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Thema Nr. 1

SALOMft I am amorous of thy body, Jokanaan! Thy body is 
white like, the lilies o f a field that the mower hath never 
mowed. Thy body is white like the snows that lie on die 
mountains of Judaea, and come down into the valleys. The 

5  roses in the garden o f  the Queen o f Arabia are not so white 
as thy body. Neither the roses of the garden o f the Queen of 
Arabia, the garden o f spices o f the Queen o f Arabia, nor the 
feet o f the dawn when they light on the leaves, nor the breast 
o f the moon when she lies on the breast o f the s e a .. . .  There 

AO is nothing in the world so white as thy body. Suffer me to 
touch thy body.

j o KANAAN: Back! daughter o f Babylon! By woman came evil 
into the world. Speak not to me. 1 will not listen to thee. 1 
listen but to the voice o f  the Lord God.

/t5T SALOMfe: Thy body is hideous. It is like the body of a leper.-It 
is like a plastered ..wall where; vipers..have crawled; like a 
plastered wall where the scorpions have made their nest. It.is 
like a whitened sepulchre full of loathsome things. It is 
horrible, thy body is horrible. It is thy hair that I am 
enamoured of, Jokanaan. Thy hair;is like clusters o f grapes, 
like the clusters o f black grapes that hang from the vine-trees 
of Edom in the land o f the Edomites. Thy hair is like the 

. cedars o f Lebanon, like the great cedars o f Lebanon that give 
their shade to the lions and to the robbers who would hide

2 5  them by day; The long black nights, when the moon hides her 
face, when the stars are afraid, are not so black as thy hair. 
The silence that dwells in the forest is not so black. There is 
nothing in the world that is so black as thy hair. - ■ Suffer 
me to touch thy hair.

3 0  JOKANAAN! Back, daughter o f Sodom! Touch me not- Profane 
not the temple of the Lord God.

SAL0M& Thy hair is horrible. It is covered with‘mire and dust. 
It is like a knot o f serpents coiled round thy neck. I love not

thy. hair. . . .  It is thy mouth that I desire, Jokanaan. Thy 
7 5  mouth is like a band o f scarlet on a tower o f ivory. It is like a 

pomegranate cut In twain with a knife o f ivory. The pome
granate-flowers that blossom in the gardens, o f  Tyre, and are 
redder than roses, are not so red. The red blasts o f trumpets 
that herald the approach o f kings, and make afraid the enemy, 

HO are not so rcd..Thy mouth is redder than the feet o f  the doves 
who inhabit the temples and are fed by the priests.. It is redder 
than the'feet of him who cometh from a forest where he hath 
slain a lion, and seen gilded tigers. Thy mouth is like a branch 
of coral that fishers have found in the twilight o f the sea, the 

H5" coral that they keep for the kings! . . .  It is like the vermilion
that , the Moabites find in the mines of Moab, the vermilion 
that die kings take from diem. It is like the bow o f  the King 
of the Persians, that is painted with vermilion,.and is tipped 
with coral. There , is nothing in the world so red as . thy 

50  m outh .. . .  Suffer me to kiss thy mouth.
JOKANAAN: Never! daughter o f Babylon! Daughter o f  Sodom! 

Never!

Quelle: Wilde, Oscar: Salome, in: Plays, Prose Writings and Poems, ed. A. Fothergrill. London u. a.: Everyman, 
1996, 238-239.

Wildes Drama Salome spielt am Hof des Konigs Herodes, dessen Tochter Salome dem dort gefange- 
nen Johannes (Jokanaan) begegnet.

1. Beschreiben Sie die hier vorgenommene Charakterisierung Jokanaans durch Salome!
2. Interpretieren Sie den Textausschnitt unter besonderer Beriicksichtigung sprachlicher Merkmale; 

gehen Sie dabei auch intensiv auf die von Wilde gewahlte Bildersprache ein!
3. Nehmen Sie Stellung zu der These, dass es sich bei Salome um ein typisches literarisches Produkt 

der Epoche des englischen fin de siecle handelt! Gehen Sie in Ihrer Antwort auf die wichtigsten 
Kennzeichen dieser Epoche (z. B. typische Figuren, Ideen, philosophische Uberzeugungen, asthe- 
tische Vorstellungen etc.) ein!

