thirsty as a camel! Can I 

get some water?" 

     "Just a minute, Peter," his mom yelled up to him. Peter 

hated having to wait. Being sick always put him in a bad 

mood. He was a grumpy grizzly bear. After what seemed 

like years, Peter's mom came into his room with a glass of 

water. 

     "Here you go, love," Peter's mom said. "Let's see if you 

still have a fever before you drink any, all right?" 

     "Mom, I feel hotter than a desert during a heat wave," 

Peter moaned. "I don't need a thermometer to tell me I'm 

burning up." 

     "Well, let's just see, shall we?" Peter's mom said. She 

placed the thermometer under Peter's tongue and pulled it 

out when it beeped. 

     "Your fever has actually gone down," said Peter's mom 

with a smile. "You're more like a desert in winter, Peter." 



Question 8 . 

 
 
     After months of rain, the sky felt blue and clear like the ocean. 
The girls were laughing and playing on the velvety grass. They 
walked with cotton steps on the picnic ground. We watched them 
approach us and smiled from our hearts. They were here for a 
little while. They were only here for the sandwiches. Soon, they 
would flutter away to play. 
 
From the way it is told in the passage, choose a phrase below 
that is most similar to "cotton steps." 

 A. steady and predictable moves 

 B. a dance on the picnic ground 

 C. light and soft movements 

 D. a flight on the green grass 

Question 9 . 

adapted from Ozma of Oz 

by L. Frank Baum 

     Dorothy had a good dunking, you may be sure, but she 
didn't lose her presence of mind even for a second. She kept 
tight hold of the stout slats and as soon as she could get the 
water out of her eyes she saw that the wind had ripped the 
cover from the coop. The poor chickens were fluttering away in 
every direction, being blown by the wind until they looked like 
feather dusters without handles. The bottom of the coop was 
made of thick boards, so Dorothy found she was clinging to a 
sort of raft, with sides of slats, which readily bore up her weight. 
After coughing the water out of her throat and getting her breath 
again, she managed to climb over the slats and stand upon the 



firm wooden bottom of the coop, which supported her easily 
enough. 

     "Why, I've got a ship of my own!" she thought, more amused 
than frightened at her sudden change of condition; and then, as 
the coop climbed up to the top of a big wave, she looked 
eagerly around for the ship from which she had been blown. 

     It was far, far away, by this time. Perhaps no one on board 
had yet missed her, or knew of her strange adventure. Down 
into a valley between the waves the coop swept her. And when 
she climbed another crest the ship looked like a toy boat, it was 
such a long way off. Soon it had entirely disappeared in the 
gloom, and then Dorothy gave a sigh of regret at parting with 
Uncle Henry and began to wonder what was going to happen to 
her next. 

     Just now she was tossing on the lap of a big ocean, with 
nothing to keep her afloat but a miserable wooden hen-coop 
that had a plank bottom and slatted sides, through which the 
water constantly splashed and wetted her through to the skin! 
And there was nothing to eat when she became hungry—as 
she was sure to do before long—and no fresh water to drink 
and no dry clothes to put on. 

Select ALL the correct answers. 

Which two sentences from the passage contain an example of a 
simile? 

 The poor chickens were fluttering away in every direction, 
being blown by the wind until they looked like feather dusters 
without handles. 
 Down into a valley between the waves the coop swept her. 
 And when she climbed another crest the ship looked like a 
toy boat, it was such a long way off. 
 Soon it had entirely disappeared in the gloom, and then 
Dorothy gave a sigh of regret at parting with Uncle Henry 
and began to wonder what was going to happen to her next. 
 The bottom of the coop was made of thick boards, so 
Dorothy found she was clinging to a sort of raft, with sides of 
slats, which readily bore up her weight. 

Question 10 . 



 

 

     That was it. The day had arrived when Katja had to give 
shape to her ideas. After months of thinking hard and reading 
diligently, Katja had to write the essay that would sum up her 
identity. After all, many wise pairs of eyes were going to look at 
a piece of paper and decide if Katja was worthy enough for their 
prestigious program. 

