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Passage Analysis Assignment (25%)
Due: Tuesday, February 4, 2020 
Length: 3-4 pages, double-spaced, Times New Roman font 
Please note: Late submissions will be penalized 5% per day, including weekends, and essays submitted 5 days or more after the due date will be marked, but no comments will be given.

Instructions:
[bookmark: _GoBack]For this assignment, you are required to submit a critical analysis and close reading of ONE of the three passages listed below. Paying close and detailed attention to the language, symbols, imagery, narrative perspective, style, tone, setting, and/or themes of the passage, examine the significance of the passage to the larger themes of the text. Your analysis should present a thesis statement that offers a basic observation or assertion about the SPECIFIC passage assigned. Your interpretation may take any direction you would like, but your assertions must be supported by detailed references to the passage you are analyzing (ie. you must include and provide a focused examination and analysis of direct quotations from the assigned passage). Secondary sources are NOT to be consulted for this assignment; I am interested in reading your specific and personal interpretation.

Choose ONE out of the following three passages:

1. from Death in Venice: Chapter One, paragraphs six to eight (pages 5-6, Vintage edition, Translated H.T. Lowe-Porter).
** because students may have different editions with different translations, the exact text is copied below:

Aschenbach’s gaze, though unawares, had very likely been inquisitive and tactless; for he became suddenly conscious that the stranger was returning it, and indeed so directly, with such hostility, such plain intent to force the withdrawal of the other’s eyes, that Aschenbach felt an unpleasant twinge and, turning his back, began to walk along the hedge, hostility resolving to give the man no further heed. He had forgotten him the next minute. Yet whether the pilgrim air the stranger wore kindled his fantasy or whether some other physical or psychical influence came in play, he could not tell; but he felt the most surprising consciousness of a widening of inward barriers, a kind of vaulting unrest, a youthfully ardent thirst for distant scenes – a feeling so lively and so new, or at least so long ago outgrown and forgot, that he stood there rooted to the spot, his eyes on the ground and his hands clasped behind him, exploring these sentiments of his, their bearing and scope.
True, what he felt was no more than a longing to travel; yet coming upon him with such suddenness and passion as to resemble a seizure, almost a hallucination. Desire projected itself visually: his fancy, not quite yet lulled since morning, imaged the marvels and terrors of the manifold earth. He saw. He beheld a landscape, a tropical marshland, beneath a reeking sky, steaming, monstrous, rank – a kind of primeval wilderness-world of islands, morasses, and alluvial channels. Hairy palm-trunks rose near and far out of lush brakes of fern, out of bottoms of crass vegetation, fat, swollen, thick with incredible bloom. There were trees, mis-shapen as a dream, that dropped their naked roots straight through the air into the ground or into water that was stagnant and shadowy and glassy-green, where mammoth milk-white blossoms floated, and strange high-shouldered birds with curious bills stood gazing sidewise without sound or stir. Among the knotted joints of a bamboo thicket the eyes of a crouching tiger gleamed – and he felt his heart throb with terror, yet with a longing inexplicable. Then the vision vanished. Aschenbach, shaking his head, took up his march once more along the hedge of the stone-mason’s yard.
He had, at least ever since he commanded means to get about the world at will, regarded travel as a necessary evil, to be endured now and again willy-nilly for the sake of one’s own health. Too busy with the tasks imposed upon him by his own ego and the European soul, too laden with the car and duty to create, too preoccupied to be an amateur of the gay outer world, he had been content to know as much of the earth’s surface as he could without stirring far outside his own sphere – had, indeed, never even been tempted to leave Europe. Now more than ever, since his life was on the wane, since he could no longer brush aside his fanciful artist fear of not having done, of not being finished before the works ran down, he had confined himself to close range, had hardly stepped outside the charming city which he had made his home and the rude country house he had built in the mountains, whither he went to spend the rainy summers.

2. From Lolita: Part 1, Chapter 5, paragraphs 8-10 (beginning with “But let us be prim and civilized” and ending with “Never grow up.” (p. 19-21, Vintage edition).
 
3. From Lolita: Part 2, Chapter 1, paragraphs 12-13 (beginning with “‘My chere Dolores!’” and ending with “‘Don’t you think that under the circumstances Dolores Haze had better stick to her old man?’”(p. 149-151, Vintage edition)







