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Rédiger un texte à partir de l'amorce "So I stepped into the picture" et de l'hyperphotographie  
http://www.hyper-photo.com/selection/04_selection-bibliotheques_1-bibliotheque_ideale1/index.html 

 
So I stepped into the picture. A friend of mine had told me, it was supposed to lead me to this wonderful 
place called «The Ideal Library». As I was and still am quite a bored person in general, I thought «well, it 
might bring some interest in my life !» and here I was, inside this massive library.  

Now, you may be tempted to ask me what was in this library. Then I’ll just ask you what do you think is 
supposed to be in a library ? Because, yes, this is a library, Sherlock. Obviously lots and lots of enormous 
bookcases, and by enormous I mean, big house sized bookcases. For miles and miles, in length, height and 
thickness. At first I was pretty much blown away by the gigantism of this place and the number of books 
there were here. But the more I was exploring this place, the more I felt kind of out of place. I was not 
alone, by the way, a lot of different people were visiting the place, some famous, some less, some were 
authors, some were historical figures, dead or alive, which did not seem so strange to me back then. What 
really freaked me out was that they all looked like they knew what they were looking for, what exact 
book, and where to find it precisely. And that only made my feeling of not being in my element grow 
stronger. Because I realized, I didn’t know what I was searching, at all.  

I found myself wandering around, for hours, maybe days, what do I know, it felt like a very long time. I 
was lost, and really tired, so I decided to sit down for a bit on a pile of books that was placed on the floor. 
While I was reflecting on the time spent here I felt a presence, and something staring at me. I raised my 
head, and indeed something was here. A little white cat, sitting on a table in front of me, his dark green 
eyes looking deep into mine. He kept on staring at me for a couple of minutes then suddenly jumped just 
in front of me. He then opened his mouth, I was expecting a meow or something like that, but he simply 
talked, like you and me. “Hello there !” said the cat as I looked at him by surprise. I didn’t answer 
because I was absolutely stunned, and I thought he got offended. “I said HELLO, Mister Too Busy 
Looking at Nothing to Answer a Simple Hello from an Honest Cat Folk !!!” “I... Sorry, I just...“ “Yeah, 

yeah, whatever, what are you even doing in here, can’t you pick a book and read like everybody else ?“, 
he asked me, rather irritated.  

To be honest I was really confused, not so much because of the talking cat but more because he was 
actually mad at me. Talk about bad temper. And I was confused because I did absolutely not know how to 
answer his question. I didn’t even remember how and when I came to this place. “I, I don’t know what 



I’m doing here... I can’t seem to remember anything since my arrival, I’ve been walking without a 
destination for so long... I’m completely lost.” “Mmmh...“ - the cat stayed silent for a minute – “I see, 

you’re like, the tenth person coming to me today saying the exact same thing, man, I am getting tired of 
this. Anyway, I was brought here to help lost souls like you, so I’ll help you, but please help me help you. 
Because this is really boring. You know, I could spend the whole day sleeping, doing nothing. Just living 
a lavish cat life. But NO ! You’re preventing me from doing just that ! WHATEVER ! Let’s just go.“  

In no time, the cat started running, and my feet followed him by themselves, like on autopilot. He led me 
through hallways, tunnels, rooftops, without stopping any time. I wasn’t getting tired, actually I was 
amazed. Everything was looking very strange around me, the books melted into thin colored lines, 
deformed by the speed we were going at. I felt lost, but  

in a good way this time, lost into a beautiful mess of colors and shapes I had not seen anywhere else in my 
life before. Then it all stopped.  

We were standing in front of a small door, encrusted into one of the bookshelves. “Go ahead, open the 
door, here you’ll find what you’re looking at. But first, my reward.”  

Rewarding a helping cat is actually very easy, you just have to scratch the back of his ears. He nodded his 
head and purred, then said bye with his paw. I shook his hand and walked in. As I laid my hand on the 
handle, I felt something weirdly soothing in my whole body. Without hesitation I opened the door. Behind 
it was a long and dark corridor, with a warm white light at the end of it. I don’t know why, but I started 
running toward the light, I knew there was something for me there.  

When I finally reached the light, I was surprised by what it was. Just a little room, with a couch, a glass 
table, with a book on it. Everything was glassy and white. A sweet piano piece was playing, “Arabesque 
No 1” by Debussy, according to the record player. The walls were also made of glass, and were all 
offering a view of clouds and bright skies. This place was stunning by its beauty, its calm and suspended 
in time atmosphere and its unlikeliness. I sat on the couch and took the book, “The Ideal Library” by The 
Person Reading This. And it talked about this place, which was to me the ideal place to read : magnificent, 
timeless, carefree, and lonely. As I was reading I felt the book getting bigger, covering me, like a blanket, 
and my eyes closed. Relieved by this place I fell into a deep and peaceful sleep. I had found not only my 
ideal library, but also the perfect place to be.  

Theo BRUNNER  


