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Part 1.  Answer TWO (2) of the following questions in essay form.  Write in paragraphs and 
illustrate your main ideas with reference to specific works. (20 pts each x 2 = 40 pts) 
 
1. Identify several characters from the General Prologue of Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales.  Comment on 

the positive/negative values these characters embody. 
 
2. Characterize Milton’s Satan from Paradise Lost.  Do you consider Satan to be a tragic figure?  Why 

or why not? 
 
3. According to Joseph Conrad, “art itself may be defined as a single-minded attempt to render the highest 

kind o justice to the visible universe by bringing to light the truth…underlying its every aspect.”  How 
is this definition illustrated in Heart of Darkness? 

 
 
Part 2.  Answer TWO (2) of the following questions in essay form.  Write in paragraphs and 
illustrate your main ideas with reference to specific works.  (20 pts each x 2 = 40 pts) 
 
1. Identify several ways in which Benjamin Franklin is a representative figure of his age.  Refer to his 

Autobiography to illustrate your views. 
 
2. Comment on the issue of authority in Mark Twain’s The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. 
 
3. Select one of the works of Flannery O’Conner and discuss it in terms of theme and style. 
 
 
Part 3.  Identify, paraphrase (put into your own words) and comment on ONE (1) of the following (20 
pts.): 
 
1. Complacencies of the peignoir, and late 

Coffee and oranges in a sunny chair, 
And the green freedom of a cockatoo 
Upon a rug mingle to dissipate 
The holy hush of ancient sacrifice. 
She dreams a little, and she feels the dark 
Encroachment of that old catastrophe, 
As a calm darkens among water-lights. 
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The pungent oranges and bright, green wings 
Seem things in some procession of the dead, 
Winding across wide water, without sound. 
The day is like wide water, without sound, 
Stilled for the passing of her dreaming feet 
Over the seas, to silent Palestine, 
Dominion of the blood and sepulcher.  
 

2. When my love swears that she is made of truth, 
I do believe her, though I know she lies, 
That she might think me some untutored youth, 
Unlearned in the world’s false subtleties. 
Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young, 
Although she knows my days are past the best, 
Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue: 
On both sides thus is simple truth suppressed. 
But wherefore says she not she is unjust? 
And wherefore say not I that I am old? 
Oh, love’s best habit is in seeming trust, 
And age in love loves not to have years told. 
Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 
And in our faults by lies we flattered be.   

 

 

 

 
 


