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			Lord of the Flies

			William Golding (1911–1993) was born in Cornwall, England, and educated at Oxford University. His first book, Poems, was published in 1934. Following a stint in the Royal Navy and other activities during and after World War II, Golding wrote his first novel, Lord of the Flies (1954), while teaching school. Many novels followed, including The Inheritors (1955), Pincher Martin (1956), Free Fall (1959), and The Spire (1964), as well as a play, The Brass Butterfly (1958), and a collection of shorter works, The Hot Gates and Other Occasional Pieces (1965). He received the James Tait Black Prize for Darkness Visible (1979) and the Booker Prize for Rites of Passage (1980). In 1983, he was awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature “for his novels which, with the perspicuity of realistic narrative art and the diversity and universality of myth, illuminate the human condition in the world of today.” He was awarded the title Companion of Literature by the Royal Society of Literature in 1983 and was knighted by Queen Elizabeth II in 1988. William Golding died in June 1993 and is buried in Holy Trinity churchyard in Bowerchalke, Wiltshire, in England.

			Lois Lowry is the two-time Newbery Medal–winning author of Number the Stars, The Giver Quartet, and numerous other books for young adults.

			Rachel Greenwald Smith is a professor of English at Saint Louis University. She is the author of On Compromise: Art, Politics, and the Fate of an American Ideal and Affect and American Literature in the Age of Neoliberalism. She is the editor of American Literature in Transition: 2000–2010 and, with Mitchum Huehls, Neoliberalism and Contemporary Literary Culture. Her work has been supported by fellowships from MacDowell and the American Council of Learned Societies.

			Jennifer Buehler is an associate professor of English education at Saint Louis University and the author of Teaching Reading with YA Literature: Complex Texts, Complex Lives, published by the National Council of Teachers of English (NCTE). She served as president of the Assembly on Literature for Adolescents of NCTE (ALAN) in 2016.

			E. M. Forster (1879–1970) is an English writer best remembered for his novels A Passage to India, Howards End, and A Room with a View.

			E. L. Epstein (1931–2012) is a literary scholar and book editor who published the first American paperback edition of Lord of the Flies in 1959.
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			For my mother and father

		

	
		
			Foreword

			Lord of the Flies was published in 1954, the year that I turned seventeen, and I read it not long after. I was in the habit then (as I still am today) of finding, in each book I read, the fictional character with whom I identified—the one with whom I would travel, as it were, throughout the book’s journey. I came to Lord of the Flies with no prior knowledge; it was like entering a room full of strangers, being introduced to them, trying to perceive which ones might become friends. Which one might be my best friend. Which one was most like me.

			If you are new to this book, as I was then, you will meet Ralph right up front. I felt a kinship with Ralph right away, even before I knew his name. He is the first character introduced in chapter one, and for a few pages he is called only by his description: “the fair boy.” I could relate to that. I was also a “fair” one…which I took to mean blond…and, though I wouldn’t have thought this through at the time, while reading, I was also “fair”…I played fair. I followed the rules. It seemed that Ralph did, too. Yes, Ralph: Now, by the fourth page, he had a name. And very soon thereafter, he began to have a personality, and it was one that I found likable; he had a sense of humor, chortling with laughter as he blew farting sounds into the conch to amuse his awkward, overweight companion. And then—yes, this appealed to me greatly—he took charge. He organized things, established order, made rules, saw to everyone’s well-being, and, with very little opposition, was chosen to be chief. Me? I was a follower, always, not a leader; but I secretly yearned to be the kind of kid who would be chosen as chief.

			Next you will meet Piggy. Piggy made me squirm a little with discomfort. I sympathized with him; he was clearly bright, and well-intentioned, but too needy, I thought. And in some ways he was uncomfortably like the parts of me that I thought needed changing. No, I wasn’t overweight, like Piggy, nor asthmatic, and I didn’t wear thick glasses. But I was skinny and had recently had the braces removed from my teeth; and, too, like Piggy, I was something of an outsider, always. In the previous four years I had attended four different schools and the process of learning to fit in was too familiar to me; now, at just-turned-seventeen, I was suddenly a very young student in a very large university. I felt as bewildered and vulnerable as Piggy and disliked him for that reason—because he revealed too much about my own self.

