Agrégation interne d’anglais

Session 2023 E P‘

Epreuve EPC

Exposé de la préparation 4 5 1
d’un cours

Ce sujet comprend 3 documents :

- Document 1: Langston Hughes, “The Weary Blues”, The Weary Blues
(1926), New York: Knopf, 2015.

- Document 2: Jean Toomer, “Theater”, Cane (1923), New York: Warbler
Classics Edition, 2021.

- Document 3:  Archibald John Motley Jr., Tongues (Holy Rollers), oil on
canvas, 74.3 cm x 91.8 cm, 1929.

Compte tenu des caractéristiques de ce dossier et des différentes
possibilités d’exploitation qu’il offre, vous indiquerez a quel niveau
d’apprentissage vous pourriez le destiner et quels objectifs vous vous
fixeriez. Vous présenterez et justifierez votre démarche pour atteindre ces
objectifs.
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Document 1: Langston Hughes, “"The Weary Blues”, The Weary Blues
(1926), New York: Knopf, 2015, pp. 5 - 6.

Droning a drowsy syncopated tune,
Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon,
I heard a Negro play.
Down on Lenox Avenue the other night
By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light
He did a lazy sway. . ..
He did a lazy sway. . ..
To the tune o’ those Weary Blues.
With his ebony hands on each ivory key
He made that poor piano moan with melody.
O Blues!
Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool
He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool.
Sweet Blues!
Coming from a black man’s soul.
O Blues!
In a deep song voice with a melancholy tone
I heard that Negro sing, that old piano moan—
“Ain’t got nobody in all this world,
Ain’t got nobody but ma self.
I's gwine to quit ma frownin’
And put ma troubles on the shelf.”
Thump, thump, thump, went his foot on the floor.
He played a few chords then he sang some more—
"I got the Weary Blues
And I can't be satisfied.

Got the Weary Blues
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And can’t be satisfied—

I ain’t happy no mo’

And I wish that I had died.”

And far into the night he crooned that tune.

The stars went out and so did the moon.

The singer stopped playing and went to bed
While the Weary Blues echoed through his head.

He slept like a rock or a man that’s dead.
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Document 2: Jean Toomer, “Theater”, Cane (1923), New York: Warbler
Classics Edition, 2021, pp. 60 - 61.

Life of nigger alleys, of pool rooms and restaurants and near-beer saloons
soaks into the walls of Howard Theater and sets them throbbing jazz songs.
Black-skinned, they dance and shout above the tick and trill of white-walled
buildings. At night, they open doors to people who come in to stamp their
feet and shout. At night, road-shows volley songs into the mass-heart of
black people. Songs soak the walls and seep out to the nigger life of alleys
and near-beer saloons, of the Poodle Dog and Black Bear cabarets.
Afternoons, the house is dark, and the walls are sleeping singers until
rehearsal begins. Or until John comes within them. Then they start
throbbing to a subtle syncopation. And the space-dark air grows softly
luminous.

John is the manager’s brother. He is seated at the center of the theater,
just before rehearsal. Light streaks down upon him from a window high
above. One half his face is orange in it. One half his face is in shadow. The
soft glow of the house rushes to, and compacts about, the shaft of light.
John’s mind coincides with the shaft of light. Thoughts rush to, and compact
about it. Life of the house and of the slowly awakening stage swirls to the
body of John, and thrills it. John’s body is separate from the thoughts that
pack his mind.

Stage-lights, soft, as if they shine through clear pink fingers. Beneath
them, hid by the shadow of a set, Dorris. Other chorus girls drift in. John
feels them in the mass. And as if his own body were the mass-heart of a
black audience listening to them singing, he wants to stamp his feet and
shout. His mind, contained above desires of his body, singles the girls out,
and tries to trace origins and plot destinies.

A pianist slips into the pit and improvises jazz. The walls awake. Arms
of the girls, and their limbs, which... jazz, jazz... by lifting up their tight
street skirts they set free, jab the air and clog the floor in rhythm to the
music. (Lift your skirts, Baby, and talk t papa!) Crude, individualized, and
yet... monotonous...

John: Soon the director will herd you, my full-lipped, distant beauties,
and tame you, and blunt your sharp thrusts in loosely suggestive
movements, appropriate to Broadway. (O dance!) Soon the audience will
paint your dusk faces white, and call you beautiful. (O dance!) Soon I... (O
dance!) I'd like...

Girls laugh and shout. Sing discordant snatches of other jazz songs.
Whirl with loose passion into the arms of passing show-men.
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Document 3: Archibald John Motley Jr., Tongues (Holy Rollers), oil on
canvas, 74.3 cm x 91.8 cm, 1929.

Document iconographique également consultable sur la tablette multimédia
fournie.
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