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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 palier 2 du collège, 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

http://www.geekculture.com/joyoftech/joyarchives/1330.html

DOCUMENT B

Inside the Backlash Against Facebook
By TRACY SAMANTHA SCHMIDT

Wednesday, Sep. 06, 2006

Generation Facebook is taking action — against Facebook. On Tuesday morning the popular social
networking site unrolled a new feature dubbed the "News Feed" that allows users to track their
friends' Facebook movements by the minute. For many of Facebook's 8 million-plus student users,
it was too much. Within 24 hours, hundreds of thousands of students nationwide organized
themselves to protest the new feature. Ironically, they're using Facebook to do it.
The feature in question appears on the user's home page and looks like a glitzy laundry list. It
chronicles every action a user's friends have recently taken on Facebook. These include the
mundane: Sally befriended Joan, the boring: Tim now likes The Daily Show, and the juicy: John
and Beth broke up. And in case it matters, each action is time-stamped to the minute.
By its nature, News Feed is intrusive, and that's what upsets students. It's one thing to casually
check out a friend's updated profile between classes. It's another to be unwillingly inundated with
each friend's latest Facebook antics. The News Feed does not have an off switch, although users can
block or limit non-friends from seeing their profiles, which feed directly into the News Feed. At the
very least, the aggrieved students want the option of a News Feed off-switch. Some want Facebook
to do away with it completely.
Since Tuesday, a handful of anti-News Feed groups have sprung up on Facebook. The largest has
284,000 members and is called "Students Against Facebook News Feed (Official Petition to
Facebook)." The group was created yesterday morning by Ben Parr, a junior at Northwestern
University, who was disgusted to find the News Feed when he logged into Facebook. With a
meeting to get to, Parr quickly created a group, told a few friends about it and left his computer.
When he came back a few hours later, the membership was at 13,000 and the numbers climbed
steadily throughout the day, reaching 100,000 at 2 a.m — at which point Parr called it a night. (...)
Like it or not, Facebook's face may be changing for good. The social networking site, which was
originally an exclusive website for college students, has expanded to include high school students
and corporations. Sponsors now spend thousands to advertise on the site and politicians are also
tapping into Facebook. For Zuckerberg, the News Feed allows Facebook users to better keep up
with each other. "All the most interesting stuff that's going on is presented to you," Zuckerberg told
TIME recently. "The analogy would be instead of an encyclopedia, it's now news. We're
emphasizing what's going on now."
That level of intimacy may be too intense for even today's college students, many of whom have
infamously posted pictures on Facebook of underage drinking and drug use. Or it could be
something much simpler than an alleged invasion of privacy. "Every action I take on Facebook is
now time stamped," says Erik Ornitz, 18, a Brown student who formed his own anti-News Feed
group. "It's a little strange because everyone will now know that at 10 o'clock I updated my
Facebook profile and that I wasn't in class." Regardless of its intentions, one thing is for sure. Gen Y
has unexpectedly found a way to organize.
http://www.time.com/time/nation/article/0,8599,1532225,00.html

DOCUMENT C

Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had something to do with the
production of pig-iron. The voice came from an oblong metal plaque like a dulled mirror which
formed part of the surface of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the voice sank
somewhat, though the words were still distinguishable. The instrument (the telescreen, it was
called) could be dimmed, but there was no way of shutting it off completely. He moved over to the
window: a smallish, frail figure, the meagreness of his body merely emphasized by the blue overalls
which were the uniform of the party. His hair was very fair, his face naturally sanguine, his skin
roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor blades and the cold of the winter that had just ended.
Outside, even through the shut window-pane, the world looked cold. Down in the street little eddies
of wind were whirling dust and torn paper into spirals, and though the sun was shining and the sky a
harsh blue, there seemed to be no colour in anything, except the posters that were plastered
everywhere. The blackmoustachio'd face gazed down from every commanding corner. There was
one on the house-front immediately opposite. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption
said, while the dark eyes looked deep into Winston's own. Down at streetlevel another poster, torn
at one corner, flapped fitfully in the wind, alternately covering and uncovering the single word
INGSOC. In the far distance a helicopter skimmed down between the roofs, hovered for an instant
like a bluebottle, and darted away again with a curving flight. It was the police patrol, snooping into
people's windows. The patrols did not matter, however. Only the Thought Police mattered.
Behind Winston's back the voice from the telescreen was still babbling away about pig-iron and the
overfulfilment of the Ninth Three-Year Plan. The telescreen received and transmitted
simultaneously. Any sound that Winston made, above the level of a very low whisper, would be
picked up by it, moreover, so long as he remained within the field of vision which the metal plaque
commanded, he could be seen as well as heard. There was of course no way of knowing whether
you were being watched at any given moment. How often, or on what system, the Thought Police
plugged in on any individual wire was guesswork. It was even conceivable that they watched
everybody all the time. But at any rate they could plug in your wire whenever they wanted to. You
had to live -- did live, from habit that became instinct -- in the assumption that every sound you
made was overheard, and, except in darkness, every movement scrutinized.
Winston kept his back turned to the telescreen. It was safer, though, as he well knew, even a back
can be revealing. A kilometre away the Ministry of Truth, his place of work, towered vast and white
above the grimy landscape. This, he thought with a sort of vague distaste -- this was London, chief
city of Airstrip One, itself the third most populous of the provinces of Oceania.
George Orwell, 1984, pp.4-5, 1948.

