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William Golding  

        LORD OF THE FLIES  

  



 

o n e 

T H E S O U N D O F T H E S H E L L  

HE BOY WITH FAIR HAIR lowered himself down the last few feet of rock and 

began to pick his way toward the lagoon. Though he had taken off 

his school sweater and trailed it now from one hand, his grey shirt stuck 

to him and his hair was plastered to his forehead. All round him the long 

scar smashed into the jungle was a bath of heat. He was clambering 

heavily among the creepers and broken trunks when a bird, a vision of 

red and yellow, flashed upwards with a witch-like cry; and this cry was 

echoed by another. 

͞Hi!͟ it said. ͞Wait a ŵiŶute!͟ 

The undergrowth at the side of the scar was shaken and a multitude 

of raindrops fell pattering. 

͞Wait a ŵiŶute,͟ the ǀoiĐe said. ͞I got Đaught up.͟ 

The fair boy stopped and jerked his stockings with an automatic 

gesture that made the jungle seem for a moment like the Home 

Counties. 

The voice spoke again. 

͞I ĐaŶ͛t haƌdlǇ ŵoǀe ǁith all these Đƌeepeƌ thiŶgs.͟ 

The owner of the voice came backing out of the undergrowth so that 

twigs scratched on a greasy wind-breaker. The naked crooks of his knees 

were plump, caught and scratched by thorns. He bent down, removed 

the thorns carefully, and turned around. He was shorter than the fair boy 

and very fat. He came forward, searching out safe lodgments for his feet, 

and then looked up through thick spectacles. 

T 
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͞Wheƌe͛s the ŵaŶ ǁith the ŵegaphoŶe?͟ The 
fair boy shook his head. 

͞This is aŶ islaŶd. At least I thiŶk it͛s aŶ islaŶd. That͛s a ƌeef out iŶ 
the sea. Peƌhaps theƌe aƌeŶ͛t aŶǇ gƌoǁŶups aŶǇǁheƌe.͟ The fat ďoǇ 
looked startled. 

͞Theƌe ǁas that pilot. But he ǁasŶ͛t iŶ the passeŶgeƌ ĐaďiŶ, he ǁas 
up iŶ fƌoŶt.͟ 

The fair boy was peering at the reef through screwed-up eyes. 

͞All theŵ otheƌ kids,͟ the fat ďoǇ ǁeŶt oŶ. ͞ “oŵe of theŵ ŵust haǀe 
got out. TheǇ ŵust haǀe, ŵustŶ͛t theǇ?͟ 

The fair boy began to pick his way as casually as possible toward the 

water. He tried to be offhand and not too obviously uninterested, but 

the fat boy hurried after him. 

͞AƌeŶ͛t theƌe aŶǇ gƌoǁŶups at all?͟ 

͞I doŶ͛t thiŶk so.͟ 

The fair boy said this solemnly; but then the delight of a realized 

ambition overcame him. In the middle of the scar he stood on his head 

and grinned at the reversed fat boy. 

͞No gƌoǁŶups!͟ 

The fat boy thought for a moment. 

͞That pilot.͟ 

The fair boy allowed his feet to come down and sat on the steamy 

earth. 

͞He ŵust haǀe floǁŶ off afteƌ he dƌopped us. He ĐouldŶ͛t laŶd heƌe. 
Not iŶ a plaŶe ǁith ǁheels.͟ 

͞We ǁas attaĐked!͟ 

͞He͛ll ďe ďaĐk all ƌight.͟ The 
fat boy shook his head. 

͞WheŶ ǁe ǁas ĐoŵiŶg doǁŶ I looked thƌough oŶe of theŵ ǁiŶdoǁs. 
I saǁ the otheƌ paƌt of the plaŶe. Theƌe ǁeƌe flaŵes ĐoŵiŶg out of it.͟ 

He looked up and down the scar. 

͞AŶd this is ǁhat the ĐaďiŶ doŶe.͟ 

The fair boy reached out and touched the jagged end of a trunk. 

For a moment he looked interested. 

͞What happeŶed to it?͟ he asked. ͞Wheƌe͛s it got to Ŷoǁ?͟ 
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͞That stoƌŵ dƌagged it out to sea. It ǁasŶ͛t half daŶgeƌous ǁith all 
them tree trunks falling. There must have been some kids still in it.͟ He 
hesitated for a moment, then spoke again. 

͞What͛s Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe?͟ 

͞‘alph.͟ 

The fat boy waited to be asked his name in turn but this proffer of 

acquaintance was not made; the fair boy called Ralph smiled vaguely, 

stood up, and began to make his way once more toward the lagoon. The 

fat boy hung steadily at his shoulder. 

͞I eǆpeĐt theƌe͛s a lot ŵoƌe of us sĐatteƌed aďout. You haǀeŶ͛t seeŶ 
aŶǇ otheƌs, haǀe Ǉou?͟ 

Ralph shook his head and increased his speed. Then he tripped over 

a branch and came down with a crash. 

The fat boy stood by him, breathing hard. 

͞MǇ auŶtie told ŵe Ŷot to ƌuŶ,͟ he eǆplaiŶed, ͞oŶ aĐĐouŶt of ŵǇ 
asthŵa.͟ 

͞Ass-ŵaƌ?͟ 

͞That͛s ƌight. CaŶ͛t ĐatĐh ŵǇ ďƌeath. I ǁas the oŶlǇ boy in our school 

ǁhat had asthŵa,͟ said the fat ďoǇ ǁith a touĐh of pƌide. ͞AŶd I͛ǀe ďeeŶ 
ǁeaƌiŶg speĐs siŶĐe I ǁas thƌee.͟ 

He took off his glasses and held them out to Ralph, blinking and 

smiling, and then started to wipe them against his grubby windbreaker. 

An expression of pain and inward concentration altered the pale 

contours of his face. He smeared the sweat from his cheeks and quickly 

adjusted the spectacles on his nose. 

͞Theŵ fƌuit.͟ 

He glanced round the scar. 

͞Theŵ fƌuit,͟ he said, ͞I eǆpeĐt—͟ 

He put on his glasses, waded away from Ralph, and crouched down 

among the tangled foliage. 

͞I͛ll ďe out agaiŶ iŶ just a ŵiŶute—͟ 

Ralph disentangled himself cautiously and stole away through the 

ďƌaŶĐhes. IŶ a feǁ seĐoŶds the fat ďoǇ͛s gƌuŶts ǁeƌe ďehiŶd hiŵ and he 

was hurrying toward the screen that still lay between him and the 

lagoon. He climbed over a broken trunk and was out of the jungle. 
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The shore was fledged with palm trees. These stood or leaned or 

reclined against the light and their green feathers were a hundred feet 

up in the air. The ground beneath them was a bank covered with coarse 

grass, torn everywhere by the upheavals of fallen trees, scattered with 

decaying coconuts and palm saplings. Behind this was the darkness of 

the forest proper and the open space of the scar. Ralph stood, one hand 

against a grey trunk, and screwed up his eyes against the shimmering 

water. Out there, perhaps a mile away, the white surf flinked on a coral 

reef, and beyond that the open sea was dark blue. Within the irregular 

arc of coral the lagoon was still as a mountain lake—blue of all shades 

and shadowy green and purple. The beach between the palm terrace 

aŶd the ǁateƌ ǁas a thiŶ stiĐk, eŶdless appaƌeŶtlǇ, foƌ to ‘alph͛s left the 
perspectives of palm and beach and water drew to a point at infinity; 

and always, almost visible, was the heat. 

He jumped down from the terrace. The sand was thick over his black 

shoes and the heat hit him. He became conscious of the weight of 

clothes, kicked his shoes off fiercely and ripped off each stocking with its 

elastic garter in a single movement. Then he leapt back on the terrace, 

pulled off his shirt, and stood there among the skull-like coconuts with 

green shadows from the palms and the forest sliding over his skin. He 

undid the snake-clasp of his belt, lugged off his shorts and pants, and 

stood there naked, looking at the dazzling beach and the water. 

He was old enough, twelve years and a few months, to have lost the 

prominent tummy of childhood and not yet old enough for adolescence 

to have made him awkward. You could see now that he might make a 

boxer, as far as width and heaviness of shoulders went, but there was a 

mildness about his mouth and eyes that proclaimed no devil. He patted 

the palm trunk softly, and, forced at last to believe in the reality of the 

island laughed delightedly again and stood on his head.  He turned neatly 

on to his feet, jumped down to the beach, knelt and swept a double 

armful of sand into a pile against his chest. Then he sat back and looked 

at the water with bright, excited eyes. 

͞‘alph—͟ 

The fat boy lowered himself over the terrace and sat down carefully, 

using the edge as a seat. 

͞I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ I ďeeŶ suĐh a tiŵe. Theŵ fƌuit—͟ 
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He wiped his glasses and adjusted them on his button nose. The 

frame had made a deep, piŶk ͞V͟ oŶ the ďƌidge. He looked ĐƌitiĐallǇ at 
‘alph͛s goldeŶ ďodǇ and then down at his own clothes. He laid a hand 

on the end of a zipper that extended down his chest. 

͞MǇ auŶtie—͟ 

Then he opened the zipper with decision and pulled the whole wind-

breaker over his head. 

͞Theƌe!͟ 

Ralph looked at him sidelong and said nothing. 

͞I eǆpeĐt ǁe͛ll ǁaŶt to kŶoǁ all theiƌ Ŷaŵes,͟ said the fat ďoǇ, ͞aŶd 
ŵake a list. We ought to haǀe a ŵeetiŶg.͟ 

Ralph did not take the hint so the fat boy was forced to continue. 

͞I doŶ͛t Đaƌe ǁhat theǇ Đall ŵe,͟ he said ĐoŶfideŶtiallǇ, ͞so loŶg as 
they doŶ͛t Đall ŵe ǁhat theǇ used to Đall ŵe at sĐhool.͟ ‘alph ǁas 
faintly interested. 

͞What ǁas that?͟ 

The fat boy glanced over his shoulder, then leaned toward Ralph. 

He whispered. 

͞TheǇ used to Đall ŵe ͚PiggǇ.͛ ͟ 

Ralph shrieked with laughter. He jumped up. 

͞PiggǇ! PiggǇ!͟ 

͞‘alph—please!͟ 

Piggy clasped his hands in apprehension. 

͞I said I didŶ͛t ǁaŶt—͟ 

͞PiggǇ! PiggǇ!͟ 

Ralph danced out into the hot air of the beach and then returned as 

a fighter-plane, with wings swept back, and machine-gunned Piggy. 

͞“Đhe-aa-oǁ!͟ 

He diǀed iŶ the saŶd at PiggǇ͛s feet aŶd laǇ theƌe laughiŶg. 
͞PiggǇ!͟ 

Piggy grinned reluctantly, pleased despite himself at even this much 

recognition. 

͞“o loŶg as Ǉou doŶ͛t tell the others—͟ 

Ralph giggled into the sand. The expression of pain and 

conĐeŶtƌatioŶ ƌetuƌŶed to PiggǇ͛s faĐe. 
͞Half a seĐ͛.͟ 
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He hastened back into the forest. Ralph stood up and trotted along 

to the right. 

Here the beach was interrupted abruptly by the square motif of the 

landscape; a great platform of pink granite thrust up uncompromisingly 

through forest and terrace and sand and lagoon to make a raised jetty 

four feet high. The top of this was covered with a thin layer of soil and 

coarse grass and shaded with young palm trees. There was not enough 

soil for them to grow to any height and when they reached perhaps 

twenty feet they fell and dried, forming a criss-cross pattern of trunks, 

very convenient to sit on. The palms that still stood made a green roof, 

covered on the underside with a quivering tangle of reflections from the 

lagoon. Ralph hauled himself onto this platform, noted the coolness and 

shade, shut one eye, and decided that the shadows on his body were 

really green. He picked his way to the seaward edge of the platform and 

stood looking down into the water. It was clear to the bottom and bright 

with the efflorescence of tropical weed and coral. A school of tiny, 

glittering fish flicked hither and thither. Ralph spoke to himself, sounding 

the bass strings of delight. 

͞Whizzoh!͟ 

Beyond the platform there was more enchantment. Some act of 

God—a typhoon perhaps, or the storm that had accompanied his own 

arrival—had banked sand inside the lagoon so that there was a long, 

deep pool in the beach with a high ledge of pink granite at the further 

end. Ralph had been deceived before now by the specious appearance 

of depth in a beach pool and he approached this one preparing to be 

disappointed. But the island ran true to form and the incredible pool, 

which clearly was only invaded by the sea at high tide, was so deep at 

one end as to be dark green. Ralph inspected the whole thirty yards 

carefully and then plunged in. The water was warmer than his blood and 

he might have been swimming in a huge bath. 

Piggy appeaƌed agaiŶ, sat oŶ the ƌoĐkǇ ledge, aŶd ǁatĐhed ‘alph͛s 
green and white body enviously. 

͞You ĐaŶ͛t half sǁiŵ.͟ 

͞PiggǇ.͟ 

Piggy took off his shoes and socks, ranged them carefully on the 

ledge, and tested the water with one toe. 
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͞It͛s hot!͟ 

͞What did Ǉou eǆpeĐt?͟ 

͞I didŶ͛t eǆpeĐt ŶothiŶg. MǇ auŶtie—͟ 

͞“uĐks to Ǉouƌ auŶtie!͟ 

Ralph did a surface dive and swam under water with his eyes open; 

the sandy edge of the pool loomed up like a hillside. He turned over, 

holding his nose, and a golden light danced and shattered just over his 

face. Piggy was looking determined and began to take off his shorts. 

Presently he was palely and fatly naked. He tiptoed down the sandy side 

of the pool, and sat there up to his neck in water smiling proudly at 

Ralph. 

͞AƌeŶ͛t Ǉou goiŶg to sǁiŵ?͟ PiggǇ 
shook his head. 

͞I ĐaŶ͛t sǁiŵ. I ǁasŶ͛t alloǁed. MǇ asthŵa—͟ 

͞“uĐks to Ǉouƌ ass-ŵaƌ!͟ 

Piggy bore this with a sort of humble patience. 

͞You ĐaŶ͛t half sǁiŵ ǁell.͟ 

Ralph paddled backwards down the slope, immersed his mouth and 

blew a jet of water into the air. Then he lifted his chin and spoke. 

͞I Đould sǁiŵ ǁheŶ I ǁas fiǀe. DaddǇ taught ŵe. He͛s a ĐoŵŵaŶdeƌ 
iŶ the NaǀǇ. WheŶ he gets leaǀe he͛ll Đoŵe aŶd ƌesĐue us. What͛s Ǉouƌ 
fatheƌ?͟ 

Piggy flushed suddenly. 

͞MǇ dad͛s dead,͟ he said ƋuiĐklǇ, ͞aŶd ŵǇ ŵuŵ—͟ 

He took off his glasses and looked vainly for something with which to 

clean them. 

͞I used to liǀe ǁith ŵǇ auŶtie. “he kept a ĐaŶdǇ stoƌe. I used to get 
eǀeƌ so ŵaŶǇ ĐaŶdies. As ŵaŶǇ as I liked. WheŶ͛ll Ǉouƌ dad ƌesĐue us?͟ 

͞“ooŶ as he ĐaŶ.͟ 

Piggy rose dripping from the water and stood naked, cleaning his 

glasses with a sock. The only sound that reached them now through the 

heat of the morning was the long, grinding roar of the breakers on the 

reef. 

͞Hoǁ does he kŶoǁ ǁe͛ƌe heƌe?͟ 

Ralph lolled in the water. Sleep enveloped him like the swathing 

mirages that were wrestling with the brilliance of the lagoon. 
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͞Hoǁ does he kŶoǁ ǁe͛ƌe heƌe?͟ 

Because, thought Ralph, because, because. The roar from the reef 

became very distant. 

͞TheǇ͛d tell hiŵ at the aiƌpoƌt.͟ 

Piggy shook his head, put on his flashing glasses and looked down at 

Ralph. 

͞Not theŵ. DidŶ͛t Ǉou heaƌ ǁhat the pilot said? Aďout the atoŵ 
ďoŵď? TheǇ͛ƌe all dead.͟ 

Ralph pulled himself out of the water, stood facing Piggy, and 

considered this unusual problem. 

Piggy persisted. 

͞This aŶ islaŶd, isŶ͛t it?͟ 

͞I Đliŵďed a ƌoĐk,͟ said ‘alph sloǁlǇ, ͞aŶd I thiŶk this is aŶ islaŶd.͟ 

͞TheǇ͛ƌe all dead,͟ said PiggǇ, ͞aŶ͛ this is aŶ islaŶd. NoďodǇ doŶ͛t 
kŶoǁ ǁe͛ƌe heƌe. Youƌ dad doŶ͛t kŶoǁ, ŶoďodǇ doŶ͛t kŶoǁ—͟ 

His lips quivered and the spectacles were dimmed with mist. 

͞We ŵaǇ staǇ heƌe till ǁe die.͟ 

With that word the heat seemed to increase till it became a 

threatening weight and the lagoon attacked them with a blinding 

effulgeŶĐe. ͞Get ŵǇ Đlothes,͟ ŵutteƌed ‘alph. ͞AloŶg theƌe.͟ 

He tƌotted thƌough the saŶd, eŶduƌiŶg the suŶ͛s eŶŵity, crossed the 

platform and found his scattered clothes. To put on a grey shirt once 

more was strangely pleasing. Then he climbed the edge of the platform 

and sat in the green shade on a convenient trunk. Piggy hauled himself 

up, carrying most of his clothes under his arms. Then he sat carefully on 

a fallen trunk near the little cliff that fronted the lagoon; and the tangled 

reflections quivered over him. 

Presently he spoke. 

͞We got to fiŶd the otheƌs. We got to do soŵethiŶg.͟ 

Ralph said nothing. Here was a coral island. Protected from the sun, 

igŶoƌiŶg PiggǇ͛s ill-omened talk, he dreamed pleasantly. 

Piggy insisted. 

͞Hoǁ ŵaŶǇ of us aƌe theƌe?͟ 

Ralph came forward and stood by Piggy. 

͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ.͟ 
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Here and there, little breezes crept over the polished waters beneath 

the haze of heat. When these breezes reached the platform the palm 

fronds would whisper, so that spots of blurred sunlight slid over their 

bodies or moved like bright, winged things in the shade. 

Piggy looked up at Ralph. All the shadows on Ralph ͛s faĐe ǁeƌe 
reversed; green above, bright below from the lagoon. A blur of sunlight 

was crawling across his hair. 

͞We got to do soŵethiŶg.͟ 

Ralph looked through him. Here at last was the imagined but never 

fully realized place leaping into real life. Ralph͛s lips paƌted iŶ a delighted 
smile and Piggy, taking this smile to himself as a mark of recognition, 

laughed with pleasure. 

͞If it ƌeallǇ is aŶ islaŶd—͟ 

͞What͛s that?͟ 

Ralph had stopped smiling and was pointing into the lagoon. 

Something creamy lay among the ferny weeds. 

͞A stoŶe.͟ 

͞No. A shell.͟ 

Suddenly Piggy was a-bubble with decorous excitement. 

͞“͛ƌight. It͛s a shell! I seeŶ oŶe like that ďefoƌe. OŶ soŵeoŶe͛s ďaĐk 
wall. A conch he called it. He used to blow it and then his mum would 

Đoŵe. It͛s eǀeƌ so valuable—͟ 

Neaƌ to ‘alph͛s elďoǁ a palŵ sapliŶg leaŶed out oǀeƌ the lagooŶ. 
Indeed, the weight was already pulling a lump from the poor soil and 

soon it would fall. He tore out the stem and began to poke about in the 

water, while the brilliant fish flicked away on this side and that. 

Piggy leaned dangerously. 

͞Caƌeful! You͛ll ďƌeak it—͟ 

͞“hut up.͟ 

Ralph spoke absently. The shell was interesting and pretty and a 

worthy plaything; but the vivid phantoms of his day-dream still 

interposed between him and Piggy, who in this context was an 

irrelevance. The palm sapling, bending, pushed the shell across the 

weeds. Ralph used one hand as a fulcrum and pressed down with the 

other till the shell rose, dripping, and Piggy could make a grab. 
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Now the shell was no longer a thing seen but not to be touched, 

Ralph too became excited. Piggy babbled: 

͞—a conch; ever so expensive. I bet if you wanted to ďuǇ oŶe, Ǉou͛d 
have to pay pounds and pounds and pounds—he had it on his garden 

wall, and my auntie—͟ 

Ralph took the shell from Piggy and a little water ran down his arm. 

In color the shell was deep cream, touched here and there with fading 

pink. Between the point, worn away into a little hole, and the pink lips 

of the mouth, lay eighteen inches of shell with a slight spiral twist and 

covered with a delicate, embossed pattern. Ralph shook sand out of the 

deep tube. 

͞—ŵooed like a Đoǁ,͟ he said. ͞He had soŵe ǁhite stoŶes too, aŶ͛ a 
ďiƌd Đage ǁith a gƌeeŶ paƌƌot. He didŶ͛t ďloǁ the ǁhite stoŶes, of Đouƌse, 
aŶ͛ he said—͟ 

Piggy paused for breath and stroked the glistening thing that lay in 

‘alph͛s haŶds. 
͞‘alph!͟ 

Ralph looked up. 

͞We ĐaŶ use this to Đall the otheƌs. Haǀe a ŵeetiŶg. TheǇ͛ll Đoŵe 
when they hear us—͟ 

He beamed at Ralph. 

͞That ǁas ǁhat Ǉou ŵeaŶt, didŶ͛t Ǉou? That͛s ǁhǇ Ǉou got the conch 

out of the ǁateƌ?͟ 

Ralph pushed back his fair hair. 

͞Hoǁ did Ǉouƌ fƌieŶd ďloǁ the ĐoŶĐh?͟ 

͞He kiŶd of spat,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞MǇ auŶtie ǁouldŶ͛t let ŵe ďloǁ oŶ 
aĐĐouŶt of ŵǇ asthŵa. He said Ǉou ďleǁ fƌoŵ doǁŶ heƌe.͟ PiggǇ laid a 
hand on his juttiŶg aďdoŵeŶ. ͞You tƌǇ, ‘alph. You͛ll Đall the otheƌs.͟ 

Doubtfully, Ralph laid the small end of the shell against his mouth 

and blew. There came a rushing sound from its mouth but nothing more. 

Ralph wiped the salt water off his lips and tried again, but the shell 

remained silent. 

͞He kiŶd of spat.͟ 

Ralph pursed his lips and squirted air into the shell, which emitted a 

low, farting noise. This amused both boys so much that Ralph went on 
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sƋuiƌtiŶg foƌ soŵe ŵiŶutes, ďetǁeeŶ ďouts of laughteƌ. ͞He ďleǁ fƌoŵ 
doǁŶ heƌe.͟ 

Ralph grasped the idea and hit the shell with air from his diaphragm. 

Immediately the thing sounded. A deep, harsh note boomed under the 

palms, spread through the intricacies of the forest and echoed back from 

the pink granite of the mountain. Clouds of birds rose from the treetops, 

and something squealed and ran in the undergrowth. 

Ralph took the shell away from his lips. 

͞Gosh!͟ 

His ordinary voice sounded like a whisper after the harsh note of the 

conch. He laid the conch against his lips, took a deep breath and blew 

once more. The note boomed again: and then at his firmer pressure, the 

note, fluking up an octave, became a strident blare more penetrating 

than before. Piggy was shouting something, his face pleased, his glasses 

flashing. The birds Đƌied, sŵall aŶiŵals sĐutteƌed. ‘alph͛s ďƌeath failed; 
the note dropped the octave, became a low wubber, was a rush of air. 

The ĐoŶĐh ǁas sileŶt, a gleaŵiŶg tusk; ‘alph͛s faĐe ǁas daƌk ǁith 
breathlessness and the air over the island was full of bird-clamor and 

echoes ringing. 

͞I ďet Ǉou ĐaŶ heaƌ that foƌ ŵiles.͟ 

Ralph found his breath and blew a series of short blasts. 

Piggy exĐlaiŵed: ͞Theƌe͛s oŶe!͟ 

A child had appeared among the palms, about a hundred yards along 

the beach. He was a boy of perhaps six years, sturdy and fair, his clothes 

torn, his face covered with a sticky mess of fruit. His trousers had been 

lowered for an obvious purpose and had only been pulled back half-way. 

He jumped off the palm terrace into the sand and his trousers fell about 

his ankles; he stepped out of them and trotted to the platform. Piggy 

helped him up. Meanwhile Ralph continued to blow till voices shouted 

in the forest. The small boy squatted in front of Ralph, looking up brightly 

and vertically. As he received the reassurance of something purposeful 

being done he began to look satisfied, and his only clean digit, a pink 

thumb, slid into his mouth. 

Piggy leaned down to him. 

͞What͛s Ǉeƌ Ŷaŵe?͟ 

͞JohŶŶǇ.͟ 
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Piggy muttered the name to himself and then shouted it to Ralph, 

who was not interested because he was still blowing. His face was dark 

with the violent pleasure of making this stupendous noise, and his heart 

was making the stretched shirt shake. The shouting in the forest was 

nearer. 

Signs of life were visible now on the beach. The sand, trembling 

beneath the heat haze, concealed many figures in its miles of length; 

boys were making their way toward the platform through the hot, dumb 

sand. Three small children, no older than Johnny, appeared from 

startlingly close at hand, where they had been gorging fruit in the forest. 

A dark little boy, not much younger than Piggy, parted a tangle of 

undergrowth, walked on to the platform, and smiled cheerfully at 

everybody. More and more of them came. Taking their cue from the 

innocent Johnny, they sat down on the fallen palm trunks and waited. 

Ralph continued to blow short, penetrating blasts. Piggy moved among 

the crowd, asking names and frowning to remember them. The children 

gave him the same simple obedience that they had given to the men 

with megaphones. Some were naked and carrying their clothes; others 

half-naked, or more or less dressed, in school uniforms, grey, blue, fawn, 

jacketed, or jerseyed. There were badges, mottoes even, stripes of color 

in stockings and pullovers. Their heads clustered above the trunks in the 

green shade; heads brown, fair, black, chestnut, sandy, mouse-colored; 

heads muttering, whispering, heads full of eyes that watched Ralph and 

speculated. Something was being done. 

The children who came along the beach, singly or in twos, leapt into 

visibility when they crossed the line from heat haze to nearer sand. Here, 

the eye was first attracted to a black, bat-like creature that danced on 

the sand, and only later perceived the body above it. The bat was the 

Đhild͛s shadow, shrunk by the vertical sun to a patch between the 

hurrying feet. Even while he blew, Ralph noticed the last pair of bodies 

that reached the platform above a fluttering patch of black. The two 

boys, bullet-headed and with hair like tow, flung themselves down and 

lay grinning and panting at Ralph like dogs. They were twins, and the eye 

was shocked and incredulous at such cheery duplication. They breathed 

together, they grinned together, they were chunky and vital. They raised 

wet lips at Ralph, for they seemed provided with not quite enough skin, 
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so that their profiles were blurred and their mouths pulled open. Piggy 

bent his flashing glasses to them and could be heard between the blasts, 

repeating their names. 

͞“aŵ, EƌiĐ, “aŵ, EƌiĐ.͟ 

Then he got muddled; the twins shook their heads and pointed at 

each other and the crowd laughed. 

At last Ralph ceased to blow and sat there, the conch trailing from 

one hand, his head bowed on his knees. As the echoes died away so did 

the laughter, and there was silence. 

Within the diamond haze of the beach something dark was fumbling 

along. Ralph saw it first, and watched till the intentness of his gaze drew 

all eyes that way. Then the creature stepped from mirage on to clear 

sand, and they saw that the darkness was not all shadow but mostly 

clothing. The creature was a party of boys, marching approximately in 

step in two parallel lines and dressed in strangely eccentric clothing. 

Shorts, shirts, and different garments they carried in their hands; but 

each boy wore a square black cap with a silver badge on it. Their bodies, 

from throat to ankle, were hidden by black cloaks which bore a long 

silver cross on the left breast and each neck was finished off with a 

hambone frill. The heat of the tropics, the descent, the search for food, 

and now this sweaty march along the blazing beach had given them the 

complexions of newly washed plums. The boy who controlled them was 

dressed in the same way though his cap badge was golden. When his 

party was about ten yards from the platform he shouted an order and 

they halted, gasping, sweating, swaying in the fierce light. The boy 

himself came forward, vaulted on to the platform with his cloak flying, 

and peered into what to him was almost complete darkness. 

͞Wheƌe͛s the ŵaŶ ǁith the tƌuŵpet?͟ 

Ralph, sensing his sun-blindness, answered him. 

͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo ŵaŶ ǁith a tƌuŵpet. OŶlǇ ŵe.͟ 

The boy came close and peered down at Ralph, screwing up his face 

as he did so. What he saw of the fair-haired boy with the creamy shell 

on his knees did not seem to satisfy him. He turned quickly, his black 

cloak circling. 

͞IsŶ͛t theƌe a ship, theŶ?͟ 
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Inside the floating cloak he was tall, thin, and bony; and his hair was 

red beneath the black cap. His face was crumpled and freckled, and ugly 

without silliness. Out of this face stared two light blue eyes, frustrated 

Ŷoǁ, aŶd tuƌŶiŶg, oƌ ƌeadǇ to tuƌŶ, to aŶgeƌ. ͞IsŶ͛t theƌe a ŵaŶ heƌe?͟ 
Ralph spoke to his back. 

͞No. We͛ƌe haǀiŶg a ŵeetiŶg. Coŵe aŶd joiŶ iŶ.͟ 

The group of cloaked boys began to scatter from close line. The tall 

boy shouted at them. 

͞Choiƌ! “taŶd still!͟ 

Wearily obedient, the choir huddled into line and stood there 

swaying in the sun. None the less, some began to protest faintly. 

͞But, Meƌƌideǁ. Please, Meƌƌideǁ . . . ĐaŶ͛t ǁe?͟ 

Then one of the boys flopped on his face in the sand and the line 

broke up. They heaved the fallen boy to the platform and let him lie. 

Merridew, his eyes staring, made the best of a bad job. 

͞All ƌight theŶ. “it doǁŶ. Let hiŵ aloŶe.͟  

͞But Meƌƌideǁ.͟ 

͞He͛s alǁaǇs thƌoǁiŶg a faiŶt,͟ said Meƌƌideǁ. ͞He did iŶ Giď.; aŶd 
Addis; aŶd at ŵatiŶs oǀeƌ the pƌeĐeŶtoƌ.͟ 

This last piece of shop brought sniggers from the choir, who perched 

like black birds on the criss-cross trunks and examined Ralph with 

interest. Piggy asked no names. He was intimidated by this uniformed 

supeƌioƌitǇ aŶd the offhaŶd authoƌitǇ iŶ Meƌƌideǁ͛s ǀoiĐe. He shƌaŶk to 
the other side of Ralph and busied himself with his glasses. Merridew 

turned to Ralph. 

͞AƌeŶ͛t theƌe aŶǇ gƌoǁŶups?͟ 

͞No.͟ 

Merridew sat down on a trunk and looked round the circle. 

͞TheŶ ǁe͛ll haǀe to look afteƌ ouƌselǀes.͟ 

Secure on the other side of Ralph, Piggy spoke timidly. 

͞That͛s ǁhǇ ‘alph ŵade a ŵeetiŶg. “o as ǁe ĐaŶ deĐide ǁhat to do. 
We͛ǀe heaƌd Ŷaŵes. That͛s JohŶŶǇ. Those tǁo—theǇ͛ƌe tǁiŶs, 
“aŵ ͛Ŷ Eƌic. Which is Eric—? You? No—Ǉou͛ƌe “aŵ—͟ 

͞I͛ŵ “aŵ—͟ ͛͞Ŷ 
I͛ŵ EƌiĐ.͟ 

͞We͛d ďetteƌ all haǀe Ŷaŵes,͟ said ‘alph, ͞so I͛ŵ ‘alph.͟ 
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͞We got ŵost Ŷaŵes,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞Got ͛eŵ just Ŷoǁ.͟ 

͞Kids͛ Ŷaŵes,͟ said Meƌƌideǁ. ͞WhǇ should I ďe JaĐk? I͛ŵ 
Meƌƌideǁ.͟ 

Ralph turned to him quickly. This was the voice of one who knew his 

own mind. 

͞TheŶ,͟ ǁeŶt oŶ PiggǇ, ͞that ďoǇ—I forget—͟ 

͞You͛ƌe talkiŶg too ŵuĐh,͟ said JaĐk Meƌƌideǁ. ͞“hut up, FattǇ.͟ 
Laughter arose. 

͞He͛s Ŷot FattǇ,͟ Đƌied ‘alph, ͞his ƌeal Ŷaŵe͛s PiggǇ!͟ 

͞PiggǇ!͟ 

͞PiggǇ!͟ 

͞Oh, PiggǇ!͟ 

A storm of laughter arose and even the tiniest child joined in. For the 

moment the boys were a closed circuit of sympathy with Piggy outside: 

he went very pink, bowed his head and cleaned his glasses again. 

Finally the laughter died away and the naming continued. There was 

Maurice, next in size among the choir boys to Jack, but broad and 

grinning all the time. There was a slight, furtive boy whom no one knew, 

who kept to himself with an inner intensity of avoidance and secrecy. He 

muttered that his name was Roger and was silent again. Bill, Robert, 

Harold, Henry; the choir boy who had fainted sat up against a palm trunk, 

smiled pallidly at Ralph and said that his name was Simon. 

Jack spoke. 

͞We͛ǀe got to deĐide aďout ďeiŶg ƌesĐued.͟ 

There was a buzz. One of the small boys, Henry, said that he wanted 

to go home. 

͞“hut up,͟ said ‘alph aďseŶtlǇ. He lifted the ĐoŶĐh. ͞“eeŵs to ŵe ǁe 
ought to haǀe a Đhief to deĐide thiŶgs.͟ 

͞A Đhief! A Đhief!͟ 

͞I ought to ďe Đhief,͟ said JaĐk ǁith siŵple aƌƌogaŶĐe, ͞ďeĐause 

I͛ŵ Đhapteƌ Đhoƌisteƌ aŶd head ďoǇ. I ĐaŶ siŶg C shaƌp.͟ AŶotheƌ 
buzz. 

͞Well theŶ,͟ said JaĐk, ͞I—͟ 

He hesitated. The dark boy, Roger, stirred at last and spoke up. 

͞Let͛s haǀe a ǀote.͟ 

͞Yes!͟ 
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͞Vote foƌ Đhief!͟ 

͞Let͛s ǀote—͟ 

This toy of voting was almost as pleasing as the conch. Jack started 

to protest but the clamor changed from the general wish for a chief to 

an election by acclaim of Ralph himself. None of the boys could have 

found good reason for this; what intelligence had been shown was 

traceable to Piggy while the most obvious leader was Jack. But there was 

a stillness about Ralph as he sat that marked him out: there was his size, 

and attractive appearance; and most obscurely, yet most powerfully, 

there was the conch. The being that had blown that, had sat waiting for 

them on the platform with the delicate thing balanced on his knees, was 

set apart. 

͞Hiŵ ǁith the shell.͟ 

͞‘alph! ‘alph!͟ 

͞Let hiŵ ďe Đhief ǁith the tƌuŵpet-thiŶg.͟ ‘alph 
raised a hand for silence. 

͞All ƌight. Who ǁaŶts JaĐk foƌ Đhief?͟ 

With dreary obedience the choir raised their hands. 

͞Who ǁaŶts ŵe?͟ 

Every hand outside the Đhoiƌ eǆĐept PiggǇ͛s ǁas ƌaised iŵŵediatelǇ. 
Then Piggy, too, raised his hand grudgingly into the air. Ralph counted. 

͞I͛ŵ Đhief theŶ.͟ 

The circle of boys broke into applause. Even the choir applauded; and 

the fƌeĐkles oŶ JaĐk͛s faĐe disappeaƌed under a blush of mortification. 

He started up, then changed his mind and sat down again while the air 

rang. Ralph looked at him, eager to offer something. 

͞The Đhoiƌ ďeloŶgs to Ǉou, of Đouƌse.͟ 

͞TheǇ Đould ďe the aƌŵǇ—͟ 

͞Oƌ huŶteƌs—͟ 

͞TheǇ Đould be—͟ 

The suffusioŶ dƌaiŶed aǁaǇ fƌoŵ JaĐk͛s faĐe. ‘alph ǁaǀed agaiŶ foƌ 
silence. 

͞JaĐk͛s iŶ Đhaƌge of the Đhoiƌ. TheǇ ĐaŶ ďe—what do you want them 

to ďe?͟ 

͞HuŶteƌs.͟ 
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Jack and Ralph smiled at each other with shy liking. The rest began 

to talk eagerly. 

Jack stood up. 

͞All ƌight, Đhoiƌ. Take off Ǉouƌ togs.͟ 

As if released from class, the choir boys stood up, chattered, piled 

their black cloaks on the grass. Jack laid his on the trunk by Ralph. His 

grey shorts were sticking to him with sweat. Ralph glanced at them 

admiringly, and when Jack saw his glance he explained. 

͞I tƌied to get oǀeƌ that hill to see if theƌe ǁas ǁateƌ all aƌouŶd. But 
Ǉouƌ shell Đalled us.͟ 

Ralph smiled and held up the conch for silence. 

͞ListeŶ, eǀeƌǇďodǇ. I͛ǀe got to haǀe tiŵe to thiŶk thiŶgs out. I ĐaŶ͛t 
deĐide ǁhat to do stƌaight off. If this isŶ͛t aŶ islaŶd ǁe ŵight ďe ƌesĐued 
stƌaight aǁaǇ. “o ǁe͛ǀe got to deĐide if this is aŶ islaŶd. EǀeƌǇďodǇ ŵust 
stay round here and wait and not go away. Three of us—if we take more 

ǁe͛d get all ŵiǆed, and lose each other—three of us will go on an 

eǆpeditioŶ aŶd fiŶd out. I͛ll go, aŶd JaĐk, aŶd, aŶd. . . .͟ 

He looked round the circle of eager faces. There was no lack of boys 

to choose from. 

͞AŶd “iŵoŶ.͟ 

The boys round Simon giggled, and he stood up, laughing a little. Now 

that the pallor of his faint was over, he was a skinny, vivid little boy, with 

a glance coming up from under a hut of straight hair that hung down, 

black and coarse. 

He nodded at Ralph. 

͞I͛ll Đoŵe.͟ 

͞AŶd I—͟ 

Jack snatched from behind him a sizable sheath-knife and clouted it 

into a trunk. The buzz rose and died away. Piggy stirred. 

͞I͛ll Đoŵe.͟ 

Ralph turned to him. 

͞You͛ƌe Ŷo good oŶ a joď like this.͟ 

͞All the saŵe—͟ 

͞We doŶ͛t ǁaŶt Ǉou,͟ said JaĐk, flatlǇ. ͞Thƌee͛s eŶough.͟ PiggǇ͛s 
glasses flashed. 
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͞I ǁas ǁith hiŵ ǁheŶ he fouŶd the ĐoŶĐh. I ǁas ǁith hiŵ ďefoƌe 
aŶǇoŶe else ǁas.͟ 

Jack and the others paid no attention. There was a general dispersal. 

Ralph, Jack and Simon jumped off the platform and walked along the 

sand past the bathing pool. Piggy hung bumbling behind them. 

͞If “iŵoŶ ǁalks iŶ the ŵiddle of us,͟ said ‘alph, ͞theŶ ǁe Đould talk 
oǀeƌ his head.͟ 

The three of them fell into step. This meant that every now and then 

Simon had to do a double shuffle to catch up with the  others. 

Presently Ralph stopped and turned back to Piggy. 

͞Look.͟ 

Jack and Simon pretended to notice nothing. They walked on. 

͞You ĐaŶ͛t Đoŵe.͟ 

PiggǇ͛s glasses ǁeƌe ŵisted agaiŶ—this time with humiliation. 

͞You told ͛eŵ. Afteƌ ǁhat I said.͟ His faĐe flushed, his ŵouth 
trembled. 

͞Afteƌ I said I didŶ͛t ǁaŶt—͟ 

͞What oŶ eaƌth aƌe Ǉou talkiŶg aďout?͟ 

͞Aďout ďeiŶg Đalled PiggǇ. I said I didŶ͛t Đaƌe as loŶg as theǇ didŶ͛t 
call me Piggy; aŶ͛ I said Ŷot to tell aŶd theŶ Ǉou ǁeŶt aŶ͛ said stƌaight 
out—͟ 

Stillness descended on them. Ralph, looking with more 

understanding at Piggy, saw that he was hurt and crushed. He hovered 

between the two courses of apology or further insult. 

͞Betteƌ PiggǇ thaŶ FattǇ,͟ he said at last, ǁith the directness of 

geŶuiŶe leadeƌship, ͞aŶd aŶǇǁaǇ, I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ if Ǉou feel like that. Noǁ go 
ďaĐk, PiggǇ, aŶd take Ŷaŵes. That͛s Ǉouƌ joď. “o loŶg.͟ 

He turned and raced after the other two. Piggy stood and the rose of 

indignation faded slowly from his cheeks. He went back to the platform. 

The three boys walked briskly on the sand. The tide was low and 

there was a strip of weed-strewn beach that was almost as firm as a 

road. A kind of glamour was spread over them and the scene and they 

were conscious of the glamour and made happy by it. They turned to 

each other, laughing excitedly, talking, not listening. The air was bright. 

Ralph, faced by the task of translating all this into an explanation, stood 
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on his head and fell over. When they had done laughing, Simon stroked 

‘alph͛s aƌŵ shǇlǇ; aŶd theǇ had to laugh agaiŶ. 
͞Coŵe oŶ,͟ said JaĐk pƌeseŶtlǇ, ͞ǁe͛ƌe eǆploƌeƌs.͟ 

͞We͛ll go to the eŶd of the islaŶd,͟ said ‘alph, ͞aŶd look ƌouŶd the 
ĐoƌŶeƌ.͟ 

͞If it is aŶ islaŶd—͟ 

Now, toward the end of the afternoon, the mirages were settling a 

little. They found the end of the island, quite distinct, and not magicked 

out of shape or sense. There was a jumble of the usual squareness, with 

one great block sitting out in the lagoon. Sea birds were nesting there. 

͞Like iĐiŶg,͟ said ‘alph, ͞oŶ a piŶk Đake.͟ 

͞We shaŶ͛t see ƌouŶd this ĐoƌŶeƌ,͟ said JaĐk, ͞ďeĐause theƌe isŶ͛t 
one. Only a slow curve—and you can see, the rocks get worse—͟ 

Ralph shaded his eyes and followed the jagged outline of the crags 

up toward the mountain. This part of the beach was nearer the mountain 

than any other that they had seen. 

͞We͛ll tƌǇ ĐliŵďiŶg the ŵouŶtaiŶ fƌoŵ heƌe,͟ he said. ͞I should thiŶk 
this is the easiest ǁaǇ. Theƌe͛s less of that juŶglǇ stuff; aŶd ŵoƌe piŶk 
rock. Coŵe oŶ.͟ 

The three boys began to scramble up. Some unknown force had 

wrenched and shattered these cubes so that they lay askew, often piled 

diminishingly on each other. The most usual feature of the rock was a 

pink cliff surmounted by a skewed block; and that again surmounted, 

and that again, till the pinkness became a stack of balanced rock 

projecting through the looped fantasy of the forest creepers. Where the 

pink cliffs rose out of the ground there were often narrow tracks winding 

upwards. They could edge along them, deep in the plant world, their 

faces to the rock. 

͞What ŵade this tƌaĐk?͟ 

Jack paused, wiping the sweat from his face. Ralph stood by him, 

breathless. 

͞MeŶ?͟ 

Jack shook his head. 

͞AŶiŵals.͟ 

Ralph peered into the darkness under the trees. The forest minutely 

vibrated. 
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͞Coŵe oŶ.͟ 

The difficulty was not the steep ascent round the shoulders of rock, 

but the occasional plunges through the undergrowth to get to the next 

path. Here the roots and stems of creepers were in such tangles that the 

boys had to thread through them like pliant needles. Their only guide, 

apart from the brown ground and occasional flashes of light through the 

foliage, was the tendency of slope: whether this hole, laced as it was with 

the cables of creeper, stood higher than that. Somehow, they moved up. 

Immured in these tangles, at perhaps their most difficult moment, 

Ralph turned with shining eyes to the others. 

͞WaĐĐo.͟ 

͞Wizaƌd.͟ 

͞“ŵashiŶg.͟ 

The cause of their pleasure was not obvious. All three were hot, dirty 

and exhausted. Ralph was badly scratched. The creepers were as thick 

as their thighs and left little but tunnels for further penetration. Ralph 

shouted experimentally and they listened to the muted echoes. 

͞This is ƌeal eǆploƌiŶg,͟ said JaĐk. ͞I ďet ŶoďodǇ͛s ďeeŶ heƌe ďefoƌe.͟ 

͞We ought to dƌaǁ a ŵap,͟ said ‘alph, ͞oŶlǇ ǁe haǀeŶ͛t aŶǇ papeƌ.͟ 

͞We Đould ŵake sĐƌatĐhes oŶ ďaƌk,͟ said “iŵoŶ, ͞aŶd ƌuď ďlaĐk stuff 
iŶ.͟ 

Again came the solemn communion of shining eyes in the gloom. 

͞WaĐĐo.͟ 

͞Wizaƌd.͟ 

There was no place for staŶdiŶg oŶ oŶe͛s head. This tiŵe ‘alph 

expressed the intensity of his emotion by pretending to knock Simon 

down; and soon they were a happy, heaving pile in the under-dusk. 

When they had fallen apart Ralph spoke first. 

͞Got to get oŶ.͟ 

The pink granite of the next cliff was further back from the creep- 

ers and trees so that they could trot up the path. This again led in to 

more open forest so that they had a glimpse of the spread sea. With 

openness came the sun; it dried the sweat that had soaked their clothes 

in the dark, damp heat. At last the way to the top looked like a scramble 

over pink rock, with no more plunging through darkness. The boys chose 

their way through defiles and over heaps of sharp stone. 
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͞Look! Look!͟ 

High over this end of the island, the shattered rocks lifted up their 

stacks and chimneys. This one, against which Jack leaned, moved with a 

grating sound when they pushed. 

͞Coŵe oŶ—͟ 

But Ŷot ͞Coŵe oŶ͟ to the top. The assault oŶ the suŵŵit ŵust ǁait 
while the three boys accepted this challenge. The rock was as large as a 

small motor car. 

͞Heaǀe!͟ 

Sway back and forth, catch the rhythm. 

͞Heaǀe!͟ 

Increase the swing of the pendulum, increase, increase, come up and 

bear against that point of furthest balance—increase—increase— 

͞Heaǀe!͟ 

The great rock loitered, poised on one toe, decided not to return, 

moved through the air, fell, struck, turned over, leapt droning through 

the air and smashed a deep hole in the canopy of the forest. Echoes and 

birds flew, white and pink dust floated, the forest further down shook as 

with the passage of an enraged monster: and then the island was still. 

͞WaĐĐo!͟ 

͞Like a ďoŵď!͟ 

͞Whee-aa-oo!͟ 

Not for five minutes could they drag themselves away from this 

triumph. But they left at last. 

The way to the top was easy after that. As they reached the last 

stretch Ralph stopped. 

͞GollǇ!͟ 

They were on the lip of a circular hollow in the side of the mountain. 

This was filled with a blue flower, a rock plant of some sort, and the 

overflow hung down the vent and spilled lavishly among the canopy of 

the forest. The air was thick with butterflies, lifting, fluttering, settling. 

Beyond the hollow was the square top of the mountain and soon 

they were standing on it. 

They had guessed before that this was an island: clambering among 

the pink rocks, with the sea on either side, and the crystal heights of air, 

they had known by some instinct that the sea lay on every side. But there 
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seemed something more fitting in leaving the last word till they stood on 

the top, and could see a circular horizon of water. 

Ralph turned to the others. 

͞This ďeloŶgs to us.͟ 

It was roughly boat-shaped: humped near this end with behind them 

the jumbled descent to the shore. On either side rocks, cliffs, treetops 

and a steep slope: forward there, the length of the boat, a tamer 

descent, tree-clad, with hints of pink: and then the jungly flat of the 

island, dense green, but drawn at the end to a pink tail. There, where the 

island petered out in water, was another island; a rock, almost detached, 

standing like a fort, facing them across the green with one bold, pink 

bastion. 

The boys surveyed all this, then looked out to sea. They were high up 

and the afternoon had advanced; the view was not robbed of sharpness 

by mirage. 

͞That͛s a ƌeef. A Đoƌal ƌeef. I͛ǀe seeŶ piĐtuƌes like that.͟ 

The reef enclosed more than one side of the island, lying perhaps a 

mile out and parallel to what they now thought of as their beach. The 

coral was scribbled in the sea as though a giant had bent down to 

reproduce the shape of the island in a flowing chalk line but tired before 

he had finished. Inside was peacock water, rocks and weeds showing as 

in an aquarium; outside was the dark blue of the sea. The tide was 

running so that long streaks of foam tailed away from the reef and for a 

moment they felt that the boat was moving steadily astern. 

Jack pointed down. 

͞That͛s ǁheƌe ǁe laŶded.͟ 

Beyond falls and cliffs there was a gash visible in the trees; there 

were the splintered trunks and then the drag, leaving only a fringe of 

palm between the scar and the sea. There, too, jutting into the lagoon, 

was the platform, with insect-like figures moving near it. 

Ralph sketched a twining line from the bald spot on which they stood 

down a slope, a gully, through flowers, round and down to the rock 

where the scar started. 

͞That͛s the ƋuiĐkest ǁaǇ ďaĐk.͟ 

Eyes shining, mouths open, triumphant, they savored the right of 

domination. They were lifted up: were friends. 
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͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo ǀillage sŵoke, aŶd Ŷo ďoats,͟ said ‘alph ǁiselǇ. ͞We͛ll 
make sure later, but I think it͛s uŶiŶhaďited.͟ 

͞We͛ll get food,͟ Đƌied JaĐk. ͞HuŶt. CatĐh thiŶgs . . . uŶtil theǇ fetĐh 
us.͟ 

Simon looked at them both, saying nothing but nodding till his black 

hair flopped backwards and forwards: his face was glowing. 

Ralph looked down the other way where there was no reef. 

͞“teepeƌ,͟ said JaĐk. 
Ralph made a cupping gesture. 

͞That ďit of foƌest doǁŶ theƌe . . . the ŵouŶtaiŶ holds it up.͟ EǀeƌǇ 
point of the mountain held up trees—flowers and trees. Now the forest 

stirred, roared, flailed. The nearer acres of rock flowers fluttered and for 

half a minute the breeze blew cool on their faces. 

Ralph spread his arms. 

͞All ouƌs.͟ 

They laughed and tumbled and shouted on the mountain.  

͞I͛ŵ huŶgƌǇ.͟ 

When Simon mentioned his hunger the others became aware of 

theirs. 

͞Coŵe oŶ,͟ said ‘alph. ͞ We͛ǀe fouŶd out ǁhat ǁe ǁaŶted to kŶoǁ.͟ 

They scrambled down a rock slope, dropped among flowers and 

made their way under the trees. Here they paused and examined the 

bushes round them curiously. 

Simon spoke first. 

͞Like ĐaŶdles. CaŶdle ďushes. CaŶdle ďuds.͟  

The bushes were dark evergreen and aromatic and the many buds 

were waxen green and folded up against the light. Jack slashed at one 

with his knife and the scent spilled over them. 

͞CaŶdle ďuds.͟ 

͞You ĐouldŶ͛t light theŵ,͟ said ‘alph. ͞TheǇ just look like ĐaŶdles.͟ 

͞GƌeeŶ ĐaŶdles,͟ said JaĐk ĐoŶteŵptuouslǇ. ͞We ĐaŶ͛t eat theŵ. 
Coŵe oŶ.͟ 

They were in the beginnings of the thick forest, plonking with weary 

feet on a track, when they heard the noises—squeakings—and the hard 

strike of hoofs on a path. As they pushed forward the squeaking 

increased till it became a frenzy. They found a piglet caught in a curtain 
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of creepers, throwing itself at the elastic traces in all the madness of 

extreme terror. Its voice was thin, needle-sharp and insistent. The three 

boys rushed forward and Jack drew his knife again with a flourish. He 

raised his arm in the air. There came a pause, a hiatus, the pig continued 

to scream and the creepers to jerk, and the blade continued to flash at 

the end of a bony arm. The pause was only long enough for them to 

understand what an enormity the downward stroke would be. Then the 

piglet tore loose from the creepers and scurried into the undergrowth. 

TheǇ ǁeƌe left lookiŶg at eaĐh otheƌ aŶd the plaĐe of teƌƌoƌ. JaĐk͛s face 

was white under the freckles. He noticed that he still held the knife aloft 

and brought his arm down replacing the blade in the sheath. Then they 

all three laughed ashamedly and began to climb back to the track. 

͞I ǁas ĐhoosiŶg a plaĐe,͟ said JaĐk. ͞I was just waiting for a moment 

to deĐide ǁheƌe to staď hiŵ.͟ 

͞You should stiĐk a pig,͟ said ‘alph fieƌĐelǇ. ͞TheǇ alǁaǇs talk aďout 
stiĐkiŶg a pig.͟ 

͞You Đut a pig͛s thƌoat to let the ďlood out,͟ said JaĐk, ͞otheƌǁise 
Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t eat the ŵeat.͟ 

͞WhǇ didŶ͛t Ǉou—?͟ 

They knew very ǁell ǁhǇ he hadŶ͛t: ďeĐause of the eŶoƌŵitǇ of the 
knife descending and cutting into living flesh; because of the unbearable 

blood. 

͞I ǁas goiŶg to,͟ said JaĐk. He ǁas ahead of theŵ, aŶd theǇ Đould Ŷot 
see his faĐe. ͞I ǁas ĐhoosiŶg a place. Next time—!͟ 

He snatched his knife out of the sheath and slammed it into a tree 

trunk. Next time there would be no mercy. He looked round fiercely, 

daring them to contradict. Then they broke out into the sunlight and for 

a while they were busy finding and devouring food as they moved down 

the scar toward the platform and the meeting. 
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t w o 

F I R E O N T H E M O U N T A I N 

Y THE TIME RALPH FINISHED blowing the conch the platform was crowded. 

There were differences between this meeting and the one held in 

the morning. The afternoon sun slanted in from the other side of the 

platform and most of the children, feeling too late the smart of sunburn, 

had put their clothes on. The choir, noticeably less of a group, had 

discarded their cloaks. 

Ralph sat on a fallen trunk, his left side to the sun. On his right were 

most of the choir; on his left the larger boys who had not known each 

other before the evacuation; before him small children squatted in the 

grass. 

Silence now. Ralph lifted the cream and pink shell to his knees and a 

sudden breeze scattered light over the platform. He was uncertain 

whether to stand up or remain sitting. He looked sideways to his left, 

toward the bathing pool. Piggy was sitting near but giving no help. 

Ralph cleared his throat. 

͞Well theŶ.͟ 

All at once he found he could talk fluently and explain what he had 

to say. He passed a hand through his fair hair and spoke. 

͞We͛ƌe oŶ aŶ islaŶd. We͛ǀe ďeeŶ oŶ the mountain top and seen 

water all round. We saw no houses, no smoke, no footprints, no boats, 

Ŷo people. We͛ƌe oŶ aŶ uŶiŶhaďited islaŶd ǁith Ŷo otheƌ people oŶ it.͟ 

Jack broke in. 

͞All the saŵe Ǉou Ŷeed aŶ aƌŵǇ—for hunting. Hunting pigs—͟ 

͞Yes. Theƌe aƌe pigs oŶ the islaŶd.͟ 

All three of them tried to convey the sense of the pink live thing 

struggling in the creepers. 

͞We saǁ—͟ 

B 
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͞“ƋuealiŶg—͟ 

͞It ďƌoke aǁaǇ—͟ 

͞Befoƌe I Đould kill it—but—Ŷeǆt tiŵe!͟ 

Jack slammed his knife into a trunk and looked round challengingly. 

The meeting settled down again. 

͞“o Ǉou see,͟ said ‘alph, ͞ǁe Ŷeed huŶteƌs to get us meat. And 

aŶotheƌ thiŶg.͟ 

He lifted the shell on his knees and looked round the sunslashed 

faces. 

͞Theƌe aƌeŶ͛t aŶǇ gƌoǁŶups. We shall haǀe to look afteƌ ouƌselǀes.͟ 

The meeting hummed and was silent. 

͞AŶd aŶotheƌ thiŶg. We ĐaŶ͛t haǀe eǀeƌǇďodǇ talking at once. 

We͛ll haǀe to haǀe ͚HaŶds up͛ like at sĐhool.͟ 

He held the conch before his face and glanced round the mouth. 

͞TheŶ I͛ll giǀe hiŵ the ĐoŶĐh.͟ 

͞CoŶĐh?͟ 

͞That͛s ǁhat this shell͛s Đalled. I͛ll giǀe the ĐoŶĐh to the Ŷeǆt peƌsoŶ 
to speak. He can hold it ǁheŶ he͛s speakiŶg.͟ 

͞But—͟ 

͞Look—͟ 

͞AŶd he ǁoŶ͛t ďe iŶteƌƌupted. EǆĐept ďǇ ŵe.͟ JaĐk 
was on his feet. 

