Ef iy A E X %8 & H O

T R -
nreer N2 AL s () AW _ewrrwnsreen
e “@ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ%ﬂwh% # 73 mE | = eamme [SEs) ofEE

I. Detire the following rarma: 40%

Shakespeare's zonnet esgquence
Lerza rima

e L oYy my

Metaphysical Poats

moveck herol o

the masculine rhyme

paatoral

Lyrical Eallads

I3 -1 0y o Lt b

I[.In each of the following questions, A) identifv the author of
the guoted linea and the work from which the lines are taken,

and BY Give a brief aynopsi= {in two or three sentences) af the
whole poem.  40%

1. Makea me thy lyre, even as the forest ia;
What Lf my leaves are falling like ite own!
The tumult of tky mighty harmonies

Will take from woth a deep, avtumnal kane,

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spiric fierce,
My epirit! Be thou me, impetuous onet

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe
Like withered leaves %Yo quicken a new birth!
And, by the incantation of this verse,

Soatter, ag from an umkextinguished hearth
Aghes and aparka, my worde among mwankind!
Be throudgh my lips to unawakened Barch

The tyumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,
If Winter comes, can Spring be far nehind?

2. Clory be to ded for dappled things--
For awies of couple-colour as a brinded cow:
For roge-mclea all in stipple upon traut that swim;
Fregh-fireccal chegtnuc-falla, finches’ wings;
Landacape plotted and pieced--fold, fallow, and plough;
And all trades, their gear and tackle and bErim.

All thinga counter, original, spare, atrange;
Whatever ig fickle, freckled [(who knows how?)
Wich swift, slow; swesekb, acur; adazzle, dim;

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:

Frai=gs him,

3. Five miles meandering with a mazy motion
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
Then reached the caverne measureless ta man,
And mank in rumule to a lifoless coean:
hncestral wvoicers prophesying war!
The shadow of the dome of pileasure
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Floated midway on the waves;
Where was heard the mingled measure
From the fountain and the caves.

It wae a mirac.e of rare device,

A sunny pleagure dome with caves of ical

g, April ig the crueieat menth., breeding
Lilacs out of the dead land, mizing
Memory and desire, stirring
Juil roots with spring raio.
Winter kept us warm, covering
Earth in forgetful msnow, feeding
A little life with dried tubera.
Summer surpriged ug, comig over bhe Starnbergorses
With a shower of rain: we scopped in the coloornade,
And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,
And drvank coffee, and talked for an hour.

5. Yut of Lhe cradle endleasly rocking,
Out of the mocking-bird’s throat, the muaicai Shutlie,
Cut of the Winth-wonth midnighe,
Cver Lhe sterile sands and the [ields kheyond, where the

child leaving his bed wandering alaone, bareheaded, barefooL,
Down £rom che shower's halo,

Up from the mystic play of shadows bwining and twisting aa if
they were alive,

Out from the patches of briers and blackberries,

From the memcries of the bird thar rchanted to me,

I, chanter of paing and joys, uniter of here and hereafter,

vaking all ninte to use them, out swiftly leaping beyveond
Ehem,

A reminiscence sing,

IIZ. Give an aboub-30§-word-long analyais of the following poem by
Anthony Hecht: 20%

THE DOVER BITCH, A CRITICISM OF LIVE
For Andrews Wanning

So there sfopd Matbhew Arncld and thia girl

With Lhe cliffz af England crumbling away kehing them,
And he paid to her, "Try to be true to ma,

And I'1il do the same for you, for things ave bad

All owver, etc., ato)

wWell now, I knew thie girl. It's bLrus she had read
Sophocles in a fairly good btranslation

And caught that bitter allusion to the sea,

Byt all the time he was talking she had in mipd

The nobion of what his whiskers would feel lixe

On the hack of her neck. She told me later oo

That after 3 while she got to loocking out

AL the lighte across the channel, and really felt wsad,
Thinking of all the wine and enormous bado
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And blandishments in French and the perfcomes.

And then ahe golb really angry. To have kpeen brought
Al)l the way down from London, and then be addressed

An a zort of mournful cosmic last reaorct

Is really Lough on a girl, and she was protby.

Aryway, She watched him pace the room

And finger his watch-chain and seem to swear a bit,

and then =she said cne or two unprintakle things.

Byt you musktn't judge ner by that. What I mean te suy is,
She's really all right. T Btill =fe her onoe in a while
And she always trests me right. We have a drink

And T give her a good time, and perhaps itz a year
Eefore I see her again, bub there she ia,

Running to fat, but dependable as they come.

And comebimes T bring her a bottle of Nuit d' Amour.




