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ST. JOSEPH’S COLLEGE (AUTONOMOUS), BENGALURU-27
END SEMESTER EXAM– APRIL 2017
II SEMESTER B.Com/BSW/B.Sc/B.A
 (Except BCA and BA (Visual communication)
GE 212: General English
Time: 2 hour 30 minutes                                Max. Marks: 70

Instructions:

1. Select only ONE of the THREE themes.

2. No extra marks will be awarded for attempting more than one theme.
3. Specify your stream on the answer sheet.

4. Answer questions according to the word limit.

5. You are allowed to use the dictionary.

6. This question paper has 9 sides.
Theme 1
I. The following extract is from George Orwell’s “Animal Farm”. Read the passage carefully and answer the questions given below.

“Mr. Jones, of the Manor Farm, had locked the hen-houses for the night, but was too drunk to remember to shut the pop-holes. With the ring of light from his lantern dancing from side to side, he lurched across the yard, kicked off his boots at the back door, drew himself a last glass of beer from the barrel in the scullery, and made his way up to bed, where Mrs. Jones was already snoring. As soon as the light in the bedroom went out there was a stirring and a fluttering all through the farm buildings. Word had gone round during the day that old Major, the prize Middle White boar, had had a strange dream on the previous night and wished to communicate it to the other animals. It had been agreed that they should all meet in the big barn as soon as Mr. Jones was safely out of the way. Old Major (so he was always called, though the name under which he had been exhibited was Willingdon Beauty) was so highly regarded on the farm that everyone was quite ready to lose an hour’s sleep in order to hear what he had to say. At one end of the big barn, on a sort of raised platform, Major was already ensconced on his bed of straw, under a lantern which hung from a beam. He was twelve years old and had lately grown rather stout, but he was still a majestic looking pig, with a wise and benevolent appearance in spite of the fact that his tushes had never been cut. Before long the other animals began to arrive and make themselves comfortable after their different fashions. First came the three dogs, Bluebell, Jessie, and Pincher, and then the pigs, who settled down in the straw immediately in front of the platform. The hens perched themselves on the window-sills, the pigeons fluttered up to the rafters, the sheep and cows lay down behind the pigs and began to chew the cud. The two cart-horses, Boxer and Clover, came in together, walking very slowly and setting down their vast hairy hoofs with great care lest there should be some small animal concealed in the straw. Clover was a stout motherly mare approaching middle life, who had never quite got her figure back after her fourth foal. Boxer was an enormous beast, nearly eighteen hands high, and as strong as any two ordinary horses put together. A white stripe down his nose gave him a somewhat stupid appearance, and in fact he was not of first-rate intelligence, but he was universally respected for his steadiness of character and tremendous powers of work. After the horses came Muriel, the white goat, and Benjamin, the donkey. Benjamin was the oldest animal on the farm, and the worst tempered. He seldom talked, and when he did, it was usually to make some cynical remark — for instance, he would say that God had given him a tail to keep the flies off, but that he would sooner have had no tail and no flies. Alone among the animals on the farm he never laughed. If asked why, he would say that he saw nothing to laugh at. Nevertheless, without openly admitting it, he was devoted to Boxer; the two of them usually spent their Sundays together in the small paddock beyond the orchard, grazing side by side and never speaking. The two horses had just lain down when a brood of ducklings, which had lost their mother, filed into the barn, cheeping feebly and wandering from side to side to find some place where they would not be trodden on. Clover made a sort of wall round them with her great foreleg, and the ducklings nestled down inside it and promptly fell asleep. At the last moment Mollie, the foolish, pretty white mare who drew Mr. Jones’s trap, came mincing daintily in, chewing at a lump of sugar. She took a place near the front and began flirting her white mane, hoping to draw attention to the red ribbons it was plaited with. Last of all came the cat, who looked round, as usual, for the warmest place, and finally squeezed herself in between Boxer and Clover; there she purred contentedly throughout Major’s speech without listening to a word of what he was saying. All the animals were now present except Moses, the tame raven, who slept on a perch behind the back door. When Major saw that they had all made themselves comfortable and were waiting attentively, he cleared his throat and began: ‘Comrades, you have heard already about the strange dream that I had last night. But I will come to the dream later. I have something else to say first. I do not think, comrades, that I shall be with you for many months longer, and before I die, I feel it my duty to pass on to you such wisdom as I have acquired. I have had a long life, I have had much time for thought as I lay alone in my stall, and I think I may say that I understand the nature of life on this earth as well as any animal now living. It is about this that I wish to speak to you. ‘Now, comrades, what is the nature of this life of ours? Let us face it: our lives are miserable, laborious, and short. We are born, we are given just so much food as will keep the breath in our bodies, and those of us who are capable of it are forced to work to the last atom of our strength; and the very instant that our usefulness has come to an end we are slaughtered with hideous cruelty. No animal in England knows the meaning of happiness or leisure after he is a year old. No animal in England is free. The life of an animal is misery and slavery: that is the plain truth. ‘But is this simply part of the order of nature? Is it because this land of ours is so poor that it cannot afford a decent life to those who dwell upon it? No, comrades, a thousand times no! The soil of England is fertile, its climate is good, it is capable of affording food in abundance to an enormously greater number of animals than now inhabit it. This single farm of ours would support a dozen horses, twenty cows, hundreds of sheep — and all of them living in a comfort and a dignity that are now almost beyond our imagining. Why then do we continue in this miserable condition? Because nearly the whole of the produce of our labour is stolen from us by human beings. There, comrades, is the answer to all our problems. It is summed up in a single word — Man. Man is the only real enemy we have. Remove Man from the scene, and the root cause of hunger and overwork is abolished for ever. ‘Man is the only creature that consumes without producing. He does not give milk, he does not lay eggs, he is too weak to pull the plough, he cannot run fast enough to catch rabbits. Yet he is lord of all the animals. He sets them to work, he gives back to them the bare minimum that will prevent them from starving, and the rest he keeps for himself. Our labour tills the soil, our dung 
fertilizes it, and yet there is not one of us that owns more than his bare skin.
You cows that I see before me, how many thousands of gallons of milk have you given during this last year? And what has happened to that milk which should have been breeding up sturdy calves? Every drop of it has gone down the throats of our enemies. And you hens, how many eggs have you laid in this last year, and how many of those eggs ever hatched into chickens? The rest have all gone to market to bring in money for Jones and his men. And you, Clover, where are those four foals you bore, who should have been the support and pleasure of your old age? Each was sold at a year old — you will never see one of them again. In return for your four confinements and all your labour in the fields, what have you ever had except your bare rations and a stall?”
I.A. Answer ANY TWO of the following questions in about 200 words each:
(2X15 = 30)
1. Explain an “Allegory” is in simple terms. Is there anything in current affairs that reminds you of the characters and situations in the passage?