			As for Jack? It was clear to me right off that Jack Merridew was not to be trusted; for one thing, the black cloak he wore gave me the creeps. And he was described as ugly, with a “crumpled and freckled” face and eyes that could turn angry.

			If Jack was scary, and Piggy was pitiful, what about Simon? You may not notice Simon at first. I myself found that there was an intriguing but mysterious quality to Simon, who seemed so quiet—something of a loner, as I was, and still am—and who had, without any explanation, fainted briefly and then revived with a smile. What was up with Simon? I could tell he was probably someone worth paying attention to. But no, I had chosen Ralph. I stuck with Ralph. Ralph was my guy.

			And oh my: The island was my place. As a twelve-year-old, living then in Tokyo, I had seen a romantic film called Blue Lagoon in which two children marooned on a lush desert island grow up in paradise and—surprise!—fall in love. (Hollywood was to do a misbegotten remake of this later. What I had seen, though, was the original British film.) Five years later I was still awash in the memory of that idyllic location, and here it was again, in Lord of the Flies: the waterfalls and butterflies, the endless edible fruit, the soft sand, the clear blue ponds, and the pink cliffs. I settled in comfortably. I was in a New England college dorm room in winter, but I might have been smeared with sunscreen and lying on a towel; it felt that luxurious, that comfortable.

			Until.

			I have not been as jolted, before or since, by a shift in a book’s tone. By the ominous awareness that things are going to turn very, very bad. Thinking about it now, I try to identify (as sometimes readers of The Giver have written and told me the exact moment when) the passage that first brought me up short, that made me think: Whoa. It happens early. It happens when Jack, he of the crumpled face and angry eyes, fails to kill a piglet.

			He snatched his knife out of the sheath and slammed it into a tree trunk. Next time there would be no mercy.

			Of course. A piglet would eventually die.

			And others would, as well. No mercy.

			As the boys in the book deteriorated further and further into chaos and violence, I began to notice Simon more and more. Furtive, quiet, he seemed to be trying to alert my guy, Ralph…and by extension, me, the reader…to something. “Maybe there is a beast,” Simon suggested. “What I mean is…maybe it’s only us.”

			“We could be sort of…”

			Sort of what?

			Beasts? All of us?

			* * *

			Today’s young readers, inundated as they have been recently by violent apocalyptic books, probably cannot imagine the effect William Golding’s novel had on the innocent and introspective girl that I was then. Looking down from my dormitory room window onto a campus dominated by fraternities with their obscure, occasionally cruel, rituals, Golding’s fable began to take on a more complicated meaning for me. I was shocked. Stunned.

			And rereading it today, more than sixty years later, in the midst of political debates and global saber rattling, I still am. I no longer identify with Ralph and his helpless attempts at order and civility. I no longer even pity Piggy, clutching his broken “specs” and blindly following the nearest leader. I have little sympathy now for the smallest boys—the “littluns”—who march and prance behind whoever promises most. I can still muster up a little hatred for Jack Merridew, the soulless dictator, as he sharpens a stick at both ends in anticipation of impaling his next victim.

			I am left with only one character whom I loathe, and will always. He appears only briefly—I leave you to find him on your own—and he above all the others makes me question what is representative of civilization: a spotless uniform, a dignified posture, and a set of elaborate rules? How dare he?

			But as for the children, I find myself if not forgiving them, at least despairing that circumstances led them to such a hell. I see all of them too often today—posturing for the cameras. And my heart goes out now to Simon, who knew, who tried to say, of the Beast: “It’s only us” and no one would listen.

