
Désirée's Baby  :   

different ends 

by students in 1L. 



Students in 1L have studied literature for a school year. They decided to imagine the end of a short 

story they had studied. They felt free to invent any kind of continuation. 

The  short  story  they  worked  on  was  written  by  Kate  Chopin 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kate_Chopin) and is entitled Désirée's Baby. 

A brief summary of the beginning of the story:

Désirée is the adopted daughter of Monsieur and Madame Valmondé who are wealthy Creoles in 

Louisiana. As a baby, she was discovered by Monsieur Valmondé lying in the shadow of a stone 

pillar near the Valmondé gateway. She is courted by Armand. They appear very devoted to one 

another and eventually have a child. Eventually they realize that the baby's skin is the same color as  

a quadroon (one-quarter African) slave boy—the baby is not white. Because of Désirée's unknown 

roots,  Armand  immediately  assumes  that  she  is  part  black  although  Désirée  tries  to  deny the 

accusation. Madame Valmondé suggests that Désirée and the baby return to the Valmondé estate. 

Armand, scornful with Désirée and no longer in love with her, insists on her going.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kate_Chopin


Guillebaud Audrey 1L Monday, March, 26, 2012

Désirée’s  baby was  crying… and  Désirée  did  nothing  to  stop  it ;  She  was  crying  too, 

walking to the Valmondé’s house. Désirée was wearing  a black dress like a pall, « I shall die » she 

repeated.

Then they finally saw the Valmondé’s house, Mme Valmondé was waiting for Desiré in front 

of the house. They entered, she lent the baby to Mme Valmondé and Désirée sat down on a chair in 

the living room.

«  -How are you Désirée ? » said Mme Valmondé

« It is the end for me… I know it, I give you the baby. It is different but you will see! I am 

sure it will help you a lot! But please take it ! Please ! »

« I accept him. But where’re you going ? Stay here and sleep you semm to be so tired ! »

« No thank you… Thank you very much but  I  must  go back home to have a talk with 

Armand ! » 

« Well ! But be careful ! You come back here after that! »

« -Yes… I hope. »

And Désirée went back home… 

When she went across the threshold of the gate, she saw Armand in the living-room. He did 

not feel her presence. She climbed up the stairs to go into their bedroom to take  her husband's  

knife.

She came downstairs without a noise and, slowly, came closer to Armand; she put the knife 

under his throat and said : «  You have broken my heart, don’t you love me anymore ? So you’ll pay 

for that ! You have ruined my life… I will take yours ! »… and she slit his throat.

Desirée was crying, the child too. She was hurt and disappointed but she knew the baby 

would me happy with Mme Valmondé. She plunged the knife in her heart, she had  known it would 

end like this for a long time…



One week after,  Armand was always in his house, at the same place as the 

week before. Somebody knocked at the door, but Armand wanted to see nobody. 

Somebody knocked at the door, again, again and again. Finally, he decided to 

open the door. He saw a little black woman with a white baby in her hand; he noticed 

that she was crying. 

“Hi Armand, she moaned, my name is Sarah, and I’ve got a problem, a 

big problem with my baby… I gave birth to a little black boy… But the nurses gave 

my baby to another family and I have to take care of this little girl… But I think I 

found her family. I really hope you’ve got my baby.”

Marine Pagnon, 1L (March2012).



Desirée’s Baby:My End

The young mother decided to come back to the family house, to get her mother’s 

help. She took a friend’s car and her baby. Armand’s opinion didn’t matter for her. The 

love story seemed to be over for the moment.

On the road, Desirée thought about Armand’s change, what he had said to her. She was  

shocked and asking herself many questions. The young woman didn’t know what to 

think about her baby “Why do they say that my baby is not white?”

When Desirée was with her mother and after she had given her some explanations she 

asked her lovely mother:

“Maybe I’ve got black family, even if I’m not black. Is it possible?”

“Yes  it  is,  but  this  is  strange,  it  would  mean  that  the  black  skin  has  skipped  a  

generation?”

“Yes! It’s possible for the blue eyes, why not for the skin… I am lost Mom...”

“Yes I understand darling, but I’m here for you, I will always support you!”

