PENGAKUAN

Sang surya bersinar dengan garang di atas ladang-ladang. Ladang-ladang  membentang berlekuk-lekuk di antara pepohonan yang berjajar di tiap rumah pertanian. Hasil ladang yang beragam, gandum yang menguning dan masak, tanaman oats berwarna hijau pucat, daun-daun semanggi menghijau gelap, tersebar bak mantol besar bergaris, lembut dan beriak-riak, menutupi tubuh bumi yang telanjang. Di kejauhan, di puncak lereng, nampak barisan sapi yang seolah tiada akhir, berbaris laksana tentara, sebagian berbaring, yang lain berdiri. Mata besar sapi-sapi itu berkedip-kedip tertimpa cahaya yang membakar, sembari mengunyah dan memamah biak di ladang semanggi yang seluas danau. 
Dua orang perempuan, ibu dan anak, sedang berjalan dengan langkah berayun, beriringan, menuju pasukan ternak. Masing-masing membawa dua ember timah, yang disandang di tubuh pada sebuah simpai. Pada setiap langkah, logam ember mengirimkan kilatan putih yang menyilaukan karena sinar matahari yang menimpanya. Perempuan-perempuan itu tidak saling bicara. Mereka hendak memerah susu. Ketika sampai, mereka meletakan salah satu ember dan mendekati dua ekor sapi pertama, menyepak iga sapi-sapi itu supaya berdiri  dengan kaki yang terbungkus sepatu kayu. Binatang itu bangkit perlahan, mengangkat kaki depan dahulu, kemudian dengan sedikit kepayahan mengangkat bagian tubuh belakangnya yang besar, yang sepertinya keberatan oleh juntaian daging berlemak. 
	Keluarga Malivoires, ibu dan anak itu, berlutut di bawah perut binantang itu, dengan gerakan tangan yang lembut menarik puting sapi, yang pada setiap remasan mengucurkan susu ke dalam ember. Busa susu yang menguning mengambang di pinggiran ember, dan perempuan-perempuan itu berlalu dari satu sapi ke sapi yang lain hingga akhir barisan yang panjang itu. Setelah selesai memerah susu seekor sapi, mereka mengubah posisi sapi itu, memberinya sejumput rumput segar yang segera dikunyah. 
	Kemudian mereka berjalan pulang, lebih lambat sekarang, keberatan oleh beban susu. Sang ibu berada di depan, sang anak di belakang. Tiba-tiba yang di belakang mengeluh, meletakkan bebannya, duduk dan mulai menangis. 
	Nyonya Malivoires, yang merasa kehilangan suara langkah kaki di belakangnya, menoleh dengan keheranan yang besar.
	“Ada apa denganmu?” ia bertanya.
	Sang anak, Celeste, seorang gadis yang tinggi berambut merah menyala. Pipi nya pun merah menyala, dipenuhi bintik-bintik bak percikan api jatuh menimpa wajahnya karena seharian bekerja di bawah sinar matahari. Ia berbisik, merintih pelan, seperti anak kecil yang kena pukul. 
	“Aku tak bisa mengangkat susu lagi.”
	Sang ibu memandanginya dengan curiga.  
“Ada apa denganmu?” ia bertanya lagi.  
“Bebannya makin berat. Aku tak bisa, “ jawab Celeste yang sudah roboh  dan berbaring di tanah di antara dua ember, menyembunyikan matanya dengan celemek.
“Lalu, ada apa denganmu?” sang ibu tertanya untuk ketiga kali. Si gadis merintih: “Kurasa bayinya akan lahir....”  Dan ia tersedu-sedu.
Si perempuan tua meletakkan bebannya sekarang, sangat heran sehingga tidak mampu mengucapkan kata-kata. Akhirnya dengan tergagap, ia berkata:
“Kamu....kamu... kamu akan melahirkan, kau bodoh! Bagaimana bisa? “
Keluarga Malivoires adalah keluarga petani yang makmur, kaya dan memiliki posisi tertentu, terpandang secara luas; keluarga yang memiliki usaha bagus di distrik. 
“Kukira ya.... aku akan melahirkan, “ jawab Celeste terbata-bata.
Sang Ibu memandang sang gadis yang menyembah-nyembah di kakinya. Sesudah beberapa saat, si ibu berteriak: “ Kamu akan melahirkan! Seorang bayi! Dimana kamu mendapatnya, kau perempuan jalang?”
