Quotes

Colour code:

Piggy/ Ralph/ Jack/ Simon/ Rodger/ The Beast/ The Fire/ The Conch/ The Island/ Other

Chapter one: introduction to characters and first meeting to decide the leader

The boy with the fair hair ‘Whizzard’ ‘wacko’ ‘smashing’ ‘golly’ 
“He’s a commander in the navy... he’ll come and rescue us” 

Jack and Ralph smiled at each other with shy liking

‘tall’ ‘thin’ ‘bony’ ‘black cap’

“choir! stand still!”

“kids names”

“I’m chapter chorister and head boy. I can sing C sharp”
”I was choosing a place”
Clambering heavily

Shorter... very fat... thick spectacles

The fat boy

...was intimidated by his superiority

“We ought to have a meeting”

What intelligence had been shown was traceable to piggy whilst the most obvious leader was jack but Ralph had a stillness about him... and most obscurely yet powerfully, there was the conch

A gleaming tusk

Always throwing a faint

Witch like cry

 (About the plane) the storm dragged it out to sea

Fledged with palm trees/ Here was a coral island   

Lagoon still as a mountain lake  shadowy green and purple 

A great platform thrust up uncompromisingly

Chapter 2: The fire is made but becomes out of control
The choir had discarded their cloaks

The boys lay panting like dogs 

“It’s like in a book “treasure island “swallows and amazons “coral island” 

 “We’ll have hands up like in school” 

***Piggy was cradling the great pink shell 

“Acting like a crowd of kids”with a martyred expression of a parent

“I bet its gone tea time”
“We’ve got to have rules and obey them. After all, we’re English, not savages”

The squirrel leapt/ crept as a jaguar

A snake thing

 “Must have been a nightmare” 

The unfriendly side of the mountain

Chapter 3: Conflict arises between the two leaders and their priorities
 Jack was bent double... dog like...on all fours/Tattered shorts/Ape like   

* “Just a feeling of course, but you can feel as if your... being hunted” 

“All you can talk about is pig pig pig”

“He’s queer”

Small/skinny/ his eyes so bright

Walked with an accustomed tread

Simon found for them the fruit they could not reach

He cocked a critical ear to the sounds of the island

Chapter 4: the ship is seen but the fire is out, the boys finally kill a pig

He was big enough to link to the adult world of authority

“They let the bloody fire out” “You let the fire out!”

A link between him and jack had been snapped and fastened elsewhere 

Impossible to adjust themselves to this new rhythm
here, invisible yet strong, was the taboo of old life

Rodgers arm was conditioned by civilisation

Even though there was no parent to let fall a heavy hand, Maurice still felt an ease of wrongdoing

he became absorbed ... as he felt himself exercise control over living things “Kill the pig. Cut her throat. Spill her blood”

He peered at his reflection and disliked it

Jack planned his new face ... no longer at himself but at an awesome stranger

The mask was a thing on its own, behind which Jack hid, liberated from shame and self-conciseness

Able at last to hit someone
 “we could make a sundial”

Piggy was an outsider

*Simon looked from Ralph to Jack... what he saw made him afraid
Chapter 5: the assembly to discuss the beast takes place (however by not taking the beast seriously Ralph is allowing an opportunity for Jack to take control and provide solutions)
This meeting must not be fun, but business I can’t think, not like piggy

 “...just giving orders that don’t make any sense”

“Bollocks to the rules”
* “Unless we get frightened of people” “He hates me. I don’t know why” “I’m scared of him” 
* “What I mean is, maybe it’s only us”

 “A beast, some sort of animal” 
“he says the beast comes out of the sea” (”unknown indigo of infinite possibility”

The yellow and pink to near white and transparency
Irregular and sketchy NOTE: Simon is mistaken for the beast- foreshadowing it happening later in Chapter 9
Chapter 6: discovery of the ‘beast from air’ and visit to castle rock 
NOTE: the decaying body of the parachutist is ‘the beast’. This is symbolic of the war going on in the wider context of the novel. 

Eric watched the scurrying woodlice that were so frantically unable to avoid the flames

*The forest sighed, then roared /soon the darkness was full of claws*** “Conch conch, we don’t need the conch anymore” 

* a picture of a human at once heroic and sick “I don’t believe in the beast”
Chapter 7: Ralph dreams of home/ the boys hunt up the mountain for the beast 

Ralph planned his toilet... he would like to have a bath

Mummy... daddy... a bowl of cornflake with, sugar and cream

“Just a game” 

The inner voice of reason 
The skin of the body, scurfy with brine
With an air of disregarding

*The seaweed like shining hair / rise with a roar

Uncompromising cliff... impossible jungleThe darkness seemed to flow around them like a tide 

“You’ll get back where you came from”“We’ll kill it”Something like a great ape

the ruin of a face
Chapter 8: Jack leaves the group/ sadistic killing of the sow (hunting like a pack)/ Simon meets ‘the lord of the flies’/ Jack’s tribe steals the fire

A white blobThe group of boys looked at the white shell with affectionate respect

“What about my hunters?” “Boys armed with sticks?” 

