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Thema Nr. 1

William Shakespeare, Julius Caesar (1599), aus Akt 2.1:

Der folgende Auszug zeigt den einsamen nächtlichen Moment, in dem der Senator Brutus beschließt, 
sich der durch Cassius initiierten Verschwörung gegen Julius Caesar anzuschließen:
Caesar hat, so die Auffassung der Verschwörer, die Römische Republik durch seine Ambitionen auf die 
Königskrone verraten. Der Zeitpunkt dieser Szene ist die Nacht vor dem 15. März (den „Iden“ des März 
im römischen Kalender), an dem -  wie das englische Theaterpublikum wusste -  im Jahre 44 v. Chr. die 
Ermordung Caesars durch den Dolchstoß des Brutus stattgefunden hatte.

2.1 Enter BRUTUS in his orchard

BRUTUS What, Lucius, ho!
I cannot by the progress of the stars
Give guess how near to day. Lucius, I say!
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.
When, Lucius, when? Awake, I say! What, Lucius!

Enter LUCIUS

LUCIUS . Called you, my lord?
BRUTUS Get me a taper in my study, Lucius.

When it is lighted, come and call me here.
LUCIUS I will, my lord. Exit

BRUTUS It must be by his death. And for my part 
I know no personal cause to *spum at him 
But for the general. He would be crowned: 
How that might change his nature, there’s the question. 
It is the bright day that brings forth the adder 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him that, 
And then I grant we put a sting in him 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
Th’abuse of greatness is when it disjoins 
♦Remorse from power. And to speak truth of Caesar, 
I have not known when his affections swayed 
More than his reason. But ’ tis a common proof 
That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face; 
But when he once attains the upmost round 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend. So Caesar may.
Then lest he may, prevent. And since the quarrel 
Will *bear no colour for the thing he is,
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Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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To speak and strike? O Rome, I make thee promise, 
If the redress will follow, thou receivest

Fashion it thus: that what he is, augmented, 
Would run to these and these extremities. 
And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg 
(Which, hatched, would as his kind grow mischievous) 
And kill him in the shell.

30

Enter LUCIUS

LUCIUS The taper bumeth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus sealed up, and I am sure 
It did not lie there when I went to bed.

Gives him the letter

35

BRUTUS Get you to bed again, it is not day.
Is not tomorrow, boy, the Ides of March? 40

LUCIUS I know not, sir.
BRUTUS Look in the calendar and bring me word.
LUCIUS I will, sir. Exit

BRUTUS The *exhalations whizzing in the air
Give so much light that I may read by them.

Opens the letter and reads

‘Brutus, thou sleep’st. Awake, and see thyselfl
Shall Rome, etc. Speak, strike, redress!’
‘Brutus, thou sleep’st. Awake!’
Such instigations have been often dropped

45

Where I have took them up.
‘Shall Rome, etc.’ Thus must I piece it out:
Shall Rome stand under one man’s awe? What, Rome?
My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The *Tarquin drive when he was called a king.

50

‘Speak, strike, redress!’ Am I entreated 55

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus.

Enter LUCIUS

LUCIUS Sir, March is wasted fifteen days.

Knock within

BRUTUS ’Tis good. Go to the gate, somebody knocks.

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar 
I have not slept.
Between the acting of a dreadful thing

[Exit Lucius} 60

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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And the first motion, all the interim is
Like a phantasma or a hideous dream. 65
*The genius and the mortal instruments
Are then in council, and the state of a man,
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then
The nature of an insurrection.

Enter LUCIUS

LUCIUS Sir, ’tis your brother Cassius at the door, 70
Who doth desire to see you. [...]

Text: William Shakespeare, Julius Caesar, ed. Marvin Spevack, Cambridge: CUP, 1988.2.1.1-71.

Z. 11 *spum -kick
Z. 19 *remorse -  compassion, scruple
Z. 29 *bear no colour for -  receive no justification from
Z. 44 *exhalations -  burning vapours, meteors (ominous signs)
Z. 54 *Tarquin -  Tarquinius Superbus (535-495 BC), a Roman tyrant king who was overthrown 

by Brutus’ ancestors, which led to the establishment of the Roman Republic
Z. 66 *The genius and the mortal instruments -  mind and body

1. Analysieren Sie den Auszug hinsichtlich der rhetorischen Struktur von Brutus’ Selbstgesprächen!
Beziehen Sie auch die Interaktion mit dem Diener Lucius und Brutus’ Reaktion auf die Appelle 
im übermittelten Brief ein! Diskutieren Sie die Metaphorik, u. a. die durchgehende Bildlichkeit 
des Wachens/Schlafens!

2. Das Stück Julius Caesar, eines der Roman Plays, ist auch unter die „philosophical plays“ Shake
speares eingereiht worden. Zeigen Sie auf, inwiefern sich hier in Brutus’ Selbstgesprächen philo
sophische und logische Abwägungen zwischen Handeln und Nicht-Handeln, zwischen zukünfti
gen Konsequenzen und gegenwärtiger Vorbeugung finden!

3. Ziehen Sie mindestens zwei andere Ihnen bekannte englische Dramen der Frühen Neuzeit verglei
chend heran, in denen die Thematik des Handelns bzw. Nicht-Handelns (z. B. mit Bezug auf einen 
geplanten Mord) im Zentrum steht!

-5 -
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Thema Nr. 2

Oscar Wilde, Lady Windermere’s Fan (UA 1892; publ. 1893)

LADY WINDERMERE. Lord Darlington, you annoyed me last night at the 
Foreign Office. I am afraid you are going to annoy me again.

LORD DARLINGTON. I, Lady Windermere?

[Enter PARKER [the butler] and FOOTMAN C., with tray and tea things.]

5  LADY WINDERMERE. Put it there, Parker. That will do. [Wipes her 
hands with her pocket-handkerchief, goes to tea-table, and sits 
down.] Won’t you come over, Lord Darlington?

[Exit PARKER C.]

LORD DARLINGTON. [Takes chair and goes across L.C.] I am quite 
AO miserable, Lady Windermere. You must tell me what I did. [Sits

down at table L.]

LADY WINDERMERE. Well, you kept paying me elaborate compliments 
the whole evening.

LORD DARLINGTON. [Smiling.] Ah, nowadays we are all of us so hard 
/\5* up, that the only pleasant things to pay ARE compliments. They're

the only things we CAN pay.

LADY WINDERMERE. [Shaking her head.] No, I am talking very 
seriously. You mustn’t laugh, I am quite serious. I don’t like 
compliments, and I don’t see why a man should think he is pleasing 

3.0 a woman enormously when he says to her a whole heap of things that 
he doesn't mean.

LORD DARLINGTON. Ah, but I did mean them. [Takes tea which she 
offers him.]

LADY WINDERMERE. [Gravely.] I hope not. I should be sorry to 
have to quarrel with you, Lord Darlington. I like you very much, 
you know that. But I shouldn't like you at all if I thought you 
were what most other men are. Believe me, you are better than most 
other men, and I sometimes think you pretend to be worse.

LORD DARLINGTON. We all have our little vanities, Lady Windermere.

LADY WINDERMERE. Why do you make that your special one? [Still 
seated at table L.]

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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LORD DARLINGTON. [Still seated L.C.] Oh, nowadays so many 
conceited people go about Society pretending to be good, that I 
think it shows rather a sweet and modest disposition to pretend to 
be bad. Besides, there is this to be said. If you pretend to be 
good, the world takes you very seriously. If you pretend to be 
bad, it doesn’t. Such is the astounding stupidity of optimism.

LADY WINDERMERE. Don’t you WANT the world to take you seriously 
then, Lord Darlington?

LORD DARLINGTON. No, not the world. Who are the people the world 
takes seriously? All the dull people one can think of, from the 
Bishops down to the bores. I should like YOU to take me very 
seriously, Lady Windermere, YOU more than any one else in life.

Zum Inhalt: Lady Windermere, verheiratet mit Lord Windermere, ist mit den Vorbereitungen fur ihre 
Geburtstagsparty -  sie wird 21 -  beschäftigt. Lord Darlington, ein Freund des Hauses, stattet ihr dabei 
einen Besuch ab.

(Quelle: Oscar Wilde. The Writings o f Oscar Wilde. Oxford University Press, 1989. Hrsg.: Frank Ker
mode. S. 335-336.)

1. Analysieren Sie den Dialog! Gehen Sie dabei auf die mit den Wörtern „good“, „bad“ und „seri- 
ous“/„seriously“ verbundenen Argumente ein! Erörtern Sie, warum Lady Windermere Lord Dar
lington tadelt!

2. Lord Darlington repräsentiert den bei Oscar Wilde häufig anzutreffenden Figurentyp des Dandy. 
Erläutern Sie, was die Merkmale dieses Typs sind! Beschreiben Sie seine Bedeutung in der Kultur 
des fin  de siecle\

3. Ordnen Sie das Stück und seine Figuren in die Literatur und Kultur der Zeit ein!
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Thema Nr. 3

Susan Glaspell
Trifles* (1916)
Ort der Handlung: irgendwo im ländlichen Iowa
Zeitabschnitt: die frühen 1910er Jahre

Trifles gilt als ein Beispiel für das frühe feministische Drama.

*Kleinigkeiten / Bagatellen

George Henderson -  Staatsanwalt
Heniy Peters -  Sheriff
Lewis Hale -  ein Nachbar der Wrights
Mrs. Peters -  die Ehefrau des Sheriffs
Mrs. Hale -  die Ehefrau von Lewis Hale
John Wright -  der Ermordete und Besitzer des Hauses, in dem sich die Gruppe versammelt hat 
Mrs. Minnie Wright -  die Ehefrau von John Wright und seine Mörderin

SCENE: The kitchen in the now abandonedfarmhouse o f  JOHN WRIGHT, a gloomy kitchen, and 
left without having been put in order — unwashed pans under the sink, a loaf o f bread outside the 
bread-box, a dish-towel on the table — other signs o f incompleted work.