2. Discuss whether or not the descriptions of characters in the excerpt make you forget that you are in fact reading about a group animals? Is the passage an example of the Anthropomorphic?
3. With reference to the above excerpt and your general reading, elaborate as to whether or not it is true that animal stories are only for children.
II.
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II.A. Answer the following questions in about 150 words each:       (2X10=20)
1. Do you find the cartoon funny? Say why or why not.
2. What does the caption, “The revolution has been postponed… we’ve discovered a leak” in the cartoon mean?
III. Answer the following questions in about 200 words each:         (1X20=20)
1. Narrate a story that you may have heard in an Indian language that uses animals as characters. Why do you think animals were used in the story instead of people?
Theme 2
I. The following short story is titled “The Saint and the Golblin”, by SAKI. Read the passage carefully and answer the questions given below.

The little stone Saint occupied a retired niche in a side aisle of the old cathedral. No one quite remembered who he had been, but that in a way was a guarantee of respectability. At least so the Goblin said. The Goblin was a very fine specimen of quaint stone carving, and lived up in the corbel on the wall opposite the niche of the little Saint. He was connected with some of the best cathedral folk, such as the queer carvings in the choir stalls and chancel screen, and even the gargoyles high up on the roof. All the fantastic beasts and manikins that sprawled and twisted in wood or stone or lead overhead in the arches or away down in the crypt were in some way akin to him; consequently he was a person of recognised importance in the cathedral world.

The little stone Saint and the Goblin got on very well together, though they looked at most things from different points of view. The Saint was a philanthropist in an old fashioned way; he thought the world, as he saw it, was good, but might be improved. In particular he pitied the church mice, who were miserably poor. The Goblin, on the other hand, was of opinion that the world, as he knew it, was bad, but had better be let alone. It was the function of the church mice to be poor.

“All the same,” said the Saint, “I feel very sorry for them.”

“Of course you do,” said the Goblin; “it’s YOUR function to feel sorry for them. If they were to leave off being poor you couldn’t fulfil your functions. You’d be a sinecure.”

He rather hoped that the Saint would ask him what a sinecure meant, but the latter took refuge in a stony silence. The Goblin might be right, but still, he thought, he would like to do something for the church mice before winter came on; they were so very poor.

