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1) HAMLET
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,
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;
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;
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,
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
No traveller 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
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.--Soft you now!
The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons
Be all my sins remember'd.



2..                Lear. Know that we have divided  
In three our kingdom: and 'tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our age; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawl toward death. Our son of  Cornwall, 
And you, our no less loving son of  Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish  
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love, 
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. Tell me, my daughters,- 
Since now we will divest us both of  rule, 
Interest of  territory, cares of  state,- 
Which of  you shall we say doth love us most? 
That we our largest bounty may extend  
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril, 
Our eldest-born, speak first.   
 
 
Gon. Sir, I love you more than words can wield the matter; 
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare;  
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour; 
As much as child e'er loved, or father found;  
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable; 
Beyond all manner of  so much I love you.  
 
Cord. {Aside}   
Love, and be silent.  
 
Lear. Of  all these bounds, even from this line to this, 
With shadowy forests and with champains rich'd, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 
We make thee lady: to thine and Albany's issue 
Be this perpetual. What says our second daughter, 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.  
 
Reg. Sir, I am made  
Of  the self-same metal that my sister is, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find she names my very deed of  love; 
Only she comes too short: that I profess 
Myself  an enemy to all other joys, 
Which the most precious square of  sense possesses; 
And find I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness' love.  
 
Cord. {Aside}  
And yet not so; since, I am sure, my love's 
More richer than my tongue.  
 
Lear. To thee and thine hereditary ever  
Remain this ample third of  our fair kingdom; 
No less in space, validity, and pleasure, 
Than that conferr'd on Goneril. Now, our joy, 
Although the last, not least; to whose young love 
The vines of  France and milk of  Burgundy 
Strive to be interess'd; what can you say to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.  
 
Cord. Nothing, my lord.  
 
Lear. Nothing!  
 
Cord. Nothing.  
 
Lear. Nothing will come of  nothing: speak again.  
 
Cord. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave  
My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty  
According to my bond; nor more nor less. 
(King Lear, 1.1.38-94)

Leir. Dear Gonorill, kind Ragan, sweet Cordella, 
Ye flourishing branches of  a kingly stock, 
Sprung from a tree that once did flourish green, 
Whose blossoms now are nipped with winter's frost, 
And pale grim death doth wait upon my steps, 
And summons me unto his next assizes. 
Therefore, dear daughters, as ye tender the safety 
Of  him that was the cause of  your first being, 
Resolve a doubt which much molests my mind, 
Which of  you three to me would prove most kind; 
Which loves me most, and which at my request 
Will soonest yield unto their father's hest.  
 
Gon. I hope, my gracious father makes no doubt 
Of  any of  his daughters' love to him: 
Yet for my part, to show my zeal to you, 
Which cannot be in windy words rehearsed, 
I prize my love to you at such a rate, 
I think my life inferior to my love. 
Should you enjoin me for to tie a millstone 
About my neck, and leap into the sea, 
At your command I willingly would do it: 
Yea, for to do you good, I would ascend  
The highest turret in all Brittany, 
And from the top leap headlong to the ground: 
Nay, more should you appoint me for to marry  
The meanest vassal in the spacious world, 
Without reply I would accomplish it: 
In brief, command whatever you desire, 
And if  I fail no favour I require.  
 
Leir. O, how my words revive my dying soul!   
 
Cord. O, how I do abhor this flattery!  
 
Leir. But what saith Ragan to her father's will?  
 
Rag. O, that my simple utterance could suffice, 
To tell the true intention of  my heart, 
Which burns in zeal of  duty to your grace, 
And never can be quenched, but by desire 
To show the same in outward forwardness. 
Oh, that there were some other maid that durst 
But make a challenge of  her love with me; 
I would make her soon confess she never loved 
Her father half  so well as I do you. 
Ay then, my deeds should prove in plainer case, 
How much my zeal aboundeth to your grace: 
But for them all, let this one mean suffice, 
To ratify my love before your eyes: 
I have right noble suitors to my love, 
No worse than kings, and haply I love one: 
Yet, would you have me make my choice anew, 
I would bridle fancy, and be ruled by you.  
 
