
On spring mornings at about ten o’clock, when the rejuvenated sun sent 
floating over the river that light mist which moves along with the current, 
warming the backs of the two enthusiastic fishermen with the welcome glow 
of a new season, Morissot would say to his neighbor:

“Ah! It’s grand here, isn’t it?”
And Monsieur Sauvage would reply:
“There’s nothing I like better.”
This simple exchange of words was all that was needed for them to under-

stand each other and confirm their mutual appreciation.
In the autumn towards the close of day, when the sky was blood-red and the 

water reflected strange shapes of scarlet clouds which reddened the whole river, 
and the glowing sun set the distant horizon ablaze, making the two friends 
look as though they were on fire, and touching with gold the russet leaves 
which were already trembling with a wintry shudder, Monsieur Sauvage would 
turn to Morissot with a smile and say:

“What a marvelous sight!”
And Morissot, equally taken up with the wonder of it all, but not taking his 

eyes off his float, would answer:
“It’s better than walking down the boulevards, eh?” b

As soon as the two friends had recognized each other, they shook hands 
warmly, feeling quite emotional over the fact that they had come across each 
other in such different circumstances. Monsieur Sauvage gave a sigh and 
remarked:

“What a lot has happened since we last met!”
Morissot, in mournful tones, lamented:
“And what awful weather we’ve been having! This is the first fine day of 

the year.”
And, indeed, the sky was a cloudless blue, brilliant with light.
They started to walk on together side by side, pensive and melancholy. 

Then Morissot said:
“And what about those fishing trips, eh? There’s something worth 

remembering!”
“When shall we be able to get back to it?” mused Monsieur Sauvage.
They went into a little café and drank a glass of absinthe.5 Then they 

resumed their stroll along the boulevards.
Morissot suddenly stopped and said:
“What about another glass of the green stuff, eh?”
“Just as you wish,” consented Monsieur Sauvage, and they went into a 

second bar.
When they came out they both felt very fuzzy, as people do when they drink 

alcohol on an empty stomach. The weather was very mild. A gentle breeze 
caressed their faces. c

5. absinthe: a syrupy green alcoholic beverage that has a licorice flavor.
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rejuvenated 
(rG-jLPvE-nAQtGd) adj. 
made new or young 
again  rejuvenate v.

b
 
SYMBOL

Reread lines 25–43.  
Notice that the men’s 
fishing trips are described 
at length and in vivid 
detail.  What might these 
experiences symbolize?

pensive (pDnPsGv)
adj. thoughtful in 
a wistful, sad way

c  MAKE INFERENCES

What inferences can you 
make so far about how 
the war has affected the 
two men?

410 unit 4: theme


