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|. CRITICAL READING AND ANALYSIS. 50%
Read the following passages carefully and make your own critical judgments and
interpretations (25% each).
1.
I’'m a riddle in nine syllables,
An elephant, a ponderous house,
A melon strolling on two tendrils.
O red fruit, ivory, fine timbers!
This loaf’s big with its yeasty rising.
Money’s new-minted in this fat purse.
I’m a means, a stage, a cow in calf.
I've eaten a bag of green apples,
Boarded the train there’s no getting off.
~“Metaphors”

2.

.. . And while | was writing this review, | discovered that if | were going to review books |
should need to do battle with a certain phantom. And the phantom was a woman, and when
| came to know her better | called her after the heroine of a famous poem, The Angel in the
House. It was she who used to come between me and my paper when | was writing reviews.
It was she who bothered me and wasted my time and so tormented me that at last | killed
her. You who come of a younger and happier generation may not have heard of her—you
may not know what | mean by the Angel in the House. | will describe her as shortly as | can.
She was intensely sympathetic. She was immensely charming. She was utterly unselfish.
She excelled in the difficult arts of family life. She sacrificed herself daily. If there was
chicken, she took the leg; if there was a draught she sat in it—in short she was so
constituted that she never had a mind or a wish of her own, but preferred to sympathize
always with the minds and wishes of others. Above all—I need not say it—she was pure.
Her purity was supposed to be her chief beauty—her blushes, her great grace. In those
days—the last of Queen Victoria—every house had its Angel. And when | came to write |
encountered her with the very first words. The shadow of her wings fell on my page; | heard
the rustling of her skirts in the room. Directly, that is to say, | took my pen in my hand to
review that novel by a famous man, she slipped behind me and whispered: “My dear, you
are a young woman. You are writing about a book that has been written by a man. Be
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sympathetic; be tender; flatter; deceive; use all the arts and wiles of our sex. Never let
anybody guess that you have a mind of your own. Above all, be pure.” And she made as if
to guide my pen. I now record the one act for which | take some credit to myself, though the
credit rightly belongs to some excellent ancestors of mine who left me a certain sum of
money—shall we say five hundred pounds a year?—so that it was not necessary for me to
depend solely on charm for my living. | turned upon her and caught her by the throat. | did
my best to kill her. My excuse, if | were to be had up in a court of law, would be that | acted
in self-defence. Had I not killed her she would have killed me. She would have plucked the
heart out of my writing. For, as | found, directly | put pen to paper, you cannot review even a
novel without having a mind of your own, without expressing what you think to be the truth
about human relations, morality, sex. And all these questions, according to the Angel of the
House, cannot be dealt with freely and openly by women; they must charm, they must
conciliate, they must—to put it bluntly—tell lies if they are to succeed. Thus, whenever | felt
the shadow of her wing or the radiance of her halo upon my page, | took up the inkpot and
flung it at her. She died hard. Her fictitious nature was of great assistance to her. It is far
harder to kill a phantom than a reality. She was always creeping back when | thought | had
despatched her. Though | flatter myself that | killed her in the end, the struggle was severe;
it took much time that had better have been spent upon learning Greek grammar; or in
roaming the world in search of adventures. But it was a real experience; it was an
experience that was bound to befall all women writers at that time. Killing the Angel in the
House was part of the occupation of a woman writer.

~“Professions for Women”

Il. WRITING. 50%

William Wordsworth’s “The World Is Too Much with Us” was composed in around 1802 and
first published in Poems, in Two Volumes in 1807. In this poem, Wordsworth laments the
detrimental impact of materialism on mankind and the society he belongs to. Read the
poem listed below, considering whether it is applicable to the world in the twenty-first
century, and write an essay with the same title as that of the poem.

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:
Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
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This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune;

It moves us not.—Great God! I'd rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.
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