Leir. Did never Philomel sing so sweet a note.  
 
Cord. Did never flatterer tell so false a tale.  
 
Leir. Speak now, Cordella, make my joys at full, 
And drop down nectar from thy honey lips.  
 
Cord. I cannot paint my duty forth in words 
I hope my deeds shall make report for me:  
But look what love the child doth owe the father, 
The same to you I bear, my gracious lord.  
(King Leir, 1.3.28-92)



Holinshed’s Chronicles of  England, Scotland, and Ireland (1577) in 
The Narrative and Dramatic Sources of  Shakespeare, ed. by Geoffrey Bullough, 8 vols (London: 
Routledge, 1957–75), VII.   

After that Leir was fallen into age, the two dukes that had married his two eldest daughters, thinking it long ere 
the government of  the land did come to their hands, arose against him in armor, and reft from him the 
governance of  the land, upon conditions to be continued for term of  life: by the which he was put to his 
portion, that is, to live after a rate assigned to him for the maintenance of  his estate, which in process of  time 
was diminished as well by Maglanus as by Henninus. But the greatest grief  that Leir took was to see the 
unkindness of  his daughters, which seemed to think that all was too much which their father had, the same being 
never so little: in so much that going from the one to the other, he was brought to that misery, that scarcely they 
would allow him one servant to wait upon him. 
In the end, such was the unkindness, or (as I may say) the unnaturalness which he found in his two daughters, 
notwithstanding their fair and pleasant words uttered in time past, that being constrained of  necessity, he fled the 
land and sailed into Gallia, there to seek some comfort of  his youngest daughter Cordeilla, whom beforetime he 
hated. The lady Cordeilla hearing that he was arrived in poor estate, she first sent to him privily a certain sum of  
money to apparel himself  withal, and to retain a certain number of  servants that might attend upon him in 
honourable wise, as appertained to the estate which he had borne: and then so accompanied, she appointed him 
to come to the court, which he did, and was so joyfully, honorably, and lovingly received, both by his son-in-law 
Aganippus, and also by his daughter Cordeilla, that his heart was greatly comforted: for he was no less honored, 
than if  he had been king of  the whole country himself. 
Now when he had informed his son-in-law and his daughter in what sort he had been used by his other 
daughters, Aganippus caused a mighty army to be put in a readiness, and likewise a great navy of  ships to be 
rigged, to pass over into Britain with Leir his father-in law, to see him again restored to his kingdom. It was 
accorded, that Cordeilla should also go with him to take possession of  the land, the which he promised to leave 
unto her, as the rightful inheritor after his decease, notwithstanding any former grant made to her sisters or to 
their husbands in any manner of  wise. 
Hereupon, when this army and navy of  ships were ready, Leir and his daughter Cordeilla with her husband took 
the sea, and arriving in Britain, fought with their enemies, and discomfited them in battle, in the which Maglanus 
and Henninus were slain, and then was Leir restored to his kingdom, which he ruled after this by the space of  
two years, and then died, forty years after he first began to reign. 

3)  

KING LEAR 
Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow! 
You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the cocks! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts, 
Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thunder, 
Smite flat the thick rotundity o' the world! 
Crack nature's moulds, an germens spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man! 
Fool 
O nuncle, court holy-water in a dry 
house is better than this rain-water out o' door. 
Good nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters' blessing: 
here's a night pities neither wise man nor fool. 
KING LEAR 
Rumble thy bellyful! Spit, fire! spout, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness; 



I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no subscription: then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure: here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man: 
But yet I call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high engender'd battles 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O! O! 'tis foul! 
Fool 
He that has a house to put's head in has a good 
head-piece. 
The cod-piece that will house 
Before the head has any, 
The head and he shall louse; 
So beggars marry many. 
The man that makes his toe 
What he his heart should make 
Shall of  a corn cry woe, 
And turn his sleep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair woman but she made 
mouths in a glass. 
KING LEAR 
No, I will be the pattern of  all patience; 
I will say nothing. 
Enter KENT 

