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SECTION A [50%]

Choose ONE passage. Offer a detailed textual analysis of narrative voice, style,
technique and the relationship between the passage and the story from which it is
taken.

Passage One: from ‘The New Dress’ by Virginia Woolf

Mabel had her first serious suspicion that something was wrong as she took her cloak
off and Mrs. Barnet, while handing her the mirror and touching the brushes and thus
drawing her attention, perhaps rather markedly, to all the appliances for tidying and
improving hair, complexion, clothes, which existed on the dressing table, confirmed
the suspicion—that it was not right, not quite right, which growing stronger as she went
upstairs and springing at her, with conviction as she greeted Clarissa Dalloway, she
went straight to the far end of the room, to a shaded corner where a looking-glass
hung and looked. No! It was not RIGHT. And at once the misery which she always
tried to hide, the profound dissatisfaction—the sense she had had, ever since she was
a child, of being inferior to other people—set upon her, relentlessly, remorselessly,
with an intensity which she could not beat off, as she would when she woke at night
at home, by reading Borrow or Scott; for oh these men, oh these women, all were
thinking—“‘What’s Mabel wearing? What a fright she looks! What a hideous new
dress!”—their eyelids flickering as they came up and then their lids shutting rather
tight. It was her own appalling inadequacy; her cowardice; her mean, water-sprinkled
blood that depressed her. And at once the whole of the room where, for ever so many
hours, she had planned with the little dressmaker how it was to go, seemed sordid,
repulsive; and her own drawing-room so shabby, and herself, going out, puffed up with
vanity as she touched the letters on the hall table and said: “How dull!” to show off—
all this now seemed unutterably silly, paltry, and provincial. All this had been absolutely
destroyed, shown up, exploded, the moment she came into Mrs. Dalloway’s drawing-

room.
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What she had thought that evening when, sitting over the teacups, Mrs.
Dalloway’s invitation came, was that, of course, she could not be fashionable. It was
absurd to pretend it even—fashion meant cut, meant style, meant thirty guineas at
least—but why not be original? Why not be herself, anyhow? And, getting up, she had
taken that old fashion book of her mother’s, a Paris fashion book of the time of the
Empire, and had thought how much prettier, more dignified, and more womanly they
were then, and so set herself—oh, it was foolish—trying to be like them, pluming
herself in fact, upon being modest and old-fashioned, and very charming, giving
herself up, no doubt about it, to an orgy of self-love, which deserved to be chastised,

and so rigged herself out like this.

But she dared not look in the glass. She could not face the whole horror—the pale
yellow, idiotically old-fashioned silk dress with its long skirt and its high sleeves and its
waist and all the things that looked so charming in the fashion book, but not on her,
not among all these ordinary people. She felt like a dressmaker’'s dummy standing

there, for young people to stick pins into.

“But, my deair, it’s perfectly charming!” Rose Shaw said, looking her up and down
with that little satirical pucker of the lips which she expected—Rose herself being

dressed in the height of the fashion, precisely like everybody else, always.

We are all like flies trying to crawl over the edge of the saucer, Mabel thought,
and repeated the phrase as if she were crossing herself, as if she were trying to find
some spell to annul this pain, to make this agony endurable. Tags of Shakespeare,
lines from books she had read ages ago, suddenly came to her when she was in
agony, and she repeated them over and over again. “Flies trying to crawl,” she
repeated. If she could say that over often enough and make herself see the flies, she
would become numb, chill, frozen, dumb. Now she could see flies crawling slowly out
of a saucer of milk with their wings stuck together; and she strained and strained
(standing in front of the looking-glass, listening to Rose Shaw) to make herself see
Rose Shaw and all the other people there as flies, trying to hoist themselves out of

something, or into something, meagre, insignificant, toiling flies. But she could not see
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them like that, not other people. She saw herself like that—she was a fly, but the
others were dragonflies, butterflies, beautiful insects, dancing, fluttering, skimming,
while she alone dragged herself up out of the saucer. (Envy and spite, the most

detestable of the vices, were her chief faults.)

“| feel like some dowdy, decrepit, horribly dingy old fly,” she said, making Robert
Haydon stop just to hear her say that, just to reassure herself by furbishing up a poor
weak-kneed phrase and so showing how detached she was, how witty, that she did
not feel in the least out of anything. And, of course, Robert Haydon answered
something, quite polite, quite insincere, which she saw through instantly, and said to
herself, directly he went (again from some book), “Lies, lies, lies!” For a party makes
things either much more real, or much less real, she thought; she saw in a flash to

the bottom of Robert Haydon'’s heart; she saw through everything. She saw the truth.