			Lois Lowry

		

	
		
			Introduction

			In March 2020, after my child’s school closed and the college classes I taught moved online, I made a weekly schedule for our family. Each of us had a column that stretched through the hours of each day. The idea was to see when each of us was occupied, so we could plan who would be working and who would be with our six-year-old child, making sure she ate, completed her schoolwork, and went outside. Looking at our columns, each striped with multiple obligations, I could see immediately that this was not going to work. And I recognized that, of all households confronting the reality of pandemic lockdown, we were among the most comfortable in our basic structural circumstances. Two working adults with jobs that could be done remotely. A strong internet connection. A sustainable income. And despite all those things, our situation was still impossible.

			Even though I was an adult and my problems were indisputably adult problems, I felt like an abandoned child. Where were the grownups? Where were the people who would provide heated tents for outdoor schools, who would install filtration systems in our buildings, who would help us organize into smaller social units that could remain safe while offering shared resources and the social support we all desperately needed?

			With time, the acute phase of the pandemic passed, but the feeling that the grownups were missing remained. Everywhere there was evidence of their absence. Extreme weather events were growing more common, but there was no plan to address the human drivers of climate change. Wars and genocides raged and no one stopped them. Major institutions were deprived of resources, workers fired, funding cut, and there was no way to restore them.

			So when, rereading Lord of the Flies in 2025, I encountered Piggy’s woeful plea, “Aren’t there any grownups at all?” I immediately felt as if I had found a voice. While my personal circumstances were nothing like his—I sat in a comfortable overstuffed chair in a climate-controlled house, while he scrambled uncomfortably through heavy vegetation, his glasses slipping down his nose—I, too, felt that no one was taking seriously the fact that we seemed to be left to make do without any help. And I, like Piggy, fantasized that these imaginary grownups, bearers of rationality, might someday return and restore order.

			Though it was clear I was meant to identify with Ralph, the charismatic and brave protagonist of the novel, I was convinced, as I read the opening chapters of Lord of the Flies, that Piggy, the grownup-obsessed, rule-following nerd, should be the book’s hero. I identified so strongly with Piggy that I disregarded a conspicuous problem with his positions: All the other characters in the novel ignored Piggy’s constant invocation of grownups. The very thing that made me identify with Piggy—the feeling that no one was listening to reason—should have alerted me to the naivety of his position.

			One of the things that makes Lord of the Flies so devastating is its treatment of Piggy and the position that he represents. The novel produces a desperate craving for rational authority figures—grownups—to show up and fix the crises afflicting the boys on the island. But the novel thwarts this craving, demonstrating the futility of Piggy’s pleas. By insisting that the grownups are not coming, that the boys are truly alone to fend for themselves, the novel asks a version of a question that has been asked at least since the birth of modern political theory: If unconstrained by existing social structures, how would we humans conduct ourselves? What is life like without grownups?

			* * *

			When Piggy and Ralph meet in the opening pages of Lord of the Flies, the sudden freedom from authority figures thrills Ralph. “No grownups!” he exclaims, standing on his head in the sand. Ralph’s immediate disposition reflects one of the novel’s most important source texts, the nineteenth-century adventure novel The Coral Island, by R. M. Ballantyne.[*1] As in Lord of the Flies, the boys of The Coral Island find themselves alone on an island without grownups. But unlike Lord of the Flies, The Coral Island depicts the boys enjoying their time away from adults, cooperating with one another to survive. Danger comes not in the form of one another, but in the island’s Indigenous inhabitants. In classically racist fashion, The Coral Island sees civilization as the domain of the white colonialist Europeans and savagery as the domain of nonwhite, non-European people. Lord of the Flies deliberately undoes this binary, suggesting that British boys are capable of the kind of violence once associated with racial others.[*2]

			Though it has the setup of a classic adventure story, the atmosphere of Lord of the Flies is immediately threatening. Piggy is the first to see the boys’ situation as one of abandonment, not liberation:

			“They’re all dead,” said Piggy, “an’ this is an island. Nobody don’t know we’re here. Your dad don’t know, nobody don’t know—”

			His lips quivered and the spectacles were dimmed with mist.

