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COURSE TITLE:  LITERATURE AND LANGUAGE USE 							
EXAM VENUE:			STREAM: (BED ARTS)	
DATE: 29/07/2022			EXAM SESSION: 9.00 – 11.00am
TIME: 2 HOURS 
                                      
[bookmark: _GoBack]Instructions:
1. Answer Question ONE and ANY other two. 

2. Candidates are advised not to write on the question paper.
3. Candidates must hand in their answer booklets to the invigilator while in the examination room.






1. COMPULSORY 
Attempt a stylistic appreciation of the poem below while paying specific attention to the poet’s use language.    			                                (30 marks)    
Still I Rise
By Maya Angelou

You may write me down in history
With your bitter, twisted lies,
You may tread me in the very dirt
But still, like dust, I'll rise.

Does my sassiness upset you?
Why are you beset with gloom?
'Cause I walk like I've got oil wells
Pumping in my living room.

Just like moons and like suns,
With the certainty of tides,
Just like hopes springing high,
Still I'll rise.

Did you want to see me broken?
Bowed head and lowered eyes?
Shoulders falling down like teardrops.
Weakened by my soulful cries.

Does my haughtiness offend you?
Don't you take it awful hard
'Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines
Diggin' in my own back yard.

You may shoot me with your words,
You may cut me with your eyes,
You may kill me with your hatefulness,
But still, like air, I'll rise.

Does my sexiness upset you?
Does it come as a surprise
That I dance like I've got diamonds
At the meeting of my thighs?


Out of the huts of history's shame
I rise
Up from a past that's rooted in pain
I rise
I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide,
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide.
Leaving behind nights of terror and fear
I rise
Into a daybreak that's wondrously clear
I rise
Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave,
I am the dream and the hope of the slave.
I rise
I rise
I rise.

2. T. S. Eliot states that “the purpose of literature is to turn blood into ink”. Drawing illustrations from at least three poems in Cook and Rubadiri’s anthology Poems from East Africa, argue for the truth of this statement in relation to the portrayal of human emotions.                                          (20 Marks)


3. Discuss John Ruganda’s use of language strategies in his play, The Burdens, using adequate examples.                                                    		      (20 Marks)

4. Using relevant examples, discuss Chimamanda Adichie’s use of point of view in The Thing Around Your Neck.                                                         (20 Marks) 


5. Discuss any five types of literary parallelism, using relevant illustrations.
                                                                                                         (20 Marks)
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