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COMMENTAIRE COMPOSE DE LITTERATURE ANGLAISE
ET COURT THEME

Commentez, en anglais, le texte suivant :

While the Sheridans were getting ready for their garden party, Mr. Scott, a cart-driver living not far

Jrom their house, was killed in an accident. Afier the party, Mrs. Sheridan told Laura to bring a basket
Jull of leftovers to the Scotts’ house.

It was just growing dusky as Laura shut their garden gates. A big dog ran by like a shadow. The road
gleamed white, and down below in the hollow the little cottages were in deep shade. How quiet it seemed
after the afternoon. Here she was going down the hill to somewhere where a man lay dead, and she
couldn’t realise it. Why couldn’t she? She stopped a minute. And it seemed to her that kisses, voices,
tinkling spoons, laughter, the smell of crushed grass were somehow inside her. She had no room for
anything else. How strange! She looked up at the pale sky, and all she thought was, “Yes, it was the
most successful party.”

Now the broad road was crossed. The lane began, smoky and dark. Women in shawls and men’s
tweed caps hurried by. Men hung over the palings; the children played in the doorways. A low hum
came from the mean little cottages. In some of them there was a flicker of light, and a shadow, crab-
like, moved across the window. Laura bent her head and hurried on. She wished now she had put on a
coat. How her frock shone! And the big hat with the velvet streamer—if only it was another hat! Were
the people looking at her? They must be. It was a mistake to have come; she knew all along it was a
mistake. Should she go back even now?

No, too late. This was the house. It must be. A dark knot of people stood outside. Beside the gate an
old, old woman with a crutch sat in a chair, watching. She had her feet on a newspaper. The voices
stopped as Laura drew near. The group parted. It was as though she was expected, as though they had
known she was coming here.

Laura was terribly nervous. Tossing the velvet ribbon over her shoulder, she said to a woman standing
by, “Is this Mrs. Scott’s house?” and the woman, smiling queerly, said, “It s, my lass.”

Oh, to be away from this! She actually said, “Help me, God,” as she walked up the tiny path and
knocked. To be away from those staring eyes, or to be covered up in anything, one of those women’s
shawls even. Ill just leave the basket and go, she decided. I shan’t even wait for it to be emptied.

Then the door opened. A little woman in black showed in the gloom.

Laura said, “Are you Mrs. Scott?” But to her horror the woman answered, “Walk in, please, miss,”
and she was shut in the passage.

“No,” said Laura, “I don’t want to come in. I only want to leave this basket. Mother sent—""

The little woman in the gloomy passage seemed not to have heard her. “Step this way, please, miss,”
she said in an oily voice, and Laura followed her.

She found herself in a wretched little low kitchen, lighted by a smoky lamp. There was a woman
sitting before the fire.

“Em,” said the little creature who had let her in. “Em! It’s a young lady.” She turned to Laura. She
said meaningly, “I’m “er sister, miss. You'll excuse “er, won’t you?”

“Oh, but of course!” said Laura. “Please, please don’t disturb her. I—I only want to leave—"

But at that moment the woman at the fire turned round. Her face, puffed up, red, with swollen eyes
and swollen lips, looked terrible. She seemed as though she couldn’t understand why Laura was there.
What did it mean? Why was this stranger standing in the kitchen with a basket? What was it all about?
And the poor face puckered up again.

“All right, my dear,” said the other. “I'll thenk the young lady.”

And again she began, “You’ll excuse her, miss, I’'m sure,” and her face, swollen too, tried an oily
smile.

Laura only wanted to get out, to get away. She was back in the passage. The door opened. She walked
straight through into the bedroom, where the dead man was lying.
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“You'd like a look at *im, wouldn’t you?” said Em’s sister, and she brushed past Laura over to the
bed. “Don’t be afraid, my lass,”—and now her voice sounded fond and sly, and fondly she drew down
the sheet—*"¢ looks a picture. There’s nothing to show. Come along, my dear.”

Laura came.

There lay a young man, fast asleep—sleeping so soundly, so deeply, that he was far, far away from
them both. Oh, so remote, so peaceful. He was dreaming. Never wake him up again. His head was sunk
in the pillow, his eyes were closed; they were blind under the closed eyelids. He was given up to his
dream. What did garden-parties and baskets and lace frocks matter to him? He was far from all those
things. He was wonderful, beautiful. While they were laughing and while the band was playing, this
marvel had come to the lane. Happy... happy.... All is well, said that sleeping face. This is just as it
should be. I am content.

But all the same you had to cry, and she couldn’t go out of the room without saying something to
him. Laura gave a loud childish sob.

“Forgive my hat,” she said.

And this time she didn’t wait for Em’s sister. She found her way out of the door, down the path past
all those dark people. At the corner of the lane she met Laurie.

He stepped out of the shadow. “Is that you, Laura?”

“Yes.”

“Mother was getting anxious. Was it all right?”

“Yes, quite. Oh, Laurie!” She took his arm, she pressed up against him.

“| say, you’re not crying, are you?” asked her brother.

Laura shook her head. She was.

Laurie put his arm round her shoulder. “Don’t cry,” he said in his warm, loving voice. “Was it awful?”

“No,” sobbed Laura. “It was simply marvellous. But, Laurie—" She stopped, she looked at her
brother. “Isn’t life.” she stammered, “isn’t life—" But what life was she couldn’t explain. No matter.
He quite understood.

“Isn’t it, darling?” said Laurie.

Katherine Mansfield, “The Garden Party,” The Garden Party and Other Stories (1922)

COURT THEME

— Et toi, comment vas-tu ? lui ai-je dit.

_ J*étais trés bien a Tinos... Je suis rentré hier soir... J’ai eu I’impression, pendant la nuit, que
les meubles se déplacaient... Qu’ils marchaient dans le noir... J’entendais des bruits.

Il regardait vers la cuisine. J’ai suivi son regard et j’ai vu la table de la cuisine ou nous
déjeunions, et les chaises autour. Les pieds de cette table sont légérement inclinés vers
I’extéricur. On dirait qu’elle s’appréte a partir.

— Tu n’as pas le sentiment, a-t-il dit a voix basse, que la table et les chaises tiennent conseil ?
Qu’elles sont en train de comploter ?

— Tu parles sérieusement ?

Il s’est blotti dans son fauteuil.

_ Je te signale que je n’ai plus trés peur du téléphone... Je le redoute moins que les meubles, en
tout cas.

Vassilis Alexakis, La langue maternelle (1995)



