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Thema Nr.l 

William Shakespeare, Richard II, 3.4.29-66. 

Kontext: Konig Richard II, der schwache Konig, der sich mit Giinstligen umgeben hat statt das Land gerecht zu 
regieren, ist von Hemy Bolingbroke abgesetzt worden. Der Gfutner und sein Gehilfe diskutieren die 
Rechtma6igkeit dieser Rebellion. 

Gardener 
Go, bind thou up yon dangling apricockso, 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigalO weight: 
Give some supportance to the bending twigs. 
Go thou, and like an executioner, 
Cut off the heads of too fast growing sprays, 
That look too lofty in our commonwealth: 
All must be even in our government. 
You thus employ'd, I will go root away 
The noisomeo weeds, which without profit suck 
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers. 
Servant 
Why should we in the compass of a paleo 
Keep law and form and due proportion, 
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate, 
When our sea-walled garden, the whole land, 
Is full of weeds, her fairest flowers choked up, 
Her fruit-trees all upturned, her hedges ruin'd, 
Her knots disorder'd and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 
Gardener 

Hold thy peace: 
He that hath suffer'do this disorder'd spring 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf: 
The weeds which his broad-spreading leaves did shelter, 
That seem'd in eating him to hold him up, 
Are pluck'd up root and all by Bolingbroke, 
I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 
Servant 
What, are they dead? 
Gardener 

They are; and Bolingbroke 
Hath seized the wasteful king. 0, what pity is it 
That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land 
As we this garden! We at time of yearO 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees, 
Lest, being over-proudo in sap and blood, 
With too much riches it confound itself: 
Had he done so to great and growing men, 
They might have lived to bear and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty: superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown, 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 
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1. Analysieren sie den vorliegenden Textausschnitt in Hinblick aufSprechsituation und 
Argumentationsverlaufl 

Seite 3 

2. Interpretieren Sie die Bildlichkeit der Szene im Sinne einer politischen Allegorie des Staatswesens! 
Welche Vorstellungen von guter und schlechter Staatsfiihrung kommen hier zum Ausdruck? 

3. Zeigen Sie anhand von mindestens zwei weiteren Dramen der Zeit, aufwelche Weise die 
Rebellion gegen einen rechtmaBigen Herrscher thematisiert wird und argumentieren Sie, ob es sich 
jeweils urn ordnungsbekraftigende oder subversive Darstellungen handelt! Nehmen Sie dabei 
Bezug auf die gesellschaftliche Stellung und Funktion des frillmeuzeitlichen Theaters! 

ThemaNr.2 

Drama: Edward Albee's "The Sandbox" 

1. Diskutieren Sie den Textausschnitt im Besonderen hinsichtlich der Kommunikationsebenen der 
Figuren untereinander! 

2. Diskutieren Sie den Textausschnitt unter Berucksichtigung der Kommunikationssituation zwischen 
Figuren und Publikum! 

3. Stellen Sie die Moglichkeiten eines absurden Dramas im amerikanischen Kontext dar! 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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.GT~ (to the ~): anght. tQol 
Ymmg Man: I mean , , . I mean. they haven't given me one yet , • : the studio, • " 
qrcmdnia (giving ~ ~ ona.-ouer):' You don't say. , • you don't say. Well ~ •• uh.. 
. I've got to tall<:.~e more .•. don't you go 'way., , ' 

Young Man: . Oh, no. 
Grandma (Cuming ~ ~ back to die audience): rme; he. (Then. once niore, .. 

back tot1,le yotingMan) You;re .•. you're an actor; hunh? , '" , '.::,,' .. 
YoungMan (~in;): Ye$. i am. . ' .. ', :: 
Grandma (to the ai.u1knce again; shrUgs): I'm smarttbat way, An,how. I had to,':!' ' 

raise ,., rhat over ~ an by my lonesome; and what's next to her there 
.. ~that's what She manied. Rich? I tell you,., money, maney, money; 
They took me off ~e farm '" which was real decent of them ••• and they 
moved me into the big town hOO$e with them. ••• fixed a nice place for me 
under the stOve .' .• gave me art ai:my 'blanket ••• #nd my own dish : •• my 
very own dlsh! &;" what have 1 got· to cOmplain abOucl Nothing, of couxse.· . 
I'm not C<:!mP1a~. (She looks up at ~ sk" shouts to someone oil stDge.) 

, Shouldn't it be g~g da:dc n~Wt dear? (The lights dim.; night comes ·on. The 
Musid4n begms to play; it becomeS deepest~. TlaeTe aTe spotlights !'11 all the 
"layers. ~ ~ Young Man. who is, of course, coruimdng his adisthenics.J 

Daddy (stirring): It's·nighttime. 
MOmm,: Shhhh..·Be,still .•. wait. ~*. 
DatIJ., (whining): It's so hot. ,,' . 
Momm,: Shhhhhh. Be still. , . wait. 

, Grtmclma (to herseJf): 1;h,ac's better. Night. (To the Musician) Honey, do you play 
all through this part? (The Musician nods.) ~eU, keep it nice and soft; that's 
a goOd boy~ (~ Musician nods ogain;pUL,ssoftly.) That's nice. (~ is 41\ 

off,srage nanbie.), -
Dadd, (swning): What was that! 
Momnt, (be~ to weep): It was nothing. . 
Dtfdt:Ij: It was .•• it was. , " thunder •.• or a wave breaking .•. or something~ 

. Mommy (whispering. through her ~): It was an off..mge rumble •.• and you 
, know what that means ... ; '-

Dadd.,:-- I forget. : • , . 
M~ (bar~ able to r:alk): It means the time has come for poor Gtandma •.• 

and I can't bear it! ' 
DadJ.:y (vacantl,): 1. ~ ~ I suppose you've got to be brave. .' , 
Grandma (mocking): 'That's right, kid; be-brave. You'll bear up; you'll get over it. 

. (Ano~Off~npnble·· . louder·) . 
. Momm,: ohhhhhhhhhh .. , poor ~~ • ~ • poor Grandma •.. 
Grandma (to Momm,):, I'm ~ne! I'm all·lightl It hasn't happetled yet! (A viQlem 

off--sroge rumble,' All the lights go out. saVe the spot on the y~ Man; ~ Musi# , 
cian stops pJa,ing.} 

Momm,: Ohhhhhbhl:ili ••• Ohhhhhhbhhh •. ~ (SilenCe.) . 
Grandma: Don't put the lights up yet •. ; I'm not ready; I'm not c(Uite ready.-{Si, 

knee) All rig~t, Qear ••• l"m about, done. 

