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AGREGATION EXTERNE D'ANGLAIS

EPREUVE HORS PROGRAMME

Premiére partie (en anglais, durée maximale : 40 minutes)

Vous procéderez a I'étude et a 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.

Deuxiéme partie (en francais, durée maximale : 5 minutes)

A l'issue de I'entretien de premiére partie, et & 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 a aucun
échange avec le jury.
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DOCUMENT A

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 'This Lime-tree Bower my Prison’ [1797] in

Selected Poetry and Prose. Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1957, pp. 34-36.

[ADDRESSED TO CHARLES LAMB, OF THE INDIA HOUSE, LONDON ]

In the June of 1797 some long-expected friends paid a visit to the author’s
cottage; and on the morning of their arrival, he met with an accident, which
disabled him from walking during the whole time of their stay. One evening,
when they had left him for a few hours, he composed the following lines in the

garden-bower.

Well, they are gone, and here must I remain,

This lime-tree bower my prison! I have lost
Beauties and feelings, such as would have been
Most sweet to my remembrance even when age
Had dimm'd mine eyes to blindness! They, meanwhile,
Friends, whom I never more may meet again,

On springy heath, along the hill-top edge,

Wander in gladness, and wind down, perchance,
To that still roaring dell, of which I told;

The roaring dell, o'erwooded, narrow, deep,

And only speckled by the mid-day sun;

Where its slim trunk the ash from rock to rock
Flings arching like a bridge;—that branchless ash,
Unsunn'd and damp, whose few poor yellow leaves
Ne'er tremble in the gale, yet tremble still,

Fann'd by the water-fall! and there my friends
Behold the dark green file of long lank weeds,
That all at once (a most fantastic sight!)

Still nod and drip beneath the dripping edge

Of the blue clay-stone.

Now, my friends emerge
Beneath the wide wide Heaven—and view again
The many-steepled tract magnificent
Of hilly fields and meadows, and the sea,
With some fair bark, perhaps, whose sails light up
The slip of smooth clear blue betwixt two Isles
Of purple shadow! Yes! they wander on
In gladness all; but thou, methinks, most glad,
My gentle-hearted Charles! for thou hast pined
And hunger'd after Nature, many a year,
In the great City pent, winning thy way
With sad yet patient soul, through evil and pain
And strange calamity! Ah! slowly sink
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Behind the western ridge, thou glorious Sun!
Shine in the slant beams of the sinking orb,

Ye purple heath-flowers! richlier burn, ye clouds!
Live in the yellow light, ye distant groves!

And kindle, thou blue Ocean! So my friend
Struck with deep joy may stand, as I have stood,
Silent with swimming sense; yea, gazing round
On the wide landscape, gaze till all doth seem
Less gross than bodily; and of such hues

As veil the Almighty Spirit, when yet he makes
Spirits perceive his presence.

A delight
Comes sudden on my heart, and I am glad
As I myself were there! Nor in this bower,
This little lime-tree bower, have I not mark'd
Much that has sooth'd me. Pale beneath the blaze
Hung the transparent foliage; and I watch'd
Some broad and sunny leaf, and lov'd to see
The shadow of the leaf and stem above
Dappling its sunshine! And that walnut-tree
Was richly ting'd, and a deep radiance lay
Full on the ancient ivy, which usurps
Those fronting elms, and now, with blackest mass
Makes their dark branches gleam a lighter hue
Through the late twilight: and though now the bat
Wheels silent by, and not a swallow twitters,
Yet still the solitary humble-bee
Sings in the bean-flower! Henceforth I shall know
That Nature ne'er deserts the wise and pure;
No plot so narrow, be but Nature there,
No waste so vacant, but may well employ
Each faculty of sense, and keep the heart
Awake to Love and Beauty! and sometimes
'Tis well to be bereft of promis'd good,
That we may lift the soul, and contemplate
With lively joy the joys we cannot share.
My gentle-hearted Charles! when the last rook
Beat its straight path along the dusky air
Homewards, I blest it! deeming its black wing
(Now a dim speck, now vanishing in light)
Had cross'd the mighty Orb's dilated glory,
While thou stood'st gazing; or, when all was still,
Flew creeking o'er thy head, and had a charm
For thee, my gentle-hearted Charles, to whom
No sound is dissonant which tells of Life.




