
Please revise the definitions/meanings of the following terms: 

1. Alliteration  2. Allusion 3. Analogy 4. Anecdote 

5. Argument  6. Counterargument 7. Assonance 8. Elaboration 

9. Flashback 10. Foreshadowing 11. Hyperbole 12. Irony 

13. Personification 14. Simile 15. Symbolism 

 

****************************************************************************************************************** 

 

Passage 1 

 

Why are Americans so obsessed with beauty? Read the following passage to learn about the possible roots of this 

obsession. Then answer questions 1 to 5.  

 

Of Human Bondage: The American Obsession with Body Image 
 

From a superficial glance at American culture, you’d think that Americans were healthier than ever before. 

Fitness clubs, once outside the mainstream, are now a common sight on every city block. Advertisements flaunt 

models with firm, toned bodies, and the sculpted, athletic body is seen as an ideal, both for women and men. A 

philosophy of energetic athleticism has characterized the last two decades, em bodied by the many sports-centered 

sneaker and soda ads now on television.  

Yet, there is something distinctly unhealthy about this craze for fitness. Consider the amount of money 

Americans dole out each year in their struggle to shed unwanted pounds—Weight Watchers, which grossed $5.5 

million in 1963, the year it was founded, made a whopping $85 million in 1999. Consider, too, the rise in body -

altering surgeries like liposuction and tummy-tucking. In 1998, around 25,000 cosmetic procedures, including 

liposuction, were performed on teenagers alone. Such trends reflect our widespread dissatisfaction with our 

bodies, and our willingness to go to any lengths to change them. 

What is at the root of our obsession? Certainly, the quest for beauty is itself nothing new. Every culture has 

ideals of beauty, and pressures people, particularly women, to conform to these ideals. However, what has 

changed—and is still in the course of changing—is the power of the media. In a world before newspapers and 

cinema, notions of beauty were shaped mostly by local communities and by images in art. Compare this with 

people growing up in the twenty-first century, who are bombarded with images of handsome men and beautiful 

women everywhere they look—in magazines, on advertising billboards, and on television. Our current standards of 

beauty are shaped not by our next-door neighbors, but an elite group of supermodels. It is also no surprise that we 

perpetually feel so inadequate. 

Not only is the media relentless in its intensity, but it is also becoming increasingly distorted in the images it 

offers. In 1965, the average fashion model weighed 8 percent less than the average American woman. By 1987, the 

difference had widened to 23 percent. Images of men, too, have become increasingly unrea listic. Leading men in 

movies today tend to be more muscular than those in earlier eras, and current advertisements frequently feature 

semi-clad men with rippling chests. Even action figures have changed over the years; many male action figures now 

on the market, if blown up to full size, would have disproportionately shaped bodies —with muscles larger than any 

known bodybuilder. This disparity between ideal images and reality has resulted in an increase in illnesses such as 

anorexia and bulimia. In fact, body image disorders, once considered the domain of women, are increasingly 

occurring in the male population. Symptomatic of this trend is the growing number of teenaged boys who body -

build obsessively, combining steroid use with a relentless exercise regime in their quest for bigger muscles. 

We are a nation obsessed with self-transformation. This obsession is vain and superficial. More importantly, it 

is also downright dangerous. We are wasting our time, money, and energy chasing after an elusive idea, and 

punishing ourselves when we fail to achieve it. 

How can we break out of this vicious cycle? One key is to educate young people to be aware of the media and 

its manipulative powers. After all, the media will never stop exploiting our insecurities, but we can  learn to resist it. 

The media may dictate what is beautiful, but common sense tells us that we should trust our own judgment. In the 

end, the old adage “handsome is as handsome does” still holds true. It is time to learn that most difficult of 

lessons: To be happy with the gifts we have and rejoice in our bodies as they are. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

 

 



1. This passage can be classified as which of the following?  

A) editorial  

B) technical article  

C) autobiography  

D) personal essay 

 

2. The author of this passage would most likely agree with which of the following statements?  

A) Standards of beauty rarely change.  

B) The media contributes to our obsession with beauty.  

C) People are more beautiful than ever before.  

D) Beauty is more important to women than to men. 

 

3. What main concept does the author emphasize in paragraphs three and four?   

A) People are strongly influenced by the images they see.  

B) Celebrities are more obsessed with beauty than regular people.   

C) Relentless exercise is unhealthy.  

D) The weight difference between models and average Americans is increasing. 

