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With reference to language, form and style, write a critical comparison of these two 
poems. 

 
From On a Raised Beach 
 
Deep conviction or preference can seldom    
Find direct terms in which to express itself.    
Today on this shingle shelf 
I understand this pensive reluctance so well,    
This not discommendable obstinacy, 
These contrivances of an inexpressive critical feeling,    
These stones with their resolve that Creation shall not be    
Injured by iconoclasts and quacks. Nothing has stirred 
Since I lay down this morning an eternity ago 
But one bird. The widest open door is the least liable to intrusion,    
Ubiquitous as the sunlight, unfrequented as the sun.    
The inward gates of a bird are always open.    
It does not know how to shut them. 
That is the secret of its song, 
But whether any man’s are ajar is doubtful. 
I look at these stones and know little about them,    
But I know their gates are open too, 
Always open, far longer open, than any bird’s can be, 
That every one of them has had its gates wide open far longer    
Than all birds put together, let alone humanity,    
Though through them no man can see, 
No man nor anything more recently born than themselves    
And that is everything else on the Earth. 
I too lying here have dismissed all else. 
Bread from stones is my sole and desperate dearth,    
From stones, which are to the Earth as to the sunlight    
Is the naked sun which is for no man’s sight.    
I would scorn to cry to any easier audience 
Or, having cried, to lack patience to await the response. 
I am no more indifferent or ill-disposed to life than death is;    
I would fain accept it all completely as the soil does;    
Already I feel all that can perish perishing in me    
As so much has perished and all will yet perish in these stones.    
I must begin with these stones as the world began. 

 

Hugh MacDiarmid (1891-1978) 

  



‘When I have fears that I may cease to be…’ 
 
When I have fears that I may cease to be  
   Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain,  
Before high-pilèd books, in charactery,  
   Hold like rich garners the full ripened grain;  
When I behold, upon the night’s starred face,  
   Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,  
And think that I may never live to trace  
   Their shadows with the magic hand of chance;  
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour,  
   That I shall never look upon thee more,  
Never have relish in the faery power  
   Of unreflecting love—then on the shore  
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think  
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink. 

 

John Keats (1795-1821) 
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With reference to language, form and style, write a critical appreciation of this poem, focusing on its 

representation of love.  

 

 

A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning 

 

As virtuous men pass mildly away,  

   And whisper to their souls to go,  

Whilst some of their sad friends do say  

   The breath goes now, and some say, No:  

 

So let us melt, and make no noise,  

   No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move;  

'Twere profanation of our joys  

   To tell the laity our love.  

 

Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears,  

   Men reckon what it did, and meant;  

But trepidation of the spheres,  

   Though greater far, is innocent.  

 

Dull sublunary lovers' love  

   (Whose soul is sense) cannot admit  

Absence, because it doth remove  

   Those things which elemented it.  

 

But we by a love so much refined,  

   That our selves know not what it is,  

Inter-assured of the mind,  

   Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss.  

 

Our two souls therefore, which are one,  

   Though I must go, endure not yet  

A breach, but an expansion,  

   Like gold to airy thinness beat.  

 

If they be two, they are two so  

   As stiff twin compasses are two;  

Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show  

   To move, but doth, if the other do.  

 

And though it in the centre sit,  

   Yet when the other far doth roam,  

It leans and hearkens after it,  

   And grows erect, as that comes home.  

 

Such wilt thou be to me, who must,  

   Like th' other foot, obliquely run;  

Thy firmness makes my circle just,  

   And makes me end where I begun.  

 

John Donne (1572-1631) 
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