Desirée slowly changed her mind about her baby. She wanted to try to search for 

information about her roots even if it would be difficult and long. At that moment,  

she went to her baby and said to it:

“My darling, I love you and I will always love you, you are my son, I don’t mind of  

the others…”

During 5months, Desirée and her mother  looked for a lot of things about Desirée’s  

roots. She finally got answers to her questions… The baby is blacker now, and his 

grand father was black and his grand mother was very white. This is why Desiree was 

just a little bit brown. 

The  baby  will  never  know  his  father,  because  Desirée  didn't  accept  Armand’s 

comportment with his own son and his wife… 

She got divorced  and began a new life with her baby, and some years later with a 

new man.

Anaïs Dagois, 1L (March 2012).



MOCHE Julie 1L
Monday, March 26th 2012

Désirée's baby continuation
Désirée and her baby went out of the  house. She didn’t cry but she could see the neighbours  

looking at her and her black-baby. She went to Madame Valmondé’s  to have explanations. She 

didn’t understand what had happened; maybe Madame Valmondé could help her.

“Oh, Désirée what are you doing here?” asked Madame Valmondé. 

“I want some explanations to understand why my baby is black!” screamed Désirée. 

Madame Valmondé looked  sad, she didn’t know what was happening.

“Come in, come in!” she said.

Désirée and her baby entered  the house and sat  on the sofa. Madame Valmondé gave them 

some tea and biscuits but Désirée didn’t touch them. She looked confused and desperate. 

“I  don’t  understand. I’m white,  his  father  is  white  too,  so why is  my baby black?” she 

moaned. 

She looked at Madame Valmondé in her eyes; she was here when Désirée was pregnant and 

she gave birth to John. 

“Maybe...” Madame Valmondé stopped. “But it’s impossible”.

“What’s impossible?” asked Désirée.

“When you gave birth to John, Rosa had a baby too and she’s black but her baby was not  

black at that moment, so we thought he would become black later maybe he had a disease with a 

problem of complexion. But we weren't sure” she explained to Désirée but she didn’t understand. 

“So  what  are  you  thinking?  I  don’t  understand  your  point  of  view”,  she  asked  more 

confused. Madame Valmondé looked at Désirée and said “I think your babies were switched at birth 

but maybe I’m wrong. Rosa’s baby is white likes you and he has got beautiful green eyes”.

“Oh my god, it’s impossible, John is my baby!” she was desperate. Désirée looked at 

John; he was black and he was not like Désirée. Maybe Madame Valmondé had said the truth: John 

is not her baby and they were switched, it had been a big mistake. Désirée didn’t want to lose John 

but she wanted to know her real baby; but Madame Valmondé said “I’m so sorry Désirée but Rosa 

and Lucas moved into town; you can’t see him anymore; but I’ve a picture for you Rosa sent me 

when she arrived in her new house.”

Désirée watched the photo; it was impossible; Lucas was white with green eyes, he looked like her; 

he had the same smile as his father. Then, Désirée looked at John and smiled. She loved her baby 

John but a part of her wanted to know the real baby and she wanted to do everything to know him...



MIRAULT Sara
March 2012

1L

Désirée's baby

Her baby was in her arms; walking, she thought of her mother, and knew she 

wasn't  a  deep  racist  woman,  even  if  she  considered  that  there  were  differences 

between black and white people. But this time, with the baby, it wasn't the same thing 

at all.

A driver, seeing Désirée walking, stopped his car to bring her to her parents' 

house. She covered her baby for she knew that nobody would help a young woman 

with a baby without the « normal » colour of skin.

Madame Valmondé was waiting  for  them in  front  of  the  house.  This  time, 

Désirée was ready to face her mother and her questions; Nothing could astonish her.

«I have to ask you something... You're gone because of the baby? grinned the 

woman.»

«I didn't want to go, I had to. He was afraid and told me that it was because of 

me  that  the  baby  had another  colour,  because  of  my unknown roots...  Answered 

Désirée seriously»

«But, is Armand the true father?»

