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AGREGATION EXTERNE D’ANGLAIS	
 

EPREUVE HORS PROGRAMME 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Première partie (en anglais, durée maximale : 40 minutes)	

Vous procéderez à l’étude et à la mise en relation argumentée des trois 
documents du dossier proposé (A, B, C non hiérarchisés). Votre 
présentation ne dépassera pas 20 minutes et sera suivie d’un entretien de 
20 minutes maximum. 

 
 
Deuxième partie (en français, durée maximale : 5 minutes)	

À l’issue de l’entretien de première partie, et à l’invitation du jury, vous 
vous appuierez sur l’un des trois documents du dossier pour proposer un 
projet d’exploitation pédagogique dans une situation d’enseignement que 
vous aurez préalablement définie. Cette partie ne donnera lieu à aucun 
échange avec le jury.	 	
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DOCUMENT A 

Mark Twain. The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1885), chapter XXI, 
New York and London: Norton, 1998, pp. 112-114. 

Then we went loafing around town. The stores and houses was most all old 
shackly dried-up frame concerns that hadn’t ever been painted; they was set up 
three or four foot above ground on stilts, so as to be out of reach of the water 
when the river was overflowed. The houses had little gardens around them, but 
they didn’t seem to raise hardly anything in them but jimpson weeds, and 5	
sunflowers, and ash-piles, and old curled-up boots and shoes, and pieces of 
bottles, and rags, and played-out tin-ware. The fences was made of different 
kinds of boards, nailed on at different times; and they leaned every which-way, 
and had gates that didn’t generly have but one hinge—a leather one. Some of 
the fences had been whitewashed, some time or another, but the duke said it 10	
was in Clumbus’s time, like enough. There was generly hogs in the garden, and 
people driving them out.  

All the stores was along one street. They had white-domestic awnings in 
front, and the country people hitched their horses to the awning-posts. There 
was empty dry-goods boxes under the awnings, and loafers roosting on them all 15	
day long, whittling them with their Barlow knives; and chawing tobacco, and 
gaping and yawning and stretching—a mighty ornery lot. They generly had on 
yellow straw hats most as wide as an umbrella, but didn’t wear no coats nor 
waistcoats; they called one another Bill, and Buck, and Hank, and Joe, and Andy, 
and talked lazy and drawly, and used considerable many cuss-words. There was 20	
as many as one loafer leaning up against every awning-post, and he most always 
had his hands in his britches pockets, except when he fetched them out to lend a 
chaw of tobacco or scratch. What a body was hearing amongst them all the time 
was—  

“Gimme a chaw ’v tobacker, Hank.”  25	
“Cain’t—I hain’t got but one chaw left. Ask Bill.” 
Maybe Bill he gives him a chaw; maybe he lies and says he ain’t got none. 

Some of them kinds of loafers never has a cent in the world, nor a chaw of 
tobacco of their own. They get all their chawing by borrowing—they say to a 
fellow, “I wisht you’d len’ me a chaw, Jack, I jist this minute give Ben Thompson 30	
the last chaw I had”—which is a lie, pretty much every time; it don’t fool nobody 
but a stranger; but Jack ain’t no stranger, so he says—  

“You give him a chaw, did you? so did your sister’s cat’s grandmother. You 
pay me back the chaws you’ve awready borry’d off’n me, Lafe Buckner, then I’ll 
loan you one or two ton of it, and won’t charge you no back intrust, nuther.”  35	

“Well, I did pay you back some of it wunst.” 
“Yes, you did—’bout six chaws. You borry’d store tobacker and paid back 

nigger-head.”  
Store tobacco is flat black plug, but these fellows mostly chaws the natural 

leaf twisted. When they borrow a chaw, they don’t generly cut it off with a knife, 40	
but set the plug in between their teeth, and gnaw with their teeth and tug at the 
plug with their hands till they get it in two—then sometimes the one that owns 
the tobacco looks mournful at it when it’s handed back, and says, sarcastic—  
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“Here, gimme the chaw, and you take the plug.” 
All the streets and lanes was just mud, they warn’t nothing else but mud—45	