 

4. What does elusive mean as it appears in the following sentence? “We are wasting our time, money, and energy 

chasing after an elusive idea, and punishing ourselves when we fail to achieve it. “  

A) complicated  

B) unattainable  

C) exciting  

D) dangerous 

 

5. What literary technique is the author using in the phrase “handsome is as handsome does”?  

A) foreshadowing  

B) metaphor  

C) hyperbole  

D) cliché 

 

***************************************************************************************************************************** 

 

Passage 2 

 

Practicing the piano is a joy for some people, a chore for others. Read the following essay by Helen Michaelson 

about her experience playing piano. Then answer questions 6 to 11. 

 

My Musical Career 

by Helen Michaelson 

 

My father’s family is not a musical family. They are a family of words, a family that thrives on long discussions, 

Sunday crossword puzzles, and puns. My brother has my father’s dark hair, h is love of a good argument, and his 

incisive wit. I take after my mother. From her I inherited a curious nature, a sense of adventure, bright red hair, and 

a face full of freckles. I did not, contrary to her hopes, inherit a talent for the piano. That fact  was established 

beyond doubt after prolonged and futile attempts to draw music from me. 

The piano lessons began when I was four. My mother was convinced that I would be a child prodigy, one of the 

rare, startling creatures who sits down at the piano for the first time and discovers, in a few swift adjustments of 

fingers, how to make the piano sing. She had made some phone calls and found the ideal teacher to nurture such a 

prodigy—Madame Oblenka, a stern Russian woman of indeterminate age, whose tight bun and pursed lips were 

enough to intimidate a wild horse into submission. Madame Oblenka, who expected a little Mozart, was not overly 

delighted to find herself saddled with a little girl banging her fists on the keys.  

I tried to please her. “Feel the music,” she urged. I “felt” it and winced my ears— for what is more unpleasant 

than a series of wrong notes played in succession? She “felt” my music, too, which is why she always left with an 

even deeper scowl than when she came. 



My parents endured the sounds of my practicing, buoyed by dreams of me one day taking the stage in a 

famous recital hall. Madame Oblenka survived our lessons by wearing earplugs. I endured in whatever manner I 

could invent. Once, when I was ten, I managed to record one of my own wretched rehearsals. In order to escape my 

practice sessions, I would close myself behind the door of the piano room, put on the tape recording, and read 

until the tape had finished. That method worked for a week, until my mother began to wonder why I always miss ed 

the same B-sharp. She knocked on the door, and, receiving no answer, came in to check on me. She found that I 

had fallen asleep while the tape of my performance played on and on. 

I was twelve when my parents finally acknowledged that any latent talent I  had was not about to emerge any 

time soon. My mother, refusing to admit defeat, told me to pick another instrument. “Choose anything you want, 

Honey,” she said, assuming that freedom of choice would inspire devotion. I thought long and hard and chose the 

drums. My parents, acutely sensitive to noise, would be less than overjoyed by a daily bombardment of pounding. I 

imagined my father in his study, cotton wads in his ears, wincing each time the cymbal crashed. He, apparently, 

had exactly the same thoughts as mine, and promptly vetoed the idea. 

My next choice was the tuba. I stubbornly decided that if I couldn’t play the drums, I would pick the biggest 

and loudest instrument I knew. However, the music teacher, a large, flabby man by the name of Mr. Tuttle, w as lazy 

by nature and refused to travel to our home. “If you want to play,” he said, “I’ll teach you after school.” Luck was 

once again on my side. The aisle of the school bus was too narrow to accommodate my tuba case; if I wanted to 

learn to play tuba, I would have to walk to school with it. That was out of the question, so the tuba, too, was out.  

I worked my way through several other instruments—violin, trombone, penny whistle—before my mother hit 

on another idea. Maybe I wasn’t meant to be an instrumentalist but rather a singer. After all, I was always walking 

around humming pop tunes from the radio, and when I screamed for my brother to come to dinner, my voice was 

plenty loud. 

Mom helped me rehearse a song to audition for the school musical. I didn’t get a part. I didn’t make the chorus 

either, but the drama teacher assured me that he’d find a special spot just for me, one more suited to my talents. 

He put me backstage, painting scenery. Once I recovered from my sense of injury, I realized the wisdom of  his 

choice. I loved the bustling, practical backstage world, and I discovered that I had a knack for constructing and 

painting. I loved the challenge of taking our scanty supplies and using them to make something beautiful. 

Imagining a scene and then seeing it emerge before me—this, to me, was close to magic. 

