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The Shell Seekers	by Rosamunde Pilcher

But now all was ready. Fires lighted in the sitting room and the dining room, the drinks set out, wine opened to chamber. Here, in the kitchen, the air was filled with the scent of slowly roasting sirloin, baking onions, and crisping potatoes. She had made pastry, peeled apples, sliced beans, (from the deep-freeze), scraped carrots. Later, she would arrange cheeses on a board, grind the coffee, decant the thick cream she had fetched from the village dairy. Trying on an apron to protect her skirt, she washed up the few pieces of kitchen equipment that stood about, and set them in the rack on the drawing board. She stowed away a saucepan or two, wiped down the table with a damp cloth, filled a jug and watered her geraniums. Then she took off her apron and hung it on its peg.

	Her washing machine had stopped churning. She never did a wash unless the day was good for drying, because she had no spin dryer. She liked laundry to be hung in the open air, giving it a delicious fresh smell, and making it infinitely easier to iron. Olivia and her friend would be arriving at any moment, but she collected the big wicker basket and emptied the tangle of damp linen into this, and, with it hitched up onto her hip, she went out of the kitchen, through the conservatory, and into the garden. She crossed the lawn, went between the gap in the privet hedge and so on to the orchard. Half of this was no longer an orchard. She had created a marvellously prolific vegetable garden, but the other half stayed as it had always been, with gnarled old apple trees, and the Windrush flowing silently beyond the hawthorn hedge.

	A long rope was stung between three of these trees, and here Penelope pegged out her washing. Doing this, on a bright fresh morning, was one of her deepest delights. A thrush was singing, and at her feet, thrusting through the tufty damp grass, bulbs were already beginning to shoot. She had planted these herself, thousands of them, daffodils and crocus and Scylla and snowdrops. When these faded and the summer grass grew deep and green, other wildflowers raised their heads. Cowslips and cornflowers and scarlet poppies, all grown from seed that she had scattered herself.

	Sheets, shirts, pillowcases, stockings, and night-dresses flapped and danced in the thin breeze. When the basket was empty, she picked it up and made her way back to the house, but slowly, in no hurry, visiting first her vegetable garden to check that the rabbits had not been feasting on the young spring cabbage, and then back to pause by her little tree of Viburnum Fragans, its twiggy stems smothered in deep pink blossom that smelled, miraculously, of summer. She would fetch her specateurs and clip a spring or two, to scent the sitting room. She moved on, with every intention of going back indoors, but diverted once more. This time by the delightful prospect of her house, set back beyond the wide, green lawn. There it stood, washed in sunshine, against a backdrop of bare-branched oak trees and a sky of the most pristine blue. Long and low it lay , whitewashed and half-timbered, with its netted thatch jutting out over the upstairs windows like thick, beetling eyebrows.

	Podmore’s Thatch. Olivia thought it a ridiculous name, and she felt embarrassed every time she had to say it; she had even suggested that Penelope think up some other name for the old place. But Penelope knew that you couldn’t change the name of a house any more than you could change the name of a person. Besides, she had found out from the vicar that William Podmore had been the village thatcher more than two hundred years ago, and the cottage was named for him. Which settled the matter then and there.

	Once, it had been two cottages, but it had been converted into one by some previous owner by the simple expedient of knocking doorways in the dividing wall. This meant that the house had two entrances, two rickety stairways, and two bathrooms. It also meant that all rooms led into each other, which was inconvenient if you happened to crave a bit of privacy. So, downstairs  were kitchen, dining room, sitting room, and then the old kitchen of the second house, which Penelope used as a garden room, and where she kept her straw hats, her rubber boots, her canvas apron, flowerpots, trugs, and trowels. Over this was a cramped apartment filled with all Noel’s belongings, and then, in a row, three larger bedrooms. The one over the kitchen was her own.

	As well, dark and fusty beneath the thatch, a loft ran the length of the roof, and this was filled with everything that Penelope could not bear to throw away when she finally departed from Oakley Street, and for which there was no space anywhere else. For five years she had promised herself that this winter, she would clear and sort it all out, but each time she climbed the wobbly steps and had a look around, she became disheartened by the enormity of the task and feebly put it off for a little longer.