			“We may stay here till we die.” (8)

			Piggy’s sense of foreboding echoes the cynical perspective of seventeenth-century philosopher Thomas Hobbes. “Without a common Power to keep them all in awe,” Hobbes writes, people “are in that condition which is called Warre.” The consequence of this war “of every man against every man” is the absence of nearly every human achievement:

			In such condition, there is no place for Industry…no Culture of the Earth; no Navigation…no commodious Building…no Knowledge of the face of the Earth; no account of Time; no Arts; no Letters; no Society; and which is worst of all, continuall feare, and danger of violent death; And the life of man, solitary, poore, nasty, brutish, and short.[*3]

			Taken on its surface, Lord of the Flies seems to support Hobbes’s argument. Without grownups, the boys fall into a state of war. Each boy is afraid of every other. Alliances, when they occur, are provisional and motivated only by the need for security. So we might see Piggy as being correct from the start. Having required the protection of adults throughout his childhood (he has needed glasses since he was three and he cannot move quickly without triggering an asthmatic attack), Piggy is most keenly aware of what kind of condition awaits the boys without grownups as “a common Power to keep them all in awe.” Without this power, all that is left is war. And the consequences of that war are not only exposure to violence, but the loss of technology, engineering, science, arts, literature, and even the basic existence of society itself.

			But what to make of the crucial description of Piggy’s glasses as he recognizes the dire situation the boys are in? Why are we told that his “spectacles were dimmed with mist”? Piggy’s glasses fog from humidity or tears, from his external condition on a tropical island, or from his internal condition of panic and grief. But Piggy’s glasses are also used as a symbol of foresight throughout Lord of the Flies.[*4] Piggy, more than any other boy, seems capable of clear judgment. His glasses are used symbolically in the novel to emphasize the importance of his vision: They are the source of fire, the boys’ only means of communication with the outside world. So how are we to read this moment, when he seems to see the future so clearly, as a moment when the novel tells us his vision is obscured? What doesn’t Piggy see?

			* * *

			Piggy’s vision is so clouded by the urgency of his experience that he doesn’t see that the very grownups he invokes as sources of law and order are themselves agents of destruction. In this way, his perspective is like that of many readers of Lord of the Flies, who, consumed by the plot of the boys on the island, forget the reason they are there in the first place. We learn in the book’s opening pages that the airport from which the boys have just taken off because of a wartime evacuation was destroyed by an atom bomb. The world of the grownups is even more dangerous than the one the boys create themselves.

			Lord of the Flies is told from a third-person omniscient perspective that roves from point of view to point of view, sometimes reporting on events that no one in the novel can perceive.[*5] This narrative perspective allows the novel to establish the centrality of the war to its plot while emphasizing the war’s relative invisibility to the children. Midway through the novel, after the boys fall asleep, a “sliver of moon” rises over the horizon that the boys do not see. The scene continues with a description of events that are not available to the boys’ perception:

			There were other lights in the sky, that moved fast, winked, or went out, though not even a faint popping came down from the battle fought at ten miles’ height. But a sign came down from the world of grownups, though at the time there was no child awake to read it. There was a sudden bright explosion and a 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. (91)

			“Not even a faint popping came down,” and “there was no child awake to read it”: The narration focuses on the obscurity of the war. All the same, the plot of the novel is dependent upon this “sign…from the world of grownups.” The sign is the corpse of a paratrooper, evidence of the outcome of the grownups’ social order: needless violence and death. The movement of the dead paratrooper’s parachute, trapped atop the island’s highest mountain, provokes the boys’ fear and, in turn, makes them eager to arm themselves against a phantom enemy. They accept the same perverse lie that produces war in the world of the grownups: the belief that violence can lead to security.

			Lord of the Flies documents how tempting this lie can be. Beginning with Ralph’s conviction that his father, an officer in the Navy, will rescue them, the fact that the grownups are associated with war encourages—rather than calls into question—the boys’ view that the world of adults is an orderly world. This is emphasized in the end of the novel, when Golding describes the uniform of a naval officer. The officer wears “a white-topped cap, and above the green shade of the peak was a crown, an anchor, gold foliage.” He has “white drill, epaulettes, a revolver, a row of gilt buttons down the front of a uniform.”

