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 Information
University of Oslo
Department of Literature, Area Studies and European Languages
Spring 2021
ENG1303 – British Literature
May 19, 09.00-13.00
 
The exam has several questions, and you choose ONE to write an essay about.
The exam must be answered in English.
 
The exam should be written in Word or an equivalent program, and converted into ONE PDF
document before submitting.  You should allow yourself 3-5 minutes before the time runs out to
convert to a PDF and submit your assignment.
 
You can read more about how to convert your file into a PDF
here: https://www.uio.no/english/studies/examinations/submissions/submit-answer/submit-file-
upload.html
 
You can use an online dictionary if needed, we recommend https://www.macmillandictionary.com/
 
You are allowed to use your copies of the primary texts (i.e. the syllabus/pensum texts) to look up
quotations. You should not use the internet to look up other information, or use any other
notes/revision materials.
 
There is no need to cite secondary sources or add a bibliography, however, if you do use any
secondary sources, you must cite the author or title of the text in brackets so as to avoid possible
plagiarism issues
 
Contact information 
If you have technical questions for instance regarding your computer, internet or updates of
browsers, please contact IT Helpdesk: https://www.uio.no/english/services/it/digital-
teaching/helpdesk.html  
 
If you are experiencing technical difficulties during your examination or have further questions,
please call 22 84 10 70 or 22 85 83 92.
 
Good luck with your exam!
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1 Exam questions and submission
Choose ONE to write an essay about.
Extracts A and B are in the same attached PDF document.
Click here to download the PDF document
 
1.    Give an interpretation of T.S. Eliot’s ‘The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock’ (Extract A), paying
particular attention to the use of imagery in the poem. 
 
2.    Explore the representation of violence in ONE or TWO texts from the syllabus.
 
3.    Write an essay on Extract B (from Mrs Dalloway), considering the significance of this extract
in relation to what you take to be the main themes of the novel. 
 
4.    What is the significance of the city in TWO texts from the syllabus?
 
 

 

Upload your file here. Maximum one file.

The following file types are allowed: .pdf  Maximum file size is 2 GB

 

 Select file to upload

Maximum marks: 0
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Question 1
Attached



Extract A. ‘The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock’, by T. S. Eliot. 

 

S’io credesse che mia risposta fosse 
a persona che mai tornasse al mondo, 
questa fiamma staria senza più scosse. 
Ma per cio che giammai di questo fondo 
non tornò vivo alcun, s’i’odo il vero, 
senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo. 

 
Let us go then, you and I, 
When the evening is spread out against the sky 
Like a patient etherised upon a table; 
Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets, 
The muttering retreats 
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels 
And sawdust restaurants with oyster shells: 
Streets that follow like a tedious argument 
Of insidious intent 
To lead you to an overwhelming question ... 
Oh, do not ask, “What is it?” 
Let us go and make our visit. 
 
In the room the women come and go 
Talking of Michelangelo. 
 
The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes, 
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes 
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening, 
Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains, 
Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys, 
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap, 
And seeing that it was a soft October night, 
Curled once about the house, and fell asleep. 
 
And indeed there will be time 
For the yellow smoke that slides along the street, 
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes; 
There will be time, there will be time 
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet; 
There will be time to murder and create, 
And time for all the works and days of hands 
That lift and drop a question on your plate; 



Time for you and time for me, 
And time yet for a hundred indecisions, 
And for a hundred visions and revisions, 
Before the taking of a toast and tea. 
 
In the room the women come and go 
Talking of Michelangelo. 
 
And indeed there will be time 
To wonder, “Do I dare?” and, “Do I dare?” 
Time to turn back and descend the stair, 
With a bald spot in the middle of my hair — 
(They will say: “How his hair is growing thin!”) 
My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin, 
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin — 
(They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”) 
Do I dare 
Disturb the universe? 
In a minute there is time 
For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse. 
 
For I have known them all already, known them all— 
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons, 
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons; 
I know the voices dying with a dying fall 
Beneath the music from a farther room. 
               So how should I presume? 
 
And I have known the eyes already, known them all— 
The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase, 
And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin, 
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall, 
Then how should I begin 
To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways? 
               And how should I presume? 
 
And I have known the arms already, known them all— 
Arms that are braceleted and white and bare 
(But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!) 
Is it perfume from a dress 
That makes me so digress? 
Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl. 
               And should I then presume? 



               And how should I begin? 
 

. . . . . 
 
Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets 
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes 
Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows? ... 
I should have been a pair of ragged claws 
Scuttling across the floors of silent seas. 
 

