COMMENTAIRE COMPOSE DE LITTERATURE ANGLAISE

Comparez, en anglais, les textes suivants :

I
At the end of book three, the narrator mentions an acquaintance of the hero's, “a young lady of about
seventeen, ’ and decides he had beiter begin book four: “this being the intended heroine of this work,
a lady with whom we are ourselves greatly in love, and with whom many of our readers will probably
be in love too before we part, it is by no means proper she should make her appearance at the end of a
book.” So she appears in the following passage, chapter one being a self-reflexive “interruption.”

CHAPTER II
A short Hint of what we can do in the Sublime, and a Description of Miss Sophia Western

Hushed be every ruder breath. May the heathen ruler of the winds confine in iron chains the
boisterous limbs of noisy Boreas, and the sharp-pointed nose of bitter-biting Eurus. Do thou, sweet
Zephyrus, rising from thy fragrant bed, mount the western sky, and lead on those delicious gales, the
charms of which call forth the lovely Flora from her chamber, perfumed with pearly dews, when on
the first of June, her birthday, the blooming maid, in loose attire, gently trips it over the verdant mead.
where every flower rises to do her homage, 'till the whole ficld becomes enamelled, and colours
contend with sweets which shall ravish her most.

So charming may she now appear; and you the feather'd choristers of nature, whose sweetest notes
not even Handel can excel, tune your melodious throats, to celebrate her appearance. From love
proceeds your music, and to love it returns. Awaken therefore that gentle passion in every swain: for
lo! adorned with all the charms in which nature can array her; bedecked with beauty, youth,
sprightliness, innocence, modesty, and tenderness, breathing sweetness from her rosy lips, and darting
brightness from her sparkling eyes, the lovely Sophia comes.

Reader, perhaps thou hast seen the statue of the Venus de Medicis. Perhaps too, thou hast seen the
gallery of beauties at Hampton-Court. [...] Yet it is possible, my friend, that thou mayest have seen all
these without being able to form an exact idea of Sophia: for [...] most of all she resembled one whose
image never can depart from my breast, and whom, if thou dost remember, thou hast then, my friend,
an adequate idea of Sophia. But lest this should not have been thy fortune, we will endeavour with our
utmost skill to describe this paragon, though we are sensible that our highest abilities are very
inadequate to the task.

Sophia then, the only daughter of Mr Western, was a middle-sized woman; but rather inclining to
tall. Her shape was not only exact, but extremely delicate; and the nice proportion of her arms
promised the truest symmetry in her limbs. Her hair, which was black, was so luxuriant, that it reached
her middle, before she cut it, to comply with the modern fashion; and it was now curled so gracefully
in her neck, that few would believe it to be her own. If envy could find any part of her face which
demanded less commendation than the rest, it might possibly think her forehead might have been
higher without prejudice to her. Her eye-brows were full, even, and arched beyond the power of art to
imitate. Her black eyes had a lustre in them, which all her softness could not extinguish. Her nose was
exactly regular [...]. Her cheeks were of the oval kind; and in her right she had a dimple which the
least smile discovered. Her chin had certainly its share in forming the beauty of her face; but it was
difficult to say it was either large or small, though perhaps it was rather of the former kind. Her
complexion had rather more of the lily than of the rose; but when exercise, or modesty, increased her
natural colour, no vermilion could equal it. Then one might indeed cry out with the celebrated Dr
Donne:

Her pure and eloquent blood
Spoke in her cheeks, and so distinctly wrought,
That one might almost say her body thought.

Her neck was long and finely turned; and here, if [ was not afraid of offending her delicacy, I might
justly say, the highest beauties of the famous Venus de Medicis were outdone. Here was whiteness
which no lilies, ivory, nor alabaster could match. The finest cambric might indeed be supposed from



envy to cover that bosom, which was much whiter than itself, — it was indeed, Nitor splendens Pario
marmore purius, ‘A gloss shining beyond the purest brightness of Parian marble.”

Such was the outside of Sophia; nor was this beautiful frame disgraced by an inhabitant unworthy
of it. Her mind was every way equal to her person; nay, the latter borrowed some charms from the
former: for when she smiled, the sweetness of her temper diffused that glory over her countenance,
which no regularity of features can give. But as there are no perfections of the mind which do not
discover themselves, in that perfect intimacy, to which we intend to introduce our reader, with this
charming young creature; so it is needless to mention them here: nay, it is a kind of tacit affront to our
reader's understanding, and may also rob him of that pleasure which he will receive in forming his
own judgement of her character.

Henry Fielding, Tom Jones, 1749. Book four, chapter two.

II
CHAPTER 1

No one who had ever seen Catherine Morland in her infancy, would have supposed her born to be an
heroine. Her situation in life, the character of her father and mother, her own person and disposition,
were all equally against her. Her father was a clergyman, without being neglected, or poor, and a very
respectable man, though his name was Richard — and he had never been handsome. He had a
considerable independence, besides two good livings — and he was not in the least addicted to locking
up his daughters. Her mother was a woman of useful plain sense, with a good temper, and, what is
more remarkable, with a good constitution. She had three sons before Catherine was born; and instead
of dying in bringing the latter into the world, as anybody might expect, she still lived on — lived to
have six children more — to see them growing up around her, and to enjoy excellent health herself. A
family of ten children will be always called a fine family, where there are heads and arms and legs
enough for the number; but the Morlands had little other right to the word, for they were in general
very plain, and Catherine, for many years of her life, as plain as any. She had a thin awkward figure, a
sallow skin without colour, dark lank hair, and strong features; — so much for her person; — and not
less unpropitious for heroism seemed her mind. She was fond of all boys' plays, and greatly preferred
cricket not merely to dolls, but to the more heroic enjoyments of infancy, nursing a dormouse, feeding
a canary-bird, or watering a rose-bush. Indeed she had no taste for a garden; and if she gathered
flowers at all, it was chiefly for the pleasure of mischief — at least so it was conjectured from her
always preferring those which she was forbidden to take. — Such were her propensities — her abilities
were quite as extraordinary. She never could learn or understand anything before she was taught; and
sometimes not even then, for she was often inattentive, and occasionally stupid. Her mother was three
months in teaching her only to repeat the ‘Beggar's Petition;” and after all, her next sister, Sally, could
say it better than she did. Not that Catherine was always stupid, — by no means; she leamnt the fable of
‘The Hare and many Friends,” as quickly as any girl in England. Her mother wished her to leamn
music; and Catherine was sure she should like it, for she was very fond of tinkling the keys of the old
forlorn spinnet; so, at eight years old she began. She learnt a year, and could not bear it; — and Mrs
Morland, who did not insist on her daughters being accomplished in spite of incapacity or distaste,
allowed her to leave off. The day which dismissed the music-master was one of the happiest of
Catherine's life. Her taste for drawing was not superior; though whenever she could obtain the outside
of a letter from her mother, or seize upon any other odd piece of paper, she did what she could in that
way, by drawing houses and trees, hens and chickens, all very much like one another. — Writing and
accounts she was taught by her father; French by her mother: her proficiency in either was not
remarkable, and she shirked her lessons in both whenever she could. What a strange, unaccountable
character! — for with all these symptoms of profligacy at ten years old, she had neither a bad heart nor
a bad temper; was seldom stubborn, scarcely ever quarrelsome, and very kind to the little ones, with
few interruptions of tyranny; she was moreover noisy and wild, hated confinement and cleanliness,
and loved nothing so well in the world as rolling down the green slope at the back of the house.

Jane Austen, Northanger Abbey, 1818. Volume I, chapter I.
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