Reading Test

65 MINUTES, 52 QUESTIONS

Turn to Section 1 of your answer sheet to answer the questions in this section.

DIRECTIONS

Each passage or pair of passages below is followed by a number of questions. After reading
each passage or pair, choose the best answer to each question based on what is stated or
implied in the passage or passages and in any accompanying graphics (such as a table or

graph).
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Questions 1-10 are based on the following
passage.

This passage is adapted from Carolina De Robertis, The Gods
of Tango. ©2015 by Carolina De Robertis. Leda is traveling by
ship from Italy to Buenos Aires, Argentina, to live with her
new husband, Dante. Itis 1913.

The deck burst with people, just as it had the day
they’d left Naples. There were no longer any lazy card
games with which to kill the hours. Boredom had
sloughed overboard into the sea. Everybody was on
their feet, crowded against the rail, craning their
necks in the direction of land.

Argentina. She pressed into the throng, toward the
rail. To her right, a young woman murmured a
rosary. To her left, a man in his forties was drying his
tears, while the younger man beside him behaved
with indifference or, Leda thought, a convincing
performance of indifference. His demeanor seemed
the most theatrical of all. She smelled the hopeful
tang of cologne. In front of her, three or four chaotic
rows ahead, two men were exclaiming to each other
about the land they saw.

“Che bella. Beautiful.”
“Yes. Beautiful.”
Again and again they said it, as though repetition

would solidify the truth of the phrase, make it strong
enough to sustain them as they disembarked. Their
voices wove through the wails and murmurs in the
crowd. She gently jostled forward. A man in front of
her moved away, apparently having seen enough, and
she slunk into his space before it could close, before
anyone could notice. She was starved for the sight of
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land, not just any land, but this land—Buenos Aires,
her new home. Over the past three weeks, she had
spent many hours alone at these rails, staring out at
endless ocean, trying to imagine what Buenos Aires
would be like. Over and over she tried to picture the
city, but her mind’s eye could conjure only the lush
tropical ferns and trees of the Botanical Garden,
where Dante had taken a photograph of himself when
he’d first arrived, to send to the family back home. It
had been passed around the table at Sunday lunch, to
clucks of admiration and bemusement.

He’s really there, in Argentina.

He looks happy.

He looks too skinny.

Look at those parrots, they’re big enough to eat
him!

Don’t be ridiculous, Mario. Those are fake. Just
painted wood.

How can you be so sure?

I have eyes in my head.

I was just —

No fighting today, Leda’s mother said.

How about we let his bride take a look?

That’s right! Leda, do you want to see?

The photograph arrived in Leda’s hands. In it,
Dante stood surrounded by strange ferns with
enormous fronds and two garish parrots that,
although she believed her brother’s insistence to the
contrary, seemed intensely alive. Dante’s mouth
curled into a smirk. I own this place, his posture
seemed to say. Of course, just because that was the
place where he’d found a photographer to take his
portrait didn’t mean the whole city looked that way.
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She knew this; at least part of her knew this. But the
image still glowed in her mind.

A cluster of men in front of her had had their fill
of the approaching land, and when they moved, she
stepped forward to the rail and leaned against it.
Wind whipped her face and stung her nostrils with
saline air. She feared the wind might tear her blue hat
right off her head, despite the several pins she’d used
to place it, and losing the hat—the finest thing she’d
ever worn, with real pearls stitched on, fit for a bride,
her mother had said—would be unbearable, so she
reached up and gripped it with both hands. The
throng around her seemed to melt away (as it surely
did for everyone else: 368 Italians, all wandering their
own private visions of Argentina in their minds) as
her eyes roved the distant city, Buenos Aires, lying
low across the water. The buildings were still so small
that she could not discern anything about them,
except, of course, that they existed—that while she
and her compatriots still had no idea what they would
find when they disembarked, they would at least find
something, a true place that might show them what
they’d ridden across the open ocean for; that the
Américas were more than some fable concocted by
ship lines and ticket agents and relatives with their
carefully calibrated letters home, even if seeing that
the Américas exist does not at all reveal the true
mystery, a mystery much harder to resolve, namely,
what the Américas actually are.

Leda stood for a long time, watching Buenos Aires
glide toward her, and, because she did not yet dare to
imagine its buildings, how she would fit inside and
between them, she pictured herself in that garden
with Dante, strolling past exotic ferns and sleeping
curled together beneath them as they might under the
wings of a great forgiving swan.

The passage indicates that parts of the journey from
Naples to Buenos Aires have been

A) hazardous.

B) tedious.

C) disheartening.

D) perplexing.

As used in line 22, “wove” most nearly means

A) intermingled.
B) formed.
C) invented.

D) folded.

Based on the passage, which statement best describes
Leda’s attitude about moving to Argentina?

A) Ledalongs to arrive in her new country even
though she has little concept of what awaits her.

B) Leda looks forward to starting a new life with
Dante even though she will miss her family.

C) Leda is initially curious about living abroad but
becomes nervous after leaving her homeland.

D) Leda is uncertain about moving but feels
reassured after seeing Dante’s photograph.







