ELE 20

Ministere de I'Education Nationale

CAPES EXTERNE D'ANGLAIS

CAFEP EXTERNE D'ANGLAIS

SESSION 2005

EPREUVE EN LANGUE ETRANGERE

Consigne

Dans le cadre de votre épreuve, vous procederez :

- a la présentation, a I'étude et a la mise en relation des trois documents proposés
(en anglais)

- a I'explication des trois faits de langue soulignés dans le document
(en francais)

- a la restitution du document sonore que le jury vous proposera
(en francgais)



10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45

A

Scene : aroom in a large house. A door down right. A gas-fire down left. A gas-stove and sink, up

left. A window up centre. A table and chairs, centre. A rocking-chair, left centre. The foot of a

double-bed protrudes from alcove, up right.

BERT is a the table, wearing a cap, a magazine propped in front of him. ROSE is at the stove.
ROSE

Here you are. This'll keep the cold out.

She places bacon and eggs on a plate, turns off the gas and takes the plate to the table.

It's very cold out, | can tell you. It's murder.

She returns to the stove and pours water from the kettle into the teapot, turns off the gas and

brings the teapot to the table, pours salt and sauce on the plate and cuts two slices of bread.

BERT begins to eat.

That's right. You eat that. You'll need it. You can feel it in here. Still, the room keeps warm. It's

better than the basement, anyway.

She butters the bread.

I don’'t know how they live down there. It's asking for trouble. Go on. Eat it up. It'll do you good.

She goes to the sink, wipes a cup and saucer and brings them to the table.

If you want to go out you might as well have something inside you. Because you'll feel it when you

get out.

She pours milk into the cup.

Just now | looked out of the window. It was enough for me. There wasn’t a soul about. Can you

hear the wind ?

She sits in the rocking chair.

I've never seen who it is. Who is it ? Who lives down there ? I'll have to ask, | mean, you might as

well know, Bert. But whoever it is, it can’'t be too cosy. Did you ever see the walls ? They were

running. This is all right for me. Go on, Bert. Have a bit more bread.

She goes to the table and cuts a slice of bread.

I'll have some cocoa on when you come back.

She goes to the window and settles the curtain.

No, this room’s all right for me. | mean, you know where you are. When it’s cold, for instance.

She goes to the table.

What about the rasher ? Was it all right ? It was a good one, | know, but not as good as the last |

got in. It's the weather.

She goes to the rocking-chair, and sits.

Anyway, | haven't been out. | haven't been so well. | didn’t feel up to it. Still, ’'m much better today.

| don’t know whether you ought to go out. | mean, you shouldn’t, straight after you've been laid up.

Still. Don’t worry, Bert. You go. You won't be long.

She rocks.

It's good you were up here, | can tell you. It's good you weren’t down there, in the basement.

That's no joke. Oh, I've left the tea. I've left the tea standing.

She goes to the table and pours tea into the cup.

No, it's not bad. Nice weak tea. Lovely weak tea. Here you are. Drink it down. I'll wait for mine.

Anyway, I'll have it a bit stronger.

She goes to he rocking-chair and sits.

If they ever ask you, Bert, I'm quite happy where | am. We're quiet, we're all right. You're happy up
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here. It's not far up either, when you come in from outside. And we're not bothered. And nobody
bothers us.

Pause.

| don’t know why you have to go out. Couldn’t you run it down tomorrow ? | could put the fire on
later. You could sit by the fire. That's what you like, Bert, of an evening. It'll be dark in a minute as
well, soon.

She rocks.

It gets dark now.

She rises and pours out tea at the table.

| made plenty. Go on.

She sits at the table.

You looked out today ? It's got ice on the roads. Oh, | know you can drive. I’'m not saying you can’t
drive. | mentioned to Mr Kidd this morning that you'd be doing a run today. | told him you hadn’t
been too grand, but | said, still, he’s a marvellous driver. | wouldn’'t mind what time, where,
nothing, Bert. You know how to drive. | told him.

She wraps her cardigan about her.

But it's cold. It's really cold today, chilly. I'll have you some nice cocoa on for when you get back.
She rises, goes to the window, and looks out.

It's quiet. Be coming on for dark. There’s no one about.

She stands, looking.

Wait a minute.

Pause.

| wonder who that is.

Pause.

No. | thought | saw someone.

Pause.

No.

She drops the curtain.

You know what though ? It looks a bit better. It's not so windy. You'd better put on your thick
jersey.

She goes to the rocking-chair, sits and rocks.

This is a good room. You've got a chance in a place like this. | look after you, don't I, Bert ? Like
when they offered us the basement here | said no straight off. | knew that'd be no good. The
ceiling right on top of you. No, you've got a window here, you can move yourself, you can come
home at night, if you have to go out, you can do your job, you can come home, you're all right.
And I’'m here. You stand a chance.