To give my parents credit, when they noticed my newfound interest in set design, they eagerly embraced it. In 

fact, immediately after the show ended, Mom offered to send me to weekend art classes. Her  hand was on the 

telephone, ready to start calling around, when I stopped her. “Mom,” I said, “don’t push me. Right now, I just want 

to have fun with art. I don’t want to lose that.”  

She nodded. “I think I know what you mean,” she said. She had a puzzled, thoughtful look on her face. I think 

suddenly it dawned on her how pointless her earlier efforts were. She realized what I had only lately come to know: 

Art can’t be forced. The motivation has to come from the heart. You need to, as Madame Oblenka used to say, 

“feel it.” 

I’m a sculptor now, and every day I experience afresh the joy of being fully absorbed in the act of artistic 

creation. It’s a wonderful, blissful feeling. I realize that my parents, in their misguided attempts to interest me in 

music, were trying to give me this feeling. And now, in retrospect, I feel grateful. Perhaps they went about it in the 

wrong way, but their hearts were in the right place. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

6. Which literary technique is used in the following sentence from paragraph two?  

“She had made some phone calls and found the ideal teacher to nurture such a prodigy —Madame Oblenka, a stern 

Russian woman of indeterminate age, whose tight bun and pursed lips were enough to intimidate a wild horse into 

submission.”  

A) allusion  

B) hyperbole  

C) flashback  

D) foreshadowing 

 

7. Which word best describes the narrator’s parents?  

A) passionate  

B) sensitive  

C) intolerant  

D) well-meaning 

 



8. Which of the following words best describes the style of this passage?  

A) humorous  

B) digressive  

C) simple  

D) fast-paced 

 

9. What is the meaning of the word futile as it appears in the final sentence of paragraph one? “That fact was 

established beyond doubt after prolonged and futile attempts to draw music from me.”  

A) skillful  

B) ineffective  

C) active  

D) stern 

 

10. Which best expresses the conclusion reached by the author in the last two paragraphs?  

A) Parents should encourage their children to create art.  

B) Emotional people tend to be gifted artists.  

C) Art should be seen as a joy, not a duty.  

D) You can only get better at something if you practice. 

 

***************************************************************************************************************************** 

 

Passage 3 

 

In the following essay, a man plagued by raccoons going through his garbage hears about some possible folk 

remedies from an old man who lives near him. Read the following passage and answer questions 11 through 17. 

 

Loaded for Raccoon 
by Calvin Trillin 

 
September 7, 1985  

When the raccoons started getting at the garbage cans next to the old house we go to in the summer, I 

naturally consulted the man in our town we call the Old Timer. He’s the one who told me that we could assure 

ourselves of clear water by keeping a trout in the well, although, as it turned out, I couldn’t find a trout except for a 

smoked trout that some guests from the city brought as a sort of house gift, and I didn’t think it would be terribly 

gracious of me to toss that down the well, even assuming a smoked trout would do the trick. He’s also the one 

who’s always saying things like, “A porcupine that looks kinda crosseyed will attack a house cat lickety -split.” 

“You already tried red onions, have you?” the Old Timer said when I told him about my raccoon problem. I 

really hate it when the Old Timer asks questions like that. The only acceptable answer is something like, “Well, 

naturally, that’s the first thing I did, but for some reason it didn’t work; must be the wet spring we had for onions is 

all I can think of.” If, instead, you say, “Well, no…,” the Old Timer is going to shake his head for a while without 

saying anything, as if he’s determined not to allow wholesale galloping ignorance to upset him.  

“Well, no…,” I said when the Old Timer asked me about red onions. He shook his head slowly  for so long that I 

thought he might be having some sort of attack. 

Naturally I hadn’t tried red onions. I didn’t even know what trying red onions meant. Did you festoon each 

garbage can with red onions, as if you were decorating a squat, plastic Christmas  tree? Did you plant a semicircle of 

red onions around the garbage can area the way infantrymen set up a defense perimeter of concertina barbed 

wire? Did you sit at a darkened window until the patter of little paws indicated that the time had come to fling  red 

onions at approaching raccoons? 

What I had tried was tying down the garbage can lids—until, on the morning of the weekly garbage pickup, I 

found myself unable to get the knots undone and stood there helplessly while the garbage collectors, with a 

cheerful wave, continued down the road. Then I secured the lids by means of those stretchable cords with hooks 

on the ends—I have some for lashing things to the roof rack of the car—but it turned out that the raccoons could 

pull the lids up far enough to get their paws in there and pull out eighty or ninety square yards of crab shells and 

melon rinds and milk cartons. 

