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              The Selected Short            Stories of Maupassant
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                    My Uncle            Jules
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我的叔叔于勒
My Uncle Jules
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我的同伴约瑟夫·达夫朗什给了一个老乞丐五法郎。他施舍是因为这个贫穷的人让他想到了一个一直不能忘怀的故事，他说：
我的家并不富裕。虽然父亲每天辛勤工作，但赚的钱很少，而且家中又有三个孩子，所以生活很艰难。
母亲因为清苦的生活经常埋怨父亲。每当这时，父亲都会难过地张开手掌，试图擦掉额头上的汗，虽然他的额头上并没有汗。在生活上，全家人都很注意节俭，不敢接受邀请，买东西也只买大减价的商品。每天吃的是单调的汤和牛肉，这让我十分想换换口味。
每个星期天，全家都会穿上最好的衣服，到港口的防浪堤上散步。在港口，每当看到有从远方回来的大轮船时，父亲总感叹说：“如果于勒在船里，那多叫人惊喜啊！”
于勒是父亲的兄弟，最初并不受欢迎，可是后来却成为了全家唯一的希望。我从小就听见大家谈论他，以至于虽然没有见过面，但是却对他的过往很熟悉。他过去曾经大肆挥霍过一段时间，这对于贫穷的家庭来讲是一个灾难。后来全家人都忍无可忍，就让他搭上了到纽约的轮船。
在那里，于勒叔叔开始做生意了，并且来信说自己赚到了钱，希望能够弥补过去所犯下的过失。这封信让全家十分激动，于勒叔叔也不再是令人讨厌的人物了。
两年后，于勒叔叔又写信告诉大家，他在那边很好，准备去南美洲旅行，并准备发财之后回来。这封信给了全家人生活的希望。
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十年过去了，我们再没有收到过于勒叔叔的信，但是父亲和母亲都坚信于勒会带着一大笔钱回来的。
所以每个星期天，看到从远方回来的大轮船时，全家人都希望于勒叔叔就在船里面。
全家人都幻想着于勒回来之后，大家会过上幸福的生活。一个办公室职员在看了信之后，下决心向我的二姐求婚。我们立刻答应了他的请求，并决定在婚礼之后，全家作一次旅行。
在旅行的船上，父亲惊讶地发现一个衣衫褴褛的卖牡蛎的老水手看起来很像于勒。很快母亲便证实了那就是于勒——那个在信中说自己发财了的于勒。从船长的口中，父亲知道了真相：于勒在美洲曾经很富有，但是后来破产了，过上了流浪的生活。
父亲和母亲发现于勒贫穷了，都害怕再被缠上，他们决定离于勒越远越好。他们给了我五法郎，让我出面支付买牡蛎的钱后就走开了。我看着眼前这个卖牡蛎的老人，虽然知道这就是我的叔叔于勒，但是却不能与他      相认。
后来我们是搭别的船回来的，为了避免与他再碰到，从此我就再也没有见过我的叔叔于勒了。
这就是为什么我施舍给一个老乞丐五法郎的原因了。
       white-haired old man begged us for alms. My companion, Joseph Davranche, gave him five francs. Noticing my surprised look, he said:

“That poor unfortunate reminds me of a story which I shall tell you, the memory of which continually pursues me. Here it is:

My family, which came originally from Havre, was not rich. We just managed to make both ends meet. My father worked hard, came home late from the office, and earned very little. I had two sisters.

My mother suffered a good deal from our reduced circumstances, and she often had harsh words for her husband, veiled and sly reproaches. The poor man then made a gesture which used to distress me. He would pass his open hand over his forehead, as if to wipe away perspiration which did not exist, and he would answer nothing. I felt his helpless suffering. We economized on everything, and never would accept an invitation to dinner, so as not to have to return the courtesy. All our provisions were bought at bargain sales. My sisters made their own gowns, and long discussions would arise on the price of a piece of braid worth fifteen centimes a yard. Our meals usually consisted of soup and beef, prepared with every kind of sauce.

They say it is wholesome and nourishing, but I should have preferred a change.

I used to go through terrible scenes on account of lost buttons and torn trousers.

Every Sunday, dressed in our best, we would take our walk along the breakwater. My father, in a frock coat, high hat and kid gloves, would offer his arm to my mother, decked out and beribboned like a ship on a holiday. My sisters, who were always ready first, would await the signal for leaving; but at the last minute some one always found a spot on my father’s frock coat, and it had to be wiped away quickly with a rag moistened with benzine.

