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AGRÉGATION EXTERNE D’ANGLAIS

ÉPREUVE HORS PROGRAMME

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

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 minutes)

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

Maya Angelou, I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings. New York: 
Random House, 1969, pp. 5-6.

"What you looking at me for?
I didn't come to stay . . ."

I hadn't so much forgot as I couldn't bring myself to remember. Other things
were more important.

"What you looking at me for?
I didn't come to stay . . ."

Whether I could remember the rest of the poem or not was immaterial.
The truth of the statement was like a wadded-up handkerchief, sopping wet in
my fists, and the sooner they accepted it the quicker I could let my hands open
and the air would cool my palms.

"What you looking at me for . . . ?"

The  children's  section  of  the  Colored  Methodist  Episcopal  Church  was
wiggling and giggling over my well-known forgetfulness.

The dress I wore was lavender taffeta, and each time I breathed it rustled,
and now that I was sucking in air to breathe out shame it sounded like crepe
paper on the back of hearses.

As I'd watched Momma put ruffles on the hem and cute little tucks around
the waist, I knew that once I put it on I'd look like a movie star. (It was silk and
that made up for the awful color.) I was going to look like one of the sweet little
white  girls  who  were  everybody's  dream of  what  was  right  with  the  world.
Hanging softly over the black Singer sewing machine, it looked like magic, and
when people  saw me wearing  it  they were  going  to  run up to  me and say,
"Marguerite [sometimes it was 'dear Marguerite'], forgive us, please, we didn't
know who you were," and I would answer generously, "No, you couldn't have
known. Of course I forgive you."

Just thinking about it made me go around with angel's dust sprinkled over
my face for days. But Easter's early morning sun had shown the dress to be a
plain ugly cut-down from a white woman's once-was-purple throwaway. It was
old-lady-long too, but it didn't hide my skinny legs, which had been greased with
Blue Seal Vaseline and powdered with the Arkansas red clay. The age-faded color
made my skin look dirty like mud, and everyone in church was looking at my
skinny legs.

Wouldn't they be surprised when one day I woke out of my black ugly
dream, and my real hair, which was long and blond, would take the place of the
kinky mass that Momma wouldn't let me straighten? My light-blue eyes were
going to hypnotize them, after all the things they said about "my daddy must of
been a Chinaman" (I thought they meant made out of china, like a cup) because
my eyes were so small  and squinty. Then they would understand why I had
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never picked up a Southern accent, or spoke the common slang, and why I had
to be forced to eat pigs' tails and snouts. Because I was really white and because
a cruel  fairy stepmother, who was understandably jealous of my beauty, had
turned me into a too-big Negro girl, with nappy black hair, broad feet and a
space between her teeth that would hold a number-two pencil.

"What  you looking ..."  The minister's  wife  leaned toward me, her  long
yellow face full of sorry. She whispered, "I just come to tell you, it's Easter Day."
I repeated, jamming the words together, "Ijustcometotellyouit'sEasterDay," as
low as possible. The giggles hung in the air like melting clouds that were waiting
to rain on me. I held up two fingers, close to my chest, which meant that I had
to go to the toilet, and tiptoed toward the rear of the church. Dimly, somewhere
over my head, I heard ladies saying, "Lord bless the child," and "Praise God." My
head was up and my eyes were open, but I didn't see anything. Halfway down
the aisle,  the church exploded with "Were you there when they crucified my
Lord?" and I tripped over a foot stuck out from the children's pew. I stumbled
and started to say something, or maybe to scream, but a green persimmon, or it
could have been a lemon, caught me between the legs and squeezed. I tasted
the sour on my tongue and felt  it  in  the  back of  my mouth.  Then before  I
reached the door,  the sting was burning down my legs and into my Sunday
socks. I tried to hold, to squeeze it back, to keep it from speeding, but when I
reached the church porch I knew I'd have to let it go, or it would probably run
right  back  up  to  my  head  and  my  poor  head  would  burst  like  a  dropped
watermelon, and all the brains and spit and tongue and eyes would roll all over
the place. So I ran down into the yard and let it go. I ran, peeing and crying, not
toward the toilet out back but to our house. I'd get a whipping for it, to be sure,
and the nasty children would have something new to tease me about. I laughed
anyway, partially for the sweet release; still, the greater joy came not only from
being liberated from the silly church but from the knowledge that I wouldn't die
from a busted head.

If growing up is painful for the Southern Black girl, being aware of her
displacement is the rust on the razor that threatens the throat.

It is an unnecessary insult.
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DOCUMENT B

Malcolm X, “God’s Judgment of White America (The Chickens Are Coming 
Home  to  Roost)” [December  1,  1963],  in  The  End  of  White  World 
Supremacy, Four Speeches by Malcolm X. New York: Arcade Publishing, 
2001, pp. 209-213.

