HPEN 7017 – SESSION 4
‘Adopt a particular form ---This might be eg a villanelle, a sonnet, a ghazel etc’

‘That blue stain’                                                                                                                               FIRST DRAFT
We tried -  we sunk -  to float on wings of love.   
                                                               /      x                              
We grew, a/gg-ressed, and then weak-en[e]d with time,                         
A young hearts curse, a wish on wings of doves,                                  
Long wil-t/ed were the trees our young would climb.   
/         x    x     /          
Heav-en-ly calm, doused flames that burned like hell,                         
Good pain, ‘tis true, plea-sure from such a thing,               [sense of line here?]                 
X     /       x    /        x    x     /         x      x       /
I sensed it then, at the sense-less fare-well,                                         
As an-gels healed the hurt with bro-ken strings.                                        (STRUGGLING WITH THIS)      
Fault lines were blurred - some cracks we could not mend,
Our love became a lust that ‘us’ despised.    
                 /       x
[I/We ]Count-ed the days - and now we’re at year ten
I’m still love’s fool - but hear that you have wised [up?].
You shall not wear the stain of blame on you.                                                         
Lend me the coat - I like the colour blue!  [Word inversioin. How does this colour work for a reader?]

About a broken relationship I tried to hold on despite its toxicity. Gave it 9 years and my all, a lot of hurt and blame, and I was broken before knowing it had to stop for sanity’s sake. I held a lot of spite for him for years, for the pain he had caused me, but I still cared (still do) about him and his wellbeing. 
He stalked and begged me for about 5 years afterwards, and drove me to the brink of insanity, hence ‘the senseless farewell’ (because there never was a goodbye as he wouldn’t leave me alone). Only last 5 years he's left me alone properly, but we have some of the same friends and I still ask if he’s OK etc as I genuinely want him to be – hence the ‘hear that you have wised’. 
I don’t want to blame him for it all. Because blame is often anger, anger for me means pain, mentally emotionally etc, and I’d rather see him well and happy than sad and ill.  So, in my own way I’m willing to take half the blame by wearing ‘the blue coat’ or ‘the stain’ which I think, is in turn, my writing the letting go of pain and toxicity.

COMMENTARY FOLLOWS ON NEXT PAGE ......

(Sink - Float )       (Aggression - Weakness)                  CONTRASTING WORDS
(Wish - Curse)    (Withered - Young)        (Heaven - Hell)     (Pain – Pleasure)
(Sense – senseless)      (Healed – Broken)     (Love – lust)
(Fool -Wise)

Commentary

Poetry is NOT my forte. I find it difficult to write poetry to the strict structure these task type assignments require, and if I write free verse then I am afraid it will turn into prose and then I can’t stop until I get to about 1500 words as once I start I can’t stop (although I did have a go at Haiku this week – inspired by Claire - just for giving it a go’s sake - and I thoroughly enjoyed it!!)
I love to read poetry, but I like the rebellion of a poem which is written because the poet has something they want to write but do not feel the need to conform to intensifying the meaning by racking their brains for rhyme ‘just because’.  Conformity is sometimes great,  often in fact, but my favourite poetry tends to have the odd internal rhyme or depend more on alliteration and assonance, than absolute rhymed endings. But that’s just me.
Anyway....
I am a complete novice and so I decided to stick to the (what seemed) easiest iambic pentameter of a Sonnet, and then I went on to do a brief google search, which helped me learn briefly about the Petrarchan sonnet , the Italian sonnet, the Shakespearean sonnet and so on. Of these I decided that ABABCDCDEFEFGG just seemed the simplest to understand and put into practise, so that is the structure I followed for rhyming pattern, being a first timer and all.
I think I have the gist of the iambic pentameter 
*** 10 syllables per line, 2 syllables per foot, and the feet should follow a soft/harsh /soft/harsh or non-stressed/stressed  pattern ***
As for the English sonnet I chose, It should be one stanza (unbroken block) split by different ending sounds for the couplets (but unbroken in terms of the actual quaters) into 3 quatrains (sets of four lines) and sonnets should have a set theme and often have contrasts/paradoxes. 
I know this is very basic in terms of my explanation, but I am new to poetry, so learning as I go, and to be honest, for someone who struggles to write poetry, and as hard as this actually was to write, in terms of the time and ‘redoing’ the lines and understanding the feet and stressing or not stressing of syllables – I have actually enjoyed this task.
I found myself writing it within an hour at about 11am this morning, then leaving the last line to come back home to and find last line in my head, then check it and submit it. Well!!! .... I started that at 9pm. It is now 2.33 am!! Wow, this poetry lark has so much more to it than people having a natural ability to just roll such powerful words off their tongue in their head and putting pen to paper. I mean ... I’m not saying there aren’t naturals at this (Such as Non speaking in terms of this class) but now I can see how much effort she, and others like her, must put into these pieces. I know mine is probably laughable in comparison, but I really did try my best to be truthful in writing and feeling so that it was as authentic as I wanted it to be. But I really got a feel for the effort that goes into poetry and my 5 or 6 hours on this would have been so much longer (days or weeks maybe) for a true poet and I admire that dedication and ability. 
I must add.... I really struggled with whether a syllable was stressed or not, and due to me ‘making’ (forcing in all honesty) it stressed when it probably isn’t then I have probably got it totally wrong and am well prepared for negative feedback. But I’m here to learn so am well prep’d for it.

I honestly don’t know what to write for this commentary section so excuse my ramblings. I am writing as I have found it and will do my best to learn more as I go. I need to do the translation task next and will get that done tomorrow. But one thing I am surprised at is that I am looking forward to it. 

I used the following websites to clue up on Sonnets

https://www.wonderopolis.org/wonder/what-is-a-sonnet
Sonnets are lyrical poems of 14 lines that follow a specific rhyming pattern. Sonnets usually feature two contrasting characters, events, beliefs, or emotions. 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/learn/glossary-terms/sonnet
A 14-line poem with a variable rhyme scheme originating in Italy and brought to England by Sir Thomas Wyatt and Henry Howard, earl of Surrey in the 16th century. Literally a “little song,” the sonnet traditionally reflects upon a single sentiment, with a clarification or “turn” of thought in its concluding lines. There are many different types of sonnets.
 Wyatt and Surrey developed the English (or Shakespearean) sonnet, which condenses the 14 lines into one stanza of three quatrains and a concluding couplet, with a rhyme scheme of ABABCDCDEFEFGG


