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A) BRALNO RAZUMEVANJE 

Task 1: Multiple choice questions 

Read the text below and choose the correct answer (A, B, C or D). There is an example at the 
beginning (0). 

Lolita 

I was born in 1910, in Paris. My father was a gentle, easy-going person, a salad of racial 
genes: a Swiss citizen, of mixed French and Austrian descent, with a dash of the Danube in 
his veins. I am going to pass around in a minute some lovely, glossy-blue picture-postcards. 
He owned a luxurious hotel on the Riviera. His father and two grandfathers had sold wine, 
jewels and silk, respectively. At thirty, he married an English girl, daughter of Jerome Dunn, 
the alpinist, and granddaughter of two Dorset parsons, experts in obscure subjects, 
paleopedology and Aeolian harps, respectively. My very photogenic mother died in a freak 
accident (picnic, lightning) when I was three, and, except a pocket of warmth in the darkest 
past, nothing of her subsists within the hollows and dells of memory, over which, if you can 
still stand my style (I am writing under observation), the sun of my infancy had set: surely, 
you all know those redolent remnants of day suspended, with the midges, about some hedge 
in bloom or suddenly entered and traversed by the rambler, at the bottom of a hill, in the 
summer dusk; a furry warmth, golden midges. 

My mother’s elder sister, Sybil, whom a cousin of my father’s had married and then 
neglected, served in my immediate family as a kind of unpaid governess and housekeeper. 
Somebody told me later that she had been in love with my father, and that he had 
lightheartedly taken advantage of it one rainy day and forgotten it by the time the weather 
cleared. I was extremely fond of her, despite the rigidity – the fatal rigidity – of some of her 
rules. Perhaps she wanted to make of me, in the fullness of time, a better widower than my 
father. Aunt Sybil had pink-rimmed azure eyes and a waxen complexion. She wrote poetry. 
She was poetically superstitious. She said she knew she would die soon after my sixteenth 
birthday, and did. Her husband, a great traveler in perfumes, spent most of his time in 
America, where eventually he founded a firm and acquired a bit of real estate. 

I grew, a happy, healthy child in a bright world of illustrated books, clean sand, orange 
trees, friendly dogs, sea vistas and smiling faces. Around me the splendid Hotel Mirana 
revolved as a kind of private universe, a whitewashed cosmos within the blue greater one 
that blazed outside. From the aproned pot-scrubber to the flanneled potentate, everybody 
liked me, everybody petted me. Elderly American ladies leaning on their canes listed towards 
me like towers of Pisa. Ruined Russian princesses who could not pay my father, bought me 
expensive bonbons. He, mon cher petit papa, took me out boating and biking, taught me to 
swim and dive and water-ski, read to me Don Quixote and Les Miserables, and I adored and 
respected him and felt glad for him whenever I overheard the servants discuss his various 
lady-friends, beautiful and kind beings who made much of me and cooed and shed precious 
tears over my cheerful motherlessness. 

I attended an English day school a few miles from home, and there I played rackets and 
fives, and got excellent marks, and was on perfect terms with schoolmates and teachers 
alike. The only definite sexual events that I can remember as having occurred before my 
thirteenth birthday (that is, before I first saw my little Annabel) were: a solemn, decorous and 
purely theoretical talk about pubertal surprises in the rose garden of the school with an 
American kid, the son of a then celebrated motion-picture actress whom he seldom saw in 
the three-dimensional world; and some interesting reactions on the part of my organism to 
certain photographs, pearl and umbra, with infinitely soft partings, in Pichon’s sumptuous La 
Beauté Humaine that I had filched from under a mountain of marble-bound Graphics in the 
hotel library. Later, in his delightful debonair manner, my father gave me all the information 
he thought I needed about sex; this was just before sending me, in the autumn of 1923, to a 
lycée in Lyon (where we were to spend three winters); but alas, in the summer of that year, 
he was touring Italy with Mme de R. and her daughter, and I had nobody to complain to, 
nobody to consult. 

(Adapted from the novel Lolita by Vladimir Nabokov) 
  

Line 26 
Line 27 
Line 28 
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Example: 

0. The narrator’s grandfather was a 

A hotelier. 

B jeweller. 

C silk trader. 

D wine merchant. 
 

 
 

1. When thinking about his mother, the narrator 

A remembers the bottom of a hill in the summer dusk. 

B gets a frail feeling of brightness and cosiness. 

C becomes sentimental and depressed. 

D has no recollections whatsoever. 

