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COMMENTAIRE COMPOSE DE LITTERATURE ANGLAISE
ET COURT THEME

Commentez, en anglais, le texte suivant :
Chapter I: The Bertolini

“The Signora had no business to do it,” said Miss Bartlett, “no business at all. She promised us south
rooms with a view, close together, instead of which here are north rooms, looking into a courtyard,
and a long way apart. Oh, Lucy!”

“And a Cockney, besides!” said Lucy, who had been further saddened by the Signora’s unexpected
accent. “It might be London.” She looked at the two rows of English people who were sitting at the
table; at the row of white bottles of water and red bottles of wine that ran between the English people;
at the portraits of the late Queen and the late Poet Laureate that hung behind the English people,
heavily framed; at the notice of the English church (Rev. Cuthbert Eager, M. A. Oxon.), that was the
only other decoration of the wall. “Charlotte, don’t you feel, too, that we might be in London? I can
hardly believe that all kinds of other things are just outside. I suppose it is one’s being so tired.”

“This meat has surely been used for soup,” said Miss Bartlett, laying down her fork.

“l want so to see the Arno. The rooms the Signora promised us in her letter would have looked over
the Arno. The Signora had no business to do it at all. Oh, it is a shame!”

“Any nook does for me,” Miss Bartlett continued; “but it does seem hard that you shouldn’t have a
view.”

Lucy felt that she had been selfish. “Charlotte, you mustn’t spoil me: of course, you must look over
the Arno, too. I meant that. The first vacant room in the front—"

“You must have it,” said Miss Bartlett, part of whose travelling expenses were paid by Lucy’s
mother—a piece of generosity to which she made many a tactful allusion.

“No, no. You must have it.”

“I insist on it. Your mother would never forgive me, Lucy.”

“She would never forgive me.”

The ladies’ voices grew animated, and—if the sad truth be owned—a little peevish. They were tired,
and under the guise of unselfishness they wrangled. Some of their neighbours interchanged glances,
and one of them—one of the ill-bred people whom one does meet abroad—Ileant forward over the
table and actually intruded into their argument. He said:

“I have a view, | have a view.”

Miss Bartlett was startled. Generally at a pension people looked them over for a day or two before
speaking, and often did not find out that they would “do™ till they had gone. She knew that the intruder
was ill-bred, even before she glanced at him. He was an old man, of heavy build, with a fair, shaven
face and large eyes. There was something childish in those eyes, though it was not the childishness of
senility. What exactly it was Miss Bartlett did not stop to consider, for her glance passed on to his
clothes. These did not attract her. He was probably trying to become acquainted with them before they
got into the swim. So she assumed a dazed expression when he spoke to her, and then said: “A view?
Oh, a view! How delightful a view is!™

“This is my son,” said the old man; “his name’s George. He has a view too.”

“Ah,” said Miss Bartlett, repressing Lucy, who was about to speak.

“What I mean,” he continued, “is that you can have our rooms, and we’ll have yours. We’ll change.”

The better class of tourist was shocked at this, and sympathized with the newcomers. Miss Bartlett, in
reply, opened her mouth as little as possible, and said:

“Thank you very much indeed; that is out of the question.”

“Why?” said the old man, with both fists on the table.
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“Because it is quite out of the question, thank you.”

“You see, we don’t like to take—"" began Lucy.

Her cousin again repressed her.

“But why?” he persisted. “Women like looking at a view; men don’t.” And he thumped with his fists
like a naughty child, and turned to his son, saying, “George, persuade them!”

“It’s so obvious they should have the rooms,” said the son. “There’s nothing else to say.”

He did not look at the ladies as he spoke, but his voice was perplexed and sorrowful. Lucy, too, was
perplexed; but she saw that they were in for what is known as “quite a scene,” and she had an odd
feeling that whenever these ill-bred tourists spoke the contest widened and deepened till it dealt, not
with rooms and views, but with—well, with something quite different, whose existence she had not
realized before. Now the old man attacked Miss Bartlett almost violently: Why should she not change?
What possible objection had she? They would clear out in half an hour.

Miss Bartlett, though skilled in the delicacies of conversation, was powerless in the presence of
brutality. It was impossible to snub anyone so gross. Her face reddened with displeasure. She looked
around as much as to say, “Are you all like this?” And two little old ladies, who were sitting further up
the table, with shawls hanging over the backs of the chairs, looked back, clearly indicating, “We are
not; we are genteel.”

“Eat your dinner, dear,” she said to Lucy, and began to toy again with the meat that she had once
censured.

Lucy mumbled that those seemed very odd people opposite.

“Eat your dinner, dear. This pension is a failure. To-morrow we will make a change.”

E.M. Forster, A Room with a View,1908.

COURT THEME

Loulou avait regu du gar¢con boucher une chiquenaude, s’étant permis d’enfoncer la téte dans sa
corbeille ; et depuis lors il tachait toujours de le pincer a travers sa chemise. Fabu menacait de lui
tordre le cou, bien qu’il ne fat pas cruel, malgré le tatouage de ses bras et ses gros favoris. Au
contraire ! il avait plutét du penchant pour le perroquet, jusqu’a vouloir, par humeur joviale, lui
apprendre des jurons. Félicité, que ces manieres effrayaient, le plaga-dans la cuisine. Sa chainette fut
retirée, et il circulait par la maison.

Quand il descendait I’escalier, il appuyait sur les marches la courbe de son bec, levait la patte droite,
puis la gauche ; et elle avait peur qu’une telle gymnastique ne lui causit des étourdissements. Il devint
malade, ne pouvant plus parler ni manger.

Gustave Flaubert, « Un cceur simple », Trois contes, 1877.
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