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1. Analyze the following short story and answer the questions: (6 points each)

“The Appointment in Sarmarra” (1933) by W. Somerset Maugham

Death speaks: There was a merchant in Baghdad who sent his servant to market to buy
provisions, and in a little while the servant came back, white and trembling, and said, “Master:
Just now when I was in the marketplace, I was jostled by a woman in the crowd and when I
turned I saw it was Death that jostled me. She looked at me and made a threatening gesture;
now, lend me your horse, and I will ride away from this city and avoid my fate. I will go to
Samarra and there death will not find me.”

The merchant lent him his horse, and the servant mounted it, and he dug his spurs in its
fanks and as fast as the horse could gallop he went.

Then the merchant went down to the marketplace and he saw me standing in the crowd
and he came to me and said, "Why did you make a threatening gesture to my servant when you
saw him this morning? "

"That was not a threatening gesture," I said, "It was only a start of surprise. [ was

astonished to see him in Baghdad, for I have an appointment with him tonight in Samarra."

(1) What is the image of “Death™ in this story?

(2) Why did the servant flee from Baghdad?

(3) What are the conflicts that you find in this story? (PS. Conflicts could refer to those
between people, or between people and culture, etc.)

(4) What is the irony in this story?

(5) What are the morals that one can learn from this story?

2. Read the following reflection from a soldier during the War on Iraq and answer the questions.
(10 points each)

Some reflection from “Appointment in Samarra” by Col. Daniel Smith, USA, April 17, 2003

On April 13, U.S. Marines moving north toward Tikrit were approached by two Iraqis near
the town of Samarra, some sixty miles north of Baghdad. The Iraqis told the Marines that Iragi
army officers had fled the approaching military force, leaving behind seven American
prisoners of war. Liberation came quickly. Joy reigned among U.S. seven families.

Sunday's rescue recalls a short tale retold by British author W. Somerset Maugham in
1933, "Appointment in Samarra." A common interpretation of the story, of course, is that
humans cannot escape their ultimate destiny. But there is a more profound, nuanced question,

one illustrated by the two Iraqis who told the Marines where to find the prisoners: who if

anyone bears moral responsibility for initiating a chain of events, especially a chain that is
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potentially fatal?

Which brings us back to the question underlying Maugham's story, this time specifically
applied to the Iraq war: who bears moral responsibility for setting in motion a train of events
in which a multitude - armies and even whole nations - suddenly bump Death and are
threatened by her gaze. Put another way, while individuals make and are responsible for the
consequences of personal decisions, are leaders who embark on a course to war in the name of

their citizens responsible for the consequences to their nation that flow from that decision?

(1) Why would the Sunday's rescue recall W. Somerset Maugham’s story? What are the
relationships between the rescue and Maugham’s story?
(2) In your opinion, what could be the “more profound, nuanced question” asked in this story?

3. Write a coherent essay to analyze the following poem. Focus your discussion on the voice, the
use of imagery and/or symbolism, the poetic persona’s relation with the objects depicted, and
the theme. (15 points)

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” by Sylvia Plath)

4. Write a coherent essay to analyze the excerpt below. Your analysis is expected to focus on the
following aspects: What kind of narrative perspective is used? How does the narrative voice
help bring forth the plot, characterization, and conflict of the text? In the last part of your essay,

write critically on the theme of the text. (35 points)

He had thought he would get used to it. But that is not what happens. The more killings he
assists in, the more jittery he gets. One Sunday evening, driving home in Lucy's kombi, he actually
has to stop at the roadside to recover himself. Tears flow down his face that he cannot stop; his
hands shake.

He does not understand what is happening to him. Until now he has been more or less
indifferent to animals. Although in an abstract way he disapproves of cruelty, he cannot tell whether

by nature he is cruel or kind. He is simply nothing. He assumes that people from whom cruelty is
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demanded in the line of duty, people who work in slaughterhouses, for instance, grow carapaces
over their souls. Habit hardens: it must be so in most cases, but it does not seem to be so in his. He
does not seem to have the gift of hardness.

His whole being is gripped by what happens in the theatre. He is convinced the dogs know
their time has come. Despite the silence and the painlessness of the procedure, despite the good
thoughts that Bev Shaw thinks and that he tries to think, despite the airtight bags in which they tie
the newmade corpses, the dogs in the yard smell what is going on inside. They flatten their ears,
they droop their tails, as if they too feel the disgrace of dying; locking their legs, they have to be
pulled or pushed or carried over the threshold. On the table some snap wildly left and right, some
whine plaintively; none will look straight at the needle in Bev's hand, which they somehow know is
going to harm them terribly.

Worst are those that sniff him and try to lick his hand. He has never liked being licked, and his
first impulse is to pull away. Why pretend to be a chum when in fact one is a murderer? But then he
relents. Why should a creature with the shadow of death upon it feel him flinch away as if its touch
were abhorrent? So he lets them lick him, if they want to, just as Bev Shaw strokes them and kisses
them if they will let her.