“Quiet! You listen.”

“Ralph said my hunters are no good”

“He’s like Piggy, he isn’t a proper chief”

“I’m going off by myself”

Wore the damp darkness of the forest like his old clothes/ Jack silent as the shadows

*“Jack” A taboo was evolving around that word too 

*”I thought it was-”really 
Stark naked

He was safe from shame or self-consciousness behind the mask of paint

“That must be fun” “meat...crackling”

 “The beast comes out of the sea-””Out of the dark-””Trees”

The pressure of the assembly took his voice away (he suggests going up the mountain)

P:”he’s cracked”

Cynicism of adult life

**The LotF: Inescapable recognition  

‘They think you’re batty’

‘Aren’t you afraid of me?’Simon shook

‘I’m the beast’

‘Fancy thinking the beast is something you could hunt and kill!’

‘You knew didn’t you? I’m part of you?’

‘You’ll only meet me down there’

 ‘We shall do you’

The clouds were sitting on the land, they squeezed”Thunder went off like a gunHe was vexed to find how little he thought like a grown up

“I’m scared”
Full of pride in his own contribution to the good of society

***Piggy stood on the platform, the white conch gripped in his hands

Their voices had been the songs of angles/ Demoniac figuresKilling the sow: The largest sow of the lot

Wedded to her in lust/ Rodger found a lodgement for his point/ they were heavy and fulfilled upon her/ (Rodger) rubbed the blood over his cheeks/ “Right up her ass!”

Chapter 9: Simon finds the parachutist/ Ralph and piggy go to “Jack’s party”/ Simon’s death 
The build up of clouds continued...until the air was ready to explode Evening had come... with the threat of violence - a prophetic fallacy

The cannon continued to play

The dark sky was shattered by a blue white scar 

*...rain ceased and clouds drifted away...the breeze died too...the air was cool
“What else is there to do?” “Like an old man”

Simon sees the parachutist: “he understood”

Colours of corruption 

This parody/ Pitiless/ the beast was harmless and horrible

Freed the figure from the wind’s indignity **Simon’s death – lots of descriptions Pg162:‘about a body on a hill’

Creatures...round his head Simon’s dead body moved out towards the open sea

*How small a beast it was
 “I wish I could go home” Piggy once more was the centre of social derision
“...pretending to be a tribe” Jack, painted and garlanded, sat there like an idol

 “I gave you food, and my hunters will protect you from the beast”***Waved his spear

“The conch doesn’t count at this end of the island”
“Kill the beast! Cut his throat! Spill his blood! Do him in!”

There were no words and no movements but the tearing of teeth and claws 

Chapter 10: democracy fades as Jack’s tribe gets stronger – they steal Piggy’s glasses (which logic and intelligence. Also Ralph’s only tool to make the fire- what he cares about most)

The fragile white conch still gleamed

 “It was dark, there was that bloody dance...we was scared!”
* “I’m frightened. Of us”

 “He’s a proper chief isn’t he?”
“...made us tie Wilfred up”

* “No! How could we kill it!” 
Chapter 11: Ralph, P and SE confront Jack/ Piggy’s death (
 The conch lat at Ralph’s feet, fragile and white

*Piggy...his passionate willingness to carry the conch against all odds/ Piggy lifted the white, magic shell

The conch exploded in to a thousand white fragments and ceased to exist

 “Are we savages or what?””...being rescued isn’t a game”/ (to the savages :) “You aren’t playing a game”“...you painted fools!”

“What are grown-ups going to think?”

“I’ll show him the one thing he hasn’t got”

“We’ll be like we were, we’ll wash-”“You’re acting like a crowd of kids” 
The beach was swept clean like a blade “See? They do what I want” 

* “You’re a beast”

 The liberation into savagery the concealing paint bought/ freed by the paint

War cry/ ululation 

The anonymous devil’s faces

A solid mass of menace

Chapter 12: the hunt (like a pack of animals or savage tribe) for Ralph/ the boys are saved

The stick in his hand became a crutch on which he reeled

Ralph launched himself like a cat
There was no Piggy to talk sense. There was no solemn assembly for debate nor dignity of the conch

This was not Bill. This was a savage
The breaking of the conch and the deaths of Piggy and Simon lay over the island like a vapour

*The waves of the ocean were breathing, sucking down 

The skull that gleamed as white as ever the conch had done

“He’s a terror”

 (SE:) “- It’s a tribe - they made us – we couldn’t help it-”

(SE to R:) “They’re going to do you” “a stick sharpened at both ends”
He saw a shelter burst in to flames
* A deep grumbling noise, as though the forest itself was angry with him/the roar of the forest rose to thunder 

A crown, an anchor, Gold foliage

A revolver white-topped cap “Fun and games” / “like the Coral Island” “Having a war or something?”
A little boy 
Ralph wept for the end of innocence, the darkness of man’s heart 

The end!