Désirée decided to answer. She knew that she had to tell everything about this 

night. She had walked in the fields, the air was hot and dry. Armand had played cards 

with friends. And a sound. Far away... And moving. First, she had thought it was a 

storm, coming quickly. However, she saw an enormous light, and fainted.

«This  is  the  reason  why the  baby  is  different,  you  mean?,  asked  Madame 

Valmondé.»

«Yes... Because of that it's green..., Désirée finally said.»



Suddenly, Désirée realized that her husband could think that the quadroon boy 

was from an other father. It could be the right way but actually not. 

Two hours later, when Armand came back she decided to talk to him but the 

atmosphere put her in a sad mood, she was listless. 

Madame Valmondé had left the house; the room was dark. 

She was frightened because Armand looked at her as if she were a stranger. 

Everyone was stressed, the baby cried. 

“I talked to my mother and she remembered that I have an uncle who isn’t 

white. In fact, some of my ancestors came from New Guinea”, said Armand with a 

wonderful smile.

For Désirée that smile seemed to be the best moment of her life after her baby’s 

birth. Armand and Désirée chose the black ancestor’s name for the baby, in memory 

of him: Hervé. 

Jade Chenuat, 1L, March 2012.





Maddison Kelly 1ere L March 24, 2012

Désirée’s Baby
Almost  nine months  had passed since Desirée had left  and during that  time L’Abri had 

become darker than ever. Armand felt like God had spit in his eye and he was ready to spit fire right 
back. Never had so many of his Negroes been punished, and never had he been so miserable or so 
uninterested in anything; talk was that so much evil had never eaten up a man so fast. Everyday he 
thought of her and everyday his mean streak came shining through.

He hadn’t heard any news from the Valmondé house during those nine months until one 
morning when a note was brought to him from Mme Valmondé. It was opened without hesitation, 
his  mind was already set;  he wouldn’t  give Desirée anything,  he wouldn’t  forgive her,  and he 
wouldn’t listen to any of her excuses. 

The note was read. In the same instant he was calling for his horse to be brought round. 
Armand took off with the speed of a bullet leaving the barrel. Disbelief was all that he could feel,  
that it wasn’t possible. Upon arrival at the Valmondé house he banged on the door with a ferocity 
showing both his fury and worry. A maid opened the door, she was dressed all in black, proof of the 
news he didn’t want to believe.

“I need to speak with M. Valmondé, now.”
“I’ll let him know you’re here, sir.”
Armand stepped into the hallway and took notice of the few mirrors which lined it, they 

were all covered. He couldn’t lie to himself anymore; he couldn’t deny what was proven at every 
turn. The woman came back and led him into the salon where Mme and M.Valmondé were both 
waiting; her face was both distressed and exhausted. 

Armand didn’t take the time for niceties, “What happened, how did it happen?” The words 
were hard to get out, hard to maneuver around the lump building in his throat.

“About  two  weeks  ago  she  began  to  take  ill,  she  couldn’t  leave  her  bed,  couldn’t  do 
anything; not even the child could raise her spirits. It was downhill from there, last night she passed 
away.” Tears  streamed down Armand’s  face,  he still  loved her,  after  everything that  happened, 
everything he had blamed and hated her for, he loved her. 

Armand looked towards Mme.Valmondé, “I’m so sorry for what I’ve done, for what I did to 

her. I know this is my fault, all my fault; I killed her.” Truer words have never been spoken. 



The real Désirée

Holding her baby close to her heart Désirée drove over to her mum's house. 

When she arrived at the Valmondé's house she knelt in front of her mother cying:

« Mom please tell me I am white. I beg you ! »

Her baby was taken away from her since she could hardly breathe because of 

her cries. Madame Valmondé tried her best to comfort her daughter. The one she had 

cherished and loved since she was found asleep next to a big stone pillar. She didn't 

mind wether her Désirée was white or not; she loved her the way she was.

Désirée locked herself in her room without the baby. Why should she have to 

take care of something that took her husband away from her? Staring at herself in the 

mirror, she touched her right arm whispering 'I am white... I am white.'  Tears rolled 

down her cheeks. Everything was over she could persuade herself but finally she 

couldn't fool the others. Her real nature ended up showing up.

