SESSION DE 1992
COMPOSITION EN LANGUE ANGLAISE
(Classes terminales A, B, C, D et E)
DUREE : 5 heures
L 'usage de tout dictionnaire est interdit
I. VERSION
Dans le texte suivant, traduire a partir de « Now, the sensations of war time...» (ligne 22), jusqu'a
« ... would not be interesting.» (ligne 53).
SUNDAY AFTERNOON
"So here vou are!" exclaimed Mrs. Vesey to the newcomer who joined the group on the lawn. She
reposed for an instant her light, dry fingers on his. "Henry has come from London," she added.
Acquiescent smiles from the others round her showed that the fact was already known—she was no more
than indicating to Henry the role that he was to play. "What are your experiences?—Please tell us. But
5   
 nothing dreadful: we are already feeling a little sad."
"I am sorry to hear that," said Henry Russel, with the air of one not anxious to speak of his own
affairs. Drawing a cane chair into the circle, he looked from face to face with concern. His look travelled
on to the screen of lilac, whose dark purple, pink-silver, and white plumes sprayed out in the brilliance of
        
            
  the afternoon. The late May Sunday blazed, but was not warm: something less than a wind, a breath of
       

10   
coldness, fretted the edge of things. Where the lilac barrier ended, across the sun-polished meadows, the
             

Dublin mountains continued to trace their hazy, today almost colourless line. The coldness had been
admitted by none of the seven or eight people who, in degrees of elderly beauty, sat here full in the sun, at
this sheltered edge of the lawn: they continued to master the coldness, or to deny it, as though with each it
were some secret malaise. An air of fastidious, stylised melancholy, an air of being secluded behind glass,
15  
 characterised for Henry these old friends in whose shadow he had grown up. To their pleasure at having
him back among them was added, he felt, a taboo or warning—he was to tell a little, but not much. He
could feel with a shock, as he sat down, how insensibly he had deserted, these last years, the aesthetic of
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living that he had got from them. As things were, he felt over him their suspended charm. The demo-
cratic smell of the Dublin bus, on which he had made the outward journey to join them, had evaporated
20   
   from his person by the time he was half-way up Mrs. Veseys chestnut avenue. Her house, with its fan-
lights and tall windows, was a villa in the Italian sense, just near enough to the city to make the country's
sweetness particularly acute. Now, the sensations of wartime, that locked his inside being, began as
surely to be dispelled—in the influence of this eternalised Sunday afternoon.
"Sad?" he said, "that is quite wrong."
25         "These days, our lives seem unreal," said Mrs. Vesey-with eyes that penetrated his point of
view. "But, worse than that, this afternoon we discover that we all have friends who have died."
"Lately?" said Henry, tapping his fingers together.
"Yes, in all cases," said Ronald Cuffe-with just enough dryness to show how much the subject had
been beginning to tire him. "Come, Henry, we look to you for distraction. To us, these days, you are
30       quite a figure. In fact, from all we have heard of London, it is something that you should be alive. Are
things there as shocking as they say—or are they more shocking?" he went on, with distaste.
"Henry's not sure," said someone, "he looks pontifical."
Henry, in fact, was just beginning to twiddle this far-off word "shocking" round in his mind, when
a diversion caused some turning of heads. A young girl stepped out of a window and began to come
35       their way across the lawn. She was Maria, Mrs. Vesey's niece. A rug hung over her bare arm: she
spread out the rug and sat down at her aunt's feet. With folded arms, and her fingers on her thin poin-
ted elbows, she immediately fixed her eyes on Henry Russel. "Good afternoon." she said to him, in a
mocking but somehow intimate tone.                              
The girl, like some young difficult pet animal, seemed in a way to belong to everyone there. Miss
40       Ria Store, the patroness of the arts, who had restlessly been refolding her fur cape, said: "And where
have you been, Maria?"
"Indoors."
Someone said, "On this beautiful afternoon?"
"Is it?" said Maria, frowning impatiently at the grass.
45         "Instinct," said the retired judge, "now tells Maria it's time for tea."
"No. this does," said Maria, nonchalantly showing her wrist with the watch on it. "It keeps good
time, thank you, Sir Isaac." She returned her eyes to Henry. "What have you been saying?"
"You interrupted Henry. He had been just going to speak."
" Is it so frightening? " Maria said.
50        "The bombing?" said Henry. "Yes. But as it does not connect with the rest of life, it is
difficult, you know, to know what one feels. One's feelings seem to have no language for anything so
preposterous. As for thoughts—"
"At that rate,” said Maria, with a touch: of contempt, "your thoughts would not be interesting."
"Maria," said somebody, "that is no way to persuade Henry to talk."
55         "About what is important," announced Maria, "it seems that no one can tell one anything. There
is really nothing, till one knows it oneself."
"Henry is probably right," said Ronald Cuffe, "in considering that this-this outrage is not impor-
tant. There is no place for it in human experience; it apparently cannot make a place of its own. It will
have no literature.”
E.BOWEN (1899-1973),
Sunday Afternoon, published in Irish Stories, Poolbeg Press, 1978.
II- COMPOSITION
Lire le texte en entier et répondre en anglais aux questions suivantes :
1. Setting and landscape in the passage.                                                    
2. Try and.account for Henry's feelings when he realized  “...he had deserted the aesthetic of living that he had
got from them."
3. The disruptive element among the characters.
4. Seclusion and fastidious melancholy: from your own experience, to what extent do these words reflect man's
 plight in to-day's world?
