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Read the following sonnets based on the lyrics of popular songs. Then, create your own sonnet based upon a song of your choice. Do NOT use one of the example songs. The sonnet must be 14 lines, must have ABABCDCDEFEFGG rhyme scheme, and must be your original work – do not plaigirize! Good luck – or, as Shakespeare would say – may your endeavors be felicitious and fruitful!
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XCIL.

The tolls upon Success’s roads are steep,

yet I did each one faithfully remit;

I did each punitory sentence keep,

although I never did a crime commit.

O I have missteps made — far more than one —

for each, I’ve had sand punted in my face.

Despite it all, I still have vict’ry won

and taken up the mantle of first place.

Yea, triumph’s sweet, but ’tis not pure delight —

no, I did not a life of leisure choose.

My battle rages on, and still I fight

for I have long resolv’d to never lose.

— Our winning ways are o’er the world renown’d:
my friends, we have as th’ champions been crown’d!

Queen, “We.dre the Champions”
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XCIX.

hen age hath taken movement from thy hips
W and strength from these two arms to bear thy load,
wilt thou remember th’ texture of my lips
from youthful kisses I had once bestow’d?
I know for certain I’ll love thee as well
when I am agéd as I do today;
my heart shall fall for thee just as it fell
when first I did thy stunning face survey.
Yea, love is most mysterious in its grace —
the touch of hands can passions fierce ignite.
Pray take me once again in thy embrace
and kiss me well beneath celestial light.
— *Tis more than a mere daydream thought aloud:
we have been with a romance pure endow’d.

Ed Sheeran, “Thinking Out Loud”
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LXXI.

hou hast the hallow’d halls of learning sought

to see the murky depths of knowledge plumb’d;
thou wert the rules of proper spelling taught
and figured out how figures must be summ’d.
Although each branch of study thou well grow’st,
the tree of wisdom shall not bear thee fruits
if *neath the tow’ring trunk of what thou know’st
lies not the sturdiness of love’s strong roots.
And so, to make thy scholarship complete,
I shall thy tutor in love’s subject be.
It is no hard or Herculean feat:
’tis simple as reciting “A, B, C.”
— If earnestly thou feel’st between us sparks,

then add us up and earn the highest marks.

The Fackson 5, “ABC*
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XVIIL

rom western Philadelphia I hail,
there in my youth I’d play upon the green
*til — rue the day! — I found myself assail’d
by ruffians contemptible and mean.
Although the spat was trivial and brief,
it wounded my dear mother deep within;
and so, to give her conscience sweet relief,
she sent me forth to live amongst her kin.
‘When to my port of call I'd been conveyed,
I came upon a coachman most unique;
and yet, I simply took the trip and paid,
despite his cab’s decor and fresh mystique.
— I survey all the land with princely mien

in fair Bel-Air, where I do lay my scene.

Will Smith, “The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air”




image3.png
XXXIX.

I have no list detailing my desires
for presents to receive this winter night,
for nothing old Saint Nich’las might acquire
could bring my aching heart sincere delight.
The gift I want shall not come wrapp’d in bows,
so I shall presents *neath the tree neglect;
I will not even hope for downy snows
to leave the world in brilliant white bedeck’d.
Instead, 1l bow my head and pray that Fate
shall steer thee to my doorway, where I stand
beneath a sprig of mistletoe and wait
for thee to come and follow its command.
— O let my Yuletide wishes granted be;

yea, all T want this Christmas night is thee.

Marish Carey, “4ll 1 Want for Christmas Is Tou™
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XXXI.

terror strikes thee at the witching hour

when moonlight’s glow reveals the horrid shape.
The dread, it strikes with petrifying pow’r:
thy screams are mute, thy mouth is left agape.
The door slams shut — the monster’s coming near —
thine eyes find no escape, to thy dismay —
and so they close in agony and fear
now as the creature closes on its prey.
There is no one to save thee from thy fate;
no hero shall this villain fierce assail —
when suddenly, the onslaught doth abate,
for thou art roused from this fantastic tale.
— D’ll thee protect from all the story’s ghosts,

for ’m the one who’ll thrill thy soul the most.

Michael Fackson, “Thriller”
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LIL

T onight our courtship ends without delay —

for though the lady shall too much protest,

our romance brought me nothing but dismay

and love improper must be laid to rest.

My passion for thee had no earthly bounds

despite the dearth of reciprocity;

yet now I wish to see thee off these grounds,

for ’m resolv’d to solitary be.

No longer shall I be thy doting fool!

Goodbye to thee — Auf Wiederschen, adien!

‘While I’ve no inclination to be cruel,

my heart desires to tell thee we are through.

— Though it sounds crazy, ’tis my truth to tell:
we are no more, so fare thee well, well, well.

‘NSTNG, “Bye Bye Bye”
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LXI.

y reputation’s sown with rumors’ threads:
t’s said that I carouse, am void of wit,
and have amassed more beaus than Hydra’s heads
yet cannot make a single one commit.
Although my honor’s by their words maligned,
Tll waste no effort t” have their tales disproved.
Instead, I’ll dance to music in my mind;
my malady’s by melodies improved.
For just as bakers must their loaves create
and thespians put on their fictive acts,
the ones who live in scorn shall always hate —
Tll from my shoulders shake their vile attacks.
— O gentleman well-coiffed! I thee entreat

to hither come and dance to this sick beat.

Taplor Swift, “Shake It Of




