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Answer the following questions in well-written and well-supported essays to show your knowledge of and insight into

English literature. Manage your time well.

1. Analyze ONE of the following passages and then discuss a specific issue or theme with reference to other relevant texts within

medieval and early modern context. (25%)

(1)

And my poor fool is hanged! No, no, no life!

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life,

And thou no breath at all? Thouw’It come no more,

Never, never, never, never, never!
Pray you, undo this button. Thank you, sir.

Do you see this? Look on her, look, her lips,

Look there, look there!
@

the earth
Though, in comparison of heav’n, so small,
Nor glistering, may of solid good contain

More plenty than the sun that barren shines,

Whose virtue on itself works no effect,
But in the fruitful earth; there first received
His beams, unactive else, their vigor find.

* Yet not to earth are those bright luminaries
Officious, but to thee earth’s habitant.

2. “The life of a literary work depends on readers whose existence it confirms or (the valuable possibility) augments. . . . The

vitality of the literary enterprise is related to its usability, its capacity to strengthen or alter our options.” Use three to five texts

before the nineteenth century to comment on the statement and present your view on the uses of early English literature. (25%)

3. Identify (period, author, and title) and analyze (textual and contextual) TWO of the following passages (25% keach). For each

passage, also expand on its significance in relation to the larger collection it is derived from and the role it plays in the broader

context of the literary period.
D
Tyger Tyger, buming bright,
In the forests of the night;
What immortal hand or eye,
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies.
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

LA &

‘What the hammer? what the chain,
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp,

Dare its deadly terrors clasp!

When the stars threw down their spears
And water'd heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see? ,
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger Tyger burning bright,

In the forests of the night:

What imimortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:

There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,

Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me—
That ever with a frolic welcome took

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;

Death closes all: but something ere the end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
'T is not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'

We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

3)

- That is no country for old men. The young

In one another's arms, birds in the trees,
—Those dying generations—at their song,
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,

Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long

Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.
Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unageing intellect.

An aged man is but a paltry thing,

A tattered coat upon a stick, unless

Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress,

Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence;

And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
To the holy city of Byzantium.

O sages standing in God's holy fire

As in the gold mosaic of a wall,

Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singing-masters of my soul.
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal

It knows not what it is; and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.

Once out of nature I shall never take

My bodily form from any natural thing,

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling

To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;

Or set upon a golden bough to sing

To lords and ladies of Byzantium

Of what is past, or passing, or to come.
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