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I. During the 18" century Shakespeare’s King Lear was usually played in adapted
versions: the Fool is absent, and there is a happy ending—Edgar and Cordelia fall
in love, and King Lear bequeaths his restored kingdom to the young lovers before
retiring with Kent and Gloucester to a quiet place, Why do you think the
18"-century audience regarded these alterations as an improvement on

Shakespeare’s text? And what does King Lear gain or lose by such alterations?
40%

I1. Paraphrase the following passages in your own words and in prose. 20%
(a) Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,
Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;
Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep,
Drows’s with the fume of poppies, while thy hook
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers:
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep
Steady thy laden head across a brook;
Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,
Thou watches the last oozing hours by hours.

From John Keats, “To Autumn”

(b) May she be granted beauty and yet not
Beauty to make a stranger’s eye distraught,
Or hers before a looking-glass, for such,
Being made beautiful overmuch,
Consider beauty a sufficient end,
Lose natural kindness and maybe
The heart-revealing intimacy
That chooses right, and never find a friend.
From W. B. Yeats, “A Prayer for My Daughter”

dEERBLYERAD

B AR B P




ML KGO 8 45 AR LB & A

(0%,1
AR AXBRR AWM #B8 1 HE X (AHAEXSRA)

A3 A 3 Lf L]

IIIL Discuss the speaker’s tone in TWO of the following passages. 40%

(a) Oh, to whom shall I make my moan
For to go with me in that heavy journey?
First Fellowship said he would with me gone:
His words were very pleasant and gay,
But afterwards he left me alone.
Then spake [ to my kinsmen, all in despair,
And also they gave me words fair—
They lacked no fair speaking,
But all forsake me in the ending.
Then went I to my Goods that I loved best,
In hope to have comfort; but there had I least,
For my Goods sharply did me tell
That he bringeth many into hell.
Then of myself I was ashamed,
And so I am worthy to be blamed:
Thus may I well myself hate.
Of whom shall I now counsel take?
[ think that I shall never speed
Till T go to my Good Deed.
But alas, she is so weak
That she can neither go nor speak.
Yet will I venture on her now.

My Good Deed, where be you?

(b) It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a
good fortune, must be in want of a wife.

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first
entering a neighbourhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the
surrounding families, that he is considered as the rightful property of some one or
other of their daughters.
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(c) And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully!
Smoothed by long fingers,
Asleep...tired...or it malingers,
Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.
Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,
Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?
But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,
Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought in upon a platter,
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I am no prophet—and here’s no great matter;
I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker,
And I have see the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker,

And in short, I was afraid.

And would it have been worth it, after all,
After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,

Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,
Would it have been worth while,

To have bitten off the matter with a smile,

To have squeezed the universe into a ball

To roll it toward some overwhelming question,
To say: “I am Lazarus, come from the dead,
Come back to tell you all, 1 shall tell you all”—
If one, settling a pillow by her head,

Should say: “That is not what I meant at all.

That is not it, at all.”

(d) This is the one song everyone
would like to learn: the song

that is irresistible:

the song that forces men
to leap overboard in squadrons

even though they see the beached skulls




RILRE 9T B EAE TP R i%%ﬂc%ﬁﬂ%
05

2% AxX$AR A4 FHB IR X (BHEAXPHM)

snun =

the song nobody knows
because anyone who has heard it

is dead, and the others can’t remember.

Shall I tell you the secret
and if I do, will you get me
out of this bird suit?

I don’t enjoy it here
squatting on this island

looking picturesque and mythical

with these two feathery maniacs,
I don’t enjoy singing

this trio, fatal and valuable.

1 will tell the secret to you,
to you, only to you.

Come closer. This song

is a cry for help: Help me!
Only you, only you can,

you are unique

at last. Alas
it is a boring song

but it works every time.
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