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Documents transmis par N. Ballier 
 
IRRÉEL petit corpus  
 
 

But I do not mean to suggest either, he wrote, that it was all waiting and no 
doing, all sitting and no action, for though it was impossible to tell when the beginning 
would come, indeed, he wrote, there could not have been a real beginning if it had 
been possible to tell, for if it had been possible to tell that would have meant that 
there had already been a beginning, no, wrote Harsnet (typed Goldberg), 5 
occasionally things were done, work was begun, though it was soon abandoned, it 
added up to nothing, it only showed me that I had been mistaken in thinking that I 
had indeed started. (BNC; Gabriel Josipovici, The big glass, Carcanet Press, 
Manchester (1991) 
 

Why most of the [aerialist] children were girls was a subject any good journalist would 
have been interested in, and Wallingford – whether or not one believed in his wife assessment 
of his character – was a good journalist. His intelligence lay chiefly in his power of 
observation, and television had taught him the importance of quickly jumping ahead to what 
might go wrong.  

(John Irving, The Fourth Hand, 2001, p. 24, amér.) 
 

For example, the majority of the child performers in an Indian circus were girls because 
their parents had not wanted them to become prostitutes; at worst, the boys not sold to a circus 
would become beggars. (Or they would starve.) (John Irving, The Fourth Hand, 2001, p.24 

 
Just what on earth she could have meant by that, or why the eating of his hand had 

caused him to recall the complaining woman’s remarks, he didn’t know.  
(John Irving, The Fourth Hand, 2001, p.32 
 
As befitted a recently and stylishly renovated hotel, Le Bristol offered a multitude of 

satellite-TV channels – in English and other languages, as well as in French – and, as luck 
would have it, the inebriated mother had no sooner closed the door behind the room-service 
waiter than she turned to face the room, her daughter, and the TV, where she saw her ex- lover 
lose his left hand to a lion. Just like that! 

Of course she screamed, which made her daughter scream. The second bottle of 
Bordeaux would have slipped out of her mother’s grasp, had she not gripped the neck of the 
bottle tightly. (She might have been imagining that the bottle was one of her own hands, 
disappearing down a lion’s throat.) ((John Irving, The Fourth Hand, 2001, p. 42) 
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Dans quelle mesure les modaux peuvent- ils exprimer l’irréel? 
Le candidat traitera le sujet ci-dessus en prenant en compte le corpus ci-joint. 
 
 
There came to her on this occasion one of the strangest of her impressions, which was at the 
same time one of the finest of her alarms—the glimmer of a vision that if she should go, as it 
were, too far, she might perhaps deprive their relation of facility if not of value. Going too far 
was failing to try at least to remain simple. He would be quite ready to hate her if she did, by 
heading him off at every point, embarrass his exercise of a kindness that, no doubt, rather 5 

constituted for him a high method.  Susie wouldn't hate her, since Susie positively wanted to 
suffer for her; Susie had a noble idea that she might somehow so do her good. Such, however, 
was not the way in which the greatest of London doctors was to be expected to wish to do it. 
He wouldn't have time even should he wish; whereby, in a word, Milly felt herself intimately 
warned. Face to face there with her smooth strong director, she enjoyed at a given moment 10 

quite such another lift of feeling as she had known in her crucial talk with Susie. It came 
round to the same thing; him too she would help to help her if that could possibly be; but if it 
couldn't possibly be she would assist also to make this right. It wouldn't have taken many 
minutes more, on the basis in question, almost to reverse for her their characters of patient and  
physician. What was he in fact but patient, what was she but physician, from the moment she 15 

embraced once for all the necessity, adopted once for all the policy, of saving him alarms 
about her subtlety? She would leave the subtlety to him: he would enjoy his use of it, and she 
herself, no doubt, would in time enjoy his enjoyment. She went so far as to imagine that the 
inward success of these reflexions flushed her for the minute, to his eyes, with a certain 
bloom, a comparative appearance of health; and what verily next occurred was that he gave 20 

colour to the presumption. "Every little helps, no doubt!" — he noticed good-humouredly her 
harmless sally. "But, help or no help, you're looking, you know, remarkably well."  
"Oh I thought I was," she answered; and it was as if already she saw his line. Only she 
wondered what he would have guessed. If he had guessed anything at all it would be rather 
remarkable of him. As for what there was to guess, he couldn't — if this was present to him 25 