Albee, Edward. "The Sandbox." Literature: An Introduction to Fiction, Poetry and Drama. x.J. 
Kennedyand Dana Goia. New York: Longman, 1999. 1474-1479. 
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ThemaNr.3 

1. Analysieren Sie den beiliegenden Textausschnitt zunachst beziiglich dramatischer 
Darstellungsstrategien auf der Ebene von Figuren und Sprache! 

Seite 5 

2. Interpretieren Sie diese Schlussszene anschlieBend auf der Ebene von Handlung, d.h. sowohl 
konkrete physische Aktionen als auch plotlFabel sowie symbolische Handlung! 

3. Kritiker interpretieren Waiting/or Godot mal als Tragikomodie, mal als metaphysical/arce, 
wobei sie insbesondere auf das so genannte ,Theater des Absurden' rekurrieren. 
Nehmen Sie zu diesen Einordnungen Stellung und gehen Sie dabei sowohl auf dramen- bzw. 
theatergeschichtliche als auch auf ideen- oder gesellschaftsgeschichtliche Entwicklungen ein! 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 



[ESTRAGON draws VLADIMIR towards the tree. T~e'Y 
stand motionless before it. Silence.) 

ESTRAGON: Why don't we hang ourselves? 
VLADIMIR: With what? 
ESTRAGON: You haven't got a bit of rope? 

. VLADIMIR: No. 
ESTRAGON: Then we can't. 
VLADIMIR: Let's go. 

. ESTRAGON: Wait, there's my belt. 
VLADIMIR: It's too short. 
ESTRAGON: You could hang on to my legs. 
VLADIMIR: And who~d hang on to mine? 
ESTRAGON: True. 
VLADIMIR: Show all the same. [ESTRAGON loosens the cord 

that holds up his trousers which, much too big for him, fall 
about his ankles. They look at the cord.] That might do at 
a pinch. But is it strong enough? 

ESTRAGON: We'll soon see. Here. 
[They each take an end of the cord and pull. It breaks. 
They almost fall.] 

VLADIMIR: Not worth a curse. 
[Silence.] 

ESTRAGON: You say we have to come back tomorrow? 
. VLADIMIR: Yes. 

ESTRAGON: Then we can bring a good bit of rope. 
VLADIMIR: Yes. 

[Silence.] 

ESTRAGON: Didi. 
. VLADIMIR: Yes. 

ESTRAGON: I can't go on like this. 
VLADIMIR: That's what you think. . 
ESTRAGON: If we parted? That might be better for us. 
VLADIMIR: We'll hang ourselves tomorrow. [Pause.] Unless 

Godot comes. . . . '. 
ESTRAGON: And if he comes? 
VLADIMIR: We'll be saved . 

[VLADIMIR takes off his hat (LUCKY'S) peers inside it, 
feels a~out inside it, shakes it, knocks on the crown, puts it 
on again.] 

ESTRAGON: Well? Shall we ,.So? 
VLADIMIR: Pull on your trousers. 

. ESTRAGON: What? /" 
VLADIMIR: Pull on your trousers. 
ESTRAGON: You want me to pull off my trousers? 
VLADIMIR: Pull on your trousers. 

. ESTRAG~N: [Realizing his trousers are down.] True. [He p 11 
. up h,s trousers. Silence.] u s 

VLADIMIR: Well? Shall we go? 
ESTRAGON: Yes, let's go. 

. [They do not move.] 

CURTAIN 

Samuel Beckett: Waiting for Godot. In: The Complete Dramatic Works. London and Boston: faber and faber, 1986. 85-87. 

I 

....... 
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ThemaNr.4 

John Keats (1795-1821) 
Ode on a Grecian Urn 

THou still unravish'd bride of quietness, 
Thou foster-child of Silence and slow Time, 

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme: 

What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady? 

What men or gods are these? What maidens loth? 
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape? 

What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy? 

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on; 

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd, 
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone: 

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare; 

Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss, 
Though winning near the goal-yet, do not grieve; 

She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 

Ab, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu; 

And, happy melodist, unwearied, 
For ever piping songs for ever new; 

More happy love! more happy, happy love! 
For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd, 

For ever panting, and for ever young; 
All breathing human passion far above, 

That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd, 
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 

Who are these coming to the sacrifice? 
To what green altar, 0 mysterious priest, 

Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest? 

What little town by river or sea-shore, 
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 

Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn? 
And, little town, thy streets for evermore 

Will silent be; and not a soul, to tell 
Why thou art desolate, can e'er return. 

Seite 7 
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o Attic shape! fair attitude! with brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought, 

With forest branches and the trodden weed; 
Thou, silent form! dost tease us out of thought 

As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 
When old age shall this generation waste, 

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st, 

'Beauty is truth, truth beauty ,-that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.' 

45 

50 

Arthur Quiller-Couch, ed. 1919. The Oxford Book of English Verse: 1250-1900, Nr. 625. 

Seite 8 

1. Analysieren Sie das vorliegende Gedicht formal CV ersmaB, Reim, Metrum, Gedichtform) und 
beziehen Sie Thre Ergebnisse auf die Argumentationsfiihrung des Gedichtes! 

2. Diskutieren Sie einige der Paradoxa und Spannungen des Gedichtes im Hinblick auf das 
Verhaltnis sowohl von Kunst und Leben als auch von Beobachtung und Teilnahme! 

3. ErHiutem Sie den literaturgeschichtlichen Kontext des Gedichtes! 

ThemaNr.5 

1. Analysieren Sie die formalen, sprachlichen und stilistischen Elemente des Gedichts "The Snow
Storm (1841)" von Ralph Waldo Emerson! 

2. Situieren Sie das Gedicht im literatur- und kulturhistorischen Umfeld der amerikanischen 
Romantik! 

3. Diskutieren Sie mit kontrastierendem Bezug aufzwei weitere Lyrikeriinnen die Thematisierung 
von Naturphanomenen in der amerikanischen Lyrik! 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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E Ralph Waldo The Snow-Stonn" (1841). The Essential Writings of Ralph Waldo Emerson. merson, ." 
Ed. Brooks Atkinson. New York: The Modem Library, 2000. 692. 