    After Martin Luther King had been released from his Birmingham jail cell in 
May, he traveled from coast to coast in a fund-raising campaign for his Southern 
Christian Leadership Conference. Roy Wilkins then began to attack King, 
accusing him of stirring up trouble, saying that after the NAACP would bail out 
King and the other demonstrators, then King would capitalize on the trouble by 
taking up all the money for his own organization, leaving the NAACP to hold the 
bag at a great financial loss.
As King, Wilkins, and other civil rights leaders began to fight publicly among 
themselves over the money they were trying to get from the white liberals, they 
were destroying their own leadership “image.”
The white liberal, Stephen Currier, showed them how they were destroying 
themselves by attacks upon each other, and it was suggested that, since most of 
their divisions and disagreements stemmed from competition for funds from 
white liberals, they should unite their fund-raising efforts. Then they formed the 
Council for the United Civil Rights Leadership, under the pretext that it would be 
for fund-raising purposes. They chose the Urban League’s Whitney Young as the 
chairman, and the white liberal Stephen Currier became the co-chairman.
It took the white man to bring those Negro leaders together and to unite them 
into one group. He let them select their own chairman, but he himself became 
the co-chairman. This shrewd maneuver placed the white liberal and the Taconic 
Foundation in the position to exercise influence and control over the six civil 
rights leaders and, by working through them, to control the entire civil rights 
movement, including the March on Washington.
(It also put the white liberals in a position to force the Big Six to come out 
against the recently proposed Christmas boycott by threatening to withdraw their 
financial support from the civil rights drive.)
      According to the August 4 edition of The New York Times, $800,000 was split 
up between these six Negro civil rights leaders on June 19 at the Carlysle Hotel, 
and another $700,000 was promised to be given to them at a later date after the 
march was over, if everything went well with the march.
    Public relations experts were made available to these “Six Big Negroes,” and 
they were given access to the news media throughout the country. The press 
skillfully projected them as the leaders of the March on Washington, and as soon 
as the Big Six were looked upon in the public eye as the organizers of the march, 
and their image became inseparable from the march image, their first step was 
to invite four white “leaders” to become a part of the march “godhead.” This 
group of leaders would supposedly okay all the plans and thereby control the 
“direction and the mood” of the march.
    These four white “leaders” represented the same factions that had put the late 
President in the White House: Catholics,  Jews, Labor,  and Protestant liberals. 
When the late President had learned that he couldn’t stop the march, he not only
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joined it himself but he encouraged all of his political bedfellows to join it. This is
the way the white liberals took over the March on Washington, weakened its
impact, and changed its course; by changing the participants and the contents,
they were able to change the very nature of the march itself.
    Example: If I have a cup of coffee that is too strong for me because it is too
black, I weaken it by pouring cream into it. I integrate it with cream. If I keep
pouring enough cream in the coffee, pretty soon the entire flavor of the coffee is
changed; the very nature of the coffee is changed. If enough cream is poured in,
eventually  you  don’t  even  know that  I  had  coffee  in  this  cup.  This  is  what
happened with the March on Washington. The whites didn’t  integrate it; they
infiltrated it. Whites joined it; they engulfed it; they became so much a part of it,
it lost its original flavor. It ceased to be a black march; it ceased to be militant; it
ceased to be angry; it ceased to be impatient. In fact, it ceased to be a march. It
became a picnic, an outing with a festive, circuslike atmosphere... CLOWNS AND
ALL. 

   The government had learned that in  cases where the demonstrators are
predominantly black, they are extremely militant, and ofttimes very violent. But
to the same degree that whites participate, violence most times is decreased.
The government knew that in cases wherein blacks were demonstrating all by
themselves,  those  blacks  are  so  dissatisfied,  disenchanted,  and angry at  the
white man that they will ofttimes strike back violently regardless of the odds or
the consequences. The white government had learned that the only way to hold
these  black  people  in  check  is  by  joining  them,  by  infiltrating  their  ranks
disguised  as  integrationists;  by  integrating  their  marches  and  all  their
demonstrations, and weakening them: in this way only could they be held in
check. 
    The government told the marchers what time to arrive in Washington, where
to arrive, and how to arrive. The government then channeled them from the
arrival point to the feet of a dead President, George Washington, and then let
them march from there to the feet of another dead President, Abraham Lincoln. 
    The original black militants had planned to march on the White House, the
Senate, and the Congress and to bring all political traffic on Capitol Hill to a halt,
but  the  shrewd  politicians  in  Washington,  realizing  that  those  original  black
militants could not be stopped, joined them. By joining the marchers, the white
liberals were able to lead the marchers away from the White House, the Senate,
the Congress, Capitol Hill, and  away from victory. By keeping them marching
from the Washington Monument to the Lincoln Monument, marching between the
feet of two dead Presidents, they never reached the White House to see the then
living president. 
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DOCUMENT C

Faith  Ringgold,  ‘American  People’  series,  #9  –The  American  Dream,
1964. Oil on canvas, 91 x 61 cm, Pippy Houldsworth Gallery, London and
ACA Galleries, New York. 
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