KENT 
Who's there? 
Fool 
Marry, here's grace and a cod-piece; that's a wise 
man and a fool. 
KENT 
Alas, sir, are you here? things that love night 
Love not such nights as these; the wrathful skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of  the dark, 
And make them keep their caves: since I was man, 
Such sheets of  fire, such bursts of  horrid thunder, 
Such groans of  roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard: man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction nor the fear. 
KING LEAR 
Let the great gods, 
That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of  justice: hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
Thou perjured, and thou simular man of  virtue 
That art incestuous: caitiff, to pieces shake, 
That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practised on man's life: close pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. I am a man 



More sinn'd against than sinning. 
KENT 
Alack, bare-headed! 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest: 
Repose you there; while I to this hard house-- 
More harder than the stones whereof  'tis raised; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Denied me to come in--return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 
KING LEAR 
My wits begin to turn. 
Come on, my boy: how dost, my boy? art cold? 
I am cold myself. Where is this straw, my fellow? 
The art of  our necessities is strange, 
That can make vile things precious. Come, 
your hovel. 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 
Fool 
[Singing] 
He that has and a little tiny wit-- 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,-- 
Must make content with his fortunes fit, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 
(III.ii) 

Preti Taneja, We Who Are Young (Galley Beggar Press, 2016]) 

This is a modern rewrite that is set in twenty-first Century India; as a whole the rewrite, like Jane Smiley’s A Thousand Acres, 
focuses on the justifications the daughters have for the treatment of  their father. The scene below corresponds to the storm scene in 
Lear. It is set in an Indian slum, which are often flooded with sewage during the rainy season. 
–––––– S.H.   

After the portent of  sand and the warning of  thunder, the dark sky finally cracks.  
The lightning comes at them: a tongue lashing from a bitter old mother, disappointed in her child. The 

rain pelts as if  the Gods are weeping with rage against the cowering earth, and they do cower (Indian slum-
inhabitants), all of  them, as the sand beneath them turns to swamp, and then becomes submerged, as the filthy 
gaps between their shacks become rivers, as the sewage rises in the open drains and floods through their hovels, 
bringing with it the desperately swimming rats, big as monkeys, tails propelling them furiously against the night. 
The men climb higher to the top parts of  the roofs to make more room for arrivals, everyone taking shelter with 
each other, trying to save themselves from drowning by baring their heads to the flashing sky.  

So they have a balcony view when a man (Lear) and an old woman (his mother, akin to the Fool) 
come slip-sliding down the hill that leads from the hotel (Lear owns a hotel chain like Hilton) to the slum. 
They appear like puppets in the great drama of  the night, ghosts descending to hell, and even in this night, the 
mass of  wet flesh around him shrinks back as if  the curse of  these mad ones is coming for. The tiny figures get 
closer; their mouths open in ragged screams, snatched from them by the night so they seem to be mouthing like 
dumb animals at the deaf, blind heavens. The watchers are stunned, cannot move for the rain above and the 
sewage below, then the two and a third get nearer and nearer them, and he sees them Devraj and Nanu (The 
Fool). Papaji! (Lear) Nanu’s old skin has turned amphibious, water running down every wrinkle as if  she herself  
is the land and the riverbed, the monster come to life. Her eyes are wide and bloodshot, she is shivering, 
clutching her handbag, her pearls, her chiffon green sari stuck to her horribly, a parody of  a Hindi film heroine in 
a deranged love scene. Devraj Papaji is covered in stinking shit, he has fallen and risen, fighting against the tide 
of  filth that is streaming around him. He raises his hands as he reaches them, and men reach down to pull him to 



safety, to drag Nanu up alongside them, and with no thought for himself, jumps into the dark river to help lift. 
He cannot bear the weight of  Devraj and falls back into the muck, his head submerges, feeling death brush past 
him with the bodies of  the rats, he wants to scream but some last instinct of  self-preservation stops him from 
opening his mouth.  

