o بسم الله الرحمن الرحيم
Elham Al_Bassam                             SYLLABUS            170/51 Introduction to Literature

Office Hours:,12:30--13:30 on Mondays and Wednesdays at the Lounge (Room 107),telephone 484110 ext.2411or at my Office, Telephone  ext 2945    

          elmbsm170.yolasite.com                  elmbsm170.weebly.com                                                                

                           MyU:    albasam                         

The Fall Semester 2017/2018      Contact email:              elmbsm170@yahoo.com
This course is an introduction to Literature  studies through introducing the different genres of literature : Drama ,poetry, and fiction beginning  from the Greek drama and literary criticism , as well as some of the major literary eras and movements such as  the Romantic, Victorian and Modern.  Students must be exposed to major canonized poets, dramatists, and short story writers and their writings.

Exams: 

Mid-term Exam No.1               Wednesday  November 1,      2017 

Mid-term Exam No.2                Wednesday  December 6,   2017              23%

Student Presentations  ( power Point)…………………                         7%

Short Essay(including thesis sentences, outlines and references)             7%

Final Exam   As Scheduled by the University                                               40%

 (Final Exam 170//51 at 11:00 Mondays and Wednesdays:    Monday   Dec.25,2017        (11:00-13:00)

(Final Exam 170 /02A at 9:30 Mondays and wednesdays (Wednesday   January 3, 2018  at 11:00-13:00)  )

Syllabus: Classes start on Monday. Sept. 17, 2017  and end on  Thursday Dec.21, 2017.

Week 1     Definitions of  literature and its genres  . Kate Chopin’s  ‘The Story of an      

                  Hour’
and Maya Angelou’s  poems:

                 ‘Africa’, ‘Alone’, ‘Still I Rise’ and ‘The Lesson’ 
Week 2    Definition of Drama and its elements. ‘The Trifles’ by Susan Glaspell 
Week 3   ‘Araby’ by James Joyce (pp.432-436) and  poems : ‘Marks’by Linda Pastan,

                ‘A Red ,Red Rose’ by Robert Burns), ‘The Night Has a Thousand Eyes’ 

                by Francis William Bourdillon),  ‘O Western Wind’ by  Anonymous),

                ‘Upon Julia’s Clothes’ by Robert Herrick (p.806) and ‘Sonnet’ by Billy Collins 

Week 4      Read Thomas  Hardy  ‘The ruined Maid’ 

Week 5      Analyses of  Shakespeare’s  Hamlet  

Week 6      Read  Shakespeare’s  Hamlet 
Week 7      Read  ‘My Last Duchess’ by Robert Browning 

                        and ‘ Ballad of Birmingham’ by Dudley Randall 

Week 8       Read ‘Hills Like White Elephant” by Ernest Hemingway 
                          The Night Wind’ by Emily Bronte ( see course website) and

                          ‘Do Not Go Gentle into that Good Night’ by Dylan Thomas 

Weeks 9 and 10        Read  ‘To His Coy Mistress ’ by Andrew Marvel 

                             and  Ibsen's A Doll's House 
Week 11          Read ‘A Rose for Emily’ {Word Doc.} by William Faulkner                                  
                          and ‘On My First Son ’ by Ben Jonson 

Week 12        Read ‘ Ode to the West Wind’ by Percy Bysshe Shelley 
Weeks 13  and 14      Read  Oedipus The King by Sophocles 

Textbook: Booth, Allison, Paul Hunter and KellyJ.Mays. The Norton Introduction to Literature. New York: W.W.  Norton  and Co Ltd, 2006.(Shorter Ninth Edition)

تمنياتنا لكم بفصل دراسي مثمروسعيد
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As a young black woman growing up in the South, and later in wartime San Francisco, Maya Angelou faced racism from whites and poor treatment from many men. She found that, in this position, few things in life came easily to her. But instead of letting forces beyond her control overcome her, Angelou began to forge art from her early experiences and to change the world as she'd once known it. She became a singer, dancer, actress, composer, and Hollywood's first female black director. She became a writer, editor, essayist, playwright, poet, and screenwriter. She became known, as Annie Gottlieb wrote in the New York Times Book Review, as a person who "writes like a song, and like the truth. The wisdom, rue and humor of her storytelling are borne on a lilting rhythm completely her own." http://www.poetryfoundation.org/archive/poet.html?id=180
	     Africa
 

Thus she had lain

sugercane sweet

deserts her hair

golden her feet

mountains her breasts

two Niles her tears.

Thus she has lain

Black through the years.

 

Over the white seas

rime white and cold

brigands ungentled

icicle bold

took her young daughters

sold her strong sons

churched her with Jesus

bled her with guns.