͞We͛ll haǀe ƌules!͟ he Đƌied eǆĐitedlǇ. ͞Lots of ƌules! TheŶ ǁhen 

aŶǇoŶe ďƌeaks ͛eŵ—͟ 

͞Whee—oh!͟ 

͞WaĐĐo!͟ 

͞BoŶg!͟ 

͞DoiŶk!͟ 

Ralph felt the conch lifted from his lap. Then Piggy was standing 

cradling the great cream shell and the shouting died down. Jack, left on 

his feet, looked uncertainly at Ralph who smiled and patted the log. 

Jack sat down. Piggy took off his glasses and blinked at the assembly 

while he wiped them on his shirt. 

͞You͛ƌe hiŶdeƌiŶg ‘alph. You͛ƌe Ŷot lettiŶg hiŵ get to the ŵost 
iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg.͟ 

He paused effectively. 
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͞Who kŶoǁs ǁe͛ƌe heƌe? Eh?͟ 

͞TheǇ kŶeǁ at the aiƌpoƌt.͟ 

͞The ŵaŶ ǁith a tƌuŵpet-thing—͟ 

͞MǇ dad.͟ 

Piggy put on his glasses. 

͞NoďodǇ kŶoǁs ǁheƌe ǁe aƌe,͟ said PiggǇ. He ǁas paleƌ thaŶ ďefoƌe 
aŶd ďƌeathless. ͞ Peƌhaps theǇ kŶeǁ ǁheƌe ǁe ǁas goiŶg to; aŶd peƌhaps 
Ŷot. But theǇ doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁheƌe ǁe aƌe ͛Đos ǁe Ŷeǀeƌ got theƌe.͟ He 
gaped at them for a moment, then swayed and sat down. 

Ralph took the conch from his hands. 

͞That͛s ǁhat I ǁas goiŶg to saǇ,͟ he ǁeŶt oŶ, ͞ǁheŶ Ǉou all, all. . . .͟ 
He gazed at theiƌ iŶteŶt faĐes. ͞The plaŶe ǁas shot down in flames. 

NoďodǇ kŶoǁs ǁheƌe ǁe aƌe. We ŵaǇ ďe heƌe a loŶg tiŵe.͟ 

The silence was so complete that they could hear the unevenness of 

PiggǇ͛s ďƌeathiŶg. The suŶ slaŶted iŶ aŶd laǇ goldeŶ oǀeƌ half the 
platform. The breezes that on the lagoon had chased their tails like 

kittens were finding their way across the platform and into the forest. 

Ralph pushed back the tangle of fair hair that hung on his forehead. 

͞“o ǁe ŵaǇ ďe heƌe a loŶg tiŵe.͟ 

Nobody said anything. He grinned suddenly. 

͞But this is a good island. We—Jack, Simon and me—we climbed the 

ŵouŶtaiŶ. It͛s ǁizaƌd. Theƌe͛s food aŶd drink, and—͟ 

͞‘oĐks—͟ 

͞Blue floǁeƌs—͟ 

PiggǇ, paƌtlǇ ƌeĐoǀeƌed, poiŶted to the ĐoŶĐh iŶ ‘alph͛s haŶds, aŶd 
Jack and Simon fell silent. Ralph went on. 

͞While ǁe͛ƌe ǁaitiŶg ǁe ĐaŶ haǀe a good tiŵe oŶ this islaŶd.͟ He 
gesticulated widely. 

͞It͛s like iŶ a ďook.͟ 

At oŶĐe theƌe ǁas a Đlaŵoƌ. ͞Tƌeasuƌe 
Island—͟ 

͞“ǁalloǁs aŶd AŵazoŶs—͟ 

͞Coƌal IslaŶd—͟ 

Ralph waved the conch. 

͞This is ouƌ islaŶd. It͛s a good islaŶd. UŶtil the gƌoǁŶups Đoŵe to 
fetĐh us ǁe͛ll haǀe fuŶ.͟ 
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Jack held out his hand for the conch. 

͞Theƌe͛s pigs,͟ he said. ͞ Theƌe͛s food; aŶd ďathiŶg ǁateƌ iŶ that little 
stream along there—aŶd eǀeƌǇthiŶg. DidŶ͛t aŶǇoŶe fiŶd aŶǇthiŶg else?͟ 

He handed the conch back to Ralph and sat down. Apparently no one 

had found anything. 

The older boys first noticed the child when he resisted. There was a 

group of little boys urging him forward and he did not want to go. He 

was a shrimp of a boy, about six years old, and one side of his face was 

blotted out by a mulberry-colored birthmark. He stood now, warped out 

of the perpendicular by the fierce light of publicity, and he bored into 

the coarse grass with one toe. He was muttering and about to cry. 

The other little boys, whispering but serious, pushed him toward 

Ralph. 

͞All ƌight,͟ said ‘alph, ͞Đoŵe oŶ theŶ.͟ The 
small boy looked round in panic. 

͞“peak up!͟ 

The small boy held out his hands for the conch and the assembly 

shouted with laughter; at once he snatched back his hands and started 

to cry. 

͞Let hiŵ haǀe the ĐoŶĐh!͟ shouted PiggǇ. ͞Let hiŵ haǀe it!͟ 

At last Ralph induced him to hold the shell but by then the blow of 

laughteƌ had takeŶ aǁaǇ the Đhild͛s ǀoiĐe. PiggǇ kŶelt ďǇ hiŵ, one hand 

on the great shell, listening and interpreting to the assembly. 

͞He ǁaŶts to kŶoǁ ǁhat Ǉou͛ƌe goiŶg to do aďout the sŶakethiŶg.͟ 

Ralph laughed, and the other boys laughed with him. The small boy 

twisted further into himself. 

͞Tell us aďout the sŶake-thiŶg.͟ 

͞Noǁ he saǇs it ǁas a ďeastie.͟ 

͞Beastie?͟ 

͞A sŶake-thiŶg. Eǀeƌ so ďig. He saǁ it.͟ 

͞Wheƌe?͟ 

͞IŶ the ǁoods.͟ 

Either the wandering breezes or perhaps the decline of the sun 

allowed a little coolness to lie under the trees. The boys felt it and stirred 

restlessly. 
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͞You ĐouldŶ͛t haǀe a ďeastie, a sŶake-thiŶg, oŶ aŶ islaŶd this size,͟ 
‘alph eǆplaiŶed kiŶdlǇ. ͞You oŶlǇ get theŵ iŶ ďig ĐouŶtƌies, like Africa, 

oƌ IŶdia.͟ 

Murmur; and the grave nodding of heads. 

͞He saǇs the ďeastie Đaŵe iŶ the daƌk.͟ 
͞TheŶ he ĐouldŶ͛t see it!͟ Laughteƌ aŶd 
cheers. 

͞Did Ǉou heaƌ that? “aǇs he saǁ the thiŶg iŶ the daƌk—͟ 

͞He still saǇs he saǁ the ďeastie. It Đaŵe aŶd ǁeŶt aǁaǇ agaiŶ aŶ͛ 
came back and wanted to eat him—͟ 

͞He ǁas dƌeaŵiŶg.͟ 

Laughing, Ralph looked for confirmation round the ring of faces. The 

older boys agreed; but here and there among the little ones was the 

doubt that required more than rational assurance. 

͞He ŵust haǀe had a Ŷightŵaƌe. “tuŵďliŶg aďout aŵoŶg all those 
Đƌeepeƌs.͟ 

More grave nodding; they knew about nightmares. 

͞He saǇs he saǁ the ďeastie, the sŶake-thing, and will it come back 

toŶight?͟ 

͞But theƌe isŶ͛t a ďeastie!͟ 

͞He saǇs iŶ the ŵoƌŶiŶg it turned into them things like ropes in the 

trees and hung in the branches. He says will it come ďaĐk toŶight?͟ 

͞But theƌe isŶ͛t a ďeastie!͟ 

There was no laughter at all now and more grave watching. Ralph 

pushed both hands through his hair and looked at the little boy in mixed 

amusement and exasperation. 

Jack seized the conch. 

͞‘alph͛s ƌight of Đouƌse. Theƌe isŶ͛t a sŶake-thing. But if there was a 

sŶake ǁe͛d huŶt it aŶd kill it. We͛ƌe goiŶg to huŶt pigs to get ŵeat foƌ 
eǀeƌǇďodǇ. AŶd ǁe͛ll look foƌ the sŶake too—͟ 

͞But theƌe isŶ͛t a sŶake!͟ 

͞We͛ll ŵake suƌe ǁheŶ ǁe go huŶtiŶg.͟ 

Ralph was annoyed and, for the moment, defeated. He felt himself 

facing something ungraspable. The eyes that looked so intently at him 

were without humor. 

͞But theƌe isŶ͛t a ďeast!͟ 
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Something he had not known was there rose in him and compelled 

him to make the point, loudly and agaiŶ. ͞But I tell Ǉou theƌe isŶ͛t a 
ďeast!͟ The asseŵďlǇ ǁas sileŶt. 

Ralph lifted the conch again and his good humor came back as he 

thought of what he had to say next. 

͞Noǁ ǁe Đoŵe to the ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg. I͛ǀe ďeeŶ thiŶkiŶg. I ǁas 
thinking while we ǁeƌe ĐliŵďiŶg the ŵouŶtaiŶ.͟ He flashed a 
ĐoŶspiƌatoƌial gƌiŶ at the otheƌ tǁo. ͞AŶd oŶ the ďeaĐh just Ŷoǁ. This is 
what I thought. We want to have fun. And we ǁaŶt to ďe ƌesĐued.͟ 

The passionate noise of agreement from the assembly hit him like a 

wave and he lost his thread. He thought again. 

͞We ǁaŶt to ďe ƌesĐued; aŶd of Đouƌse ǁe shall ďe ƌesĐued.͟ 

Voices babbled. The simple statement, unbacked by any proof but 

the ǁeight of ‘alph͛s Ŷeǁ authoƌitǇ, ďƌought light aŶd happiŶess. He had 
to wave the conch before he could make them hear him. 

͞MǇ fatheƌ͛s iŶ the NaǀǇ. He said theƌe aƌeŶ͛t aŶǇ uŶkŶoǁŶ islaŶds 
left. He says the Queen has a big room full of maps and all the islands in 

the ǁoƌld aƌe dƌaǁŶ theƌe. “o the QueeŶ͛s got a piĐtuƌe of this islaŶd.͟ 

Again came the sounds of cheerfulness and better heart. 

͞AŶd sooŶeƌ oƌ lateƌ a ship ǁill put iŶ heƌe. It ŵight eǀeŶ ďe DaddǇ͛s 
ship. So you see, sooner or later, we shall ďe ƌesĐued.͟ 

He paused, with the point made. The assembly was lifted toward 

safety by his words. They liked and now respected him. Spontaneously 

they began to clap and presently the platform was loud with applause. 

Ralph flushed, looking sideways at PiggǇ͛s opeŶ adŵiƌatioŶ, aŶd theŶ the 
other way at Jack who was smirking and showing that he too knew how 

to clap. 

Ralph waved the conch. 

͞“hut up! Wait! ListeŶ!͟ 

He went on in the silence, borne on his triumph. 

͞Theƌe͛s aŶotheƌ thiŶg. We ĐaŶ help theŵ to find us. If a ship comes 

near the island they may not notice us. So we must make smoke on 

top of the ŵouŶtaiŶ. We ŵust ŵake a fiƌe.͟ 

͞A fiƌe! Make a fiƌe!͟ 

At once half the boys were on their feet. Jack clamored among them, 

the conch forgotten. 
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͞Coŵe oŶ! Folloǁ ŵe!͟ 

The space under the palm trees was full of noise and movement. 

Ralph was on his feet too, shouting for quiet, but no one heard him. All 

at once the crowd swayed toward the island and was gone—following 

Jack. Even the tiny children went and did their best among the leaves 

and broken branches. Ralph was left, holding the conch, with no one but 

Piggy. 

PiggǇ͛s ďƌeathiŶg ǁas Ƌuite ƌestoƌed. 
͞Like kids!͟ he said sĐoƌŶfullǇ. ͞AĐtiŶg like a Đƌoǁd of kids!͟ 

Ralph looked at him doubtfully and laid the conch on t he tree trunk. 

͞I ďet it͛s goŶe tea-tiŵe,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞What do theǇ thiŶk theǇ͛ƌe 

goiŶg to do oŶ that ŵouŶtaiŶ?͟ 

He caressed the shell respectfully, then stopped and looked up. 

͞‘alph! HeǇ! Wheƌe Ǉou goiŶg?͟ 

Ralph was already clambering over the first smashed swathes of the 

scar. A long way ahead of him was crashing and laughter. 

Piggy watched him in disgust. 

͞Like a Đƌoǁd of kids—͟ 

He sighed, bent, and laced up his shoes. The noise of the errant 

assembly faded up the mountain. Then, with the martyred expression of 

a parent who has to keep up with the senseless ebullience of the 

children, he picked up the conch, turned toward the forest, and began 

to pick his way over the tumbled scar. 

Below the other side of the mountain top was a platform of forest. 

Once more Ralph found himself making the cupping gesture. 

͞DoǁŶ theƌe ǁe Đould get as ŵuĐh ǁood as ǁe ǁaŶt.͟ 

Jack nodded and pulled at his underlip. Starting perhaps a hundred 

feet below them on the steeper side of the mountain, the patch might 

have been designed expressly for fuel. Trees, forced by the damp heat, 

found too little soil for full growth, fell early and decayed: creepers 

cradled them, and new saplings searched a way up. 

Jack turned to the choir, who stood ready. Their black caps of 

maintenance were slid over one ear like berets. 

͞We͛ll ďuild a pile. Coŵe oŶ.͟  
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They found the likeliest path down and began tugging at the dead 

wood. And the small boys who had reached the top came sliding too till 

everyone but Piggy was busy. Most of the wood was so rotten that when 

they pulled, it broke up into a shower of fragments and woodlice and 

deĐaǇ; ďut soŵe tƌuŶks Đaŵe out iŶ oŶe pieĐe. The tǁiŶs, “aŵ ͛Ŷ EƌiĐ, 
were the first to get a likely log but they could do nothing till Ralph, Jack, 

Simon, Roger and Maurice found room for a hand-hold. Then they 

inched the grotesque dead thing up the rock and toppled it over on top. 

Each party of boys added a quota, less or more, and the pile grew. At the 

return Ralph found himself alone on a limb with Jack and they grinned 

at each other, sharing this burden. Once more, amid the breeze, the 

shouting, the slanting sunlight on the high mountain, was shed that 

glamour, that strange invisible light of friendship, adventure, and 

ĐoŶteŶt. ͞Alŵost too heaǀǇ.͟ JaĐk gƌiŶŶed ďaĐk. 
͞Not foƌ the tǁo of us.͟ 

Together, joined in an effort by the burden, they staggered up the 

last steep of the mountain. Together, they chanted One! Two! Three! 

and crashed the log on to the great pile. Then they stepped back, 

laughing with triumphant pleasure, so that immediately Ralph had to 

stand on his head. Below them, boys were still laboring, though some of 

the small ones had lost interest and were searching this new forest for 

fruit. Now the twins, with unsuspected intelligence, came up the 

mountain with armfuls of dried leaves and dumped them against the 

pile. One by one, as they sensed that the pile was complete, the boys 

stopped going back for more and stood, with the pink, shattered top of 

the mountain around them. Breath came evenly by now, and sweat 

dried. 

Ralph and Jack looked at each other while society paused about 

them. The shameful knowledge grew in them and they did not know how 

to begin confession. 

Ralph spoke first, crimson in the face. 

͞Will Ǉou?͟ 

He cleared his throat and went on. 

͞Will Ǉou light the fiƌe?͟ 

Now the absurd situation was open, Jack blushed too. He began to 

mutter vaguely. 
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͞You ƌuď tǁo stiĐks. You ƌuď—͟ 

He glanced at Ralph, who blurted out the last confession of 

incompetence. 

͞Has aŶǇoŶe got aŶǇ ŵatĐhes?͟ 

͞You ŵake a ďoǁ aŶd spiŶ the aƌƌoǁ,͟ said ‘ogeƌ. He ƌuďďed his 
haŶds iŶ ŵiŵe. ͞Psss. Psss.͟ 

A little air was moving over the mountain. Piggy came with it, in 

shorts and shirt, laboring cautiously out of the forest with the evening 

sunlight gleaming from his glasses. He held the conch under his arm. 

Ralph shouted at him. 

͞PiggǇ! Haǀe Ǉou got aŶǇ ŵatĐhes?͟ 

The other boys took up the cry till the mountain rang. Piggy shook 

his head and came to the pile. 

͞MǇ! You͛ǀe ŵade a ďig heap, haǀeŶ͛t Ǉou?͟ JaĐk 
pointed suddenly. 

͞His speĐs—use theŵ as ďuƌŶiŶg glasses!͟ 

Piggy was surrounded before he could back away. 

͞Heƌe—let ŵe go!͟ His ǀoiĐe ƌose to a shƌiek of teƌƌoƌ as JaĐk 
sŶatĐhed the glasses off his faĐe. ͞MiŶd out! Giǀe ͛eŵ ďaĐk! I ĐaŶ haƌdlǇ 
see! You͛ll ďƌeak the ĐoŶĐh!͟ 

Ralph elbowed him to one side and knelt by the pile. 

͞“taŶd out of the light.͟ 

There was pushing and pulling and officious cries. Ralph moved the 

lenses back and forth, this way and that, till a glossy white image of the 

declining sun lay on a piece of rotten wood. Almost at once a thin trickle 

of smoke rose up and made him cough. Jack knelt too and blew gently, 

so that the smoke drifted away, thickening, and a tiny flame appeared. 

The flame, nearly invisible at first in that bright sunlight, enveloped a 

small twig, grew, was enriched with color and reached up to a branch 

which exploded with a sharp crack. The flame flapped higher and the 

boys broke into a cheer. 

͞MǇ speĐs!͟ hoǁled PiggǇ. ͞Giǀe ŵe ŵǇ speĐs!͟ 

Ralph stood away from the pile and put the glasses into PiggǇ͛s 
groping hands. His voice subsided to a mutter. 

͞Jus͛ ďluƌs, that͛s all. Haƌdly see my hand—͟ 
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The boys were dancing. The pile was so rotten, and now so tinderdry, 

that whole limbs yielded passionately to the yellow flames that poured 

upwards and shook a great beard of flame twenty feet in the air. For 

yards round the fire the heat was like a blow, and the breeze was a river 

of sparks. Trunks crumbled to white dust. 

Ralph shouted. 

͞Moƌe ǁood! All of Ǉou get ŵoƌe ǁood!͟ 

Life became a race with the fire and the boys scattered through the 

upper forest. To keep a clean flag of flame flying on the mountain was 

the immediate end and no one looked further. Even the smallest boys, 

unless fruit claimed them, brought little pieces of wood and threw them 

in. The air moved a little faster and became a light wind, so that leeward 

and windward side were clearly differentiated. On one side the air was 

cool, but on the other the fire thrust out a savage arm of heat that 

crinkled hair on the instant. Boys who felt the evening wind on their 

damp faces paused to enjoy the freshness of it and then found they were 

exhausted. They flung themselves down in the shadows that lay among 

the shattered rocks. The beard of flame diminished quickly; then the pile 

fell inwards with a soft, cindery sound, and sent a great tree of sparks 

upwards that leaned away and drifted downwind. The boys lay, painting 

like dogs. 

Ralph raised his head off his forearms. 

͞That ǁas Ŷo good.͟ 

Roger spat efficiently into the hot dust. 

͞What d͛Ǉou ŵeaŶ?͟ 

͞Theƌe ǁasŶ͛t aŶǇ sŵoke. OŶlǇ flaŵe.͟ 

Piggy had settled himself in a space between two rocks, and sat with 

the conch on his knees. 

͞We haǀeŶ͛t ŵade a fiƌe,͟ he said, ͞ ǁhat͛s aŶǇ use. We ĐouldŶ͛t keep 
a fiƌe like that goiŶg, Ŷot if ǁe tƌied.͟ 

͞A fat lot Ǉou tƌied,͟ said JaĐk ĐoŶteŵptuouslǇ. ͞You just sat.͟ 

͞We used his speĐs,͟ said Simon, smearing a black cheek with his 

foƌeaƌŵ. ͞He helped that ǁaǇ.͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh,͟ said PiggǇ iŶdigŶaŶtlǇ. ͞You let ŵe speak!͟ 

͞The ĐoŶĐh doesŶ͛t ĐouŶt oŶ top of the ŵouŶtaiŶ,͟ said JaĐk, ͞ so Ǉou 
shut up.͟ 
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͞I got the ĐoŶĐh iŶ ŵǇ haŶd.͟ 

͞Put oŶ gƌeeŶ ďƌaŶĐhes,͟ said MauƌiĐe. ͞ That͛s the ďest ǁaǇ to ŵake 
sŵoke.͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh—͟ JaĐk 
turned fiercely. 

͞You shut up!͟ 

Piggy wilted. Ralph took the conch from him and looked round the 

circle of boys. 

͞We͛ǀe got to haǀe speĐial people foƌ lookiŶg after the fire. Any day 

theƌe ŵaǇ ďe a ship out theƌe͟—he waved his arm at the taut wire of 

the horizon—͞aŶd if ǁe haǀe a sigŶal goiŶg theǇ͛ll Đoŵe aŶd take us off. 
And another thing. We ought to have more rules. Where the conch is, 

that͛s a ŵeetiŶg. The saŵe up heƌe as doǁŶ theƌe.͟ 

TheǇ asseŶted. PiggǇ opeŶed his ŵouth to speak, Đaught JaĐk͛s eǇe 
and shut it again. Jack held out his hands for the conch and stood up, 

holding the delicate thing carefully in his sooty hands. 

͞I agƌee ǁith ‘alph. We͛ǀe got to have rules and obey them. After 

all, ǁe͛ƌe Ŷot saǀages. We͛ƌe EŶglish, aŶd the EŶglish aƌe ďest at 
eǀeƌǇthiŶg. “o ǁe͛ǀe got to do the ƌight thiŶgs.͟ He 

turned to Ralph. 

͞‘alph, I͛ll split up the choir—my hunters, that is—into groups, and 

ǁe͛ll ďe ƌespoŶsiďle for keeping the fire going—͟ 

This generosity brought a spatter of applause from the boys, so that 

Jack grinned at them, then waved the conch for silence. 

͞We͛ll let the fiƌe ďuƌŶ out Ŷoǁ. Who would see smoke at nighttime, 

anyway? And we can start the fire again whenever we like. Altos, you 

can keep the fire going this week, and trebles the next—͟ The asseŵďlǇ 
assented gravely. 

͞AŶd ǁe͛ll ďe ƌespoŶsiďle foƌ keepiŶg a lookout too. If ǁe see a ship 

out theƌe͟—they followed the direction of his bony arm with their 

eyes—͞ǁe͛ll put gƌeeŶ ďƌaŶĐhes oŶ. TheŶ theƌe͛ll ďe ŵoƌe sŵoke.͟ 

They gazed intently at the dense blue of the horizon, as if a little 

silhouette might appear there at any moment. 

The sun in the west was a drop of burning gold that slid nearer and 

nearer the sill of the world. All at once they were aware of the evening 

as the end of light and warmth. 
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Roger took the conch and looked round at them gloomily. 

͞I͛ǀe ďeeŶ ǁatĐhiŶg the sea. Theƌe hasŶ͛t ďeeŶ the tƌaĐe of a ship. 
Peƌhaps ǁe͛ll Ŷeǀeƌ ďe ƌesĐued.͟ 

A murmur rose and swept away. Ralph took back the conch. 

͞I said ďefoƌe ǁe͛ll ďe ƌesĐued soŵetiŵe. We͛ǀe just got to ǁait, 
that͛s all.͟ 

Daring, indignant, Piggy took the conch. 

͞That͛s ǁhat I said! I said about our meetings and things and then 

you said shut up—͟ 

His voice lifted into the whine of virtuous recrimination. They stirred 

and began to shout him down. 

͞You said Ǉou ǁaŶted a sŵall fiƌe aŶd Ǉou ďeeŶ aŶd ďuilt  a pile like a 
hayrick. If I saǇ aŶǇthiŶg,͟ Đƌied PiggǇ, ǁith ďitteƌ ƌealisŵ, ͞Ǉou saǇ 

shut up; but if Jack or Maurice or Simon—͟ 

He paused in the tumult, standing, looking beyond them and down 

the unfriendly side of the mountain to the great patch where they had 

found dead wood. Then he laughed so strangely that they were hushed, 

looking at the flash of his spectacles in astonishment. They followed his 

gaze to find the sour joke. 

͞You got Ǉouƌ sŵall fiƌe all ƌight.͟ 

Smoke was rising here and there among the creepers that festooned 

the dead or dying trees. As they watched, a flash of fire appeared at the 

root of one wisp, and then the smoke thickened. Small flames stirred at 

the trunk of a tree and crawled away through leaves and brushwood, 

dividing and increasing. One patch touched a tree trunk and scrambled 

up like a bright squirrel. The smoke increased, sifted, rolled outwards. 

The squirrel leapt on the wings of the wind and clung to another standing 

tree, eating downwards. Beneath the dark canopy of leaves and smoke 

the fire laid hold on the forest and began to gnaw. Acres of black and 

yellow smoke rolled steadily toward the sea. At the sight of the flames 

and the irresistible course of the fire, the boys broke into shrill, excited 

cheering. The flames, as though they were a kind of wild life, crept as a 

jaguar creeps on its belly toward a line of birch-like saplings that fledged 

an outcrop of the pink rock. They flapped at the first of the trees, and 

the branches grew a brief foliage of fire. The heart of flame leapt nimbly 

across the gap between the trees and then went swinging and flaring 
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along the whole row of them. Beneath the capering boys a quarter of a 

mile square of forest was savage with smoke and flame. The separate 

noises of the fire merged into a drum-roll that seemed to shake the 

mountain. 

͞You got Ǉouƌ sŵall fiƌe all ƌight.͟ 

Startled, Ralph realized that the boys were falling still and silent, 

feeling the beginnings of awe at the power set free below them. The 

knowledge and the awe made him savage. 

͞Oh, shut up!͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh,͟ said PiggǇ, iŶ a huƌt ǀoiĐe. ͞I got a ƌight to speak.͟ 

They looked at him with eyes that lacked interest in what they saw, 

and cocked ears at the drum-roll of the fire. Piggy glanced nervously into 

hell and cradled the conch. 

͞We got to let that ďuƌŶ out Ŷoǁ. AŶd that ǁas ouƌ fiƌeǁood.͟ He 
licked his lips. 

͞Theƌe aiŶ͛t ŶothiŶg ǁe ĐaŶ do. We ought to ďe ŵoƌe Đaƌeful. I͛ŵ 
scared—͟ 

Jack dragged his eyes away from the fire. 

͞You͛ƌe alǁaǇs sĐaƌed. Yah—FattǇ!͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh,͟ said PiggǇ ďleaklǇ. He tuƌŶed to ‘alph. ͞I got the 
ĐoŶĐh, aiŶ͛t I ‘alph?͟ 

Unwillingly Ralph turned away from the splendid, awful sight. 

͞What͛s that?͟ 

͞The ĐoŶĐh. I got a ƌight to speak.͟ The 
twins giggled together. 

͞We ǁaŶted sŵoke—͟ 

͞Noǁ look—!͟ 

A pall stretched for miles away from the island. All the boys except 

Piggy started to giggle; presently they were shrieking with laughter. 

Piggy lost his temper. 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh! Just Ǉou listeŶ! The fiƌst thiŶg ǁe ought to haǀe 
ŵade ǁas shelteƌs doǁŶ theƌe ďǇ the ďeaĐh. It ǁasŶ͛t half cold down 

there in the night. But the first tiŵe ‘alph saǇs ͚fiƌe͛ Ǉou goes hoǁliŶg 
aŶd sĐƌeaŵiŶg up this heƌe ŵouŶtaiŶ. Like a paĐk of kids!͟ BǇ Ŷoǁ theǇ 
were listening to the tirade. 
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͞Hoǁ ĐaŶ Ǉou eǆpeĐt to ďe ƌesĐued if Ǉou doŶ͛t put fiƌst thiŶgs fiƌst 

aŶd aĐt pƌopeƌ?͟ 

He took off his glasses and made as if to put down the conch; but 

the sudden motion toward it of most of the older boys changed his mind. 

He tucked the shell under his arm, and crouched back on a rock. 

͞TheŶ ǁheŶ Ǉou get heƌe Ǉou ďuild a ďoŶfiƌe that isŶ͛t Ŷo use. Noǁ 
you been and set the ǁhole islaŶd oŶ fiƌe. WoŶ͛t ǁe look fuŶŶǇ if the 
ǁhole islaŶd ďuƌŶs up? Cooked fƌuit, that͛s ǁhat ǁe͛ll haǀe to eat, aŶd 
ƌoast poƌk. AŶd that͛s ŶothiŶg to laugh at! You said ‘alph ǁas Đhief aŶd 
Ǉou doŶ͛t give him time to think. Then when he says something you rush 

off, like, like—͟ 

He paused for breath, and the fire growled at them. 

͞AŶd that͛s Ŷot all. Theŵ kids. The little ͛uŶs. Who took aŶǇ ŶotiĐe of 
͛eŵ? Who kŶoǁs hoǁ ŵaŶǇ ǁe got?͟ ‘alph took a suddeŶ step forward. 

͞I told Ǉou to. I told Ǉou to get a list of Ŷaŵes!͟ 

͞Hoǁ Đould I,͟ Đƌied PiggǇ iŶdigŶaŶtlǇ, ͞all ďǇ ŵǇself? TheǇ ǁaited 
for two minutes, then they fell in the sea; they went into the forest; they 

just scattered everywhere. How was I to know whiĐh ǁas ǁhiĐh?͟ 

Ralph licked pale lips. 

͞TheŶ Ǉou doŶ͛t kŶoǁ hoǁ ŵaŶǇ of us theƌe ought to ďe?͟ ͞Hoǁ 
Đould I ǁith theŵ little ͛uŶs ƌuŶŶiŶg ƌouŶd like iŶseĐts? TheŶ ǁheŶ Ǉou 
three came back, as soon as you said make a fire, they all ran away, and 

I never had a chance—͟ 

͞That͛s eŶough!͟ said ‘alph sharply, and snatched back the conch. 

͞If Ǉou didŶ͛t Ǉou didŶ͛t.͟ 

͞—theŶ Ǉou Đoŵe up heƌe aŶ͛ piŶĐh ŵǇ speĐs—͟ JaĐk 
turned on him. 

͞You shut up!͟ 

͞—aŶd theŵ little ͛uŶs ǁas ǁaŶdeƌiŶg aďout doǁŶ theƌe ǁheƌe the 
fire is. Hoǁ d͛Ǉou kŶoǁ theǇ aƌeŶ͛t still theƌe?͟ 

Piggy stood up and pointed to the smoke and flames. A murmur rose 

among the boys and died away. Something strange was happening to 

Piggy, for he was gasping for breath. 

͞That little ͛uŶ—͟ gasped PiggǇ—͞hiŵ ǁith the mark on his face, 

I doŶ͛t see hiŵ. Wheƌe is he Ŷoǁ?͟ The 
crowd was as silent as death. 
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͞Hiŵ that talked aďout the sŶakes. He ǁas doǁŶ theƌe—͟ 

A tree exploded in the fire like a bomb. Tall swathes of creepers rose 

for a moment into view, agonized, and went down again. The little boys 

screamed at them. 

͞“Ŷakes! “Ŷakes! Look at the sŶakes!͟ 

In the west, and unheeded, the sun lay only an inch or two above the 

sea. Their faces were lit redly from beneath. Piggy fell against a rock and 

clutched it with both hands. 

͞That little ͛uŶ that had a ŵaƌk on his face—where is—he now? I tell 

Ǉou I doŶ͛t see hiŵ.͟ 

The boys looked at each other fearfully, unbelieving. 

͞—ǁheƌe is he Ŷoǁ?͟ 

Ralph muttered the reply as if in shame. 

͞Peƌhaps he ǁeŶt ďaĐk to the, the—͟ 

Beneath them, on the unfriendly side of the mountain, the drumroll 

continued. 
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t h r e e 

H U T S O N T H E B E A C H 

ACK WAS BENT DOUBLE. He was down like a sprinter, his nose only a few 

inches from the humid earth. The tree trunks and the creepers that 

festooned them lost themselves in a green dusk thirty feet above him, 

and all about was the undergrowth. There was only the faintest 

indication of a trail here; a cracked twig and what might be the 

impression of one side of a hoof. He lowered his chin and stared at the 

traces as though he would force them to speak to him. Then dog-like, 

uncomfortably on all fours yet unheeding his discomfort, he stole 

forward five yards and stopped. Here was loop of creeper with a tendril 

pendant from a node. The tendril was polished on the underside; pigs, 

passing through the loop, brushed it with their bristly hide. 

Jack crouched with his face a few inches away from this clue, then 

stared forward into the semi-darkness of the undergrowth. His sandy 

hair, considerably longer than it had been when they dropped in, was 

lighter now; and his bare back was a mass of dark freckles and peeling 

sunburn. A sharpened stick about five feet long trailed from his right 

hand, and except for a pair of tattered shorts held up by his knife-belt he 

was naked. He closed his eyes, raised his head and breathed in gently 

with flared nostrils, assessing the current of warm air for information. 

The forest and he were very still. 

At length he let out his breath in a long sigh and opened his eyes. 

They were bright blue, eyes that in this frustration seemed bolting and 

nearly mad. He passed his tongue across dry lips and scanned the 

uncommunicative forest. Then again he stole forward and cast this way 

and that over the ground. 

The silence of the forest was more oppressive than the heat, and at 

this hour of the day there was not even the whine of insects. Only when 

J 
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Jack himself roused a gaudy bird from a primitive nest of sticks was the 

silence shattered and echoes set ringing by a harsh cry that seemed to 

come out of the abyss of ages. Jack himself shrank at this cry with a hiss 

of indrawn breath, and for a minute became less a hunter than a furtive 

thing, ape-like among the tangle of trees. Then the trail, the frustration, 

claimed him again and he searched the ground avidly. By the trunk of a 

vast tree that grew pale flowers on its grey bark he checked, closed his 

eyes, and once more drew in the warm air; and this time his breath came 

short, there was even a passing pallor in his face, and then the surge of 

blood again. He passed like a shadow under the darkness of the tree and 

crouched, looking down at the trodden ground at his feet. 

The droppings were warm. They lay piled among turned earth. They 

were olive green, smooth, and they steamed a little. Jack lifted his head 

and stared at the inscrutable masses of creeper that lay across the trail. 

Then he raised his spear and sneaked forward. Beyond the creeper, the 

trail joined a pig-run that was wide enough and trodden enough to be a 

path. The ground was hardened by an accustomed tread and as Jack rose 

to his full height he heard something moving on it. He swung back his 

right arm and hurled the spear with all his strength. From the pig-run 

came the quick, hard patter of hoofs, a castanet sound, seductive, 

maddening—the promise of meat. He rushed out of the undergrowth 

aŶd sŶatĐhed up his speaƌ. The patteƌiŶg of pig͛s tƌotteƌs died aǁaǇ iŶ 
the distance. 

Jack stood there, streaming with sweat, streaked with brown earth, 

staiŶed ďǇ all the ǀiĐissitudes of a daǇ͛s huŶting. Swearing, he turned off 

the trail and pushed his way through until the forest opened a little and 

instead of bald trunks supporting a dark roof there were light grey trunks 

and crowns of feathery palm. Beyond these was the glitter of the sea and 

he could hear voices. Ralph was standing by a contraption of palm trunks 

and leaves, a rude shelter that faced the lagoon and seemed very near 

to falling down. He did not notice when Jack spoke. 

͞Got aŶǇ ǁateƌ?͟ 

Ralph looked up, frowning, from the complication of leaves. He did 

not notice Jack even when he saw him. 

͞I said haǀe Ǉou got aŶǇ ǁateƌ? I͛ŵ thiƌstǇ.͟ 
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Ralph withdrew his attention from the shelter and realized Jack with 

a start. 

͞Oh, hullo. Wateƌ? Theƌe ďǇ the tƌee. Ought to ďe soŵe left.͟ 

Jack took up a coconut shell that brimmed with fresh water from 

among a group that was arranged in the shade, and drank. The water 

splashed over his chin and neck and chest. He breathed noisily when he 

had finished. 

͞Needed that.͟ 

Simon spoke from inside the shelter. 

͞Up a ďit.͟ 

Ralph turned to the shelter and lifted a branch with a whole tiling of 

leaves. 

The leaǀes Đaŵe apaƌt aŶd flutteƌed doǁŶ. “iŵoŶ͛s ĐoŶtƌite faĐe 
appeared in the hole. 

͞“oƌƌǇ.͟ 

Ralph surveyed the wreck with distaste. 

͞Neǀeƌ get it doŶe.͟ 

He flung himself down at JaĐk͛s feet. “iŵoŶ ƌeŵaiŶed, lookiŶg out of 
the hole in the shelter. Once down, Ralph explained. 

͞BeeŶ ǁoƌkiŶg foƌ daǇs Ŷoǁ. AŶd look!͟ 

Two shelters were in position, but shaky. This one was a ruin. 

͞AŶd theǇ keep ƌuŶŶiŶg off. You ƌeŵeŵďeƌ the meeting? How 

eǀeƌǇoŶe ǁas goiŶg to ǁoƌk haƌd uŶtil the shelteƌs ǁeƌe fiŶished?͟ 

͞EǆĐept ŵe aŶd ŵǇ huŶteƌs—͟ 

͞EǆĐept the huŶteƌs. Well, the littluŶs aƌe—͟ He 
gesticulated, sought for a word. 

͞TheǇ͛ƌe hopeless. The oldeƌ oŶes aƌeŶ͛t ŵuĐh ďetteƌ. D͛Ǉou see? All 

day I͛ǀe ďeeŶ ǁoƌkiŶg ǁith “iŵoŶ. No oŶe else. TheǇ͛ƌe off ďathiŶg, oƌ 
eatiŶg, oƌ plaǇiŶg.͟ 

Simon poked his head out carefully. 

͞You͛ƌe Đhief. You tell ͛eŵ off.͟ 

Ralph lay flat and looked up at the palm trees and the sky. 

͞MeetiŶgs. DoŶ͛t ǁe loǀe ŵeetings? Every day. Twice a day. We 

talk.͟ He got oŶ oŶe elďoǁ. ͞I ďet if I ďleǁ the ĐoŶĐh this ŵiŶute, theǇ͛d 
Đoŵe ƌuŶŶiŶg. TheŶ ǁe͛d ďe, Ǉou kŶoǁ, ǀeƌǇ soleŵŶ, aŶd soŵeoŶe 
would say we ought to build a jet, or a submarine, or a TV set. When the 
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meeting was oǀeƌ theǇ͛d work for five minutes, then wander off or go 

huŶtiŶg.͟ JaĐk flushed. 
͞We ǁaŶt ŵeat.͟ 

͞Well, ǁe haǀeŶ͛t got aŶǇ Ǉet. AŶd ǁe ǁaŶt shelteƌs. Besides, the 
ƌest of Ǉouƌ huŶteƌs Đaŵe ďaĐk houƌs ago. TheǇ͛ǀe ďeeŶ sǁiŵŵiŶg.͟ 

͞I ǁeŶt oŶ,͟ said JaĐk. ͞I let them go. I had to go on. I—͟ 

He tried to convey the compulsion to track down and kill that was 

swallowing him up. 

͞I ǁeŶt oŶ. I thought, ďǇ ŵǇself—͟ The 
madness came into his eyes again. 

͞I thought I ŵight kill.͟ 

͞But Ǉou didŶ͛t.͟ 

͞I thought I ŵight.͟ 

Some hiddeŶ passioŶ ǀiďƌated iŶ ‘alph͛s ǀoiĐe. 
͞But Ǉou haǀeŶ͛t Ǉet.͟ 

His invitation might have passed as casual, were it not for the 

undertone. 

͞You ǁouldŶ͛t Đaƌe to help ǁith the shelteƌs, I suppose?͟ 

͞We ǁaŶt ŵeat—͟ ͞AŶd 
ǁe doŶ͛t get it.͟ 

Now the antagonism was audible. 

͞But I shall! Neǆt tiŵe! I͛ǀe got to get a ďaƌď oŶ this speaƌ! We 
wounded a pig and the spear fell out. If we could only make barbs—͟ 

͞We Ŷeed shelteƌs.͟ 

Suddenly Jack shouted in rage. 

͞Aƌe Ǉou aĐĐusiŶg—?͟ 

͞All I͛ŵ saǇiŶg is ǁe͛ǀe ǁoƌked dashed haƌd. That͛s all.͟ 

They were both red in the face and found looking at each other 

difficult. Ralph rolled on his stomach and began to play with the grass. 

͞If it ƌaiŶs like ǁheŶ ǁe dƌopped iŶ ǁe͛ll Ŷeed shelteƌs all ƌight. AŶd theŶ 
another thing. We need shelters because of the—͟ 

He paused for a moment and they both pushed their anger away. 

Then he went on with the safe, changed subject. 

͞You͛ǀe ŶotiĐed, haǀeŶ͛t Ǉou?͟ 

Jack put down his spear and squatted. 

͞NotiĐed ǁhat?͟ 
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͞Well. TheǇ͛ƌe fƌighteŶed.͟ 

He ƌolled oǀeƌ aŶd peeƌed iŶto JaĐk͛s fieƌĐe, diƌtǇ faĐe. 
͞I ŵeaŶ the ǁaǇ thiŶgs aƌe. TheǇ dƌeaŵ. You ĐaŶ heaƌ ͛eŵ. Haǀe Ǉou 

ďeeŶ aǁake at Ŷight?͟ JaĐk shook his head. 
͞TheǇ talk aŶd sĐƌeaŵ. The littluŶs. EǀeŶ soŵe of the otheƌs.  

As if—͟ 

͞As if it ǁasŶ͛t a good islaŶd.͟ 

AstoŶished at the iŶteƌƌuptioŶ, theǇ looked up at “iŵoŶ͛s seƌious 
face. 

͞As if,͟ said “iŵoŶ, ͞the ďeastie, the ďeastie oƌ the sŶake-thing, was 

ƌeal. ‘eŵeŵďeƌ?͟ 

The two older boys flinched when they heard the shameful syllable. 

Snakes were not mentioned now, were not mentionable. 

͞As if this ǁasŶ͛t a good islaŶd,͟ said ‘alph sloǁlǇ. ͞ Yes, that͛s ƌight.͟ 

Jack sat up and stretched out his legs. 

͞TheǇ͛ƌe ďattǇ.͟ 

͞CƌaĐkeƌs. ‘eŵeŵďeƌ ǁheŶ ǁe ǁeŶt eǆploƌiŶg?͟ 

They grinned at each other, remembering the glamour of the first 

day. Ralph went on. 

͞“o ǁe Ŷeed shelteƌs as a soƌt of—͟ 

͞Hoŵe.͟ ͞That͛s 
ƌight.͟ 

Jack drew up his legs, clasped his knees, and frowned in an effort to 

attain clarity. 

͞All the saŵe—iŶ the foƌest. I ŵeaŶ ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe huŶtiŶg, Ŷot when 

Ǉou͛ƌe gettiŶg fƌuit, of Đouƌse, ďut ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe oŶ Ǉouƌ oǁŶ—͟ 

He paused for a moment, not sure if Ralph would take him seriously. 

͞Go oŶ.͟ 

͞If Ǉou͛ƌe huŶtiŶg soŵetiŵes Ǉou ĐatĐh Ǉouƌself feeliŶg as if—͟ He 
flushed suddeŶlǇ. ͞Theƌe͛s ŶothiŶg iŶ it of course. Just a feeling. But you 

ĐaŶ feel as if Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot huŶtiŶg, ďut—being hunted, as if 

soŵethiŶg͛s ďehiŶd Ǉou all the tiŵe iŶ the juŶgle.͟  

They were silent again: Simon intent, Ralph incredulous and faintly 

indignant. He sat up, rubbing one shoulder with a diƌtǇ haŶd. ͞Well, I 
doŶ͛t kŶoǁ.͟ 

Jack leapt to his feet and spoke very quickly. 
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͞That͛s hoǁ Ǉou ĐaŶ feel iŶ the foƌest. Of Đouƌse theƌe͛s ŶothiŶg iŶ 
it. Only—only—͟ 

He took a few rapid steps toward the beach, then came back. 

͞OŶlǇ I kŶoǁ hoǁ theǇ feel. See? That͛s all.͟ 

͞The ďest thiŶg ǁe ĐaŶ do is get ouƌselǀes ƌesĐued.͟ 

Jack had to think for a moment before he could remember what 

rescue was. 

͞‘esĐue? Yes, of Đouƌse! All the saŵe, I͛d like to ĐatĐh a pig fiƌst—͟ 
He snatched up his spear and dashed it into the ground. The opaque, 

mad look came into his eyes again. Ralph looked at him critically through 

his tangle of fair hair. 

͞“o loŶg as Ǉouƌ huŶteƌs ƌeŵeŵďeƌ the fiƌe—͟ 

͞You aŶd Ǉouƌ fiƌe!͟ 

The two boys trotted down the beach, and, turning at the wateƌ͛s 
edge, looked back at the pink mountain. The trickle of smoke sketched a 

chalky line up the solid blue of the sky, wavered high up and faded. Ralph 

frowned. 

͞I ǁoŶdeƌ hoǁ faƌ off Ǉou Đould see that.͟ 

͞Miles.͟ 

͞We doŶ͛t ŵake eŶough sŵoke.͟ 

The bottom part of the trickle, as though conscious of their gaze, 

thickened to a creamy blur which crept up the feeble column. 

͞TheǇ͛ǀe put oŶ gƌeeŶ ďƌaŶĐhes,͟ ŵutteƌed ‘alph. ͞I ǁoŶdeƌ!͟ He 
screwed up his eyes and swung round to search the horizon. 

͞Got it!͟ 

Jack shouted so loudly that Ralph jumped. 

͞What? Wheƌe? Is it a ship?͟ 

But Jack was pointing to the high declivities that led down from the 

mountain to the flatter part of the island. 

͞Of Đouƌse! TheǇ͛ll lie up theƌe—theǇ ŵust, ǁheŶ the suŶ͛s too hot—
͟ 

Ralph gazed bewildered at his rapt face. 

͞—they get up high. High up and in the shade, resting during the 

heat, like cows at home—͟ 

͞I thought Ǉou saǁ a ship!͟ 

46



 

͞We Đould steal up oŶ oŶe—paiŶt ouƌ faĐes so theǇ ǁouldŶ͛t see— 

perhaps surround them and then—͟ 

Indignation took aǁaǇ ‘alph͛s ĐoŶtƌol. 
͞I ǁas talkiŶg aďout sŵoke! DoŶ͛t Ǉou ǁaŶt to ďe ƌesĐued? All Ǉou 

ĐaŶ talk aďout is pig, pig, pig!͟ 

͞But ǁe ǁaŶt ŵeat!͟ 

͞AŶd I ǁoƌk all daǇ ǁith ŶothiŶg ďut “iŵoŶ aŶd Ǉou Đoŵe ďaĐk aŶd 
doŶ͛t eǀeŶ ŶotiĐe the huts!͟ 

͞I ǁas ǁoƌkiŶg too—͟ 

͞But Ǉou like it!͟ shouted ‘alph. ͞You ǁaŶt to huŶt! While I—͟ 

They faced each other on the bright beach, astonished at the rub of 

feeling. Ralph looked away first, pretending interest in a group of littluns 

on the sand. From beyond the platform came the shouting of the hunters 

in the swimming pool. On the end of the platform, Piggy was lying flat, 

looking down into the brilliant water. 

͞People doŶ͛t help ŵuĐh.͟ 

He wanted to explain how people were never quite what you 

thought they were. 

͞“iŵoŶ. He helps.͟ He poiŶted at the shelteƌs. 
͞All the ƌest ƌushed off. He͛s doŶe as ŵuĐh as I haǀe. OŶlǇ—͟ 

͞“iŵoŶ͛s alǁaǇs aďout.͟ 

Ralph started back to the shelters with Jack by his side. 

͞Do a ďit foƌ Ǉou,͟ ŵutteƌed JaĐk, ͞ďefoƌe I haǀe a ďathe.͟ 

͞DoŶ͛t ďotheƌ.͟ 

But when they reached the shelters Simon was not to be seen. 

Ralph put his head in the hole, withdrew it, and turned to Jack. 

͞He͛s ďuzzed off.͟ 

͞Got fed up,͟ said JaĐk, ͞aŶd goŶe foƌ a ďathe.͟ ‘alph 
frowned. 

͞He͛s Ƌueeƌ. He͛s fuŶŶǇ.͟ 

Jack nodded, as much for the sake of agreeing as anything, and by 

tacit consent they left the shelter and went toward the bathing pool. 

͞AŶd theŶ,͟ said JaĐk, ͞ǁheŶ I͛ǀe had a ďathe aŶd soŵethiŶg to eat, 
I͛ll just tƌek oǀeƌ to the otheƌ side of the mountain and see if I can see 

any tƌaĐes. CoŵiŶg?͟ 

͞But the suŶ͛s ŶeaƌlǇ set!͟ 
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͞I ŵight haǀe tiŵe—͟ 

They walked along, two continents of experience and feeling, unable 

to communicate. 

͞If I Đould oŶlǇ get a pig!͟ 

͞I͛ll Đoŵe ďaĐk aŶd go oŶ ǁith the shelteƌ.͟ 

They looked at each other, baffled, in love and hate. All the warm salt 

water of the bathing pool and the shouting and splashing and laughing 

were only just sufficient to bring them together again. 

Simon was not in the bathing pool as they had expected. 

When the other two had trotted down the beach to look back at the 

mountain he had followed them for a few yards and then stopped. He 

had stood frowning down at a pile of sand on the beach where 

somebody had been trying to build a little house or hut. Then he turned 

his back on this and walked into the forest with an air of purpose. He was 

a small, skinny boy, his chin pointed, and his eyes so bright they had 

deceived Ralph into thinking him delightfully gay and wicked. The coarse 

mop of black hair was long and swung down, almost concealing a low, 

broad forehead. He wore the remains of shorts and his feet were bare 

like JaĐk͛s. AlǁaǇs daƌkish iŶ Đoloƌ, “iŵoŶ ǁas ďuƌŶed ďǇ the suŶ to a 
deep tan that glistened with sweat. 

He picked his way up the scar, passed the great rock where Ralph had 

climbed on the first morning, then turned off to his right among the 

trees. He walked with an accustomed tread through the acres of fruit 

trees, where the least energetic could find an easy if unsatisfying meal. 

Flower and fruit grew together on the same tree and everywhere was 

the scent of ripeness and the booming of a million bees at pasture. Here 

the littluns who had run after him caught up with him. They talked, cried 

out unintelligibly, lugged him toward the trees. Then, amid the roar of 

bees in the afternoon sunlight, Simon found for them the fruit they could 

not reach, pulled off the choicest from up in the foliage, passed them 

back down to the endless, outstretched hands. When he had satisfied 

them he paused and looked round. The littluns watched him inscrutably 

over double handfuls of ripe fruit. 

Simon turned away from them and went where the just perceptible 

path led him. Soon high jungle closed in. Tall trunks bore unexpected 
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pale flowers all the way up to the dark canopy where life went on 

clamorously. The air here was dark too, and the creepers dropped their 

ropes like the rigging of foundered ships. His feet left prints in the soft 

soil and the creepers shivered throughout their lengths when he 

bumped them. 

He came at last to a place where more sunshine fell. Since they had 

not so far to go for light the creepers had woven a great mat that hung 

at the side of an open space in the jungle; for here a patch of rock came 

close to the surface and would not allow more than little plants and ferns 

to grow. The whole space was walled with dark aromatic bushes, and 

was a bowl of heat and light. A great tree, fallen across one corner, 

leaned against the trees that still stood and a rapid climber flaunted red 

and yellow sprays right to the top. 

Simon paused. He looked over his shoulder as Jack had done at the 

close ways behind him and glanced swiftly round to confirm that he was 

utterly alone. For a moment his movements were almost furtive. Then 

he bent down and wormed his way into the center of the mat. The 

creepers and the bushes were so close that he left his sweat on them 

and they pulled together behind him. When he was secure in the middle 

he was in a little cabin screened off from the open space by a few leaves. 

He squatted down, parted the leaves and looked out into the clearing. 

Nothing moved but a pair of gaudy butterflies that danced round each 

other in the hot air. Holding his breath he cocked a critical ear at the 

sounds of the island. Evening was advancing toward the island; the 

sounds of the bright fantastic birds, the bee-sounds, even the crying of 

the gulls that were returning to their roosts among the square rocks, 

were fainter. The deep sea breaking miles away on the reef made an 

undertone less perceptible than the susurration of the blood. 

Simon dropped the screen of leaves back into place. The slope of the 

bars of honey-colored sunlight decreased; they slid up the bushes, 

passed over the green candle-like buds, moved up toward the canopy, 

and darkness thickened under the trees. With the fading of the light the 

riotous colors died and the heat and urgency cooled away. The candle-

buds stirred. Their green sepals drew back a little and the white tips of 

the flowers rose delicately to meet the open air. 
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Now the sunlight had lifted clear of the open space and withdrawn 

from the sky. Darkness poured out, submerging the ways between the 

trees till they were dim and strange as the bottom of the sea. The candle-

buds opened their wide white flowers glimmering under the light that 

pricked down from the first stars. Their scent spilled out into the air and 

took possession of the island. 
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f o u r 

P A I N T E D F A C E S 

A N D L O N G H A I R 

HE FIRST RHYTHM that they became used to was the slow swing from 

dawn to quick dusk. They accepted the pleasures of morning, the 

bright sun, the whelming sea and sweet air, as a time when play was 

good and life so full that hope was not necessary and therefore 

forgotten. Toward noon, as the floods of light fell more nearly to the 

perpendicular, the stark colors of the morning were smoothed in pearl 

and opalescence; and the heat—as though the iŵpeŶdiŶg suŶ͛s height 
gave it momentum—became a blow that they ducked, running to the 

shade and lying there, perhaps even sleeping. 

Strange things happened at midday. The glittering sea rose up, 

moved apart in planes of blatant impossibility; the coral reef and the few 

stunted palms that clung to the more elevated parts would float up into 

the sky, would quiver, be plucked apart, run like raindrops on a wire or 

be repeated as in an odd succession of mirrors. Sometimes land loomed 

where there was no land and flicked out like a bubble as the children 

ǁatĐhed. PiggǇ disĐouŶted all this leaƌŶedlǇ as a ͞ŵiƌage͟; aŶd siŶĐe Ŷo 
boy could reach even the reef over the stretch of water where the 

snapping sharks waited, they grew accustomed to these mysteries and 

ignored them, just as they ignored the miraculous, throbbing stars. At 

midday the illusions merged into the sky and there the sun gazed down 

like an angry eye. Then, at the end of the afternoon, the mirage subsided 

and the horizon became level and blue and clipped as the sun declined. 

That was another time of comparative coolness but menaced by the 

coming of the dark. When the sun sank, darkness dropped on the island 

like an extinguisher and soon the shelters were full of restlessness, under 

the remote stars. 

T 
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Nevertheless, the northern European tradition of work, play, and 

food right through the day, made it possible for them to adjust 

themselves wholly to this new rhythm. The littlun Percival had early 

crawled into a shelter and stayed there for two days, talking, singing, and 

crying, till they thought him batty and were faintly amused. Ever since 

then he had been peaked, red-eyed, and miserable; a littlun who played 

little and cried often. 

The sŵalleƌ ďoǇs ǁeƌe kŶoǁŶ Ŷoǁ ďǇ the geŶeƌiĐ title of ͞littluŶs.͟ 
The decrease in size, from Ralph down, was gradual; and though there 

was a dubious region inhabited by Simon and Robert and Maurice, 

nevertheless no one had any difficulty in recognizing biguns at one end 

and littluns at the other. The undoubted littluns, those aged about six, 

led a quite distinct, and at the same time intense, life of their own. They 

ate most of the day, picking fruit where they could reach it and not 

particular about ripeness and quality. They were used now to 

stomachaches and a sort of chronic diarrhoea. They suffered untold 

terrors in the dark and huddled together for comfort. Apart from food 

and sleep, they found time for play, aimless and trivial, in the white sand 

by the bright water. They cried for their mothers much less often than 

might have been expected; they were very brown, and filthily dirty. They 

obeyed the summons of the conch, partly because Ralph blew it, and he 

was big enough to be a link with the adult world of authority; and partly 

because they enjoyed the entertainment of the assemblies. But 

otherwise they seldom bothered with the biguns and their passionately 

emotional and corporate life was their own. 

They had built castles in the sand at the bar of the little river. These 

castles were about one foot high and were decorated with shells, 

withered flowers, and interesting stones. Round the castles was a 

complex of marks, tracks, walls, railway lines, that were of significance 

only if inspected with the eye at beach-level. The littluns played here, if 

not happily at least with absorbed attention; and often as many as three 

of them would play the same game together. 

