	[bookmark: _GoBack]UNIVERSITY OF WALES:
TRINITY SAINT DAVID

	[image: TSD_logo2010_mono]
	PRIFYSGOL CYMRU:
Y DRINDOD DEWI SANT



	LOCATION: LAMPETER 
	LLEOLIAD:  LLAMBED

	LEVEL 4/5/6/7
	LEFEL 4/5/6/7

	EXAMINATION PERIOD
	CYFNOD ARHOLIADAU

	January 2013
	IONAWR 2013



MODULE CODE: CLCS5001
THE MUSES’ PLAYGROUND: EPIC IN ANTIQUITY
TIME:  2 HOURS 
answer tHREE QUESTIONS IN sECTION A AND ONE QUESTION IN SECTION B.


Equipment or materials required – None
Adnoddau neu ddefnyddiau sydd eu hangen - Dim





ANSWER BOTH SECTION A AND SECTION B.  BOTH SECTIONS ARE OF EQUAL VALUE.

Candidates should ensure that they avoid repetition of material
in their answers to different sections.


SECTION A 


Select three of the following and comment on the context and content of each.

1. But when they had put from them the desire of food and drink, then to Demodocus said Odysseus of many wiles: “Demodocus, verily above all mortal men do I praise thee, whether it was the Muse, the daughter of Zeus, that taught thee, or Apollo; for well and truly dost thou sing of the fate of the Achaeans,  all that they wrought and suffered, and all the toils they endured, as though haply thou hadst thyself been present, or hadst heard the tale from another. But come now, change thy theme, and sing of the building of the horse of wood, which Epeius made with Athena's help, the horse which once Odysseus led up into the citadel as a thing of guile,  when he had filled it with the men who sacked Ilios. If thou dost indeed tell me this tale aright, I will declare to all mankind that the god has of a ready heart granted thee the gift of divine song.” So he spoke, and the minstrel, moved by the god, began, and let his song be heard [...]. 


2. The queen was lingering in her chamber and the Carthaginian leaders waited at her door. There, resplendent in its purple and gold, stood her loud-hoofed, high-mettled horse champing its foaming bit. She came at last with a great entourage thronging round her. She was wearing a Sidonian cloak with an embroidered hem. Her quiver was of gold. Gold was the clasp that gathered up her hair and her purple tunic was fastened with a golden brooch. Nor was the Trojan company slow to move forward, Ascanius with them in high glee. Aeneas himself marched at their head, the most splendid of them all, as he brought his men to join the queen’s. He was like Apollo leaving his winter home in Lycia and the waters of the river Xanthus to visit his mother at Delos, there to start the dancing again, while all around the altars gather noisy throngs of Creatans and Dryopes and painted Agathyrsians; the god himself strides the ridges of Mount Cynthus, his streaming hair caught up and shaped into a soft garland of green and twined round a band of gold, and the arrows sound on his shoulders – with no less vigour moved Aeneas and his face shone with equal radiance and grace. 


3. Thus she spoke, and from her eyes shed copious tears. And as a bondmaid steals away from a wealthy house, whom fate has lately severed from her native land, nor yet has she made trial of grievous toil, but still unschooled to misery and shrinking in terror from slavish tasks, goes about beneath the cruel hands of a mistress; even so the lovely maiden rushed forth from her home. But to her the bolts of the doors gave way self-moved, leaping backwards at the swift strains of her magic song. And with bare feet she sped along the narrow paths, with her left hand holding her robe over her brow to veil her face and fair cheeks, and with her right lifting up the hem of her tunic. Quickly along the dark track, outside the towers of the spacious city, did she come in fear; nor did any of the warders note her, but she sped on unseen by them. Thence she was minded to go to the temple; for well she knew the way, having often aforetime wandered there in quest of corpses and noxious roots of the earth, as a sorceress is wont to do; and her soul fluttered with quivering fear. 


4. There was a pool, limpid and silvery, 
whither no shepherd came nor any herd, 
nor mountain goat; and never bird nor beast 
nor falling branch disturbed its shining peace;
grass grew around it, by the water fed, 
and trees to shield it from the warming sun.
Here – for the chase and heat had wearied him – 
the boy lay down, charmed by the quiet pool,
and while he slaked his thirst, another thirst
grew; as he drank he saw before his eyes 
a form, a face, and loved with leaping heart
a hope unreal and thought the shape was real.
Spellbound he saw himself, and motionless
lay like a marble statue staring down. 


5. We were terrified and lost no time in taking the fugitive aboard – he had suffered enough – and making our escape. Keeping silence as we cut the cables we churned the surface of the sea, leaning forward and straining at the oars.  [...] We saw the brotherhood of Etna standing there helpless, each with his one eye glaring and head held high in the sky, a fearsome gathering, standing like high-topped mountain oaks or cone-bearing cypresses in Jupiter’s soaring forest or the grove of Diana. With terror driving us along we let the sheets full out and filled our sails with whatever wind was blowing. This is what Helenus had told us not to do. He had advised us that it was a narrow passage between Scylla and Charybdis with death on either side if I did not hold a steady course. I resolved to turn about, and sure enough the north wind came to our rescue.


6. […] So he spoke, exposed 
and held aloft the covered head. Already his appearance, drooping 
in death, had altered the form of the familiar face.
Caesar at the first sight did not condemn the gift
and turn away his eyes; he lingered till he could believe the face;
and when he saw the confirmation of the crime and thought it now
was safe to be the loving father-in-law, he poured out tears which fell
not of their own accord, and squeezed out groans from his happy 
breast, not able to conceal his mind’s conspicuous joy
except by tears, and he destroys the tyrant’s savage 
service, preferring to lament his son-in-law’s torn-off head
than be in debt for it. The man who trampled on the Senate’s 
limbs with face unmoved, who saw the fields of Emathia
with dry eye, to you alone, Magnus, does not dare 
refuse laments. […]


7. 

SECTION B 

Write an essay on one of the following titles.  You must ensure that you do not choose questions which will involve the repetition of any significant amount of material from any of your answers in Section A.

1. Scholars continue to discuss Lucan’s attitude to the emperor Nero. Discuss critically why there is room for such a debate, with relevant references to the text of the Civil War.
2. What are the effects of Lucan’s battle descriptions? Consider critically Lucan’s characterisation of warfare and its connections to earlier and contemporary literature.
3. Evaluate how and to what effect humour is included in Ovid’s Metamorphoses, providing relevant examples.
4. Why does Ovid present his Metamorphoses as a carmen perpetuum (‘continuous song’) and how does this compare to earlier epic poetry?
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