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About the author

|
| Alphonse Daudet (1840-1897) was a French novelist
! and short-story writer. The Last Lesson is set in the >
| days of the Franco-Prussian War (1870-1871) in which - )
! France was defeated by Prussia led by Bismarck. <7, / e
{ Prussia then consisted of what now_are the nations of . g
| Germany. Poland and parts of Austria. In this story the *
; French districts of Alsace and Lorraine have passed
i

into Prussian hands. Read the story to find out what,"""’
effect this had on life at sehool o
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e - o r“' I started for school very late that morning and was in great
ﬂCﬂ-UrH dread of a scolding, especially because M. Hamel had said

that he would question us on participles, and I did not
_ know the first word about them. For a moment I thougl_l of

&MWI running away and spending the day out of doors. It was so
warm, so bright! The birds were chirping at the edge of the
woods; and in the open field back of the sawmill the
. Prussian soldiers were drilling. It was all much more

- Ae toas Aote "M Schoof tempting than the rule for participles, but I had the

— o 1 w L__“ strengt_h to resist, and hurried off to school. bm}d
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m'fhhf’y ot ko Then, as Ied by as fast as I could go, the GJCM ty
» Lene The blacksmith, who was there, with his apprentice, C«W\Ml Liacken-

o ]D. t reading the bulletin, called after me, “Don't go so fast, o RJ-U-“, ﬁ, ‘r‘f
it Jbub: you'll get to your school in plenty of mel” i UDH m

'60'1 I thought he was making fun of me, and reached U;?I’ Ao eooudg each

M. _Hamel's litlle garden all out of breath. on e .
Usually, when school began, there was(a great bustle bthoo/ —_—

be heard out in the street, the opening and
closing of desks, lessons repeated in unison, very loud, with

our hands over our €ars to understand better, and the

teacher’s at ruler rapping on the table. But now it was
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Aneng . ¢an imagine how I blushed and how frightened I was.
g 10 —=But nothing happened. M. Hamel] saw me and said r—’ &W 'TQPQGIM’ L%
—r he tdar very kindly, “Go to your place quickly, little Franz. We were
t('\fﬂ‘ﬁ”'d as beginning without you.” S . L > Laud dound
tJoA I jumped over the bench and sat down at my desk. Not :
M. HMM) M tll then,”When T had got a little over my fright, did I see > Teackore Tules,
) (]l,fw.f}g LLP that our teacher had on his beautifiil green coat, his frilleq WPﬁﬂﬁ on Me.
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shirt, and the little black silk
cap, all embroidered, that he
never wore except on
inspection and prize days.
Besides, the whole school
seemed so strange and
solemn. But the thing that
surprised me most was to

see, on the back benches that
were always empty, the village
people_sitting quietly like
ourselves; old Hauser, with
his three-cornered hat, the &
former mayor, the former -~ .
postmaster, and several others besides. Everybody looked
sad; and Hauser had brought an old primer, thumbed at
the edges, and he held it open on his knees with his great
spectacles lying across the pages. . T,

While I was wondering about it all, M. Hamel mounted L=
his chair, and, in the same grave and gentle tone which he
had used to me, said, “My children; this is the last lesson
I shall give you. The order has come from Berlin to teach
only German in the schools of ‘Alsace and Lorraine. The
new master comes tomorrow. This is your last French
lesson. I want you to be very attentive.”
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