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General Preface

Millions of Chinese are learning English to acquire
knowledge and skills for communication in a world
where English has become the primary language for
international discourse. Yet not many learners have come
to realize that the command of the English language also
enables them to have an easy access to the world literary
classics such as Shakespeare’s plays, Shelley’s poems,
mark Twain’s novels and Nietzsche’s works which are an
important part of liberal-arts education. The most important
goals of universities are not vocational, that is, not merely
the giving of knowledge and the training of skills.

In a broad sense, education aims at broadening young
people’s mental horizon, cultivating virtues and shaping
their character. Lincoln, Mao Zedong and many other
great lcaders and personages of distinction declared how
they drew immense inspiration and strength from literary
works. As a matter of fact, many of them had aspired to
become writers in their young age. Alexander the Great
(356-323 B.C.) is said to take along with him two things,
waking or sleeping: a book and a dagger, and the book
is [liad. a literary classic, by Homer. He would put these
two much treasured things under his pillow when he
went to bed.



Today, we face an unprecedented complex and
changing world. To cope with this rapid changing world
requires not only communication skills, but also adequate
knowledge of cultures other than our own home culture.
Among the most important developments in present-day
global culture is the ever increasing cultural exchanges
and understanding between different nations and peoples.
And one of the best ways to know foreign cultures is
to read their literary works, particularly their literary
classics, the soul of a country’s culture. They also give
you the best language and the feeling of sublimity.

Liaoning People’s Publishing House is to be
congratulated for its foresight and courage in making
a new series of world literary classics available to the
reading public. It 1s hoped that people with an adequate
command of the English language will read them, like
them and keep them as their lifetime companions.

I am convinced that the series will make an important
contribution to the literary education of the young
people 1n china. At a time when the whole country is
emphasizing “spiritual civilization”, it is certainly a very
timely venture to put out the series of literary classics for
literary and cultural education.

Zhang Zhongzai

Professor

Beijing Foreign Studies University
July, 2013 Beijing
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BOULE DE SUIF

Tor several days, straggling remnants of the
routed army had passed through the town.
There was no question of organized troops, it was
simply a disjointed rabble, the men unshaven and
dirty, their uniforms in tatters, slouching along without
regimental colors, without order—worn out, broken
down, incapable of thought or resolution, marching
from pure habit and dropping with fatigue the moment
they stopped. The majority belonged to the militia,
men of peaceful pursuits, retired tradespeople, sinking
under the weight of their accouterments; quick-
witted little moblets as prone to terror as they were
to enthusiasm, as ready to attack as they were to fly;
and here and there a few red trousers, remnants of
a company mowed down in one of the big battles;
somber-coated artillerymen, side by side with these
various uniforms of the infantry, and now and then
the glittering helmet of a heavily booted dragoon who
followed with difficulty the march of the lighter-footed
soldiers of the line.

Companies of franc-tireurs, heroically named
"Avengers of the Defeat," "Citizens of the Tomb,"
"Companies in Death," passed in their turn, looking
like a horde of bandits.

Their chiefs—formerly drapers or corn-dealers,
retired soap-boilers or suet-refiners, warriors of
circumstance created officers for their money or
the length of their moustaches, heaped with arms,
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flannels, and gold lace—talked loudly, discussed
plans of campaign, and gave you to understand that
they were the sole support of France in her death-
agony; but they were generally in terror of their own
soldiers, men "of the sack and cord," most of them
brave to foolhardiness, all of them given to pillage and
debauchery.

Report said that the Prussians were about to enter
Rouen. The National Guard, which for two months
past had made the most careful reconnoiterings in the
neighboring wood, even to the extent of occasionally
shooting their own sentries and putting themselves in
battle array if a rabbit stirred in the brushwood, had
now retired to their domestic hearths; their arms, their
uniforms, all the murderous apparatus with which
they had been wont to strike terror to the hearts of all
beholders for three leagues round, had vanished.

Finally, the last of the French soldiery crossed the
Seine on their way to Pont-Audemer by Saint Sever
and Bourg-Achard; and then, last of all, came their
despairing general tramping on foot between two
orderlies, powerless to attempt any action with these
disjointed fragments of his forces, himself utterly
dazed and bewildered by the downfall of a people
accustomed to victory and now so disastrously beaten
in spite of its traditional bravery.

