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THREE out of five questions from each part.

4. Answers for Part A are to be written in 250-300

words and for Part B in 350-500 words.
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Passage 1

«“But the lie is all up to you,” Velu would te.:ll them. “It
is more personal, it is yours. You imalgine it, carefully
create it, until you believe in it, and then you make
someone else believe in it, immediately establishing
your superiority over him, because he now thinks what
you want him to think. His reality is what you have
painted for him. When you tell the truth you are just
a messenger cafrying what is given to you, but when

you lie, you are a creator, a god even. In your believers

you have created followers of a different reality, one
of your own making.” s, I

‘Barber Sureshan would often look like he might fall
at Velu’s _feet, but he limited himself to expressiﬁg
his admiration by applying soap gently on the great
liar’s cheeks. Sureshan’s motions upon the face and
head of his customers betrayed his opinion of them.

If he loved and respected his customer — as he did |

Velu — he would touch his face with gentle, subservient

care, like a loving.concubine. If he disliked the
customer, positively hated him, he would shove the

head around like 3 jackfruit on the market floor. In

the way he placed blage on cheek, in the incessant
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Like all artists, Velu took his art very seriously. Lying
came with its ethics and guidelines and codes of
creation. So he never lied as a means to an end.
Indeed, he was very serious about that. He would tell
his friends: “But then, you don’t lie for any purpose
other than the thrilling, liberating feeling of it. If a
magician wants he can put,a'-gc')ld.sin.ith in a trance
and take away all the gold. But he never does. If he
did that, he would never be a great magician. Likewise,
a true liar will not.,. canﬁot, use his lie to manipulate

anyone, be it for good or bad.’

There was often ‘a curious side-effect to Velu’s art.
Sometimes when he created a beautiful new lie for
the benefit of his listeners — the mostly clueless
innocents of Karuthupuzha — he told the truth in his
sleep. The moment his mind dipped into the featureless
embrace of a deep slumber, his lips begari to move.
He spoke in a language not everyone could understand.
The words stuck to each other like overcooked rice.
But someone really close to him could understaﬁd
him. Someone who had been by his side when he was
asleep. So even his friends at the barber shop knew
not of this side-effect. Only the two women in Velu’s

life had ever known and understood it.

P.T.O.
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i Velu’s mother
When he was a little boy, "d°rslnn

it. She often sat up looking at a smiling Moop |, i

(Jrlg
: Ivi Whil,
she worried over Velu’s habit of lying, byt soop she

realized it was harmless. She understood he Jjgq ey,
for benefit, never to escape anything, but only
means to vent his creativity, the way poets write Poety,
or painters paint pictures. She even felt a litt[e Proyg
At night she listened to his truths: his confessiop that
he really hadn’t been to a rich, foreign country that
was an island floating above the clouds. She Kisseq
him when he vaguely articulated that he really hadn’¢
seen their cow give birth because his mother had

the clouds, deciphering his mumbled truths, Fq, a

r

forbidden him to look. She sometimes had mild ethica]
conflicts when he sleep-talked about how he had made
Rajan, his math teacher, believe that hijs parents were
foster parents. He had apparently also convinced his

teacher to keep this fact a secret.
r\ .

As a young man, Velu replaced his long-dead mother
with Kamala, his wife, who often sat lip in bed after
‘being woken up suddenly by his. mumbling. Kamala

was the smart, intelligent daughter of Sukumaran the
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Ambassador car. Kamala heard out his truths with
the same curiosity she had for them on their first
night of marriage, when she hardly understood the
garbled sleep- talk. But even later, when she began
to understand, she never taunted him. Like his mother,
she sensed he had an absolute and uncontrollable need
for lying. (752 words)

Passage 2.
NANI: This is not a saree, it’s an odhni.
NANA: Maybe it is. (He puts it back)

-NANI:_ I never wore this saree... I thought... when

Dinoo gets married, our bahu will wear this...

NANA: She’ll wear it, she’ll wear it! Of course

~she’ll wear it! .Dinoo and our bahu, keep
thinking about it! |

NANI: She will wear it! Let Dinoo get here. This
time I will not let him return without getting
married. We will definitely have a bahu in
this house now... she’ll wash my hair, comb
my hair... I can’t go on like this at this age,
everything by myself...

P.T.O.
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NANA:

NANI:

NANA:

NANI:

NANA:

NANTI:

NANA:

NANI:

NANA:

6
ou can’t manage by yourse|f Hy
Ow
No, n 115; when there’s s Nana there?
can YO

For what?

for combing j

For washing youl hair, ,OF

coursc.

