
Name: _____________________________________ Block: _____ Date: ____________ 
 

Ms. Muhlbaier  Language Arts 

Unit 2: The Novel 
Fahrenheit 451: Similes and Metaphors 

 
Directions: The following passage is from Part 3, pp. 116-117, where Montag burns his own house. Read the passage, 
noting the underlined portions. Identify whether the underlined portion is a simile or metaphor, and then tell what two 
things are being compared. Next, explain why this comparison is being made and what effect it has on the reader. 
 

A great nuzzling gout of fire leapt out to lap at the books 

and knock them against the wall. He stepped into the bedroom and 

fired twice and the twin beds went up in a passion and light than he 

would have supposed them to contain. He burnt the bedroom walls 

and the cosmetics chest because he wanted to change everything, 

the chairs, the tables, and in the dining room the silverware and 

plastic dishes, everything that showed that he had lived here in this 

empty house with a strange woman who would forget him 

tomorrow, who had gone and quite forgotten him already, listening 

to her Seashell Radio pour in on her and in on her as she rode across 

town, alone. And as before, it was good to burn, he felt himself gush 

out in the fire, snatch, rend, rip in half with flame, and put away the 

senseless problem. If there was no solution, well then no there was 

no problem, either. Fire was best for everything! 

“The books, Montag!” 

The books leapt and danced like roasted birds, their wings 

ablaze with red and yellow feathers. 

And then he came to the parlor where the great idiot 

monsters lay asleep with their white thoughts and their snowy 

dreams. And he shot a bolt at each of the three blank walls and the 

vacuum hissed out at him. The emptiness made an even emptier 

whistle, a senseless scream. He tried to think about the vacuum 

upon which the nothingnesses had performed, but he could not. He 

held his breath so the vacuum could not get into his lungs. He cut 

off its terrible emptiness, drew back, and gave the entire room a gift 

of one huge bright yellow flower of burning. The fireproof plastic 

sheath on everything was cut wide and the house began to shudder 

with flame. 

“When you’re quite finished,” said Beatty behind him, 

“you’re under arrest.” 

The house fell in red coals and black ash. It bedded itself 

down in sleepy pink-gray cinders and a smoke plume blew over it, 

rising and waving slowly back and forth in the sky. It was three-

thirty in the morning. The crowd drew back into the houses; the 

great tents of the circus had slumped into charcoal and rubble and 

the show was well over. 