Three were playing here now. Henry was the biggest of them. He was 

also a distant relative of that other boy whose mulberry-marked face had 

not been seen since the evening of the great fire; but he was not old 

enough to understand this, and if he had been told that the other boy 
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had gone home in an aircraft, he would have accepted the statement 

without fuss or disbelief. 

Henry was a bit of a leader this afternoon, because the other two 

were Percival and Johnny, the smallest boys on the island. Percival was 

mouse-colored and had not been very attractive even to his mother; 

Johnny was well built, with fair hair and a natural belligerence. Just now 

he was being obedient because he was interested; and the three 

children, kneeling in the sand, were at peace. 

Roger and Maurice came out of the forest. They were relieved from 

duty at the fire and had come down for a swim. Roger led the way 

straight through the castles, kicking them over, burying the flowers, 

scattering the chosen stones. Maurice followed, laughing, and added to 

the destruction. The three littluns paused in their game and looked up. 

As it happened, the particular marks in which they were interested had 

not been touched, so they made no protest. Only Percival began to 

whimper with an eyeful of sand and Maurice hurried away. In his other 

life Maurice had received chastisement for filling a younger eye with 

sand. Now, though there was no parent to let fall a heavy hand, Maurice 

still felt the unease of wrongdoing. At the back of his mind formed the 

uncertain outlines of an excuse. He muttered something about a swim 

and broke into a trot. 

Roger remained, watching the littluns. He was not noticeably darker 

than when he had dropped in, but the shock of black hair, down his nape 

and low on his forehead, seemed to suit his gloomy face and made what 

had seemed at first an unsociable remoteness into something 

forbidding. Percival finished his whimper and went on playing, for the 

tears had washed the sand away. Johnny watched him with china-blue 

eyes; then began to fling up sand in a shower, and presently Percival was 

crying again. 

When Henry tired of his play and wandered off along the beach, 

Roger followed him, keeping beneath the palms and drifting casually in 

the same direction. Henry walked at a distance from the palms and the 

shade because he was too young to keep himself out of the sun. He went 

down the beaĐh aŶd ďusied hiŵself at the ǁateƌ͛s edge. The gƌeat PaĐifiĐ 
tide was coming in and every few seconds the relatively still water of the 

lagoon heaved forwards an inch. There were creatures that lived in this 
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last fling of the sea, tiny transparencies that came questing in with the 

water over the hot, dry sand. With impalpable organs of sense they 

examined this new field. Perhaps food had appeared where at the last 

incursion there had been none; bird droppings, insects perhaps, any of 

the strewn detritus of landward life. Like a myriad of tiny teeth in a saw, 

the transparencies came scavenging over the beach. 

This was fascinating to Henry. He poked about with a bit of stick, that 

itself was wave-worn and whitened and a vagrant, and tried to control 

the motions of the scavengers. He made little runnels that the tide filled 

and tried to crowd them with creatures. He became absorbed beyond 

mere happiness as he felt himself exercising control over living things. 

He talked to them, urging them, ordering them. Driven back by the tide, 

his footprints became bays in which they were trapped and gave him the 

illusioŶ of ŵasteƌǇ. He sƋuatted oŶ his haŵs at the ǁateƌ͛s edge, ďoǁed, 
with a shock of hair falling over his forehead and past his eyes, and the 

afternoon sun emptied down invisible arrows. 

Roger waited too. At first he had hidden behind a great palm; but 

HeŶƌǇ͛s aďsoƌptioŶ ǁith the tƌaŶspaƌeŶĐies ǁas so oďǀious that at last 
he stood out in full view. He looked along the beach. Percival had gone 

off, crying, and Johnny was left in triumphant possession of the castles. 

He sat there, crooning to himself and throwing sand at an imaginary 

Percival. Beyond him, Roger could see the platform and the glints of 

spray where Ralph and Simon and Piggy and Maurice were diving in the 

pool. He listened carefully but could only just hear them. 

A sudden breeze shook the fringe of palm trees, so that the fronds 

tossed and fluttered. Sixty feet above Roger, several nuts, fibrous lumps 

as big as rugby balls, were loosed from their stems. They fell about him 

with a series of hard thumps and he was not touched. Roger did not 

consider his escape, but looked from the nuts to Henry and back again. 

The subsoil beneath the palm trees was a raised beach, and 

generations of palms had worked loose in this the stones that had lain 

on the sands of another shore. Roger stooped, picked up a stone, aimed, 

and threw it at Henry—threw it to miss. The stone, that token of 

preposterous time, ďouŶĐed fiǀe Ǉaƌds to HeŶƌǇ͛s ƌight aŶd fell iŶ the 
water. Roger gathered a handful of stones and began to throw them. Yet 

there was a space round Henry, perhaps six yards in diameter, into which 
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he dare not throw. Here, invisible yet strong, was the taboo of the old 

life. Round the squatting child was the protection of parents and school 

aŶd poliĐeŵeŶ aŶd the laǁ. ‘ogeƌ͛s aƌŵ ǁas ĐoŶditioŶed ďǇ a ĐiǀilizatioŶ 
that knew nothing of him and was in ruins. 

Henry was surprised by the plopping sounds in the water. He 

abandoned the noiseless transparencies and pointed at the center of the 

spreading rings like a setter. This side and that the stones fell, and Henry 

turned obediently but always too late to see the stones in the air. At last 

he saw one and laughed, looking for the friend who was teasing him. But 

Roger had whipped behind the palm again, was leaning against it 

breathing quickly, his eyelids fluttering. Then Henry lost interest in 

stones and wandered off. 

͞‘ogeƌ.͟ 

Jack was standing under a tree about ten yards away. When Roger 

opened his eyes and saw him, a darker shadow crept beneath the 

swarthiness of his skin; but Jack noticed nothing. He was eager, 

impatient, beckoning, so that Roger went to him. 

There was a small pool at the end of the river, dammed back by sand 

and full of white water-lilies and needle-like reeds. Here Sam and Eric 

were waiting, and Bill. Jack, concealed from the sun, knelt by the pool 

and opened the two large leaves that he carried. One of them contained 

white clay, and the other red. By them lay a stick of charcoal brought 

down from the fire. 

Jack explained to Roger as he worked. 

͞TheǇ doŶ͛t sŵell ŵe. TheǇ see ŵe, I thiŶk. “oŵethiŶg piŶk, uŶdeƌ 
the tƌees.͟ 

He smeared on the clay. 

͞If oŶlǇ I͛d soŵe gƌeeŶ!͟ 

He turned a half-concealed face up to Roger and answered the 

incomprehension of his gaze. 

͞Foƌ hunting. Like in the war. You know—dazzle paint. Like things 

trying to look like something else—͟ He tǁisted iŶ the uƌgeŶĐǇ of telliŶg. 
͞—Like ŵoths oŶ a tƌee tƌuŶk.͟ 

Roger understood and nodded gravely. The twins moved toward Jack 

and began to protest timidly about something. Jack waved them away. 

͞“hut up.͟ 
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He rubbed the charcoal stick between the patches of red and white 

on his face. 

͞No. You tǁo Đoŵe ǁith ŵe.͟ 

He peered at his reflection and disliked it. He bent down, took up a 

double handful of lukewarm water and rubbed the mess from his face. 

Freckles and sandy eyebrows appeared. 

Roger smiled, unwillingly. 

͞You doŶ͛t half look a ŵess.͟ 

Jack planned his new face. He made one cheek and one eye-socket 

white, then he rubbed red over the other half of his face and slashed a 

black bar of charcoal across from right ear to left jaw. He looked in the 

pool for his reflection, but his breathing troubled the mirror. 

͞“aŵŶeƌiĐ. Get ŵe a ĐoĐoŶut. AŶ eŵptǇ oŶe.͟ 

He knelt, holding the shell of water. A rounded patch of sunlight fell 

on his face and a brightness appeared in the depths of the water. He 

looked in astonishment, no longer at himself but at an awesome 

stranger. He split the water and leapt to his feet, laughing excitedly. 

Beside the pool his sinewy body held up a mask that drew their eyes and 

appalled them. He began to dance and his laughter became a 

bloodthirsty snarling. He capered toward Bill, and the mask was a thing 

on its own, behind which Jack hid, liberated from shame and self-

consciousness. The face of red and white and black swung through the 

air and jigged toward Bill. Bill started up laughing; then suddenly he fell 

silent and blundered away through the bushes. 

Jack rushed toward the twins. 

͞The ƌest aƌe ŵakiŶg a liŶe. Coŵe oŶ!͟ 

͞But—͟ 

͞—we—͟ 

͞Coŵe oŶ! I͛ll Đƌeep up aŶd staď—͟ The 
mask compelled them. 

Ralph climbed out of the bathing pool and trotted up the beach and sat 

in the shade beneath the palms. His fair hair was plastered over his 

eyebrows and he pushed it back. Simon was floating in the water and 

kicking with his feet, and Maurice was practicing diving. Piggy was 

mooning about, aimlessly picking up things and discarding them. The 
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rock-pools which so fascinated him were covered by the tide, so he was 

without an interest until the tide went back. Presently, seeing Ralph 

under the palms, he came and sat by him. 

Piggy wore the remainders of a pair of shorts, his fat body was 

golden brown, and the glasses still flashed when he looked at 

anything. He was the only boy on the island whose hair never 

seemed to grow. The rest were shock-headed, ďut PiggǇ͛s hair still 

lay in wisps over his head as though baldness were his natural state 

and this imperfect covering would soon go, like the velvet on a 

ǇouŶg stag͛s aŶtleƌs. 
͞I͛ǀe ďeeŶ thiŶkiŶg,͟ he said, ͞aďout a clock. We could make a 

sundial. We could put a stick in the sand, and then—͟ 

The effort to express the mathematical processes involved was too 

great. He made a few passes instead. 

͞AŶd aŶ aiƌplaŶe, aŶd a TV set,͟ said ‘alph souƌlǇ, ͞aŶd a steaŵ 
engine.͟ 

Piggy shook his head. 

͞You haǀe to haǀe a lot of ŵetal thiŶgs foƌ that,͟ he said, ͞aŶd ǁe 
haǀeŶ͛t got Ŷo ŵetal. But ǁe got a stiĐk.͟ 

Ralph turned and smiled involuntarily. Piggy was a bore; his fat, his 

ass-mar and his matter-of-fact ideas were dull, but there was always a 

little pleasure to be got out of pulling his leg, even if one did it by 

accident. 

Piggy saw the smile and misinterpreted it as friendliness. There had 

grown up tacitly among the biguns the opinion that Piggy was an 

outsider, not only by accent, which did not matter, but by fat, and 

assmar, and specs, and a certain disinclination for manual labor. Now, 

finding that something he had said made Ralph smile, he rejoiced and 

pressed his advantage. 

͞We got a lot of stiĐks. We Đould haǀe a suŶdial each. Then we should 

kŶoǁ ǁhat the tiŵe ǁas.͟ 

͞A fat lot of good that ǁould ďe.͟ 

͞You said Ǉou ǁaŶted thiŶgs doŶe. “o as ǁe Đould ďe ƌesĐued.͟ 

͞Oh, shut up.͟ 
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He leapt to his feet and trotted back to the pool, just as Maurice did 

a rather poor dive. Ralph was glad of a chance to change the subject. He 

shouted as Maurice came to the surface. 

͞BellǇ flop! BellǇ flop!͟ 

Maurice flashed a smile at Ralph who slid easily into the water. Of all 

the boys, he was the most at home there; but today, irked by the 

mention of rescue, the useless, footling mention of rescue, even the 

green depths of water and the shattered, golden sun held no balm. 

Instead of remaining and playing, he swam with steady strokes under 

Simon and crawled out of the other side of the pool to lie there, sleek 

and streaming like a seal. Piggy, always clumsy, stood up and came to 

stand by him, so that Ralph rolled on his stomach and pretended not to 

see. The mirages had died away and gloomily he ran his eye along the 

taut blue line of the horizon. 

The next moment he was on his feet and shouting. 

͞“ŵoke! “ŵoke!͟ 

Simon tried to sit up in the water and got a mouthful. Maurice, who 

had been standing ready to dive, swayed back on his heels, made a bolt 

for the platform, then swerved back to the grass under the palms. There 

he started to pull on his tattered shorts, to be ready for anything. 

Ralph stood, one hand holding back his hair, the other clenched. 

Simon was climbing out of the water. Piggy was rubbing his glasses on 

his shorts and squinting at the sea. Maurice had got both legs through 

one leg of his shorts. Of all the boys, only Ralph was still. 

͞I ĐaŶ͛t see Ŷo sŵoke,͟ said PiggǇ iŶĐƌedulouslǇ. ͞I ĐaŶ͛t see Ŷo 
smoke, Ralph—ǁheƌe is it?͟ 

Ralph said nothing. Now both his hands were clenched over his 

forehead so that the fair hair was kept out of his eyes. He was leaning 

forward and already the salt was whitening his body. 

͞‘alph—ǁheƌe͛s the ship?͟ 

“iŵoŶ stood ďǇ, lookiŶg fƌoŵ ‘alph to the hoƌizoŶ. MauƌiĐe͛s 
trousers gave way with a sigh and he abandoned them as a wreck, 

rushed toward the forest, and then came back again. 

The smoke was a tight little knot on the horizon and was uncoiling 

sloǁlǇ. BeŶeath the sŵoke ǁas a dot that ŵight ďe a fuŶŶel. ‘alph͛s faĐe 
was pale as he spoke to himself. 
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͞TheǇ͛ll see ouƌ sŵoke.͟ 

Piggy was looking in the right direction now. 

͞It doŶ͛t look ŵuĐh.͟ 

He turned round and peered up at the mountain. Ralph continued to 

watch the ship, ravenously. Color was coming back into his face. Simon 

stood by him, silent. 

͞I kŶoǁ I ĐaŶ͛t see ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh,͟ said PiggǇ, ͞ďut haǀe ǁe got aŶǇ 

sŵoke?͟ 

‘alph ŵoǀed iŵpatieŶtlǇ, still ǁatĐhiŶg the ship. ͞The 
sŵoke oŶ the ŵouŶtaiŶ.͟ 

Maurice came running, and stared out to sea. Both Simon and Piggy 

were looking up at the mountain. Piggy screwed up his face but Simon 

cried out as though he had hurt himself. 

͞‘alph! ‘alph!͟ 

The quality of his speech twisted Ralph on the sand. 

͞You tell ŵe,͟ said PiggǇ aŶǆiouslǇ. ͞Is theƌe a sigŶal?͟ 

Ralph looked back at the dispersing smoke in the horizon, then up at 

the mountain. 

͞‘alph—please! Is theƌe a sigŶal?͟ 

Simon put out his hand, timidly, to touch Ralph; but  Ralph started to 

run, splashing through the shallow end of the bathing pool, across the 

hot, white sand and under the palms. A moment later he was battling 

with the complex undergrowth that was already engulfing the scar. 

Simon ran after him, then Maurice. Piggy shouted. 

͞‘alph! Please—‘alph!͟ 

TheŶ he too staƌted to ƌuŶ, stuŵďliŶg oǀeƌ MauƌiĐe͛s disĐaƌded 
shorts before he was across the terrace. Behind the four boys, the smoke 

moved gently along the horizon; and on the beach, Henry and Johnny 

were throwing sand at Percival who was crying quietly again; and all 

three were in complete ignorance of the excitement. 

By the time Ralph had reached the landward end of the scar he was 

using precious breath to swear. He did desperate violence to his naked 

body among the rasping creepers so that blood was sliding over him. Just 

where the steep ascent of the mountain began, he stopped. Maurice was 

only a few yards behind him. 
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͞PiggǇ͛s speĐs!͟ shouted ‘alph. ͞If the fiƌe͛s all out, ǁe͛ll Ŷeed 
them—͟ 

He stopped shouting and swayed on his feet. Piggy was only just 

visible, bumbling up from the beach. Ralph looked at the horizon, then 

up to the mountain. Was it better to fetch PiggǇ͛s glasses, oƌ ǁould the 
ship have gone? Or if they climbed on, supposing the fire was all out, and 

they had to watch Piggy crawling nearer and the ship sinking under the 

horizon? Balanced on a high peak of need, agonized by indecision, Ralph 

cried out: 

͞Oh God, oh God!͟ 

Simon, struggling with the bushes, caught his breath. His face was 

twisted. Ralph blundered on, savaging himself, as the wisp of smoke 

moved on. 

The fire was dead. They saw that straight away; saw what they had 

really known down on the beach when the smoke of home had 

beckoned. The fire was out, smokeless and dead; the watchers were 

gone. A pile of unused fuel lay ready. 

Ralph turned to the sea. The horizon stretched, impersonal once 

more, barren of all but the faintest trace of smoke. Ralph ran stumbling 

along the rocks, saved himself on the edge of the pink cliff, and screamed 

at the ship. 

͞Coŵe ďaĐk! Coŵe ďaĐk!͟ 

He ran backwards and forwards along the cliff, his face always to the 

sea, and his voice rose insanely. 

͞Coŵe ďaĐk! Coŵe ďaĐk!͟ 

Simon and Maurice arrived. Ralph looked at them with unwinking 

eyes. Simon turned away, smearing the water from his cheeks. Ralph 

reached inside himself for the worst word he knew. 

͞TheǇ let the ďloodǇ fiƌe go out.͟ 

He looked down the unfriendly side of the mountain. Piggy arrived, 

out of breath and whimpering like a littlun. Ralph clenched his fist and 

went very red. The intentness of his gaze, the bitterness of his voice, 

pointed for him. 

͞Theƌe theǇ aƌe.͟ 

A procession had appeared, far down among the pink stones that lay 

Ŷeaƌ the ǁateƌ͛s edge. Some of the boys wore black caps but otherwise 
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they were almost naked. They lifted sticks in the air together whenever 

they came to an easy patch. They were chanting, something to do with 

the bundle that the errant twins carried so carefully. Ralph picked out 

Jack easily, even at that distance, tall, red-haired, and inevitably leading 

the procession. 

Simon looked now, from Ralph to Jack, as he had looked from Ralph 

to the horizon, and what he saw seemed to make him afraid. Ralph said 

nothing more, but waited while the procession came nearer. The chant 

was audible but at that distance still wordless. Behind Jack walked the 

twins, carrying a great stake on their shoulders. The gutted carcass of a 

pig swung from the stake, swinging heavily as the twins toiled over the 

uŶeǀeŶ gƌouŶd. The pig͛s head huŶg doǁŶ ǁith gapiŶg ŶeĐk aŶd seeŵed 
to search for something on the ground. At last the words of the chant 

floated up to them, across the bowl of blackened wood and ashes. 

͞Kill the pig. Cut her throat. “pill her ďlood.͟  

Yet as the words became audible, the procession reached the 

steepest part of the mountain, and in a minute or two the chant had died 

away. Piggy sniveled and Simon shushed him quickly as though he had 

spoken too loudly in church. 

Jack, his face smeared with clays, reached the top first and hailed 

Ralph excitedly, with lifted spear. 

͞Look! We͛ǀe killed a pig—we stole up on them—we got in a circle—
͟ 

Voices broke in from the hunters. 

͞We got iŶ a ĐiƌĐle—͟ 

͞We Đƌept up—͟ 

͞The pig sƋuealed—͟ 

The twins stood with the pig swinging between them, dropping black 

gouts on the rock. They seemed to share one wide, ecstatic grin. Jack 

had too many things to tell Ralph at once. Instead, he danced a step or 

two, then remembered his dignity and stood still, grinning. He noticed 

blood on his hands and grimaced distastefully, looked for something on 

which to clean them, then wiped them on his shorts and laughed. 

Ralph spoke. 

͞You let the fiƌe go out.͟ 
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Jack checked, vaguely irritated by this irrelevance but too happy to 

let it worry him. 

͞We ĐaŶ light the fiƌe agaiŶ. You should haǀe ďeeŶ ǁith us, ‘alph. 
We had a smashing time. The twins got knocked over—͟ 

͞We hit the pig—͟ ͞—I 

fell on top—͟ 

͞I Đut the pig͛s thƌoat,͟ said JaĐk, pƌoudly, and yet twitched as he said 

it. ͞CaŶ I ďoƌƌoǁ Ǉouƌs, ‘alph, to ŵake a ŶiĐk iŶ the hilt?͟ 

The boys chattered and danced. The twins continued to grin. 

͞Theƌe ǁas lashiŶgs of ďlood,͟ said JaĐk, laughiŶg aŶd shuddeƌiŶg, 
͞Ǉou should haǀe seeŶ it!͟ 

͞We͛ll go hunting every day—͟ 

Ralph spoke again, hoarsely. He had not moved. 

͞You let the fiƌe go out.͟ 

This repetition made Jack uneasy. He looked at the twins and then 

back at Ralph. 

͞We had to haǀe theŵ iŶ the huŶt,͟ he said, ͞oƌ theƌe ǁouldŶ͛t haǀe 
been enough foƌ a ƌiŶg.͟ 

He flushed, conscious of a fault. 

͞The fiƌe͛s oŶlǇ ďeeŶ out aŶ houƌ oƌ tǁo. We ĐaŶ light up agaiŶ—͟ 

He ŶotiĐed ‘alph͛s sĐaƌƌed ŶakedŶess, aŶd the soŵďƌe sileŶĐe of all 
four of them. He sought, charitable in his happiness, to include them in 

the thing that had happened. His mind was crowded with memories; 

memories of the knowledge that had come to them when they closed in 

on the struggling pig, knowledge that they had outwitted a living thing, 

imposed their will upon it, taken away its life like a long satisfying drink. 

He spread his arms wide. 

͞You should haǀe seeŶ the ďlood!͟ 

The hunters were more silent now, but at this they buzzed again. 

Ralph flung back his hair. One arm pointed at the empty horizon. His 

voice was loud and savage, and struck them into silence. 

͞Theƌe ǁas a ship.͟ 

Jack, faced at once with too many awful implications, ducked away 

from them. He laid a hand on the pig and drew his knife. Ralph brought 

his arm down, fist clenched, and his voice shook. 
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͞Theƌe ǁas a ship. Out theƌe. You said Ǉou͛d keep the fiƌe going and 

Ǉou let it out!͟ He took a step toǁaƌd JaĐk, ǁho tuƌŶed aŶd faĐed hiŵ. 
͞TheǇ ŵight haǀe seeŶ us. We ŵight haǀe goŶe hoŵe—͟ 

This was too bitter for Piggy, who forgot his timidity in the agony of 

his loss. He began to cry out, shrilly: 

͞You aŶd Ǉouƌ blood, Jack Merridew! You and your hunting! We 

might have gone home—͟ 

Ralph pushed Piggy to one side. 

͞I ǁas Đhief, aŶd Ǉou ǁeƌe goiŶg to do ǁhat I said. You talk. But Ǉou 
ĐaŶ͛t eǀeŶ ďuild huts—then you go off hunting and let out the fire—͟ 

He turned away, silent for a moment. Then his voice came again on 

a peak of feeling. 

͞Theƌe ǁas a ship—͟ 

One of the smaller hunters began to wail. The dismal truth was 

filtering through to everybody. Jack went very red as he hacked and 

pulled at the pig. 

͞The joď ǁas too ŵuĐh. We Ŷeeded eǀeƌǇoŶe.͟ ‘alph 
turned. 

͞You Đould haǀe had eǀeƌǇoŶe ǁheŶ the shelteƌs ǁeƌe fiŶished. But 
you had to hunt—͟ 

͞We Ŷeeded ŵeat.͟ 

Jack stood up as he said this, the bloodied knife in his hand. The two 

boys faced each other. There was the brilliant world of hunting, tactics, 

fierce exhilaration, skill; and there was the world of longing and baffled 

commonsense. Jack transferred the knife to his left hand and smudged 

blood over his forehead as he pushed down the plastered hair. 

Piggy began again. 

͞You didŶ͛t ought to haǀe let that fiƌe out. You said Ǉou͛d keep the 
smoke going—͟ 

This from Piggy, and the wails of agreement from some of the 

hunters, drove Jack to violence. The bolting look came into his blue eyes. 

He took a step, and able at last to hit soŵeoŶe, stuĐk his fist iŶto PiggǇ͛s 
stomach. Piggy sat down with a grunt. Jack stood over him. 

His voice was vicious with humiliation. 

͞You ǁould, ǁould Ǉou? FattǇ!͟ 
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‘alph ŵade a step foƌǁaƌd aŶd JaĐk sŵaĐked PiggǇ͛s head. PiggǇ͛s 
glasses flew off and tinkled on the rocks. Piggy cried out in terror: 

͞MǇ speĐs!͟ 

He went crouching and feeling over the rocks but Simon, who got 

there first, found them for him. Passions beat about Simon on the 

mountain-top with awful wings. 

͞OŶe side͛s ďƌokeŶ.͟ 

Piggy grabbed and put on the glasses. He looked malevolently at 

Jack. 

͞I got to haǀe theŵ speĐs. Noǁ I oŶlǇ got oŶe eǇe. Jus͛ Ǉou ǁait—͟ 

Jack made a move toward Piggy who scrambled away till a great rock 

lay between them. He thrust his head over the top and glared at Jack 

through his one flashing glass. 

͞Noǁ I oŶlǇ got oŶe eǇe. Just Ǉou ǁait—͟ 
JaĐk ŵiŵiĐked the ǁhiŶe aŶd sĐƌaŵďle. ͞Jus͛ 
you wait—Ǉah!͟ 

Piggy and the parody were so funny that the hunters began to laugh. 

Jack felt encouraged. He went on scrambling and the laughter rose to a 

gale of hysteria. Unwillingly Ralph felt his lips twitch; he was angry with 

himself for giving way. 

He muttered. 

͞That ǁas a diƌtǇ tƌiĐk.͟ 

Jack broke out of his gyration and stood facing Ralph. His words came 

in a shout. 

͞All ƌight, all ƌight!͟ 

He looked at PiggǇ, at the huŶteƌs, at ‘alph. ͞I͛ŵ 
sorry. About the fire, I mean. There. I—͟ He dƌeǁ 
himself up. 

͞—I apologize.͟ 

The buzz from the hunters was one of admiration at this handsome 

behavior. Clearly they were of the opinion that Jack had done the decent 

thing, had put himself in the right by his generous apology and Ralph, 

obscurely, in the wrong. They waited for an appropriately decent 

answer. 

Yet ‘alph͛s thƌoat ƌefused to pass oŶe. He ƌeseŶted, as aŶ addition 

to JaĐk͛s ŵisďehaǀioƌ, this ǀeƌďal tƌiĐk. The fiƌe ǁas dead, the ship ǁas 
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gone. Could they not see? Anger instead of decency passed his throat. 

͞That ǁas a diƌtǇ tƌiĐk.͟ 

They were silent on the mountain-top while the opaque look 

appeaƌed iŶ JaĐk͛s eyes and passed away. 

‘alph͛s fiŶal ǁoƌd ǁas aŶ iŶgƌaĐious ŵutteƌ. 
͞All ƌight. Light the fiƌe.͟ 

With some positive action before them, a little of the tension died. 

Ralph said no more, did nothing, stood looking down at the ashes round 

his feet. Jack was loud and active. He gave orders, sang, whistled, threw 

remarks at the silent Ralph—remarks that did not need an answer, and 

therefore could not invite a snub; and still Ralph was silent. No one, not 

even Jack, would ask him to move and in the end they had to build the 

fire three yards away and in a place not really as convenient. 

So Ralph asserted his chieftainship and could not have chosen a 

better way if he had thought for days. Against his weapon, so indefinable 

and so effective, Jack was powerless and raged without knowing why. By 

the time the pile was built, they were on different sides of a high barrier. 

When they had dealt with the fire another crisis arose. Jack had no 

means of lighting it. Then to his surprise, Ralph went to Piggy and took 

the glasses from him. Not even Ralph knew how a link between him and 

Jack had been snapped and fastened elsewhere. 

͞I͛ll ďƌiŶg ͛eŵ ďaĐk.͟ 

͞I͛ll Đoŵe too.͟ 

Piggy stood behind him, islanded in a sea of meaningless color, while 

Ralph knelt and focused the glossy spot. Instantly the fire was alight, 

Piggy held out his hands and grabbed the glasses back. 

Before these fantastically attractive flowers of violet and red and 

yellow, unkindness melted away. They became a circle of boys round a 

camp fire and even Piggy and Ralph were half-drawn in. Soon some of 

the boys were rushing down the slope for more wood while Jack hacked 

the pig. They tried holding the whole carcass on a stake over the fire, but 

the stake burnt more quickly than the pig roasted. In the end they 

skewered bits of meat on branches and held them in the flames: and 

even then almost as much boy was roasted as meat. 
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‘alph͛s ŵouth ǁateƌed. He ŵeaŶt to ƌefuse ŵeat, ďut his past diet 

of fruit and nuts, with an odd crab or fish, gave him too little resistance. 

He accepted a piece of half-raw meat and gnawed it like a wolf. 

Piggy spoke, also dribbling. 

͞AƌeŶ͛t I haǀiŶg ŶoŶe?͟ 

Jack had meant to leave him in doubt, as an assertion of power; but 

Piggy by advertising his omission made more cruelty necessary. 

͞You didŶ͛t huŶt.͟ 

͞No ŵoƌe did ‘alph,͟ said PiggǇ ǁetlǇ, ͞Ŷoƌ “iŵoŶ.͟ He aŵplified. 
͞Theƌe isŶ͛t ŵoƌe thaŶ a ha͛poƌth of ŵeat iŶ a Đƌaď.͟ 

Ralph stirred uneasily. Simon, sitting between the twins and Piggy, 

wiped his mouth and shoved his piece of meat over the rocks to Piggy, 

who grabbed it. The twins giggled and Simon lowered his face in shame. 

Then Jack leapt to his feet, slashed off a great hunk of meat, and flung 

it doǁŶ at “iŵoŶ͛s feet. ͞Eat! DaŵŶ Ǉou!͟ 

He glared at Simon. 

͞Take it!͟ 

He spun on his heel, center of a bewildered circle of boys. 

͞I got Ǉou ŵeat!͟ 

Numberless and inexpressible frustrations combined to make his 

rage elemental and awe-inspiring. 

͞I paiŶted ŵǇ faĐe—I stole up. Now you eat—all of you—and I—͟ 

Slowly the silence on the mountain-top deepened till the click of the 

fire and the soft hiss of roasting meat could be heard clearly. Jack looked 

round for understanding but found only respect. Ralph stood among the 

ashes of the signal fire, his hands full of meat, saying nothing. 

Then at last Maurice broke the silence. He changed the subject to the 

only one that could bring the majority of them together. 

͞Wheƌe did Ǉou fiŶd the pig?͟ 

Roger pointed down the unfriendlǇ side. ͞TheǇ ǁeƌe theƌe—by the 

sea.͟ 

Jack, recovering, could not bear to have his story told. He broke in 

quickly. 

͞We spƌead ƌouŶd. I Đƌept, oŶ haŶds aŶd kŶees. The speaƌs fell out 
ďeĐause theǇ hadŶ͛t ďaƌďs oŶ. The pig ƌaŶ aǁaǇ aŶd ŵade aŶ aǁful 
noise—͟ 
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͞It tuƌŶed ďaĐk aŶd ƌaŶ iŶto the ĐiƌĐle, ďleediŶg—͟ All 
the boys were talking at once, relieved and excited. 

͞We Đlosed iŶ—͟ 

The first blow had paralyzed its hind quarters, so then the circle could 

close in and beat and beat— ͞I Đut the pig͛s thƌoat—͟ 

The twins, still sharing their identical grin, jumped up and ran round 

each other. Then the rest joined in, making pig-dying noises and 

shouting. 

͞OŶe foƌ his Ŷoď!͟ 

͞Giǀe hiŵ a fouƌpeŶŶǇ oŶe!͟ 

Then Maurice pretended to be the pig and ran squealing into the 

center, and the hunters, circling still, pretended to beat him. As they 

danced, they sang. 

͞Kill the pig. Cut her throat. Bash her iŶ.͟ 

Ralph watched them, envious and resentful. Not till they flagged and 

the chant died away, did he speak. 

͞I͛ŵ ĐalliŶg aŶ asseŵďlǇ.͟ 

One by one, they halted, and stood watching him. 

͞With the ĐoŶĐh. I͛ŵ ĐalliŶg a ŵeeting even if we have to go on into 

the daƌk. DoǁŶ oŶ the platfoƌŵ. WheŶ I ďloǁ it. Noǁ.͟ He tuƌŶed aǁaǇ 
and walked off, down the mountain. 
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f i v e 

B E A S T F R O M W A T E R 

HE TIDE WAS COMING IN and there was only a narrow strip of firm beach 

between the water and the white, stumbling stuff near the palm 

terrace. Ralph chose the firm strip as a path because he needed to think, 

and only here could he allow his feet to move without having to watch 

them. Suddenly, pacing by the water, he was overcome with 

astonishment. He found himself understanding the wearisomeness of 

this life, where every path was an improvisation and a considerable part 

of oŶe͛s ǁakiŶg life ǁas speŶt ǁatĐhiŶg oŶe͛s feet. He stopped, faĐiŶg 
the strip; and remembering that first enthusiastic exploration as though 

it were part of a brighter childhood, he smiled jeeringly. He turned then 

and walked back toward the platform with the sun in his face. The time 

had come for the assembly and as he walked into the concealing 

splendors of the sunlight he went carefully over the points of his speech. 

There must be no mistake about this assembly, no chasing imaginary. . . 

. 

He lost himself in a maze of thoughts that were rendered vague by 

his lack of words to express them. Frowning, he tried again. 

This meeting must not be fun, but business. 

At that he walked faster, aware all at once of urgency and the 

declining sun and a little wind created by his speed that breathed about 

his face. This wind pressed his grey shirt against his chest so that he 

noticed—in this new mood of comprehension—how the folds were stiff 

like cardboard, and unpleasant; noticed too how the frayed edges of his 

shorts were making an uncomfortable, pink area on the front of his 

thighs. With a convulsion of the mind, Ralph discovered dirt and decay, 

understood how much he disliked perpetually flicking the tangled hair 

T 
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out of his eyes, and at last, when the sun was gone, rolling noisily to rest 

among dry leaves. At that he began to trot. 

The beach near the bathing pool was dotted with groups of boys 

waiting for the assembly. They made way for him silently, conscious of 

his grim mood and the fault at the fire. 

The place of assembly in which he stood was roughly a triangle; but 

irregular and sketchy, like everything they made. First there was the log 

on which he himself sat; a dead tree that must have been quite 

exceptionally big for the platform. Perhaps one of those legendary 

storms of the Pacific had shifted it here. This palm trunk lay parallel to 

the beach, so that when Ralph sat he faced the island but to the boys 

was a darkish figure against the shimmer of the lagoon. The two sides of 

the triangle of which the log was base were less evenly defined. On the 

right was a log polished by restless seats along the top, but not so large 

as the Đhief͛s aŶd Ŷot so Đoŵfoƌtaďle. OŶ the left ǁeƌe fouƌ sŵall logs, 
one of them—the farthest—lamentably springy. Assembly after 

assembly had broken up in laughter when someone had leaned too far 

back and the log had whipped and thrown half a dozen boys backwards 

into the grass. Yet now, he saw, no one had had the wit—not himself nor 

Jack, nor Piggy—to bring a stone and wedge the thing. So they would 

continue enduring the ill-balanced twister, because, because. . . . Again 

he lost himself in deep waters. 

Grass was worn away in front of each trunk but grew tall and 

untrodden in the center of the triangle. Then, at the apex, the grass was 

thick again because no one sat there. All round the place of assembly the 

grey trunks rose, straight or leaning, and supported the low roof of 

leaves. On two sides was the beach; behind, the lagoon; in front, the 

darkness of the island. 

‘alph tuƌŶed to the Đhief͛s seat. They had never had an assembly as 

late before. That was why the place looked so different. Normally the 

underside of the green roof was lit by a tangle of golden reflections, and 

their faces were lit upside down—like, thought Ralph, when you hold an 

electric torch in your hands. But now the sun was slanting in at one side, 

so that the shadows were where they ought to be. 
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Again he fell into that strange mood of speculation that was so 

foreign to him. If faces were different when lit from above or below— 

what was a face? What was anything? 

Ralph moved impatiently. The trouble was, if you were a chief you 

had to think, you had to be wise. And then the occasion slipped by so 

that you had to grab at a decision. This made you think; because thought 

was a valuable thing, that got results. . . . 

OŶlǇ, deĐided ‘alph as he faĐed the Đhief͛s seat, I ĐaŶ͛t thiŶk. Not like 
Piggy. 

Once more that evening Ralph had to adjust his values. Piggy could 

think. He could go step by step inside that fat head of his, only Piggy was 

no chief. But Piggy, for all his ludicrous body, had brains. Ralph was a 

specialist in thought now, and could recognize thought in another. 

The sun in his eyes reminded him how time was passing, so he took 

the conch down from the tree and examined the surface. Exposure to 

the air had bleached the yellow and pink to near-white, and 

transparency. Ralph felt a kind of affectionate reverence for the conch, 

even though he had fished the thing out of the lagoon himself. He faced 

the place of assembly and put the conch to his lips. 

The others were waiting for this and came straight away. Those who 

were aware that a ship had passed the island while the fire was out were 

suďdued ďǇ the thought of ‘alph͛s aŶgeƌ; ǁhile those, iŶĐludiŶg the 
littluns who did not know, were impressed by the general air of 

solemnity. The place of assembly filled quickly; Jack, Simon, Maurice, 

ŵost of the huŶteƌs, oŶ ‘alph͛s ƌight; the ƌest oŶ the left, uŶdeƌ the suŶ. 
Piggy came and stood outside the triangle. This indicated that he wished 

to listen, but would not speak; and Piggy intended it as a gesture of 

disapproval. 

͞The thiŶg is: ǁe Ŷeed aŶ asseŵďlǇ.͟ 

No one said anything but the faces turned to Ralph were intent. He 

flourished the conch. He had learnt as a practical business that 

fundamental statements like this had to be said at least twice, before 

everyone understood them. One had to sit, attracting all eyes to the 

conch, and drop words like heavy round stones among the little groups 

that crouched or squatted. He was searching his mind for simple words 

so that even the littluns would understand what the assembly was 
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about. Later perhaps, practiced debaters—Jack, Maurice, Piggy—would 

use their whole art to twist the meeting: but now at the beginning the 

subject of the debate must be laid out clearly. 

͞We Ŷeed aŶ asseŵďlǇ. Not foƌ fuŶ. Not foƌ laughiŶg aŶd falliŶg off 
the log͟—the group of littluns on the twister giggled and looked at each 

other—͞Ŷot foƌ ŵakiŶg jokes, oƌ foƌ͟—he lifted the conch in an effort to 

find the compelling word—͞foƌ ĐleǀeƌŶess. Not foƌ these thiŶgs. But to 
put thiŶgs stƌaight.͟ He paused foƌ a ŵoŵeŶt. 

͞I͛ǀe ďeeŶ aloŶe. BǇ ŵǇself I ǁeŶt, thiŶkiŶg ǁhat͛s ǁhat. I kŶoǁ ǁhat 
ǁe Ŷeed. AŶ asseŵďlǇ to put thiŶgs stƌaight. AŶd fiƌst of all, I͛ŵ 
speakiŶg.͟ 

He paused for a moment and automatically pushed back his hair. 

Piggy tiptoed to the triangle, his ineffectual protest made, and joined the 

others. 

Ralph went on. 

͞We haǀe lots of asseŵďlies. EǀeƌǇďodǇ eŶjoǇs speakiŶg aŶd ďeiŶg 
together. We decide things. But theǇ doŶ͛t get doŶe. We ǁeƌe goiŶg to 
have water brought from the stream and left in those coconut shells 

under fresh leaǀes. “o it ǁas, foƌ a feǁ daǇs. Noǁ theƌe͛s Ŷo ǁateƌ. 
The shells aƌe dƌǇ. People dƌiŶk fƌoŵ the ƌiǀeƌ.͟ Theƌe 

was a murmur of assent. 

͞Not that theƌe͛s aŶǇthiŶg ǁƌoŶg ǁith dƌiŶkiŶg fƌoŵ the ƌiǀeƌ. I ŵeaŶ 
I͛d sooŶeƌ haǀe ǁateƌ fƌoŵ that plaĐe—you know, the pool where the 

waterfall is—theŶ out of aŶ old ĐoĐoŶut shell. OŶlǇ ǁe said ǁe͛d haǀe 
the water brought. And now not. There were only two full shells there 

this afteƌŶooŶ.͟ He liĐked his lips.  
͞TheŶ theƌe͛s huts. “helteƌs.͟ 

The murmur swelled again and died away. 

͞You ŵostlǇ sleep iŶ shelteƌs. ToŶight, eǆĐept foƌ “aŵŶeƌiĐ up ďǇ the 
fiƌe, Ǉou͛ll all sleep theƌe. Who ďuilt the shelteƌs?͟ 

Clamor rose at once. Everyone had built the shelters. Ralph had to 

wave the conch once more. 

͞Wait a ŵiŶute! I ŵeaŶ, ǁho ďuilt all three? We all built the first one, 

fouƌ of us the seĐoŶd oŶe, aŶd ŵe͛Ŷ “iŵoŶ ďuilt the last oŶe oǀeƌ theƌe. 
That͛s ǁhǇ it͛s so totteƌǇ. No. DoŶ͛t laugh. That shelteƌ ŵight fall doǁŶ 
if the ƌaiŶ Đoŵes ďaĐk. We͛ll Ŷeed those shelteƌs theŶ.͟ 
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He paused and cleared his throat. 

͞Theƌe͛s aŶotheƌ thiŶg. We Đhose those ƌoĐks ƌight aloŶg ďeǇoŶd the 
bathing pool as a lavatory. That was sensible too. The tide cleans 

the plaĐe up. You littluŶs kŶoǁ aďout that.͟  

There were sniggers here and there and swift glances. 

͞Noǁ people seeŵ to use aŶǇǁheƌe. EǀeŶ Ŷeaƌ the shelteƌs aŶd the 
platfoƌŵ. You littluŶs, ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe gettiŶg fƌuit; if Ǉou͛ƌe takeŶ shoƌt—͟ 

The assembly roared. 

͞I said if Ǉou͛ƌe takeŶ shoƌt Ǉou keep aǁaǇ fƌoŵ the fƌuit. That͛s 
diƌtǇ!͟ 

Laughter rose again. 

͞I said that͛s diƌtǇ!͟ 

He plucked at his stiff, grey shirt. 

͞That͛s ƌeallǇ diƌtǇ. If Ǉou͛ƌe takeŶ shoƌt Ǉou go ƌight aloŶg the beach 

to the ƌoĐks. “ee?͟ 

Piggy held out his hands for the conch but Ralph shook his head. His 

speech was planned, point by point. 

͞We͛ǀe all got to use the ƌoĐks agaiŶ. This plaĐe is gettiŶg diƌtǇ.͟ He 
paused. The assembly, sensing a crisis, was tensely eǆpeĐtaŶt. ͞AŶd 
theŶ: aďout the fiƌe.͟ 

Ralph let out his spare breath with a little gasp that was echoed by 

his audience. Jack started to chip a piece of wood with his knife and 

whispered something to Robert, who looked away. 

͞The fiƌe is the ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thing on the island. How can we ever 

ďe ƌesĐued eǆĐept ďǇ luĐk, if ǁe doŶ͛t keep a fiƌe goiŶg? Is a fiƌe too ŵuĐh 
for us to make?͟ He fluŶg out aŶ aƌŵ. 

͞Look at us! Hoǁ ŵaŶǇ aƌe ǁe? AŶd Ǉet ǁe ĐaŶ͛t keep a fiƌe goiŶg to 
ŵake sŵoke. DoŶ͛t Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd? CaŶ͛t Ǉou see ǁe ought to— ought 

to die ďefoƌe ǁe let the fiƌe out?͟ 

There was a self-conscious giggling among the hunters. Ralph turned 

on them passionately. 

͞You huŶteƌs! You ĐaŶ laugh! But I tell Ǉou the sŵoke is ŵoƌe 
important than the pig, however ofteŶ Ǉou kill oŶe. Do all of Ǉou see?͟ 
He spƌead his aƌŵs ǁide aŶd tuƌŶed to the ǁhole tƌiaŶgle. ͞We͛ǀe got to 
make smoke up there—oƌ die.͟ He paused, feeliŶg foƌ his Ŷeǆt poiŶt. 
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͞AŶd aŶotheƌ thiŶg.͟ “oŵeoŶe 
called out. 

͞Too ŵaŶǇ thiŶgs.͟ 

There came a mutter of agreement. Ralph overrode them. 

͞AŶd aŶotheƌ thiŶg. We ŶeaƌlǇ set the ǁhole islaŶd oŶ fiƌe. AŶd ǁe 
waste time, rolling rocks, and making little cooking fires. Now I say this 

aŶd ŵake it a ƌule, ďeĐause I͛ŵ Đhief. We ǁoŶ͛t haǀe a fiƌe aŶǇǁheƌe ďut 
on the ŵouŶtaiŶ. Eǀeƌ.͟ 

There was a row immediately. Boys stood up and shouted and Ralph 

shouted back. 

͞BeĐause if Ǉou ǁaŶt a fiƌe to cook fish or crab, you can jolly well go 

up the ŵouŶtaiŶ. That ǁaǇ ǁe͛ll ďe ĐeƌtaiŶ.͟ 

Hands were reaching for the conch in the light of the setting sun. He 

held on and leapt on the trunk. 

͞All this I ŵeaŶt to saǇ. Noǁ I͛ǀe said it. You ǀoted ŵe foƌ Đhief. Now 

Ǉou do ǁhat I saǇ.͟ 

They quieted, slowly, and at last were seated again. Ralph dropped 

down and spoke in his ordinary voice. 

͞“o ƌeŵeŵďeƌ. The ƌoĐks foƌ a laǀatoƌǇ. Keep the fiƌe goiŶg aŶd 
sŵoke shoǁiŶg as a sigŶal. DoŶ͛t take fiƌe fƌoŵ the ŵouŶtaiŶ. Take your 

food up theƌe.͟ 

Jack stood up, scowling in the gloom, and held out his hands. 

͞I haǀeŶ͛t fiŶished Ǉet.͟ 

͞But Ǉou͛ǀe talked aŶd talked!͟ 
͞I͛ǀe got the ĐoŶĐh.͟ JaĐk sat 
down, grumbling. 

͞TheŶ the last thiŶg. This is ǁhat people ĐaŶ talk aďout.͟ He 

waited till the platform was very still. 

͞ThiŶgs aƌe ďƌeakiŶg up. I doŶ͛t uŶdeƌstaŶd ǁhǇ. We ďegaŶ ǁell; ǁe 
were happy. And then—͟ 

He moved the conch gently, looking beyond them at nothing, 

remembering the beastie, the snake, the fire, the talk of fear. 

͞TheŶ people staƌted gettiŶg fƌighteŶed.͟ 

A murmur, almost a moan, rose and passed away. Jack had stopped 

whittling. Ralph went on, abruptly. 

73



 Lord of the Flies 73 

͞But that͛s littluŶs͛ talk. We͛ll get that stƌaight. “o the last paƌt, the 
bit we can all talk about, is kind of deĐidiŶg oŶ the feaƌ.͟ The haiƌ ǁas 
creeping into his eyes again. 

͞We͛ǀe got to talk aďout this feaƌ aŶd deĐide theƌe͛s nothing in it. 

I͛ŵ fƌighteŶed ŵǇself, soŵetiŵes; oŶlǇ that͛s ŶoŶseŶse! Like ďogies. 
TheŶ, ǁheŶ ǁe͛ǀe deĐided, ǁe ĐaŶ staƌt agaiŶ aŶd ďe Đareful about 

thiŶgs like the fiƌe.͟ A piĐtuƌe of thƌee ďoǇs ǁalkiŶg aloŶg the ďƌight 
beach flitted through his mind. ͞AŶd ďe happǇ.͟ 

Ceremonially, Ralph laid the conch on the trunk beside him as a sign 

that the speech was over. What sunlight reached them was level. 

Jack stood up and took the conch. 

͞“o this is a ŵeetiŶg to fiŶd out ǁhat͛s ǁhat. I͛ll tell Ǉou ǁhat͛s ǁhat. 
You littluns started all this, with the fear talk. Beasts! Where from? Of 

Đouƌse ǁe͛ƌe fƌighteŶed soŵetiŵes ďut ǁe put up ǁith ďeiŶg fƌightened. 

Only Ralph says you scream in the night. What does that mean but 

Ŷightŵaƌes? AŶǇǁaǇ, Ǉou doŶ͛t huŶt oƌ ďuild or help— Ǉou͛ƌe a lot of 
cry-ďaďies aŶd sissies. That͛s ǁhat. AŶd as foƌ the feaƌ— Ǉou͛ll haǀe to 
put up ǁith that like the ƌest of us.͟ 

Ralph looked at Jack open-mouthed, but Jack took no notice. 

͞The thiŶg is—feaƌ ĐaŶ͛t huƌt Ǉou aŶǇ ŵoƌe thaŶ a dƌeaŵ. There 

aƌeŶ͛t aŶǇ ďeasts to ďe afƌaid of oŶ this islaŶd.͟ He looked aloŶg the ƌoǁ 
of ǁhispeƌiŶg littluŶs. ͞“eƌǀe Ǉou ƌight if soŵethiŶg did get you, 

you useless lot of cry-babies! But there is no animal—͟ ‘alph 
interrupted him testily. 

͞What is all this? Who said aŶǇthiŶg aďout aŶ aŶiŵal?͟  

͞You did, the otheƌ daǇ. You said theǇ dƌeaŵ aŶd ĐƌǇ out. Noǁ theǇ 
talk—not only the littluns, but my hunters sometimes—talk of a thing, a 

daƌk thiŶg, a ďeast, soŵe soƌt of aŶiŵal. I͛ǀe heaƌd. You thought Ŷot, 
didŶ͛t Ǉou? Noǁ listeŶ. You doŶ͛t get ďig aŶiŵals oŶ sŵall islaŶds. OŶlǇ 
pigs. You only get lions and tigers in big countries like Africa and India—
͟ 

͞AŶd the Zoo—͟ 

͞I͛ǀe got the ĐoŶĐh. I͛ŵ Ŷot talkiŶg aďout the feaƌ. I͛ŵ talkiŶg aďout 
the beast. Be frightened if you like. But as for the beast—͟ 

Jack paused, cradling the conch, and turned to his hunters with their 

dirty black caps. 
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͞Aŵ I a huŶteƌ oƌ aŵ I Ŷot?͟ 

They nodded, simply. He was a hunter all right. No one doubted that. 

͞Well theŶ—I͛ǀe ďeeŶ all oǀeƌ this islaŶd. By myself. If there were 

a ďeast I͛d haǀe seeŶ it. Be fƌighteŶed ďeĐause Ǉou͛ƌe like that—but 

theƌe is Ŷo ďeast iŶ the foƌest.͟ 

Jack handed back the conch and sat down. The whole assembly 

applauded him with relief. Then Piggy held out his hand. 

͞I doŶ͛t agƌee ǁith all JaĐk said, ďut ǁith soŵe. ͛Couƌse theƌe isŶ͛t a 
ďeast iŶ the foƌest. Hoǁ Đould theƌe ďe? What ǁould a ďeast eat?͟ 

͞Pig.͟ 

͞We eat pig.͟ 

͞PiggǇ!͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh!͟ said PiggǇ iŶdigŶaŶtlǇ. ͞‘alph—they ought to shut 

up, oughtŶ͛t theǇ? You shut up, Ǉou littluŶs! What I ŵeaŶ is that I doŶ͛t 
agƌee aďout this heƌe feaƌ. Of Đouƌse theƌe isŶ͛t ŶothiŶg to ďe afƌaid of 
in the forest. Why—I been there myself! You͛ll ďe talkiŶg aďout ghosts 
and such things next. We know what goes on and if 

theƌe͛s soŵethiŶg ǁƌoŶg, theƌe͛s soŵeoŶe to put it ƌight.͟ 

He took off his glasses and blinked at them. The sun had gone as if 

the light had been turned off. 

He proceeded to explain. 

͞If Ǉou get a paiŶ iŶ Ǉouƌ stoŵaĐh, ǁhetheƌ it͛s a little oŶe oƌ a ďig 
one—͟ 

͞Youƌs is a ďig oŶe.͟ 

͞WheŶ Ǉou doŶe laughiŶg peƌhaps ǁe ĐaŶ get oŶ ǁith the ŵeetiŶg. 
AŶd if theŵ littluŶs Đliŵď ďaĐk oŶ the tǁisteƌ agaiŶ theǇ͛ll oŶlǇ fall off in 

a sec. So they might as well sit on the ground and listen. No. You have 

doĐtoƌs foƌ eǀeƌǇthiŶg, eǀeŶ the iŶside of Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd. You doŶ͛t ƌeallǇ 
ŵeaŶ that ǁe got to ďe fƌighteŶed all the tiŵe of ŶothiŶg? Life,͟ said 
PiggǇ eǆpaŶsiǀelǇ, ͞is sĐieŶtifiĐ, that͛s ǁhat it is. In a year or two when 

the ǁaƌ͛s oǀeƌ theǇ͛ll ďe tƌaǀeliŶg to Maƌs aŶd ďaĐk. I kŶoǁ theƌe isŶ͛t 
no beast—not with claws and all that, I mean—ďut I kŶoǁ theƌe isŶ͛t Ŷo 
feaƌ, eitheƌ.͟ PiggǇ paused. 

͞UŶless—͟ 

Ralph moved restlessly. 

͞UŶless ǁhat?͟ 
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͞UŶless ǁe get fƌighteŶed of people.͟ 

A sound, half-laugh, half-jeer, rose among the seated boys. Piggy 

ducked his head and went on hastily. 

͞“o let͛s heaƌ fƌoŵ that littluŶ ǁho talked aďout a ďeast aŶd peƌhaps 
ǁe ĐaŶ shoǁ hiŵ hoǁ sillǇ he is.͟ 

The littluns began to jabber among themselves, then one stood 

forward. 

͞What͛s Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe?͟ 

͞Phil.͟ 

For a littlun he was self-confident, holding out his hands, cradling the 

conch as Ralph did, looking round at them to collect their attention 

before he spoke. 

͞Last Ŷight I had a dream, a horrid dream, fighting with things. I was 

outside the shelter by myself, fighting with things, those twisty things in 

the tƌees.͟ 

He paused, and the other littluns laughed in horrified sympathy. 

͞TheŶ I ǁas fƌighteŶed aŶd I ǁoke up. And I was outside the shelter 

ďǇ ŵǇself iŶ the daƌk aŶd the tǁistǇ thiŶgs had goŶe aǁaǇ.͟ 

The vivid horror of this, so possible and so nakedly terrifying, held 

theŵ all sileŶt. The Đhild͛s ǀoiĐe ǁeŶt pipiŶg oŶ fƌoŵ ďehiŶd the ǁhite 
conch. 

͞AŶd I ǁas frightened and started to call out for Ralph and then I saw 

soŵethiŶg ŵoǀiŶg aŵoŶg the tƌees, soŵethiŶg ďig aŶd hoƌƌid.͟ 

He paused, half-frightened by the recollection yet proud of the 

sensation he was creating. 

͞That ǁas a Ŷightŵaƌe,͟ said ‘alph. ͞He ǁas walking in his sleep.͟ 

The assembly murmured in subdued agreement. 

The littlun shook his head stubbornly. 

͞I ǁas asleep ǁheŶ the tǁistǇ thiŶgs ǁeƌe fightiŶg aŶd ǁheŶ theǇ 
went away I was awake, and I saw something big and horrid moving in 

the tƌees.͟ 

Ralph held out his hands for the conch and the littlun sat down. 

͞You ǁeƌe asleep. Theƌe ǁasŶ͛t aŶǇoŶe theƌe. Hoǁ Đould aŶǇoŶe ďe 
wandering about in the forest at night? Was anyone? Did anyone go 

out?͟ 
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There was a long pause while the assembly grinned at the thought 

of anyone going out in the darkness. Then Simon stood up and Ralph 

looked at him in astonishment. 

͞You! What ǁeƌe Ǉou ŵuĐkiŶg aďout iŶ the daƌk foƌ?͟ “iŵoŶ 
grabbed the conch convulsively. 

͞I ǁaŶted—to go to a place—a plaĐe I kŶoǁ.͟ 

͞What plaĐe?͟ 

͞Just a plaĐe I kŶoǁ. A plaĐe iŶ the juŶgle.͟ He 
hesitated. 

Jack settled the question for them with that contempt in his voice 

that could sound so funny and so final. 

͞He ǁas takeŶ shoƌt.͟ 

With a feeliŶg of huŵiliatioŶ oŶ “iŵoŶ͛s ďehalf, ‘alph took ďaĐk the 
conch, looking Simon sternly in the face as he did so. 

͞Well, doŶ͛t do it agaiŶ. UŶdeƌstaŶd? Not at Ŷight. Theƌe͛s eŶough 
silly talk about beasts, without the littluns seeing you gliding about like 

a—͟ 

The derisive laughter that rose had fear in it and condemnation. 

Simon opened his mouth to speak but Ralph had the conch, so he backed 

to his seat. 

When the assembly was silent Ralph turned to Piggy. 

