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     SECTION A 

 

I. Answer any four of the following in about 300 words each.    (4x10=40) 

 

1. Discuss the significance of the repetition of the words “I Rise” in Maya Angelou’s 

Still I Rise. 

2. Examine Elaine Showalter’s critique of Woolf’s idea of  androgyny that it “represents 

an escape from the confrontation with femaleness or maleness”. 

3. Critically analyse Mahasweta Devi’s Dopdi as a voice of resistance. 

4. How does Beauvoir address the question “What is a Woman”? 

5. How does Manobi Bandyopadhyay’s A Gift of Goddess Lakshmi document the life 

and experiences of a transwoman? 

6. Discuss Laura Esquivel’s Malinche as a study of the relationship between Malinalli 

and Cortés. 

 

     SECTION  B 

 

II. Answer any two of the following in about 750 words each.    (2x20=40) 

 
7. Critically examine The Palace of Illusions as a retelling of Mahabharata. 

8. Evaluate Judith Butler’s theory on Gender Performativity. 

9. What according to bell hooks is the trouble with Friedan's famous phrase, "the 

problem that has no name"? 

10. Elucidate with reference to specific texts, how your syllabus on Gender Studies 

helped you understand concepts relating to gender. 

 

SECTION- C 

 

III. Identify and analyse concepts related to the passage given below.                (1x20=20) 

 
11. I shall speak about women's writing: about what it will do. Woman must write her self: must 

write about women and bring women to writing, from which they have been driven away as 

violently as from their bodies-for the same reasons, by the same law, with the same fatal goal. 

Woman must put herself into the text-as into the world and into history-by her own 

movement.  The future must no longer be determined by the past. I do not deny that the 

effects of the past are still with us. But I refuse to strengthen them by repeating them, to 

confer upon them an irremovability the equivalent of destiny, to confuse the biological and  
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the cultural. Anticipation is imperative. Since these reflections are taking shape in an area just 

on the point of being discovered, they necessarily bear the mark of our time-a time during 

which the new breaks away from the old, and, more precisely, the (feminine) new from the 

old (la nouvelle de l'ancien). Thus, as there are no grounds for establishing a discourse, but 

rather an arid millennial ground to break, what I say has at least two sides and two aims: to 

break up, to destroy; and to foresee the unforeseeable, to project.         

  I write this as a woman, toward women. When I say "woman," I'm speaking of 

woman in her inevitable struggle against conventional man; and of a universal woman subject 

who must bring women to their senses and to their meaning in history. But first it must be 

said that in spite of the enormity of the repression that has kept them in the "dark"-that dark 

which people have been trying to make them accept as their attribute-there is, at this time, no 

general woman, no one typical woman. What they have in common I will say. But what 

strikes me is the infinite richness of their individual constitutions: you can't talk about a 

female sexuality, uniform, homogeneous, classifiable into codes-any more than you can talk 

about one unconscious resembling another. Women's imaginary is inexhaustible, like music, 

painting, writing: their stream of phantasms is incredible. I have been amazed more than once 

by a description a woman gave me of a world all her own which she had been secretly 

haunting since early childhood. A world of searching, the elaboration of  a knowledge, on the 

basis of a systematic experimentation with the bodily functions, a passionate and precise 

interrogation of her erotogeneity. This practice, extraordinarily rich and inventive, in 

particular as concerns masturbation, is prolonged or accompanied by a production of forms, a 

veritable aesthetic activity, each stage of rapture inscribing a resonant vision, a composition, 

something beautiful. Beauty will no longer be forbidden. I wished that that woman would 

write and proclaim this unique empire so that other women, other unacknowledged 

sovereigns, might exclaim: I, too, overflow; my desires have invented new desires, my body 

knows unheard-of songs. Time and again I, too, have felt so full of luminous torrents that I 

could burst- burst with forms much more beautiful than those which are put up in frames and 

sold for a stinking fortune. And I, too, said nothing, showed nothing; I didn't open my mouth, 

I didn't repaint my half of the world. I was ashamed. I was afraid, and I swallowed my shame 

and my fear. I said to myself: You are mad! What's the meaning of these waves, these floods, 

these outbursts? Where is the ebullient, infinite woman who, immersed as she was in her 

naivete, kept in the dark about herself, led into self-disdain by the great arm of parental-

conjugal phallocentrism, hasn't been ashamed of her strength? Who, surprised and horrified 

by the fantastic tumult of her drives (for she was made to believe that a well-adjusted normal 

woman has a ... divine composure), hasn't accused herself of being a monster? Who, feeling a 

funny desire stirring inside her (to sing, to write, to dare to speak, in short, to bring out 

something new), hasn't thought she was sick? Well, her shameful sickness is that she resists 

death, that she makes trouble. And why don't you write? Write! Writing is for you, you are 

for you; your body is yours, take it. I know why you haven't written. (And why I didn't write 

before the age of twenty-seven.) Because writing is at once too high, too great for you, it's 

reserved for the great-that is, for "great men"; and it's "silly." Besides, you've written a little, 

but in secret. And it wasn't good, because it was in secret, and because you punished yourself 

for writing, because you didn't go all the way; or because you wrote, irresistibly, as when we 

would masturbate in secret, not to go further, but to attenuate the tension a bit, just enough to 

take the edge off. And then as soon as we come, we go and make ourselves feel guilty-so as 

to be forgiven; or to forget, to bury it until the next time. Write, let no one hold you back, let 

nothing stop you: not man; not the imbecilic capitalist machinery, in which publishing houses 

are the crafty, obsequious relayers of imperatives handed down by an economy that works 

against us and off our backs; and not yourself. Smug-faced readers, managing editors, and big 

bosses don't like the true texts of women-female-sexed texts. That kind scares them. 
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