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Introduction



Dear students and teachers,


For this third edition of A World of Poetry, we have removed 76 of the 139 poems that were in the second edition and replaced them with 93 new poems. There are now 156 poems in the book, with the extra ones perhaps reflecting a slightly greater emphasis on the work of contemporary Caribbean poets.


While we have kept the book’s organisation into twelve sections, each reflecting the dominant theme of the poems, we do not intend this organisation to dictate the order in which you read them. You will discover that several of the poems explore more than one theme and may fit just as well into a different section. Teachers, you may wish to choose two (or more) poems from any of the thematic groups and devise questions that help your students to read the poems carefully, while focusing their attention on the broader themes.


As you are probably aware, CXC specifically tests a candidate’s ability to compare and synthesise information from two or more sources. To develop this skill, you can devise questions on two poems having the same theme or even on individual poems, particularly longer ones, that will focus on the way(s) in which their different parts relate to each other and to the central idea or theme.


You may find the notes and questions at the end of each section useful for initiating discussion on individual poems. Our questions are not exhaustive, and they do not focus on every aspect of the poems deserving comment. Students, we think it is important for you to interpret, analyse and explore the deeper levels of meaning in the poems, and that too long a list of questions might restrict your discussions and limit the process of discovery.


We have also included general information on poetic genre and form, and notes on figurative language. We hope that these will help you to recognise poetic devices when you encounter them in your reading, and that you will be better able to understand why they are used and how they contribute to the overall richness and meaning of individual poems.


While we have chosen several poems that we think a CXC candidate should study, we have also tried to include poems that will appeal to your interests. We hope that you will experience delight and intellectual stimulation from reading the poems in this book.


Mark McWatt and Hazel Simmons-McDonald





THE CHILD AND THE WORLD





aaaaNATURE



aaaa Childhood of a Voice



aaaaaaaThe light oppresses and the darkness frees


aaaaaaaa man like me, who never cared at all:


aaaaaaaImagine it, the childhood of a voice


aaaaaaaand voice of childhood telling me my name.


5aaaaaaBut if only the rain would fall,


aaaaaaaand the sky we have not seen so long


aaaaaaacome blue again.


aaaaaaaThe familiar white street


aaaaaaais tired of always running east.


10aaaaaThe sky, of always arching over.


aaaaaaaThe tree, of always reaching up.


aaaaaaaEven the round earth is tired of being round


aaaaaaaand spinning round the sun.


aaaaaaaMartin Carter



aaaa A Lesson for this Sunday



aaaaaaaThe growing idleness of summer grass


aaaaaaaWith its frail kites of furious butterflies


aaaaaaaRequests the lemonade of simple praise


aaaaaaaIn scansion gentler than my hammock swings


5aaaaaaAnd rituals no more upsetting than a


aaaaaaaBlack maid shaking linen as she sings


aaaaaaaThe plain notes of some protestant hosanna


aaaaaaaSince I lie idling from the thought in things,


aaaaaaaOr so they should. Until I hear the cries


10aaaaaOf two small children hunting yellow wings,


aaaaaaaWho break my sabbath with the thought of sin.


aaaaaaaBrother and sister, with a common pin,


aaaaaaaFrowning like serious lepidopterists.


aaaaaaaThe little surgeon pierces the thin eyes.


15aaaaaCrouched on plump haunches, as a mantis prays


aaaaaaaShe shrieks to eviscerate its abdomen.


aaaaaaaThe lesson is the same. The maid removes


aaaaaaaBoth prodigies from their interest in science.


aaaaaaaThe girl, in lemon frock, begins to scream


20aaaaaAs the maimed, teetering thing attempts its flight.


aaaaaaaShe is herself a thing of summery light.


aaaaaaaFrail as a flower in this blue August air,


aaaaaaaNot marked for some late grief that cannot speak.


aaaaaaaThe mind swings inward on itself in fear


25aaaaaSwayed towards nausea from each normal sign.


aaaaaaaHeredity of cruelty everywhere,


aaaaaaaAnd everywhere the frocks of summer torn,


aaaaaaaThe long look back to see where choice is born,


aaaaaaaAs summer grass sways to the scythe’s design.


aaaaaaaDerek Walcott



aaaa Hurt Hawks



aaaaaaaI


aaaaaaaThe broken pillar of the wing jags from the clotted shoulder,


aaaaaaaThe wing trails like a banner in defeat,


aaaaaaaNo more to use the sky forever but live with famine


aaaaaaaAnd pain a few days: cat nor coyote


5aaaaaaWill shorten the week of waiting for death, there is game without talons.


aaaaaaaHe stands under the oak-bush and waits


aaaaaaaThe lame feet of salvation; at night he remembers freedom


aaaaaaaAnd flies in a dream, the dawns ruin it.


aaaaaaaHe is strong and pain is worse to the strong, incapacity is worse.