My father, in his shirt sleeves, his silk hat on his head, would await the completion of the operation, while my mother, putting on her spectacles, and taking off her gloves in order not to spoil them, would make haste.

Then we set out ceremoniously. My sisters marched on ahead, arm in arm. They were of marriageable age and had to be displayed. I walked on the left of my mother and my father on her right. I remember the pompous air of my poor parents in these Sunday walks, their stern expression, their stiff walk. They moved slowly, with a serious expression, their bodies straight, their legs stiff, as if something of extreme importance depended upon their appearance.

Every Sunday, when the big steamers were returning from unknown and distant countries, my father would invariably utter the same words:

‘What a surprise it would be if Jules were on that one! Eh?’
My Uncle Jules, my father’s brother, was the only hope of the family, after being its only fear. I had heard about him since childhood, and it seemed to me that I should recognize him immediately, knowing as much about him as I did. I knew every detail of his life up to the day of his departure for America, although this period of his life was spoken of only in hushed tones.

It seems that he had led a bad life, that is to say, he had squandered a little money, which action, in a poor family, is one of the greatest crimes. With rich people a man who amuses himself only sows his wild oats. He is what is generally called a sport. But among needy families a boy who forces his parents to break into the capital becomes a good-for-nothing, a rascal, a scamp. And this distinction is just, although the action be the same, for consequences alone determine the seriousness of the act.

Well, Uncle Jules had visibly diminished the inheritance on which my father had counted, after he had swallowed his own to the last penny. Then, according, to the custom of the times, he had been shipped off to America on a freighter going from Havre to New York.

Once there, my uncle began to sell something or other, and he soon wrote that he was making a little money and that he soon hoped to be able to indemnify my father for the harm he had done him. This letter caused a profound emotion in the family. Jules, who up to that time had not been worth his salt, suddenly became a good man, a kind-hearted fellow, true and honest like all the Davranches. 

One of the captains told us that he had rented a large shop and was doing an important business.

Two years later a second letter came, saying: ‘my dear Philippe, I am writing to tell you not to worry about my health, which is excellent. Business is good. I leave tomorrow for a long trip to South America. I may be away for several years without sending you any news. If I shouldn’t write, don’t worry. When my fortune is made I shall return to Havre. I hope that it will not be too long and that we shall all live happily together….’
This letter became the gospel of the family. It was read on the slightest provocation, and it was shown to everybody.

For ten years nothing was heard from Uncle Jules; but as time went on my father’s hope grew, and my mother, also, often said:

‘When that good Jules is here, our position will be different. There is one who knew how to get along!’
And every Sunday, while watching the big steamers approaching from the horizon, pouring out a stream of smoke, my father would repeat his eternal question:

‘What a surprise it would be if Jules were on that one! Eh?’
We almost expected to see him waving his handkerchief and crying:

‘Hey! Philippe!’
Thousands of schemes had been planned on the strength of this expected return; we were even to buy a little house with my uncle’s money —a little place in the country near Ingouville. In fact, I wouldn’t swear that my father had not already begun negotiations.

The elder of my sisters was then twenty-eight, the other twenty-six. They were not yet married, and that was a great grief to every one.

At last a suitor presented himself for the younger one. He was a clerk, not rich, but honorable. I have always been morally certain that Uncle Jules’ letter, which was shown him one evening, had swept away the young man’s hesitation and definitely decided him.

He was accepted eagerly, and it was decided that after the wedding the whole family should take a trip to Jersey.

Jersey is the ideal trip for poor people. It is not far; one crosses a strip of sea in a steamer and lands on foreign soil, as this little island belongs to England. Thus, a Frenchman, with a two hours’ sail, can observe a neighboring people at home and study their customs.

This trip to Jersey completely absorbed our ideas, was our sole anticipation, the constant thought of our minds.

At last we left. I see it as plainly as if it had happened yesterday. The boat was getting up steam against the quay at Granville; my father, bewildered, was superintending the loading of our three pieces of baggage; my mother, nervous, had taken the arm of my unmarried sister, who seemed lost since the departure of the other one, like the last chicken of a brood; behind us came the bride and groom, who always stayed behind, a thing that often made me turn round.