THE SNOW -STORM 

ANNOUNCED by all the trumpets of the sky, 
Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the fields, 
Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air 
Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven, 
And veils the fann-house at the garden's end. 
The sled and travener stopped, the courier's feet 
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit 
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed 
In a tumultuous privacy of storm. 

Come see the north wind's masonry. 
Out of an unseen quarry evermore 
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer 
Curves his white bastions with projected roof 

, Round every windward stake, or tree, or door. 
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work 
So fanciful, so savage, nought cares he 
For number or proportion. Mockingly, 
On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths; 
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn; 
Fills up the farmer's lane from wall to wall, 
Maugre the fanner's sighs; and at the gate 
A tapering turret overtopsthe work. 
And when his hours are numbered" and the world 
Is all his own, retiring, as he were not, 
Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art 
To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone, 
Built in an age, the mad wind's night~work, 
The frolic architecture of the snow. 

-10 -
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ThemaNr.6 

1. Interpretieren Sie Philip Larkins Gedicht "Church Going" unter besonderer Beriicksichtigung 
sprachlicher Merkmale! 

2. Nehmen Sie Stellung zu der These, dass es sich bei "Church Going" urn ein Gedicht handelt, das 
typisch fUr jene Gruppierung von Dichtem ist, die in den Literaturgeschichten als "The 
Movement" bezeichnet wird! 

3. Nehmen Sie abschlieBend eine literarhistorische Einordnung vor und gehen Sie zu diesem Zweck 
auf mindestens zwei weitere Gedichte eigener Wahl ein! 

Philip Larkin. Collected Poems. London: The Marvell Press 1988,97-98 

Church Going 

Once I am sure there's nothing gQing on 
I step inside; letting the door thud shut. 
Another church: matting, seats, and stone, 
And little books; sprawlings of flowers, cut 
For Sunday, brpwnish now; some brass and stuff 
Up at the holy ~nd; t1;I.e small neat organ; 
And a tense, musty, unignorable silence, 
Brewed God ~ows how long. Hatless, I take off 
My cycle-clips in awkward reverence, 

N,love forward, run my hand around the font. 
From where I spmd, the roof looks almost new -
Cleaned, or res~ored? Someone would know: I don't. 
Mounting the lectemJ I peruse a few 
Hectoring large:"scale verses, and pronounce 
'Here endeth' much more loudly than I'd meant. 
The echoes snigger briefly. Back at the door 
I sign the book, donate an Irish sixpence, 
Reflect the place was not worth stopping for: 

Yet stop I did: 4't fact I often do, 
And always end much at a loss like this, 
Wondering what to look for; wondering, too, 
When churches fall completely out of use 
What we shall turn them into, if we shall keep 
A few cathedrals chronically on show, 

. Their parchment, plate and pyx in locked cases, 
And let the rest rent-free to rain and sheep. 
$hall we avoid them as unlucky places? 

Or, after dark, will dubious women come 
To make their children touch a particular stone; 
Pick simples for a cancer; or on some 

. Advised night See walking a dead one? 
Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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Power of some sort or other will go on 
In games, in riddl~s, seemingly at random; 
But superstition, like belief, must cUe, 
And what remains when disbelief has gone? 
Grass, weedy pavement, brambles, buttress, sky, 

A shape less recognisable ea.ch week, 
A purpose more obscure. I wonder who 
Will be the last, the very last, to se~k 
This place for what it was; one of the crew 
That ~ and E and know wha~ rood-lofts were? 
Some ruin-bibber, randy for antique, . 
Or Chris~di~t, counting on a whiff 
Of gown-and-bands and organ-pipes and myrrh? 
Or will he be my representative, 

Bored, uninformed, knowing the ghostly silt 
Dispersed, yet tenqing to this cross of ground 
Through suburb ~ because it h~ld unspilt 
So long and equably what since is found 
On).y in separation - marriage, and birth, 
And death, and thoughts of these .,- for which was built 
This special shell? For, though I've no idea 
What this accoutred frowsty barn is worth, 
It pleases me to stcihct in silence here; 

A s~rious house on serious earth it is, 
In whose blent air all our compulsions meet,· 
Are recognised, and robed as destinies. 
And that much never can be obsolete, 
Since someone will forever be surprising 
A hunger in himself t~ be more serious, 
And gravitating with it t~ this ground, 
Which, he once he~d, Was proper to grow wise in, 
If orUy that so many dead lie round. 

28 July 1954TLD 

Annotations: 

to sprawl = (botan.) wuchern, si ch stark ausbreiten 
lectern = L~se-, Chorpult 
pyx = Pyxis (kleines Gef~B zum Tragen der Hostie) 
bramble = Dornenstraucl1, DornengestrOpp 
to tap = klopfen 
to jot = schriell hinwerfen (Zeichnung), ~chne" aufnotieren 
rood-loft = ChorbOhne, Empore Ober dem Lettner 
bibber = Trinker, Saufer 
scrub = G~strOpp 

. accoutre = einkleiden, ausrOsten 
frowsty = (colloq.) muffig und heiB 

-12 -
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ThemaNr.7 

America (1921) 

By Claude McKay (1889-1948) 

(aus: Call and Response: The Riverside Anthology of the African American Literary Tradition. Gen. 
ed. Patricia Liggins HilL Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1998. Print. 884.) 

Although she feeds me bread of bitterness, 
And sinks into my throat her tiger's tooth, 
Stealing my breath of life, I will confess 
I love this cultured hell that tests my youth! 
Her vigor flows like tides into my blood, 
Giving me strength erect against her hate, 
Her bigness sweeps my being like a flood. 
Yet as a rebel fronts a king in state, 
I stand within her walls with not a shred 
Of terror, malice, not a word of jeer. 
Darkly I gaze into the days ahead, 
And see her might and granite wonders there, 
Beneath the touch of Time's unerring hand, 
Like priceless treasures sinking in the sand. 

1. Analysieren Sie das VerhaItnis von Form und Inhalt des vorliegenden Textes! 

2. Diskutieren Sie, welche Themen und Fragestellungen der afroamerikanischen Harlem 
Renaissance der 1920er Jahre der Text darstellt! 

3. Ordnen Sie den Text in den American Modernism ein! 

Thema Nr. 8 

1. Analysieren Sie die Funktion der Unterhaltung uber GrundzUge christlicher Religion zwischen 
Robinson und Friday fUr die Charakterisierung des VerhaItnisses der beiden Manner! Gehen Sie 
dabei auch auf die koloniale Herrschaftsbeziehung zwischen den beiden ein! 

