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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.
‘Maera too, and Clymene I saw, and the hateful Eriphyle, who bartered her own husband’s life for lucre. Indeed I could not tell you the tales, nor even give you the names, of all the great men’s wives and daughters whom I saw, for before I had done the livelong night would have slipped away.
But now the time has come for me to go and sleep, whether I join my crew on board or remain in your palace. As for my journey, I leave the arrangements in the gods’ hands and in yours.’
Odysseus came to a stop. And such was the spell he had cast on the entire company that not a sound was heard in the whole length of the shadowy hall, till white-armed Arete broke the silence at last.
‘Phaeacians,’ she said ‘what is your verdict, now that you have seen the looks and stature of our guest and have sampled his wisdom? My guest, I should have said. But each of you shares in the honour. So do not send him on his way with undue haste, nor stint your generosity to one who stands in such sore need.’


2.
For as a reaper lopping off the close-packed corn-ears
Beneath the burning sun reaps golden-yellow ploughland,
He shall cut down with raised steel bodies of Trojan-born.
Run, spindles, drawing out the weft, run on.
Scamander’s wave shall witness to his great virtues,
Which spreads out every way in the swift Hellespont
And whose course he will choke with slaughtered heaps of bodies,
Warming the deep river with intermingled blood.
Run, spindles, drawing out the weft, run on.
Last witness will be the prize given him even in death
When heaped up in a lofty mound his rounded tomb
Duly receives the snow-white limbs of a butchered virgin.
Run, spindles, drawing out the weft, run on.
For soon as Fortune grants the weary Achaeans means
To undo Neptune’s knot around the Dardan city,
His high tomb will be drenched in Polyxena’s blood,
Who, like a slain beast falling to the two-edged sword,
Shall lay down, sinking to her knees, a headless body.


3.
‘I must be the first to tell you, poor friend, of a terrible grief. Hylas  has not returned safe from his trip to the spring, but bandits have seized him, and are carrying him off, or wild beasts are tearing him. I heard his cries.’
When Herakles heard this, sweat poured down over his temples and deep in his body the dark blood boiled. In a rage he threw the fir-tree to the ground and ran wildly wherever his feet led him. As when a bull is stung by a gladfly and rushes off, abandoning the meadows and the marshes, and has no thought for the keepers or the herd, but runs without resting or sometimes stops and lifts its broad neck to bellow in distress at the bite of the cruel fly, so in his rage did Herakles’ legs move swiftly and without pausing, but sometimes he would break off his labour and in a loud voice give off cries which reached far into the distance.


4. 
Cadmus obeys, and with his plough’s deep share
Opens wide furrows, then across the soil
Scatters the teeth, the seed of humankind.
The tilth (beyond belief!) began to stir:
First from the furrows points of spears were seen,
Next helmets, bright with nodding painted plumes,
Then shoulders, chests and weapon-laden arms
Arose, a  growing crop of men in mail.
So, when the curtain at a theatre
Is raised, figures rise up, their faces first,
Then gradually the rest, until at last,
Drawn slowly, smoothly up, they stand revealed
Complete, their feet placed on the fringe below.
In fear of these new foeman Cadmus sprang
To arms. ‘Lay down your arms!’ a warrior cried,
One of the earth-born regiment, ‘Take no part
In civil strife.’ So saying, with his sword
He felled a soil-sprung brother by his side,
Then fell himself, struck by a far-flung lance.


5.
‘So the news they brought me was true, unhappy Dido? They told me you were dead and had ended your life with the sword. Alas! Alas! Was I the cause of your dying? I swear by the stars, by the gods above, by whatever there is to swear by in the depths of the earth, it was against my will, O queen, that I left your shore. It was the stern authority of the commands of the gods that drove me on, as it drives me now through the shades of this dark night in this foul and mouldering place. I could not have believed that my leaving would cause you such sorrow. Do not move away. Do not leave my sight. Who are you running from? Fate has decreed that I shall not speak to you again.’ With these words Aeneas, shedding tears, tried to comfort that burning spirit, but grim-faced she kept her eyes upon the ground and did not look at him. Her features moved no more when he began to speak than if she had been a block of flint or Parian marble quarried on Mount Marpessus.
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But look! the Arcadian with his double axe,
Raging for doom beyond his destiny,
Cried ‘Learn how far the weapons of a man
Surpass a girl’s and leave this task to me!
Even though Diana shields him from the blow,
Despite Diana, mine shall lay him low!’
Such was Ancaeus’ braggart brazen boast,
And raising in both hands his double axe
He balanced on his feet and stood tiptoe.
Brave and bold! but the beast struck first and plunged
Both tusks high in his groin, the shortest road
to death, and down he fell and, disembowelled,
His guts gushed out and soaked the ground with gore.
Pirithous, Ixion’s son, strode out
To meet the foe, but Theseus cried out ‘Hold back!
Twin soul of mine, life dearer than mine own!
Brave men may keep their distance. His rash heart
Destroyed Ancaeus.’ As he spoke, he hurled
His heavy cornel spear with its point of bronze,
Well aimed and bound to reach its mark, had not
A leafy branch of chestnut blocked its flight.

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.	Does the conventionality of early Greek hexameter poetry serve as a barrier to creativity?

2. 	How important is it to consider the internal audience when studying epic poetry?

3. 	‘Vergil had little talent for the creation of personalities.’ Discuss (with comparison with Homer if you wish).

4. 	‘Ovid’s problem is that he can never be serious about anything for too long’. Is this a valid criticism of the Metamorphoses?
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