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Explicate FIVE of the following ten citations. 20% each.
1. And now good motrow to our waking souls,

Which watch not one another out of fear;
For love all love of other sights controls,
And makes one little room an everywhere.

Let sea-discoverers to new wotlds have gone,
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Let maps to others, worlds on wotlds have shown:
Let us possess one wozld; each hath one, and is one.

—John Donne, “The Good-Mozrow”

2. When, in disgrace with Fortune and men’s eyes
I alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cties,
And look upon myself and curse my fate,
_ Wishing me like to one more tich in hope, o
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,

Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee, and then my state

(Like to the latk at break of day atising

From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven’s gate,
For thy sweet love rememb’red such wealth brings,

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.
--William Shakespeare, Sonnet 29

3. The spirit of poetry, like all other living powers, must of necessity circumscribe itself by rules, wete it only
to unite power with beauty. . It must embody in order to reveal itself; but a living body is of necessity an
otganized one—and what is organization but the connection of patts to a whole, so that each part is at
once end and means! This is no discovery of criticism; it is a necessity of the human mind—and all
nations have felt and obeyed it, in the invention of meter and measured sounds as the vehicle and

involucrum [that is, outer covering of a plant] of poetry, itself a fellow growth from the same life, even as

the batk is to the tree.
--Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Leciures on Shakespeare




4. Turning and turning in the widening gyre
The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the wotld,
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
The best lack all conviction, while the worse
Are full of passionate intensity.
—William Butler Yeats, “The Second Coming”

5.  1lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make my interest in her wares seem
the more real. Then I turned away slowly and walked down the middle of the bazaar. ' I allowed the
two pennies fall against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of the gallery that
the light was out. The upper part of the hall was now completely dark.

Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes
burned with anguish and anger.
—James Joyce, “Araby”

6. What then is the American, this new man? He is either 2 European, ot the descendant of a European,

_ hence that strange mixture of blood, which you will find in other country. . . . The American is 2 new
man, who acts upon new principles; he must therefore entertain new ideas, and form new opinions.
From involuntary idleness, servile dependence, penury, and useless labor, he has passed to toils of a very
different nature, rewarded by ample subsistence,—This is an Ametican.

--]. Hector St. John de Crévecoeur, Letters from an American Farmer

7. Having nothing to do at home, and being atrived at that happy age when a man can do nothing with

impunity, he took his place once more on the bench, at the inn door, and was reverenced as one of the

pattiarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times “before the war”. . . . Rip, in fact, was no

politician; the changes of states and empires made but little impression on him.  But there was one

species of despotism undet which he had long groaned, and that was—petticoat government.
—-Washington Itrving, “Rip Van Winkle”

8. Books are the best of things, well used; abused, among the worst. What is the right use? What is the
one end which all means go to effect? They ate for nothing but to inspire. . . . The one thing in the
wotld of value, is, the acﬁve soul,—the soul, free, sovereign, active. This every man is entitled to; this
every man contains within him, although in almost all men, obstructed, and as yet unborn. The soul
active sees absolute truth; and uttets truth, or creates.

--Ralph Waldo Emerson, “The American Scholar”
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9. Finding it [a rose-bush] so directly on the threshold of our narrative, which is now about to issue from
that inauspicious portal, we could hardly do otherwise than pluck one of its flowers, and present it to the
reader. It may serve, let us hope, to symbolize some sweet moral blossom, that may be found along the
track, or relieve the darkening close of a tale of human frailty and sotrow.

—-Nathaniel Hawthorne, The Scarlet Letter

10. No way of thinking or doing, however ancient, can be trusted without proof. What every body echoes
6£ in silence passes by as true to-day may turn out to be falsehood to-morrow. . . . I have lived some thirty
yeats on this planet, and I have yet to hear the first syllable of valuable or even earnest advice from my
seniors. They have told me nothing, and probably cannot tell me any thing, to the purpose. Here is
life, an experiment to a great extent untried by me; but it does not avail me that they have tried it.

--Henry David Thoteau, Walden, or Life in the Woods
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