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ENGLISH LITERATURE AND COMPOSITION 
SECTION II 

Total time — 2 hours 

Question 1 

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

The following poem is by the sixteenth-century English poet George Gascoigne. Read the poem carefully. Then 

write an essay in which you analyze how the complex attitude of the speaker is developed through such devices 

as form, diction, and imagery. 
 

 
 For That He Looked Not upon Her 

 You must not wonder, though you think it strange,  
 To see me hold my louring1 head so low; 
 And that mine eyes take no delight to range  

Line About the gleams which on your face do grow.  
5 The mouse which once hath broken out of trap  
 Is seldom ’ticèd2 with the trustless bait, 
 But lies aloof for fear of more mishap,  
 And feedeth still in doubt of deep deceit. 
 The scorchèd fly which once hath ’scaped the flame  

10 Will hardly come to play again with fire, 
 Whereby I learn that grievous is the game  
 Which follows fancy dazzled by desire: 
 So that I wink or else hold down my head,  
 Because your blazing eyes my bale3 have bred. 
  
 (1573) 
  
 1 gloomy 

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

The following passage is from the novel The Known World by Edward P. Jones. Read the passage carefully. Then, 

in a well-organized essay, analyze how the author reveals the character of Moses. In your analysis, you may wish to 

consider such literary elements as point of view, selection of detail, and imagery. 
 

The evening his master died he worked again well after he 

ended the day for the other adults, his own wife among them, and 

sent them back with hunger and tiredness to their cabins. 

The young ones, his son among them, had been sent out of 

the fields an hour or so before the adults, to prepare the late 

supper and, if there was time enough, to play in the few minutes 

of sun that were left. When he, Moses, finally freed himself of the 

ancient and brittle harness that connected him to the oldest mule 

his master owned, all that was left of the sun was a five-inch-long 

memory of red orange laid out in still waves across the horizon 

between two mountains on the left and one on the right. He had 

been in the fields for all of fourteen hours. He paused before 

leaving the fields as the evening quiet wrapped itself about him. 

The mule quivered, wanting home and rest. Moses closed his 

eyes and bent down and took a pinch of the soil and ate it with no 

more thought than if it were a spot of cornbread. He worked the 

dirt around in his mouth and swallowed, leaning his head back 

and opening his eyes in time to see the strip of sun fade to dark 

blue and then to nothing. He was the only man in the realm, slave 

or free, who ate dirt, but while the bondage women, particularly 

the pregnant ones, ate it for some incomprehensible need, for that 

something that ash cakes and apples and fatback did not give their 

bodies, he ate it not only to discover the strengths and weaknesses 

of the field, but because the eating of it tied him to the only thing 

in his small world that meant almost as much as his own life. 

This was July, and July dirt tasted even more like sweetened 

metal than the dirt of June or May. Something in the growing 

crops unleashed a metallic life that only began to dissipate in 

mid-August, and by harvest time that life would he gone 

altogether, replaced by a sour moldiness he associated with the 

coming of fall and winter, the end of a relationship he had begun 

with the first taste of dirt hack in March, before the first hard 

spring rain. Now, with the sun gone and no moon and the 

darkness having taken a nice hold of him, he walked to the end of 

the row, holding the mule by the tail. In the clearing he dropped 

the tail and moved around the mule toward the barn. 

The mule followed him, and after he had prepared the 

animal for the night and came out, Moses smelled the coming of 

rain. He breathed deeply, feeling it surge through him. Believing 

he was alone, he smiled. He knelt down to be closer to the earth 

and breathed deeply some more. Finally, when the effect began to 

dwindle, he stood and turned away, for the third time that week, 

from the path that led to the narrow lane of the quarters with its 

people and his own cabin, his woman and his boy. His wife knew 

enough now not to wait for him to come and eat with them. On a 

night with the moon he could see some of the smoke rising from 

the world that was the lane—home and food and rest and what 

passed in many cabins for the life of family. He turned his head 

slightly to the right and made out what he thought was the sound 

of playing children, but when he turned his head back, he could 

hear far more clearly the last bird of the day as it evening-chirped 

in the small forest far off to the left. 

