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This	exam	consists	of	two	parts.
	
Please	note	that	Part	2	includes	a	third	document,	a
set	of	excerpts	from	syllabus	texts.

You	should	respond	to	both	parts	of	the	exam.
	
All	questions	must	be	answered	in	English.
	
What	you	write	will	be	stored	automatically	every	15	seconds.	You	may,	at	any	time,	switch	back	and	forth
between	exam	modules	in	order	to	check	what	you	have	done	in	each;	however,	the	modules	are	numbered
and	you	must	do	each	module	as	a	separate	unit.
	
You	are	allowed	to	use	monolingual	English	dictionaries,	thesauruses,	dictionaries	of	synonyms,	etc.
	
Break	a	leg!
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1 Part	1	(25%):	DO	NOT	SPEND	MORE	THAN	AN	HOUR	ON	THIS	PART

Answer	any	EIGHT	of	the	following	questions:
	
1.	What	is	blank	verse?	

2.	What	is	a	sonnet?

3.	Give	a	brief	outline	of	the	story	told	in	Wordsworth’s	‘The	Thorn’.

4.	Why	does	Emma,	in	Austen’s	novel,	object	to	Robert	Martin?

5.	In	Joyce’s	short	story	‘The	Dead’,	what	is	Gretta	reminded	of	when	she	hears	the	song	‘The	Lass	of
Aughrim’?

6.	Who	are	Thetis	and	Hephaestos,	and	in	which	syllabus	poem	do	they	appear?

7.	What	does	‘Dulce	et	Decorum	Est’	mean,	and	how	is	the	phrase	used	in	Wilfred	Owen’s	poem?

8.	Give	a	brief	sketch	of	the	historical	context	of	Yeats’s	poem	‘Easter,	1916’.

9.	Virginia	Woolf	introduces	the	imaginary	figure	of	Shakespeare’s	sister	in	order	to	develop	a	number	of	points
that	are	central	to	her	argument	in	A	Room	of	One's	Own.	Briefly	identify	some	of	these	points.

10.	Michael	Longley’s	poem	‘Ceasefire’	is	occasioned	by	a	contemporary	political	event,	and	narrates	an
episode	from	an	ancient	poem.	Identify	the	contemporary	event	as	well	as	the	ancient	poem.
	
	
Fill	in	your	answer	here

	
Words:	0

Maximum	marks:	0
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2 Part	2	(75%)
Answer	ONE	question.	Your	answer	should	take	the	form	of	an	essay.
	
In	questions	1	and	3,	you	are	free	to	decide	which	topic(s)	you	wish	to	focus	on.	If	you	choose	question	2,
make	sure	you	answer	it.
For	all	questions,	you	may	provide	your	own	essay	title.	Avoid	unnecessary	plot	summary:	you	may	assume
that	your	reader	knows	the	works	well.	The	relevant	texts	are	provided	below.
	
1)	Write	an	essay	on	the	provided	excerpt	from	The	Tempest	(TEXT	A).	Be	sure	to	support	your	argument	with
examples	from	the	excerpt.

					OR

2)	Write	an	essay	on	the	provided	excerpt	from	Paradise	Lost	(TEXT	B)	in	which	you	discuss	the	following	two
questions:
a)	Which	aspects	of	this	excerpt	seem	designed	to	emphasize	Eve’s	blameworthiness,	and
b)	Which	aspects	of	this	excerpt	seem	designed	to	elicit	the	reader’s	sympathy	for	her	actions	and	motivation?
Be	sure	to	support	your	argument	with	examples	from	the	excerpt.	

							OR

3)	Write	an	essay	on	the	provided	excerpt	from	Mrs	Dalloway	(TEXT	C).	Be	sure	to	support	and	illustrate	your
argument	with	examples	from	the	excerpt.	
	
