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Poetry Journal
Your journal should include the following:
	Type of poem
	Number that you have to write
	

	Lyric

· Sonnet
	2
	

	· Haiku
	2
	

	· Concrete
	1
	

	· Rhymed or free verse
	1
	

	Narrative
	2
	

	Dramatic
	2
	

	Your choice (no haikus, please)
	5
	

	
	Total: 15
	

	Poetry Characteristics
	Minimum number of times they should be present in your journal
	

	Figurative language

· Simile
	3
	

	· Metaphor
	3
	

	· Personification
	2
	

	· Hyperbole
	1
	

	· One other type (see notes packet)
	1
	

	Musical devices

· Rhyme
	4
	

	· Meter
	3
	

	· Alliteration
	2
	

	· Onomatopoeia
	2
	

	· Repetition
	2
	

	Symbolism
	2
	

	Journal Specifications:
	

	15 or more poems
	

	Title for each poem
	

	Space between each poem
	

	Type of poem and poetry characteristics are listed next to the poem’s title
	

	Poems are written on a variety of subjects
	

	Poems are a variety of lengths
	

	Poetry journal is a notebook
	

	Handwriting must be legible
	

	Spelling and grammar mistakes are not distracting
	

	Optional: add artwork to complement your poetry
	


**Example of a page in a poetry journal**

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

(sonnet, rhyme, meter, metaphor)
Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And summer's lease hath all too short a date:

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou growest:

      So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

      So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

“The Wind – tapped like a tired Man”


(personification, simile, metaphor, lyric)
The wind tapped like a tired man,

 And like a host, "Come in,"

 I boldly answered; entered then

 My residence within

 A rapid, footless guest,

 To offer whom a chair

 Were as impossible as hand

 A sofa to the air.

 No bone had he to bind him,

 His speech was like the push

 Of numerous humming-birds at once

 From a superior bush.

 His countenance a billow,

 His fingers, if he pass,

 Let go a music, as of tunes

 Blown tremulous in glass.

 He visited, still flitting;

 Then, like a timid man,

 Again he tapped - 't was flurriedly -

 And I became alone. 