Whilst he was thinking the matter over he was startled by something falling between his feet with a hard metallic clatter. It was a bright new thaler (a German coin); one of the cathedral jackdaws, who collected such things, had flown in with it to a stone cornice just above his niche, and the banging of the sacristy door had startled him into dropping it. Since the invention of gunpowder the family nerves were not what they had been.

“What have you got there?” asked the Goblin.

“A silver thaler,” said the Saint. “Really,” he continued, “it is most fortunate; now I can do something for the church mice.”

“How will you manage it?” asked the Goblin.

The Saint considered.

“I will appear in a vision to the vergeress (a female church caretaker) who sweeps the floors. I will tell her that she will find a silver thaler between my feet, and that she must take it and buy a measure of corn and put it on my shrine. When she finds the money she will know that it was a true dream, and she will take care to follow my directions. Then the mice will have food all the winter.”

“Of course YOU can do that,” observed the Goblin. “Now, I can only appear to people after they have had a heavy supper of indigestible things. My opportunities with the vergeress would be limited. There is some advantage in being a saint after all.”

All this while the coin was lying at the Saint’s feet. It was clean and glittering and had the Elector’s arms beautifully stamped upon it. The Saint began to reflect that such an opportunity was too rare to be hastily disposed of. Perhaps indiscriminate charity might be harmful to the church mice. After all, it was their function to be poor; the Goblin had said so, and the Goblin was generally right.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said to that personage, “that perhaps it would be really better if I ordered a thaler’s worth of candles to be placed on my shrine instead of the corn.”

He often wished, for the look of the thing, that people would sometimes burn candles at his shrine; but as they had forgotten who he was it was not considered a profitable speculation to pay him that attention.

“Candles would be more orthodox,” said the Goblin.

“More orthodox, certainly,” agreed the Saint, “and the mice could have the ends to eat; candle-ends are most fattening.”

The Goblin was too well bred to wink; besides, being a stone goblin, it was out of the question.

* * *

“Well, if it ain’t there, sure enough!” said the vergeress next morning. She took the shining coin down from the dusty niche and turned it over and over in her grimy hands. Then she put it to her mouth and bit it.

“She can’t be going to eat it,” thought the Saint, and fixed her with his stoniest stare.

“Well,” said the woman, in a somewhat shriller key, “who’d have thought it! A saint, too!”

Then she did an unaccountable thing. She hunted an old piece of tape out of her pocket, and tied to crosswise, with a big loop, round the thaler, and hung it round the neck of the little Saint.

Then she went away.

“The only possible explanation,” said the Goblin, “is that it’s a bad one.”

* * *

“What is that decoration your neighbour is wearing?” asked a wyvern that was wrought into the capital of an adjacent pillar.

The Saint was ready to cry with mortification, only, being of stone, he couldn’t.

“It’s a coin of–ahem!–fabulous value,” replied the Goblin tactfully.

And the news went round the Cathedral that the shrine of the little stone Saint had been enriched by a priceless offering.

“After all, it’s something to have the conscience of a goblin,” said the Saint to himself.

The church mice were as poor as ever. But that was their function.
I.A. Answer the following questions in about 150 words each:        (3X10=30)
1. In simple terms, explain “Personification”. Pick out and explain three instances of personification in the short story above.
2. Do you think the Saint and the Goblin are direct opposites of each other? Elaborate giving reason for your point of view.
3. Why do you think the vergeress placed the thaler on a piece of tape around the neck of the saint?
II. On the way to the Dargah by Namdeo Dhasal
A leaking sun

Went burning out

Into the night’s embrace

When I was born

On a pavement 

In crumpled rags – 

And became an orphan – 

The one who gave birth to me

Went to our father in heaven

She was tired of the harassing ghosts in the streets

She wanted to wash off the darkness in her sari

And I grew up

Like a human with his fuse blown up

On the dirt in the street

Saying, ‘Give five paisa,

Take five curses’

On the way to the dargah
II.A. Answer ANY TWO of following questions in about 150 words each:
(2X10=20)
1.What sort of a world does the “I” in the poem come from?
2. Narrate an incident that you might have witnessed or heard about that reminds you of the poem.
3. If you had to title “Theme 2” what would it be? Justify your answer.
III. Answer the following questions in about 250 - 300 words each:    (1X20=20)
1. Examine the two given opinions: A. “Religion is not like chocolate cake, you can not stuff it in everyone’s face.” B. Religion helps people overcome and deal with fears.” Which opinion do you agree with? Justify your standpoint.
Theme 3
I. ‘Fish Cheeks’ is a short story written by Amy Tan. Read the passage carefully and answer the questions given below.  