10

15

20

25

30

35

40

Code Sujet EHP 13
Page 4/7

DOCUMENT B

Kelsey Ables, “"More activists are gluing themselves to art. Their tactics
aren’t new”, October 27, 2022. Retrieved from
www.washingtonpost.com.

When Eben Lazarus and Hannah Hunt showed up at London’s National
Gallery in July armed with glue and hidden Just Stop Oil T-shirts, they didn’t
come to look at art. But five minutes before they glued themselves to the frame
of John Constable’s “The Hay Wain” and called on the British government to stop
new oil and gas licenses, they paused in front of Diego Velazquez's “The Toilet of
Venus.”

It was not Velazquez's soft brushstrokes that drew them in but an edgier
story they had heard about the 17th-century work. In 1914, Canadian suffragist
Mary Richardson attacked the painting with a hatchet, slashing the figure’s back
and hips, to protest the arrest of a fellow activist and condemn the work’s
misogynist imagery. Richardson’s act inspired so many copycats that some
British museums temporarily banned women from visiting.

Looking at the painting, Lazarus felt swept up in a bigger history of civil
disobedience. “It was this surreal connection to those who had come before us
and fought for basic rights that we now take for granted. It just solidified our
conviction in what we were about to do,” he said. “It was actually quite a
peaceful moment.”

Shortly thereafter, Lazarus and Hunt covered “The Hay Wain” with a
poster showing a chaotic, apocalyptic vision of the English countryside and glued
themselves to the original work’s frame. Kneeling on the floor of the gallery,
Lazarus cried out, “When there’s no food, what use is art? When there’s no
water, what use is art?”

That day, the pair joined the notable annals of an idiosyncratic protest
movement that sounds more like a Dada-inspired performance piece. In the past
few months, activists around the world have been affixing themselves to the
frames and glass coverings of artworks — a Picasso in Australia; a Botticelli in
Italy; a Raphael in Germany — and demanding their governments stop
supporting the fossil fuel industry. In early October, Just Stop Oil activists threw
soup at Vincent van Gogh’s “Sunflowers” in the National Gallery before gluing
themselves to the wall beneath the work. And on Thursday, climate activists
targeted Johannes Vermeer’s “Girl with a Pearl Earring” at a museum in The
Hague, with one man gluing his head to the glass covering and another affixing
his hand to an area just outside the frame. A tactic borrowed from street
protests, the glue increases the time protesters have to deliver their message
from what, in an instant, can become an international stage.

These Super Glue subversives have been derided as publicity-seeking
Philistines and hailed as martyrs for a vital cause. But lost in the noise is the
reality that these acts are part of a long history of protest in museums. That
activism has reached a fever pitch in recent years, with protesters calling on
institutions to rethink their collections, diversify their staff, return looted artifacts
and expunge toxic donors. At a time when museums have become ground zero
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for rewriting narratives of the past, it should be no surprise that climate activists
have also turned to them in hopes of rewriting the future.

Western museums have long presented themselves as objective keepers of
history and sanctuaries, separate from current events. This is, of course, an
illusion. In the 1960s, artists like Hans Haacke started creating works that
directly challenged museums themselves, sparking a movement known as
Institutional Critique [...].

For another work meant to critique the divide between art and the outside
world, Haacke set up a telex machine to print live news updates on a seemingly
endless paper scroll.

Speaking about the work in a 2008 interview, Haacke said, “What
concerned me at the time and what is still important for me today is that people
coming into a gallery, a museum, or another art exhibition venue, are reminded
that these art spaces are not a world separate from the rest of the world. The
world of art is not a world apart.”

