Lord of the Flies

Ch. 8: Gift for the Darkness

126-127: Jack’s power move failure: “He’s like Piggy. He says things like Piggy. He isn’t a proper chief. . . . He’s a coward himself.”

“Hands up,” said Jack strongly, “whoever wants Ralph not to be chief?” The silence continued . . . 

His voice tailed off. The hands that held the conch shook. He cleared his throat and spoke loudly. “All right then.” He laid the conch with great care in the grass at his feet. The humiliating tears were running from the corner of each eye. “I’m not going to play any longer. Not with you.”

Even with this “victory” Ralph is having trouble keeping it together; Piggy helps , but hollow until they decide to build the fire right there

131: first realize that some of the big-uns have snuck over to Jack’s tribe

133: Jack’s tribe

“But now I’m going to get more of the biguns away from the conch and all that. We’ll kill a pig and give a feast.” He paused and went on more slowly. “And about the beast. When we kill we’ll leave some of the kill for it. Then it won’t bother us maybe.”

Sow murder scene 134 – 135

“A little apart from the rest, sunk in deep maternal bliss, lay the largest sow of the lot . . . fringed with a row of piglets” Jack specifically chooses the mother pig nursing her young to kill. There are plenty others nearby, but he chooses this pig in “deep maternal bliss” and clearly violates a moral code, let alone a hunter’s logic

“One piglet, with a demented shriek, rushed into the sea trailing Roger’s spear behind it.”

“After her!”

A savage, lustful chase and kill. Then they wipe the pig’s blood on their faces

136: stick sharpened at both end=immoral worship of the beast: leave a gift for it

137: “This head is for the beast. It’s a gift.”

Simon’s epidsode 137-138 and 143 - 144

137: Simon “opened his eyes quickly and there was the head grinning amusedly . . .”

138: “Even the butterflies deserted the open space where the obscene thing grinned and dripped. . . . The pile of guts was a black blob of flies that buzzed like a saw.” The flies “ticked under [Simon’s] nostrils and played leapfrog on his thighs. They were black and iridescent green and without number; and in front of Simon, the Lord of the Flies hung on his stick and grinned. . . In Simon’s right temple, a pulse began to beat on the brain.” Simon unconscious, beginning to hallucinate.

143: “And I’m the beast.”

“Fancy thinking the Beast was something you could hunt and kill! . . . You knew, didn’t you? I’m part of you? Close, close, close! I’m the reason it’s no go? Why things are what they are?”

· what is the beast? The evil, violent savagery in each of us that must be controlled with morality, that Jack is reveling in.

· the beast is the reason everything is falling apart = savagery is taking over

· the real beast is within, not something that you can hunt and kill

· the real beast is the symbol of all that is evil

· the real beast is what Jack creates, not what he hunts

· the beast empowers him

“He knew that one of his times was coming on.” Epilepsy

144: the beast begins to speak in Jack’s voice

140: jack “He was safe from shame or self-consciousness behind the mask of his paint and could look at each of them in turn.”

141: “Go on—now!”

The two savages murmured. Jack spoke sharply.

“Go on!”

The two savages looked at each other, raised their spears together and spoke in time.

“The chief has spoken.”

Why doesn’t Jack go for the conch?