Celeste yang terguncang oleh emosi, berbisik: 
“Kurasa ini karena kereta tuan Polyte.”
Si perempuan tua mencoba memahami, mencoba membayangkan, berusaha menyadari siapa yang sudah membawa ketidakberuntungan pada anak gadisnya. Bila pemuda itu memiliki posisi yang baik dan terhormat, sebuah rencana dapat dilakukan. Kerusakan dapat diperbaiki. Celeste bukan yang pertama kali mengalami, tetapi hal itu tetap saja menjengkelkan, terutama karena melihat posisi keluarga dan bagaimana orang akan membicarakannya. 
	“Dan siapa orangnya, kau jalang ? “ ia bertanya lagi. 
Celeste, menghela nafas dan menjawab terbata-bata:
	“Kurasa itu perbuatan Polyte.”
Mendengar jawaban itu, Nyonya Maliovoire, mengamuk, menerjang anak gadisnya dan mulai memukulinya dengan kemarahan besar hingga membuat topinya terjatuh. Ia memukul Celeste di kepala, di punggung, di seluruh tubuh; Celeste, tak berdaya di antara dua buah ember yang justru sedikit melindunginya;  menutup wajahnya dengan kedua tangannya. 
	Semua sapi, yang merasa terganggu, berhenti mengunyah dan menoleh, menatap dengan mata besar. Sapi terakhir menguak, memonyongkan moncongnya pada perempuan-perempuan itu.  
Setelah memukuli si anak hingga kehabisan nafas, Nyonya Maliovore berhenti, kecapaian; semangatnya sedikit terbangun, ia mencoba memahami keadaan secara keseluruhan. “----Polyte! Tuhan selamatkan kami, sungguh tidak mungkin! Bagaimana bisa, kau dengan seorang kusir? Kau pasti sudah kehilangan akal sehatmu. Dia pasti sudah memperdayamu, tak berguna sama sekali!”
	Celeste, masih tak berdaya, berbisik di dalam debu : 
	“Aku tidak membayar ongkosku.”
Dan perempuan tua itu mengerti.
	Setiap minggu, hari Rabu dan Sabtu, Celeste pergi ke kota untuk menjual hasil pertanian, unggas, krim dan telur. Ia berangkat pukul 7 pagi dengan dua keranjang besar di kedua tangannya, hasil pertanian di satu tangan, unggas di tangan yang lain, dan berjalan ke jalan utama menunggu kereta kuda ke Yvetot. Ia meletakkan barang-barangnya dan duduk di parit, sementara ayam-ayam berparuh runcing pendek dan bebek berparuh lebar mendesakkan kepalanya di antara jeruji anyaman keranjang dan melihat sekelililing dengan mata bulat, bodoh dan keheranan.
	Sebuah kereta, semacam kotak kuning yang tetutup kulit hitam pada bagian atasnya, mendekat, bergetar dan tersentak-sentak oleh derap kaki kuda putih tua.  Polyte, sang kusir, seorang pria besar yang periang, gempal meskipun masih muda, dan terbakar oleh sinar matahari dan angin, tertimpa air hujan dan berwarna oleh brandy sehingga wajah dan lehernya berwarna merah bata. Ia melecutkan cemetinya dan berteriak di kejauhan:  
“Selamat pagi, nona Celeste. Sehat-sehat saja, kuharap?”
Celeste mengulurkan keranjangnya, satu demi satu; lalu ia segera naik. Celeste mengangkat tinggi kakinya supaya dapat meraih anak tangga kereta dan memperlihatkan kaki jenjangnya yang terbungkus stoking biru. Setiap kali pula Polyte melemparkan gurauan yang sama: 
“Wah, nampaknya ia tidak bertambah kurus.” 
Celeste tertawa, menganggap gurauan itu lucu.
Lalu Polyte menghela kuda kurusnya ‘hieee..ayo... kuda tua’. Celeste pun segera mengambil dompet di saku bajunya, perlahan mengambil uang lima  pence, tiga pence untuk ongkosnya dan dua pence untuk keranjangnya, dan memberikan uang itu pada Polyte melalui bahu pria itu. Polyte mengambil uang itu dan berkata: 
“Akankah kita sedikit berolah raga hari ini?”. 