2. Die Rolle Gottes im Kampf zwischen Gut und Bose wird im Zusammenhang mit den 
unterschiedlichen Begegnungen mit Kannibalen erortert. Inwiefern erlauben Robinsons religiose 
Oberzeugungen eine differenzierte Haltung gegenuber den Kannibalen? 

3. Ordnen Sie den Text in die englische Romanliteratur der Zeit ein; ziehen Sie dazu mindestens 
zwei weitere Beispiele heran! 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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After this, I had been telling him how the Devil was God's Enemy in the Hearts of Men, and used all 
his Malice and Skill to defeat the good Designs of Providence,and to mine the Kingdom of Christ in 
the World; and the like. Well, says Friday, but you say, God is so strong, so great, is he not much 
strong, much might as the Devil? Yes, yes, says I, Friday, God is stronger than the Devil, God is above 
the Devil, and therefore we pray to God to tread him down under our Feet, and enable us to resist his 
Temptations and quench his fiery Darts. But, says he again, if God much strong, much might as the 
Devil, why God no kill the Devil, so make him no more do wicked? 

I was strangely surpriz'd at his Question, and after all, tho' I was now an old Man, yet I was but a 
young Doctor, and ill enough quallified for a Casuist, or a Solver of Difficulties: And at first I could 
not tell what to say, so I pretended not to hear him, and ask'd him what he said? But he was too earnest 
for an Answer to forget his Question; so that he repeated it in the very same broken Words, as above. 
By this time I had recovered my self a little, and I said, God will at last punish him severely; he is 
reserv'd for the Judgment, and is to be cast into the Bottomless-Pit, to dwell with everlasting Fire. This 
did not satisfie Friday, but he returns upon me, repeating my Words, RESERVE, AT LAST, me no 
understand; but, Why not kill the Devil now, not kill great ago ? You may as well ask me, said I, Why 
God does not kill you and I, when we do wicked Things here that offend him? We are preserv'd to 
repent and be pardon'd: He muses a while at this; well, well, says he, mighty affectionately, that well; 
so you, I, Devil, all wicked, all preserve, repent, God pardon all. Here I was run down again by him to 
the last Degree, and it was a Testimony to me, how the meer Notions of Nature, though they will guide 
reasonable Creatures to the Knowledge of a God, and of a Worship or Homage due to the supreme 
Being, of God as the Consequence of our Nature; yet nothing but divine Revelation can form the 
Knowledge of Jesus Christ, and of a Redemption purchas'd for us, of a Mediator of the new Covenant, 
and of an Intercessor, at the Foot-tool of God's Throne; I say, nothing but a Revelation from Heaven, 
can form these in the Soul, and that therefore the Gospel of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ; I mean, 
the Word of God, and the Spirit of God promis'd for the Guide and Sanctifier of his People, are the 
absolutely necessary Instructors of the Souls of Men, in the saving Knowledge of God, and the Means 
of Salvation. 

Aus: Daniel Defoe. The Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of Robinson Crusoe of York, Mariner. 
1719. Ed. by J. Donald Crowley. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1983. 

Thema Nr. 9 

Benjamin Franklin, Autobiography (1771/88) 

1. Analysieren Sie Thema und kommunikative Funktion des Textes! 

2. Welcher Identitatsentwurf wird hier autobiographisch konstruiert? 

3. Erortem Sie die Bedeutung des von Franklin autobiographisch konstruierten 
Identitatsentwurfes fUr die amerikanische Literatur- und Kulturgeschichte! 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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Part One 

Twyford, at the Bishop ofSt. Asaph's 1771. 

Dear Son, 

1 have ever had a Pleasure in obtaining any little Anecdotes of my Ancestors. You may remember the 
Enquiries 1 made among the Remains of my Relations when you were with me in England; and the 
Journey 1 took for that purpose. Now imagining it may be equally agreeble to you to know the 
Circumstances of my Life, many of which you are yet unacquainted with; and expecting a Weeks 
uninterrupted Leisure in my present Country Retirement, 1 sit down to write them for you. To which 1 
have besides some other Inducements. Having emerg'd from the Poverty and Obscurity in which 1 was 
born and bred, to a State of Aftluence and some Degree of Reputation in the World, and having gone 
so far thro' Life with a considerable Share of Felicity, the conducing Means 1 made use of, which, with 
the Blessing of God, so well succeeded, my Posterity may like to know, as they may find some of them 
suitable to their own Situations, and therefore fit to be imitated. That Felicity, when 1 reflected on it, 
has induc'd me sometimes to say, that were it offer'd to my Choice, 1 should have no Objection to a 
Repetition of the same Life from its Beginning, only asking the Advantage Authors have in a second 
Edition to correct some Faults of the first. So would 1 if! might, besides corr[ectin]g the Faults, change 
some sinister Accidents and Events of it for others more favourable, but tho' this were deny'd, 1 should 
still accept the Offer. However, since such a Repetition is not to be expected, the next Thing most like 
living one's Life over again, seems to be a Recollection of that Life; and to make that Recollection as 
durable as possible, the putting it down in Writing. Hereby, too, 1 shall indulge the Inclination so 
natural in old Men, to be talking of themselves and their own past Actions, and 1 shall indulge it, 
without being troublesome to others who thro' respect to Age might think themselves oblig'd to give 
me a Hearing, since this may be read or not as anyone pleases. And lastly, (I may as well confess it, 
since my Denial of it will be believ'd by no body) perhaps 1 shall a good deal gratify my own Vanity. 
Indeed 1 scarce ever heard or saw the introductory Words, Without Vanity 1 may say, &c. but some 
vain thing immediately follow'd. Most People dislike Vanity in others whatever Share they have of it 
themselves, but 1 give it fair Quarter wherever 1 meet with it, being persuaded that it is often 
productive of Good to the Possessor and to others that are within his Sphere of Action: And therefore 
in many Cases it would not be quite absurd if a Man were to thank God for his Vanity among the other 
Comforts of Life. 

And now 1 speak of thanking God, 1 desire with all Humility to acknowledge, that 1 owe the mention'd 
Happiness of my past Life to his kind Providence, which led me to the Means 1 us'd and gave them 
Success. My Belief of this, induces me to hope, tho' 1 must not presume, that the same Goodness will 
still be exercis'd towards me in continuing that Happiness, or in enabling me to bear a fatal Reverse, 
which 1 may experience as others have done, the Complexion of my future Fortune being known to 
him only: and in whose Power it is to bless to us even our Afflictions. 

