Edna St Vincent Millay (1892-1950)

‘Sonnet 29’ (1922)

Pity me not because the light of day
At close of day no longer walks the sky; 
Pity me not for beauties passed away
From field to thicket as the year goes by;
Pity me not the waning of the moon, 
Nor that the ebbing tide goes out to sea,
Nor that a man’s desire is hushed so soon,
And you no longer look with love on me.
This have I known always: Love is no more 
Than the wide blossom which the wind assails,
Than the great tide that treads the shifting shore,
Strewing fresh wreckage gathered in the gales:
Pity me that the heart is slow to learn
When the swift mind beholds at every turn.


Match the vocabulary word with its definition. 
	1. To pity
	a. A strong wind

	2. Thicket
	b. To feel sorrow for the misfortunes of someone

	3. To wane
	c. To make a concerted or violent attack on

	4. To ebb
	d. To scatter or spread (things) untidily over a surface or area

	5. To assail
	e. A dense group of bushes or trees

	6. To strew
	f. To decrease in size

	7. Gale
	g. To flow back or away



Summarise the poem in two sentences: one for the octave and one for the sestet. 

Match the quote with its literary device and then write your interpretation in the space. 
	‘Pity me …’ (4 times)



	
Personification

	

	‘the light of day / At close of day no longer walks the sky’

 
	
Anaphora
	

	‘shifting shore’



	
Metaphor
	

	‘Love is no more / Than the wide blossom which the wind assails’


	
Sibilance
	



Iambic pentameter

Pi ty | me not | be cause | the light | of day

At close | of day | no lon | ger walks | the sky; 

Pi   ty   me   not   for   beau   ties   passed   a   way

From   field   to   thick   et   as   the   year   goes   by;

[bookmark: _GoBack]Pity me not the waning of the moon,


Sonnets have a volta (Italian for ‘turn’). In a Petrarchan sonnet, it is usually at the beginning of the sestet. Identify the volta in ‘Sonnet 29’. Explain the shift in tone. 


Descriptive writing
Write a short descriptive piece (350 words) inspired by these lines from the poem: 
· ‘the wide blossom which the wind assails’ 
· ‘the great tide that treads the shifting shore,
Strewing fresh wreckage gathered in the gales’
