
The Happy Prince
J A N E T  F R A M E

In the children’s record of the Happy Prince,
before each gold flake is peeled from the Prince’s body,
the voice orders, Turn the Page, Turn the Page,
supposing that children do not know when to turn,
and may live at one line for many years,
sliding and bouncing boisterously along the words,
breaking the closed letters for a warm place to sleep.
Turn the Page, Turn the Page.

By the time the Happy Prince has lost his eyes,
and his melted heart is given to the poor,
and his body taken from the market-place and burned,
there is no need to order, Turn the Page,
for the children have grown up, and know when to turn,
and knowing when, will never again know where.

Dunedin

Two Poems

* First published in the August 28–September 3, 2004, issue of the New 
Zealand Listener. Copyright © 2004 by the Janet Frame Literary Trust 
(PO Box 6160 / Dunedin). Reprinted by permission.

The sheer rock walls of Milford Sound, once described by Rudyard 
Kipling as the eighth wonder of the world.  Photo: Merleyn Ruth Bell

JANET FRAME (1924–2004) was one of New Zealand’s 
most distinguished writers at the time of her death 
in January 2004. A nominee for the Neustadt Interna-
tional Prize for Literature (2002) and the Nobel Prize 
in Literature, she wrote eleven novels, five short-story 
collections, one volume of poetry, and an autobiogra-
phy, including the illustrated children’s work Mona 
Minim and the Smell of the Sun (1969). Frame’s life story 
was dramatized in the 1990 film An Angel at My Table, 
directed by Jane Campion, and a collection of her verse, 
The Goose Bath, will be published by Random House 
New Zealand in 2006.
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P O P P Y  H A Y N E S

I like the idea
of riding a dolphin
down the Hutt River

perhaps because of its sheer absurdity
dolphins being mostly saltwater dwellers
and the Hutt River being rather too shallow
for such an escapade.

Perhaps, because I relish the thought
of speeding past Gladys,
purposefully trundling the bus towards
school and assembly and complex conjugates.

Leaving Silverstream, there would
be the problem of the weir.

However, had I an intelligent dolphin,
we could jump it
in the kind of perfect arc
formed by a rainbow
or a perfectly lobbed paper dart.

Sleekly, in slow motion
we would rise,
splattering the sky with 
cascades and Catherine wheels
of muddy water.

And people would stop
their cars and stare
as my dolphin and I
splashed and skittered joyfully
out to the harbour.

Dunedin

Try This with the Poetry
After reading Poppy Haynes’s “If I Had an Intelligent Dol-
phin,” complete this sentence: If I had                          , 
I would                            . Imagine in your mind all the 
different things you could do. Describe them in a poem.
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Had I an Intelligent Dolphin

POPPY HAYNES is currently a student at 
Otago University in Dunedin, study-
ing toward a B.A. in English and a 
B.S. in genetics. She is passionate about 
language, loves writing, and has been 
composing poetry for as long as she 
can remember. “Had I an Intelligent 
Dolphin” won the Bell Gully National 
Schools Poetry Award in 2004, when 
Haynes was a student at Chilton Saint 
James School in Lower Hutt. Copyright 
© 2004 by the author.
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