'Visiting Hour'
by Norman McCaig

The hospital smell
combs my nostrils

as they go [N

green and yellow corridors.

What seems a corpse
Is trundled into a lift and vanishes
heavenward.

S e

| have to.

Nurses walk lightly, swiftly,
here and up and down and there,
their slender waists miraculously

carrying their burden
of B8 much pain, [l
many deaths, their eyes
still clear after
88 many farewells.

VWErENE. she lies

in a white cave of forgetfulness.

Jes move

behind eyelids too heavy
to raise. Into an arm wasted
of colour a flass fang is ffixed,
not §uzzling but §iving.



And

but the distance of pain that neither she nor |
can Cross.

She smiles a little at this
black figure in her white cave
who clumsily rises
in the round [INCEIENESIRNNEN
and dizzily goes off, growing fainter,
not smaller, leaving behind only
books that will not be read
and fruitless fruits.
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Metaphor
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Norman MacCaiqg

“All I write about is what's happened to me and to people
| know, and the better | know them, the more likely they
are to be written about.”

Summary:

MacCaig is one of Scotland's most celebrated and
critically acclaimed poets. He was born in Edinburgh on
1910 and died in 1996. He believes that despite terrible
suffering, the human spirit can somehow rise above
the terrible things that happen to it. He is very aware
of a world in which beauty and horror can exist side by
side. He has a great ability to make us see
things/people/places/ideas from a different
perspective through his poetry and he often gets us to



ask questions that challenge our accepted
iIdeas/viewpoint.



