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Advanced Placement Examination
ENGLISH LITERATURE AND COMPOSITION
SECTION Il
Total time—I hour and 45 minutes
Question |

(Suggested time—35 minutes)

Read the following passage carefully. Then write a coherent essay showing how this passage provides a characterization and evaluation of
Emma more than of Harriet.

As Emma sat one morning, a note was brought from Mrs. Goddard requesting, in
most respectful terms, to be allowed to bring Miss Smith with her; a most welcome re-
quest; for Miss Smith was a girl of seventeen, whom Emma knew very well by sight, and
had long felt an interest in, on account of her beauty. A very gracious invitation was
returned, and the evening no longer dreaded by the fair mistress of the mansion.

Harriet Smith was the natural* daughter of somebody. Somebody had placed her,

several years back, at Mrs. Goddard’s school, and somebody had lately raised her from
the condition of scholar to that of parlour boarder. This was all that was generally known
of her history. She had no visible friends, but what had been acquired at Highbury, and
was now just returned from a long visit in the country to some young ladies who had been
at school there with her.

She was a very pretty girl, and her beauty happened to be of a sort which Emma
particularly admired. She was short, plump, and fair, with a fine bloom, blue eyes, light
hair, regular features, and a look of great sweetness; and, before the end of the evening,
Emma was as much pleased with her manners as her person, and quite determined to
continue the acquaintance.

She was not struck by anything remarkably clever in Miss Smith’s conversation, but
she found her altogether very engaging—not inconveniently shy, nor unwilling to talk—
and yet so far from pushing, showing so proper and becoming a deference, seeming so
pleasantly grateful for being admitted to Hartfield, and so artlessly impressed by the
appearance of everything in so superior a style to what she had been used to, that she
must have good sense, and deserve encouragement. Encouragement should be given.
Those soft blue eyes, and all those natural graces, should not be wasted on the inferior
society of Highbury and its connections. The acquaintances she had already formed were
unworthy of her. The friends from whom she had just parted, though very good sort of
people, must be doing her harm. They were a family of the name of Martin, whom Emma
well knew by character, as renting a large farm of Mr. Knightley, and residing in the
parish of Donwell—very creditably, she believed; she knew Mr. Knightley thought highly
of them; but they must be coarse and unpolished, and very unfit to be the intimates of a
girl who wanted only a little more knowledge and elegance to be quite perfect. She
would notice her; she would improve her; she would detach her from her bad acquain-
tances, and introduce her into good society; she would form her opinions and her
manners. It would be an interesting, and certainly a very kind undertaking; highly
becoming her own situation in life, her leisure, and powers.

*illegitimate

Go on to Question 2.
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Question 2

(Suggested time—35 minutes)

Select a line or so of poetry, or a moment or scene in a novel, epic poem, or play that you find especially memorable. Write an
essay in which you identify the line or the passage, explain its relationship to the work in which it is found, and analyze the
reasons for its effectiveness.

Do not base your essay on a work that you know about only from having seen a television or movie production of it. Select a
work of recognized literary merit.

Question 3

(Suggested time—35 minutes)

Read the following passage carefully. Then write an essay that explains and analyzes the effect of the passage on the reader. Pay
particular attention to how the writer uses diction, syntax, imagery, and tone to produce that effect.

Paret was a Cuban, a proud club fighter who had become welterweight champion
because of his unusual ability to take a punch. His style of fighting was to take three
punches to the head in order to give back two. At the end of ten rounds, he would still be
bouncing, his opponent would have a headache. But in the last two years, over fifteen-
round fights, he had started to take some bad maulings.

This fight had its turns, Griffith won most of the early rounds, but Paret knocked
Griffith down in the sixth. Griffith had trouble getting up, but made it, came alive and
was dominating Paret again before the round was over. Then Paret began to wilt. In the
middle of the eighth round, after a clubbing punch had turned his back to Griffith, Paret
walked three disgusted steps away, showing his hindquarters. For a champion, he took
much too long to turn back around. It was the first hint of weakness Paret had ever
shown, and it must have inspired a particular shame, because he fought the rest of the
fight as if he were seeking to demonstrate that he could take more punishment than any
man alive. In the twelfth, Griffith caught him. Paret got trapped in a corner. Trying to
duck away, his left arm and his head became tangled on the wrong side of the top rope.
Griffith was in like a cat ready to rip the life out of a huge boxed rat. He hit him eighteen
right hands in a row, an act which took perhaps three or four seconds. Griffith making a
pent-up whimpering sound all the while he attacked, the right hand whipping like a piston
rod which has broken through the crankcase, or like a baseball bat demolishing a
pumpkin. | was sitting in the second row of that corner—they were not ten feet away from
me, and like everybody else, | was hypnotized. | had never seen one man hit another so
hard and so many times. Over the referee’s face came a look of woe as if some spasm had
passed its way through him, and then he leaped on Griffith to pull him away. It was the
act of a brave man. Griffith was uncontrollable. His trainer leaped into the ring, his
manager, his cut man, there were four people holding Griffith, but he was off on an orgy,
he had left the Garden, he was back on a hoodlum'’s street. If he had been able to break
loose from his handlers and the referee, he would have jumped Paret to the floor and
whaled on him there.

And Paret? Paret died on his feet. As he took those eighteen punches something
happened to everyone who was in psychic range of the event. Some part of his death
reached out to us. One felt it hover in the air. He was still standing in the ropes, trapped
as he had been before, he gave some little half-smile of regret, as if he were saying, “I
didn’t know | was going to die just yet,” and then, his head leaning back but still erect, his
death came to breathe about him. He began to pass away. As he passed, so his limbs
descended beneath him, and he sank slowly to the floor. He went down more slowly than
any fighter had ever gone down, he went down like a large ship which turns on end and
slides second by second into its grave. As he went down, the sound of Griffith’s punches
echoed in the mind like a heavy ax in the distance chopping into a wet log.

END OF EXAMINATION