I fell in love with the minister’s son the winter I turned fourteen. He was not Chinese, but as white as Mary in the manger. For Christmas I prayed for this blond-haired boy, Robert, and a slim new American nose. When I found out that my parents had invited the minister’s family over for Christmas Eve dinner, I cried. What would Robert think of our shabby Chinese Christmas? What would he think of our noisy Chinese relatives who lacked proper American manners? What terrible disappointment would he feel upon seeing not a roasted turkey and sweet potatoes but Chinese food? On Christmas Eve I saw that my mother had outdone herself in creating a strange menu. She was pulling black veins out of the backs of fleshy prawns. The kitchen was littered with appalling mounds of raw food: A slimy rock cod with bulging fish eyes that pleaded not to be thrown into a pan of hot oil. Tofu, which looked like stacked wedges of rubbery white sponges. A howl soaking dried fungus back to life. A plate of squid, their backs crisscrossed with knife markings so they resembled bicycle tires. And then they arrived -- the minister’s family and all my relatives in a clamor of doorbells and rumpled Christmas packages. Robert grunted hello, and 1 pretended he was not worthy of existence. Dinner threw me deeper into despair. My relatives licked the ends of their chopsticks and reached across the table, dipping them into the dozen or so plates of food. Robert and their family waited patiently for platters to be passed to them. My relatives murmured with pleasure when my mother brought out the whole steamed fish. Robert grimaced. Then my father poked his chopsticks just below the fish eye and plucked out the soft meat. “Amy, your favorite,” he said, offering me the tender fish cheek. I wanted to disappear. At the end of the meal, my father leaned back and belched loudly, thanking my mother for her fine cooking. “It’s a polite Chinese custom to show you are satisfied,” explained my father to our astonished guests. Robert was looking at his plate with a reddened face. The minister managed to muster up a quiet burp. I was stunned into silence for the rest of the night. After everyone had gone, my mother said to me. “You want to be the same as American girls on the outside.” She handed me an early gift. It was a miniskirt in beige tweed. “But in side you must always be Chinese. You must be proud you are different. Your only shame is to have shame.” And even though I didn’t agree with her then, I knew that she understood how much I had suffered during the evening’s dinner It wasn’t until many years later -- long after 1 had gotten over my crush on Robert -- that I was able to fully appreciate her lesson and the true purpose behind our particular menu. For Christmas Eve that year, she had chosen all my favorite foods.

I.A. Answer ANY THREE of the following questions in about 150 words each:  
(3X10=30)

1. Why does the narrator experience a heightened sense of embarrassment at the thought of hosting the minister’s family for a Chinese Christmas Eve Dinner?

2. Do you think the two cultures portrayed in the short story “clash”? Justify your answer.
3. What is the lesson that the narrator learnt from her mother and the experience of the Christmas Eve dinner?

II. The following is an extract from the essay “A Dosa Dossier”, by Sugata Srinvasaraju, published in Outlook. Read the passage carefully and answer the questions given below.
Ever since the masala dosa was voted as the 'national dish' in Outlook's year-end food survey, I have been contemplating a short piece on this much-travelled Mysorean delight. The Outlook survey simply announced its acceptability across borders, but did not tell us why, besides the Southerners, it was the toast of a Kashmiri, Punjabi, Marathi, Gujarati as well as of an Ashomiya palate. It is no small feat in a country where gastronomic variations can be tracked every 25 km, with the change in dialect, for an unassuming yet complicated roll like the dosa to triumph.

So what elements about the masala dosa possibly clinched the survey in its favour? Let me do some downright guessing: I wonder if the masala dosa would have worked if it did not have a mildly spiced potato filling inside it. For the rest of India, which is familiar with samosa as a snack, I think the aalu is a great reason for a gleeful acceptance of the dosa. The next good reason could be its golden hue and thin crust. Both of them are achieved on a seasoned thick pan. Would the masala dosa have clicked if it were not fried, although not as deep as the bajji? Does the dehusked blackgram (urad dal) that has transformed by shedding its black hold a raw delight when ground with rice to form a half-white batter? Anyway, since it has been accepted, let us move on without much speculation and focus on the intricacies of this dish that has quietly assigned itself royalty.

