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LELE - Voyage, parcours initiatique, exil.

• Extract from Lord of the Flies by William Golding, 1954. 

After a plane crash, a group of English school boys are the sole survivors on an inhabited 
island. War wages on in the outside world but on he island, Ralph is in charge of a meeting 
where they need to decide what to do about beasts that scare younger boys.

The assembly was shaken as by a wind.
“There‟s too much talking out of turn,” 
Ralph said, “because we can‟t have proper 
assemblies if you don‟t stick to
the rules.”
He stopped again. The careful plan of this 
assembly had broken down.
“What d‟you want me to say then? I was 
wrong to call this assembly so late. Well 
have a vote on them; on ghosts I
mean; and then go to the shelters because 
we‟re all tired. No-Jack is it?-wait a minute. 
I‟ll say here and now that I
don t believe in ghosts. Or I don‟t think I 
do. But I don‟t like the thought of them. Not
now that is, in the dark. But
we were going to decide what‟s what.”
He raised the conch for a moment
“Very well then. I suppose what‟s what is 
whether there are ghosts or not-”
He thought for a moment, formulating the 
question.
“Who thinks there may be ghosts?”
For a long time there was silence and no 
apparent movement. Then Ralph peered into 
the gloom and made out
the hands. He spoke flatly.
“I see.”
The world, that understandable and lawful 
world, was slipping away. Once there was 
this and that; and now-and
the ship had gone.
The conch was snatched from his hands and
Piggy‟s voice shrilled.
“I didn‟t vote for no ghosts!”
He whirled round on the assembly.
“Remember that, all of you!”

They heard him stamp.
“What are we? Humans? Or animals? Or 
savages? What‟s grownups going to think? 
Going off-hunting pigs-letting
fires out-and now!”
A shadow fronted him tempestuously.
“You shut up, you fat slug!‟
There was a moment‟s struggle and the 
glimmering conch jigged up and down. 
Ralph leapt to his feet.
“Jack! Jack! You haven‟t got the conch! Let 
him speak.”
Jack‟s face swam near him.
“And you shut up! Who are you, anyway? 
Sitting there telling people what to do. You 
cant hunt, you can‟t sing-”
“I‟m chief. I was chosen.”
“Why should choosing make any difference? 
Just giving orders that don‟t make any 
sense-”
“Piggy‟s got the conch.”
That‟s right-favor Piggy as you always do-”
“Jack!”
“Jack‟s voice sounded in bitter mimicry.
“Jack! Jack!”
“The rules!” shouted Ralph. “You‟re breaking
the rules!”
“Who cares?”
Ralph summoned his wits.
“Because the rules are the only thing we‟ve 
got!”
But Jack was shouting against him.
“Bollocks to the rules! We‟re strong-we hunt!
If there‟s a beast, we‟ll hunt it down! Well 
close in and beat and
beat and beat-!”
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• Extract from Coral Island by R. M/ Ballantyne, 1858;
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• Document personnel: Why do Writers treasure islands?, by Ben Myers 
TheGuardian.com, May 2011.  
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Islands occupy a significant space in literature. They are more than scenic locations; they are literary
devices whose natural boundaries help shape and contain narratives. Fictional islands exist as either
lost paradises where poetry and contemplation happen, or places where law breaks down and
conventional morality gets tested. Think of HG Wells's The Island of Dr Moreau, The Lord of the
Flies, Shakespeare's The Tempest – or even Alex Garland's The Beach. Combined, these books
gesture towards the the truth that underpins the draw of islands and their recurrence in literature:
they offer the ultimate plausible fantasy location (obliquely backed up by a survey conducted by
Psychology Today in the 1990s, where islands were deemed the most highly rated setting for men's
sexual fantasies).
It is not until Robinson Crusoe climbs the mountain and realises that he is entirely surrounded by
water that the true horror of his situation becomes apparent and his endurance test truly begins. For
Daniel Defoe's protagonist, it is not the physical hardships that are the greatest threat, but the
psychological trauma inflicted by his isolation. And the smaller the island, of course, the greater that
sense of entrapment. The sense of oppression wouldn't be quite the same if the island was, say,
mainland Britain (the ninth largest island in the world; discounting entire continents, Greenland is the
biggest). Surrounded by the sea, happily cut off from the clamour of the mainland and with the drama
of nature and the elements around them, her characters are never bored: they look inward and
close-up, and operate at their own pace. As the world gets smaller the literary significance of remote
islands has changed. Once they were prisons for shipwrecked sailors or, in the case of the 1812
novel The Swiss Family Robinson, a device through which to explore Christian family values. But
now that nowhere in the world is beyond reach, the solitude of island living becomes a prized
commodity. In 2009 an advertised position for the job of caretaker on an Australian tropical island
received 35,000 applicants. Perhaps as life gets noisier, more crowded and more urban, the
symbolic significance of islands is merely strengthened. Their remoteness becomes increasingly
appealing and the sense of distance from mainstream society allows a unique space in which to tell a
ripping yarn, both old or new.
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• Extract from The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, by R. L. Stevenson, 1886. 
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`Did you ever remark that door?' he asked; and when his companion had replied in the
affirmative, `It is connected in my mind,' added he, `with a very odd story.'
`Indeed' said Mr Utterson, with a slight change of voice, `and what was that?'
`Well, it was' this way,' returned Mr Enfield: `I was coming home from some place at the end
of the world, about three o'clock of a black winter morning, and my way lay through a part of
town where there was literally nothing to be seen but lamps. Street after street, and all the
folks asleep - street after street, all lighted up as if for a procession, and all as empty as a
church - till at last I got into that state of mind when a man listens and listens and begins to
long for the sight of a policeman. All at once, I saw two figures: one a little man who was
stumping along eastward at a good walk, and the other a girl of maybe eight or ten who was
running as hard as she was able down a cross-street. Well, sir, the two ran into one another
naturally enough at the corner; and then came the horrible part of the thing; for the man
trampled calmly over the child's body and left her screaming on the ground. It sounds nothing
to hear, but it was hellish to see. It wasn't like a man; it was like some damned Juggernaut. I
gave a view halloa, took to my heels, collared my gentleman, and brought him back to where
there was already quite a group about the screaming child. He was perfectly cool and made
no resistance, but gave me one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like running.
(…)  We told the man we could and would make such a scandal out of this, as should make
his name stink from one end of London to the other. If he had any friends or any credit, we
undertook that' he should lose them. And all the time, as we were pitching it in red hot, we
were keeping the women off him as best we could, for they were as wild as harpies. I never
saw a circle of such hateful faces; and there was the man in the middle, with a kind of black
sneering coolness - frightened too, I could see that - but carrying it off, sir, really like Satan.
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• Extract from The Raven, by E. A. Poe, 1845.
Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore— 
    While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 
“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door— 
            Only this and nothing more.” 

    Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December; 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
    Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow 
    From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore— 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 
            Nameless here for evermore. 

(…) 
Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 
    But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 
    And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore?” 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”— 
            Merely this and nothing more. 

(…) 
Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore; 
    Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 
    But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door— 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door— 
            Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

(…) 
    “Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil! 
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore— 
    Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
    It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.” 
            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

    “Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting— 
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore! 
    Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 
    Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door! 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!” 
            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

    And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
    And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming, 
    And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
            Shall be lifted—nevermore!
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• Document personnel: The Shawshank Massacre, movie poster, by J. Schmalke 
http://josephschmalke.com


