PERSONIFICATION

Personification is one of the most potent tools of literature. The technique makes it possible to describe something, which may be inexplicable otherwise. It makes it easier to imagine a particular thing by creating its picture in the mind. It enables the reader to relate to the subject and imagine how a lifeless thing would have behaved, had it been human. Check out the examples.

· My computer hates me. 

· Your camera loves me. 

· Opportunity knocked on the door. 

· The sun greeted me this morning. 

· Snow had wrapped a white blanket over the city. 

· Time never waits for anyone. 

· Trees were dancing with the wind. 

· Tim's radio stopped singing and continued to stare at me. 

· The picture in that magazine shouted for attention. 

· Plants were suffering from the intense heat. 

· The flowers were crying for my attention. 

· Sun was playing hide and seek, amidst the clouds. 

· Cars dance across the icy road. 

· The lightning lashed out with anger. 

· The moon seemed to smile at me from the sky. 

· The sky was full of dancing stars. 

· Her flowers begged for water. 

· The wind screamed as it raced around the house. 

· That house was lazy and unkempt. 

· The bit chewed into the horse’s mouth. 

· Lightning danced across the sky. 

· Trees bowed to the ground. 

· Carved pumpkins smiled at me. 

· The vines wove their fingers together to form a braid. 

· The wind whispered softly in the night. 

· The sun played hide and seek with the clouds. 

· The stars winked at me. 

· The radio sprang to life at the touch of a button. 

· The bed groaned.

· Fear knocked on the door. Faith answered.  No one was there.

· Earth felt the wound; the pain of the oil spill was unbearable.

· Snow speaks to the people. Its white sparkling voice echoes as it falls through the air. 

· The operation is over. On the table, it lies spent, on its side, the bloody meal smear-dried upon its flanks. The knife rests.

· Oreo: Milk’s favourite cookie.

· The only monster here is the gambling monster that has enslaved your mother! I call him Gamblor, and it's time to snatch your mother from his neon claws! - Homer Simpson

· Hey Diddle, Diddle, the cat and the fiddle. The cow jumped over the moon; the little dog laughed to see such sport. And the dish ran away with the spoon.

