Villanelle Madness
At the June 2008 meeting of the Shavano Poets’ Society I read the first draft of “Trains:  A Villanelle”.  A few days later, Annie Mueller, one of the intrepid Society members, sent me a villanelle of her own, “Villanelle ?”, which she had written some years earlier.  I responded with “A Villanelle Written in Response …”  The exchange came to be known, in the Upper Arkansas River Valley, as “Villanelle Madness”.  The three poems are shown below.
Trains:  A Villanelle
by William Kramer

Copyright 2008

Our trains converge, vanish, their whistles weep;
Enraged, I watch you exit, track by track;

All life is loss, relief, tears, rage and sleep.

Mere memory, you’re still too close, you seep

Into my fears; though tears force your train back,
Our trains converge, vanish, their whistles weep.

My train backs up; toward stone-lone voids I creep;
Perversely, rage sighs, a dooryard lilac,
All life is loss, relief, tears, rage and sleep.

A trellis looms; I fantasize a leap;
I see your shade pace the opposite track,
Our trains converge, vanish, their whistles weep.

My train, stalled now by frightened, bawling sheep,

Stirs dreams; you’re dozing, at peace on a rack,
All life is loss, relief, tears, rage and sleep.

Dead on an incline lonely, dark and steep,
I drift toward uneasy sleep:  lose?  get back?
Our trains converge, vanish, their whistles weep;
All life is loss, relief, tears, rage and sleep. 
Villanelle ?

by Annie Mueller

What the hell is a villanelle?
The word connotes uncertain themes.
A pastry?  A tune?  A malignant cell? 

Light and air filled, over sweet,
Confection filled with whipped soft creams?
What the hell is a villanelle?

A rustic peasant, spring planting wheat,
Sings of fecund maidens in his dreams?
A pastry?  A tune?  A malignant cell?

A mille fuille crust and savoury meat?
Chaste or bawdy notes under moonlight beams?
What the hell is a villanelle?

Then when we feel our life replete,
Our cups of goodness overflow it seems -
A pastry?  A tune?  A malignant cell?

Unseen invaders whose purpose is to cheat
The life within, with cannibalistic schemes?
What the hell is a villanelle?
A pastry?  A tune?  A malignant cell?
A Villanelle Written in Response to a Villanelle

 Written by Ms. Annie Mueller, 
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to a Villanelle Written by Mr. Kramer 
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by William Kramer
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What the hell is your rhyme-less villanelle?

A bark-less dog?  Smog?  A giraffe sans neck?

A villanelle should ring true, like a bell.

Your rhymes remind me of mine, tasteless jell-

O – Oh, what the heck, my villanelle’s blech.
What the hell is your rhyme-less villanelle?

My mind can tell my villanelle’s not well.

My rhymes rhyme, but my readers are a wreck,

A villanelle should ring true, like a bell.

There’s too many lines in your villanelle,

Too much guff, too much stuff tasting like eck.
What the hell is your rhyme-less villanelle?

Yet there’s too many trains in my villanelle,

Too much angst, too much stuff stolen from Shrek.
A villanelle should ring true, like a bell.

We both should give up on our villanelle.

They are just chime-less bells and – what the heck.

What the hell is your rhyme-less villanelle?

A villanelle should ring true, like a bell.