 
2. Which of the statements about Sybil below is FALSE? 

A Sybil and the narrator were related. 

B Sybil and the narrator’s father had a brief fling. 

C Sybil strictly adhered to the principles she had set. 

D Sybil came to live with the narrator’s family after her divorce. 

 
3. The narrator labels his aunt as superstitious, because she 

A foretold her own future. 

B followed the same rituals. 

C had unexplainable poetic gifts. 

D knew the narrator would become a widower. 

 
4. The word one in line 26 refers to 

A childhood. 

B universe. 

C hotel. 

D vista. 

 
5. By using the word everybody in “everybody liked me” (lines 27 and 28), the narrator means 

A elderly American ladies and Russian princesses. 

B all the guests staying at the hotel. 

C virtually everybody at the hotel. 

D rich female hotel guests. 
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6. The narrator compares American ladies at the hotel to towers of Pisa, because they 

A were ruined. 

B looked tall and lean. 

C would bend when trying to caress him. 

D appeared old and could not stand still straight. 

 
7. The many father’s lady-friends directed great attention to 

A their beauty. 

B the hotel’s servants. 

C his son's emotional state. 

D his current financial status. 

 
8. The narrator first explored the themes of sexuality 

A through conversations with his schoolmate. 

B on his thirteenth birthday. 

C with an American actress. 

D together with Annabel. 

 
9. The narrator’s American school-friend 

A rarely met his mother in person. 

B showed much interest in nude photographs. 

C was very popular because of his famous mother. 

D stole some graphic material from the hotel library. 

 
10. The main message of the extract is that the narrator 

A suffered emotionally because he was motherless. 

B was the heart and soul of the Hotel Mirana. 

C came from a wealthy but troubled family. 

D had a happy and a protected childhood. 
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Prazna stran 

OBRNITE LIST. 
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Task 2: Matching 

Read the text and match the statements with the paragraphs. More than one statement may 
refer to the same paragraph. There is an example at the beginning: Example 0. 

Best board games 

A Nemesis 
Nemesis is the most cinematic, immersive game I’ve ever played on my table top. Like a cardboard 
reincarnation of the sci-fi horror classic Alien, you and up to 4 other players are jolted awake from 
cryosleep on a starship, and quickly discover that, oh god, something horrible is happening. As you 
move from room to room, rediscovering the sections of your ship in a haze of delirium, you start to 
realize... there are creatures aboard. Then they attack. 
Much like Battlestar Galactica: The Board Game, in Nemesis, all players are seemingly working 
together. You need the help of your companions to flee, fight, hide, and survive. But everyone also 
has a secret objective. Most are harmless, like beaming out a message home in the communications 
room, or getting to the control room to make sure the ship is headed to Earth. But some objectives are 
delightfully nefarious, like making sure that one specific player dies before the game ends. Nemesis’s 
tension is that without teamwork you are sure to lose the game in a hopeless melee of graphic gore, 
but who can you really trust? 

B Western Legends 
Here’s the game to play with The Magnificent 7 soundtrack on repeat in the background. In Western 
Legends you take on the role of living legends in American Wild West—as a do-gooding deputy, a 
dastardly desperado, or a mix of the two. With a true “sandbox” approach, the game largely leaves 
you free to spend turns roaming as you may. You win by growing your legendary status through your 
choice of means: mining gold, buying weapons and steeds, robbing banks and other players, winning 
duels, partying, playing poker and more. 
The game utilizes a brilliant deck of poker cards, each of which has a special ability (for example, you 
can discard the 3 of clubs to move extra spaces.) Not only do you use these cards for their abilities, 
you’ll use them when fighting duels (with the winner playing the highest card), and for real games of 
Hold’em poker in town. The whole concept is genius. 

C Pipeline 
Pipeline is a dense and challenging strategy game about every arch-capitalist’s ultimate dream: 
privatizing a government oil industry. That’s right! You and up to three friends get to form your own 
complex, puzzle-like refineries that process sweet crude into top-tier black gold. You’ll spend turns 
snatching up barrels from various marketplaces, hiring experts, laying pipes, eventually automating 
sections of your refinery, and raking in that cold, hard cash. All while the seas boil and the forests burn 
around us all. 
Pipeline is a beast. It’s cerebral, strategically formidable, and features a variable, finicky scoring 
system that frankly makes it difficult to calculate who’s ahead during the game. All told, I wouldn’t 
recommend Pipeline for anyone but serious board-gamers with prodigious patience and plenty of 
proclivity toward abstraction. There are a lot of moving parts on each turn, and it’s easy for players to 
spend chunks of time recalculating their best move… as everyone watches. 

