

Description

An extended metaphor is one where there is a single main subject to which additional subjects and metaphors are applied.

The extended metaphor may act as a central theme, for example where it is used as the primary vehicle of a poem and is used repeatedly and in different forms.

Example

He is the pointing gun, we are the bullets of his desire.
All the world's a stage and men and women merely players. 
Let me count my loves of thee, my rose garden, my heart, my fixed mark, my beginning and my end.
Discussion

The power of an extended metaphor is in the hammer blows that it applies, demonstrating the passion and commitment of the author.

Done well, an extended metaphor drives the point home. Done badly, it either confuses people, for example through conflicting vehicles, or annoys them, for example through excessive elaboration or too many metaphors for a single subject.

Metaphors are very effective ways of developing ideas in poems; one special form, the "extended metaphor," can be particularly effective in certain situations. An extended metaphor is a comparison that provides the basis for an entire poem or for a lengthy section of a poem; its value lies in keeping the reader's attention focused on a single clear image while at the same time allowing the writer to develop a number of different aspects of an idea.

For instance, look at "The Hound" by Robert Francis:

Life the hound
Equivocal
Comes at a bound
Either to rend me
Or to befriend me.
I cannot tell
The hound's intent
Till he has sprung
At my bare hand
With teeth or tongue.
Meanwhile I stand
And wait the event.

The poem begins by equating "life" and "the hound" and creating a clear image of the dog running towards the speaker (thereby giving tangible substance to the otherwise abstract "life"). The speaker cannot determine the dog's intention--whether it will attack or warmly greet--because its appearance is the same in either case. Only once things have progressed past the point where the speaker can effectively react does he learn which was the dog's intention, so that all he can do is to wait in uncertainty to learn which it is to be. By grounding the entire poem in a single specific, concrete, commonplace occurrence, Francis is able to generalize about "life" without resorting to vague abstractions.
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Hope s the thing with feathers
‘That perches in the soul,

And sings the tune-—-without the words,
And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard;
And sore must be the storm

‘That could abash the lite bird
‘That kept so many warm.

“Ive heard it the chillest land,
And on the strangest sea;

Yet, never, in extremity

It asked a crumb of me."

~Emily Dickinson
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[image: image3.png]The Game of Life

Life is a board game.
Rolling the dice when we take a chance on
what to do.

Should | become a doctor? A lawyer? A
mailman?

Sometimes moving two spaces forward and
then being sent three spaces back.
Wonderful, feel-good times followed by
hard times and sadness.

Hoping to win.
Hoping not to lose.
Hoping to be the best.
Uttil welfeach tle fi
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Twill not play st tug & war,
T rather play at hug o' war

Ard tolls n tho 1ug,
Whato ovoryone kisses.
And everyone grins.
And everyone cuddies,
Aod evoryone wias.
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THE FRIENDSHIP SYMBOL
This tree is held by the friendship roots,
The branches hold us all,
Either us being big or being small,

But when they bend or break,

The friendship breaks with it,

And they fly or move away,

To a different land and stay for every day,
Ohh friendship tree hold us together for eternity!
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Adapted from a poem by Kathy Leeuwenburg
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Here are some other samples and examples by student writers:

Charlie
by Dan Hruby, Charlie Arndt, and Evan Weeks
Charlie is a bomb.
He is waiting to explode.
The bomb is full of anger;
he has a short fuse.
He may go off at any time.
The Shadow Cat
by Alyssa Leystra
The cat is the shadow
dancing on the wall.
Deep and dark and silent
slinking down the hall.
Reveal him to the night
and he disappears;
Lead him to the morning,
There's nothing left to fear.
The cat is the shadow
dancing on the wall,
but let him find the darkness
and he is hidden from us all.
Life
by Jeremiah Gerdin and Denan Marquardt
Life is a sinkhole.
it once was level and fine.
But over years it began to sink,
just as my outlook towards life.
And just when I thought the hole
could not get any deeper,
it did.
Along with it went away my spirit to live lively.
Now I am in too deep.
The walls are too slippery.
I can't get out.
I stop to try, 
It's hopeless.
My spirit and I die.
The sinkhole is left for someone else to fall into,
the process is replayed over and over.

Michael Jordan
by Dexter Enge, Aaron Wenger, Kirk Kohlbeck, and Nate King
Michael Jordan is an eagle.
Soaring higher than the highest seagull.
Looks so great in the air
Aggressive like a bear
Soars high and so free
Not anything like you and me
His home is Chicago, but not as of late.
A new home is D.C.
isn't that great?

The Cafeteria
by Alex Foster, Maura Grasshoff, Bridget Bradley, and Christa Michel
The cafeteria is a jungle.
Wild animals scrambling for food.
Grunting 
like wild boars
Stampeding 
to the line
Devouring 
their prey
Cleaning 
their paws
and then returning to their dens.

My Brother
by Jacob Hicks, Alex Slotty, and Jason Kasemodel
My brother is a snapping turtle.
He is extremely slow.
He sleeps 3/4 of the day.
If he was going any slower, he would be going
backwards.
He snaps at whatever comes at him.
And swims across the lake to waste a year of time.
Whenever someone threatens him, he crawls into
his shell.
When he wants something, he just snaps at it and holds
it tight, 
But will never let go until he gets it.
Life is a Roller Coaster
Alex Massarsky
Life is a roller coaster

Sometimes it's bumpy

Sometimes it's smooth

Sometimes it's jumpy

But this is the truth

Slowly but surely you start going up

You're so high

You could touch the sky

But then you fall

Down into a tunnel of darkness

It's like you'll never get out

Then there's a light

It's small, but it's bright

Then, you come speeding out into a new world.