     Katja sat down in front of the computer with a cup of hot 
cocoa. The steam was rising into the air like ocean tides 
attracted to the moon. She could not drink it just yet, just like 
she could not start writing right away. She had never before felt 
so nervous. Katja was a stray kitten in the thunderstorm, 
shivering for lingering moments. She was her own resource, so 
she calmed herself down. The web spun by defeating thoughts 
in her head finally gave away. 

     Katja knew she was deserving of the scholarship and the 
admission. She just had to write it on the paper. It was not 
about the vocabulary now. It was about the delivery of her life 
story. And, Katja knew she could do it. When the cocoa had 
become lukewarm, Katja took the first sip and typed in her first 
word. 

How does the author show Katja's anxiety? 
 A. by showing the many wise pair of eyes 

 B. by describing the prestigious program 

 C. by describing her as a shivering kitten 



 D. by showing Katja as her own resource 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CREATING YOUR OWN FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE POEM 
BRAINSTORMING GUIDE 

 

Fill in the brainstorming guide to prepare for writing your figurative language poem. You must 
include at least four details for each ‘sense.’ One detail for each category has already been given 
to you.  
 
 

WINTER  SPRING 

SEE  ● Shiny presents under a tree 
 
 
 
 
 

SEE  ● Birds eating worms after it 
rains 



HEAR  ● The jingle bells on a sleigh 
 
 
 
 
 

HEAR  ● Birds chirping early in the 
morning 

SMELL  ● The sweet smell of cookies 
in the oven 
 
 
 

 

SMELL  ● The sweet smell of flowers 
blooming 

TASTE  ● The burn of hot chocolate 
on your tongue 
 
 
 

 

TASTE  ● The sweetness of Maple 
Syrup 

TOUCH  ● The fuzziness of a warm 
coat 

 
 
 
 
 

TOUCH  ● The soft fur of a baby 
bunny 

 

FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE QUIZ QUESTIONS #11-20 
 

Question 11 . 

 

 

     Sarah stood staring at the whiteboard for an eternity. The 
class was over, and everyone had left for home. But, Sarah had 



lost the concept of time. She kept going back to the moment 
when she had overheard Betsy, her best friend, tell Raj that she 
had a crush on him. 

     "Betsy! Oh, Betsy! Did you forget how I felt about him?" 
Sarah gave words to her thoughts and buried her head in her 
hands. She was a wilted flower losing all hopes of spring. She 
hated the fact that it was a beautiful day. Buds were continuing 
their blooming, and birds were happily chirping on the tree 
outside the classroom. "Not fair!" she uttered the choked up 
words and felt like hiding from the world forever. That was when 
she felt a gentle tap on her back. 

     "There you are! I kept looking for you everywhere, girl," 
Betsy said. "Why do you look like a broken piece of a violin?" 

     "I heard what you said to him," Sarah responded without 
facing Betsy. She felt bees stinging at her eyes and volcanoes 
erupting from her heart. Sarah had never felt betrayal so 
strongly. 

     "Then you should be dancing," Betsy said, confused. "Raj 
was asking me if you had asked anyone out to prom yet 
because he has like the biggest crush in the universe on you! 
And, I told him you were waiting for him to ask. Was I not 
supposed to say that?" 

The author uses the phrase "wilted flower losing all hopes of 
spring" to show Sarah's 

 A. anger at Betsy. 

 B. fading health. 

 C. frustration with Raj. 

 D. feelings of despair. 

Question 12 . 

     Sharon looked tired. Dark circles folded under her eyes. 

     "What happened? Are you okay?" I asked.  

     "I wasn't ready for my history presentation, so last night I 
had to burn the midnight oil."  

     "Wow!" I gasped. "You stayed up all night?"  



     "Yep. All night. I'm exhausted." Sharon grumbled. From the 
annoyed look she shot me, I had the feeling I was rubbing her 
the wrong way this morning.  

     "Well, good luck on your presentation! You've worked so 
hard! It will be a piece of cake!" I began to walk away.  

     "I guess so," she called after me. "I just wish I hadn't waited 
until the eleventh hour to finish it. I never do my best work at 
the last minute." As I looked back, Sharon was nodding off 
against her locker. 