D Sagrada 
In Sagrada, you and up to three friends compete to design and craft historically marvellous stained 
glass windows. 
The basic mechanics underlying Sagrada are elegant in their simplicity. Each round, someone grabs a 
handful of multicolored six-sided dice from a bag and rolls them. Then, players take turns drafting and 
placing the dice like shards of stained glass onto a personal 4x5 grid “window,” making sure to follow 
the game’s simple placement rules: dice of the same colour or number can’t ever touch. As your 
window fills up, these restrictions can become absolutely crippling, so foresight is a must. 
Best of all, Sagrada is one of the extremely few games with a single-player mode that’s actually worth 
your time. 

  

https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/floodgategames/sagrada-a-game-of-dice-drafting-and-window-craftin


V 
siv

o 
po

lje
 n

e p
iši

te
.   

V 
siv

o 
po

lje
 n

e p
iši

te
.   

V 
siv

o 
po

lje
 n

e p
iši

te
.   

V 
siv

o 
po

lje
 n

e p
iši

te
.   

V 
siv

o 
po

lje
 n

e p
iši

te
.   

V 
siv

o 
po

lje
 n

e p
iši

te
.   

V 
siv

o 
po

lje
 n

e p
iši

te
.  *M2522421107* 7/12 

 

E 7th Continent 
7th Continent is unlike anything I’ve ever played before. You’ll spend hours discovering and trawling 
across islands, deserts, ice-sheets, jungles, and more. Your goal? With up to three friends, you’ll try to 
reveal the source of one of several horrid, mysterious curses calling you to this unknown continent. 
The game isn’t just vast in scope and components, it truly feels enormous. Each time you move north, 
east, south, or west, you expand the map. You’ll flip a new terrain tile, which can allow you to collect 
clues, fight enemies, or craft items to help you on your quest. As you exert energy exploring the 
continent, you will become fatigued (or freezing, wounded, or insane!), so you’re constantly on the 
hunt for food and rest. 

F Magic Maze 
Here’s the most frenetic cooperative board game we’ve ever played; more so than even Spaceteam. 
The idea behind Magic Maze is actually pretty simple. You and up to seven friends take the role of 
four Dungeons & Dragons characters engaged in a petty larceny at a labyrinthine local shopping 
complex. Against a three-minute sand timer, you guide the characters around a walled maze, one 
move at a time, to find and steal weapons. The yellow barbarian must nab the yellow sword, the green 
ranger pinches the green bow, and so on. Once all four characters make it to their armaments, 
everyone scrams for the exit. 
Here’s what makes the game interesting: each player controls every character simultaneously, but 
only a few actions. Everyone has to coordinate…but nobody is allowed to speak. You can stare 
intently at your friends, or place the game’s “Do Something!” figure in front of them, but you have to 
silently hope they realize what it is you want. 

(Adapted from www.popularmechanics.com by William Herkewitz) 
 
 
 
Example: 
In this game, Statement 

the player needs the ability to plan in advance. 0.   D 

 
 

In this game, 

the player takes the role of a real-life character. 1. _____ 

the player collects the objects of matching colours. 2. _____ 

it is difficult to know who to believe. 3. _____ 

calculating makes it hard to determine who is leading. 4. _____ 

the time limit is set. 5. _____ 

the player is under a spell. 6. _____ 

it looks as if the film was recreated. 7. _____ 

the aim is to own an enterprise. 8. _____ 

co-players are not necessary to fully appreciate the game. 9. _____ 

the contestants appear to act unitedly. 10. _____ 

https://www.popularmechanics.com/author/1355/william-herkewitz/
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B) POZNAVANJE IN RABA JEZIKA 

Task 1: Gap fill 

Read the text below and write the missing words in the spaces provided. There is one word 
missing in each gap. All contracted forms with the exception of can’t count as two words. 
There is an example at the beginning: Gap 0. 

Life on one of Britain's most remote inhabited islands 

Silence doesn’t exist. Even in the quietest corners of our planet, _0_ are always sounds. At the 
summits of the calmest mountains, you’ll invariably still hear a faint whistle of wind. In the centres of 
the grandest, most motionless forests, there will always be _1_ distant crack of a branch. In Britain – 
home to 67 million noisy people – silence _2_ become one of our most precious commodities. 