[...]

COUNTY ATTORNEY: And what did Mrs. Wright do when she knew that you had gone for the 
coroner?

HALE: She moved from that chair to this one over here [pointing to a small chair in the corner] and 
just sat there with her hands held together and looking down. I got a feeling that I ought to make some 
conversation, so I said I had come in to see if John wanted to put in a telephone, and at that she started 
to laugh, and then she stopped and looked at me — scared. [The COUNTY ATTORNEY, who has had 
his notebook out, makes a note.} I dunno, maybe it wasn’t scared. I wouldn’t like to say it was. Soon 
Harry got back, and then Dr. Lloyd came, and you, Mr. Peters, and so I guess that’s all I know that you 
don’t.

COUNTY ATTORNEY: [Looking around.] I guess we’ll go upstairs first — and then out to the bam 
and around there. [To the SHERIFF.] You’re convinced that there was nothing important here — nothing 
that would point to any motive.

SHERIFF: Nothing here but kitchen things.

[The COUNTY ATTORNEY, after again looking around the kitchen, opens the door o f a cupboard 
closet. He gets up on a chair and looks on a shelf Pulls his hand away, sticky.]

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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JO COUNTY ATTORNEY: Here’s a nice mess.

[The women draw nearer.]

MRS. PETERS: [To the other woman.] Oh, her fruit; it did freeze. [To the LAWYER.] She worried 
about that when it turned so cold. She said the fire’d go out and her jars would break.

SHERIFF: Well, can you beat the woman! Held for murder and worryin' about her preserves.

1 5  COUNTY ATTORNEY: I guess before we’re through she may have something more serious than pre
serves to worry about.

HALE: Well, women are used to worrying over trifles.

[The two women move a little closer together.]

COUNTY ATTORNEY: [With the gallantry o f a young politician.] And yet, for all their worries, what 
would we do without the ladies? [The women do not unbend. He goes to the sink, takes a dipperful o f 
water from the pail and pouring it into a basin, washes his hands. Starts to wipe them on the roller
towel, turns it for a cleaner place.] Dirty towels! [Kicks his foot against the pans under the sink] Not 
much of a housekeeper, would you say, ladies?

MRS. HALE: [Stiffly. ] There’s a great deal of work to be done on a farm.

3S COUNTY ATTORNEY: To be sure. And yet [with a little bow to her] I know there are some Dickson 
county farmhouses which do not have such roller towels. [He gives it a pull to expose its full length 
again.]

MRS. HALE: Those towels get dirty awful quick. Men’s hands aren’t always as clean as they might be.

COUNTY ATTORNEY: Ah, loyal to your sex, I see. But you and Mrs. Wright were neighbors. I 
MO suppose you were friends, too.

[...]

COUNTY ATTORNEY: Yes, but I would like to see what you take, Mrs. Peters, and keep an eye out 
for anything that might be of use to us.

MRS. PETERS: Yes, Mr. Henderson.

MJ1 [The women listen to the men's steps on the stairs, then look about the kitchen.]

MRS. HALE: I’d hate to have men coming into my kitchen, snooping around and criticizing. [She ar
ranges the pans under sink which the LAWYER had shoved out o f place.]

MRS. PETERS: Of course it’s no more than their duty.

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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MRS, HALE: Duty’s all right, but I guess that deputy sheriff that came out to make the fire might have 
got a little of this on. [Gives the roller towel a puli'] Wish I’d thought of that sooner. Seems mean to talk 
about her for not having things slicked up when she had to come away in such a hurry.

[...]

MRS. HALE: [Examining the skirt.] Wright was close. I think maybe that’s why she kept so much to 
herself. She didn't even belong to the Ladies Aid. I suppose she felt she couldn’t do her part, and then 
you don't enjoy things when you feel shabby. She used to wear pretty clothes and be lively, when she 
was Minnie Foster, one of the town girls singing in the choir. But that — oh, that was thirty years ago. 
This all you was to take in?

MRS. PETERS: She said she wanted an apron. Funny thing to want, for there isn’t much to get you 
dirty in jail, goodness knows. But I suppose just to make her feel more natural. She said they was in the 
top drawer in this cupboard. Yes, here. And then her little shawl that always hung behind the door. 
[Opens stair door and looks.]

Yes, here it is. [Quickly shuts door leading upstairs.]

MRS. HALE: [Abruptly moving toward her.] Mrs. Peters?

MRS. PETERS: Yes, Mrs. Hale?

MRS. HALE: Do you think she did it?

MRS. PETERS: [In a frightened voice.] Oh, I don’t know.

MRS. HALE: Well, I don't think she did. Asking for an apron and her little shawl. Worrying about her 
fruit.

MRS. PETERS: [Starts to speak glances up, where footsteps are heard in the room above. In a low 
voice.]

Mr. Peters says it looks bad for her. Mr. Henderson is awful sarcastic in a speech and he’ll make fun of 
her sayin' she didn't wake up.

MRS. HALE: Well, I guess John Wright didn’t wake when they was slipping that rope under his neck.

MRS. PETERS: No, it's strange. It must have been done awful crafty and still. They say it was such a 
— funny way to kill a man, rigging it all up like that.

MRS. HALE: That's just what Mr. Hale said. There was a gun in the house. He says that's what he can’t 
understand.

MRS. PETERS: Mr. Henderson said coming out that what was needed for the case was a motive; 
something to show anger, or — sudden feeling.

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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EO MRS. HALE: [ Who is standing by the table. ] Well, I don't see any signs of anger around here. [STze puts 
her hand on the dish towel which lies on the table, stands looking down at table, one half o f  which is 
clean, the other half messy.} It's wiped to here. [Makes a move as i f  to finish work, then turns and looks 
at loaf o f  bread outside the breadbox. Drops towel. In that voice o f  coming back to familiar things.} 
Wonder how they are finding things upstairs. I hope she had it a little more red-up up there. You know, 

25" it seems kind of sneaking. Locking her up in town and then coming out here and trying to get her own 
house to turn against her!

MRS. PETERS: But Mrs. Hale, the law is the law.

MRS. HALE: I s'pose 'tis. [Unbuttoning her coat.} Better loosen up your things, Mrs. Peters. You won't 
feel them when you go out.

30 [MRS. PETERS takes o ff her fur tippet, goes to hang it on hook at back o f  room, stands looking at the 
under part o f the small corner table.}

MRS. PETERS: She was piecing a quilt.

[She brings the large sewing basket and they look at the bright pieces.}

MRS. HALE: It's her log cabin pattern. Pretty, isn’t it? I wonder if she was goin’ to quilt it or just knot 
35 it?

[Footsteps have been heard coming down the stairs. The SHERIFF enters followed by HALE and the 
COUNTY ATTORNEY.]

SHERIFF: They wonder if she was going to quilt it or just knot it!

[The men laugh, the women look abashed.}

/CO COUNTY ATTORNEY: [Rubbing his hands over the stove.} Frank’s fire didn't do much up there, did 
it? Well, let's go out to the bam and get that cleared up.

[The men go outside.}

MRS. HALE: [Resentfully.} I don't know as there's anything so strange, our takin' up our time with little 
things while we're waiting for them to get the evidence. [She sits down at the big table smoothing out a 

/OS' block with decision.} I don't see as it's anything to laugh about.

MRS. PETERS: [Apologetically.} Of course they've got awful important things on their minds.

[Pulls up a chair andjoins MRS. HALE at the table.}

MRS. HALE: [Examining another block} Mrs. Peters, look at this one. Here, this is the one she was 
working on, and look at the sewing! All the rest of it has been so nice and even. And look at this! It's all 

/AO over the place! Why, it looks as if she didn’t know what she was about!

[After she has said this they look at each other, then start to glance back at the door. After an instant 
MRS. HALE has pulled at a knot and ripped the sewing.}

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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MRS. PETERS: Oh, what are you doing, Mrs. Hale?

MRS. HALE: [Mildly. ] Just pulling out a stitch or two that’s not sewed very good. [Threading a needle. ] 
^45 Bad sewing always made me fidgety.

MRS. PETERS: [Nervously.] I don’t think we ought to touch things.

MRS. HALE: I’ll just finish up this end. [Suddenly stopping and leaning forward] Mrs. Peters?

MRS. PETERS: Yes, Mrs. Hale?

MRS. HALE: What do you suppose she was so nervous about?

MRS. PETERS: Oh — I don't know. I don’t know as she was nervous. I sometimes sew awful queer 
when I’m just tired. [MRS. HALE starts to say something, looks at MRS. PETERS, then goes on sewing.] 
Well I must get these things wrapped up. They may be through sooner than we think. [Putting apron 
and other things together.] I wonder where I can find a piece of paper, and string.

MRS. HALE: In that cupboard, maybe.

MRS. PETERS: [Looking in cupboard.] Why, here’s a bird-cage. [Holds it up.] Did she have a bird, 
Mrs. Hale?

MRS. HALE: Why, I don’t know whether she did or not — I’ve not been here for so long. There was a 
man around last year selling canaries cheap, but I don’t know as she took one; maybe she did. She used 
to sing real pretty herself.

/TO MRS. PETERS: [Glancing around.] Seems funny to think of a bird here. But she must have had one, 
or why would she have a cage? I wonder what happened to it.

MRS. HALE: I s’pose maybe the cat got it.