“A raccoon gets ten yards from half a red onion, he’ll turn tail and run, sure as shootin’,” the Old Timer said.  



I hate it when he says “sure as shootin’.” I tried red onions anyway, though—cut in half, as the Old Timer had 

instructed, and placed on top of the lid with the cut side up. The raccoons ate them, except for the skins, which 

they mixed into some coffee grounds and spread on the rosebush. 

I wasn’t surprised. The Old Timer is usually wrong. He never admits it, of course. One time he told us that a 

scarecrow with a red hat would keep deer out of the garden, sure as shootin’. So we put a scarecrow out there, and 

put a red hat on it, and the deer came the next night and treated our garden like a salad bar. A neighbor who 

happened to be awake in the early dawn hours (maybe he was sitting at a darkened window waiting to fling red 

onions at raccoons) noticed that one of the big bucks was wearing a red hat when it left. I told the Old Timer that 

the deer had demolished our entire lettuce crop, and he said, “Yup, I suppose they did.”  

While I was testing my next plan, my wife and daughters told me that I was forbidden to use violence on the 

raccoons. 

“This will only startle them,” I said, secretly hoping that it would do a lot more. My plan was to set mousetraps 

just under the garbage can lids. The raccoons pull up the lids as much as my stretchcords allow. They stick their 

little paws in there and feel around, hoping to find some chicken bones with peanut butter on them to spread on 

the porch. Powee! I should have known that the gang of raccoon apologists I live with would object. A few days 

before, they had objected when I talked about putting the fish heads I use as crab bait into a bait bag—a heavy 

mesh bag that keeps the crabs already in the trap from eating up the bait while still more crabs are being attracted. 

They said it would be cruel and deceitful. 

I tried to tell them that there is no way you can be deceitful to a crab. Crabs don’t think. (“Hey, this smells like a 

good fish head. I’ll just crawl into this place, even though it seems a little like the place that Uncle Manny crawled 

into just before he disappeared forever. Hey…Hey, wait a minute! I’ve been deceived!”) No bait bags, they said, and 

no mousetraps. 

So I gave it to them straight about raccoons. I told them that raccoons are about the meanest animals around. I 

happened to know from reading Albert Payson Terhune’s books about collies that raccoons drown puppy dogs, 

just for sport. 

“Don’t be silly,” my wife said. “Raccoons are so cute.”  

“That’s what the puppy dogs think,” I said. And puppy dogs do think, all the time. (“Hey, these cute little guys 

want to play in the water. This is fun! Hey…Hey, I’ve been de—glub, glub, glub.”) 

It was no use. They wouldn’t give in. That’s why I finally used a padlock on my garbage cans. I wanted to use a 

key lock, but the Old Timer said that a raccoon could pick a key lock nine times out of ten.  

“He’s probably wrong,” I said to my wife. 

“Maybe not,” she said. “He didn’t say ‘sure as shootin’.’”  

So I put on a combination lock, on the advice of the Old Timer. He said, “A raccoon’s cunning, but he’s got no 

head for figures.” 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

11. What literary device does the author use in the following sentence?  

“He shook his head slowly for so long that I thought he might be having some sort of attack.”  

A) personification  

B) hyperbole  

C) symbolism  

D) metaphor 

 

12. Which best describes the purpose of this passage?  

A) to explain why the narrator likes the Old Timer  

B) to entertain and amuse the reader  

C) to give the reader advice on how to cope with raccoons  

D) to provide an in-depth portrait of the Old Timer 

 

13. From which point of view is this passage told?  

A) third-person limited  

B) third-person omniscient  

C) first-person  

D) second-person 

 

 

 



14. How does the narrator’s attitude toward raccoons differ from his family’s?  

A) He considers them dangerous.  

B) He is more practical in his approach to catching them.  

C) He wants to outwit them by any means.  

D) He is convinced that they are intelligent. 

 

15. Based on what the narrator tells us, which word would best describe the Old Timer?  

A) eccentric  

B) wise  

C) friendly  

D) helpful 

 

16. Which best describes the writing style of the author of this passage?  

A) somber  

B) comical  

C) formal  

D) intense 

 

17. Which of the following lines from this passage includes a simile?  

A) “...a scarecrow with a red hat would keep deer out of the garden, sure as shootin’.”  

