Dear English-speaking friends, here is my translation into English of one of Serge's short stories about Dick and Jo. I hope there are not too many flagrant faults - please don't hesitate to tell me if you should find some!!



Dick and Jo (by Serge)

Summertime had come! The sun had been shining for a fortnight, the air had been warm and the sea bright and sparkling.
Dick, a good-looking boy, was having a nap in the very same bed that used to be his for years, whenever he came to Kirrin Cottage. All the others had gone for an excursion along the coast the day before, but he had stayed back to finish a compulsory English homework which would be taken into account for his studies…

He got up and looked with emotion at the photographs of previous years: Kirrin Island, George, Anne, his brother Julian… Neverending happiness, renewned on each holiday!
The Famous Five were still there! The children had lived such exciting adventures… Their friendship and their lives had been marked forever…!
From an envelope, a photograph fell onto the ground. Dick took it quickly and had a shock.
It was a picture of Jo. Jo, the gypsy girl they had met long ago, and who had always had a special bond of friendship, a fondness for Dick, that had not been altered by time.
Poor little Jo, ill-treated during her childhood, brave, intrepid, with a fiery temper!
Dick had always liked Jo. He had defended her, encouraged her, and their friendship had often been tainted by something more intimate.

He lied down on his stomach, looking at the picture in front of him. He could feel a turmoil building up within him. “Jo, my little Jo”, he murmured. He thought that now, the little gypsy had become a young girl…
He stood up. He was now a tall boy, however like in old days, he got his bike and rode down the road. He knew exactly where he was heading to. Jo still lived with Joanna’s cousin.
Jo had become a beautiful young girl with a dark complexion, and black, curly hair. And she had not given up on wearing boys’ clothes! But a real good-looking one, for that matter!
Jo, on her hands and head down, was slowly “walking” on the grass. That’s how she saw Dick, who seemed to be standing upside-down.
“Dick, my Dick!” she cried, falling back onto her feet.
He had been admiring the young girl walking on her hands for a while, and had been looking in awe at her long, brown, slender and muscular legs… beautiful legs!
A tornado named Jo came his way and he staggered while two strong arms held him tight and lips were kissing his face near his mouth…
They looked at each other with avidity. The young boy, in his blue shorts and open shirt, looked great. And Jo looked at him as if he were a sweet waiting to be eaten…
“Jo, as lively as ever. You nearly knocked me over!”
“Have you thought of me that you came out here?”
“The others have all gone for a walk. I was bored…”
There was a silence.
“Come with me”, the young gypsy said, pulling his arm. “I’m keeping you!” She led him into the deserted house.
“Joanna’s cousin is on vacation”, Jo said with a smile. “I am on my own, and the hostess!”
Dick followed Jo without resistance. He always followed Jo who had a certain influence on him! He looked at her, and noticed that time had not changed her much… She still had an irresistible charm.
“My very own”, she said while opening a door into a room which resembled a gypsy’s caravan.
“Oh Jo! The same décor as in the past!” Dick exclaimed, overwhelmed.
A guitar, scarfs, Buffalo’s leather whip… all memories came back. 
Jo sat down on her very narrow bed, as narrow as those used by the Travellers in their caravans. 
“Come and sit down by me”, she said.
The room was lit dimly. Jo had opened the window but the shutters were closed to avoid the heat of entering the room.
“Give me your hand”, she said. “I will tell you your future!”
Dick held out his hand, touched as he realized in his heart that something special was about to happen. 
Jo lightly touched his hand with her fingers, then moved them up his arm, caressing his shoulder to finish under his shirt. And she, the girl, was the one who fell over him on the narrow bed. He didn’t try to free himself because it was a dream coming true. In the shadows, he learnt about Jo’s astonishing vigour, and asked himself if it really was a girl who rushed him like that. 
The face of a lovely young boy crushed on his, and he tightened his grip on the young girl.
“Fiery horse!” Dick murmured.
“You’ll know how to tame me”, she answered tenderly.
Jo the Intrepid, the Untamable, could say these words only to Dick, of course! Another boy, she would have clawed and punched him; he would have known the fury of an angry gypsy! 
Their struggle lasted a while, and Dick won over Jo! But he faced an energy that was not only that of a girl; he also learnt what those girls who wore boys’ clothes and wanted to imitate them in everything were capable of!

Lying on their backs, hand-holding, they were sharing memories of their past adventures together: Antonio. The caravan. George so furious at the beginning, and jealous of Jo. The boat. The caves. Red Tower… 
Jo had become a civilized young girl who studied, while remaining faithful to the gypsies’ world. And she had crises of savagery, a need for liberty which sometimes led her back on the roads, back to her roots…
Dick had always known that one day, he would know Jo. That he just had to wait…
And now, he was resting at her side.

A violent gust of wind made the shutters bang and the window got open. It was still very dark. A storm as sudden as they sometimes came on beautiful summer days, was building up over the country. The electric air was harassing both young people.
Jo with the fiery temper felt her desire awaken once again. She pulled the boy over her and made him understand that he should be more lively, less cautious… She played at defending herself, and he caught fire trying to overcome her. He then knew that Jo was indeed an untamed horse, not easy to get at. They were excited by the game. 
And in the end, when they stopped, they were tired but satisfied.

(translation: Anne)