MRS. PETERS: No, she didn’t have a cat. She’s got that feeling some people have about cats — being 
afraid of them. My cat got in her room and she was real upset and asked me to take it out.

/3 S  MRS. HALE: My sister Bessie was like that. Queer, ain't it?

MRS. PETERS: [Examining the cage.] Why, look at this door. It’s broke. One hinge is pulled apart.

MRS. HALE: [Looking too.] Looks as if someone must have been rough with it.

MRS. PETERS: Why, yes. [She brings the cage forward and puts it on the table.]

MRS. HALE: I wish if they're going to find any evidence they'd be about it. I don't like this place.

MRS. PETERS: But I’m awful glad you came with me, Mrs. Hale. It would be lonesome for me sitting 
here alone.

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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Quelle: Glaspell, Susan. Trifies. 1916. Unter: http://xtf.lib.virginia.edu/xtf/view?docld=modem_english/uva- 
GenText/tei/GlaTrif.xn)l&chunk.id=d5&toc.id=&brand=default, abgerufen am 04.03.2021.

1. Erläutern Sie die Bedeutung des Titels (Kleinigkeiten/Bagatellen) für den Textauszug; stellen 
Sie dabei den Zusammenhang zum frühen feministischen Drama her!

2. Interpretieren Sie den Textausschnitt hinsichtlich des Symbols des caged birdi

3. Positionieren Sie den Textausschnitt in den gesellschaftshistorischen Kontext der U.S.-ameri
kanischen Gesellschaft in der ersten Hälfte des 20. Jahrhunderts! Gehen Sie dabei besonders 
auch auf Gender ein!
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Thema Nr. 4

Seite 13

Felicia Dorothea Hemans (1793-1835), „The Homes of England“ (1827).
Where’s the coward that would not dare
To fight for such a land?

—Mannion

The stately Homes of England, 
How beautiful they stand! 
Amidst their tall ancestral trees, 
O’er all the pleasant land.

Marmion = epische Verserzählung von Sir Walter 
Scott aus dem Jahr 1808

5 The deer across their greensward bound 
Through shade and sunny gleam, 
And the swan glides past them with the sound 
Of some rejoicing stream.

The merry Homes of England!

greensward= grasbedeckter Boden

10 Around their hearths by night, 
What gladsome looks of household love 
Meet, in the ruddy light!
There woman’s voice flows forth in song, 
Or childhood’s tale is told,

15 Or lips move tunefully along 
Some glorious page of old.

The blessed Homes of England! 
How softly on their bowers 
Is laid the holy quietness

20 That breathes from Sabbath-hours!
Solemn, yet sweet, the church-bell’s chime 
Floats through their woods at mom;
All other sounds, in that still time, 
Of breeze and leaf are bom.

25 The Cottage Homes of England!
By thousands on her plains,
They are smiling o’er the silvery brooks,
And round the hamlet-fanes.
Through glowing orchards forth they peep,

fane = Schrein, Kirche, Tempel

30 Each from its nook of leaves, 
And fearless there the lowly sleep,
As the bird beneath their eaves.

The free, fair Homes of England! 
Long, long, in hut and hall,

eaves = Dachvorsprung

35 May hearts of native proof be rear’d 
To guard each hallow’d wall!
And green for ever be the groves,
And bright the flowery sod, 
Where first the child’s glad spirit loves

sod = Grassode, Rasenstück

40 Its country and its God!

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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Text aus: Romantic Poetry: An Annotated Anthology, hg. Michael O’Neill & Charles Mahoney 
(Oxford & Malden/MA: Blackwell, 2008), 406-407.

1. Analysieren Sie Felicia Hemans6 Gedicht „The Homes of England66 in Hinblick auf seine Form, 
den sprachlichen Stil und den Einsatz von Stilmitteln!

2. Zeigen Sie auf, welches Bild von England Hemans in „The Homes of England66 entwirft und was 
dessen zentrale Facetten sind! Interpretieren Sie das Verhältnis zwischen Gedichttext und Epi
graph!

3. Vergleichen Sie Hemans6 Darstellung von England mit mindestens zwei Gedichten weiterer Au- 
torinnen/Autoren der britischen Romantik, in denen ebenfalls die gesellschaftliche Lage in Eng
land thematisiert wird!

-1 5 -
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Thema Nr. 5

The Slave Mother (1854)
By Frances Ellen Watkins Harper (1825-1911)

Heard you that shriek? It rose
So wildly on the air, 
It seemed as if a burden’d heart 
Was breaking in despair.

Saw you those hands so sadly clasped—
The bowed and feeble head—
The shuddering of that fragile form— 
That look of grief and dread?

Saw you the sad, imploring eye?
Its every glance was pain, 
As if a storm of agony 
Were sweeping through the brain.

She is a mother, pale with fear,
Her boy clings to her side, 
And in her kirtle1 vainly tries 
His trembling form to hide.

He is not hers, although she bore
For him a mother’s pains;
He is not hers, although her blood
Is coursing through his veins!

He is not hers, for cruel hands
May rudely tear apart
The only wreath of household love 
That binds her breaking heart.

His love has been a joyous light 
That o’er her pathway smiled, 
A fountain gushing ever new, 
Amid life’s desert wild.

His lightest word has been a tone 
Of music round her heart, 
Their lives a streamlet blent in one— 
Oh, Father! must they part?

They tear him from her circling arms, 
Her last and fond embrace.
Oh! never more may her sad eyes 
Gaze on his mournful face.

1 loose gown

Seite 15

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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No marvel, then, these bitter shrieks 
Disturb the listening air: 
She is a mother, and her heart 
Is breaking in despair.

Quelle: The Norton Anthology o f African American Literature. 2nd ed. Gen. ed. Henry Louis Gates Jr. 
and Nellie Y. McKay. New York: Norton, 2004. 496-497.

1. Analysieren Sie die wesentlichen Aspekte der formalen und stilistischen Gestaltung des vorlie
genden Gedichtes!

2. Diskutieren Sie die Darstellung der Sklaverei im vorliegenden Gedicht!
3. Diskutieren Sie die Interaktion des vorliegenden Gedichtes mit Strömungen der (afro)amerikani-

schen Literatur- und Kulturgeschichte!
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Thema Nr. 6

The Convergence of the Twain
{Lines on the Loss o f  the Titanic)

1
In a solitude of sea
Deep from human vanity, 

And the Pride of Life that planned her, stilly couches she.
2

Steel chambers, late the pyres
Of her salamandrine fires,* 5

Cold currents thrid,* and turn to rhythmic tidal lyres.
3

Over the mirrors meant
To glass the opulent

The sea-worm crawls -  grotesque, slimed, dumb, indifferent.
4

Jewels in joy designed 10
To ravish the sensuous mind

Lie lightless, all their sparkles bleared and black and blind.

5
Dim moon-eyed fishes near
Gaze at the gilded gear

And query: “What does this vaingloriousness down here?” . . .  15

6
Well: while was fashioning
This creature of cleaving wing,

The Immanent Will* that stirs and urges everything
7

Prepared a sinister mate
For her -  so gaily great -  20

A Shape of Ice, for the time far and dissociate.
8

And as the smart ship grew
In stature, grace, and hue,

In shadowy silent distance grew the Iceberg too.

9
Alien they seemed to be: 25
No mortal eye could see

The intimate welding of their later history.
10

Or sign that they were bent
By paths coincident

On being anon* twin halves of one august* event, 30

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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11
Till the Spinner of the Years
Said “Now!” And each one hears, 

And consummation comes, and jars two hemispheres.

Erläuterungen:

5 probably: ‘fires in which nothing could survive’
6 a variant form of the verb thread
18 the force that drives the world, according to Hardy’s philosophy
30 soon
30 important

Quelle: The Norton Anthology o f English Literature, vol. 2. Eds Greenblatt/Abrams. New York: 
Norton 72000, S. 1945-6.

Analysieren und interpretieren Sie das Gedicht von Thomas Hardy (1840-1928), das er 1912 als Reak
tion auf den Untergang der Titanic (am 15. April 1912 im Nordatlantik nach Kollision mit einem Eis
berg) schrieb!
1. Bestimmen Sie die Merkmale sprachlicher Formalisierung auf den Ebenen von Metrum, Reim und 

Lexik! Erörtern Sie, welche Funktion den gewählten Mitteln zukommt!
2. Analysieren Sie die Bildersprache! Untersuchen Sie, in welchen Bildern und Konzepten der Text 

die Katastrophe zu fassen versucht und wie sich diese deuten lassen!
3. Diskutieren Sie das hier entworfene Geschichtsverständnis und ordnen Sie das Gedicht in den 

kulturellen Kontext des frühen 20. Jahrhunderts ein!

-1 9 -
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Thema Nr. 7

"At Baia"

I should have thought 
in a dream you would have brought 
some lovely, perilous thing, 
orchids piled in a great sheath, 
as who would say (in a dream) 
I send you this, 
who left the blue veins 
of your throat unkissed.

Why was it that your hands 
(that never took mine) 
your hands that I could see 
drift over the orchid heads 
so carefully, 
your hands, so fragile, sure to lift 
so gently, the fragile flower stuff- 
ah, ah, how was it

You never sent (in a dream) 
the very form, the very scent, 
not heavy, not sensuous, 
but perilous-perilous- 
of orchids, piled in a great sheath, 
and folded underneath on a bright scroll 
some word:

Flower sent to flower;
for white hands, the lesser white, 
less lovely of flower leaf,

or

Lover to lover, no kiss, 
no touch, but forever and ever this.

