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1. What is Transcendentalism? Discuss the context of its emergence, the authors
associated with this term, at least one exemplary literary work, and its lasting
influence on contemporary American literature. (25%)

2. For each of the following passages, identify the author and the literary work quoted,
explain the meaning and significance of the passage for the literary work, American
literature, and American culture in general. '

A. (25%) | ;

Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgastic future that year by year recedes
before us. It eluded us then, but that’s no matter—to-morrow we will run faster,
stretch out our arms farther.... And one fine morning—— ;

So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past.

B. (25%) ,

So I took Anse. And when I knew that I had Cash, I knew that living was terrible
and that this was the answer to it. That was when I learned that words are no good;
that words don’t ever fit even what they are trying to say at. When he was born I knew
that r§1other,hood was invented by someone who had to have a word for it because the
ones that had the children didn’t care whether there was a word for it or not. I knew
that fear was invented by someone that had never had the fear; pride, who never had

the pride!
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C. 25%) 4 ’
 White people believed that whatever the manners, under evéry dark skin was a
jungle. Swift unnavigable waters, swinging screaming baboons, sleeping snakes, red
gums ready for their sweet white blood. In a way, he thought, they were right. The |
more colored people spent their strength trying to convince them how gentle they .
were, how clever and loving, how human, the more they used themselves up to
persuade whites of something Negroes believed could not be questioned, the deeper
and more tangled the jungle grew inside. But it wasn’t the jungle blacks brought with
them to this place from the other (livable) place. It was the jungle white folks planted -
in them. And it grew. It spread. In, through and after life, it spread, until it invaded the
whites who had made it. Touched them every one. Changed and altered them. Made
them bloody, silly, worse than even they wanted to be, so scared were they of the
jungle they had made. The screaming baboon lived under their own white skin; the

red gums were their own.