- 3 -
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Thema Nr. 2

Kazuo Ishiguro, „A Village after Dark”
There was a time when I could travel England for weeks on end and remain at my sharpest— 
when, if anything, the travelling gave me an edge. But now that I am older I become disoriented 
more easily. So it was that on arriving at the village just after dark I failed to find my bearings at 
all. I could hardly believe I was in the same village in which not so long ago I had lived and 

5 come to exercise such influence.
There was nothing I recognized, and I found myself walking forever around twisting, badly lit 
streets hemmed in on both sides by the little stone cottages characteristic of the area. The streets 
often became so narrow I could make no progress without my bag or my elbow scraping one 
rough wall or another. I persevered nevertheless, stumbling around in the darkness in the hope 

10 of coming upon the village square—where I could at least orient myself—or else of encounter
ing one of the villagers. When after a while I had done neither, a weariness came over me, and I 
decided my best course was just to choose a cottage at random, knock on the door, and hope it 
would be opened by someone who remembered me.
I stopped by a particularly rickety-looking door, whose upper beam was so low that I could see I 

15 would have to crouch right down to enter. A dim light was leaking out around the door’s edges, 
and I could hear voices and laughter. I knocked loudly to insure that the occupants would hear 
me over their talk. But just then someone behind me said, “Hello.”
I turned to find a young woman of around twenty, dressed in raggedy jeans and a tom jumper, 
standing in the darkness a little way away.

20 “You walked straight past me earlier,” she said, “even though I called to you.”
“Did I really? Well, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude.”
“You’re Fletcher, aren’t you?”
“Yes,” I said, somewhat flattered.
“Wendy thought it was you when you went by our cottage. We all got very excited. You were 

25 one of that lot, weren’t you? With David Maggis and all of them.”
“Yes,” I said, “but Maggis was hardly the most important one. I’m surprised you pick him out 
like that. There were other, far more important figures.” I reeled off a series of names and was 
interested to see the girl nodding at each one in recognition. “But this must have all been before 
your time,” I said. “I’m surprised you know about such things.”

30 “It was before our time, but we’re all experts on your lot. We know more about all that than 
most of the older ones who were here then. Wendy recognized you instantly just from your 
photos.”
“I had no idea you young people had taken such an interest in us. I’m sorry I walked past you 
earlier. But you see, now that I’m older, I get a little disoriented when I travel.”

35 I could hear some boisterous talk coming from behind the door. I banged on it again, this time 
rather impatiently, though I was not so eager to bring the encounter with the girl to a close.
She looked at me for a moment, then said, “All of you from those days are like that. David 
Maggis came here a few years ago. In ’93, or maybe it was ’94. He was like that. A bit vague. It 
must get to you after a while, travelling all the time.”

Fortsetzung nachste Seite!
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40 “So Maggis was here. How interesting. You know, he wasn’t one of the really important fig
ures. You mustn’t get carried away with such an idea. Incidentally, perhaps you could tell me 
who lives in this cottage.” I thumped the door again.
“The Petersons,” the girl said. “They’re an old house. They’ll probably remember you.”
“The Petersons,” I repeated, but the name meant nothing to me.

45 “Why don’t you come to our cottage? Wendy was really excited. So were the rest of us. It’s a 
real chance for us, actually talking to someone from those days.”
“I’d very much like to do that. But first of all I’d better get myself settled in. The Petersons, you 
say.”
I thumped the door again, this time quite ferociously. At last it opened, throwing warmth and 

50 light out into the street. An old man was standing in the doorway. He looked at me carefully, 
then asked, “It’s not Fletcher, is it?”
“Yes, and I’ve just got into the village. I’ve been travelling for several days.”
He thought about this for a moment, then said, “Well, you’d better come in.”
I found myself in a cramped, untidy room full of rough wood and broken furniture. A log bum- 

55 ing in the fireplace was the only source of light, by which I could make out a number of 
hunched figures sitting around the room. The old man led me to a chair beside the fire with a 
grudgingness that suggested it was the very one he had just vacated. Once I sat down, I found I 
could not easily turn my head to see my surroundings or the others in the room. But the warmth 
of the fire was very welcome, and for a moment I just stared into its flames, a pleasant groggi- 

60 ness drifting over me. Voices came from behind me, inquiring if I was well, if I had come far, if
I was hungry, and I replied as best I could, though I was aware that my answers were barely 
adequate. Eventually, the questions ceased, and it occurred to me that my presence was creating 
a heavy awkwardness, but I was so grateful for the warmth and the chance to rest that I hardly 
cared.