He surfaces. His Godfather, the man who gave him his name, stands above him and he raises his hand 
to clutch at his shirt, and misses, and gestures to be pulled up, but no one sees. He struggles to his knees, his 
Godfather’s voice crashing above his head, challenging the thunder and the night, electrified with the energy 
flashing all around him, the rain drumrolling on the tin roofs, the stench rising around them, sulphurous, deadly. 
Devraj refuses all hands to safety, calling down the storm upon his own head, calling for the world to be struck 
flat; it’s a curse, cry the men as they huddle together, hands trying to lift him, cursing him in turn for not 
responding to their help.  

He shakes them off  and stands against the night, the rubbish catching around his body, knee deep in 
glass bottles embossed with the Company labels, packaging and plastic from the rooms upstairs. Nanu has been 
pulled to safety, she crouches above his head on the rooftop like an owl, and he climbs beside her trying to warm 
her even as she shrinks from his touch. They look down on Devraj, the man who has always been at the top of  
the world as he rages against the night, against his daughters, against the wind, calling it to blow harder, his body 
seems to buckle as he pits all his strength into his rage, commanding the storm as if  it was his daughter let loose. 
He looks tiny, the rising waters coming for his chest; mouth open and head soaked. He watches in amazement, as 
if  at a play; it is unbearable to see this man, who he loves, come to this. 

He feels he must be dreaming, as the wind snatches his Papaji’s words. All he can think is, Bubu, Rita, 
what have you done? Gita. My God, Gita, what have you done? 
 Nanu shouts down to Devraj, and the night brings it to him – go back inside, just ask them, talk to 
them, munna karo, touch their feet if  you have to, this night will kill us whether we are rich or poor! But the 
tirade continues, and so does the storm, two cousins of  pain, one above, one below, and the men, women and 
children stranded on a rooftop in the middle of  the slum, a tiny boat against the flood. 
 Papaji cries out again, sinking to the dirt, the water rising around his chest. The old man doesn’t seem to 
care, he’s enjoying it, calling to it more, splashing about like a child in a pond, challenging it against his daughters. 
Again he thinks, my God, what have they done? Papaji just keeps repeating, kya bunige mera? I am dying, I am 
old, I am nothing, my old friends who have become my daughters’ monkeys, how could they come against me 
like this, I with my hair so white and getting so tired?  
 Finally they manage to lift him, the last of  his words have left him weak. They drag him to shelter and 
Nanu is waiting, she tries to put her arm around Papaji. She gibbers at him, scolding him for being lead with his 
lower parts instead of  with his brain, letting himself  be follow his toe and not his heart. “You are like a man with 
many wives and nothing left to sustain himself  with,” she says, “you always thought Rita was kind, were you too 
busy looking in the mirror to see her vanity? Who is a reflection of  who?” 
 “Devraj, Sir, Devraj!” In the wildness of  the night another man (Kent) has appeared battling, and calls 
out to them all on their rooftop. He climbs up to where they sit and goes among them, rain lashed, calling for Sir. 
  

“Chup karo chup, I will not speak,” says Papaji, smiling like a crafty Buddha. “I too can say nothing.” 
The servant crouches down, and he recognises the man who was chained. “Sir, please come with me, to 

dry place, a safe place, we must get you inside, please, come, I have never seen a storm like this, it is too much.”  