Erläuterung:
Baia: ein antiker Badeort

H.D. (Hilda Doolittle). „At Baia“ (1921). Hymen. London: The Egoist Press, 1921. S. 30.
Unter: http://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/doolittle/hymen/1921-baia.html, abgerufen am 04.03.2021.

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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1. Analysieren Sie die Sprache und die verwendete Bildlichkeit des Gedichts!

2. Erläutern Sie die psychische Verfassung des lyrischen Ichs sowie die poetischen Mittel, die zu 
deren Vermittlung eingesetzt werden!

3. Situieren Sie das Gedicht literarhistorisch und vergleichen Sie es mit mindestens zwei anderen, zu 
H.D. zeitgenössischen amerikanischen Gedichten zum Thema Liebe!
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Thema Nr. 8

In den beiden folgenden Textausschnitten schreiben Joseph Addison und James Boswell über die Stadt 
Rom, die beide in den Jahren 1701 bzw. 1765 auf ihrer Grand Tour bereisten. Während Addison seinen 
Reisebericht im Jahr 1705 veröffentlichte, machte Boswell seine Tagebuchaufzeichnungen lediglich sei
nem Freund John Johnston sowie, in Teilen, einem ausgewählten Bekanntenkreis zugänglich.

Joseph Addison, Rem arks on Several Parts o f  Italy, &c. in the Years 1701,1702,1703  (1705)

1 ROME.

IT is generally observ'd, that Modem Rome stands higher than the Ancient; some have computed 
it about Fourteen or Fifteen Feet, taking one Place with another. The Reason given for it is, that 
the present City stands upon the Ruins of the former, and indeed I have often observed, that where 
any considerable Pile of Building stood anciently one still finds a rising Ground, or a little kind of 
Hill, which was doubtless made up out of the Fragments and Rubbish of the ruin’d Edifice. But 
besides this particular Cause, we may assign another that has very much contributed to the raising 
the Situation of several Parts of Rome: It being certain the great Quantities of Earth, that have been 
wash’d off from the Hills by the Violence of Showers, have had no small share in it. This any one 
may be sensible of who observes how far several Buildings, that stand near the Roots of Mountains, 
are sunk deeper in the Earth than those that have been on the Tops of Hills, or in open Plains; for 
which Reason the present Face of Rome is much more Even and Level than it was formerly; the 
same Cause that has rais’d the lower Grounds having contributed to sink those that were higher.
There are in Rome Two Sets of Antiquities, the Christian and the Heathen. The former, tho’ of a 
fresher Date, are so embroil'd with Fable and Legend, that one receives but little Satisfaction from 
searching into them. The other give a great deal of Pleasure to such as have met with them before 
in ancient Authors; for a Man who is in Rome can scarce see an Object that does not call to Mind a 
Piece of a Latin Poet or Historian. Among the Remains of Old Rome, the Grandeur of the 
Common-wealth shows itself chiefly in Works that were either necessary or convenient, such as 
Temples, High-ways, Aqueducts, Walls and Bridges of the City. On the contrary the Magnificence 
of Rome, under the Emperors, is seen principally in such Works as were rather for Ostentation or 
Luxury, than any real Usefulness or Necessity, as in Baths, Amphitheaters, Circus's, Obelisks, 
Triumphant Pillars, Arches and Mausoleums; for what they added to the Aqueducts was rather to 
supply their Baths and Naumachias1, and to embellish the City with Fountains, than out of any real 
Necessity there was for them. These several Remains have been so copiously describ’d by 
abundance of Travellers, and other Writers, particularly by those concern'd in the learned 
Collection of Graevius2, that it is very difficult to make any new Discoveries on so beaten a Subject. 
There is however so much to be observ’d in so spacious a Field of Antiquities, that it is almost 
impossible to survey them without taking new Hints, and raising different Reflections, according 
as a Man’s natural Turn of Thoughts, or the Course of his Studies, direct him.

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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James Boswell, Boswell on the Grand Tour: Italy, Corsica, and France, 1765-1766 
(1955)
MONDAY 25 MARCH. Mr. Morison, a Scottish antiquary, began to show me the most remarkable 
sights of Rome. We went out in the morning, as we intended to do every day. We saw the Pope go by in 
procession through one of the principal streets on his way to the Minerva3. It was thus I saw for the first 
time a dignitary who was so important in former times, and who still remains a prince of extraordinary 
power. We saw the ceremony at the Minerva, where his Holiness was carried on a magnificent chair 
decorated with a figure of the Holy Ghost. He made the round of the church and gave his blessing to the 
whole congregation, who knelt before his Holiness. Then he took his place on a sort of throne, where, 
after he had performed certain sacred rites of which I understood nothing, people kissed his slipper. After 
this there was a procession of Roman girls who had received dowries from a public foundation, some to 
be married and others to become nuns. They marched in separate groups, the nuns coming last and 
wearing crowns. Only a few of them were pretty, and most of the pretty ones were nuns. It was a curious 
enough function.
Then we went to the Capitoline hill. We climbed on the roof of the modem Senate, from which Mr. 
Morison pointed out ancient Rome on its seven hills. He showed me a little map of it, and read me a 
clear summary of the growth of this famous city to its present extent.
TUESDAY 26 MARCH. We viewed the celebrated Forum. I experienced sublime and melancholy emo
tions as I thought of all the great affairs which had taken place there, and saw the place now all in ruins, 
with the wretched huts of carpenters and other artisans occupying the site of that rostrum4 from which 
Cicero had flung forth his stunning eloquence. I saw there the remains of the magnificent portico5 that 
once adorned the Forum, whose three remaining columns give us a superb idea of what it was. ... We 
entered the famous Colosseum, which certainly presents a vast and sublime idea of the grandeur of the 
ancient Romans. It is hard to tell whether the astonishing massiveness or the exquisite taste of this superb 
building should be more admired. A hermit has a little apartment inside. We passed through his her
mitage to climb to where the seats and corridors of the theatre once were; Mr. Morison gave me a clear 
picture of all this. It was shocking to discover several portions of this theatre full of dung. It is rented to 
people who use it in this fashion6.
WEDNESDAY 27 MARCH. We went out in the afternoon. We climbed the Palatine hill, where the 
magnificent Palace of the emperors stood. [...] We saw a superb hall from which one can judge the 
grandeur of this imperial mansion, and we went down to see the baths, where one can yet see on the 
ceiling fragments of stucco-work painted and gilded in a veiy elegant manner. We walked to where the 
house of Cicero had stood. A statue there resembles him a great deal. Struck by these famous places, I 
was seized with enthusiasm. I began to speak Latin. Mr. Morison replied. He laughed a bit at the begin
ning. But we made a resolution to speak Latin continually during this course of antiquities. We have 
persisted, and every day we speak with greater facility, so that we have harangued on Roman antiquities 
in the language of the Romans themselves.

[••J
WEDNESDAY 3 APRIL. Yesterday saw ... "Moses" by Michelangelo7. Beard too long; horns, though 
sacred, yet ludicrous8 as like satyr9; rest of the figure superb.... Night, Hamilton with you.

[•••]
FRIDAY 12 APRIL. Yesterday walked to Genzano.... Morison quite sulky; low to dispute with him. 
You have seen how vain, how impossible to make others as you. So from hence, never dispute.

Be firm. Night, new girl. Swear no women for week. Labour hard.
Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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Vokabeln:

1 Naumachias Gartenanlage zur Nachstellung von Seeschlachten
2 Graevius
3 Minerva
4 rostrum
5 portico
6 in this fashion

Johann Georg Graevius, Thesaurus antiquitatum Romanarum (1694—1699) 
die Basilika Santa Maria sopra Minerva
Rednerpult
Säulengang, -halle
d. h. als Viehgehege

7 ‘Moses’ by Michelangelo

8 ludicrous
9 satyr

Statue der Hochrenaissance (1513-1515); die Darstellung Moses‘ mit Hörnern geht 
auf eine Fehlübersetzung zurück (,gehörnt6 statt des korrekten ,gekrönt6) 
lächerlich, grotesk, skurril
tierisch-menschliches Mischwesen der griech. Mythologie

Quellen:

Joseph Addison, Remarks on Several Parts o f Italy, &c. in the Years 1701, 1702, 1703, gedruckt für 
Jacob Tonson, 1705,300-303.

James Boswell, Boswell on the Grand Tour: Italy, Corsica, and France, 1765-1766, hg. von Frank 
Brady und Frederick Albert Pottle, Heinemann, 1955, The Yale Editions of the Private Papers of James 
Boswell, 60-65.

1. Analysieren Sie, wie die Stadt Rom in beiden Reiseberichten dargestellt wird! Arbeiten Sie hierbei
inhaltliche sowie rhetorisch-stilistische Unterschiede heraus!

2. Vergleichen Sie die narrative Vermittlung beider Textauszüge sowie die Selbstdarstellung der Er
zähler!

3. Die Reisethematik durchzieht die Literatur des „Langen 18. Jahrhunderts“. Diskutieren Sie, wie 
in zwei weiteren narrativen oder expositorischen Texten dieser Zeit „Reise66 und „Mobilität“ ver
handelt werden!

-24-
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Thema Nr. 9

Text excerpt: Murray, Judith Sargent. „On the Equality of the Sexes“ (1790). The Heath Anthology o f 
American Literature. Gen. ed. Paul Lauter. 6th ed. 5 vols. Boston and New York: Houghton Mifflin 
Comp., 2009. A: 1254-1255.