In the sixth paragraph, the narrator says, "It will be a piece of 
cake!" Here, piece of cake means 

 A. perfect. 

 B. challenging. 

 C. eaten. 

 D. easy. 

Question 13 . 

Harvesting Wheat 
by A. Gautam 

When it rains, 
water mixed with the wind 

shoves the green 
that sways. 

Green waves in the wheat field 
create ripples 

sprinkled with gold. 
The farmers wait 

for the days of harvest. 
The crows wait 

for the fallen grains. 
They watch each other 

with eagle eyes— 
the prey and the victim, 

waiting for treasure hunt. 

The author uses the phrase "green waves in the wheat fields / 
create ripples / sprinkled with gold" to show 



 A. people could grow wheat on the ocean. 

 B. the speaker sees the ocean everywhere. 

 C. the wheat field is actually used for gold farming. 

 D. the wind makes the wheat look like waves. 

Question 14 . 

Beauty 

She is  
the quietness 

of flowers 
that blush 

in the spring. 
The gentleness 

of rain 
when it first 

leaves 
the arms 

of the clouds. 
Her presence 
is softness. 

Which of the following lines is an example of personification in 
the poem? 

 A. her presence / is softness 

 B. when it first / leaves 

 C. she is / the quietness 

 D. the arms / of the clouds 

Question 15 . 

Harvesting Wheat 
by A. Gautam 



When it rains, 
water mixed with the wind 

shoves the green 
that sways. 

Green waves in the wheat field 
create ripples 

sprinkled with gold. 
The farmers wait 

for the days of harvest. 
The crows wait 

for the fallen grains. 
They watch each other 

with eagle eyes— 
the prey and the victim, 

waiting for treasure hunt. 

Read these lines from the poem. 
 

They watch each other / with eagle eyes 

 
What does the image from the poem suggest? 

 A. The farmers want eagles to prey on the crows. 

 B. Eagles are watching the farmers and the crows. 

 C. The farmers and the crows eye each other carefully. 

 D. The crows watch the farmers with their eagle-like eyes. 

Question 16 . 
     Macy couldn't help but notice everyone looking at her as she 
walked down the hall. She could hear their whispers as she 
walked to homeroom on the first day of school. During the 
summer, Macy's hair had grown so much that it reached the 
middle of her back. Although it was normal for girls to have long 
hair, Macy had always had short hair and refused to grow it out. 
Therefore, all of her classmates were astonished by her 
Rapunzel-like transformation. 
     However, Macy had a good reason for her change of heart. 
She wanted to grow her hair out so that she could donate her 
hair. She had heard that many people with certain medical 



conditions lost their hair. She had also learned that she could 
donate hair so that wigs could be made. The wigs helped boost 
confidence during such difficult times. After learning this, Macy 
felt that she could do her part by growing out her hair. 
 
Which sentence shows an example of allusion? 

 A. Macy couldn't help but notice everyone looking at her as 

she walked down the hall. 

 B. Although it was normal for girls to have long hair, Macy 

had always had short hair and refused to grow it out. 

 C. Therefore, all of her classmates were astonished by her 

Rapunzel-like transformation. 

 D. The wigs helped boost confidence during such difficult 

times. 

Question 17 . 
     Recently, the city of Wyatt has been involved in an epic 
debate. They have to decide on whether to build a new middle 
school or a new convention center. This dispute has pit 
neighbors against neighbors in a battle between the Titans and 
the Olympians. 
     The supporters for the new middle school believe that the 
other middle schools in the city are overcrowded. The new 
middle school will improve the school system because the 
student-teacher ratio will be significantly less. However, the 
supporters for the new convention center view the center as a 
way to promote the city. The center will bring in money that can 
later be distributed throughout the community. 
     After many weeks of debate, neither side will give in to the 
other. Until a decision is made, Wyatt will be at a standstill. 
 
Why is the dispute in Wyatt compared to the battle between the 
Titans and the Olympians? 

 A. It is a battle that students learn about in school. 

 B. It shows that people still believe in ancient gods. 



 C. It demonstrates the importance of mythology. 

 D. It is an unyielding battle between two opponents. 

Question 18 . 