			But lest we think that the formality of official warfare is preferable to the chaos of the violence of the boys on the island, we should remember that when we meet him, Jack, the child who will usher in much of this chaos, is the closest thing the island has to a grownup. As head choir boy, he leads “a party of boys, marching approximately in step in two parallel lines.” The boys, like the naval officer, wear ornate uniforms: “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.” Jack himself is first introduced as “the boy who controlled them” and asks to be called by his last name, Merridew, suggesting that first names are “kids’ names.” Soon, however, Jack determines that his choir boys will be the island’s hunters. And at that moment, they transform. They discard their uniforms. Jack begins to wield a large knife. The guise of order quickly dissolves, revealing a mob of boys, eager to kill. This suggests that the formality of the grownups’ uniforms too masks the raw reality of war—the way it mobilizes the hunger of the hunt.

			As the boys descend into chaos, Piggy often begs them to stop, chastising them with threats of future reprimands with his refrain, “What’s grownups going to think?” But Piggy’s ideal grownups are nothing like the real grownups in the novel. Piggy imagines grownups as older, more powerful versions of himself: rational, careful figures of good judgment whose rules are based in a concern for mutual safety and thriving. While Piggy sees the grownups as offering the promise of order and peace, the grownups themselves suggest that Piggy’s view is a fantasy.

			Lord of the Flies was written in the immediate aftermath of World War II, when Golding was in a state of profound social disillusionment. While before the war he believed in the potential for wide-ranging social change, his experience during the war, and especially the revelations of Nazi crimes that followed, made him rethink the optimism of his early years. “Here was this highly civilized race of people who were doing…impossible things,” he said of the Nazis. “That really changed my view of what people were capable of, and therefore what human nature was.”[*6] Golding’s vision of human nature is not only Hobbesian; it is based on the structure of fascism. For Hobbes, the dangerous chaos associated with humanity’s “condition of mere nature” can be controlled by a strong authority figure—a sovereign—who gives shape and structure to human society.[*7] But fascist dictators including Mussolini and Hitler encouraged violence as a means for consolidating power. As Umberto Eco writes, under fascism “life is permanent warfare.”[*8] Whereas Hobbes envisions a choice between obedience to a sovereign on the one hand or exposure to violence on the other, fascism relied upon a combination of totalitarian rule and a climate of terror.[*9] In Lord of the Flies we see the influence of fascism on the novel’s social vision: There is no easy distinction between law and chaos; rationality and violence. Instead, markers of authority—such as the “grownup” trappings of uniforms and hierarchical roles—mask practices that amount to destruction for destruction’s sake.[*10]

			* * *

			Readers often approach Lord of the Flies as revealing the truth of human nature. And this reflects Golding’s stated intention for the novel. “Even if we start with a clean slate like these boys,” Golding famously wrote in a letter to publishers explaining his aim in the novel, “our nature compels us to make a muck of it.”[*11] It makes sense that Golding would believe this in the early 1950s, having just lived through an age of mass killing that remains unprecedented. There were over twenty million military deaths in World War II and over eleven million people exterminated in the Holocaust. Overall, it is estimated that over seventy million people died during the war. And with the atomic bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki and the beginning of the Cold War between the U.S. and the USSR, full-scale nuclear war, which would kill millions more, possibly everyone left on the planet, felt not only possible, but likely.