Pause.

| wonder who has got it now. I've never seen them, or heard of them. But | think someone’s down
there. Whoever’s got it can keep it. That looked a good rasher, Bert. I'll have a cup of tea later. |
like mine a bit stronger. You like yours weak.

The Room, Harold Pinter, 1957, Faber & Faber.
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It was now evening, and | immediately dressed myself in the costume of an Indian, equipped
with a small hatchet, which | and my associates denominated the tomahawk, with which, and a
club, after having painted my face and hands with coal dust in the shop of a blacksmith, |
repaired to Griffin's wharf, where the ships lay that contained the tea. When | first appeared in
the street after being thus disguised, | fell in with many who were dressed, equipped and
painted as | was, and who fell in with me and marched in order to the place of our destination.
When we arrived at the wharf, there were three of our number who assumed an authority to
direct our operations, to which we readily submitted. They divided us into three parties, for the
purpose of boarding the three ships which contained the tea at the same time. The name of
him who commanded the division to which | was assigned was Leonard Pitt. The names of the
other commanders | never knew.

We were immediately ordered by the respective commanders to board all the ships at the
same time, which we promptly obeyed. The commander of the division to which | belonged, as
soon as we were on board the ship appointed me boatswain, and ordered me to go to the
captain and demand of him the keys to the hatches and a dozen candles. | made the demand
accordingly, and the captain promptly replied, and delivered the articles; but requested me at
the same time to do no damage to the ship or rigging.

We then were ordered by our commander to open the hatches and take out all the chests of
tea and throw them overboard, and we immediately proceeded to execute his orders, first
cutting and splitting the chests with our tomahawks, so as thoroughly to expose them to the
effects of the water.

In about three hours from the time we went on board, we had thus broken and thrown
overboard every tea chest to be found in the ship, while those in the other ships were disposing
of the tea in the same way, at the same time. We were surrounded bv British armed ships, but
no attempt was made to resist us.

We then quietly retired to our several places of residence, without having any conversation with
each other, or taking any measures to discover who were our associates; nor do | recollect of
our having had the knowledge of the name of a single individual concerned in that affair, except
that of Leonard Pitt, the commander of my division, whom | have mentioned. There appeared
to be an understanding that each individual should volunteer his services, keep his own secret,
and risk the consequence for himself. No disorder took place during that transaction, and it was
observed at that time that the stillest night ensued that Boston had enjoyed for many months.
During the time we were throwing the tea overboard, there were several attempts made by
some of the citizens of Boston and its vicinity to carry off small quantities of it for their family
use. To effect that object, they would watch their opportunity to snatch up a handful from the
deck, where it became plentifully scattered, and put it into their pockets.

One Captain O'Connor, whom | well knew, came on board for that purpose, and when he
supposed he was not noticed, filled his pockets, and also the lining of his coat. But | had
detected him and gave information to the captain of what he was doing. We were ordered to
take him into custody, and just as he was stepping from the vessel, | seized him by the skirt of
his coat, and in attempting to pull him back, | tore it off; but, springing forward, by a rapid effort
he made his escape. He had, however, to run a gauntlet through the crowd upon the wharf
nine each one, as he passed, giving him a kick or a stroke.

Another attempt was made to save a little tea from the ruins of the cargo by a tall, aged man
who wore a large cocked hat and white wig, which was fashionable at that time. He had
sleightly slipped a little into his pocket, but being detected, they seized him and, taking his hat
and wig from his head, threw them, together with the tea, of which they had emptied his
pockets, into the water. In consideration of his advanced age, he was permitted to escape, with



now and then a slight kick.

50 The next morning, after we had cleared the ships of the tea, it was discovered that very
considerable quantities of it were floating upon the surface of the water; and to prevent the
possibility of any of its being saved for use, a number of small boats were manned by sailors
and citizens, who rowed them into those parts of the harbor wherever the tea was visible, and

by beating it with oars and paddles so thoroughly drenched it as to render its entire destruction
95 inevitable.

A Memoir of George R. T. Hewes, A Survivor of the Patriots Who
Drowned the Tea in Boston Harbor in 1773 (1834) reprinted in
Commager, Henry Steele, Morris Richard B., The Spirit of 'Seventy-Six

vol | (1958); Labaree, Benjamin Woods, The Boston Tea Party (1964).
http://www.historyplace.com/unitedstates/revolution/teaparty.htm
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Title of Image: Packing tea for export
Hlustrator: Ellis, Robert Arthur
Production: 1901

http://www.imagesonline.bl.uk/britishlibrary/controller/textsearch?text=tea&start=19&idx=2