He went straight ahead, to the farthest edge of the cornfields 

to a patch of woods that had yielded nothing of value since the 

day his master bought it from a white man who had gone broke 

and returned to Ireland. “I did well over there,” that man lied to 

his people back in Ireland, his dying wife standing hunched over 

beside him, “but I longed for all of you and for the wealth of my 

homeland.” The patch of woods of no more than three acres did 

yield some soft, blue grass that no animal would touch and many 

trees that no one could identify. Just before Moses stepped into 

the woods, the rain began, and as he walked on the rain became 

heavier. Well into the forest the rain came in torrents through the 

trees and the mighty summer leaves, and after a bit Moses 

stopped and held out his hands and collected water that he 

washed over his face. Then he undressed down to his nakedness 

and lay down. To keep the rain out of his nose, he rolled up his 

shirt and placed it under his head so that it tilted just enough for 

the rain to flow down about his face. When he was an old man 

and rheumatism chained up his body, he would look back and 

blame the chains on evenings such as these, and on nights when 

he lost himself completely and fell asleep and didn’t come to until 

morning, covered with dew. 

The ground was almost soaked. The leaves seemed to soften 

the hard rain as it fell and it hit his body and face with no more 

power than the gentle tapping of fingers. He opened his mouth; it 

was rare for him and the rain to meet up like this. His eyes had 

remained open, and after taking in all that he could without 

turning his head, he took up his thing and did it. When he was 

done, after a few strokes, he closed his eyes, turned on his side 

and dozed. After a half hour or so the rain stopped abruptly and 

plunged everything into silence, and that silence woke him. He 

came to his feet with the usual reluctance. All about his body was 

mud and leaves and debris for the rain had sent a wind through 

the woods. He wiped himself with his pants and remembered that 

the last time he had been there in the rain, the rain had lasted long 

enough to wash him clean. He had been seized then by an even 

greater happiness and had laughed and twirled himself around 

and around in what someone watching him might have called a 

dance. He did not know it, but Alice, a woman people said had 

lost her mind, was watching him now, only the first time in her 

six months of wandering about in the night that she had come 

upon him. Had he known she was there, he would not have 

thought she had sense enough to know what was going on, given 

how hard, the story went, the mule had kicked her on the 

plantation in a faraway county whose name only she 

remembered. In her saner moments, which were very rare since 

the day Moses’s master bought her, Alice could describe 

everything about the Sunday the mule kicked her in the head and 

sent all common sense flying out of her. No one questioned her 

because her story was so vivid, so sad—another slave without 

freedom and now she had a mind so addled she wandered in the 

night like a cow without a bell. No one knew enough about the 

place she had come from to know that her former master was 

terrified of mules and would not have them on his place, had even 

banished pictures and books about mules from his little world. 

Moses walked out of the forest and into still more darkness 

toward the quarters, needing no moon to light his way. He was 

thirty-five years old and for every moment of those years he had 

been someone’s slave, a white man’s slave and then another 

white man’s slave and now, for nearly ten years, the overseer 

slave for a black master. 
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(Suggested time — 40 minutes. This question counts as one-third of the total essay section score.) 

It has often been said that what we value can be determined only by what we sacrifice. Consider how this statement 

applies to a character from a novel or play. Select a character that has deliberately sacrificed, surrendered, or 

forfeited something in a way that highlights that character’s values. Then write a well-organized essay in which you 

analyze how the particular sacrifice illuminates the character’s values and provides a deeper understanding of the 

meaning of the work as a whole. 

 
You may choose a novel or play from the list below or one of comparable literary merit. Do not merely summarize 

the plot. 

 

The Age of Innocence 

Antigone 

The Awakening 

Beloved 

The Crucible 

Death of a Salesman 

Ethan Frome 

King Lear 

Linden Hills 

The Memory Keeper’s Daughter 

Much Ado About Nothing 

Noah’s Compass 

Oryx and Crake 

Othello 

The Poisonwood Bible 

The Portrait of a Lady 

A Prayer for Owen Meany 

A Raisin in the Sun 

The Scarlet Letter 

A Streetcar Named Desire 

A Tale of Two Cities 

Tess of the d’Urbervilles 

Their Eyes Were Watching God 

Things Fall Apart 

A Thousand Acres 

The Women of Brewster Place 

 
 

 
STOP 

END OF EXAM 
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