There you go! Just 01CC, it was my Mistake

I let you soa

about it like a stuck record. Listening to yoy

my hair will start dropping!

They’ll drop, let them drop! I’'m there to

* rub oil on your head. But listen, before you

lose your hair, get ydur son fixed up.

Of course I’ll get him fixed up, as if I’11 let
him off, We 11 also have to get a blgger flat
then.

Yes, yes, we’ll get everything, but let DIDOO
get here from America first.

He’ . :
e’'ll come,. Aaye bina how can he... he
must come,

But wheno It’

- "
know _ S eight years already. I do"

p my hair, and you’ll gq ol

”
61
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NANI:

NANA:

NANI:

- NANA:

NANTI:

NANA:

NANI:

NANA:

NANI:

7T

Of course he’ll come. Don’t go on getting
muddled about it. What else can he do?

What does he have there? Who will look
after him there? What is there in America?

What is the point in your blabbering about

. this to me? You should ask him, ask Dinoo

these questions.

(A change of tone) All this is because of
you after all.

Stop putting the blame on my head agéin
and again. | |

Why not? You are the one who sent him off
to America. '

What do you mean sent him.off? I didn’t
ask him to stay there forever, did 1?

I ask you what was the need to send him in
the first place? He became an engineer here.
Who was dying to be educated there?

Arrey, but what crime did I -
Now, please -Chup. He had a good job here,

no? You got him to give it up and you sent
him off so far.

P.T.O.
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So th

NANA: And why? e
ob, h ;

‘there and he lands a nice J € wil] be

well off.. .and buy a car, and get a b“ngalow

at when he got bacy fmm

b

and -

NANI: Its your more and more that_ did it,
Satyanash! Once this more and more demop,

raises its head there is no end tQ its Craving,
There must be some dignity in things, no?
Having happ‘iness from less, and not Hiore?
Your more and more, ‘eight years have
passed already! He is still there_ma_king more

and more money, no sign of him here.

NANA: God knows if h.e has got himself é'_wife

there...

NANI:  Now don’t Start mouthing such inauspicious

thoughts. He is not someone to do something
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NANA: This man has true bljsg. Does his work fills
his belly, Not a WOrry in his ljfe

us.

NANI:  There’s going to be g baby in the house -

his house. (612 words)

Passage 3

Wﬁrds

All round me ar-e‘words, and WOi‘dS‘ 'and words,
They grow on nie like leaves, '_th_ey never
Seem to sf0p their slow growing

From within... But I tell myself, words

Are a nuisan_ce, beware of them, they

Can be so many things, a |

Chasm whefe runn'ing' feet must pause, to
Look, a sea with paralyzing waves,

A blast of burning air or,

A knife most willing to cut your best

P.T.0.
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Friend’s throat... Words are a nuisance, but.
They grow on me like leaves on a tree,
They never seem to stop their coming,
From g silence, somewhere deep within ...

(387 words)

questions out of §. Answers for all Part A duestions.
are to be written in 250-300 ‘words.

Questions 1 and 2 are based On passage 1.

Questions 3 ang 4 are based on passage 2.

‘Question 5 jg based on pPassage 3.

What was the side-effect of Velu’s art?
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4.

In the play, why does Nanj blamc Nan
absence?

what kind of relatiunship
their dialogue ful] of bi
exchange?

do Nap; an
ttel‘neSS

In the poem what effect has

| the Cpetition of ity
have in the first line?

are to be written in 250-300 words,

Question 6 is bétsed On passage 1.
Questions 7 and § are based op passage 2.

Questions 9 and 19 are .based on passage 3.

Why is lying described as an art in the passage? How

| . ¢
Is 1ying different from truth?. What are the ethics o
lying? ‘

i serting
Explain how lying for Velu is the means of as

: Velu.
i ; ak side to
S“Permrity. However, there 1s a we
hat ig j¢o

| | P.T.O.
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8. There are no grandchildren in the Play yeq the
characters are referred to as Nana and Nanj, Whi
- does this reflect about the situation? Why is Madhu

described as having bliss?

9. Imagine you are either Nani or Nana. Write a letter

to your son convincing him to return to India for g0ood.

10. What are ‘the. metaphors used to desé;ibe words  ip

the poem? Describe the negative potential of these
metaphors. - |

(2000)