͞Well, PiggǇ?͟ 

͞Theƌe ǁas aŶotheƌ oŶe. Hiŵ.͟ 

The littluns pushed Percival forward, then left him by himself. He 

stood knee-deep in the central grass, looking at his hidden feet, trying to 

pretend he was in a tent. Ralph remembered another small boy who had 

stood like this and he flinched away from the memory. He had pushed 

the thought down and out of sight, where only some positive reminder 

like this could bring it to the surface. There had been no further 

numberings of the littluns, partly because there was no means of 

insuring that all of them were accounted for and partly because Ralph 

knew the answer to at least one question Piggy had asked on the 

mountaintop. There were little boys, fair, dark, freckled, and all dirty, but 

their faces were all dreadfully free of major blemishes. No one had seen 

the mulberry-colored birthmark again. But that time Piggy had coaxed 
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and bullied. Tacitly admitting that he remembered the unmentionable, 

Ralph nodded to Piggy. 

͞Go oŶ. Ask hiŵ.͟ 

Piggy knelt, holding the conch. 

͞Noǁ theŶ. What͛s Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe?͟ 

The small boy twisted away into his tent. Piggy turned helplessly to 

Ralph, who spoke sharply. 

͞What͛s Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe?͟ 

Tormented by the silence and the refusal the assembly broke into a 

chant. 

͞What͛s Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe? What͛s Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe?͟ 

͞Quiet!͟ 

Ralph peered at the child in the twilight. 

͞Noǁ tell us. What͛s Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe?͟ 

͞PeƌĐiǀal WeŵǇs MadisoŶ. The Vicarage, Harcourt St. Anthony, 

Hants, telephone, telephone, tele—͟ 

As if this information was rooted far down in the springs of sorrow, 

the littlun wept. His face puckered, the tears leapt from his eyes, his 

mouth opened till they could see a square black hole. At first he was a 

silent effigy of sorrow; but then the lamentation rose out of him, loud 

and sustained as the conch. 

͞“hut up, Ǉou! “hut up!͟ 

Percival Wemys Madison would not shut up. A spring had been 

tapped, far beyond the reach of authority or even physical intimidation. 

The crying went on, breath after breath, and seemed to sustain him 

upright as if he were nailed to it. 

͞“hut up! “hut up!͟ 

For now the littluns were no longer silent. They were reminded of 

their personal sorrows; and perhaps felt themselves to share in a sorrow 

that was universal. They began to cry in sympathy, two of them almost 

as loud as Percival. 

Maurice saved them. He cried out. 

͞Look at ŵe!͟ 

He pretended to fall over. He rubbed his rump and sat on the twister 

so that he fell in the grass. He clowned badly; but Percival and the others 
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noticed and sniffed and laughed. Presently they were all laughing so 

absurdly that the biguns joined in. 

Jack was the first to make himself heard. He had not got the conch 

and thus spoke against the rules; but nobody minded. 

͞AŶd ǁhat aďout the ďeast?͟ 

Something strange was happening to Percival. He yawned and 

staggeƌed, so that JaĐk seized aŶd shook hiŵ. ͞Wheƌe does the beast 

liǀe?͟ 

PeƌĐiǀel sagged iŶ JaĐk͛s gƌip. 
͞That͛s a Đleǀeƌ ďeast,͟ said PiggǇ, jeeƌiŶg, ͞if it ĐaŶ hide oŶ this 

islaŶd.͟ 

͞JaĐk͛s ďeeŶ eǀeƌǇǁheƌe—  ͟

͞Wheƌe Đould a ďeast liǀe?͟ 

͞Beast ŵǇ foot!͟ 

Percival muttered something and the assembly laughed again. Ralph 

leaned forward. 

͞What does he saǇ?͟ 

JaĐk listeŶed to PeƌĐiǀal͛s aŶsǁeƌ and then let go of him. Percival, 

released, surrounded by the comfortable presence of humans, fell in the 

long grass and went to sleep. 

Jack cleared his throat, then reported casually. 

͞He saǇs the ďeast Đoŵes out of the sea.͟ 

The last laugh died away. Ralph turned involuntarily, a black, humped 

figure against the lagoon. The assembly looked with him, considered the 

vast stretches of water, the high sea beyond, unknown indigo of infinite 

possibility, heard silently the sough and whisper from the reef. 

Maurice spoke, so loudly that they jumped. 

͞DaddǇ said theǇ haǀeŶ͛t fouŶd all the aŶiŵals iŶ the sea Ǉet.͟ 

Argument started again. Ralph held out the glimmering conch and 

Maurice took it obediently. The meeting subsided. 

͞I ŵeaŶ ǁheŶ JaĐk saǇs Ǉou ĐaŶ ďe fƌightened because people are 

fƌighteŶed aŶǇǁaǇ that͛s all ƌight. But ǁheŶ he saǇs theƌe͛s oŶlǇ pigs oŶ 
this islaŶd I eǆpeĐt he͛s ƌight ďut he doesŶ͛t kŶoǁ, Ŷot ƌeally, not 

certainly I mean—͟ MauƌiĐe took a ďƌeath. ͞MǇ daddǇ saǇs theƌe͛s 
thiŶgs, ǁhat d͛Ǉou Đall ͛eŵ that ŵake iŶk—squids—that are hundreds of 

Ǉaƌds loŶg aŶd eat ǁhales ǁhole.͟ He paused agaiŶ aŶd laughed gailǇ. ͞I 
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doŶ͛t ďelieǀe iŶ the ďeast of Đouƌse. As PiggǇ saǇs, life͛s sĐieŶtifiĐ, ďut ǁe 
doŶ͛t kŶoǁ, do ǁe? Not ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ, I ŵeaŶ—͟ “oŵeoŶe shouted. 

͞A sƋuid ĐouldŶ͛t Đoŵe up out of the ǁateƌ!͟ 

͞Could!͟ 

͞CouldŶ͛t!͟ 

In a moment the platform was full of arguing, gesticulating shadows. 

To Ralph, seated, this seemed the breaking up of sanity. Fear, beasts, no 

general agreement that the fire was all-important: and when one tried 

to get the thing straight the argument sheered off, bringing up fresh, 

unpleasant matter. 

He could see a whiteness in the gloom near him so he grabbed it from 

Maurice and blew as loudly as he could. The assembly was shocked into 

silence. Simon was close to him, laying hands on the conch. Simon felt a 

perilous necessity to speak; but to speak in assembly was a terrible thing 

to him. 

͞MaǇďe,͟ he said hesitaŶtlǇ, ͞ŵaǇďe theƌe is a ďeast.͟ 

The assembly cried out savagely and Ralph stood up in amazement. 

͞You, “iŵoŶ? You ďelieǀe iŶ this?͟  

͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ,͟ said “iŵoŶ. His heaƌtďeats ǁeƌe ĐhokiŶg hiŵ. ͞But. . 
. .͟ 

The storm broke. 

͞“it doǁŶ!͟ 

͞“hut up!͟ 

͞Take the ĐoŶĐh!͟ 

͞“od Ǉou!͟ ͞“hut 
up!͟ ‘alph 
shouted. 

͞Heaƌ hiŵ! He͛s got the ĐoŶĐh!͟ 

͞What I ŵeaŶ is . . . ŵaǇďe it͛s oŶlǇ us.͟ 

͞Nuts!͟ 

That was from Piggy, shocked out of decorum. Simon went on. 

͞We Đould ďe soƌt of. . . .͟ 

Simon became inarticulate iŶ his effoƌt to eǆpƌess ŵaŶkiŶd͛s 
essential illness. Inspiration came to him. 

͞What͛s the diƌtiest thiŶg theƌe is?͟ 
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As an answer Jack dropped into the uncomprehending silence that 

followed it the one crude expressive syllable. Release was immense. 

Those littluns who had climbed back on the twister fell off again and did 

not mind. The hunters were screaming with delight. 

“iŵoŶ͛s effoƌt fell aďout hiŵ iŶ ƌuiŶs; the laughteƌ ďeat hiŵ ĐƌuellǇ 
and he shrank away defenseless to his seat. 

At last the assembly was silent again. Someone spoke out of turn. 

͞MaǇďe he ŵeaŶs it͛s soŵe soƌt of ghost.͟ 

Ralph lifted the conch and peered into the gloom. The lightest thing 

was the pale beach. Surely the littluns were nearer? Yes—there was 

no doubt about it, they were huddled into a tight knot of bodies in 

the central grass. A flurry of wind made the palms talk and the noise 

seemed very loud now that darkness and silence made it so 

noticeable. Two grey trunks rubbed each other with an evil 

speaking that no one had noticed by day. 

PiggǇ took the ĐoŶĐh out of his haŶds. His ǀoiĐe ǁas iŶdigŶaŶt. ͞I 
doŶ͛t ďelieǀe iŶ Ŷo ghosts—eǀeƌ!͟ JaĐk ǁas up too, 
unaccountably angry. 

͞Who Đaƌes ǁhat Ǉou ďelieǀe—FattǇ!͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh!͟ 

There was the sound of a brief tussle and the conch moved to and 

fro. 

͞You giŵŵe the ĐoŶĐh ďaĐk!͟ 

Ralph pushed between them and got a thump on the chest. He 

wrestled the conch from someone and sat down breathlessly. 

͞Theƌe͛s too ŵuĐh talk aďout ghosts. We ought to haǀe left all this 
foƌ daǇlight.͟ 

A hushed and anonymous voice broke in. 

͞Peƌhaps that͛s ǁhat the ďeast is—a ghost.͟ The 
assembly was shaken as by a wind. 

͞Theƌe͛s too ŵuĐh talkiŶg out of tuƌŶ,͟ ‘alph said, ͞ ďeĐause ǁe ĐaŶ͛t 
haǀe pƌopeƌ asseŵďlies if Ǉou doŶ͛t stiĐk to the ƌules.͟ 

He stopped again. The careful plan of this assembly had broken 

down. 

͞What d͛Ǉou ǁaŶt ŵe to saǇ theŶ? I ǁas ǁƌoŶg to call this assembly 

so late. We͛ll haǀe a ǀote oŶ theŵ; oŶ ghosts I ŵeaŶ; aŶd theŶ go to the 
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shelteƌs ďeĐause ǁe͛ƌe all tiƌed. No—Jack is it?—wait a ŵiŶute. I͛ll saǇ 
heƌe aŶd Ŷoǁ that I doŶ͛t ďelieǀe iŶ ghosts. Oƌ I doŶ͛t thiŶk I do. But I 
doŶ͛t like the thought of them. Not now that is, in the dark. 

But ǁe ǁeƌe goiŶg to deĐide ǁhat͛s ǁhat.͟ He 
raised the conch for a moment. 

͞VeƌǇ ǁell theŶ. I suppose ǁhat͛s ǁhat is ǁhetheƌ theƌe aƌe ghosts 
or not—͟ 

He thought for a moment, formulating the question. 

͞Who thiŶks theƌe ŵaǇ ďe 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 ĐoŶĐh ǁas sŶatĐhed fƌoŵ his haŶds aŶd PiggǇ͛s ǀoiĐe shƌilled. 
͞I didŶ͛t ǀote foƌ Ŷo ghosts!͟ He 
whirled round on the assembly. 

͞‘eŵeŵďeƌ that, all of Ǉou!͟ TheǇ 
heard him stamp. 

͞What aƌe ǁe? HuŵaŶs? Oƌ aŶiŵals? Oƌ saǀages? What͛s gƌoǁŶups 
going to think? Going off—hunting pigs—letting fires out— aŶd Ŷoǁ!͟ 

A shadow fronted him tempestuously. 

͞You shut up, Ǉou fat slug!͟ 

Theƌe ǁas a ŵoŵeŶt͛s stƌuggle aŶd the gliŵŵeƌiŶg ĐoŶĐh jigged up 
and down. Ralph leapt to his feet. 

͞JaĐk! JaĐk! You haǀeŶ͛t got the ĐoŶĐh! Let hiŵ speak.͟ JaĐk͛s 
face swam near him. 

͞AŶd Ǉou shut up! Who aƌe Ǉou, aŶǇǁaǇ? “ittiŶg there telling people 

ǁhat to do. You ĐaŶ͛t huŶt, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t siŶg—͟ 

͞I͛ŵ Đhief. I ǁas ĐhoseŶ.͟ 

͞WhǇ should ĐhoosiŶg ŵake any difference? Just giving orders that 

doŶ͛t ŵake aŶǇ seŶse—͟ 

͞PiggǇ͛s got the ĐoŶĐh.͟ 

͞That͛s ƌight—favor Piggy as you always do—͟ 

͞JaĐk!͟ 
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JaĐk͛s ǀoiĐe souŶded iŶ ďitteƌ ŵiŵiĐƌǇ. 
͞JaĐk! JaĐk!͟ 

͞The ƌules!͟ shouted ‘alph. ͞You͛ƌe ďƌeakiŶg the ƌules!͟ 

͞Who Đaƌes?͟ 

Ralph summoned his wits. 

͞BeĐause the ƌules aƌe the oŶlǇ thiŶg ǁe͛ǀe got!͟ But 
Jack was shouting against him. 

͞BolloĐks to the ƌules! We͛ƌe stƌoŶg—ǁe huŶt! If theƌe͛s a ďeast, 
ǁe͛ll huŶt it doǁŶ! We͛ll Đlose iŶ aŶd ďeat aŶd ďeat aŶd ďeat—!͟ 

He gave a wild whoop and leapt down to the pale sand. At once the 

platform was full of noise and excitement, scramblings, screams and 

laughter. The assembly shredded away and became a discursive and 

random scatter from the palms to the water and away along the beach, 

beyond night-sight. Ralph found his cheek touching the conch and took 

it from Piggy. 

͞What͛s gƌoǁŶups goiŶg to saǇ?͟ Đƌied PiggǇ agaiŶ. ͞Look at ͛eŵ!͟ 

The sound of mock hunting, hysterical laughter and real terror came 

from the beach. 

͞Bloǁ the ĐoŶĐh, ‘alph.͟ 

Piggy was so close that Ralph could see the glint of his one glass. 

͞Theƌe͛s the fiƌe. CaŶ͛t theǇ see?͟ 

͞You got to ďe tough Ŷoǁ. Make ͛eŵ do ǁhat Ǉou ǁaŶt.͟ 

Ralph answered in the cautious voice of one who rehearses a 

theorem. 

͞If I ďloǁ the ĐoŶĐh aŶd theǇ doŶ͛t Đoŵe ďaĐk; theŶ ǁe͛ǀe had it. We 
shaŶ͛t keep the fiƌe goiŶg. We͛ll ďe like aŶiŵals. We͛ll Ŷeǀeƌ ďe ƌesĐued.͟ 

͞If Ǉou doŶ͛t ďloǁ, ǁe͛ll sooŶ ďe aŶiŵals aŶǇǁaǇ. I ĐaŶ͛t see ǁhat 
theǇ͛ƌe doiŶg ďut I ĐaŶ heaƌ.͟ 

The dispersed figures had come together on the sand and were a 

dense black mass that revolved. They were chanting something and 

littluns that had had enough were staggering away, howling. Ralph 

raised the conch to his lips and then lowered it. 

͞The tƌouďle is: Aƌe theƌe ghosts, PiggǇ? Oƌ ďeasts?͟ 

͞ ͛Couƌse theƌe aƌeŶ͛t.͟ 

͞WhǇ Ŷot?͟ 
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͛͞Cos thiŶgs ǁouldŶ͛t ŵake seŶse. Houses aŶ͛ stƌeets, aŶ͛—TV— 

they wouldn͛t ǁoƌk.͟ 

The dancing, chanting boys had worked themselves away till their 

sound was nothing but a wordless rhythm. 

͞But s͛pose theǇ doŶ͛t ŵake seŶse? Not heƌe, oŶ this islaŶd? 
“upposiŶg thiŶgs aƌe ǁatĐhiŶg us aŶd ǁaitiŶg?͟  

Ralph shuddered violently and moved closer to Piggy, so that they 

bumped frighteningly. 

͞You stop talkiŶg like that! We got eŶough tƌouďle, ‘alph, aŶ͛ I͛ǀe 
had as much as I can stand. If there is ghosts—͟ 

͞I ought to giǀe up ďeiŶg Đhief. Heaƌ ͛eŵ.͟ ͞Oh 
loƌd! Oh Ŷo!͟ 

PiggǇ gƌipped ‘alph͛s arm. 

͞If JaĐk ǁas Đhief he͛d haǀe all huŶtiŶg aŶd Ŷo fiƌe. We͛d ďe heƌe till 
ǁe died.͟ 

His voice ran up to a squeak. 

͞Who͛s that sittiŶg theƌe?͟ 

͞Me. “iŵoŶ.͟ 

͞Fat lot of good ǁe aƌe,͟ said ‘alph. ͞Thƌee ďliŶd ŵiĐe. I͛ll giǀe up.͟ 

͞If Ǉou giǀe up,͟ said PiggǇ, iŶ aŶ appalled ǁhispeƌ, ͞ ǁhat ͛ ud happeŶ 
to ŵe?͟ 

͞NothiŶg.͟ 

͞He hates ŵe. I duŶŶo ǁhǇ. If he Đould do ǁhat he ǁaŶted— Ǉou͛ƌe 
all right, he respects you. Besides—Ǉou͛d hit hiŵ.͟ 

͞You ǁeƌe haǀiŶg a ŶiĐe fight ǁith hiŵ just Ŷoǁ.͟ 

͞I had the ĐoŶĐh,͟ said PiggǇ siŵplǇ. ͞I had a ƌight to speak.͟ “iŵoŶ 
stirred in the dark. 

͞Go oŶ ďeiŶg Đhief.͟ 

͞You shut up, ǇouŶg “iŵoŶ! WhǇ ĐouldŶ͛t Ǉou saǇ  theƌe ǁasŶ͛t a 
ďeast?͟ 

͞I͛ŵ sĐaƌed of hiŵ,͟ said PiggǇ, ͞aŶd that͛s ǁhǇ I kŶoǁ hiŵ. If Ǉou͛ƌe 
scared of someone you hate hiŵ ďut Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t stop thiŶkiŶg aďout hiŵ. 
You kid Ǉouƌself he͛s all ƌight ƌeallǇ, aŶ͛ theŶ ǁheŶ Ǉou see hiŵ agaiŶ; 
it͛s like asthŵa aŶ͛ Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ďƌeathe. I tell Ǉou ǁhat. He hates Ǉou too, 
Ralph—͟ 

͞Me? WhǇ ŵe?͟ 
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͞I duŶŶo. You got hiŵ oǀeƌ the fiƌe; aŶ͛ Ǉou͛ƌe Đhief aŶ͛ he isŶ͛t.͟ 

͞But he͛s, he͛s, JaĐk Meƌƌideǁ!  ͟

͞I ďeeŶ iŶ ďed so ŵuĐh I doŶe soŵe thiŶkiŶg. I kŶoǁ aďout people. I 
know about ŵe. AŶd hiŵ. He ĐaŶ͛t huƌt Ǉou: ďut if Ǉou staŶd out of the 
ǁaǇ he͛d huƌt the Ŷeǆt thiŶg. AŶd that͛s ŵe.͟ 

͞PiggǇ͛s ƌight, ‘alph. Theƌe͛s Ǉou aŶd JaĐk. Go oŶ ďeiŶg Đhief.͟ 

͞We͛ƌe all dƌiftiŶg aŶd thiŶgs aƌe goiŶg ƌotteŶ. At hoŵe theƌe ǁas 
always a grownup. Please, sir; please, miss; and then you got an answer. 

Hoǁ I ǁish!͟ 

͞I ǁish ŵǇ auŶtie ǁas heƌe.͟ 

͞I ǁish ŵǇ fatheƌ . . . Oh, ǁhat͛s the use?͟ 

͞Keep the fiƌe goiŶg.͟ 

The dance was over and the hunters were going back to the shelters. 

͞GƌoǁŶups kŶoǁ thiŶgs,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞TheǇ aiŶ͛t afƌaid of the daƌk. 
TheǇ͛d ŵeet aŶd haǀe tea aŶd disĐuss. TheŶ thiŶgs ͛ud ďe all ƌight—͟ 

͞TheǇ ǁouldŶ͛t set fiƌe to the islaŶd. Oƌ lose—͟ 

͞TheǇ͛d ďuild a ship—͟ 

The three boys stood in the darkness, striving unsuccessfully to 

convey the majesty of adult life. 

͞TheǇ ǁouldŶ͛t Ƌuaƌƌel—͟ 

͞Oƌ ďƌeak ŵǇ speĐs—͟ 

͞Oƌ talk aďout a ďeast—͟ 

͞If oŶlǇ theǇ Đould get a ŵessage to us,͟ Đƌied ‘alph despeƌatelǇ. ͞If 
oŶlǇ theǇ Đould seŶd us soŵethiŶg gƌoǁŶup . . . a sigŶ oƌ soŵethiŶg.͟ 

A thin wail out of the darkness chilled them and set them 

grabbingfor each other. Then the wail rose, remote and unearthly, and 

turned to an inarticulate gibbering. Percival Wemys Madison, of the 

Vicarage, Harcourt St. Anthony, lying in the long grass, was living through 

circumstances in which the incantation of his address was powerless to 

help him. 
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B E A S T F R O M A I R 

HERE WAS NO LIGHT LEFT save that of the stars. When they had understood 

what made this ghostly noise and Percival was quiet again, Ralph 

and Simon picked him up unhandily and carried him to a shelter. Piggy 

hung about near for all his brave words, and the three bigger boys went 

together to the next shelter. They lay restlessly and noisily among the 

dry leaves, watching the patch of stars that was the opening toward the 

lagoon. Sometimes a littlun cried out from the other shelters and once a 

bigun spoke in the dark. Then they too fell asleep. 

A sliver of moon rose over the horizon, hardly large enough to make 

a path of light even when it sat right down on the water; but there were 

other lights in the sky, that moved fast, winked, or went out, though not 

even a faint popping came doǁŶ fƌoŵ the ďattle fought at teŶ ŵiles͛ 
eight. But a sign came down from the world of grown-ups, though at the 

time there was no child awake to read it. There was a sudden bright 

explosion and corkscrew trail across the sky; then darkness again and 

stars. There was a speck above the island, a figure dropping swiftly 

beneath a parachute, a figure that hung with dangling limbs. The 

changing winds of various altitudes took the figure where they would. 

Then, three miles up, the wind steadied and bore it in a descending curve 

round the sky and swept it in a great slant across the reef and the lagoon 

toward the mountain. The figure fell and crumpled among the blue 

flowers of the mountain-side, but now there was a gentle breeze at this 

height too and the parachute flopped and banged and pulled. So the 

figure, with feet that dragged behind it, slid up the mountain. Yard by 

yard, puff by puff, the breeze hauled the figure through the blue flowers, 

over the boulders and red stones, till it lay huddled among the shattered 

rocks of the mountaintop. Here the breeze was fitful and allowed the 

T 
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strings of the parachute to tangle and festoon; and the figure sat, its 

helmeted head between its knees, held by a complication of lines. When 

the breeze blew, the lines would strain taut and some accident of this 

pull lifted the head and chest upright so that the figure seemed to peer 

across the brow of the mountain. Then, each time the wind dropped, the 

lines would slacken and the figure bow forward again, sinking its head 

between its knees. So as the stars moved across the sky, the figure sat 

on the mountain-top and bowed and sank and bowed again. 

In the darkness of early morning there were noises by a rock a little 

way down the side of the mountain. Two boys rolled out a pile of 

brushwood and dead leaves, two dim shadows talking sleepily to each 

other. They were the twins, on duty at the fire. In theory one should have 

been asleep and one on watch. But they could never manage to do things 

sensibly if that meant acting independently, and since staying awake all 

night was impossible, they had both gone to sleep. Now they 

approached the darker smudge that had been the signal fire, yawning, 

rubbing their eyes, treading with practiced feet. When they reached it 

they stopped yawning, and one ran quickly back for brushwood and 

leaves. 

The other knelt down. 

͞I ďelieǀe it͛s out.͟ 

He fiddled with the sticks that were pushed into his hands. 

͞No.͟ 

He lay down and put his lips close to the smudge and blew softly. 

His face appeared, lit redly. He stopped blowing for a moment. 

͞“aŵ—give us—͟ 

͞—tiŶdeƌ ǁood.͟ 

Eric bent down and blew softly again till the patch was bright. Sam 

poked the piece of tinder wood into the hot spot, then a branch. The 

glow increased and the branch took fire. Sam piled on more branches. 

͞DoŶ͛t ďuƌŶ the lot,͟ said EƌiĐ, ͞Ǉou͛ƌe puttiŶg oŶ too ŵuĐh.͟ 

͞Let͛s ǁaƌŵ up.͟ 

͞We͛ll oŶlǇ haǀe to fetĐh ŵoƌe ǁood.͟ 

͞I͛ŵ Đold.͟ 

͞“o͛ŵ I.͟ 

͞Besides, it͛s—͟ 

87



 Lord of the Flies 87 

͞—daƌk. All ƌight, theŶ.͟ 

Eric squatted back and watched Sam make up the fire. He built a little 

tent of dead wood and the fire was safely alight. 

͞That ǁas Ŷeaƌ.͟ 

͞He͛d haǀe ďeeŶ—͟ 

͞WaǆǇ.͟ 

͞Huh.͟ 

For a few moments the twins watched the fire in silence. Then Eric 

sniggered. 

͞WasŶ͛t he ǁaǆǇ?͟ 

͞Aďout the—͟ 

͞Fiƌe aŶd the pig.͟ 

͞LuĐkǇ he ǁeŶt foƌ JaĐk, ͛stead of us.͟ 

͞Huh. ‘eŵeŵďeƌ old WaǆǇ at sĐhool?͟ 

͞ ͚BoǇ—you-are-driving-me-slowly-iŶsaŶe!͛ ͟ 

The twins shared their identical laughter, then remembered the 

darkness and other things and glanced round uneasily. The flames, busy 

about the tent, drew their eyes back again. Eric watched the scurrying 

woodlice that were so frantically unable to avoid the flames, and 

thought of the first fire—just down there, on the steeper side of the 

mountain, where now was complete darkness. He did not like to 

remember it, and looked away at the mountain-top. 

Warmth radiated now, and beat pleasantly on them. Sam amused 

himself by fitting branches into the fire as closely as possible. Eric spread 

out his hands, searching for the distance at which the heat was just 

bearable. Idly looking beyond the fire, he resettled the scattered rocks 

from their flat shadows into daylight contours. Just there was the big 

rock, and the three stones there, that split rock, and there beyond was a 

gap—just there— ͞“aŵ.͟ 

͞Huh?͟ 

͞NothiŶg.͟ 

The flames were mastering the branches, the bark was curling and 

falling away, the wood exploding. The tent fell inwards and flung a wide 

circle of light over the mountain-top. 

͞“aŵ—͟ 

͞Huh?͟ 
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͞“aŵ! “aŵ!͟ 

“aŵ looked at EƌiĐ iƌƌitaďlǇ. The iŶteŶsitǇ of EƌiĐ͛s gaze made the 

direction in which he looked terrible, for Sam had his back to it. He 

scrambled round the fire, squatted by Eric, and looked to see. They 

ďeĐaŵe ŵotioŶless, gƌipped iŶ eaĐh otheƌ͛s aƌŵs, fouƌ uŶǁiŶkiŶg eǇes 
aimed and two mouths open. 

Far beneath them, the trees of the forest sighed, then roared. The 

hair on their foreheads fluttered and flames blew out sideways from the 

fire. Fifteen yards away from them came the plopping noise of fabric 

blown open. 

Neither of the boys screamed but the grip of their arms tightened 

and their mouths grew peaked. For perhaps ten seconds they crouched 

like that while the flailing fire sent smoke and sparks and waves of 

inconstant light over the top of the mountain. 

Then as though they had but one terrified mind between them they 

scrambled away over the rocks and fled. 

Ralph was dreaming. He had fallen asleep after what seemed hours of 

tossing and turning noisily among the dry leaves. Even the sounds of 

nightmare from the other shelters no longer reached him, for he was 

back to where he came from, feeding the ponies with sugar over the 

garden wall. Then someone was shaking his arm, telling him that it was 

time for tea. 

͞‘alph! Wake up!͟ 

The leaves were roaring like the sea. 

͞‘alph, ǁake up!͟ 

͞What͛s the ŵatteƌ?͟ 

͞We saw—͟ 

͞—the beast—͟ 

͞—plaiŶ!͟ 

͞Who aƌe Ǉou? The tǁiŶs?͟ 

͞We saǁ the ďeast—͟ 

͞Quiet. PiggǇ!͟ 

The leaves were roaring still. Piggy bumped into him and a twin 

grabbed him as he made for the oblong of paling stars. 

͞You ĐaŶ͛t go out—it͛s hoƌƌiďle!͟ 
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͞PiggǇ—ǁheƌe aƌe the speaƌs?͟ 

͞I ĐaŶ heaƌ the—͟ 

͞Quiet theŶ. Lie still.͟ 

They lay there listening, at first with doubt but then with terror to 

the description the twins breathed at them between bouts of extreme 

silence. Soon the darkness was full of claws, full of the awful unknown 

and menace. An interminable dawn faded the stars out, and at last light, 

sad and grey, filtered into the shelter. They began to stir though still the 

world outside the shelter was impossibly dangerous. The maze of the 

darkness sorted into near and far, and at the high point of the sky the 

cloudlets were warmed with color. A single sea bird flapped upwards 

with a hoarse cry that was echoed presently, and something squawked 

in the forest. Now streaks of cloud near the horizon began to glow rosily, 

and the feathery tops of the palms were green. 

Ralph knelt in the entrance to the shelter and peered cautiously 

round him. 

͞“aŵ ͛Ŷ EƌiĐ. Call theŵ to aŶ asseŵďlǇ. QuietlǇ. Go oŶ.͟ 

The twins, holding tremulously to each other, dared the few yards to 

the next shelter and spread the dreadful news. Ralph stood up and 

walked for the sake of dignity, though with his back pricking, to the 

platform. Piggy and Simon followed him and the other boys came 

sneaking after. 

Ralph took the conch from where it lay on the polished seat and held 

it to his lips; but then he hesitated and did not blow. He held the shell up 

instead and showed it to them and they understood. 

The rays of the sun that were fanning upwards from below the 

horizon swung downwards to eye-level. Ralph looked for a moment at 

the growing slice of gold that lit them from the right hand and seemed 

to make speech possible. The circle of boys before him bristled with 

hunting spears. 

He handed the conch to Eric, the nearest of the twins. 

͞We͛ǀe seen the beast with our own eyes. No—ǁe ǁeƌeŶ͛t asleep—
͟ 

Sam took up the story. By custom now one conch did for both twins, 

for their substantial unity was recognized. 
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͞It ǁas fuƌƌǇ. Theƌe ǁas soŵethiŶg ŵoǀiŶg ďehiŶd its head— wings. 

The beast moved too—͟ 

͞That was awful. It kind of sat up—͟ 

͞The fiƌe ǁas ďƌight—͟ 

͞We͛d just ŵade it up—͟ 

͞—more sticks on—͟ 

͞Theƌe ǁeƌe eǇes—  ͟

͞Teeth—͟ 

͞Claws—͟ 

͞We ƌaŶ as fast as ǁe Đould—͟ 

͞Bashed iŶto thiŶgs—͟ 

͞The ďeast folloǁed us—͟ 

͞I saǁ it sliŶkiŶg ďehiŶd the trees—͟ 

͞NeaƌlǇ touĐhed ŵe—͟ 

‘alph poiŶted feaƌfullǇ at EƌiĐ͛s faĐe, ǁhiĐh ǁas stƌiped ǁith sĐaƌs 
ǁheƌe the ďushes had toƌŶ hiŵ. ͞ Hoǁ did Ǉou do that?͟ EƌiĐ felt his faĐe. 

͞I͛ŵ all ƌough. Aŵ I ďleediŶg?͟ 

The circle of boys shrank away in horror. Johnny, yawning still, burst 

into noisy tears and was slapped by Bill till he choked on them. The bright 

morning was full of threats and the circle began to change. It faced out, 

rather than in, and the spears of sharpened wood were like a fence. Jack 

called them baĐk to the ĐeŶteƌ. ͞This͛ll ďe a ƌeal huŶt! Who͛ll Đoŵe?͟ 
Ralph moved impatiently. 

͞These speaƌs aƌe ŵade of ǁood. DoŶ͛t ďe sillǇ.͟ JaĐk 
sneered at him. 

͞FƌighteŶed?͟ 

͛͞Couƌse I͛ŵ fƌighteŶed. Who ǁouldŶ͛t ďe?͟ He 
turned to the twins, yearning but hopeless. 

͞I suppose Ǉou aƌeŶ͛t pulliŶg ouƌ legs?͟ 

The reply was too emphatic for anyone to doubt them. 

Piggy took the conch. 

͞CouldŶ͛t ǁe—kind of—stay heƌe? MaǇďe the ďeast ǁoŶ͛t Đoŵe 
Ŷeaƌ us.͟ 

But for the sense of something watching them, Ralph would have 

shouted at him. 
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͞“taǇ heƌe? AŶd ďe Đƌaŵped iŶto this ďit of the islaŶd, alǁaǇs oŶ the 
lookout? Hoǁ should ǁe get ouƌ food? AŶd ǁhat aďout the fiƌe?͟ 

͞Let͛s ďe ŵoǀiŶg,͟ said JaĐk ƌeleŶtlesslǇ, ͞ǁe͛ƌe ǁastiŶg tiŵe.͟ 

͞No ǁe͛ƌe Ŷot. What aďout the littluŶs?͟ 

͞“uĐks to the littluŶs!͟ 

͞“oŵeoŶe͛s got to look afteƌ theŵ.͟ 

͞NoďodǇ has so faƌ.͟ 

͞Theƌe ǁas Ŷo Ŷeed! Noǁ theƌe is. PiggǇ͛ll look afteƌ theŵ.͟ 

͞That͛s ƌight. Keep PiggǇ out of daŶgeƌ.͟ 

͞Haǀe soŵe seŶse. What ĐaŶ PiggǇ do ǁith oŶlǇ oŶe eǇe?͟ The ƌest 
of the boys were looking from Jack to Ralph, curiously. 

͞AŶd aŶotheƌ thiŶg. You ĐaŶ͛t haǀe aŶ oƌdiŶaƌǇ huŶt ďeĐause the 
ďeast doesŶ͛t leaǀe tƌaĐks. If it did Ǉou͛d haǀe seeŶ theŵ. Foƌ all ǁe 
kŶoǁ, the ďeast ŵaǇ sǁiŶg thƌough the tƌees like ǁhat͛s its Ŷaŵe.͟ TheǇ 
nodded. 

͞“o ǁe͛ǀe got to thiŶk.͟ 

Piggy took off his damaged glasses and cleaned the remaining lens. 

͞Hoǁ aďout us, ‘alph?͟ 

͞You haǀeŶ͛t got the ĐoŶĐh. Heƌe.͟ 

͞I ŵeaŶ—hoǁ aďout us? “uppose the ďeast Đoŵes ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe all 
aǁaǇ. I ĐaŶ͛t see pƌopeƌ, aŶd if I get sĐaƌed—͟ JaĐk ďƌoke iŶ, 
contemptuously. 

͞You͛ƌe alǁaǇs sĐaƌed.͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh—͟ 

͞CoŶĐh! CoŶĐh!͟ shouted JaĐk. ͞We doŶ͛t Ŷeed the ĐoŶĐh aŶǇ ŵoƌe. 
We know who ought to say things. What good did Simon do speaking, or 

Bill, oƌ Walteƌ? It͛s tiŵe soŵe people kŶeǁ theǇ͛ǀe got to keep Ƌuiet aŶd 
leave decidiŶg thiŶgs to the ƌest of us.͟ 

Ralph could no longer ignore his speech. The blood was hot in his 

cheeks. 

͞You haǀeŶ͛t got the ĐoŶĐh,͟ he said. ͞“it doǁŶ.͟  

JaĐk͛s faĐe ǁeŶt so ǁhite that the fƌeĐkles shoǁed as Đleaƌ, ďƌoǁŶ 
flecks. He licked his lips and remained standing. 

͞This is a huŶteƌ͛s joď.͟ 

The rest of the boys watched intently. Piggy, finding himself 

uŶĐoŵfoƌtaďlǇ eŵďƌoiled, slid the ĐoŶĐh to ‘alph͛s kŶees aŶd sat doǁŶ. 
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The silence grew oppressive and Piggy held his breath. 

͞This is ŵoƌe thaŶ a huŶteƌ͛s joď,͟ said ‘alph at last, ͞ďeĐause Ǉou 
ĐaŶ͛t tƌaĐk the ďeast. AŶd doŶ͛t Ǉou ǁaŶt to ďe ƌesĐued?͟ He turned to 

the asseŵďlǇ. ͞DoŶ͛t Ǉou all ǁaŶt to ďe ƌesĐued?͟ He looked ďaĐk at 
Jack. 

͞I said ďefoƌe, the fiƌe is the ŵaiŶ thiŶg. Noǁ the fiƌe ŵust ďe out—
͟ 

The old exasperation saved him and gave him the energy to attack. 

͞HasŶ͛t aŶǇoŶe got aŶǇ seŶse? We͛ǀe got to relight that fire. You 

Ŷeǀeƌ thought of that, JaĐk, did Ǉou? Oƌ doŶ͛t aŶǇ of Ǉou ǁaŶt to ďe 
ƌesĐued?͟ 

Yes, they wanted to be rescued, there was no doubt about that; and 

ǁith a ǀioleŶt sǁiŶg to ‘alph͛s side, the Đƌisis passed. PiggǇ let out his 
breath with a gasp, reached for it again and failed. He lay against a log, 

his mouth gaping, blue shadows creeping round his lips. Nobody minded 

him. 

͞Noǁ thiŶk, JaĐk. Is theƌe aŶǇǁheƌe oŶ the islaŶd Ǉou haǀeŶ͛t ďeeŶ?͟ 

Unwillingly Jack answered. 

͞Theƌe͛s oŶlǇ—but of course! You remember? The tail-end part, 

ǁheƌe the ƌoĐks aƌe all piled up. I͛ǀe ďeeŶ Ŷeaƌ theƌe. The ƌoĐk ŵakes a 
soƌt of ďƌidge. Theƌe͛s oŶlǇ oŶe ǁaǇ up.͟ ͞AŶd the thiŶg ŵight liǀe 
theƌe.͟ All the asseŵďlǇ talked at oŶĐe. 

͞Quite! All ƌight. That͛s ǁheƌe ǁe͛ll look. If the ďeast isŶ͛t theƌe ǁe͛ll 
go up the ŵouŶtaiŶ aŶd look; aŶd light the fiƌe.͟  

͞Let͛s go.͟ 

͞We͛ll eat fiƌst. TheŶ go.͟ ‘alph paused. ͞We͛d ďetteƌ take speaƌs.͟ 

After they had eaten, Ralph and the biguns set out along the beach. 

They left Piggy propped up on the platform. This day promised, like the 

others, to be a sunbath under a blue dome. The beach stretched away 

before them in a gentle curve till perspective drew it into one with the 

forest; for the day was not advanced enough to be obscured by the 

shifting veils of mirage. UŶdeƌ ‘alph͛s diƌeĐtioŶ, theǇ piĐked up a Đaƌeful 
way along the palm terrace, rather than dare the hot sand down by the 

water. He let Jack lead the way; and Jack trod with theatrical caution 

though they could have seen an enemy twenty yards away. Ralph walked 

in the rear, thankful to have escaped responsibility for a time. 
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Simon, walking in front of Ralph, felt a flicker of incredulity—a beast 

with claws that scratched, that sat on a mountain-top, that left no tracks 

and yet was not fast enough to catch Samneric. However Simon thought 

of the beast, there rose before his inward sight the picture of a human 

at once heroic and sick. 

He sighed. Other people could stand up and speak to an assembly, 

apparently, without that dreadful feeling of the pressure of personality; 

could say what they would as though they were speaking to only one 

person. He stepped aside and looked back. Ralph was coming along, 

holding his spear over his shoulder. Diffidently, Simon allowed his pace 

to slacken until he was walking side by side with Ralph and looking up at 

him through the coarse black hair that now fell to his eyes. Ralph glanced 

sideways, smiled constrainedly as though he had forgotten that Simon 

had made a fool of himself, then looked away again at nothing. For a 

moment or two Simon was happy to be accepted and then he ceased to 

think about himself. When he bashed into a tree Ralph looked sideways 

impatiently and Robert sniggered. Simon reeled and a white spot on his 

forehead turned red and trickled. Ralph dismissed Simon and returned 

to his personal hell. They would reach the castle some time; and the 

chief would have to go forward. Jack came trotting back. 

͞We͛ƌe iŶ sight Ŷoǁ.͟ 

͞All ƌight. We͛ll get as Đlose as ǁe ĐaŶ.͟ 

He followed Jack toward the castle where the ground rose slightly. 

On their left was an impenetrable tangle of creepers and trees. 

͞WhǇ ĐouldŶ͛t theƌe ďe soŵethiŶg iŶ that?͟ 

͞BeĐause Ǉou ĐaŶ see. NothiŶg goes iŶ oƌ out.͟ 

͞What aďout the Đastle theŶ?͟ 

͞Look.͟ 

Ralph parted the screen of grass and looked out. There were only a 

few more yards of stony ground and then the two sides of the island 

came almost together so that one expected a peak of headland. But 

instead of this a narrow ledge of rock, a few yards wide and perhaps 

fifteen long, continued the island out into the sea. There lay another of 

those pieces of pink squareness that underlay the structure of the island. 

This side of the castle, perhaps a hundred feet high, was the pink bastion 

94



94 W i l l i a m G o l d i n g 

they had seen from the mountain-top. The rock of the cliff was split and 

the top littered with great lumps that seemed to totter. 

Behind Ralph the tall grass had filled with silent hunters. Ralph 

looked at JaĐk. ͞You͛ƌe a huŶteƌ.͟ JaĐk ǁeŶt ƌed. 
͞I kŶoǁ. All ƌight.͟ 

Something deep in Ralph spoke for him. 

͞I͛ŵ Đhief. I͛ll go. DoŶ͛t aƌgue.͟ He tuƌŶed 
to the others. 

͞You. Hide heƌe. Wait foƌ ŵe.͟ 

He found his voice tended either to disappear or to come out too 

loud. He looked at JaĐk. ͞Do Ǉou—thiŶk?͟ JaĐk ŵutteƌed. 
͞I͛ǀe ďeeŶ all oǀeƌ. It ŵust ďe heƌe.͟ 

͞I see.͟ 

Simon mumbled ĐoŶfusedlǇ: ͞I doŶ͛t ďelieǀe iŶ the ďeast.͟ ‘alph 
answered him politely, as if agreeing about the weather. 

͞No. I suppose Ŷot.͟ 

His mouth was tight and pale. He put back his hair very slowly. 

͞Well. “o loŶg.͟ 

He forced his feet to move until they had carried him out on to the 

neck of land. 

He was surrounded on all sides by chasms of empty air. There was 

nowhere to hide, even if one did not have to go on. He paused on the 

narrow neck and looked down. Soon, in a matter of centuries, the sea 

would make an island of the castle. On the right hand was the lagoon, 

troubled by the open sea; and on the left— 

Ralph shuddered. The lagoon had protected them from the Pacific: 

and for some reason only Jack had gone right down to the water on the 

other side. Now he saǁ the laŶdsŵaŶ͛s ǀieǁ of the sǁell aŶd it seeŵed 
like the breathing of some stupendous creature. Slowly the waters sank 

among the rocks, revealing pink tables of granite, strange growths of 

coral, polyp, and weed. Down, down, the waters went, whispering like 

the wind among the heads of the forest. There was one flat rock there, 

spread like a table, and the waters sucking down on the four weedy sides 

made them seem like cliffs. Then the sleeping leviathan breathed out, 

the waters rose, the weed streamed, and the water boiled over the table 
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rock with a roar. There was no sense of the passage of waves; only this 

minute-long fall and rise and fall. 

Ralph turned away to the red cliff. They were waiting behind him in 

the long grass, waiting to see what he would do. He noticed that the 

sweat in his palm was cool now; realized with surprise that he did not 

ƌeallǇ eǆpeĐt to ŵeet aŶǇ ďeast aŶd didŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat he ǁould do aďout 
it if he did. 

He saw that he could climb the cliff but this was not necessary. The 

squareness of the rock allowed a sort of plinth round it, so that to the 

right, over the lagoon, one could inch along a ledge and turn the corner 

out of sight. It was easy going, and soon he was peering round the rock. 

Nothing but what you might expect: pink, tumbled boulders with 

guano layered on them like icing; and a steep slope up to the shattered 

rocks that crowned the bastion. 

A sound behind him made him turn. Jack was edging along the ledge. 

͞CouldŶ͛t let Ǉou do it oŶ Ǉouƌ oǁŶ.͟ 

Ralph said nothing. He led the way over the rocks, inspected a sort 

of half-cave that held nothing more terrible than a clutch of rotten eggs, 

and at last sat down, looking round him and tapping the rock with the 

butt of his spear. 

Jack was excited. 

͞What a plaĐe foƌ a foƌt!͟ A 
column of spray wetted them. 

͞No fƌesh ǁateƌ.͟ 

͞What͛s that theŶ?͟ 

There was indeed a long green smudge half-way up the rock. They 

climbed up and tasted the trickle of water. 

͞You Đould keep a ĐoĐoŶut shell theƌe, filliŶg all the tiŵe.͟ 

͞Not ŵe. This is a ƌotteŶ plaĐe.͟ 

Side by side they scaled the last height to where the diminishing pile 

was crowned by the last broken rock. Jack struck the near one with his 

fist aŶd it gƌated slightlǇ. ͞Do Ǉou ƌeŵeŵďeƌ—?͟ 

Consciousness of the bad times in between came to them both. 

Jack talked quickly. 

͞“hoǀe a palŵ tƌuŶk uŶdeƌ that aŶd if aŶ eŶeŵǇ Đaŵe—look!͟ 
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A hundred feet below them was the narrow causeway, then the 

stony ground, then the grass dotted with heads, and behind that the 

forest. 

͞OŶe heaǀe,͟ Đƌied JaĐk, eǆultiŶg, ͞and—wheee—!͟ 

He made a sweeping movement with his hand. Ralph looked toward 

the ŵouŶtaiŶ. ͞What͛s the ŵatteƌ?͟ ‘alph tuƌŶed. 
͞WhǇ?͟ 

͞You ǁeƌe lookiŶg—I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhǇ.͟ 

͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo sigŶal Ŷoǁ. NothiŶg to shoǁ.͟ 

͞You͛ƌe Ŷuts oŶ the sigŶal.͟ 

The taut blue horizon encircled them, broken only by the mountain-

top. 

͞That͛s all ǁe͛ǀe got.͟ 

He leaned his spear against the rocking stone and pushed back two 

handfuls of hair. 

͞We͛ll haǀe to go ďaĐk aŶd Đliŵď the ŵouŶtaiŶ. That͛s ǁhere they 

saǁ the ďeast.͟ 

͞The ďeast ǁoŶ͛t ďe theƌe.͟ 

͞What else ĐaŶ ǁe do?͟ 

The others, waiting in the grass, saw Jack and Ralph unharmed and 

broke cover into the sunlight. They forgot the beast in the excitement of 

exploration. They swarmed across the bridge and soon were climbing 

and shouting. Ralph stood now, one hand against an enormous red 

block, a block large as a mill wheel that had been split off and hung, 

tottering. Somberly he watched the mountain. He clenched his fist and 

beat hammer-wise on the red wall at his right. His lips were tightly 

compressed and his eyes yearned beneath the fringe of hair. 

͞“ŵoke.͟ 

He sucked his bruised fist. 

͞JaĐk! Coŵe oŶ.͟ 

But Jack was not there. A knot of boys, making a great noise that he 

had not noticed, were heaving and pushing at a rock. As he turned, the 

base cracked and the whole mass toppled into the sea so that a 

thunderous plume of spray leapt half-way up the cliff. 

͞“top it! “top it!͟ 

His voice struck a silence among them. 
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͞“ŵoke.͟ 

A strange thing happened in his head. Something flittered there in 

fƌoŶt of his ŵiŶd like a ďat͛s ǁiŶg, oďsĐuƌiŶg his idea. ͞“ŵoke.͟ 

At once the ideas were back, and the anger. 

͞We ǁaŶt sŵoke. AŶd Ǉou go ǁastiŶg Ǉouƌ tiŵe. You ƌoll ƌoĐks.͟ 
Roger shouted. 

͞We͛ǀe got pleŶtǇ of tiŵe!͟ ‘alph 

shook his head. 

͞We͛ll go to the ŵouŶtaiŶ.͟ 

The clamor broke out. Some of the boys wanted to go back to the 

beach. Some wanted to roll more rocks. The sun was bright and danger 

had faded with the darkness. 

͞JaĐk. The ďeast ŵight ďe oŶ the otheƌ side. You can lead again. 

You͛ǀe ďeeŶ.͟ 

͞We Đould go ďǇ the shoƌe. Theƌe͛s fƌuit.͟ Bill 
came up to Ralph. 

͞WhǇ ĐaŶ͛t ǁe staǇ heƌe foƌ a ďit?͟ 

͞That͛s ƌight.͟ 

͞Let͛s haǀe a foƌt.͟ 

͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo food heƌe,͟ said ‘alph, ͞aŶd Ŷo shelteƌ. Not ŵuĐh fƌesh 
ǁateƌ.͟ 

͞This ǁould make a wizaƌd foƌt.͟ 

͞We ĐaŶ ƌoll ƌoĐks—͟ 

͞‘ight oŶto the ďƌidge—͟ 

͞I saǇ ǁe͛ll go oŶ!͟ shouted ‘alph fuƌiouslǇ. ͞We͛ǀe got to ŵake 
ĐeƌtaiŶ. We͛ll go Ŷoǁ.͟ 

͞Let͛s staǇ heƌe—͟ 

͞BaĐk to the shelteƌ—͟ 

͞I͛ŵ tiƌed—͟ 

͞No!͟ 

Ralph struck the skin off his knuckles. They did not seem to hurt. 

͞I͛ŵ Đhief. We͛ǀe got to ŵake ĐeƌtaiŶ. CaŶ͛t Ǉou see the ŵouŶtaiŶ? 
Theƌe͛s Ŷo sigŶal shoǁiŶg. Theƌe ŵaǇ ďe a ship out theƌe. Aƌe Ǉou all off 
Ǉouƌ ƌoĐkeƌs?͟ 

Mutinously, the boys fell silent or muttering. 

Jack led the way down the rock and across the bridge. 
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s e v e n 

S H A D O W S  

A N D T A L L T R E E S 

HE PIG-RUN KEPT CLOSE to the jumble of rocks that lay down by the water 

on the other side and Ralph was content to follow Jack along it. If 

you could shut your ears to the slow suck down of the sea and boil of 

the return, if you could forget how dun and unvisited were the ferny 

coverts on either side, then there was a chance that you might put the 

beast out of mind and dream for a while. The sun had swung over the 

vertical and the afternoon heat was closing in on the island. Ralph 

passed a message forward to Jack and when they next came to fruit the 

whole party stopped and ate. 

Sitting, Ralph was aware of the heat for the first time that day. He 

pulled distastefully at his grey shirt and wondered whether he might 

undertake the adventure of washing it. Sitting under what seemed an 

unusual heat, even for this island, Ralph planned his toilet. He would like 

to have a pair of scissors and cut this hair—he flung the mass back—cut 

this filthy hair right back to half an inch. He would like to have a bath, a 

proper wallow with soap. He passed his tongue experimentally over his 

teeth and decided that a toothbrush would come in handy too. Then 

there were his nails— 

Ralph turned his hand over and examined them. They were bitten 

down to the quick though he could not remember when he had restarted 

this habit nor any time when he indulged it. 

͞Be suĐkiŶg ŵǇ thuŵď Ŷeǆt—͟ 

He looked round, furtively. Apparently no one had heard. The hunters 

sat, stuffing themselves with this easy meal, trying to convince 

themselves that they got sufficient kick out of bananas and that other 

olive-grey, jelly-like fruit. With the memory of his sometime clean self 

as a standard, Ralph looked them over. They were dirty, not with the 

T 
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spectacular dirt of boys who have fallen into mud or been brought 

down hard on a rainy day. Not one of them was an obvious subject for 

a shower, and yet—hair, much too long, tangled here and there, 

knotted round a dead leaf or a twig; faces cleaned fairly well by the 

process of eating and sweating but marked in the less accessible angles 

with a kind of shadow; clothes, worn away, stiff like his own with 

sweat, put on, not for decorum or comfort but out of custom; the skin 

of the body, scurfy with brine— 

He discovered with a little fall of the heart that these were the 

conditions he took as normal now and that he did not mind. He sighed 

and pushed away the stalk from which he had stripped the fruit. Already 

the hunters were stealing away to do their business in the woods or 

down by the rocks. He turned and looked out to sea. 

Here, on the other side of the island, the view was utterly different. 

The filmy enchantments of mirage could not endure the cold ocean 

water and the horizon was hard, clipped blue. Ralph wandered down to 

the rocks. Down here, almost on a level with the sea, you could follow 

with your eye the ceaseless, bulging passage of the deep sea waves. They 

were miles wide, apparently not breakers or the banked ridges of 

shallow water. They traveled the length of the island with an air of 

disregarding it and being set on other business; they were less a progress 

than a momentous rise and fall of the whole ocean. Now the sea would 

suck down, making cascades and waterfalls of retreating water, would 

sink past the rocks and plaster down the seaweed like shining hair: then, 

pausing, gather and rise with a roar, irresistibly swelling over point and 

outcrop, climbing the little cliff, sending at last an arm of surf up a gully 

to end a yard or so from him in fingers of spray. 

Wave after wave, Ralph followed the rise and fall until something of 

the remoteness of the sea numbed his brain. Then gradually the almost 

infinite size of this water forced itself on his attention. This was the 

divider, the barrier. On the other side of the island, swathed at midday 

with mirage, defended by the shield of the quiet lagoon, one might 

dream of rescue; but here, faced by the brute obtuseness of the ocean, 

the miles of division, one was clamped down, one was helpless, one was 

condemned, one was— 
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Simon was speaking almost in his ear. Ralph found that he had rock 

painfully gripped in both hands, found his body arched, the muscles of 

his neck stiff, his mouth strained open. 

͞You͛ll get ďaĐk to ǁheƌe Ǉou Đaŵe fƌoŵ.͟ 

Simon nodded as he spoke. He was kneeling on one knee, looking 

down from a higher rock which he held with both hands; his other leg 

stƌetĐhed doǁŶ to ‘alph͛s leǀel. 
‘alph ǁas puzzled aŶd seaƌĐhed “iŵoŶ͛s faĐe foƌ a Đlue. 
͞It͛s so ďig, I ŵeaŶ—͟ “iŵoŶ 
nodded. 

͞All the saŵe. You͛ll get ďaĐk all ƌight. I thiŶk so, aŶǇǁaǇ.͟ 

“oŵe of the stƌaiŶ had goŶe fƌoŵ ‘alph͛s ďodǇ. He glaŶĐed at the 
sea aŶd theŶ sŵiled ďitteƌlǇ at “iŵoŶ. ͞Got a ship iŶ Ǉouƌ poĐket?͟ 
Simon grinned and shook his head. 

͞Hoǁ do Ǉou kŶoǁ, theŶ?͟ 

WheŶ “iŵoŶ ǁas still sileŶt ‘alph said ĐuƌtlǇ, ͞You͛ƌe ďattǇ.͟ 

Simon shook his head violently till the coarse black hair flew 

backwards and forwards across his face. 

͞No, I͛ŵ Ŷot. I just thiŶk you’ll get ďaĐk all right.͟ 

For a moment nothing more was said. And then they suddenly smiled 

at each other. 

Roger called from the coverts. 

͞Coŵe aŶd see!͟ 

The ground was turned over near the pig-run and there were 

droppings that steamed. Jack bent down to them as though he loved 

them. 

͞‘alph—we need meat even if ǁe aƌe huŶtiŶg the otheƌ thiŶg.͟ 

͞If Ǉou ŵeaŶ goiŶg the ƌight ǁaǇ, ǁe͛ll huŶt.͟ 

They set off again, the hunters bunched a little by fear of the 

mentioned beast, while Jack quested ahead. They went more slowly 

than Ralph had bargained for; yet in a way he was glad to loiter, cradling 

his spear. Jack came up against some emergency of his craft and soon 

the procession stopped. Ralph leaned against a tree and at once the 

daydreams came swarming up. Jack was in charge of the hunt and there 

would be time to get to the mountain— 
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Once, following his father from Chatham to Devonport, they had 

lived in a cottage on the edge of the moors. In the succession of houses 

that Ralph had known, this one stood out with particular clarity because 

after that house he had been sent away to school. Mummy had still been 

with them and Daddy had come home every day. Wild ponies came to 

the stone wall at the bottom of the garden, and it had snowed. Just 

behind the cottage there was a sort of shed and you could lie up there, 

watching the flakes swirl past. You could see the damp spot where each 

flake died, then you could mark the first flake that lay down without 

melting and watch the whole ground turn white. You could go indoors 

when you were cold and look out of the window, past the bright copper 

kettle and the plate with the little blue men. 