Is it upon mature consideration we adopt the idea, that nature is thus partial in her distributions? Is it 
indeed a fact, that she hath yielded to one half of the human species so unquestionable a mental superi
ority? I know that to both sexes elevated understandings, and the reverse, are common. But, suffer me 
to ask, in what the minds of females are so notoriously deficient, or unequal. May not the intellectual 
powers be ranged under these four heads-imagination, reason, memory and judgment. The province of 
imagination hath long since been surrendered up to us, and we have been crowned undoubted sovereigns 
of the regions of fancy. Invention is perhaps the most arduous effort of the mind; this branch of imagi
nation hath been particularly ceded to us, and we have been time out of mind invested with that creative 
faculty. Observe the variety of fashions (here I bar the contemptuous smile) which distinguish and adorn 
the female world; how continually are they changing, insomuch that they almost render the wise man’s 
assertion problematical, and we are ready to say, there is something new under the sun. Now what a 
playfulness, what an exuberance of fancy, what strength of inventive imagination, doth this continual 
variation discover? Again, it hath been observed, that if the turpitude of the conduct of our sex, hath 
been ever so enormous, so extremely ready are we, that the very first thought presents us with an apol
ogy, so plausible, as to produce our actions even in an amiable light. Another instance of our creative 
powers, is our talent for slander; how ingenious are we at inventive scandal? what a formidable story 
can we in a moment fabricate merely from the force of a prolifick imagination? how many reputations, 
in the fertile brain of a female, have been utterly despoiled? how industrious are we at improving a hint? 
suspicion how easily do we convert into conviction, and conviction, embellished by the power of elo
quence, stalks abroad to the surprise and confusion of unsuspecting innocence. Perhaps it will be asked 
if I furnish these facts as instances of excellency in our sex. Certainly not; but as proofs of a creative 
faculty, of a lively imagination. Assuredly great activity of mind is thereby discovered, and was this 
activity properly directed, what beneficial effects would follow. Is the needle and kitchen sufficient to 
employ the operations of a soul thus organized? I should conceive not. Nay, it is a truth that those very 
departments leave the intelligent principle vacant, and at liberty for speculation. Are we deficient in 
reason? we can only reason from what we know, and if an opportunity of acquiring knowledge hath been 
denied us, the inferiority of our sex cannot fairly be deduced from thence. Memory, I believe, will be 
allowed us in common, since every one's experience must testify, that a loquacious old woman is as 
frequently met with, as a communicative old man; their subjects are alike drawn from the fund of other 
times, and the transactions of their youth, or of maturer life, entertain, or perhaps fatigue you, in the 
evening of their lives. "But our judgment is not so strong-we do not distinguish so well.”-Yet it may be 
questioned, from what doth this superiority, in this determining faculty of the soul, proceed. May we not 
trace its source in the difference of education, and continued advantages? Will it be said that the judg
ment of a male of two years old, is more sage than that of a female's of the same age? I believe the 
reverse is generally observed to be true. But from that period what partiality! how is the one exalted, and 
the other depressed, by the contrary modes of education which are adopted! the one is taught to aspire, 
and the other is early confined and limitted. As their years increase, the sister must be wholly domesti
cated, while the brother is led by the hand through all the flowery paths of science. Grant that their minds 
are by nature equal, yet who shall wonder at the apparent superiority, if  indeed custom becomes second 
nature; nay if it taketh place of nature, and that it doth the experience of each day will evince. At length 
arrived at womanhood, the uncultivated fair one feels a void, which the employments allotted her are by 
no means capable of filling. What can she do? to books she may not apply; or if she doth, to those only 
o f the novel kind, lest she merit the appellation of a learned lady; and what ideas have been

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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affixed to this term, the observation of many can testify. Fashion, scandal, and sometimes what is still 
45 more reprehensible, are then called in to her relief; and who can say to what lengths the liberties she 

takes may proceed. Meantime she herself is most unhappy; she feels the want of a cultivated mind.

1. Stellen Sie die Argumentation der Autorin dar, insbesondere hinsichtlich stilistischer und rhetori
scher Mittel, und diskutieren Sie die textuelle Strategie dieses gesellschaftspolitischen Schlüssel
textes!

2. Diskutieren Sie das Thema Geschlechterdifferenz und Rollenzuschreibungen in Literatur und Kul
tur der frühen Republik! Gehen Sie dabei insbesondere auf Bildungschancen, Machtverteilung und 
die so genannten „separate spheres“ ein!

3. Diskutieren Sie ausgehend von Murrays Text epochenübergreifende Entwicklungslinien für die 
feministische Literatur in den LISA. Ziehen Sie dabei mindestens zwei weitere feministische Texte 
aus dieser Epoche oder anderen Epochen heran!
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Thema Nr. 10

Text: Jane Austen: Emma (1812), 16. Kapitel (zitiert nach der Ausgabe Harmondsworth: Penguin, 
1986, S. 153-157).

Nachdem Mr. Elton ihr seine Liebe gestanden hat, muss die junge Emma Woodhouse einsehen, dass ihr 
Plan, eine Beziehung zwischen ihrer mittellosen Freundin Harriet Smith und dem alleinstehenden Mr. 
Elton zu stiften, gescheitert ist.

The hair was curled, and the maid sent away, and Emma sat down to think and be miserable.— It was a 
wretched business, indeed!— Such an overthrow o f  every thing she had been wishing for!— Such a de
velopment o f every thing most unwelcome!— Such a blow for Harriet!— That was the worst o f  all. Every 
part o f it brought pain and humiliation, o f some sort or other; but, compared with the evil to Harriet, all 
was light; and she would gladly have submitted to feel yet more mistaken—more in error—more dis
graced by mis-judgment, than she actually was, could the effects o f her blunders have been confined to 
herself.
"If I had not persuaded Harriet into liking the man, I could have borne any thing. He might have doubled 
his presumption to me— but poor Harriet!"
How she could have been so deceived!— He protested that he had never thought seriously o f  Harriet—  
never! She looked back as well as she could; but it was all confusion. She had taken up the idea, she 
supposed, and made every thing bend to it. His manners, however, must have been unmarked, wavering, 
dubious, or she could not have been so misled.
The picture!—How eager he had been about the picture!— and the charade!— and a hundred other cir
cumstances;—how clearly they had seemed to point at Harriet. To be sure, the charade, with its ‘ready 
wit’— but then the ‘soft eyes’— in fact it suited neither; it was a jumble without taste or truth. Who could 
have seen through such thick-headed nonsense?
Certainly she had often, especially o f late, thought his manners to herself unnecessarily gallant; but it 
had passed as his way, as a mere error o f judgment, o f knowledge, o f  taste, as one proof among others 
that he had not always lived in the best society, that with all the gentleness o f his address, true elegance 
was sometimes wanting; but, till this very day, she had never, for an instant, suspected it to mean any 
thing but grateful respect to her as Harriet's friend.
To M r John Knightley was she indebted for her first idea on the subject, for the first start o f its possibility. 
There was no denying that those brothers had penetration. She remembered what Mr Knightley had once 
said to her about M r Elton, the caution he had given, the conviction he had professed that Mr Elton 
would never marry indiscreetly; and blushed to think how much truer a knowledge of his character had 
been there shewn than any she had reached herself. It was dreadfully mortifying; but Mr Elton was 
proving himself, in many respects, the very reverse o f what she had meant and believed him; proud, 
assuming, conceited; very full o f his own claims, and little concerned about the feelings o f others.
Contrary to the usual course o f things, Mr Elton's wanting to pay his addresses to her had sunk him in 
her opinion. His professions and his proposals did him no service. She thought nothing of his attachment, 
and was insulted by his hopes. He wanted to marry well, and having the arrogance to raise his eyes to 
her, pretended to be in love; but she was perfectly easy as to his not suffering any disappointment that 
need be cared for. There had been no real affection either in his language or manners. Sighs and fine 
words had been given in abundance; but she could hardly devise any set o f expressions, or fancy any 
tone o f voice, less allied with real love. She need not trouble herself to pity him. He only wanted to 
aggrandize and enrich himself; and if  Miss Woodhouse of Hartfield, the heiress o f thirty thousand 
pounds, were not quite so easily obtained as he had fancied, he would soon try for Miss Somebody else 
with twenty, or with ten.

