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Ce sujet comprend 3 documents :
-

-

Document 1 : Extraits de Elizabeth Gaskell, North and South, 18541855, pp. 228-230
Document 1A : p. 228-230
Document 1B : p. 230
Document 2 : Extrait de Gilda, Charles Vidor, 1946
Document 3 : Extraits de Emily Brontë, Wuthering Heights, 1847
Document 3A : p.73
Document 3B : p. 74
Document 3C : p. 139

Compte tenu des caractéristiques de ce dossier et des différentes
possibilités d'exploitation qu'il offre, vous indiquerez à quel niveau
d'apprentissage vous pourriez le destiner et quels objectifs vous vous
fixeriez. Vous présenterez et justifierez votre démarche pour atteindre ces
objectifs.

Document 1
Elizabeth Gaskell, North and South, 1854-1855
Document 1 A – pp. 228-230
“Mr Thornton, Miss Margaret. He is in the drawing-room.”
Margaret dropped her sewing.
“Did he ask for me? Isn’t papa come in?”
“He asked for you, miss; and master is out.”
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“Very well, I will come,” said Margaret quietly. But she lingered strangely.
Mr Thornton stood by one of the windows, with his back to the door,
apparently absorbed in watching something in the street. But, in truth, he
was afraid of himself. His heart beat thick at the thought of her coming.
He could not forget the touch of her arms around his neck, impatiently felt
as it had been at the time; but now the recollection of her clinging defence
of him seemed to thrill him through and through—to melt away every
resolution, all power of self-control, as if it were wax before a fire. He
dreaded lest he should go forwards to meet her, with his arms held out in
mute entreaty that she would come and nestle there, as she had done, all
unheeded, the day before, but never unheeded again. His heart throbbed
loud and quick. Strong man as he was, he trembled at the anticipation of
what he had to say, and how it might be received. She might droop, and
flush, and flutter to his arms, as to her natural home and resting-place.
One moment he glowed with impatience at the thought that she might do
this—the next he feared a passionate rejection, the very idea of which
withered up his future with so deadly a blight that he refused to think of
it. He was startled by the sense of the presence of some one else in the
room. He turned round. She had come in so gently, that he had never
heard her; the street noises had been more distinct to his inattentive ear
than her slow movements, in her soft muslin gown.
She stood by the table, not offering to sit down. Her eyelids were dropped
half over her eyes; her teeth were shut, not compressed; her lips were
just parted over them, allowing the white line to be seen between their
curves. Her slow deep breathings dilated her thin and beautiful nostrils; it
was the only visible motion visible on her countenance. The fine-grained
skin, the oval cheek, the rich outline of her mouth, its corners deep set in
dimples—were all wan and pale to-day; the loss of their usual natural
healthy colour being made more evident by the heavy shadow of the dark
hair, brought down upon the temples, to hide all sign of the blow she had
received. Her head, for all its drooping eyes, was thrown a little back, in
the old proud attitude. Her long arms hung motionless by her sides.
Altogether she looked like some prisoner, falsely accused of a crime that
she loathed and despised, and from which she was too indignant to justify
herself.
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Mr Thornton made a hasty step or two forwards; recovered himself, and
went with quiet firmness to the door (which she had left open), and shut
it. Then he came back, and stood opposite to her for a moment, receiving
the general impression of her beautiful presence, before he dared to
disturb it, perhaps to repel it, by what he had to say.
Document 1 B – p. 230
He was on the verge now; he would not speak in the haste of his hot
passion; he would weigh each word. He would; and his will was
triumphant. He stopped in mid career.
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Document 2
À consulter sur tablette
Video excerpt from Gilda, Charles Vidor, 1946 (1’29’’)
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Document 3
Emily Brontë, Wuthering Heights, 1847
Document 3A – p. 73
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“He quite deserted! we separated!” she exclaimed, with an accent of
indignation. “Who is to separate us, pray? They’ll meet the fate of Milo!
Not as long as I live, Ellen—for no mortal creature. Every Linton on the
face of the earth might melt into nothing, before I could consent to
forsake Heathcliff. Oh, that’s not what I intend—that’s not what I mean! I
shouldn’t be Mrs Linton were such a price demanded! He’ll be as much to
me as he has been all his lifetime. Edgar must shake off his antipathy,
and tolerate him, at least. He will when he learns my true feelings towards
him. Nelly, I see now, you think me a selfish wretch, but, did it never
strike you that if Heathcliff and I married, we should be beggars?
whereas, If I marry Linton, I can aid Heathcliff to rise, and place him out
of my brother’s power.”
Document 3B – p. 74
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My great miseries in this world have been Heathcliff’s miseries, and I
watched and felt each from the beginning; my great thought in living is
himself. If all else perished, and he remained, I should still continue to be;
and, if all else remained, and he were annihilated, the Universe would turn
to a mighty stranger. I should not seem a part of it. My love for Linton is
like the foliage in the woods. Time will change it, I’m well aware, as winter
changes the trees. My love for Heathcliff resembles the eternal rocks
beneath—a source of little visible delight, but necessary. Nelly, I am
Heathcliff—he’s always, always in my mind—not as a pleasure, any more
than I am always a pleasure to myself—but as my own being—so, don’t
talk of our separation again—it is impracticable; and—”
Document 3C – p. 139
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“Her senses never returned—she recognised nobody from the time you
left her,” I said. “She lies with a sweet smile on her face; and her latest
ideas wandered back to pleasant early days. Her life closed in a gentle
dream—may she wake as kindly in the other world!”
“May she wake in torment!” he cried, with frightful vehemence, stamping
his foot, and groaning in a sudden paroxysm of ungovernable passion.
“Why, she’s a liar to the end! Where is she? Not there—not in heaven—not
perished—where? Oh! you said you cared nothing for my sufferings! And I
pray one prayer—I repeat it till my tongue stiffens—Catherine Earnshaw,
may you not rest, as long as I am living! You said I killed you—haunt me,
then! […] Be with me always—take any form—drive me mad! only do not
leave me in this abyss, where I cannot find you! Oh, God! it is
unutterable! I cannot live without my life! I cannot live without my soul!”
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