L13

EPREUVE DE LECON

Premiere partie :

Vous procéderez a la présentation, a I'étude et a la mise en relation des trois documents
proposés (A, B et C, non hiérarchisés).

Seconde partie :

Cette partie de I'épreuve porte sur les documents A et C.

A partir de ces supports, vous définirez des objectifs communicationnels, culturels et
linguistiques pouvant étre retenus dans une séquence pédagogique au palier 2 du
college, en vous référant aux programmes. En vous appuyant sur la spécificité de ces
supports, vous dégagerez des stratégies pour développer les compétences de
communication des éleves.



Document A

i
£

Norman Rockwell, Girl at Mirror, oil painting
published in The Saturday Evening Post, march 1954.
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Document B

'Now, if you'll only attend, Kitty, and not talk so much, I'll tell you all my ideas about
Looking-glass House. First, there's the room you can see through the glass — that's just the
same as our drawing room, only the things go the other way. I can see all of it when I get
upon a chair — all but the bit behind the fireplace. Oh! I do so wish I could see that bit! I
want so much to know whether they've a fire in the winter: you never can tell, you know,
unless our fire smokes, and then smoke comes up in that room too — but that may be only
pretence, just to make it look as if they had a fire. Well then, the books are something like our
books, only the words go the wrong way; I know that, because I've held up one of our books
to the glass, and then they hold up one in the other room.

'How would you like to live in Looking-glass House, Kitty? I wonder if they'd give you milk
in there? Perhaps Looking-glass milk isn't good to drink — But oh, Kitty! now we come to
the passage. You can just see a little peep of the passage in Looking-glass House, if you leave
the door of our drawing-room wide open: and it's very like our passage as far as you can see,
only you know it may be quite different on beyond. Oh, Kitty! how nice it would be if we
could only get through into Looking-glass House! I'm sure it's got, oh! such beautiful things
in it! Let's pretend there's a way of getting through into it, somehow, Kitty. Let's pretend the
glass has got all soft like gauze, so that we can get through. Why, it's turning into a sort of
mist now, I declare! It'll be easy enough to get through — ' She was up on the chimney-piece
while she said this, though she hardly knew how she had got there. And certainly the glass
was beginning to melt away, just like a bright silvery mist.

In another moment Alice was through the glass, and had jumped lightly down into the
Looking-glass room. The very first thing she did was to look whether there was a fire in the
fireplace, and she was quite pleased to find that there was a real one, blazing away as brightly
as the one she had left behind. 'So I shall be as warm here as I was in the old room,' thought
Alice: 'warmer, in fact, because there'll be no one here to scold me away from the fire. Oh,
what fun it'll be, when they see me through the glass in here, and can't get at me!"

Then she began looking about, and noticed that what could be seen from the old room was
quite common and uninteresting, but that all the rest was a different as possible. For instance,
the pictures on the wall next the fire seemed to be all alive, and the very clock on the
chimney-piece (you know you can only see the back of it in the Looking-glass) had got the
face of a little old man, and grinned at her.

'"They don't keep this room so tidy as the other,’ Alice thought to herself, as she noticed
several of the chessmen down in the hearth among the cinders: but in another moment, with a
little 'Oh!" of surprise, she was down on her hands and knees watching them. The chessmen
were walking about, two and two!

'Here are the Red King and the Red Queen,' Alice said (in a whisper, for fear of frightening
them), 'and there are the White King and the White Queen sitting on the edge of the shovel —
and here are two castles walking arm in arm — I don't think they can hear me,' she went on,
as she put her head closer down, 'and I'm nearly sure they can't see me. I feel somehow as if [
were invisible —'

Lewis Carroll, Through the Looking Glass, 1871.
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Document C

The Journey from platform nine and three quarters

“Excuse me,” Harry said to the plump woman.

“Hello, dear,” she said. “First time at Hogwarts? Ron’s new, too.”

She pointed at the last and youngest of her sons. He was tall, thin, and gangling, with freckles,
big hands and feet, and a long nose.

“Yes”, said Harry. “the thing is — the thing is, I don’t know how to —

“How to get onto the platform ?” she said kindly, and Harry nodded.

“Not to worry”, she said. “All you have to do is walk straight at the barrier between platforms
nine and ten. Don’t stop and don’t be scared you’ll crash into it, that’s very important. Best do
it at a bit of a run if you’re nervous. Go on, go now before Ron.”

“Er — okay,” said Harry.

He pushed his trolley around and stared at the barrier. It looked very solid. He started to walk
toward it. People jostled him on their way to platforms nine and ten. Harry walked more
quickly. He was going to smash right into that barrier and then he’d be in trouble — leaning
forward on his cart, he broke into a heavy run — the barrier was coming nearer and nearer — he
wouldn’t be able to stop — the cart was out of control — he was a foot away — he closed his
eyes ready for the crash —

It didn’t come...he kept on running...he opened his eyes.

A scarlet steam engine was waiting next to a platform packed with people. A sign overhead
said Hogwarts Express, eleven o’clock. Harry looked behind him and saw a wrought-iron
archway where the barrier had been, with the words Platform Nine and Three-Quarters on it.
He had done it.

Smoke from the engine drifted over the heads of the chattering crowd, while cats of every
color wound here and there between their legs. Owls hooted to one another in a disgruntled
sort of way over the babble and the scraping of heavy trunks.

The first few carriages were already packed with students, some hanging out of the window to
talk to their families, some fighting over seats. Harry pushed his cart off down the platform in
search of an empty seat. He passed a round-faced boy who was saying, “Gran, I’ve lost my
toad again.”

“Oh, Neville,” he heard the old woman sigh.

A boy with dreadlocks was surrounded by a small crowd.

“Give us a look, Lee, go on.”

The boy lifted the lid of a box in his arms, and the people around him shrieked and yelled as
something inside poked out a long hairy leg.

J.K.Rowling, Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone,
ed. Scholastic inc.-September 1999, pages 93 to 95.