The whistle sounded. We got on board, and the vessel, leaving the breakwater, forged ahead through a sea as flat as a marble table. We watched the coast disappear in the distance, happy and proud, like all who do not travel much.

My father was swelling out his chest in the breeze, beneath his frock coat, which had that morning been very carefully cleaned; and he spread around him that odor of benzine which always made me recognize Sunday. Suddenly he noticed two elegantly dressed ladies to whom two gentlemen were offering oysters. An old, ragged sailor was opening them with his knife and passing them to the gentlemen, who would then offer them to the ladies. They ate them in a dainty manner, holding the shell on a fine handkerchief and advancing their mouths a little in order not to spot their dresses. Then they would drink the liquid with a rapid little motion and throw the shell overboard.

My father was probably pleased with this delicate manner of eating oysters on a moving ship. He considered it good form, refined, and, going up to my mother and sisters, he asked:

‘Would you like me to offer you some oysters?’
My mother hesitated on account of the expense, but my two sisters immediately accepted. My mother said in a provoked manner:

‘I am afraid that they will hurt my stomach. Offer the children some, but not too much, it would make them sick.’then, turning toward me, she added:

‘As for Joseph, he doesn’t need any. Boys shouldn’t be spoiled.’
However, I remained beside my mother, finding this discrimination unjust. I watched my father as he pompously conducted my two sisters and his son-in-law toward the ragged old sailor.

The two ladies had just left, and my father showed my sisters how to eat them without spilling the liquor. He even tried to give them an example, and seized an oyster. He attempted to imitate the ladies, and immediately spilled all the liquid over his coat. I heard my mother mutter:

‘He would do far better to keep quiet.’
But, suddenly, my father appeared to be worried; he retreated a few steps, stared at his family gathered around the old shell opener, and quickly came toward us. He seemed very pale, with a peculiar look. In a low voice he said to my mother:

‘It’s extraordinary how that man opening the oysters looks like Jules.’
Astonished, my mother asked:

‘What Jules?’
My father continued:

‘Why, my brother. If I did not know that he was well off in America, I should think it was he.’
Bewildered, my mother stammered:

‘You are crazy! As long as you know that it is not he, why do you say such foolish things?’
But my father insisted:

‘Go on over and see, Clarisse! I would rather have you see with your own eyes.’
She arose and walked to her daughters. I, too, was watching the man. He was old, dirty, wrinkled, and did not lift his eyes from his work.

My mother returned. I noticed that she was trembling. She exclaimed quickly:

‘I believe that it is he. Why don’t you ask the captain? But be very careful that we don’t have this rogue on our hands again!’
My father walked away, but I followed him. I felt strangely moved.

The captain, a tall, thin man, with blond whiskers, was walking along the bridge with an important air as if he were commanding the Indian mail steamer.

My father addressed him ceremoniously, and questioned him about his profession, adding many compliments:

‘What might be the importance of Jersey? What did it produce? What was the population? The customs? The nature of the soil?’ etc., etc.

‘You have there an old shell opener who seems quite interesting. Do you know anything about him?’
The captain, whom this conversation began to weary, answered dryly:

‘He is some old French tramp whom I found last year in America, and I brought him back. It seems that he has some relatives in Havre, but that he doesn’t wish to return to them because he owes them money. His name is Jules—Jules Darmanche or Darvanche or something like that. It seems that he was once rich over there, but you can see what’s left of him now.’
My father turned ashy pale and muttered, his throat contracted, his eyes haggard.

‘Ah! Ah! very well, very well. I’m not in the least surprised. Thank you very much, captain.’
He went away, and the astonished sailor watched him disappear. He returned to my mother so upset that she said to him:

‘Sit down; some one will notice that something is the matter.’
He sank down on a bench and stammered:

‘It’s he! It’s he!’
Then he asked:

‘What are we going to do?’
She answered quickly:

‘We must get the children out of the way. Since Joseph knows everything, he can go and get them. We must take good care that our son-in-law doesn’t find out.’
My father seemed absolutely bewildered. He murmured:

‘What a catastrophe!’
Suddenly growing furious, my mother exclaimed:

‘I always thought that that thief never would do anything, and that he would drop down on us again! As if one could expect anything from a Davranche!’
My father passed his hand over his forehead, as he always did when his wife reproached him. She added:

‘Give Joseph some money so that he can pay for the oysters. All that it needed to cap the climax would be to be recognized by that beggar. That would be very pleasant! Let’s get down to the other end of the boat, and take care that that man doesn’t come near us!’
They gave me five francs and walked away.

