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ÉPREUVE DE LEÇON

Première partie :
Vous procéderez à la présentation, à l'étude et à la mise en relation des trois documents
proposés (A, B et C, non hiérarchisés).

Seconde partie :
Cette partie de l'épreuve porte sur les documents A et B.
À partir de ces supports, vous définirez des objectifs communicationnels, culturels et
linguistiques pouvant être retenus dans une séquence pédagogique au cycle terminal du
lycée, 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 élèves.

DOCUMENT A

Strange Fruit
By Billie Holiday and Abel Meeropol (1937)

Southern trees bear strange fruit,
Blood on the leaves and blood at the root,
Black bodies swinging in the southern breeze,
Strange fruit hanging from the poplar trees.
Pastoral scene of the gallant south,
The bulging eyes and the twisted mouth,
Scent of magnolias, sweet and fresh,
Then the sudden smell of burning flesh.
Here is fruit for the crows to pluck,
For the rain to gather, for the wind to suck,
For the sun to rot, for the trees to drop,
Here is a strange and bitter crop.

DOCUMENT B
If Eisenhower’s world was turned upside-down by the Brown decision, in December 1955, the same
month that the Gillespie tour was approved, the beginning of the Montgomery bus boycott, led by
the young minister Martin Luther King Jr., inaugurated a new phase of the black freedom
movement, ensuring that the jazz tours and the modern civil rights movement would forever be
joined.
This unexpected joining of fates as Gillespie assumed the role of goodwill ambassador was doubly
ironic. For with the stroke of a pen, this hitherto disreputable music – routinely associated in the
mass media with drugs and crime- suddenly became America’s music. Why did American
policymakers feel for the first time in history that the country should be represented by jazz?
With America in the throes of a political and cultural revolution that had put the black freedom
struggle at the center of American and international politics, the prominence of African American
jazz artists was critical to the music’s potential as a Cold War weapon. In the high-profile tours by
Gillespie, Louis Armstrong, Duke Ellington, and many others, U.S. officials pursued a selfconscious campaign against worldwide criticism of U.S. racism, striving to build cordial relations
with new African and Asian states. The glaring contradiction in this strategy was that the U.S.
promoted black artists as goodwill ambassadors – symbols of the triumph of American democracywhen America was still a Jim Crow nation. Indeed, the primary contradiction of promoting African
American artists as symbols of a racial equality yet to be achieved would fundamentally shape the
organization and ideologies of the tours, as well as the ways in which the tours were contested by
artists. And that U.S. officials would simultaneously insist on the universal, race-transcending
quality of jazz while depending on the blackness of musicians to legitimize America’s global
agendas was an abiding paradox of the tours. Intended to promote a vision of color-blind American
democracy, the tours foregrounded the importance of African American culture during the Cold
War, with blackness and race operating culturally to project an image of American nationhood that
was more inclusive than the reality.

Penny M. Von Eschen, Satchmo Blows Up the World: Jazz Ambassadors Play the Cold War,
Harvard University Press, 2006.

DOCUMENT C

Out we jumped in the warm, mad night, hearing a wild tenorman bawling horn across the way,
going "EE-YAH! EE-YAH! EE-YAH!" and hands clapping to the beat and folks yelling, "Go, go,
go!" Dean was already racing across the street with his thumb in the air, yelling, "Blow, man,
blow!" A bunch of colored men in Saturday-night suits were whooping it up in front. It was a
sawdust saloon with a small bandstand on which the fellows huddled with their hats on, blowing
over people's heads, a crazy place; crazy floppy sponren wandered around sometimes in their
bathrobes, bottles clanked in alleys. In back of the joint in a dark corridor beyond the splattered
toilets scores of men and women stood against the wall drinking wine-spodiodi and spitting at the
stars — wine and whisky. The behatted tenorman was blowing at the peak of a wonderfully
satisfactory free idea, a rising and falling riff that went from "EE-yah!" to a crazier "EE-de-leeyah!" and blasted along to the rolling crash of butt-scarred drums hammered by a big brutal Negro
with a bullneck who didn't give a damn about anything but punishing his busted tubs, crash, rattleti-boom, crash. Uproars of music and the tenorman had it and everybody knew he had it. Dean was
clutching his head in the crowd, and it was a mad crowd. They were all urging that tenorman to hold
it and keep it with cries and wild eyes, and he was raising himself from a crouch and going down
again with his horn, looping it up in a clear cry above the furor. A six-foot skinny Negro woman
was rolling her bones at the man's hornbell, and he just jabbed it at her, "Ee! ee! Ee!"
Everybody was rocking and roaring. Galatea and Marie with beer in their hands were standing on
their chairs, shaking and jumping. Groups of colored guys stumbled in from the street, falling over
one another to get there. "Stay with it, man!" roared a man with a foghorn voice, and let out a big
groan that must have been heard clear out in Sacramento, ah-haa! "Whoo!" said Dean. He was
rubbing his chest, his belly; the sweat splashed from his face. Boom, kick, that drummer was
kicking his drums down the cellar and rolling the beat upstairs with his murderous sticks, rattletyboom! A big fat man was jumping on the platform, making it sag and creak. "Yoo!" The pianist was
only pounding the keys with spread-eagled fingers, chords, at intervals when the great tenorman
was drawing breath for another blast — Chinese chords, shuddering the piano in every timber,
chink, and wire, boing! The tenorman jumped down from the platform and stood in the crowd,
blowing around; his hat was over his eyes; somebody pushed it back for him. He just hauled back
and stamped his foot and blew down a hoarse, laughing blast, and drew breath, and raised the horn
and blew high, wide, and screaming in the air.

Jack Kerouac, On the Road, 1957.