mud as black as tar, and nigh about a foot deep in some places; and two or 
three inches deep in all the places. The hogs loafed and grunted around, 
everywheres. You’d see a muddy sow and a litter of pigs come lazying along the 
street and whollop herself right down in the way, where folks had to walk around 
her, and she’d stretch out, and shut her eyes, and wave her ears, whilst the pigs 50	
was milking her, and look as happy as if she was on salary. And pretty soon 
you’d hear a loafer sing out, “Hi! so boy! sick him, Tige!” and away the sow 
would go, squealing most horrible, with a dog or two swinging to each ear, and 
three or four dozen more a-coming; and then you would see all the loafers get 
up and watch the thing out of sight, and laugh at the fun and look grateful for 55	
the noise. Then they’d settle back again till there was a dog-fight. There couldn’t 
anything wake them up all over, and make them happy all over, like a dog-
fight—unless it might be putting turpentine on a stray dog and setting fire to 
him, or tying a tin pan to his tail and see him run himself to death.  

On the river front some of the houses was sticking out over the bank, and 60	
they was bowed and bent, and about ready to tumble in. The people had moved 
out of them. The bank was caved away under one corner of some others, and 
that corner was hanging over. People lived in them yet, but it was dangersome, 
because sometimes a strip of land as wide as a house caves in at a time. 
Sometimes a belt of land a quarter of a mile deep will start in and cave along 65	
and cave along till it all caves into the river in one summer. Such a town as that 
has to be always moving back, and back, and back, because the river’s always 
gnawing at it. 
	

  



Code Sujet EHP 

Page 4 / 7	

	

 

DOCUMENT B 

Henry Mencken. “The Libido for the Ugly”, in Prejudices: Sixth Series 
(1927), from The Vintage Mencken, 1955, New York: Vintage Books, pp. 
155-157. 

On a Winter day some years ago, coming out of Pittsburgh on one of the 
expresses of the Pennsylvania Railroad, I rolled eastward for an hour through the 
coal and steel towns of Westmoreland county. It was familiar ground; boy and 
man, I had been through it often before. But somehow I had never quite sensed 
its appalling desolation. Here was the very heart of industrial America, the center 5	
of its most lucrative and characteristic activity, the boast and pride of the richest 
and grandest nation ever seen on earth—and here was a scene so dreadfully 
hideous, so intolerably bleak and forlorn that it reduced the whole aspiration of 
man to a macabre and depressing joke. Here was wealth beyond computation, 
almost beyond imagination—and here were human habitations so abominable 10	
that they would have disgraced a race of alley cats. 

I am not speaking of mere filth. One expects steel towns to be dirty. What 
I allude to is the unbroken and agonizing ugliness, the sheer revolting 
monstrousness, of every house in sight. From East Liberty to Greensburg, a 
distance of twenty-five miles, there was not one in sight from the train that did 15	
not insult and lacerate the eye. Some were so bad, and they were among the 
most pretentious—churches, stores, warehouses, and the like—that they were 
downright startling; one blinked before them as one blinks before a man with his 
face shot away. A few linger in memory, horrible even there: a crazy little church 
just west of Jeannette, set like a dormer-window on the side of a bare, leprous 20	
hill; the headquarters of the Veterans of Foreign Wars at another forlorn town, a 
steel stadium like a huge rat-trap somewhere further down the line. But most of 
all I recall the general effect—of hideousness without a break. There was not a 
single decent house within eye-range from the Pittsburgh suburbs to the 
Greensburg yards. There was not one that was not misshapen, and there was 25	
not one that was not shabby. 

The country itself is not uncomely, despite the grime of the endless mills. 
It is, in form, a narrow river valley, with deep gullies running up into the hills. It 
is thickly settled, but not noticeably overcrowded. There is still plenty of room for 
building, even in the larger towns, and there are very few solid blocks. Nearly 30	
every house, big and little, has space on all four sides. Obviously, if there were 
architects of any professional sense or dignity in the region, they would have 
perfected a chalet to hug the hillsides—a chalet with a high-pitched roof, to 
throw off the heavy Winter snows, but still essentially a low and clinging building, 
wider than it was tall. But what have they done? They have taken as their model 35	
a brick set on end. This they have converted into a thing of dingy clapboards, 
with a narrow, low-pitched roof. And the whole they have set upon thin, 
preposterous brick piers. By the hundreds and thousands these abominable 
houses cover the bare hillsides, like gravestones in some gigantic and decaying 
cemetery. On their deep sides they are three, four and even five stories high; on 40	
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their low sides they bury themselves swinishly in the mud. Not a fifth of them are 
perpendicular. They lean this way and that, hanging on to their bases 
precariously. And one and all they are streaked in grime, with dead and 
eczematous patches of paint peeping through the streaks. 

