
Hyperbole 

(hy-PER-buhl-lee)

Links to visit:

http://www.dowlingcentral.com/MrsD/are

a/literature/Terms/hyperbole.html

http://www.sd35.bc.ca/lm/archive/div8sa

mplehyperbole.htm

http://www.worsleyschool.net/socialarts/

hyperbole/hyperbole2.html



Hyperbole

• Hyperboles are common in everyday 
language and in poetry. 
• Hyperbole is a figure of speech which is 

an e-x-a-g-g-e-r-a-t-i-o-n. 

• Persons often use expressions such as 
"I nearly died laughing," "I was hopping 
mad," and "I tried a thousand times." 

• Such statements are not literally true, 
but people make them to sound 
impressive or to emphasize something, 
such as a feeling, effort, or reaction. 



Hyperbole

• Also known as “hype” or “media 

hype”.

• Often movies, television shows, 

or concerts are promoted, or 

“hyped” through exaggeration –

making them sound better than 

they really are.



Hyperbole

• Definition - an exaggeration 

(sometimes confused with a 

simile or a metaphor).  

• Example: his feet are as big as a 
barge is hyperbole, but there is 

also a simile (as big as a barge) in 

that sentence.



Examples of Hyperbole

• He has a brain the size of a pea.

• I’m so hungry I could eat a horse.

• I've heard that a million times.

• She’s six foot tall and bullet-proof.

• Check out this website for 
hilarious examples of hyperbole:
http://www.worsleyschool.net/soci
alarts/hyperbole/hyperbole2.html



Hyperbole poetry example 1

Sarah Cynthia Sylvia Stout
Would not take the garbage out!
She’d scour the pots and scrape 
the pans,
Candy the yams and spice the 
hams,
And though her daddy would 
scream and shout,
She simply would not take the 
garbage out.
And so it piled up to the ceilings:
Coffee grounds, potato peelings,
Brown bananas, rotten peas,

Chunks of sour cottage cheese.
It filled the can, it covered the floor,
It cracked the window, it blocked the 
door
With bacon rinds and chicken bones, 
Drippy ends of ice cream cones,
Prune pits, peach pits, orange peel,
Gloppy glumps of cold oatmeal,
Pizza crests and withered greens,
Soggy beans and tangerines,
Crusts of black burned buttered toast,
Gristly bits of beefy roasts. . .

Continued ….

Sarah Cynthia Sylvia Stout Would Not Take The Garbage Out
by Shel Silverstein



The garbage rolled down the hall, 
It raised the roof, it broke the wall. . 
Greasy napkins, cookie crumbs,
Globs of gooey bubble gum,
Cellophane from green baloney,
Rubbery blubbery macaroni,
Peanut butter, caked and dry,
Curdled milk and crusts of pie, 
Moldy melons, dried up mustard,
Eggshells mixed with lemon 
custard,
Cold french fries and rancid meat,
Yellow lumps of Cream of Wheat.
At last the garbage reached so high
That finally it touched the sky.
And all the neighbors moved away, 

And none of her friends would come 
out to play.
And finally Sarah Cynthia Stout said,
“OK, I’ll take the garbage out!”
But then, of course, it was too late. . .
The garbage reached across the 
state,
From New York to the Golden Gate.
And there, in the garbage she did 
hate,
Poor Sarah met an awful fate,
That I cannot right now relate
Because the hour is much too late.
But children, remember Sarah Stout

And always take the garbage out!
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Let Tsunamis wash over me and 
volcanoes explode on me, order fire 
to consume, the cold earth to 
entomb. 
Invent diseases to sicken me, 
plagues that just pick on me, bring 
on tornadoes and hurricanes, send 
floods from all origins. 

But please don't leave me. 

Find vipers to bite, African 
elephants to smite, Grizzly bears to 
unbowel me [sic], Great White 
sharks to devour me, bulls to gore, 
piranhas that gnaw, birds (they can 
peck), what the heck, stampede 
herds that will trample, grow plants 
that can strangle. 

Pay robbers to shoot me, offer 
knives while they loot me, use 
sticks and throw stones, just aim at 
my bones. 

Call on henchmen to hurt me, tell your 
friends all about me, clone me then 
kill me twice, you might find that nice. 

But please don't leave me.

Call elections to topple, send thugs to 
throttle, politicians to oppose, 
journalists to expose, doctors to 
section, lawyers to threaten, ask 
boffins to baffle me, perhaps the 
Merched could raffle me? 

The Ancient Greeks should hear of 
me, they could record my vile history, 
get my name in the bible (snake) 
come, there's no time to be idle.
Buddha and Mohammed? They'll want 
to hear the things I did, Hindus too 
should be put in the frame, all 
religions be alert to my name.

But please don't leave me
because if you do, I will surely o.d.
on far too much hy-per'-bo-lee. 

Hyperbole poetry example 2
Death by Hyperbole By Daniel Evans