Quelle: http://franklinpapers.org. Zugriff: 15.01.2015 
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ThemaNr.l0 

John Ruskin, "The Nature of Gothic", in: The Stones of VeniCe (1853) 

Das 19. Jahrhundert erlebte eine wahre Renaissance der Gotik. Der bedeutendste Beobachter dieses 

Prozesses war der Kunstkritiker John Ruskin, der sich in den folgenden Ausziigen mit den spezifischen 

Charakteristika der Gotik befasst: 

I believe, then, that the characteristic of Gothic are the following, placed in the order of their 
importance: 

1. Savageness. 
2. Changefulness. 
3. Naturalism. 
4. Grotesquenes. 
5. Rigidity. 
6. Redundance. 

These characters are here expressed as belonging to the building; as belonging to the builder they 
would be expressed thus: 1. Savageness or Rudeness. 2. Love of Change. 3. Love of Nature. 
4. Disturbed Imagination. 5. Obstinacy. 6. Generosity. And I repeat that the withdrawal of anyone, or 
any two will not at once destroy the Gothic character of a building, but the removal of a majority of 
them wilL I shall proceed to examine them in their order. [ ... ] 

Savageness - I am not sure when the word "Gothic" was first generically applied to the architecture of 
the North but I presume that, whatever the date of its original usage, it was intended to imply reproach, 
and express the barbaric character of the nations among whom that architecture arose. It never implied 
that they were literally of Gothic lineage, far less that their architecture had been originally invented by 
the Goths themselves; but it did imply that they and their buildings together exhibited a degree of 
sternness and rudeness, which, in contra-distinction to the character of Southern and Eastern nations, 
appeared like a perpetual reflection of the Contrast between the Goth and the Roman in their first 
encounter. And when that fallen Roman, in the utmost impotence of his luxury, and insolence of his 
guilt, became the model for the imitation of civilized Europe, at the close of the so-called Dark ages, 
the word Gothic became a term of unmitigated contempt, not unmixed with aversion. From that 
contempt, by the exertion of the antiquaries and architects of this century, Gothic architecture has been 
sufficiently vindicated; and perhaps some among us, in Our admiration of the magnificent science of 
its structure, and sacredness of its expression, might desire that the term of ancient reproach should be 
withdrawn, and some other, of more apparent honourableness, adopted in its place. There is no chance, 
as there is no need, of such a substitution. As far as the epithet was used scornfully, it was used falsely; 
but there is no reproach in the word, rightly understood; on the contrary, there is a profound truth, 
which the instinct of mankind almost unconsciously recognizes. It is true, greatly and deeply true, that 
the architecture of the North is rude and wild; - but it is not true, that, for this reason, We are to 
condemn it, or despise. Far otherwise: I believe it is in this very character that it deserves our 
profoundest reverence. [ ... ] 

The second mental element above named was Changefullness, or Variety. 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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I have already enforced the allowing independent operation to the inferior workman, simply as a duty 
to him, and as ennobling the architecture by rendering it more Christian. We have now to consider 
what reward we obtain for the performance of this duty, namely,the perpetual variety of every feature 
of the building. 

Wherever the workman is utterly enslaved, the parts of the building must of course be absolutely like 
each other; for the perfection of his execution can only be reached by exercising him in doing one 
thing, and giving him nothing else to do. The degree in which the workman is degraded may be thus 
known at a glance, by observing whether the several parts of the building are similar or not; and if, as 
in Greek work, all the capitals are alike, and all the mouldings unvaried, then the degradation is 
complete; if, as in Egyptian or Ninevite work, though the manner of executing certain figures is always 
the same, the order of design is perpetually varied, the degradation less total; if, as in Gothic work, 
there is perpetual change both in design and execution, the workman must have been altogether set 
free. [ ... ] 

The third constituent element of the Gothic mind was stated to be Naturalism; that is to say, the love of 
natural objects for their own sake, and the effort to represent them frankly, unconstrained by artistical 
laws. This characteristic of the style partly follows in necessary connection with those named above. 
For, so soon as the workman is left free to represent what subjects he chooses, he must look to the 
nature that is round him for material, and will endeavour to represent it as he sees it, with more or less 
accuracy according to the skill he possesses, and with much play of fancy, but with small respect for 
law. There is, however, a marked distinction between the imaginations of the Western and Eastern 
races, even when both are left free; the Western, or Gothic, delighting most in the representation of 
facts, and the Eastern (Arabian, Persian, and Chinese) in the harmony of colours and forms. The 
Gothic builders were of that central class which unites fact with design; but the part of the work which 
was more especially their own was the truthfulness. Their power of artistical invention or arrangement 
was not greater than that of Romanesque and Byzantine workmen: by those workmen they were taught 
the principles, and from them received their models is a great work of art, for the production of which 
either rules or models can be given. Exactly so far as architecture works on known rules, and from 
given models, it is not an art, but a manufacture; and it is, of the two procedures, rather less rational 
(because more easy) to copy capitals or mouldings from Phidias, and call ourselves architects, than to 
copy heads and hands from Titian and call ourselves painters. [ ... ] 

And having ascertained this, let [the reader] set himself to read them. Thenceforward the criticism of 
the building is to be conducted precisely on the same principles as that of a book; and it must depend 
on the knowledge, feeling, and not a little on the industry and perseverance of the reader, whether, 
even in the caSe of the best works, he either perceive them to be great, or feel them to be entertaining. 

Text: John Ruskin, The Stones ojVenice, ed. and intr. Jan Morris, London: Folio Society, 2001: 133-
171. 

1. Wo verortet Ruskin den Ursprung des Begriffs "Gothic" und seine ursprungliche Bedeutung? 

2. Analysieren Sie die von Ruskin vorgeschlagene Zuordnung der Gotik zu den Kulturen des 
Westens! Gehen Sie dabei auch auf den religiosen Subtext ein! 

3. In der Schlusspassage regt Ruskin an, Gebaude ebenso zu 'lesen' wie Bucher. Wenden Sie die 
vorgeschlagenen Charakteristika auf einen Text des 19. Jahrhunderts an! 
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Text: Hawthorne, Nathaniel. "Young Goodman Brown~" The Heath Anthology of American Literature. 
Vol. B. Eds. Paul Lauter et al. Boston: Houghton Miffiin, 2006. 2263-64. 

