
Module traduction | Thème N°1 – CORRECTION 

 

I parked the car on the opposite pavement and took a glance in the rearview mirror. On the back seat, Manon 

was getting her things together [was gathering up her belongings], her face hidden behind a curtain of long 

black hair. Beside her, Clement was painful rousing himself from sleep [was dragging himself out of sleep]. 

It had been six months and I still wasn’t used to it. To this intermittent life: the stolen weekends every 

fortnight [every other week]; The Sunday evenings; the twelve days of waiting before I could see them again, 

twelve days of an emptiness that phone calls and emails could not fill. How could it have happened?  How 

have we come to this? [How could we have gone to this point?] I stretched out my hand to my daughter who 

gave it a squeeze and kissed it.  

‘Are you going to be okay, Dad?”  

I shrugged [my shoulders] and gave her one of those half smiles that don’t fool anyone. She climbed out of 

the car, followed by a brother. I got their backpacks out of the trunk [boot] and trailed after [followed] them. 

Sarah’s house across the street, was no longer my home [mine]; and yet nothing, or almost nothing has 

changed. The only things I’d taken were my clothes, my computer and a few books. Every Sunday when I 

brought the kids [children] back it felt crazy [it seemed to me absurd] to go away again; I could not 

understand that my life might not be going on there anymore. I felt as though I had been evicted from myself. 

For six months I had been no more than a ghost, shapeless skin, an empty husk. And something kept nagging 

me, saying that part of me was still living a normal life in that house, without my knowing anything about it. 

In the garden, everything was coming back to life. A carpet of delicate pink flowers spread out around the 

trunk of the cherry tree. Daffodils and tulips added splashes of colour to the flower beds. Malone had been 

mowed [mown] before [earlier], and a sweet smell [fragrance] of cut grass filled the air, which was still warm. 

It was hard to imagine Sarah doing a chore like that. The neighbour must have offered to help. It was his job, 

after all. I looked at his house and I couldn’t help resenting him. It made no sense. I quite liked him. He was 

a very nice guy [bloke], overwhelmed by family troubles. One of his kids was autistic or something, and in 

the last three years his wife had had one operation after another; most of the time you’d see her on crutches 

and with her right leg in plaster. But seeing the neatly cut grass, I said to myself that he was part of the 

invisible horde which had been stealing my life away from me for the last six months.  
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