10

15

20

25

30

35

EAE 0422 A Sujet Jury

Sujet candidat n° Code sujet : CLG

Your main commentary should be focused on ~ING forms. Other topics may also be addressed.

He wormed his way through the thicket towards the forest,
keeping as far as possible beneath the smoke. Presently he saw
open space, and the green leaves of the edge of the thicket. A
smallish savage was standing between him and the rest of the
forest, a savage stripped red and white, and carrying a spear. He
was coughing and smearing the paint about his eyes with the back
of his hand as he tried to see through the increasing smoke. Ralph
launched himself like a cat; stabbed, snarling, with the spear, and
the savage doubled up. There was a shout from beyond the thicket
and then Ralph was running with the swiftness of fear through the
undergrowth. He came to a pig-run, followed it for perhaps a
hundred yards, and then swerved off. Behind him the ululation
swept across the island once more and a single voice shouted three
times. He guessed that was the signal to advance and sped away
again, till his chest was like fire. Then he flung himself down under
a bush and waited for a moment till his breathing steadied. He
passed his tongue tentatively over his teeth and lips and heard far
off the ululation of the pursuers.

There were many things he could do. He could climb a tree—but
that was putting all his eggs in one basket. If he were detected,
they had nothing more difficult to do than wait.

If only one had time to think!

Another double cry at the same distance gave him a clue to
their plan. Any savage baulked in the forest would utter the double
shout and hold up the line till he was free again. That way they
might hope to keep the cordon unbroken right across the island.
Ralph thought of the boar that had broken through them with such
ease. If necessary, when the chase came too close, he could charge
the cordon while it was still thin, burst through, and run back. But
run back where? The cordon would turn and sweep again. Sooner
or later he would have to sleep or eat—and then he would awaken
with hands clawing at him; and the hunt would become a running
down.

What was to be done, then? The tree? Burst the line like a
boar? Either way the choice was terrible.

A single cry quickened his heart-beat and, leaping up, he
dashed away towards the ocean side and the thick jungle till he

William Golding, Lord of the Flies, 1954, GB.
683 words

40

45

50

55

60

was hung up among creepers; he stayed there for a moment with
his calves quivering. If only one could have pax, a long pause, a
time to think!

And there again, shrill and inevitable, was the ululation
sweeping across the island. At that sound he shied like a horse
among the creepers and ran once more till he was panting. He
flung himself down by some ferns. The tree, or the charge? He
mastered his breathing for a moment, wiped his mouth, and told
himself to be calm. Samneric were somewhere in that line, and
hating it. Or were they? And supposing, instead of them, he met
the chief, or Roger who carried death in his hands?

Ralph pushed back his tangled hair and wiped the sweat out of
his best eye. He spoke aloud.

“Think.”

What was the sensible thing to do?

There was no Piggy to talk sense. There was no solemn
assembly for debate nor dignity of the conch.

“Think."”

Most, he was beginning to dread the curtain that might waver in
his brain, blacking out the sense of danger, making a simpleton of
him.

A third idea would be to hide so well that the advancing line
would pass without discovering him.

He jerked his head off the ground and listened. There was
another noise to attend to now—a deep grumbling noise, as though
the forest itself were angry with him, a sombre noise across which
the ululations were scribbled excruciatingly as on slate. He knew he
had heard it before somewhere, but had no time to remember.

Break the line.

A tree.

Hide, and let them pass.