Polyte tertawa terbahak-bahak, menoleh pada Celeste dan memandangi gadis itu sepuasnya. 
	Celeste menganggap ongkosnya terlalu mahal, setengah franc untuk perjalanan sejauh dua mil. Suatu hari, saat sedang membayar, Celeste berkata:
 “Untuk penumpang sebaik diriku, engkau seharusnya tidak mengambil lebih dari 3 pence.”  
Meledaklah tawa Polyte. “Tiga pence, nona; mengapa....., kau berharga lebih dari itu.” 
Celeste tetap bertahan pada pendapatnya. 
“Tetapi kau mendapat dua franc setiap bulan dariku”.
Polyte mencambuk kudanya dan berujar:
“Dengar, aku seorang yang penurut! Kita akan menganggap masalah ini selesai dengan sedikit berolah raga.”
“Apa maksudmu?” Celeste bertanya dengan wajah polos.
Polyte merasa geli sehingga ia tertawa sampai terbatuk-batuk.
“Sedikit berolahraga ya olahraga kecil...astaga..; permainan untuk pemuda dan pemudi; menari berdua tanpa musik.”
Celeste mengerti, pipinya memerah dan ia berujar:
“Aku tidak peduli pada olah raga semacam itu, tuan Polyte.”
Namun Polyte tidak merasa malu sama sekali, dan berkata lagi dengan kegembiraan yang meluap-luap;  “Kau akan mengalami hal itu, nonaku, olahraga kecil untuk pemuda dan pemudi!”
Dan sejak saat itu, Polyte selalu menanyakan hal yang sama setiap kali Celeste membayar ongkos: “Akankah kita sedikit berolah raga hari ini?’
Celeste, yang saat itu menganggapnya candaan, menjawab juga :
“Tidak hari ini, tuan Polyte, hari Sabtu pastinya!”
Dan ditengah deraian tawanya, Polyte menjawab,”Jadi hari Sabtu ya...”
Namun dalam hati, Celeste berhitung, selama dua tahun ini, dia sudah membayar Polyte empatpuluh delapan franc, dan di desanya empatpuluh delapan franc bukanlah jumlah yang dapat dipungut di pinggir jalan. Celeste menghitung lagi bila dua tahun lagi maka ia akan membayar hampir 100 franc. 
Untuk tujuan itulah, Celeste menyusun rencana, di suatu musim semi saat ia dan Polyte dalam kereta, ketika Polyte menanyakan hal yang sama: “Akankah kita sedikit berolah raga?” 	
 Celeste pun menjawab: “Baiklah, tuan Polyte, bila kau mau.”
Polyte sama sekali tidak heran, dan merangkak ke belakang tempat duduknya, berbisik dengan penuh kepuasan:
“Ayolah kalo demikian. Aku tahu kau akan bersedia suatu saat.”
Kaki kuda putih tua berderap pelahan sehingga Celeste merasa seolah-olah menari dengan gerakan yang sama, tuli terhadap suara jeritan tertahan, dari dalam kereta:”  Hiieee.....ayo......kuda tua! Ayolah!”
Tiga bulan kemudian Celeste mengetahui bahwa dirinya hamil.
Semua kejadian itu dikisahkan Celeste pada ibunya dengan air mata berderai. Pucat oleh kemarahan, perempuan tua itu bertanya:
“Jadi, berapa semua ongkosnya?”
“Empat bulan, semuanya delapan franc, bukan?” jawab Celeste.
Pada saat itu kemarahan perempuan tua itu tak dapat dibendung dan sekali lagi menerjang anak gadisnya. Ia memukul Celeste untuk kedua kalinya hingga kehabisan nafas. Lalu perempuan tua itu bangkit dan berkata:
“Sudahkah kau bercerita pada Polyte tentang bayi ini?”
“Tidak, tentu saja tidak.”
“Mengapa kau belum bercerita padanya?”
“Karena sepertinya ia akan meminta seluruh ongkos yang tidak kubayar.”
Perempuan tua itu menimbang-nimbang sejenak, lalu ia mengambil ember susunya. 
“Mari, bangunlah, dan cobalah untuk berjalan pulang,” ujarnya, dan, sejurus kemudian ia melanjutkan:
“Dan jangan ceritakan pada Polyte selama ia tidak melihat apapun, dan kita tidak akan membayar ongkos padanya selama enam atau delapan bulan ke depan.”
