	On sleepless nights/when she couldn’t sleep/when she was suffering from insomnia, she would walk in her park/parkland/estate reciting poetry, or she would take a detour by/go on as far as the chicken-run/henhouse and inspect/examine the three huge/enormous padlocks/locks which prevented anyone from entering it/blocked entry to it: she was keeping an eye on the cows; since the War had begun/the beginning of the War, flowers were no longer grown on the lawns, but the cattle spent the night there, and in the soft, clear light of the moon she criss-crossed/went back and forth across/surveyed the kitchen-garden and counted the maize/corn plants. People were stealing from her. Before the War, maize-growing/corn-growing was almost unknown in this rich/wealthy country/area/region where fowl were fed on wheat and oats. Now, requisition agents searched the granaries for sacks of wheat, and the housewives had no more grain to give to their chickens/hens. Some had asked at the castle to see if they could have seedlings, but the Montmorts kept them first of all for themselves, then for their numerous friends and acquaintances around the area. The peasants/farmers were getting angry.