Astonished, my sisters were awaiting their father. I said that mamma had felt a sudden attack of sea-sickness, and I asked the shell opener:

‘How much do we owe you, monsieur?’
I felt like laughing: he was my uncle! He answered:

‘Two francs fifty.’
I held out my five francs and he returned the change. I looked at his hand; it was a poor, wrinkled, sailor’s hand, and I looked at his face, an unhappy old face. I said to myself:

‘That is my uncle, the brother of my father, my uncle!’
I gave him a ten-cent tip. He thanked me:

‘God bless you, my young sir!’
He spoke like a poor man receiving alms. I couldn’t help thinking that he must have begged over there! My sisters looked at me, surprised at my generosity. When I returned the two francs to my father, my mother asked me in surprise:

‘Was there three francs’ worth? That is impossible.’
I answered in a firm voice:

‘I gave ten cents as a tip.’
My mother started, and, staring at me, she exclaimed:

‘You must be crazy! Give ten cents to that man, to that vagabond—’
She stopped at a look from my father, who was pointing at his son-in-law. Then everybody was silent.

Before us, on the distant horizon, a purple shadow seemed to rise out of the sea. It was Jersey.

As we approached the breakwater a violent desire seized me once more to see my Uncle Jules, to be near him, to say to him something consoling, something tender. But as no one was eating any more oysters, he had disappeared, having probably gone below to the dirty hold which was the home of the poor wretch.”

