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AGRÉGATION EXTERNE D’ANGLAIS
ÉPREUVE HORS PROGRAMME

Première partie (en anglais, durée maximale : 40 mn)
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 mn)
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
Charlotte BRONTË, Jane Eyre, 1847, Chapter XXVI, pp. 249-51 of the third Norton
Critical Edition.
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‘[…] Bertha Mason is mad; and she came of a mad family;—idiots and maniacs through
three generations! Her mother, the Creole, was both a mad woman and a drunkard!—as I
found out after I had wed the daughter: for they were silent on family secrets before. Bertha,
like a dutiful child, copied her parent in both points. I had a charming partner—pure, wise,
modest: you can fancy I was a happy man.—I went through rich scenes! Oh! my experience
has been heavenly, if you only knew it! But I owe you no further explanation. Briggs, Wood,
Mason,—I invite you all to come up to the house and visit Mrs. Poole’s patient, and my
wife! You shall see what sort of a being I was cheated into espousing, and judge whether or
not I had a right to break the compact, and seek sympathy with something at least
human. This girl,’ he continued, looking at me, ‘knew no more than you, Wood, of the
disgusting secret: she thought all was fair and legal; and never dreamt she was going to be
entrapped into a feigned union with a defrauded wretch, already bound to a bad, mad, and
embruted partner! Come all of you, follow.’
Still holding me fast, he left the church: the three gentlemen came after. At the front door
of the hall we found the carriage.
‘Take it back to the coach-house, John,’ said Mr. Rochester, coolly; ‘it will not be wanted
to-day.’
At our entrance, Mrs. Fairfax, Adèle, Sophie, Leah, advanced to meet and greet us.
‘To the right-about—every soul!’ cried the master: ‘away with your congratulations! Who
wants them?—Not I!—they are fifteen years too late!’
He passed on and ascended the stairs, still holding my hand, and still beckoning the
gentlemen to follow him; which they did. We mounted the first staircase, passed up the
gallery, proceeded to the third storey: the low, black door, opened by Mr. Rochester’s master
key, admitted us to the tapestried room, with its great bed and its pictorial cabinet.
‘You know this place, Mason,’ said our guide; ‘she bit and stabbed you here.’
He lifted the hangings from the wall, uncovering the second door: this, too, he opened. In a
room without a window there burnt a fire, guarded by a high and strong fender, and a lamp
suspended from the ceiling by a chain. Grace Poole bent over the fire, apparently cooking
something in a saucepan. In the deep shade, at the further end of the room, a figure ran
backwards and forwards. What it was, whether beast or human being, one could not, at first
sight, tell: it grovelled, seemingly, on all fours; it snatched and growled like some strange
wild animal: but it was covered with clothing, and a quantity of dark, grizzled hair, wild as a
mane, hid its head and face.
‘Good-morrow, Mrs. Poole!’ said Mr. Rochester. ‘How are you? and how is your charge
to-day?’
‘We’re tolerable, sir, I thank you,’ replied Grace, lifting the boiling mess carefully on to
the hob: ‘rather snappish, but not ’rageous.’
A fierce cry seemed to give the lie to her favourable report: the clothed hyena rose up, and
stood tall on its hind feet.
‘Ah! sir, she sees you!’ exclaimed Grace: ‘you’d better not stay.’
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‘Only a few moments, Grace: you must allow me a few moments.’
‘Take care then, sir!—for God’s sake, take care!’
The maniac bellowed: she parted her shaggy locks from her visage, and gazed wildly at her
visitors. I recognised well that purple face—those bloated features. Mrs. Poole advanced.
‘Keep out of the way,’ said Mr. Rochester, thrusting her aside: ‘she has no knife now, I
suppose? and I’m on my guard.’
‘One never knows what she has, sir: she is so cunning: it is not in mortal discretion to
fathom her craft.’
‘We had better leave her,’ whispered Mason.
‘Go to the devil!’ was his brother-in-law’s recommendation.
‘Ware!’ cried Grace. The three gentlemen retreated simultaneously. Mr. Rochester flung
me behind him: the lunatic sprang and grappled his throat viciously, and laid her teeth to his
cheek: they struggled. She was a big woman, in stature almost equalling her husband, and
corpulent besides: she showed virile force in the contest—more than once she almost throttled
him, athletic as he was. He could have settled her with a well-planted blow; but he would not
strike: he would only wrestle. At last he mastered her arms; Grace Poole gave him a cord, and
he pinioned them behind her: with more rope, which was at hand, he bound her to a chair. The
operation was performed amidst the fiercest yells and the most convulsive plunges. Mr.
Rochester then turned to the spectators: he looked at them with a smile both acrid and
desolate.
‘That is my wife,’ said he. ‘Such is the sole conjugal embrace I am ever to know—such are
the endearments which are to solace my leisure hours! And this is what I wished to have’
(laying his hand on my shoulder): ‘this young girl, who stands so grave and quiet at the mouth
of hell, looking collectedly at the gambols of a demon. I wanted her just as a change after that
fierce ragout. Wood and Briggs, look at the difference! Compare these clear eyes with the red
balls yonder—this face with that mask—this form with that bulk; then judge me, priest of the
gospel and man of the law, and remember with what judgment ye judge ye shall be
judged! Off with you now. I must shut up my prize.’
