Narrative Poem
A narrative poem tells a story in rhyme.  Like other forms, it includes characters, dialogue, setting, plot and a narrator.  This type of poem is sometimes called a ballad.

DIRECTIONS:
1. Choose a subject.  A rhymed story can be about anything.  Examples include a baseball game(“Casey at the Bat”), the arrival of a guest(A Visit from St. Nick”), and a meeting with a mysterious bird(“The Raven”).
2. Plan the story.  You don’t need a detailed outline, but you should know the key points.
· The setting

· The trigger event that begins the plot

· The main action or actions

· The ending
3. Deciding on the rhyme pattern. In some poems, the first and second lines rhyme, then the third and fourth, and so on.  Here’s an example from “Casey at the Bat.”
   The outlook wasn’t brilliant for the Mudville nine that day:

  The score stood four to two, with but one inning more to play.

4. Brainstorm rhyming words that fit your subject. For example, if you’re writing a rhyming story about a magical kite, you might list rhyming pairs such as:

· kite: bright, fright might, night, right, sight

· tail: fail, gale, hail, sail, snail, trail, wail

· twine: line, mine, pine, sign

5. Draft the poem. Keep the lines similar in length.  Because rhyming while telling a story isn’t easy, leave room between the lines to make changes.  If you get stuck, rearrange word order so that a line ends with a different word.

6. Test the poem be reading it aloud. Look for the ways to make the rhymes more interesting.  Add, delete or change words to make the rhyme smoother.

7. Share the poem. Read it aloud to an audience.
Narrative Poem Model
The Test

I dreamt a dream! What can it mean?

The chalkboard was erased and clean,

And my teacher, with a smile, 

Passes the quizzes down the aisle.

And I said, “A quiz today?”

Instead of studying, I had played.  

My teacher shook his head and said,

“It’s chapter six, you should have read.”

I looked around at all my peers,

Then swallowed hard to calm my fears.

The test was numbered one to nine.

And then the bell rang.  No more time!

But what was this?  It couldn’t be.

The bell was my alarm, oh gee.

The test a dream, all in my head.

And I was home, in my own bed!
