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anadiplosis anaphora 

diacope 

Fear leads to anger. Anger leads to hate. Hate leads to 
suffering. 

Yoda, The Phantom Menace, 1999 

elaborative diacope 
 

epistrophe 
 

epizeuxis 

It rained on his lousy tombstone, and it rained on the 
grass on his stomach. It rained all over the place. 

JD Salinger, The Catcher in the Rye, 1951 

He wore prim vested suits with neckties blocked primly 
against the collar buttons of his primly starched white 
shirts. 

Russell Baker, Growing Up, 1982 

It was dusk – winter dusk. Snow lay white and shining 
over the pleated hills and icicles hung from the forest 
trees. 
 Joan Aiken, The Wolves of Willoughby Chase, 1962 

The sycamore by the creek was gone. The willow 
tangle was gone. The little enclave of untrodden 
bluegrass was gone. 

Robert Penn Warren, Flood, 1963 

And the highwayman came riding – riding – riding – 
The Highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door. 

Alfred Noyes, The Highwayman, 1906 

asyndeton 
 

He was a bag of bones, a floppy doll, a broken stick, a 
maniac. 
 

Jack Kerouac, On The Road, 1957 

polysyndeton 
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When I was young, I lived in a city that was mean and 
hard and ugly. 
 

Nicola Davies, The Promise, 2013 

periodic sentence 

In the loveliest town of all, where the houses were 
white and high and the elm trees were green and 
higher than the houses, where the front yards were 
wide and pleasant and the back yards were bushy and 
worth finding out about, where the streets sloped down 
to the stream and the stream flowed quietly under the 
bridge, where the lawns ended in orchards and the 
orchards ended in fields and the fields ended in 
pastures and the pastures climbed the hill and 
disappeared over the top of the wonderful, wide sky, in 
this loveliest of all towns Stuart stopped to get a drink 
of sarsaparilla. 
 

bicolon tricolon 
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I came, I saw, I conquered. 
 

Julius Caesar, Letter to the Roman Senate, 43 BCE EB White, Stuart Little, 1945 

flowers of rhetoric 

Nothing that’s beautiful hides its face. Nothing that’s honest 
hides its name. 
 

CS Lewis, Till We Have Faces, 1956 
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