Climate activists have embraced this thinking. Through their actions, a
John Constable painting becomes more than some escapist countryside fantasy
— it becomes a poignant reminder that the natural landscape is endangered.
Pablo Picasso’s “Massacre in Korea” doesn’t just show history, it warns of war
and famine that could come with a warming Earth. And Sandro Botticelli’s
“Primavera” isn't about celebrating the beauty of spring — it’s about mourning
the biodiversity we are at risk of losing.

Leonardo Basso, a 23-year-old student in Padua who helped Ultima
Generazione activists with planning before they protested in front of Giorgione’s
“The Tempest,” says these actions give renewed power to art. “If we just keep
that art locked in the museum, and we don’t do anything with it but show it to
some paying customers who post it on Instagram, then art just becomes like the
coffee we get at Starbucks,” he says. “"The art is still available to us. We need to
use the art.”

Kirsty Robertson, a professor at Western University and author of “Tear
Gas Epiphanies: Protest, Culture, Museums,” sees parallels between activists like
Basso and the Situationist International, an anti-capitalist group of artists and
thinkers active from 1957 to 1972. The group’s slogan, “Sous les pavés, la
plage!” (“Beneath the pavement, a beach”) gets at the logic behind gluing
yourself to a painting: Scrape the varnish off the status quo and you’ll find
something better below.

Like the Situationists, today’s protesters are “using this act of disruption to
jolt people out of their normal, everyday lives,” Robertson says. The setting
amplifies the shock. "What's so special about museums is that they are this point
of contact between a wealthy elitist history and the public,” she says. “The
artwork is an emergency button.”

Beka Economopoulos, the Not An Alternative co-founder and activist
behind the push to remove climate change denier David Koch from museum
boards, sees this movement as part of a “continuum” of arts-focused climate
activism that includes organizations like BP or Not BP and Liberate Tate. Recent
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economic strain — including England’s cost of living crisis — gives these buzzy
actions depth, she says.

“We just see the value of art going up and up while low-wage workers and
communities are having a harder and harder time making ends meet. Our values
are topsy turvy, and that is brought into stark relief in a museum setting,” she
says. “It's not attacking the sunflower painting as much as it is attacking
something that can symbolize the deep violence of an economic system that
creates extreme wealth and extreme poverty.”

Critics say these activist groups aren’t challenging museums, they’re just
using them as particularly sensational soapboxes. BP or Not BP gave witty,
Shakespearean-style performances and Liberate Tate did creative art actions —
including faking an oil spill on the museum floor — all to ask British institutions
to stop taking money from Big Oil. But the groups gluing themselves to paintings
and riding their fame to headlines don’t have such tangible demands for the
institutions they occupy.

When protesters stage actions in museums, “you’ve got to ask yourself the
question, why are you in a museum? What are you saying to the museum?” says
Emma Mahony, a professor who studies museums and activism at the National
College of Art and Design in Dublin. She praises Liberate Tate for bringing art
lovers to their side and worries that the super-gluers are pushing away potential
supporters. “You're not going to make friends with oil bosses, but you have to
bring the 99 percent onboard if you want to achieve something.”

While Lazarus insists Just Stop Oil isn’t trying to be popular, at the
National Gallery over the summer, he took pride in bringing at least a few people
onboard. As he and Hunt walked into the gallery where “The Hay Wain” hung,
they saw a group of schoolchildren studying a painting nearby. They stopped,
unsure whether to go through with the protest. “I think it was just because of
that tendency to protect children,” he said. “"But, actually, they deserve to know
the truth. Everyone does.”

As they finished their speeches, the children — who are more likely to face
the harsh realities of the climate crisis than many of us — erupted into cheers.
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DOCUMENT C

Banksy, Toxic Beach, 2005. Oil on canvas, dimensions unknown,
featuring in Crude oils exhibition, 100 Westbourne Grove, London
(2005). After Jack Vettriano’s The Singing Butler (1992).
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