     Sharon looked tired. Dark circles folded under her eyes. 

     "What happened? Are you okay?" I asked.  

     "I wasn't ready for my history presentation, so last night I 
had to burn the midnight oil."  

     "Wow!" I gasped. "You stayed up all night?"  

     "Yep. All night. I'm exhausted." Sharon grumbled. From the 
annoyed look she shot me, I had the feeling I was rubbing her 
the wrong way this morning.  

     "Well, good luck on your presentation! You've worked so 
hard! It will be a piece of cake!" I began to walk away.  

     "I guess so," she called after me. "I just wish I hadn't waited 
until the eleventh hour to finish it. I never do my best work at 
the last minute." As I looked back, Sharon was nodding off 
against her locker. 

In the final paragraph, the phrase the eleventh hour means that 
Sharon is finishing her project 

 A. right before noon. 

 B. at the last possible moment. 

 C. early in the morning. 

 D. on a busy Saturday night. 

Question 19 . 

 

 



     The basketball court was quieter than a cemetery at 
midnight. Rob sat on the bench staring at floor. The floor was 
golden brown and shiny like water under the sunlight. To Rob, 
nothing was more beautiful than the basket up high. The basket 
was the star he wished to shoot for, and the ball was his flying 
ship. He held the basketball in his arms like a newborn. 

     What if I can't do it? Rob thought about the scariest 
possibility. What if Dad is actually right about my legs? Could I 
ever be the star he was? He felt feverish in anguish. He got up 
slower than a sunflower's speed of growth and faced his fears. 

     I broke my foot once, so what? I have weak knees, but I 
could do it, Rob reassured himself.  

From the way it is used in the story above, choose a phrase that 
is the most similar to "quieter than a cemetery at midnight." 

 A. confusing and lonely 

 B. resided by ghosts 

 C. dark and frightening 

 D. eerily noiseless 

Question 20 . 
     Hunger stalked the land, dragging its fists over each town 
near the shore. Many of the people from miles out waited by the 
shore for help to arrive. They waited for the ships to return with 
supplies and food, lots of food. The people of Motts hadn't eaten 
real food in over a week. They had been snacking on berries 
from the woods, but the berries were almost gone. They needed 
to do something quick, or they wouldn't have any food for the 
winter. 
 
Which sentence from the passage makes something seem 
human? 

 A. They needed to do something quick or they wouldn't have 

any food for the winter. 

 B. They waited for the ships to return with supplies and food, 

lots of food. 



 C. Hunger stalked the land, dragging its fists over each town 

near the shore. 

 D. Many of the people from miles out waited by the shore for 

help to arrive. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
CREATE YOUR OWN FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE POEM 

POEM REQUIREMENTS 
 

The topic of this poem is saying GOODBYE to winter and HELLO to spring. 

1. Poem must be at least 10 lines: 5 Hello, 5 Goodbye 
2. Each line must include at least 1 example of figurative language  
3. Each line must include one sense (see, hear, taste, touch, smell) 

 

EXAMPLE: 
Hello Fall, Goodbye Summer 

 



Hello crackling bonfires, flames dancing on a chilly, dark night. (hear, see, feel, and 
personification) 

 
Goodbye booming fireworks, illuminating the night sky like a million fireflies. (hear, see, 

hyperbole, simile)  
 

Hello fire red, sun orange, and golden yellow leaves falling like a curtain, crunching under my 
feet. (hear, see, simile) 

 
Goodbye umbrella of green leaf trees shading me from the blazing hot sun. (see, feel, metaphor) 

 
Hello delicious, mouth watering aroma of turkey dancing through the kitchen air. (smell, taste, 

personification) 
 

Goodbye blaring saxophone, clashing cymbals, and pounding drums singing through band 
camp. (sound, personification) 

 

 

 

 

 

POETRY CHOICE BOARD 

STEP ONE: Select three poems from the list below.  

