
Prove di inglese: letteratura 

 
Classe A345 
 
Comment on the following extract from Charles Dickens’ Hard Times by contextualizing it within 
the socio-cultural framework of the Victorian period (min. 250 – max. 350 words) 
 
COKETOWN, to which Messrs. Bounderby and Gradgrind now walked, was a triumph of fact; it had no greater 
taint of fancy in it than Mrs. Gradgrind herself. Let us strike the key-note, Coketown, before pursuing our tune.  

It was a town of red brick, or of brick that would have been red if the smoke and ashes had allowed it; but as 
matters stood it was a town of unnatural red and black like the painted face of a savage. It was a town of 
machinery and tall chimneys, out of which interminable serpents of smoke trailed themselves for ever and ever, 
and never got uncoiled. It had a black canal in it, and a river that ran purple with ill-smelling dye, and vast piles 
of building full of windows where there was a rattling and a trembling all day long, and where the piston of the 
steam-engine worked monotonously up and down like the head of an elephant in a state of melancholy madness. 
It contained several large streets all very like one another, and many small streets still more like one another, 
inhabited by people equally like one another, who all went in and out at the same hours, with the same sound 
upon the same pavements, to do the same work, and to whom every day was the same as yesterday and to-
morrow, and every year the counterpart of the last and the next.  

These attributes of Coketown were in the main inseparable from the work by which it was sustained; against 
them were to be set off, comforts of life which found their way all over the world, and elegancies of life which 
made, we will not ask how much of the fine lady, who could scarcely bear to hear the place mentioned.   

 
            (Charles Dickens, Hard Times, Chap. V “The Keynote”) 

 
 

 

Provide an analysis of the following poem by William Blake by illustrating its linguistic, structural, 
symbolical and rhetorical features   (min. 250 – max. 350 words) 

The Tyger 

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright  
In the forests of the night,  
What immortal hand or eye  
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?  

In what distant deeps or skies  
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?  
On what wings dare he aspire?  
What the hand, dare sieze the fire?  

And what shoulder, & what art,  
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?  
And when thy heart began to beat,  
What dread hand? & what dread feet?  

What the hammer? what the chain?  
In what furnace was thy brain?  
What the anvil? what dread grasp  
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?  

When the stars threw down their spears,  
And watered heaven with their tears,  
Did he smile his work to see?  
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?  

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright  
In the forests of the night,  
What immortal hand or eye, 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

  

  



 
Classe A346 
 
 
Comment on the following extract from Shakespeare’s Hamlet by pointing out its metatheatrical 
bearing on the play and by referring it to the contemporary Elizabethan stage  (min. 250 – max. 350 
words) 
 
A hall in the castle. 
Enter HAMLET and Players 
HAMLET 
Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to 
you, trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, 
as many of your players do, I had as lief the 
town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air 
too much with your hand, thus; but use all gently; 
for in the very torrent, tempest, and, as I may say, 
the whirlwind of passion, you must acquire and beget 
a temperance that may give it smoothness. O, it 
offends me to the soul to hear a robustious 
periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to 
very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings, who 
for the most part are capable of nothing but 
inexplicable dumbshows and noise. I would have such 
a fellow whipped for o'erdoing Termagant; it 
out-herods Herod; pray you, avoid it. 
First Player 
I warrant your honour. 
 

HAMLET 
Be not too tame neither; but let your own discretion 
be your tutor; suit the action to the word, the 
word to the action; with this special observance , that you 
o'erstep not the modesty of nature; for any thing so o’erdone 
is from the purpose of playing, whose end, both at the 
first and now, was and is, to hold, as 'twere, the 
mirror up to nature; to show virtue her own feature, 
scorn her own image, and the very age and body of 
the time his form and pressure. Now this overdone, 
or come tardy off, though it make the unskilful 
laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
censure of the which one must in your allowance 
o'erweigh a whole theatre of others. O, there be 
players that I have seen play, and heard others 
praise, and that highly, not to speak it profanely, 
that, neither having the accent of Christians nor 
the gait of Christian, pagan, nor man, have so 
strutted and bellowed that I have thought some of 
nature's journeymen had made men, and not made them 
well, they imitated humanity so abominably. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
Provide a linguistic and stylistic analysis of the following extract from section VI of Walt 
Whitman’s “Song of Myself” in Leaves of Grass  (min. 250 – max. 350 words) 
 
A child said What is the grass? fetching it to me with full hands;  
How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is any more than he.  
 
I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green stuff woven. 
  
Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord, 
A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropt, 
Bearing the owner's name someway in the corners, that we may see and remark, and say Whose? 
  
Or I guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of the vegetation.  
 
Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic, 
And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones, 
Growing among black folks as among white, 
Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I receive them the same. 

 
  