10aaaaaThe curs of the day come and torment him


aaaaaaaAt distance, no one but death the redeemer will humble that head,


aaaaaaaThe intrepid readiness, the terrible eyes.


aaaaaaaThe wild God of the world is sometimes merciful to those


aaaaaaaThat ask mercy, not often to the arrogant.


15aaaaaYou do not know him, you communal people, or you have forgotten him;


aaaaaaaIntemperate and savage, the hawk remembers him;


aaaaaaaBeautiful and wild, the hawks, and men that are dying, remember him.


aaaaaaaII


aaaaaaaI’d sooner, except the penalties, kill a man than a hawk;


aaaaaaabut the great redtail


20aaaaaHad nothing left but unable misery


aaaaaaaFrom the bone too shattered for mending, the wing that trailed under his talons when he moved.


aaaaaaaWe had fed him six weeks, I gave him freedom,


aaaaaaaHe wandered over the foreland hill and returned in the evening, asking for death,


aaaaaaaNot like a beggar, still eyed with the old


25aaaaaImplacable arrogance.


aaaaaaaI gave him the lead gift in the twilight.


aaaaaaaWhat fell was relaxed, Owl-downy, soft feminine feathers; but what


aaaaaaaSoared: the fierce rush: the night-herons by the flooded river cried fear at its rising


aaaaaaaBefore it was quite unsheathed from reality.


aaaaaaaRobinson Jeffers



aaaa Birdshooting Season



aaaaaaaBirdshooting season the men


aaaaaaamake marriages with their guns


aaaaaaaMy father’s house turns macho


aaaaaaaas from far the hunters gather


5aaaaaaAll night long contentless women


aaaaaaastir their brews: hot coffee


aaaaaaachocolata, cerassie


aaaaaaawrap pone and tie-leaf


aaaaaaafor tomorrow’s sport. Tonight


10aaaaathe men drink white rum neat.


aaaaaaaIn darkness shouldering


aaaaaaatheir packs, their guns, they leave


aaaaaaaWe stand quietly on the


aaaaaaadoorstep shivering. Little boys


15aaaaalonging to grow up birdhunters too


aaaaaaaLittle girls whispering:


aaaaaaaFly Birds Fly.


aaaaaaaOlive Senior



aaaa Hedgehog



aaaaaaaThe snail moves like a


aaaaaaaHovercraft, held up by a


aaaaaaaRubber cushion of itself,


aaaaaaaSharing its secret


5aaaaaaWith the hedgehog. The hedgehog


aaaaaaaShares its secret with no one.


aaaaaaaWe say, Hedgehog, come out


aaaaaaaOf yourself and we will love you.


aaaaaaaWe mean no harm. We want


10aaaaaOnly to listen to what


aaaaaaaYou have to say. We want


aaaaaaaYour answers to our questions.


aaaaaaaThe hedgehog gives nothing


aaaaaaaAway, keeping itself to itself.


15aaaaaWe wonder what a hedgehog


aaaaaaaHas to hide, why it so distrusts.


aaaaaaaWe forget the god


aaaaaaaUnder this crown of thorns.


aaaaaaaWe forget that never again


20aaaaaWill a god trust in the world.


aaaaaaaPaul Muldoon



aaaa Schooldays



aaaaaaaEvery nun wears a ring


aaaaaaa– Brides of God.


aaaaaaaAn astonishing act,


aaaaaaaas if depictions of hell


5aaaaaacame true with brush-marks


aaaaaaaand artists cheering.


aaaaaaaRain is wetting windows,


aaaaaaabut what about trees


aaaaaaawitnessing the Bride of God


10aaaaadeprive little boys of sin.


aaaaaaaFor each nun, God and boy,


aaaaaaastrings of colour


aaaaaaaand separate balconies


aaaaaaalink all realities as


15aaaaaanother astonishing act.


aaaaaaaBut the sunset is yours,


aaaaaaathe garden of guavas mine,


aaaaaaaand God can have the rest.


aaaaaaaStanley Greaves



aaaa An African Thunderstorm



aaaaaaaFrom the west


aaaaaaaClouds come hurrying with the wind


aaaaaaaTurning


aaaaaaaSharply


5aaaaaaHere and there


aaaaaaaLike a plague of locusts


aaaaaaaWhirling


aaaaaaaTossing up things on its tail


aaaaaaaLike a madman chasing nothing.