— have arrived at it save by his own acuteness. That acuteness was therefore immense; and if 
it supplied the subtlety she thought of leaving him to, his portion would be none so bad. 
Neither, for that matter, would hers be—which she was even actually enjoying. She wondered 
if really then there mightn't be something for her. She hadn't been sure in coming to him that 
she was "better," and he hadn't used, he would be awfully careful not to use, that 30 

compromising term about her; in spite of all of which she would have been ready to say, for 
the amiable sympathy of it, "Yes, I must be," for he had this unaided sense of something that 
had happened to her. It was a sense unaided, because who could have told him of anything? 
Susie, she was certain, hadn't yet seen him again, and there were things it was impossible she 
could have told him the first time. Since such was his penetration, therefore, why shouldn't 35 

she gracefully, in recognition of it, accept the new circumstance, the one he was clearly 
wanting to congratulate her on, as a sufficient cause? If one nursed a cause tenderly enough it 
might produce an effect; and this, to begin with, would be a way of nursing. "You gave me 
the other day," she went on, "plenty to think over, and I've been doing that—thinking it 
over—quite as you'll have probably wished me. I think I must be pretty easy to treat," she 40 

smiled, "since you've already done me so much good."  
The only obstacle to reciprocity with him was that he looked in advance so closely related to 
all one's possibilities that one missed the pleasure of really improving it. "Oh no, you're 
extremely difficult to treat. I've need with you, I assure you, of all my wit."  
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"Well, I mean I do come up." She hadn't meanwhile a bit believed in his answer, convinced as 
she was that if she had been difficult it would be the last thing he would have told her. "I'm 
doing," she said, "as I like."  
"Then it's as I like. But you must really, though we're having such a decent month, get straight 
away." In pursuance of which, when she had replied with promptitude that her departure—for 5 

the Tyrol and then for Venice—was quite fixed for the fourteenth, he took her up with 
alacrity. "For Venice? That's perfect, for we shall meet there. I've a dream of it for October, 
when I'm hoping for three weeks off; three weeks during which, if I can get them clear, my 
niece, a young person who has quite the whip hand of me, is to take me where she prefers. I 
heard from her only yesterday that she expects to prefer Venice."  10 

"That's lovely then. I shall expect you there. And anything that, in advance or in any way, I 
can do for you—!"  
"Oh thank you. My niece, I seem to feel, does for me. But it will be capital to find you there."  
"I think it ought to make you feel," she said after a moment, "that I am easy to treat."  
But he shook his head again; he wouldn't have it. "You've not come to that yet."  15 

"One has to be so bad for it?"  
"Well, I don't think I've ever come to it—to 'ease' of treatment. I doubt if it's possible. I've not, 
if it is, found any one bad enough. The ease, you see, is for you."  
"I see—I see."  
They had an odd friendly, but perhaps the least bit awkward pause on it; after which Sir Luke 20 

asked: "And that clever lady—she goes with you?"  
"Mrs. Stringham? Oh dear, yes. She'll stay with me, I hope, to the end."  
He had a cheerful blankness. "To the end of what?"  
"Well—of everything."  
"Ah then," he laughed, "you're in luck. The end of everything is far off. This, you know, I'm 25 
hoping," said Sir Luke, "is only the beginning." And the next question he risked might have 
been a part of his hope. "Just you and she together?"  
"No, two other friends; two ladies of whom we've seen more here than of any one and who 
are just the right people for us."  
He thought a moment. "You'll be four women together then?"  30 
"Ah," said Milly, "we're widows and orphans. But I think," she added as if to say what she 
saw would reassure him, "that we shall not be unattractive, as we move, to gentlemen. When 
you talk of 'life' I suppose you mean mainly gentlemen."  
"When I talk of 'life,' " he made answer after a moment during which he might have been 
appreciating her raciness —"when I talk of life I think I mean more than anything else the 35 
beautiful show of it, in its freshness, made by young persons of your age. So go on as you are. 
I see more and more how you are. You can't," he went so far as to say for pleasantness, "better 
it." 
 
