Literary Analysis Task

In this task you will analyze “Phoebus and Daphne” by Ovid and an excerpt from A
Midsummer Night's Drearn by Shakespeare. As you read these texts, you will gather
information and answer questions to analyze how Shakespeare transformed Ovid's
story. At the end of the task, you will be asked to write an analytical essay.



Ovid’s Metamorphoses: Phoebus and Daphne

Phoebus’s' first love was Daphne, daughter of Peneus, and not through chance but because of
Cupid’s fierce anger. Recently the Delian god, exulting at his victory over the serpent, had seen
him bending his tightly strung bow and said ‘Impudent boy, what are you doing with a man’s
weapons? That one is suited to my shoulders, since I can hit wild beasts of a certainty, and wound
my enemies, and not long ago destroyed with countless arrows the swollen Python that covered
many acres with its plague-ridden belly. You should be intent on stirring the concealed fires of
love with your burning brand, not laying claim to my glories!’

Venus’s son replied “You may hit every other thing Phoebus, but my bow will strike you: to
the degree that all living creatures are less than gods, by that degree is your glory less than mine.”
He spoke, and striking the air fiercely with beating wings, he landed on the shady peak of
Parnassus, and took two arrows with opposite effects from his full quiver: one kindles love, the
other dispels it. The one that kindles is golden with a sharp glistening point, the one that dispels is
blunt with lead beneath its shaft. With the second he transfixed Peneus’s daughter, but with the
first he wounded Apollo piercing him to the marrow of his bones.

Now the one loved, and the other fled from love’s name, taking delight in the depths of the
woods, and the skins of the wild beasts she caught, emulating virgin Phoebe, a careless ribbon
holding back her hair. Many courted her, but she, averse to being wooed, free from men and
unable to endure them, roamed the pathless woods, careless of Hymen or Amor, or whatever
marriage might be. Her father often said ‘Girl you owe me a son:in-law’, and again often
‘Daughter, you owe me grandsons.” But, hating the wedding torch as if it smacked of crime she
would blush red with shame all over her beautiful face, and clinging to her father’s neck with
coaxing arms, she would say * Dearest father, let me be a virgin for ever! Diana’s father granted it
to her.” He yields to that plea, but your beauty itself, Daphne, prevents your wish, and your
loveliness opposes your prayer.

Phoebus loves her at first sight, and desires to wed her, and hopes for what he desires, but his
own oracular’ powers fail him. As the light stubble of an empty cornfield blazes; as sparks fire a
hedge when a traveller, by mischance, lets them get too close, or forgets them in the morning; so
the god was altered by the flames, and all his heart burned, feeding his useless desire with hope.
He sees her disordered hair hanging about her neck and sighs ‘What if it were properly dressed?’
He gazes at her eyes sparkling with the brightness of starlight. He gazes on her lips where mere
gazing does not satisfy. He praises her wrists and hands and fingers, and her arms bare to the
shoulder: whatever is hidden, he imagines more beautiful. But she flees swifter than the lightest
breath of air, and resists his words calling her back again.

“Wait nymph, daughter of Peneus, I beg you! I who am chasing you am not your enemy.
Nymph, Wait! This is the way a sheep runs from the wolf, a deer from the mountain lion, and a
dove with fluttering wings flies from the eagle: everything flies from its foes, but it is love that is
driving me to follow you! Pity me! I am afraid you might fall headlong or thorns undeservedly
scar your legs and I be a cause of grief to you! These are rough places you run through. Slow
down, I ask you, check your flight, and I too will slow. At least enquire whom it is you have
charmed. I am no mountain man, no shepherd, no rough guardian of the herds and flocks. Rash
girl, you do not know, you cannot realise, who you run from, and so you run. Delphi’s lands are

! Phoebus: another name for Apollo, a god in Greek and Roman mythology. Phoebus was associated with
music, poetic inspiration, prophecy, medicine, and archery. .

emulating: imitating
® oracular: prophetic, predictive



mine, Claros and Tenedos, and Patara acknowledges me king. Jupiter is my father. Through me
what was, what is, and what will be, are revealed. Through me strings sound in harmony, to song.
My aim is certain, but an arrow truer than mine, has wounded my free heart! The whole world
calls me the bringer of aid; medicine is my invention; my power is in herbs. But love cannot be
healed by any herb, nor can the arts that cure others cure their lord!’

He would have said more as timid Peneis ran, still lovely to see, leaving him with his words
unfinished. The winds bared her body, the opposing breezes in her way fluttered her clothes, and
the light airs threw her streaming hair behind her, her beauty enhanced by flight. But the young
god could no longer waste time on further blandishments’, urged on by Amor, he ran on at full
speed. Like a hound of Gaul starting a hare in an empty field, that heads for its prey, she for
safety: he, seeming about to clutch her, thinks now, or now, he has her fast, grazing her heels with
his outstretched jaws, while she uncertain whether she is already caught, escaping his bite, spurts
from the muzzle touching her. So the virgin and the god: he driven by desire, she by fear. He ran
faster, Amor giving him wings, and allowed her no rest, hung on her fleeing shoulders, breathed
on the hair flying round her neck. Her strength was gone, she grew pale, overcome by the effort
of her rapid flight, and seeing Pencus’s waters near cried out ‘Help me father! If your streams
have divine powers change me, destroy this beauty that pleases too well!” Her prayer was
scarcely done when a heavy numbness seized her limbs, thin bark closed over her breast, her hair
turned into leaves, her arms into branches, her feet so swift a moment ago stuck fast in slow-
growing roots, her face was lost in the canopy. Only her shining beauty was left.