Fill	in	your	answer	here

	

	

Words:	0

Maximum	marks:	0
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EXCERPTS: TEXTS A, B, C 

Exam ENG1303, 16 May 2018 Part 2 (75%) 

  

 

TEXT A: The Tempest 5.1.1—57 

Pros.  [Prospero]  

[1]  Now does my project gather to a head:  

[2]  My charms crack not; my spirits obey; and Time  

[3]  Goes upright with his carriage. How's the day?  

 

Ari.  [Ariel]  

[4]  On the sixth hour; at which time, my lord,  

[5]  You said our work should cease.  

 

Pros.  [Prospero]  

[6]                                           I did say so,  

[7]  When first I raised the tempest. Say, my spirit,  

[8]  How fares the king and's followers?  

 

Ari.  [Ariel]  

[9]                                           Confined together   

[10]  In the same fashion as you gave in charge,  

[11]  Just as you left them; all prisoners, sir,  

[12]  In theline-grove which weather-fends your cell;  

[13]  They cannot budge till your release. The king,  

[14]  His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted,  

[15]  And the remainder mourning over them,  

[16]  Brimful of sorrow and dismay; but chiefly  

[17]  Him that you termed, sir, the good old lord Gonzalo. 

[18]  His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops  

[19]  From eaves of reeds. Your charm so strongly works 'em  

[20]  That if you now beheld them, your affections  

[21]  Would become tender.  

 

Pros.  [Prospero]  

[22]                                           Dost thou think so, spirit?  

 

Ari.  [Ariel]  

[23]  Mine would, sir, were I human.  

 

Pros.  [Prospero]  

[24]                                           And mine shall.  

[25]  Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling  

[26]  Of their afflictions, and shall not myself,  
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[27]  One of their kind, that relish all as sharply  

[28]  Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou art?  

[29]  Though with their high wrongs I am struck to th’ quick,  

[30]  Yet with my nobler reason 'gainst my fury  

[31]  Do I take part: the rarer action is  

[32]  In virtue than in vengeance: they being penitent,  

[33]  The sole drift of my purpose doth extend  

[34]  Not a frown further. Go release them, Ariel:  

[35]  My charms I'll break, their senses I'll restore,  

[36]  And they shall be themselves.  

 

Ari.  [Ariel]  

[37]                                           I'll fetch them, sir.  

                                         [Exit.  

 

Pros.  [Prospero]  

[38]  Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and groves;  

[39]  And ye that on the sands with printless foot  

[40]  Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him  

[41]  When he comes back; you demi-puppets that  

[42]  By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make,  

[43]  Whereof the ewe not bites; and you whose pastime  

[44]  Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice  

[45]  To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid---  

[46]  Weak masters though ye be---I have bedimm'd  

[47]  The noontide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds,  

[48]  And 'twixt the green sea and the azured vault  

[49]  Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder  

[50]  Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak  

[51]  With his own bolt; the strong-based promontory  

[52]  Have I made shake, and by the spurs pluck'd up  

[53]  The pine and cedar: graves at my command  

[54]  Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let 'em forth  

[55]  By my so potent art. But this rough magic  

[56]  I here abjure; and, when I have required  

[57]  Some heavenly music,---which even now I do---  

[58]  To work mine end upon their senses, that  

[59]  This airy charm is for, I'll break my staff,  

[60]  Bury it certain fathoms in the earth,  

[61]  And deeper than did ever plummet sound  

[62]  I'll drown my book.  

                                         [Solemn music.] 

 

TEXT B. Milton, Paradise Lost 9.745—838: 
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 Great are thy virtues, doubtless, best of fruits,  

Though kept from man, and worthy to be admired,  

Whose taste, too long forborne, at first assay  

Gave elocution to the mute, and taught  

The tongue not made for speech to speak thy praise:  

Thy praise he also who forbids thy use,  

Conceals not from us, naming thee the Tree  

Of Knowledge, knowledge both of good and evil;  

Forbids us then to taste, but his forbidding  

Commends thee more, while it infers the good  

By thee communicated, and our want:  

For good unknown, sure is not had, or had  

And yet unknown, is as not had at all.  