一个农庄女佣的故事
The Story of a Farm Girl

吃过午饭之后，农庄的人们就返回田里干活了。女佣露丝独自在厨房洗着器皿。洗好之后，她又要去打扫厨房和客厅，擦拭桌子和壁炉。她感到莫名的压抑，就想像往常一样缝点东西，但是又没有力气。于是，她走到门口去呼吸些新鲜空气。
院子里母鸡在捉虫，公鸡在打鸣。露丝看着这些鸡，脑子里什么也不想。这时，一匹小马跳过沟渠，这让露丝有了奔跑的欲望。她站起身，伸展了一下四肢，然后到鸡窝去取鸡蛋。之后她又到车房去搬稻草，然后把稻草扔到了沟里。接着露丝躺了下来，闭上眼睛，她仿佛要睡着了。这时她感觉到有人在抚摸她，睁眼一看原来是一直在追求她的亚克。
亚克和露丝肩并肩地坐下，友好地聊了起来。他们谈到了身边的人和事，谈到了远方的家人。想到这些，露丝有些悲伤了。这时亚克想要亲吻露丝，结果被露丝揍了一拳。露丝感到很抱歉，但是对亚克的轻薄又感到愤怒。亚克解释说自己爱上了露丝。
亚克告诉露丝自己愿意娶她，两个人的爱情就开始了。
没过多久，露丝发现亚克有些厌倦了自己，同时露丝发现自己怀孕了。
露丝有些惊慌失措，但很快就转变为见不到亚克的愤怒了。终于有一天，露丝趁着夜色到仓库去找亚克。她要亚克娶她，但亚克早就忘记了自己的承诺。露丝告诉亚克自己怀孕了，并且抓着亚克的脖子，使劲地抓着。亚克实在受不了了，就答应娶露丝。
过了几天，露丝得到了一个坏消息：亚克离开了，而且再也没有一点儿关于亚克的消息。
露丝担心自己怀孕的事情被人发现，这给了她很大的压力。她非常担心自己身材的变化被人发现。好几个月过去了，露丝几乎不再说话，她神情慌张，满脸憔悴。在教堂里，她不敢向神父忏悔，因为她害怕面对神父。
一天早晨，她收到了一封信。这是她收到的第一封信，她很不安。因为不认识字，她只好把信放在口袋里，却不敢透露给别人。最后她实在无法忍受，于是去找了一位教师帮忙。信是母亲写的，母亲得了重病，要自己回去。
露丝回到了母亲身边。不久母亲就去世了；第二天露丝就生下了一个孩子。小家伙骨瘦如柴，并且总是感到不舒服。露丝骗邻居说自己结婚了，但是没有时间带孩子。于是孩子被寄养在了邻居家，露丝又回到了农庄。
现在，露丝的心里又有了一丝希望，一种对自己孩子的爱充斥了露丝的内心，然而不得不和孩子分离的痛苦也深深折磨着露丝。她整天都在想念着自己的孩子。其他人都以为露丝是在想念她的情人，都开她的玩笑，这伤害了露丝，但露丝为了孩子仍然拼命地工作，不去理会这些闲言闲语。
她渐渐承担了周围所有的日常工作。她把一切都做得非常好，但是她的工钱却并没有增加，仿佛她做的一切都是应该的一样。于是她下定决心要求涨工钱，却总是羞于开口。最后她终于说出了自己的请求，农庄主很惊讶地看着她，露丝又改口说要请假回家一趟。农庄主答应了。
孩子快有八个月大了，皮肤变得红润，全身胖乎乎的。露丝抱着自己的孩子，既感到幸福又有一些悲伤。但是孩子并不认识露丝，只是把手伸向了保姆。
从第二天起，露丝带着孩子到田野去玩，她对孩子讲述着自己的故事。她从照顾孩子中找到了极大的乐趣，她觉得自己成为母亲是一件非常幸福的事情。
当她回到农庄的时候，她仍然带着这份快乐。农庄主把露丝叫到房里，说有话对她说。令人没想到的是，农庄主向露丝求婚，希望露丝能够嫁给他。农庄主觉得露丝一定会答应自己，想到能够拥有露丝这样勤快的妻子让农庄主觉得很得意。但是露丝不能够答应。那天晚上，露丝做了噩梦，她觉得恐惧、害怕。她想要逃离这里，于是她开始奔跑，穿过了田野一直跑到了一个池塘。她想要投进水里，这样就不会再有这些烦恼了。她向前走了两步，突然感到疼痛，原来有两条蚂蟥正吸着她的血。她痛苦的叫喊引来了一个车夫，车夫把她送回了农庄。
回到农庄，没过多久，农庄主就来询问露丝是否答应自己的求婚，露丝拒绝了，这让农庄主很愤怒。农庄主大声地咒骂着露丝的情人，并且猜测她的情人就是众多年轻下人中的一个。终于农庄主猜到了亚克，但露丝拼命否认了。
当天晚上，农庄主到露丝的房间强行占有了露丝，露丝对此毫无办法。第二天夜里，农庄主又来了。他们就像一对夫妻一样住在了一起。后来一天早晨，农庄主说下个月就要和露丝结婚，露丝已经没有办法拒绝了。
露丝嫁给了农庄主，并且渐渐适应了这种生活。而对于自己的孩子，露丝每年会去看两次，孩子已经六岁了。露丝渐渐觉得自己有一些幸福了，农庄主却开始不快活起来。他总是满怀心事，精神上的痛苦越来越深，他变得越来越粗暴，和露丝说话的口气也越来越愤怒。
终于有一天，当看到露丝有些不客气地对待一个卖鸡蛋的小男孩时，农庄主说出了自己的抱怨，原来是因为露丝没能为农庄主生一个孩子。露丝重新感到了忧愁，可是却不知道怎么能解决，她找到牧师希望能够得到帮助，牧师的安慰给了她勇气。从那天开始，露丝就只有一个想法，再生一个孩子。她和农庄主试了很多药方，但是都没有效果。后来神父建议他们到圣地去朝圣，但也是白费工夫。他们越来越悲伤，两个人之间的战争终于爆发了。农庄主咒骂她、打她，他们整天吵架。有一天，露丝忍无可忍了，她大声地告诉农庄主自己有一个孩子，一个属于亚克的孩子。露丝告诉了农庄主自己不接受他求婚的原因就是这个孩子，而亚克违背了承诺，抛弃了自己。露丝哭了。
但是这时候农庄主却快活起来了，他告诉露丝如果是这样，那么生不下孩子就是自己的问题，他要露丝把孩子接回来生活，因为他原本就打算收养一个的，他对于这个结果是感到高兴的，是真的发自内心的高兴。
Part Ⅰ
      s the weather was very fine, the people on the farm had hurried through their dinner and had returned to the fields.