Even like this Phoebus loved her and, placing his hand against the trunk, he felt her heart still
quivering under the new bark. He clasped the branches as if they were parts of human arms, and
kissed the wood. But even the wood shrank from his kisses, and the god said ‘Since you cannot
be my bride, you must be my tree! Laurel’, with you my hair will be wreathed, with you my lyre,
with you my quiver. You will go with the Roman generals when joyful voices acclaim their
triumph, and the Capitol witnesses their long processions. You will stand outside Augustus’s
doorposts, a faithful guardian, and keep watch over the crown of oak between them. And just as
my head with its uncropped hair is always young, so you also will wear the beauty of undying
leaves.” Paean® had done: the laurel bowed her newly made branches, and seemed to shake her
leafy crown like a head giving consent.

4 blandishments: flattering or pleasing statements
laurel: a type of evergreen tree
paer: a song of praise
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Briefly answer each of the following questions in the space provided.

1. What is the meaning of the word “averse” as it used in this sentence from the third paragraph?
"Many courted her, but she, averse to being wooed, free from men and unable to endure them,
roamed the pathless woods...” Support your answer with details from the passage that help
you understand the meaning of “averse.”

2. What character traits do Phoebus and Daphne reveal through their interactions with each other
in the passage? Use textual evidence from the passage to support your answer.

3. In paragraph six, Phoebus is described as “a hound” What theme about relationships
between men and women is revealed in this extended metaphor? Use textual evidence from
the passage to support your answer.



Excerpt from A Midsummer Night’s Dream, William Shakespeare

Enter Demetrius, Helena following him,
DEMETRIUS

I'love thee not; therefore pursue me not.

Where is Lysander and fair Hermia?

The one I'll stay; the other stayeth me.

Thou told’st me they were stol’n unto this wood,
And here am I, and wood within this wood
Because I cannot meet my Hermia.

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.
HELENA

You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant!
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart
Is true as steel. Leave you your power to draw,

And I shall have no power to follow you.
DEMETRIUS

Do I entice you? Do I speak you fair?
Or rather do I not in plainest truth

Tell you Ido not, nor I cannot love you?
HELENA

And even for that do I love you the more.

I am your spaniel, and, Demetrius,

The more you beat me I will fawn on you.

Use me but as your spaniel: spurn me, strike me,
Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave
(Unworthy as I am) to follow you.

What worser place can I beg in your love

(And yet a place of high respect with me)

Than to be uséd as you use your dog?
DEMETRIUS

Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit,

For I am sick when I do look on thee,
HELENA

And I am sick when I look not on you.
DEMETRIUS

You do impeach your modesty too much
To leave the city and commit yourself
Into the hands of one that loves you not,
To trust the opportunity of night

And the ill counsel of a desert place

With the rich worth of your virginity.
HELENA

Your virtue is my privilege. For that

It is not night when I do see your face,
Therefore I think I am not in the night.

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company,
For you, in my respect, are all the world.
Then, how can it be said I am alone

When all the world is here to look on me?
DEMETRIUS

Il run from thee and hide me in the brakes
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts,
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HELENA
The wildest hath not such a heart as you.
Run when you will. The story shall be changed:
Apollo flies and Daphne holds the chase;
The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind
Makes speed to catch the tiger. Bootless speed 240
When cowardice pursues and valor flies!
DEMETRIUS
I will not stay thy questions. Let me go,
Or if thou follow me, do not believe
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.
HELENA
Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,
245
You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius!
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex.
We cannot fight for love as men may do.
We should be wooed and were not made to woo.
Demetrius exits.
I'll follow thee and make a heaven of hell 250
To die upon the hand I love so well. '
Helena exits.



Briefly answer each of the following questions in the space provided.

1. What is the meaning of the phrase “impeach your modesty” as it used line 121? Support your
answer with details from the passage.

2. Analyze how the line "Apollo flies and Daphne holds the chase” (line 238) reflects the

interaction between Helena and Demetrius in the passage. Use textual evidence from the
passage to support your answer.

3. Explain how the metaphor of the spaniel (which begins in line 210) supports a central idea of
the passage. Use textual evidence from the passage to support your answer.



Literary Analysis Task:

Use what you have learned form reading “Phoebus and Daphne” by Ovid and an excerpt
of A Midsummer Night's Dream by William Shakespeare to write an essay that analyzes
how Shakespeare transformed “Phoebus and Daphne.” Specifically, analyze the roles
of women and men in pursuing relationships in the two texts.

As a starting point, you may want to consider what is emphasized, absent, or different
about the relationships of the characters in the two texts, but feel free to develop your
own focus for analysis.

Develop your essay by providing textual evidence form both. texts. Be sure {o follow the
conventions of standard English.



