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I. Vocabulary and Structure |
Choose the expression that best completes the sentence. (40 points, 2 point for each

gquestion)

1. It was found out later that those hoodlums _the church with aerosol
cans.
a. decorated b. defiled
c. pasted d. frayed

2. As a practical person she was guided by what was __rather than by what

was ethical. .
a. expedient b. wit
¢. esoteric d. sylph
3. s the most recognizable motif for Thanksgiving in the US.
a. A com ' b. A pumpkin
c. A homn d. A cornucopia

4. Jobless twice the poet was forced to live on
a. his wits b. the wit
“c. his wit d. the wits
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10.

11.

12.

13.

Sandra 1s very funny, but she needs to ~___her humor with kindness --- sometimes
her jokes can hurt others.

a. temper b. mollify

c. change d. cover

Marya reads her horoscope every day but insists that she’s not . “It’s just for
fun,” she says. I never take it seriously.”

b. unbelievable b. untrustworthy

C. Incredible d. credulous

Elaine’s poor score on the math test was N __; she usual ly does very well in math.
a. an abnormal b. an anomaly

c. an abnormal ' d. an unnormal

Are Bill and Lisa just friends, or is there romance developing?

a. incipient b. full

c. abomn d. lasting

Inthe play, George portrayeda___ _servile hotel clerk who would do anything
to please the hotel’s clients.

a. frowning b. submitting

c. bending d. fawning

The name of Jack the Ripper, whose ____ murders shocked nineteenth century
England, has become almost a synonym for a brutal killer

a. gargantuan b. huge

c. nefarious d. hellish

Advertisements all ____the product they are selling, saying that it is the best of its

type.
a. blow | - b. extol
c. excel d. execyte 7

When I served as a juror, [ was impressed by the foreman’s as he announced
our verdict. Afterward, though, he said to me, “I may have looked calm, but | was shaking

nside.”

a. composure b. excitement

c. stability | d. lethargy

Ms. Wolf is quite excited about one of her piano students, a _ boy who not only

plays very well but is already composing his own music.
a. mysterjous b. tardy
C. precocious d. precarious
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14. The governor was angry about a article in the newspaper that amused
readers by making fun of his many broken promises.
a. satirical b. amused
c. hilarious C. horror

15. Although my grandmother is still in pretty good health, old age is taking its slow,

toll on her.
a. SOrTow b. pity
c. absolute d. inexorable
16. I bought my daughter headphones so I would not have to listen to the L that
she calls music. _
a. ribaldry b. melody -
C. noise | d. cacophony

17. Before Tyrone joined the navy, Kate had thought of him as “just a friend”. But his warm,
affectionate letters began to her love for him.

a. stop b. change
¢c. kindle d. kind

18. Everyone was surprised by the __of the principal’s speech at the graduation. He

S ik

spoke for less than five minutes.

a. intelligence b. bevy
c. strength d. brevity
19. Janos said, “My mother’s parenting has been ___. You can tell she was an
excellent parent simpOly by the fact that I have turned out perfect.”
a. sleazy b. elegant
c. unimpeachable d. old-fashioned
20. Scott had-become . _____to being the shortest boy in his class, but over the summer
he grew four inches! . c LAm e,
a. resigned b. eager
c. disappointed d. denial
L Cloze

Read the following paragraph. Fill in each blank with ONE suitable word.
(15 points, 1.5 points for each blank) '

-.'.

The Land and the People in the New World

North and South Americas have (1) _____undergone great changes during

A 3
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the past 200 years. Between 1776 and 1828, most of the Americas won (2)

independence from England, Spain, and Portugal. Canada, once ruled by (3)

Great Britain, became self-governing in 1867.

=

Though the slave trade was gradually (4) | outlawed, traders brought

nearly two million enslaved Africans into the Americas during the 1800s. By the late 1800s, the

number of Native Americans was increasing, and (5) immigration from

el ——

Europe added more than 14 million people to the population. As a result, the Americas include

perhaps the world’s most (6) __diverse population.

Geography has seldom been an ally in the settlement of the region. The tropical (7)
rain forests play a vital role in the Earth’s ecosystem but are (8)

of little use for growing crops. Deadly storms sweep the Caribbean. Canada had

long, cold (9) winters and a short growing season. Facing numerous (10)

challenges, the people of the Americas continue to create a New World.

