Here are the entry tests from the last two years given for entry into seconde OIB american section.
Tests for entry into premiere are somewhat similar. Candidates are asked explicit and implicit questions
to test their written comprehension. The comprehension test is followed by a written expression essay -
on a question related to the text.

Voici les tests d'entrée des deux derniéres années pour la seconde section américaine de 'OIB. Les tests
d'entrée en premiére sont assez similaires. Les candidats doivent répondre a des questions explicites et
implicites pour tester leur compréhension écrite. Le test de compréhension est suivi d'une composition

d'expression écrite sur une question li¢e au texte.
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Mamacia s the big mamsa of the man across ihe s‘-‘* L hird-ficor front Rachel says
her name oughi to be Mamasota, but | think Has's mea
The man saved his money io bang her here. He saved and saved because she wa
alone with the baby bey in that ountry. He werked two jobs He came heme late anc ks
et early. Every day
Then one cay Mamacita and the baby ooy armved in 2 yeilow taxi. The taxi door coened
like & warers arm. Cut stepped 2 tny pink shoe. 2 oot soft 25 raboit's e 7, then the ek
. @ fiutter of hips, fuchsia r oses e'm green perfurne. The man had tc cull her, ine
t‘—wccn anver had te push. Push, pull Push . pull. Poof!
! at once she bloomed -h_.ga eﬂs nous, beautiiu] (¢ ook at f
'eaﬂ 270N the tip of her hat down to the litle rosebuds of her tces. | :o..!cn t tzke my eyes
off her tny shoes
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2. U, UD the stairs she went with the bany bcy 1 2 bive bianket. the man carrying her
Suncases. ner lavender hatboxes a dozen boxes of s2an b iGN heels. Then we didn't see

her

Somebody said because she’ 's toc fat. somebody because of the three flights of stairs
outl believe she deesnt come out because e & is afraid to speak English. and maybe thisg
‘S S0 since she '\r‘|y Knows eight words. She knows o sz y: He not here for when the
iandiord comes, No spea English it 2 2nybody eise comes. znd Holy smokes | don't know
whers she lezmee this. but | haard her say itone tme and surprised me

My father szZys when he ca ¢ tiis country he gie haman degas for three months
B“Er‘t?e.h_ lunch and dinner H"rr““'"‘n"ﬂs That was the only word he knew He goesn’:
gat ‘"“"‘:ndcgc_z anymore
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Whatever her reasons, whether she s -‘at. or cant chimp the stairs. oris afraid of Engiish
she won't come down She sts ali dz day Oy the window and plays ihe Spanish radio shew
and sings al! e homesick X songs about | her country 11 @ voice that sou:—ds ke a seagull

Home home Homeiszhouse in = "::ctog'?a 3 pinx house. pink as hollynocks with

ois of starfied xght The man pamts the walls of the apartment p::‘ ....-i it's not the szme
¥Ou Xnow. She still sighs for her pink Rouse ane then | think she cries | would.

Scemetmes the man gets disgusted. e siarts screaming znd you can hear # all the way
Gown The sreet

Ay she says sne is sad

Oh. he says Ncotagain.

¢ Cuando cusndo, cudndn ™ " she

IRY caray® We are home This is
Speak English Christ!

(Ry! Mamacita, whe does not ce'ﬁﬂg, ey¥ery onco in a while lets out 2 cry, hystericz

e, the only
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high. as if he had tom the onk ly skinny thread that kept ner glive. th only road out fo that
couniry
And $en tc break her heart § rever e baby ooy, whe has begun to 12k sizrs 1o sing
he Pegs: commercial he heard on TV
No speak English. she says to the child whe is sin Qing 0 he language that sounds like
tin® Ne speazk English ne speak English. and bubktles mnto tears No. no. no as if she cant
g S
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Reading Comprehension Read the text and answer the questions

l_ Remembering that Day I

The narrator remembers when, as a child. she Jorgot the poem she had to recite in front of the congregation. All
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she remembered was the first ine :  “Whai you looking at me for.. ?”

"What you looking at me for...?
I didn’t come fo stay...”

I hadn’t so much forgot as I couldn't bring myself to remember. Other things were more imporiant.

"What you looking at me for?
I didn't come to stay . . ."

