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- COMMENTAIRE COMPOSE DE LITTERATURE ANGLAISE

Commentez, en anglais, le texte suivant :

That was the third time I had my dream, and it ended. I know now that the flight of steps
leads to this room where I lie watching the woman asleep with her head on her arms. In my
dream I waited till she began to snore, then I got up, took the keys and let myself out with a

candle in my hand. It was easier this time than ever before and [ walked as though I were
flying.

All the people who had been staying in the house had gone, for the bedroom doors were
shut, but it seemed to me that someone was following me, someone was chasing me,
laughing. Sometimes I looked to the right or to the left but I never looked behind me for I did
not want to see that ghost of a woman whom they say haunts this place. I went down the

staircase. | went further than I had ever been before. There was someone talking in one of the
rooms. I passed it without noise, slowly.

At last I was in the hall where a lamp was burning. I remember that when I came. A lamp
and the dark staircase and the veil over my face. They think I don’t remember but I do. There
was a door to the right. I opened it and went in. It was a large room with a red carpet and red
curtains. Everything else was white. I sat down on a couch to look at it and it seemed sad and
cold and empty to me, like a church without an altar. I wished to see it clearly so I lit all the
candles, and there were many. I lit them carefully from the one I was carrying but I couldn’t
reach up to the chandelier. Then I looked round for the altar for with so many candles and so

much red, the room reminded me of a church. Then I heard a clock ticking and it was made of
gold. Gold is the idol they worship.

Suddenly 1 felt very miserable in that room, though the couch I was sitting on was so soft
that I sank into it. It seemed to me that I was going to sleep. Then I imagined that I heard a
footstep and I thought what will they say, what will they do if they find me here? I held my
right wrist with my left hand and waited. But it was nothing. I was very tired after this. Very
tired. I wanted to get out of the room but my own candle had burned down and I took one of
the others. Suddenly I was in Aunt Cora’s room. I saw the sunlight coming through the
window, the tree outside and the shadows of the leaves on the floor, but I saw the wax candles
too and I hated them. So I knocked them all down. Most of them went out but one caught the
thin curtains that were behind the red ones. I laughed when I saw the lovely colour spreading

so fast, but I did not stay to watch it. I went into the hall again with the tall candle in my hand.
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It was then that I saw her-the ghost. The woman with streamingAhair. She was surrounded by
a gilt frame but I knew her. I dropped the candle I was carrying and it caught the end of a
tablecloth and 1 saw flames shoot up. As I ran or perhaps floated or flew I called help me
Christophine help me and looking behind me I saw that I had been helped. There was a wall

of fire protecting me but it was too hot, it scorched me and I went away from it.

There were more candles on a table and I took one of them and ran up the first flight of
stairs and the second. On the second floor I threw away the candle. But I did not stay to
watch. I ran up the last flight of stairs and along the passage. I passed the room where they
brought me yesterday or the day before yesterday, I don’t remember. Perhaps it was quite
long ago for I seemed to know the house quite well. I knew how to get away from the heat
and the shouting, for there was shouting now. When I was out on the battlements it was cool
and I could hardly hear them. I sat there quietly. I don’t know how long I sat. Then I turned
around and saw the sky. It was red and all my life was in it. I saw the grandfather clock and
Aunt Cora’s patchwork, all colours, I saw the orchids and the stephanotis and the jasmine and
the tree of life in flames. I saw the chandelier and the red carpet downstairs and the bamboos
and the tree ferns, the gold ferns and the silver, and the soft green velvet of the moss on the
garden wall. I saw my doll’s house and the books and the picture of the Miller’s Daughter. I
heard the parrot call as he did when he saw a stranger, Qui est la? Qui est la? and the man
who hated me was calling too, Bertha! Bertha! The wind caught my hair and it streamed out
like wings. It might bear me up, I thought, if I jumped to those hard stones. But when I looked
over the edge 1 saw the pool at Coulibri. Tia was there. She beckoned to me and when I
hesitated, she laughed. I heard her say, You frightened? And I heard the man’s voice, Bertha!
Bertha! All this I saw and heard in a fraction of a second. And the sky so red. Someone

screamed and I thought, Why did I scream? 1 called ‘Tia!’ and jumped and woke.

Grace Poole was sitting at the table but she had heard the scream too, for she said, ‘What
was that?” She got up, came over and looked at me. I lay still, breathing evenly with my eyes
shut. ‘I must have been dreaming,” she said. Then she went back, not to the table but to her
bed. I waited a long time after I heard her snore, then 1 got up, took the keys and unlocked the
door. I was outside holding my candle. Now at last I know why I was brought here and what I
have to do. There must have been a draught for the flame flickered and I thought it was out.

But I shielded it with my hand and it burned up again to light me along the dark passage.

Jean Rhys, Wide Sargasso Sea (1966)
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