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how much she could decently ask for without drawing an immediate refuga]
and pained protests from her husband who was careful with his money.
Finally, after some hesitation, she said: ‘I can’t say precisely, but I daresay I
francs The former currency of France could get by on four hundred francs.

before the introduction of the euro. . . Sy .
He turned slightly pale, for he had been setting aside just that amount to buy

a gun and finance hunting trips the following summer in the flat landscape
around Nanterre with a few friends who went shooting larks there on
Sundays. But he said: ‘Very well. I'll give you your four hundred francs. But
do try and get a decent dress.’

| posy A small bunch of flowers.

The day of the reception drew near and Madame Loisel appeared sad,
worried, anxious. Yet all her clothes were ready. One evening her husband
said: “What’s up? You haven’t half been acting funny these last few days.’

She replied: ‘It vexes me that I haven’t got a single piece of jewellery, not one
stone, that I can put on. I'll look like a church mouse. I'd almost as soon not
go to the reception.’

‘Wear a posy,’ he said. ‘It’s all the rage this year. You could get two or three
magnificent roses for ten francs.’

She was not convinced. ‘No. There’s nothing so humiliating as to look poor
| when you’re with women who are rich.’

But her husband exclaimed: “You aren’t half silly! Look, go and see your
friend, Madame Forestier, and ask her to lend you some jewellery. You know
her well enough for that.

She gave a delighted cry: “You're right! I never thought of that!’

The next day she called on her friend and told her all about her problem.
Madame Forestier went over to a mirror-fronted wardrobe, took out a large
casket, brought it over, unlocked it, and said to Madame Loisel: ‘Choose
whatever you like,

‘ Venetian From Venics, in italy. At first she saw bracelets, then a rope of pearls and a Venetian cross made

of gold and diamonds admirably fashioned. She tried on the necklaces in the
mirrot, and could hardly bear to take them off and give them back. She kept
‘ asking: ‘Have you got anything else?’

“Yes, of course. Just look. I can’t say what sort of thing you’ll like best.’

All of a sudden, in a black satinwood case, she found a magnificent diamond
necklace, and her heart began to beat with immoderate desire. Her hands
shook as she picked it up. She fastened it around her throat over her
high-necked dress and sat looking at herself in rapture. Then, diffidently,
apprehensively, she asked: ‘Can you lend me this? Nothing else. Just this.

‘But of course.’

She threw her arms around her friend, kissed her extravagantly, and then ran
home, taking her treasure with her.

The day of the reception arrived. Madame Loisel was a success. She was the
prettiest woman there, elegant, graceful, radiant, and wonderfully happy. All
the men looked at her, enquired who she was, and asked to be introduced.
All the cabinet secretaries and under-secretaries wanted to waltz with her. She
was even noticed by the Minister himself.