When you went to bed there was a bowl of cornflakes with sugar and 

cream. And the books—they stood on the shelf by the bed, leaning 

together with always two or three laid flat on top because he had not 

bothered to put them back properly. They were dog-eared and 

scratched. There was the bright, shining one about Topsy and Mopsy 

that he never read because it was about two girls; there was the one 

about the magician which you read with a kind of tied-down terror, 

skipping page twenty-seven with the awful picture of the spider; there 

was a book about people who had dug things up, Egyptian things; there 

was The Boy’s Book of TraiŶs, The Boy’s Book of “hips. Vividly they came 

before him; he could have reached up and touched them, could feel the 

weight and slow slide with which The Mammoth Book for Boys would 

come out and slither down. . . . Everything was all right; everything was 

good-humored and friendly. 

The bushes crashed ahead of them. Boys flung themselves wildly 

from the pig track and scrabbled in the creepers, screaming. Ralph saw 

Jack nudged aside and fall. Then there was a creature bounding along 

the pig track toward him, with tusks gleaming and an intimidating grunt. 

Ralph found he was able to measure the distance coldly and take aim. 

With the boar only five yards away, he flung the foolish wooden stick 

that he carried, saw it hit the great snout and hang there for a moment. 

The ďoaƌ͛s Ŷote ĐhaŶged to a sƋueal aŶd it sǁeƌǀed aside iŶto the Đoǀeƌt. 
The pig-run filled with shouting boys again, Jack came running back, and 

poked about in the undergrowth. 
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͞Thƌough heƌe—͟ 

͞But he͛d do us!͟ 

͞Thƌough heƌe, I said—͟ 

The boar was floundering away from them. They found another pig-

run parallel to the first and Jack raced away. Ralph was full of fright and 

apprehension and pride. 

͞I hit hiŵ! The speaƌ stuĐk iŶ—͟ 

Now they came, unexpectedly, to an open space by the sea. Jack cast 

about on the bare rock and looked anxious. 

͞He͛s goŶe.͟ 

͞I hit hiŵ,͟ said ‘alph agaiŶ, ͞aŶd the speaƌ stuĐk iŶ a ďit.͟ 
He felt the Ŷeed of ǁitŶesses. ͞DidŶ͛t Ǉou see ŵe?͟ MauƌiĐe 
nodded. 

͞I saǁ Ǉou. ‘ight ďaŶg oŶ his snout—Wheee!͟ ‘alph 
talked on, excitedly. 

͞I hit hiŵ all ƌight. The speaƌ stuĐk iŶ. I ǁouŶded hiŵ!͟ 

He sunned himself in their new respect and felt that hunting was 

good after all. 

͞I ǁalloped hiŵ pƌopeƌlǇ. That ǁas the ďeast, I thiŶk!͟ JaĐk Đaŵe 
back. 

͞That ǁasŶ͛t the ďeast. That ǁas a ďoaƌ.͟ 

͞I hit hiŵ.͟ 

͞WhǇ didŶ͛t Ǉou gƌaď hiŵ? I tƌied—͟ ‘alph͛s 
voice ran up. 

͞But a ďoaƌ!͟ 

Jack flushed suddenly. 

͞You said he͛d do us. What did Ǉou ǁaŶt to thƌoǁ foƌ? WhǇ didŶ͛t 
Ǉou ǁait?͟ 

He held out his arm. 

͞Look.͟ 

He turned his left forearm for them all to see. On the outside was a 

rip; not much, but bloody. 

͞He did that ǁith his tusks. I ĐouldŶ͛t get ŵǇ speaƌ doǁŶ iŶ tiŵe.͟ 

Attention focused on Jack. 

͞That͛s a ǁouŶd,͟ said “iŵoŶ, ͞aŶd Ǉou ought to suĐk it. Like 
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BeƌeŶgaƌia.͟ 
Jack sucked. 

͞I hit hiŵ,͟ said ‘alph iŶdigŶaŶtlǇ. ͞I hit hiŵ ǁith ŵǇ speaƌ, I 
ǁouŶded hiŵ.͟ 

He tried for their attention. 

͞He ǁas ĐoŵiŶg aloŶg the path. I thƌeǁ, like this—͟ 

Robert snarled at him. Ralph entered into the play and everybody 

laughed. Presently they were all jabbing at Robert who made mock 

rushes. 

Jack shouted. 

͞Make a ƌiŶg!͟ 

The circle moved in and round. Robert squealed in mock terror, then 

in real pain. 

͞Oǁ! “top it! You͛ƌe huƌtiŶg!͟ 

The butt end of a spear fell on his back as he blundered among them. 

͞Hold hiŵ!͟ 

They got his arms and legs. Ralph, carried away by a sudden thick 

eǆĐiteŵeŶt, gƌaďďed EƌiĐ͛s spear and jabbed at Robert with it. 

͞Kill hiŵ! Kill hiŵ!͟ 

All at once, Robert was screaming and struggling with the strength of 

frenzy. Jack had him by the hair and was brandishing his knife. Behind 

him was Roger, fighting to get close. The chant rose ritually, as at the last 

moment of a dance or a hunt. 

͞Kill the pig! Cut his throat! Kill the pig! Bash hiŵ iŶ!͟ 

Ralph too was fighting to get near, to get a handful of that brown, 

vulnerable flesh. The desire to squeeze and hurt was overmastering. 

JaĐk͛s aƌŵ came down; the heaving circle cheered and made pigdying 

Ŷoises. TheŶ theǇ laǇ Ƌuiet, paŶtiŶg, listeŶiŶg to ‘oďeƌt͛s fƌightened 

snivels. He wiped his face with a dirty arm, and made an effort to retrieve 

his status. ͞Oh, ŵǇ ďuŵ!͟ 

He rubbed his rump ruefully. JaĐk ƌolled oǀeƌ. ͞That 
ǁas a good gaŵe.͟ 

͞Just a gaŵe,͟ said ‘alph uŶeasilǇ. ͞I got jollǇ ďadlǇ huƌt at ƌuggeƌ 
oŶĐe.͟ 

͞We ought to haǀe a dƌuŵ,͟ said MauƌiĐe, ͞theŶ ǁe Đould do it 
pƌopeƌlǇ.͟ 
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Ralph looked at him. 

͞Hoǁ pƌopeƌlǇ?͟ 

͞I duŶŶo. You ǁaŶt a fiƌe, I think, and a drum, and you keep time to 

the dƌuŵ.͟ 

͞You ǁaŶt a pig,͟ said ‘ogeƌ, ͞like a ƌeal huŶt.͟ 

͞Oƌ soŵeoŶe to pƌeteŶd,͟ said JaĐk. ͞ You Đould get soŵeoŶe to dƌess 
up as a pig and then he could act—you know, pretend to knock me over 

aŶd all that.͟ 

͞You ǁaŶt a ƌeal pig,͟ said ‘oďeƌt, still ĐaƌessiŶg his ƌuŵp, ͞ďeĐause 
Ǉou͛ǀe got to kill hiŵ.͟ 

͞Use a littluŶ,͟ said Jack, and everybody laughed. 

Ralph sat up. 

͞Well. We shaŶ͛t fiŶd ǁhat ǁe͛ƌe lookiŶg foƌ at this ƌate.͟ OŶe 
by one they stood up, twitching rags into place. 

Ralph looked at Jack. 

͞Noǁ foƌ the ŵouŶtaiŶ.͟ 

͞“houldŶ͛t ǁe go ďaĐk to PiggǇ,͟ said MauƌiĐe, ͞ďefoƌe daƌk?͟ The 
twins nodded like one boy. 

͞Yes, that͛s ƌight. Let͛s go up theƌe iŶ the ŵoƌŶiŶg.͟ ‘alph 
looked out and saw the sea. 

͞We͛ǀe got to staƌt the fiƌe agaiŶ.͟ 

͞You haǀeŶ͛t got PiggǇ͛s speĐs,͟ said JaĐk, ͞so Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t.͟ 

͞TheŶ ǁe͛ll fiŶd out if the ŵouŶtaiŶ͛s Đleaƌ.͟ 

Maurice spoke, hesitating, not wanting to seem a funk. 

͞“upposiŶg the ďeast͛s up theƌe?͟ JaĐk ďƌaŶdished his 
spear. 

͞We͛ll kill it.͟ 

The sun seemed a little cooler. He slashed with the spear. 

͞What aƌe ǁe ǁaitiŶg foƌ?͟ 

͞I suppose,͟ said ‘alph, ͞if ǁe keep oŶ ďǇ the sea this ǁaǇ, ǁe͛ll 
Đoŵe out ďeloǁ the ďuƌŶt ďit aŶd theŶ ǁe ĐaŶ Đliŵď the ŵouŶtaiŶ.͟ 

Once more Jack led them along by the suck and heave of the blinding 

sea. 

Once more Ralph dreamed, letting his skillful feet deal with the 

difficulties of the path. Yet here his feet seemed less skillful than before. 
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For most of the way they were forced right down to the bare rock by the 

water and had to edge along between that and the dark luxuriance of 

the forest. There were little cliffs to be scaled, some to be used as paths, 

lengthy traverses where one used hands as well as feet. Here and there 

they could clamber over wave-wet rock, leaping across clear pools that 

the tide had left. They came to a gully that split the narrow foreshore 

like a defense. This seemed to have no bottom and they peered 

awestricken into the gloomy crack where water gurgled. Then the wave 

came back, the gully boiled before them and spray dashed up to the very 

creeper so that the boys were wet and shrieking. They tried the forest 

ďut it ǁas thiĐk aŶd ǁoǀeŶ like a ďiƌd͛s Ŷest. IŶ the eŶd theǇ had to juŵp 
one by one, waiting till the water sank; and even so, some of them got a 

second drenching. After that the rocks seemed to be growing impassable 

so they sat for a time, letting their rags dry and watching the clipped 

outlines of the rollers that moved so slowly past the island. They found 

fruit in a haunt of bright little birds that hovered like insects. Then Ralph 

said they were going too slowly. He himself climbed a tree and parted 

the canopy, and saw the square head of the mountain seeming still a 

great way off. Then they tried to hurry along the rocks and Robert cut 

his knee quite badly and they had to recognize that this path must be 

taken slowly if they were to be safe. So they proceeded after that as if 

they were climbing a dangerous mountain, until the rocks became an 

uncompromising cliff, overhung with impossible jungle and falling sheer 

into the sea. 

Ralph looked at the sun critically. 

͞EaƌlǇ eǀeŶiŶg. Afteƌ tea-tiŵe, at aŶǇ ƌate.͟ 

͞I doŶ͛t ƌeŵeŵďeƌ this Đliff,͟ said JaĐk, ĐƌestfalleŶ, ͞so this ŵust ďe 
the ďit of the Đoast I ŵissed.͟ ‘alph Ŷodded.  

͞Let ŵe thiŶk.͟ 

By now, Ralph had no self-consciousness in public thinking but would 

tƌeat the daǇ͛s deĐisioŶs as though he ǁeƌe plaǇiŶg Đhess. The oŶlǇ 
trouble was that he would never be a very good chess player. He thought 

of the littluns and Piggy. Vividly he imagined Piggy by himself, huddled 

in a shelter that was silent except for the sounds of nightmare. 

͞We ĐaŶ͛t leaǀe the littluŶs aloŶe ǁith PiggǇ. Not all Ŷight.͟ The 
other boys said nothing but stood round, watching him. 
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͞If ǁe ǁeŶt ďaĐk ǁe should take houƌs.͟ 

Jack cleared his throat and spoke in a queer, tight voice. 

͞We ŵustŶ͛t let aŶǇthiŶg happeŶ to PiggǇ, ŵust ǁe?͟ 
‘alph tapped his teeth ǁith the diƌtǇ poiŶt of EƌiĐ͛s speaƌ. 
͞If ǁe go aĐƌoss—͟ He glaŶĐed ƌouŶd hiŵ. 
͞“oŵeoŶe͛s got to go aĐƌoss the islaŶd aŶd tell PiggǇ ǁe͛ll ďe ďaĐk 

afteƌ daƌk.͟ 

Bill spoke, unbelieving. 

͞Thƌough the foƌest ďǇ hiŵself? Noǁ?͟ ͞We 
ĐaŶ͛t spaƌe ŵoƌe thaŶ oŶe.͟ 

“iŵoŶ pushed his ǁaǇ to ‘alph͛s elďoǁ. 
͞I͛ll go if Ǉou like. I doŶ͛t ŵiŶd, hoŶestlǇ.͟ 

Before Ralph had time to reply, he smiled quickly, turned and 

climbed into the forest. 

Ralph looked back at Jack, seeing him, infuriatingly, for the first time. 

͞JaĐk—that tiŵe Ǉou ǁeŶt the ǁhole ǁaǇ to the Đastle ƌoĐk.͟ JaĐk 
glowered. 

͞Yes?͟ 

͞You Đaŵe aloŶg paƌt of this shoƌe—below the mountain, beyond 

theƌe.͟ 

͞Yes.͟ 

͞AŶd theŶ?͟ 

͞I fouŶd a pig-ƌuŶ. It ǁeŶt foƌ ŵiles.͟ 

͞“o the pig-ƌuŶ ŵust ďe soŵeǁheƌe iŶ theƌe.͟ ‘alph 
nodded. He pointed at the forest. 

Everybody agreed, sagely. 

͞All ƌight theŶ. We͛ll sŵash a ǁaǇ thƌough till ǁe fiŶd the pig-ƌuŶ.͟ 

He took a step and halted. 

͞Wait a minute though! Where does the pig-ƌuŶ go to?͟ 

͞The ŵouŶtaiŶ,͟ said JaĐk, ͞I told Ǉou.͟ He sŶeeƌed. ͞DoŶ͛t Ǉou ǁaŶt 
to go to the ŵouŶtaiŶ?͟ 

Ralph sighed, sensing the rising antagonism, understanding that this 

was how Jack felt as soon as he ceased to lead. 

͞I ǁas thiŶkiŶg of the light. We͛ll ďe stuŵďliŶg aďout.͟ 

͞We ǁeƌe goiŶg to look foƌ the ďeast.͟ 

͞Theƌe ǁoŶ͛t ďe eŶough light.͟ 
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͞I doŶ͛t ŵiŶd goiŶg,͟ said JaĐk hotlǇ. ͞I͛ll go ǁheŶ ǁe get theƌe. 
WoŶ͛t Ǉou? Would you rather go back to the shelters and tell PiggǇ?͟ 

Noǁ it ǁas ‘alph͛s tuƌŶ to flush ďut he spoke despaiƌiŶglǇ, out of the 
new understanding that Piggy had given him. 

͞WhǇ do Ǉou hate ŵe?͟ 

The boys stirred uneasily, as though something indecent had been 

said. The silence lengthened. 

Ralph, still hot and hurt, turned away first. 

͞Coŵe oŶ.͟ 

He led the way and set himself as by right to hack at the tangles. Jack 

brought up the rear, displaced and brooding. 

The pig-track was a dark tunnel, for the sun was sliding quickly 

toward the edge of the world and in the forest shadows were never far 

to seek. The track was broad and beaten and they ran along at a swift 

trot. Then the roof of leaves broke up and they halted, breathing quickly, 

looking at the few stars that pricked round the head of the mountain. 

͞Theƌe Ǉou aƌe.͟ 

The boys peered at each other doubtfully. Ralph made a decision. 

͞We͛ll go stƌaight aĐƌoss to the platfoƌŵ aŶd Đliŵď toŵoƌƌoǁ.͟ TheǇ 
murmured agreeŵeŶt; ďut JaĐk ǁas staŶdiŶg ďǇ his shouldeƌ. ͞If 
you͛ƌe fƌighteŶed of Đouƌse—͟ ‘alph tuƌŶed oŶ hiŵ. 
͞Who ǁeŶt fiƌst oŶ the Đastle ƌoĐk?͟ 

͞I ǁeŶt too. AŶd that ǁas daǇlight.͟ 

͞All ƌight. Who ǁaŶts to Đliŵď the ŵouŶtaiŶ Ŷoǁ?͟ “ileŶĐe 
was the only answer. 

͞“aŵŶeƌiĐ? What aďout Ǉou?͟ 

͞We ought to go aŶ͛ tell Piggy—͟ 

͞—yes, tell Piggy that—͟ 

͞But “iŵoŶ ǁeŶt!͟ 

͞We ought to tell PiggǇ—in case—͟ 

͞‘oďeƌt? Bill?͟ 

They were going straight back to the platform now. Not, of course, 

that they were afraid—but tired. 

Ralph turned back to Jack. 

͞You see?͟ 
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͞I͛ŵ goiŶg up the ŵouŶtaiŶ.͟ The ǁoƌds Đaŵe fƌoŵ JaĐk ǀiĐiouslǇ, as 
though they were a curse. He looked at Ralph, his thin body tensed, his 

spear held as if he threatened him. 

͞I͛ŵ goiŶg up the ŵouŶtaiŶ to look for the beast—Ŷoǁ.͟ TheŶ the 
supreme sting, the casual, bitter ǁoƌd. ͞CoŵiŶg?͟ 

At that word the other boys forgot their urge to be gone and turned 

back to sample this fresh rub of two spirits in the dark. The word was too 

good, too bitter, too successfully daunting to be repeated. It took Ralph 

at low water when his nerve was relaxed for the return to the shelter 

and the still, friendly waters of the lagoon. 

͞I doŶ͛t ŵiŶd.͟ 

Astonished, he heard his voice come out, cool and casual, so that the 

bitterness of JaĐk͛s tauŶt fell poǁeƌless. 
͞If Ǉou doŶ͛t ŵiŶd, of Đouƌse.͟ 
͞Oh, Ŷot at all.͟ JaĐk took a 
step. 

͞Well theŶ—͟ 

Side by side, watched by silent boys, the two started up the 

mountain. 

Ralph stopped. 

͞We͛ƌe sillǇ. WhǇ should oŶlǇ tǁo go? If ǁe fiŶd aŶǇthiŶg, tǁo ǁoŶ͛t 
ďe eŶough.͟ 

There came the sound of boys scuttling away. Astonishingly, a dark 

figure moved against the tide. 

͞‘ogeƌ?͟ 

͞Yes.͟ 

͞That͛s thƌee, theŶ.͟ 

Once more they set out to climb the slope of the mountain. The 

darkness seemed to flow round them like a tide. Jack, who had said 

nothing, began to choke and cough, and a gust of wind set all three 

splutteƌiŶg. ‘alph͛s eǇes ǁeƌe ďliŶded ǁith teaƌs. 
͞Ashes. We͛ƌe oŶ the edge of the ďuƌŶt patĐh.͟ 

Their footsteps and the occasional breeze were stirring up small 

devils of dust. Now that they stopped again, Ralph had time while he 

coughed to remember how silly they were. If there was no beast—and 

almost certainly there was no beast—in that case, well and good; but if 
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there was something waiting on top of the mountain—what was the use 

of three of them, handicapped by the darkness and carrying only sticks? 

͞We͛ƌe ďeiŶg fools.͟ 

Out of the darkness came the answer. 

͞WiŶdǇ?͟ 

IƌƌitaďlǇ ‘alph shook hiŵself. This ǁas all JaĐk͛s fault.  
͛͞Couƌse I aŵ. But ǁe͛ƌe still ďeiŶg fools.͟ 

͞If Ǉou doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to go oŶ,͟ said the ǀoiĐe saƌĐastiĐallǇ, ͞ I͛ll go up ďǇ 
ŵǇself.͟ 

Ralph heard the mockery and hated Jack. The sting of ashes in his 

eǇes, tiƌedŶess, feaƌ, eŶƌaged hiŵ. ͞Go oŶ theŶ! We͛ll ǁait heƌe.͟ Theƌe 
was silence. 

͞WhǇ doŶ͛t Ǉou go? Aƌe Ǉou fƌighteŶed?͟ 

A stain in the darkness, a stain that was Jack, detached itself and 

began to draw away. 

͞All ƌight. “o loŶg.͟ 

The stain vanished. Another took its place. 

Ralph felt his knee against something hard and rocked a charred 

trunk that was edgy to the touch. He felt the sharp cinders that had been 

bark push against the back of his knee and knew that Roger had sat 

down. He felt with his hands and lowered himself beside Roger, while 

the trunk rocked among invisible ashes. Roger, uncommunicative by 

nature, said nothing. He offered no opinion on the beast nor told Ralph 

why he had chosen to come on this mad expedition. He simply sat and 

rocked the trunk gently. Ralph noticed a rapid and infuriating tapping 

noise and realized that Roger was banging his silly wooden stick against 

something. 

So they sat, the rocking, tapping, impervious Roger and Ralph, 

fuming; round them the close sky was loaded with stars, save where the 

mountain punched up a hole of blackness. 

There was a slithering noise high above them, the sound of someone 

taking giant and dangerous strides on rock or ash. Then Jack found them, 

and was shivering and croaking in a voice they could just recognize as 

his. 

͞I saǁ a thiŶg oŶ top.͟ 

They heard him blunder against the trunk which rocked violently. 
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He lay silent for a moment, then muttered. 

͞Keep a good lookout. It ŵaǇ ďe folloǁiŶg.͟ A 
shower of ash pattered round them. Jack sat up. 

͞I saǁ a thiŶg ďulge oŶ the ŵouŶtaiŶ.͟ 

͞You oŶlǇ iŵagiŶed it,͟ said ‘alph shakilǇ, ͞ďeĐause ŶothiŶg ǁould 
ďulge. Not aŶǇ soƌt of Đƌeatuƌe.͟ 

Roger spoke; they jumped, for they had forgotten him. 

͞A fƌog.͟ 

Jack giggled and shuddered. 

͞“oŵe fƌog. Theƌe ǁas a Ŷoise too. A kiŶd of ͚plop͛ Ŷoise. TheŶ the 
thiŶg ďulged.͟ 

Ralph surprised himself, not so much by the quality of his voice, 

which was even, but by the bravado of its intention. 

͞We͛ll go aŶd look.͟ 

For the first time since he had first known Jack, Ralph could feel him 

hesitate. ͞Noǁ—?͟ 

His voice spoke for him. 

͞Of Đouƌse.͟ 

He got off the trunk and led the way across the clinking cinders up 

into the dark, and the others followed. 

Now that his physical voice was silent the inner voice of reason, and 

other voices too, made themselves heard. Piggy was calling him a kid. 

Another voice told him not to be a fool; and the darkness and desperate 

enterprise gave the night a kiŶd of deŶtist͛s Đhaiƌ uŶƌealitǇ. 
As they came to the last slope, Jack and Roger drew near, changed 

from the ink-stains to distinguishable figures. By common consent they 

stopped and crouched together. Behind them, on the horizon, was a 

patch of lighter sky where in a moment the moon would rise. The wind 

roared once in the forest and pushed their rags against them. Ralph 

stirred. 

͞Coŵe oŶ.͟ 

They crept forward, Roger lagging a little. Jack and Ralph turned the 

shoulder of the mountain together. The glittering lengths of the lagoon 

lay below them and beyond that a long white smudge that was the reef. 

Roger joined them. 

Jack whispered. 
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͞Let͛s Đƌeep foƌǁaƌd oŶ haŶds aŶd kŶees. MaǇďe it͛s asleep.͟ 

Roger and Ralph moved on, this time leaving Jack in the rear, for all 

his brave words. They came to the flat top where the rock was hard to 

hands and knees. 

A creature that bulged. 

Ralph put his hand in the cold, soft ashes of the fire and smothered 

a cry. His hand and shoulder were twitching from the unlooked-for 

contact. Green lights of nausea appeared for a moment and ate into the 

daƌkŶess. ‘ogeƌ laǇ ďehiŶd hiŵ aŶd JaĐk͛s ŵouth ǁas at his eaƌ. 
͞Oǀeƌ theƌe, ǁheƌe theƌe used to ďe a gap in the rock. A sort of 

hump—see?͟ 

Ashes ďleǁ iŶto ‘alph͛s faĐe fƌoŵ the dead fiƌe. He could not see the 

gap or anything else, because the green lights were opening again and 

growing, and the top of the mountain was sliding sideways. 

Once more, from a distaŶĐe, he heaƌd JaĐk͛s ǁhispeƌ. 
͞“Đaƌed?͟ 

Not scared so much as paralyzed; hung up there immovable on the 

top of a diminishing, moving mountain. Jack slid away from him, Roger 

bumped, fumbled with a hiss of breath, and passed onwards. He heard 

them whispering. 

͞CaŶ Ǉou see aŶǇthiŶg?͟ 

͞Theƌe—͟ 

In front of them, only three or four yards away, was a rock-like hump 

where no rock should be. Ralph could hear a tiny chattering noise coming 

from somewhere—perhaps from his own mouth. He bound himself 

together with his will, fused his fear and loathing into a hatred, and stood 

up. He took two leaden steps forward. 

Behind them the sliver of moon had drawn clear of the horizon. 

Before them, something like a great ape was sitting asleep with its head 

between its knees. Then the wind roared in the forest, there was 

confusion in the darkness and the creature lifted its head, holding 

toward them the ruin of a face. 

Ralph found himself taking giant strides among the ashes, heard 

other creatures crying out and leaping and dared the impossible on the 

dark slope; presently the mountain was deserted, save for the three 

abandoned sticks and the thing that bowed. 
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e i g h t 

G I F T F O R 

T H E D A R K N E S S 

IGGY LOOKED UP MISERABLY from the dawn-pale beach to the dark 

mountain. 

͞Aƌe Ǉou suƌe? ‘eallǇ suƌe, I ŵeaŶ?͟ 

͞I told Ǉou a dozeŶ tiŵes Ŷoǁ,͟ said ‘alph, ͞ǁe  saǁ it.͟ 

͞D͛Ǉou thiŶk ǁe͛ƌe safe doǁŶ heƌe?͟ 

͞Hoǁ the hell should I kŶoǁ?͟ 

Ralph jerked away from him and walked a few paces along the beach. 

Jack was kneeling and drawing a circular pattern in the sand with his 

foƌefiŶgeƌ. PiggǇ͛s ǀoiĐe Đaŵe to theŵ, hushed. 

͞Aƌe Ǉou suƌe? ‘eallǇ?͟ 

͞Go up aŶd see,͟ said JaĐk ĐoŶteŵptuouslǇ, ͞aŶd good ƌiddaŶĐe.͟ 

͞No feaƌ.͟ 

͞The ďeast had teeth,͟ said ‘alph, ͞aŶd ďig ďlaĐk eǇes.͟ 

He shuddered violently. Piggy took off his one round of glass and 

polished the surface. 

͞What ǁe goiŶg to do?͟ 

Ralph turned toward the platform. The conch glimmered among the 

trees, a white blob against the place where the sun would rise. He 

pushed back his mop. 

͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ.͟ 

He remembered the panic flight down the mountainside. 

͞I doŶ͛t thiŶk ǁe͛d ever fight a thing that size, honestly, you know. 

We͛d talk ďut ǁe ǁouldŶ͛t fight a tigeƌ. We͛d hide. EǀeŶ JaĐk ͛ud hide.͟ 

Jack still looked at the sand. 

͞What aďout ŵǇ huŶteƌs?͟ 

Simon came stealing out of the shadows by the shelters. Ralph 

igŶoƌed JaĐk͛s question. He pointed to the touch of yellow above the sea. 

P 
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͞As loŶg as theƌe͛s light ǁe͛ƌe ďƌaǀe eŶough. But theŶ? AŶd Ŷoǁ that 
thiŶg sƋuats ďǇ the fiƌe as though it didŶ͛t ǁaŶt us to ďe ƌesĐued—͟ 

He was twisting his hands now, unconsciously. His voice rose. ͞“o 
ǁe ĐaŶ͛t haǀe a sigŶal fiƌe. . . . We͛ƌe ďeateŶ.͟ 

A point of gold appeared above the sea and at once all the sky 

lightened. 

͞What aďout ŵǇ huŶteƌs?͟ 

͞BoǇs aƌŵed ǁith stiĐks.͟ 

Jack got to his feet. His face was red as he marched away. Piggy put 

on his one glass and looked at Ralph. 

͞Noǁ Ǉou doŶe it. You ďeeŶ ƌude aďout his huŶteƌs.͟  

͞Oh shut up!͟ 

The sound of the inexpertly blown conch interrupted them. As 

though he were serenading the rising sun, Jack went on blowing till the 

shelters were astir and the hunters crept to the platform and the littluns 

whimpered as now they so frequently did. Ralph rose obediently, and 

PiggǇ, aŶd theǇ ǁeŶt to the platfoƌŵ. ͞Talk,͟ said ‘alph ďitteƌlǇ, ͞talk, 
talk, talk.͟ He took the ĐoŶĐh fƌoŵ JaĐk. 

͞This ŵeetiŶg—͟ 

Jack interrupted him. 

͞I Đalled it.͟ 

͞If Ǉou hadŶ͛t Đalled it I should haǀe. You just ďleǁ the ĐoŶĐh.͟ 

͞Well, isŶ͛t that ĐalliŶg it?͟ 

͞Oh, take it! Go oŶ—talk!͟ 

‘alph thƌust the ĐoŶĐh iŶto JaĐk͛s aƌŵs aŶd sat doǁŶ oŶ the tƌuŶk. 
͞I͛ǀe Đalled aŶ asseŵďlǇ,͟ said JaĐk, ͞ďeĐause of a lot of things. First, you 

kŶoǁ Ŷoǁ, ǁe͛ǀe seeŶ the ďeast. We Đƌaǁled up. We ǁeƌe oŶlǇ a feǁ 
feet aǁaǇ. The ďeast sat up aŶd looked at us. I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat it does. 
We doŶ͛t eǀeŶ kŶoǁ ǁhat it is—͟ 

͞The ďeast Đoŵes out of the sea—͟ 

͞Out of the dark—͟ 

͞Tƌees—͟ 

͞Quiet!͟ shouted JaĐk. ͞You, listeŶ. The ďeast is sittiŶg up theƌe, 
whatever it is—͟ 

͞Peƌhaps it͛s ǁaitiŶg—͟ 
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͞HuŶtiŶg—͟ ͞Yes, 
huŶtiŶg.͟ 

͞HuŶtiŶg,͟ said JaĐk. He ƌeŵeŵďeƌed his age-old tremors in the 

foƌest. ͞Yes. The ďeast is a huŶter. Only—shut up! The next thing is that 

ǁe ĐouldŶ͛t kill it. AŶd the Ŷeǆt is that ‘alph said ŵǇ huŶteƌs aƌe Ŷo 
good.͟ 

͞I Ŷeǀeƌ said that!͟ 

͞I͛ǀe got the ĐoŶĐh. ‘alph thiŶks Ǉou͛ƌe Đoǁaƌds, ƌuŶŶiŶg aǁaǇ fƌoŵ 
the ďoaƌ aŶd the ďeast. AŶd that͛s Ŷot all.͟ 

There was a kind of sigh on the platform as if everyone knew what 

ǁas ĐoŵiŶg. JaĐk͛s ǀoiĐe ǁeŶt up, tƌeŵulous Ǉet deteƌŵiŶed, pushiŶg 
against the unco-operative silence. 

͞He͛s like PiggǇ. He saǇs thiŶgs like PiggǇ. He isŶ͛t a pƌopeƌ Đhief.͟ 
Jack clutched the conch to him. 

͞He͛s a Đoǁaƌd hiŵself.͟ 

For a moment he paused and then went on. 

͞OŶ top, ǁheŶ ‘ogeƌ aŶd ŵe ǁeŶt oŶ—he staǇed ďaĐk.͟ 

͞I ǁeŶt too!͟ 

͞Afteƌ.͟ 

The two boys glared at each other through screens of hair. 

͞I ǁeŶt oŶ too,͟ said ‘alph, ͞theŶ I ƌaŶ aǁaǇ. “o did Ǉou.͟ 
͞Call ŵe a Đoǁaƌd theŶ.͟ JaĐk tuƌŶed to the huŶteƌs. 
͞He͛s Ŷot a huŶteƌ. He͛d Ŷeǀeƌ haǀe got us ŵeat. He isŶ͛t a pƌefeĐt 

aŶd ǁe doŶ͛t kŶoǁ aŶǇthiŶg aďout hiŵ. He just giǀes oƌdeƌs aŶd eǆpeĐts 
people to obey for nothing. All this talk—͟ 

͞All this talk!͟ shouted ‘alph. ͞ Talk, talk! Who ǁaŶted it? Who Đalled 
the ŵeetiŶg?͟ 

Jack turned, red in the face, his chin sunk back. He glowered up under 

his eyebrows. 

͞All ƌight theŶ,͟ he said iŶ toŶes of deep ŵeaŶiŶg, aŶd ŵeŶaĐe, ͞all 
ƌight.͟ 

He held the conch against his chest with one hand and stabbed the 

air with his index finger. 

͞Who thiŶks ‘alph oughtŶ͛t to ďe Đhief?͟  

He looked expectantly at the boys ranged round, who had frozen. 

Under the palms there was deadly silence. 
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͞HaŶds up,͟ said JaĐk stƌoŶglǇ, ͞ǁhoeǀeƌ ǁaŶts ‘alph Ŷot to ďe 
Đhief?͟ 

The silence continued, breathless and heavy and full of shame. 

“loǁlǇ the ƌed dƌaiŶed fƌoŵ JaĐk͛s Đheeks, theŶ Đaŵe ďaĐk ǁith a paiŶful 
rush. He licked his lips and turned his head at an angle, so that his gaze 

aǀoided the eŵďaƌƌassŵeŶt of liŶkiŶg ǁith aŶotheƌ͛s eǇe. 
͞Hoǁ ŵaŶǇ thiŶk—͟ 

His voice tailed off. The hands that held the conch shook. He cleared 

his throat, and spoke loudly. 

͞All ƌight theŶ.͟ 

He laid the conch with great care in the grass at his feet. The 

humiliating tears were running from the corner of each eye. 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot goiŶg to plaǇ aŶǇ loŶgeƌ. Not ǁith Ǉou.͟ 

Most of the boys were looking down now, at the grass or their feet. 

Jack cleared his throat again. 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot goiŶg to ďe a paƌt of ‘alph͛s lot—͟ 

He looked along the right-hand logs, numbering the hunters that had 

been a choir. 

͞I͛ŵ goiŶg off ďǇ ŵǇself. He ĐaŶ ĐatĐh his oǁŶ pigs. AŶǇoŶe ǁho 
ǁaŶts to huŶt ǁheŶ I do ĐaŶ Đoŵe too.͟ 

He blundered out of the triangle toward the drop to the white sand. 

͞JaĐk!͟ 

Jack turned and looked back at Ralph. For a moment he paused and 

then cried out, high-pitched, enraged. 

͞—No!͟ 

He leapt down from the platform and ran along the beach, paying no 

heed to the steady fall of his tears; and until he dived into the forest 

Ralph watched him. 

Piggy was indignant. 

͞I ďeeŶ talkiŶg, ‘alph, aŶd Ǉou just stood theƌe like—͟ 

Softly, looking at Piggy and not seeing him, Ralph spoke to himself. 

͞He͛ll Đoŵe ďaĐk. WheŶ the suŶ goes doǁŶ he͛ll Đoŵe.͟ He looked 
at the ĐoŶĐh iŶ PiggǇ͛s haŶd. 
͞What?͟ 

͞Well theƌe!͟ 
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Piggy gave up the attempt to rebuke Ralph. He polished his glass 

again and went back to his subject. 

͞We ĐaŶ do ǁithout JaĐk Meƌƌideǁ. Theƌe͛s others besides him on 

this islaŶd. But Ŷoǁ ǁe ƌeallǇ got a ďeast, though I ĐaŶ͛t haƌdlǇ ďelieve 

it, ǁe͛ll Ŷeed to staǇ Đlose to the platfoƌŵ; theƌe͛ll ďe less Ŷeed of hiŵ 
aŶd his huŶtiŶg. “o Ŷoǁ ǁe ĐaŶ ƌeallǇ deĐide oŶ ǁhat͛s ǁhat.͟ 

͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo help, PiggǇ. NothiŶg to ďe doŶe.͟ 

For a while they sat in depressed silence. Then Simon stood up and 

took the conch from Piggy, who was so astonished that he remained on 

his feet. Ralph looked up at Simon. 

͞“iŵoŶ? What is it this tiŵe?͟ 

A half-sound of jeering ran round the circle and Simon shrank from 

it. 

͞I thought theƌe ŵight ďe soŵethiŶg to do. “oŵething we—͟ 

Again the pressure of the assembly took his voice away. He sought 

for help and sympathy and chose Piggy. He turned half toward him, 

clutching the conch to his brown chest. 

͞I thiŶk ǁe ought to Đliŵď the ŵouŶtaiŶ.͟  

The circle shivered with dread. Simon broke off and turned to Piggy 

who was looking at him with an expression of derisive incomprehension. 

͞What͛s the good of ĐliŵďiŶg up to this heƌe ďeast ǁheŶ ‘alph and 

the otheƌ tǁo ĐouldŶ͛t do ŶothiŶg?͟ “iŵoŶ ǁhispeƌed his aŶsǁeƌ. 
͞What else is theƌe to do?͟ 

His speech made, he allowed Piggy to lift the conch out of his hands. 

Then he retired and sat as far away from the others as possible. 

Piggy was speaking now with more assurance and with what, if the 

circumstances had not been so serious, the others would have 

recognized as pleasure. 

͞I said ǁe Đould all do ǁithout a ĐeƌtaiŶ peƌsoŶ. Noǁ I saǇ ǁe got to 
decide on what can be done. And I think I could tell you what ‘alph͛s 
going to say next. The most important thing on the island is the smoke 

and you ĐaŶ͛t haǀe Ŷo sŵoke ǁithout a fiƌe.͟ 

Ralph made a restless movement. 

͞No go, PiggǇ. We͛ǀe got Ŷo fiƌe. That thiŶg sits up theƌe—ǁe͛ll haǀe 
to staǇ heƌe.͟ 

Piggy lifted the conch as though to add power to his next words. 
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͞We got Ŷo fiƌe oŶ the ŵouŶtaiŶ. But ǁhat͛s ǁƌoŶg ǁith a fiƌe doǁŶ 
here? A fire could be built on them rocks. On the sand, even. 

We͛d ŵake sŵoke just the saŵe.͟ 

͞That͛s ƌight!͟ 

͞“ŵoke!͟ 

͞BǇ the ďathiŶg pool!͟ 

The boys began to babble. Only Piggy could have the intellectual 

daring to suggest moving the fire from the mountain. 

͞“o ǁe͛ll haǀe the fiƌe doǁŶ heƌe,͟ said ‘alph. He looked aďout hiŵ. 
͞We ĐaŶ ďuild it just heƌe ďetǁeeŶ the ďathiŶg pool aŶd the platform. 

Of course—͟ 

He broke off, frowning, thinking the thing out, unconsciously tugging 

at the stub of a nail with his teeth. 

͞Of Đouƌse the sŵoke ǁoŶ͛t shoǁ so ŵuĐh, Ŷot ďe seeŶ so faƌ aǁaǇ. 
But ǁe ŶeedŶ͛t go Ŷeaƌ, Ŷeaƌ the—͟ 

The others nodded in perfect comprehension. There would be no 

need to go near. 

͞We͛ll ďuild the fiƌe Ŷoǁ.͟ 

The greatest ideas are the simplest. Now there was something to be 

done they worked with passion. Piggy was so full of delight and 

eǆpaŶdiŶg liďeƌtǇ iŶ JaĐk͛s depaƌtuƌe, so full of pride in his contribution 

to the good of society, that he helped to fetch wood. The wood he 

fetched was close at hand, a fallen tree on the platform that they did not 

need for the assembly, yet to the others the sanctity of the platform had 

protected even what was useless there. Then the twins realized they 

would have a fire near them as a comfort in the night and this set a few 

littluns dancing and clapping hands. 

The wood was not so dry as the fuel they had used on the mountain. 

Much of it was damply rotten and full of insects that scurried; logs had 

to be lifted from the soil with care or they crumbled into sodden powder. 

More than this, in order to avoid going deep into the forest the boys 

worked near at hand on any fallen wood no matter how tangled with 

new growth. The skirts of the forest and the scar were familiar, near the 

conch and the shelters and sufficiently friendly in daylight. What they 

might become in darkness nobody cared to think. They worked therefore 

with great energy and cheerfulness, though as time crept by there was a 
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suggestion of panic in the energy and hysteria in the cheerfulness. They 

built a pyramid of leaves and twigs, branches and logs, on the bare sand 

by the platform. For the first time on the island, Piggy himself removed 

his one glass, knelt down and focused the sun on tinder. Soon there was 

a ceiling of smoke and a bush of yellow flame. 

The littluns who had seen few fires since the first catastrophe 

became wildly excited. They danced and sang and there was a partyish 

air about the gathering. 

At last Ralph stopped work and stood up, smudging the sweat from 

his face with a dirty forearm. 

͞We͛ll haǀe to haǀe a sŵall fiƌe. This oŶe͛s too ďig to keep up.͟ PiggǇ 
sat down carefully on the sand and began to polish his glass. 

͞We Đould eǆpeƌiŵeŶt. We Đould fiŶd out hoǁ to ŵake a sŵall hot 
fire and then put green branches on to make smoke. Some of them 

leaǀes ŵust ďe ďetteƌ foƌ that thaŶ the otheƌs.͟ 

As the fire died down so did the excitement. The littluns stopped 

singing and dancing and drifted away toward the sea or the fruit trees or 

the shelters. 

Ralph dropped down in the sand. 

͞We͛ll haǀe to ŵake a Ŷeǁ list of ǁho͛s to look afteƌ the fiƌe.͟ 

͞If Ǉou ĐaŶ fiŶd ͛eŵ.͟ 

He looked round. Then for the first time he saw how few biguns there 

ǁeƌe aŶd uŶdeƌstood ǁhǇ the ǁoƌk had ďeeŶ so haƌd. ͞Wheƌe͛s 
MauƌiĐe?͟ 

Piggy wiped his glass again. 

͞I eǆpeĐt . . . Ŷo, he ǁouldŶ͛t go iŶto the foƌest ďǇ hiŵself, ǁould 
he?͟ 

Ralph jumped up, ran swiftly round the fire and stood by Piggy, 

holding up his hair. 

͞But ǁe͛ǀe got to haǀe a list! Theƌe͛s Ǉou aŶd ŵe aŶd “aŵŶeƌiĐ aŶd—
͟ 

He would not look at Piggy but spoke casually. 

͞Wheƌe͛s Bill aŶd ‘ogeƌ?͟ 

PiggǇ leaŶed foƌǁaƌd aŶd put a fƌagŵeŶt of ǁood oŶ the fiƌe. ͞I 
eǆpeĐt theǇ͛ǀe goŶe. I eǆpeĐt theǇ ǁoŶ͛t plaǇ eitheƌ.͟ 
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Ralph sat down and began to poke little holes in the sand. He was 

surprised to see that one had a drop of blood by it. He examined his 

bitten nail closely and watched the little globe of blood that gathered 

where the quick was gnawed away. 

Piggy went on speaking. 

͞I seeŶ theŵ stealiŶg off ǁheŶ ǁe ǁas gatheƌiŶg ǁood. TheǇ ǁeŶt 
that way. The saŵe ǁaǇ as he ǁeŶt hiŵself.͟ 

Ralph finished his inspection and looked up into the ai r. The sky, as if 

in sympathy with the great changes among them, was different today 

and so misty that in some places the hot air seemed white. The disc of 

the sun was dull silver as though it were nearer and not so hot, yet the 

air stifled. 

͞TheǇ alǁaǇs ďeeŶ ŵakiŶg tƌouďle, haǀeŶ͛t theǇ?͟ The 
voice came near his shoulder and sounded anxious. 

͞We ĐaŶ do ǁithout ͛eŵ. We͛ll ďe happieƌ Ŷoǁ, ǁoŶ͛t ǁe?͟ 

Ralph sat. The twins came, dragging a great log and grinning in their 

triumph. They dumped the log among the embers so that sparks flew. 

͞We ĐaŶ do all ƌight oŶ ouƌ oǁŶ, ĐaŶ͛t ǁe?͟ 

For a long time while the log dried, caught fire and turned red hot, 

Ralph sat in the sand and said nothing. He did not see Piggy go to the 

twins and whisper to them, nor how the three boys went together into 

the forest. 

͞Heƌe Ǉou aƌe.͟ 

He came to himself with a jolt. Piggy and the other two were by him. 

They were laden with fruit. 

͞I thought peƌhaps,͟ said PiggǇ, ͞ǁe ought to haǀe a feast, kiŶd of.͟ 

The three boys sat down. They had a great mass of the fruit with 

them and all of it properly ripe. They grinned at Ralph as he took some 

and began to eat. 

͞ThaŶks,͟ he said. TheŶ ǁith aŶ aĐĐeŶt of pleased surprise— 

͞ThaŶks!͟ 

͞Do all ƌight oŶ ouƌ oǁŶ,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞It͛s theŵ that haǀeŶ͛t Ŷo 
ĐoŵŵoŶ seŶse that ŵake tƌouďle oŶ this islaŶd. We͛ll ŵake a little hot 

fire—͟ 

‘alph ƌeŵeŵďeƌed ǁhat had ďeeŶ ǁoƌƌǇiŶg hiŵ. ͞Wheƌe͛s 
“iŵoŶ?͟ 
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͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ.͟ 

͞You doŶ͛t thiŶk he͛s ĐliŵďiŶg the ŵouŶtaiŶ?͟ PiggǇ 
broke into noisy laughter and took more fruit. 

͞He ŵight ďe.͟ He gulped his ŵouthful. ͞He͛s ĐƌaĐked.͟ 

Simon had passed through the area of fruit trees but today the littluns 

had been too busy with the fire on the beach and they had not pursued 

him there. He went on among the creepers until he reached the great 

mat that was woven by the open space and crawled inside. Beyond the 

screen of leaves the sunlight pelted down and the butterflies danced in 

the middle their unending dance. He knelt down and the arrow of the 

sun fell on him. That other time the air had seemed to vibrate with heat; 

but now it threatened. Soon the sweat was running from his long coarse 

hair. He shifted restlessly but there was no avoiding the sun. Presently 

he was thirsty, and then very thirsty. He continued to sit. 

Far off along the beach, Jack was standing before a small group of boys. 

He was looking brilliantly happy. 

͞HuŶtiŶg,͟ he said. He sized theŵ up. EaĐh of theŵ ǁoƌe the 
remains of a black cap and ages ago they had stood in two demure 

ƌoǁs aŶd theiƌ ǀoiĐes had ďeeŶ the soŶg of aŶgels. ͞We͛ll huŶt. I͛ŵ 
goiŶg to ďe Đhief.͟ TheǇ Ŷodded, aŶd the Đƌisis passed easilǇ. ͞AŶd 
then—aďout the ďeast.͟ TheǇ ŵoǀed, looked at the foƌest. 

͞I saǇ this. We aƌeŶ͛t goiŶg to ďotheƌ aďout the ďeast.͟ He 
nodded at them. 

͞We͛ƌe goiŶg to foƌget the ďeast.͟ 

͞That͛s ƌight!͟ 

͞Yes!͟ 

͞Foƌget the ďeast!͟ 

If Jack was astonished by their fervor he did not show it. 

͞AŶd aŶotheƌ thiŶg. We shaŶ͛t dƌeaŵ so ŵuĐh doǁŶ heƌe. This is 

Ŷeaƌ the eŶd of the islaŶd.͟ 

They agreed passionately out of the depths of their tormented 

private lives. 

͞Noǁ listeŶ. We ŵight go lateƌ to the Đastle ƌoĐk. But Ŷoǁ I͛ŵ goiŶg 
to get ŵoƌe of the ďiguŶs aǁaǇ fƌoŵ the ĐoŶĐh aŶd all that. We͛ll kill a 
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pig aŶd giǀe a feast.͟ He paused aŶd ǁeŶt oŶ ŵoƌe sloǁlǇ. ͞AŶd aďout 
the ďeast. WheŶ ǁe kill ǁe͛ll leaǀe soŵe of the kill foƌ it. TheŶ it ǁoŶ͛t 
botheƌ us, ŵaǇďe.͟ He stood up aďƌuptlǇ. 

͞We͛ll go iŶto the foƌest Ŷoǁ aŶd huŶt.͟ 

He turned and trotted away and after a moment they followed him 

obediently. 

They spread out, nervously, in the forest. Almost at once Jack found 

the dung and scattered roots that told of pig and soon the track was 

fresh. Jack signaled the rest of the hunt to be quiet and went forward by 

himself. He was happy and wore the damp darkness of the forest like his 

old clothes. He crept down a slope to rocks and scattered trees by the 

sea. 

The pigs lay, bloated bags of fat, sensuously enjoying the shadows 

under the trees. There was no wind and they were unsuspicious; and 

practice had made Jack silent as the shadows. He stole away again and 

instructed his hidden hunters. Presently they all began to inch forward 

sweating in the silence and heat. Under the trees an ear flapped idly. A 

little apart from the rest, sunk in deep maternal bliss, lay the largest sow 

of the lot. She was black and pink; and the great bladder of her belly was 

fringed with a row of piglets that slept or burrowed and squeaked. 

Fifteen yards from the drove Jack stopped, and his arm, 

straightening, pointed at the sow. He looked round in inquiry to make 

sure that everyone understood and the other boys nodded at him. The 

row of right arms slid back. 

͞Noǁ!͟ 

The drove of pigs started up; and at a range of only ten yards the 

wooden spears with fire-hardened points flew toward the chosen pig. 

OŶe piglet, ǁith a deŵeŶted shƌiek, ƌushed iŶto the sea tƌailiŶg ‘ogeƌ͛s 
spear behind it. The sow gave a gasping squeal and staggered up, with 

two spears sticking in her fat flank. The boys shouted and rushed 

forward, the piglets scattered and the sow burst the advancing line and 

went crashing away through the forest. 

͞Afteƌ heƌ!͟ 

They raced along the pig-track, but the forest was too dark and 

tangled so that Jack, cursing, stopped them and cast among the trees. 
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Then he said nothing for a time but breathed fiercely so that they were 

awed by him and looked at each other in uneasy admiration. 

Presently he stabbed down at the ground with his finger. 

͞Theƌe—͟ 

Before the others could examine the drop of blood, Jack had swerved 

off, judging a trace, touching a bough that gave. So he followed, 

mysteriously right and assured, and the hunters trod behind him. 

He stopped before a covert. 

͞IŶ theƌe.͟ 

They surrounded the covert but the sow got away with the sting of 

another spear in her flank. The trailing butts hindered her and the sharp, 

cross-cut points were a torment. She blundered into a tree, forcing a 

spear still deeper; and after that any of the hunters could follow her 

easily by the drops of vivid blood. The afternoon wore on, hazy and 

dreadful with damp heat; the sow staggered her way ahead of them, 

bleeding and mad, and the hunters followed, wedded to her in lust, 

excited by the long chase and the dropped blood. They could see her 

now, nearly got up with her, but she spurted with her last strength and 

held ahead of them again. They were just behind her when she staggered 

into an open space where bright flowers grew and butterflies danced 

round each other and the air was hot and still. 

Here, struck down by the heat, the sow fell and the hunters hurled 

themselves at her. This dreadful eruption from an unknown world made 

her frantic; she squealed and bucked and the air was full of sweat and 

noise and blood and terror. Roger ran round the heap, prodding with his 

spear whenever pigflesh appeared. Jack was on top of the sow, stabbing 

downward with his knife. Roger found a lodgment for his point and 

began to push till he was leaning with his whole weight. The spear moved 

forward inch by inch and the terrified squealing became a high-pitched 

scream. Then Jack found the throat and the hot blood spouted over his 

hands. The sow collapsed under them and they were heavy and fulfilled 

upon her. The butterflies still danced, preoccupied in the center of the 

clearing. 

At last the immediacy of the kill subsided. The boys drew back, and 

Jack stood up, holding out his hands. 

͞Look.͟ 
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He giggled and flicked them while the boys laughed at his reeking 

palms. Then Jack grabbed Maurice and rubbed the stuff over his 

cheeks. Roger began to withdraw his spear and boys noticed it for 

the first time. Robert stabilized the thing in a phrase which was 

received uproariously. 

͞‘ight up heƌ ass!͟ 

͞Did Ǉou heaƌ?͟ 

͞Did Ǉou heaƌ ǁhat he said?͟ 

͞‘ight up heƌ ass!͟ 

This time Robert and Maurice acted the tǁo paƌts; aŶd MauƌiĐe͛s 
aĐtiŶg of the pig͛s effoƌts to aǀoid the adǀaŶĐiŶg speaƌ ǁas so fuŶŶǇ that 
the boys cried with laughter. 

At length even this palled. Jack began to clean his bloody hands on 

the rock. Then he started work on the sow and paunched her, lugging 

out the hot bags of colored guts, pushing them into a pile on the rock 

while the others watched him. He talked as he worked. 

͞We͛ll take the ŵeat aloŶg the ďeaĐh. I͛ll go ďaĐk to the platform and 

invite them to a feast. That should give us time.͟ ‘ogeƌ spoke. 
͞Chief—͟ 

͞Uh—?͟ 

͞Hoǁ ĐaŶ ǁe ŵake a fiƌe?͟ 

Jack squatted back and frowned at the pig. 

͞We͛ll ƌaid theŵ aŶd take fiƌe. Theƌe ŵust ďe fouƌ of Ǉou; HeŶƌǇ aŶd 
you, Robert and Maurice. We͛ll put oŶ paiŶt aŶd sŶeak up; ‘ogeƌ ĐaŶ 
snatch a branch while I say what I want. The rest of you can get this back 

to ǁheƌe ǁe ǁeƌe. We͛ll ďuild the fiƌe theƌe. AŶd afteƌ that—͟ 

He paused and stood up, looking at the shadows under the trees. His 

voice was lower when he spoke again. 

͞But ǁe͛ll leaǀe paƌt of the kill foƌ . . .͟ 

He knelt down again and was busy with his knife. The boys crowded 

round him. He spoke over his shoulder to Roger. 

͞“haƌpeŶ a stiĐk at ďoth eŶds.͟ 

Presently he stood up, holding the dƌippiŶg soǁ͛s head iŶ his haŶds.  
͞Wheƌe͛s that stiĐk?͟ 

͞Heƌe.͟ 

͞‘aŵ oŶe eŶd iŶ the eaƌth. Oh—it͛s ƌoĐk. Jaŵ it iŶ that ĐƌaĐk. Theƌe.͟ 
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Jack held up the head and jammed the soft throat down on the 

pointed end of the stick which pierced through into the mouth. He stood 

back and the head hung there, a little blood dribbling down the stick. 

Instinctively the boys drew back too; and the forest was very still. 

They listened, and the loudest noise was the buzzing of flies over the 

spilled guts. 

Jack spoke in a whisper. 

͞PiĐk up the pig.͟ 

Maurice and Robert skewered the carcass, lifted the dead weight, 

and stood ready. In the silence, and standing over the dry blood, they 

looked suddenly furtive. 

Jack spoke loudly. 

͞This head is foƌ the ďeast. It͛s a gift.͟ 

The silence accepted the gift and awed them. The head remained 

there, dim-eyed, grinning faintly, blood blackening between the teeth. 

All at once they were running away, as fast as they could, through the 

forest toward the open beach. 

Simon stayed where he was, a small brown image, concealed by the 

leaves. Even if he shut his eǇes the soǁ͛s head still ƌeŵaiŶed like aŶ 
after-image. The half-shut eyes were dim with the infinite cynicism of 

adult life. They assured Simon that everything was a bad business. 

͞I kŶoǁ that.͟ 

Simon discovered that he had spoken aloud. He opened his eyes 

quickly and there was the head grinning amusedly in the strange 

daylight, ignoring the flies, the spilled guts, even ignoring the indignity 

of being spiked on a stick. 

He looked away, licking his dry lips. 

A gift for the beast. Might not the beast come for it? The head, he 

thought, appeared to agree with him. Run away, said the head silently, 

go back to the others. It was a joke really—why should you bother? You 

ǁeƌe just ǁƌoŶg, that͛s all. A little headache, something you ate, 

perhaps. Go back, child, said the head silently. 

Simon looked up, feeling the weight of his wet hair, and gazed at 

the sky. Up there, for once, were clouds, great bulging towers that 

sprouted away over the island, grey and cream and copper-colored. The 
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clouds were sitting on the land; they squeezed, produced moment by 

moment this close, tormenting heat. Even the butterflies deserted the 

open space where the obscene thing grinned and dripped. Simon 

lowered his head, carefully keeping his eyes shut, then sheltered them 

with his hand. There were no shadows under the trees but everywhere 

a pearly stillness, so that what was real seemed illusive and without 

definition. The pile of guts was a black blob of flies  that buzzed like a 

saw. After a while these flies found Simon. Gorged, they alighted by his 

runnels of sweat and drank. They tickled under his 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. At last Simon gave up and looked back; saw the white teeth and 

dim eyes, the blood—and his gaze was held by that ancient, inescapable 

ƌeĐogŶitioŶ. IŶ “iŵoŶ͛s ƌight teŵple, a pulse ďegaŶ to ďeat oŶ the ďƌaiŶ. 

Ralph and Piggy lay in the sand, gazing at the fire and idly flicking pebbles 

into its smokeless heart. 

͞That ďƌaŶĐh is goŶe.͟ 

͞Wheƌe͛s “aŵŶeƌiĐ?͟ 

͞We ought to get soŵe ŵoƌe ǁood. We͛ƌe out of gƌeeŶ ďƌaŶĐhes.͟ 

Ralph sighed and stood up. There were no shadows under the palms 

on the platform; only this strange light that seemed to come from 

everywhere at once. High up among the bulging clouds thunder went off 

like a gun. 