Thus she has lain.

 
Now she is rising

remember her pain

remember the losses

her screams loud and vain------->

 

"

	remember her riches

her history slain

now she is striding

although she has lain.

     The Lesson
 

 

I keep on dying again.
Veins collapse, opening like the 
Small fists of sleeping
Children.
Memory of old tombs,
Rotting flesh and worms do
Not convince me against
The challenge. The years
And cold defeat live deep in
Lines along my face.
They dull my eyes, yet
I keep on dying,
Because I love to live.

(Topics Discussed : poem, prose , stanza ,personification,   metaphor ,simile, paradox ,contrast ,rhythm, rhyme, feminism, Lyric , Setting, Theme, Structure, Plot)  (Add:------------------)
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Spoken by Maya Angelou


As a young black woman growing up in the South, and later in wartime San Francisco, Maya Angelou faced racism from whites and poor treatment from many men. She found that, in this position, few things in life came easily to her. But instead of letting forces beyond her control overcome her, Angelou began to forge art from her early experiences and to change the world as she'd once known it. She became a singer, dancer, actress, composer, and Hollywood's first female black director. She became a writer, editor, essayist, playwright, poet, and screenwriter. She became known, as Annie Gottlieb wrote in the New York Times Book Review, as a person who "writes like a song, and like the truth. The wisdom, rue and humor of her storytelling are borne on a lilting rhythm completely her own." http://www.poetryfoundation.org/archive/poet.html?id=180
	"Africa"
 

Thus she had lain

sugercane sweet

deserts her hair

golden her feet

mountains her breasts

two Niles her tears.

Thus she has lain

Black through the years.

 

Over the white seas

rime white and cold

brigands ungentled

icicle bold

took her young daughters

sold her strong sons

churched her with Jesus

bled her with guns.

Thus she has lain.

 

Now she is rising

remember her pain

remember the losses

her screams loud and vain------->

Alone, all alone,

Nobody can make it out here alone

Nobody can make it out here alone

 

Now if you listen closely, I'll tell you what I know,

Storm clouds are gathering,the wind is gonna blow.

The race of man is suffering, and I can hear the moan,

But nobody, no nobody, can make it alone.

 

Alone, all alone,

Nobody can make it out here alone

Nobody can make it out here alone

 

 

"Still I Rise"
 

 

You may write me down in history
With your bitter, twisted lies,
You may trod 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.


	remember her riches

her history slain

now she is striding

although she has lain.

"Alone"
 

 

Well I was lying, thinking, last night,

How to find my soul a home

Where water is not thirsty,

and bread loaf is not stone

Well, I came up with one thing,

and I don't believe that I'm wrong:

 

Alone, all alone,

Nobody can make it out here alone

Nobody can make it out here alone

 

Well, there are some millionaires

With money they can't use,

Their wives run around like banshees,

And their children, they're singing the blues

They've got expensive doctors

To cure they're hearts of stone,

But nobody, no nobody, can make it alone>

 

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.

"The Lesson"
 

 

I keep on dying again.
Veins collapse, opening like the 
Small fists of sleeping
Children.
Memory of old tombs,
Rotting flesh and worms do
Not convince me against
The challenge. The years
And cold defeat live deep in
Lines along my face.
They dull my eyes, yet
I keep on dying,
Because I love to live.

(Topics Discussed : poem, prose , stanza ,personification,   metaphor ,simile, paradox ,contrast ,rhythm, rhyme, feminism)  (Add:------------------)


opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom.

     Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little travel-stained170

http://classiclit.about.com/od/storyofanhourchopin/a/aa_storyhour_text.htm

                        The Story of an Hour ( Kate Chopin)

     Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death. It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.

     She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.

     There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.

     She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.

     There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.

     She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams.

     She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.

     There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

     Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will--as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been.

     
When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under her breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.

     She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.

     She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.

     There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself. There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.

    And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in face of this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!

    "Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering.

    Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg, open the door--you will make yourself ill. What are you doing Louise? For heaven's sake open the door."

     "Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through that open window.

     Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long.

     She arose at length and, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.

     But Richards was too late.

     When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease--of joy that kills.

Questions :
1.What genre and subgenre is this text? Explain in detail.
2. Define  “ Characters”, “ Protagonist”,”Antagonist”,and”Villain” with    references to examples from the text.

3. What is the conflict between the individual and the society? Explain in detail.

4. What is the setting of this text? Explain in detail.

5. what is the plot? What type or kind of plot is it? What are the parts or stages of the plot? Explain in detail.

6. What is the main  theme and minor ones of this text? Explain in detail.
7. What figures of speech do you find in this text? Explain in detail.     170/2
