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ÉPREUVE DE LEÇON 

 

 

 

Première partie : 

 

Vous procéderez à la présentation, à l'étude et à la mise en relation des trois documents 

proposés (A, B et C, non hiérarchisés). 

 

 

 

Seconde partie : 

 

Cette partie de l'épreuve porte sur le premier et le dernier paragraphe du document A, et sur 

l'ensemble du document C. 

À partir de ces supports, vous définirez des objectifs communicationnels, culturels et 

linguistiques pouvant être retenus dans une séquence pédagogique en cycle terminal du 

lycée, en vous référant aux programmes. En vous appuyant sur la spécificité de ces 

supports, vous dégagerez des stratégies pour développer les compétences de communication 

des élèves. 

 



DOCUMENT A 

 
Some of the houses he went to, in filthy courts off a dingy street, huddled against one another 

without light or air, were merely squalid; but others, unexpectedly, though dilapidated, with worm-

eaten floors and leaking roofs, had the grand air: you found in them oak balusters exquisitely 

carved, and the walls had still their panelling. These were thickly inhabited. One family lived in 

each room, and in the daytime there was the incessant noise of children playing in the court. The old 

walls were the breeding-place of vermin; the air was so foul that often, feeling sick, Philip had to 

light his pipe. The people who dwelt here lived from hand to mouth. Babies were unwelcome, the 

man received them with surly anger, the mother with despair; it was one more mouth to feed, and 

there was little enough wherewith to feed those already there. Philip often discerned the wish that 

the child might be born dead or might die quickly. (…) 

 

Philip nodded and passed. He leaned against the parapet and looked towards the morning. At that 

hour the great city was like a city of the dead. The sky was cloudless, but the stars were dim at the 

approach of day; there was a light mist on the river, and the great buildings on the north side were 

like palaces in an enchanted island. A group of barges was moored in midstream. It was all of an 

unearthly violet, troubling somehow and awe-inspiring; but quickly everything grew pale, and cold, 

and gray. Then the sun rose, a ray of yellow gold stole across the sky, and the sky was iridescent. 

Philip could not get out of his eyes the dead girl lying on the bed, wan and white, and the boy who 

stood at the end of it like a stricken beast. The bareness of the squalid room made the pain of it 

more poignant. It was cruel that a stupid chance should have cut off her life when she was just 

entering upon it; but in the very moment of saying this to himself, Philip thought of the life which 

had been in store for her, the bearing of children, the dreary fight with poverty, the youth broken by 

toil and deprivation into a slatternly middle age -- he saw the pretty face grow thin and white, the 

hair grow scanty, the pretty hands, worn down brutally by work, become like the claws of an old 

animal -- then, when the man was past his prime, the difficulty of getting jobs, the small wages he 

had to take; and the inevitable, abject penury of the end: she might be energetic, thrifty, industrious, 

it would not have saved her; in the end was the workhouse or subsistence on the charity of her 

children. Who could pity her because she had died when life offered so little? 

 

But pity was inane. Philip felt it was not that which these people needed. They did not pity 

themselves. They accepted their fate. It was the natural order of things. Otherwise, good heavens! 

otherwise they would swarm over the river in their multitude to the side where those great buildings 

were, secure and stately. and they would pillage, burn, and sack. But the day, tender and pale, had 

broken now, and the mist was tenuous; it bathed everything in a soft radiance; and the Thames was 

gray, rosy, and green; gray like mother-of-pearl and green like the heart of a yellow rose. The 

wharfs and store-houses of the Surrey Side were massed in disorderly loveliness. The scene was so 

exquisite that Philip's heart beat passionately. He was overwhelmed by the beauty of the world. 

Beside that nothing seemed to matter. 

 

William Somerset Maugham, Of Human Bondage, 1915 



DOCUMENT B 

 
Over two years passed, and the Schlegel household continued to lead its life of cultured, but not 

ignoble, ease, still swimming gracefully on the grey tides of London. Concerts and plays swept past 

them, money had been spent and renewed, reputations won and lost, and the city herself, 

emblematic of their lives, rose and fell in a continual flux, while her shallows washed more widely 

against the hills of Surrey and over the fields of Hertfordshire. This famous building had arisen, that 

was doomed. To-day Whitehall had been transformed; it would be the turn of Regent Street to-

morrow. And month by month the roads smelt more strongly of petrol, and were more difficult to 

cross, and human beings heard each other speak with greater difficulty, breathed less of the air, and 

saw less of the sky. Nature withdrew; the leaves were falling by midsummer; the sun shone through 

dirt with an admired obscurity. 

 

To speak against London is no longer fashionable. The Earth as an artistic cult has had its day, and 

the literature of the near future will probably ignore the country and seek inspiration from the town. 

One can understand the reaction. Of Pan and the elemental forces, the public has heard a little too 

much – they seem Victorian, while London is Georgian – and those who care for the earth with 

sincerity may wait long ere the pendulum swings back to her again. Certainly London fascinates. 

One visualises it as a tract of quivering grey, intelligent without purpose, and excitable without 

love; as a spirit that has altered before it can be chronicled; as a heart that certainly beats, but with 

no pulsation of humanity. It lies beyond everything; Nature, with all her cruelty, comes nearer to us 

than do these crowds of men. A friend explains himself; the earth is explicable – from her we came, 

and we must return to her. But who can explain Westminster Bridge Road or Liverpool Street in the 

morning – the city inhaling – or the same thoroughfares in the evening – the city exhaling her 

exhausted air? We reach in desperation beyond the fog, beyond the very stars, the voids of the 

universe are ransacked to justify the monster, and stamped with a human face. London is religion's 

opportunity – not the decorous religion of theologians, but anthropomorphic, crude. Yes, the 

continuous flow would be tolerable if a man of our own sort – not any one pompous or tearful – 

were caring for us up in the sky. 

 

E.M. Forster, Howards End, 1910 



DOCUMENT C 
 

The Crystal Palace, Hyde Park, London, 1851. 
The Crystal Palace was built to hold the Great Exhibition of 1851.  
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Over London by Rail by Gustave Doré, ca. 1870 