B) “‘A raccoon’s cunning, but he’s got no head for figures.’”  

C) “...the deer came the next night and treated out garden like a salad bar.”  

D) “The raccoons pull up the lids as much as my stretch-cords allow.” 

 

***************************************************************************************************************************** 

 

Passage 4 

 

This futuristic tale describes a zoo that displays strange and freakish creatures from other planets. Read this story 
and you’ll find yourself looking at zoos from a completely new perspective. Then answer the questions 18 through 

22. 

 

Zoo 
by Edward D. Hoch 

 

The children were always good during the month of August, especially when it began to get near the twenty -

third. It was on this day that the great silver spaceship carrying Professor Hugo’s Interplanetary Zoo settled down 

for its annual six-hour visit to the Chicago area. 

Before daybreak the crowds would form, long lines of children and adults both, each one clutching his or her 

dollar and waiting with wonderment to see what race of strange creatures the Professor had brought this year. 

In the past they had sometimes been treated to three-legged creatures from Venus, or tall, thin men from 

Mars, or even snake-like horrors from somewhere more distant. This year, as the great round ship settled slowly to 

Earth in the huge tri-city parking area just outside of Chicago, they watched with awe as the sides slowly slid up to 

reveal the familiar barred cages. In them were some wild breed of nightmare—small, horse-like animals that 

moved with quick, jerking motions and constantly chattered in a high-pitched tongue. The citizens of Earth 

clustered around as Professor Hugo’s crew quickly collected the waiting dollars, and soon the good professor 

himself made an appearance, wearing his many-colored rainbow cape and top hat. “Peoples of Earth,” he called 

into his microphone. 

The crowd’s noise died down and he continued. “Peoples of Earth, this year you see a real treat for your single 

dollar—the little-known horse-spider people of Kaan—brought to you across a million miles of space at great 

expense. Gather around, see them, study them, listen to them, tell your friends about them.”  

The crowds slowly filed by, at once horrified and fascinated by these strange creatures that looked like horses 

but ran up the walls of their cages like spiders. “This is certainly worth a dollar,” one man remarked.  

All day long it went like that, until ten thousand people had filed by the barred cages. Then, as the six -hour 

limit ran out, Professor Hugo once more took microphone in hand. “We must go now. Tomorrow we will land in 

New York and next week on to London, Paris, Rome, Hong Kong, and Tokyo. Then on to other worlds!”  

As the spaceship rose from the ground the Earth peoples agreed that this had been the very be st Zoo yet... 



Some two months and three planets later, the silver ship of Professor Hugo settled at last onto the familiar 

jagged rocks of Kaan, and the horse-spider creatures filed quickly out of their cages. Professor Hugo said a few 

parting words, and then they scurried away in a hundred different directions, seeking their homes among the 

rocks. 

In one, the she-creature was happy to see the return of her mate and offspring. She babbled a greeting in the 

strange tongue and hurried to embrace them. “It was  a long time you were gone. Was it good?”  

The he-creature nodded. “The little one enjoyed it especially. We visited eight worlds and saw many things.”  

The little one ran up the walls of the cave. “On the place called Earth it was the best. The creatures th ere wear 

garments over their skins, and they walk on two legs.”  

“But isn’t it dangerous?” asked the she-creature. 

“No,” her mate answered. “There are bars to protect us from them. We remain right in the ship. Next time you 

must come with us. It is well worth the nineteen commocs it costs.” 

And the little one nodded. “It was the very best Zoo ever...”  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

18. What is the setting of this story?  

A) the Chicago area in the future  

B) the planet Venus in the past  

C) the planet Mars in the future  

D) a spaceship in the future 

 

19. How does the author get the reader’s attention at the end of the story?  

A) by changing the tone of the passage  

B) by revealing the true identity of Professor Hugo  

C) by using irony  

D) by introducing a new character 

 

20. What theme is best conveyed by this story?  

A) how life is endlessly surprising  

B) how technology brings both benefits and dangers  

C) how zoos are impractical and inhumane  

D) how the concept of “normal” varies with perspective 

 

21. What is the most likely reason that the author had Professor Hugo repeat the phrase “peoples of Earth” before 

making his speech?  

A) to show Professor Hugo’s preference of Earth to other planets  

B) to convey the idea that the crowd is large and noisy  

C) to suggest that Professor Hugo is foolish and repetitive  

D) to convey Professor Hugo’s excitement 

 

22. In the second paragraph, the phrase “waiting with wonderment” is an example of which of the following?  

A) allusion  

B) alliteration  

C) simile  

D) dialect 

 

***************************************************************************************************************************** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Passage 5 

 
Read the following passage to find out how you can contribute to solving waste problem. Then answer the 

questions 23 through 30. 