After that a profound calm, the silence of terrified
suspense, fell over the city. Many a rotund bourgeois,
emasculated by a purely commercial life, awaited the
arrival of the victors with anxiety, trembling lest their
meat-skewers and kitchen carving-knives should come
under the category of arms.

Life seemed to have come to a standstill, the shops
were closed, the streets silent. From time to time an
inhabitant, intimidated by their silence, would flit
rapidly along the pavement, keeping close to the walls.

In this anguish of suspense, men longed for the
coming of the enemy.
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In the latter part of the day following the departure
of the French troops, some Uhlans, appearing from
goodness knows where, traversed the city hastily. A
little later, a black mass deseended from the direction
of Sainte-Catherine, while two more invading torrents
poured in from the roads from Darnetal and Bois-
guillaume. The advanee guards of the three corps
converged at the same moment into the square of the
Hotel de Ville, while battalion after battalion of the
German army wound in through the adjacent streets,
making the pavement ring under their heavy rhythmic
tramp.

Orders shouted in strange and guttural tones were
echoed back by the apparently dead and deserted
houses, while from behind the closed shutters eyes
peered furtively at the conquerors, masters by right
of might, of the city and the lives and fortunes of its
inhabitants. The people in their darkened dwellings
fell a prey to the helpless bewilderment which comes
over men before the floods, the devastating upheavals
of the earth, against which all wisdom and all force
are unavailing. The same phenomenon occurs each
time that the established order of things is overthrown,
when public security is at an end, and when all that
the laws of man or of nature protect is at the mercy of
some blind elemental force. The earthquake burying
an entire population under its falling houses; the flood
that carries away the drowned body of the peasant
with the carcasses of his cattle and the beams torn
from his roof-tree; or the victorious army massacring
those who defend their lives, and making prisoners
of the rest—pillaging in the name of the sword, and
thanking God to the roar of cannon—are so many
appalling scourges which overthrow all faith in eternal
justice, all the confidence we are taught to place in the
protection of Providence and the reason of man.

Small detachments now began knocking at the
doors and then disappearing into the houses. It was



% THE WORKS OF GUY DE MAUPASSANT

the occupation after the invasion. It now behooved
the vanquished to make themselves agreeable to the
victors.

After a while, the first alarms having subsided, a
new sense of tranquillity began to establish itself. In
many families the Prussian officer shared the family
meals. Not infrequently he was a gentleman, and
out of politeness expressed his commiseration with
France and his repugnance at having to take part in
such a war. They were grateful enough to him for this
sentiment—besides, who knew when they might not
be glad of his protection? By gaining his good offices
one might have fewer men to feed. And why offend
a person on whom one was utterly dependent? That
would not be bravery but temerity, a quality of which
the citizens of Rouen could no longer be accused as
in the days of those heroic defenses by which the city
had made itself famous. Above all, they said, with
the unassailable urbanity of the Frenchman, 1t was
surely permissible to be on politely familiar terms
in private, provided one held aloof from the foreign
soldier in public. In the street, therefore, they ignored
one another's existence, but once indoors they were
perfectly ready to be friendly, and each evening found
the German staying longer at the family fireside.

The town itself gradually regained its wonted aspect.
The French inhabitants did not come out much, but
the Prussian soldiers swarmed in the streets. For the
rest, the blue hussar officers who trailed their mighty
implements of death so arrogantly over the pavement
did not appear to entertain a vastly deeper grade of
contempt for the simple townsfolk than did the officers
of the Chasseurs who had drunk in the same cafés the
year before. Nevertheless there was a something in the
air; something subtle and indefinable, an intolerably
unfamiliar atmosphere like a widely diffused odor—the
odor of invasion. It filled the private dwellings and the
public places, it affected the taste of food, and gave
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one the impression of being on a journey, far away
from home, among barbarous and dangerous tribes.

The conquerors demanded money—a great deal of
money. The inhabitants paid and went on paying; for
the matter of that, they were rich. But the wealthier a
Normandy tradesman becomes, the more keenly he
suffers at each sacrifice each time he sees the smallest
particle of his fortune pass into the hands of another.

