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Choose any FOUR from the following quotations to answer. In your answer, you have to
explain the significance of the quote and analyze how it relates to other parts of the work.

1.

I'went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front the essential facts of life, and see if I could not
learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived. I did not wish to live what
was not life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to practice resignation, unless it was quite necessary.

--Henry David Thoreau: Walden, or Life in the Woods

2.
“God knows, " exclaimed he, at his wit’s end; “I'm not myself—I'm somebody else—that s me

yonder—no—that s somebody else, got into my shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain,

and they 've changed my gun, and every thing's changed, and I'm changed, I can't tell what my name, or who [
am!”

--Washington Irving, “Rip Van Winkle”

3.

Had she been less beautiful,—if Envy's self could have found aught else to sneer at,—he might have felt his
affection heightened by the prettiness of this mimic hand, now vaguely portrayed, now lost, now stealing forth
again and glimmering to and fro with every pulse of emotion that throbbed within her heart; but seeing her
otherwise so perfect, he found this one defect grow more and more intolerable with every moment of their
united lives. It was the fatal flaw of humanity which Nature, in one shape or another, stamps ineffaceably on all
her productions, either to imply that they are temporary and finite, or that their perfection must be wrought by
toil and pain. The crimson hand expressed the ineludible gripe in which mortality clutches the highest and
purest of earthly mould, degrading them into kindred with the lowest, and even with the very brutes, like whom
their visible frames return to dust. In this manner, selecting it as the symbol of his wife's liability to sin, sorrow,
decay, and death, Aylmer's sombre imagination was not long in rendering the birthmark a frightful object,
causing him more trouble and horror than ever Georgiana's beauty, whether of soul or sense, had given him

~delight.

-- Nathaniel Hawthorne, “The Birthmark”
4

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary obligation upon the town, dating
Jrom that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor—he who fathered the edict that no Negro woman
should appear on the streets without an apron—remitted her taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of
her father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris invented an
involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily's father had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter of

business, preferred this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris’ generation and thought could have
invented it, and.only a woman could have believed it.

--William Faulkner’s “A Rose for Emily”
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"The truth is," I said, "I promised to give them quilts to Maggie, for when she marries John Thomas."
She gasped like a bee had stung her.

"Maggie can't appreciate these quilts!" she said. "She'd probably be backward enough to put them to
everyday use." |

"I'reckon she would," I said. "God knows I been saving 'em for long enough with nobody using 'em. I hope
she will!" I didn't want to bring up how I had offered Dee (Wangero) a quilt when she went away to college.
Then she had told they were old-fashioned, out of style.

"But they're priceless!" she was saying now, furiously; for she has a temper. "Maggie would put them on the
bed and in five years they'd be in rags. Less than that!"

"She can always make some more," I said. "Maggie knows how to quilt."”

Dee (Wangero) looked at me with hatred. "You just will not understand. The point is these quilts, these
quilts!"

"Well," I said, stumped. "What would you do with them?"

"Hang them," she said. As if that was the only thing you could do with quilts.
--Alice Walker, “Everyday Use”

6.

I To be or not to be, that is the question:
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,

5 And by opposing end them. To die: to sleep;
No more; and by a sleep to say we end
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep;

10 To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there's the rub,
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

Must give us pause: there's the respect
That makes calamity of so long life;

15 For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay,

The insolence of office and the spurns
That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

20 When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,

To grunt and sweat under a weary life,
But that the dread of something after death,
The undiscover'd country from whose bourn

25 No traveler returns, puzzles the will
And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;
And thus the native hue of resolution

30 Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,
And enterprises of great pith and moment
With this regard their currents turn awry,
And lose the name of action.

--William Shakespeare, Hamlet
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The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

I gazed--and gazed--but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude,

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

-- William Wordsworth, “I wonder lonely as a cloud”

8.

Let us go then, you and 1,

When the evening is spread out against the sky
Like a patient etherized upon a table;

Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,
The muttering retreats

Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:
Streets that follow like a tedious argument

Of insidious intent

To lead you to an overwhelming question...
Oh, do not ask, "What is it?"

Let us go and make our visit.

In the room the women come and go
lalking of Michelangelo.

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,

Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,

Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,

And seeing that it was a soft October night,

Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.

--T. S. Eliot, “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock”
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Remembering with difficulty why I had come, I went over to one of the stalls and examined porcelain vases
and flowered tea-sets. At the door of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing with two young gentlemen.
[ remarked their English accents and listened vaguely to their conversation.

'O, I never said such a thing!’
'O, but you did!’

‘O, but I didn't!"

'Didn't she say that?’

'Yes. I heard her.’

'O, there's a... fib!’

Observing me, the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to buy anything. The tone of her voice was

not encouraging; she seemed to have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked humbly at the great jars that
stood like eastern guards at either side of the dark entrance to the stall and murmured:

'No, thank you.'

The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went back to the two young men. They began to
talk of the same subject. Once or twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder.

I lingered 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 10
Jall 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,” Dubliners

10.

This may be true or it may be false - who can say? - but what is true in it, so it seemed to me, reviewing the
story of Shakespeare's sister as I had made it, is that any woman born with a great gift in the sixteenth century
would certainly have gone crazed, shot herself, or ended her days in some lonely cottage outside the village,
half witch, half wizard, feared and mocked at. For it needs little skill in psychology to be sure that a highly
gifted girl who had tried to use her gift for poetry would have been so thwarted and hindered by other people,
so tortured and pulled asunder by her own contrary instincts, that she must have lost her health and sanity to a
certainty. No girl could have walked to London and stood at a stage door and forced her way into the presence
of actor-managers without doing herself a violence and suffering an anguish which may have been irrational -
for chastity may be a fetish invented by certain societies for unknown reasons - but were none the less
inevitable.

--Virginia Woolf, “Shakespeare’s Sister,” 4 Room of One'’s Own



