“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________
Ch. 1-4

Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 1

Truth is, trouble follows me like a shadow.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 4

You be quiet as a country graveyard.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 13

The kitchen was cold and silent as death that night.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pgs. 13-14
Seemed like the whole house was holding its breath.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 18

Outside, it was dark as a jar of ink.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 19

You more afraid of the dark than the daylight is.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 19
I could feel those windows watching us.  Same as Master Hackler’s cold gray eyes.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.
“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________

Ch. 5-8

Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 24
I followed him as if I had no more sense than one of Young Mas Seth’s toys pulled on a string.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 26
As the sky lightened to gray, everything around us looked strange, like a dream that stirs up things you know with things you don’t.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 31
The snake knotted itself around my throat as Master Hackler’s voice slithered through the woods, looking for me.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 32

In the silence after the gun shot, I pictured myself as still as a tree.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 33

It fell harder and harder, as if Master had shot holes in the sky.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 31
And finally the rain fell in drenching white sheets, heavy as wet muslin on a clothesline.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 34
Lilly’s big arms would be pressing out a tableful of dough, hands flying from the dough to the mound of flour and back, like brown birds dusting their wings.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 35
I got the skin of an old, tough chestnut and you a nice piece of warm ginger cake.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 37
Finding our way through the woods was worse than stumbling through a cluttered room without a candle. 

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 46
She kept her lips pressed so tight, they might have been stitched shut.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.

“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________

Ch. 9-12

Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 51
Those boots looked as black and mean as night.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 57
The sky was the color of huckleberries—blue, almost black.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 66
I was jumpy as spit on a hot skillet as we crept down through a real thin patch of small trees.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 68
The land had become flat as a tabletop just as Harrison had said as we walked and crawled in the darkness my feet pressed into clods of soft, damp smelling earth.  
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 68
The river was as deep and black as the night sky, and the pinprick row of lights on the other side looked as far-off as the old moon.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 74
“Skin as black as earth, body bent over from doing whitefolks’ work all your life, and you don’t know what your running from, old man?”

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.

“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________

Ch. 13-15

Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 79
There was the crack of gunshots from the shore, and a sound like stones being skipped across the water.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 81
He was as mean as a snake.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 88
Seemed like the night air had pulled in its breath at hearing what the River Man said.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 88
It twisted and turned like a piece of paper.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 99
You is thick as a turnip sometimes.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.

“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________

Ch. 16-18

Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 102
My heart hammered in my ears as me and Harrison moved out from where we were hiding like two caught mice.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 103
She had a round, pale face, and the way it looked inside her bonnet made me think of a spring bulb set inside the earth.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 117
A powerful big book sat in the middle like a split open piece of a tree trunk.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 117
Sound like a fiddle on its last string.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 117
Words filled one whole side of the page, thick as weeds, and on the other side was an ink drawing so real it seemed as if it would come alive.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 118
Mr. Keepheart was a skinny as a broomstraw, with buckteeth the size of Seth’s dominoes.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.

“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________

Ch. 19-22

Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 126
Mr. Keepheart’s back was plucked-chicken white.  His face also turned red as beets.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 126
“You never been beaten same as a cow, or a horse or dog.”, Harrison said, his eyes snapping like fire.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 127
Harrison was stubborn as an old stump.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 127
Made me think of a black spider turned over on its back, holding white candles with each of its legs.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 128
Me and Harrison were silent as stones, just staring down at our feet. 

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 130
They gonna be circling us like buzzards, sure enough.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 132
Even with the pile of blankets, the benches were hard as river rocks.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 134
My heart pounded, and my eyelids felt heavy as two bricks trying to open.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 135
My mind sprouted weeds worse than a garden.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 138
I could see her big shoulders go up like bread dough rising, and her face pinch together.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 140
Miz Kettle pushed in front of us, her dress swaying back and forth like a blanket on a clothesline.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 141
And if there’s trouble, you take to your heels and run like lightning into the woods.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 145
My feet stopped.  Felt like they had turned to lead.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 146
Looked like he turned into a block of wood.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 146
Me and Harrison just stood on the side of the road after that, like we were nothing but a pair of old fence posts stuck in the dirt.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.

“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________

Ch. 23-25

Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 153
I tell them that Green Murdock holds secrets about as well as an upside-down cup holds water.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 153
Are you as hungry as a shilling, a half-dollar, or a whole dollar?

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 156
She’s cheap as a secondhand toothbrush.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 160
I am as worn out as an old shirt.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 161
I listened to the sound of Green Murdock snoring like an old pit saw in the darkness.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 164
I wrapped all the blankets I could find around Harrison’s shoulders, one on top of the other like husks of corn, as if the thin, old blankets would somehow keep out trouble.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 164
Little bits of white ice came down from some of those clouds and jumped in the yard, looking like kernels of popping corn.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 165
My horse is already jumpy as spit.  And the road to Hillsboro is gonna be a sea of mud if we don’t start going.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 165
He leaned against a molasses barrel, eyes closed, water running in rivers down his face.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 170
Seemed like everything I knew, and didn’t know, was rolling around in my mind like tinware and baskets…  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 172
Feeling trembly as leaves, I crept toward one of the houses.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 172
Her skin was pure black, the blackest skin I had ever seen.  Black as an iron kettle.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 173
My feet stayed stuck to where they were, like they were nailed to the porch.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

pg. 177
She’s worrying about something as old as George Washington himself.  

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.

“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________

Ch. 26-29

Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 181
I know I did because my eyes were was dry as salt, dry as bones.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 182
But Harrison’s brown skin stayed hot and dry as sunbathed field dirt, and the water trailed off him, fast as we put it on.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 184
Freedom was just like being given a cornfield in winter, with everything green pulled up and taken away.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 186
Coming across the field in front of us was an enormous black cookstove, big as a house.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 203
It looked as if someone had taken his body and stretched it in the middle, like it was a piece of dough, and then taken his arms and legs and pulled on them, too. 

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 207
The car swayed and shook like thunder.

Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.

“Trouble Don’t Last” Figurative Language Analysis
Name ________________

Ch. 30-32
Read each of the examples.  Explain what type of figurative language is being used in each example and then explain the meaning of the sentence and its place in the story.  Tell why you think the author chose to write each one.

pg. 210
The rumbling deepened and lengthened like a horse in a slow gallop.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 214
It was a terrible creaking sound, like a hundred old doors opening and closing.  Or the rattling sound of a haunt’s old bones.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 216
The man wagged his head back and forth as if Ordee Lee was thick as turnips.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 216
That lake you are gonna cross could swallow a hundred Ohio Rivers and prob’ly still drink up a few more.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 224
The people standing around started whispering and buzzing among themselves, sounded like bees.  Sounded like a whole nest of bees.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

pg. 227
I could see all of his fingers trembling like leaves.
Type: ______________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

*Choose one of these to illustrate on the back of this page.