Henry James, The Wings of the Dove, 1902, pp. 125-128 
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Dans quelle mesure l’expression de l’irréel dépend-elle de la subordination? 
Le candidat traitera le sujet ci-dessus en prenant en compte le corpus ci-joint. 
 
extrait n°1 
Dr Vanezis he estimated that these injuries were between two and four weeks old. The inquest 
heard that Ms Griffin was visited six times by health visitor, Deborah Sherr, who first felt real 
concern during her visit on 4 September. After a discussion she and Kim's GP decided to refer 
Kim's to the social services on 7 September. Det Insp Anthony Caddy told the inquest that the 
police had been unable to find any independent witnesses who had seen any act of cruelty on 
Kim by her parents. One neighbour said in a written statement that she often heard a baby 
”crying for help” which went on for hours and hours though she did not contact the police. 
BNC 
 
extrait n°2 
[…] and goes on to offer a more detailed explanation: The Rochdale Manufacturing Society 
was set up in 1854, Supposing that, as an expression of democracy, Co-operative principles 
are as valid for the producer working in the factory producing goods for sale in the Co-
operative store as they are for the consumer buying them there, a newcomer to the story might 
find it surprising that the Pioneers' belief is presented, if not itself as a matter for surprise, 
then certainly one for explanation. BNC 
 
extrait n°3 
Startled by his sudden, critical observation, she made a small gesture of dismissal. ‘No. Does 
it matter?’ He stood up and towered over her, his silvery eyes blazing. ‘It might to your 
fiancé. Why aren't you wearing it?’ She could have suggested that it was none of his business, 
or have made an excuse that she'd forgotten to put it on, but, wits scattered, with her usual 
honesty she blurted out the exact truth. ‘I've decided that the engagement was a mistake.’ It 
sounded bald and uncompromising. His lips twisted. ‘But you'll keep the ring?’ Her voice 
quivering with indignation, she answered, ‘Of course I won't keep Paul's ring. BNC  
 
extrait n°4 
Three friends, Michael (Robert de Niro), Nick (Christopher Walken) and Steven (John 
Savage) are captured during a skirmish in a Vietnamese village, and forced to play ‘Russian 
roulette’ while the Viet Cong bet on the outcome. This scene was criticised for its accusation 
of sadism by the Viet Cong in a form which was unsupported by any evidence. In defence, 
Cimino argued that anything that could be imagined happening in Vietnam, probably did 
happen. However, the debate was largely irrelevant; the scene functioned as a symbol of men 
forced to gamble with their lives and America's doomed gamble in SE Asia. BNC 
 
extrait n°5 
One approach is to consider the usage of words themselves. A very common modern form of 
expression is the' dream' thing — for instance, a dream kitchen or a dream holiday — 
implying that dreams are simple wish-fulfilments. This usage is now so prevalent that it 
hardly conveys anything more than the best that could be imagined. When Emerson wrote' 
The search after the great is the dream of youth', in 1847, this was a metaphor with 
considerable impact. BNC 
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extrait n°6 
' She is active physically but I am afraid she has not retained all her mental faculties.' He 
spoke with a certain smugness. Over seventy he might be but he had retained all his faculties.' 
She's forgetful and sometimes a little difficult, but she still does the garden and she did all the 
cooking right up to your aunt's death.'' Your aunt has also expressed a wish that various of her 
friends should have some personal memento of her which they can choose from her jewellery, 
her books or the Chinese room. The fields which Miss Lockwood owned are also left to you, 
Sara, with the provision that Mr. Preston must have the use of them for as long as he requires 
for his horses.' BNC 
 
extrait n°7 
On a few occasions other service-providers sought to refer clients directly to the project; and 
very occasionally expressed the wish that the development officers could have acted more 
quickly with a client whose situation they felt needed immediate action. BNC 
 
