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1. Read the following description of the landscape by Dr. Watson in The Hound of
the Baskervilles and answer in about 200 words. (1x15=15)

‘Rolling pasture fands curved upwards on either side of us, and old gabled houses
peeped out from amid the thick green foliage, but behind the peaceful and sunlit
countryside there rose ever, dark against the evening sky, the long gloomy curve of the
moor, broken by the jagged and sinister hills....The whole front was draped in ivy, with a
patch clipped bare here and there where a window or a coat-of-arms broke through the
dark veil. From this central block rose the twin towers, ancient, crenelated and pierced
with many loopholes. To right and left of the turrets were more modern wings of black
granite. A dull light shone through heavy mullioned windows, and from the high
chimneys which rose from the steep, high-angled roof there sprang a single black
column of smoke'’

What role does the landscape play in the mood and setting of the text? What descriptive
and emotive pills are used in this and similar Victorian texts to accentuate the horrific
and supernatural? What role does it play? Explain using examples from the texts you
have read this semester.

2. Read the passage and answer the following questions

Alice opened the door and found that it led into a small passage, not much larger than a rat—
hole: she knelt down and [ooked along the passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How
she longed to get out of that dark hall, and wander about among those beds of bright flowers
and those cool fountains, but she could not even get her head through the doorway; 'and even if
my head would go through,' thought poor Alice, 'it would be of very little use without my
shoulders. Oh, how | wish | could shut up like a telescope! | think | could, if | only know how to
begin.' For, you see, so many out-of-the—way things had happened lately, that Alice had begun
to think that very few things indeed were really impossible.

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went back to the table, haif
hoping she might find another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shutting people up like
telescopes: this time she found a little bottle on it, (‘which certainly was not here before,' said
Alice,} and round the neck of the bottle was a paper label, with the words 'DRINK ME' beautifully
printed on it in large letters.

It was all very well to say 'Drink me," but the wise little Alice was not going to do THAT in a
hurry. ‘No, I'l ook first,’ she said, 'and see whether it's marked "poison" or not'; for she had read
several nice little histories about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts and



other unpleasant things, all because they WOULD not remember the simple rules their friends
had taught them: such as, that a red—hot poker will burn you if you hold it too long; and that if
you cut your finger VERY deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten
that, if you drink much from a bottle marked 'poison,' it is almost certain to disagree with you,
sooner or later.

However, this bottle was NOT marked 'poison,’ so Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it very
nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry—tart, custard, pine—apple, roast turkey,
toffee, and hot buttered toast,) she very soon finished it off.

'What a curious feeling!' said Alice; 'l must be shutting up like a telescope.’

And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up at the
thought that she was now the right size for going through the little door into that lovely garden.
First, however, she waited for a few minutes to see if she was going to shrink any further: she
felt a little nervous about this; ‘for it might end, you know,' said Alice to herself, 'in my going out
altogether, like a candle. | wonder what [ should be like then?' And she tried to fancy what the
flame of a candle is like after the candle is blown out, for she could not remember ever having
seen such a thing.

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she decided on going into the garden at
once; but, alas for poor Alice! when she got to the door, she found she had forgotten the little
golden key, and when she went back to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach
it: she could see it quite plainly through the glass, and she tried her best to climb up one of the
legs of the table, but it was too slippery; and when she had tired herself out with trying, the poor
little thing sat down and cried.

'‘Come, there's no use in crying like that!" said Alice to herself, rather sharply; 'l advise you to
ieave off this minute!’ She generally gave herself very good advice, (though she very seldom
followed it), and sometimes she scolded herself so severely as to bring tears into her eyes; and
once she remembered trying to box her own ears for having cheated herself in a game of
croquet she was playing against herself, for this curious child was very fond of pretending to be
two people. ‘But it's no use now,’ thought poor Alice, ‘to pretend to be two people! Why, there's
hardly enough of me left to make ONE respectable person!'

Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying under the table: she opened it, and found in
it a very small cake, on which the words 'EAT ME' were beautifully marked in currants. ‘Well, I'l
eat it,' said Alice, 'and if it makes me grow larger, 1 can reach the key; and if it makes me grow
smaller, | can creep under the door; so either way I'll get into the garden, and | don't care which
happens!'

She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herself, 'Which way? Which way?', holding her hand on
the top of her head to feel which way it was growing, and she was quite surprised to find that
she remained the same size: to be sure, this generally happens when one eats cake, but Alice
had got so much into the way of expecting nothing but out-of-the~way things to happen, that it
seemed quite dull and stupid for life to go on in the common way.

So she set to work, and very soon finished off the cake.

Read this extract and identify some of the key anxieties of the text that this extract
brings out. Comment on how the original illustrations of the text voices these
anxieties. Write your answer in about 300 words. (1X20=20)



3. Read the following extract of a poem by Alfred Tennyson and answer the
following questions in about 100 words each. (2x10=20)

Courage!" he said, and pointed toward the land,
“This mounting wave will roll us shoreward soon."
In the afterncon they came unto a land

In which it seemed always afternoon.

All round the coast the languid air did swoon,
Breathing like one that hath a weary dream.
Full-faced above the valley stood the moon;

And like a downward smoke, the slender stream
Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem.

A land of streams! some, like a downward smoke,
Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go:

And some thro' wavering lights and shadows broke,
Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below.

They saw the gleaming river seaward flow

From the inner land: far off, three mountain-tops,
Three silent pinnacles of aged snow,

Stood sunset-flush'd: and, dew'd with showery drops,
Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the woven copse,

The charmed sunset linger'd low adown

In the red West: thro' mountain clefts the dale
Was seen far inland, and the yellow down
Border'd with palm, and many a winding vale
And meadow, set with slender galingale;

A land where all things always seem'd the same!
And round about the keel with faces pale,

Dark faces pale against that rosy flame,

The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came.

Branches they bore of that enchanted stem,
Laden with flower and fruit, whereof they gave
To each, but whoso did receive of them,

And taste, to him the gushing of the wave

Far far away did seem to mourn and rave

On alien shores; and if his fellow spake,

His voice was thin, as voices from the grave;

And deep-asleep he seem'd, yet all awake,

And music in his ears his beating heart did make.

They sat them down upon the yellow sand,
Between the sun and moon upon the shore:
And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland,

Of child, and wife, and slave; but evermore
Most weary seem'd the sea, weary the oar,
Weary the wandering fields of barren foam.
Then some one said, "We will return no more"™:



And all at once they sang, "Our island home
Is far beyond the wave; we will no longer roam.”

a. What is the prevailing mood of the poem? Site examples from the poem which
makes you come up with this conclusion? Which other piece of Victorian poetry
(both in terms of theme and structure) you are reminded of when you read this
poem. lliustrate with examples.

b. Which piece of Victorian poetry you have read this semester best illustrate the
growing complexities of the age. Give reasons for your choice.

4. Read this extract and answer the following questions in about 50 to 70 words.
{5x3=15)

| do not know. This story | am telling is all imagination. These characters | create never existed
outside my own mind. If | have pretended until now to know my character’s minds and innermost
thoughts, it is because | am writing in (just as | have assumed some of the vocabulary and voice
of) a convention universally accepted at the time of my story: that the novelist stands next to God.
He may not know all, yet he tries to pretend that he does. But [ live in the age of Alain Robbe-
Grillet and Roland Barthes; if this is a novel, it cannot be a novel in the modern sense of the word.

a. What does the author mean when he says a “novelist stands next to God™?

b. What does the author mean when he says ‘it cannot be a novel in the modern sense
of the word"?

¢. How does this extract complicate the reading experience of the text?

OE-318-A-20

T