In plain  then, what forbids he but to know,  

Forbids us good, forbids us to be wise?  

Such prohibitions bind not. But if death  

Bind us with after-bands, what profits then  

Our inward freedom? In the day we eat  

Of this fair fruit, our doom is, we shall die.  

How dies the serpent? he hath eat'n and lives,  

And knows, and speaks, and reasons, and discerns,  

Irrational till then. For us alone  

Was death invented? or to us denied  

This intellectual food, for beasts reserved?  

For beasts it seems: yet that one beast which first  

Hath tasted, envies not, but brings with joy  

The good befall'n him, author unsuspect,  

Friendly to man, far from deceit or guile.  

What fear I then, rather what know to fear  

Under this ignorance of good and evil,  

Of God or death, of law or penalty?  

Here grows the cure of all, this fruit divine,  

Fair to the eye, inviting to the taste,  

Of virtue to make wise: what hinders then  

To reach, and feed at once both body and mind?  

   So saying, her rash hand in evil hour  

Forth reaching to the fruit, she plucked, she ate:  

Earth felt the wound, and Nature from her seat  

Sighing through all her works gave signs of woe, 

That all was lost. Back to the thicket slunk  

The guilty serpent, and well might, for Eve  

Intent now wholly on her taste, naught else  

Regarded, such delight till then, as seemed,  

In fruit she never tasted, whether true  

Or fancied so, through expectation high  

Of knowledge, nor was Godhead from her thought.  

Greedily she engorged without restraint,  
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And knew not eating death: satiate at length,  

And heightened as with wine, jocund and boon, 

Thus to herself she pleasingly began.  

   O sov'reign, virtuous, precious of all trees  

In Paradise, of operation blest  

To sapience, hitherto obscured, infamed,  

And thy fair fruit let hang, as to no end  

Created; but henceforth my early care,  

Not without song, each morning, and due praise  

Shall tend thee, and the fertile burden ease  

Of thy full branches offered free to all;  

Till dieted by thee I grow mature  

In knowledge, as the gods who all things know;  

Though others envy what they cannot give;  

For had the gift been theirs, it had not here  

Thus grown. Experience, next to thee I owe,  

Best guide; not following thee, I had remained  

In ignorance, thou open'st wisdom's way,  

And giv'st accéss, though secret  she retire.  

And I perhaps am secret; Heav'n is high,  

High and remote to see from thence distinct  

Each thing on earth; and other care perhaps  

May have diverted from continual watch  

Our great Forbidder, safe with all his spies  

About him. But to Adam in what sort  

Shall I appear? shall I to him make known  

As yet my change, and give him to partake  

Full happiness with me, or rather not,  

But keep the odds of knowledge in my power  

Without copartner? so to add what wants  

In female sex, the more to draw his love,  

And render me more equal, and perhaps,  

A thing not undesirable, sometime  

Superior; for inferior who is free?  

This may be well: but what if God have seen,  

And death ensue? then I shall be no more, 

And Adam wedded to another Eve,  

Shall live with her enjoying, I extinct;  

A death to think. Confirmed then I resolve,  

Adam shall share with me in bliss or woe:  

So dear I love him, that with him all deaths  

I could endure, without him live no life.  

   So saying, from the tree her step she turned,  

But first low reverence done, as to the power  

That dwelt within, whose presence had infused  

Into the plant sciential sap, derived  

From nectar, drink of gods. 
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TEXT C: from Virginia Woolf, Mrs Dalloway 

What business had the Bradshaws to talk of death at her party? A young man had killed 

himself. And they talked of it at her party — the Bradshaws, talked of death. He had killed 

himself — but how? Always her body went through it first, when she was told, suddenly, of an 

accident; her dress flamed, her body burnt. He had thrown himself from a window. Up had 

flashed the ground; through him, blundering, bruising, went the rusty spikes. There he lay with 

a thud, thud, thud in his brain, and then a suffocation of blackness. So she saw it. But why had 

he done it? And the Bradshaws talked of it at her party! 