. . . . . 
 
And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully! 
Smoothed by long fingers, 
Asleep ... tired ... or it malingers, 
Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me. 
Should I, after tea and cakes and ices, 
Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis? 
But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed, 
Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought in upon a platter, 
I am no prophet — and here’s no great matter; 
I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker, 
And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker, 
And in short, I was afraid. 
 
And would it have been worth it, after all, 
After the cups, the marmalade, the tea, 
Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me, 
Would it have been worth while, 
To have bitten off the matter with a smile, 
To have squeezed the universe into a ball 
To roll it towards some overwhelming question, 
To say: “I am Lazarus, come from the dead, 
Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all”— 
If one, settling a pillow by her head, 
               Should say: “That is not what I meant at all. 
               That is not it, at all.” 
 
And would it have been worth it, after all, 
Would it have been worth while, 
After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets, 
After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor— 
And this, and so much more?— 



It is impossible to say just what I mean! 
But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen: 
Would it have been worth while 
If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl, 
And turning toward the window, should say: 
               “That is not it at all, 
               That is not what I meant, at all.” 
 

. . . . . 
 
No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be; 
Am an attendant lord, one that will do 
To swell a progress, start a scene or two, 
Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool, 
Deferential, glad to be of use, 
Politic, cautious, and meticulous; 
Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse; 
At times, indeed, almost ridiculous— 
Almost, at times, the Fool. 
 
I grow old ... I grow old ... 
I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled. 
 
Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach? 
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach. 
I have heard the mermaids, singing, each to each. 
 
I do not think that they will sing to me. 
 
I have seen them riding seaward on the waves 
Combing the white hair of the waves blown back 
When the wind blows the water white and black. 
 
We have lingered in the chambers of the sea 
By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown 
Till human voices wake us, and we drown. 
 

  



Extract B. From Mrs Dalloway, by Virginia Woolf. 

 

Then (she had felt it only this morning) there was the terror; the overwhelming incapacity, 
one's parents giving it into one's hands, this life, to be lived to the end, to be walked with 
serenely; there was in the depths of her heart an awful fear. Even now, quite often if Richard 
had not been there reading the Times, so that she could crouch like a bird and gradually 
revive, send roaring up that immeasurable delight, rubbing stick to stick, one thing with 
another, she must have perished. But that young man had killed himself. 

Somehow it was her disaster–her disgrace. It was her punishment to see sink and 
disappear here a man, there a woman, in this profound darkness, and she forced to stand 
here in her evening dress. She had schemed; she had pilfered. She was never wholly 
admirable. She had wanted success. Lady Bexborough and the rest of it. And once she had 
walked on the terrace at Bourton. 

It was due to Richard; she had never been so happy. Nothing could be slow enough; 
nothing last too long. No pleasure could equal, she thought, straightening the chairs, 
pushing in one book on the shelf, this having done with the triumphs of youth, lost herself 
in the process of living, to find it, with a shock of delight, as the sun rose, as the day sank. 
Many a time had she gone, at Bourton when they were all talking, to look at the sky, or 
seen it between people's shoulders at dinner; seen it in London when she could not sleep. 
She walked to the window. 

It held, foolish as the idea was, something of her own in it, this country sky, this sky 
above Westminster. She parted the curtains; she looked. Oh, but how surprising!–in the 
room opposite the old lady stared straight at her! She was going to bed. And the sky. It will 
be a solemn sky, she had thought, it will be a dusky sky, turning away its cheek in beauty. 
But there it was–ashen pale, raced over quickly by tapering vast clouds. It was new to her. 
The wind must have risen. She was going to bed, in the room opposite. It was fascinating 
to watch her, moving about, that old lady, crossing the room, coming to the window. Could 
she see her? It was fascinating, with people still laughing and shouting in the drawing-
room, to watch that old woman, quite quietly, going to bed. She pulled the blind now. The 
clock began striking. The young man had killed himself; but she did not pity him; with the 
clock striking the hour, one, two, three, she did not pity him, with all this going on. There! 
the old lady had put out her light! the whole house was dark now with this going on, she 
repeated, and the words came to her, Fear no more the heat of the sun. She must go back 
to them. But what an extraordinary night! She felt somehow very like him–the young man 
who had killed himself. She felt glad that he had done it; thrown it away. The clock was 
striking. The leaden circles dissolved in the air. He made her feel the beauty; made her feel 
the fun. But she must go back. She must assemble. She must find Sally and Peter. And she 
came in from the little room. 


