PAPER 2 TEXT ANTHOLOGY: FICTION

When she sat down to dinner at the round table spread with a three-day-

old cloth, facing her husband who always lifted the lid of the soup-tureen
and declared delightedly: ‘Ah! Stew! Splendid! There’s nothing I like better
than a nice stew..., she dreamed of elegant dinners, gleaming silverware, and
tapestries which peopled the walls with mythical characters and strange birds
in enchanted forests; she dreamed of exquisite dishes served on fabulous
china plates, of pretty compliments whispered into willing ears and received
with Sphinx-like smiles over the pink flesh of a trout or the wings of a hazel
hen.

She had no fine dresses, no jewellery, nothing. And that was all she cared
about; she felt that God had made her for such things. She would have given
anything to be popular, envied, attractive, and in demand.

She had a friend who was rich, a friend from her convent days, on whom she
never called now, for she was always so unhappy afterwards. Sometimes, for
days on end, she would weep tears of sorrow, regret, despair, and anguish.

One evening her husband came home looking highly pleased with himself. In
his hand he brandished a large envelope.

‘Look,’ he said, ‘I've got something for you.’

She tore the paper flap eagerly and extracted a printed card bearing these

Sphinx-like Mysterious and difficult to S
interpret.
‘The Minister of Education and Madame Georges Ramponneau request
Monsieur and Madame Loisel Mr and the pleasure of the company of Monsieur and Madame Loisel at the
Mrs Loisel, Ministry Buildings on the evening of 18 January.’

Instead of being delighted as her husband had hoped, she tossed the
invitation peevishly onto the table and muttered: ‘“What earthly use is that to
me?’

peevishly Iritably, crossly.

big nobs Wealthy people of high social
status, ‘But, darling, I thought you’d be happy. You never go anywhere and it’s an
opportunity, a splendid opportunity! I had the dickens of a job getting hold
of an invite. Everybody’s after them; they’re very much in demand and not
many are handed out to us clerks. You’ll be able to see all the big nobs there.’

She looked at him irritably and said shortly: ‘And what am I supposed to
wear if I do go?’

He had not thought of that. He blustered: ‘What about the dress you wear
for the theatre? It looks all right to me...’ The words died in his throat. He
was totally disconcerted and dismayed by the sight of his wife who had
begun to cry. Two large tears rolled slowly out of the corners of her eyes and
down towards the sides of her mouth.

‘What’s up?’ he stammered. ‘What’s the matter?’

Making a supreme effort, she controlled her sorrows and, wiping her damp
cheeks, replied quite calmly: ‘Nothing. It’s just that I haven’t got anything to
wear and consequently [ shan’t be going to any reception. Give the invite to
one of your colleagues with a wife who is better off for clothes than I am.’

He was devastated. He went on: ‘Oh come on, Mathilde. Look, what could it
cost to get something suitable that would do for other occasions, something
fairly simple?’

She thought for a few moments, working out her sums but also wondering d