She had once thrown a shilling into the Serpentine, never anything more. But he had 

flung it away. They went on living (she would have to go back; the rooms were still crowded; 

people kept on coming). They (all day she had been thinking of Bourton, of Peter, of Sally), 

they would grow old. A thing there was that mattered; a thing, wreathed about with chatter, 

defaced, obscured in her own life, let drop every day in corruption, lies, chatter. This he had 

preserved. Death was defiance. Death was an attempt to communicate; people feeling the 

impossibility of reaching the centre which, mystically, evaded them; closeness drew apart; 

rapture faded, one was alone. There was an embrace in death. 

But this young man who had killed himself — had he plunged holding his treasure? “If 

it were now to die, ’twere now to be most happy,” she had said to herself once, coming down 

in white. 

Or there were the poets and thinkers. Suppose he had had that passion, and had gone to 

Sir William Bradshaw, a great doctor yet to her obscurely evil, without sex or lust, extremely 

polite to women, but capable of some indescribable outrage — forcing your soul, that was it — 

if this young man had gone to him, and Sir William had impressed him, like that, with his 

power, might he not then have said (indeed she felt it now), Life is made intolerable; they make 

life intolerable, men like that? 

Then (she had felt it only this morning) there was the terror; the overwhelming 

incapacity, one’s parents giving it into one’s hands, this life, to be lived to the end, to be walked 

with serenely; there was in the depths of her heart an awful fear. Even now, quite often if 

Richard had not been there reading the Times, so that she could crouch like a bird and gradually 

revive, send roaring up that immeasurable delight, rubbing stick to stick, one thing with another, 

she must have perished. But that young man had killed himself. 
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Somehow it was her disaster — her disgrace. It was her punishment to see sink and 

disappear here a man, there a woman, in this profound darkness, and she forced to stand here 

in her evening dress. She had schemed; she had pilfered. She was never wholly admirable. She 

had wanted success, Lady Bexborough and the rest of it. And once she had walked on the terrace 

at Bourton. 

Odd, incredible; she had never been so happy. Nothing could be slow enough; nothing 

last too long. No pleasure could equal, she thought, straightening the chairs, pushing in one 

book on the shelf, this having done with the triumphs of youth, lost herself in the process of 

living, to find it, with a shock of delight, as the sun rose, as the day sank. Many a time had she 

gone, at Bourton when they were all talking, to look at the sky; or seen it between people’s 

shoulders at dinner; seen it in London when she could not sleep. She walked to the window. 

It held, foolish as the idea was, something of her own in it, this country sky, this sky above 

Westminster. She parted the curtains; she looked. Oh, but how surprising! — in the room 

opposite the old lady stared straight at her! She was going to bed. And the sky. It will be a 

solemn sky, she had thought, it will be a dusky sky, turning away its cheek in beauty. But there 

it was — ashen pale, raced over quickly by tapering vast clouds. It was new to her. The wind 

must have risen. She was going to bed, in the room opposite. It was fascinating to watch her, 

moving about, that old lady, crossing the room, coming to the window. Could she see her? It 

was fascinating, with people still laughing and shouting in the drawing-room, to watch that old 

woman, quite quietly, going to bed. She pulled the blind now. The clock began striking. The 

young man had killed himself; but she did not pity him; with the clock striking the hour, one, 

two, three, she did not pity him, with all this going on. There! the old lady had put out her light! 

the whole house was dark now with this going on, she repeated, and the words came to her, 

Fear no more the heat of the sun. She must go back to them. But what an extraordinary night! 

She felt somehow very like him — the young man who had killed himself. She felt glad that he 

had done it; thrown it away. The clock was striking. The leaden circles dissolved in the air. He 

made her feel the beauty; made her feel the fun. But she must go back. She must assemble. She 

must find Sally and Peter. And she came in from the little room. 