1. “Shadow Children” by Louisa May Alcott 
2. “Fairy Song” by Louisa May Alcott 
3. “Snow” by David Berman 
4. “Eating Poetry” by Mark Strand 
5. “Fire and Ice” by Robert Frost 
6. “Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening” by Robert Frost 
7. “The Road Not Taken” by Robert Frost 
8. “Caged Bird” by Maya Angelou 
9. “The Rose that Grew from Concrete” by Tupac Shakur 



10. “Oranges” by Gary Soto 
11. “This is Just to Say” by William Carlos Williams 
12. “An Ocean of Memories” by Kimberly L. Briones 
13. “Oh Captain! My Captain!” by Walt Whitman 
14. “If-” by Rudyard Kipling 
15. “Those Winter Sundays” by Robert Hayden 

STEP TWO: Use 3 poems to complete TWO ACTIVITIES from EACH COLUMN to 
complete your choice board on the next page. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A 

Poem #1: _____________ 

 B 

Poem #2: _____________ 

C 

Poem #3: ____________ 

Visualizing 

As you read the poem, 
visualize the setting. After 
reading, illustrate the setting 
and write a paragraph 
explaining why you pictured 
things in that way. *Please 
note if you are submitting 
this online to Google 

Figurative Language 

Find a piece of figurative 
language (simile, metaphor, 
idiom, etc..) in the poem. 
Explain what it means. 

Letter 

Write a letter to the author 
of the poem telling them 
how the poem made you feel 
and why. 



classroom you will need to 
upload a picture.  

New Ending 

Rewrite the poem, adding a 
new, creative ending. You 
can replace the ending 
stanza, or add one to the end. 

Rhyming Words 

Rewrite the poem, writing the 
rhyming words in a different 
color. 

Questions and Answers 

Create 5 questions in at least 
2 formats (multiple choice, 
fill in the blank, true/false, 
short answer). Include an 
answer key with the 
questions. 

Poetry Review 

Write a review of the poem. 
Be sure to include what you 
think about the poem, why 
you think that, and why 
others should or should not 
read the poem. 

  

Comic 

Create a comic strip to show 
what happens in the poem. 
*Please note if you are 
submitting this online to 
Google classroom you will 
need to upload a picture.  

   

Theme 

What is the theme of the 
poem? Support your answer 
with details from the text. 
Then, create a visual picture 
to represent the theme of 
the poem. *Please note if 
you are submitting this 
online to Google classroom 
you will need to upload a 
picture.  

Shadow Children 
by Louisa May Alcott 
 
Little shadows, little shadows  
Dancing on the chamber wall,  
While I sit beside the hearthstone  
Where the red flames rise and fall.  
Caps and nightgowns, caps and nightgowns,  
My three antic shadows wear;  
And no sound they make in playing,  
For the six small feet are bare.  
 
Dancing gayly, dancing gayly,  
To and fro all together,  
Like a family of daisies  
Blown about in windy weather;  
Nimble fairies, nimble fairies,  
Playing pranks in the warm glow,  



While I sing the nursery ditties  
Childish phantoms love and know.  
 
Now what happens, now what happens?  
One small shadow's tumbled down:  
I can see it on the carpet  
Softly rubbing its hurt crown.  
No one whimpers, no one whimpers;  
A brave-hearted sprite is this:  
See! the others offer comfort  
In a silent, shadowy kiss.  
 
Hush! they're creeping; hush! they're creeping,  
Up about my rocking-chair:  
I can feel their loving fingers  
Clasp my neck and touch my hair.  
Little shadows, little shadows,  
Take me captive, hold me tight,  
As they climb and cling and whisper,  
"Mother dear, good night! good night!" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Fairy Song 
by Louisa May Alcott 
 
THE moonlight fades from flower and tree, 
And the stars dim one by one; 
The tale is told, the song is sung, 
And the Fairy feast is done. 
The night-wind rocks the sleeping flowers, 
And sings to them, soft and low. 
The early birds erelong will wake: 
'Tis time for the Elves to go. 
  
O'er the sleeping earth we silently pass, 
Unseen by mortal eye, 
And send sweet dreams, as we lightly float 
Through the quiet moonlit sky;-- 
For the stars' soft eyes alone may see, 
And the flowers alone may know, 
The feasts we hold, the tales we tell: 



So 'tis time for the Elves to go. 
  
