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1T ENG2332 Poetry in English 2025
Choose ONE of the following topics:

1. Give a reading of Heaney'’s ‘Terminus’, paying close attention to textual detail, contextualizing key points in the poem, and
drawing comparisons or contrasts with other poems by Heaney. (Text provided)

2. Give a reading of Bishop’s ‘In the Waiting Room’, paying close attention to textual detail, contextualizing key points in the
poem, and drawing comparisons or contrasts with other poems by Bishop. (Text provided)

3. Give a reading of Bishop’s ‘Santarém’, paying close attention to textual detail, contextualizing key points in the poem, and
drawing comparisons or contrasts with other poems by Bishop. (Text provided)

3 Write an essay on Frost’s ‘Directive’, paying close attention to textual detail and discussing ways in which the poem can be
read as a parable about poetry and the poet’s life. (Text provided)

4 Write an essay in which you compare and contrast Frost’s ‘For Once, Then, Something’ with Heaney’s Personal Helicon’.
(Texts provided)

Fill in your answer here

Words: 0

Maximum marks: 0

7


javascript:void('Paragraph Format')
javascript:void('Bold')
javascript:void('Italic')
javascript:void('Underline')
javascript:void('Subscript')
javascript:void('Superscript')
javascript:void('Remove Format')
javascript:void('Copy')
javascript:void('Paste')
javascript:void('Undo')
javascript:void('Redo')
javascript:void('Temporary Backup Snapshots')
javascript:void('Insert/Remove Numbered List')
javascript:void('Insert/Remove Bulleted List')
javascript:void('Decrease Indent')
javascript:void('Increase Indent')
javascript:void('Align Left')
javascript:void('Center')
javascript:void('Align Right')
javascript:void('Justify')
javascript:void('Insert Special Character')
javascript:void('Table')
javascript:void('Insert Drawing')
javascript:void('Edit formula')
javascript:void('Expand')

Question 1
Attached



Exam texts, ENG2332 Poetry in English 2025
Seamus Heaney, ‘Terminus’
I

When I hoked there, I would find
An acorn and a rusted bolkt.

If T lifted my eyes, a factory chimney
And a dormant mountain.

If T listened, an engine shunting
And a trotting horse.

Is it any wonder when I thought
I would have second thoughts?

II

When they spoke of the prudent squirrel’s hoard
It shone like gifts at a nativity.

When they spoke of the mammon of iniquity
The coins in my pocket reddened like stove-lids.

I was the march drain and the march drain’s banks
Suffering the limit of each claim.

11T

Two buckets were easier carried than one.
I grew up in between.

My left hand placed the standard iron weight.
My right tilted a last grain in the balance.

Baronies, parishes met where I was born.
When I stood on the central stepping stone

I was the last earl on horseback in midstream
Still parleying, in earshot of his peers.

Elizabeth Bishop, ‘In the Waiting Room’

In Worcester, Massachusetts,

I went with Aunt Consuelo

to keep her dentist’s appointment
and sat and waited for her

in the dentist’s waiting room.

It was winter. It got dark

early. The waiting room

was full of grown-up people,
arctics and overcoats,

lamps and magazines.



My aunt was inside

what seemed like a long time
and while I waited I read

the National Geographic

(I could read) and carefully
studied the photographs:

the inside of a volcano,

black, and full of ashes;

then it was spilling over

in rivulets of fire.

Osa and Martin Johnson
dressed in riding breeches,
laced boots, and pith helmets.
A dead man slung on a pole
—"“Long Pig,” the caption said.
Babies with pointed heads
wound round and round with string;
black, naked women with necks
wound round and round with wire
like the necks of light bulbs.
Their breasts were horrifying.

I read it right straight through.
I was too shy to stop.

And then I looked at the cover:
the yellow margins, the date.
Suddenly, from inside,

came an oh! of pain

—Aunt Consuelo’s voice—
not very loud or long.

[ wasn’t at all surprised;

even then I knew she was

a foolish, timid woman.

I might have been embarrassed,
but wasn’t. What took me
completely by surprise

was that it was me:

my voice, in my mouth.
Without thinking at all

I was my foolish aunt,
[—we—were falling, falling,
our eyes glued to the cover

of the National Geographic,
February, 1918.

