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COMMENTAIRE COMPOSE DE LITTERATURE ANGLAISE
ET COURT THEME

Commentez le texte suivant en anglais :
Note: Pip, an orphan boy, is invited to go and visit an old lady.

We went into the house by a side door — the great front entrance had two chains across it
outside — and the first thing I noticed was, that the passages were all dark, and that she had
left a candle burning there. She took it up, and we went through more passages and up a
staircase, and still it was all dark, and only the candle lighted us.

At last we came to the door of a room, and she said, ‘Go in.’

I answered, more in shyness than politeness, ‘ After you, miss.’

To this, she returned: ‘Don't be ridiculous, boy; [ am not going in.” And scornfully walked
away, and — what was worse — took the candle with her.

This was very uncomfortable, and I was half afraid. However, the only thing to be done
being to knock at the door, I knocked, and was told from within to enter. I entered, therefore,
and found myself in a pretty large room, well lighted with wax candles. No glimpse of
daylight was to be seen in it. It was a dressing-room, as I supposed from the furniture, though
much of it was of forms and uses then quite unknown to me. But prominent in it was a draped
table with a gilded looking-glass, and that T made out at first sight to be a fine lady's dressing-
table.

Whether I should have made out this object so soon, if there had been no fine lady sitting
at it, I cannot say. In an arm-chair, with an elbow resting on the table and her head leaning on
that hand, sat the strangest lady I have ever seen, or shall ever see.

She was dressed in rich materials — satins, and lace, and silks — all of white. Her shoes
were white. And she had a long white veil dependent from her hair, and she had bridal
flowers in her hair, but her hair was white. Some bright jewels sparkled on her neck and on
her hands, and some other jewels lay sparkling on the table. Dresses, less splendid than the
dress she wore, and half-packed trunks, were scattered about. She had not quite finished
dressing, for she had but one shoe on — the other was on the table near her hand — her veil was
but half arranged, her watch and chain were not put on, and some lace for her bosom lay with
those trinkets, and with her handkerchief, and gloves, and some flowers, and a Prayer-book,
all confusedly heaped about the looking-glass. ‘

It was not in the first few moments that [ saw all these things, though I saw more of them
in the first moments than might be supposed. But, I saw that everything within my view
which ought to be white, had been white long ago, and had lost its lustre, and was faded and
yellow. I saw that the bride within the bridal dress had withered like the dress, and like the
flowers, and had no brightness left but the brightness of her sunken eyes. [ saw that the dress
had been put upon the rounded figure of a young woman, and that the figure upon which it
now hung loose, had shrunk to skin and bone. Once, I had been taken to see some ghastly
waxwork at the Fair, representing [ know not what impossible personage lying in state. Once,
I had been taken to one of our old marsh churches to see a skeleton in the ashes of a rich
dress, that had been dug out of a vault under the church pavement. Now, waxwork and
skeleton seemed to have dark eyes that moved and looked at me. I should have cried out, if 1
could.

‘Who is it?’ said the lady at the table.

‘Pip, ma'am.’
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‘Pip?’

‘Mr Pumblechook's boy, ma'am. Come — to play.’

‘Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.’

It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that I took note of the surrounding
objects in detail, and saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to nine, and that a
clock in the room had stopped at twenty minutes to nine.

‘Look at me,” said Miss Havisham. ‘You are not afraid of a woman who has never seen the
sun since you were born?’

I regret to state that I was not afraid of telling the enormous lie comprehended in the
answer ‘No.’

‘Do you know what I touch here?’ she said, laying her hands, one upon the other, on her
left side.

“Yes, ma'am.” (It made me think of the young man.)'

‘What do I touch?’

“Your heart.’

‘Broken!’

She uttered the word with an eager look, and with strong emphasis, and with a weird smile
that had a kind of boast in it. Afterwards, she kept her hands there for a little while, and
slowly took them away as if they were heavy.

‘I am tired,” said Miss Havisham. ‘I want diversion, and I have done with men and women.
Play.’

Charles Dickens, Great Expectations, ch. 8, 1860-1861.

COURT THEME

Quand ils eurent entre les mains la preuve indéniable que le docteur avait, depuis plus de
vingt ans, la nationalité finlandaise, les policiers eurent soudain 1’air trés stupide et celui qui
avait ¢t¢ le plus agressif se montra aussi le plus servile en excuses.

— Pardonnez-nous, Herr Doctor, dit-il, ce n’est pas notre faute, on nous a donné une
fausse information, on nous a formellement assuré que vous étiez un médecin allemand.

— J’ai aussi un diplome allemand, dit Kersten, mais avant tout je suis finlandais, et
méme, dans mon pays, Medizinilrat’. Voulez-vous aussi ce document ?

— Oh ! non, je vous en prie, s’écria le policier, comme écrasé par le titre. Nous n’avons
plus rien a faire ici. Encore mille excuses.

Joseph Kessel, Les Mains du miracle, 1960.

(1) A young man Pip met earlier in the story.
(2) Titre le plus haut que puisse obtenir un médecin en Finlande. Décerné par le Président de la République, il
est extrémement rare.
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