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EPREUVE ECRITE - DUREE 1 HEURE
PAS DE DICTIONNAIRE AUTORISE

I/ COMPREHENSION DE L’ECRIT : /35 pts

Lisez le texte et faites les activités qui suivent :

In 2012, Malala and her friends were going home from school when a gunman entered their bus

and shot her. She survived. | am Malala is her story.

15

Prologue : The Day my World Changed

| come from a country which was created at midnight.
When | almost died it was just after midday.

One year ago | left my home for school and never
returned. | was shot by a Taliban bullet and was flown out
of Pakistan unconscious. Some people say | will never
return home but | believe firmly in my heart that | will. To be
torn from the country that you love is not something to wish

on anyone.

AM MALALY

e Girl WhoStagd Uprfag Educasie see my old room full of my things, my clothes all over the

and was Shot by the Taliban

Now, every morning when | open my eyes, | long to

Malala¥ousafzai floor and my school prizes on the shelves. Instead | am in
a country which is five hours behind my beloved homeland
Pakistan and my home in the Swat Valley. But my country is centuries behind this
one. Here there is any convenience you can imagine. Water running from every tap,
hot or cold as you wish; lights at the flick of a switch, day and night, no need for oil

lamps; ovens to cook on that don’t need anyone to go and fetch gas cylinders from



20

25

30

35

40

45

50

the bazaar. Here everything is so modern one can even find food ready cooked in
packets.

When | stand in front of my window and look out, | see tall buildings, long
roads full of vehicles moving in orderly lines, neat green hedges and lawns, and tidy
pavements to walk on. | close my eyes and for a moment | am back in my valley —
the high snow-topped mountains, green waving fields and fresh blue rivers —and my
heart smiles when it looks at the people of Swat. My mind transports me back to my
school and there | am reunited with my friends and teachers. | meet my best friend
Moniba and we sit together, talking and joking as if | had never left.

Then | remember | am in Birmingham, England.

The day when everything changed was Tuesday, 9th October 2012. It wasn’t
the best of days to start with as it was the middle of school exams, though as a
bookish girl I didn’t mind them as much as some of my classmates.

That morning we arrived in the narrow mud lane off Haji Baba Road in our
usual procession of brightly painted rickshaws, sputtering diesel fumes, each one
crammed with five or six girls. Since the time of the Taliban our school has had no
sign and the ornamented brass door in a white wall across from the woodcutter’s
yard gives no hint of what lies beyond.

For us girls that doorway was like a magical entrance to our own special world.
As we skipped through, we cast off our head-scarves like winds puffing away clouds
to make way for the sun then ran helter-skelter up the steps. At the top of the steps
was an open courtyard with doors to all the classrooms. We dumped our backpacks
in our rooms then gathered for morning assembly under the sky, our backs to the
mountains as we stood to attention. One girl commanded, ‘Assaan bash!’ or ‘Stand
at ease!’ and we clicked our heels and responded, ‘Allah.” Then she said,'Hoo she
yar!’ or ‘Attention!” and we clicked our heels again. ‘Allah’.

The school was founded by my father before | was born, and on the wall
above us KHUSHAL SCHOOL was painted proudly in red and white letters. We went
to school six mornings a week and as a fifteen-year-old in Year 9 my classes were
spent chanting chemical equations or studying Urdu grammar; writing stories in
English with morals like ‘Haste makes waste’ or drawing diagrams of blood
circulation — most of my classmates wanted to be doctors. It's hard to imagine that
anyone would see that as a threat. Yet, outside the door to the school lay not only the
noise and craziness of Mingora, the main city of Swat, but also those like the Taliban

who think girls should not go to school.



Notes : Malala was the youngest Nobel Prize nominee. She believes all girls have a
right to education. She has become an international symbol of peaceful protest.
Today, with the Malala Fund, she continues to fight for girls everywhere.

Adapted from_ Am Malala, The Girl Who Stood Up for Education and was Shot by
the Taliban

By Malala Yousafzai

with Christine Lamb.

VOCAB HELP :

Torn = separated

Convenience = comfort

Hedges and lawns : des haies et des pelouses
A ricksaw= a small vehicle

A threat : une menace

1. Tick the correct answer (2 pts):

The document is :

[l aletter [ anovelextract [ an autobiography [ anemalil

What is Malala fighting for?

[ animal rights [ balanced diets in school canteens [ girls’ education

2. Find the following information in the text (8 pts) :

a. Whatis Malala’s nationality 2 ..o
b. In which region and country was She born 2...........ccooiiiii i
c. Where does she live now (country and City) 2 .......ooiiiiiiiiii e

d. What happened to her and when ?

e. How old was Malala when the incident took place ? ..o,

f. What has she achieved so far ?



3. What does Malala say about her country of birth and her new home country ?
Complete the table by picking out the phrases Malala uses to compare her life in
these 2 different countries: give the line numbers and explain in your own words

(15 pts)

PAKISTAN

ENGLAND

Comforts :

Comforts :




4. Circle TRUE or FALSE and justify by quoting the text. (10 pts) :

a. TRUE - FALSE : Malala is happy to be far from her homeland Pakistan.



[l EXPRESSION ECRITE EN ANGLAIS: /30 pts

Le journal The Sydney Morning Herald a sélectionné la personnalité anglophone de
la décennie en la personne de Malala Yousafzai, Prix Nobel de la Paix.

Touché(e) par son histoire, vous lui adressez une lettre de félicitations et
d’encouragement. Vous vous y présentez brievement et lui expliquez en quoi son
combat vous a ému(e) et vous lui présentez une cause qui vous est chere et que vous

aimeriez défendre. (20 lignes minimum).