 



4) Editing Task: 

Bad Q: 1603 

  

To be, or not to be, Ay there's the point, 

To Die, to sleep, is that all? Aye all: 
No, to sleep, to dream, aye marry there it goes, 
For in that dream of  death, when we awake, 
And borne before an everlasting Judge, 
From whence no passenger ever returned, 
The undiscovered country, at whose sight 
The happy smile, and the accursed damn'd. 
But for this, the joyful hope of  this, 
Who'd bear the scorns and flattery of  the world, 
Scorned by the right rich, the rich cursed of  the poor? 
The widow being oppressed, the orphan wrong'd, 
The taste of  hunger, or a tyrants reign, 
And thousand more calamities besides, 
To grunt and sweat under this weary life, 
When that he may his full Quietus make, 
With a bare bodkin, who would this endure, 
But for a hope of  something after death? 
Which puzzles the brain, and doth confound the sense, 
Which makes us rather bear those evils we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 
Aye that, O this conscience makes cowards of  us all, 
Lady in thy orizons, be all my sins remembered 



5) Donne ‘Elegy XIX’ (1669) 

Come, madam, come, all rest my powers defy, 
Until I labor, I in labor lie. 
The foe oft-times having the foe in sight, 
Is tired with standing though he never fight. 
Off  with that girdle, like heaven's zone glistering, 
But a far fairer world encompassing. 
Unpin that spangled breastplate which you wear, 
That th' eyes of  busy fools may be stopped there. 
Unlace yourself, for that harmonious chime 
Tells me from you that now it is bed time. 
Off  with that happy busk, which I envy, 
That still can be, and still can stand so nigh. 
Your gown, going off, such beauteous state reveals, 
as when from flowry meads th' hill's shadow steals. 
Off  with that wiry coronet and show 
The hairy diadem which on you doth grow: 
Now off  with those shoes, and then safely tread 
In this love's hallowed temple, this soft bed. 
In such white robes, heaven's angels used to be 
Received by men; thou, Angel, bring'st with thee 
A heaven like Mahomet's Paradise; and though 
Ill spirits walk in white, we easily know 
By this these angels from an evil sprite: 
Those set our hairs on end, but these our flesh upright. 
License my roving hands, and let them go 
Before, behind, between, above, below. 
O my America! my new-found-land, 
My kingdom, safeliest when with one man manned, 
My mine of  precious stones, my empery, 
How blest am I in this discovering thee! 
To enter in these bonds is to be free; 
Then where my hand is set, my seal shall be. 
Full nakedness! All joys are due to thee, 
As souls unbodied, bodies unclothed must be 
To taste whole joys. Gems which you women use 
Are like Atlanta's balls, cast in men's views, 
That when a fool's eye lighteth on a gem, 
His earthly soul may covet theirs, not them. 
Like pictures, or like books' gay coverings made 
For lay-men, are all women thus arrayed; 
Themselves are mystic books, which only we 
(Whom their imputed grace will dignify) 
Must see revealed. Then, since that I may know, 
As liberally as to a midwife, show 



Thyself: cast all, yea, this white linen hence, 
There is no penance due to innocence. 
To teach thee, I am naked first; why than, 
what needst thou have more covering than a man? 
1669 

Literary terms (Extracts from Dr Kállay’s List; see J. A. Cudden, A Glossary of  Literary Terms) 

Allegory: A story or visual image with a second distinct meaning partially hidden behind its literal or visible 
meaning. The principal technique of  allegory is personification , whereby abstract qualities are given human 
shape. An allegory may be conceived as a metaphor that is extended into a structured system. 

Alliteration: The repetition of  the same sounds—usually initial consonants of  words or of  stressed syllables—
in any sequence of  neighbouring words: ‘Landscape-lover, lord of  language’ (Tennyson). Such poetry, in which 
alliteration rather than rhyme is the chief  principle of  repetition, is known as alliterative verse 

Characterization: The representation of  persons in narrative and dramatic works. This may include direct 
methods like the attribution of  qualities in description or commentary, and indirect (or ‘dramatic’) methods 
inviting readers to infer qualities from characters' actions, speech, or appearance. 

Consonance: The repetition of  identical or similar consonants in neighbouring words whose vowel sounds are 
different (e.g. coming home , hot foot ). Consonance may be regarded as the counterpart to the vowel-sound 
repetition known as assonance. The term is most commonly used, though, for a special case of  such repetition in 
which the words are identical except for the stressed vowel sound (group/grope, middle/muddle, wonder/wander. 