I said to myself: three days
and you’ll be seven years old.
I was saying it to stop

the sensation of falling off
the round, turning world.

into cold, blue-black space.



But I felt: you are an 7,

you are an Elizabeth,

you are one of them.

Why should you be one, too?

I scarcely dared to look

to see what it was I was.

I gave a sidelong glance

—1I couldn’t look any higher—
at shadowy gray knees,
trousers and skirts and boots
and different pairs of hands
lying under the lamps.

I knew that nothing stranger
had ever happened, that nothing
stranger could ever happen.

Why should I be my aunt,

or me, or anyone?

What similarities—

boots, hands, the family voice

[ felt in my throat, or even

the National Geographic

and those awful hanging breasts—
held us all together

or made us all just one?
How—I didn’t know any

word for it—how “unlikely™. . .
How had I come to be here,
like them, and overhear

a cry of pain that could have
got loud and worse but hadn’t?

The waiting room was bright
and too hot. It was sliding
beneath a big black wave,
another, and another.

Then I was back in it.

The War was on. Outside,

in Worcester, Massachusetts,
were night and slush and cold,
and 1t was still the fifth

of February, 1918.

Elizabeth Bishop, ‘Santarém’

Of course I may be remembering it all wrong
after, after—how many years?

That golden evening I really wanted to go no farther;



more than anything else I wanted to stay awhile

in that conflux of two great rivers, Tapajos, Amazon,
grandly, silently flowing, flowing east.

Suddenly there'd been houses, people, and lots of mongrel
riverboats skittering back and forth

under a sky of gorgeous, under-lit clouds,

with everything gilded, burnished along one side,

and everything bright, cheerful, casual—or so it looked.

I liked the place; I liked the idea of the place.

Two rivers. Hadn't two rivers sprung

from the Garden of Eden? No, that was four

and they'd diverged. Here only two

and coming together. Even if one were tempted

to literary interpretations

such as: life/death, right/wrong, male/female

—such notions would have resolved, dissolved, straight off
in that watery, dazzling dialectic.

In front of the church, the Cathedral, rather,

there was a modest promenade and a belvedere
about to fall into the river,

stubby palms, flamboyants like pans of embers,
buildings one story high, stucco, blue or yellow,

and one house faced with azulejos, buttercup yellow.
The street was deep in dark-gold river sand

damp from the ritual afternoon rain,

and teams of zebus plodded, gentle, proud,

and blue, with down-curved horns and hanging ears,
pulling carts with solid wheels.

The zebus' hooves, the people's feet

waded in golden sand,

dampered by golden sand,

so that almost the only sounds

were creaks and shush, shush, shush.

Two rivers full of crazy shipping—people

all apparently changing their minds, embarking,
disembarking, rowing clumsy dories.

(After the Civil War some Southern families
came here; here they could still own slaves.
They left occasional blue eyes, English names,
and oars. No other place, no one

on all the Amazon’s four thousand miles

does anything but paddle.)

A dozen or so young nuns, white-habited,
waved gaily from an old stern-wheeler

getting up steam, already hung with hammocks
—off to their mission, days and days away

up God knows what lost tributary.
Side-wheelers, countless wobbling dugouts...



A cow stood up in one, quite calm,

chewing her cud while being ferried,

tipping, wobbling, somewhere, to be married.
A river schooner with raked masts

and violet-colored sails tacked in so close
her bowsprit seemed to touch the church

(Cathedral, rather!). A week or so before

there'd been a thunderstorm and the Catheral'd
been struck by lightning. One tower had

a widening zigzag crack all the way down.

It was a miracle. The priest's house right next door
had been struck, too, and his brass bed

(the only one in town) galvanized black.

Gracas a deus—he’d been in Belém.

In the blue pharmacy the pharmacist

had hung an empty wasps’ nest from a shelf:
small, exquisite, clean matte white,

and hard as stucco. I admired it

so much he gave it to me.