Passage Two: from ‘The Sisters’ by James Joyce

THERE was no hope for him this time: it was the third stroke. Night after night | had
passed the house (it was vacation time) and studied the lighted square of window: and
night after night | had found it lighted in the same way, faintly and evenly. If he was
dead, | thought, | would see the reflection of candles on the darkened blind for | knew
that two candles must be set at the head of a corpse. He had often said to me: “| am
not long for this world,” and | had thought his words idle. Now | knew they were true.
Every night as | gazed up at the window | said softly to myself the word paralysis. It
had always sounded strangely in my ears, like the word gnomon' in the Euclid? and

the word simony? in the Catechism#. But now it sounded to me like the name of some

! The remainder of a parallelogram after removal of a similar parallelogram containing one of its corners.
2 Treatise on geometry.

3 The selling or giving in exchange of a temporal thing for a spiritual thing.

4 Instructions in Christian doctrine.
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maleficent and sinful being. It filled me with fear, and yet | longed to be nearer to it and

to look upon its deadly work.

Old Cotter was sitting at the fire, smoking, when | came downstairs to supper.

While my aunt was ladling out my stirabout® he said, as if returning to some former
remark of his:

“No, | wouldn’t say he was exactly . . . but there was something queer . . . there

was something uncanny about him. I'll tell you my opinion. . . .”

He began to puff at his pipe, no doubt arranging his opinion in his mind. Tiresome
old fool' When we knew him first he used to be rather interesting, talking of faints and

worms®; but | soon grew tired of him and his endless stories about the distillery.

‘I have my own theory about it,” he said. “I think it was one of those . . . peculiar

cases....Butitshardtosay....”

He began to puff again at his pipe without giving us his theory. My uncle saw me

staring and said to me:
“Well, so your old friend is gone, you'll be sorry to hear.”
“Who?” said |.
“Father Flynn.”
“Is he dead?”
“Mr. Cotter here has just told us. He was passing by the house.”

| knew that | was under observation so | continued eating as if the news had not

interested me. My uncle explained to old Cotter.

“The youngster and he were great friends. The old chap taught him a great deal,

mind you; and they say he had a great wish for him.”

“God have mercy on his soul,” said my aunt piously.

5 Porridge.
6 Processes in the distillation of whiskey.
Please turn the page
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Old Cotter looked at me for a while. | felt that his little beady black eyes were
examining me but | would not satisfy him by looking up from my plate. He returned to

his pipe and finally spat rudely into the grate.

‘I wouldn't like children of mine,” he said, “to have too much to say to a man like
that.”

“‘How do you mean, Mr. Cotter?” asked my aunt.
“What | mean is,” said old Cotter, “it's bad for children. My idea is: let a young lad

run about and play with young lads of his own age and not be ... Am | right,

Jack?”

“That’s my principle, too,” said my uncle. “Let him learn to box his corner. That’s
what I'm always saying to that Rosicrucian’ there: take exercise. Why, when | was a
nipper every morning of my life | had a cold bath, winter and summer. And that’s what
stands to me now. Education is all very fine and large. . . . Mr. Cotter might take a pick
of that leg mutton,” he added to my aunt.

“No, no, not for me,” said old Cotter.

My aunt brought the dish from the safe and put it on the table.

“But why do you think it's not good for children, Mr. Cotter?” she asked.

“It's bad for children,” said old Cotter, “because their mind are so impressionable.
When children see things like that, you know, it has an effect. . . .”

| crammed my mouth with stirabout for fear | might give utterance to my anger.

Tiresome old red-nosed imbecile!

7 Esoteric mysteries of religion.
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It was late when | fell asleep. Though | was angry with old Cotter for alluding to
me as a child, | puzzled my head to extract meaning from his unfinished sentences. In
the dark of my room | imagined that | saw again the heavy grey face of the paralytic. |
drew the blankets over my head and tried to think of Christmas. But the grey face still
followed me. It murmured, and | understood that it desired to confess something. | felt
my soul receding into some pleasant and vicious region; and there again | found it
waiting for me. It began to confess to me in a murmuring voice and | wondered why it
smiled continually and why the lips were so moist with spittle. But then | remembered
that it had died of paralysis and | felt that | too was smiling feebly as if to absolve the

simoniac® of his sin.

