Closed and Open Form: Sonnet, Villanelle, Concrete Poetry

Concrete poetry :Poetry that visually conveys the poet's meaning through the graphic arrangement of letters, words, or symbols on the page.

Volta : the point in a sonnet where the mood or argument changes. The turn may occur between the octave and sestet, or in the final couplet depending on the kind of sonnet.

Villanelle: A 19-line poem of fixed form consisting of five tercets and a final quatrain on two rhymes, with the first and third lines of the first tercet repeated alternately as a refrain closing the succeeding stanzas and joined as the final couplet of the quatrain

Ex.1. Do not go Gentle into that good night 
Villanelle Form ( A1 and A2 being refrain lines: 5 tercets and a final quatrain )

Do not go gentle into that good night, A1
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; b
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. A2

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, a	Comment by Cyndi Cai: People are not ready for death 
Because their words had forked no lightning they b
Do not go gentle into that good night. A1

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright a 	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Death is coming 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, b
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. A2

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, a
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, b
Do not go gentle into that good night.A1

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight a
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, b
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. A2

And you, my father, there on the sad height, a
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.b
Do not go gentle into that good night.A1
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. A2

Main theme : Old man should fight with death at the last moment. They should resist death. 

Ex 2  
One Art
Elizabeth Bishop, 1911 - 1979
The art of losing isn’t hard to master;	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Indicates loss is easy to master 
People can master the art of losing, and get used to loss by practicing with little things : keys, time.
so many things seem filled with the intent
to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

Then practice losing farther, losing faster:	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Whenever you get used to loss small things, you are ready for losing big ones: family, love 
places, and names, and where it was you meant 
to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or
next-to-last, of three loved houses went.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.
I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster.


—Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture	Comment by Cyndi Cai: However, loss is not easy to master, it’s difficult, especially for love. 
This stanza reveals the fact 
I love) I shan’t have lied.  It’s evident
the art of losing’s not too hard to master
though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster.


What lips my lips have kissed, and where, and why (Sonnet XLIII) 	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Italian sonnet 
Edna St. Vincent Millay, 1892 - 1950
What lips my lips have kissed, and where, and why, 	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Regret how she waste love 	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Alliteration
Recall happy time 

I have forgotten, and what arms have lain 
Under my head till morning; but the rain 
Is full of ghosts tonight, that tap and sigh 
Upon the glass and listen for reply, 
And in my heart there stirs a quiet pain 
For unremembered lads that not again 
Will turn to me at midnight with a cry. 
Thus in winter stands the lonely tree, 	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Anaphora : the speaker 
Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one, 	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Lovers 
Yet knows its boughs more silent than before: 
I cannot say what loves have come and gone, 
I only know that summer sang in me 	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Recall love affairs in her youth
A little while, that in me sings no more.	Comment by Cyndi Cai: Joy has gone 

Line 1-8 : octave 
Line 9-14 : sestet 

Concrete poem

Landscape: I 
Landscape: I
(for thomas a. clark)
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