Couplet: A pair of  rhyming verse lines, usually of  the same length; one of  the most widely used verse forms in 
European poetry. Chaucer established the use of  couplets in English, notably in the Canterbury Tales, using 
rhymed iambic pentameters later known as heroic couplets. A couplet may also stand alone as an epigram , or 
form part of  a larger stanza , or (as in Shakespeare) round off  a sonnet or a dramatic scene. 

Enjambment: The running over of  the sense and grammatical structure from one verse line or couplet to the 
next without a punctuated pause. In an enjambed line (also called a ‘run-on line’), the completion of  a phrase, 
clause, or sentence is held over to the following line so that the line ending is not emphasized as it is in an end-
stopped line. 

Iambic: A metrical unit (foot) of  verse, having one unstressed syllable followed by one stressed syllable. Lines 
of  poetry made up predominantly of  iambs are referred to as iambics or as iambic verse, which is by far the 
most common kind of  metrical verse in English. Its most important form is the 10-syllable iambic pentameter, 
either rhymed (as in heroic couplets, sonnets etc.) or unrhymed in blank verse. 

Metaphor: The most important and widespread figure of  speech, in which one thing, idea, or action is referred 
to by a word or expression normally denoting another thing, idea, or action, so as to suggest some common 
quality shared by the two. In metaphor, this resemblance is assumed as an imaginary identity rather than directly 
stated as a comparison: referring to a man as that pig. Metaphors may also appear as verbs (a talent may blossom) 
or as adjectives (a novice may be green), or in longer idiomatic phrases, e.g. to throw the baby out with the bath-water. 
The use of  metaphor to create new combinations of  ideas is a major feature of  poetry, although it is quite 
possible to write poems without metaphors. 

Metonymy: A figure of  speech that replaces the name of  one thing with the name of  something else closely 
associated with it, e.g. the bottle for alcoholic drink, the press for journalism, skirt for woman. An important kind of  
metonymy is synecdoche. 

Oxymoron: A figure of  speech that combines two usually contradictory terms in a compressed paradox, as in 
the word bittersweet or the phrase living death. 

Symbol: In the simplest sense, anything that stands for or represents something else beyond it—usually an idea 
conventionally associated with it. Objects like flags and crosses can function symbolically; and words are also 



symbols. In literary usage, however, a symbol is a specially evocative kind of  image (see imagery); that is, a word 
or phrase referring to a concrete object, scene, or action which also has some further significance associated with 
it: roses, mountains, birds, and voyages have all been used as common literary symbols. A symbol differs from a 
metaphor in that its application is left open as an unstated suggestion.  



6) Multi-Modality ‘The Tyger’, Songs of  Innocence and Experience  



The Marriage of  Heaven and Hell  (Plates 1-4) 



 



 





7) Emily Dickenson ‘After Great Pain a formal feeling comes’ (372) 

After great pain, a formal feeling comes – 

The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs – 

The stiff  Heart questions ‘was it He, that bore,’ 

And ‘Yesterday, or Centuries before’? 

The Feet, mechanical, go round – 

A Wooden way 

Of  Ground, or Air, or Ought – 

Regardless grown, 

A Quartz contentment, like a stone – 

This is the Hour of  Lead – 

Remembered, if  outlived, 

As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow – 

First – Chill – then Stupor – then the letting go – 



8) MR. EDWARDS AND THE SPIDER 

Robert Lowell 

From The Kenyon Review, Winter 1946, Vol. VIII, No. 1 

I saw the spiders marching through the air, 

Swimming from tree to tree that mildewed day 

In latter August when the hay 

Came creaking to the barn. But where 

The wind is westerly, 

Where gnarled November makes the spiders fly 

Into the apparitions of  the sky, 

They purpose nothing but their ease and die 

Urgently beating east to sunrise and the sea; 

What are we in the hands of  the great God? 

