
          PARCOURS 1 

L’ECRIVAIN DANS SON SIECLE: L’INJUSTICE SOCIALE 

Les différents procédés littéraires pour dénoncer 
l’injustice 

   TACHE FINALE POSSIBLE 
LES ELEVES REAGISSENT A L ‘ECRIT A UNE INJUSTICE 



 Documents  exploités 
             ( liste non exhaustive, of course) 

Poésie 
London  / The  Chimney Sweeper  (  W. Blake) 
 
Théâtre: 
An Inspector Calls  ( JB. Priestley)    
 
Roman: 
Extraits de Hard Times ( C. Dickens)description de Coke Town, Incipit 
Extrait de Sula ( Toni Morrisson)     
........ Voir aussi : extraits de The Help (   Kathryn Stockett) etc      

Document d’appui possible: ‘I have a dream’ ( étude d’un discours) 



 Mise en oeuvre 

Peintures de Lowry 

Etape 1: 













Demander aux élèves de prendre 
 des notes, de rédiger un § sur ce  
qu’ils voient, ce qu’ils ressentent 

Going to Work 

Canal and factories 





  

London The Chimney Sweeper 

Etape 2 

http://www.tate.org.uk 



Travailler en parallèle l’illustration de Blake ............. 

.....................En amorce du travail sur les poèmes 



I wander thro' each charter'd street, 

Near where the charter'd Thames does flow, 

And mark in every face I meet 

Marks of weakness, marks of woe. 

 

In every cry of every Man, 

In every Infant's cry of fear, 

In every voice, in every ban, 

The mind-forg'd manacles I hear. 

 

How the Chimney-sweeper's cry 

Every black'ning Church appalls; 

And the hapless Soldier's sigh 

Runs in blood down Palace walls. 

 

But most thro' midnight streets I hear 

How the youthful Harlot's curse 

Blasts the new born Infant's tear, 

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse.  



I wander thro' each charter'd street, 

Near where the charter'd Thames does flow, 

And mark in every face I meet 

Marks of weakness, marks of woe. 

 

In every cry of every Man, 

In every Infant's cry of fear, 

In every voice, in every ban, 

The mind-forg'd manacles I hear. 

 

How the Chimney-sweeper's cry 

Every black'ning Church appalls; 

And the hapless Soldier's sigh 

Runs in blood down Palace walls. 

 

But most thro' midnight streets I hear 

How the youthful Harlot's curse 

Blasts the new born Infant's tear, 

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse.  



The chimney sweeper 

Songs of innocence ( 1789) 

Songs of experience ( 1794) 



When my mother died I was very young, 

And my father sold me while yet my tongue 

Could scarcely cry " 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 'weep!' " 

So your chimneys I sweep & in soot I sleep. 

 

There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head 

That curled like a lamb's back, was shaved: so I said, 

"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bare 

You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair." 

 

And so he was quiet, & that very night, 

As Tom was a-sleeping he had such a sight! 

That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned & Jack, 

Were all of them locked up in coffins of black. 

 

And by came an Angel who had a bright key, 

And he opened the coffins & set them all free; 

Then down a great plain, leaping, laughing, they run, 

And wash in a river and shine in the Sun. 

 

Then naked & white, all their bags left behind, 

They rise upon clouds and sport in the wind. 

And the Angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy, 

He'd have God for his father & never want joy. 

 

And so Tom awoke; and we rose in the dark, 

And got with our bags & our brushes to work. 

Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy & warm; 

So if all do their duty, they need not fear harm 

A little black thing among the snow:  

Crying weep, weep, in notes of woe!  

Where are thy father & mother? say?  

They are both gone up to the church to pray.  

Because I was happy upon the heath.  

And smil'd among the winters snow:  

They clothed me in the clothes of death  

And taught me to sing the notes of woe.  

And because I am happy  & dance & sing 

They think they have done me no injury:  

And are gone to praise God & his Priest & King  

Who make up a heaven of our misery.  

 



Faire tisser  des liens entre ces extraits et  
 les tableaux 
Les poèmes  de Blake 

Extrait de Hard Times : Coke Town 
( ajouter éventuellement ‘Facts/ Facts/ Facts) 

 Tâche  possible: faire écrire à la manière de  avec un support  
  visuel au choix 

Etape 3 









'Bitzer,' said Thomas Gradgrind. 'Your definition 
of a horse.' 

'Quadruped. Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely 

twenty-four grinders, four eye-teeth, and twelve 
incisive.Sheds coat in the spring; in marshy 
countries, sheds hoofs, too. Hoofs hard, but 
requiring to be shod with iron. Age known by 
marks in mouth.’ 



An Inspector Calls 

Etape 4: 


