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ANSWER ONLY ONE OF THE FOLLOWING QUESTIONS:

1. The magistrate, the blind girl and Colonel Joll are probably the three most central
characters in J.M. Coetzee’s Waiting for the Barbarians (1980). Discuss a) the
function and significance of these characters; and b) to what extent you would read the
novel against the background of South Africa at the time when the novel was
published.

2. Discuss what you consider to be the main theme(s) in Bernard Mac Laverty’s novel
Cal.

3. Give an analysis of Jumpa Lahiri’s short story “Sexy.” (Excerpt of the text attached.)
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“Memorize what?”

“Our day together.” He reached for another rice cake.

“Why do you want to memorize it?”

“Because we're never going to see each other, ever again.”

The precision of the phrase startled her. She looked at him, feeling shghtly
depressed. Rohin didn’t look depressed. He tapped the page. “Go.on.”

And so she drew the items as best as she could—the sofa, the director’s
chairs, the television, the telephone. He sidled up to her, so close that it wag
sometimes difficult to see what she was doing. He put his- small brown hand
over hers. “Now me."

She handed him the crayon.

He shook his head. “No, now draw me.’

“I can't,” she said. “It won'’t look like you.”

The broodlng look began to spread across Rohin’s face again, Just as it had
when she’d refused him coffee. “Please?”

She drew his face, outlining his head and the thick fringe of hair. He sat
perfectly still, with a formal, melancholy expression, his gaze fixed to one
side. Miranda wished she could draw a good likeness. Her hand moved in
conjunction with her eyes, in unknown ways, just as it had that day in the
bookstore when she’d transcribed her name in Bengali letters. It looked noth-
ing like him. She was in the middle of drawing his nose when he wriggled
away from the table.

“I'm bored,” he announced, heading toward her bedroom. She heard him
opening the door, opening the drawers of her bureau and closing them.

When she joined him he was inside the closet. After 2 moment he
emerged, his hair disheveled, holding the silver cocktail dress. “This was on
the floor.”

“It falls off the hanger.”

Rohin looked at the dress and then at eranda s body. “Put it on.”

“Excuse me?”

“Put it on.”

There was no reason to put it on. Apart from in the fitting room at Filene’s
she had never worn it, and as long as she was with Dev she knew she never
would. She knew they would never go to restaurants, where he would reach
across a table and kiss her hand. They would meet in her apartment, on Sun-
days, he in his sweatpants, she in her jeans. She took the dress from Rohin
and shook it out, even though the slinky fabric never wrinkled. She reached
into the closet for a free hanger.

“Please put it on,” Rohin asked, suddenly standing behind her. He pressed
his face agalnst her clasping her waist with both his thin arms. “Please?”

“All right,” she said, surprised by the strength of his grip.

He smiled, satlsﬁed and sat on the edge of her bed,

“You have to wait out there,” she said, pointing to the door. “I'll come out
when I'm ready.”

“But my mother always takes her clothes off in front of me.”

“She does?”

Rohin nodded. “She doesn't even pick them up afterward. She leaves
them all on the floor by the bed, all tangled

“One day she slept in my room,” he continued. “She sald it felt better
than her bed, now that my father’s gone.”

“I'm not your mother,” Miranda said, lifting him by the armpits off her
bed. When he refused to stand, she plcked him up. He was heavier than
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she expected, and he clung to her, his legs wrapped firmly around her hips,
his head resting against her chest. She set him down in the hallway and shut
the door. As an extra precaution she fastened the latch. She changed into the
dress, glancing into the full-length mirror nailed to the back of the door. Her
ankle socks locked silly, and so she opened a drawer and found the stockings.
She searched through the back of the closet and slipped on the high heels
with the tiny buckles. The chain straps of the dress were as light as paper clips
against her collarbone. It was a bit loese on her. She could not zip it herself.

Rohin began knocking. “May I come in now?”

She opened the door. Rohin was holding his almanac in his hands, mut-
tering something under his breath. His eyes opened wide at the sight of her.
“I need help with the zipper,” she said. She sat on the edge of the bed.

Rohin fastened the zipper to the top, and then Miranda stood up and
twirled. Rohin put down the almanac. “You're sexy,” he declared.

“What did you say?”

“You're sexy.”

Miranda sat down again. Though she knew it meant nothing, her heart
skipped a beat. Rohin probably referred to all women as sexy. He'd probably
heard the word on television, or seen it on the cover of a magazine. She
remembered the day in the Mapparium, standing across the bridge from Dew.
At the time she thought she knew what his words meant. At the time they'd
made sense. ‘

Miranda folded her arms across her chest and looked Rohin in the eyes.
“Tell me something.” '

He was silent.

“What does it mean?”

“What?”

“That word. ‘Sexy.” What does it mean?”

He looked down, suddenly shy. “I can't tell you.”

“Why not?”

“It’s a secret.” He pressed his lips together, so hard that a bit of them went
white.

“Tell me the secret. [ want to know.”

Rohin sat on the bed beside Miranda and began to kick the edge of the
mattress with the backs of his shoes. He giggled nervously, his thin body
flinching as if it were being tickled.

“Tell me,” Miranda demanded. She leaned over and gripped his ankles,
holding his feet still.

Rohin looked at her, his eyes like slits. He struggled to kick the mattress
again, but Miranda pressed against him. He fell back on the bed, his back
straight as a board. He cupped his hands around his mouth, and then he
whispered, “It means loving someone you don’t know.”

Miranda felt Rohin’s words under her skin, the same way she’d felt Dev's.
But instead of going hot she felt numb. It reminded her of the way she’d felt
at the Indian grocery, the moment she knew, without even looking at a pic-
ture, that Madhuri Dixit, whom Dev’s wife resembled, was beautiful.

“That’s what my father did,” Rohin continued. “He sat next to someone
he didn’t know, someone sexy, and now he loves her instead of my mother.”

He took off his shoes and placed them side by side on the floor. Then he
peeled back the comforter and crawled into Miranda’s bed with the alma-
nac. A minute later the book dropped from his hands, and he closed his
eyes. Miranda watched him sleep, the comforter rising and falling as he







