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2 5  Compare how poets present romantic feelings in ‘Winter Swans’ and in one other poem 
from ‘Love and relationships’. 

 [30 marks]
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Winter Swans 

The clouds had given their all –
two days of rain and then a break
in which we walked, 

the waterlogged earth
gulping for breath at our feet
as we skirted the lake, silent and apart,

until the swans came and stopped us
with a show of tipping in unison. 
As if rolling weights down their bodies to their heads

they halved themselves in the dark water, 
icebergs of white feather, paused before returning again 
like boats righting in rough weather.

‘They mate for life’ you said as they left, 
porcelain over the stilling water.  I didn't reply 
but as we moved on through the afternoon light, 

slow-stepping in the lake’s shingle and sand, 
I noticed our hands, that had, somehow, 
swum the distance between us

and folded, one over the other, 
like a pair of wings settling after flight.

Owen Sheers
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2 5  Compare how poets present family relationships in ‘Walking Away’ and in one other 
poem from ‘Love and relationships’.

 [30 marks] 
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Walking Away 
 
It is eighteen years ago, almost to the day –
A sunny day with leaves just turning,
The touch-lines new-ruled – since I watched you play 
Your first game of football, then, like a satellite
Wrenched from its orbit, go drifting away
 
Behind a scatter of boys.  I can see
You walking away from me towards the school
With the pathos of a half-fledged thing set free 
Into a wilderness, the gait of one
Who finds no path where the path should be.
 
That hesitant figure, eddying away
Like a winged seed loosened from its parent stem, 
Has something I never quite grasp to convey 
About nature’s give-and-take – the small, the scorching 
Ordeals which fire one’s irresolute clay. 
 
I have had worse partings, but none that so 
Gnaws at my mind still.  Perhaps it is roughly
Saying what God alone could perfectly show –  
How selfhood begins with a walking away, 
And love is proved in the letting go. 

  Cecil Day-Lewis

 

Turn over for the next question  
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0 1  Compare how poets present strong feelings in romantic relationships in 
‘The Farmer’s Bride’ and in one other poem from ‘Love and relationships’. 

 [30 marks] 
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The Farmer’s Bride 
 
Three Summers since I chose a maid,
Too young maybe – but more’s to do 
At harvest-time than bide and woo. 

When us was wed she turned afraid
Of love and me and all things human; 
Like the shut of a winter’s day 
Her smile went out, and ’twasn’t a woman –

More like a little frightened fay. 
One night, in the Fall, she runned away. 

‘Out ’mong the sheep, her be,’ they said, 
Should properly have been abed; 
But sure enough she wasn’t there
Lying awake with her wide brown stare. 

So over seven-acre field and up-along across the down 
We chased her, flying like a hare 
Before our lanterns.  To Church-Town 

All in a shiver and a scare 
We caught her, fetched her home at last 

And turned the key upon her, fast. 
 
She does the work about the house 
As well as most, but like a mouse:

Happy enough to chat and play 
With birds and rabbits and such as they, 
So long as men-folk keep away. 

‘Not near, not near!’ her eyes beseech
When one of us comes within reach. 

The women say that beasts in stall 
Look round like children at her call. 
I’ve hardly heard her speak at all. 

 
Shy as a leveret, swift as he,
Straight and slight as a young larch tree, 
Sweet as the first wild violets, she, 
To her wild self.  But what to me? 
 
The short days shorten and the oaks are brown, 

The blue smoke rises to the low grey sky, 
One leaf in the still air falls slowly down, 

A magpie’s spotted feathers lie 
On the black earth spread white with rime, 
The berries redden up to Christmas-time. 

What’s Christmas-time without there be 
Some other in the house than we! 
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She sleeps up in the attic there
Alone, poor maid.  ’Tis but a stair 

Betwixt us.  Oh!  my God!  the down,
The soft young down of her, the brown, 
The brown of her – her eyes, her hair, her hair! 

Charlotte Mew

  

Turn over for the next question  
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0 1 Compare how poets present ideas about the power of love in ‘Sonnet 29’ and in 
one other poem from ‘Love and relationships’.

[30 marks]
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Sonnet 29 – ‘I think of thee!’
 
I think of thee! – my thoughts do twine and bud
About thee, as wild vines, about a tree,
Put out broad leaves, and soon there’s nought to see 
Except the straggling green which hides the wood.
Yet, O my palm-tree, be it understood 
I will not have my thoughts instead of thee 
Who art dearer, better! Rather, instantly
Renew thy presence; as a strong tree should, 
Rustle thy boughs and set thy trunk all bare, 
And let these bands of greenery which insphere thee
Drop heavily down, – burst, shattered, everywhere! 
Because, in this deep joy to see and hear thee
And breathe within thy shadow a new air,
I do not think of thee – I am too near thee.

 Elizabeth Barrett Browning
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2 5  Compare how poets present relationships between parents and children in ‘Before You 
Were Mine’ and in one other poem from ‘Love and relationships’. 

  [30 marks] 
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Before You Were Mine
 
I’m ten years away from the corner you laugh on
with your pals, Maggie McGeeney and Jean Duff. 
The three of you bend from the waist, holding 
each other, or your knees, and shriek at the pavement. 
Your polka-dot dress blows round your legs.  Marilyn. 
 
I’m not here yet.  The thought of me doesn’t occur 
in the ballroom with the thousand eyes, the fizzy, movie tomorrows 
the right walk home could bring.  I knew you would dance 
like that.  Before you were mine, your Ma stands at the close 
with a hiding for the late one.  You reckon it’s worth it. 
 
The decade ahead of my loud, possessive yell was the best one, eh?
I remember my hands in those high-heeled red shoes, relics, 
and now your ghost clatters toward me over George Square 
till I see you, clear as scent, under the tree, 
with its lights, and whose small bites on your neck, sweetheart?
 
Cha cha cha!  You’d teach me the steps on the way home from Mass, 
stamping stars from the wrong pavement.  Even then 
I wanted the bold girl winking in Portobello, somewhere 
in Scotland, before I was born.  That glamorous love lasts 
where you sparkle and waltz and laugh before you were mine.

   Carol Ann Duffy

  

Turn over for the next question  