The servant, Rose, remained alone in the large kitchen, where the fire was dying out on the hearth beneath the large boiler of hot water. From time to time she dipped out some water and slowly washed her dishes, stopping occasionally to look at the two streaks of light which the sun threw across the long table through the window, and which showed the defects in the glass.

Three venturesome hens were picking up the crumbs under the chairs, while the smell of the poultry yard and the warmth from the cow stall came in through the half-open door, and a cock was heard crowing in the distance.

When she had finished her work, wiped down the table, dusted the mantelpiece and put the plates on the high dresser close to the wooden clock with its loud tick-tock, she drew a long breath, as she felt rather oppressed, without exactly knowing why. She looked at the black clay walls, the rafters that were blackened with smoke and from which hung spiders’ webs, smoked herrings and strings of onions, and then she sat down, rather overcome by the stale odor from the earthen floor, on which so many things had been continually spilled and which the heat brought out. With this there was mingled the sour smell of the pans of milk which were set out to raise the cream in the adjoining dairy.

She wanted to sew, as usual, but she did not feel strong enough, and so she went to the door to get a mouthful of fresh air, which seemed to do her good.

The fowls were lying on the steaming dunghill; some of them were scratching with one claw in search of worms, while the cock stood up proudly in their midst. When he crowed, the cocks in all the neighboring farmyards replied to him, as if they were uttering challenges from farm to farm.

The girl looked at them without thinking, and then she raised her eyes and was almost dazzled at the sight of the apple trees in blossom. Just then a colt, full of life and friskiness, jumped over the ditches and then stopped suddenly, as if surprised at being alone.

She also felt inclined to run; she felt inclined to move and to stretch her limbs and to repose in the warm, breathless air. She took a few undecided steps and closed her eyes, for she was seized with a feeling of animal comfort, and then she went to look for eggs in the hen loft. There were thirteen of them, which she took in and put into the storeroom; but the smell from the kitchen annoyed her again, and she went out to sit on the grass for a time.

The farmyard, which was surrounded by trees, seemed to be asleep. The tall grass, amid which the tall yellow dandelions rose up like streaks of yellow light, was of a vivid, fresh spring green. The apple trees cast their shade all round them, and the thatched roofs, on which grew blue and yellow irises, with their sword-like leaves, steamed as if the moisture of the stables and barns were coming through the straw. The girl went to the shed, where the carts and buggies were kept. Close to it, in a ditch, there was a large patch of violets, whose fragrance was spread abroad, while beyond the slope the open country could be seen, where grain was growing, with clumps of trees in places, and groups of laborers here and there, who looked as small as dolls, and white horses like toys, who were drawing a child’s cart, driven by a man as tall as one’s finger.

She took up a bundle of straw, threw it into the ditch and sat down upon it. Then, not feeling comfortable, she undid it, spread it out and lay down upon it at full length on her back, with both arms under her head and her legs stretched out.

Gradually her eyes closed, and she was falling into a state of delightful languor. She was, in fact, almost asleep when she felt two hands on her bosom, and she sprang up at a bound. It was Jacques, one of the farm laborers, a tall fellow from Picardy, who had been making love to her for a long time. He had been herding the sheep, and, seeing her lying down in the shade, had come up stealthily and holding his breath, with glistening eyes and bits of straw in his hair.

He tried to kiss her, but she gave him a smack in the face, for she was as strong as he, and he was shrewd enough to beg her pardon; so they sat down side by side and talked amicably. They spoke about the favorable weather, of their master, who was a good fellow, then of their neighbors, of all the people in the country round, of themselves, of their village, of their youthful days, of their recollections, of their relations, who had left them for a long time, and it might be forever. She grew sad as she thought of it, while he, with one fixed idea in his head, drew closer to her.

“I have not seen my mother for a long time,” she said. “It is very hard to be separated like that,” and she directed her looks into the distance, toward the village in the north which she had left.

Suddenly, however, he seized her by the neck and kissed her again, but she struck him so violently in the face with her clenched fist that his nose began to bleed, and he got up and laid his head against the stem of a tree. When she saw that, she was sorry, and going up to him, she said: “Have I hurt you?” He, however, only laughed. “No, it was a mere nothing; only she had hit him right on the middle of the nose. What a devil!” he said, and he looked at her with admiration, for she had inspired him with a feeling of respect and of a very different kind of admiration which was the beginning of a real love for that tall, strong wench. When the bleeding had stopped, he proposed a walk, as he was afraid of his neighbor’s heavy hand, if they remained side by side like that much longer; but she took his arm of her own accord, in the avenue, as if they had been out for an evening’s walk, and said: “It is not nice of you to despise me like that, Jacques.” He protested, however. No, he did not despise her. He was in love with her, that was all.

