This Moment  by Eavan Boland
Imagery:
Her approach is to a large extent visual: we can picture the “stars and moths”, the black tree, the window reflecting the yellow light, the woman reaching for the child, the moths fluttering.  Apart from the visual images, there is one simile - “yellow as butter”,  perhaps describing the way light is reflected in a window, or the way light shines through from inside.. It’s an unusually physical image for something that is not very physical - i.e. light.  The “rinds slanting around fruit” is an unusual image, perhaps suggesting that when “this moment” has passed the fruit will be peeled - an image of revelation (insight?) balancing the image of hiding or veiling (“out of sight”) in the second verse. The rind could also be seen as an image suggesting protection – the rind protects the fruit as the woman protects the child. 

Time:
The poet captures a moment in time, in a photographic or, as one critic put it, “painterly” way – there isn’t movement for most of the poem.  As the moment is captured, Time waits to move on - “But not yet”.  Perhaps she doesn’t want to let go of this moment, or wants to savour it. But “Things are getting ready/ to happen”, and in the last verse, once the metaphorical snapshot is taken, time seems to move on - “Stars rise/Moths flutter”.  

Links:
Once again a child figures in a Boland poem: “A woman leans down to catch a child”.  The scene is even set around “dusk” -  “dusk” is also the setting in Love: “Dusk has hidden the bridge in the river” - line 3).  Light patterns are used here: “One window is yellow as butter”, as they were in Love: “a car passing with its headlights on”.  Perhaps one the things that attracts her about dusk/twilight is the quality of light at this time. The transitional nature of this time (between night and day) may also have its appeal for her. The mother theme is obviously on her mind again (“A woman leans down to catch a child”) and there is an implied concern with safety and security  (“into her arms”). The image in This Moment implies safety, cosiness, security.  These are destroyed in Child of Our Time, while in Love there was a brush with death. Perhaps in this poem she hangs on to the moment as she knows she fears losing the child at some stage when time moves on.  

In all these poems there is an unease, an uncertainty, a hesitancy about the future: In Child of Our Time we must find “a new language” because of the disaster that happened, implying a danger if we don’t improve. In This Moment there is an uncertainty about what will happen when time moves on. In Love she wonders “Will we ever live so intensely again?” 
