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In the following there are three literary excerpts from English and American literature. Please
analyze TWO of them by any one of the following terms: point of view, irony, paradox, tone,
structure, theme.

A. Poem (by Robert Frost)

Whose woods these are | think 1 know.
His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark, and deep.
But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before 1 sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.

B. Drama (by Oscar Wilde, The Importance of Being Earnest)

Jack. [In a pathetic voice.] Miss Prism, more is restored to you than this hand-bag. I was the baby you
placed in it.

Miss Prism. [Amazed.] You?

Jack. [Embracing her.] Yes... mother!

Miss Prism. [Recoiling in indignant astonishment.] Mr. Worthing! I am unmarried

Jack. Unmarried! I do not deny that is a serious blow. But after all, who has the right to cast a stone
against one who has suffered? Cannot repentance wipe out an act of folly? Why should there be one
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law for men, and another for women? Mother, | forgive you. [Tries to embrace her again.]

Miss Prism. [Still more indignant.] Mr. Worthing, there is some error. [Pointing to Lady Bracknell.]
There is the lady who can tell you who you really are.

Jack. [After a pause.] Lady Bracknell, I hate to seem inquisitive, but would you kindly inform me who
| am?

Lady Bracknell. I am afraid that the news | have to give you will not altogether please you. You are the
son of my poor sister, Mrs. Moncrieff, and consequently Algernon’s elder brother.

Jack. Algy’s elder brother! Then | have a brother after all. I knew | had a brother! I always said | had a
brother! Cecily, - how could you have ever doubted that | had a brother? [Seizes hold of Algernon.] Dr.
Chasuble, my unfortunate brother. Miss Prism, my unfortunate brother. Gwendolen, my unfortunate
brother. Algy, you young scoundrel, you will have to treat me with more respect in the future. You have
never behaved to me like a brother in all your life.

Algernon. Well, not till to-day, old boy, | admit. I did my best, however, though | was out of practice.
[Shakes hands.]

Gwendolen. [To Jack.] My own! But what own are you? What is your Christian name, now that you
have become some one else?

Jack. Good heavens!... | had quite forgotten that point. Your decision on the subject of my name is
irrevocable, | suppose?

Gwendolen. | never change, except in my affections.

Cecily. What a noble nature you have, Gwendolen!

Jack. Then the question had better be cleared up at once. Aunt Augusta, a moment. At the time when
Miss Prism left me in the hand-bag, had | been christened already?

Lady Bracknell. Every luxury that money could buy, including christening, had been lavished on you
by your fond and doting parents.

Jack. Then | was christened! That is settled. Now, what name was | given? Let me know the worst.
Lady Bracknell. Being the eldest son you were naturally christened after your father.

Jack. [Irritably.] Yes, but what was my father’s Christian name?

Lady Bracknell. [Meditatively.] | cannot at the present moment recall what the General’s Christian
name was. But | have no doubt he had one. He was eccentric, | admit. But only in later years. And that
was the result of the Indian climate, and marriage, and indigestion, and other things of that kind.

Jack. Algy! Can’t you recollect what our father’s Christian name was?

Algernon. My dear boy, we were never even on speaking terms. He died before | was a year old.

Jack. His name would appear in the Army Lists of the period, | suppose, Aunt Augusta?

Lady Bracknell. The General was essentially a man of peace, except in his domestic life. But | have no
doubt his name would appear in any military directory.
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Jack. The Army Lists of the last forty years are here. These delightful records should have been my
constant study. [Rushes to bookcase and tears the books out.] M. Generals... Mallam, Maxbohm,
Magley, what ghastly names they have - Markby, Migsby, Mobbs, Moncrieff! Lieutenant 1840, Captain,
Lieutenant-Colonel, Colonel, General 1869, Christian names, Ernest John. [Puts book very quietly
down and speaks quite calmly.] I always told you, Gwendolen, my name was Ernest, didn’t I? Well, it
is Ernest after all. | mean it naturally is Ernest.

Lady Bracknell. Yes, | remember now that the General was called Ernest, | knew | had some particular
reason for disliking the name.

Gwendolen. Ernest! My own Ernest! | felt from the first that you could have no other name!

Jack. Gwendolen, it is a terrible thing for a man to find out suddenly that all his life he has been
speaking nothing but the truth. Can you forgive me?

Gwendolen. | can. For | feel that you are sure to change.

Jack. My own one!

Chasuble. [To Miss Prism.] Laetitia! [Embraces her]

Miss Prism. [Enthusiastically.] Frederick! At last!

Algernon. Cecily! [Embraces her.] At last!

Jack. Gwendolen! [Embraces her.] At last!

Lady Bracknell. My nephew, you seem to be displaying signs of triviality.

Jack. On the contrary, Aunt Augusta, I’ve now realised for the first time in my life the vital Importance
of Being Earnest.

C. Fiction (by Mark Twain, The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn)

YOU don’t know about me without you have read a book by the name of The Adventures of Tom
Sawyer; but that ain’t no matter. That book was made by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told the truth, mainly.
There was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth. That is nothing. | never seen
anybody but lied one time or another, without it was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or maybe Mary. Aunt
Polly — Tom’s Aunt Polly, she is — and Mary, and the Widow Douglas is all told about in that book,
which is mostly a true book, with some stretchers, as | said before.

Now the way that the book winds up is this: Tom and me found the money that the robbers hid in
the cave, and it made us rich. We got six thousand dollars apiece — all gold. It was an awful sight of
money when it was piled up. Well, Judge Thatcher he took it and put it out at interest, and it fetched us
a dollar a day apiece all the year round — more than a body could tell what to do with. The Widow
Douglas she took me for her son, and allowed she would sivilize me; but it was rough living in the
house all the time, considering how dismal regular and decent the widow was in all her ways; and so
when | couldn’t stand it no longer I lit out. | got into my old rags and my sugar-hogshead again, and
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was free and satisfied. But Tom Sawyer he hunted me up and said he was going to start a band of
robbers, and | might join if I would go back to the widow and be respectable. So | went back.

The widow she cried over me, and called me a poor lost lamb, and she called me a lot of other
names, too, but she never meant no harm by it. She put me in them new clothes again, and I couldn’t
do nothing but sweat and sweat, and feel all cramped up. Well, then, the old thing commenced again.
The widow rung a bell for supper, and you had to come to time. When you got to the table you couldn’t
go right to eating, but you had to wait for the widow to tuck down her head and grumble a little over
the victuals, though there warn’t really anything the matter with them, — that is, nothing only
everything was cooked by itself. In a barrel of odds and ends it is different; things get mixed up, and
the juice kind of swaps around, and the things go better.

After supper she got out her book and learned me about Moses and the Bulrushers, and | was in a
sweat to find out all about him; but by and by she let it out that Moses had been dead a considerable
long time; so then | didn’t care no more about him, because | don’t take no stock in dead people.

Pretty soon | wanted to smoke, and asked the widow to let me. But she wouldn’t. She said it was
a mean practice and wasn’t clean, and | must try to not do it any more. That is just the way with some
people. They get down on a thing when they don’t know nothing about it. Here she was a-bothering
about Moses, which was no kin to her, and no use to anybody, being gone, you see, yet finding a power
of fault with me for doing a thing that had some good in it. And she took snuff, too; of course that was
all right, because she done it herself.
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Please write an essay describing how you would teach TWO out of the above three passages to any one
class of a secondary school English course or English Department in college. You need to explain the
detail of the teaching procedure from beginning to end. What would be your emphases? How do you
create a more communicative atmosphere to improve your students’ listening and speaking ability?




