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 SECTION A 

I.  Write a short note on any four of the following in about 100 words each.           (4x5 = 20) 

 

 1. The Gothic Novel 

 2. Plot   

 3. Zero focalisation 

 4. Flat and round characters 

 5. Types of narrators 

 6. The Epistolary Novel 

         SECTION B 

II. Answer the following questions in around 500 words each.        (3x20 = 60) 

 

7. Discuss how Jane Austen uses the family and community as central to the construction of  

    the plot and the development of characters in Pride and Prejudice.  

    or 

 Comment on Austen’s idea of marriage, using the various relationships represented in the   

 novel. 

  

8. Discuss The French Lieutenant’s Woman as Historiographic Metafiction. 

    or 

Comment on Sarah as a modern woman. What effect does her modernity have on the other 

characters in the novel and on her own character arc? 

 

9. Discuss how the narrative structure of the short story “Scheherazade” blurs the boundaries  

    of reality and imagination. 

    or 

  Comment on the stream-of-consciousness technique in Virginia Woolf’s “The Mark on the    

  Wall.” 

 

SECTION C 

III. Analyse, in about 500 words, any one of the following passages with reference to     

characterization, focalisation/ point of view, tone and theme.        (1x20 = 20) 

 

10. Charles arrived at the station in ridiculously good time the next morning; and having 

gone through the ungentlemanly business of seeing his things loaded into the baggage 

van and then selected an empty first-class compartment, he sat impatiently waiting for the 

train to start. Other passengers looked in from time to time, and were rebuffed by that 

Gorgon stare (this compartment is reserved for non-lepers) the English have so easily at 

command. A whistle sounded, and Charles thought he had won the solitude he craved. 

But then, at the very last moment, a massively bearded face appeared at his window. The 

cold stare was met by the even colder stare of a man in a hurry to get aboard.  
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The latecomer muttered a “Pardon me, sir” and made his way to the far end of the 

compartment. He sat, a man of forty or so, his top hat firmly square, his hands on his 

knees, regaining his breath. There was something rather aggressively secure about him; 

he was perhaps not quite a gentleman ... an ambitious butler (but butlers did not travel 

first class) or a successful lay preacher—one of the bullying tabernacle kind, a would-be 

Spurgeon, converting souls by scorching them with the cheap rhetoric of eternal 

damnation. A decidedly unpleasant man, thought Charles, and so typical of the age—and 

therefore emphatically to be snubbed if he tried to enter into conversation.  

 

As sometimes happens when one stares covertly at people and speculates about them, 

Charles was caught in the act; and reproved for it. There was a very clear suggestion in 

the sharp look sideways that Charles should keep his eyes to himself. He hastily directed 

his gaze outside his window and consoled himself that at least the person shunned 

intimacy as much as he did.  

 

Very soon the even movement lulled Charles into a douce daydream. London was a large 

city; but she must soon look for work. He had the time, the resources, the will; a week 

might pass, two, but then she would stand before him; perhaps yet another address would 

slip through his letter box. The wheels said it: she-could-not-be-so-cruel, she-could-not-

be-so-cruel, she-could-not-be-so-cruel ... the train passed through the red and green 

valleys towards Cullompton. Charles saw its church, without knowing where the place 

was, and soon afterwards closed his eyes. He had slept poorly that previous night.  

 

For a while his traveling companion took no notice of the sleeping Charles. But as the 

chin sank deeper and deeper— Charles had taken the precaution of removing his hat—the 

prophet-bearded man began to stare at him, safe in the knowledge that his curiosity 

would not be surprised. His look was peculiar: sizing, ruminative, more than a shade 

disapproving, as if he knew very well what sort of man this was (as Charles had believed 

to see very well what sort of man he was) and did not much like the knowledge or the 

species. It was true that, unobserved, he looked a little less frigid and authoritarian a 

person; but there remained about his features an unpleasant aura of self-confidence—or if 

not quite confidence in self, at least a confidence in his judgment of others, of how much 

he could get out of them, expect from them, tax them.  

 

A stare of a minute or so’s duration, of this kind, might have been explicable. Train 

journeys are boring; it is amusing to spy on strangers; and so on. But this stare, which 

became positively cannibalistic in its intensity, lasted far longer than a minute. It lasted 

beyond Taunton, though it was briefly interrupted there when the noise on the platform 

made Charles wake for a few moments. But when he sank back into his slumbers, the 

eyes fastened on him again in the same leech-like manner.  

 

You may one day come under a similar gaze. And you may—in the less reserved context 

of our own century—be aware of it. The intent watcher will not wait till you are asleep. It 

will no doubt suggest something unpleasant, some kind of devious sexual approach ... a 

desire to know you in a way you do not want to be known by a stranger. In my 

experience there is only one profession that gives that particular look, with its bizarre 

blend of the inquisitive and the magistral; of the ironic and the soliciting.  

Now could I use you?  