 
extrait n°8 
In law, however, it has no force, and a doctor must ignore it if it requests him to do that which 
is otherwise unlawful or is contrary to the duty he owes to any patient. If, for example, a 
patient expressed the wish that the doctor kill her if she reached a particular point of mental 
and physical deterioration, or if the request was that she be left to die when she was not 
terminally ill, then the doctor would be legally obliged to ignore the request. BNC 
 
extrait n°9 
However, that is not in the least to deny the importance and validity of concatenated pieces of 
reasoning in which both factual and ethical premisses combine. The typical case is one in 
which a factual statement points out that a situation is one of the kind in which an ethical 
statement asserts that a certain obligation holds, that is, one in which it has expressed the wish 
that people should act in a certain way or meet the disfavour of others. If the attitudinist can 
make sense of deductive reasoning as applied to ethical statements, it seems that he can make 
sense of the embedding of ethical sentences in complex sentences where the attitude they 
would express on their own is, so to speak, held in reserve. Consider the following discourse. 
BNC 
 
 
extrait n°10 
Andropulos, whom Grierson had reported as having a remarkable affinity for scotch, seemed 
relaxed to the point of garrulity. Talbot would have taken long odds that he was cold sober.He 
talked freely about quite a number of subjects, but had not once broached the question of 
being sent ashore. It was clear that he and Talbot had at least one thing in common — the 
wish that he remain aboard the Ariadne .Jenkins came in and spoke softly to Van Gelder, who 
looked at Talbot.‘Call from the radio-room. Shall I take it?’ Talbot nodded. Van Gelder left 
and returned within half a minute. ‘Call was delayed, sir. Difficulty in contacting us. They 
will be there in less than half an hour. BNC 
 
 
extrait n°11 
In a country with no official opinion polls, street conversations suggest the pragmatists will 
win a majority, mainly because voters hope the reforms will help to improve living standards 
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and curb Iran's high inflation. A victory for the pragmatists may help them to speed up the 
reforms. But this would also rob Mr Rafsanjani of the useful excuse that the country's 
economic problems are caused in part by obstruction from the radicals. Only hours before 
polls closed late yesterday afternoon, Mr Rafsanjani urged voters not to boycott the election. 
He said that even if voters did not want to help any candidate, they should still go to the 
polling station to register their grievances. 
BNC 
 
extrait n°12 
My dad certainly agreed with him. He was always on at me to become a cab driver or 
something. Just in case the music didn't work out. But Paul didn't like to admit that this was 
the reason he didn't want to give up his day job. So he created a smokescreen, making the 
excuse that he didn't think Steve was a good enough guitarist by himself and that we needed a 
second guitar. Nothing but a diversionary tactic. So we had to go through a whole charade of 
auditioning a second guitarist. We put an ad in the Melody Maker which read: Whizz Kid 
Guitarist. Not older than 20.Not worse looking than Johnny Thunders. Auditioning. 
 
 
extrait n°13 
It hasn't occurred to them that some people might actually have to survive on any money 
they're given. ’She poured us a glass of wine each. ‘Well they need to wake up to reality a bit. 
Thank you. Another classic bit of government fantasy-think is the Community Care 
programme. They chuck all these people out of mental hospitals on the excuse that everyone 
in the community is spontaneously going to start looking after them — and surprise, surprise, 
they start turning up on the night shelter circuit. It costs a lot in human suffering, but saves 
money, which is what matters now, supposedly. ’‘Oh brave new world,’ Jenny murmured. 
‘Mankind is beauteous indeed. ’‘Pardon?’ 
 