He is not. he hopes, a sentimentalist. He tries not to sentimentalize the animals he kills, or to
sentimentalize Bev Shaw. He avoids saying to her, 'I don't know how you do it.' in order not to have
to hear her say in return, 'Someone has to do it.' He does not dismiss the possibility that at the
deepest level Bev Shaw may be not a liberating angel but a devil, that beneath her show of
compassion may hide a heart as leathery as a butcher's. He tries to keep an open mind.

Since Bev Shaw is the one who inflicts the needle, it is he who takes charge of disposing of
the remains. The morning after each killing session he drives the loaded kombi to the grounds of
Settlers Hospital, to the incinerator, and there consigns the bodies in their black bags to the flames.

It would be simpler to cart the bags to the incinerator immediately after the session and leave
them there for the incinerator crew to dispose of. But that would mean leaving them on the dump
with the rest of the weekend's scourings: with waste from the hospital wards, carrion scooped up at
the roadside, malodorous refuse from the tannery - a mixture both casual and terrible. He is not
prepared to inflict such dishonour upon them.

So on Sunday evenings he brings the bags to the farm in the back of Lucy's kombi, parks them
overnight, and on Monday mornings drives them to the hospital grounds. There he himself loads
them, one at a time, on to the feeder trolley, cranks the mechanism that hauls the trolley through the
steel gate into the flames, pulls the lever to empty it of its contents, and cranks it back, while the
workmen whose job this normally is stand by and watch.

On his first Monday he left it to them to do the incinerating. Rigor mortis had stiffened the
corpses overnight. The dead legs caught in the bars of the trolley, and when the trolley came back
from its trip to the furnace, the dog would as often as not come riding back too, blackened and
grinning, smelling of singed fur, its plastic covering burnt away. After a while the workmen began

to beat the bags with the backs of their shovels before loading them, to break the rigid limbs. It was
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then that he intervened and took over the job himself.

The incinerator is anthracite-fuelled, with an electric fan to suck air through the flues; he
guesses that it dates from the 1950s, when the hospital itself was built. It operates six days of the
week, Monday to Saturday. On the seventh day it rests. When the crew arrive for work they first
rake out the ashes from the previous day, then charge the fire. By nine a.m. temperatures of a
thousand degrees centigrade are being generated in the inner chamber, hot enough to calcify bone.
The fire is stoked until mid-morning; it takes all afternoon to cool down.

He does not know the names of the crew and they do not know his. To them he is simply the
man who began arriving on Mondays with the bags from Animal Welfare and has since then been
turning up earlier and earlier. He comes, he does his work, he goes; he does not form part of the
society of which the incinerator, despite the wire fence and the padlocked gate and the notice in
three languages, is the hub.

For the fence has long ago been cut through; the gate and the notice are simply ignored. By the
time the orderlies arrive in the morning with the first bags of hospital waste, there are already
numbers of women and children waiting to pick through it for syringes, pins, washable bandages,
anything for which there is a market, but particularly for pills, which they sell to muti shops or
trade in the streets. There are vagrants too, who hang about the hospital grounds by day and sleep
by night against the wall of the incinerator, or perhaps even in the tunnel, for the warmth.

It is not a sodality he tries to join. But when he is there, they are there; and if what he brings to
the dump does not interest them, that is only because the parts of a dead dog can neither be sold nor
be eaten.

Why has he taken on this job? To lighten the burden on Bev Shaw? For that it would be
enough to drop off the bags at the dump and drive away. For the sake of the dogs? But the dogs are
dead; and what do dogs know of honour and dishonour anyway? For himself, then. For his idea of
the world, a world in which men do not use shovels to beat corpses into a more convenient shape
for processing.

The dogs are brought to the clinic because they are unwanted: because we are too menny. That
is where he enters their lives. He may not be their saviour, the one for whom they are not too many,
but he is prepared to take care of them once they are unable, utterly unable, to take care of
themselves, once even Bev Shaw has washed her hands of them. A dog-man, Petrus once called
himself. Well, now he has become a dogman: a dog undertaker; a dog psychopomp; a harijan.

Curious that a man as selfish as he should be offering himself to the service of dead dogs.
There must be other, more productive ways of giving oneself to the world, or to an idea of the
world. One could for instance work longer hours at the clinic. One could try to persuade the
children at the dump not to fill their bodies with poisons. Even sitting down more purposefully with
the Byron libretto might, at a pinch, be construed as a service to mankind.

But there are other people to do these things - the animal welfare thing, the social
rehabilitation thing, even the Byron thing. He saves the honour of corpses because there is no one
else stupid enough to do it. That is what he is becoming: stupid, daft, wrongheaded.
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