“So you really want to marry me?” she asked.

He hesitated and then looked at her sideways, while she looked straight ahead of her. She had fat, red cheeks, a full bust beneath her cotton jacket; thick, red lips; and her neck, which was almost bare, was covered with small beads of perspiration. He felt a fresh access of desire, and, putting his lips to her ear, he murmured: “Yes, of course I do.”
Then she threw her arms round his neck and kissed him till they were both out of breath. From that moment the eternal story of love began between them. They plagued one another in corners; they met in the moonlight beside the haystack and gave each other bruises on the legs, under the table, with their heavy nailed boots. By degrees, however, Jacques seemed to grow tired of her; he avoided her, scarcely spoke to her, and did not try any longer to meet her alone, which made her sad and anxious; and soon she found that she was enceinte.

At first she was in a state of consternation, but then she got angry, and her rage increased every day because she could not meet him, as he avoided her most carefully. At last, one night, when every one in the farmhouse was asleep, she went out noiselessly in her petticoat, with bare feet, crossed the yard and opened the door of the stable where Jacques was lying in a large box of straw above his horses. He pretended to snore when he heard her coming, but she knelt down by his side and shook him until he sat up. 

“What do you want?” he then asked her. And with clenched teeth, and trembling with anger, she replied: “I want—I want you to marry me, as you promised.” But he only laughed and replied: “Oh! if a man were to marry all the girls with whom he has made a slip, he would have more than enough to do.”
Then she seized him by the throat, threw him or his back, so that he could not get away from her, and, half strangling him, she shouted into his face:

“I am enceinte, do you hear? I am enceinte!”
He gasped for breath, as he was almost choked, and so they remained, both of them, motionless and without speaking, in the dark silence, which was only broken by the noise made by a horse as he, pulled the hay out of the manger and then slowly munched it.

When Jacques found that she was the stronger, he stammered out: “Very well, I will marry you, as that is the case.” But she did not believe his promises. “It must be at once,” she said. “You must have the banns put up.” “At once,” he replied. “Swear solemnly that you will.” He hesitated for a few moments and then said: “I swear it, by Heaven!”
Then she released her grasp and went away without another word.

She had no chance of speaking to him for several days; and, as the stable was now always locked at night, she was afraid to make any noise, for fear of creating a scandal. One morning, however, she saw another man come in at dinner time, and she said: “Has Jacques left?” “Yes;” the man replied: “I have got his place.”
This made her tremble so violently that she could not take the saucepan off the fire; and later, when they were all at work, she went up into her room and cried, burying her head in the bolster, so that she might not be heard. During the day, however, she tried to obtain some information without exciting any suspicion, but she was so overwhelmed by the thoughts of her misfortune that she fancied that all the people whom she asked laughed maliciously. All she learned, however, was that he had left the neighborhood altogether.

Part Ⅱ
Then a cloud of constant misery began for her. She worked mechanically, without thinking of what she was doing, with one fixed idea in her head:

“Suppose people were to know.”
This continual feeling made her so incapable of reasoning that she did not eventry to think of any means of avoiding the disgrace that she knew must ensue, which was irreparable and drawing nearer every day, and which was as sure as death itself. She got up every morning long before the others and persistently tried to look at her figure in a piece of broken looking-glass, before which she did her hair, as she was very anxious to know whether anybody would notice a change in her, and, during the day, she stopped working every few minutes to look at herself from top to toe, to see whether her apron did not look too short.

The months went on, and she scarcely spoke now, and when she was asked a question, did not appear to understand; but she had a frightened look, haggard eyes and trembling hands, which made her master say to her occasionally: “My poor girl, how stupid you have grown lately.”
In church she hid behind a pillar, and no longer ventured to go to confession, as she feared to face the priest, to whom she attributed superhuman powers, which enabled him to read people’s consciences; and at meal times the looks of her fellow servants almost made her faint with mental agony; and she was always fancying that she had been found out by the cowherd, a precocious and cunning little lad, whose bright eyes seemed always to be watching her.