 
extrait n°14 

Emily and Mungo followed him in. It was like the Ark, Mungo thought. As stout 
and weathered as an old vessel, it appeared to hold at least two of everything. Small 
drawers, their lists of contents framed in brass on the front, stretched from floor to 
ceiling; nails in any length; screws ditto, tacks, washers, hinges, brackets; all stacked 
and still, awaiting the request that would release them from their unemployment. 5 
Standing on the bare floorboards were thickets of useful objects with handles; 
serpentine scythes; mops, their heads plunged in galvanized buckets; stiff-bristled 
brooms, for indoors and out; carpet beaters, rakes, hoes, spades and the rest. BNC 
 
 
extrait n°15 
They have brought the project to the stage where it is almost completed and only remains for 
the ba the building basically to be fitted out internally, and they have largely raised the funds 
to do that, but they are some ten thousand pounds short, and they came to erm, the 
Department with a request that we erm, assist them with this ten thousand pounds shortfall in 
the funding. On the basis that this would provide a resource in the Lowtown Bridgenorth area, 
that I suppose would do two things. 
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extrait n°16 
The fact that the secondment was in the part of MOPs where I had worked on summer 
vacations nearly thirty years ago was an added incentive. Having decided to apply — possibly 
a high-risk strategy in this time of rapid change in education — the rest of the process was 
remarkably straightforward. Wirral LEA decided to recommend me to ICI with the request 
that I look at management information systems within the site. This was to see if there were 
any experiences that could be of use to the LEA as it looked at its own internal processes, 
particularly the support services it provides for its schools. My ‘mentor’ within MOPs was 
Henry Ratter, C&P training and development manager in the North-West. 
 
 
extrait n°17 

As Susie said, 'l like English even though I am not good at it'. In this she was 
realistic. The reason she liked it was the variety and pace of work and the rapport 
with the teacher. Fifteen minutes was spent in discussion and ten minutes miming, 
ten minutes in group activity and twenty-five minutes writing. The lesson concluded 
with the request that the youngsters should go home and make the ‘beans on toast 5 

for themselves’ and ask their mothers if they had described the process accurately. 
Lesson 4 Humanities (Mr Smith — class size 26) The children settled well into an 
area which was carpeted. For the first time too, tables were in a random arrangement 
rather than in rows. BNC 
 
extrait n°18 
One closely related question has also been the subject of much recent discussion. If a request 
is made to obtain evidence abroad for use in what are clearly civil proceedings, is it a 
sufficient ground for rejecting the request that there is a possibility that the evidence might 
subsequently be used in the requesting country in a criminal matter? The general opinion 
amongst Central Authorities is that a request should not be rejected on this ground; and this 
appears to accord with the views expressed in the House of Lords in the Westinghouse case. 
BNC 
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Documents transmis par P. Busuttil 
 