Now what could I do with you?  
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It is precisely, it has always seemed to me, the look an omnipotent god—if there were 

such an absurd thing—should be shown to have. Not at all what we think of as a divine 

look; but one of a distinctly mean and dubious (as the theoreticians of the nouveau roman 

have pointed out) moral quality. I see this with particular clarity on the face, only too 

familiar to me, of the bearded man who stares at Charles. And I will keep up the pretense 

no longer.  

Now the question I am asking, as I stare at Charles, is not quite the same as the two 

above. But rather, what the devil am I going to do with you? I have already thought of 

ending Charles’s career here and now; of leaving him for eternity on his way to London. 

But the conventions of Victorian fiction allow, allowed no place for the open, the 

inconclusive ending; and I preached earlier of the freedom characters must be given. My 

problem is simple—what Charles wants is clear? It is indeed. But what the protagonist 

wants is not so clear; and I am not at all sure where she is at the moment. Of course if 

these two were two fragments of real life, instead of two figments of my imagination, the 

issue of the dilemma is obvious: the one want combats the other want, and fails or 

succeeds, as the actuality may be. Fiction usually pretends to conform to the reality: the 

writer puts the conflicting wants in the ring and then describes the fight—but in fact fixes 

the fight, letting that want he himself favors win. And we judge writers of fiction both by 

the skill they show in fixing the fights (in other words, in persuading us that they were 

not fixed) and by the kind of fighter they fix in favor of: the good one, the tragic one, the 

evil one, the funny one, and so on.  

 

But the chief argument for fight-fixing is to show one’s readers what one thinks of the 

world around one—whether one is a pessimist, an optimist, what you will. I have 

pretended to slip back into 1867; but of course that year is in reality a century past. It is 

futile to show optimism or pessimism, or anything else about it, because we know what 

has happened since.  

 

So I continue to stare at Charles and see no reason this time for fixing the fight upon 

which he is about to engage. That leaves me with two alternatives. I let the fight proceed 

and take no more than a recording part in it; or I take both sides in it. I stare at that 

vaguely effete but not completely futile face. And as we near London, I think I see a 

solution; that is, I see the dilemma is false. The only way I can take no part in the fight is 

to show two versions of it. That leaves me with only one problem: I cannot give both 

versions at once, yet whichever is the second will seem, so strong is the tyranny of the 

last chapter, the final, the “real” version.  

 

I take my purse from the pocket of my frock coat, I extract a florin, I rest it on my right 

thumbnail, I flick it, spinning, two feet into the air and catch it in my left hand.  

So be it. And I am suddenly aware that Charles has opened his eyes and is looking at me. 

There is something more than disapproval in his eyes now; he perceives I am either a 

gambler or mentally deranged. I return his disapproval, and my florin to my purse. He 

picks up his hat, brushes some invisible speck of dirt (a surrogate for myself) from its nap 

and places it on his head. 

We draw under one of the great cast-iron beams that support the roof of Paddington 

station. We arrive, he steps down to the platform, beckoning to a porter. In a few 

moments, having given his instructions, he turns. The bearded man has disappeared in the 

throng. 

     (from Chapter 55, The French Lieutenant’s Woman) 
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11. If Elizabeth, when Mr. Darcy gave her the letter, did not expect it to contain a renewal of 

his offers, she had formed no expectation at all of its contents. But such as they were, it 

may be well supposed how eagerly she went through them, and what a contrariety of 

emotion they excited. Her feelings as she read were scarcely to be defined. With 

amazement did she first understand that he believed any apology to be in his power; and 

stedfastly was she persuaded that he could have no explanation to give, which a just sense 

of shame would not conceal. With a strong prejudice against every thing he might say, 

she began his account of what had happened at Netherfield. She read, with an eagerness 

which hardly left her power of comprehension, and from impatience of knowing what the 

next sentence might bring, was incapable of attending to the sense of the one before her 

eyes. His belief of her sister’s insensibility,1 she instantly resolved to be false, and his 

account of the real, the worst objections to the match, made her too angry to have any 

wish of doing him justice. He expressed no regret for what he had done which satisfied 

her; his style was not penitent, but haughty. It was all pride and insolence.  

 

But when this subject was succeeded by his account of Mr. Wickham, when she read 

with somewhat clearer attention, a relation of events, which, if true, must overthrow 

every cherished opinion of his worth, and which bore so alarming an affinity to his own 

history of himself, her feelings were yet more acutely painful and more difficult of 

definition. Astonishment, apprehension, and even horror, oppressed her. She wished to 

discredit it entirely, repeatedly exclaiming, “This must be false! This cannot be! This 

must be the grossest falsehood!”—and when she had gone through the whole letter, 

though scarcely knowing any thing of the last page or two, put it hastily away, protesting 

that she would not regard it, that she would never look in it again.  

 

In this perturbed state of mind, with thoughts that could rest on nothing, she walked on; 

but it would not do; in half a minute the letter was unfolded again, and collecting herself 

as well as she could, she again began the mortifying perusal of all that related to 

Wickham, and commanded herself so far as to examine the meaning of every sentence. 