Whether | could remember the rest of the poem or not was immaterial. The truth of the statement
was like a2 wadded-up handkerchief, sopping wet in my fists, and the sconer they accepied it the
quicker | could let my hands open and the air would cool my paims.

"What you looking at me for.. . 7"

- The children's section of the Colored Methodist Episcopal Church was wiggling and giggling over

my well-known forgetfulness.

The dress | wore was lavender taffeta, and each time | breathed it rustled. and now that | was
sucking in air to breathe out shame it sounded like crepe paper on the back of hearses.

As I'd watched Momma put ruffles on the hem and cute little tucks around the waist, | knew that
once | put it on I'd look like 2 movie star. (It was silk and that made up for the awful color.) | was
going to ook like one of the sweet litile white giris who were everybody's dream of what was right
with the world. Hanging softly over the black Singer sewing machine, it looked like magic, and
when people saw me wearing it they were going to run up to me and say, "Marguerite [sometimes
it was ‘dear Marguerite'], forgive us, please, we didn't know who you were,"” and | would answer
generously, "No, you couldn't have known. Of course | forgive you."

Just thinking about it made me go around with angel's dust sprinkled over my face for days. But
Easter's early moming sun had shown the dress to be a plain ugly cut-down from a white woman's
once-was-purple throwaway. It was old-lady-long foo, but it didn't hide my skinny legs, which had
been greased with Blue Seal Vaseline and powdered with the Arkansas red clay. The age-faded

- color made my skin look dirty fike mud, and everyone in church was looking at my skinny legs.

Wouldn't they be surprised when one day | woke out of my black ugly dream, and my real hair,
which was long and blond, would take the place of the kinky mass that Momma wouldn't iet me
siraighten? My light-blue eyes were going to hypnotize them, after all the things they said about
"my daddy must of been a Chinaman" (I thought they meant made out of china, like a cup)
because my eyes were so small and squinty. Then they would understand why | had never picked
up a Southern accent, or spoke the common slang, and why 1 had to be forced fo eat pigs' tails and
snouts. Because | was really white and because a cruel fairy stepmother, who was understandably
jealous of my beauty, had turned me info a too-big Negro girl, with nappy black hair, broad feet and
a space between her teeth that would hold a number-two pencil.
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"What you looking ..." The minister's wife leaned toward me, her long yellow face full of sorry. She
whispered, "1 just come to tell you, it's Easter Day." | repeated, jamming the words together,
"ljustcometotellyouit'sEasterDay," as low as possible. The giggles hung in the air like melting
clouds that were waiting to rain on me. | held up two fingers, close to my chest, which meant that |
had to go to the toilet, and tiptoed toward the rear of the church. Dimly, somewhere over my head, |
heard ladies saying, "Lord bisss the child,” and "Praise God.” My head was up and my eyes were
open, but | didn't see anything. Halfway down the aisle, the church exploded with "Were you there
when they crucified my Lord?" and | tripped over a foot stuck out from the children’s pew. |
stumbled and started to say something, or maybe to scream, but a green persimmon, or it could
have been a lemon. caught me between the legs and squeezed. | tasted the sour on my fongue
and felt it in the back of my mouth. Then before | reached the door, the sting was burning down my
legs and into my Sunday socks. | tried to hold, to squeeze it back, to keep it from speeding, but
when | reached the church porch | knew I'd have io let it go, or it would probably run right back up
to my head and my poor head would burst like a dropped watermelon, and all the brains and spit
and tongue and eyes would roll all over the place. So | ran down into the yard and let it go. I ran,
peeing and crying, hot toward the toilet out back but to our house. I'd get a whipping for it, to be
sure, and the nasty children would have something new fo tease me about. | laughed anyway,
partially for the sweet release; still, the greater joy came not only from being liberaied from the silly
church but from the knowledge that | wouldn't die from a busted head.

If growing up is painful for the Southem Black girl, being aware of her displacement is the rust on
the razor that threatens the throat.

It is an unnecessary insult.

Maya Angelou, / know why the caged birds sing, 1969

% Glossary  wadded up: mis en boule _
i sopping wet: trempé i

to rustle: bruisser |
hearse: corbillard |
ruffles: volants, dentelie |
squinty: gui louchent I

persimmon:  kaki {fruit}