The sisters  were crossing a black path through a dark, soiled field. […] The path on which 
the sisters walked was black, trodden- in by the feet of the recurrent colliers, and bounded 
from the field by iron fences; the stile that led again into the road was rubbed shiny by the 
moleskins of the passing miners. Now the two girls were going between some rows of 
dwellings, of the poorer sort. Women, their arms folded over their coarse aprons, standing 5 
gossiping at the end of their block, stared after the Brangwen sisters with that long, 
unwearying stare of aborigines; children called out names. 
Gudrun went on her way half dazed. If this were human life, if these were human beings, 
living in a complete world, then what was her own world, outside?  She was aware of her 
grass-green stockings, her large grass-green velour hat, her full soft coat, of a strong blue 10 
colour. And she felt as if she were treading in the air, quite unstable, her heart was contracted, 
as if at any minute she might be precipitated to the ground.  She was afraid.  
She clung to Ursula, who, through long usage was inured to this violation of a dark, 
uncreated, hostile world. But all the time her heart was crying, as if in the midst of some 
ordeal: 'I want to go back, I want to go away, I want not to know it, not to know that this 15 
exists.' Yet she must go forward.  
Ursula could feel her suffering. 
'You hate this, don't you?' she asked. 
'It bewilders me,' stammered Gudrun. 
'You won't stay long,' replied Ursula. 20 
And Gudrun went along, grasping at release. 
They drew away from the colliery region, over the curve of the hill, into the purer country of 
the other side, towards Willey Green. Still the faint glamour of blackness persisted over the 
fields and the wooded hills, and seemed darkly to gleam in the air. It was a spring day, chill, 
with snatches of sunshine. Yellow celandines showed out from the hedge-bottoms, and in the 25 
cottage gardens of Willey Green, currant-bushes were breaking into leaf, and little flowers 
were coming white on the grey alyssum that hung over the stone walls.Turning, they passed 
down the high-road, that went between high banks towards the church. There, in the lowest 
bend of the road, low under the trees, stood a little group of expectant people, waiting to see 
the wedding. The daughter of the chief mine-owner of the district, Thomas Crich, was getting 30 
married to a naval officer. 
'Let us go back,' said Gudrun, swerving away. 'There are all those people.' 
And she hung wavering in the road. 
'Never mind them,' said Ursula, 'they're all right. They all know me, they don't matter.' 
'But must we go through them?' asked Gudrun. 
'They're quite all right, really,' said Ursula, going forward. And together the two sisters 
approached the group of uneasy, watchful common people. They were chiefly women, 35 
colliers' wives of the more shiftless sort. They had watchful, underworld faces. 
The two sisters held themselves tense, and went straight towards the gate. The women made 
way for them, but barely sufficient, as if grudging to yield ground. The sisters passed in 
silence through the stone gateway and up the steps, on the red carpet, a policeman estimating 
their progress. 40 
 'What price the stockings!' said a voice at the back of Gudrun. A sudden fierce anger swept 
over the girl, violent and murderous. She would have liked them all annihilated, cleared away, 
so that the world was left clear for her. How she hated walking up the churchyard path, along 
the red carpet, continuing in motion, in their sight. 
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'I won't go into the church,' she said suddenly, with such final decision that Ursula 
immediately halted, turned round, and branched off up a small side path which led to the little 
private gate of the Grammar School, whose grounds adjoined those of the church. 
Just inside the gate of the school shrubbery, outside the churchyard, Ursula sat down for a 
moment on the low stone wall under the laurel bushes, to rest. Behind her, the large red 5 

building of the school rose up peacefully, the windows all open for the holiday. Over the 
shrubs, before her, were the pale roofs and tower of the old church. The sisters were hidden 
by the foliage. 
Gudrun sat down in silence. Her mouth was shut close, her face averted. She was regretting 
bitterly that she had ever come back. Ursula looked at her, and thought how amazingly 10 

beautiful she was, flushed with discomfiture. But she caused a constraint over Ursula's nature, 
a certain weariness. Ursula wished to be alone, freed from the tightness, the enclosure of 
Gudrun's presence. 
'Are we going to stay here?' asked Gudrun. 
'I was only resting a minute,' said Ursula, getting up as if rebuked. 'We will stand in the corner 15 

by the fives-court, we shall see everything from there.' 
  For the moment, the sunshine fell brightly into the churchyard, there was a vague scent of 
sap and of spring, perhaps of violets from off the graves. Some white daisies were out, bright 
as angels. In the air, the unfolding leaves of a copper-beech were blood-red. 
Punctually at eleven o'clock, the carriages began to arrive. There was a stir in the crowd at the 20 

gate, a concentration as a carriage drove up, wedding guests were mounting up the steps and 
passing along the red carpet to the church. They were all gay and excited because the sun was 
shining. 
 
Gudrun watched them closely, with objective curiosity. She saw each one as a complete 25 
figure, like a character in a book, or a subject in a picture, or a marionette in a theatre, a 
finished creation. She loved to recognise their various characteristics, to place them in their 
true light, give them their own surroundings, settle them for ever as they passed before her 
along the path to the church. She knew them, they were finished, sealed and stamped and 
finished with, for her. There was none that had anything unknown, unresolved, until the 30 
Criches themselves began to appear. Then her interest was piqued. Here was something not 
quite so preconcluded. 
 

