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Section A
1

Either  (a) Write a critical comparison on the following poems, Refugee Mother and Child
(1978) by Chinua Achebe and A Refusal to Mourn the Death, by Fire, of a Child
in London (1952) by Dylan Thomas. Consider in detail ways in which language,
style and form contribute to each poet’s presentation of loss.

A REFUGEE MOTHER AND CHILD

No Madonna! and Child could touch
that picture of a mother's tenderness
for a son she soon would have to forget.

The air was heavy with odours

of diarrhoea of unwashed children 5
with washed-out ribs and dried-up

bottoms struggling in laboured

steps behind blown empty bellies. Most

mothers there had long ceased

to care but not this one; she held 10
a ghost smile between her teeth

and in her eyes the ghost of a mother's

pride as she combed the rust-coloured

hair left on his skull and then -

singing in her eyes - began carefully 15
to part it... In another life this

would have been a little daily

act of no consequence before his

breakfast and school; now she

did it like putting flowers 20
on a tiny grave.

1 A representation of Mary, often pictured with her child Jesus. These images are central icons for the
Catholic and Orthodox Churches.
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B A REFUSAL TO MOURN THE DEATH, BY FIRE,
OF A CHILD IN LONDON

Never until the mankind making

Bird beast and flower

Fathering and all humbling darkness
Tells with silence the last light breaking
And the still hour

Is come of the sea tumbling in harness

And | must enter again the round

Zion? of the water bead

And the synagogue®of the ear of corn
Shall | let pray the shadow of a sound
Or sow my salt seed

In the least valley of sackcloth to mourn

The majesty and burning of the child’s death.

I shall not murder

The mankind of her going with a grave truth
Nor blaspheme down the stations of the breath
With any further

Elegy of innocence and youth.

Deep with the first dead lies London’s daughter,
Robed in the long friends,

The grains beyond age, the dark veins of her mother,
Secret by the unmourning water

Of the riding Thames.

After the first death, there is no other.

2 A place name often used as a synonym for Jerusalem.
3 A Jewish place of prayer
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Or (b)
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Write a critical comparison on the following poems, Spring (1918) by Gerard
Manley Hopkins and Season (1961) by Wole Soyinka. Consider in detail ways in
which language, style and form contribute to each poet’s portrayal of Nature.

SPRING

Nothing is so beautiful as Spring —
When weeds, in wheels, shoot long and lovely and lush;
Thrush’s eggs look little low heavens, and thrush

Through the echoing timber does so rinse and wring

The ear, it strikes like lightnings to hear him sing; 5
The glassy peartree leaves and blooms, they brush
The descending blue; that blue is all in a rush

With richness; the racing lambs too have fair their fling.

What is all this juice and all this joy?

A strain of the earth’s sweet being in the beginning 10
In Eden garden. — Have, get, before it cloy,

Before it cloud, Christ, lord, and sour with sinning,
Innocent mind and Mayday in girl and boy,

Most, O maid’s child, thy choice and worthy the winning.

SEASON

Rust is ripeness, rust,

And the wilted corn-plume.

Pollen is mating-time when swallows

Weave a dance

Of feathered arrows 5
Thread corn-stalks in winged

Streaks of light. And we love to hear

Spliced phrases of the wind, to hear

Rasps in the field, where corn-leaves

Pierce like bamboo slivers. 10

Now, garners we,

Awaiting rust on tassels, draw

Long shadows from the dusk, wreathe

The thatch in woods-smoke. Laden stalks

Ride the germ’s decay - we await 15
The promise of the rust.
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2
Either (a)
Or (b)
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Section B

EDITH WHARTON: The Age of Innocence

‘The poet of interior decoration.’
Consider Wharton'’s use of inner spaces in her novel.

Write a critical commentary on the following passage, paying attention to
Wharton'’s portrayal of sight here and elsewhere in the novel.

"No. You ought not to have come today," she said in an altered voice; and
suddenly she turned, flung her arms about him and pressed her lips to his. At
the same moment the carriage began to move, and a gas-lamp at the head of
the slip flashed its light into the window. She drew away, and they sat silent
and motionless while the brougham struggled through the congestion of
carriages about the ferry-landing. As they gained the street Archer began to
speak hurriedly.

"Don't be afraid of me: you needn't squeeze yourself back into your corner like
that. A stolen kiss isn't what | want. Look: I'm not even trying to touch the
sleeve of your jacket. Don't suppose that | don't understand your reasons for
not wanting to let this feeling between us dwindle into an ordinary hole-and-
corner love-affair. | couldn't have spoken like this yesterday, because when
we've been apart, and I'm looking forward to seeing you, every thought is burnt
up in a great flame. But then you come; and you're so much more than |
remembered, and what | want of you is so much more than an hour or two
every now and then, with wastes of thirsty waiting between, that | can sit
perfectly still beside you, like this, with that other vision in my mind, just quietly
trusting to it to come true."

For a moment she made no reply; then she asked, hardly above a whisper:
"What do you mean by trusting to it to come true?"

"Why—you know it will, don't you?"

"Your vision of you and me together?" She burst into a sudden hard laugh.
"You choose your place well to put it to me!"

"Do you mean because we're in my wife's brougham? Shall we get out and
walk, then? | don't suppose you mind a little snow?"

She laughed again, more gently. "No; | shan't get out and walk, because my
business is to get to Granny's as quickly as | can. And you'll sit beside me, and
we'll look, not at visions, but at realities."