	The garden, when she came here, was a wilderness, but that had been part of the fun. She was a manic gardener and spent every spare moment of her days out of doors, cleaning weeds, digging beds, barrowing great loads of manure, cutting out dead wood, planting, taking cuttings, raising seeds. Now, after five years, she was able to stand there and gloat over the fruits of her labour. And did so, forgetting Olivia, forgetting the time. She often did this. Time had lost its importance. That was one of the good things about getting old: you weren’t perpetually in a hurry. All her life, Penelope had looked after other people, but now she had no one to think about but herself. There was time to stop and look, and, looking, to remember. Visions widened, like views seen from the slopes of a paintfully climbed mountain, and having come so far, it seemed ridiculous not to pause and enjoy them.

	Of course, age brought its other horrors. Loneliness and sickness. People were always talking about loneliness of old age, but Penelope relished her solitude. She had never lived alone before, and at first had found it strange, but gradually had learned to accept it as a blessing and to indulge herself in all sorts of reprehensible ways, like getting up when she felt like it, scratching herself if she itched, sitting up until two in the morning to listen to a concert. And food was another thing. All her life she had cooked for her family and friends and she was an excellent cook, but she discovered, as time went by, an underlying penchant for more disgusting snacks. Baked beans eaten cold, with a teaspoon, out of the tin. Bottled salad cream spread over her lettuce, and a certain sort of pickle which she would have been ashamed to set on her table in the old days of Oakley Street.

	Even sickness brought its own compensations. Ever since that small hiccup of a month ago, which the stupid doctors insisted on calling a heart attack, she had become, for the first time in her life, aware of her own mortality. This was not frightening, for she had never been afraid of death, but it had honed her perceptions, and reminded her sharply of what the Church calls the sins of omission. She was not a religious woman, and she did not brood on her sins, which had probably, from the Church’s point of view, been legion, but she did start counting up the things that she had never done. Along with fairly impractical fantasies like trekking the mountain of Bhutan, or crossing the Syrian desert to visit the ruins of Palmyra, which she accepted now that she would never do, was the yearning desire, almost a compulsion, to go back to Pothkerries.

	Forty years was too long. That long ago, at the end of the war, she had got into the train with Nancy, said goodbye to her father, and left for London. The following year the old man had died, and she had left Nancy in the care of her mother-in-law to travel to Cornwall for his funeral. After the funeral, she and Doris had spent a couple of days clearing Carn Cottage of his possessions, and then she had had to return to London and the pressing responsibilities of being a wife and mother. Since then she had never been back. She had meant to. I’ll take the children for holidays, she had told herself. Take them to play on the beaches where I played, to climb the moors and look for wildflowers. But it had never happened. Why had she not gone? What had happened to the years, speeding away as they had, like swiftly flowing water pouring under a bridge? Opportunities had come and gone, but she had never grasped them, mostly because there was no time, or no money to pay for the train fares; she was too busy running the big house, coping with lodgers, bringing up the children, coping with Ambrose.

	For years she had kept Carn Cottage, refusing to sell the house, refusing to admit to herself that she would never go back. For years, through an agent, it had been let to a variety of tenants, and all this time she’d told herself that one day, sometime, she would return. She would take the children and show them the square white house on the hill with its secret high-hedged garden and the view of the bay and the lighthouse.

	This went on until finally, at a time when she found herself at her lowest ebb, she heard from the agent that an elderly couple had been to see the house, and wished to buy it for their retirement. They were, as well as elderly, enormously wealthy. Penelope, struggling to keep her head above water, with three children to educate and a feckless husband to support, found herself with no alternative but to accept their massive offer, and Carn Cottage, finally, was sold.

	After that, she didn’t think any more about going back to Cornwall. When she sold Oakley Street, she made a few noises about going to live there, fancying herself in a granite cottage with a palm tree in the garden, but Nancy had overridden this suggestion, and perhaps, after all, it was just as well. Besides, to give Nancy her due, as soon as Penelope had set eyes on Podmore’s Thatch, she knew that she didn’t want to live anywhere else.

