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Explication de texte

Cather, Willa, My Antonia, Ed. Janet Sharistanian. Oxford and New York:
Oxford University Press (Oxford World’s Classics), 2006, pp. 59-60.

Explication de faits de langue

Le candidat proposera une analyse linguistique des segments soulignés

dans le texte.




10

15

20

25

30

35

I felt a considerable extension of power and authority, and was
anxious to acquit myself creditably. I carried in cobs and wood from the
long cellar, and filled both the stoves. I remembered that in the hurry and
excitement of the morning nobody had thought of the chickens, and the
eggs had not been gathered. Going out through the tunnel, I gave the
hens their corn, emptied the ice from their drinking-pan, and filled it with
water. After the cat had had his milk, I could think of nothing else to do,
and I sat down to get warm. The quiet was delightful, and the ticking
clock was the most pleasant of companions. I got ‘Robinson Crusoe’ and
tried to read, but his life on the island seemed dull compared with ours.
Presently, as I looked with satisfaction about our comfortable sitting-
room, it flashed upon me that if Mr Shimerda’s soul were lingering about
in this world at all, it would be here, in our house, which had been more to
his liking than any other in the neighbourhood. I remembered his
contented face when he was with us on Christmas Day. If he could have
lived with us, this terrible thing would never have happened.

I knew it was homesickness that had killed Mr Shimerda, and I
wondered whether his released spirit would not eventually find its way
back to his own country. I thought of how far it was to Chicago, and then
to Virginia, to Baltimore—and then the great wintry ocean. No, he would
not at once set out upon that long journey. Surely, his exhausted spirit, so
tired of cold and crowding and the struggle with the ever-falling snow, was
resting now in this quiet house.

I was not frightened, but I made no noise. I did not wish to disturb
him. I went softly down to the kitchen which, tucked away so snugly
underground, always seemed to me the heart and centre of the house.
There, on the bench behind the stove, I thought and thought about
Mr Shimerda. Outside I could hear the wind singing over hundreds of
miles of snow. It was as if I had let the old man in out of the tormenting
winter, and were sitting there with him. I went over all that Antonia had
ever told me about his life before he came to this country; how he used to
play the fiddle at weddings and dances. I thought about the friends he had
mourned to leave, the trombone-player, the great forest full of game—
belonging, as Antonia said, to the ‘nobles’—from which she and her
mother used to steal wood on moonlight nights. There was a white hart
that lived in that forest, and if anyone killed it, he would be hanged, she
said. Such vivid pictures came to me that they might have been
Mr Shimerda’s memories, not yet faded out from the air in which they had
haunted him.
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