II. Proof reading
(15 points, 1.5 points for each blank)
Edit the following passage.

In each of the line marked with a number, there is either ONE mistake or NO mistake

In grammar, usage, unnecessary repetition, or lack of a proper word.

PRy r iy :.“.r...q.hq_--_—__ “_Fm;::.; ';lu“'—, ) . '." e ——
- T "m . mm 'hl. L4 o an e ™ T " -y = = -y
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Use the following edmng “symbols. in your answer sheet. .

Delete a word.

a
V, add a word. Example, add V word.

O, if there is no mistake in the line.

Replace a word like this: €ress-out the word and then insert V with your new word.
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2)_____

(1) N

(4)

) S

(6)

) —

(8)

(9)

(10)

I can judgre one of the main effects of personal g-rading by

the attitudes of students who land in my remedial course In
college. They hate and fear writing more than anything else
they have had to do in school. If they see a blank sheet of
paper on which they are expected to write something, they
look as though they want to scream. Apparently they have
never written anything that anyone thought is good. At

least, no one ever fold them that anything in their writing

was good. All their teachers looked for were mistakes, and
there are so many Kkinds of merits in writing that their

students despair of ever learning to avoid them.

The attitude toward writing that these students have

developed is well illustrated by a story told by the Russian

writer Chekhov about a kitten that was given to his uncle.
The uncle wanted to make a kitten a champion killer of
mice, so while it was still very young, he showed it a living

“mouse in a cage. Since the kitten’s hunting instinct had not

yet developed, it examined the mouse curiously but without
any hostility. The uncle wanted to teach it that such a
fraternizing with the enemy was wrong, so he slapped the
kitten, scolded it, and sent it away in disgrace. The next day
the same mouse was shown to the kitten again. This time
the kitten regarded it rather fearful but without any
aggressive intent. Again the uncle slapped it, scolded it,
and sent it away. This treatment went on day atter day.
For some time, as soon as the kitten saw or smelled that
mouse, it screamed and tried to climb up the walls. At that
point the uncle lost patience and gave the kitten away,
saying that it was stupid and would never teach. Of course
the kitten had learned perfectly, and had learned exactly
what 1t had been taugh't; but unfortunately not what the
uncle intended to teach. “I can sympathize for that kitten,”
says Chekhov, “because the same uncle tried to teach me

Latin.”
By Paul B. Diederich
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II1. Reading
Read the following prose and answer the questions. (45 Points for 3 questions. 15 points for each

question.

The Telephone
By Anwar F. Accawi

WHEN 1 WAS growing up in Magdaluna, a small Lebanese village in the terraced, rocky
mountains east of Sidon, time didn't mean much to anybody, except maybe to those who were
dying, or those waiting to appear in court because they had tampered with the boundary markers
on their land. In those days, there was no real need for a calendar or a watch to keep track of the
hours, days, months, and years. We knew what to do and when to do it, just as the Iraqi geese
knew when to fly north, driven by the hot wind that blew in from the desert, and the ewes knew
when to give birth to wet lambs that stood on long, shaky legs in the chilly March wind and baaed
hesitantly, because they were small and cold and did not know where they were or what to do now
that they were here. The only tlmeplece we had need of then was the sun. It rose and set, and the
seasons rolled by, and we sowed seed and harvested and ate and played and married our cousins
and had babies who got whooping cough and chickenpox and those children who survived grew
up and married their cousins and had babies who got whooping cough and chickenpox. ‘We lived
and loved and toiled and died without ever needing to know what year it was, or even the time of
day. _

It wasn't that we had no system for keeping track of time and of the important events in our
lives. But ours was a natural one or, rather, a divine calendar, because it was framed by acts of
God. Allah himself set down the milestones with earthquakes and droughts and floods and locusts
and pestilences. Simple as our calendar was, it worked just fine for us.

Take, for example, the birth date of Teta Im Khalil, the oldest woman in Magdaluna and all
the surrounding villages. When | first met her we had just returned home from Syria at the end of
the Big War and were living with Grandma Manam. Im Khalil came by to welcome my father
home and to take a long, myopic look at his foreign-born wife, my mother. Im Khalil was so old
that the skin of her cheeks looked like my father's grimy tobacco pouch, and when I kissed her
(because Grandma insisted that I show her old friend affection), it was like kissing a soft suede
glove that had been soaked with sweat and then left in a dark closet for‘a season.

Im Khalil's face got me to wondering how old one had to be to look and taste the way she did.
So, as soon as she had hobbled off on her cane, 1 asked Grandma, "How old is Teta Im Khalil?