One morning the postman brought her a letter, and as she had never received one in her life before she was so upset by it that she was obliged to sit down. Perhaps it was from him? But, as she could not read, she sat anxious and trembling with that piece of paper, covered with ink, in her hand. After a time, however, she put it into her pocket, as she did not venture to confide her secret to any one. She often stopped in her work to look at those lines written at regular intervals, and which terminated in a signature, imagining vaguely that she would suddenly discover their meaning, until at last, as she felt half mad with impatience and anxiety, she went to the schoolmaster, who told her to sit down and read to her as follows:

“MY DEAR DAUGHTER: I write to tell you that I am very ill. Our neighbor, Monsieur Dentu, begs you to come, if you can.

From your affectionate mother, CESAIRE DENTU, Deputy Mayor.”
She did not say a word and went away, but as soon as she was alone her legs gave way under her, and she fell down by the roadside and remained there till night.

When she got back, she told the farmer her bad news, and he allowed her to go home for as long as she liked, and promised to have her work done by a charwoman and to take her back when she returned.

Her mother died soon after she got there, and the next day Rose gave birth to a seven-months child, a miserable little skeleton, thin enough to make anybody shudder, and which seemed to be suffering continually, to judge from the painful manner in which it moved its poor little hands, which were as thin as a crab’s legs; but it lived for all that. She said she was married, but could not be burdened with the child, so she left it with some neighbors, who promised to take great care of it, and she went back to the farm. 

But now in her heart, which had been wounded so long, there arose something like brightness, an unknown love for that frail little creature which she had left behind her, though there was fresh suffering in that very love, suffering which she felt every hour and every minute, because she was parted from her child. What pained her most, however, was the mad longing to kiss it, to press it in her arms, to feel the warmth of its little body against her breast. She could not sleep at night; she thought of it the whole day long, and in the evening, when her work was done, she would sit in front of the fire and gaze at it intently, as people do whose thoughts are far away.

They began to talk about her and to tease her about her lover. They asked her whether he was tall, handsome and rich. When was the wedding to be and the christening? And often she ran away to cry by herself, for these questions seemed to hurt her like the prick of a pin; and, in order to forget their jokes, she began to work still more energetically, and, still thinking of her child, she sought some way of saving up money for it, and determined to work so that her master would be obliged to raise her wages.

By degrees she almost monopolized the work and persuaded him to get rid of one servant girl, who had become useless since she had taken to working like two; she economized in the bread, oil and candles; in the corn, which they gave to the chickens too extravagantly, and in the fodder for the horses and cattle, which was rather wasted. She was as miserly about her master’s money as if it had been her own; and, by dint of making good bargains, of getting high prices for all their produce, and by baffling the peasants’tricks when they offered anything for sale, he, at last, entrusted her with buying and selling everything, with the direction of all the laborers, and with the purchase of provisions necessary for the household; so that, in a short time, she became indispensable to him. She kept such a strict eye on everything about her that, under her direction, the farm prospered wonderfully, and for five miles around people talked of “Master Vallin’s servant,” and the farmer himself said everywhere: “That girl is worth more than her weight in gold.”
But time passed by, and her wages remained the same. Her hard work was accepted as something that was due from every good servant, and as a mere token of good will; and she began to think rather bitterly that if the farmer could put fifty or a hundred crowns extra into the bank every month, thanks to her, she was still only earning her two hundred francs a year, neither more nor less; and so she made up her mind to ask for an increase of wages. She went to see the schoolmaster three times about it, but when she got there, she spoke about something else. She felt a kind of modesty in asking for money, as if it were something disgraceful; but, at last, one day, when the farmer was having breakfast by himself in the kitchen, she said to him, with some embarrassment, that she wished to speak to him particularly. He raised his head in surprise, with both his hands on the table, holding his knife, with its point in the air, in one, and a piece of bread in the other, and he looked fixedly at, the girl, who felt uncomfortable under his gaze, but asked for a week’s holiday, so that she might get away, as she was not very well. He acceded to her request immediately, and then added, in some embarrassment himself:

“When you come back, I shall have something to say to you myself.”
Part Ⅲ
The child was nearly eight months old, and she did not recognize it. It had grown rosy and chubby all over, like a little roll of fat. She threw herself on it, as if it had been some prey, and kissed it so violently that it began to scream 
A





A


















































10

1