			Given this historical context, what if we read Lord of the Flies not as a record of human nature, but as an artifact of what it felt like to imagine the possibilities for human survival during a period of unfathomable atrocities? If we do so, we can look to it to offer insight into how, precisely, those atrocities took hold. Reading the rise of Jack and his hunters as a parable for the rise of fascism can offer opportunities to reflect on how indiscriminate violence can offer a seductive form of pleasure. Reading the characters who attempt to resist Jack’s power—Ralph, Piggy, and Simon—in this way can offer both models for resistance and examples of how some attempts to resist might fail. By contrast, reading Jack and his reign as a mere artifact of human nature would cause a reader to miss the opportunity to learn about how fascism functions. In short, if we are aware of the historical circumstances for Golding’s beliefs about human nature, we contemporary readers need not take his conclusion as our own. Instead, we can read the novel as an urgent provocation to find other ways of relating to one another, especially in moments of crisis.

			In May 2025, a tornado tore through the north portion of St. Louis, Missouri, the city where I live, destroying houses, parks, businesses, and schools in the city’s predominately Black, working-class neighborhoods. The city’s residents pled for help from any authorities they could—from federal and state agencies to private insurance companies—and were rightfully angry when no help came, or when it came too late, or when it was insufficient. But even as they waged this necessary battle, no one waited for grownups to come to their rescue. Seasoned in the experience of neglect by major institutions, the residents of north St. Louis knew from the moment they heard the tornado approaching, unwarned by the sirens that never sounded, that no one was coming.

			Instead, community organizations and individuals came together immediately to clear debris and cover roofs with tarps. People housed their neighbors who were displaced. Residents from all over the city converged in the places where the damage was the worst. They brought food, water, and supplies. Those who experienced catastrophic losses from the tornado needed more than this. They needed help from the federal, state, and local governments. And slowly, some—not enough—help did arrive. But in the early weeks when there were no grownups, there were still structures of support.

			In an essay about the media coverage of Hurricane Katrina, Rebecca Solnit discusses the danger of assuming that in the absence of strict controls society will dissolve into chaos.[*12] She observes that in the aftermath of the hurricane “the belief that a Hobbesian war of all-against-all had broken loose justified treating the place as a crime zone or even a hostile country rather than a place in which grandmothers and toddlers were stranded in hideous conditions, desperately in need of food, water, shelter and medical attention.” This was despite the fact that “the majority in Katrina took care of each other, went to great lengths to rescue each other…and were generally humane and resourceful.” The stakes are high for believing that when the social order is disrupted, people often can and do help one another.

			We live in a time of serial crises. As these crises pile up, we are becoming more aware that the grownups aren’t coming. Lord of the Flies is a crucial text for us now, because it lays bare the conditions that create social chaos and a general climate of fear, conditions that it is essential we learn to avoid before they take hold.

			Jack, with his terrifying combination of dictatorial power and hunger for sheer destruction, was an apt figure for European fascism when Golding wrote the novel in the early 1950s. Today, Jacks are ascendant across the globe. It is striking how frequently the opposition to such leaders is reminiscent of Piggy’s insistence on the need to obey an absent authority. In the face of shameless illegality and corruption, the opposition invokes laws that have been discarded, institutions that have been destroyed, and rights that have been trampled. The reaction by the Jacks of the world is often the same as that of the boys on the island: Who cares?

			Lord of the Flies is among the most taught novels in the United States. Hundreds of thousands of students read it every year, and many come away from the novel believing that Golding was correct: that the novel depicts human nature. But it will not help us in our current circumstances to believe that the crises we experience are inevitable. And, crucially, Lord of the Flies offers us more than such a reductive conclusion. In Jack, it gives us a powerful illustration of the most dangerous kind of hierarchical power: the kind that comes in the guise of a choir leader but that craves immediate pleasures of all kinds, including the spilling of blood. And, in the fate of Piggy, it demonstrates the dangers of believing that the only way to challenge that kind of power is with appeals to existing authorities.

