
© Mona McTavish Gould 
This poem is covered by a Creative Commons Canada Attribution No-Derivatives Licence. It may be shared freely, but 

please quote accurately and acknowledge the author each time the poem is used. 
 

It Occurs to a Mother 
 
Darling ... eat your carrots up 
So you'll grow big and tall. 
(O never mind the things my dear 
O never mind at all!) 
 
Why should I put inches on him? 
Pounds of flesh, what for? 
To make a tender morsel 
For the Shylock, war. 