10aaaaaPregnant clouds


aaaaaaaRide stately on its back


aaaaaaaGathering to perch on hills


aaaaaaaLike dark sinister wings;


aaaaaaaThe Wind whistles by


15aaaaaAnd trees bend to let it pass.


aaaaaaaIn the village


aaaaaaaScreams of delighted children


aaaaaaaToss and turn


aaaaaaaIn the din of the whirling wind.


20aaaaaWomen –


aaaaaaaBabies clinging on their backs –


aaaaaaaDart about


aaaaaaaIn and out


aaaaaaaMadly


25aaaaaThe Wind whirls by


aaaaaaaWhilst trees bend to let it pass.


aaaaaaaClothes wave like tattered flags


aaaaaaaFlying off


aaaaaaaTo expose dangling breasts


30aaaaaAs jaggered blinding flashes


aaaaaaaRumble, tremble, and crack


aaaaaaaAmidst the smell of fired smoke


aaaaaaaAnd the pelting march of the storm.


aaaaaaaDavid Rubadiri



aaaa Those Winter Sundays



aaaaaaaSundays too my father got up early


aaaaaaaand put his clothes on in the blueblack cold,


aaaaaaathen with cracked hands that ached


aaaaaaafrom labor in the weekday weather made


5aaaaaabanked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.


aaaaaaaI’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.


aaaaaaaWhen the rooms were warm, he’d call,


aaaaaaaand slowly I would rise and dress,


aaaaaaafearing the chronic angers of that house,


10aaaaaSpeaking indifferently to him,


aaaaaaawho had driven out the cold


aaaaaaaand polished my good shoes as well.


aaaaaaaWhat did I know, what did I know


aaaaaaaof love’s austere and lonely offices?


aaaaaaaRobert Hayden



aaaa A Quartet of Daffodils



aaaaaaaI think it must be spring


aaaaaaabecause yesterday morning on Spadina


aaaaaaathere was an Indian woman walking


aaaaaaawrapped in maximum eight yards of sari cloth.


5aaaaaaIt was sheer and a luminous color


aaaaaaalike the nectar of pressed apricots.


aaaaaaaA red dot punctuated the center of her brow,


aaaaaaalike a small and urgent point of energy


aaaaaaahad found its way to the surface of her skin,


10aaaaaand jeweled or a drop of blood, it was gleaming.


aaaaaaaI think it must be spring because


aaaaaaathere is not a host but a quartet of daffodils


aaaaaaasprung up in the front yard of Gore Vale.


aaaaaaaThey stand not straight but bowed over so.


15aaaaaI think that they had a hard time making it out


aaaaaaaof their frozen birthplace inside the earth.


aaaaaaaNevertheless, they are here and have come in first.


aaaaaaaThe runners-up are the crocuses.


aaaaaaaBut the evergreen never went under,


20aaaaait just spread its branches taut and took the worst


aaaaaaathat winter had to offer. Do not go under


aaaaaaaand one day you may be crowned with evergreen.


aaaaaaaThis year is my third spring, the third time


aaaaaaathat I have been witness to the cycle of the seasons.


25aaaaaWhere I am born, there is no such thing,


aaaaaaaseasons just shift over a bit to accommodate


aaaaaaathe one following. Our winters bring tangerines


aaaaaaaand pimento winds. Bless now death, resurrection,


aaaaaaathe peculiar ascension of ice falls finally away.


