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CAPES/CAFEP EXTERNE D’ANGLAIS SESSION 2021

EPREUVE DE MISE EN SITUATION PROFESSIONNELLE

Premiere partie:

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

Deuxieme patrtie:

Cette partie de I'épreuve porte sur les documerds B\

A partir de ces supports, vous définirez des olfgeciommunicationnels, culturels et
linguistiques pouvant étre retenus dans une séqueddagogique en classe de Seconde, en

vous référant aux programmes. En vous appuyantasspécificité de ces supports, vous
dégagerez des stratégies pour développer les cengestde communication des éléves.
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Document A

In an Artist’'s Studio

One face looks out from all his canvases,

One selfsame figure sits or walks or leans:

We found her hidden just behind those screens,

That mirror gave back all her loveliness.

A queen in opal or in ruby dress,

A nameless girl in freshest summer-greens,

A saint, an angel — every canvas means

The same one meaning, neither more or less.

He feeds upon her face by day and night,

And she with true kind eyes looks back on him,

Fair as the moon and joyful as the light:

Not wan with waiting, not with sorrow dim;

Not as she is, but was when hope shone bright;

Not as she is, but as she fills his dream.
Christina Rossetti, ‘In an Artist’'s Studio,” 1856

Document B

Sir John Everett MillaisQphelig 1851. Oil on canvas, 112x76cm. Tate Britain.
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Document C

[...] It was this place, an English Garden of Edersanh a day as March 29th, 1867,
that Charles had entered when he had climbed ttheffzan the shore at Pinhay Bay; and it
was this same place whose eastern half was callee @Wommons. [...]

Charles stood in the sunlight. Eyebright and bodsfstarred the grass, and already
vivid green clumps of marjoram reached up to blodiren he moved forward to the edge of
the plateau.

And there, below him, he saw a figure.

For one terrible moment he thought he had stumdited corpse. But it was a woman
asleep. She had chosen the strangest positiomaal,lsloping ledge of grass some five feet
beneath the level of the plateau, and which hidioen the view of any but one who came, as
Charles had, to the very edge. The chalk wallsrukthis little natural balcony made it into a
sun trap, for its widest axis pointed southwestt Bwvas not a sun trap many would have
chosen. Its outer edge gave onto a sheer dropaé sairty or forty feet into an ugly tangle of
brambles. A little beyond them the real cliff pl@tgdown to the beach.

Charles’s immediate instinct had been to draw lmagkof the woman'’s view. He did
not see who she was. He stood at a loss, lookibgtatot seeing the fine landscape the place
commanded. He hesitated, he was about to withdsatthen his curiosity drew him forward
again.

The girl lay in the complete abandonment of deeesl on her back. Her coat had
fallen open over her indigo dress, unrelieved sncidlico severity except by a small white
collar at the throat. The sleeper’s face was tuanedy from him, her right arm thrown back,
bent in a childlike way. A scattered handful of mmomes lay on the grass around it. There was
something intensely tender and yet sexual in thg sfee lay; it awakened a dim echo in
Charles of a moment from his time in Paris. Anoilief whose name now he could not even
remember, perhaps had never known, seen sleepiransalawn, in a bedroom overlooking
the Seine.

He moved round the curving lip of the plateau, toeve he could see the sleeper’s
face better, and it was only then that he real@ddm he had intruded upon. It was the
French Lieutenant's Woman. Part of her hair hadbtyecloose and half covered her cheek.
On the Cobb it had seemed to him a dark brown; hewsaw that it had red tints, a rich
warmth, and without the then indispensable glogeminine hair oil. The skin below seemed
very brown, almost ruddy, in that light, as if tiiel cared more for health than a fashionably
pale and languid-cheeked complexion. A strong nbsayy eyebrows... the mouth he could
not see. It irked him strangely that he had to lssreupside down, since the land would not
allow him to pass round for the proper angle.

He stood unable to do anything but stare downgcadrby this unexpected encounter,
and overcome by an equally strange feeling—not aexhut fraternal, perhaps paternal, a
certainty of the innocence of this creature, ofthe&ing unfairly outcast, and which was in turn
a factor of his intuition of her appalling lonels® He could not imagine what, besides
despair, could drive her, in an age where womenewsamistatic, timid, incapable of
sustained physical effort, to this wild place.

He came at last to the very edge of the rampaneber, directly over her face, and
there he saw that all the sadness he had so retnbéfere was gone; in sleep the face was
gentle, it might even have had the ghost of a sntilevas precisely then, as he craned
sideways down, that she awoke.

She looked up at once, so quickly that his stejx bas in vain. He was detected, and
he was too much a gentleman to deny it. So wheahSsarambled to her feet, gathering her
coat about her, and stared back up at him fronieaigre, he raised his wideawake and bowed.
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She said nothing, but fixed him with a look of sk@and bewilderment, perhaps not untinged
with shame. She had fine eyes, dark eyes.

They stood thus for several seconds, locked in mahincomprehension. She seemed
so small to him, standing there below him, hiddemf the waist down, clutching her collar,
as if, should he take a step towards her, she wiomidand fling herself out of his sight. He
came to his sense of what was proper.

“A thousand apologies. | came upon you inadveryghthnd then he turned and
walked away. He did not look back, but scrambledmto the path he had left , and back to
the fork, where he wondered why he had not hagthsence of mind to ask which path he
was to take, and waited half a minute to see ifwghe following him. She did not appear.
Very soon he marched firmly away up the steepédr.pat

Charles did not know it, but in those brief poisstonds above the waiting sea, in
that luminous evening silence broken only by theesaquiet wash, the whole Victorian Age
was lost. And | do not mean he had taken the wpath.

John FowlesThe French Lieutenant’'s WomatB69,
Ed. Vintage UK (2004), Chapter 10, p. 71-72.



