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answer tWO QUESTIONS IN sECTION A AND ONE QUESTION IN SECTION B.
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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 

[bookmark: _GoBack]Select two of the following and comment on the context and content of each.
1.
He found them listening in silence to a song which their admirable bard was singing to them about the Achaeans’ return from Troy and the disasters that Pallas Athene made them suffer. In her room upstairs Penelope, wise daughter of Icarius, caught the words of his stirring ballad and came down from her quarters by the steep staircase, not alone, but with two waiting-women in attendance. Face to face with her suitors the great lady drew a fold of her bright head-dress over her cheeks and took her stand by a pillar of the massive roof, with one of her faithful maids on either side. Then, bursting into tears, she broke in on the worthy minstrel.
‘Phemius’ she said, ‘with your knowledge of the ballads that poets have made about the deeds of men or gods you could enchant us with many other tales than this. Choose one of those now for your audience here, and let them drink their wine in peace. But give us no more of your present song. It is too sad: it never fails to wring my heart.’”


2. 
None tills the soil, the necks of oxen become soft.
No low-grown vine is cleared of weeds by bent-pronged rake.
No bullock cleaves the clod with deep-driven ploughshare.
No pruner’s hook thins out the shade of leafy trees.
Slovenly rust attacks the solitary ploughs.
The king’s own quarters, though, far as the sumptuous
Palace stretched backward, shine with lustrous gold and silver.
Ivory gleams on thrones, cups glow upon the board,
The whole house revels in the glint of royal treasure.
Indeed, there in the midst, the Goddess’s bridal
Divan is placed, inlaid with Indian tooth and spread
With woven purple dipped in rosy murex dye.
This coverlet, embroidered with old-time human figures,
Reveals with wondrous art the virtues of heroes.
There, staring out from Dia’s surf-resounding shore
And watching Theseus sailing off with his fast fleet,
Is Ariadne, nursing at heart unmastered passions,

3. 
Dido in all her beauty would hold a sacred dish in her right hand and would pour wine from it between the horns of a white cow or she would walk in state to richly smoking altars before the faces of the gods, renewing her offerings all day long, and when the bellies of the victims were opened she would stare into their breathing entrails to read the signs. But priests, as we know, are ignorant. What use are prayers and shrines to a passionate woman? The flame was eating the soft marrow of her bones and the wound lived quietly under her breast. Dido was on fire with love and wandered all over the city in her misery and madness like a wounded deer which a shepherd hunting in the woods of Crete has caught off guard, striking her from a long range with steel-tipped shaft; the arrow flies and is left in her body without his knowing it; she runs away all over the wooded slopes of Mount Dicte, and sticking in her side is the arrow that will bring her death.


4. 
In the midst of all this the queen summoned her warships by rattling her Egyptian timbrels – she was not yet seeing the two snakes there at her back -  while Anubis barked and all manner of monstrous gods levelled their weapons at Neptune and Venus and Minerva. There in the eye of battle raged Mars, engraved in iron, the grim Furies swooped from the sky and jubilant Discord strode along in her torn cloak with Bellona at her heels cracking her bloody whip. But high on the headland of Actium, Apollo saw it all and was drawing his bow. In terror at the sight the whole of Egypt and of India, all the Arabians and all the Shebans were turning tail and the queen herself could be seen calling for winds and setting her sails by them. She had untied the sail-ropes and was even now paying them out. There in all the slaughter the God of Fire had set her, pale with the pallor of approaching death, driven over the waves by the Iapygian winds blowing off Calabria. Opposite her he had fashioned the Nile with grief in every line of his grey body, opening his robes and with every fold of drapery beckoning his defeated people into his blue-grey breast and the secret waters of his river.
5. 
He crouched down low at Jason’s feet, fitted the arrow-notch to the bow-string, and stretching the bow wide in his two hands shot straight at Medea. Her spirit was seized by speechless stupor. Eros darted back out of the high-roofed palace with a mocking laugh, but his arrow burned deep in the girl’s heart like a flame. Full at Jason her glances shot, and the wearying pain scattered all prudent thoughts from her chest; she could think of nothing else, and her spirit was flooded with a sweet aching. As when a woman heaps up twigs around a burning brand - a poor woman who must live from working wool - so that she might have light in her dwelling at night as she sits very close to the fire, and a fierce flame spurts up from the small brand and consumes all the twigs, just so was the destructive love which crouched unobserved and burnt in Medea’s heart.

6.
He sees the loose disorder of her hair
And thinks what if it were neat and elegant!
He sees her eyes shining like stars, her lips –
But looking’s not enough! – her fingers, hands,
Her wrists, her half-bare arms – how exquisite!
And sure her hidden charms are best! But she
Flies swifter than the lightfoot wind nor stops
To hear him calling: ‘Stay, sweet nymph! Oh, stay!
I am no foe to fear. Lambs flee from wolves
And hinds from lions, and the fluttering doves
From eagles; every creature flees its foes.
But love spurs my pursuit. Oh, you will fall
And briars graze your legs- for shame! – and I,
Alas, the cause of your distress! The ground
You race across is rough. You run too fast!
Check your swift flight, and I’ll not chase so fast.
Yet ask who loves you. No rough forester
Am I, no unkempt shepherd guarding here
Her flocks and herds. You do not know – you fly,
You madcap girl, because you do not know.’
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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. Are we meant to think less well of Aeneas for his behaviour in the final duel?
2.  “Epic is written from the perspective of the winners; it can have no sympathy for the losers.” Discuss, with examples drawn from texts you have studied.
3. Homer has been described as the “pathfinder of tragedy”. With reference to one or two texts, analyse the effects of engagement with tragedy in the epic genre after Homer.
4. “Epic is typified by a drive towards order.” Discuss.
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