30aaaaaI think it must be spring now because today


aaaaaaaI feel so tender, like all early things budding.


aaaaaaaAnd even if I am coming in exhausted,


aaaaaaabowed, bent, drawn, and yellow-skinned


aaaaaaalike my very first quartet of daffodils


35aaaaaI know now that this is undeniably spring.


aaaaaaaLorna Goodison



aaaa Landscape Painter



aaaaaaa(For Albert Huie)


aaaaaaaI watch him set up easel,


aaaaaaaBoth straddling precariously


aaaaaaaA corner of the twisted, climbing


aaaaaaaMountain track


5aaaaaaA tireless humming-bird, his brush


aaaaaaaDips, darts, hovers now here, now there,


aaaaaaaWhere puddles of pigment


aaaaaaaBloom in the palette’s wild small garden.


aaaaaaaThe mountains pose for him


10aaaaaIn a family group


aaaaaaaDignified, self-conscious, against the wide blue screen


aaaaaaaOf morning; low green foot-hills


aaaaaaaSprawl like grandchildren about the knees


aaaaaaaOf seated elders. And behind them, aloof,


15aaaaaShouldering the sky, patriarchal in serenity,


aaaaaaaBlue Mountain Peak bulks.


aaaaaaaAnd the professional gaze


aaaaaaaStudies positions, impatiently waiting


aaaaaaaFor the perfect moment to fix


20aaaaaTheir preparedness, to confine them


aaaaaaaFor the pleasant formality


aaaaaaaOf the family album.


aaaaaaaHis brush a humming-bird


aaaaaaaMeticulously poised …


25aaaaaThe little hills fidgeting,


aaaaaaaChangelessly changing,


aaaaaaaArtlessly frustrating


aaaaaaaThe painter’s art.


aaaaaaaVivian Virtue



aaaa Janet Waking



aaaaaaaBeautifully Janet slept


aaaaaaaTill it was deeply morning. She woke then


aaaaaaaAnd thought about her dainty-feathered hen,


aaaaaaaTo see how it had kept.


5aaaaaaOne kiss she gave her mother.


aaaaaaaOne a small one gave she to her daddy


aaaaaaaWho would have kissed each curl of his shining baby


aaaaaaaNo kiss at all for her brother.


aaaaaaa‘Old Chucky, old Chucky!’ she cried.


10aaaaaRunning across the world upon the grass


aaaaaaaTo Chucky’s house, and listening. But alas,


aaaaaaaHer Chucky had died.


aaaaaaaIt was a transmogrifying bee


aaaaaaaCame droning down on Chucky’s old bald head


15aaaaaAnd sat and put the poison. It scarcely bled,


aaaaaaaBut how exceedingly


aaaaaaaAnd purply did the knot


aaaaaaaSwell with the venom and communicate


aaaaaaaIts rigor! Now the poor comb stood up straight


20aaaaaBut Chucky did not.


aaaaaaaSo there was Janet


aaaaaaaKneeling on the wet grass, crying her brown hen


aaaaaaa(Translated far beyond the daughters of men)


aaaaaaaTo rise and walk upon it.


25aaaaaAnd weeping fast as she had breath


aaaaaaaJanet implored us, ‘Wake her from her sleep!’


aaaaaaaAnd would not be instructed in how deep


aaaaaaaWas the forgetful kingdom of death.


aaaaaaaJohn Crowe Ransom



aaaa Their Lonely Betters



aaaaaaaAs I listened from a beach-chair in the shade


aaaaaaaTo all the noises that my garden made,


aaaaaaaIt seemed to me only proper that words


aaaaaaaShould be withheld from vegetables and birds


5aaaaaaA robin with no Christian name ran through


aaaaaaaThe Robin-Anthem which was all it knew,


aaaaaaaAnd rustling flowers for some third party waited


aaaaaaaTo say which pairs, if any, should get mated.


aaaaaaaNot one of them was capable of lying,


10aaaaaThere was not one which knew that it was dying


aaaaaaaOr could have with a rhythm or a rhyme


aaaaaaaAssumed responsibility for time.


aaaaaaaLet them leave language to their lonely betters


aaaaaaaWho count some days and long for certain letters;


15aaaaaWe, too, make noises when we laugh or weep:


aaaaaaaWords are for those with promises to keep.


aaaaaaaW.H. Auden



aaaa Responsibility



aaaaaaaI half awaken


aaaaaaato the comforting blur of my mother


aaaaaaapulling on her house-


aaaaaaadress in the half dark


5aaaaaaand already the sound of my father


aaaaaaaas from muted dream distance


aaaaaaaclucking the chickens to corn.


aaaaaaaI too some distant morning


aaaaaaashall rise responsibly


10aaaaato set my house in motion.


aaaaaaaMeantime, I pull the covers close


aaaaaaaand smile for the pure secret


aaaaaaathrill of it, and ease myself down


aaaaaaainto that last, sweet, morning sleep.


aaaaaaaEdward Baugh



aaaa Dove Song



aaaaaaa‘Yuh hear dem doves? Somebody gwine home


aaaaaaaTo dey Maker soon.’ (Granny)


aaaaaaaI do not like this mourning


aaaaaaaof the dove,


aaaaaaathat darkens dawn


aaaaaaaand mocks at love.


