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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. Growth and development of Bildungsroman 

2. Major elements of a novel 

3. Features of the Gothic Novel 

4. Various components of a short story 

5. Charaterisation in a novel 

6. Characteristics of Stream of Consciousness Novel 

 

         SECTION B 

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

 

1. a) Darcy’s pride leads to prejudice; Elizabeth’s prejudice stems from pride - Discuss. 

OR 

      b) Write an essay on Lydia’s elopement with Wickham. 

 

  2. a) Discuss the narrative style of The French Lieutenant’s Woman. 

OR 

       b) Analyse the central themes of The French Lieutenant’s Woman.   

 

  3. a) Consider Ms. Emily as an emblematic Gothic heroine. 

OR 

      b) How does Virginia Woolf criticize the male view point in the story 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) 

 

"Come, Darcy," said he, "I must have you dance. I hate to see you standing about by yourself in 

this stupid manner. You had much better dance." 

"I certainly shall not. You know how I detest it, unless I am particularly acquainted with my 

partner. At such an assembly as this it would be insupportable. Your sisters are engaged, and 

there is not another woman in the room whom it would not be a punishment to me to stand up 

with." 

"I would not be so fastidious as you are," cried Mr. Bingley, "for a kingdom! Upon my honour, I 

never met with so many pleasant girls in my life as I have this evening; and there are several of 

them you see uncommonly pretty." 

"YOU are dancing with the only handsome girl in the room," said Mr. Darcy, looking at the 

eldest Miss Bennet. 
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"Oh! She is the most beautiful creature I ever beheld! But there is one of her sisters sitting down 

just behind you, who is very pretty, and I dare say very agreeable. Do let me ask my partner to 

introduce you." 

"Which do you mean?" and turning round he looked for a moment at Elizabeth, till catching her 

eye, he withdrew his own and coldly said: "She is tolerable, but not handsome enough to tempt 

ME; I am in no humour at present to give consequence to young ladies who are slighted by other 

men. You had better return to your partner and enjoy her smiles, for you are wasting your time 

with me." 

Mr. Bingley followed his advice. Mr. Darcy walked off; and Elizabeth remained with no very 

cordial feelings toward him. She told the story, however, with great spirit among her friends; for 

she had a lively, playful disposition, which delighted in anything ridiculous. 

The evening altogether passed off pleasantly to the whole family. Mrs. Bennet had seen her 

eldest daughter much admired by the Netherfield party. Mr. Bingley had danced with her twice, 

and she had been distinguished by his sisters. Jane was as much gratified by this as her mother 

could be, though in a quieter way. Elizabeth felt Jane's pleasure. Mary had heard herself 

mentioned to Miss Bingley as the most accomplished girl in the neighbourhood; and Catherine 

and Lydia had been fortunate enough never to be without partners, which was all that they had 

yet learnt to care for at a ball. They returned, therefore, in good spirits to Longbourn, the village 

where they lived, and of which they were the principal inhabitants. They found Mr. Bennet still 

up. With a book he was regardless of time; and on the present occasion he had a good deal of 

curiosity as to the events of an evening which had raised such splendid expectations. He had 

rather hoped that his wife's views on the stranger would be disappointed; but he soon found out 

that he had a different story to hear. 

 

"Oh! my dear Mr. Bennet," as she entered the room, "we have had a most delightful evening, a 

most excellent ball. I wish you had been there. Jane was so admired, nothing could be like it. 

Everybody said how well she looked; and Mr. Bingley thought her quite beautiful, and danced 

with her twice! Only think of THAT, my dear; he actually danced with her twice! and she was 

the only creature in the room that he asked a second time. First of all, he asked Miss Lucas. I was 

so vexed to see him stand up with her! But, however, he did not admire her at all; indeed, nobody 

can, you know; and he seemed quite struck with Jane as she was going down the dance. So he 

inquired who she was, and got introduced, and asked her for the two next. Then the two third he 

danced with Miss King, and the two fourth with Maria Lucas, and the two fifth with Jane again, 

and the two sixth with Lizzy, and the BOULANGER—" 

"If he had had any compassion for ME," cried her husband impatiently, "he would not have 

danced half so much! For God's sake, say no more of his partners. O that he had sprained his 

ankle in the first place!" 

"Oh! my dear, I am quite delighted with him. He is so excessively handsome! And his sisters are 

charming women. I never in my life saw anything more elegant than their dresses. I dare say the 

lace upon Mrs. Hurst's gown—" 

Here she was interrupted again. Mr. Bennet protested against any description of finery. She was 

therefore obliged to seek another branch of the subject, and related, with much bitterness of spirit 

and some exaggeration, the shocking rudeness of Mr. Darcy. 

