IMAGERY is the use of description to draw the reader into the story. Imagery means to use figurative language  to represent objects, actions, and ideas in such a way that it appeals to our physical senses.

Imagery can be 
visual (pertaining to sight): bright sunshine;
auditory (pertaining to sound): a booming voice; 
olfactory (pertaining to smell): acrid smoke; 
gustatory (pertaining to taste): sweet grapes; 
tactile (pertaining to touch): soft skin; 
kinesthetic (pertaining to movement): the bobbing boats; or organic/subjective (pertaining to internal bodily sensations,
including hunger, thirst, and fatigue): an exhausted sigh.

Define the type of imagery:
A) Tossing their heads in sprightly dance (Daffodils by William Wordsworth).
B) So love will take between the hands a face ...(The Moon Compasses by Robert Frost).
C) the yellow brick building, with its tall smokestack ... (My Father on the Verge of Disgrace by John Updike).
D) In the daytime ... these motors made a petulant, irritable sound ...... (Once More to the Lake by E.B. White).
E) The studio was filled with the rich odour of roses ... (The Picture of Dorian Gray by Oscar Wilde).
F) I was ready to perish for thirst but so weak I had not strength ... (Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe) 
G) Mr Leopold Bloom ... liked thick giblet soup, nutty gizzards, a stuffed roast heart, livers/ices fried with crustcrumbs, fried hencods' roes. (Ulysses by James Joyce).

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
The counter. When I looked up,
The lady's eyes met mine,
And held them, knowing
Very well what it was all
About.
     Outside,
A few cars hissing past,
Fog hanging like old
Coats between the trees.
I took my girl's hand
in mine for two blocks,
Then released it to let
Her unwrap the chocolate.
I peeled my orange
That was so bright against
The gray of December
[bookmark: _GoBack]That, from some distance,
Someone might have thought
I was making a fire in my hands.
