
Monsieur Sauvage fell like a log onto his face. Morissot, who was taller, 
swayed, spun round, then collapsed on top of his friend, with his face staring 
up at the sky and the blood welling from where his coat had been burst open 
across his chest.

The German shouted out more orders. His men went off and came back 
with some lengths of rope and a few heavy stones which they fastened to the 
feet of the two bodies. Then they carried them to the riverbank.

All the time Mont Valérien continued to rumble, and now it was capped by 
a great mountain of smoke.

Two soldiers got hold of Morissot by the head and feet. Two others lifted 
up Monsieur Sauvage in the same way. The two bodies were swung violently 
backwards and forwards, then thrown with great force. They curved through 
the air, then plunged upright into the river, with the stones dragging them 
down, feet first.

The water spurted up, bubbled, swirled round, then grew calm again, with 
little waves rippling across to break against the bank. There was just a small 
amount of blood discoloring the surface.

The officer, still quite unperturbed, said, half aloud:
“Well, now it’s the fishes’ turn.”
As he was going back towards the building, he noticed the net full of 

gudgeon lying in the grass. He picked it up, looked at the fish, then smiled, 
and called out:

“Wilhelm!”
A soldier came running up. He was wearing a white apron. The Prussian 

officer threw across to him the catch made by the two executed fishermen, and 
gave another order:

“Fry me these little creatures—straight away, while they’re still alive. They’ll 
be delicious!”

Then he lit his pipe again. � 

Translated by Arnold Kellett

unperturbed 
(OnQpEr-tûrbdP) adj. calm 
and serene; untroubled
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