The masala dosa is a recent phenomenon. How recent is a matter of debate, but it was certainly an innovation on the humble, household dosa decades ago, when public eateries became a familiar idea in Bangalore and Mysore. It is important to distinguish between the masala dosa and the dosa. While the masala dosa is still a rarity in one's home, the simple dosa is ubiquitous. In fact, it has become a standby breakfast or an evening snack after refrigerators have helped arrest the ferment of the batter. While the potato filling is imperative for a dosa to be crowned as the masala variety, the ordinary dosa can go with hurriedly ground coconut and roasted gram chutney. Of course, for the eclectic there could be other accompaniments besides the chutney, like the sambar, egg curry, chicken or mutton gravy or even a stew. Chutney powder with ghee can also do as a quickie. Masala dosa is for a special occasion and a special outing, but the dosa, like idli, is everyday bread. The masala dosa is built on the dosa and is only an exotic adaptation in the market place.

For its pan-Indian popularity, it is important to imagine the dosa as one standardised recipe, but in its home, South Karnataka, it is distinct in each household. It varies from the hand of one woman to another. It surely varies from my mother to my wife. While my mother shied away from sharing her batter concoction, my wife says that her dosas turn out crispier because she adds a bit of sugar and sooji to the batter minutes before it hits the pan. Adding a handful of poha while preparing the batter can make dosas softer and a sprinkling of fenugreek can give it a distinct taste. I have always suspected that my favourite dosa joint in Bangalore, Vidyarthi Bhavan, adds a bit of red rice to give its dosas a mild pinkish interior and an extraordinary eating experience. What other things go into the making of the batter besides the known ingredients of rice and urad dal, is usually a closely-guarded chef's secret.

Over the decades the dosa has had several cousins, distant and no-so-distant ones. In the first ring there is kaali dosa (plain) and set dosa (a set of three thick dosas). In the second and subsequent rings there is the onion or tomato uttapam (spicing up of an aged batter with vegetables, onion and green chillies), menthya dosa (with fenugreek and curd), ade (made with a combination of Bengal gram dal, green gram dal, tur dal and urad dal), pesarattu (an Andhra variety made with green gram, rice, green chilies and ginger), ragi dosa (with millet), halasinakai dosa (a coastal variety made with jackfruit), aapam (rice and urad dal fermented with a dash of toddy) and neer dosa (a coastal variety made instantly with rice on a special pan, but without the urad dal).

Even when it comes to the filling, there have been infinite innovations. The potato filling has earned a global recognition, but you'll be surprised that one of the oldest Udupi restaurants in Bangalore's Balepet, Udupi Krishna Bhavan, offers dosa with sagu, a delectable vegetable curry for stuffing. In the nearby town of Chikkaballapur, they fancy stuffing their dosa with lemon rice. My father used to swear by this variety. Pesarattu has upma stuffing inside it. In Goa we have eaten noodle stuffed dosa spring rolls as well as the paneer-stuffed variety. The most exotic in this class of the dosa that proselytises it into an integrated non-vegetarian offering is the keema stuffed one. All this should make it astoundingly explicit that the dosa batter is the most magical of all culinary inventions in the world that allows maximum innovations. You change the stuffing or alter the accompaniment and it is adopted into a new culture and therefore a well-deserved 'national dish' in a nation that abounds with diversity. 

Any woman who is serious about her cooking and frugal with her kitchen expense in South Karnataka would know how to treat a fresh batter and a three-day old one or even the one that has lasted a week. There is nothing called a stale batter, which needs discarding. Nothing goes waste as long as the fermentation is controlled. I am not sure why the feminist hall of fame has not feted the dosa yet, for the batter with adequate technological support from a motorised grinding stone and a refrigerator has made life simpler for thousands of women. For a lot of people it has reduced cooking to easy pouring on the pan. The batter is also seen as something that rescues the man when the wife is away. In the last few years, the batter has also become available in super markets and that only would have facilitated its choice as the 'national dish'. 
II.A. Answer ANY ONE of the following questions in about 200-250 words each:
(1X20=20)
1. Discuss whether or not you agree with the writer’s assertion that the foremost reason for the popularity of the Masala Dosa is due to its similarity to an alu-filled samosa? 

2. From the essay it is clear that there are a variety of dosas that one can find. Having lived in Bangalore for at least the last 6 months, describe your strangest experience of eating a dosa.
III. Answer the following in about 200-250 words                    (1X20=20)
1. Food is a very integral part of culture and the cultural identity of a place and its people. Describe in detail the making of one kind of food that is integral to the culture and tradition that you belong to.
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