			The rest is up to us. Just as we can’t wait for grownups to rescue us, we can’t assume that our most treasured stories, even the wisest ones, can tell us how to respond to the crises of our present. But we can engage in the human activity that is most needed in the scenario of Lord of the Flies, something that is as much a part of human nature and history as the pursuit of pleasure and power: care. We can do what we need to do in each moment to care for one another and to build new structures of survival. As the scholar M. E. O’Brien argues, recognizing that existing social structures are not serving us should not be a reason for dread toward the future nor nostalgia for the past. Instead, what is needed is “a call on every one of us to imagine, to debate, to think about what social forms could foster lives worth living.”[*13] We need narratives like Lord of the Flies to show us how dire the consequences can be if we neglect this demand to care for one another. And we need to think beyond what Lord of the Flies gives us to build a society that might offer us what the novel shows is urgently necessary: one that provides safety and support for everyone, especially the most vulnerable among us.

			Rachel Greenwald Smith
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				The Sound of the Shell

			
			The 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 minute!”

			The undergrowth at the side of the scar was shaken and a multitude of raindrops fell pattering.

			“Wait a minute,” the voice said. “I got caught 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 can’t hardly move with all these creeper things.”

			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.

			“Where’s the man with the megaphone?”

			The fair boy shook his head.

			“This is an island. At least I think it’s an island. That’s a reef out in the sea. Perhaps there aren’t any grownups anywhere.”

			The fat boy looked startled.

			“There was that pilot. But he wasn’t in the passenger cabin, he was up in front.”

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

			“All them other kids,” the fat boy went on. “Some of them must have got out. They must have, mustn’t they?”

			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.

			“Aren’t there any grownups at all?”

			“I don’t think 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 grownups!”

			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 must have flown off after he dropped us. He couldn’t land here. Not in a plane with wheels.”

			“We was attacked!”

			“He’ll be back all right.”

			The fat boy shook his head.

			“When we was coming down I looked through one of them windows. I saw the other part of the plane. There were flames coming out of it.”

			He looked up and down the scar.

			“And this is what the cabin done.”

			The fair boy reached out and touched the jagged end of a trunk. For a moment he looked interested.

			“What happened to it?” he asked. “Where’s it got to now?”

			“That storm dragged it out to sea. It wasn’t half dangerous with all them tree trunks falling. There must have been some kids still in it.”

			He hesitated for a moment, then spoke again.

			“What’s your name?”

			“Ralph.”

			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 expect there’s a lot more of us scattered about. You haven’t seen any others, have you?”

			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.

			“My auntie told me not to run,” he explained, “on account of my asthma.”

			“Ass-mar?”

			“That’s right. Can’t catch my breath. I was the only boy in our school what had asthma,” said the fat boy with a touch of pride. “And I’ve been wearing specs since I was three.”

			He took off his glasses and held them out to Ralph, blinking and smiling, and then started to wipe them against his grubby wind-breaker. 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.

			“Them fruit.”

			He glanced round the scar.

			“Them fruit,” he said, “I expect—”

			He put on his glasses, waded away from Ralph, and crouched down among the tangled foliage.

			“I’ll be out again in just a minute—”

			Ralph disentangled himself cautiously and stole away through the branches. In a few seconds the fat boy’s grunts were behind him 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.

			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 and the water was a thin stick, endless apparently, for to Ralph’s 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.

			“Ralph—”

			The fat boy lowered himself over the terrace and sat down carefully, using the edge as a seat.

			“I’m sorry I been such a time. Them fruit—”

			He wiped his glasses and adjusted them on his button nose. The frame had made a deep, pink “V” on the bridge. He looked critically at Ralph’s golden body and then down at his own clothes. He laid a hand on the end of a zipper that extended down his chest.

			“My auntie—”

			Then he opened the zipper with decision and pulled the whole wind-breaker over his head.

			“There!”

			Ralph looked at him sidelong and said nothing.

			“I expect we’ll want to know all their names,” said the fat boy, “and make a list. We ought to have a meeting.”

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

			“I don’t care what they call me,” he said confidentially, “so long as they don’t call me what they used to call me at school.”

			Ralph was faintly interested.

			“What was that?”

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

			He whispered.

			“They used to call me ‘Piggy.’ ”

			Ralph shrieked with laughter. He jumped up.

			“Piggy! Piggy!”

			“Ralph—please!”

			Piggy clasped his hands in apprehension.

			“I said I didn’t
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