You’d suspect it would be near impossible to find on these busy shores, but within just minutes of 
touching down on Foula – one of our most remote inhabited islands, some 20 miles west of mainland 
Shetland – I could hear just a few, barely audible waves, grumbling over a soundscape of 
nothingness. Silence, to a British extreme, _3_ I’d seldom found before. 

“Compared to Foula, cities are very stressful places,” said Robert – one of the island’s 30 or so human 
inhabitants living on this 4.88 square mile outcrop, as our feet squelched over spongy sphagnum 
moss. 

“In the city you’re living life by the clock,” he told me, as we neared a family of five Shetland ponies, 
their matted manes flapping in the brisk North Atlantic breeze, like badly fitted toupees. “Here you can 
be your _4_ master and do as you please. People wonder if I get cabin fever on Foula, but in reality, 
it’s the outside _5_ that gives me that.” 

Looking out across the eddying North Atlantic seascape, uninterrupted _6_ the way up to the North 
Pole, we tuned our ears into the warbles, trills and cheeps of the migratory razorbills, shags and 
guillemots buzzing above us. Free of mobile phone reception and with only the occasional sliver of Wi-
Fi, it was easy to feel like I’d been marooned on an unknown, mythological island; a legendry ultima 
Thule, on the very northern fringes of home, _7_ sheep outnumber humans by 35-1. 

Tourists can visit Foula year-round, via a two-and-a-quarter-hour ferry ride or a 15-minute flight from 
the Shetland mainland, but most locals agree that the island is at its most resplendent right now, 
during high summer, when the sun barely sets. 

Known affectionately to Shetlanders as the “simmer dim”, the northernmost corner of the UK basks in 
about 20 hours of midsummer sunlight every day. And when the sun _8_ finally dip below the horizon, 
a dusky, mauve twilight washes over Foula’s north coast for just a few, eerie hours. 

It’s never really dark – and was bright enough, in fact, for me to still read, _9_ a lamp, at gone 
midnight. Looking up from my book, I watched black rabbit kittens lope beside the windows of my 
single storey croft as great skuas soared in the stiff breeze above their clutches of precious eggs. 

Even at 60 degrees north, summer remains a time of rebirth and rejuvenation. And for the islanders, 
there’s peat to cut (to burn), grass to bale and fish to _10_, ahead of the long and dark winter that can 
see them stranded due to bad weather for many days or sometimes weeks. In stark contrast to June 
and July, the midwinter solstice delivers barely five hours of precious daylight. But for now, at least, 
there’s to be _11_ mention of those dark days – especially while there’s work to be done. 

“You have to be careful that you’re not still out working at gone 11pm,” Robert’s mother, Penny, told 
me. “Your tummy starts rumbling and you realise it’s almost midnight. We love this time of year, but it’s 
busy. The way we see it, though, is that _12_ it’s still light outside, then there’s always something to 
do. 

It’s a sentiment shared by Foula’s keenest gardener, Amy Ratter – who, _13_ the island’s harsh 
weather, is managing to grow carrots, potatoes, leeks and kale by the bucket-load in her south-facing 
raised beds. “I always grow _14_ than I need,” she told me, as we chomped on peppery nasturtiums. 
“I love giving my food away and seeing people’s faces light _15_ when they eat fresh Shetland veg. 
It’s a gardener’s dream to have 20 hours of daylight.” 

(Adapted from an article in The Telegraph, 28 June 2019, by Simon Parker) 
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Example: 

0.   there 
 
 

 1. ______________________________________________ 

 2. ______________________________________________ 

 3. ______________________________________________ 

 4. ______________________________________________ 

 5. ______________________________________________ 

 6. ______________________________________________ 

 7. ______________________________________________ 

 8. ______________________________________________ 

 9. ______________________________________________ 

 10. ______________________________________________ 

 11. ______________________________________________ 

 12. ______________________________________________ 

 13. ______________________________________________ 

 14. ______________________________________________ 

15.  ______________________________________________ 
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Task 2: Gap fill (word formation) 

Read the text below and change the words in brackets so that they fit in the gaps. Write your 
answers in the spaces provided. There is an example at the beginning: Gap 0. 

What is autism? How the term became too broad to have meaning any more 

The fashion for celebrating ‘neurodiversity’ ignores those with _0_ (DEBILITATE) severe autism, 
which has created a rift in the community. 

