


I – Commentaire guidé en langue anglaise :

From information to fiction : narratives and representations. 

II – Traduire en français :

But the future actually ahead (l. 12)  they all might refer to money (l. 27). 

The age of digital reasoning 

One/two. On/off. The plane crashes/doesn’t crash. 

The plane he took from L.A. didn’t crash. It wasn’t used as a missile to blow anything up, and 
not even one passenger was shot or stabbed. Nothing happened. So, what’s the problem? What’s the 
difference between having been on that flight and having been on any other flight in his life? 

Oh, what’s the point of thinking about death all the time ! Think about it or not, you die. 
Besides—and here’s something that sure hasn’t changed—you don’t have to do it more than once. 
And as you don’t have to do it less than once, either, you might as well do it on the plane. Maybe 
there’s no special problem these days. Maybe the problem is just that he’s old. 

Or maybe his nephew’s is the last generation that will remember what it had once felt like to 
blithely assume there would be a future—at least a future like the one that had been implied by the 
past they’d all been familiar with. 

But the future actually ahead of them, it’s now obvious, had itself been implied by a past; and 
the terrible day that pointed them toward that future had been prepared for a long, long time, though it 
had been prepared behind a curtain. 

It was as if there had been a curtain, a curtain painted with the map of the earth, its oceans and 
continents, with Lucien’s delightful city. The planes struck, tearing through the curtain of that blue 
September morning, exposing the dark world that lay right behind it, of populations ruthlessly 
exploited, inflamed with hatred, and tired of waiting for change to happen by. 

The stump of the ruined tower continued to smolder far into the fall, and an unseasonable heat 
persisted. When the smoke lifted, all kinds of other events, which had been prepared behind a curtain, 
too, were revealed. Flags waved in the brisk air of fear, files were demanded from libraries and 
hospitals, droning helicopters hung over the city, and heavily armed policemen patrolled the parks. 
Meanwhile, one read that executives had pocketed the savings of their investors and the pensions of 
their employees. 

The wars in the East were hidden behind a thicket of language: patriotism, democracy, loyalty, 
freedom—the words bounced around, changing purpose, as if they were made out of some funny 
plastic. What did they actually refer to? It seemed that they all might refer to money. 
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Were the sudden power outages and spiking level of unemployment related? And what was 
causing them? The newspapers seemed for the most part to agree that the cause of both was terrorism. 
But lots of people said they were both the consequence of corporate theft. It was certainly all beyond 
Lucien! Things that had formerly appeared to be distinct, or even at odds, now seemed to have been 
smoothly blended, to mutual advantage. Provocation and retribution, arms manufacture and statehood, 
oil and war, commerce and dogma, and the spinning planet seemed to be boiling them all together at 
the center of the earth into a poison syrup. Enemies had soared toward each other from out of the past 
to unite in a joyous fireball; planes had sheared through the heavy, painted curtain and from the 
severed towers an inexhaustible geyser had erupted. (…) 

What should be done, and to whom? Almost any word, even between friends, could ignite a 
sheet of flame. What were the bombings for? First one imperative was cited and then another; the 
rationales shifted hastily to cover successive gaps in credibility. Bills were passed containing buried 
provisions, and loopholes were triumphantly discovered—alarming elasticities or rigidities in this law 
or that. One was sick of trying to get a solid handle on the stream of pronouncements—it was like 
endlessly trying to sort little bits of paper into stacks when a powerful fan was on. 

Friends in Europe and Asia sent him clippings about his own country. What’s all this, they 
asked—secret arrests and detentions, his president capering about in military uniform, crazy talk of 
preemptive nuclear strikes? Why were they releasing a big science fiction horror movie over there, 
about the emperor of everything everywhere, for which the whole world was required to buy tickets? 
What on earth was going on with them all, why were they all so silent? Why did they all seem so 
confused? 

How was he to know, Lucien thought. If his foreign friends had such great newspapers, why 
didn’t they tell him!

Deborah EISENBERG, Twilight of the Superheroes,
first published in 2006 by Farrar, New York. 
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