͞We͛ƌe goiŶg to get ďuĐkets of ƌaiŶ.͟ 

͞What aďout the fiƌe?͟ 

Ralph trotted into the forest and returned with a wide spray of green 

which he dumped on the fire. The branch crackled, the leaves curled and 

the yellow smoke expanded. 

Piggy made an aimless little pattern in the sand with his fingers. 

͞Tƌouďle is, ǁe haǀeŶ͛t got eŶough people for a fire. You got to treat 

Samneric as one turn. They do everything together—͟ 

͞Of Đouƌse.͟ 

͞Well, that isŶ͛t faiƌ. DoŶ͛t Ǉou see? TheǇ ought to do tǁo tuƌŶs.͟ 
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Ralph considered this and understood. He was vexed to find how 

little he thought like a grownup and sighed again. The island was 

getting worse and worse. 

Piggy looked at the fire. 

͞You͛ll ǁaŶt aŶotheƌ gƌeeŶ ďƌaŶĐh sooŶ.͟ ‘alph 
rolled over. 

͞PiggǇ. What aƌe ǁe goiŶg to do?͟ 

͞Just haǀe to get oŶ ǁithout ͛eŵ.͟ 

͞But—the fiƌe.͟ 

He frowned at the black and white mess in which lay the unburnt 

ends of branches. He tried to formulate. 

͞I͛ŵ sĐaƌed.͟ 

He saw Piggy look up; and blundered on. 

͞Not of the ďeast. I ŵeaŶ I͛ŵ sĐaƌed of that too. But ŶoďodǇ else 
understands about the fire. If someone threw you a rope when you were 

drowning. If a doctor said take this because if you doŶ͛t take it 
Ǉou͛ll die—Ǉou ǁould, ǁouldŶ͛t Ǉou? I ŵeaŶ?͟ 

͛͞Couƌse I ǁould.͟ 

͞CaŶ͛t theǇ see? CaŶ͛t theǇ uŶdeƌstaŶd? Without the sŵoke sigŶal 
ǁe͛ll die heƌe? Look at that!͟ 

A wave of heated air trembled above the ashes but without a trace 

of smoke. 

͞We ĐaŶ͛t keep oŶe fiƌe goiŶg. AŶd theǇ doŶ͛t Đaƌe. AŶd ǁhat͛s 
more—͟ He looked iŶteŶselǇ iŶto PiggǇ͛s stƌeaŵiŶg faĐe. 

͞What͛s ŵoƌe, I doŶ͛t soŵetiŵes. “upposiŶg I got like the otheƌs—
not caƌiŶg. What ͛ud ďeĐoŵe of us?͟ 

Piggy took off his glasses, deeply troubled. 

͞I duŶŶo, ‘alph. We just got to go oŶ, that͛s all. That͛s ǁhat 
gƌoǁŶups ǁould do.͟ 

Ralph, having begun the business of unburdening himself, continued. 

͞PiggǇ, ǁhat͛s ǁƌoŶg?͟ 

Piggy looked at him in astonishment. 

͞Do Ǉou ŵeaŶ the—?͟ 

͞No, Ŷot it . . . I ŵeaŶ . . . ǁhat ŵakes thiŶgs ďƌeak up like theǇ do?͟ 
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Piggy rubbed his glasses slowly and thought. When he understood 

how far Ralph had gone toward accepting him he flushed pinkly with 

pride. 

͞I duŶŶo, ‘alph. I eǆpeĐt it͛s hiŵ.͟ 

͞JaĐk?͟ 

͞JaĐk.͟ A taďoo ǁas eǀolving round that word too. Ralph nodded 

solemnly. 

͞Yes,͟ he said, ͞I suppose it ŵust ďe.͟ 

The forest near them burst into uproar. Demoniac figures with faces 

of white and red and green rushed out howling, so that the littluns fled 

screaming. Out of the corner of his eyes, Ralph saw Piggy running. Two 

figures rushed at the fire and he prepared to defend himself but they 

grabbed half-burnt branches and raced away along the beach. The three 

others stood still, watching Ralph; and he saw that the tallest of them, 

stark naked save for the paint and a belt, was Jack. 

Ralph had his breath back and spoke. 

͞Well?͟ 

Jack ignored him, lifted his spear and began to shout. 

͞ListeŶ all of Ǉou. Me aŶd ŵǇ huŶteƌs, ǁe͛ƌe liǀiŶg aloŶg the ďeaĐh 
by a flat rock. We hunt and feast and have fun. If you want to join my 

tƌiďe Đoŵe aŶd see us. Peƌhaps I͛ll let Ǉou joiŶ. Peƌhaps Ŷot.͟ 

He paused and looked round. He was safe from shame or 

selfconsciousness behind the mask of his paint and could look at each of 

them in turn. Ralph was kneeling by the remains of the fire like a sprinter 

at his mark and his face was half-hidden by hair and smut. Samneric 

peered together round a palm tree at the edge of the forest. A littlun 

howled, creased and crimson, by the bathing pool and Piggy stood on 

the platform, the white conch gripped in his hands. 

͞ToŶight ǁe͛ƌe haǀiŶg a feast. We͛ǀe killed a pig aŶd ǁe͛ǀe got ŵeat. 
You ĐaŶ Đoŵe aŶd eat ǁith us if Ǉou like.͟ 

Up in the cloud canyons the thunder boomed again. Jack and the two 

anonymous savages with him swayed, looking up, and then recovered. 

The littlun went on howling. Jack was waiting for something. He 

ǁhispeƌed uƌgeŶtlǇ to the otheƌs. ͞Go oŶ—Ŷoǁ!͟ 

The two savages murmured. Jack spoke sharply. 

͞Go oŶ!͟ 

128



128 W i l l i a m G o l d i n g 

The two savages looked at each other, raised their spears together 

and spoke in time. 

͞The Chief has spokeŶ.͟ 

Then the three of them turned and trotted away. 

Presently Ralph rose to his feet, looking at the place where the 

savages had vanished. Samneric came, talking in an awed whisper. 

͞I thought it was—͟ 

͞—and I was—͟ 

͞—sĐaƌed.͟ 

Piggy stood above them on the platform, still holding the conch. 

͞That ǁas JaĐk aŶd MauƌiĐe aŶd ‘oďeƌt,͟ said ‘alph. ͞AƌeŶ͛t theǇ 
having fuŶ?͟ 

͞I thought I ǁas goiŶg to haǀe asthŵa.͟ 

͞“uĐks to Ǉouƌ ass-ŵaƌ.͟ 

͞WheŶ I saǁ JaĐk I ǁas suƌe he͛d go foƌ the ĐoŶĐh. CaŶ͛t thiŶk ǁhǇ.͟ 

The group of boys looked at the white shell with affectionate respect. 

PiggǇ plaĐed it iŶ ‘alph͛s haŶd aŶd the littluns, seeing the familiar 

symbol, started to come back. 

͞Not heƌe.͟ 

He turned toward the platform, feeling the need for ritual. First went 

Ralph, the white conch cradled, then Piggy very grave, then the twins, 

then the littluns and the others. 

͞“it doǁŶ all of Ǉou. TheǇ ƌaided us foƌ fiƌe. TheǇ͛ƌe haǀiŶg fuŶ. But 
the—͟ 

Ralph was puzzled by the shutter that flickered in his brain. There 

was something he wanted to say; then the shutter had come down. 

͞But the—͟ 

They were regarding him gravely, not yet troubled by any doubts 

about his sufficiency. Ralph pushed the idiot hair out  of his eyes and 

looked at Piggy. 

͞But the . . . oh . . . the fiƌe! Of Đouƌse, the fiƌe!͟ 

He started to laugh, then stopped and became fluent instead. 

͞The fiƌe͛s the ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg. Without the fiƌe ǁe ĐaŶ͛t ďe 
ƌesĐued. I͛d like to put oŶ ǁaƌ-paint and be a savage. But we must keep 

the fiƌe ďuƌŶiŶg. The fiƌe͛s the ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg oŶ the islaŶd, 
because, because—͟ 

129



 Lord of the Flies 129 

He paused again and the silence became full of doubt and wonder. 

PiggǇ ǁhispeƌed uƌgeŶtlǇ. ͞‘esĐue.͟ 

͞Oh Ǉes. Without the fiƌe ǁe ĐaŶ͛t ďe ƌesĐued. “o ǁe must stay by 

the fiƌe aŶd ŵake sŵoke.͟ 

When he stopped no one said anything. After the many brilliant 

speeĐhes that had ďeeŶ ŵade oŶ this ǀeƌǇ spot ‘alph͛s ƌeŵaƌks 

seemed lame, even to the littluns. 

At last Bill held out his hands for the conch. 

͞Noǁ ǁe ĐaŶ͛t haǀe the fiƌe up theƌe—ďeĐause ǁe ĐaŶ͛t haǀe the 
fire up there—ǁe Ŷeed ŵoƌe people to keep it goiŶg. Let͛s go to this 
feast aŶd tell theŵ the fiƌe͛s haƌd oŶ the rest of us. And the hunting and 

all that, being savages I mean—it ŵust ďe jollǇ good fuŶ.͟ Samneric took 

the conch. 

͞That ŵust ďe fuŶ like Bill saǇs—aŶd as he͛s iŶǀited us—͟ 

͞—to a feast—͟ 

͞—meat—͟ 

͞—crackling—͟ 

͞—I could do with some meat—͟ ‘alph 
held up his hand. 

͞WhǇ shouldŶ͛t ǁe get ouƌ oǁŶ ŵeat?͟ The 
twins looked at each other. Bill answered. ͞We 
doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to go iŶ the juŶgle.͟ ‘alph 
grimaced. 

͞He—you know—goes.͟ 

͞He͛s a huŶteƌ. TheǇ͛ƌe all huŶteƌs. That͛s diffeƌeŶt.͟ 

No one spoke for a moment, then Piggy muttered to the sand. 

͞Meat—͟ 

The littluns sat, solemnly thinking of meat, and dribbling. Overhead 

the cannon boomed again and the dry palm fronds clattered in a sudden 

gust of hot wind. 

͞You aƌe sillǇ little ďoǇ,͟ said the Loƌd of the Flies, ͞just aŶ igŶoƌaŶt, sillǇ 
little ďoǇ.͟ 

Simon moved his swollen tongue but said nothing. 

͞DoŶ͛t Ǉou agƌee?͟ said the Loƌd of the Flies. ͞AƌeŶ͛t Ǉou just a sillǇ 
little ďoǇ?͟ 
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Simon answered him in the same silent voice. 

͞Well theŶ,͟ said the Loƌd of the Flies, ͞Ǉou͛d ďetteƌ ƌuŶ off aŶd plaǇ 
ǁith the otheƌs. TheǇ thiŶk Ǉou͛ƌe ďattǇ. You doŶ͛t ǁaŶt ‘alph to think 

Ǉou͛ƌe ďattǇ, do Ǉou? You like ‘alph a lot, doŶ͛t Ǉou? AŶd PiggǇ, aŶd 
JaĐk?͟ 

“iŵoŶ͛s head ǁas tilted slightlǇ up. His eǇes Đould Ŷot ďƌeak aǁaǇ 
and the Lord of the Flies hung in space before him. 

͞What aƌe Ǉou doiŶg out heƌe all aloŶe? AƌeŶ͛t Ǉou afƌaid of ŵe?͟ 
Simon shook. 

͞Theƌe isŶ͛t aŶǇoŶe to help Ǉou. OŶlǇ ŵe. AŶd I͛ŵ the Beast.͟ “iŵoŶ͛s 
mouth labored, brought forth audible words. 

͞Pig͛s head oŶ a stiĐk.͟ 

͞FaŶĐǇ thiŶkiŶg the Beast ǁas soŵethiŶg Ǉou Đould huŶt aŶd kill!͟ 
said the head. For a moment or two the forest and all the other dimly 

appƌeĐiated plaĐes eĐhoed ǁith the paƌodǇ of laughteƌ. ͞You kŶeǁ, 
didŶ͛t Ǉou? I͛ŵ paƌt of Ǉou? Close, Đlose, Đlose! I͛ŵ the ƌeasoŶ ǁhǇ it͛s 

Ŷo go? WhǇ thiŶgs aƌe ǁhat theǇ aƌe?͟ The 
laughter shivered again. 

͞Coŵe Ŷoǁ,͟ said the Loƌd of the Flies. ͞Get ďaĐk to the otheƌs aŶd 
ǁe͛ll foƌget the ǁhole thiŶg.͟ 

“iŵoŶ͛s head ǁoďďled. His eǇes ǁeƌe half Đlosed as though he ǁere 

imitating the obscene thing on the stick. He knew that one of his times 

was coming on. The Lord of the Flies was expanding like a balloon. 

͞This is ƌidiĐulous. You kŶoǁ peƌfeĐtlǇ ǁell Ǉou͛ll  oŶlǇ ŵeet ŵe doǁŶ 
there—so doŶ͛t tƌǇ to esĐape!͟ 

“iŵoŶ͛s ďodǇ ǁas aƌĐhed aŶd stiff. The Loƌd of the Flies spoke iŶ the 
voice of a schoolmaster. 

͞This has goŶe Ƌuite far enough. My poor, misguided child, do you 

thiŶk Ǉou kŶoǁ ďetteƌ thaŶ I do?͟ Theƌe ǁas a pause. 
͞I͛ŵ ǁaƌŶiŶg Ǉou. I͛ŵ goiŶg to get aŶgƌǇ. D͛Ǉou see? You͛ƌe Ŷot 

wanted. Understand? We are going to have fun on this island. 

Understand? We are going to haǀe fuŶ oŶ this islaŶd! “o doŶ͛t tƌǇ it oŶ, 
my poor misguided boy, or else—͟ 

Simon found he was looking into a vast mouth. There was blackness 

within, a blackness that spread. 
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͞—Oƌ else,͟ said the Loƌd of the Flies, ͞ǁe shall do Ǉou? “ee? JaĐk 
and Roger and Maurice and Robert and Bill and Piggy and Ralph. Do you. 

“ee?͟ 

Simon was inside the mouth. He fell down and lost consciousness. 
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n i n e 

A V I E W T O A D E A T H 

VER THE ISLAND the build-up of clouds continued. A steady current of 

heated air rose all day from the mountain and was thrust to ten 

thousand feet; revolving masses of gas piled up the static until the air 

was ready to explode. By early evening the sun had gone and a brassy 

glare had taken the place of clear daylight. Even the air that pushed in 

from the sea was hot and held no refreshment. Colors drained from 

water and trees and pink surfaces of rock, and the white and brown 

clouds brooded. Nothing prospered but the flies who blackened their 

lord and made the spilt guts look like a heap of glistening coal. Even 

ǁheŶ the ǀessel ďƌoke iŶ “iŵoŶ͛s Ŷose aŶd the ďlood gushed out theǇ 
left hiŵ aloŶe, pƌefeƌƌiŶg the pig͛s high flaǀoƌ. 

With the ƌuŶŶiŶg of the ďlood “iŵoŶ͛s fit passed into the weariness 

of sleep. He lay in the mat of creepers while the evening advanced and 

the cannon continued to play. At last he woke and saw dimly the dark 

earth close by his cheek. Still he did not move but lay there, his face 

sideways on the earth, his eyes looking dully before him. Then he turned 

over, drew his feet under him and laid hold of the creepers to pull 

himself up. When the creepers shook the flies exploded from the guts 

with a vicious note and clamped back on again. Simon got to his feet. 

The light was unearthly. The Lord of the Flies hung on his stick like a black 

ball. 

“iŵoŶ spoke aloud to the ĐleaƌiŶg. ͞What 
else is theƌe to do?͟ NothiŶg ƌeplied. 
Simon turned away from the open space 

and crawled through the creepers till he 

was in the dusk of the forest. He walked 

drearily between the trunks, his face 

empty of expression, and the blood was 

O 
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dry round his mouth and chin. Only 

sometimes as he lifted the ropes of 

creeper aside and chose his direction from 

the trend of the land, he mouthed words 

that did not reach the air. 

Presently the creepers festooned the trees less frequently and there 

was a scatter of pearly light from the sky down through the trees. This 

was the backbone of the island, the slightly higher land that lay beneath 

the mountain where the forest was no longer deep jungle. Here there 

were wide spaces interspersed with thickets and huge trees and the 

trend of the ground led him up as the forest opened. He pushed on, 

staggering sometimes with his weariness but never stopping. The usual 

brightness was gone from his eyes and he walked with a sort of glum 

determination like an old man. 

A buffet of wind made him stagger and he saw that he was out in the 

open, on rock, under a brassy sky. He found his legs were weak and his 

tongue gave him pain all the time. When the wind reached the 

mountain-top he could see something happen, a flicker of blue stuff 

against brown clouds. He pushed himself forward and the wind came 

again, stronger now, cuffing the forest heads till they ducked and roared. 

Simon saw a humped thing suddenly sit up on the top and look down at 

him. He hid his face, and toiled on. 

The flies had found the figure too. The life-like movement would 

scare them off for a moment so that they made a dark cloud round the 

head. Then as the blue material of the parachute collapsed the corpulent 

figure would bow forward, sighing, and the flies settle once more. 

Simon felt his knees smack the rock. He crawled forward and soon 

he understood. The tangle of lines showed him the mechanics of this 

parody; he examined the white nasal bones, the teeth, the colors of 

corruption. He saw how pitilessly the layers of rubber and canvas held 

together the poor body that should be rotting away. Then the wind blew 

again and the figure lifted, bowed, and breathed foully at him. Simon 

knelt on all fours and was sick till his stomach was empty. Then he took 

the lines in his hands; he freed them from the rocks and the figure from 

the ǁiŶd͛s iŶdigŶitǇ. 
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At last he turned away and looked down at the beaches. The fire by 

the platform appeared to be out, or at least making no smoke. Further 

along the beach, beyond the little river and near a great slab of rock, a 

thin trickle of smoke was climbing into the sky. Simon, forgetful of the 

flies, shaded his eyes with both hands and peered at the smoke. Even at 

that distance it was possible to see that most of the boys—perhaps all of 

the boys—were there. So they had shifted camp then, away from the 

beast. As Simon thought this, he turned to the poor broken thing that 

sat stinking by his side. The beast was harmless and horrible; and the 

news must reach the others as soon as possible. He started down the 

mountain and his legs gave beneath him. Even with great care the best 

he could do was a stagger. 

͞BathiŶg,͟ said ‘alph, ͞that͛s the oŶlǇ thiŶg to do.͟ PiggǇ ǁas 
inspecting the looming sky through his glass. 

͞I doŶ͛t like theŵ Đlouds. ‘eŵeŵďeƌ hoǁ it ƌaiŶed just afteƌ ǁe 
laŶded?͟ 

͞GoiŶg to ƌaiŶ agaiŶ.͟ 

Ralph dived into the pool. A couple of littluns were playing at the 

edge, trying to extract comfort from a wetness warmer than blood. Piggy 

took off his glasses, stepped primly into the water and then put them on 

again. Ralph came to the surface and squirted a jet of water at him. 

͞MiŶd ŵǇ speĐs,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞If I get ǁateƌ oŶ the glass I got to get 

out aŶd ĐleaŶ ͛eŵ.͟ 

Ralph squirted again and missed. He laughed at Piggy, expecting him 

to retire meekly as usual and in pained silence. Instead, Piggy beat the 

water with his hands. 

͞“top it!͟ he shouted. ͞D͛Ǉou heaƌ?͟ 

Furiously he dƌoǀe the ǁateƌ iŶto ‘alph͛s faĐe. ͞All 
ƌight, all ƌight,͟ said ‘alph. ͞Keep Ǉouƌ haiƌ oŶ.͟ PiggǇ 
stopped beating the water. 

͞I got a paiŶ iŶ ŵǇ head. I ǁish the aiƌ ǁas Đooleƌ.͟ 

͞I ǁish the ƌaiŶ ǁould Đoŵe.͟ 

͞I ǁish ǁe Đould go hoŵe.͟ 

Piggy lay back against the sloping sand side of the pool. His stomach 

protruded and the water dried on it. Ralph squinted up at the sky. One 
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could guess at the movement of the sun by the progress of a light patch 

among the clouds. He knelt in the water and looked round. 

͞Wheƌe͛s eǀeƌǇďodǇ?͟ 

Piggy sat up. 

͞P͛ƌaps theǇ͛ƌe lǇiŶg iŶ the shelteƌ.͟ 

͞Wheƌe͛s “aŵŶeƌiĐ?͟ 

͞AŶd Bill?͟ 

Piggy pointed beyond the platform. 

͞That͛s ǁheƌe theǇ͛ǀe goŶe. JaĐk͛s paƌtǇ.͟ 

͞Let theŵ go,͟ said ‘alph, uŶeasilǇ, ͞I doŶ͛t Đaƌe.͟ 

͞Just foƌ soŵe ŵeat—͟ 

͞AŶd foƌ huŶtiŶg,͟ said ‘alph, ǁiselǇ, ͞aŶd foƌ pƌeteŶdiŶg to ďe a 
tribe, and putting on war-paiŶt.͟ 

Piggy stirred the sand under water and did not look at Ralph. 

͞P͛ƌaps ǁe ought to go too.͟ 

Ralph looked at him quickly and PiggǇ ďlushed. ͞I 
mean—to ŵake suƌe ŶothiŶg happeŶs.͟ ‘alph 
squirted water again. 

Long before Ralph and PiggǇ Đaŵe up ǁith JaĐk͛s lot, theǇ Đould heaƌ the 
party. There was a stretch of grass in a place where the palms left a wide 

band of turf between the forest and the shore. Just one step down from 

the edge of the turf was the white, blown sand of above high water, 

warm, dry, trodden. Below that again was a rock that stretched away 

toward the lagoon. Beyond was a short stretch of sand and then the 

edge of the water. A fire burned on the rock and fat dripped from the 

roasting pigmeat into the invisible flames. All the boys of the island, 

except Piggy, Ralph, Simon, and the two tending the pig, were grouped 

on the turf. They were laughing, singing, lying, squatting, or standing on 

the grass, holding food in their hands. But to judge by the greasy faces, 

the meat eating was almost done; and some held coconut shells in their 

hands and were drinking from them. Before the party had started a great 

log had been dragged into the center of the lawn and Jack, painted and 

garlanded, sat there like an idol. There were piles of meat on green 

leaves near him, and fruit, and coconut shells full of drink. 
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Piggy and Ralph came to the edge of the grassy platform; and the 

boys, as they noticed them, fell silent one by one till only the boy next to 

Jack was talking. Then the silence intruded even there and Jack turned 

where he sat. For a time he looked at them and the crackle of the fire 

was the loudest noise over the droning of the reef. Ralph looked away; 

and Sam, thinking that Ralph had turned to him accusingly, put down his 

gnawed bone with a nervous giggle. Ralph took an uncertain step, 

pointed to a palm tree, and whispered something inaudible to Piggy; and 

they both giggled like Sam. Lifting his feet high out of the sand, Ralph 

started to stroll past. Piggy tried to whistle. 

At this moment the boys who were cooking at the fire suddenly 

hauled off a great chunk of meat and ran with it toward the grass. They 

bumped Piggy, who was burnt, and yelled and danced. Immediately, 

Ralph and the crowd of boys were united and relieved by a storm of 

laughter. Piggy once more was the center of social derision so that 

everyone felt cheerful and normal. 

Jack stood up and waved his spear. 

͞Take theŵ soŵe ŵeat.͟ 

The boys with the spit gave Ralph and Piggy each a succulent chunk. 

They took the gift, dribbling. So they stood and ate beneath a sky of 

thunderous brass that rang with the storm-coming. 

Jack waved his spear again. 

͞Has eǀeƌǇďodǇ eateŶ as ŵuĐh as theǇ ǁaŶt?͟ 

There was still food left, sizzling on the wooden spits, heaped on the 

green platters. Betrayed by his stomach, Piggy threw a picked bone 

down on the beach and stooped for more. 

Jack spoke again, impatiently. 

͞Has eǀeƌǇďodǇ eateŶ as ŵuĐh as theǇ ǁaŶt?͟ 

His tone conveyed a warning, given out of the pride of ownership, 

and the boys ate faster while there was still time. Seeing there was no 

immediate likelihood of a pause, Jack rose from the log that was his 

throne and sauntered to the edge of the grass. He looked down from 

behind his paint at Ralph and Piggy. They moved a little farther off over 

the sand and Ralph watched the fire as he ate. He noticed, without 

understanding, how the flames were visible now against the dull light. 

Evening was come, not with calm beauty but with the threat of violence. 
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Jack spoke. 

͞Giǀe ŵe a dƌiŶk.͟ 

Henry brought him a shell and he drank, watching Piggy and Ralph 

over the jagged rim. Power lay in the brown swell of his forearms: 

authority sat on his shoulder and chattered in his ear like an ape. 

͞All sit doǁŶ.͟ 

The boys ranged themselves in rows on the grass before him but 

Ralph and Piggy stayed a foot lower, standing on the soft sand. Jack 

ignored them for the moment, turned his mask down to the seated boys 

and pointed at them with the spear. 

͞Who͛s goiŶg to joiŶ ŵǇ tƌiďe?͟ 

Ralph made a sudden movement that became a stumble. Some of 

the boys turned toward him. 

͞I gaǀe Ǉou food,͟ said JaĐk, ͞aŶd ŵǇ huŶteƌs ǁill pƌoteĐt Ǉou fƌoŵ 
the beast. Who will join my tribe?͟ 

͞I͛ŵ Đhief,͟ said ‘alph, ͞ďeĐause Ǉou Đhose ŵe. AŶd ǁe ǁeƌe goiŶg 
to keep the fire going. Now you run after food—͟ 

͞You ƌaŶ Ǉouƌself!͟ shouted JaĐk. ͞Look at that ďoŶe iŶ Ǉouƌ haŶds!͟ 

Ralph went crimson. 

͞I said Ǉou ǁeƌe huŶteƌs. That ǁas Ǉouƌ joď.͟ JaĐk 

ignored him again. 

͞Who͛ll joiŶ ŵǇ tƌiďe aŶd haǀe fuŶ?͟ 

͞I͛ŵ Đhief,͟ said ‘alph tƌeŵulouslǇ. ͞AŶd ǁhat about the fire? And 

I͛ǀe got the ĐoŶĐh—͟ 

͞You haǀeŶ͛t got it ǁith Ǉou,͟ said JaĐk, sŶeeƌiŶg. ͞You left it ďehiŶd. 
“ee, Đleǀeƌ? AŶd the ĐoŶĐh doesŶ͛t Đount at this end of the island—͟ 

All at once the thunder struck. Instead of the dull boom there was a 

point of impact in the explosion. 

͞The ĐoŶĐh ĐouŶts heƌe too,͟ said ‘alph, ͞aŶd all oǀeƌ the islaŶd.͟ 

͞What aƌe Ǉou goiŶg to do aďout it theŶ?͟ 

Ralph examined the ranks of boys. There was no help in them and he 

looked away, confused and sweating. Piggy whispered. 

͞The fiƌe—ƌesĐue.͟ 

͞Who͛ll joiŶ ŵǇ tƌiďe?͟ 

͞I ǁill.͟ 

͞Me.͟ 

138



 

͞I ǁill.͟ 

͞I͛ll ďloǁ the ĐoŶĐh,͟ said ‘alph ďƌeathlesslǇ, ͞aŶd Đall aŶ asseŵďlǇ.͟ 

͞We shaŶ͛t heaƌ it.͟ 

PiggǇ touĐhed ‘alph͛s ǁƌist. 
͞Coŵe aǁaǇ. Theƌe͛s goiŶg to ďe tƌouďle. AŶd ǁe͛ǀe had ouƌ ŵeat.͟ 

There was a blink of bright light beyond the forest and the thunder 

exploded again so that a littlun started to whine. Big drops of rain fell 

among them making individual sounds when they struck. 

͞GoiŶg to ďe a stoƌŵ,͟ said ‘alph, ͞aŶd Ǉou͛ll haǀe ƌain like when we 

dƌopped heƌe. Who͛s Đleǀeƌ Ŷoǁ? Wheƌe aƌe Ǉouƌ shelteƌs? What aƌe 
Ǉou goiŶg to do aďout that?͟ 

The hunters were looking uneasily at the sky, flinching from the 

stroke of the drops. A wave of restlessness set the boys swaying and 

moving aimlessly. The flickering light became brighter and the blows of 

the thunder were only just bearable. The littluns began to run about, 

screaming. 

Jack leapt on to the sand. 

͞Do ouƌ daŶĐe! Coŵe oŶ! DaŶĐe!͟ 

He ran stumbling through the thick sand to the open space of rock 

beyond the fire. Between the flashes of lightning the air was dark and 

terrible; and the boys followed him, clamorously. Roger became the pig, 

grunting and charging at Jack, who sidestepped. The hunters took their 

spears, the cooks took spits, and the rest clubs of firewood. A circling 

movement developed and a chant. While Roger mimed the terror of the 

pig, the littluns ran and jumped on the outside of the circle. Piggy and 

Ralph, under the threat of the sky, found themselves eager to take a 

place in this demented but partly secure society. They were glad to touch 

the brown backs of the fence that hemmed in the terror and made it 

governable. 

͞Kill the ďeast! Cut his throat! “pill his ďlood!͟  

The movement became regular while the chant lost its first 

superficial excitement and began to beat like a steady pulse. Roger 

ceased to be a pig and became a hunter, so that the center of the ring 

yawned emptily. Some of the littluns started a ring on their own; and the 

complementary circles went round and round as though repetition 
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would achieve safety of itself. There was the throb and stamp of a single 

organism. 

The dark sky was shattered by a blue-white scar. An instant later the 

noise was on them like the blow of a gigantic whip. The chant rose a tone 

in agony. 

͞Kill the ďeast! Cut his throat! “pill his ďlood!͟  

Now out of the terror rose another desire, thick, urgent, blind. ͞Kill 
the ďeast! Cut his throat! “pill his ďlood!͟ 

Again the blue-white scar jagged above them and the sulphurous 

explosion beat down. The littluns screamed and blundered about, 

fleeing from the edge of the forest, and one of them broke the ring of 

biguns in his terror. 

͞Hiŵ! Hiŵ!͟ 

The circle became a horseshoe. A thing was crawling out of the 

forest. It came darkly, uncertainly. The shrill screaming that rose before 

the beast was like a pain. The beast stumbled into the horseshoe. 

͞Kill the ďeast! Cut his throat! “pill his ďlood!͟ 

The blue-white scar was constant, the noise unendurable. Simon was 

crying out something about a dead man on a hill. 

͞Kill the ďeast! Cut his throat! “pill his ďlood! Do hiŵ iŶ!͟ 

The sticks fell and the mouth of the new circle crunched and 

screamed. The beast was on its knees in the center, its arms folded over 

its face. It was crying out against the abominable noise something about 

a body on the hill. The beast struggled forward, broke the ring and fell 

over the steep edge of the rock to the sand by the water. At once the 

crowd surged after it, poured down the rock, leapt on to the beast, 

screamed, struck, bit, tore. There were no words, and no movements 

but the tearing of teeth and claws. 

Then the clouds opened and let down the rain like a waterfall. The 

water bounded from the mountain-top, tore leaves and branches from 

the trees, poured like a cold shower over the struggling heap on the 

sand. Presently the heap broke up and figures staggered away. Only the 

beast lay still, a few yards from the sea. Even in the rain they could see 

how small a beast it was; and already its blood was staining the sand. 

Now a great wind blew the rain sideways, cascading the water from 

the forest trees. On the mountain-top the parachute filled and moved; 
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the figure slid, rose to its feet, spun, swayed down through a vastness of 

wet air and trod with ungainly feet the tops of the high trees; falling, still 

falling, it sank toward the beach and the boys rushed screaming into the 

darkness. The parachute took the figure forward, furrowing the lagoon, 

and bumped it over the reef and out to sea. 

Toward midnight the rain ceased and the clouds drifted away, so that 

the sky was scattered once more with the incredible lamps of stars. Then 

the breeze died too and there was no noise save the drip and trickle of 

water that ran out of clefts and spilled down, leaf by leaf, to the brown 

earth of the island. The air was cool, moist, and clear; and presently even 

the sound of the water was still. The beast lay huddled on the pale beach 

and the stains spread, inch by inch. 

The edge of the lagoon became a streak of phosphorescence which 

advanced minutely, as the great wave of the tide flowed. The clear water 

mirrored the clear sky and the angular bright constellations. The line of 

phosphorescence bulged about the sand grains and little pebbles; it held 

them each in a dimple of tension, then suddenly accepted them with an 

inaudible syllable and moved on. 

Along the shoreward edge of the shallows the advancing clearness 

was full of strange, moonbeam-bodied creatures with fiery eyes. Here 

and there a larger pebble clung to its own air and was covered with a 

coat of pearls. The tide swelled in over the rain-pitted sand and 

smoothed everything with a layer of silver. Now it touched the first of 

the stains that seeped from the broken body and the creatures made a 

moving patch of light as they gathered at the edge. The water rose 

faƌtheƌ aŶd dƌessed “iŵoŶ͛s Đoaƌse haiƌ ǁith ďƌightŶess. The liŶe of his 
cheek silvered and the turn of his shoulder became sculptured marble. 

The strange attendant creatures, with their fiery eyes and trailing 

vapors, busied themselves round his head. The body lifted a fraction of 

an inch from the sand and a bubble of air escaped from the mouth with 

a wet plop. Then it turned gently in the water. 

Somewhere over the darkened curve of the world the sun and moon 

were pulling, and the film of water on the earth planet was held, bulging 

slightly on one side while the solid core turned. The great wave of the 

tide moved farther along the island and the water lifted. Softly, 
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surrounded by a fringe of inquisitive bright creatures, itself a silver shape 

beŶeath the steadfast ĐoŶstellatioŶs, “iŵoŶ͛s dead ďodǇ ŵoǀed out 
toward the open sea. 
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t e n 

T H E S H E L L A N D 

T H E G L A S S E S 

IGGY EYED the advancing figure carefully. Nowadays he sometimes 

found that he saw more clearly if he removed his glasses and shifted 

the one lens to the other eye; but even through the good eye, after what 

had happened, Ralph remained unmistakably Ralph. He came now out 

of the coconut trees, limping, dirty, with dead leaves hanging from his 

shock of yellow hair. One eye was a slit in his puffy cheek and a great 

scab had formed on his right knee. He paused for a moment and peered 

at the figure on the platform. 

͞PiggǇ? Aƌe Ǉou the oŶlǇ oŶe left?͟ 

͞Theƌe͛s soŵe littluŶs.͟ 

͞TheǇ doŶ͛t ĐouŶt. No ďiguŶs?͟ 

͞Oh—“aŵŶeƌiĐ. TheǇ͛ƌe ĐolleĐtiŶg ǁood.͟ 

͞NoďodǇ else?͟ 

͞Not that I kŶoǁ of.͟ 

Ralph climbed on to the platform carefully. The coarse grass was still 

worn away where the assembly used to sit; the fragile white conch still 

gleamed by the polished seat. Ralph sat down in the grass facing the 

Đhief͛s seat aŶd the ĐoŶĐh. PiggǇ kŶelt at his left, aŶd foƌ a loŶg minute 

there was silence. 

At last Ralph cleared his throat and whispered something. 

Piggy whispered back. 

͞What Ǉou saǇ?͟ ‘alph 
spoke up. ͞“iŵoŶ.͟ 

Piggy said nothing but nodded, solemnly. They continued to sit, 

gaziŶg ǁith iŵpaiƌed sight at the Đhief͛s seat and the glittering lagoon. 

The green light and the glossy patches of sunshine played over their 

befouled bodies. 

P 

143



  

At length Ralph got up and went to the conch. He took the shell 

caressingly with both hands and knelt, leaning against the trunk. 

͞PiggǇ.͟ 

͞Uh?͟ 

͞What ǁe goiŶg to do?͟ PiggǇ 
nodded at the conch. 

͞You Đould—͟ 

͞Call aŶ asseŵďlǇ?͟ 

Ralph laughed sharply as he said the word and Piggy frowned. 

͞You͛ƌe still Đhief.͟ 

Ralph laughed again. 

͞You aƌe. Oǀeƌ us.͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh.͟ 

͞‘alph! “top laughiŶg like that. Look, theƌe aiŶ͛t Ŷo Ŷeed, ‘alph! 

What͛s the otheƌs goiŶg to thiŶk?͟ At last 
Ralph stopped. He was shivering. 

͞PiggǇ.͟ 

͞Uh?͟ 

͞That ǁas “iŵoŶ.͟ 

͞You said that ďefoƌe.͟ 

͞PiggǇ.͟ 

͞Uh?͟ 

͞That ǁas ŵuƌdeƌ.͟ 

͞You stop it!͟ said PiggǇ, shƌillǇ. ͞What good͛ƌe Ǉou doiŶg talkiŶg like 
that?͟ 

He jumped to his feet and stood over Ralph. 

͞It ǁas daƌk. Theƌe ǁas that—that bloody dance. There was lightning 

and thunder and rain. We was scared!͟ 

͞I ǁasŶ͛t sĐaƌed,͟ said ‘alph sloǁlǇ, ͞I ǁas—I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat  
I ǁas.͟ 

͞We ǁas sĐaƌed!͟ said PiggǇ eǆĐitedlǇ. ͞AŶǇthiŶg ŵight haǀe 
happeŶed. It ǁasŶ͛t—ǁhat Ǉou said.͟ 

He was gesticulating, searching for a formula. 

͞Oh, PiggǇ!͟ 
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‘alph͛s ǀoiĐe, loǁ aŶd stƌiĐkeŶ, stopped PiggǇ͛s gestuƌes. He ďeŶt 
down and waited. Ralph, cradling the conch, rocked himself to and fro. 

͞DoŶ͛t Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd, PiggǇ? The thiŶgs ǁe did—͟ 

͞He ŵaǇ still ďe—͟ 

͞No.͟ 

͞P͛ƌaps he ǁas oŶlǇ pƌeteŶdiŶg—͟ 

PiggǇ͛s ǀoiĐe tƌailed off at the sight of ‘alph͛s faĐe. 
͞You ǁeƌe outside. Outside the circle. You never really came in. 

DidŶ͛t Ǉou see ǁhat ǁe—ǁhat theǇ did?͟ 

There was loathing, and at the same time a kind of feverish 

excitement, in his voice. 

͞DidŶ͛t Ǉou see, PiggǇ?͟ 

͞Not all that ǁell. I only got one eye now. You ought to know that, 

‘alph.͟ 

Ralph continued to rock to and fro. 

͞It ǁas aŶ aĐĐideŶt,͟ said PiggǇ suddeŶlǇ, ͞that͛s ǁhat it ǁas. AŶ 
aĐĐideŶt.͟ His ǀoiĐe shƌilled agaiŶ. ͞CoŵiŶg iŶ the daƌk—he hadŶ͛t Ŷo 
business crawling like that out of the dark. He was batty. He asked for 

it.͟ He gestiĐulated ǁidelǇ agaiŶ. ͞It ǁas aŶ aĐĐideŶt.͟ 

͞You didŶ͛t see ǁhat theǇ did—͟ 

͞Look, ‘alph. We got to foƌget this. We ĐaŶ͛t do Ŷo good thiŶkiŶg 
aďout it, see?͟ 

͞I͛ŵ fƌighteŶed. Of us. I ǁaŶt to go hoŵe. Oh God, I want to go 

hoŵe.͟ 

͞It ǁas aŶ aĐĐideŶt,͟ said PiggǇ stuďďoƌŶlǇ, ͞aŶd that͛s that.͟ 

He touĐhed ‘alph͛s ďaƌe shouldeƌ aŶd ‘alph shuddeƌed at the 
human contact. 

͞AŶd look, ‘alph͟—Piggy glanced round quickly, then leaned close—
͞doŶ͛t let oŶ ǁe ǁas iŶ that daŶĐe. Not to “aŵŶeƌiĐ.͟ ͞But ǁe were! All 

of us!͟ PiggǇ shook his head. 
͞Not us till last. TheǇ Ŷeǀeƌ ŶotiĐed iŶ the daƌk. AŶǇǁaǇ Ǉou said 

I ǁas oŶlǇ oŶ the outside.͟ 

͞“o ǁas I,͟ ŵutteƌed ‘alph, ͞I ǁas oŶ the outside too.͟ PiggǇ 
nodded eagerly. 

͞That͛s ƌight. We ǁas oŶ the outside. We never done nothing, we 

Ŷeǀeƌ seeŶ ŶothiŶg.͟ 
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Piggy paused, then went on. 

͞We͛ll liǀe oŶ ouƌ oǁŶ, the fouƌ of us—͟ 

͞Fouƌ of us. We aƌeŶ͛t eŶough to keep the fiƌe ďuƌŶiŶg.͟ 

͞We͛ll tƌǇ. “ee? I lit it.͟ 

Samneric came dragging a great log out of the forest. They dumped 

it by the fire and turned to the pool. Ralph jumped to his feet. 

͞Hi! You tǁo!͟ 

The twins checked a moment, then walked on. 

͞TheǇ͛ƌe goiŶg to ďathe, ‘alph.͟ 

͞Betteƌ get it oǀeƌ.͟ 

The twins were very surprised to see Ralph. They flushed and looked 

past him into the air. 

͞Hullo. FaŶĐǇ ŵeetiŶg Ǉou, ‘alph.͟ 

͞We just ďeeŶ iŶ the foƌest—͟ 

͞—to get wood for the fire—͟ 
͞—ǁe got lost last Ŷight.͟ 
‘alph eǆaŵiŶed his toes. ͞You 
got lost afteƌ the . . .͟ PiggǇ 
cleaned his lens. 

͞Afteƌ the feast,͟ said “aŵ iŶ a stifled ǀoiĐe. EƌiĐ Ŷodded. ͞Yes, afteƌ 
the feast.͟ 

͞We left eaƌlǇ,͟ said PiggǇ ƋuiĐklǇ, ͞ďeĐause ǁe ǁeƌe tiƌed.͟ 

͞“o did ǁe—͟ 

͞—very early—͟ 

͞—ǁe ǁeƌe ǀeƌǇ tiƌed.͟ 

Sam touched a scratch on his forehead and then hurriedly took his 

hand away. Eric fingered his split lip. 

͞Yes. We ǁeƌe ǀeƌǇ tiƌed,͟ ƌepeated “aŵ, ͞so ǁe left eaƌlǇ. Was it a 
good—͟ 

The air was heavy with unspoken knowledge. Sam twisted and the 

oďsĐeŶe ǁoƌd shot out of hiŵ. ͞—daŶĐe?͟ 

Memory of the dance that none of them had attended shook all four 

ďoǇs ĐoŶǀulsiǀelǇ. ͞We left eaƌlǇ.͟ 

When Roger came to the neck of land that joined the Castle Rock to the 

mainland he was not surprised to be challenged. He had reckoned, 
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during the terrible night, on finding at least some of the tribe holding out 

against the horrors of the island in the safest place. 

The voice rang out sharply from on high, where the diminishing crags 

were balanced one on another. 

͞Halt! Who goes theƌe?͟ 

͞‘ogeƌ.͟ ͞AdǀaŶĐe, 
fƌieŶd.͟ ‘ogeƌ 
advanced. 

͞You Đould see ǁho I ǁas.͟ 

͞The Đhief said ǁe got to ĐhalleŶge eǀeƌǇoŶe.͟ ‘ogeƌ 
peered up. 

͞You ĐouldŶ͛t stop ŵe ĐoŵiŶg if I ǁaŶted.͟ ͞CouldŶ͛t I? 
Cliŵď up aŶd see.͟ 

Roger clambered up the ladder-like cliff. 

͞Look at this.͟ 

A log had been jammed under the topmost rock and another lever 

under that. Robert leaned lightly on the lever and the rock groaned. A 

full effort would send the rock thundering down to the neck of land. 

Roger admired. 

͞He͛s a pƌopeƌ Đhief, isŶ͛t he?͟ ‘oďeƌt 
nodded. 

͞He͛s goiŶg to take us huŶtiŶg.͟ 

He jerked his head in the direction of the distant shelters where a 

thread of white smoke climbed up the sky. Roger, sitting on the very 

edge of the cliff, looked somberly back at the island as he worked with 

his fingers at a loose tooth. His gaze settled on the top of the distant 

mountain and Robert changed the unspoken subject. 

͞He͛s goiŶg to ďeat Wilfƌed.͟ 

͞What foƌ?͟ 

Robert shook his head doubtfully. 

͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ. He didŶ͛t saǇ. He got aŶgƌǇ aŶd ŵade us tie Wilfƌed 
up. He͛s ďeeŶ͟—he giggled excitedly—͞he͛s ďeeŶ tied foƌ hours, 

waiting—͟ 

͞But didŶ͛t the Đhief saǇ ǁhǇ?͟ 

͞I Ŷeǀeƌ heaƌd hiŵ.͟ 
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Sitting on the tremendous rock in the torrid sun, Roger received this 

news as an illumination. He ceased to work at his tooth and sat still, 

assimilating the possibilities of irresponsible author ity. Then, without 

another word, he climbed down the back of the rocks toward the cave 

and the rest of the tribe. 

The chief was sitting there, naked to the waist, his face blocked out 

in white and red. The tribe lay in a semicircle before him. The newly 

beaten and untied Wilfred was sniffing noisily in the background. 

Roger squatted with the rest. 

͞Toŵoƌƌoǁ,͟ ǁeŶt oŶ the Đhief, ͞ǁe shall huŶt agaiŶ.͟ He 
pointed at this savage and that with his spear. 

͞“oŵe of Ǉou ǁill stay here to improve the cave and defend the gate. 

I shall take a few hunters with me and bring back meat. The defenders 

of the gate ǁill see that the otheƌs doŶ͛t sŶeak iŶ.͟ 

A savage raised his hand and the chief turned a bleak, painted face 

toward him. 

͞WhǇ should theǇ tƌǇ to sŶeak iŶ, Chief?͟ The 
chief was vague but earnest. 

͞TheǇ ǁill. TheǇ͛ll tƌǇ to spoil thiŶgs ǁe do. “o the ǁatĐheƌs at the 
gate must be careful. And then—͟ 

The chief paused. They saw a triangle of startling pink dart out, pass 

along his lips and vanish again. 

͞—and then, the beast might try to come in. You remember how he 

crawled—͟ 

The semicircle shuddered and muttered in agreement. 

͞He Đaŵe—disguised. He may come again even though we gave him 

the head of our kill to eat. So watch; and ďe Đaƌeful.͟ 

Stanley lifted his forearm off the rock and held up an interrogative 

finger. 

͞Well?͟ 

͞But didŶ͛t ǁe, didŶ͛t ǁe—?͟ He 
squirmed and looked down. 

͞No!͟ 

In the silence that followed, each savage flinched away from his 

individual memory. 

͞No! Hoǁ could we—kill—it?͟ 
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Half-relieved, half-daunted by the implication of further terrors, the 

savages murmured again. 

͞“o leaǀe the ŵouŶtaiŶ aloŶe,͟ said the Đhief, soleŵŶlǇ, ͞aŶd giǀe it 
the head if Ǉou go huŶtiŶg.͟ 

Stanley flicked his finger again. 

͞I eǆpeĐt the beast disguised itself.͟ 

͞Peƌhaps,͟ said the Đhief. A theologiĐal speĐulatioŶ pƌeseŶted itself. 
͞We͛d ďetteƌ keep oŶ the ƌight side of hiŵ, aŶǇhoǁ. You ĐaŶ͛t tell ǁhat 
he ŵight do.͟ 

The tribe considered this; and then were shaken, as if by a flow of 

wind. The chief saw the effect of his words and stood abruptly. 

͞But toŵoƌƌoǁ ǁe͛ll huŶt aŶd ǁheŶ ǁe͛ǀe got ŵeat ǁe͛ll haǀe a 
feast—͟ 

Bill put up his hand. 

͞Chief.͟ 

͞Yes?͟ 

͞What͛ll ǁe use foƌ lightiŶg the fiƌe?͟ 

The Đhief͛s ďlush ǁas hiddeŶ ďǇ the ǁhite aŶd red clay. Into his 

uncertain silence the tribe spilled their murmur once more. Then the 

chief held up his hand. 

͞We shall take fiƌe fƌoŵ the otheƌs. ListeŶ. Toŵoƌƌoǁ ǁe͛ll huŶt aŶd 
get ŵeat. ToŶight I͛ll go aloŶg ǁith tǁo huŶteƌs—ǁho͛ll Đoŵe?͟ MauƌiĐe 
and Roger put up their hands. 

͞MauƌiĐe—͟ 

͞Yes, Chief?͟ 

͞Wheƌe ǁas theiƌ fiƌe?͟ 

͞BaĐk at the old plaĐe ďǇ the fiƌe ƌoĐk.͟ The 
chief nodded. 

͞The ƌest of Ǉou ĐaŶ go to sleep as sooŶ as the suŶ sets. But us thƌee, 
MauƌiĐe, ‘ogeƌ aŶd ŵe, ǁe͛ǀe got ǁoƌk to do. We͛ll leave just before 

sunset—͟ 

Maurice put up his hand. 

͞But ǁhat happeŶs if ǁe ŵeet—͟ The 
chief waved his objection aside. 

͞We͛ll keep aloŶg ďǇ the saŶds. TheŶ if he Đoŵes ǁe͛ll do ouƌ, ouƌ 
daŶĐe agaiŶ.͟ 
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͞OŶlǇ the thƌee of us?͟ 

Again the murmur swelled and died away. 

Piggy handed Ralph his glasses and waited to receive back his sight. The 

wood was damp; and this was the third time they had lighted it. 

Ralph stood back, speaking to himself. 

͞We doŶ͛t ǁaŶt aŶotheƌ Ŷight ǁithout fiƌe.͟ 

He looked round guiltily at the three boys standing by. This was the 

first time he had admitted the double function of the fire. Certainly one 

was to send up a beckoning column of smoke; but the other was to be a 

hearth now and a comfort until they slept. Eric breathed on the wood till 

it glowed and sent out a little flame. A billow of white and yellow smoke 

reeked up. Piggy took back his glasses and looked at the smoke with 

pleasure. 

͞If oŶlǇ ǁe Đould ŵake a ƌadio!͟ 

͞Oƌ a plaŶe—͟ 

͞—oƌ a ďoat.͟ 

Ralph dredged in his fading knowledge of the world. 

͞We ŵight get takeŶ pƌisoŶeƌ ďǇ the ‘eds.͟ EƌiĐ 
pushed back his hair. 

͞TheǇ͛d ďe ďetteƌ thaŶ—͟ 

He would not name people and Sam finished the sentence for him 

by nodding along the beach. 

Ralph remembered the ungainly figure on a parachute. 

͞He said soŵethiŶg aďout a dead ŵaŶ.͟ He flushed paiŶfullǇ at this 
admission that he had been present at the dance. He made urging 

ŵotioŶs at the sŵoke aŶd ǁith his ďodǇ. ͞DoŶ͛t stop—go oŶ up!͟ 

͞“ŵoke͛s gettiŶg thiŶŶeƌ.͟ 

͞We need more wood already, even wheŶ it͛s ǁet.͟ 

͞MǇ asthŵa—͟ 

The response was mechanical. 

͞“uĐks to Ǉouƌ ass-ŵaƌ.͟ 

͞If I pull logs, I get ŵǇ asthŵa ďad. I ǁish I didŶ͛t, ‘alph, ďut theƌe it 
is.͟ 

The three boys went into the forest and fetched armfuls of rotten 

wood. Once more the smoke rose, yellow and thick. 
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͞Let͛s get soŵethiŶg to eat.͟ 

Together they went to the fruit trees, carrying their spears, saying 

little, cramming in haste. When they came out of the forest again the 

sun was setting and only embers glowed in the fire, and there was no 

smoke. 

͞I ĐaŶ͛t ĐaƌƌǇ aŶǇ ŵoƌe ǁood,͟ said EƌiĐ. ͞I͛ŵ tiƌed.͟ ‘alph 
cleared his throat. 

͞We kept the fiƌe goiŶg up theƌe.͟ 

͞Up theƌe it ǁas sŵall. But this has got to ďe a ďig oŶe.͟ 

Ralph carried a fragment to the fire and watched the smoke that 

drifted into the dusk. 

͞We͛ǀe got to keep it goiŶg.͟ EƌiĐ 
flung himself down. 

͞I͛ŵ too tiƌed. AŶd ǁhat͛s the good?͟ 

͞EƌiĐ!͟ Đƌied ‘alph iŶ a shoĐked ǀoiĐe. ͞DoŶ͛t talk like that!͟ “aŵ 
knelt by Eric. 

͞Well—what is the good?͟ 

Ralph tried indignantly to remember. There was something good 

about a fire. Something overwhelmingly good. 

͞‘alph͛s told Ǉou ofteŶ eŶough,͟ said PiggǇ ŵoodilǇ. ͞Hoǁ else aƌe 
ǁe goiŶg to ďe ƌesĐued?͟ 

͞Of Đouƌse! If ǁe doŶ͛t ŵake sŵoke—͟ 

He squatted before them in the crowding dusk. 

͞DoŶ͛t Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd? What͛s the good of ǁishiŶg foƌ ƌadios aŶd 
ďoats?͟ 

He held out his hand and twisted the fingers into a fist. 

͞Theƌe͛s oŶlǇ oŶe thiŶg ǁe ĐaŶ do to get out of this ŵess. AŶǇoŶe 
can play at hunting, anyone can get us meat—͟ 

He looked from face to face. Then, at the moment of greatest passion 

and conviction, that curtain flapped in his head and he forgot what he 

had been driving at. He knelt there, his fist clenched, gazing solemnly 

from one to the other. Then the curtain whisked back. 

͞Oh, Ǉes. “o ǁe͛ve got to make smoke; and more smoke—͟ 
͞But ǁe ĐaŶ͛t keep it goiŶg! Look at that!͟ The fiƌe ǁas dǇiŶg 
on them. 
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͞Tǁo to ŵiŶd the fiƌe,͟ said ‘alph, half to hiŵself, ͞that͛s tǁelǀe 
houƌs a daǇ.͟ 

͞We ĐaŶ͛t get aŶǇ ŵoƌe wood, Ralph—͟ 

͞—not in the dark—͟ 

͞—not at night—͟ 

͞We ĐaŶ light it eǀeƌǇ ŵoƌŶiŶg,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞NoďodǇ aiŶ͛t goiŶg to 
see sŵoke iŶ the daƌk.͟ 

Sam nodded vigorously. 

͞It ǁas diffeƌeŶt ǁheŶ the fiƌe ǁas—͟ 

͞—up theƌe.͟ 

Ralph stood up, feeling curiously defenseless with the darkness 

pressing in. 

͞Let the fiƌe go theŶ, foƌ toŶight.͟ 

He led the way to the first shelter, which still stood, though battered. 

The bed leaves lay within, dry and noisy to the touch. In the next shelter 

a littlun was talking in his sleep. The four biguns crept into the shelter 

and burrowed under the leaves. The twins lay together and Ralph and 

Piggy at the other end. For a while there was the continual creak and 

rustle of leaves as they tried for comfort. 

͞PiggǇ.͟ 

͞Yeah?͟ 

͞All ƌight?͟ 

͞“͛pose so.͟ 

At length, save for an occasional rustle, the shelter was silent. An 

oblong of blackness relieved with brilliant spangles hung before them 

and there was the hollow sound of surf on the reef. Ralph settled himself 

for his nightly game of supposing. . . . 

Supposing they could be transported home by jet, then before 

morning they would land at that big airfield in Wiltshire. They would go 

by car; no, for things to be perfect they would go by train; all the way 

down to Devon and take that cottage again. Then at the foot of the 

garden the wild ponies would come and look over the wall. . . . 

Ralph turned restlessly in the leaves. Dartmoor was wild and so were 

the ponies. But the attraction of wildness had gone. 
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His mind skated to a consideration of a tamed town where savagery 

could not set foot. What could be safer than the bus center with its lamps 

and wheels? 

All at once, Ralph was dancing round a lamp standard. There was a 

bus crawling out of the bus station, a strange bus. . . . 

͞‘alph! ‘alph!͟ 

͞What is it?͟ 

͞DoŶ͛t ŵake a Ŷoise like that—͟ 

͞“oƌƌǇ.͟ 

From the darkness of the further end of the shelter came a dreadful 

moaning and they shattered the leaves in their fear. Sam and Eric, locked 

in an embrace, were fighting each other. 

͞“aŵ! “aŵ!͟ 

͞HeǇ—EƌiĐ!͟ 

Presently all was quiet again. 

Piggy spoke softly to Ralph. 

͞We got to get out of this.͟ 

͞What d͛Ǉou ŵeaŶ?͟ 

͞Get ƌesĐued.͟ 

For the first time that day, and despite the crowding blackness, Ralph 

sniggered. 

͞I ŵeaŶ it,͟ ǁhispeƌed PiggǇ. ͞If ǁe doŶ͛t get hoŵe sooŶ ǁe͛ll ďe 
ďaƌŵǇ.͟ 

͞‘ouŶd the ďeŶd.͟ 

͞Boŵď happǇ.͟ 

͞CƌaĐkeƌs.͟ 

Ralph pushed the damp tendrils of hair out of his eyes. 