The word autism means a lot of different things to different people. To some, it conjures an image of 
the _1_ (SOCIAL) awkward eccentric who, besotted by a narrow set of interests, eschews small-talk 
and large gatherings in favour of _2_ (SOLITARY). To others, it’s a profoundly life-limiting medical 
disability that consumes every waking hour of a family’s life and entails _3_ (PREDICT) fits of 
aggression resulting in torn upholstery, cracked skulls and savage bites. Severely autistic people have 
a life _4_ (EXPECT) of 36 in the United States and 39.5 in Europe, while their parents and care-givers 
often experience PTSD and stress similar to that of combat veterans. Mildly autistic people, on the 
other hand, though far more prone to depression and suicide, can go on to lead _5_ (PRODUCE) and 
fulfilling lives, often blending imperceptibly into the wider population despite their idiosyncracies and 
social difficulties. 

Many people now identify themselves as autistic as though it were a fashion label rather than a 
debilitating disorder. Yet a report this week claimed that the difference between people diagnosed with 
autism and the rest of the population is shrinking. The autism spectrum is so all-encompassing that 
experts are now finally starting to question the validity of the term itself. After studying the meta-
analyses of autism data, Dr Laurent Mottron, a professor at Université de Montréal, concluded that: 
“The objective difference between people with autism and the general population will disappear in less 
than 10 years. The definition of autism may get too vague to be _6_ (MEANING).” 

It is not unreasonable to think that a spectrum that encompasses an erudite professor such as Dr 
Temple Grandin – who has authored several books and can speak in entrancing detail about her 
condition to packed lecture auditoriums – and severely autistic adults in institutions who have to wear 
nappies due to incontinence and helmets to protect themselves from _7_ (VOLUNTARY) self-injury, is 
so broad so as to be medically meaningless. 

Aside from changing _8_ (DIAGNOSE) practices, the general shift in advocacy in the direction of the 
increasingly fashionable neurodiversity paradigm has led to what I and many others see as the 
trivialisation of autism. Neurodiversity posits that conditions such as autism, ADHD, dyslexia and 
dyspraxia are not so much conditions to be treated but differences to be embraced and even 
celebrated. Despite the noble intentions of many of its proponents, there are those who feel that 
neurodiversity excludes those for whom autism confers few if any real cognitive advantages. Despite 
its claim to be _9_ (INCLUDE) of all “neurotypes”, its ethos inevitably means that less verbally able 
autistic people are marginalised from the discussion. Rarely at a neurodiversity event, particularly one 
that aims to present autism as a _10_ (COMPETE) advantage in the marketplace, will you find an 
autistic person with an IQ of lower than 30 who is prone to lashing out and soiling themselves. 

The increasing _11_ (EMPHASISE) on autism as neurodiversity has also created a huge rift in the 
community, particularly between autistic self-advocates and parents. Self-advocates, many of whom 
possess an above-average intellectual ability as well as great _12_ (SIGHT) into their own condition, 
celebrate their autism as a core feature of their identity and often promote their neurological difference 
as a _13_ (STRONG). Many who self-identify on social media using the #ActuallyAutistic hashtag 
insist that autistic people must be at the forefront of all autism discourse and that only autistic people 
themselves can be considered to be true experts in the condition. 

My own life straddles the line between autism’s high- and low-functioning polarities. I was originally 
diagnosed with “upper-end autism”, am fluent in four languages and have been able to live and work 
abroad despite _14_ (SIGNIFY) social difficulties. My younger sibling, by contrast, who was also 
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diagnosed with autism, will never be able to lead any semblance of a _15_ (CONVENTION) life and 
will require full-time care until the day he dies. My parents naturally worry about his fate when they are 
no longer around. Despite sharing the same label, it’s apparent that we have very different conditions. 
It’s part of the reason I am reluctant to use the term autism to describe my own comparably mild 
disability – for fear it will devalue experiences like my younger brother’s. 

(Adapted from an article in The Guardian, 26 August 2019, by Tom Clements) 
 
 
 
Example: 

0.   debilitating 
 
 

 1. ______________________________________________ 

 2. ______________________________________________ 

 3. ______________________________________________ 

 4. ______________________________________________ 

 5. ______________________________________________ 

 6. ______________________________________________ 

 7. ______________________________________________ 

 8. ______________________________________________ 

 9. ______________________________________________ 

 10. ______________________________________________ 

 11. ______________________________________________ 

 12. ______________________________________________ 

 13. ______________________________________________ 

 14. ______________________________________________ 

15.  ______________________________________________ 
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