PAPER 2 TEXT ANTHOLOGY: FICTION 265

Then began for Madame Loisel the grindingly horrible life of the very poor.
But quickly and heroically, she resigned herself to what she could not alter:
their appalling debt would have to be repaid. She was determined to pay.
They dismissed the maid. They moved out of their apartment and rented an
attic room.

She became used to heavy domestic work and all kinds of ghastly kitchen
chores. She washed dishes, wearing down her pink nails on the greasy pots
and saucepans. She washed the dirty sheets, shirts, and floorcloths by hand
and hung them up to dry on a line; each morning she took the rubbish down
to the street and carried the water up, pausing for breath on each landing.
And, dressed like any working-class woman, she shopped at the fruiterer’s,
the grocer’s, and the butcher’s, with a basket over her arm, haggling,
frequently abused and always counting every penny.

Each month they had to settle some accounts, renew others, and bargain for
time, i

Her husband worked in the evenings doing accounts for a shopkeeper and
sous Coins of very small value. quite frequently sat up into the early hours doing copying work at five sous a

page.
They lived like this for ten years.

By the time ten years had gone by, they had repaid everything, with not a
penny outstanding, in spite of the extortionate conditions and including the
accumulated interest.

Madame Loisel looked old now. She had turned into the battling, hard,
uncouth housewife who rules working-class homes, Her hair was untidy, her
skirts were askew, and her hands were red. She spoke in a gruff voice and
scrubbed floors on her hands and knees. But sometimes, when her husband
had gone to the office, she would sit by the window and think of that evening
long ago when she had been so beautiful and so admired.

What might not have happened had she not lost the necklace? Who could !
tell? Who could possibly tell? Life is so strange, so fickle! How little is needed
to make or break us!

One Sunday, needing a break from her heavy working week, she went out

Champs-Elysées A famous street in Paris. for a stroll on the Champs-Elysées. Suddenly she caught sight of a woman
| pushing a child in a pram. It was Madame Forestier, still young, still
beautiful, and still attractive.

Madame Loisel felt apprehensive. Should she speak to her? Yes, why not?
Now that she had paid in full, she would tell her everything. Why not? She
went up to her.

‘Hello, Jeanne.

The friend did not recognize her and was taken aback at being addressed
50 familiarly by 2 common woman in the street. She stammered: ‘But... I'm
sorry... I don’t know... There’s some mistake.’

‘No mistake. P'm Madame Loisel.

Her friend gave a cry: ‘But my poor Mathilde, how you’ve changed!’

“Yes, I’ve been through some hard times since I saw you, very hard times.
And it was all on your account.’ u




