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1. Edgar Allan Poe’s “The Raven” is d tour de force which is known for its elaborate cadence. Analyze the]
intricate thyme scheme and metrical pattern of the following excerpt, and discuss how the sophisticated
arrangements contribute to the stunning sound effects of this poem. (30%)

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of some gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

*’Tis some visiter,” I muttered, “tapping at my-chamber door—

Only this, and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.
Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had tried to borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore—
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—

Nameless here for evermore.

2. T.S. Eliot’s The Waste Land is critically acclaimed for the concise depiction of the irremediable desolation an
disintegration the West is plunged into by World War I. Analyze the following excerpt and discuss how the
technical dimension of this poem demonstraies its thematic coneerns. (35%)

April is the cruellest month, breeding

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rain.

Winter kept us warm, covering

Earth in forgetful snow, feeding

A little life with dried tubers.

Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee
With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,
And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,

And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.

Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch.
And when we were children, staying at the archduke’s,

My cousin’s, he took me out on a sled,
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And I was frightened. He said, Marie,

Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.

In the mountains, there you feel free.

I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.

3. Washington Irving is a versatile stylist who excels in articulation. What follow are two passages from “Rip Van|
Winkle,” each of which is remarkable for its distinct style and voice. Analyze the following two passages and
discuss how the tone, word choice, and other literary devices the author uses contribute to their special voices.

(35%)

A. He inherited, however, but little of the martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was al
simple, good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor, and an obedient henpecked husband.
Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such universal
popularity; for those men are apt to be obsequious and coneiliating abroad, who are under the discipline of
shrews at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of
domestic tribulation, and a curtain-lecture is worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the virtues of]
patience and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, in some respects, be considered a tolerable
blessing, and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.

B. In along ramble of the kind, on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the
highest parts of the Kaatskill mountains. He was after his favorite sport of squirrel-shooting, and the still
solitudes had echoed and re—echoed with the reports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself,
late in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with mountain herbage, that crowned the brow of a
precipice. From an opening between the trees, he could overlook all the lower country for many a mile of

rich woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent but
majestic course, with the reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark, here and there sleeping
on its glassy bosom and at last losing itself in the blue highlands.

On the: other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged, the bottom filled
with fragments from the impending cliffs, and scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of the setting sun. For
some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw
their long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw that it would be dark long before he could reach the
village; and he heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.
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