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They went into a little café and had an absinthe, then resumed
their stroll along the sidewalks.

Morissot stopped suddenly, “How about another, eh?” M. Sauvage
agreed, “If you want.” And they entered another wine shop.

On leaving they felt giddy, muddled, as one does after drinking on an
empty stomach. It was mild. A caressing breeze touched their faces.

The warm air completed what the absinthe had begun. M. Sauvage
stopped. “Suppose we went?”

“Went where?”

“Fishing, of course.”

“But where?”

“Why, on our island. The French outposts are near Colombes. I
know Colonel Dumoulin; they’ll let us pass without any trouble.”

Morissot trembled with eagerness: “Done! I'm with you.” And they
went off to get their tackle.

An hour later they were walking side by side on the highway. They
reached the villa which the Colonel occupied. He smiled at their
request and gave his consent to their whim. They started off again,
armed with a pass.

Soon they passed the outposts, went through the abandoned vil-
lage of Colombes, and reached the edge of the little vineyards which
slope toward the Seine. It was about eleven.

Opposite, the village of Argenteuil seemed dead. The heights of
Orgemont and Sannois dominated the whole countryside. The broad
plain which stretches as far as Nanterre was empty, absolutely
empty, with its bare cherry trees and its colorless fields.

Pointing up to the heights, M. Sauvage murmured, “The Prussians
are up there!” And a feeling of uneasiness paralyzed the two friends
as they faced this deserted region.

“The Prussians!” They had never seen any, but for months they
had felt their presence—around Paris, ruining France, pillaging, mas-
sacring, starving the country, invisible and all-powerful. And a kind
of superstitious terror was superimposed on the hatred which they
felt for this unknown and victorious people.

Morissot stammered, “Say, suppose we met some of them?”

His Parisian jauntiness coming to the surface in spite of every-
thing, M. Sauvage answered, “We’ll offer them some fish.”

But they hesitated to venture into the country, frightened by the
silence all about them.

Finally M. Sauvage pulled himself together: “Come on! On our way!
But let’s go carefully.” And they climbed over into a vineyard, bent
double, crawling, taking advantage of the vines to conceal themselves,
watching, listening.

A stretch of bare ground had to be crossed to reach the edge of the
river. They began to run, and when they reached the bank they
plunged down among the dry reeds.

4. absinthe (ab” sinth) n. type of liqueur.
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Reading Strategy
Identifying Significant
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possible danger of the
setting?
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B> Critical Viewing
painting does not sugg
the horror or hardships
war. What aspects of
story does it illustrate?
[Draw Conclusions]



