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I. Translate into English:  (9+1 points)

A doua zi, pe drum, Niculae stătea încruntat la fereastra vagonului, în timp ce pe Simina, la locul ei, n-o părăsea un surâs absent şi vag batjocoritor. Îşi ieşise din pepeni pentru că ea se îmbrăcase prea elegant. Prea ţipător, spusese el. Ce era asta, nu-şi dădea seama că lumea avea să se uite la ea ca la o paparudă? [...] Ce credea, se ducea la bal la castel sau printre nişte ţărani care se bărbieresc o dată pe săptămână şi anume duminica dimineaţa? Acum era şi miercuri! Bine, înţelegea că era nevoie de atâtea cartoane, pânze şi vopseluri, or să se spetească amândoi urcând şi dând jos din tren atâtea geamantane, dar peste astea mai înţesase încă alte două cu boarfe. […] (Marin Preda – Marele Singuratic)

II. Translate into Romanian:  (9+1 points)

They went up to Central Park by the elevated railway, and Verena reflected, as they proceeded, that anyway Olive was probably disposing of her somehow at Mrs Burrage’s, and that therefore there wasn’t much harm in her taking this little turn on her own responsibility, especially as she should only be about an hour - which would be just the duration of Olive’s absence. The beauty of the “elevated” was that it took you up to the Park and brought you back in a few minutes, and you had all the rest of the hour to walk about and see the place. It was so pleasant now that one was glad to see it twice over. The long, narrow enclosure, across which the houses in the streets that border it look at each other with their glittering windows, bristled in the raw delicacy of April. (Henry James)
III. Exercises (9+1 points) 

1. Provide two synonyms for glittering (windows) in the text in Task II. Use each of them in a relevant sentence. (1.5 points)
2. Find a synonym for delicacy in each of the sentences below. Choose the sentence in which the meaning of delicacy is similar to its meaning in the raw delicacy of April in the text in Task II. (2 points) 
      A. I’ve got here a matter of exceptional delicacy. I really don’t know what to do. 
       B. He does it with great delicacy and finesse.  

       C. ... ballads praising feminine delicacy, beauty and fragility. 

3. Identify the correct and the incorrect sentences below. In each ill-formed sentence please identify all the errors. Some sentences might contain more than one error. Correct them.  (5.5 points) 

a. I had no idea that I am dating the girl which had been the former wife of my manager.

b. I stroked the fur of my cat and binded a ribbon around her neck, while my wife was sowing a new pillow on whom the other kittens will rest.

c. The man told me that neither the coach or the train didn’t arrive yet.    

d. The teacher insists that Mary hand in the essay today. 

e. He told us they are leaving tomorrow and wondered whether would we join them. 

IV. Writing (9+ 1 points)
 Read the text below. 
1. Identify the  predicament of dislocation that Santosh, the Indian immigrant in the U.S., is going through. Discuss the differences in values and beliefs about freedom and home that the two characters espouse. (2 paragraphs)

2. Starting from the above analysis write a short for and against essay on immigration and belonging.  Use your literary texts or films to give weight to your arguments. (2 paragraphs) 
…I told him about the hubschi [American] woman. I was hoping for some rebuke.  A rebuke would have meant that he was concerned for my honour, that I could lean on him, that rescue was possible.

But he said, “Santosh, you have no problems. Marry the hubshi.  That will automatically make you a citizen.  Then you will be a free man”.

… I said, “Sahib, I have a wife and children in the hills at home”.
“But this [Washington] is your home, Santosh.  Wife and children in the hills, that is very nice and that is always there.  But that is over.  You have to do what is best for you here.  You are alone here. Hubshi-ubshi, nobody worries about that here, if that is your choice.  This isn’t Bombay.  Nobody looks at you when you walk down the street. Nobody cares what you do”.

He was right.  I was a free man; I could do anything I wanted.  I could, if it were possible for me to turn back, go to the apartment and beg my old employer for forgiveness.  I could, if it were possible for me to become again what I once was, go to the police and say, “I am an illegal immigrant here.  Please deport me to Bombay”.  I could run away, hang myself, surrender, confess, hide.  It didn’t matter what I did, because I was alone.  And I didn’t know what I wanted to do.  It was like the time when my senses revive and I wanted to go out and enjoy and I found there was nothing to enjoy.   (“One out of Many” by V.S. Naipaul) 