The brown haired girl opened the window. The wind ran through her hair. She 

took a deep breath and a last tear rolled down from her eye to her chin, shining with 

the sun. She couldn't hide herself anymore; it was  time to run away to be herself. But 

actually ... Who was she ?

Angelina Mendes, 1L. (March 2012).



Allaire Mélodine, 1L, March 2012.

Désirée's Baby

Désirée would absolutely educate her baby in a happy and loving way that's 

why she had no choice ; She had to return to her parents' house because she and her 

baby  were  no  more  accepted  in  their  own  house ;  Armand  was  indeed  totally 

uninterested and Désirée felt she was bothering him. It was sure they couldn’t stay, 

and one  day she  waited  for  her  husband in  the living room.  He entered  without 

noticing her.

“Armand, I’m weary to be an unknown in my own house and I’m disheartened 

to try to fight against you just to exist; I can’t stand that. If you’re ashamed of us, 

don’t worry, we will leave you alone,” she said with a strong voice and shuddering at 

he same time. He ignored her again.

“Ok, so tomorrow I am going back my parents',  you won’t hear news from us 

anymore. Goodbye Armand.”

The following morning, he was really alone at home and that was like that for 

two years; however he was more and more preoccupied because he wanted to have a 

heir and that was obviously not a problem,, to find a girl for a single and rich man. 

Thereby, he married a young girl.

As he had wanted, her wife gave birth to a little boy and he was very satisfied. 

The whole neighborhood came to see this heir but his mother noticed little by little 

that her baby was darker and darker. She had to warn Armand. He became suddenly 

mad, ran to see his own baby, his wife was right. 

He had never thought that the problem might come from him …



Two years had passed away, and a cold, tough winter had let its white coat upon the 

houses. 

Désirée had spent a whole year thinking about the husband she had loved, but she had 

become stronger when her son had grown up. He was two years old now, and he was a pretty  

little boy, with deep black eyes, brown curly hair, and a dark soft skin.Désirée was with him, on 

that cold sunday night. She was with her dear son, trying to make him fall asleep by singing a 

sweet lullaby. 

But suddenly someone rang at the door.

« Could you open, please ? », shouted her mum.

The young woman kissed her son, and went to open the door. When she saw who was standing  

there, staring at her, she felt as if her legs were going to break down.

« Hi, my dear wife », he said sarcastically. « I came here to have my baby back. »

Désirée didn't know what to do. She felt her fingers tremble, and couldn't say a word.

« You... You can't ! You won't ! », she finally said.

He whispered : « Yes I will. See, two years ago, I said I wanted you to go. Not my child. He 

may be black, but at least he won't lie to me as you did. »

She  couldn't  believe  what  was  happenning.  She  wished  for  a  moment  that  it  was  just  a 

nightmare.

« I am not black, Armand », she answered, « I told you. I am even whiter than you. Don't do 

this, let him a chance to be happy. Here, with me. »

Armand went into the house, pushing her on his way. He looked for something which 

could be a child's bedroom, and finally found it, with Désirée behind him, crying and begging 

him to stop.

When Armand took the baby, who was wondering why he was woken up by a strange man, 

Désirée came in the room and tried to take her son back. Armand, in a violent move, pushed her  

back with his arm, and went away with the baby. Désirée fell, her head scratching on the edge  

of her baby's little bed. When her mother came in, it was too late. 

Désirée was there, lying on the floor, in her own blood.

Nattie Robin-Giraudon, 1L, March 2012.



 ALAPETITE Lucie, 1L, March 2012.

                            English literature
Désirée's baby

Désirée at this time was so stunned that no more coherent thought could gather in her mind. 

As she didn’t know what to do or where to go, she randomly walked across the countryside. It was 

only when night fell that she finally decided to try to organize her thoughts to make a decision about 

her future.

However,   Désirée  remained indecisive.  Therefore before  making  any important  decision,  she 

decided to talk one last time to Armand.

   After this painful discussion Armand remained prostrated for the most part of the day. He had 

never wanted all this after all. But circumstances were pushing him. How could a man like him 

raise a half-black child? Impossible! Nevertheless he felt very miserable, he would swear Désirée 

was not black. But of course it could not come from him. It could not. He quickly banished this 

thought from his mind to focus on other business. He called Zandrine, told her to prepare the baby, 

the stuff of the mother of this child and to return them to Madame Valmonde.