5aaaaaaI like the quickness


aaaaaaaof the sparrow’s chirp,


aaaaaaathe brisk blackbird’s song.


aaaaaaaI do not like


aaaaaaathis contrapuntal error,


10aaaaaa cleft, in the mind’s peace;


aaaaaaaa slowing of the heart


aaaaaaaagainst the will,


aaaaaaaagainst light on lime trees,


aaaaaaathe brightness of the red hibiscus.


15aaaaaThis persistence of discord,


aaaaaaaa swelling sadness,


aaaaaaatoo close


aaaaaaanot far away.


aaaaaaaThis dove mourning


20aaaaabroken olive branches,


aaaaaaaforsaken ark.


aaaaaaaThis dove mourning,


aaaaaaacalling, calling …


aaaaaaaEsther Phillips



aaaa Ground Doves



aaaaaaaSmall querulous birds


aaaaaaafeathers like swatches of earth


aaaaaaagraced with wings,


aaaaaaaopt for walking.


5aaaaaaThe female ones


aaaaaaasport surprising underslips


aaaaaaatrimmed with stunning passementerie.


aaaaaaaBraided arabesques


aaaaaaascalloping round their hems


10aaaaabut that is rarely shown, except


aaaaaaawhen they bend to scramble


aaaaaaafor stale bread crumbs


aaaaaaathey have come to expect as due.


aaaaaaaGround doves make you uneasy


15aaaaabecause there was a time


aaaaaaawhen you too walked


aaaaaaaand saved your wings


aaaaaaaand would not reach high


aaaaaaafor the sweet risk


20aaaaainside the lips of hibiscus


aaaaaaabut saved your wings,


aaaaaaaand scrambled for used bread


aaaaaaaand left over things …


aaaaaaaLorna Goodison



aaaa Horses



aaaaaaaAll the pink-coloured horses are coming in.


aaaaaaaThey gallop in from the sunset, hearts


aaaaaaabeating like a drum.


aaaaaaaUnbridled, they canter,


5aaaaaaFlushed. Approaching twilight.


aaaaaaaBehind, Sun is a blaze of metal


aaaaaaaSinking into the sea.


aaaaaaaWhere are the golden horsemen?


aaaaaaaThey too are drowning.


10aaaaaThey will rise from the sea tomorrow.


aaaaaaaTheir dust will rise up from the east.


aaaaaaaMeanwhile, the horses come in,


aaaaaaalast troops in the twilight,


aaaaaaawith their hoofs of steel, their wild manes.


15aaaaaThe drums from the Amazon are thundering and


aaaaaaabreasty women are blowing into the fire.


aaaaaaaThe children are petulant, sucking their thumbs


aaaaaaawith outcast expressions.


aaaaaaaIt is suppertime and their stomachs are groaning.


20aaaaaBut outside the hut, the men


aaaaaaaare hammering the goatskin drums with their fingers.


aaaaaaaThey wait for the horses to come in.


aaaaaaaMahadai Das



aaaa Keep off the Grass



aaaaaaaThe grass is a green mat


aaaaaaatrimmed with gladioli


aaaaaaared like flames in a furnace.


aaaaaaaThe park bench, hallowed,


5aaaaaaholds the loiterer listening


aaaaaaato the chant of the fountain


aaaaaaashowering holy water on a congregation


aaaaaaaof pigeons.


aaaaaaaThen madam walks her Pekinese,


10aaaaabathed and powdered and perfumed.


aaaaaaaHe sniffs at the face of the ‘Keep off’ sign


aaaaaaawith a nose as cold as frozen fish


aaaaaaaand salutes it with a hind paw


aaaaaaaleaving it weeping in anger and shame.


aaaaaaaOswald Mbuyiseni Mtshali






Notes and questions



Some of the poems in this section describe the simple beauty of nature while others focus on wildlife and the hunting of animals. Other selections are about pets and some explore the effect of the loss of a pet on its owner. Other poems deal with experiences at school. The power of the elements and death as an inevitable natural occurrence are other themes reflected here.