65 Nonetheless, when the silence behind me had gone unbroken for several minutes, I resolved to 
address my hosts with a little more civility, and I turned in my chair. It was then, as I did so, that 
I was suddenly seized by an intense sense of recognition. I had chosen the cottage quite at ran
dom, but now I could see that it was none other than the very one in which I had spent my years 
in this village. My gaze moved immediately to the far comer—at this moment shrouded in

70 darkness—to the spot that had been my comer, where once my mattress had been and where I 
had spent many tranquil hours browsing through books or conversing with whoever happened to 
drift in. On summer days, the windows, and often the door, were left open to allow a refreshing 
breeze to blow right through. Those were the days when the cottage was surrounded by open 
fields and there would come from outside the voices of my friends, lazing in the long grass,

75 arguing over poetry or philosophy. These precious fragments of the past came back to me so 
powerfully that it was all I could do not to make straight for my old comer then and there.
Someone was speaking to me again, perhaps asking another question, but I hardly listened. Ris
ing, I peered through the shadows into my comer, and could now make out a narrow bed, cov
ered by an old curtain, occupying more or less the exact space where my mattress had been. The 

80 bed looked extremely inviting, and I found myself cutting into something the old man was say
ing.
“Look,” I said, “I know this is a bit blunt. But, you see, I’ve come such a long way today. I real
ly need to lie down, close my eyes, even if it’s just for a few minutes. After that, I’m happy to 
talk all you like.”

Fortsetzung nachste Seite!
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85 I could see the figures around the room shifting uneasily. Then a new voice said, rather 
sullenly, “Go ahead then. Have a nap. Don’t mind us.”
[...]

Quelle: Kazuo Ishiguro, „A Village after Dark“, The New Yorker, 21. Mai 2001: 86-91, der Online- 
ausgabe des Magazins entnommen.

Der Ausschnitt ist der Anfang der Kurzgeschichte „A Village after Dark“ des britischen Autors 
Kazuo Ishiguro.

1. Legen Sie dar, wie sich der ErzMhler Fletcher in dem vorliegenden Text prasentiert! Gehen Sie 
darauf ein, welche Auswirkungen diese Selbstcharakterisierung auf die Wahmehmung der Ge- 
schichte hat!

2. Erlautem Sie, wie durch die Darstellung von Ortlichkeiten und Personen sowie durch Anspie- 
lungen eine eigentumliche Atmosphare geschaffen wird und welche Funktion dieser Atmo- 
sphare zukommt!

3. Interpretieren Sie den Text im Kontext der Gegenwartsliteratur!
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Thema Nr. 3

Herbst 2021

William Carlos Williams, „The Farmer44

Williams’ Gedicht wurde zuerst im Jahr 1923, in der Sammlung Spring and All, veroffentlicht.
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The fanner in deep thought 

is pacing through the rain 

among his blank fields, with 

hands in pockets, 

in his head 

the harvest already planted. 

A cold wind ruffles the water 

among the browned weeds. 

On all sides 

the world rolls coldly away: 

black orchards 

darkened by the March clouds — 

leaving room for thought. 

Down past the brushwood 

bristling by 

the rainsluiced wagonroad 

looms the artist figure of 

the fanner — composing 

— antagonist.

Ausgabe: William Carlos Williams. Selected Poems. Ed. Charles Tomlinson. New York: New Directions Books, 
1985.41.

1.

2.

3.

Identifizieren Sie die Sprechsituation des Gedichts und analysieren Sie deren Funktion! Legen 
Sie dar, welche formalen und stilistischen Mittel im Gedicht genutzt werden!
Der Farmer wird im Gedicht mit einer „artist figure“ gleichgesetzt. Reflektieren Sie, welche 
Schlussfolgerungen sich daraus ziehen lassen!
Ordnen Sie Williams’ Gedicht in den Kontext der amerikanischen Literatur- und Lyrikgeschichte 
ein!


