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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 

James Joyce. “The Dead” (1914), in Dubliners, New York: Dover Thrift 
Editions, 1991, pp.  127-129. 

Lancers were arranged. Gabriel found himself partnered with Miss Ivors. 
She was a frank-mannered talkative young lady, with a freckled face and 
prominent brown eyes. She did not wear a low-cut bodice and the large brooch 
which was fixed in the front of her collar bore on it an Irish device and motto. 

When they had taken their places she said abruptly: 5	
"I have a crow to pluck with you." 
"With me?" said Gabriel. 
She nodded her head gravely. 
"What is it?" asked Gabriel, smiling at her solemn manner. 
"Who is G. C.?" answered Miss Ivors, turning her eyes upon him. 10	
Gabriel coloured and was about to knit his brows, as if he did not 

understand, when she said bluntly: 
"O, innocent Amy! I have found out that you write for The Daily Express. 

Now, aren't you ashamed of yourself?" 
"Why should I be ashamed of myself?" asked Gabriel, blinking his eyes and 15	

trying to smile. 
"Well, I'm ashamed of you," said Miss Ivors frankly. "To say you'd write for 

a paper like that. I didn't think you were a West Briton." 
A look of perplexity appeared on Gabriel's face. It was true that he wrote a 

literary column every Wednesday in The Daily Express, for which he was paid 20	
fifteen shillings. But that did not make him a West Briton surely. The books he 
received for review were almost more welcome than the paltry cheque. He loved 
to feel the covers and turn over the pages of newly printed books. Nearly every 
day when his teaching in the college was ended he used to wander down the 
quays to the second-hand booksellers, to Hickey's on Bachelor's Walk, to Webb's 25	
or Massey's on Aston's Quay, or to O'Clohissey's in the by-street. He did not 
know how to meet her charge. He wanted to say that literature was above 
politics. But they were friends of many years' standing and their careers had 
been parallel, first at the University and then as teachers: he could not risk a 
grandiose phrase with her. He continued blinking his eyes and trying to smile 30	
and murmured lamely that he saw nothing political in writing reviews of books. 

When their turn to cross had come he was still perplexed and inattentive. 
Miss Ivors promptly took his hand in a warm grasp and said in a soft friendly 
tone: 

"Of course, I was only joking. Come, we cross now." 35	
When they were together again she spoke of the University question and 

Gabriel felt more at ease. A friend of hers had shown her his review of 
Browning's poems. That was how she had found out the secret: but she liked the 
review immensely. Then she said suddenly: 

"O, Mr. Conroy, will you come for an excursion to the Aran Isles this 40	
summer? We're going to stay there a whole month. It will be splendid out in the 
Atlantic. You ought to come. Mr. Clancy is coming, and Mr. Kilkelly and Kathleen 
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Kearney. It would be splendid for Gretta too if she'd come. She's from Connacht, 
isn't she?" 

"Her people are," said Gabriel shortly. 45	
"But you will come, won't you?" said Miss Ivors, laying her warm hand 

eagerly on his arm. 
"The fact is," said Gabriel, "I have just arranged to go—" 
"Go where?" asked Miss Ivors. 
"Well, you know, every year I go for a cycling tour with some fellows and 50	

so—" 
"But where?" asked Miss Ivors. 
"Well, we usually go to France or Belgium or perhaps Germany," said 

Gabriel awkwardly. 
"And why do you go to France and Belgium," said Miss Ivors, "instead of 55	

visiting your own land?" 
"Well," said Gabriel, "it's partly to keep in touch with the languages and 

partly for a change." 
"And haven't you your own language to keep in touch with—Irish?" asked 

Miss Ivors. 60	
"Well," said Gabriel, "if it comes to that, you know, Irish is not my 

language." 
Their neighbours had turned to listen to the cross-examination. Gabriel 

glanced right and left nervously and tried to keep his good humour under the 
ordeal which was making a blush invade his forehead. 65	

"And haven't you your own land to visit," continued Miss Ivors, "that you 
know nothing of, your own people, and your own country?" 

"O, to tell you the truth," retorted Gabriel suddenly, "I'm sick of my own 
country, sick of it!" 

"Why?" asked Miss Ivors. 70	
Gabriel did not answer for his retort had heated him. 
"Why?" repeated Miss Ivors. 
They had to go visiting together and, as he had not answered her, Miss 

Ivors said warmly: 
"Of course, you've no answer." 75	
Gabriel tried to cover his agitation by taking part in the dance with great 

energy. He avoided her eyes for he had seen a sour expression on her face. But 
when they met in the long chain he was surprised to feel his hand firmly pressed. 
She looked at him from under her brows for a moment quizzically until he 
smiled. Then, just as the chain was about to start again, she stood on tiptoe and 80	
whispered into his ear: 

"West Briton!" 
When the lancers were over Gabriel went away to a remote corner of the 

room where Freddy Malins' mother was sitting. She was a stout feeble old 
woman with white hair. Her voice had a catch in it like her son's and she 85	
stuttered slightly. She had been told that Freddy had come and that he was 
nearly all right. Gabriel asked her whether she had had a good crossing. She 
lived with her married daughter in Glasgow and came to Dublin on a visit once a 
year. She answered placidly that she had had a beautiful crossing and that the 
captain had been most attentive to her. She spoke also of the beautiful house 90	
her daughter kept in Glasgow, and of all the friends they had there. While her 
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tongue rambled on Gabriel tried to banish from his mind all memory of the 
unpleasant incident with Miss Ivors. Of course the girl or woman, or whatever 
she was, was an enthusiast but there was a time for all things. Perhaps he ought 
not to have answered her like that. But she had no right to call him a West Briton 95	
before people, even in joke. She had tried to make him ridiculous before people, 
heckling him and staring at him with her rabbit's eyes. 
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DOCUMENT B 

John Synge. The Aran Islands, Dublin: Maunsel & co, 1907, pp. 90-94. 

