Choose ONE of the poems, "The Layers" or "Itinerary" and respond to the following topic: 
What does this poem suggest to you about the ways in which an individual's resilience is shaped by adversity? Support your idea(s) with reference to the text presented and to your previous knowledge and/or experience.
[bookmark: _GoBack]You MUST refer to the poem in your personal response. This reference may be implicit or explicit but must demonstrate your understanding of the poem and how it connects to the topic.
These are the poems 
Itinerary
Feel a passion for invisibility, be a fly on the wall, 
the pitcher’s ear, the child in the corner
with his eyes clenched.  Like a dog going round
and round, you circle a space you’ve come back to,
trying to find some comfort, something that says
you’re at home now.  Pray for the enlarging hush
of the owl’s ear, the hawk’s high wide-angle lens
reading the world like a map.  Your friend’s 
been weeding his potato drills.  He stops and sits
on a rock for a cigarette.  The sun has been shining
for days and days.  It’s a gift, he tells you.
A solitary thrush, with his heart in his mouth,
performs a dozen songs at dusk, none finished,
as if it were just himself and the world.  Such
tense composure swells that speckled breast, warm
in late daylight:  you see the beak open and close,
shivering into music.  Wrapped in the spider’s 
winding-sheet, a bluebottle makes another music,
sawing the room in half:  you note, till it stops,
each repeated live driving note.  When you throw
open the door, the scent of fresh-cut grass swims in
and a huge yellow-edged summer moon hangs
alone in a powder-blue sky:  a bright dense body
dependent on nothing.  Stand back from nothing:
pussyfoot no more from the crux of the matter:  you
must travel at the speed of light, not looking back.
Eamon Grennan

The Layers BY STANLEY KUNITZ I have walked through many lives, some of them my own, and I am not who I was, though some principle of being abides, from which I struggle not to stray. When I look behind, as I am compelled to look before I can gather strength to proceed on my journey, I see the milestones dwindling toward the horizon and the slow fires trailing from the abandoned camp-sites, over which scavenger angels wheel on heavy wings. Oh, I have made myself a tribe out of my true affections, and my tribe is scattered! How shall the heart be reconciled to its feast of losses? In a rising wind the manic dust of my friends, those who fell along the way, bitterly stings my face. Yet I turn, I turn, exulting somewhat, with my will intact to go wherever I need to go, and every stone on the road precious to me. In my darkest night, when the moon was covered and I roamed through wreckage, a nimbus-clouded voice directed me: “Live in the layers, not on the litter.” Though I lack the art to decipher it, no doubt the next chapter in my book of transformations is already written. I am not done with my changes.