Passage Three: from ‘The Wind Blows’ by Katherine Mansfield

SUDDENLY-dreadfully—she wakes up. What has happened? Something dreadful
has happened. No—nothing has happened. It is only the wind shaking the house,
rattling the windows, banging a piece of iron on the roof and making her bed tremble.
Leaves flutter past the window, up and away; down in the avenue a whole
newspaper wags in the air like a lost kite and falls, spiked on a pine tree. It is cold.
Summer is over—it is autumn—everything is ugly. The carts rattle by, swinging from
side to side; two Chinamen lollop along under their wooden yokes with the straining
vegetable baskets—their pigtails and blue blouses fly out in the wind. A white dog on
three legs yelps past the gate. It is all over! What is? Oh, everything! And she begins
to plait her hair with shaking fingers, not daring to look in the glass. Mother is talking

to grandmother in the hall.

8 One who is guilty of simony.
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"A perfect idiot! Imagine leaving anything out on the line in weather like this. . . . Now
my best little Teneriffe-work teacloth is simply in ribbons. What is that extraordinary

smell? It's the porridge burning. Oh, heavens—this wind!"

She has a music lesson at ten o'clock. At the thought the minor movement of the
Beethoven begins to play in her head, the trills long and terrible like little rolling
drums. . . . Marie Swainson runs into the garden next door to pick the "chrysanths"
before they are ruined. Her skirt flies up above her waist; she tries to beat it down, to
tuck it between her legs while she stoops, but it is no use—up it flies. All the trees and
bushes beat about her. She picks as quickly as she can, but she is quite distracted.
She doesn't mind what she does—she pulls the plants up by the roots and bends and

twists them, stamping her foot and swearing.

"For heaven's sake keep the front door shut! Go round to the back," shouts

someone. And then she hears Bogey:
"Mother, you're wanted on the telephone. Telephone, Mother. It's the butcher."

How hideous life is—revolting, simply revolting. . . . And now her hat-elastic's
snapped. Of course it would. She'll wear her old tam and slip out the back way. But

Mother has seen.

"Matilda. Matilda. Come back im-me-diately! What on earth have you got on your
head? It looks like a tea cosy. And why have you got that mane of hair on your

forehead."

"l can't come back, Mother. I'll be late for my lesson."

"Come back immediately!"

She won't. She won't. She hates Mother. "Go to hell," she shouts, running down the

road. Please turn the page
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In waves, in clouds, in big round whirls the dust comes stinging, and with it little bits
of straw and chaff and manure. There is a loud roaring sound from the trees in the
gardens, and standing at the bottom of the road outside Mr. Bullen's gate she can
hear the sea sob: "Ah! . .. Ah! ... Ah-h!" But Mr. Bullen's drawing-room is as quiet
as a cave. The windows are closed, the blinds half-pulled, and she is not late. The-
girl-before-her has just started playing MacDowell's "To an Iceberg." Mr. Bullen looks

over at her and half smiles.

"Sit down," he says. "Sit over there in the sofa corner, little lady."

How funny he is. He doesn't exactly laugh at you . . . but there is just something. . . .
Oh, how peaceful it is here. She likes this room. It smells of art serge and stale

smoke and

chrysanthemums . . . there is a big vase of them on the mantelpiece behind the pale
photograph of Rubinstein . . . & mon ami Robert Bullen. . . . . Over the black glittering
piano hangs "Solitude"—a dark tragic woman draped in white, sitting on a rock, her

knees crossed, her chin on her hands.

"No, no!" says Mr. Bullen, and he leans over the other girl, puts his arms over her
shoulders and plays the passage for her. The stupid - she’s blushing! How
ridiculous! Now the-girl-before-her has gone; the front door slams. Mr. Bullen comes
back and walks up and down, very softly, waiting for her. What an extraordinary
thing. Her fingers tremble so that she can't undo the knot in the music satchel. It's
the wind. . . . And her heart beats so hard she feels it must lift her blouse up and
down. Mr. Bullen does not say a word. The shabby red piano seat is long enough for

two people to sit side by side. Mr. Bullen sits down by her.

“Shall | begin with scales?” she asks, squeezing her hands together. “I had some

arpeggios, too."
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But he does not answer. She doesn't believe he even hears .... And then suddenly
his fresh hand with the ring on it reaches over and opens Beethoven.

"Let's have a little of the old master," he says.

END OF SECTION A

SECTION B (50%)

Answer ONE question. You must not write on the same author as in section A.

1. With reference to examples, discuss the ways in which modernist fiction might
be regarded as a new kind of “realism”.

2. How does Katherine Mansfield’s fiction succeed in communicating desires
which are unacknowledged or unspoken?

3. How do you interpret the relationship between the narrator and the wallpaper
in Charlotte Perkins-Gilman’s The Yellow Wallpaper?

4. “The power of James Joyce’s fiction lies in what is implied rather than in what
is said.” Discuss.

5. Discuss the significance of the fragmented narrative style of The English
Patient.

6. How does The English Patient explore the concept of identity?

END OF QUESTIONS
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