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All answers must be written on the answer sheets.

Section 1  Matching (30 points)

Matching each of the following ten passages with its author There
are more authors than passages here, and one author may be matched
with more than one passage.

Write the passage number (1-10) and the corresponding author letter
for each answer. For example, suppose the following is Passage 11

Only one same reason is shared by all of us: we wish to create worlds
as real as, but other than the world that is. Or was. This is why we cannot
plan. We know a world is an organism, not a machine. We also know that
a genuinely created world must be independent of its creator; a planned
world (a world that fully reveals its planning) is a dead world. It is only
when our characters and events begin to disobey us that they begin to live.
And its author is [M] Fowles. Then your answer should be: 11M.

Passages

I. When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease —- of
jov that kills.
Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty and a care: a sort of
hereditary obligation upon the town, dating from that day in 1894
when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor - he who fathered the edict that no
Negro woman should appear on the streets without an apron -
remitted her taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of her father
on into perpetuity.
3. So long as men can breathe or eves can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.
4. “Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty,"--- that is all

Ye know on earth, and all ve need to know.

Death be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so:
For those whom thou think st thou dost overthrow
Die not. poor death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
6. The woods are lovely, dark and deep.

But I have promises to keep.
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And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before | sleep.

7. Though justice be thy plea, consider this,
That in the court of justice none of us
Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy,
And that same prayer doth teach us ail to render
The deeds of mercy.

8. T}:Bmsmwymmmdmbeﬂmlmﬁmfunﬂymm:
mwughmﬂyafcwwﬂsbeforewhmudinhadﬁrﬂmmy.
they had been generally proved to be marked out for misfortune.

9 “ﬂnjyﬂ]inkuflhstmydﬂr;hen:tml!ydmadﬁﬁlhhermiﬂn;m
she was the only creature in the room that he asked twice ™

lﬂ.hmaPanmmy[md,ﬂn:whulmkswﬂhummamn
struggihagfnrlifcinthemand,whmheha;mchedgm;md;
mclmbﬂshimwithhﬂp?mnnﬁmwhichymlmvehmpluﬂdm
mkcufm}riahau:s,hadithmnﬂdy,h:dbemﬁlﬂ;bmithashﬁn
dchyadﬁﬂlmiﬂiﬁmnmdwminyh;ﬁﬂlammﬁmry.mﬂ
cannot impart it, till I am known, and do not want it.

Authors

A. Jane Austen

B. Kate Chopin

C. William Faulkner
D. John Keats

E. John Donne

F. D. H. Lawrence
G. Jack London

H. Robert Frost

[.  William Shakespeare
J.  Samuel Johnson
K. Walt Whitman
L. Charlotte Bronte

Section 2 Short Story (90 points )

. Summarize the plot of the following story in your own words (around
200 words). (30 paints) :

2. Make a brief comment on the characterization of Father. (30 points)

3. If the short story is titled “ My Oedipus Complex". please explain what
the Oedipus Complex means. (30 points)

Father was in the army all through the war —— the first war. [ mean -
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50, up to the age of five, | never saw much of him, and what [ saw did not
worry me. Sometimes | woke and there was a big figure in khaki peering
down at me in the candlelight. Sometimes in the early moming | heard the
slamming of the front door and the clatter of nailed boots down the
cobbles of the lane. These were Father’s entrances and exits. Like Santa
Claus he came and went mysteriously.

The war was the most peaceful period of my life. The window of my
attic faced southeast. My mother had curtained it, but that had small effect.
I always woke with the first light and, with all the responsibilities of the
previous day melted, feeling myself rather like the sun, ready to illuminate
and rejoice. Life never seemed so simple and clear and full of possibilities
as then.

One moming, | got into the big bed, and there, sure enough, was
Father in his usual Santa Claus manner, but later, instead of uniform, he
put on his best blue suit, and Mother was as pleased as anything | saw
nothing to be pleased about, because, out of uniform, Father was all
together less interesting, but she only beamed, and explained that our
prayers had been answered, and off we went to Mass to thank God for
having brought Father safely home.