 

How You Can Help 
by Heather Wheeler 

 

Did you know that the average person in the United States creates about a ton of garbage every year? That’s a 

lot of trash! That adds up to more trash than is produced by any other country in the world. All that garbage has to 

go somewhere. It doesn’t take long to figure out that it can’t all go into a dump. If it did, we would soon be out of 

land! 

You may say that this problem is nobody’s fault. There are more people in the U.S. than ever before, which 

translates into more garbage and less space. We could just devote ourselves to finding convenient forms of waste 

disposal—looking for new spaces for dumps, or seeking out other alternatives for storing waste.  

If you think this way, you’re making excuses. After all, such massive garbage production isn’t natural. America 

is a top producer of garbage for a reason: our society values convenience over everything else. This love of 

convenience has led to a boom in disposable products. We use something once and then throw it out. We choose 

whatever is easiest—and disposable products are certainly easy. But at what cost do these products add ease to 

our lives? Our selfish love of convenience is turning our world into a dump. 

Think of the disposable products we use on a regular basis: plastic diapers, paper plates and cups, facial tissues, 

paper towels, and plastic grocery bags. You might say these items are a crucial part of our busy lifestyle. After all, 

who wants to bring his own tote bag to the supermarket? Who has time to scrub dirty diapers? But what is the 

environmental cost of these products? Each time you throw away a container or product that you could have 

reused, you make our nation’s waste problem even bigger. 

The good news is that recycling in the United States has increased at a steady pace since the 1960s. In 1930, 

about 7 percent of our country’s garbage was recycled. In the year 2000, experts expect that the United States will 

recycle about 30 percent of its waste. But recycling really isn’t the answer. For Amer icans to beat the waste 

problem, a deeper change needs to take place. 

The solution is you—your everyday actions. Each American has to break from the cycle of wastefulness. 

Consider all your acts of thoughtless waste, and catch yourself. The next time you pack a lunch, don’t take along 

the paper juice box. Purchase a plastic drink container and use it for your daily refills. The next time you go to a 

store, avoid the disposable razors; buy one with blades you can insert. In so many small ways, you can break the 

vicious cycle of wastefulness, and pave the road for a better future. Every small action counts!  

We can’t wait for the government to take care of our problems. It’s up to each individual to act for the good of 

the country—placing long-range thinking above selfishness. Reducing the amount of waste we create will benefit 

every person living in our country and in our world. It makes sense that every person needs to help. It’s your ton of 

garbage. How will you treat it this year? 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

23. Which is the most likely reason that the author mentioned recycling?  

A) to propose a solution to waste production  

B) to demonstrate how Americans are committed to recycling  

C) to suggest that recycling is just one part of the solution  

D) to encourage readers to form recycling programs 

 

24. In which paragraph does the author first reveal the direction of her argument?  

A) first  

B) second  

C) third  

D) last 

 

25. The author makes her argument persuasive in which of the following ways?  

A) by addressing possible objections held by the reader  

B) by beginning the passage with a question  

C) by including the opinions of experts  

D) by summarizing her concerns at the end of each paragraph 



 

26. The author’s purpose in this passage is to convince the reader to do which of the following?  

A) to recycle more products than before  

B) to support governmental plans to fight pollution  

C) to reduce use of disposable products  

D) to think of new places to store waste 

 

27. What step does the author propose as a way of reducing waste?  

A) reduce family size by at least half  

B) start a recycling club  

C) use a plastic container for drink refills  

D) urge the government to take action 

 

28. How does the author want you to feel about disposable products?  

A) They are wasteful but necessary.  

B) Americans should stop being so dependent on them.  

C) Americans should start recycling them.  

D) They have greatly improved our lives. 

 

29. How does the author try to capture the reader’s attention in the first paragraph?  

A) by introducing the main topic of the passage  

B) by shocking the reader with a surprising fact  

C) by providing information about garbage dumps  

D) by suggesting that there is no more space for garbage 

 

30. If you wanted to help reduce waste in your own home, which of the following would be the best book for you 

to read?  

A) Nature-Friendly Companies in Our Country  

B) Recycling: A History  

C) Alternative Methods of Waste Disposal  

D) Living an Earth-Friendly Life: A Daily Guide 


