Stylistic Devices – Worksheet 2


Cherry-ripe, ripe, ripe I cry,


Full and fair ones; come and buy:   


If so be, you ask me where   


They do grow? I answer, there,  

5
Where my Julia’s lips do smile;


There’s the land, or cherry-isle:


Whose plantations fully show


All the year, where cherries grow. (Robert Herrick 1591-1674)

 
The wind stood up, and gave a shout;  


He whistled on his fingers, and


Kicked the withered (verdorrt) leaves about,


And thumped (schlagen) the branches with his hand, 
5
And said he’d kill, and kill, and kill;


And so he will! And so he will! (James Stephens 1882-1950)


The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,


The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle (Schnauze) on the window-panes, 

Licked its tongues into the corners of the evening, (...) 


Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,

5
And seeing that it was a soft October night, 

Curled (sich zusammenrollen) once about the house, and fell asleep. (T.S. Eliot 1888-1965) 

 
The fog comes


on little cat feet.


It sits looking


over harbour and city

5
on silent haunches (Keule, Hüfte)


and then moves on. (Carl Sandburg 1878-1967)


Like to the falling of a star; 


Or as the flights of eagles are;


Or like the fresh Spring’s gaudy hue (farbenprächtiger Farbton);

Or silver drops of morning dew;

5
Or like a wind that chafes (wörtl. auf-, wundscheuern) the flood (water)


Or bubbles which on water stood;  


Even such is man, whose borrow’d light


Is straight call’d in (zurückfordern), and paid to night.


The wind blows out; the bubble dies;

10
The Spring entomb’d (begraben) in Autumn lies;


The dew dries up; the star is shot; 


The flight is past; and man forgot. (Henry King 1592-1669)
 
The fair breeze blew, the white foam (Schaum) flew


The furrow (Furche) followed free:


We were the first that ever burst


Into that silent sea. (Samuel Coleridge 1772-1834)