In "Young Goodman Brown" (1835) verabschiedet sich der Puritaner Brown abends von seiner Frau 
Faith und trifft im Wald einen Fremden mit schlangeriformigem Wanderstab, der Browns Vorfahren bei 
der Bestrafung und Vertreibung von Quakern und Indianern geholfon haben will, sowie den Pfarrer, 
Diakon und eine fromme Alte, die in die selbe Richtung gehen. Der hin- und hergerissene Brown (siehe 
Zitat) gelangt, mit dem Stab des Fremden, zu einer Hexenmesse, bei der Neulinge wie er und eine junge 
Frau vom Teuftl in die "Sundengemeinschaft ihrer Rasse" aufgenommen werden sollen. Er schreit 
verzweiftlt nach seiner Frau, sie mogen sich beide ihres Glaubens erinnern-und findet sich plotzlich 
allein. Nach seiner Ruckkehr begegnet er allen mit Misstrauen und lebt fortan mit Frau und Kindern in 
dusterer Schwermut. 

Whither, then, could these holy men be journeying so deep into the heathen wilderness? Young 
Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree for support, being ready to sink down on the ground, faint and 
overburdened with the heavy sickness of his heart. He looked up to the sky, doubting whether there 
really was a heaven above him. Yet there was the blue arch, and the stars brightening in it. 
"With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand firm against the devil!" cried Goodman Brown. 
While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of the firmament and had lifted his hands to pray, a 
cloud, though no wind was stirring, hurried across the zenith and hid the brightening stars. The blue 
sky was still visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass of cloud was sweeping swiftly 
northward. Aloft in the air, as if from the depths of the cloud, came a confused and doubtful sound of 
voices. Once the listener fancied that he could distinguish the accents oftowns-people of his own, men 
and women, both pious and ungodly, many of whom he had met at the communion table, and had seen 
others rioting at the tavern. The next moment, so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he 
had heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, whispering without a wind. Then came a stronger 
swell of those familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at Salem village, but never until now from a 
cloud of night. There was one voice of a young woman, uttering lamentations, yet with an uncertain 
sorrow, and entreating for some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to obtain; and all the unseen 
multitude, both saints and sinners, seemed to encourage her onward. 
"Faith!" shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony and desperation; and the echoes of the forest 
mocked him, crying, "Faith! Faith!" as if bewildered wretches were seeking her all through the 
wilderness. The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the night, when the unhappy husband 
held his breath for a response. There was a scream, drowned immediately in a louder murmur of 
voices, fading into far-off laughter, as the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and silent sky 
above Goodman Brown. But something fluttered lightly down through the air and caught on the branch 
of a tree. The young man seized it, and beheld a pink ribbon. 
"My Faith is gone!" cried he, after one stupefied moment. "There is no good on earth; and sin is but a 
name. Come, devil; for to thee is this world given." And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed 
loud and long, did Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set forth again, at such a rate that he seemed to 
fly along the forest path rather than to walk or run. The road grew wilder and drearier and more faintly 
traced, and vanished at length, leaving him in the heart of the dark wilderness, still rushing onward 
with the instinct that guides mortal man to evil. The whole forest was peopled with frightful sounds-
the creaking of the trees, the howling of wild beasts, and the yell of Indians; while sometimes the wind 
tolled like a distant church bell, and sometimes gave a broad roar around the traveller, as if all Nature 
were laughing him to scorn. But he was himself the chief horror of the scene, and shrank not from its 
other horrors. 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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1. Analysieren Sie die Erzahlperspektive des Textes! 

2. Gehen Sie auf den Symbolgehalt und seine Bedeutung ein, auchin Bezug auf die Namen der 
Figuren, den Schauplatz der Handlung und das Motiv der nachtlichen Wanderung in den Wald! 

3. Diskutieren Sie die Kurzgeschichte inhaltlich und fonnal als Beispiel der amerikanischen 
Romantik! 

Thema Nr.12 

1. Interpretieren Sie den Ausschnitt aus Virginia W oolf s Orlando unter Berucksichtigung 
stilistischer Besonderheiten! 

2. Diskutieren Sie die Frage, ob Woolfs Abweichungen vom "realistischen Erzahlen" typisch fUr 
die Literatur des friihen 20. Jahrhunderts ist; gehen Sie zu diesem Zweck auch aufmindestens 
zwei weitere modernistische Werke eigener Wahl ein! 

3. Beschreiben Sie abschlieBend, welche Signifikanz modernistische Texte fUr die 
Weiterentwicklung der Literatur im 20. Jahrhundert hatten! 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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"For there, not here (allSpeak together joining hands'andmak
ing gestutes of far~ell and despair towards the bed where Orlarido' 
'lies sleeping) dwell still in nest and boudoir, office and lawcourt: 
. those who love US; those who· hon()~. US, .virgins and city·.men; 
lawyers .and doctors; those who prohibit; th9se' who detiy; those 
who reverence without kno~g why; those who praiSe 'without 
under.standing; the still very ilUmerous (Heaveribe praised)' tribe . 
of ·the respectable; who prefer to see not; desjre to mow no,!; love' 
the 'darkness; thOse still worship US, and with reason; for we have 
given them Wealth, Prosperity, Comfort, Ea:se. To them we 'go, 
you we leave. Come, Sisters, comel ThiS is no place for us here." . 

They retire in haste, waviIig .their draperieS· over their heads.,. as . 
if to shut out somethlng that they dare not lOQk upon and close~ 
the door behind .them. 

We. are, therefore, ~ow left enfuely alone in the· room withthe\· . 
. sleeping. Orlando. and the trumpeters'. The trw:ri.peteis, ·ranging. 

themselves side by side in order,. blow «;me terrific .blast: 
. "THE TRUTH!" . '. "? 

at which Orlando woke~ . . 
He. stretched himself.· He' ra,se., He stood upright in .. complete .. 

nakedness before' us,· and while;the·tr1liIi.pets pealed Truth! Truth! 
Truth! we have no choice left hut confess-he was a woman. . ~ . .. '. .. .. ...... .. 

The sound of the tnimp~ died· away and' Orlando s~oo'd s~k 
naked. Np h~ being, since the world .began, has ever looked 
more·ravishing. His form combined in one the strength· of a ~an 
and a woman's grace. As he stood there, the. silver tnimpets.pro
longed their note, as if reluctant ·tcdeave· the lovely ~ight which 
their blast had called forth; and Chastity,' Purity, and· Modesty, 
inspired, no dpuQt, by Curiosity, peeped in at.the door arid threw' . 

