Lecture 2    19-03-2019    Sonnets and Triolets

The Sonnet of the Eighth Bride

Seven brides, sisters, wed him one a year.
Each girl younger than the last one, until
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘eight’ – a mistake – deflected back the fear.
Barely older than his oldest child, still

she slashed and sliced and tore him asunder 
- so much red meat – how did her little arms
subdue him; dice him, and hide him under
the lid of the pot, to pay for his harms?

Her little bloody hands, held a little 
bloody key, her steady eyes turned to see
the grisly Russian doll of sisters, fit
one inside the other. Called, ‘wait for me,

I will render him down to glue and fat
and stick and shape my seven sisters back.