Grandma had to think for a moment; then she said, "I've been told that Teta was bomn shortly
after the big snow that caused the roof on the mayor's house to cave in.”

"And when was that?" I asked.

"Oh, about the time we had the big earthquake that cracked the wall in the east room."

Well that was enough for me. You couldn't be more accurate than that, now, could you?
Satisfied with her answer 1 went back to playing with a ball made from an old sock stuffed with
other, much older socks.

And that's the way it was in our little village for as far back as anybody could remember:

people were born so many years before or after an earthquake or a flood; they got married or died
so many years before or after a long drought or a big snow or some other disaster. One of the most
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<eamstress and Saeed the barber (and tooth puller)

unusu
got married. That was the year of the whirlwind during which fish and oranges fell from the sky.
Incredible as it may sound, the story of the fish and oranges was true, because men - respectable
men, like Abu George the blacksmith and Abu Asaad '
even to save their own souls — told and retold that story until 1t was incorporated in
year of the black moon and the year of the locusts before it. My father, 100,
He told me that he had been a small boy himself when it had rained
'd goften up one MOIMing After a stormy night and walked out

h as long as his forearm still flopping here and there among the wet navel

to Magdaluna’s

calendar just like the

the last remarkable yéar. Many others
milestones added by the hand of Allah

oranges.
The year of the fish-bearing twiste

followed in which strange and wonderful things happened:

to Magdaluna's calendar. There was, for instance, the year
shut for months and the spring from which the entire village got its’ drinking water slowed to a

irickle. The spring was about a mile from ned at one end into a

the village, in a ravine that ope
earing covered with fine gray dust and hard, marble-sized goat droppings, because
brought their flocks th

ere to water them. In the year of the drought,
packed full of noisy kids with big brown eyes and sticky hands, and
young women with prot

ruding collarbones and cracked,
d playing tag Or hide-and-seek

while the women
talked, shooed flies, and awaited their turns to fill up their jars with drinking water to bring home
to their napping men and wet babies. There were days when we had to wait from sunup until late

afternoon just to fill a small clay jar with precious, cool water.
Sometimes, amid the long wait and the heat and the flies and the smell of goat dung, tempers

flared, and the younger women, anxious about their babies, argued over whose turn it was to fill

up her jar. And sometimes the arguments escalated into full-blown, knockdown-dragout fights; the

women would grab each other by the hair and curse and scream and spit and call each other names
tingle. We little brown boys who went with our mothers to fetch water loved
' women's legs and their colored panties as they grappled and
hile, we got lucky and saw much more, because some of the
long dresses. God, how I used to look forward to those

r, however, was not

small, flat cl
every afternoon the goatherds

that little clearing was always

their mothers — sinewy, overworked
callused brown heels. The children ran aroun

that made my ears
these fights, because we got 10 5€¢ the

rolled around in the dust. Onceinaw

women wore nothing at all under their

fights.
ment, the sun dancing on the dust clouds as a dress 1ip

[ remember the rush, the excite
¢ was revealed, then quickly hidden. In my calendar, that year of drought will

ause it was then, in a dusty clearing by a
the mysteries, and the
. . you can

a young white breas
always be one of the best years of

trickling mountain spring, 1 got m
promises hidden beneath the folds of a woman's

y first glimpses of the wonders,
dress. Fish and oranges from heaven .

get over that.

But, in another way, the yeai' of the

was the year that Abu Raja, the retired cook who used to ente
got its own telephone.

his forehead, decided it was time Magdaluna
anywhere until it had one. A

needed a telephone, he said, and Magdaluna was not going to get

telephone would link us with the outside world. At the time, | was too young to understand the

debate, but a few men, like Shukri, the retired Turkish-army drill sergeant, and Abu Hanna the
7
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vineyard keeper, did all they could to talk Abu Raja out of having a telephone brought to the
village. But they were outshouted and ignored and finally shunned by the other villagers for
resisting progress and trying to keep a good thing from coming to Magdaluna.