Celeste yang sudah bangkit, dengan mata bengkak dan berurai airmata, menyahut: 
“Tentu saja, aku tidak akan mengatakannya.”
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THE NOON SUN POURED FIERCELY DOWN UPON THE FIELDS. They stretched in undulating folds between the clumps of trees that marked each farmhouse; the different crops, ripe rye and yellowing wheat, pale-green oats, dark-green clover,  spread a vast striped cloak, soft and rippling, over the naked body of the earth.
In the distance, on the crest of a slope, was an endless line of cows, ranked like soldiers, some lying down, others standing, their large eyes blinking in the burning light, chewing the cud and grazing on a field of clover as broad as a lake.
Two women, mother and daughter, were walking with a swinging step, one behind the other, towards this regiment of cattle. Each carried two zinc pails, slung outwards from the body on a hoop from a cask; at each step the metal sent out a dazzlingwhite flash under the sun that struck full upon it. The women did not speak. They were on their way to milk the cows.  When they arrive, they set down one of their pails and approach the first two cows, making them stand up with a kick in the ribs from wooden-shod feet. The beast rises slowly, first on its forelegs, then with more difficulty raises its large hind quarters, which seem to be weighted down by the enormous udder of livid pendulous flesh.
The two Malivoires, mother and daughter, kneeling beneath the animal's belly, tug with a swift movement of their hands at the swollen teat, which at each squeeze sends a slender jet of milk into the pail. The yellowish froth mounts to the brim, and the women go from cow to cow until they reach the end of the long line.As soon as they finish milking a beast, they change its position, giving it a fresh patch of grass on which to graze.
Then they start on their way home, more slowly now, weighed down by the load of milk, the mother in front, the daughter behind. Abruptly the latter halts, sets down her burden, Sits down, and begins to cry.
Madame Malivoire, missing the sound of steps behind her, turns round and is quite amazed.
"What's the matter with you?" she said.
Her daughter Celeste, a tall girl with flaming red hair and flaming cheeks, flecked with freckles as though sparks of fire had fallen upon her face one day as she worked in the sun, murmurs, moaning softly, like a beaten child:
"I can't carry the milk any further."
Her mother looked at her suspiciously.
"What's the matter with you?" she repeated.
"It drags too heavy, I can't," replied Celeste, who had collapsed and was lying on the ground between the two pails, hiding her eyes in her apron.
"What's the matter with you, then?" said her mother for the third time. The girl moaned:
"I think there's a baby on the way." And she broke into sobs.
The old woman now in her turn set down her load, so amazed that she could find nothing to say. At last she stammered:
"You . . . you . . . you're going to have a baby, you clod! How can that be?"
The Malivoires were prosperous farmers, wealthy and of a certain position, widely respected, good business folk, of some importance in the district.
"I think I am, all the same," faltered Celeste.
The frightened mother looked at the weeping girl grovelling at her feet. After a few seconds she cried: 
"You're going to have a baby! A baby! Where did you get it, you slut?"
Celeste, shaken with emotion, murmured:
"I think it was in Polyte's coach."
The old woman tried to understand, tried to imagine, to realise who could have brought this misfortune upon her daughter.
 If the lad was well off and of decent position, an arrangement might be come to. The damage could still be repaired. Celeste was not the first to be in the same way, but it was annoying all the same, seeing their position and the way people talked.
"And who was it, you slut?" she repeated.
Celeste, resolved to make a clean breast of it, stammered:
"I think it was Polyte."
At that Madame Malivoire, mad with rage, rushed upon her daughter and began to beat her with such fury that her hat fell off in the effort. With great blows of the fist she struck her on the head, on the back, all over her body; Celeste, prostrate between the two pails, which afforded her some slight protection, shielded just her face with her hands.
All the cows, disturbed, had stopped grazing and turned round, staring with their great eyes. The last one mooed, stretching out its muzzle towards the women.
After beating her daughter till she was out of breath, Madame Malivoire stopped, exhausted; her spirits reviving a little, she tried to get a thorough understanding of the situation.
"--- Polyte! Lord save us, it's not possible! How could you, with a carrier? You must have lost your wits. He must have played you a trick, the good-for-nothing!"
Celeste, still prostrate, murmured in the dust:
"I didn't pay my fare!"
And the old Norman woman understood.
