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[. Identify the following items: (16%)

{ xamples: John Webster : a dramatist under James ]
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The Dunciad: a satirical poem by Alexander Pope
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Catherine Morland: a female character in J. Austen’s novel Northanger Abbey)

Cynewulf
Mathew Amold
Joseph Conrad
Henrv James

Shenvood Anderson

‘Morte d’Arthur

L. Allezro

The Battle of the Books
The American Scholar
Winesburg. Ohio

Cat on a Hot Tin Roof
Shvlock

Heathcliff

Soames Forsyte

Ahab

Willv Loman

H Explain briefly the followiﬁg téfms:(lﬁ%)
|
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The University Wits

The Metaphysical Poets

The Pre-Raphaelite Movement

The Lost Generation

jj[l. Answer TWO of the following questions: (18%)

1. What is the socizl significance of Charles Dickens’s novels?
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What are the artistic C]IH[HC[EI‘ISHCS of Robert Lee Frost’s pﬂems?

In What sense do content and form fit each other in

Fury?
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William Faulkner’s The Sound and the
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i /e nte a short essay of no less than 500 words commenting
ONE of the following two ﬁassages: (50%)

PASSAGE ONE:

To be, ornot to be: that is the question:
Whether ’tis n_nb'if:r in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune.
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles.
And by opposing end them. To die. to sleep:
No more: and by a sleep to say we end
The.hean-arche and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir t0. “tis a consummation

Devoutly'to be wish'd. To die. 1o sleep:

To sleep! perchance 10 dream: aye..there's the rub:

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come.
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
Must give us pause: there’s the respecl

That makes calamity of so long life:

For who would bear the whips and scoms of time.

The oppressor’s wrone. the proud man’s contumely-.

The pangs of despised love. the law-"s delay.
The insolence of office and the spums

That patient merit of the unworthy takes.
When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear.
To grunt and sweat under a wean life.

But that the dread of something after death.
“The unr::liscnx=er’d country. from whose bourn
No traveler returns, puzzles the will.

And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of”

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all.
And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought.
And enterprises of great pitch and moment

With this regard their currents tum aAWTY'.

e

And lose the name of action. Sofi vou now'!
The fair Ophelia! Nvmph. i vour orisons

Be all my sins remember'd

PASSAGE TWO
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you havf: d a boo /A
, Sawyer,” but that ain’t no matter. That bcnl-. was madé by Mr. Mark Twam ‘and he told the
mainly. There was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth. That is nothing. I

: n'ﬂ:b‘-f seen anybody but lied, one time or another, without it was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or
!
Wbt Man. Aunt Polly

M“’ about in that book—which is mostly a true book: with some stretchers. as ] said before.

Tom’s Aunt Polly, she is—and Mary. and the Widow Douglas, is all

Now the way that the book winds up. is this: Tom and me found the money that the robbers
hidin the cave, and 1t made us rich. We got six thousand dollars apiece—all gold. It was an awful
sigu of money when it was piled up,. Well. Judge Thatcher, he took it and put it out at interest.
an¢ it fetched us a dollar a day apiece, all the year round—more than a body could tell what to do
wih. The Widow Douglas, she took me for her son. and allowed she would sivilize me: but it was
roe2h hiving in the house all the time. considering how dismal regular and decent the widow was
in:ll her wavs: and so when I couldn’t stand it no longer. 1 lit out. I got into my old rags, and my

swar-hogshead again, and was free and satisfied. But Tom Sawvyer. he hunted me up and said he
W& 20In2 10 start a band of robbers. and 1 might join if I would go back to the widow and be
repectable. So I went back .

The widow she cried over me. and called me a poor lost lamb. and she called me a lot of other

mMmes, 100. but she never meant no harm by it. She put me in them new clothes again, and ]

r-mldn t do nothing but sweat and sweat, and feel all cramped up. Well, then, the old thing

/ﬁL mmenced again. The widow rung a bell for supper, and you had to come to time. When you got

‘*E he table vou couldn’t go right to eating. but you had to wait for the widow to tuck down her
head and grumble a little over the victuals. though there wam’t really anything the matter with
them. That is. nothing only everything was cooked by itself. In a barrel of odds and ends it is
different: things get mixed up, and the j juice Kind of swaps around. and the things go better.

