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I. Read the following passage and write an essay in light of its criticism towards 
activist movements. Do you agree? Give examples, from any literature works or news 
stories, to support your position. (50%) 

"Those who are most sensitive about 'politically incorrect' terminology are not the 
average black ghetto-dweller, Asian immigrant, abused woman or disabled person, 
but a minority of activists, many of whom do not even belong to any 'oppressed' 
group but come from privileged strata of society." 

II. Read the following poem by Frank O'Hara. Write an essay to explain the idea of 
"creation" illuminated, considering the tone, diction and style of the poem. Did 
O'Hara emphasize the similarities or differences between painting and poetry? What 
is his attitude towards the fact that he is not a painter? Point out some key words, and 
discuss how the process of creation as delineated informs human thought? What role 
does language play in the process of thinking/ creation? (50%) 

Why I Am Not A Painter 

I am not a painter, I am a poet. 

Why? I think I would rather be 

a painter, but I am not. Well, 

for instance, Mike Goldberg 

is starting a painting. I drop in. 

"Sit down and have a drink" he 

says. I drink; we drink. I look 
I 

up. "You have SARDINES in it." 

"Yes, it needed something there. 11 

"Oh." I go and the days go by 

and I drop in again. The painting 

is going on, and I go, and the days 
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go by. I drop in. The painting is 

finished. IIWhere's SARDINES?" 

All that's left is just 

letters, "It was too much," Mike says. 

But me? One day I am thinking of 

a color: orange. I write a line 

about orange. Pretty soon it is a 

whole page of words, not lines. 

Then another page. There should be 

so much more, not of orange, of 

words, of how terrible orange is 

and life. Days go by. It is even in 

prose, I am a real poet. My poem 

is finished and I haven't mentioned 

orange yet. It's twelve poems, I call 

it ORANGES. And one day in a gallery 

I see Mike's painting, called SARDINES. 