Every week, on Wednesday and on Saturday, Celeste went to town with the farm produce, poultry, cream, and eggs. She started at seven with her two huge baskets on her arm, the dairy produce in one, the chickens in the other, and went to the main road to wait for the coach to Yvetot.
She set down her wares and sat in the ditch, while the chickens with their short pointed beaks and the ducks with their broad flat bills thrust their heads between the wicker bars and looked about them with their round, stupid, surprised eyes.
Soon the bus, a sort of yellow box with a black leather cap on the top, came up, jerking and quivering with the trotting of the old white horse. Polyte the coachman, a big, jolly fellow, stout though still young, and so burnt up by sun and wind, soaked by rain, and coloured with brandy that his face and neck were brick-red, cracked his whip and shouted from the distance:
"Morning, Mam'selle Celeste. In good health, I hope?"
She gave him her baskets, one after the other, which he stowed in the boot; then she got in, lifting her leg high up to reach the step, and exposing a sturdy leg clad in a blue stocking.
Every time Polyte repeated the same joke: "Well, it's not got any thinner."
She laughed, thinking this funny.
Then he uttered a "Gee up, old girl!" which started off the thin horse. Then Celeste, reaching for her purse in the depths of her pocket, slowly took out fivepence, threepence for herself and twopence for the baskets, and handed them to Polyte over his shoulder. He took them, saying:
"Aren't we going to have our little bit of sport to-day?"
And he laughed heartily, turning round towards her so as to stare at her at his ease.
She found it a big expense, the half-franc for a journey of two miles. And when she had no coppers she felt it still more keenly;  it was hard to make up her mind to part with a silver coin.
One day, as she was paying, she asked:
"From a good customer like me you oughtn't to take more than threepence."
He burst out laughing.
"Threepence, my beauty; why, you're worth more than that."
She insisted on the point.
"But you make a good two francs a month out of me."
He whipped up his horse and exclaimed:
"Look here, I'm an obliging fellow! We'll call it quits for a bit of sport."
"What do you mean?" she asked with an air of innocence.
He was so amused that he laughed till he coughed.
"A bit of sport is a bit of sport, damn it; a game for a lad and a lass, a dance for two without music."
She understood, blushed, and declared:
"I don't care for that sort of game, Monsieur Polyte."
But he was in no way abashed, and repeated, with growing merriment:
"You'll come to it some day, my beauty, a bit of sport for a lad and a lass!"
And since that day he had taken to asking her, each time that she paid her fare:
"Aren't we going to have our bit of sport to-day?"
She, too, joked about it by this time, and replied:
"Not to-day, Monsieur Polyte, but Saturday, for certain!"
And amid peals of laughter he answered:
"Saturday, then, my beauty."
But inwardly she calculated that, during the two years the affair had been going on, she had paid Polyte forty-eight whole francs,  and in the country forty-eight francs is not a sum which can be picked up on the roadside; she also calculated that in two more years she would have paid nearly a hundred francs.
To such purpose she meditated that, one spring day as they jogged on alone, when he made his customary inquiry:
"Aren't we going to have our bit of sport yet?" She replied: "Yes, if you like, Monsieur Polyte."
He was not at all surprised, and clambered over the back of his seat, murmuring with a complacent air:
"Come along, then. I knew you'd come to it some day."
The old white horse trotted so gently that she seemed to be dancing upon the same spot, deaf to the voice which cried at intervals, from the depths of the vehicle: "Gee up, old girl! Gee up, then!"
Three months later Celeste discovered that she was going to have a child.
All this she had told her mother in a tearful voice. Pale with fury, the old woman asked:
"Well, what did it cost?"
"Four months; that makes eight francs, doesn't it?" replied Celeste.
At that the peasant woman's fury was utterly unleashed, and, falling once more upon her daughter, she beat her a second time until she was out of breath. Then she rose and said:
"Have you told him about the baby?"
"No, of course not."
"Why haven't you told him?"
"Because very likely he'd have made me pay for all the free rides!"
The old woman pondered awhile, then picked up her milkpails.
"Come on, get up, and try to walk home," she said, and, after a pause, continued:
"And don't tell him as long as he doesn't notice anything, and we'll make six or eight months' fares out of him."
And Celeste, who had risen, still crying, dishevelled and swollen round the eyes, started off again with dragging steps, murmuring:
"Of course I won't say."
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