͞You ǁƌite a letteƌ to Ǉouƌ auŶtie.͟ PiggǇ ĐoŶsideƌed 
this solemnly. 

͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁheƌe she is Ŷoǁ. AŶd I haǀeŶ͛t got aŶ eŶǀelope aŶd a 
staŵp. AŶ͛ theƌe isŶ͛t a ŵailďoǆ. Oƌ a postŵaŶ.͟ 

The success of his tiny joke overcame Ralph. His sniggers became 

uncontrollable, his body jumped and twitched. 

Piggy rebuked him with dignity. 

͞I haǀeŶ͛t said aŶǇthiŶg all that fuŶŶǇ.͟ 
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Ralph continued to snigger though his chest hurt. His twitchings 

exhausted him till he lay, breathless and woebegone, waiting for the 

next spasm. During one of these pauses he was ambushed by sleep. 

͞‘alph! You ďeeŶ ŵakiŶg a Ŷoise agaiŶ. Do ďe Ƌuiet, ‘alph—
ďeĐause.͟ 

Ralph heaved over among the leaves. He had reason to be thankful 

that his dream was broken, for the bus had been nearer and more 

distinct. 

͞WhǇ—ďeĐause?͟ 

͞Be Ƌuiet—aŶd listeŶ.͟ 

Ralph lay down carefully, to the accompaniment of a long sigh from 

the leaves. Eric moaned something and then lay still. The darkness, save 

for the useless oblong of stars, was blanket-thick. 

͞I ĐaŶ͛t heaƌ aŶǇthiŶg.͟ 

͞Theƌe͛s soŵethiŶg ŵoǀiŶg outside.͟ 

‘alph͛s head pƌiĐkled. The souŶd of his ďlood dƌoǁŶed all else aŶd 
then subsided. 

͞I still ĐaŶ͛t heaƌ aŶǇthiŶg.͟ 

͞ListeŶ. ListeŶ foƌ a loŶg tiŵe.͟ 

Quite clearly and emphatically, and only a yard or so away from the 

back of the shelteƌ, a stiĐk ĐƌaĐked. The ďlood ƌoaƌed agaiŶ iŶ ‘alph͛s 
ears, confused images chased each other through his mind. A composite 

of these things was prowling ƌouŶd the shelteƌs. He Đould feel PiggǇ͛s 
head against his shoulder and the convulsive grip of a hand. 

͞‘alph! ‘alph!͟ 

͞“hut up aŶd listeŶ.͟ 

Desperately, Ralph prayed that the beast would prefer littluns. 

A ǀoiĐe ǁhispeƌed hoƌƌiďlǇ outside. ͞PiggǇ—Piggy—͟ 

͞It͛s Đoŵe!͟ gasped PiggǇ. ͞It͛s ƌeal!͟ 

He clung to Ralph and reached to get his breath. 

͞PiggǇ, Đoŵe outside. I ǁaŶt Ǉou, PiggǇ.͟ ‘alph͛s 
ŵouth ǁas agaiŶst PiggǇ͛s eaƌ. 
͞DoŶ͛t saǇ aŶǇthiŶg.͟ 

͞PiggǇ—ǁheƌe aƌe Ǉou, PiggǇ?͟ 

154



 

Something brushed against the back of the shelter. Piggy kept still for 

a moment, then he had his asthma. He arched his back and crashed 

among the leaves with his legs. Ralph rolled away from him. 

Then there was a vicious snarling in the mouth of the shelter and the 

plunge and thump of living things. Someone tripped over Ralph and 

PiggǇ͛s ĐoƌŶeƌ ďeĐaŵe a ĐoŵpliĐatioŶ of snarls and crashes and flying 

limbs. Ralph hit out; then he and what seemed like a dozen others were 

rolling over and over, hitting, biting, scratching. He was torn and jolted, 

found fingers in his mouth and bit them. A fist withdrew and came back 

like a piston, so that the whole shelter exploded into light. Ralph twisted 

sideways on top of a writhing body and felt hot breath on his cheek. He 

began to pound the mouth below him, using his clenched fist as a 

hammer; he hit with more and more passionate hysteria as the face 

became slippery. A knee jerked up between his legs and he fell sideways, 

busying himself with his pain, and the fight rolled over him. Then the 

shelter collapsed with smothering finality; and the anonymous shapes 

fought their way out and through. Dark figures drew themselves out of 

the ǁƌeĐkage aŶd flitted aǁaǇ, till the sĐƌeaŵs of the littluŶs aŶd PiggǇ͛s 
gasps were once more audible. 

Ralph called out in a quavering voice. 

͞All Ǉou littluŶs, go to sleep. We͛ǀe had a fight ǁith the otheƌs. 
Noǁ go to sleep.͟ 

Samneric came close and peered at Ralph. 

͞Aƌe Ǉou tǁo all ƌight?͟ 

͞I thiŶk so—͟ 

͞—I got ďusted.͟ 

͞“o did I. Hoǁ͛s PiggǇ?͟ 

They hauled Piggy clear of the wreckage and leaned him against a 

tree. The night was cool and purged of immediate teƌƌoƌ. PiggǇ͛s 
breathing was a little easier. 

͞Did Ǉou get huƌt, PiggǇ?͟ 

͞Not ŵuĐh.͟ 

͞That ǁas JaĐk aŶd his huŶteƌs,͟ said ‘alph ďitteƌlǇ. ͞WhǇ ĐaŶ͛t theǇ 
leaǀe us aloŶe?͟ 
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͞We gaǀe theŵ soŵethiŶg to thiŶk aďout,͟ said “aŵ. HoŶestǇ 
Đoŵpelled hiŵ to go oŶ. ͞At least you did. I got mixed up with myself in 

a ĐoƌŶeƌ.͟ 

͞I gaǀe oŶe of ͛eŵ ǁhat foƌ,͟ said ‘alph, ͞I sŵashed hiŵ up all ƌight. 
He ǁoŶ͛t ǁaŶt to Đoŵe aŶd fight us agaiŶ iŶ a huƌƌǇ.͟ 

͞“o did I,͟ said EƌiĐ. ͞ WheŶ I ǁoke up oŶe ǁas kiĐkiŶg ŵe iŶ the faĐe. 
I got aŶ aǁful ďloodǇ faĐe, I thiŶk, ‘alph. But I did hiŵ iŶ the eŶd.͟ 

͞What did Ǉou do?͟ 

͞I got ŵǇ kŶee up,͟ said EƌiĐ ǁith siŵple pƌide, ͞aŶd I hit hiŵ ǁith it 
in the pills. You should haǀe heaƌd hiŵ holleƌ! He ǁoŶ͛t Đoŵe ďaĐk iŶ a 
huƌƌǇ eitheƌ. “o ǁe didŶ͛t do too ďadlǇ.͟ 

Ralph moved suddenly in the dark; but then he heard Eric working 

his mouth. 

͞What͛s the ŵatteƌ?͟ 

͞Jus͛ a tooth loose.͟ PiggǇ 
drew up his legs. 

͞You all ƌight, PiggǇ?͟ 

͞I thought theǇ ǁaŶted the ĐoŶĐh.͟ 

Ralph trotted down the pale beach and jumped on to the platform. 

The ĐoŶĐh still gliŵŵeƌed ďǇ the Đhief͛s seat. He gazed foƌ a moment or 

two, then went back to Piggy. 

͞TheǇ didŶ͛t take the ĐoŶĐh.͟ 

͞I kŶoǁ. TheǇ didŶ͛t Đoŵe foƌ the ĐoŶĐh. TheǇ Đaŵe foƌ soŵethiŶg 
else. Ralph—ǁhat aŵ I goiŶg to do?͟ 

Far off along the bowstave of beach, three figures trotted toward the 

Castle Rock. They kept away from the forest and down by the water. 

Occasionally they sang softly; occasionally they turned cartwheels down 

by the moving streak of phosphorescence. The chief led then, trotting 

steadily, exulting in his achievement. He was a chief now in truth; and he 

made stabbing motions with his spear. From his left hand dangled 

Piggy͛s ďƌokeŶ glasses. 
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e l e v e n 

C A S T L E R O C K 

N THE SHORT CHILL OF DAWN the four boys gathered round the black smudge 

where the fire had been, while Ralph knelt and blew. Grey, feathery 

ashes scurried hither and thither at his breath but no spark shone among 

them. The twins watched anxiously and Piggy sat expressionless behind 

the luminous wall of his myopia. Ralph continued to blo w till his ears 

were singing with the effort, but then the first breeze of dawn took the 

job off his hands and blinded him with ashes. He squatted back, swore, 

and rubbed water out of his eyes. 

͞No use.͟ 

Erick looked down at him through a mask of dried blood. Piggy 

peered in the general direction of Ralph. 

͞ ͛Couƌse it͛s Ŷo use, ‘alph. Noǁ ǁe got Ŷo fiƌe.͟ 

Ralph brought his faĐe ǁithiŶ a Đouple of feet of PiggǇ͛s. 
͞CaŶ Ǉou see ŵe?͟ 

͞A ďit.͟ 

Ralph allowed the swollen flap of his cheek to close his eye again. 

͞TheǇ͛ǀe got ouƌ fiƌe.͟ ‘age shƌilled his ǀoiĐe. 
͞TheǇ stole it!͟ 

͞That͛s theŵ,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞TheǇ ďliŶded ŵe. “ee? That͛s JaĐk 

Meƌƌideǁ. You Đall aŶ asseŵďlǇ, ‘alph, ǁe got to deĐide ǁhat to do.͟ 

͞AŶ asseŵďlǇ foƌ oŶlǇ us?͟ 

͞It͛s all ǁe got. “aŵ—let me hold on to Ǉou.͟ TheǇ 
went toward the platform. 

͞Bloǁ the ĐoŶĐh,͟ said PiggǇ. ͞Bloǁ as loud as Ǉou ĐaŶ.͟ 

The forests re-echoed; and birds lifted, crying out of the treetops, as 

on that first morning ages ago. Both ways the beach was deserted. Some 

littluns came from the shelters. Ralph sat down on the polished trunk 

I 
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and the three others stood before him. He nodded, and Samneric sat 

doǁŶ oŶ the ƌight. ‘alph pushed the ĐoŶĐh iŶto PiggǇ͛s haŶds. He held 
the shining thing carefully and blinked at Ralph. 

͞Go oŶ, theŶ.͟ 

͞I just take the ĐoŶĐh to saǇ this. I ĐaŶ͛t see Ŷo ŵoƌe aŶd I got to get 
my glasses back. Awful things has been done on this island. I voted for 

Ǉou foƌ Đhief. He͛s the oŶlǇ oŶe ǁho eǀeƌ got aŶǇthiŶg doŶe. “o Ŷoǁ Ǉou 
speak, Ralph, and tell us what. Or else—͟ 

Piggy broke off, sniveling. Ralph took back the conch as he sat down. 

͞Just aŶ oƌdiŶaƌǇ fiƌe. You͛d thiŶk ǁe Đould do that, ǁouldŶ͛t Ǉou? 
Just a smoke signal so we can be rescued. Are we savages or what? Only 

Ŷoǁ theƌe͛s Ŷo sigŶal goiŶg up. “hips may be passing. Do you remember 

how he went hunting and the fire went out and a ship passed by? And 

theǇ all thiŶk he͛s ďest as Đhief. TheŶ theƌe ǁas, theƌe ǁas . . . that͛s his 
fault, too. If it hadŶ͛t ďeeŶ foƌ hiŵ it ǁould Ŷeǀeƌ haǀe happeŶed. Noǁ 
Piggy ĐaŶ͛t see, aŶd theǇ Đaŵe, stealiŶg͟—‘alph͛s ǀoiĐe ƌaŶ up—͞at 
Ŷight, iŶ daƌkŶess, aŶd stole ouƌ fiƌe. TheǇ stole it. We͛d have given them 

fiƌe if theǇ͛d asked. But theǇ stole it aŶd the sigŶal͛s out aŶd ǁe ĐaŶ͛t 
eǀeƌ ďe ƌesĐued. DoŶ͛t Ǉou see ǁhat I ŵeaŶ? We͛d haǀe giǀeŶ theŵ fiƌe 
for themselves only they stole it. I—͟ 

He paused lamely as the curtain flickered in his brain. Piggy held out 

his hands for the conch. 

͞What Ǉou goiŶ͛ to do, ‘alph? This is jus͛ talk ǁithout deĐidiŶg. I ǁaŶt 
ŵǇ glasses.͟ 

͞I͛ŵ tƌǇing to think. Supposing we go, looking like we used to, 

washed and hair brushed—afteƌ all ǁe aƌeŶ͛t saǀages ƌeallǇ aŶd ďeing 

ƌesĐued isŶ͛t a gaŵe—͟ 

He opened the flap of his cheek and looked at the twins. 

͞We Đould sŵaƌteŶ up a ďit aŶd theŶ go—͟ 

͞We ought to take speaƌs,͟ said “aŵ. ͞EǀeŶ PiggǇ.͟ 

͞—ďeĐause ǁe ŵaǇ Ŷeed theŵ.͟ 

͞You haǀeŶ͛t got the ĐoŶĐh!͟ PiggǇ 
held up the shell. 

͞You ĐaŶ take speaƌs if Ǉou ǁaŶt ďut I shaŶ͛t. What͛s the good? I͛ll 
have to be led like a dog, anyhow. Yes, laugh. Go on, laugh. Theƌe͛s theŵ 
oŶ this islaŶd as ǁould laugh at aŶǇthiŶg. AŶd ǁhat happeŶed? What͛s 
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gƌoǁŶups goiŶ͛ to thiŶk? YouŶg “iŵoŶ ǁas ŵurdered. And there was 

that otheƌ kid ǁhat had a ŵaƌk oŶ his faĐe. Who͛s seeŶ hiŵ siŶĐe ǁe fiƌst 
Đoŵe heƌe?͟ 

͞PiggǇ! “top a ŵiŶute!͟ 

͞I got the ĐoŶĐh. I͛ŵ goiŶg to that JaĐk Meƌƌideǁ aŶ͛ tell hiŵ,  
I aŵ.͟ 

͞You͛ll get huƌt.͟ 

͞What ĐaŶ he do ŵoƌe thaŶ he has? I͛ll tell hiŵ ǁhat͛s ǁhat. You let 
ŵe ĐaƌƌǇ the ĐoŶĐh, ‘alph. I͛ll shoǁ hiŵ the oŶe thiŶg he hasŶ͛t got.͟ 

Piggy paused for a moment and peered round at the dim figures. The 

shape of the old assembly, trodden in the grass, listened to him. 

͞I͛ŵ goiŶg to hiŵ ǁith this ĐoŶĐh iŶ ŵǇ haŶds. I͛ŵ goiŶg to hold it 
out. Look, I͛ŵ goiŶ͛ to saǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe stƌoŶgeƌ thaŶ I aŵ aŶd Ǉou haǀeŶ͛t got 
asthma. You ĐaŶ see, I͛ŵ goiŶ͛ to saǇ, aŶd ǁith ďoth eǇes. But I doŶ͛t ask 
foƌ ŵǇ glasses ďaĐk, Ŷot as a faǀoƌ. I doŶ͛t ask Ǉou to ďe a spoƌt, I͛ll saǇ, 
Ŷot ďeĐause Ǉou͛ƌe stƌoŶg, ďut ďeĐause ǁhat͛s ƌight͛s ƌight. Giǀe ŵe ŵǇ 
glasses, I͛ŵ goiŶg to saǇ—Ǉou got to!͟ 

Piggy ended, flushed and trembling. He pushed the conch quickly 

iŶto ‘alph͛s haŶds as though iŶ a huƌƌǇ to ďe ƌid of it  and wiped the tears 

from his eyes. The green light was gentle about them and the conch lay 

at ‘alph͛s feet, fƌagile aŶd ǁhite. A siŶgle drop of water that had escaped 

PiggǇ͛s fiŶgeƌs Ŷoǁ flashed oŶ the deliĐate Đuƌǀe like a staƌ. 
At last Ralph sat up straight and drew back his hair. 

͞All ƌight. I ŵeaŶ—Ǉou ĐaŶ tƌǇ if Ǉou like. We͛ll go ǁith Ǉou.͟ 

͞He͛ll ďe paiŶted,͟ said “aŵ, tiŵidlǇ. ͞You  kŶoǁ hoǁ he͛ll ďe—͟ 

͞—he ǁoŶ͛t thiŶk ŵuĐh of us—͟ 

͞—if he gets ǁaǆǇ ǁe͛ǀe had it—͟ 

Ralph scowled at Sam. Dimly he remembered something Simon had 

said to him once, by the rocks. 

͞DoŶ͛t ďe sillǇ,͟ he said. AŶd theŶ he added ƋuiĐklǇ, ͞Let͛s go.͟ 

He held out the conch to Piggy who flushed, this time with pride. 

͞You ŵust ĐaƌƌǇ it.͟ 

͞WheŶ ǁe͛ƌe ƌeadǇ I͛ll ĐaƌƌǇ it—͟ 

Piggy sought in his mind for words to convey his passionate 

willingness to carry the conch against all odds. 
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͞I doŶ͛t ŵiŶd. I͛ll ďe glad, ‘alph, oŶlǇ I͛ll haǀe to ďe led.͟ ‘alph put 
the conch back on the shining log. 

͞We ďetteƌ eat aŶd theŶ get ƌeadǇ.͟ 

They made their way to the devastated fruit trees. Piggy was helped 

to his food and found some by touch. While they ate, Ralph thought of 

the afternoon. 

͞We͛ll ďe like ǁe ǁeƌe. We͛ll ǁash—͟ “aŵ 
gulped down a mouthful and protested. 

͞But ǁe ďathe eǀeƌǇ daǇ!͟ 

Ralph looked at the filthy objects before him and sighed. 

͞We ought to Đoŵď ouƌ haiƌ. OŶlǇ it͛s too loŶg.͟  

͞I͛ǀe got ďoth soĐks left iŶ the shelteƌ,͟ said EƌiĐ, ͞so ǁe Đould pull 
theŵ oǀeƌ ouƌ heads like Đaps, soƌt of.͟ 

͞We Đould fiŶd soŵe stuff,͟ said PiggǇ, ͞aŶd tie Ǉouƌ haiƌ ďaĐk.͟ 

͞Like a giƌl!͟ 

͞No. ͛Couƌse Ŷot.͟ 

͞TheŶ ǁe ŵust go as ǁe aƌe,͟ said ‘alph, ͞aŶd theǇ ǁoŶ͛t ďe aŶǇ 
ďetteƌ.͟ 

Eric made a detaining gesture. 

͞But theǇ͛ll ďe paiŶted! You kŶoǁ hoǁ it is.͟ 

The others nodded. They understood only too well the liberation into 

savagery that the concealing paint brought. 

͞Well, ǁe ǁoŶ͛t ďe paiŶted,͟ said ‘alph, ͞ďeĐause ǁe aƌeŶ͛t 
savages.͟ 

Samneric looked at each other. 

͞All the saŵe—͟ ‘alph 
shouted. 

͞No paiŶt!͟ 

He tried to remember. 

͞“ŵoke,͟ he said, ͞ǁe ǁaŶt sŵoke.͟ He 
turned on the twins fiercely. 

͞I said ͚sŵoke͛! We͛ǀe got to haǀe sŵoke.͟ 

There was silence, except for the multitudinous murmur of the bees. 

As last Piggy spoke, kindly. 

͛͞Couƌse ǁe haǀe. ͛Cos the sŵoke͛s a sigŶal aŶd ǁe ĐaŶ͛t ďe ƌesĐued 
if ǁe doŶ͛t haǀe sŵoke.͟ 

160



 

͞I kŶeǁ that!͟ shouted ‘alph. He pulled his aƌŵ aǁaǇ fƌoŵ PiggǇ. 
͞Aƌe Ǉou suggestiŶg—?͟ 

͞I͛ŵ jus͛ saǇiŶg ǁhat Ǉou alǁaǇs saǇ,͟ said PiggǇ hastilǇ. ͞I͛d thought 
for a moment—͟ 

͞I hadŶ͛t,͟ said ‘alph loudlǇ. ͞I kŶeǁ it all the tiŵe. I hadŶ͛t 
forgotteŶ.͟ 

Piggy nodded propitiatingly. 

͞You͛ƌe Đhief, ‘alph. You ƌeŵeŵďeƌ eǀeƌǇthiŶg.͟ 

͞I hadŶ͛t foƌgotteŶ.͟ 

͞ ͛Couƌse Ŷot.͟ 

The twins were examining Ralph curiously, as though they were 

seeing him for the first time. 

They set off along the beach in formation. Ralph went first, limping a 

little, his spear carried over one shoulder. He saw things partially, 

through the tremble of the heat haze over the flashing sands, and his 

own long hair and injuries. Behind him came the twins, worried now for 

a while but full of unquenchable vitality. They said li ttle but trailed the 

butts of their wooden spears; for Piggy had found that, by looking down 

and shielding his tired sight from the sun, he could just see these moving 

along the sand. He walked between the trailing butts, therefore, the 

conch held carefully between his two hands. The boys made a compact 

little group that moved over the beach, four plate-like shadows dancing 

and mingling beneath them. There was no sign left of the storm, and the 

beach was swept clean like a blade that has been scoured. The sky and 

the mountain were at an immense distance, shimmering in the heat; and 

the reef was lifted by mirage, floating in a kind of silver pool halfway up 

the sky. 

They passed the place where the tribe had danced. The charred sticks 

still lay on the rocks where the rain had quenched them but the sand by 

the water was smooth again. They passed this in silence. No one doubted 

that the tribe would be found at the Castle Rock and when they came in 

sight of it they stopped with one accord. The densest tangle on the 

island, a mass of twisted stems, black and green and impenetrable, lay 

on their left and tall grass swayed before them. Now Ralph went 

forward. 
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Here was the crushed grass where they had all lain when he had gone 

to prospect. There was the neck of land, the ledge skirting the rock, up 

there were the red pinnacles. 

Sam touched his arm. 

͞“ŵoke.͟ 

There was a tiny smudge of smoke wavering into the air on the other 

side of the ƌoĐk. ͞“oŵe fiƌe—I doŶ͛t thiŶk.͟ ‘alph tuƌŶed. 

͞What aƌe ǁe hidiŶg foƌ?͟ 

He stepped through the screen of grass on to the little open space 

that led to the narrow neck. 

͞You tǁo folloǁ ďehiŶd. I͛ll go fiƌst, theŶ PiggǇ a paĐe ďehiŶd ŵe. 
Keep Ǉouƌ speaƌs ƌeadǇ.͟ 

Piggy peered anxiously into the luminous veil that hung between him 

and the world. 

͞Is it safe? AiŶ͛t theƌe a Đliff? I ĐaŶ heaƌ the sea.͟ 

͞You keep ƌight Đlose to ŵe.͟ 

Ralph moved forward on to the neck. He kicked a stone and it 

bounded into the water. Then the sea sucked down, revealing a red, 

ǁeedǇ sƋuaƌe foƌtǇ feet ďeŶeath ‘alph͛s left aƌŵ. 
͞Aŵ I safe?͟ Ƌuaǀeƌed PiggǇ. ͞I feel aǁful—͟ 

High above them from the pinnacles came a sudden shout and then 

an imitation war-cry that was answered by a dozen voices from behind 

the rock. 

͞Giǀe ŵe the ĐoŶĐh aŶd staǇ still.͟ 

͞Halt! Who goes theƌe?͟ 

‘alph ďeŶt ďaĐk his head aŶd gliŵpsed ‘ogeƌ͛s daƌk faĐe at the top. 

͞You ĐaŶ see ǁho I aŵ!͟ he shouted. ͞“top ďeiŶg sillǇ!͟ 

He put the conch to his lips and began to blow. Savages appeared, 

painted out of recognition, edging round the ledge toward the neck. 

They carried spears and disposed themselves to defend the entrance. 

‘alph ǁeŶt oŶ ďloǁiŶg aŶd igŶoƌed PiggǇ͛s teƌƌoƌs. ‘ogeƌ 
was shouting. 

͞You ŵiŶd out—see?͟ 

At length Ralph took his lips away and paused to get his breath back. 

His first words were a gasp, but audible. 

͞—ĐalliŶg aŶ asseŵďlǇ.͟ 
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The savages guarding the neck muttered among themselves but 

made no motion. Ralph walked forwards a couple of steps. A voice 

whispered urgently behind him. 

͞DoŶ͛t leaǀe ŵe, ‘alph.͟ 

͞You kŶeel doǁŶ,͟ said ‘alph sideǁaǇs, ͞aŶd ǁait till I Đoŵe ďaĐk.͟ 

He stood halfway along the neck and gazed at the savages intently. 

Freed by the paint, they had tied their hair back and were more 

comfortable than he was. Ralph made a resolution to tie his own back 

afterwards. Indeed he felt like telling them to wait and doing it there and 

then; but that was impossible. The savages sniggered a bit and one 

gestured at Ralph with his spear. High above, Roger took his hands off 

the lever and leaned out to see what was going on. The boys on the neck 

stood in a pool of their own shadow, diminished to shaggy heads. 

Piggy crouched, his back shapeless as a sack. 

͞I͛ŵ ĐalliŶg aŶ asseŵďlǇ.͟ “ileŶĐe. 
Roger took up a small stone and flung it between the twins, aiming 

to miss. They started and Sam only just kept his footing. Some source of 

power began to pulse in ‘ogeƌ͛s ďodǇ. ‘alph spoke agaiŶ, loudlǇ. ͞I͛ŵ 
ĐalliŶg aŶ asseŵďlǇ.͟ He ƌaŶ his eǇe oǀeƌ theŵ. 

͞Wheƌe͛s JaĐk?͟ 

The group of boys stirred and consulted. A painted face spoke with 

the voice of Robert. 

͞He͛s huŶtiŶg. AŶd he said ǁe ǁeƌeŶ͛t to let Ǉou iŶ.͟ 

͞I͛ǀe Đoŵe to see aďout the fiƌe,͟ said ‘alph, ͞aŶd aďout PiggǇ͛s 
speĐs.͟ 

The group in front of him shifted and laughter shivered outwards 

from among them, light, excited laughter that went echoing among the 

tall rocks. 

A voice spoke from behind Ralph. 

͞What do Ǉou ǁaŶt?͟ 

The twins made a bolt past Ralph and got between him and the entry. 

He turned quickly. Jack, identifiable by personality and red hair, was 

advancing from the forest. A hunter crouched on either side. All three 

were masked in black and green. Behind them on the grass the headless 

and paunched body of a sow lay where they had dropped it. 

Piggy wailed. 
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͞‘alph! DoŶ͛t leaǀe ŵe!͟ 

With ludicrous care he embraced the rock, pressing himself to it 

above the sucking sea. The sniggering of the savages became a loud 

derisive jeer. 

Jack shouted above the noise. 

͞You go aǁaǇ, ‘alph. You keep to Ǉouƌ eŶd. This is ŵǇ eŶd aŶd ŵǇ 
tƌiďe. You leaǀe ŵe aloŶe.͟ The jeering died away. 

͞You piŶĐhed PiggǇ͛s speĐs,͟ said ‘alph, ďƌeathlesslǇ. ͞You͛ǀe got to 
give them baĐk.͟ 

͞Got to? Who saǇs?͟ ‘alph͛s 
temper blazed out. 

͞I saǇ! You ǀoted foƌ ŵe foƌ Đhief. DidŶ͛t Ǉou heaƌ the ĐoŶĐh? You 
plaed a dirty trick—ǁe͛d haǀe giǀeŶ Ǉou fiƌe if Ǉou͛d asked foƌ it—͟ 

The blood was flowing in his cheeks and the bunged-up eye 

throbbed. 

͞You Đould haǀe had fiƌe ǁheŶeǀeƌ Ǉou ǁaŶted. But Ǉou didŶ͛t. 
You Đaŵe sŶeakiŶg up like a thief aŶd stole PiggǇ͛s glasses!͟ 

͞“aǇ that agaiŶ!͟ ͞Thief! Thief! 

Piggy screamed. 

͞‘alph! MiŶd ŵe!͟ 

JaĐk ŵade a ƌush aŶd staďďed at ‘alph͛s Đhest ǁith speaƌ. ‘alph 
seŶsed the positioŶ of the ǁeapoŶ fƌoŵ the gliŵpse he Đaught of JaĐk͛s 
arm and put the thrust aside with his own butt. Then he brought the end 

round and caught Jack a stinger across the ear. They were chest to chest, 

breathing fiercely, pushing and glaring. 

͞Who͛s a thief?͟ 

͞You aƌe!͟ 

Jack wrenched free and swung at Ralph with his spear. By common 

consent they were using the spears as sabers now, no longer daring the 

lethal poiŶts. The ďloǁ stƌuĐk ‘alph͛s speaƌ aŶd slid doǁŶ, to fall 
agonizingly on his fingers. Then they were apart once more, their 

positions reversed, Jack toward the Castle Rock and Ralph on the outside 

toward the island. 

Both boys were breathing very heavily. 

͞Coŵe oŶ theŶ—͟ 

͞Coŵe oŶ—͟ 
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Truculently they squared up to each other but kept just out of 

fighting distance. 

͞You Đoŵe oŶ aŶd see ǁhat Ǉou get!͟ 

͞You Đoŵe oŶ—͟ 

PiggǇ ĐlutĐhiŶg the gƌouŶd ǁas tƌǇiŶg to attƌaĐt ‘alph͛s atteŶtioŶ. 
Ralph moved, bent down, kept a wary eye on Jack. 

͞‘alph—ƌeŵeŵďeƌ ǁhat ǁe Đaŵe foƌ. The fiƌe. MǇ speĐs.͟ 

Ralph nodded. He relaxed his fighting muscles, stood easily and 

grounded the butt of his spear. Jack watched him inscrutably through his 

paint. Ralph glanced up at the pinnacles, then toward the group of 

savages. 

͞ListeŶ. We͛ǀe Đoŵe to saǇ this. Fiƌst Ǉou͛ǀe got to giǀe ďaĐk PiggǇ͛s 
speĐs. If he hasŶ͛t got theŵ he ĐaŶ͛t see. You aƌeŶ͛t plaǇiŶg the gaŵe—
͟ 

The tƌiďe of paiŶted saǀages giggled aŶd ‘alph͛s ŵiŶd faltered. He 

pushed his hair up and gazed at the green and black mask before him, 

trying to remember what Jack looked like. Piggy whispered. 

͞AŶd the fiƌe.͟ 

͞Oh Ǉes. TheŶ aďout the fiƌe. I saǇ this agaiŶ. I͛ǀe ďeeŶ saǇiŶg it eǀeƌ 
siŶĐe ǁe dƌopped iŶ.͟ 

He held out his spear and pointed at the savages. 

͞Youƌ oŶlǇ hope is keepiŶg a sigŶal fiƌe goiŶg as loŶg as theƌe͛s light 
to see. TheŶ ŵaǇďe a ship͛ll ŶotiĐe the sŵoke aŶd Đoŵe aŶd ƌesĐue us 
aŶd take us hoŵe. But ǁithout that sŵoke ǁe͛ǀe got to ǁait till soŵe 
ship comes by accident. We might wait years; till we were old—͟ 

The shivering, silvery, unreal laughter of the savages sprayed out and 

echoed away. A gust of rage shook Ralph. His voice cracked. 

͞DoŶ͛t Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd, Ǉou paiŶted fools? “aŵ, EƌiĐ, PiggǇ aŶd ŵe—
ǁe aƌeŶ͛t eŶough. We tƌied to keep the fiƌe goiŶg, ďut ǁe  
ĐouldŶ͛t. AŶd theŶ Ǉou, plaǇiŶg at huŶtiŶg. . . .͟  

He pointed past them to where the trickle of smoke dispersed in the 

pearly air. 

͞Look at that! Call that a sigŶal fiƌe? That͛s a ĐookiŶg fiƌe. Noǁ Ǉou͛ll 
eat aŶd theƌe͛ll ďe Ŷo sŵoke. DoŶ͛t Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd? Theƌe ŵaǇ ďe 
a ship out there—͟ 
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He paused, defeated by the silence and the painted anonymity of the 

group guarding the entry. Jack opened a pink mouth and addressed 

Samneric, who were between him and his tribe. 

͞You tǁo. Get ďaĐk.͟ 

No one answered him. The twins, puzzled, looked at each other; 

while Piggy, reassured by the cessation of violence, stood up carefully. 

Jack glanced back at Ralph and then at the twins. 

͞Gƌaď theŵ!͟ 

The painted group moved round Samneric nervously and unhandily. 

Once more the silvery laughter scattered. 

Samneric protested out of the heart of civilization. 

͞Oh, I saǇ!͟ 

͞—hoŶestlǇ!͟ 

Their spears were taken from them. 

͞Tie theŵ up!͟ 

Ralph cried out hopelessly against the black and green mask. 

͞JaĐk!͟ 

͞Go oŶ. Tie theŵ.͟ 

Now the painted group felt the otherness of Samneric, felt the power 

in their own hands. They felled the twins clumsily and excitedly. Jack was 

inspired. He knew that Ralph would attempt a rescue. He struck in a 

humming circle behind him and Ralph only just parried the blow. Beyond 

them the tribe and the twins were a loud and writhing heap. Piggy 

crouched again. Then the twins lay, astonished, and the tribe stood 

round them. Jack turned to Ralph and spoke between his teeth. 

͞“ee? TheǇ do ǁhat I ǁaŶt.͟ 

There was silence again. The twins lay, inexpertly tied up, and the 

tribe watched Ralph to see what he would do. He numbered them 

through his fringe, glimpsed the ineffectual smoke. 

His temper broke. He screamed at Jack. 

͞You͛ƌe a ďeast aŶd a sǁiŶe aŶd a ďloodǇ, ďloodǇ thief!͟ He 
charged. 

Jack, knowing this was the crisis, charged too. They met with a jolt 

and bounced apart. Jack swung with his fist at Ralph and caught him on 

the ear. Ralph hit Jack in the stomach and made him grunt. Then they 

were facing each other again, panting and furious, but unnerved by each 
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otheƌ͛s feƌoĐitǇ. TheǇ ďeĐaŵe aǁaƌe of the Ŷoise that ǁas the 
background to this fight, the steady shrill cheering of the tribe behind 

them. 

PiggǇ͛s ǀoiĐe penetrated to Ralph. 

͞Let ŵe speak.͟ 

He was standing in the dust of the fight, and as the tribe saw his 

intention the shrill cheer changed to a steady booing. 

Piggy held up the conch and the booing sagged a little, then came 

up agaiŶ to stƌeŶgth. ͞I got the ĐoŶĐh!͟ He shouted. 
͞I tell Ǉou, I got the ĐoŶĐh!͟ 

Surprisingly, there was silence now; the tribe were curious to hear 

what amusing thing he might have to say. 

Silence and pause; but in the silence a curious air-noise, close by 

‘alph͛s head. He gaǀe it half his attention—and there it was again; a faint 

͞Zup!͛͛ “oŵeoŶe ǁas thƌoǁiŶg stoŶes: Roger was dropping them, his 

one hand still on the lever. Below him, Ralph was a shock of hair and 

Piggy a bag of fat. 

͞I got this to saǇ. You͛ƌe aĐtiŶg like a Đƌoǁd of kids.͟ 

The booing rose and died again as Piggy lifted the white, magic shell. 

͞WhiĐh is better—to be a pack of painted Indians like you are, or to 

ďe seŶsiďle like ‘alph is?͟ 

A great clamor rose among the savages. Piggy shouted again. 

͞WhiĐh is ďetteƌ—to haǀe ƌules aŶd agƌee, oƌ to huŶt aŶd kill?͟ 
Again the clamor and again—͞Zup!͟ Ralph shouted against the 

noise. 

͞WhiĐh is ďetteƌ, laǁ aŶd ƌesĐue, oƌ huŶtiŶg aŶd ďƌeakiŶg thiŶgs up?͟ 

Now Jack was yelling too and Ralph could no longer make himself 

heard. Jack had backed right against the tribe and they were a solid mass 

of menace that bristled with spears. The intention of a charge was 

forming among them; they were working up to it and the neck would be 

swept clear. Ralph stood facing them, a little to one side, his spear ready. 

By him stood Piggy still holding out the talisman, the fragile, shining 

beauty of the shell. The storm of sound beat at them, an incantation of 

hatred. High overhead, Roger, with a sense of delirious abandonment, 

leaned all his weight on the lever. 

167



  

Ralph heard the great rock before he saw it. He was aware of a jolt 

in the earth that came to him through the soles of his feet, and the 

breaking sound of stones at the top of the cliff. Then the monstrous red 

thing bounded across the neck and he flung himself flat while the tribe 

shrieked. 

The rock struck Piggy a glancing blow from chin to knee; the conch 

exploded into a thousand white fragments and ceased to exist. Piggy, 

saying nothing, with no time for even a grunt, traveled through the air 

sideways from the rock, turning over as he went. The rock bounded 

twice and was lost in the forest. Piggy fell forty feet and landed on his 

back across the square red rock in the sea. His head opened and stuff 

Đaŵe out aŶd tuƌŶed ƌed. PiggǇ͛s aƌŵs aŶd legs tǁitĐhed a ďit, like a pig͛s 
after it has been killed. Then the sea breathed again in a long, slow sigh, 

the water boiled white and pink over the rock; and when it went, sucking 

back again, the body of Piggy was gone. 

This time the silence was complete. ‘alph͛s lips foƌŵed a ǁoƌd ďut 
no sound came. 

Suddenly Jack bounded out from the tribe and began screaming 

wildly. 

͞“ee? “ee? That͛s ǁhat Ǉou͛ll get! I ŵeaŶt that! Theƌe isŶ͛t a tƌiďe 
for you any more! The conch is gone—͟ He ƌaŶ foƌǁaƌd, stoopiŶg. 

͞I͛ŵ Đhief!͟ 

Viciously, with full intention, he hurled his spear at Ralph. The point 

toƌe the skiŶ aŶd flesh oǀeƌ ‘alph͛s ƌiďs, theŶ sheaƌed off aŶd fell iŶ the 
water. Ralph stumbled, feeling not pain but panic, and the tribe, 

screaming now like the chief, began to advance. Another spear, a bent 

one that would not fly straight, went past his face and one fell from on 

high where Roger was. The twins lay hidden behind the tribe and the 

aŶoŶǇŵous deǀils͛ faĐes sǁaƌŵed aĐƌoss the ŶeĐk. ‘alph tuƌŶed aŶd ƌaŶ. 
A great noise as of sea gulls rose behind him. He obeyed an instinct that 

he did not know he possessed and swerved over the open space so that 

the spears went wide. He saw the headless body of the sow and jumped 

in time. Then he was crashing through foliage and small boughs and was 

hidden by the forest. 

The chief stopped by the pig, turned and held up his hands. 
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͞BaĐk! BaĐk to the foƌt!͟ 

Presently the tribe returned noisily to the neck where Roger joined 

them. 

The chief spoke to him angrily. 

͞WhǇ aƌeŶ͛t Ǉou oŶ ǁatĐh?͟ Roger 

looked at him gravely. 

͞I just Đaŵe doǁŶ—͟ 

The haŶgŵaŶ͛s hoƌƌoƌ ĐluŶg ƌound him. The chief said no more to 

him but looked down at Samneric. 

͞You got to joiŶ the tƌiďe.͟ 

͞You leŵŵe go—͟ 

͞—aŶd ŵe.͟ 

The chief snatched one of the few spears that were left and poked 

Sam in the ribs. 

͞What d͛Ǉou ŵeaŶ ďǇ it, eh?͟ said the Đhief fieƌĐelǇ. ͞What d͛Ǉou 
ŵeaŶ ďǇ ĐoŵiŶg ǁith speaƌs? What d͛Ǉou ŵeaŶ ďǇ Ŷot joiŶiŶg ŵǇ 
tƌiďe?͟ 

The prodding became rhythmic. Sam yelled. 

͞That͛s Ŷot the ǁaǇ.͟ 

Roger edged past the chief, only just avoiding pushing him with his 

shoulder. The yelling ceased, and Samneric lay looking up in quiet 

terror. Roger advanced upon them as one wielding a nameless 

authority. 
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t w e l v e 

C R Y O F T H E H U N T E R S 

ALPH LAY IN A COVERT, wondering about his wounds. The bruised flesh 

was inches in diameter over his right ribs, with a swollen and bloody 

scar where the spear had hit him. His hair was full of dirt and tapped like 

the tendrils of a creeper. All over he was scratched and bruised from his 

flight through the forest. By the time his breathing was normal again, he 

had worked out that bathing these injuries would have to wait. How 

could you listen for naked feet if you were splashing in water? How could 

you be safe by the little stream or on the open beach? 

Ralph listened. He was not really far from the Castle Rock, and during 

the first panic he had thought he heard sounds of pursuit. But the 

hunters had only sneaked into the fringes of the greenery, retrieving 

spears perhaps, and then had rushed back to the sunny rock as if terrified 

of the darkness under the leaves. He had even glimpsed one of them, 

striped brown, black, and red, and had judged that it was Bill. But really, 

thought Ralph, this was not Bill. This was a savage whose image refused 

to blend with that ancient picture of a boy in shorts and shirt. 

The afternoon died away; the circular spots of sunlight moved 

steadily over green fronds and brown fiber but no sound came from 

behind the rock. At last Ralph wormed out of the ferns and sneaked 

forward to the edge of that impenetrable thicket that fronted the neck 

of land. He peered with elaborate caution between branches at the edge 

and could see Robert sitting on guard at the top of the cliff. He held a 

spear in his left hand and was tossing up a pebble and catching it again 

with the ƌight. BehiŶd hiŵ a ĐoluŵŶ of sŵoke ƌose thiĐklǇ, so that ‘alph͛s 
nostrils flared and his mouth dribbled. He wiped his nose and mouth 

with the back of his hand and for the first time since the morning felt 

R 
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hungry. The tribe must be sitting round the gutted pig, watching the fat 

ooze and burn among the ashes. They would be intent. 

Another figure, an unrecognizable one, appeared by Robert and gave 

him something, then turned and went back behind the rock, Robert laid 

his spear on the rock beside him and began to gnaw between his raised 

hands. So the feast was beginning and the watchman had been given his 

portion. 

Ralph saw that for the time being he was safe. He limped away 

through the fruit trees, drawn by the thought of the poor food yet bitter 

when he remembered the feast. Feast today, and then tomorrow. . . . 

He argued unconvincingly that they would let him alone, perhaps 

even make an outlaw of him. But then the fatal unreasoning knowledge 

came to him again. The breaking of the conch and the deaths of Piggy 

and Simon lay over the island like a vapor. These painted savages would 

go further and further. Then there was that indefinable connection 

between himself and Jack; who therefore would never let him alone; 

never. 

He paused, sun-flecked, holding up a bough, prepared to duck under 

it. A spasm of terror set him shaking and he cried aloud. 

͞No. TheǇ͛ƌe Ŷot as ďad as that. It ǁas aŶ aĐĐideŶt.͟ 

He ducked under the bough, ran clumsily, then stopped and listened. 

He came to the smashed acres of fruit and ate greedily. He saw two 

littluns and, not having any idea of his own appearance, wondered why 

they screamed and ran. 

When he had eaten he went toward the beach. The sunlight was 

slanting now into the palms by the wrecked shelter. There was the 

platform and the pool. The best thing to do was to ignore this leaden 

feeling about the heart and rely on their common sense, their daylight 

sanity. Now that the tribe had eaten, the thing to do was to try again. 

And anyway, he couldŶ͛t staǇ heƌe all Ŷight iŶ aŶ eŵptǇ shelter by the 

deserted platform. His flesh crept and he shivered in the evening sun. 

No fire; no smoke; no rescue. He turned and limped away through the 

foƌest toǁaƌd JaĐk͛s eŶd of the islaŶd. 
The slanting sticks of sunlight were lost among the branches. At 

length he came to a clearing in the forest where rock prevented 

vegetation from growing. Now it was a pool of shadows and Ralph nearly 
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flung himself behind a tree when he saw something standing in the 

center; but then he saw that the white face was bone aŶd that the pig͛s 
skull grinned at him from the top of a stick. He walked slowly into the 

middle of the clearing and looked steadily at the skull that gleamed as 

white as ever the conch had done and seemed to jeer at him cynically. 

An inquisitive ant was busy in one of the eye sockets but otherwise the 

thing was lifeless. 

Or was it? 

Little prickles of sensation ran up and down his back. He stood, the 

skull about on a level with his face, and held up his hair with two hands. 

The teeth grinned, the empty sockets seemed to hold his gaze 

masterfully and without effort. 

What was it? 

The skull regarded Ralph like one who knows all the answers and 

ǁoŶ͛t tell. A siĐk feaƌ aŶd ƌage sǁept hiŵ. FieƌĐelǇ he hit out at the filthǇ 
thing in front of him that bobbed like a toy and came back, still grinning 

into his face, so that he lashed and cried out in loathing. Then he was 

licking his bruised knuckles and looking at the bare stick, while the skull 

lay in two pieces, its grin now six feet across. He wrenched the quivering 

stick from the crack and held it as a spear between him and the white 

pieces. Then he backed away, keeping his face to the skull that lay 

grinning at the sky. 

When the green glow had gone from the horizon and night was fully 

accomplished, Ralph came again to the thicket in front of the Castle 

Rock. Peeping through, he could see that the height was still occupied, 

and whoever it was up there had a spear at the ready. 

He knelt among the shadows and felt his isolation bitterly. They were 

savages it was true; but they were human, and the ambushing fears of 

the deep night were coming on. 

Ralph moaned faintly. Tired though he was, he could not relax and 

fall into a well of sleep for fear of the tribe. Might it not be possible to 

walk boldly into the fort, say—͞I͛ǀe got paǆ,͟ laugh lightlǇ aŶd sleep 
among the others? Pretend they were still boys, schoolboys who had 

said, ͞“iƌ, Ǉes, “iƌ͟—and worn caps? Daylight might have answered yes; 

but darkness and the horrors of death said no. Lying there in the 

darkness, he knew he was an outcast. 
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͞ ͛Cos I had soŵe seŶse.͟ 

He rubbed his cheek along his forearm, smelling the acrid scent of 

salt and sweat and the staleness of dirt. Over to the left, the waves of 

ocean were breathing, sucking down, then boiling back over the rock. 

There were sounds coming from behind the Castle Rock. Listening 

carefully, detaching his mind from the swing of the sea, Ralph could 

make out a familiar rhythm. 

͞Kill the ďeast! Cut his throat! “pill his ďlood!͟  

The tribe was dancing. Somewhere on the other side of this rocky 

wall there would be a dark circle, a glowing fire, and meat. They would 

be savoring food and the comfort of safety. 

A noise nearer at hand made him quiver. Savages were clambering 

up the Castle Rock, right up to the top, and he could hear voices. He 

sneaked forward a few yards and saw the shape at the top of the rock 

change and enlarge. There were only two boys on the island who moved 

or talked like that. 

Ralph put his head down on his forearms and accepted this new fact 

like a wound. Samneric were part of the tribe now. They were guarding 

the Castle Rock against him. There was no chance of rescuing them and 

building up an outlaw tribe at the other end of the island. Samneric were 

savages like the rest; Piggy was dead, and the conch smashed to powder. 

At length the guard climbed down. The two that remained seemed 

nothing more than a dark extension of the rock. A star appeared behind 

them and was momentarily eclipsed by some movement. 

Ralph edged forward, feeling his way over the uneven surface as 

though he were blind. There were miles of vague water at his right and 

the restless ocean lay under his left hand, as awful as the shaft of a pit. 

Every minute the water breathed round the death rock and flowered 

into a field of whiteness. Ralph crawled until he found the ledge of the 

entry in his grasp. The lookouts were immediately above him and he 

could see the end of a spear projecting over the rock. 

He Đalled ǀeƌǇ geŶtlǇ. ͞“aŵŶeƌiĐ—͟ 

There was no reply. To carry he must speak louder; and this would 

rouse those striped and inimical creatures from their feasting by the fire. 

He set his teeth and started to climb, finding the holds by touch. The 

stick that had supported a skull hampered him but he would not be 
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parted from his only weapon. He was nearly level with the twins before 

he spoke again. 

͞“aŵŶeƌiĐ—͟ 

He heard a cry and a flurry from the rock. The twins had grabbed 

each other and were gibbering. 

͞It͛s ŵe. ‘alph.͟ 

Terrified that they would run and give the alarm, he hauled himself 

up until his head and shoulders stuck over the top. Far below his armpit 

he saw the luminous flowering round the rock. 

͞It͛s oŶlǇ ŵe. ‘alph.͟ 

At length they bent forward and peered in his face. 

͞We thought it ǁas—͟ 

͞—ǁe didŶ͛t know what it was—͟ 

͞—we thought—͟ 

Memory of their new and shameful loyalty came to them. Eric was 

silent but Sam tried to do his duty. 

͞You got to go, ‘alph. You go aǁaǇ Ŷoǁ—͟ He 
wagged his spear and essayed fierceness. 

͞You shoǀe off. “ee?͟ 

Eric nodded agreement and jabbed his spear in the air. Ralph leaned 

on his arms and did not go. 

͞I Đaŵe to see Ǉou tǁo.͟ 

His voice was thick. His throat was hurting him now though it had 

received no wound. 

͞I Đaŵe to see Ǉou tǁo—͟ 

Words could not express the dull pain of these things. He fell silent, 

while the vivid stars were split and danced all ways. 

Sam shifted uneasily. 

͞HoŶest, ‘alph, Ǉou͛d ďetteƌ go.͟ ‘alph 
looked up again. 

͞You tǁo aƌeŶ͛t paiŶted. Hoǁ ĐaŶ Ǉou—? If it were light—͟ If it ǁeƌe 
light shame would burn them at admitting these things. But the night 

was dark. Eric took up; and then the twins started their antiphonal 

speech. 

͞You got to go ďeĐause it͛s Ŷot safe—͟ 

͞—they made us. They hurt us—͟ 
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͞Who? JaĐk?͟ 

͞Oh Ŷo—͟ 

They bent to him and lowered their voices. 

͞Push off, ‘alph—͟ ͞—it͛s 
a tribe—͟ 

͞—they made us—͟ 

͞—ǁe ĐouldŶ͛t help it—͟ 

When Ralph spoke again his voice was low, and seemed breathless. 

͞What haǀe I doŶe? I liked hiŵ—and I wanted us to be rescued—͟ 

Again the stars spilled about the sky. Eric shook his head, earnestly. 

͞ListeŶ, ‘alph. Neǀeƌ ŵiŶd ǁhat͛s seŶse. That͛s goŶe—͟ 

͞Neǀeƌ ŵiŶd aďout the Đhief—͟ 

͞—Ǉou got to go foƌ Ǉouƌ oǁŶ good.͟ 

͞The Đhief aŶd ‘ogeƌ—͟ 

͞—yes, Roger—͟ 

͞TheǇ hate Ǉou, ‘alph. TheǇ͛ƌe goiŶg to do Ǉou.͟ 

͞TheǇ͛ƌe goiŶg to huŶt Ǉou toŵoƌƌoǁ.͟ 

͞But ǁhǇ?͟ 

͞I duŶŶo. AŶd ‘alph, JaĐk, the Đhief, saǇs it͛ll ďe daŶgeƌous—͟ 

͞—aŶd ǁe͛ǀe got to ďe Đaƌeful aŶd thƌoǁ ouƌ speaƌs like at a pig.͟ 

͞We͛ƌe goiŶg to spƌead out iŶ a liŶe aĐƌoss the islaŶd—͟ 

͞—ǁe͛ƌe goiŶg foƌǁaƌd fƌoŵ this eŶd—͟ 

͞—until ǁe fiŶd Ǉou.͟ 

͞We͛ǀe got to giǀe sigŶals like this.͟ 

Eric raised his head and achieved a faint ululation by beating on his 

open mouth. Then he glanced behind him nervously. 

͞Like that—͟ 

͞—oŶlǇ loudeƌ, of Đouƌse.͟ 

͞But I͛ǀe doŶe ŶothiŶg,͟ ǁhispeƌed ‘alph, uƌgeŶtlǇ. ͞I oŶlǇ ǁaŶted 
to keep up a fiƌe!͟ 

He paused for a moment, thinking miserably of the morrow. A matter 

of overwhelming importance occurred to him. 

͞What aƌe Ǉou—?͟ 

He could not bring himself to be specific at first; but then fear and 

loneliness goaded him. 
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͞WheŶ theǇ fiŶd ŵe, ǁhat aƌe theǇ goiŶg to do?͟ 

The twins were silent. Beneath him, the death rock flowered again. 

͞What aƌe theǇ—oh God! I͛ŵ huŶgƌǇ—͟ The 
towering rock seemed to sway under him. 

͞Well—what—?͟ 

The twins answered his question indirectly. 

͞You got to go Ŷoǁ, ‘alph.͟ 

͞Foƌ Ǉouƌ oǁŶ good.͟ 

͞Keep aǁaǇ. As faƌ as Ǉou ĐaŶ.͟ 

͞WoŶ͛t Ǉou Đoŵe ǁith ŵe? Thƌee of us—ǁe͛d staŶd a ĐhaŶĐe.͟ Afteƌ 
a ŵoŵeŶt͛s sileŶĐe, “aŵ spoke iŶ a stƌaŶgled ǀoiĐe. 
͞You doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ‘ogeƌ. He͛s a teƌƌoƌ.͟ 

͞AŶd the Đhief—theǇ͛ƌe ďoth—͟ 

͞—terrors—͟ 

͞—only Roger—͟ 

Both boys froze. Someone was climbing toward them from the tribe. 

͞He͛s ĐoŵiŶg to see if ǁe͛ƌe keepiŶg ǁatĐh. QuiĐk, ‘alph!͟ 

As he prepared to let himself down the cliff, Ralph snatched at the 

last possible advantage to be wrung out of this meeting. 

͞I͛ll lie up Đlose; iŶ that thiĐket doǁŶ theƌe,͟ he ǁhispeƌed, ͞so keep 
theŵ aǁaǇ fƌoŵ it. TheǇ͛ll Ŷeǀeƌ thiŶk to look so Đlose—͟ The footsteps 
ǁeƌe still soŵe distaŶĐe aǁaǇ. ͞“aŵ—I͛ŵ goiŶg to ďe all ƌight, aƌeŶ͛t I?͟ 
The twins were silent again. 

͞Heƌe!͟ said “aŵ suddeŶlǇ. ͞Take this—͟ 

Ralph felt a chunk of meat pushed against him and grabbed it. 

͞But ǁhat aƌe Ǉou goiŶg to do ǁheŶ Ǉou ĐatĐh ŵe?͟ 

Silence above. He sounded silly to himself. He lowered himself down 

the rock. 

͞What aƌe Ǉou goiŶg to do—?͟ 

From the top of the towering rock came the incomprehensible reply. 

͞‘ogeƌ shaƌpeŶed a stiĐk at ďoth eŶds.͟ 

Roger sharpened a stick at both ends. Ralph tried to attach a meaning 

to this but could not. He used all the bad words he could think of in a fit 

of temper that passed into yawning. How long could you go without 

sleep? He yearned for a bed and sheets—but the only whiteness here 

was the slow spilt milk, luminous round the rock forty feet below, where 
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Piggy had fallen. Piggy was everywhere, was on this neck, was become 

terrible in darkness and death. If Piggy were to come back now out of 

the water, with his empty head—Ralph whimpered and yawned like a 

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

Then he tensed again. There were voices raised on the top of the 

Castle Rock. Samneric were arguing with someone. But the ferns and the 

grass were near. That was the place to be in, hidden, and next to the 

thiĐket that ǁould seƌǀe foƌ toŵoƌƌoǁ͛s hideout. Here—and his hands 

touched grass—was a place to be in for the night, not far from the tribe, 

so that if the horrors of the supernatural emerged one could at least mix 

with humans for the time being, even if it meant. . . . 

What did it mean? A stick sharpened at both ends. What was there 

in that? They had thrown spears and missed; all but one. Perhaps they 

would miss next time, too. 

He squatted down in the tall grass, remembered the meat that Sam 

had given him, and began to tear at it ravenously. While he was eating, 

he heard fresh noises—cries of pain from Samneric, cries of panic, angry 

voices. What did it mean? Someone besides himself was in trouble, for 

at least one of the twins was catching it. Then the voices passed away 

down the rock and he ceased to think of them. He felt with his hands and 

found cool, delicate fronds backed against the thicket. Here then was the 

Ŷight͛s laiƌ. At fiƌst light he ǁould Đƌeep iŶto the thiĐket, sƋueeze 
between the twisted stems, ensconce himself so deep that only a 

crawler like himself could come through, and that crawler would be 

jabbed. There he would sit, and the search would pass him by, and the 

cordon waver on, ululating along the island, and he would be free. 

He pulled himself between the ferns, tunneling in. He laid the stick 

beside him, and huddled himself down in the blackness. One must 

remember to wake at first light, in order to diddle the savages— and he 

did not know how quickly sleep came and hurled him down a dark 

interior slope. 