In the evenings I sometimes meet with a girl who is not yet half through 
her 'teens, yet seems in some ways more consciously developed than any one 
else that I have met here. She has passed part of her life on the mainland, and 
the disillusion she found in Galway has coloured her imagination. 

As we sit on stools on either side of the fire I hear her voice going 5	
backwards and forwards in the same sentence from the gaiety of a child to the 
plaintive intonation of an old race that is worn with sorrow. At one moment she 
is a simple peasant, at another she seems to be looking out at the world with a 
sense of prehistoric disillusion and to sum up in the expression of her grey-blue 
eyes the whole external despondency of the clouds and sea. 10	

Our conversation is usually disjointed. One evening we talked of a town on 
the mainland. 

“Ah, it's a queer place,” she said; “I wouldn't choose to live in it. It's a 
queer place, and indeed I don't know the place that isn't.” 

Another evening we talked of the people who live on the island or come to 15	
visit it. 

“Father ⎯ is gone,” she said; “he was a kind man but a queer man. Priests 
is queer people, and I don't know who isn't.” 

Then after a long pause she told me with seriousness, as if speaking of a 
thing that surprised herself, and should surprise me, that she was very fond of 20	
the boys. 

In our talk, which is sometimes full of the innocent realism of childhood, 
she is always pathetically eager to say the right thing and be engaging. 

One evening I found her trying to light a fire in the little side room of her 
cottage, where there is an ordinary fireplace. I went in to help her and showed 25	
her how to hold up a paper before the mouth of the chimney to make a draught, 
a method she had never seen. Then I told her of men who live alone in Paris and 
make their own fires that they may have no one to bother them. She was sitting 
in a heap on the floor staring into the turf, and as I finished she looked up with 
surprise. 30	

“They're like me so,” she said; “would anyone have thought that!” 
Below the sympathy we feel there is still a chasm between us. 
“Musha,” she muttered as I was leaving her this evening, “I think it's to 

hell you'll be going by and by.” 
Occasionally I meet her also in a kitchen where young men go to play 35	

cards after dark and a few girls slip in to share the amusement. At such times 
her eyes shine in the light of the candles, and her cheeks flush with the first 
tumult of youth, till she hardly seems the same girl who sits every evening 
droning to herself over the turf. 

A branch of the Gaelic League has been started here since my last visit, 40	
and every Sunday afternoon three little girls walk through the village ringing a 
shrill hand-bell, as a signal that the women's meeting is to be held,—here it 
would be useless to fix an hour, as the hours are not recognized. 



Code Sujet EHP 

Page 6 / 7	

	

Soon afterwards bands of girls—of all ages from five to twenty-five—begin 
to troop down to the schoolhouse in their reddest Sunday petticoats. It is 45	
remarkable that these young women are willing to spend their one afternoon of 
freedom in laborious studies of orthography for no reason but a vague reverence 
for the Gaelic. It is true that they owe this reverence, or most of it, to the 
influence of some recent visitors, yet the fact that they feel such an influence so 
keenly is itself of interest. 50	

In the older generation that did not come under the influence of the recent 
language movement, I do not see any particular affection for Gaelic. Whenever 
they are able, they speak English to their children, to render them more capable 
of making their way in life. Even the young men sometimes say to me— 

“There's very hard English on you, and I wish to God I had the like of it.” 55	
The women are the great conservative force in this matter of the language. 

They learn a little English in school and from their parents, but they rarely have 
occasion to speak with any one who is not a native of the islands, so their 
knowledge of the foreign tongue remains rudimentary. In my cottage I have 
never heard a word of English from the women except when they were speaking 60	
to the pigs or to the dogs, or when the girl was reading a letter in English. 
Women, however, with a more assertive temperament, who have had, 
apparently, the same opportunities, often attain a considerable fluency, as is the 
case with one, a relative of the old woman of the house, who often visits here. 

In the boys' school, where I sometimes look in, the children surprise me by 65	
their knowledge of English, though they always speak in Irish among themselves. 
The school itself is a comfortless building in a terribly bleak position. In cold 
weather the children arrive in the morning with a sod of turf tied up with their 
books, a simple toll which keeps the fire well supplied, yet, I believe, a more 
modern method is soon to be introduced. 70	
	

  



Code Sujet EHP 

Page 7 / 7	

	

DOCUMENT C 

Danny Devenny, Cumann na mBan Céad Bliain. Ni saoirse go saoirse na 
mban. (The women’s council. 100 years. No freedom until women’s 
freedom). Mural. Belfast, Dimensions unknown, 2014. 

Source: Sharon Crozier-De Rosa and Vera Mackie. Remembering 
Women’s Activism, New York: Routledge, 2018. 

 


