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Note : Attempt any three questions from
question nos. 1 to 7. Each question carries
20 marks. Answer long answered
questions in about 700 words. Question
No. 8 is compulsory and it carries
40 marks. Answer question no. 8 as per

instructions, given there.
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1. Examine various points relating to script
writing.

2. Discuss the process of script writing for
drama.

3. What do you mean by audio-visual media ?
Elaborate.

4. Write an essay on cinema adaptation of
novel.

5. “Adaptation of poetry is very challenging.”
Discuss with examples.

6. What is dubbing ? Discuss the challenges of
dubbing.

7. Write short notes on any two of the

following :
(a) Characteristics of Radio

(b) Stage adaptation
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(c) Difference between print and digital

media

(d) Cinema : A form of audio-visual media

8. Read the text given below carefully. Write a
script in Hindi on the basis of its TV
adaptation. Remember, it i1s an audio-visual
genre. Therefore, the features of the same
have to be kept in mind, while writing a
script :

It was my second year at boarding school,
and I was sitting on platform no. 8 at
Ambala station, waiting for the northern
bound train. I think I was about twelve at
that time. My parents considered me old
enough to travel alone, and I had arrived at

Ambala by bus early in the evening, now
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there was a wait till midnight before my
train arrived. Most of the time, I had been
pacing up and down the platform, browsing
at the bookstall, or feeding broken biscuits
to stray dogs, trains came and went, and the
platform would be quiet for a while and
then, when a train arrived, it would be an
inferno of heaving, shouting, agitated
human bodies. As the carriage doors opened,
a tide of people would swoop down upon the
nervous little ticket collector at the gate;
and every time this happened, I would be
caught in the rush and swept outside the
station. Now tired of this game and of
ambling about the platform, I sat down on
my suitcase and gazed dismally across the

railroad tracks.
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“Are you all alone, my son ?” asked a soft

voice close behind me.

I looked up and saw a woman standing near
me. She was leaning over and I saw a pale
face and dark, kind eyes. She wore no
jewels, and was dressed very simply in a

white sari. She seemed poor.
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It was my second year at boarding school,
and I was sitting on platform no. 8 at
Ambala station, waiting for the northern
bound train. I think I was about twelve at
that time. My parents considered me old
enough to travel alone, and I had arrived at
Ambala by bus early in the evening, now
there was a wait till midnight before my
train arrived. Most of the time, I had been

pacing up and down the platform, browsing
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at the bookstall, or feeding broken biscuits
to stray dogs, trains came and went, and the
platform would be quiet for a while and
then, when a train arrived, it would be an
inferno of heaving, shouting, agitated
human bodies. As the carriage doors opened,
a tide of people would swoop down upon the
nervous little ticket collector at the gate;
and every time this happened, I would be
caught in the rush and swept outside the
station. Now tired of this game and of
ambling about the platform, I sat down on
my suitcase and gazed dismally across the

railroad tracks.

“Are you all alone, my son ?” asked a soft

voice close behind me.
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I looked up and saw a woman standing near
me. She was leaning over and I saw a pale
face and dark, kind eyes. She wore no
jewels, and was dressed very simply in a

white sari. She seemed poor.
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