Question 1.

The College Board
Advanced Placement Examination
ENGLISH COMPOSITION AND LITERATURE
SECTION II
(Suggested time—35 minutes. this question counts

one-third of the total essay section score.)

Read the following poem carefully. Then write an essay in which you describe how the speaker’s attitude toward
loss in lines 16-19 is related to her attitude toward loss in lines 1-15. Using specific references to the text, show
how verse form and language contribute to the reader’s understanding of these attitudes.

One Art

The art of losing isn‘t hard to master;
so many things seem filled with the intent
to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster
(5) of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.
The art of losing isn‘t hard to master.

Then practice losing farther, losing faster:
places, and names, and where it was you meant
to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

(10) I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or
next-to-last, of three loved houses went.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

| lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,
some realms | owned, two rivers, a continent.
(15) I miss them, but it wasn't a disaster.

—Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture

I love) | shan't have lied. It's evident
the art of losing s not too hard to master

though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster. originally in The New Yorker.

Question 2.

(Suggested time—45 minutes. This question counts
one-third of the total essay section score.)

Reprinted with the permission of Farrar, Straus &

1980

Giroux Inc. from Geography lll by Elizabeth Bishop,
1976 by Elizabeth Bishop. “One Art” appeared

The following passages are eye-witness accounts of two different funerals. Read the two passages carefully. Then write a well-
organized essay in which you compare the different attitudes of the writers by carefully analyzing the diction and choice of details of
each account. In your discussion, consider the different effects on the reader of the two accounts.

1.

The element of the grotesque was very noticeable to me in the most striking collection
of the shabbier English types that | had seen since | came to London. The occasion of my
seeing them was the funeral of Mr. George Odger, which befell some four or five weeks be-
fore the Easter period. Mr. George Odger, it will be remembered, was an English radical
agitator of humble origin, who had distinguished himself by a perverse desire to get into
Parliament. He exercised, | believe, the useful profession of shoemaker, and he knocked
in vain at the door that opens but to the refined. But he was a useful and honourable man,
and his own people gave him an honourable burial. | emerged accidentally into Piccadilly
at the moment they were so engaged, and the spectacle was one | should have been sorry
to miss. The crowd was enormous, but | managed to squeeze through it and to get into a
hansom cab that was drawn up beside the pavement, and here | looked on as from a box at
the play. Though it was a funeral that was going on | will not call it a tragedy; but it was
a very serious comedy. The day happened to be magnificent—the finest of the year. The
funeral had been taken in hand by the classes who are socially unrepresented in Parliament,
and it had the character of a great popular “manifestation.” The hearse was followed by
very few carriages, but the cortege of pedestrians stretched away in the sunshine, up and
down the classic gentility of Piccadilly, on a scale that was highly impressive. Here and
there the line was broken by a small brass band—apparently one of those bands of itinerant
Germans that play for coppers beneath lodging-house windows; but for the rest it was
compactly made up of what the newspapers call the dregs of the population. It was the
London rabble, the metropolitan mob, men and women, boys and girls, the decent poor
and the indecent, who had scrambled into the ranks as they gathered them up on their
passage, and were making a sort of solemn “lark” of it.
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2. Looking down, | could see them winding upward in a mass to the muffled sound of drums.
Children stopped in their playing on the grass to stare, and nurses at the nearby hospital
came out on the roof to watch, their white uniforms glowing in the now unveiled sun like
lilies. And crowds approached the park from all directions. The muffled drums, now
beating, now steadily rolling, spread a dead silence upon the air...

Over the park the silence spread from the slow muffled rolling of the drums, the
crunching of footsteps on the walks. Then somewhere in the procession an old, plaintive,
masculine voice arose in a song, wavering, stumbling in the silence at first alone, until in
the band a euphonium horn fumbled for the key and took up the air, one catching and rising
above the other and the other pursuing, two black pigeons rising above a skull-white barn
to tumble and rise through still blue air. And for a few bars the pure sweet tone of the horn
and old man ‘s husky baritone sang a duet in the hot heavy silence. “There ‘s Many a Thou-
sand Gone .“ And standing high up over the park something fought in my throat. It was a
song from the past, the past of the campus and the still earlier past of home. And now some
of the older ones in the mass were joining in. | hadn’t thought of it as a march before, but
now they were marching to its slow-paced rhythm, up the hill. | looked for the euphonium
player and saw a slender black man with his face turned toward the sun, singing through the
upturned bells of the horn. And several yards behind, marching beside the young men
floating the coffin upward, | looked into the face of the old man who had aroused the song
and felt a twinge of envy. It was a worn, old, yellow face and his eyes were closed and |
could see a knife welt around his upturned neck as his throat threw out the song. He sang
with his whole body, his voice rising above all the others, blending with that of the lucid
horn. | watched him now, wet-eyed, the sun hot upon my head, and | felt a wonder at the
singing mass. It was as though the song had been there all the time and he knew it
and aroused it; and | knew that | had known it too and had failed to release it out of a vague,
nameless shame or fear. But he had known and aroused it. | looked into that face, trying
to plumb its secret, but it told me nothing. | looked at the coffin and the marchers, listening
to them, and yet realizing that | was listening to something within myself, and for a second |
heard the shattering stroke of my heart.

Question 3. (Suggested time—40 minutes. This question counts
one-third of the total essay section score.)

A recurring theme in literature is “the classic war between a passion and responsibility.” For instance, a personal cause, a love, a desire for
revenge, a determination to redress a wrong, or some other emotion or drive may conflict with moral duty.

Choose a literary work in which a character confronts the demands of a private passion that conflicts with his or her responsibilities. In a
well-written essay show clearly the nature of the conflict, its effects upon the character,
and its significance to the work.

You may select a character from one of the following works or from another work of comparable quality.

The lliad Crime and Punishment

Henry IV, Parts 1 & 2 - A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man
Jude the Obscure Antigone

Madame Bovary Moby-Dick

The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn An Enemy of the People

Candida Jane Eyre

Antony and Cleopatra Great Expectations

Murder in the Cathedral Anna Karenina

Ethan Frome

END OF EXAMINATION



