
The estate agent 

 

'My name is Marc. I am an estate agent. This is Chantal. She is a 

furniture saleswoman. 

 

The owner is very busy today but I am going to show you his beautiful 

house. Chantal is going to show you the beautiful furniture. 

 

The house is very close to the station - but there aren't any trains. 

The railway workers are on strike. 

 

There is a supermarket five minutes walk away. We also have a bakery, 

a fishmonger, a grocery store and a pharmacy. 

 

There is a pretty garden with two lawns. The first lawn measures 10 

meters by 12 meters. The second measures 13 meters by 14. 

 

There is an orchard with apple trees, pear trees, a cherry tree and 

other trees. Behind the house there are the stables, the horses and 

the dogs. There is a cat also but the cat stays in the house - except 

when it explores the gardens of the neighbours. 

 

That horse there, in the shade, is called Shergar.' 

 

'But Shergar is the Irish horse which has been stolen' 

 

'Exactly! Its why he stays in the shade. 

 

 On the ground floor we have three rooms. We are going to start with 

the living room which is on your left. It is a large room of nineteen 

square meters. 

 



On the floor there is fitted carpet, but it is difficult to maintain 

because sometimes it is necessary to bring Shergar indoors. That is to 

say, every time that we see a policeman in the area. 

 

You can see the furniture: a bookcase, a desk, a settee, a table with 

four chairs and a television. To the right there is a kitchen and the 

dining room. Lets go upstairs. First of all we have the bathroom. 

 

‘Oh, excuse me Madam; I didn’t know that you were here!’ 

 

‘Don’t worry young man. This is a big bath and there is plenty of soap.’ 

 

‘Thank you Madam but later perhaps. First of all l would like to show my 

clients the other rooms.’ 

 

‘OK but close the door! I am cold. See you later!’ 

 

'Next we have the bedroom. I wonder what we are going to find here? 

I knew it. It's Mr Dubois and a lady; it can't be his wife because she is 

still in the bath. It must be one of the neighbours. 

 

Yes, it's true. It's Madam Descartes who lives in the house next door. 

She is not exactly delighted but Mr Dubois says that we can look at 

the furniture. 

 

There is a big bed. There is a good wardrobe and the wardrobe is full 

of clothes -  that the lady never wears. "See what I mean?" 

 

There is a dressing table, some chairs, a lot of drawers and green 

curtains. As you can see you, the carpet is green as well.' 

 
Original stories written by Bernard Mouzer ©2009. Review and audio tracks by Patrick Buda 