One warm day in early fall, many of the villagers were out in their fields repairing walls or
gathering wood for the winter when the shout went out that the telephone-company truck had
arrived  at Abu Raja's dikkan, or country store. There were no roads in those days, only footpaths
and dry streambeds, so it took the telephone-company truck almost a day to work its way up the
rocky terrain from Sidon, about the same time it took to walk. When the truck ‘came into view,
Abu George, who had a huge voice and, before the telephone, was Magdaluna's only long-distance
communication system, bellowed the news from his front porch. Everybody dropped what they
were doing and ran to Abu Raja's house to see what was happening. Some of the more dignified
villagers, however, like Abu Habeeb and Abu Nazim, who had been to big cities like Beirut and
Damascus and had seen things hke telephones and telegraphs, did not run the way the rest dld
they walked with their canes hanging from the crooks of their arins, 45'if on a Sunday afternoon
stroll. _ '

It did not take long for the whole village to assemble at Abu Raja's dikkan. Some of the rich
villagers, like the widow Farha and the gendarme Abu Nadeem, walked right into the store and
stood at the elbows of the two important-looking men from the telephone company, who
proceeded with utmost gravity, like priests at Communion, to wire up the telephone. The poorer
villagers stood outside and listened carefully to the details relayed to them by the not-so-poor
people who stood in the doorway and could see inside.

"The bald man is cutting the blue wire," someone said.

"He is sticking the wire into the hole in the bottom of the black box," someone else added.

"The telephone man with the mustache is connecting two pieces of wire. Now he is twisting
the ends together," a third voice chimed in.

Because I was small and unaware that I should have stood outside with the other poor folk to
give the rich people inside more room (they seemed to need more of it than poor people did), !
wriggled my way through the dense forest of legs to get a first-hand look at the action. I felt like
the barefoot Moses, sandals in hand, staring at the burning bush on Mount Sinai. Breathless, 1
watched as the men in blue, their shirt pockets adomed with fancy lettering in a foreign language,
put together a black machine that supposedly would make it possible to talk with uncles, aunts,
and cousins who lived more than two days' ride away.

It was shortly after sunset when the man with the mustache announced that the telephone was
ready to use. He explained that all Abu Raja had to do was lift the receiver, turn the crank on the
black box a few times, and wait for an operator to take his call. Abu Raja, who had once lived and
worked in Sidon, was impatient with the telephone man for assuming that he was ignorant. He
grabbed the receiver and turned the crank forcefully, as if trying to start a Model T Ford.
Everybody was impressed that he knew what to do. He even called the operator by her first name:
"Centralist.” Within moments, Abu Raja was talking with his brother, a concierge in Beirut. He
didn't even have to raise his voice or shout to be heard.

If I hadn't seen it with my own two eyes and heard it with my own two ears, | would not have
believed 4t, and my friend Kameel didn't. He was away that day watching his father's goats, and
when he came back to the village that evening, his cousin Habeeb and I told him about the
telephone and how Abu Raja had used it to speak with his brother in Beirut. After he heard our

3
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report, Kameel made the sign of the cross, kissed-his thumbnail, and warned us that lying was a

bad sin and would surely land us in purgatory.

Kameel believed in Jesus and Mary, and wanted to be a priest when he grew up. He always
crossed himself when Habeeb, who was irreverent, and I, who was Presbyterian, were around,
even when we were not bearing bad news. _

And the telephone, as it turned out, was bad news. With its coming, the face of the village
began to change. One of the first effects was the shifting of the village's center. Before the
telephone's arrival, the men of the village used to gather regularly at the house of Im Kaleem, a
short, middle-aged widow with jet-black hair and a raspy voice that could be heard all over the
village, even when she was only whispering. She was a devout Catholic and also the village
shiikki — whore. The men met at her house to argue about politics and drink coffee and play cards
or backgammon. Im Kaleem was not a true prostitute' however, because she did not charge for her
services — not even for the coffee and tea (and occasionally, the strong liquor called arrack) that
she served the men. She did not need the money; her son, who was overseas in Affica, sent her
money regularly. (I knew this because my father used to read her son's letters to her and take down
her replies, as Im Kaleem could not read and write.) Im Kaleem was no slut either — unlike some
women in the village — because she loved all the men she entertained, and they loved her, every
one of them. In a way, she was married to all the men in the village. Everybody knew it — the
wives knew it; the itinerant Catholic priest knew it; the Presbyterian minister knew it — but nobody
objected. Actually, I suspect the women (my mother included) did not mind their husbands' visits
to Im Kaleem. Oh, they wrung their hands and complained to one another about their men's
unfaithfulness, but secretly they were rehieved, because Im Kaleem took some of the pressure off
them and kept the men out of their hair while they attended to their endless chores. Im Kaleem
was also a kind of confessor and troubleshooter, talking sense to those men who were having
family problems, especially the younger ones.