We all withdrew.
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DOCUMENT B
Nellie BLY, Ten Days in a Mad-House, 1887,
http://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/bly/madhouse/madhouse.html.
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As the wagon was rapidly driven through the beautiful lawns up to the asylum my feelings of
satisfaction at having attained the object of my work were greatly dampened by the look of
distress on the faces of my companions. Poor women, they had no hopes of a speedy delivery.
They were being driven to a prison, through no fault of their own, in all probability for life. In
comparison, how much easier it would be to walk to the gallows than to this tomb of living
horrors! On the wagon sped, and I, as well as my comrades, gave a despairing farewell glance
at freedom as we came in sight of the long stone buildings. We passed one low building, and
the stench was so horrible that I was compelled to hold my breath, and I mentally decided that
it was the kitchen. I afterward found I was correct in my surmise, and smiled at the signboard
at the end of the walk: "Visitors are not allowed on this road." I don't think the sign would be
necessary if they once tried the road, especially on a warm day.
The wagon stopped, and the nurse and officer in charge told us to get out. The nurse added:
"Thank God! they came quietly." We obeyed orders to go ahead up a flight of narrow, stone
steps, which had evidently been built for the accommodation of people who climb stairs three
at a time. I wondered if my companions knew where we were, so I said to Miss Tillie Mayard:
"Where are we?"
"At the Blackwell's Island Lunatic Asylum," she answered, sadly.
"Are you crazy?" I asked.
"No," she replied; "but as we have been sent here we will have to be quiet until we find
some means of escape. They will be few, though, if all the doctors, as Dr. Field, refuse to
listen to me or give me a chance to prove my sanity." We were ushered into a narrow
vestibule, and the door was locked behind us.
In spite of the knowledge of my sanity and the assurance that I would be released in a few
days, my heart gave a sharp twinge. Pronounced insane by four expert doctors and shut up
behind the unmerciful bolts and bars of a madhouse! Not to be confined alone, but to be a
companion, day and night, of senseless, chattering lunatics; to sleep with them, to eat with
them, to be considered one of them, was an uncomfortable position. Timidly we followed the
nurse up the long uncarpeted hall to a room filled by so-called crazy women. We were told to
sit down, and some of the patients kindly made room for us. They looked at us curiously, and
one came up to me and asked:
"Who sent you here?"
"The doctors," I answered.
"What for?" she persisted.
"Well, they say I am insane," I admitted.
"Insane!" she repeated, incredulously. "It cannot be seen in your face."
This woman was too clever, I concluded, and was glad to answer the roughly given orders
to follow the nurse to see the doctor. This nurse, Miss Grupe, by the way, had a nice German
face, and if I had not detected certain hard lines about the mouth I might have expected, as did
my companions, to receive but kindness from her. She left us in a small waiting-room at the
end of the hall, and left us alone while she went into a small office opening into the sitting or
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receiving-room.
"I like to go down in the wagon," she said to the invisible party on the inside. "It helps to
break up the day." He answered her that the open air improved her looks, and she again
appeared before us all smiles and simpers.
"Come here, Tillie Mayard," she said. Miss Mayard obeyed, and, though I could not see
into the office, I could hear her gently but firmly pleading her case. All her remarks were as
rational as any I ever heard, and I thought no good physician could help but be impressed with
her story. She told of her recent illness, that she was suffering from nervous debility. She
begged that they try all their tests for insanity, if they had any, and give her justice. Poor girl,
how my heart ached for her! I determined then and there that I would try by every means to
make my mission of benefit to my suffering sisters; that I would show how they are
committed without ample trial. Without one word of sympathy or encouragement she was
brought back to where we sat.
Mrs. Louise Schanz was taken into the presence of Dr. Kinier, the medical man.
"Your name?" he asked, loudly. She answered in German, saying she did not speak
English nor could she understand it. However, when he said Mrs. Louise Schanz, she said
"Yah, yah." Then he tried other questions, and when he found she could not understand one
word of English, he said to Miss Grupe:
"You are German; speak to her for me."
Miss Grupe proved to be one of those people who are ashamed of their nationality, and she
refused, saying she could understand but few words of her mother tongue.
"You know you speak German. Ask this woman what her husband does," and they both
laughed as if they were enjoying a joke.
"I can't speak but a few words," she protested, but at last she managed to ascertain the
occupation of Mr. Schanz.
"Now, what was the use of lying to me?" asked the doctor, with a laugh which dispelled
the rudeness.
"I can't speak any more," she said, and she did not.
Thus was Mrs. Louise Schanz consigned to the asylum without a chance of making herself
understood. Can such carelessness be excused, I wonder, when it is so easy to get an
interpreter? If the confinement was but for a few days one might question the necessity. But
here was a woman taken without her own consent from the free world to an asylum and there
given no chance to prove her sanity. Confined most probably for life behind asylum bars,
without even being told in her language the why and wherefore. Compare this with a criminal,
who is given every chance to prove his innocence. Who would not rather be a murderer and
take the chance for life than be declared insane, without hope of escape? Mrs. Schanz begged
in German to know where she was, and pleaded for liberty. Her voice broken by sobs, she was
led unheard out to us.
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DOCUMENT C
David LEAN, Great Expectations, 1946, still from the black and white film.
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