Then—my ship’s whistle blew. I couldn’t stay.
Back on board, a fellow-passenger, Mr. Swan,
Dutch, the retiring head of Philips Electric,
really a very nice old man,

who wanted to see the Amazon before he died,
asked, “What's that ugly thing?”

Robert Frost, ‘Directive’

Back out of all this now too much for us,

Back in a time made simple by the loss

Of detail, burned, dissolved, and broken off
Like graveyard marble sculpture in the weather,
There 1s a house that is no more a house

Upon a farm that is no more a farm

And in a town that is no more a town.

The road there, if you’ll let a guide direct you
Who only has at heart your getting lost,

May seem as if it should have been a quarry—
Great monolithic knees the former town

Long since gave up pretense of keeping covered.
And there’s a story in a book about it:

Besides the wear of iron wagon wheels

The ledges show lines ruled southeast northwest,
The chisel work of an enormous Glacier

That braced his feet against the Arctic Pole.

You must not mind a certain coolness from him
Still said to haunt this side of Panther Mountain.
Nor need you mind the serial ordeal



Of being watched from forty cellar holes

As if by eye pairs out of forty firkins.

As for the woods’ excitement over you

That sends light rustle rushes to their leaves,
Charge that to upstart inexperience.

Where were they all not twenty years ago?
They think too much of having shaded out

A few old pecker-fretted apple trees.

Make yourself up a cheering song of how
Someone’s road home from work this once was,
Who may be just ahead of you on foot

Or creaking with a buggy load of grain.

The height of the adventure is the height

Of country where two village cultures faded
Into each other. Both of them are lost.

And if you're lost enough to find yourself

By now, pull in your ladder road behind you
And put a sign up CLOSED to all but me.

Then make yourself at home. The only field
Now left’s no bigger than a harness gall.

First there’s the children’s house of make believe,
Some shattered dishes underneath a pine,

The playthings in the playhouse of the children.
Weep for what little things could make them glad.
Then for the house that is no more a house,

But only a belilaced cellar hole,

Now slowly closing like a dent in dough.

This was no playhouse but a house in earnest.
Your destination and your destiny’s

A brook that was the water of the house,

Cold as a spring as yet so near its source,

Too lofty and original to rage.

(We know the valley streams that when aroused
Will leave their tatters hung on barb and thorn.)
I have kept hidden in the instep arch

Of an old cedar at the waterside

A broken drinking goblet like the Grail

Under a spell so the wrong ones can’t find it,
So can’t get saved, as Saint Mark says they mustn’t.
(I stole the goblet from the children’s playhouse.)
Here are your waters and your watering place.
Drink and be whole again beyond confusion.

Robert Frost, ‘For Once, Then, Something’

Others taunt me with having knelt at well-curbs
Always wrong to the light, so never seeing
Deeper down in the well than where the water
Gives me back in a shining surface picture



Me myself in the summer heaven godlike
Looking out of a wreath of fern and cloud puffs.
Once, when trying with chin against a well-curb,

I discerned, as I thought, beyond the picture,
Through the picture, a something white, uncertain,
Something more of the depths—and then I lost it.
Water came to rebuke the too clear water.

One drop fell from a fern, and lo, a ripple

Shook whatever it was lay there at bottom,
Blurred it, blotted it out. What was that whiteness?
Truth? A pebble of quartz? For once, then, something.

Seamus Heaney, ‘Personal Helicon’
for Michael Longley

As a child, they could not keep me from wells
And old pumps with buckets and windlasses.

I loved the dark drop, the trapped sky, the smells
Of waterweed, fungus and dank moss.

One, 1n a brickyard, with a rotted board top.
I savoured the rich crash when a bucket
Plummeted down at the end of a rope.

So deep you saw no reflection in it.

A shallow one under a dry stone ditch

Fructified like any aquarium.

When you dragged out long roots from the soft mulch
A white face hovered over the bottom.

Others had echoes, gave back your own call
With a clean new music in it. And one

Was scaresome, for there, out of ferns and tall
Foxgloves, a rat slapped across my reflection.

Now, to pry into roots, to finger slime,

To stare, big-eyed Narcissus, into some spring
Is beneath all adult dignity. I rhyme

To see myself, to set the darkness echoing.