"But I can assure you," she added, "that Lizzy does not lose much by not suiting HIS fancy; for 

he is a most disagreeable, horrid man, not at all worth pleasing. So high and so conceited that 

there was no enduring him! He walked here, and he walked there, fancying himself so very 

great! Not handsome enough to dance with! I wish you had been there, my dear, to have given 

him one of your set-downs. I quite detest the man.". 

        From Chapter 3, Pride and Prejudice 
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b) I do not know. This story I am telling is all imagination. These characters I create never 

existed outside my own mind. If I have pretended until now to know my characters’ minds and 

innermost thoughts, it is because I am writing in (just as I have assumed some of the vocabulary 

and “voice” of) a convention universally accepted at the time of my story: that the novelist stands 

next to God. He may not know all, yet he tries to pretend that he does. But I live in the age of 

Alain Robbe-Grillet and Roland Barthes; if this is a novel, it cannot be a novel in the modern 

sense of the word.  

So perhaps I am writing a transposed autobiography; perhaps I now live in one of the houses I 

have brought into the fiction; perhaps Charles is myself disguised. Perhaps it is only a game. 

Modern women like Sarah exist, and I have never understood them. Or perhaps I am trying to 

pass off a concealed book of essays on you. Instead of chapter headings, perhaps I should have 

written “On the Horizontality of Existence,” “The Illusions of Progress,” “The History of the 

Novel Form,” “The Aetiology of Freedom,” “Some Forgotten Aspects of the Victorian Age” ... 

what you will. Perhaps you suppose that a novelist has only to pull the right strings and his 

puppets will behave in a lifelike manner; and produce on request a thorough analysis of their 

motives and intentions. Certainly I intended at this stage (Chap. Thirteen—unfolding of Sarah’s 

true state of mind) to tell all—or all that matters. But I find myself suddenly like a man in the 

sharp spring night, watching from the lawn beneath that dim upper window in Marlborough 

House; I know in the context of my book’s reality that Sarah would never have brushed away her 

tears and leaned down and delivered a chapter of revelation. She would instantly have turned, 

had she seen me there just as the old moon rose, and disappeared into the interior shadows. But I 

am a novelist, not a man in a garden—I can follow her where I like? But possibility is not 

permissibility. Husbands could often murder their wives—and the reverse—and get away with it. 

But they don’t. You may think novelists always have fixed plans to which they work, so that the 

future predicted by Chapter One is always inexorably the actuality of Chapter Thirteen. But 

novelists write for countless different reasons: for money, for fame, for reviewers, for parents, 

for friends, for loved ones; for vanity, for pride, for curiosity, for amusement: as skilled furniture 

makers enjoy making furniture, as drunkards like drinking, as judges like judging, as Sicilians 

like emptying a shotgun into an enemy’s back. I could fill a book with reasons, and they would 

all be true, though not true of all. Only one same reason is shared by all of us: we wish to create 

worlds as real as, but other than the world that is. Or was. This is why we cannot plan. We know 

a world is an organism, not a machine. We also know that a genuinely created world must be 

independent of its creator; a planned world (a world that fully reveals its planning) is a dead 

world. It is only when our characters and events begin to disobey us that they begin to live. 

When Charles left Sarah on her cliff edge, I ordered him to walk straight back to Lyme Regis. 

But he did not; he gratuitously turned and went down to the Dairy. Oh, but you say, come on—

what I really mean is that the idea crossed my mind as I wrote that it might be more clever to 

have him stop and drink milk ... and meet Sarah again. That is certainly one explanation of what 

happened; but I can only report—and I am the most reliable witness—that the idea seemed to me 

to come clearly from Charles, not myself. It is not only that he has begun to gain an autonomy; I 

must respect it, and disrespect all my quasi-divine plans for him, if I wish him to be real. In other 

words, to be free myself, I must give him, and Tina, and Sarah, even the abominable Mrs. 

Poulteney, their freedom as well. There is only one good definition of God: the freedom that 

allows other freedoms to exist. And I must conform to that definition. The novelist is still a god, 

since he creates (and not even the most aleatory avant-garde modern novel has managed to 

extirpate its author completely); what has changed is that we are no longer the gods of the 

Victorian image, omniscient and decreeing; but in the new theological image, with freedom our 

first principle, not authority. 

      From Chapter 13, The French Lieutenant’s Woman 
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