	But still . . . it would be nice, just once, before she finally turned up her toes and died . . . to go back to Porthkerris again. She could stay with Doris. Perhaps Olivia would come with her. 

	Olivia turned the Alphasud in through the open gates, drove across the scrunching gravel, past the sagging wooden shed which did duty as a garage and tool-store, and drew up at the back of Podmore’s Thatch. The half-glassed front door led into a tiled porch. Here hung coats and mackintoshes; a selection of hats decorated the pointed antlers of a moth-eaten stag’s head, and a blue-and-white china umbrella-stand sprouted parasols, walking-sticks, and an old golf-club or two. From the porch, she stepped straight into the kitchen, which simmered with warmth and smelt, mouth-wateringly, of roasted beef.
1.1.Write a summary of the text in English, including the most important points, using your own words (approximately 80 words) 







1.2.Indicate whether the following statements are true or false (T/F) according to the text. Copy that part (and ONLY that part) of the text which justifies your answer. 
1. Due to the scent which filled the house Penelope was preparing an exquisite meal. 	_____
___________________________________________________________
2. Olivia enjoyed to hang the laundry in the open air with the big wicker basket hitched up onto her hip 											_____
	___________________________________________________________
3. According to the text Penelope had planted bulbs which beginning to shoot.		_____
	___________________________________________________________
4. The clothes blew to and fro in the air while she was checking the orchard.		_____
	___________________________________________________________
5. Penelope knew that it was difficult to change the name of a place  though she thought it was a ridiculous name.										_____
	___________________________________________________________
6. Long ago the cottage was divided in two but Penelope turned it into one when she bought the cottage.											_____
	___________________________________________________________
7. She promised five years ago she would clear and classify everything in the loft	_____
	___________________________________________________________
8. Penelope didn’t care about the garden and time didn’t have any importance.		_____
	___________________________________________________________
9. Loneliness and illness were the horrors age brought to her				_____
	___________________________________________________________
10. Penelope was always worried about death because she was a religious woman	_____
	___________________________________________________________
11. Forty years ago Penelope and Nancy had left for London before the old man died	_____
	___________________________________________________________
12. She had never returned to Carn Cottage as there was nor time neither money to pay for the train fares.											_____
	___________________________________________________________
13. For years Carn Cottage had been hired to different tenants				_____
	___________________________________________________________
14. Penelope had liked Podmore’s from the beginning but she didn’t want to live there	_____
	___________________________________________________________
15. Olivia went straight into the kitchen after she had parked her car.			_____
	___________________________________________________________