The irony of it! That very day when he came in to dinner he took off
his boots and put on his slippers, donned the dirty old cap he wore about
the house to save him from colds, crossed his leps, and began to talk
gravely to Mother, who looked anxious. Naturally, 1 disliked her looking
anxious, because it destroyed her good looks, so | interrupted him.

“Just a moment, Larry!™ she said gently.

This was only what she said when we had boring wvisitors, so I
attached no importance to it and went on talking.

“Do be quet. Larry!” she said impatiently. “Don’t you hear me
talking to Daddy?”

This was the first time | had heard those ominous words, “talking to
Daddy,” and I couldn't help feeling that if this was how God answered
prayers, he couldn’t listen to them very attentively.

“Why are you talking to Daddy?” | asked with as great a show of
indifference as I could muster.

“Because Daddy and I have business to discuss. Now, don't interrupt
again!”

In the afternoon, at Mother’s request, Father took me for a walk. This
time we went into town instead of out to the country. and | thought at first,
in my usual optimistic way, that 1t might be an improvement. It was
nothing of the sort. Father and | had quite different notions of a walk in
town. He had no proper interest in trams, ships, and horses, and the only
thing that seemed to divert him was talking to fellows as old as himself.
When | wanted to stop he simply went on, dragging me behind him by the
hand; when he wanted to stop | had no alternative but to do the same. |
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noticed that it seemed 10 be a sign that he wanted to stop for a long time

w?l&new:r he leaned against a wall. The second time T saw him do it T got
wild. He seemed to be settling himself forever I pulled him by the coat
and trousers, but, unlike Mother who, if you were too persistent, got into a

wax and said: “Larry, if you don’t behave yourself, I'll give you a good
slap,” Father had an extraordinary capacity for amiable inattention. I sized
him up and wondered would | cry, but he seemed to be too remote to be
annoyed even by that. Really, it was like going for a walk with a mountain’
He either ignored the wrenching and pummeling entirely, or else glanced
down with a grin of amusement from his peak. I had never met anyone so
absorbed in himself as he seemed.

At tea ime, “talking to Daddy™ began again, complicated this time by
the fact that he had an evening paper, and every few minutes he put it
down and told Mother something new out of it. I felt this was foul play.
Man for man, | was prepared to compete with him any time for Mother’s
attention, but when he had it all made up for him by other people it left me
no chance. Several times | tried to change the subject without success.

“You must be quiet while Daddy is reading. Larry,” Mother said
impatiently.

It was clear that she either genuinely liked talking to Father better
than talking to me, or else that he had some terrible hold on her which
made her afraid to admit the truth.

“Mummy,” 1 said that night when she was tucking me up, “do vou
think if I prayed hard God would send Daddy back to the war?"

*No, dear,” she said with a smile. “I don"t think he would.”

“Why wouldn't he, Mummy?7™

“Because there isn’t a war any longer, dear.”

“But, Mummy, could God make another war, if he liked?”

“"He wouldn't like to, dear. It’s not God who makes wars, but bad
people.”

“Oh!" [ said.

I was disappointed about that. | began to think God wasn’t quite what
he was cracked up to be.

Next moming | woke at my usual hour, feeling like a bottle of
champagne. My head bursting with stories and schemes. I stumbled in
next door, and in the half-darkness scrambled into the big bed. There was
no room at Mother’s side so | had to get between her and Father. For the
time being I had forgotten about him, and for several minutes 1 sat bolt
upright, racking my: brains to know what | could do with him. He was
taking up more than his fair share of the bed. and | couldn’t get
comfortable, so | gave him several kicks that made him grunt and stretch.
He made room all right, though. Mother waked and felt for me. 1 settled
back comfortably in the warmth of the bed with my thumb in my mouth.

“"Mummy!™ | hummed, loudly and contentedly.
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“Sssh! dear,” she whispered. “Don’t wake Daddy!™

This was a new development, which threatened to be even more
senious than “talking to Daddy.” Life without my early-morning
conferences was unthinkable.

“Why?" | asked severely.

“Because poor Daddy is tired.”

This seemed to me a quite inadequate reason, and | was sickened by
the sentimentality of her “poor Daddy.” I never liked that sort of gush; it
always struck me as insincere.

That night when she was putting me to bed she said gently:

“Larry, I want you to promise me something.”