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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But—that he should talk of encouragement, should consider her as aware of his views, accepting his 
attentions, meaning (in short), to marry him!—should suppose himself her equal in connection or 
mind!—look down upon her friend, so well understanding the gradations of rank below him, and be so 
blind to what rose above, as to fancy himself shewing no presumption in addressing her!—It was most 
provoking.
Perhaps it was not fair to expect him to feel how very much he was her inferior in talent, and all the 
elegancies of mind. The very want of such equality might prevent his perception of it; but he must know 
that in fortune and consequence she was greatly his superior. He must know that the Woodhouses had 
been settled for several generations at Hartfield, the younger branch of a very ancient family—and that 
the Eltons were nobody. The landed property of Hartfield certainly was inconsiderable, being but a sort 
of notch in the Donwell Abbey estate, to which all the rest of Highbury belonged; but their fortune, from 
other sources, was such as to make them scarcely secondary to Donwell Abbey itself, in every other kind 
of consequence; and the Woodhouses had long held a high place in the consideration of the neighbour
hood which Mr Elton had first entered not two years ago, to make his way as he could, without any 
alliances but in trade, or any thing to recommend him to notice but his situation and his civility.—But 
he had fancied her in love with him; that evidently must have been his dependence; and after raving a 
little about the seeming incongruity of gentle manners and a conceited head, Emma was obliged on 
common honesty to stop and admit that her own behaviour to him had been so complaisant and obliging, 
so full of courtesy and attention, as (supposing her real motive unperceived) might warrant a man of 
ordinary observation and delicacy, like Mr Elton, in fancying himself a very decided favourite. If she 
had so misinterpreted his feelings, she had little right to wonder that he, with self-interest to blind him, 
should have mistaken hers.
The first error and the worst lay at her door. It was foolish, it was wrong, to take so active a part in 
bringing any two people together. It was adventuring too far, assuming too much, making light of what 
ought to be serious, a trick of what ought to be simple. She was quite concerned and ashamed, and 
resolved to do such things no more.
"Here have I," said she, "actually talked poor Harriet into being very much attached to this man. She 
might never have thought of him but for me; and certainly never would have thought of him with hope, 
if I had not assured her of his attachment, for she is as modest and humble as I used to think him. Oh! 
that I had been satisfied with persuading her not to accept young Martin. There I was quite right. That 
was well done of me; but there I should have stopped, and left the rest to time and chance. I was intro
ducing her into good company, and giving her the opportunity of pleasing some one worth having; I 
ought not to have attempted more. But now, poor girl, her peace is cut up for some time. I have been but 
half a friend to her; and if she were not to feel this disappointment so very much, I am sure I have not 
an idea of any body else who would be at all desirable for her;—William Coxe—Oh! no, I could not 
endure William Coxe—a pert young lawyer."
She stopt to blush and laugh at her own relapse, and then resumed a more serious, more dispiriting 
cogitation upon what had been, and might be, and must be. The distressing explanation she had to make 
to Harriet, and all that poor Harriet would be suffering, with the awkwardness of future meetings, the 
difficulties of continuing or discontinuing the acquaintance, of subduing feelings, concealing resent
ment, and avoiding eclat, were enough to occupy her in most unmirthful reflections some time longer, 
and she went to bed at last with nothing settled but the conviction of her having blundered most dread
fully.
To youth and natural cheerfulness like Emma’s, though under temporary gloom at night, the return of 
day will hardly fail to bring return of spirits. The youth and cheerfulness of morning are in happy anal
ogy, and of powerful operation; and if the distress be not poignant enough to keep the eyes unclosed, 
they will be sure to open to sensations of softened pain and brighter hope.
Emma got up on the morrow more disposed for comfort than she had gone to bed, more ready to see 
alleviations of the evil before her, and to depend on getting tolerably out of it.

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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It was a great consolation that Mr Elton should not be really in love with her, or so particularly amiable 
as to make it shocking to disappoint him—that Harriet’s nature should not be o f that superior sort in 
which the feelings are most acute and retentive—and that there could be no necessity for any body's 
knowing what had passed except the three principals, and especially for her father’s being given a mo
ment's uneasiness about it.
These were very cheering thoughts; and the sight o f a great deal o f snow on the ground did her further 
service, for any thing was welcome that might justify their all three being quite asunder at present.
The weather was most favourable for her; though Christmas Day, she could not go to church. Mr. Wood
house would have been miserable had his daughter attempted it, and she was therefore safe from either 
exciting or receiving unpleasant and most unsuitable ideas. The ground covered with snow, and the 
atmosphere in that unsettled state between frost and thaw, which is o f all others the most unfriendly for 
exercise, every morning beginning in rain or snow, and every evening setting in to freeze, she was for 
many days a most honourable prisoner. No intercourse with Harriet possible but by note; no church for 
her on Sunday any more than on Christmas Day; and no need to find excuses for Mr Elton's absenting 
himself.
It was weather which might fairly confine every body at home; and though she hoped and believed him 
to be really taking comfort in some society or other, it was very pleasant to have her father so well 
satisfied with his being all alone in his own house, too wise to stir out; and to hear him say to Mr Knight
ley, whom no weather could keep entirely from them,—
"Ah! Mr Knightley, why do not you stay at home like poor Mr Elton?"
These days o f confinement would have been, but for her private perplexities, remarkably comfortable, 
as such seclusion exactly suited her brother, whose feelings must always be o f great importance to his 
companions; and he had, besides, so thoroughly cleared o ff his ill-humour at Randalls, that his amiable
ness never failed him during the rest o f his stay at Hartfield. He was always agreeable and obliging, and 
speaking pleasantly o f every body. But with all the hopes o f cheerfulness, and all the present comfort o f 
delay, there was still such an evil hanging over her in the hour o f explanation with Harriet, as made it 
impossible for Emma to be ever perfectly at ease.

23 M r John Knightley Emma’s brother-in-law (“her brother” mentioned in 1. 110) and brother to Mr 
[George] Knightley, Emma’s fatherly friend

1. Analysieren Sie die Erzählsituation der Textpassage! Achten Sie besonders auf die zum Einsatz 
kommenden Techniken der Bewusstseinsdarstellung! Sie können auf unterschiedliche Modelle der 
Erzähltextanalyse zurückgreifen.

2. Untersuchen Sie, wie die Figur der Emma in dem vorliegenden Kapitel charakterisiert wird!

3. Erläutern Sie, welche Stellung Emma in der Tradition weiblicher Entwicklungsgeschichten im 
englischen Gesellschaftsroman einnimmt! Situieren Sie darüber hinaus den Roman im Kontext 
der englischen Literatur um 1800!

-2 9 -



Herbst 2021 Einzelprüftingsnummer 62619 Seite 29

1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9

10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34
35
36
37
38
39
40
41
42
43
44
45

Thema Nr. 11

Hawthorne, Nathaniel: „Young Goodman Brown.“ 1835. The Norton Anthology o fA merican Lit
erature. Ed. Nina Baym et al. Shorter Fourth ed. New York: Norton, 1995.576-585, hier. 576ff.

'Poor little Faith!' thought he, for his heart smote him. 'What a wretch am I, to leave her on such an er
rand! She talks of dreams, too. Methought, as she spoke, there was trouble in her face, as if a dream 
had warned her what work is to be done to-night. But, no, no! 'twould kill her to think it. Well; she's a 
blessed angel on earth; and after this one night, I'll cling to her skirts and follow her to Heaven.' 
With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman Brown felt himself justified in making more haste 
on his present evil purpose. He had taken a dreary road, darkened by all the gloomiest trees of the for
est, which barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, and closed immediately behind. It 
was all as lonely as could be; and there is this peculiarity in such a solitude, that the traveller knows 
not who may be concealed by the innumerable trunks and the thick boughs overhead; so that, with 
lonely footsteps, he may yet be passing through an unseen multitude.
There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,' said Goodman Brown to himself; and he glanced 
fearfully behind him, as he added, 'What if the devil himself should be at my very elbow!' 
His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the road, and looking forward again, beheld the fig
ure of a man, in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of an old tree. He arose, at Goodman 
Brown's approach, and walked onward, side by side with him. 'You are late, Goodman Brown,' said he. 
'The clock of the Old South was striking, as I came through Boston; and that is full fifteen minutes 
agone.'
'Faith kept me back awhile,' replied the young man, with a tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden 
appearance of his companion, though not wholly unexpected.
It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in that part of it where these two were journeying. As 
nearly as could be discerned, the second traveller was about fifty years old, apparently in the same 
rank of life as Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resemblance to him, though perhaps more 
in expression than features. Still, they might have been taken for father and son. And yet, though the 
elder person was as simply clad as the younger, and as simple in manner too, he had an indescribable 
air of one who knew the world, and would not have felt abashed at the governor's dinner-table, or in 
King William's court, were it possible that his affairs should call him thither. But the only thing about 
him, that could be fixed upon as remarkable, was his staff, which bore the likeness of a great black 
snake, so curiously wrought, that it might almost be seen to twist and wriggle itself like a living ser
pent. This, of course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain light.
'Come, Goodman Brown!' cried his fellow-traveller, 'this is a dull pace for the beginning of a journey. 
Take my staff, if you are so soon weary.'
'Friend,' said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, 'having kept covenant by meeting thee 
here, it is my purpose now to return whence I came. I have scruples, touching the matter thou wot'st 
of.'
'Sayest thou so?' replied he of the serpent, smiling apart. 'Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we 
go, and if I convince thee not, thou shalt turn back. We are but a little way in the forest, yet.' 
'Too far, too far!' exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resuming his walk. 'My father never went 
into the woods on such an errand, nor his father before him. We have been a race of honest men and 
good Christians, since the days of the martyrs. And shall I be the first of the name of Brown, that ever 
took this path and kept-'
'Such company, thou wouldst say,' observed the elder person, interrupting his pause. 'Well said, Good
man Brown! I have been as well acquainted with your family as with ever a one among the Puritans; 
and that's no trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the constable, when he lashed the Quaker woman 
so smartly through the streets of Salem. And it was I that brought your father a pitch-pine knot, kindled 
at my own hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in King Philip's War. They were my good friends,

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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both; and many a pleasant walk have we had along this path, and returned merrily after midnight. I 
would fain be friends with you, for their sake.’
’If it be as thou sayest,* replied Goodman Brown, ’I marvel they never spoke of these matters. Or, ver
ily, I marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort would have driven them from New England. 
We are a people of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such wickedness.’
’Wickedness or not,' said the traveller with the twisted staff, 'I have a very general acquaintance here in 
New England. The deacons of many a church have drunk the communion wine with me; the select
men, of divers towns, make me their chairman; and a majority of the Great and General Court are firm 
supporters of my interest. The governor and I, too-but these are state-secrets.'
'Can this be so!' cried Goodman Brown, with a stare of amazement at his undisturbed companion. 
'Howbeit, I have nothing to do with the governor and council; they have their own ways, and are no 
rule for a simple husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, how should I meet the eye of 
that good old man, our minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would make me tremble, both Sab
bath-day and lecture-day!’
Thus far, the elder traveller had listened with due gravity, but now burst into a fit of irrepressible 
mirth, shaking himself so violently that his snake-like staff actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy. 
'Ha! ha! ha!' shouted he, again and again; then composing himself, 'Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go 
on; but, pr'y thee, don't kill me with laughing!’
'Well, then, to end the matter at once,' said Goodman Brown, considerably nettled, 'there is my wife, 
Faith. It would break her dear little heart; and I'd rather break my own!