When Désirée was finally back, Armand was informed about it, in the hope he could talk to 

her. But he did not wish.That night he could not get to sleep; assailed by the guilt, he could only be 

agitated. 

The next day at breakfast, a letter from Mrs. Valmondé was waiting for him. She announced 

the safe return of her daughter at home, informed him about all the sadness of the latter and all her 

own doubts about the fact that Désirée was black. Armand felt as much annoyed as scared  by this 

letter. But he decided to prepare his horse and rode to a long and exhausting journey through the 

countryside. But when the night came, he could still not access the rest which would have banished 

his fears.

At breakfast, as the day before, a letter was waiting for him. Mrs. Valmondé had written she 

would like them to meet and she informed him about her great anxiety concerning Désirée who was 

getting sadder and sadder, so that she had decided to stop to eat. Armand saddened again by this 

news, decided nevertheless as the day before not to pay attention and occupied his day as much as 

possible. But, one more time, he did not find a restful sleep. The same scheme repeated day after 

day: Armand could never sleep and always found a letter in the morning. These letters were also 

increasingly worrying, Désirée was still refusing to eat and her mother thought she was seriously ill.

More than once Armand planned to go and see Désirée,  and tell her that he was grieving 

and  wanted her  back  no  matter she was  black  or white.  Yet  he did  nothing.



the  news was increasingly poor and  because  of  this Armand felt  guilty.  

Desiree was in fact getting worse despite all her mother’s care. She remained entire days 

alone, refusing to see anyone. She stopped eating, stopped sleeping and spent her time ruminating 

her hatred towards Armand. Yet one day, like any other, under the amazed  gaze   everyone present 

Désirée left her room, agreed to eat a little, warned that she wanted some fresh air and plunged into 

the campaign.

Zandrine was the first to see her. She barely spoke to her a word, just enough to ask her 

where  Armand was. The latter was located nearby. He rushed to the sound of  his wife’s voice. 

Zandrine feared what would happen, especially since the same morning, his master had received a 

strange letter. To make sure it was not his fault he had said, smiling. Yet after reading his smile  

faded.

 “Let-us!”

 Zandrine  jumped  at  the  sound  of  his  master's  voice.  She  was  worried;  however,  she 

withdrew, closing the door. That's when the waiting of Zandrine began. First, no sound was heard, 

then a sound no louder than a whisper. But the more time spent over the louder the became but  

strangely she could not grasp a word of their conversation.

At  nightfall,  they almost  screamed.  But  all  of  a  sudden the  silence  was  total.  Zandrine 

worried however dared not disturb her master. The silence lasted for hours and hours, all night. 

When the sun rose at last, she walked towards the door with the intention to take the story 

straight. When she opened the door she was surprised to find hiermaster lying on the ground, dead. 

Désirée had disappeared.



She left the house five minutes later, without anything, only one little bag. Armand looked at 

her from the window. He wanted to see her leave his garden, his house, his life. When he couldn’t 

see her any more, he sat on the sofa and read his preferred novel to relax. One hour later, he heard a  

familiar sound. He recognized this sound because he had heard this for many months. This was the 

sound of  Désirée’s shoes.

«  Désirée ? Zandrine ? Who is it ? »

But the answer wasn’t what he expected. Désirée was on the threshold of the 

living-room, sneering at him.

“ Désirée, you must leave my house now ! 

“Armand, I only want you to understand I’m white. Let me live with you !

“No. You can beg me but my answer cannot change.”

When he said this sentence, he saw Désirée’s face changing. He could see she was 

becoming mad. Her eyes had changed, her mouth turned into a strange smile.

“ I’m not white ? You too, you are a wretched man ! And not white at all ! No...no, 

you are red now...!”

Saying this, she showed to Armand the knife in her right hand. And before he 

could  say  anything,  she  stabbed  him  in  his  heart,  creating  a  red  blood  star  on 

Armand’s white clothes.

Maxence Lacassaigne, 1L. (March 2012).