“What is it?7” | asked.

“Not to come in and disturb poor Daddy in the moming. Promise?”

“Poor Daddy™ again! | was becoming suspicious of everything
involving that quite impossible man.

“Why?" [ asked.

Bammepmrﬂaddylswmnedmﬂumdmdhcdnm t sleep well.”

“Why doesn’t he, Mummy?™

“Well, you know, don’t you. that while he was at the war Mummy got
the pennies from the Post Office?”

“From Miss MacCarthy?™

“That’s right. But now, vou see, Miss MacCarthy hasn’t any more
pennies, so Daddy must go out and find us some. You know what would
happen if he couldn’t?”

“No,” I said, “tell us.”

“Well, I think we might have to go out and beg for them like the poor
cld woman on Fridays. We wouldn’t like that, would we?”

“No,” | agreed. “We wouldn'.” -

“So vou’ll promise not to come in and wake him?"”

“Promise.”

Mind you. | meant that. I knew pennies were a serious matier, and |
was all against having to go out and beg like the old woman on Fridays.

When I woke | remembered my promise all right. I got up and sat on
the floor and played — for hours, it seemed to me. Then | got my chair
and looked out the attic window for more hours. | wished it was time for
Father 10 wake. I didn't feel in the least like the sun; instead, I was bored
and so very. very cold! | simply longed for the warmth and depth of the
big featherbed. :

Al last | could stand it no longer. | went into the next room. As there
was still no room at Mother’s side | climbed over her and she woke with a
start.

“Larry,” she whispered. gripping my arm very tightly, “what did vou
promise?”

“But | did, Mummy,"” I wailed. caught in the very act. ~l was quiet for
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ever so long.”

“Oh, dear, and you're perished!” she said sadly, feeling me all over.
“Now, if I let you stay will you promise not to talk?”

“But | want to talk, Mummy,” | wailed.

“That has nothing to do with it,” she said with a firmness that was
new to me. “Daddy wants to sleep. Now, do you understand that?”

| understand 1t only too well. I wanted to talk, he wanted to sleep —-
whose house was it, anyway?

“Mummy,” 1 said with equal firmness, “I think it would be healthier
for Daddy to sleep in his own bed.”

That seemed to stagger her, because she said nothing for a while.

“Now; once for all,” she went on, “you’re to be perfectly quiet or go
back to your own bed. Which is it to be?”

The imjustice of it got me down. I had convicted her out of her own
mouth of inconsistency and unreasonableness, and she hadn’t even
attempted to reply. Full of spite, I gave Father a kick. which she didn’t
notice but which made him grunt and open his eyes in alarm.

“What time is it?” he asked in a panic-stricken voice, not looking at
Mother but at the door, as if he saw someone there.

“It’s early yet,” she replied soothingly. “It’s only the child. Go to
sleep again. ... Now, Larry,” she added, getting out of bed, “you’ve
wakened Daddy and you must go back.™

This time, for all her quiet air, | knew she meant it. and knew that my
principal rights and privileges were as‘good as lost unless | asserted them
at once. As she lifted me, I gave a screech, enough to wake the dead, not
to mind Father. He groaned.

“That damn child! Doesn’t he ever sleep?”

“It’s only a habit, dear,” she said quietly, though | could see she was
vexed.

“Well, it’s time he got out of it,” shouted Father, beginning to heave in
the bed. He suddenly gathered all the bedclothes about him, turned to the
wall, and then looked back over his shoulder with nothing showing only
two small, spiteful, dark eyes. The man looked very wicked.

To open the bedroom door, Mother had to let me down, and I broke
free and dashed for the farthest comer, screeching. Father sat bolt upright
in bed.

“Shut up, you little puppy!™ he said in a choking voice.

I was so astonished that | stopped screeching. Never, never had
anyone spoken to me in that tone before. I looked at him incredulously
and saw his face convulsed with rage. It was only then [ fully realized how
God had codded me, listening to my prayers for the safe return of this
monster.

“Shut up, you!” | bawled, beside myself.

“What's that you said?” shouted Father, making a wild leap out of the
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bed.

“Mick, Mick!" eried Mother. “Don’t you see the child isn’t used to
you?"