It was in vain you set up thorn and briar  

In battle array against the fire 

And treason crackling in your blood; 

For the wild thorns grow tame 

And will do nothing to oppose the flame; 

Your lacerations tell the losing game 

You play against a sickness past your cure. 

How will the hands be strong? How will the heart endure? 

A very little thing, a little worm, 

Or hourglass-blazoned spider, it is said, 

Can kill a tiger. Will the dead 

Hold up his mirror and affirm 

To the four winds the smell 

And flash of  his authority? It’s well 

If  God who holds you to the pit of  hell, 



Much as one holds a spider, will destroy, 

Baffle and dissipate your soul. As a small boy 

On Windsor Marsh, I saw the spider die 

When thrown into the bowels of  fierce fire: 

There’s no long struggle, no desire 

To get up on its feet and fly 

It stretches out its feet 

And dies. This is the sinner’s last retreat; 

Yes, and no strength exerted on the heat 

Then sinews the abolished will, when sick 

And full of  burning, it will whistle on a brick. 

But who can plumb the sinking of  that soul? 

Josiah Hawley, picture yourself  cast 

Into a brick-kiln where the blast 

Fans your quick vitals to a coal—  

If  measured by a glass, 

How long would it seem burning! Let there pass 

A minute, ten, ten trillion; but the blaze 

Is infinite, eternal: this is death, 

To die and know it. This is the Black Widow, death. 



9) Ernest Hemmingway, The Old Man and the Sea 

10) James Joyce, Ulysses, Chapter 18 

…I’ll put on my best shift and drawers let him have a good eyeful out of  that to make his micky stand for 
him Ill let him know if  thats what he wanted that his wife is fucked yes and damn well fucked too up to my neck 
nearly not by him 5 or 6 times handrunning theres the mark of  his spunk on the clean sheet I wouldnt bother to 
even iron it out that ought to satisfy him if  you dont believe me feel my belly unless I made him stand there and 
put him into me Ive a mind to tell him every scrap and make him do it out in front of  me serve him right its all 
his own fault if  I am an adulteress as the thing in the gallery said O much about it if  thats all the harm ever we 
did in this vale of  tears God knows its not much doesnt everybody only they hide it I suppose thats what a 
woman is supposed to be there for or He wouldnt have made us the way He did so attractive to men then if  he 
wants to kiss my bottom Ill drag open my drawers and bulge it right out in his face as large as life he can stick his 
tongue 7 miles up my hole as hes there my brown part then Ill tell him I want £ 1 or perhaps 30/- Ill tell him I 
want to buy underclothes then if  he gives me that well he wont be too bad I dont want to soak it all out of  him 
like other women do I could often have written out a fine cheque for myself  and write his name on it for a 
couple of  pounds a few times he forgot to lock it up besides he wont spend it Ill let him do it off  on me behind 
provided he doesnt smear all my good drawers O I suppose that cant be helped Ill do the indifferent 1 or 2 
questions Ill know by the answers when hes like that he cant keep a thing back I know every turn in him Ill 
tighten my bottom well and let out a few smutty words smellrump or lick my shit or the first mad thing comes 
into my head then Ill suggest about yes O wait now sonny my turn is coming Ill be quite gay and friendly over it 
O but I was forgetting this bloody pest of  a thing pfooh you wouldnt know which to laugh or cry were such a 
mixture of  plum and apple no Ill have to wear the old things so much the better itll be more pointed hell never 
know whether he did it or not there thats good enough for you any old thing at all then Ill wipe him off  me just 
like a business his omission then Ill go out Ill have him eying up at the ceiling where is she gone now make him 
want me thats the only way a quarter after what an unearthly hour I suppose theyre just getting up in China now 
combing out their pigtails for the day well soon have the nuns ringing the angelus theyve nobody coming in to 
spoil their sleep except an odd priest or two for his night office or the alarmclock next door at cockshout 
clattering the brains out of  itself  let me see if  I can doze off  1 2 3 4 5 what kind of  flowers are those they 
invented like the stars the wallpaper in Lombard street was much nicer the apron he gave me was like that 
something only I only wore it twice better lower this lamp and try again so as I can get up early Ill go to Lambes 
there beside Findlaters and get them to send us some flowers to put about the place in case he brings him home 
tomorrow today I mean no no Fridays an unlucky day first I want to do the place up someway the dust grows in 
it I think while Im asleep then we can have music and cigarettes I can accompany him first I must clean the keys 
of  the piano with milk whatll I wear shall I wear a white rose or those fairy cakes in Liptons I love the smell of  a 
rich big shop at 7 1/2d a lb or the other ones with the cherries in them and the pinky sugar 11d a couple of  lbs 
of  those a nice plant for the middle of  the table Id get that cheaper in wait wheres this I saw them not long ago I 
love flowers Id love to have the whole place swimming in roses God of  heaven theres nothing like nature the 
wild mountains then the sea and the waves rushing then the beautiful country with the fields of  oats and wheat 
and all kinds of  things and all the fine cattle going about that would do your heart good to see rivers and lakes 
and flowers all sorts of  shapes and smells and colours springing up even out of  the ditches primroses and violets 
nature it is as for them saying theres no God I wouldnt give a snap of  my two fingers for all their learning why 
dont they go and create something I often asked him atheists or whatever they call themselves go and wash the 
cobbles off  themselves first then they go howling for the priest and they dying and why why because theyre 
afraid of  hell on account of  their bad conscience ah yes I know them well who was the first person in the 
universe before there was anybody that made it all who ah that they dont know neither do I so there you are they 
might as well try to stop the sun from rising tomorrow the sun shines for you he said the day we were lying 
among the rhododendrons on Howth head in the grey tweed suit and his straw hat the day I got him to propose 
to me yes first I gave him the bit of  seedcake out of  my mouth and it was leapyear like now yes 16 years ago my 



