Two very different Rebels ?

Characters :

George and Claudine

Annee

George  >> Famous Five 
 Annee  >> Famous Five
 Claudine  >> St. Clares

Gayland School

Anne and George walk in the park towards Gaylands House.  

"Anne, who is this girl? 

"which girl?"  -

"This girl who has a malignant air, down there. She does not seem to be wholly timid! " 

"Ah!  Claudine?  The French girl?  I do not know if you will like her much", murmured Anne! 

"But why? " 

"She likes pretty clothes, she hates sport, she does not like water, she... "

"a stuck-up girl? " 

"Oh, no", exclaimed Anne, " not at all - you are mistaken, George! "

"We will see... "  

The bell stopped the conversation.  It was this evening that dormitories were allocated  to the pupils.  Next to George, the bed which had been unoccupied the day before was crumpled, and there the young French girl was settled!  She wore a light nightdress which was fine, pretty, and a little transparent, with which the teacher on duty would certainly find fault!  George looked at the round eyes.  The other girls were much less nicely attired, and George, wore pyjamas like a boy.  But curiously, and to her great astonishment, George no longer felt animosity against this girl who had a pleasant air.  

"May we speak to the French Girl"  - 

"Oh!  It is not allowed", said Anne, whose bed was beside her!"

 "What does ir matter ? ", retorted Claudine, "that which does not disturb anybody? "

"The others want to sleep so it is prohibited! "

"We will speak quietly" said the girl known as Claudine, with an angelic smile, lowering the eyes.

George had listened to this small speech with joy!  "Bingo! "  She murmured!  

"What did you say ?" asked Anne

"I said... nothing!  Sleep and shut up yourself!"  

With a little crafty smile, Anne turned over, and fell asleep soon.  

A moment later, Claudine began again in a low voice:  "I hear that you are a real tomboy, a "burned head", is this saying possible? "]

"People say so many things", murmured George! 

"Only because I like action, and the girls can’t be like this!  They have idiotic hobbies. I want to swim, run, work with my hands like a boy... "

"Me, " Claudine’s soft voice answered, "I do not like the sport, I like calm things. I would like to make beautiful things, to paint, draw... "

"Don’t you want to spend evenings on the beach, to plunge in the sea, to... "

"George, if a friend takes me along, arm in arm...  then perhaps.  But I do not need to wear shorts, or a sweater, dressed as a boy!  I will slip my blouse on, and you will gently take me along in water... "

A dreamy silence settled.  

"Don't you want to wear pretty clothing, " asked Claudine?  

" I wouldn’t feel myself", answered George.  "But I think I can be beautiful in my boy's clothes!  Yes, I can!"  

It was true that George was always clean, well turned out, and that she suited her clothes.  

"A fine young man", murmured Claudine.  George turned red, thankful for the dark night which hid it.  A strange feeling invaded her.  For the first time, she felt an attraction, a passion for a girl, a female !  Already, she loved Claudine, and at one with her.  What a situation!  

George wanted to be understood:  

- I want to shout, if it pleases me!  I want to dress like a sailor, or the gardener, if I feel like it!  I am a girl!  But I want to fight like a boy, to defend myself!  To speak like a boy and to be dirty if necessary!  Not, I do not want to be a statue, a "beautiful image" for the children!  Nor a pure virgin!  No!  I am George!  George!  I want to live, know everything, try everything!  To be a girl, and a free woman!  Free!"  

Claudine admired anger, and her eyes shone more brightly.  She admired her partner.  

- I only want to be beautiful!  I want light fabric and beautiful skin!  I want to walk naked, if clothing offends my body!  I want to do what pleases me, admire beautiful animals, flatter the horses, caress the dog, touch your skin, George, if the desire takes to me, to love the boy, the girl, to like all that is beautiful, landscape, art, people...  I want it all!"  

A long silence settled!  It seemed to the two girls that an enormous noise had invaded the dormitory.  The two friends, because they would be friends from now on, had approached one the other.  

Claudine took the hand of George...  it was hot, and fiery.  She deposited a kiss there.  

A tear ran down George’s cheek.  She had always rejected signs of tenderness, which she regarded as sentimentality.  And yet for the first time, her heart melted, and a new feeling touched it.  

In the deadened dormitory there was complete silence. It seemed to George and Claudine that they were alone on an island...  

"Kirrin Island", thought George.  

"I will take you to my island", said George.  "You will like it... "

"We will be George and Claudine!  I will dress as a sailor, answered the French girl! 

"And I will wear a blouse, a dreamy dress, I will wear clothing which will throw you into a panic, George murmured.  Do you think we are insane? "

" I believe that we are very different one from the other, and that we like ourselves," the Frenchwoman said wisely.  

"What will Anne think, tomorrow ? She will guess that I have changed! "

"Very funny" Claude thought 

"SSh! giggled Claudine you will wake them all! "

"Anne will be angry! "  Said the girl  

"You feel bitter? "

"I have the impression that my feelings are read on my face" answered George.  

"But, that is obvious!  Then Anne will think that a great happiness touched you in the night."  

George was began to laugh uncontrollably.  

"It is so late!  We should sleep!"  She went over from her bed, leaned over to Claudine, and embraced her on the lips.  Claudine did not say a word.  She passed her arm around the neck of her partner and intertwined it.  

No one knew that George’s bed remained empty until the morning.  

