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Subiectul 1                                                                                     100 puncte

Read:


– Stephanos
 Dedalos! Bous
 Stephanoumenos
! Bous Stephaneforos
!


Their banter was not new to him and now it flattered his mild proud sovereignty. Now, as never before, his strange name seemed to him a prophesy. So timeless seemed the grey warm air, so fluid and impersonal his own mood, that all ages were as one to him. A moment before the ghost of the ancient kingdom of the Danes had looked forth through the vesture of the hazewrapped city. Now, at the name of the fabulous artificer, he seemed to hear the noise of dim waves and to see a winged form flying above the waves and slowly climbing the air. What did it mean? Was it a quaint device opening a page of some medieval book of prophecies and symbols, a hawklike man flying sunward above the sea, a prophecy of the end he had been born to serve and had been following through the mists of childhood and boyhood, a symbol of the artist forging anew in his workshop out of the sluggish matter of the earth a new soaring impalpable imperishable being?

 His heart trembled: his breath came faster and a wild spirit passed over his limbs as though he were soaring sunward. His heart trembled in an ecstasy of fear and his soul was in flight. His soul was soaring in an air beyond the world and the body he knew was purified in a breath and delivered of incertitude and made radiant and commingled with the element of the spirit. An ecstasy of flight made radiant his eyes and wild his breath and tremulous and wild and radiant his windswept limbs.
-One! Two!...Look out!

-O, cripes, I’m drownded!

-One! Two! Three and away!
-Me next! Me next!

-One!...Uk!

-Stephaneforos!

His throat ached with a desire to cry aloud, the cry of a hawk or eagle on high, to cry piercingly of his deliverance to the winds. This was the call of life to his soul not the dull gross voice of the world of duties and despair, not the inhuman voice that had called him to the pale service of the altar. An instant of wild flight had delivered him and the cry of triumph which his lips withheld cleft his brain.

-Stephaneforos!
This excerpt is a key moment in “A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man”, the novel by James Joyce. It is Stephen’s final recognition of what his true role in life is to be.
Write a 450-word essay on the consciousness of the artist in the making as revealed in this fragment.
 Refer to:
· The significance of the title and its relationship to the fragment ( focus on the use of articles in the title)
· The portrait of the artist as it appears in this excerpt
· Literary devices used to convey meaning: rhetorical devices, poetic devices, use of myth, symbols, etc.
· The narrative technique used by Joyce to give verbal imitations of mental processes
· language as the metaphoric equivalent for feelings and experiences

Subiectul 2                                                                                   100 puncte

Write a 400-word essay on: “Love, Youth and Wisdom”.
Ambele subiecte sunt obligatorii.Timp de lucru : 3 ore.
� Stephanos( Greek)= crown


� Bous(Greek)=bull


� Stephanoumenos( Greek)= crowned


� Stephaneforos ( Greek)= carrying a crown