The account of his connection with the Pemberley family, was exactly what he had 

related himself; and the kindness of the late Mr. Darcy, though she had not before known 

its extent, agreed equally well with his own words. So far each recital confirmed the 

other: but when she came to the will, the difference was great. What Wickham had said 

of the living was fresh in her memory, and as she recalled his very words, it was 

impossible not to feel that there was gross duplicity on one side or the other; and, for a 

few moments, she flattered herself that her wishes did not err. But when she read, and re-

read with the closest attention, the particulars immediately following of Wickham’s 

resigning all pretensions to the living, of his receiving in lieu, so considerable a sum as 

three thousand pounds, again was she forced to hesitate. She put down the letter, weighed 

every circumstance with what she meant to be impartiality— deliberated on the 

probability of each statement—but with little success. On both sides it was only assertion. 

Again she read on. But every line proved more clearly that the affair, which she had 

believed it impossible that any contrivance could so represent, as to render Mr. Darcy’s 

conduct in it less than infamous, was capable of a turn which must make him entirely 

blameless throughout the whole.  

 

The extravagance and general profligacy which he scrupled not to lay to Mr. Wickham’s 

charge, exceedingly shocked her; the more so, as she could bring no proof of its injustice. 

She had never heard of him before his entrance into the ———shire Militia, in which he  
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had engaged at the persuasion of the young man, who, on meeting him accidentally in 

town, had there renewed a slight acquaintance. Of his former way of life, nothing had 

been known in Hertfordshire but what he told himself. As to his real character, had 

information been in her power, she had never felt a wish of enquiring. His countenance, 

voice, and manner, had established him at once in the possession of every virtue. She 

tried to recollect some instance of goodness, some distinguished trait of integrity or 

benevolence, that might rescue him from the attacks of Mr. Darcy; or at least, by the 

predominance of virtue, atone for those casual errors, under which she would 

endeavourto class, what Mr. Darcy had described as the idleness and vice of many years 

continuance. But no such recollection befriended her. She could see him instantly before 

her, in every charm of air and address; but she could remember no more substantial good 

than the general approbation of the neighbourhood, and the regard which his social 

powers had gained him in the mess.After pausing on this point a considerable while, she 

once more continued to read. But, alas! the story which followed of his designs on Miss 

Darcy, received some confirmation from what had passed between Colonel Fitzwilliam 

and herself only the morning before; and at last she was referred for the truth of every 

particular to Colonel Fitzwilliam himself—from whom she had previously received the 

information of his near concern in all his cousin’s affairs, and whose character she had no 

reason to question. At one time she had almost resolved on applying to him, but the idea 

was checked by the awkwardness of the application, and at length wholly banished by the 

conviction that Mr. Darcy would never have hazarded such a proposal, if he had not been 

well assured of his cousin’s corroboration. 

 

She perfectly remembered every thing that had passed in conversation between Wickham 

and herself, in their first evening at Mr. Philips’s. Many of his expressions were still fresh 

in her memory. She was now struck with the impropriety of such communications to a 

stranger, and wondered it had escaped her before. She saw the indelicacy of putting 

himself forward as he had done, and the inconsistency of his professions with his 

conduct. She remembered that he had boasted of having no fear of seeing Mr. Darcy—

that Mr. Darcy might leave the country, but that he should stand his ground; yet he had 

avoided the Netherfield ball the very next week. She remembered also, that till the 

Netherfield family had quitted the country, he had told his story to no one but herself; but 

that after their removal, it had been every where discussed; that he had then no reserves, 

no scruples in sinking Mr. Darcy’s character, though he had assured her that respect for 

the father, would always prevent his exposing the son.  

 

How differently did every thing now appear in which he was concerned! His attentions to 

Miss King were now the consequence of views solely and hatefully mercenary; and the 

mediocrity of her fortune proved no longer the moderation of his wishes, but his 

eagerness to grasp at any thing. His behaviour to herself could now have had no tolerable 

motive; he had either been deceived with regard to her fortune, or had been gratifying his 

vanity by encouraging the preference which she believed she had most incautiously 

shewn. Every lingering struggle in his favour grew fainter and fainter; and in farther 

justification of Mr. Darcy, she could not but allow that Mr. Bingley, when questioned by 

Jane, had long ago asserted his blamelessness in the affair; that proud and repulsive as 

were his manners, she had never, in the whole course of their acquaintance, an 

acquaintance which had latterly brought them much together, and given her a sort of 

intimacy with his ways, seen any thing that betrayed him to be unprincipled or unjust—

any thing that spoke him of 4 irreligious or immoral habits. That among his own  
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connections he was esteemed and valued—that even Wickham had allowed him merit as 

a brother, and that she had often heard him speak so affectionately of his sister as to 

prove him capable of some amiable feeling. That had his actions been what Wickham 

represented them, so gross a violation of every thing right could hardly have been 

concealed from the world; and that friendship between a person capable of it, and such an 

amiable man as Mr. Bingley, was incomprehensible.  

 

She grew absolutely ashamed of herself.—Of neither Darcy nor Wickham could she 

think, without feeling that she had been blind, partial, prejudiced, absurd.   

  

(from Chapter 35, Pride and Prejudice) 

 

 

****************** 