From bird, and blossom, and bee, 
We learn the lessons they teach; 
And seek, by kindly deeds, to win 
A loving friend in each. 
And though unseen on earth we dwell, 
Sweet voices whisper low, 
And gentle hearts most joyously greet 
The Elves where'er they go. 
  
When next we meet in the Fairy dell, 
May the silver moon's soft light 
Shine then on faces gay as now, 
And Elfin hearts as light. 
Now spread each wing, for the eastern sky 
With sunlight soon will glow. 
The morning star shall light us home: 
Farewell! for the Elves must go. 
 
Snow 
by David Berman 
 Walking through a field with my little brother Seth 
 
I pointed to a place where kids had made angels in the snow. 
For some reason, I told him that a troop of angels 
had been shot and dissolved when they hit the ground. 
 
He asked who had shot them and I said a farmer. 
 
Then we were on the roof of the lake. 
The ice looked like a photograph of water. 
 
Why he asked. Why did he shoot them. 
 
I didn't know where I was going with this. 
 
They were on his property, I said. 
 
When it's snowing, the outdoors seem like a room. 
 
Today I traded hellos with my neighbor. 
Our voices hung close in the new acoustics. 
A room with the walls blasted to shreds and falling. 
 
We returned to our shoveling, working side by side in silence. 
 
But why were they on his property, he asked. 
 
Eating Poetry 
by Mark Strand 
Ink runs from the corners of my mouth. 
There is no happiness like mine. 
I have been eating poetry. 



 
The librarian does not believe what she sees. 
Her eyes are sad 
and she walks with her hands in her dress. 
 
The poems are gone. 
The light is dim. 
The dogs are on the basement stairs and coming up. 
 
Their eyeballs roll, 
their blond legs burn like brush. 
The poor librarian begins to stamp her feet and weep. 
 
She does not understand. 
When I get on my knees and lick her hand, 
she screams. 
 
I am a new man. 
I snarl at her and bark. 
I romp with joy in the bookish dark. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Fire and Ice  
BY ROBERT FROST 
Some say the world will end in fire, 
Some say in ice. 
From what I’ve tasted of desire 
I hold with those who favor fire. 
But if it had to perish twice, 
I think I know enough of hate 
To say that for destruction ice 
Is also great 
And would suffice. 
 
 
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 
BY ROBERT FROST 
Whose woods these are I think I know.   

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/robert-frost
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His house is in the village though;   
He will not see me stopping here   
To watch his woods fill up with snow.   
 
My little horse must think it queer   
To stop without a farmhouse near   
Between the woods and frozen lake   
The darkest evening of the year.   
 
He gives his harness bells a shake   
To ask if there is some mistake.   
The only other sound’s the sweep   
Of easy wind and downy flake.   
 
The woods are lovely, dark and deep,   
But I have promises to keep,   
And miles to go before I sleep,   
And miles to go before I sleep. 
 
The Road Not Taken  
BY ROBERT FROST 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 
 
Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 
 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 
 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 
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Caged Bird 
BY MAYA ANGELOU 
A free bird leaps 
on the back of the wind   
and floats downstream   
till the current ends 
and dips his wing 
in the orange sun rays 
and dares to claim the sky. 
 
But a bird that stalks 
down his narrow cage 
can seldom see through 
his bars of rage 
his wings are clipped and   
his feet are tied 
so he opens his throat to sing. 
 
The caged bird sings   
with a fearful trill   
of things unknown   
but longed for still   
and his tune is heard   
on the distant hill   
for the caged bird   
sings of freedom. 
 
The free bird thinks of another breeze 
and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees 
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn bright lawn 
and he names the sky his own 
 
But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams   
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream   
his wings are clipped and his feet are tied   
so he opens his throat to sing. 
 
The caged bird sings   
with a fearful trill   
of things unknown   
but longed for still   
and his tune is heard   
on the distant hill   
for the caged bird   
sings of freedom. 
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The Rose That Grew From Concrete 
By Tupac Shakur 
Did you hear about the rose that grew 
from a crack in the concrete? 
Proving nature's law is wrong it 
learned to walk with out having feet. 
Funny it seems, but by keeping its dreams, 
it learned to breathe fresh air. 
Long live the rose that grew from concrete 
when no one else ever cared. 
 