. a garment like a towel at the naked form which;w,:tfortUnately, 
fell short 'by 'several mches. Orlarido looked himsel£:up and down 
ina long 100IQng-glassi withoutshowmganY'sigDs' o£ discomposure" ' . 
. an~ went,presumably, to his·bath .. ' ... ' . " . , 

We may.take advantage of this paUse.in, the narrative' to make .' 
certain statements. Odando had become' a . woman-:-there is no 
denying it. But in every other reSpect, Orland~reID.ained precisc!ly 
as he had been" The change of.sex~· though it altered their future, 
did. no.thing. whateyer.tpalte}:'.their Identity. Their,faceS remained,' 

. as their portraits prove, practically the. SaIile. Hls. memory-but 
in future we must, for convention's~-sal<:e, say "her". for '"his, ;, and· 
"she". jor "he"-h~ memory' then,' went back through all ··the, . 
events of her past life without .encountering-anyubstade;·Some 
slight haziness, there may have been, as if a .few 'dark 'drops had . 
fallen inoo· the· clear pool of memory;· certain things had becoD;le- a 
little dimmed; but that was all. The.chang~ ~e(!IIle4.~0_1t~ye ~~~ 
accomplished painlessly and completely and in such a way that 

. Orlando herself showed no surpriSe at· it. Many people, taking 
this' into-account, and holding that such a change of sex is agamst. 
nature~ have been at,~.great pains to prove (1) that Orlando had 
always been a woman, (2) iliat Oilando is at tliis ip.oment a man. 
Let biologists and psychologists determine. It is enough for us to . 
state the simple fact; Orlando was, a man:till the' age of thirty; 
when he became a woman 'and has remained so ever since;; 
, But let other pens treat of .·~ex··~d &~~ty; we q~t' sud. 
odious subjects as soon. as we can. 

Virginia Woo If, Orlando: A Biography, ed. J. H. Shape, Oxford: Blackwell, 1998, S0-82. 
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Thema Nr.13 

Der vorliegende Textauszug stammt aus dem Kurzgeschichten-Zyklus Winesburg, Ohio von Sherwood 
Anderson. In den insgesamt 22 Geschichten entwirft Anderson das BUd einer Kleinstadt des 
amerikanischen Mittleren Westens zu Beginn des 20. Jahrhunderts. Dieses BUd ergibt sich aus den 
personlichen Geschichten und Erfahrungen der Bewohner von Winesburg - Geschichten und 
Erfahrungen, die oft von Isolation und Enttiiuschung gepriigt sind Die folgende Textpassage 
entstammt der Geschichte "Hands ", die die Figuren des Wing Biddlebaum und des George Willard 
einfilhrt. Der junge Reporter George ist die einzige Figur, die in den meisten der Geschichten 
auftaucht, dh., es ist die Figur, die wesentlich filr den Zusammenhang des Kurzgeschichten-Zyklus 
sorgt. 

Upon the half decayed veranda of a small frame house that stood near the edge of a ravine near the 
town of Winesburg, Ohio, a fat little old man walked nervously up and down. Across a long field that 
had been seeded for clover but that had produced only a dense crop of yellow mustard weeds, he could 
see the public highway along which went a wagon filled with berry pickers returning from the fields. 
The berry pickers, youths and maidens, laughed and shouted boisterously. A boy clad in a blue shirt 
leaped from the wagon and attempted to drag after him one of the maidens, who screamed and 
protested shrilly. The feet of the boy in the road kicked up a cloud of dust that floated across the face 
of the departing sun. Over the long field came a thin girlish voice. "Oh, you Wing Biddlebaum, comb 
your hair, it's falling into your eyes," commanded the voice to the man, who was bald and whose 
nervous little hands fiddled about the bare white forehead as though arranging a mass of tangled locks. 

Wing Biddlebaum, forever frightened and beset by a ghostly band of doubts, did not think of 
himself as in any way a part. of the life of the town where he had lived for twenty years. Among all the 
people of Winesburg but one had come close to him. With George Willard, son of Tom Willard, the 
proprietor of the New Willard House, he had formed something like a friendship. George Willard was 
the reporter on the Winesburg Eagle and sometimes in the evenings he walked out along the highway 
to Wing Biddlebaum's house. Now as the old man walked up and down on the veranda, his hands 
moving nervously about, he was hoping that George Willard would come and spend the evening with 
him. After the wagon containing the berry pickers had passed, he went across the field through the tall 
mustard weeds and climbing a rail fence peered anxiously along the road to the town. For a moment he 
stood thus, rubbing his hands together and looking up and down the road, and then, fear overcoming 
him, ran back to walk again upon the porch on his own house. 

In the presence of George Willard, Wing Biddlebaum, who for twenty years had been the town 
mystery, lost something of his timidity, and his shadowy personality, submerged in a sea of doubts, 
came forth to look at the world. With the young reporter at his side, he ventured in the light of day into 
Main Street or strode up and down on the rickety front porch of his own house, talking excitedly. The 
voice that had been low and trembling became shrill and loud. The bent figure straightened. With a 
kind of wriggle, like a fish returned to the brook by the fisherman, Biddlebaum the silent began to talk, 
striving to put into words the ideas that had been accumulated by his mind during long years of 
silence. 

Wing Biddlebaum talked much with his hands. The slender expressive fingers, forever active, 
forever striving to conceal themselves in his pockets or behind his back, came forth and became the 
piston rods of his machinery of expression. 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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The story of Wing Biddlebaum is a story of hands. Their restless activity, like unto the beating 
of the wings of an imprisoned bird, had given him his name. Some obscure poet of the town had 
thought of it. The hands alarmed their owner. He wanted to keep them hidden away and looked with 
amazement at the quiet inexpressive hands of other men who worked beside him in the fields, or 
passed, driving sleepy teams on country roads. 

When he talked to George Willard, Wing Biddlebaum closed his fists and beat with them upon 
a table or on the walls of his house. The action made him more comfortable. If the desire to talk came 
to him when the two were walking in the fields, he sought out a stump or the top board of a fence and 
with his hands pounding busily talked with renewed ease. 