"l don't know what you mean by realities. The only reality to me is this."

She met the words with a long silence, during which the carriage rolled down
an obscure side-street and then turned into the searching illumination of Fifth

Avenue.

"Is it your idea, then, that | should live with you as your mistress—since | can't
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be your wife?" she asked.

The crudeness of the question startled him: the word was one that women of
his class fought shy of, even when their talk flitted closest about the topic. He
noticed that Madame Olenska pronounced it as if it had a recognised place in
her vocabulary, and he wondered if it had been used familiarly in her presence
in the horrible life she had fled from. Her question pulled him up with a jerk,
and he floundered.

"I want—I want somehow to get away with you into a world where words like
that—categories like that—won't exist. Where we shall be simply two human
beings who love each other, who are the whole of life to each other; and
nothing else on earth will matter."

She drew a deep sigh that ended in another laugh. "Oh, my dear—where is
that country? Have you ever been there?" she asked; and as he remained
sullenly dumb she went on: "I know so many who've tried to find it; and,
believe me, they all got out by mistake at wayside stations: at places like
Boulogne, or Pisa, or Monte Carlo—and it wasn't at all different from the old
world they'd left, but only rather smaller and dingier and more promiscuous."

He had never heard her speak in such a tone, and he remembered the phrase
she had used a little while before.

"Yes, the Gorgon HAS dried your tears," he said.

"Well, she opened my eyes too; it's a delusion to say that she blinds people.
What she does is just the contrary—she fastens their eyelids open, so that
they're never again in the blessed darkness. Isn't there a Chinese torture like
that? There ought to be. Ah, believe me, it's a miserable little country!"

The carriage had crossed Forty-second Street: May's sturdy brougham-horse
was carrying them northward as if he had been a Kentucky trotter. Archer
choked with the sense of wasted minutes and vain words.

"Then what, exactly, is your plan for us?" he asked.

"For US? But there's no US in that sense! We're near each other only if we
stay far from each other. Then we can be ourselves. Otherwise we're only
Newland Archer, the husband of Ellen Olenska's cousin, and Ellen Olenska,
the cousin of Newland Archer's wife, trying to be happy behind the backs of the
people who trust them."

"Ah, I'm beyond that,” he groaned.

"No, you're not! You've never been beyond. And | have," she said, in a strange
voice, "and | know what it looks like there."

Book 2, Chapter 29
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Section C
JOHN WEBSTER: The Duchess of Malfi
3

Either (a) “Itis Bosola, above all, who becomes Webster’s vehicle for exposing the
hollowness of the ideology which dominates the Court of Malfi.”

How far is this an accurate reflection of the play?

Or (b) Write a critical commentary on the following extract, relating it to Webster’s
use of the secrecy in driving the play’s central concerns.

[Enter BOSOLA, with a dark lantern]

BOSOLA. Sure | did hear a woman shriek: list, ha!
And the sound came, if | receiv'd it right,
]JFrom the duchess' lodgings. There 's some stratagem
In the confining all our courtiers
To their several wards: | must have part of it;
My intelligence will freeze else. List, again!
It may be 'twas the melancholy bird,
Best friend of silence and of solitariness,
The owl, that screamed so.—Ha! Antonio!

[Enter ANTONIO with a candle, his sword drawn]
ANTONIO. | heard some noise.—Who 's there? What art thou? Speak.

BOSOLA. Antonio, put not your face nor body
To such a forc'd expression of fear;
| am Bosola, your friend.

ANTONIO. Bosolal—
[Aside.] This mole does undermine me.—Heard you not
A noise even now?

BOSOLA. From whence?
ANTONIO. From the duchess' lodging.
BOSOLA. Not I: did you?
ANTONIO. | did, or else | dream'd.
BOSOLA. Let 's walk towards it.
ANTONIO. No: it may be 'twas
But the rising of the wind.
BOSOLA. Very likely.
Methinks 'tis very cold, and yet you sweat:
You look wildly.
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I have been setting a figure
For the duchess' jewels.

Ah, and how falls your question?
Do you find it radical?

What 's that to you?
'Tis rather to be question'd what design,
When all men were commanded to their lodgings,
Makes you a night-walker.

In sooth, I 'll tell you:
Now all the court 's asleep, | thought the devil
Had least to do here; | came to say my prayers;
And if it do offend you | do so,
You are a fine courtier.

[Aside.] This fellow will undo me.—
You gave the duchess apricocks to-day:
Pray heaven they were not poison'd!

Poison'd! a Spanish fig
For the imputation!

Traitors are ever confident
Till they are discover'd. There were jewels stol'n too:
In my conceit, none are to be suspected
More than yourself.

You are a false steward.
Saucy slave, |'ll pull thee up by the roots.
May be the ruin will crush you to pieces.

You are an impudent snake indeed, sir:
Are you scarce warm, and do you show your sting?
You libel well, sir?

No, sir: copy it out,
And | will set my hand to 't.

[Aside.] My nose bleeds.
One that were superstitious would count
This ominous, when it merely comes by chance.
Two letters, that are wrought here for my name,
Are drown'd in blood!
Mere accident.—For you, sir, | 'll take order
I' the morn you shall be safe.—[Aside.] 'Tis that must colour
Her lying-in.—Sir, this door you pass not:
| do not hold it fit that you come near
The duchess' lodgings, till you have quit yourself.—
[Aside.] The great are like the base, nay, they are the same,
When they seek shameful ways to avoid shame.

Act 2 Scene 3
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