D. H. Lawrence, Women in Love , Chapter I 
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Gerald  suddenly turned, and was swimming away swiftly, with a side stroke. He was alone 
now, alone and immune in the middle of the waters, which he had all to himself. He exulted 
in his isolation in the new element, unquestioned and unconditioned. He was happy, thrusting 
with his legs and all his body, without bond or connection anywhere, just himself in the 
watery world. 5 

Gudrun envied him almost painfully. Even this momentary possession of pure isolation and 
fluidity seemed to her so terribly desirable that she felt herself as if damned, out there on the 
high-road.  
'God, what it is to be a man!' she cried. 
'What?' exclaimed Ursula in surprise. 10 

'The freedom, the liberty, the mobility!' cried Gudrun, strangely flushed and brilliant. 'You're 
a man, you want to do a thing, you do it. You haven't the thousand obstacles a woman has in 
front of her.' 
Ursula wondered what was in Gudrun's mind, to occasion this outburst. She could not 
understand. 15 

'What do you want to do?' she asked. 
'Nothing,' cried Gudrun, in swift refutation. 'But supposing I did. Supposing I want to swim 
up that water. It is impossible, it is one of the impossibilities of life, for me to take my clothes 
off now and jump in. But isn't it ridiculous, doesn't it simply prevent our living!' 
She was so hot, so flushed, so furious, that Ursula was puzzled. 20 

 
D. H. Lawrence, Women in Love, Diver, 51-52 
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It was evident  she had a strange passion to dance before the sturdy, handsome cattle. 
Ursula began to sing, in a false quavering voice: 
'Way down in Tennessee--' 
She sounded purely anxious. Nevertheless, Gudrun, with her arms outspread and her face 
uplifted, went in a strange palpitating dance towards the cattle, lifting her body towards them 
as if in a spell, her feet pulsing as if in some little frenzy of unconscious sensation, her arms, 5 
her wrists, her hands stretching and heaving and falling and reaching and reaching and falling, 
her breasts lifted and shaken towards the cattle, her throat exposed as in some voluptuous 
ecstasy towards them, whilst she drifted imperceptibly nearer, an uncanny white figure, 
towards them, carried away in its own rapt trance, ebbing in strange fluctuations upon the 
cattle, that waited, and ducked their heads a little in sudden contraction from her, watching all 10 
the time as if hypnotised, their bare horns branching in the clear light, as the white figure of 
the woman ebbed upon them, in the slow, hypnotising convulsion of the dance.  She could 
feel them just in front of her, it was as if she had the electric pulse from their breasts running 
into her hands.  Soon she would touch them, actually touch them. A terrible shiver of fear and 
pleasure went through her. And all the while, Ursula, spell-bound, kept up her high-pitched 15 
thin, irrelevant song, which pierced the fading evening like an incantation. 
Gudrun could hear the cattle breathing heavily with helpless fear and fascination. Oh, they 
were brave little beasts, these wild Scotch bullocks, wild and fleecy. Suddenly one of them 
snorted, ducked its head, and backed. 
'Hue! Hi-eee!' came a sudden loud shout from the edge of the grove. The cattle broke and fell 20 
back quite spontaneously, went running up the hill, their fleece waving like fire to their 
motion. Gudrun stood suspended out on the grass, Ursula rose to her feet. 
 
It was Gerald and Birkin come to find them, and Gerald had cried out to frighten off the 
cattle. 25 

'What do you think you're doing?' he now called, in a high, wondering vexed tone. 
'Why have you come?' came back Gudrun's strident cry of anger. 
'What do you think you were doing?' Gerald repeated, automatically. 
'We were doing eurythmics,' laughed Ursula, in a shaken voice. 
 30 

Gudrun stood aloof looking at them with large dark eyes of resentment, suspended for a few 
moments. Then she walked away up the hill, after the cattle, which had gathered in a little, 
spell-bound cluster higher up. 
'Where are you going?' Gerald called after her. And he followed her up the hillside. The sun 
had gone behind the hill, and shadows were clinging to the earth, the sky above was full of 35 

travelling light. 
'A poor song for a dance,' said Birkin to Ursula, standing before her with a sardonic, 
flickering laugh on his face. And in another second, he was singing softly to himself, and 
dancing a grotesque step-dance in front of her, his limbs and body shaking loose, his face 
flickering palely, a constant thing, whilst his feet beat a rapid mocking tattoo, and his body 40 

seemed to hang all loose and quaking in between, like a shadow. 
'I think we've all gone mad,' she said, laughing rather frightened. 
'Pity we aren't madder,' he answered, as he kept up the incessant shaking dance. Then 
suddenly he leaned up to her and kissed her fingers lightly, putting his face to hers and 
looking into her eyes with a pale grin. She stepped back, affronted. 45 