Now and then there is a house of brick. But what brick! When it is new it is 45	
the color of a fried egg. When it has taken on the patina of the mills it is the 
color of an egg long past all hope or caring. Was it necessary to adopt that 
shocking color? No more than it was necessary to set all of the houses on end. 
Red brick, even in a steel town, ages with some dignity. Let it become downright 
black, and it is still sightly, especially if its trimmings are of white stone, with 50	
soot in the depths and the high spots washed by the rain. But in Westmoreland 
they prefer that uremic yellow, and so they have the most loathsome towns and 
villages ever seen by mortal eye. 

I award this championship only after laborious research and incessant 
prayer. I have seen, I believe, all of the most unlovely towns of the world; they 55	
are all to be found in the United States. I have seen the mill towns of 
decomposing New England and the desert towns of Utah, Arizona and Texas. I 
am familiar with the back streets of Newark, Brooklyn and Chicago, and have 
made scientific explorations to Camden, N.J. and Newport News, Va. Safe in a 
Pullman, I have whirled through the gloomy, God-forsaken villages of Iowa and 60	
Kansas, and the malarious tide-water hamlets of Georgia. I have been to 
Bridgeport, Conn., and to Los Angeles. But nowhere on this earth, at home or 
abroad, have I seen anything to compare to the villages that huddle along the 
line of the Pennsylvania from the Pittsburgh yards to Greensburg. They are 
incomparable in color, and they are incomparable in design. It is as if some 65	
titanic and aberrant genius, uncompromisingly inimical to man, had devoted all 
the ingenuity of Hell to the making of them. They show grotesqueries of ugliness 
that, in retrospect, become almost diabolical. One cannot imagine mere human 
beings concocting such dreadful things, and one can scarcely imagine human 
beings bearing life in them. 70	

Are they so frightful because the valley is full of foreigners—dull, insensate 
brutes, with no love of beauty in them? Then why didn’t these foreigners set up 
similar abominations in the countries that they came from? You will, in fact, find 
nothing of the sort in Europe—save perhaps in the more putrid parts of England. 
There is scarcely an ugly village on the whole Continent. The peasants, however 75	
poor, somehow manage to make themselves graceful and charming habitations, 
even in Spain. But in the American village and small town the pull is always 
toward ugliness, and in that Westmoreland valley it has been yielded to with an 
eagerness bordering upon passion. It is incredible that mere ignorance should 
have achieved such masterpieces of horror. 80	

On certain levels of the American race, indeed, there seems to be a 
positive libido for the ugly, as on other and less Christian levels there is a libido 
for the beautiful. It is impossible to put down the wallpaper that defaces the 
average American home of the lower middle class to mere inadvertence, or to 
the obscene humor of the manufacturers. Such ghastly designs, it must be 85	
obvious, give a genuine delight to a certain type of mind. They meet, in some 
unfathomable way, its obscure and unintelligible demands. They caress it as “The 
Palms” caresses it, or the art of Landseer, or the ecclesiastical architecture of the 
United Brethren. The taste for them is as enigmatical and yet as common as the 
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taste for vaudeville, dogmatic theology, sentimental movies, and the poetry of 90	
Edgar A. Guest. Or for the metaphysical speculations of Arthur Brisbane. Thus I 
suspect (though confessedly without knowing) that the vast majority of the 
honest folk of Westmoreland county, and especially the 100% Americans among 
them, actually admire the houses they live in, and are proud of them. 
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DOCUMENT C 

Grant Wood, Stone City, Iowa (1930). Oil on wood panel, 30 ¼ x 40 in. 
Joslyn Art Museum, Nebraska. 

 

 