Two or three leagues beyond the town, however,
following the course of the river about Croisset
Dieppedalle or Biessard, the sailors and the fishermen
would often drag up the swollen corpse of some
uniformed German, killed by a knife-thrust or a kick,
his head smashed in by a stone, or thrown into the
water from some bridge. The slime of the river bed
swallowed up many a deed of vengeance, obscure,
savage, and legitimate; unknown acts of heroism,
silent onslaughts more perilous to the doer than battles
in the light of day and without the trumpet blasts of
glory.

For hatred of the Alien 1s always strong enough to
arm some intrepid beings who are ready to die for an
Idea.

At last, seeing that though the invaders had
subjected the city to their inflexible discipline they
had not committed any of the horrors with which
rumor had accredited them throughout the length of
their triumphal progress, the worthy trades people
took heart of grace and the commercial spirit began
once more to stir within them. Some of them who had
grave interests at stake at Havre, then occupied by the
French army, purposed trying to reach that port by
going overland to Dieppe and there taking ship.

They took advantage of the influence of German
officers whose acquaintance they had made, and a
passport was obtained from the general in command.

Having therefore engaged a large diligence with four
horses for the journey, and ten persons having entered
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their names at the livery stable office, they resolved
to start on the Tuesday morning before daybreak, to
avoid all public remark.

For some days already the ground had been hard
with frost, and on the Monday, about three o'clock
in the afternoon, thick dark clouds coming up from
the north brought the snow, which fell without
intermission all the evening and during the whole
night.

At half past four the travelers were assembled in the
courtyard of the Hotel de Normandie, from whence
they were to start.

They were all still half asleep, their teeth chattering
with cold in spite of their thick wraps. It was difficult
to distinguish one from another in the darkness, their
heaped-up winter clothing making them look like fat
priests in long cassocks. Two of the men, however,
recognized each other; they were joined by a third, and
they began to talk. "I am taking my wife with me,"
said one. "So am 1." "And I too." The first one added:
"We shall not return to Rouen, and if the Prussians
come to Havre we shall slip over to England."

They were all like-minded and all had the same
project.

Meanwhile there was no sign of the horses being put
in. A small lantern carried by a hostler appeared from
time to time out of one dark doorway only to vanish
instantly into another. There was a stamping of horses'
hoofs deadened by the straw of the litter, and the voice
of-a-man speaking to the animals and cursing sounded
from the depths of the stables. A faint sound of bells
gave evidence of harnessing, and became presently a
clear and continuous jingle timed by the movement
of the beast, now stopping, now going on again with
a brisk shake, and accompanied by the dull tramp of
hob-nailed sabots.

A door closed sharply. All sound ceased. The frozen
travelers were silent, standing stiff and motionless.
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A veil of white snow-flakes glistened incessantly as
it fell to the ground, blotting out the shape of things,
powdering everything with an icy froth; and in the
utter stillness of the town, quiet and buried under
its winter pall, nothing was audible but this faint,
fluttering, and indefinable rustle of falling snow—more
a sensation than a sound—the intermingling of ethereal
atoms seeming to fill space, to cover the world.

The man reappeared with his lantern, dragging
after him by a rope a dejected and unwilling horse.
He pushed it against the pole, fixed the traces, and
was occupied for a long time in buckling the harness,
having only the use of one hand as he carried the
lantern in the other. As he turned away to fetch the
other horse he caught sight of the motionless group of
travelers, by this time white with snow. "Why don't
you get inside the carriage?" he said, "you would at
least be under cover."

[t had never occurred to them, and they made a rush
for it. The three men packed their wives into the upper
end and then got in themselves, after which other
distinct and veiled forms took the remaining seats
without exchanging a word.

The floor of the vehicle was covered with straw
into which the feet sank. The ladies at the end, who
had brought little copper charcoal foot-warmers,
proceeded to light them, and for some time discussed
their merits in subdued tones, repeating to one another
things which they had known all their lives.

At last, the diligence having been furnished with six
horses instead of four on account of the difficulties of
the road, a voice outside asked, "Is everybody here?"
A voice from within answered "Yes," and they started.

The conveyance advanced slowly—slowly—the
wheels sinking in the snow; the whole vehicle groaned
and creaked, the horses slipped, wheezed, and smoked,
and the driver's gigantic whip cracked incessantly,
flying from side to side, twining and untwining like a