Before the telephone came to Magdaluna, Im Kaleem's house was bustling at just about any
time of day, especially at night, when 1ts windows were brightly lit with three large oil lamps, and
the loud voices of the men talking, laughing, and arguing could be heard in the street below — a
reassuring, homey sound. Her house was an island of comfort, an oasis for the weary village men,
exhausted from having so little to do. _

But it wasn't long before many of those men — the younger ones especially - started spending
more of their days and evenings at Abu Raja's dikkan. There, they would eat and drink and talk
and play checkers and backgammon, and then lean their chair’s back against the wall — the signal
that they were ready to toss back and forth, like a ball, the latest rumors going around the village.
And they were always looking up from their games and drinks and talk to glance at the phone in
the corner, as if expecting it to ring any minute and bring news that would change
their lives and deliver them from their aimless existence. In the meantime, they smoked cheap,

~ hand-rolled cigarettes, dug dirt out from under their fingernails with big pocketknives, and drank
lukewarm sodas that they called Kacula, Seffen-Ub, and Bebsi. Sometimes, especially when it was
hot, the days dragged on so slowly that the men turned on Abu Saeed, a confirmed bachelor who
practically lived in Abu Raja's dikkan, and teased him for going around barefoot and unshaven
since the Virgin had appeared to him behind the olive press o '

The telephone was also bad news for me personally. It took away my lucratwe business — a
source of much-needed income. Before the telephone came to Magdaluna, I used to hang around

7
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Im Kaleem's courtyard and play marbles with the other kids, waiting for some man to call down
- from a window and ask me to run to the store for cigarettes or arrack, or to deliver a message to
his wife, such as what he wanted for supper. There was always something in it for me: a ten- or
even a twenty-five-piaster piece. On a good day, I ran nine or ten of those errands, which assured a
steady supply of marbles that I usually lost to Sami or his cousin Ham the basket weaver's boy.
But as the days went by, fewer and fewer men came to Im Kaleem's, and more and more
congregated at Abu Raja's to wait by the telephone. In the evenings, no light fell from her window
onto the street below, and the laughter and noise of the men trailed off and finally stopped. Only
Shukri, the retired Turkish-army drill sergeant, remained faithful to Im Kaleem after all the other
- men had deserted her; he was still seen going into or leaving her house from time to time. Early
that winter, Im Kaleem's hair suddenly turned gray, and she got sick and old. Her legs started
giving her trouble, making it hard for her to walk. By spring she hardly left her house anymore.

- At Abu Raja's dikkan; "ﬂié‘*"ﬁaﬂﬁiﬂ“"éﬁcntually come, as-expected, and -men and women
started leaving the village the way a hailstorm begins: first one, then two, then bunches. The army
took them. Jobs in the cities lured them. And ships and airplanes carried them to such faraway
places as Australia and Brazil and New Zealand.

My friend Kameel, his cousin Habeeb, and their cousins and my cousins all went away to
become ditch diggers and mechanics and butcher-shop boys and deli owners who wore dirty
aprons sixteen hours a day, all looking for a better life than the one they had left behind. Within a
year, only the sick, the old, and the maimed were left in the village. Magdaluna became a skeleton
of its former self, desolate and forsaken, like the tombs, a place to get away from.

Finally, the telephone took my family away, too. My father got a call from an old army buddy
who told him that an oil company in southern Lebanon was hiring interpreters and instructors. My
father applied for a job and got it, and we moved to Sidon, where I went to a Presbyterian
missionary school and graduated in 1962.

Three years later, having won a scholarship, I left Lebanon for the United States. Like the
others who left Magdaluna before me, 1 am still looking for that better life.

Questions

Write your answers to the following-questions on the answer sheet.

. Summarize the prose in between 150 and 200 words ending with a brief discussion of the
theme. |

2. From your point of view what was the life like before the telephone was installed? (100 words
minimum)

3.  Why does the writer talk so much about Im Kaleem's house 1n this essay? (100 words
minimum) |

IV. Academic Writing

Read the following excerpt and write an essay to (1) interpret Diederich’s point of view in your
own words, and then (2) argue for your agreement or disagreement. (500 words minimum) (35
Points) . i
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The modern habit of doing ceremonial things unceremoniously is no proof of
humanity; rather it proves the offender’s inability to forget himself in the rite, and his

readiness to spoil for everyone the proper pleasures of ritual.

Paul B. Diederich’

] American writer, and educator.
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