Oranges by Gary Soto 

The first time I walked 
With a girl, I was twelve, Cold, and weighted down 
With two oranges in my jacket. December. Frost cracking Beneath my steps, my breath Before 
me, then gone, 
As I walked toward 
Her house, the one whose Porch light burned yellow Night and day, in any weather. A dog 
barked at me, until 
She came out pulling 
At her gloves, face bright 
With rouge. I smiled, 
Touched her shoulder, and led Her down the street, across 
A used car lot and a line 
Of newly planted trees, 
Until we were breathing 
Before a drugstore. We 
Entered, the tiny bell 
Bringing a saleslady 
Down a narrow aisle of goods. I turned to the candies 
Tiered like bleachers, 
And asked what she wanted - Light in her eyes, a smile Starting at the corners 
Of her mouth. I fingered 
A nickel in my pocket, 
And when she lifted a chocolate That cost a dime, 
I didn't say anything. 
I took the nickel from 
My pocket, then an orange, And set them quietly on 
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The counter. When I looked up, The lady's eyes met mine, 
And held them, knowing 
Very well what it was all About. 
 
 
This Is Just To Say 
BY WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS 

I have eaten 
the plums 
that were in 
the icebox 
 
and which 
you were probably 
saving 
for breakfast 
 
Forgive me 
they were delicious 
so sweet 
and so cold 
 
 
 
O Captain! My Captain! 
BY WALT WHITMAN 

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, 
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won, 
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring; 
  But O heart! heart! heart! 
  O the bleeding drops of red, 
  Where on the deck my Captain lies, 
  Fallen cold and dead. 
 
O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 
Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills, 
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding, 
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For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 
  Here Captain! dear father! 
  This arm beneath your head! 
  It is some dream that on the deck, 
                                 You’ve fallen cold and dead. 
 
My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will, 
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done, 
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won; 
  Exult O shores, and ring O bells! 
  But I with mournful tread, 
  Walk the deck my Captain lies, 
  Fallen cold and dead. 
 
 
Those Winter Sundays 
BY ROBERT HAYDEN 

Sundays too my father got up early 
and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold, 
then with cracked hands that ached 
from labor in the weekday weather made 
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him. 
 
I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking. 
When the rooms were warm, he’d call, 
and slowly I would rise and dress, 
fearing the chronic angers of that house, 
 
Speaking indifferently to him, 
who had driven out the cold 
and polished my good shoes as well. 
What did I know, what did I know 
of love’s austere and lonely offices? 
 
 
If—  
BY RUDYARD KIPLING 
(‘Brother Square-Toes’—Rewards and Fairies) 
If you can keep your head when all about you   

Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,   
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 
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But make allowance for their doubting too;   
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 

Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies, 
Or being hated, don’t give way to hating, 

And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise: 
 
If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;   

If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;   
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 

And treat those two impostors just the same;   
If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken 

Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 

And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools: 
 
If you can make one heap of all your winnings 

And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 
And lose, and start again at your beginnings 

And never breathe a word about your loss; 
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 

To serve your turn long after they are gone,   
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 

Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’ 
 
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,   

Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch, 
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 

If all men count with you, but none too much; 
If you can fill the unforgiving minute 

With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,   
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,   

And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son! 
 
 
An Ocean Of Memories 

Kimberly L. Briones 
My family is the ocean around us. 
 
My father is the hurricane,  
knocking anything and everybody out of his path. 
 
My mother is the sunshine after the storm (my father),  
clearing and calming everything else. 
 



My oldest brother is the sand,  
kicked and blown away by my dad,  
but warmed with care by my mom. 
 
My oldest sister is the breeze in the wind,  
cool, quiet, and there when you need her. 
 
My other two brothers are the stingrays,  
dangerous,  
but also willing to fight anyone who comes along. 
 
And I,  
I am an old ship at the bottom of the sea,  
lost, abandoned, but full of memories. 
 
 