God after that long kiss I near lost my breath yes he said I was a flower of  the mountain yes so we are flowers all 
a womans body yes that was one true thing he said in his life and the sun shines for you today yes that was why I 
liked him because I saw he understood or felt what a woman is and I knew I could always get round him and I 
gave him all the pleasure I could leading him on till he asked me to say yes and I wouldnt answer first only 
looked out over the sea and the sky I was thinking of  so many things he didnt know of  Mulvey and Mr Stanhope 
and Hester and father and old captain Groves and the sailors playing all birds fly and I say stoop and washing up 
dishes they called it on the pier and the sentry in front of  the governors house with the thing round his white 
helmet poor devil half  roasted and the Spanish girls laughing in their shawls and their tall combs and the 
auctions in the morning the Greeks and the jews and the Arabs and the devil knows who else from all the ends 
of  Europe and Duke street and the fowl market all clucking outside Larby Sharons and the poor donkeys 
slipping half  asleep and the vague fellows in the cloaks asleep in the shade on the steps and the big wheels of  the 
carts of  the bulls and the old castle thousands of  years old yes and those handsome Moors all in white and 
turbans like kings asking you to sit down in their little bit of  a shop and Ronda with the old windows of  the 
posadas 2 glancing eyes a lattice hid for her lover to kiss the iron and the wineshops half  open at night and the 
castanets and the night we missed the boat at Algeciras the watchman going about serene with his lamp and O 
that awful deepdown torrent O and the sea the sea crimson sometimes like fire and the glorious sunsets and the 
figtrees in the Alameda gardens yes and all the queer little streets and the pink and blue and yellow houses and 
the rosegardens and the jessamine and geraniums and cactuses and Gibraltar as a girl where I was a Flower of  
the mountain yes when I put the rose in my hair like the Andalusian girls used or shall I wear a red yes and how 
he kissed me under the Moorish wall and I thought well as well him as another and then I asked him with my 
eyes to ask again yes and then he asked me would I yes to say yes my mountain flower and first I put my arms 
around him yes and drew him down to me so he could feel my breasts all perfume yes and his heart was going 
like mad and yes I said yes I will Yes. 
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