'Offended—?' he asked ironically, suddenly going quite still and reserved again. 'I thought 
you liked the light fantastic.' 
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'Not like that,' she said, confused and bewildered, almost affronted. Yet somewhere inside her 
she was fascinated by the sight of his loose, vibrating body, perfectly abandoned to its own 
dropping and swinging, and by the pallid, sardonic-smiling face above. Yet automatically she 
stiffened herself away, and disapproved. It seemed almost an obscenity, in a man who talked 
as a rule so very seriously. 5 

 
D. H. Lawrence, Women in Love, Water-party, 187-189 
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Little Sister dreamed frequently of her lover's wife. ‘I dreamed,’ she said to Big Sister, as they 
lay drying off beside the lake, ‘that she, that is, her parents and she, had a maid when she was 
little. A black woman. I dreamed this woman spanked her, but also cared for her, as black 
maids do. And that that is why she is longing to reconnect with black women. She misses 
them.’ 5 

‘Them?’ 
‘Well, the experience of them that could be embodied in one.’ 
Little Sister remembered her own childhood and one of her best friends, a white girl named 
Blaze. Remembered the day her parents brought her to play with Blaze as usual, while her 
mother cleaned house for Blaze's mother, and Blaze's father had said: ‘Miss Blaze isn't here 10 

today. She'll be back...’ But she never came back for Little Sister or for her parents, who 
understood perfectly what they were being told: No more equality. No more friendship. 
‘Miss’ Blaze. And Blaze, like Little Sister, was only twelve years old. 
For the life of her Little Sister couldn't recall anything she and Blaze had done together. They 
must have waded in the creek behind the house, caught tadpoles, made baskets out of willow 15 

rushes. Climbed trees. Played on the swing. She'd blocked the memories, of course. It was all, 
the experience of being demoted, turned away, blocked by rage. She had thought Blaze had 
decided it was time her friend called her ‘Miss’ Blaze, but now that seemed unlikely. What 
child could have been perverse enough to think like that? At twelve or thirteen would it have 
seemed so important? It might. Because there had been white society, such as it was in those 20 

parts, to think of. Her white friends would have been her true peers. They would have been at 
an age to begin to understand it was possible that their mothers bought the friendliness and 
compliance of the black women who appeared magically at the back door of their invariably 
white houses each morning. 
There was the rage, a shut door that seemed to be made of iron; but then way behind it, in the 25 
fields that encompassed her childhood, under a blue sky that was endless and magnificent, 
was the friendship, right in there with all the other good things of life. A time of mutual trust 
and happiness. And an unawareness of inequality, only the enjoyment of mutual sweetness. 
The barely worn dresses Blaze's mother, and Blaze herself, insisted she take for school, and 
the firewood, walnuts, handmade rocking chairs her parents gave to Blaze's family. But Little 30 
Sister refused to remember this emotionally. Refused to permit it any validation in her 
feelings. Because to do so, she felt, would be to become complicit in her own betrayal. And 
she felt she had been betrayed. No ‘good ole days’ could ever exist for her, once she 
understood that even her happiest days rested on a foundation of inherited evil. An evil that 
said, when she least expected it: ‘Miss’ Blaze... 35 
And yet. 
Now she began to understand that the dream was about her own longings, not about her 
lover's wife's. For though she blocked any feelings except rage and contempt for Blaze, of 
course their friendship, or, rather, relationship, remained unresolved. Unfinished. It was as if 
they'd been playing an engrossing game of chess and someone unconnected to the game, they 40 
had thought, had suddenly snatched away the board. There they sat, startled, unprepared to 
continue without a structure, on opposite sides of an empty table. Nothing connected them 
anymore. 
 

Alice Walker, The Way Forward Is With A Broken Heart, 2000 
 


