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CAPES/CAFEP EXTERNE D'ANGLAIS SESSION 2014

EPREUVE DE MISE EN SITUATION PROFESSIONNELLE

Premiére partie :

Vous procéderez a la présentation, a 1'étude et a la mise en relation des trois documents
proposés (A, B, et C non hiérarchisés).

Deuxieme 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 en classe de seconde

générale, 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.
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Document A

One cannot see the modern world as it is unless one recognizes the overwhelming strength of
patriotism, national loyalty. In certain circumstances it can break down, at certain levels of
civilization it does not exist, but as a positive force there is nothing to set beside it. Christianity and
international Socialism are as weak as straw in comparison with it. Hitler and Mussolini rose to
power in their own countries very largely because they could grasp this fact and their opponents
could not.

Also, one must admit that the divisions between nation and nation are founded on real
differences of outlook. Till recently it was thought proper to pretend that all human beings are very
much alike, but in fact anyone able to use his eyes knows that the average of human behaviour
differs enormously from country to country. Things that could happen in one country could not
happen in another. Hitler’s June purgel, for instance, could not have happened in England. And, as
western peoples go, the English are very highly differentiated. There is a sort of back-handed
admission of this in the dislike which nearly all foreigners feel for our national way of life. Few
Europeans can endure living in England, and even Americans often feel more at home in Europe.

When you come back to England from any foreign country, you have immediately the sensation
of breathing a different air. Even in the first few minutes dozens of small things conspire to give
you this feeling. (...) The crowds in the big towns, with their mild knobby faces, their bad teeth and
gentle manners, are different from a European crowd. Then the vastness of England swallows you
up, and you lose for a while your feeling that the whole nation has a single identifiable character.
Are there really such things as nations? Are we not forty-six million individuals, all different? (...)
How can one make a pattern out of this muddle?

But talk to foreigners, read foreign books or newspapers, and you are brought back to the same
thought. Yes, there is something distinctive and recognizable in English civilization. It is a culture
as individual as that of Spain. It is somehow bound up with solid breakfasts and gloomy Sundays,
smoky towns and winding roads, green fields and red pillar-boxes. It has a flavour of its own.
Moreover it is continuous, it stretches into the future and the past, there is something in it that
persists, as in a living creature. What can the England of 1940 have in common with the England of
1840? But then, what have you in common with the child of five whose photograph your mother
keeps on the mantelpiece? Nothing, except that you happen to be the same person.

And above all, it is your civilization, it is you. However much you hate it or laugh at it, you will
never be happy away from it for any length of time. The suet puddings and the red pillar-boxes have
entered into your soul. Good or evil, it is yours, you belong to it, and this side the grave you will
never get away from the marks that it has given you. (...)

The gentleness of the English civilization is perhaps its most marked characteristic. You notice it
the instant you set foot on English soil. It is a land where the bus conductors are good-tempered and
the policemen carry no revolvers. In no country inhabited by white men is it easier to shove people
off the pavement. And with this goes something that is always written off by European observers as
‘decadence’ or hypocrisy, the English hatred of war and militarism. It is rooted deep in history, and
it is strong in the lower-middle class as well as the working class. Successive wars have shaken it
but not destroyed it. Well within living memory it was common for ‘the redcoats’ to be booed at in
the streets and for the landlords of respectable public houses to refuse to allow soldiers on the
premises. In peace time, even when there are two million unemployed, it is difficult to fill the ranks
of the tiny standing army, which is officered by the country gentry and a specialized stratum of the
middle class, and manned by farm labourers and slum proletarians. The mass of the people are
without military knowledge or tradition, and their attitude towards war is invariably defensive. No
politician could rise to power by promising them conquests or military ‘glory’, no Hymn of Hate
has ever made any appeal to them. In the last war the songs which the soldiers made up and sang of

! The author refers to the so-called “Night of the Long Knives” (30 June 1934), in which the Nazi regime of Germany
carried out a series of political murders against what it regarded as rivals, dissidents or opponents.
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their own accord were not vengeful but humorous and mock-defeatist. The only enemy they ever
named was the sergeant-major.

In England all the boasting and flag-wagging, the ‘Rule Britannia’ stuff, is done by small
minorities. The patriotism of the common people is not vocal or even conscious. They do not retain
among their historical memories the name of a single military victory.

George Orwell, “The Lion and the Unicorn: Socialism and the English Genius,
Part I: England Your England” (Feb. 1941), in Peter Davison (ed.), Orwell’s
England (2001)

Document B

Thus from a mixture of all kinds began,

That het’rogeneous thing, an Englishman:

In eager rapes, and furious lust begot,

Betwixt a painted Britain and a Scot.

Whose gend’ring off-spring quickly learn’d to bow,
And yoke their heifers to the Roman plough:

From whence a mongrel half-bred race there came,
With neither name, nor nation, speech nor fame.

In whose hot veins new mixtures quickly ran,
Infus’d betwixt a Saxon and a Dane.

While their rank daughters, to their parents just,
Receiv’d all nations with promiscuous lust.

This nauseous brood directly did contain

The well-extracted blood of Englishmen.

Which medly canton’d in a heptarchy,
A rhapsody of nations to supply,
Among themselves maintain’d eternal wars,
And still the ladies lov’d the conquerors.

The western Angles all the rest subdu’d;
A bloody nation, barbarous and rude:
Who by the tenure of the sword possest
One part of Britain, and subdu’d the rest
And as great things denominate the small,
The conqu’ring part gave title to the whole.
The Scot, Pict, Britain, Roman, Dane, submit,
And with the English-Saxon all unite:
And these the mixture have so close pursu’d,
The very name and memory’s subdu’d:
No Roman now, no Britain does remain;
Wales strove to separate, but strove in vain:
The silent nations undistinguish’d fall,
And Englishman’s the common name for all.
Fate jumbled them together, God knows how;
What e’er they were they’re true-born English now.
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The wonder which remains is at our pride,
To value that which all wise men deride.
For Englishmen to boast of generation,
Cancels their knowledge, and lampoons the nation.
A true-born Englishman’s a contradiction,
In speech an irony, in fact a fiction.
A banter made to be a test of fools,
Which those that use it justly ridicules.
A metaphor invented to express
A man a-kin to all the universe.

For as the Scots, as learned men ha’ said,
Throughout the world their wand’ring seed ha’ spread;
So open-handed England, ’tis believ’d,

Has all the gleanings of the world receiv’d.
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Extract from Daniel Defoe, “The True-Born Englishman” (1701)

Document C

A man waits on The Mall for the start of the Diamond Jubilee concert
for Britain’s Queen Elizabeth in London, June 4, 2012.
(Dominic Lipinski/Reuters)

Source: http://darkroom.baltimoresun.com