“] see he’s better fed than taught” snarled Father, waving his arms
wildly. “He wants his bottom smacked.™

All his previous shouting was as nothing to these obscene words
referring to my person. They really made me blood boil.

“Smack your own!™ | screamed hysterically. “Smack your own! Shut
up! Shut up!”

At this he lost his patience and let fly at me. He did it with the lack of
conviction you'd expect of a man under Mother™s horrified eyes, and 1t
ended up as a mere tap, but the sheer indignity of being struck at all by a
stranger, a total stranger who had cajoled his way back from the war into
our big bed as a result of my innocent intercession, made me completely
dotty. | shrieked and shrieked, and danced in my bare feet, and Father,
looking awkward and hairy in nothing but a short gray army shirt, glared
down at me like a mountain out for murder. | think it must have been then
that | realized he was jealous too. And there stood Mother in her
night-dress, looking as if her heart was broken between us. | hoped she
felt as she looked. It seemed to me that she deserved it all.

From that moming out my life was a hell. Father and | were enemies,
open and avowed. We conducted a series of skirmishes against one
ancther, he trving to steal my time with Mother and I his. When she was
sitting on my bed, telling me a story, he took to looking for some pair of
old boots which he alleged he had left behind him at the beginning of the
war. While he talked to Mother I played loudly with my toys to show my
total lack of concemn.

And calamity it was! Sonnv arrived in the most appalling hullabaloo
— even that much he couldn’t do without a fuss — and from the first
moment 1 disliked him. He was a difficult child — so far as | was
concemed he was always difficult — and demanded far too much
attention. Mother was simply silly about him, and couldn’t see when he
was only showing off. As company he was worse than useless. He slept all
day, and T had to go around the house on tiptoe to avoid waking him. It
wasn’t any longer a question of not waking Father. The slogan now was
“Don’t-wake-Sonny!” | couldn’t understand why the child wouldn’t sleep
at the proper time, so whenever Mother’s back was turmned [ woke him.
Sometimes to keep him awake | pinched him as well. Mother got me at it
one day and gave me a most unmerciful flaking.

Mother was quite sickening about Sonny. Even at mealtimes she’d get
up and gawk at him in the cradle with an idiotic smile, and tell Father to
do the same. He was always polite about it. but he looked so puzzled you
could see he didn’t know what she was talking about. He complained of
the way Sonny cried at night. but she only got cross and said that Sonny
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never cried except when there was something up with him --- which was a
flaming lie, because Sonny never had anything up with him, and only
cried for attention. It was really painful to see how simple-mined she was.
Father wasn’'t attractive, but he had a fine intelligence.

One night I woke with a start. There was someone beside me in the
bed. For one wild moment | felt sure it must be Mother, having come to
her senses and left Father for good, but then I heard Sonny in convulsions
in the next room, and Mother saying: “There! There! There!™ and I knew
it wasn't she. It was Father. He was lying beside me., wide awake,
breathing hard and apparently as mad as hell.

After a while it came to me what he was mad about. It was his tum
now. After tuming me out of the big bed, he had been turned out himself,
Mother had no consideration now for anyone but that poisonous pup,
Sonny. 1 couldn’t help feeling sorry for Father. | had been through it all
myself, and even at that age | was magnanimous. I began to stroke him
down and say: “There! There!”™ He wasn’t exactly responsive.

“Aren’t you sleep either?” he snarled.

“Ah, come on and put your arm around us, can’t you?” | said, and he
did, in a sort of way. Gingerly, I suppose, is how you’d describe it. He was
very bony but better than nothing.

At Christmas he went out of his way to buy me a really nice model
railway.

Section 3 Poem (30 points)
1. What is the theme of the following poem?
2. Try to analyze and note how the form well serves the content.

‘When I heard the leamnd astronomer,

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me,

When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, and measure
them,

When [ sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured with much
applause in the lecture-room,

How soon unaccountable 1 became tired and sick.

Till nsing and gliding out | wandered off by my self,

In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time,

Looked up in perfect silence at the stars.

(Walt Whitman, “When | Heard the Learn’d Astronomer™)

This is the end of the examination.
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