He was awake before his eyes were open, listening to a noise that was 

near. He opened an eye, found the mold an inch or so from his face and 

his fingers gripped into it, light filtering between the fronds of fern. He 

had just time to realize that the age-long nightmares of falling and death 
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were past and that the morning was come, when he heard the sound 

again. It was an ululation over by the seashore—and now the next 

savage answered and the next. The cry swept by him across the narrow 

end of the island from sea to lagoon, like the cry of a flying bird. He took 

no time to consider but grabbed his sharp stick and wriggled back among 

the ferns. Within seconds he was worming his way into the thicket; but 

not before he had glimpsed the legs of a savage coming toward him. The 

ferns were thumped and beaten and he heard legs moving in the long 

grass. The savage, whoever he was, ululated twice; and the cry was 

repeated in both directions, then died away. Ralph crouched still, 

tangled in the ferns, and for a time he heard nothing. 

At last he examined the thicket itself. Certainly no one could attack 

him here—and moreover he had a stroke of luck. The great rock that had 

killed Piggy had bounded into this thicket and bounced there, right in the 

center, making a smashed space a few feet in extent each way. When 

Ralph had wriggled into this he felt secure, and clever. He sat down 

carefully among the smashed stems and waited for the hunt to pass. 

Looking up between the leaves he caught a glimpse of something red. 

That must be the top of the Castle Rock, distant and unmenacing. He 

composed himself triumphantly, to hear the sounds of the hunt dying 

away. 

Yet no one made a sound; and as the minutes passed, in the green 

shade, his feeling of triumph faded. 

At last he heard a voice—JaĐk͛s ǀoiĐe, ďut hushed. 

͞Aƌe Ǉou ĐeƌtaiŶ?͟ 

The savage addressed said nothing. Perhaps he made a gesture. 

Roger spoke. 

͞If Ǉou͛ƌe fooliŶg us—͟ 

Immediately after this, there came a gasp, and a squeal of pain. Ralph 

crouched instinctively. One of the twins was there, outside the thicket, 

with Jack and Roger. 

͞You͛ƌe suƌe he ŵeaŶt iŶ theƌe?͟ 

The twin moaned faintly and then squealed again. 

͞He ŵeaŶt he͛d hide iŶ theƌe?͟ 

͞Yes—yes—oh—!͟ 

Silver laughter scattered among the trees. 
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So they knew. 

Ralph picked up his stick and prepared for battle. But what could they 

do? It would take them a week to break a path through the thicket; and 

anyone who wormed his way in would be helpless. He felt the point of 

his spear with his thumb and grinned without amusement. Whoever 

tried that would be stuck, squealing like a pig. 

They were going away, back to the tower rock. He could hear feet 

moving and then someone sniggered. There came again that high, bird-

like cry that swept along the line. So some were still watching for him; 

but some—? 

There was a long, breathless silence. Ralph found that he had bark 

in his mouth from the gnawed spear. He stood and peered upwards to 

the Castle Rock. 

As he did so, he heaƌd JaĐk͛s ǀoiĐe fƌoŵ the top. 
͞Heaǀe! Heaǀe! Heaǀe!  ͟

The red rock that he could see at the top of the cliff vanished like a 

curtain, and he could see figures and blue sky. A moment later the earth 

jolted, there was a rushing sound in the air, and the top of the thicket 

was cuffed as with a gigantic hand. The rock bounded on, thumping and 

smashing toward the beach, while a shower of broken twigs and leaves 

fell on him. Beyond the thicket, the tribe was cheering. 

Silence again. 

Ralph put his fingers in his mouth and bit them. There was only one 

other rock up there that they might conceivably move; but that was half 

as big as a cottage, big as a car, a tank. He visualized its probable progress 

with agonizing clearness—that one would start slowly, drop from ledge 

to ledge, trundle across the neck like an outsize steamroller. 

͞Heaǀe! Heaǀe! Heaǀe!  ͟

Ralph put down his spear, then picked it up again. He pushed his hair 

back irritably, took two hasty steps across the little space and then came 

back. He stood looking at the broken ends of branches. 

Still silence. 

He caught sight of the rise and fall of his diaphragm and was 

surprised to see how quickly he was breathing. Just left of center his 

heart-ďeats ǁeƌe ǀisiďle. He put the speaƌ doǁŶ agaiŶ. ͞Heaǀe! Heaǀe! 
Heaǀe!͟ 

179



  

A shrill, prolonged cheer. 

Something boomed up on the red rock, then the earth jumped and 

began to shake steadily, while the noise as steadily increased. Ralph was 

shot into the air, thrown down, dashed against branches. At his right 

hand, and only a few feet away, the whole thicket bent and the roots 

screamed as they came out of the earth together. He saw something red 

that turned over slowly as a mill wheel. Then the red thing was past and 

the elephantine progress diminished toward the sea. 

Ralph knelt on the plowed-up soil, and waited for the earth to come 

back. Presently the white, broken stumps, the split sticks and the tangle 

of the thicket refocused. There was a kind of heavy feeling in his body 

where he had watched his own pulse. 

Silence again. 

Yet not entirely so. They were whispering out there; and suddenly 

the branches were shaken furiously at two places on his right. The 

pointed end of a stick appeared. In panic, Ralph thrust his own stick 

through the crack and struck with all his might. 

͞Aaa-ah!͟ 

His spear twisted a little in his hands and then he withdrew it again. 

͞Ooh-ooh—͟ 

Someone was moaning outside and a babble of voices rose. A fierce 

argument was going on and the wounded savage kept groaning. Then 

when there was silence, a single voice spoke and Ralph decided that it 

ǁas Ŷot JaĐk͛s. 
͞“ee? I told Ǉou—he͛s daŶgeƌous.͟ The 
wounded savage moaned again. 

What else? What next? 

Ralph fastened his hands round the chewed spear and his hair fell. 

Someone was muttering, only a few yards away toward the Castle Rock. 

He heaƌd a saǀage saǇ ͞No!͟ iŶ a shoĐked ǀoiĐe; aŶd then there was 

suppressed laughter. He squatted back on his heels and showed his 

teeth at the wall of branches. He raised his spear, snarled a little, and 

waited. 

Once more the invisible group sniggered. He heard a curious trickling 

sound and then a louder crepitation as if someone were unwrapping 

great sheets of cellophane. A stick snapped and he stifled a cough. 
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Smoke was seeping through the branches in white and yellow wisps, the 

patch of blue sky overhead turned to the color of a storm cloud, and then 

the smoke billowed round him. 

Someone laughed excitedly, and a voice shouted. 

͞“ŵoke!͟ 

He wormed his way through the thicket toward 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 striped 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 ulutation 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 balked 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. 
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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 

toward the ocean side and the thick jungle till he was hung up among 

creepers; he stayed there for a moment with his calves quivering. If 

only one could have quiet, 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. 

͞ThiŶk.͟ 

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. 

͞ThiŶk.͟ 

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 somber 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. 

A nearer cry stood him on his feet and immediately he was away 

again, running fast among thorns and brambles. Suddenly he blundered 

into the open, found himself again in that open space —and there was 
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the fathom-wide grin of the skull, no longer ridiculing a deep blue patch 

of sky but jeering up into a blanket of smoke. Then Ralph was running 

beneath trees, with the grumble of the forest explained. They had 

smoked him out and set the island on fire. 

Hide was better than a tree because you had a chance of breaking 

the line if you were discovered. 

Hide, then. 

He wondered if a pig would agree, and grimaced at nothing. Find the 

deepest thicket, the darkest hole on the island, and creep in. Now, as he 

ran, he peered about him. Bars and splashes of sunlight flitted over him 

and sweat made glistening streaks on his dirty body. The cries were far 

now, and faint. 

At last he found what seemed to him the right place, though the 

decision was desperate. Here, bushes and a wild tangle of creeper made 

a mat that kept out all the light of the sun. Beneath it was a space, 

perhaps a foot high, though it was pierced everywhere by parallel and 

rising stems. If you wormed into the middle of that you would be five 

yards from the edge, and hidden, unless the savage chose to lie down 

and look for you; and even then, you would be in darkness—and if the 

worst happened and he saw you, then you had a chance to burst out at 

him, fling the whole line out of step and double back. 

Cautiously, his stick trailing behind him, Ralph wormed between the 

rising stems. When he reached the middle of the mat he lay and listened. 

The fire was a big one and the drum-roll that he had thought was left 

so faƌ ďehiŶd ǁas Ŷeaƌeƌ. CouldŶ͛t a fiƌe outƌuŶ a gallopiŶg hoƌse? He 
could see the sun-splashed ground over an area of perhaps fifty yards 

from where he lay, and as he watched, the sunlight in every patch 

blinked at him. This was so like the curtain that flapped in his brain that 

for a moment he thought the blinking was inside him. But then the 

patches blinked more rapidly, dulled and went out, so that he saw that 

a great heaviness of smoke lay between the island and the sun. 

If anyone peered under the bushes and chanced to glimpse human 

flesh it might be Samneric who would pretend not to see and say 

nothing. He laid his cheek against the chocolate-colored earth, licked his 

dry lips and closed his eyes. Under the thicket, the earth was vibrating 
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very slightly; or perhaps there was a sound beneath the obvious thunder 

of the fire and scribbled ululations that was too low to hear. 

Someone cried out. Ralph jerked his cheek off the earth and looked 

into the dulled light. They must be near now, he thought, and his chest 

began to thump. Hide, break the line, climb a tree—which was the best 

after all? The trouble was you only had one chance. 

Now the fire was nearer; those volleying shots were great limbs, 

trunks even, bursting. The fools! The fools! The fire must be almost at 

the fruit trees—what would they eat tomorrow? 

Ralph stirred restlessly in his narrow bed. One chanced nothing! 

What could they do? Beat him? So what? Kill him? A stick sharpened at 

both ends. 

The cries, suddenly nearer, jerked him up. He could see a striped 

savage moving hastily out of a green tangle, and coming toward the mat 

where he hid, a savage who carried a spear. Ralph gripped his fingers 

into the earth. Be ready now, in case. 

Ralph fumbled to hold his spear so that it was point foremost; and 

now he saw that the stick was sharpened at both ends. 

The savage stopped fifteen yards away and uttered his cry. 

Peƌhaps he ĐaŶ heaƌ ŵǇ heaƌt oǀeƌ the Ŷoises of the fiƌe. DoŶ͛t 
scream. Get ready. 

The savage moved forward so that you could only see him from the 

waist down. That was the butt of his spear. Now you could see him from 

the kŶee doǁŶ. DoŶ͛t scream. 

A herd of pigs came squealing out of the greenery behind the savage 

and rushed away into the forest. Birds were screaming, mice shrieking, 

and a little hopping thing came under the mat and cowered. 

Five yards away the savage stopped, standing right by the thicket, 

and cried out. Ralph drew his feet up and crouched. The stake was in 

his hands, the stake sharpened at both ends, the stake that vibrated so 

wildly, that grew long, short, light, heavy, light again. 

The ululation spread from shore to shore. The savage knelt down by 

the edge of the thicket, and there were lights flickering in the forest 

behind him. You could see a knee disturb the mold. Now the other. 

Two hands. A spear. 

A face. 
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The savage peered into the obscurity beneath the thicket. You could 

tell that he saw light on this side and on that, but not in the middle—
there. In the middle was a blob of dark and the savage wrinkled up his 

face, trying to decipher the darkness. 

The seĐoŶds leŶgtheŶed. ‘alph ǁas lookiŶg stƌaight iŶto the saǀage͛s 
eyes. 

DoŶ͛t sĐƌeaŵ. 
You͛ll get ďaĐk. 
Noǁ he͛s seeŶ Ǉou. He͛s ŵakiŶg suƌe. A stiĐk shaƌpeŶed. 
Ralph screamed, a scream of fright and anger and desperation. His 

legs straightened, the screams became continuous and foaming. He shot 

forward, burst the thicket, was in the open, screaming, snarling, bloody. 

He swung the stake and the savage tumbled over; but there were others 

coming toward him, crying out. He swerved as a spear flew past and then 

was silent, running. All at once the lights flickering ahead of him merged 

together, the roar of the forest rose to thunder and a tall bush directly 

in his path burst into a great fan-shaped flame. He swung to the right, 

running desperately fast, with the heat beating on his left side and the 

fire racing forward like a tide. The ululation rose behind him and spread 

along, a series of short sharp cries, the sighting call. A brown figure 

showed up at his right and fell away. They were all running, all crying out 

madly. He could hear them crashing in the undergrowth and on the left 

was the hot, bright thunder of the fire. He forgot his wounds, his hunger 

and thirst, and became fear; hopeless fear on flying feet, rushing through 

the forest toward the open beach. Spots jumped before his eyes and 

turned into red circles that expanded quickly till they passed out of sight. 

Beloǁ hiŵ soŵeoŶe͛s legs ǁeƌe gettiŶg tiƌed aŶd the desperate 

ululation advanced like a jagged fringe of menace and was almost 

overhead. 

He stumbled over a root and the cry that pursued him rose even 

higher. He saw a shelter burst into flames and the fire flapped at his right 

shoulder and there was the glitter of water. Then he was down, rolling 

over and over in the warm sand, crouching with arm to ward off, trying 

to cry for mercy. 
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He staggered to his feet, tensed for more terrors, and looked up at a 

huge peaked cap. It was a white-topped cap, and above the green shade 

of the peak was a crown, an anchor, gold foliage. He saw white drill, 

epaulettes, a revolver, a row of gilt buttons down the front of a uniform. 

A naval officer stood on the sand, looking down at Ralph in wary 

astonishment. On the beach behind him was a cutter, her bows hauled 

up and held by two ratings. In the stern-sheets another rating held a sub-

machine gun. 

The ululation faltered and died away. 

The officer looked at Ralph doubtfully for a moment, then took his 

hand away from the butt of the revolver. 

͞Hullo.͟ 

Squirming a little, conscious of his filthy appearance, Ralph answered 

shyly. 

͞Hullo.͟ 

The officer nodded, as if a question had been answered. 

͞Aƌe theƌe aŶǇ adults—aŶǇ gƌoǁŶups ǁith Ǉou?͟ 

Dumbly, Ralph shook his head. He turned a half-pace on the sand. A 

semicircle of little boys, their bodies streaked with colored clay, sharp 

sticks in their hands, were standing on the beach making no noise at all. 

͞FuŶ aŶd gaŵes,͟ said the offiĐeƌ. 
The fire reached the coconut palms by the beach and swallowed 

them noisily. A flame, seemingly detached, swung like an acrobat and 

licked up the palm heads on the platform. The sky was black. 

The officer grinned cheerfully at Ralph. 

͞We saǁ Ǉouƌ sŵoke. What haǀe Ǉou ďeeŶ doiŶg? HaǀiŶg a ǁaƌ oƌ 
something?͟ 

Ralph nodded. 

The officer inspected the little scarecrow in front of him. The kid 

needed a bath, a haircut, a nose-wipe and a good deal of ointment. 

͞NoďodǇ killed, I hope? AŶǇ dead ďodies?͟ 

͞OŶlǇ tǁo. AŶd theǇ͛ǀe goŶe.͟ 

The officer leaned down and looked closely at Ralph. 

͞Tǁo? Killed?͟ 
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Ralph nodded again. Behind him, the whole island was shuddering 

with flame. The officer knew, as a rule, when people were telling the 

truth. He whistled softly. 

Other boys were appearing now, tiny tots some of them, brown, with 

the distended bellies of small savages. One of them came close to the 

officer and looked up. 

͞I͛ŵ, I͛ŵ—͟ 

But there was no more to come. Percival Wemys Madison sought in 

his head for an incantation that had faded clean away. 

The officer turned back to Ralph. 

͞We͛ll take Ǉou off. Hoǁ ŵaŶǇ of Ǉou aƌe theƌe?͟ 

Ralph shook his head. The officer looked past him to the group of 

painted boys. 

͞Who͛s ďoss heƌe?͟ ͞I 
aŵ,͟ said ‘alph loudlǇ. 
A little boy who wore the remains of an extraordinary black cap on 

his red hair and who carried the remains of a pair of spectacles at his 

waist, started forward, then changed his mind and stood still. 

͞We saǁ Ǉouƌ sŵoke. AŶd Ǉou doŶ͛t kŶoǁ hoǁ ŵaŶǇ of Ǉou theƌe 
aƌe?͟ 

͞No, siƌ.͟ 

͞I should haǀe thought,͟ said the offiĐeƌ as he ǀisualized the seaƌch 

ďefoƌe hiŵ, ͞I should haǀe thought that a paĐk of Bƌitish ďoǇs—Ǉou͛ƌe 
all Bƌitish, aƌeŶ͛t Ǉou?—would have been able to put up a better show 

than that—I mean—͟ 

͞It ǁas like that at fiƌst,͟ said ‘alph, ͞ďefoƌe thiŶgs—͟ He 
stopped. 

͞We ǁeƌe togetheƌ theŶ—͟ 

The officer nodded helpfully. 

͞I kŶoǁ. JollǇ good shoǁ. Like the Coƌal IslaŶd.͟  

Ralph looked at him dumbly. For a moment he had a fleeting picture 

of the strange glamour that had once invested the beaches. But the 

island was scorched up like dead wood—Simon was dead—and Jack had. 

. . . The tears began to flow and sobs shook him. He gave himself up to 

them now for the first time on the island; great, shuddering spasms of 

grief that seemed to wrench his whole body. His voice rose under the 
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black smoke before the burning wreckage of the island; and infected by 

that emotion, the other little boys began to shake and sob too. And in 

the middle of them, with filthy body, matted hair, and unwiped nose, 

‘alph ǁept foƌ the eŶd of iŶŶoĐeŶĐe, the daƌkŶess of ŵaŶ͛s heaƌt, and 

the fall through the air of the true, wise friend called Piggy. 

The officer, surrounded by these noises, was moved and a little 

embarrassed. He turned away to give them time to pull themselves 

together; and waited, allowing his eyes to rest on the trim cruiser in the 

distance. 
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Personal Background 
 
William Gerald Golding was born in Cornwall, England, in 1911. 
His mother, Mildred, was a strong supporter of the British suffragette 
movement. His father, Alec, was a schoolteacher and an ardent 
advocate of rationalism, the idea that reason rather than experience 
is a necessary and reliable means through which to gain knowledge 
and understand the world. Alec’s anti-religious devotion to reason 
was the legacy of such scientific rationalists as T.H. Huxley and H.G. 
Wells. 
 
This rationalist viewpoint was not tolerant of emotionally based 
experiences, such as the fear of the dark that Golding had as a child. 
His father wielded a tremendous influence over him, and, in fact, until 
leaving for college, Golding attended the school where his father 
taught. 
 
Education 
Golding began attending Brasenose College at Oxford in 1930 and 
spent two years studying science, in deference to his father’s beliefs. 
In his third year, however, he switched to the literature program, 
following his true interests. Although his ultimate medium was fiction, 
from an early age, Golding dreamed of writing poetry. He began 
reading Tennyson at age seven and steeped himself in 
Shakespeare’s work. While still at Oxford, a volume of Golding’s 
poems was published as part of Macmillan’s Contemporary Poets 
series. Later in life, Golding dismissed this work as juvenile, but 
these poems are valuable in that they illustrate his increasing distrust 
of the rationalism he had been reared on, mocking well-known 
rationalists and their ideas. In 1935, he graduated 
from Oxford with a Bachelor of Arts in English and a diploma in 
education. 
Jobs 
From 1935 to 1939, Golding worked as a writer, actor, and producer 
with a small theater in an unfashionable part of London, paying 
his bills with a job as a social worker. He considered the theater his 
strongest literary influence, citing Greek tragedians and 
Shakespeare, rather than other novelists, as his primary influences. 
In 1939, Golding began teaching English and philosophy in Salisbury 
at Bishop Wordsworth’s School. That same year, he married Ann 
Brookfield, with whom he had two children. With the exception of 
fiveyears he spent in the Royal Navy during World War II, he remained 
in the teaching position until 1961 when he left Bishop Wordsworth’s 
School to write full time. 
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Golding died in Cornwall in 1993. 

Literary Writing 
The five years Golding spent in the navy (from 1940 to 1945) made 
an enormous impact, exposing him to the incredible cruelty and barbarity 
of which humankind is capable. Writing about his wartime experiences 
later, he asserted that “man produces evil, as a bee produces 
honey.” Long before, while in college, he had lost faith in the rationalism 
of his father with its attendant belief in the perfectibility of humankind. 
While Golding’s body of fiction utilizes a variety of storytelling 
techniques, the content frequently comes back to the problem of evil, the 
conflict between reason’s civilizing influence, and mankind’s innate 
desire for domination. 

 
Novels 
In Lord of the Flies, which was published in 1954, Golding combined 
that perception of humanity with his years of experience with 
schoolboys. Although not the first novel he wrote, Lord of the Flies was 
the first to be published after having been rejected by 21 publishers. An 
examination of the duality of savagery and civilization in humanity, 
Golding uses a pristine tropical island as a protected environment in 
which a group of marooned British schoolboys act out their worst 
impulses. The boys loyal to the ways of civilization face persecution by 
the boys indulging in their innate aggression. As such, the novel 
illustrates the failure of the rationalism espoused by Golding’s father. 
A fast, intense writer, Golding quickly followed Lord of the Flies with 
The Inheritors (1955), a depiction of how the violent, deceitful Homo 
sapiens achieved victory over the gentler Neanderthals. Although this 
novel is the one readers have the most difficulty understanding, it 
remained Golding’s favorite throughout his life. 
Pincher Martin followed in 1956. Like Lord of the Flies, it concerns 
survival after shipwreck. Navy lieutenant Christopher Martin is thrown 
from his ship during combat in World War II. He finds a rock to cling 
to, and the rest of the story is related from this vantage point, detailing 
his struggle for survival and recounting the details of his life. Golding 
uses the flashback technique of Pincher Martin more extensively 
in his next novel, Free Fall (1959). Unlike his first three novels, 
Free Fall is told with a first person narrator, an artist named Samuel 
Mountjoy. The novel takes as a model Dante’s La Vita Nuova, a 
collection of love poems interspersed with Dante’s own commentary on 
the poems. Golding uses the character Mountjoy to comment on the 
conflict between rationalism and faith. 
 
Issues of faith are addressed in The Spire (1964) as well. A fourteenth- 
century Dean of Barchester Cathedral decides that God wants 
a 400-foot-high spire added to the top of the cathedral, although the 
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cathedral’s foundation is not sufficient to hold the weight of the spire. 
The novel tells the story of the human costs of the spire’s construction 
and the lessons that the Dean learns too late. 
The Pyramid (1967) provides an examination of English social class 
within the context of a town ironically named Stilbourne. A primary 
issue in this story is music, and the novel utilizes the same structure as 
the musical form sonata. 
Golding’s next publication was a collection entitled The Scorpion 
God: Three Short Novels (1971). Each story explores the negative 
repercussions of technological progress—an idea that was in sharp 
contrast to the technology worship of the space age. One of the novellas 
had been originally published in 1956; Golding then turned the story into 
a comedic play titled The Brass Butterfly, which was first performed in 
London in 1958. 
 
Golding’s next novel, Darkness Visible, appeared in 1979. It addresses 
the interdependence of good and evil, exemplified in the two main 
characters: 
Sophy, who plots to kidnap a child for ransom, and Matty, who 
gives his life to prevent it. 
Golding’s 1984 publication, The Paper Men, was condemned by 
reviewers as his worst work, partly because the novel seemed to 
condemn literary critics. The plot concerns an elderly novelist trying to 
elude a young scholar who wants to write his biography. 
One of Golding’s most ambitious works is The Sea Trilogy, three full 
length novels that follow the emotional education and moral growth of 
an aristocratic young man named Edmund Talbot during an ocean 
voyage to Australia in 1812. Rites of Passage (1980) shows Talbot’s 
spiritual growth, Close Quarters (1987) depicts his emotional and 
aesthetic development, and Fire Down Below (1989) covers his political 
enlightenment. 
 

Other Work 

Golding’s work is not limited to fiction: He published three collections 
of essays which are often comic and expand upon or illuminate 
his novels. The Hot Gates and Other Occasional Pieces was published 
in 1966; A Moving Target appeared in 1982; and An Egyptian Journal 
followed in 1985. 
 

Honors and Awards 
Following the publication of his best-known work, Lord of the Flies, 
Golding was granted membership in the Royal Society of Literature in 
1955. Ten years later, he received the honorary designation 
Commander of the British Empire (CBE) and was knighted in 1988. His 
1980 novel Rites of Passage won the Booker Prize, a prestigious British 
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award. Golding’s greatest honor was being awarded the 1983 Nobel 
Prize for Literature. 
 

Introduction 
As all authors use their life and times as reference points in their 
works, Golding drew heavily on the social-religious-cultural-military 
ethos of his times. Lord of the Flies is an allegorical microcosm of the 
world Golding knew and participated in. The island and the boys and 
many other objects and events in the work represent Golding’s view of 
the world and humankind in general and some characteristics or values 
found in British culture specifically. 

 
Culture and Human Nature 
Significant personal life experiences shaped the author and therefore 
his work. Golding spent two years as a science student at Oxford 
University before he aborted his pursuit of science for a degree in 
English literature, his first step toward a rejection of the scientific 
rationalism espoused by his father. Having joined the British Royal Navy 
when World War II began, Golding was involved in the invasion of 
Normandy on D-Day. After his military experience, Golding was a 
schoolteacher and, for 15 years, immersed himself in reading the Greek 
classics because, according to him, “this is where the meat is.” He felt 
that Greek drama had a great influence on his work; many scholars 
agree. 
 
As a synthesis of Golding’s life experiences, Lord of the Flies 
investigates three key aspects of the human experience that form the 
basis of the themes the author wants to convey: (1) The desire for social 
and political order through parliaments, governments, and legislatures 
(represented by the platform and the conch). (2) The natural inclination 
toward evil and violence, manifested in every country’s need for a 
military (represented by the choir-boys-turned-hunters-turned-murderers 
and in the war going on in the world beyond the island); and (3) The 
belief in supernatural or divine intervention in human destiny 
(represented by the ceremonial dances and sacrifices intended to 
appease the “beast”). 
 
By juxtaposing the evil, aggressive nature of the degenerating boys 
with the proper reserve and civility of the British persona that their 
cultural background implies, Golding places the boys in a series of life 
experiences that lead some (like Jack) deeper into their depraved 
psyche, and some (like Ralph), who recognize the inclination toward evil 
in themselves, to an epiphany of self-discovery. Such an epiphany is the 
only hope for humankind to escape from itself. 
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History 
Golding wrote Lord of the Flies in 1954, less than a decade after 
World War II, when the world was in the midst of the Cold War. The 
atrocities of the Holocaust, the horrific effects of the atomic bomb, and 
the ominous threat of the Communist demon behind the Iron Curtain 
were all present in the minds of the western public and the author. This 
environment of fear combined with technology’s rapid advances act as 
a backdrop to the island experiences: the shot-down plane, for example, 
and the boys’ concern that the “Reds” might find them before the 
British do. 
 
Historically, in times of widespread socio-economic distress, the general 
public feels itself vulnerable and turns to the leader who exhibits 
the most strength or seems to offer the most protection. In Lord of the 
Flies, Jack and the hunters, who offer the luxury of meat and the 
comforts of a dictatorship, fill that role. In exchange for his protection, the 
other boys sacrifice any moral reservations they may have about his 
policies and enthusiastically persecute the boys who resist joining their 
tribe. 
 
These circumstances somewhat mirror Germany’s economic suffering, 
which paved the way for the radical politics of Adolph Hitler’s Nazism 
in the aftermath of World War I and in the worldwide depression of 
the 1930s. 
 
Based upon his wartime experiences in the British Navy, Golding 
asserted that the unlimited brutality shown by the Nazis was a capacity 
not limited to Germans or indeed to any particular group. While 
the world was horrified by news of the Nazi death camps, Golding felt 
that none of the nations was too far from committing atrocities of the 
same magnitude. According to Golding, humankind’s propensity 
toward evil and violence coupled with the “psychology of fear” motivates 
humanity to act in unconscionable ways. When the United States 
used the atomic bomb in Japan, more than 100,000 people were killed 
in three days by dropping two bombs. Overall, a total of 55 million 
people lost their lives in World War II. Such catastrophic violence and 
loss of life was clearly not lost on Golding: An atomic war causes the 
boys’ evacuation in Lord of the Flies, and the sign from the world of 
grownups that the boys so wish for turns out to be the body of a dead 
paratrooper, floating down from an aerial battle. 
 

Sociological/Ideological Concerns 
Such a fatalistic view of humanity directly conflicted with the rationalism 
on which Golding was raised. His father’s rationalist optimism 
held that humankind can be perfected with enough effort, purged of 
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aggressive or anti-social tendencies. Golding’s view is much more 
pessimistic about humankind’s true makeup; he perceived human nature 
as equal parts good and evil, permanently intertwined. Rather than 
looking to social reform to cure humanity of its cruelty, Golding felt 
that breakdown in the social order, such as occurs in Lord of the Flies, 
is directly traceable to moral meltdown at the individual’s level. 
Golding’s representation of humanity’s inherent evil is a treatment 
of the Judeo-Christian concept of original sin. When Lord of the Flies 
was published, many critics were not impressed by it because Golding 
was not part of one of the contemporary literary movements, which 
concerned themselves not with theology or mysticism but with existential 
and sociological themes. Instead Golding was a 43-year-old 
schoolteacher with a wife and children addressing classic themes of 
good and evil. 
 
As a schoolteacher, however, Golding experienced the reality of 
schoolboy behavior and tendencies, which provided him with valuable 
literary material. That reality was quite different from the picture 
painted in many children’s adventure stories, such as R. M. Ballantyne’s 
classic Victorian tale Coral Island. Coral Island exemplified certain 
assumptions about English schoolboys and British culture that Golding 
knew to be false, such as the idea that British Christian children 
were naturally virtuous and innocent. Golding wrote Lord of the Flies 
as a solemn parody of Coral Island, relocating savagery from the 
external sources such as heathens and foreigners to residency in each 
individual’s heart. 
 
Another issue Golding addressed was the western world’s post-war 
confidence in technology, another spin on the rationalist idea that 
human society can be perfected; rationalism’s anti-mystical bent is a 
part of technology worship. Included in the scientific advances of the 
first half of the twentieth century was the field of psychiatry, which 
promised to explain emotional disturbances in a logical way—a 
technology of the mind. Golding wove in references to technology’s 
influence in Lord of the Flies through Piggy, who asserts that psychiatry 
can explain away their fears and that ghosts can’t exist because if they 
did then television and streetlights wouldn’t work. While Golding’s novel 
does not prove the existence of ghosts, it does provide a complex 
commentary on the underlying fears and true demons found in humanity. 
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CHARACTER 

ANALYSES 

 
Ralph 
 
Ralph represents leadership, the properly socialized and civilized 
young man. He is attractive, charismatic, and decently intelligent. He 
demonstrates obvious common sense. Ralph is the one who conceives 
the meeting place, the fire, and the huts. He synthesizes and applies 
Piggy’s intellectualism, and he recognizes the false fears and 
superstitions as barriers to their survival. He is a diplomat and a natural 
leader. Ralph’s capacity for leadership is evident from the very beginning 
(he is the only elected leader of the boys). During the crisis caused by 
the sight of the dead paratrooper on the mountain, Ralph is able to 
proceed with both sense and caution. He works vigilantly to keep the 
group’s focus on the hope for rescue. When the time comes to 
investigate the castle rock, Ralph takes the lead alone, despite his fear 
of the so-called beast. Even in this tense moment, politeness is his 
default. 
 
When Simon mumbles that he doesn’t believe in the beast, Ralph 
“answered him politely, as if agreeing about the weather.” British culture 
is famed for civilized reserve in emotional times. By the standards 
of the society he’s left behind, Ralph is a gentleman. 
Having started with a schoolboy’s romantic attitude toward anticipated 
“adventures” on the island, Ralph eventually loses his excitement 
about their independence and longs for the comfort of the familiar. He 
indulges in images of home, recollections of the peaceful life of cereal 
and cream and children’s books he had once known. He fantasizes 
about bathing and grooming. Ralph’s earlier life had been civilized, and 
he brought to the island innocent expectations and confidence until 
certain experiences informed his naiveté and destroyed his innocence. 
As he gains experience with the assemblies, the forum for civilized 
discourse, he loses faith in them. “Don’t we love meetings?” Ralph says 
bitterly, frustrated that only a few of the boys actually follow through on 
their plans. 
 
Over time, Ralph starts to lose his power of organized thought, such 
as when he struggles to develop an agenda for the meeting but finds 
himself lost in an inarticulate maze of vague thoughts. Ralph’s loss of 
verbal ability bodes ill for the group because his authority lies in the 
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platform, the symbol of collective governance and problem solving 
where verbal communication is the primary tool. Ralph’s mental 
workings are subject to the same decay as his clothing; both are frayed 
by the rigors of the primitive life. Yet in response to the crisis of the lost 
rescue opportunity, Ralph demonstrates his capacities as a conceptual 
thinker. 
 
When “[w]ith a convulsion of the mind, Ralph discovered dirt and 
decay,” he is symbolically discovering humankind’s dark side. At the 
same time, he has learned that intellect, reason, sensitivity, and 
empathy are the tools for holding the evil at bay. Ralph’s awareness is 
evident when, realizing the difficulty of this lifestyle in contrast to his 
initial impression of its glamour, he “smiled jeeringly,” as an adult might 
look back with cynicism on the ideals held as a youth. 
 
Although he becomes worn down by the hardships and fears of 
primitive life and is gradually infected by the savagery of the other boys, 
Ralph is the only character who identifies Simon’s death as murder and 
has a realistic, unvarnished view of his participation. He feels both 
loathing and excitement over the kill he witnessed. Once Ralph becomes 
prey, he realizes that he is an outcast “Cos I had some sense”—not just 
common sense but a sense of his identity as a civilized person, a sense 
of the particular morality that had governed the boys’ culture back 
home. When Ralph encounters the officer on the beach at the end of 
the book, he is not relieved at being rescued from a certain grisly death 
but discomforted over “his filthy appearance,” an indication that his 
civility had endured his ordeal. In exchange for his innocence, he has 
gained an understanding of humankind’s natural character, an 
understanding not heretofore available to him: that evil is universally 
present in all people and requires a constant resistance by the intellect 
that was Piggy, by the mysticism and spiritualism that was Simon, and 
by the hopes and dreams that are his. 

 
Jack 
 
Jack represents evil and violence, the dark side of human nature. A 
former choirmaster and “head boy” at his school, he arrived on the 
island having experienced some success in exerting control over others 
by dominating the choir with his militaristic attitude. He is eager to 
make rules and punish those who break them, although he consistently 
breaks them himself when he needs to further his own interests. His 
main interest is hunting, an endeavor that begins with the desire for 
meat and builds to the overwhelming urge to master and kill other living 
creatures. Hunting develops the savagery that already ran close to 
his surface, making him “ape-like” as he prowls through the jungle. His 
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domain is the emotions, which rule and fuel his animal nature. 
The conflict on the island begins with Jack attempting to dominate 
the group rather than working with Ralph to benefit it. He frequently 
impugns the power of the conch, declaring that the conch rule does not 
matter on certain parts of the island. Yet he uses the conch to his 
advantage when possible, such as when he calls his own assembly to 
impeach Ralph. For him, the conch represents the rules and boundaries 
that have kept him from acting on the impulses to dominate others. Their 
entire lives in the other world, the boys had been moderated by rules set 
by society against physical aggression. On the island, however, that 
social conditioning fades rapidly from Jack’s character. He quickly loses 
interest in that world of politeness and boundaries, which is why he feels 
no compunction to keep the fire going or attend to any of the other 
responsibilities for the betterment or survival of the group. 
 
The dictator in Jack becomes dominant in his personality during 
the panic over the beast sighting on the mountain. In trying to get 
Ralph impeached, he uses his rhetorical skills to twist Ralph’s words. In 
defense, he offers to the group a rationale that “He’d never have got us 
meat,” asserting that hunting skills make for an effective leader. Jack 
assigns a high value only to those who he finds useful or agreeable to 
his views and looks to silence those who do not please him. Denouncing 
the rules of order, Jack declares, “We don’t need the conch any more. 
 
We know who ought to say things.” He dictates to his hunters that they 
forget the beast and that they stop having nightmares. 
As Jack strives to establish his leadership, he takes on the title of 
“chief ” and reinforces the illusion of station and power by using the 
other boys ceremoniously as standard bearers who raise their spears 
together and announce “The Chief has spoken.” This role is no game 
for him, though; by the night of Simon’s death, Jack has clearly gone 
power-mad, sitting at the pig roast on a large log “painted and garlanded 
. . . like an idol” while “[p]ower . . . chattered in his ear like an ape.” 
His tribe addresses him as “Chief,” indicating a form of more primitive 
tribal leadership. 
 
True to Piggy’s assertion that “It’s them that haven’t no common 
sense that make trouble on this island,” Jack takes an entirely different 
direction from logic or common sense. Perhaps acting out of some guilt 
he is unable to acknowledge, Jack becomes paranoid and begins 
feeding misinformation to his tribe, a typical practice of dictatorships to 
control the collective thinking by controlling the information that is 
disseminated. 
 
Given the thrill of “irresponsible authority” he’s experienced on the 
island, Jack’s return to civilization is conflicted. When the naval officer 
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asks who is in charge, Jack starts to step forward to challenge Ralph’s 
claim of leadership but is stopped perhaps by the recognition that now 
the old rules will be enforced. 

 
Piggy 
 
Piggy is the intellectual with poor eyesight, a weight problem, and 
asthma. He is the most physically vulnerable of all the boys, despite his 
greater intelligence. Piggy represents the rational world. By frequently 
quoting his aunt, he also provides the only female voice. 
Piggy’s intellect benefits the group only through Ralph; he acts as 
Ralph’s advisor. He cannot be the leader himself because he lacks 
leadership qualities and has no rapport with the other boys. Piggy also 
relies too heavily on the power of social convention. He believes that 
holding the conch gives him the right to be heard. He believes that 
upholding social conventions get results. 
 
As the brainy representative of civilization, Piggy asserts that 
“Life . . . is scientific.” Ever the pragmatist, Piggy complains, “What 
good’re your doing talking like that?” when Ralph brings up the highly 
charged issue of Simon’s death at their hands. Piggy tries to keep life 
scientific despite the incident, “searching for a formula” to explain the 
death. He asserts that the assault on Simon was justifiable because 
Simon asked for it by inexplicably crawling out of the forest into the 
ring. 
 
Piggy is so intent on preserving some remnant of civilization on the 
island that he assumes improbably enough that Jack’s raiders have 
attacked Ralph’s group so that they can get the conch when of course 
they have come for fire. Even up to the moment of his death, Piggy’s 
perspective does not shift in response to the reality of their situation. 
He can’t think as others think or value what they value. Because his 
eminently intellectual approach to life is modeled on the attitudes and 
rules of the authoritative adult world, he thinks everyone should share 
his values and attitudes as a matter of course. Speaking of the deaths of 
Simon and the littlun with the birthmark, he asks “What’s grownups 
goin’ to think?” as if he is not so much mourning the boys’ deaths as he 
is mourning the loss of values, ethics, discipline, and decorum that 
caused those deaths. 

 
Simon 
 
Simon’s role as an artistic, religious visionary is established not only 
by his hidden place of meditation but also by the description of his eyes: 
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“so bright they had deceived Ralph into thinking him delightfully gay 
and wicked.” While Piggy has the glasses—one symbol of vision and 
truth—Simon has bright eyes, a symbol of another kind of vision and 
truth. 
 
Simon is different from the other boys not only due to his physical 
frailty, manifested in his fainting spells, but also in his consistently 
expressed concern for the more vulnerable boys. Littluns follow him, 
and he picks choice fruit for them from spots they can’t reach, a saintly 
or Christ-like image. He stands up for Piggy and helps him get his 
glasses back when Jack knocks them off his head, another allusion to 
Simon’s visionary bent. In addition, he has a secret place in the jungle, 
where he spends time alone. 
 
Simon’s loner tendencies make the other boys think he’s odd, but, 
for the reader, Simon’s credibility as a mystic is established when he 
prophesies to Ralph “You’ll get back to where you came from.” Simon 
reaches an abstract understanding of mankind’s latent evil nature and 
unthinking urge to dominate as “mankind’s essential illness.” When 
Simon tries to visualize what the beast might look like, “there arose 
before his inward sight the picture of a human at once heroic and 
sick”—Golding’s vision of humanity as flawed by inherent depravity. 
Golding gives this knowledge to an outsider like Simon to reflect the 
place visionaries or mystics typically hold in society: on the fringes, little 
understood by the majority, and often feared or disregarded. Like 
other mystics, Simon asks questions the other boys cannot answer. His 
questions to them, “What’s the dirtiest thing there is?” and “What else 
is there to do?” require both abstract thought and courageous action to 
answer. 
 
In contrast to Piggy and Ralph’s equating adulthood with knowledge 
and higher understanding, Simon sees the darker side of knowledge. 
For him, the staked sow’s eyes are “dim with the infinite cynicism 
of adult life,” a view of adults not defined by the civilized politeness and 
capability the boys imagine. Yet Simon soldiers on in his quest to 
discover the identity of the beast on the mountaintop because he sees 
the need for the boys to face their fears, to understand the true identity 
of the false beast on the mountain, and to get on with the business of 
facing the beast within themselves. 
 
By courageously seeking to confront the figure on the mountaintop, 
Simon fulfills his destiny of revelation. He doesn’t get to share his 
revelation with the other boys because they are not ready to accept or 
understand it. Instead he dies as a result of being made the scapegoat 
for the boys’ unshakeable fear. When Simon’s body is carried off by the 
tide, covered in the jellyfish-like phosphorescent creatures who have 
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come in with the tide, Golding shifts the focus from Simon’s body’s 
movements to the much larger progressions of the sun, moon, and earth 
because Simon represented a knowledge as fundamental as the 
elements. 
 

Samneric 
 
Samneric (Sam and Eric) represent totally civilized and socialized 
persons. As identical twins, they have always been a group, albeit the 
smallest of groups, but a group nevertheless. They know no other way 
than to submit to the collective identity and will. They are initially 
devoted to rescue but easily overwhelmed by the ferocity of tribe. They 
represent the well-intentioned members of general public who play by 
the rules of whoever is in charge. They are easily intimidated by Jack 
and abandon their fire-tending duties at his command. Seeing Ralph’s 
rage at the resultant loss of a rescue opportunity, Samneric mock him 
once they are alone, despite the fact that their desertion of duty caused 
his anger and the loss of possible rescue. On a realistic, perhaps 
human, level, they may laugh to dispel their guilt or because their 
childish perspective has already allowed them to forget the loss they 
caused or because their priority is merely to avoid punishment. On the 
symbolic level, however, laughter is a totally social act. 
 
After the horror of Simon’s death, in which they participate, they 
fear for their own lives because they have remained loyal to Ralph. As 
Ralph’s group plans to approach Jack’s tribe, Samneric want to paint 
themselves like tribe members, hoping for mercy through assimilation. 
When the twins are captured by the tribe, Samneric “protested out of 
the heart of civilization” but abandon their loyalty to that civilization 
to avoid punishment, betraying Ralph out of concern for their own 
welfare. Their return to civilization will be fairly easy because they look 
only to appease whoever is in charge. 

 
Roger 
 
Roger represents the sadist, the individual who enjoys hurting others. 
His evil motives are different from Jack’s, who pursues leadership 
and stature and enjoys the thrill of the hunt. Roger just likes to hurt 
people. He is described in Chapter 1 as a boy “who kept to himself with 
avoidance and secrecy.” His secret is that he is, in some ways, more evil 
than even Jack. All his life, Roger has been conditioned to leash or mask 
his impulses. The “irresponsible authority” of Jack’s reign offers him the 
chance to unleash his innate cruelty. Initially, in a mean-spirited prank, 
Roger throws rocks at the unsuspecting littlun, Henry, but he throws 
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them so that they miss, surrounded as Henry is by “the protection of 
parents and school and policeman and the law. Roger’s arm was 
conditioned by . . . civilization.” Once he joins Jack’s tribe, he has lost 
that conditioning and eventually kills Piggy with one boulder, which was 
not intended to miss. 
 
Roger carves out a distinct niche in the tribe as the hangman, the 
torturer who plays a key role in all dictatorships, and relishes the role 
of a killer. From his point of view on top of Castle Rock, “Ralph was a 
shock of hair and Piggy a bag of fat”—not other human beings. Mentally 
dehumanizing those not in his group frees Roger from the restraints 
of decency, an effect he feels as “a sense of delirious abandonment” 
when he releases the rock to kill Piggy. 

 
Major Themes in the Novel 
 
Lord of the Flies was driven by Golding’s consideration of human 
evil, a complex topic that involves an examination not only of human 
nature but also the causes, effects, and manifestations of evil. It 
demands also a close observation of the methods or ideologies 
humankind uses to combat evil and whether those methods are 
effective. Golding addresses these topics through the intricate allegory 
of his novel. 
 

The Problem of Evil 
 
When Lord of the Flies was first released in 1954, Golding described 
the novel’s theme in a publicity questionnaire as “an attempt to trace 
the defects of society back to the defects of human nature.” In his 1982 
essay A Moving Target, he stated simply “The theme of Lord of the Flies 
is grief, sheer grief, grief, grief.” The novel ends of course with Ralph 
grieving the indelible mark of evil in each person’s heart, an evil he 
scarcely suspected existed before witnessing its effects on his friends 
and supporters. The former schoolboys sought unthinkingly to dominate 
others who were not of their group. They discovered within themselves 
the urge to inflict pain and enjoyed the accompanying rush of power. 
When confronted with a choice between reason’s civilizing influence 
and animality’s self-indulgent savagery, they choose to abandon the 
values of the civilization that Ralph represents. 
 
This same choice is made constantly all over the world, all throughout 
history—the source of the grief Golding sought to convey. He places 
supposedly innocent schoolboys in the protected environment of an 
uninhabited tropical island to illustrate the point that savagery is not 
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confined to certain people in particular environments but exists in 
everyone as a stain on, if not a dominator of, the nobler side of human 
nature. Golding depicts the smallest boys acting out, in innocence, the 
same cruel desire for mastery shown by Jack and his tribe while hunting 
pigs and, later, Ralph. The adults waging the war that marooned 
the boys on the island are also enacting the desire to rule others. 
Ironically, by giving rein to their urge to dominate, the boys find 
themselves in the grip of a force they can neither understand nor 
acknowledge. The Lord of the Flies tells Simon “Fancy thinking the 
Beast was something you could hunt and kill!” and then laughs at the 
boys’ efforts to externalize their savagery in the form of an animal or 
other fearsome creature. Simon has the revelation that evil isn’t simply 
a component of human nature, but an active element that seeks 
expression. 
 

Contemporary Outlets for Violence 
 
Most societies set up mechanisms to channel aggressive impulses 
into productive enterprises or projects. On the island, Jack’s hunters are 
successful in providing meat for the group because they tap into their 
innate ability to commit violence. To the extent that this violence is a 
reasoned response to the group’s needs (for example, to feed for the 
population), it produces positive effects and outcomes. However, when 
the violence becomes the motivator and the desired outcome lacks 
social or moral value beyond itself, as it does with the hunters, at that 
point the violence becomes evil, savage, and diabolical. 
 
Violence continues to exist in modern society and is institutionalized 
in the military and politics. Golding develops this theme by having 
his characters establish a democratic assembly, which is greatly 
affected by the verbal violence of Jack’s power-plays, and an army of 
hunters, which ultimately forms a small military dictatorship. The boys’ 
assemblies are likened to both ends of the social or civil spectrum, from 
pre-verbal tribe gatherings to modern governmental institutions, 
indicating that while the forum for politics has changed over the 
millennia, the dynamic remains the same. Consider the emotional basis 
of the boys’ choice of leaders: Initially they vote for Ralph not because 
he has demonstrated leadership skills but because of his charisma and 
arbitrary possession of the conch. Later they desert him—and the 
reasoned democracy he promotes—to join Jack’s tribe because Jack’s 
way of life, with the war paint and ritualized dance, seems like more fun. 
Choosing Jack’s “fun” tribe indicates a dangerous level of emotionally 
based self-indulgence. By relying on emotion to decide the island’s 
political format, the boys open themselves up to the possibility of 
violence because violence lies in the domain of emotion. 
Yet Jack’s mentality on a larger scale is not fun and games but warfare, 

202



 

a concept made clear at the end: When Ralph encounters the officer 
on the beach, he notices first not the officer’s face but his uniform 
and revolver, which are the markings of the officer’s tribe. The 
decorative elements of his uniform symbolize his war paint. His ship will 
be enacting the same sort of manhunt for his enemy that Jack’s tribe 
conducts for Ralph. 

 
The Effect of Fear 
 
Golding addresses the effects of fear on the individual and on a 
group. For individuals, fear distorts reality such as when Samneric’s 
terror at spotting the dead paratrooper magnifies their experience from 
merely seeing movement and hearing the parachute to being actively 
chased down the mountain as they flee. When the other boys hear 
Samneric’s tale, the group dynamic of fear comes into play. The boys do 
not band together to overcome this fearful situation through unity but 
allow their own worst impulses to surface and dominate, fragmenting 
into opposing groups and killing one of their own in a frenzy of fear and 
savagery. 
 

Speech and Silence 
 
Golding gives a more subtle treatment to the theme concerning 
speech’s role in civilization. He repeatedly represents verbal 
communication as the sole property of civilization while savagery is non-
verbal, or silent. Despite the animal noises in the jungle, as an entity, the 
jungle emanates a silence even the hunter Jack finds intimidating. In fact 
all the boys find silence threatening; they become agitated when a 
speaker holding the conch in assembly falls silent. 
The conch plays a key role in this theme because it symbolizes not 
only to the power to speak during assembly but also the power of 
speech, an ability that separates humans from animals. Following the 
death of Piggy and destruction of the conch, “the silence was complete” 
as if Piggy provided the last bastion of human intellect—or humanity 
itself—on the island. 
 
Verbal communication is crucial to the development of abstract 
thought. “If only one had time to think!” Ralph laments. Civilization 
provides institutions where the individuals can devote themselves to 
mental activities. Simon created such a place in his hidden spot in the 
jungle. He found silence necessary to contemplate his vision of the 
beast. 
 
He was the only boy to understand the true identity of the much-feared 
beast and the only boy to whom the Lord of the Flies speaks. To bring 
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about that conversation, the sow’s head had to break the ultimate 
silence of death. Golding may depict silence as tremendously 
threatening because death does signify absolute silence, and the end of 
all hope. While the conch’s symbolic power remained alive to the boys, 
there was hope that they could continue with their small society 
peacefully and productively. With the loss of regulated discourse came 
the end of Ralph’s humane influence on the boys. 

 
Concept, Identity, and Manifestations of 
the Beast 
 
Golding uses the boys’ fear of a mythical beast to illustrate their 
assumption that evil arises from external forces rather than from 
themselves. This fearsome beast initially takes form in their imaginations 
as a snake-type animal that disguises itself as jungle vines; later, they 
consider the possibility of a creature that rises from the sea or the more 
nebulous entity of a ghost. When they spot the dead paratrooper who 
has landed on the mountain, the boys feel sure that they have proof of a 
beast’s existence. In fact a beast does roam the island, but not in the 
form the boys imagine. 

 
Concept 
Golding wanted to illustrate in this novel the dark side of human 
nature and make the point that each member of humankind has this 
dark side. The boys conceptualize the source of all their worst impulses 
as a beast, some sort of actual animal or possibly supernatural creature 
inhabiting the island. Yet all along the boys take on the persona of the 
beast when they act on their animal impulses. There is no external 
beast. 

 
Identity 
Golding conveys the beast’s identity through the literal actions of 
Jack and his tribe and through the abstract concept conveyed in Simon’s 
vision. Simon’s revelation about the beast comes upon him after he 
witnesses the sow’s death and beheading. As an observer instead of a 
participant, Simon is able to comprehend the brutality of the act. The 
sow’s head becomes covered with flies, creatures that lack the capacity 
to feel compassion for or empathy with the dead sow, occupied entirely 
by their need to eat and multiply. That compassion is one of the key 
dividers between humanity and animality; tellingly, Jack lacks 
compassion for the littluns and the vulnerable Piggy. Soon his hunters 
lose their compassion as well, seeking only to hunt meat and increase 
the numbers of their tribe or kill those who will not join. 
When Simon hallucinates that the staked head is speaking to him, 
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his perception of the other boys as the island’s true threat is confirmed. 
The Lord of the Flies confirms that “You knew, didn’t you? I’m part of 
you? Close, close, close! I’m the reason why it’s no go? Why things are 
what they are?” 
 
Note that the literal translation of the Greek word Beelzebub, a term 
used for the Judeo-Christian idea of Satan, is “lord of the flies,” and flies 
feast on dead animals and excrement. When Simon asks the assembly 
“What’s the dirtiest thing there is?” he looks for the answer “evil” but 
also included in that answer is decay and death. Ironically, Jack’s 
excretory answer is partially correct. 
 
Jack provides more insight into the beast’s identity when he asserts 
that “The beast is a hunter,” unwittingly implicating himself as part of 
the problem, a source of the boys’ fears. His lust for power and authority 
causes him to commit and encourage savage acts against his own 
kind—an accurate measure of his depravity. Sitting in front of his tribe, 
“Power . . . chattered in his ear like an ape.” The figurative devil on his 
shoulder is his own animality, looking to master other creatures. 
Golding pairs the devolution of Jack’s character with Simon’s 
hallucinatory revelation to paint a complete picture of humankind’s dark 
side—that which the boys call “the beast.” 
 
Manifestations 
 
Part of Golding’s intent was to demonstrate that the evil is not 
restricted to specific populations or situations. On the island, the beast 
is manifest in the deadly tribal dances, war paint, and the manhunt; in 
the outside world that same lust for power and control plays out as a 
nuclear war. Prior to the war, some of the boys, such as the perpetually 
victimized Piggy, experienced the brutality of others on the playground, 
an environment often idealized as the joyous site of a carefree 
childhood. 
 
Within civilized society the beast expresses itself in various ways: 
through acceptable venues such as the military; in unacceptable forms 
such as madness or criminality, which carries punitive repercussions; or 
concealed in the maneuvers of politics and other nonviolent power 
plays. In Lord of the Flies Golding illustrates that evil is present in 
everyone and everywhere; humankind’s work lies not in the impossible 
mission of eradicating it but in the struggle to keep it from becoming the 
dominant force in our lives. 
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                        Review 
 
Q&A 
 
1. What does the conch symbolize? 
a. Jack’s desire to hunt freely 
b. eventual return to England 
c. civilized discourse 
 
2. When Roger sharpens a stick at both ends in preparation for Ralph’s 
capture, what is it for? 
 
3. What do Piggy’s glasses symbolize? 
a. intellectualism 
b. success at building shelters 
c. mystical visions 
 
4. What was the sow doing when Jack and his hunters attacked her? 
 

Identify the Quote 
 
1. 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 
why it’s no go? Why things are what they are? 
 
2. This is our island. It’s a good island. Until the grown-ups come to fetch 
us we’ll have fun. 
 
3. I agree with Ralph. We’ve got to have rules and obey them. After all, 
we’re not savages . . . we’ve got to do the right things. 
 
4. Things are breaking up. I don’t understand why. We began well; we 
were happy . . . Then people started getting frightened. 
 
5. What I mean is . . . maybe it’s [the beast] only us. 
 
6. You’ll get back to where you came from. 
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Essay Questions 
 
1. In Chapter 5, Golding writes, “In a moment the platform was full of 
arguing, gesticulating shadows. To Ralph, seated, this seemed the 
breaking up of sanity.” How is sanity defined? How does this novel 
contribute to an understanding of sanity and of madness? What are 
some other instances of madness in the novel? 
 
2. Explain Piggy’s point of view when he responds, “Course there aren’t 
[ghosts] . . . ‘Cos things wouldn’t make sense. Houses an’ streets, an’— 
TV—they wouldn’t work” (Chapter 5). What does Piggy mean when he 
says that technology couldn’t function if a supernatural beings existed? 
 
3. Ralph says in Chapter 12 “there was that indefinable connection 
between himself and Jack; who therefore would never let him alone; 
never.” What is that connection? How does it develop and what does it 
signify? 
 
4. When Simon sees the Lord of the Flies, Golding writes that his “gaze 
was held by that ancient inescapable recognition” (Chapter 8). What 
recognition is Golding referring to? 
 
5. Why does Simon’s role as a visionary make him an outcast in the 
group? What other visionaries have been outcasts in their societies? 
 
6. How does Golding use color to link Jack with the Lord of the Flies? 
Are there other instances of Golding using color to link characters or 
provide symbolism? 
 
7. In Chapter 11, when Ralph announces that he’s calling an assembly, 
he is greeted with silence. How do silence and speech function in this 
novel, and why is silence so threatening to the boys? 
 
8. In Chapter 3, Piggy asks the boys “How can you expect to be rescued 
if you don’t put first things first and act proper?” What does Piggy mean 
by “act proper?” Why does he feel acting properly will bring them 
success in being rescued? Contrast this sentiment to the actual reason a 
rescue ship spots their smoke signal. 
 
9. Who or what is being described with this phrase: “There was the 
brilliant world of hunting, tactics, fierce exhilaration, skill, and there was 
the world of longing and baffled common-sense” (Chapter 4)? How do 
the two worlds represent facets of humanity? 
 
10. Describe some of the ways the vision of a human “at once heroic 
and sick” 
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(Chapter 6) is represented in the novel and within the larger context of 
history as well. Does Golding prescribe a remedy for the “sickness”? 
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