After supper she got out her book and leamed me about Moses and the Bulrushers, and I was
1 a sweat 1o find out all about him: but by-and-by she let it out that Moses had been dead 2
considerable long time; so then I didn’t care no more about him: because I don’t take stock in
dead people.

Pretty soon I wanted to smoke, and asked the widow to let me. But ShE wouldn’t. She said it
Was a mean practice and wasn’t clean. and I must try to not do it any more. That is Just the way
with some people. They get down on a thing when they don’t know nothing about it. Here she was
a bothering about Moses, which was no kin to her. and no use to anybody, being gone, you see,

vet ﬁnde a-power of fault with me for doing a thing that had some good 'in it. And she took snuff

loo; of course that was all right, because she done it herself.

Her sister, Miss Watson, a tolerable slim old maid, with goggles on, had just come to live with
her, and took a set at me now, with a spelling-book. She worked me middling hard for about an
hour, and then the widow made her ease up. I couldn’t stood it much longer. Then for an hour it
Was deadly dull, and I was fidgety. Miss Watson would say, “Don’t put your feet up there,
hkaicherry:” and ¢ ‘don’t scrunch up like that, Huckleberry—set up straight:” and pretty soon she
x£1uld say, “Don’t gap and stretch like that, Huckleberry—why don’t you try to behave?” Then

she told me all about the bad place, and I said I wished I was there. She got mad, then, but I didn’t

mean no harm. All I wanted was to go somewheres; all I wanted was 1 change, I wam l particular.
She said it was wicked 10 sa ay what [ said; said she wouldn’t say it for the whole world: she was
going to live so as to go to the good plac& Well, I couldn’t see no advantage in going where she

Was going, so I made up my mind I wouldn’t try for it. But I never said so, because it would only
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ma citrsl_:lc;ia’ﬁ;ﬁnﬁl&li't do no good, :

Nmi;v";}:& had'gnt’a start, and she went on' and told me all about the good place. She said all a
body would have to do there was to go around all day long with a harp and sing. forever and ever.
So I didn’ -think much of it. But I never said so. I asked her if she reckoned Tom Sawver would
80 there, and, she said, not by a considerable sight. | was glad about that. because 1 wanted him
and me to be tugcghcrj

Miss Watson she kept pecking at me. and it got tiresome and lonesome. By-and-by they
fetched the niggers in and had prayers, and then everybody was off to bed. | went up.to my room
with a piece of candle and put it on the table. Then 1 set down 1n a chair by the wind{_m' and tried

(o think of something cheerful. but it wam’t no use. I felt so lonesome I most wished 1 was dead.
The stars wag shining. and the leaves rustled in the woods ever so mournful: and | heard an owl]
away off, who-whooing about somebody that was dead. and 2 whippowill and a dog crvine about
somebody that was going to die: and the wind was trying o whisper something 10 me and |
couldn’t make out what it was. and so it made the cold shivers run over me. Then away out in the
woods I heard that kind of a sound that a ghost makes when it wants 1o tell about somethin e that’s
on 1ts mind and can’t make itself understood, and so can’t rest easy in its grave and has 1o go
about that way every night grieving. I got so down-hearted and scared. 1 did wish I had some
company. Pretty soon a spider went crawling up my shoulder, and 1 flipped it off and it lit in the
candle; and before I could budge it was all shriveled up. | gidn‘l need anybody to tell me that that
was an awful bad sign and would fetch me some bad luck. so I was scared and most shook the
clothes off of me. I got up and tumned around in my- tracks three times and crossed my breast eveny
time: and then I tied up a little lock of my hair with a thread 1o Keep witches awav. But | hadn’t no
confidence. You do that when you’ve lost a horse-shoe that vou've found. instead of nailing it up
over the door. but I hadn’t ever heard anybody say it was any way 10 keep off bad luck when
you’d Killed a spider.

I set down again. a shaking all over. and got out my pipe for a smoke: for the house was all as
sull as death. now, and so the widow wouldn't know. Well. after a long time I heard the clock
away off in the town go boom—boom—boom—nwelve ticks—and all still again—stiller than
ever. Pretty soon I heard a twig snap. down in the dark amongst the trees—somethine was a
stirring. | set still and listened. Directly I could just barely hear a “me-yow! me-vow!'” down therc.

That was good! Says I, “me-yow! me-yow'" as soft as I could. and then I put out the light and

scrambled out of the window onto the shed. Then T slipped down to the ground and crawled in

amongst the trees, and sure enough there was Tom Sawyer waiting for me.




