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" IV. Write a short essay of no less than 500 words commenting on ONE of the
: | 2000 Eﬁiﬂfﬁi)\ﬁﬁ% | | following two pieces: (50%) |
- i EEEEXY m -
. - ETHAME: EExy (F5R) Kubla Khan

S Samuel Taylor Coleridge
I. Identify the following items: (16%) |

(Examples: John Webster : a dramatist during the reign of James I - In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
The Dunciad: a satirical poem by Alexander Pope

, A stately pleasure-dome decree: -
Catherine Morland: a female character in J. Austen’ s novel Northanger

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran
Abbey) | Through caverns measureless to man

Down to a sunless sea.
1. L’ Allegro - So twice five miles of fertile ground
2. All’ s Well that Ends Well | o With walls and towers were girdled round:
3. Sir Gawain and the Green Knight o o And here were gardens bright with sinuous rills,
4. Look Back in Anger - Where blossomed many an Incense-bearing tree:
# Wystan Hugh Auden | And here were forests ancient as the hills,
6. Tobias George Smollett | Enfolding sunny spc}»ts of greenery.
7. Fitzwilliam Darcy - ' _ -
8. Sonsand Lovers But-oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted
9. The Waste Land . Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!
10. Leopold Bloom _ A savage place! as holy and enchanted |
| & ii. Young Goédman Brown Ase’ er beneath a waning moon was haunted
[ 12. Clyde Griffiths | | | By woman wailing for her demon-lover!
13. .Iénnesspc Williams | . And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,
14. -Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening - ' As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,
15. :S':if-Rgl_iant:c A mighty fountain momently was forced:
16. E E.Ii’_Cﬁm:_:‘nings | - Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst
-t N - | - nuge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,
I1. Explain briefly the following terms:(16%) Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’ s flajl-
r - ) And " mid these dancing rocks at once and ever
1. Blank Verse | [t flung up momently the sacred river ~
2. The Medieval Arthurian Romances | Five miles meandering with a mazy motion | o
3. The Lost Generation | Through wood and dale the sacred ri Ver ran,
4. Wew Criticism Then reached the cavarns measureless to man,
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean:
II1. Answer TWQ of the following questions: (18%) And * mid this tumult Kubla heard from far

Ancestral voices prophesying war!
. What 1s the social significance of Death of a Salesman?

The shadow of the dome of pleasure

2. What are the artistic features of Wuthering Heights? Floated midway on the waves:
| Where was heard the mingled measure
£} What 1s the central idea of Leaves OfGrﬂ.S'S? | From the fountain and the caves.
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It was a miracle of rare device,
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of jce!

A damsel with a dulcimer

In a vision once | saw:

It was an Abyssinian maid,

And on her dulcimer she played,

Singing of Mount Abora.

Could I revive within me

Her symphony and song,
To such a deep delight ’ twould win me,
That with music loud and long,
[ would build that dome in air, .
That sunny dome! those caves of ice! ..
And ail who heard should see them there,
And all should cry, Beware! Beware!
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!
Weave a circle round him thrice,
And close your eyes with holy dread,

~ For he on honey-dew hath fed,

And drunk the milk of Paradise.

-

The Story of an Hour
Kate Chopin

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was
taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband’ s death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints
that revealed in half conceaiing. Her husband’ s friend Richards was there, too,
near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the
railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard’ s name leading the list of

“killed.” He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second
teiegram, and had hastened to forestall any les careful, less tender friend in
bearing the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same with a
paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild
abandonment, in her sister’ s arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she
went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into
this she sank, pressed down by by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body

and seemed to reach into her soul.

y

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were
all aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In
the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which
some one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twinering
in the eaves. . | |

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds
that had met and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.

¢ven a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare In her eyes, whose gaze
was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a
glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought,
There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully.
What was it? She did not Know, it was too subtle and elusive {o name. But she felt

it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the
color that filled the ajr. '

with her will —as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been.

When she abandoned herself a ljttle whispered word escaped hey slightls
parted lips. She said it over and over under her breath:” free, free, frea!” The
vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed It went from her eyes. The
stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed anc
relaxed every inch of her body. |

She did not stop to ask 1if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held Ler. A
clear and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.

She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands
folded in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed aind
gray and dead. Bu: she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of vears
to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spreac ber arme

out te them in welcome.

There would be no one to Jive for her durieg those coming vears: she wanld
live for herself. There would be ng powerfu! wili bending hers in that blind
persistence with which men and women beljeve they have a right to imoose o
private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind Inteniion or a truel intention made the
acl- seem no less a crime as. she iooked upon it v that brief moment of
1llumination. |

And yet she had loved him—sometimes. Ofter she had not. What did it
matter! What could love, the unsolved raystery, count for in face of this

possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognizad as the strongest
impulse of her being! |
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“Free! Body and soul free!” she kept whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhold,
imploring for admission. “Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door—you will
make yourself 1ll. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven’ s sake open the
door.”

“Go away. | am not making myself ill.” No: she was drinking in a very
elixir ot life through that open window.

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and
summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick
prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had though with a
shudder that life might be long.

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister’ s importunities. There
é was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a
goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister’ s waist, and together they descended
the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom.

Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard
who entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and
umbrella. He had been far from the scene of accident, and did not even know
there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine’ s piercing cry; at Richards’
quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.

But Richards was too late.

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease—of joy that
Kills.




