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“Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?”



Write Your Own Shakespearean Sonnet

Create your very own Shakespearean sonnet! Remember that it must follow the rhyme-scheme: abab cdcd efef gg. It must have three quatrains followed by a couplet. It needs to have ten beats to a line and contain a single theme. Your topic can be about love, unreturned love, nature, death, beauty immortality, old age or another topic you can relate to such as family, pets, art, favorite pastime, or food. You may write about whatever you choose, but make sure that it is school appropriate. Your sonnet may be serious or a parody of one of Shakespeare’s sonnets. The fun part in this assignment is parodying the heightened language and imagery.  
Your sonnet should be typed, but does NOT have to be MLA format. Your presentation should be creative!  
Requirements:

· 14 lines

· Proper rhyme scheme:  ABAB CDCD EFEF GG 

· Iambic pentameter 

· Single theme 
· Three quatrains that develop the theme

· A turn 
· Rhyming couplet that is either a reversal or summary

· Powerful Imagery:  create three “word pictures”

· Creative language: pay attention to adjectives and adverbs

· Figurative language:  at least one example of a simile, metaphor, or personification

· Shakespearean language: use at least three examples (thee, thou, canst, etc)
Be creative – suggestions 

· Switch words around to fit rhythm

· Smoosh (elide) words so you make them have fewer syllables (ex: vile can be one or two syllables, depending on what you need, or you can use something like ne’er for never)

· Put an accent over an “ed” to make an extra syllable (That I must love my loathéd enemy)

SONNET 147

My love is as a fever, longing still
For that which longer nurseth the disease,
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,
The uncertain sickly appetite to please.
My reason, the physician to my love,
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept,
Hath left me, and I desperate now approve
Desire is death, which physic did except.
Past cure I am, now reason is past care,
And frantic-mad with evermore unrest;
My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's are,
At random from the truth vainly express'd;
For I have sworn thee fair and thought thee bright,
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.
SONNET 147
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