Erläuterungen: Der Auszug findet sich am Anfang des Textes, der im 17. Jahrhundert im puritani
schen Neuengland spielt. Der Protagonist, eine Jedermann-Figur, wie der Name nahelegt, hat sich 
soeben in Salem, Massachusetts von seiner Frau Faith verabschiedet, um sich in den Wald zu einem 
zunächst ominösen Treffen zu begeben, das sich dann in der Wahrnehmung Browns als Hexensabbat 
herausstellt, auf dem neben religiösen Würdenträgern auch seine Frau Faith erscheint.

Aufgaben:

1. Analysieren Sie die Charakterisierung der Figur Young Goodman Brown und skizzieren Sie 
eine allegorische Lektüre des Textauszugs!

2. Erläutern Sie die Puritanismuskritik in dieser Passage!

3. Ordnen Sie den Text literaturgeschichtlich ein!
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Thema Nr. 12

Die folgende Textpassage ist der Beginn des dystopischen Romans The Carhullan Army (2007) von 
Sarah Hall. Der Roman spielt in der nahen Zukunft nach dem ökonomischen und ökologischen Kollaps 
Großbritanniens und nach der autoritären „Reorganisation“ des politischen Systems. In Carhullan lebt 
eine Gemeinschaft von Frauen im Widerstand gegen die neue Ordnung.

1 • E n g lis h  a u t h o r i t y  p e n a l  S ystem  a rc h iv e  -  r e c o r d  n o . 498: 
T r a n s c r ip t  r e c o v e re d  from  s i t e  o f  L a n c a s te r  h o ld in g  dock 
S ta te m e n t o f  fe m a le  p r i s o n e r  d e ta in e d  u n d e r  s e c t i o n  4 (b) 
o f  th e  In s u rg e n c y  P re v e n t io n  ( U n r e s t r i c t e d  Pow ers) A ct

5 F i l e  One

C om plete  R ecovery

My name is Sister.
This is the name that was given to me three years ago. It is what the others 

called me. It is what I call myself. Before that, my name was unimportant. I can’t re- 
10 member it being used. I will not answer to it now, or hear myself say it out loud. I will 

not sign to acknowledge it. It is gone. You will call me Sister.
I was the last woman to go looking for Carhullan.
It was a wet rotting October when I left. In the town the leaves had begun to 

drop and their yellow pulp lay on the ground. The last belts of thunderstorms and 
15 downpours were passing through the Northern region. Summer was on its way out. The 

atmosphere felt as if it was finally breaking apart, and at night and in the mornings 
something cooler had set in. It was a relief not to wake up sweating under the sheet in 
our room in the terrace quarters, coming out of some hot nightmare with milky damp
ness on my chest. I have always slept better in the winter. It feels like my pulse runs 

20 slower then.
This freshness seemed to cleanse the town too. The bacterial smell of the refin

ery and fuel plants began to disperse at night when the clouds thinned and the heat 
lifted. Each year after the Civil Reorganisation summer’s humidity had lasted longer, 
pushing the colder seasons into a smaller section of the calendar, surrounding us con- 

25 stantly with the smog of rape and tar-sand burning off, and all of us packed tightly to
gether like fish in a smoking shed.

The changes of temperature brought with it a feeling of excitement, an alertness 
that went beyond nerves or the heightened awareness of the risks I knew I was taking. 
It was restorative. The cool reminded me of my childhood. Back then the weather had 

30 been more distinct, separated. Some older people in the factory where I worked said of 
all the English traditions to have been compromised, the weather was the saddest. As if 
there had been a choice of some kind, a referendum for these semi-tropics.

[...]

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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I left at dawn, so I could get out of Rith without being noticed. My rucksack was
35 packed light enough to carry a long distance, then on, up into the mountains. I was not 

bringing much away with me -  clothes, boots, some tins of food and squares of rusk, a 
canister of water, a medical kit in case the regulator could be taken out of me, though I 
didn’t know if that would be possible. And I had an old Second World War rifle, 
packed between the jumpers and waterproofs; its stunted barrel nuzzled against the top

40 flap. This was what I planned to bargain with at Carhullan.

Quelle: Sarah Hall, The Carhullan Army. London: Faber & Faber, 2007. 1-6.

1. Interpretieren Sie die vorliegende Passage mit Blick auf ihren Aufbau, ihre Erzählsituation und die 
Selbstpräsentation der Erzählerin!

2. Identifizieren Sie die Aspekte der dystopischen Gegenwart, die die Erzählerin eröffnet, und dis
kutieren Sie diese mit Blick auf Konventionen literarischer Dystopien!

3. Verorten Sie den Text im Kontext der britischen Literatur nach der Jahrtausendwende!
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Thema Nr. 13

Flannery O’Connor. „A Good Man Is Hard to Find“ (1955). The Complete Stories. New York: Farrar, 
Straus and Giroux, 1971. S. 128; 130-133. Kindle-Version.

“Bailey Boy!” the grandmother called in a tragic voice but she found she was looking at The Misfit 
squatting on the ground in front of her. “I just know you’re a good man,” she said desperately. “You’re 
not a bit common!” “Nome, I ain’t a good man,” The Misfit said after a second as if he had considered 
her statement carefully [...]

“Pray, pray,” the grandmother began, “pray, pray...” “I never was a bad boy that I remember of,” The 
Misfit said in an almost dreamy voice, “but somewheres along the line I done something wrong and 
got sent to the penitentiary. I was buried alive,” and he looked up and held her attention to him by a 
steady stare. “That’s when you should have started to pray,” she said. “What did you do to get sent to 
the penitentiary that first time?” “Turn to the right, it was a wall,” The Misfit said, looking up again at 
the cloudless sky. “Turn to the left, it was a wall. Look up it was a ceiling, look down it was a floor. I 
forget what I done, lady. I set there and set there, trying to remember what it was I done and I ain’t re
called it to this day. Oncet in a while, I would think it was coming to me, but it never come.” “Maybe 
they put you in by mistake,” the old lady said vaguely. “Nome,” he said. “It wasn’t no mistake. They 
had the papers on me.” “You must have stolen something,” she said. The Misfit sneered slightly. “No
body had nothing I wanted,” he said. “It was a head-doctor at the penitentiary said what I had done 
was kill my daddy but I known that for a lie. My daddy died in nineteen ought nineteen of the epi
demic flu and I never had a thing to do with it. He was buried in the Mount Hopewell Baptist church
yard and you can go there and see for yourself.” “If you would pray,” the old lady said, “Jesus would 
help you.” “That’s right,” The Misfit said. “Well then, why don’t you pray?” she asked trembling with 
delight suddenly. “I don’t want no hep,” he said. “I’m doing all right by myself.” Bobby Lee and Hi
ram came ambling back from the woods. Bobby Lee was dragging a yellow shirt with bright blue par
rots in it. “Thow me that shirt, Bobby Lee,” The Misfit said. The shirt came flying at him and landed 
on his shoulder and he put it on. The grandmother couldn’t name what the shirt reminded her of. “No, 
lady,” The Misfit said while he was buttoning it up, “I found out the crime don’t matter. You can do 
one thing or you can do another, kill a man or take a tire off his car, because sooner or later you’re go
ing to forget what it was you done and just be punished for it.”
The children’s mother had begun to make heaving noises as if she couldn’t get her breath. “Lady,” he 
asked, “would you and that little girl like to step off yonder with Bobby Lee and Hiram and join your 
husband?” “Yes, thank you,” the mother said faintly. Her left arm dangled helplessly and she was 
holding the baby, who had gone to sleep, in the other. “Hep that lady up, Hiram,” The Misfit said as 
she struggled to climb out of the ditch, “and Bobby Lee, you hold onto that little girl’s hand.” “I don’t 
want to hold hands with him,” June Star said. “He reminds me of a pig.” The fat boy blushed and 
laughed and caught her by the arm and pulled her off into the woods after Hiram and her mother.
Alone with The Misfit, the grandmother found that she had lost her voice. There was not a cloud in the 
sky nor any sun. There was nothing around her but woods. She wanted to tell him that he must pray. 
She opened and closed her mouth several times before anything came out. Finally she found herself 
saying, “Jesus, Jesus,” meaning, Jesus will help you, but the way she was saying it, it sounded as if she 
might be cursing. “Yes’m,” The Misfit said as if he agreed. “Jesus thown everything off balance. It 
was the same case with Him as with me except He hadn’t committed any crime and they could prove I 
had committed one because they had the papers on me. Of course,” he said, “they never shown me my 
papers. That’s why I sign myself now. I said long ago, you get you a signature and sign everything you 
do and keep a copy of it. Then you’ll know what you done and you can hold up the crime to the pun
ishment and see do they match and in the end you’ll have something to prove you ain’t been treated 
right. I call myself The Misfit,” he said, “because I can’t make what all I done wrong fit what all I
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gone through in punishment.” There was a piercing scream from the woods, followed closely by a pis
tol report. “Does it seem right to you, lady, that one is punished a heap and another ain’t punished at 
all?” “Jesus!” the old lady cried. “You’ve got good blood! I know you wouldn’t shoot a lady! I know 
you come from nice people! Pray! Jesus, you ought not to shoot a lady. I’ll give you all the money I’ve 
got!” “Lady,” The Misfit said, looking beyond her far into the woods, “there never was a body that 
give the undertaker a tip.” There were two more pistol reports and the grandmother raised her head like 
a parched old turkey hen crying for water and called, “Bailey Boy, Bailey Boy!” as if her heart would 
break. “Jesus was the only One that ever raised the dead.” The Misfit continued, “and He shouldn’t 
have done it. He thrown everything off balance. If He did what He said, then it’s nothing for you to do 
but throw away everything and follow Him, and if He didn’t, then it’s nothing for you to do but enjoy 
the few minutes you got left the best way you can—by killing somebody or burning down his house or 
doing some other meanness to him. No pleasure but meanness,” he said and his voice had become al
most a snarl. “Maybe He didn’t raise the dead,” the old lady mumbled, not knowing what she was say
ing and feeling so dizzy that she sank down in the ditch with her legs twisted under her. “I wasn’t there 
so I can’t say He didn’t,” The Misfit said. “I wisht I had of been there,” he said, hitting the ground with 
his fist. “It ain’t right I wasn’t there because if I had of been there I would of known. Listen lady,” he 
said in a high voice, “if I had of been there I would of known and I wouldn’t be like I am now.” His 
voice seemed about to crack and the grandmother’s head cleared for an instant. She saw the man’s face 
twisted close to her own as if he were going to cry and she murmured, “Why you’re one of my babies. 
You’re one of my own children!” She reached out and touched him on the shoulder. The Misfit sprang 
back as if a snake had bitten him and shot her three times through the chest. Then he put his gun down 
on the ground and took off his glasses and began to clean them. Hiram and Bobby Lee returned from 
the woods and stood over the ditch, looking down at the grandmother who half sat and half lay in a 
puddle of blood with her legs crossed under her like a child’s and her face smiling up at the cloudless 
sky. Without his glasses, The Misfit’s eyes were red-rimmed and pale and defenseless-looking. “Take 
her off and throw her where you thrown the others,” he said, picking up the cat that was rubbing itself 
against his leg. “She was a talker, wasn’t she?” Bobby Lee said, sliding down the ditch with a yodel. 
“She would of been a good woman,” The Misfit said, “if it had been somebody there to shoot her 
every minute of her life.” “Some fun!” Bobby Lee said. “Shut up, Bobby Lee,” The Misfit said. “It’s 
no real pleasure in life.”