The story of Wing Biddlebaum's hands is worth a book in itself. Sympathetically set forth it 
would tap many strange, beautiful qualities in obscure men. It is a job for a poet. In Winesburg the 
hands had attracted attention merely because of their activity. With them Wing Biddlebaurn had picked 
as high as a hundred and forty quarts of strawberries in a day. They became his distinguishing feature, 
the source of his fame. Also they made more grotesque an already grotesque and elusive individuality. 
Winesburg was proud of the hands of Wing Biddlebaurn in the same spirit in which it was proud of 
Banker White's new stone house and Wesley Moyer's bay stallion, Tony Tip, that had won the two
fifteen trot at the fall races in Cleveland. 

Ausgabe: The Norton Anthology of American Literature. 7th ed. Vol. D 1914-1945. Ed. Nina 
BaymfMary Loeffelholz. New York: Norton, 2007. 1422-24. 

Fragen: 

1. Identifizieren Sie die Erzahlperspektive in der Textpassage und analysieren Sie deren Funktion 
mit Blick auf die Zeichnung des Schauplatzes der Geschichte und mit Blick auf die Zeichnung 
der Hauptfigur Wing Biddlebaum! 

2. We1che erzahlerischen Verfahren werden genutzt, urn das Verhaltnis von Biddlebaurn zu den 
Einwohnem der Kleinstadt zum Ausdruck zu bringen? Welche Mittel der Figurenzeichnung 
werden im Falle von Wing Biddlebaum herangezogen und welche Funktionen haben diese? 

3. Welche thematischen und erzahlerischen bzw. stilistischen Gestaltungsmittel deuten an, dass es 

sich bei der Textpassage urn einen Text des amerikanischen Modernismus handelt? 

ThemaNr.14 

Analysieren und interpretieren Sie den Romananfang von Salman Rushdies Midnight's Children 
(1981)! 

1. Analysieren Sie zunachst, wie der Roman einsetzt und mit welchen narrativen Strategien er 
hier vorgeht! 

2. Erlautem Sie dann das erzahlerische Programm, das mit diesem Anfang kenntlich wird, und 
diskutieren Sie, wie es sich zur Tradition englischer Erzahlliteratur stellt! 

3. Ordnen Sie das Beispiel in den kulturellen und politischen Kontext postkolonialer Literaturen 
ein! 

Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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I was born in the city of Bombay ... once upon a time. No, that won't do, there's no getting away 

from the date: I was born in Doctor Narlikar's Nursing Home on August 15th, 1947. And the time? 

The time matters, too. Well then: at night. No, it's important to be more ... On the stroke of midnight, 

as a matter of fact. Clock-hands joined palms in respectful greeting as I came. Oh, spell it out, spell it 

out: at the precise instant of India's arrival at independence, I tumbled forth into the world. There were 

gasps. And, outside the window, fireworks and crowds. A few seconds later, my father broke his big 
toe; but his accident was a mere trifle when set beside what had befallen me in that benighted moment, 
because thanks to the occult tyrannies of those blandly saluting clocks I had been mysteriously hand
cuffed to history, my destinies indissolubly chained to those of my country. For the next three decades, 
there was to be no escape. Soothsayers had prophesied me, newspapers celebrated my arrival, politicos 

ratified my authenticity. I was left entirely without a say in the matter. I, Saleem Sinai, later variously 

called Snotnose, Stainface, Baldy, Sniffer, Buddha and even Piece-of-the-Moon, had become heavily 

embroiled in Fate - at the best of times a dangerous sort of involvement. And I couldn't even wipe my 
own nose at the time. 

Now, however, time (having no further use for me) is running out. I will soon be thirty-one years 

old. Perhaps. If my crumbling, over-used body permits. But I have no hope of saving my life, nor can I 
count on having even a thousand nights and a night. I must work fast, faster than Scheherazade, if I am 
to end up meaning - yes, meaning - something. I admit it: above all things, I fear absurdity. 

And there are so many stories to tell, too many, such an excess of intertwined lives events miracles 
places rumours, so dense a commingling of the improbable and the mundane! I have been a swallower 

of lives; and to know me, just the one of me, you'll have to swallow the lot as well. Consumed 

multitudes are jostling and shoving inside me; and guided only by the memory of a large white 

bedsheet with a roughly circular hole some seven inches in diameter cut into the centre, clutching at 

the dream of that holey, mutilated square oflinen, which is my talisman, my open-sesame, I must 

commence the business of remarking my life from the point at which it really began, some thirty-two 
years before anything as obvious, as present, as my clock-ridden, crime-stained birth. 

(The sheet, incidentally, is stained too, with three drops of old, faded redness. As the Quran tells us: 

Recite, in the name a/the Lord thy Creator, who created Man/ram clots a/blood.) 

One Kashmiri morning in the early spring of 1915, my grandfather Aadam Aziz hit his nose against a 

frost-hardened tussock of earth while attempting to pray. Three drops of blood plopped out of his left 

nostril, hardened instantly in the brittle air and lay before his eyes on the prayer-mat, transformed into 
rubies. Lurching back until he knelt with his head once more upright, he found that the tears which had 

sprung to his eyes had solidified, too; and at that moment, as he brushed diamonds contemptuously 
from his lashes, he resolved never again to kiss earth for any god or man. This decision, however, 
made a hole in him, a vacancy in a vital inner chamber, leaving him vulnerable to women and history. 

Unaware of this at first, despite his recently completed medical training, he stood up, rolled the prayer

mat into a thick cheroot, and holding it under his right arm surveyed the valley through clear, 
diamond-free eyes. 

The world was new again. After a winter's gestation in its eggshell of ice, the valley had beaked its 

way out into the open, moist and yellow. The new grass bided its time underground; the mountains 

were retreating to their hill-stations for the warm season. (In the winter, when the valley shrank under 

the ice, the mountains closed in and snarled like angry jaws, around the city on the lake.) 
Fortsetzung nachste Seite! 
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In those days the radio mast had not been built and the temple of Sankara Acharya, a little black 
blister on a khaki hill, still dominated the streets and lakeofSrinagar. In those days there was no army 
camp at the lakeside, no endless snakes of camouflaged trucks andjeeps clogged the narrow mountain 

roads, no soldiers hid behind the crests of the mountains past Baramulla and Gulmarg. In those days 
travellers were not shot as spies if they took photographs of bridges, and apart from the Englishmen's 
houseboats on the lake, the valley had hardly changed since the Mughal Empire, for all its springtime 
renewals; but my grandfather's eyes - which were, like the rest ofhlm, twenty-five years old - saw 
things differently . .. and his nose had started to itch. 
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