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ST. JOSEPH'S COLLEGE (AUTONOMOUS), BANGALORE -27

SEMESTER EXAMINATION: APRIL 2019
M.A. ENGLISH – II SEMESTER

EN 8314 – Gender Studies II

     Time – 2 ½ hrs







Max. Marks – 70

This paper contains 2 printed pages and 3 parts. 

Answer any ONE of the following questions




(1x15=15)

1. “In its poetry, in its most ancient myths, in its oldest stories, Indians have always acknowledged the fluidity of gender; it is only in our laws that we stick with the binaries of men and women.” Comment on this statement using the texts you have read this semester. 

2. Use your reading of Ambedkar, Flavia Agnes, Patricia Mukhim and Anupama Roy to examine the loopholes in constitutional law, and therefore the need for a gender-sensitive system of justice. 

SECTION B

Answer any THREE of the following questions




(3x15=45)

3. Criticallly examine the repression of sexuality in Deepa Mehta's Fire, Ismat Chughtai's short stories and Tarabai Shinde's Stree Purush Tulana, taking into consideration the differences in their socio-historical contexts.

4. Analyse Manjula Padmanabhan's play Lights Out and Shekhar Kapur's film The Bandit Queen as comments on the apathy and silence involved in sexual violence and violation.

5. Do you agree that women are victims of sexual violence caught in the nexus of communalism and nationalist movements? Justify your standpoint. 

6. How does Judith Butler negate the sex/gender distinction? Use her concept of gender performativity to examine the specific instances of “gender trouble” in A. Revathi's turbulent journey towards identifying herself as a  woman. 

7. Use any two texts from your readings this semester to explore how the institutions of caste and gender render the woman doubly oppressed. Also discuss the possibilities of escape and freedom from oppression, as seen in the texts. 

Section C

Read the transcript of a spoken word poem “Witch Hunt” by Arati Warrier and answer the question that follows.









A lesson in British Imperialism. That which is sexual is savage. 1861, Section 377 of the Indian Penal Code criminalizes all carnal acts against the Order of Nature including homosexual sex acts. 2009, the Supreme Court rules Section 377 unconstitutional and my people stay full of wonder. 2013, Section 377 is reinstated and monsoons erupt all over the country. 8348 miles away, I read the news in my dorm room bed. I hold the shattered remains of a world in my cup. 

Two weeks later I am back in my parent’s house. The entire thing is a closet. I am a master of illusion. False smile, false laugh, false daughter, but it is overwhelming to remember that I am still a mistake, a tired secret. I can’t tell my parents about this girl I know and how beautiful her lips are, so instead I whisper into my pillow over and over. I can’t explain to my mother that her casual homophobia is ripping holes in all of my sweaters, and I am always shivering. I find myself upset in the shower, hissing at the faucet, “Thank you for making me foreign, for making me supernatural, for making me hate the way my tongue fits in my mouth.” 

I watch my mother laughing on the phone with her mother. I picture myself coming out and my parents heartbreak flooding all of India. This is a powerful sorcery, one I am not ready for. My parents are not ready for all the mystic in my womanhood, don’t understand this combat boot fueled rage and desire to shave my head. How I break daily, come out again and again. My people have been turned dirty, animals, who’s desires are carnal, unnatural, degenerate. My people are carrying the burden of 200 years of colonial thinking. Watch how quickly the Supreme Court can make an alien of you. Watch how they light your skin on fire and call your attempts to breathe inhuman. 

They so easily forget that your love is an offering from the gods, is clean water. My parents so easily assume I must be straight, don’t understand how just like my ancestors, I love freely. My people are magic, know how to fold into their skin and hold themselves up, know how to fit somewhere they are not welcome. Learn how little their humanity is worth and still love so fiercely. 2014, I dream constantly of the enchantments that make home in a woman’s mouth. My dreams are never in sound. Silence is not shame or an apology. A sanctuary is built in moments of quiet. I know how to pick my battles and accept this body. My people, we accept these bodies and celebrate them in all of their wounded glory.

Use you readings in gender studies this semester to explore how the poem captures the situation of the “deviant” individual in a largely heteronormative Indian society that oppressively determines the sex, gender and possibilities of desire. 
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