Erläuterung:
Es handelt sich bei dem Textausschnitt um den Schluss der Kurzgeschichte, in der das Zusammentreffen 
einer Familie auf Urlaubstrip mit einem entflohenen Straftäter und seiner Gang geschildert wird, das in 
der Ermordung der ganzen Familie endet. Die Großmutter, die sich für eine stolze Südstaaten-Lady alten 
Stils hält, den alten Süden nostalgisch verklärt und lamentiert, es gebe keinen „good man“ mehr, ist auch 
für das Zusammentreffen verantwortlich, denn sie hat nach einem von ihr indirekt verschuldeten Unfall 
den Wagen des Misfit gestoppt.

1. Analysieren Sie Erzählsituation, Figurenrede und den Einsatz von Ironie!
2. Erörtern Sie die Interaktion zwischen The Misfit und der Großmutter unter Bezugnahme auf den

Titel und diskutieren Sie anhand des Textauszugs folgende Aussage Flannery O’Connors zum 
Konnex von Gewalt und Gnade in ihren Texten: „In my own stories I have found that violence is 
strangely capable of returning my characters to reality and preparing them to accept their moment 
of grace. Their heads are so hard that almost nothing else will work.“

3. Verorten Sie den Text literaturgeschichtlich und erläutern Sie das Genre Southern Gothic\
-3 5 -
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Thema Nr. 14

Der anonyme, aus Guyana immigrierte Ich-Erzähler in David Dabydeens Roman Disappearance (1993) 
lebt in den 1990em zur Untermiete bei der alleinstehenden Seniorin Mrs Rutherford an der englischen 
Südküste. Der Ingenieur wurde damit betraut, die Küste unterhalb der Klippen bei Hastings mit einem 
Meeresdamm zu befestigen. Der drohende Erdrutsch würde auch das Cottage von Mrs Rutherford ins 
M eer reißen.

Bei dem folgenden Textausschnitt handelt es sich um den Romananfang.

David Dabydeen, Disappearance (1993)

1 Why, Mrs Rutherford wanted to know, did I become an engineer? She sat on her 
rocking chair overlooking a garden which ran down to the edge of Dunsmere Cliff 
and a sheer drop of ninety feet. I sat with her each afternoon after work, fielding 
questions about the state of the cliff -  the progress of our efforts to save it tum-

5 bling into the sea together with twelve or thirteen houses (including hers), the drift
of shingle from Hastings’ beach, whether another landslip was imminent and if so 
what I intended to do about it -  and dozens of others. [...] I admired her curiosity 
and once told her so -  after much hesitation in case she thought I was being pat
ronizing. I t ’s the way of the desert,’ she said plainly, without the faintest hint of

10 mysteriousness in her voice. [...]
She sat opposite me eating slowly, a faraway look on her face. Behind her was a 
row of shelves bearing wooden and clay pots she had brought back from her trav
els in the 1950s and ‘60s. [...]
‘How old are all these pots?’ I asked innocently, pointing to the shelves by the din-

15 ing-table. [...] ‘It’s impossible to tell. The Pende and Yaka tribes have been making 
such pots for hundreds of years. I bought them in a market in Dakar though, so 
it’s difficult to identify them precisely in terms of age or tribal style.’
I looked sheepish, unable to follow up with a comment or gesture, not even a nod 
of signifying vague knowledge of the geography. ‘Dakar is the capital of Senegal, 

20 in West Africa. It’s thousands of miles from where the Pende and Yaka live, in the
Congo, so the pots are unlikely to have travelled that far west.’ [...] ‘This one looks 
like a Yaka carving,’ she said [...].
‘I know nothing about art,’ I said, when what I meant to say was that I knew noth
ing about Africa. She looked at me as I returned the carving, seeing a Negro, his 

25 large black hands carefully holding up a sacred bowl almost in an attitude of wor
ship, as a servant to some tribal goddess would have done dark centuries ago. I 
was no African though, and my fetishes and talismans were spirit-levels, bulldoz
ers, rivets. I was a black West-Indian of African ancestry, but I was an engineer, 
trained in the science and technology of Great Britain. As she took the bowl she

30 could have seized upon the irony of our situation, but Mrs Rutherford was typi
cally sincere and down-to-earth. [...]
I stood before three ancient masks that were nailed to various obscure comers of 
her house like gargoyles. [...] Most of them terrified me. Braids of straw or raffia 
hung from their scalps, a wilderness of bush entwined with feathers, fibres, strips

Fortsetzung nächste Seite!
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35 of rattan and the dned skin of animals. Their ugliness was increased considerably 
by their prominence on the whitewashed walls of this English cottage. As soon as 
you caught sight of it you thought you were in the presence of a venerable England. 
Its exterior was cloaked in crinkled elm, which gave it a natural dignity. The hall
way opened up into a large drawing-room, and you were drawn immediately to

40 the fireplace. [...] Standing before the fireplace and looking into the room you saw 
shelves bearing porcelain ornaments and decorated plates [...] and, everywhere, 
books. Books which when opened creaked at the spine and gave off a pleasurably 
damp smell and the fine dust of another age. [...] Books that bore curious inscrip
tions in faded ink, in handwriting shaped by quill or ancient nib*. [...] For Albert,

45 on being sixteen. May God keep you steadfast in your studies and may you pros
per in His Grace and Wisdom. Your Loving Father; Dearest Annie, each word in 
this book tells your life and mine. Love John. [...] I held the book guiltily and ex
citedly, as though I were a peeping Tom* spinning fantasies from the partially 
glimpsed fragments of Albert’s and Annie’s lives, creating their past and their fu-

50 ture, until I awoke to the pathos of their death, the pathos of the leather-bound 
volume drained of original colour and badly chipped. I felt then that I was a West- 
Indian, someone born in a new age for a new world. I was unlike Albert and Annie, 
whose futures were cause for eagerness or dread, whose futures were bound to the 
past like pages in a book following each other in sequence and ending in the hard

55 board of a coffin. As a West-Indian I had no cause to anticipate the future nor to 
fear death because I had cultivated no sense of the past. I was always present, al
ways new. [...]
But the masks made me withdraw [...] into a silence and a past that I didn’t want 
to know and had no sense of being ruptured from. Mrs Rutherford’s talk of African 

60 sexual practices seemed to breach some revetment in my life, destroying my self
confidence. The ritual of circumcision suggested that my ancestors were sliced 
from their land, the tribal hood or protective mask ripped from their faces. It was 
a history that could never be erased, for although the ancestors were long dead, 
their experience was commemorated in timeless ritual or timeless mask, testifying 

65 from Africa or from the walls of an English cottage. But in Guyana itself, there was 
hardly a suggestion of their existence, much less commemoration of it.

(Quelle: Dabydeen, David. Disappearance. Peepal Tree, 2013. 11-21.)

*nib = (Schreib-)Feder
*peeping Tom = Voyeur

1. Analysieren Sie die Figurencharakterisierung der beiden Romanfiguren!

2. Erörtern Sie, wie im vorliegenden Romananfang „Raum“ und „kulturelle Identität“ verhandelt 
werden!

3. Erläutern Sie, welche Rolle der „Raum“ in Narrativen von Migration und Transkulturalität spielt! 
Diskutieren Sie anhand zweier weiterer Texte der Neuen Englischsprachigen Literaturen, wie dort 
Identitäten über Raumzugehörigkeiten oder Grenzüberschreitungen ausgehandelt werden!