Childhood of a Voice





•  What is the persona of this poem longing for?



•  How would you describe the mood of the speaker of the poem?



•  How do the last six lines of the poem (lines 8–13) emphasise this mood?



•  Discuss the title of the poem with your classmates. How appropriate is it for the subject matter that the poem deals with?





A Lesson for this Sunday


‘lepidopterists’ (line 13) – people who study and/or collect moths/butterflies. ‘heredity’ (line 26) – transmission of genetic factors (that determine individual characteristics) from one generation to another.





•  What is the poet doing in the first stanza and what is he musing about?



•  What were the children doing in stanza 2 that disturbed the poet?



•  What is the point of the poet’s statement about the girl in the last three lines of stanza 2?



•  What do you think ‘Heredity of cruelty everywhere’ (line 26) means in the context of the last stanza and the rest of the poem? Explain the lesson referred to in the title of the poem.





Hurt Hawks





•  Why is death inevitable for the hawk?



•  Why won’t ‘cat nor coyote’ (line 4) put the hawk out if its misery?



•  What do stanzas 4 and 5 tell us about the ‘character’ of the wounded hawk?



•  Explain in your own words what happens in the final stanza.








Birdshooting Season





•  Explain what is meant by ‘the men/make marriages with their guns’ (lines 1–2).



•  Why are the women described as ‘contentless’ (line 5)?



•  Explain the difference in the attitudes between the males and females towards the hunting season.





Hedgehog


‘Hovercraft’ (line 2) – a vehicle that moves over land or water, supported by a cushion of air generated by downward-directed fans.





•  What is the ‘secret’ shared between a snail and a hedgehog? What are the similarities between them?



•  Explain why it is difficult to love a hedgehog.



•  How does the final stanza take the poem to another level of meaning?





Schooldays





•  What is the ‘astonishing act’ referred to in line 3 of the poem?



•  The persona expresses scepticism in the first stanza. What is he sceptical about?



•  Explain in your own words exactly what the trees witness (lines 8–9).



•  What do you think is the ‘sin’ referred to in line 10?



•  The images in the last stanza are presented as in a painting. Pick out these images and explain what the ‘astonishing act’ is in line 15.



•  What point is the poet stressing in the assertions made in the last three lines of the poem?





An African Thunderstorm





•  The poet uses several different images to describe the gathering storm. Focus on these images and discuss the specific effects the poet creates with each one.



•  What is the effect of the repetition of ‘The Wind …/… trees bend to let it pass’ at the end of stanza 1 (lines 14–15) and in stanza 2 (lines 25–26)?



•  Look carefully at the diction (the choice of words and phrases). What is particularly striking about it?








Those Winter Sundays


‘indifferently’ (line 10) – showing no care, concern or interest.





•  Consider the things that the father does. What do they suggest about him?



•  What was the son’s attitude towards the father when he was a child? How has it changed?



•  What do you think are the ‘chronic angers’ (line 9) of the house?



•  Explain the last two lines of the poem.





A Quartet of Daffodils


‘Spadina’ (line 2) – a major north–south street in the west of downtown Toronto.


‘… not a host but a quartet of daffodils’ (line 12) – this is a reference to a well-known poem by Wordsworth, ‘I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud’, in which he refers to ‘a crowd, a host of golden daffodils’.





•  Explain the last two lines of stanza 3.



•  Why is spring a relatively new experience for the poet?



•  What does stanza 5 tell us about the poet’s home country?





Landscape Painter





•  In this poem, a metaphor of a family posing for a portrait is used to present the landscape. How is this sustained throughout the poem? Find the lines in the poem that capture the family image.



•  ‘For the perfect moment to fix/Their preparedness, to confine them’ (lines 19–20). To what do you think these lines refer? What is the ‘perfect moment’?



•  In what ways is the painter’s brush like a ‘humming-bird’ (line 23)?



•  Discuss how stanza 4 helps both to clarify and extend the central metaphor used in the poem.





Janet Waking


‘transmogrify’ (line 13) – to change or transform into a different shape, especially a bizarre or grotesque one.





•  What point is being emphasised, do you think, by the description of Janet’s way of greeting her family (stanza 2) and her response to the hen (stanzas 3, 6 and 7)?



•  Explain what happened to the hen.



•  Discuss with your classmates the appropriateness and significance of the title of the poem.
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