1.3.Find words or phrases in the text that correspond in meaning to the words and definitions given here. Give an antonym if possible : 
	Word							text word		antonym
1. perfume, aroma
2. cooking, oven-baking
3. oven-cooking, scorching
4. crunchy, crumble
5. patisserie, baked goods
6. skinned, stripped
7. cut, portioned
8. grazed, grated
9. pulverize, mill
10. pour off, empty
11. dense, heavy
12. got, brought back
13. stand, holder
14. put, take
15. clean, polish
16. wet rag, humid rag
17. clothespin, hook
18. stirring, swirling
19. rotation/whirl dryer
20. straw-woven bin
21. wire, line
22. pulled up
23. grass, yard
24. space, opening
25. row of dense shrubs
26. plantation, little farm
27. twisted, knotted
28. thorny shrub
29. hanged to a line or wire
30. brown songbird
31. pushing forward
32. hairy, furry
33. sprout, outgrowth
34. yellow flowers in a bunch
35. expensive small spring flower use in cookery
36. small white drooping winter flower
37. blue wildflower
38. red countryside wildflower
39. spreaded, widespreaded
40. be blown to and fro, folded
41. soft wind
42. flowering shrub called snow ball
43. very slender plant stalk
44. supress by covering
45. redirect, turn aside
46. background
47. no leaves on the tree parts
48. immaculate colour
49. web roof covering
50. project, extend from
51. dense jutting forehead hair
52. possessor, landlord
53. tapping, smacking
54. beg, desire
55. hay headwear
56. sackcloth smock
57. basket with handle
58. small spade
59. possessions, personal property
60. queue, line
61. musty, old fashioned
62. put in order, classify
63. shaky, unsteady stairs
64. seek, inspect
65. weakly
66. discourage, delay
67. unwanted plants
68. excavations for garden plants
69. carrying, hauling
70. fertilizer
71. brag, exult
72. take care, watch over
73. hillside, ramp
74. solitude, isolation
75. illness, disease
76. enjoy, appreciate
77. satisfy, desire
78. scraping
79. irritated, rashed
80. factor of strong liking
81. food preserve in vinegar
82. have hiccoughs
83. conscious, mindful
84. upgrade. Improve
85. think too much about
86. hiking, rambling
87. full of desire
88. return, come back
89. quickly movable liquid
90. price, fees
91. deal with
92. tenant, boarder
93. raising a child
94. renter, occupant
95. tide outward flow
96. relinquishment
97. inefficient
98. be attracted to
99. crumpling path of small stones
100. drooping woodshed
101. slab doorstep
102. horns, antenna
103. night butterfly
104. adult male deer
105. plant having new shoots
106. boiled slowly
107. appetizingly

2.1. Block 1. Pronunciation. 
a. In which word are the underlined letters pronounced differently?
 word, bored, lord, sword

b. In which two words is the ending "ed" pronounced /d / as in “filed”?
 talked, wanted, divided, folded, framed, engaged, worked, watched

c. In which two words is the underlined letter “u” silent?
 suite, quick, guilty, pure, future, biscuit, funeral, buy

d. Which pair of words does not rhyme?
 1. break, cake; 3. mean, great; 3. blood, flood; 4. dear, fear

e. In which two words is the ending “-s / -es” pronounced /ɪz/ as in “finishes”?
 takes, generates, watches, encourages, falls, leaves, puts, divides

f. In which word are the underlined letters (“ch” ) pronounced differently?
 church, character, choice, chair

g. In which two words do the consonants “th” sound /Θ/ as in “thing”?
 thrown, though, these, weather, the, thaw, Thames, therefore

h. In which word do the vowels “oo” sound the same way as in “blood”?
 food, flood, book, good.

i. Say which word contains a silent "h": 
heard - while - having – behind

j. In which one of the following words is the ending "ed" not pronounced “id” /ɪd/ ? 
wanted - divided – folded – swooped

k. Complete the list with a word that rhymes with the vowel sound of these three: 
show, toe, no, ....... through – looking – stone – toy

l. Which pair of words does not rhyme? 
1 seat, tree; 2 flying, white; 3 tasty, passed; 4 eagle, breeze.


2.2. Block 2. Complete the second sentence of each pair so that it has the same meaning as the first one. You must use the word or expression in italics.
1. [bookmark: _GoBack]She started drinking too much alcohol two years ago. (Verbal Tenses)
- She has _____________________________________________________.
0. I don’t have a computer so I can’t type the essay on English grammar. (Conditional Sentence)
- If __________________________________________________________.
0. Despite having been vaccinated she caught the flu. (Contrast Connector)
- Although she ___________________________________________________.
0. “We will arrest them for illegal entry in the country”, the policeman said. (Reported Speech)
- The policeman said ____________________________________________
0. The teacher glued the pieces of the broken toy. (Passive)
- The pieces ____________________________________.
0. It is possible that I finish work earlier than usual today. (Modal verb)
- I ____________________________________________.
0. This is the place. We last had coffee together here. (Relative Clauses)
- This is ______________________________________.
0. I love German. Unfortunately, I can’t speak it fluently. (Wish)
- I wish _____________________________________.
0. As he hadn’t behaved himself, his parents got angry with him. (Causal Connector)
- His parents ________________________________________.
0. Everybody must read the instructions first. (Passive)
- The instructions ____________________________________.
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