


For my mother and father

CHAPTER ONE : Chapter 1

* ! Xoms on cuaa ceolt

The Sound Of the Shell o WKOAbHBLI ceumep

.
. B aTOM mipennoxe-

The boy with fair hair lowered himself . Huu Past Perfect

down the last few feet of rock and began to . 0003HauaeT Aeii-

pick his way toward the lagoon. Though he . CTBHC, TIPOMBOTIIE/-
1Ie€ paHee KaKoro-

had taken off his school sweater! and trailed * TO MOMEHTa B TIpo-

it now from one hand, his grey shirt stuck . yom (do onucsisae-
to him and his hair was plastered to his « moco momenma), cm.
forehead. All round him the long scar smashed - ['PaMmatnyeckuit

into the jungle was a bath of heat. He was . ClIPaBOYHNK (Icy42.

. 2 -
clambering heavily among the creepers and . On c mpydom npo

« bupaacsa cpeou 6vio-
9 . . .
broken trunks? when a bird, a vision of red * wixen pacmenuil u

and yellow, flashed upwards with a witch-like « yogaiennsix cmeo.nos
cry; and this cry was echoed by another. . Past Continuous
“Hil” it said. “Wait a minute!” + OTIVCHIBACT CLICHY B

The undergrowth at the side of the scar . TPOLLIOM B Havaie
was shaken and a multitude of raindrops fell . ?%ngTBOBaHm’ oM
patterlng. . ) ) . * Komopoil Ha
“Wait a minute,” the voice said. “I got * MeHoseHue cdeaan

caught up.” : 0ICYH2AU NOXOHCUMU
The fair boy stopped and jerked his stock- « na oxkpecmunocmu

ings with an automatic gesture that made < Jondona.

the jungle seem for a moment like the Home . 52 CKa3yeMbIM made

. « CJIEMYET KOHCTPYK-
Counties?®. . ey apy

. in. 9 't hardly - LS CA0JICHOE DON0A-

The voice spoke again. can ardly « yenue ¢ unduruTy-

move with all these creeper things.” * BOM Seem 6e3 4acTu-
The owner of the voice came backing out - 1l 70, cm. I'C 56.

of the undergrowth? so that twigs scratched - * 3adom 6vi1es us nod-
on a greasy wind-breaker. The naked crooks - #¢¢¥¢
CM. TakKe mociesn-

of his knees were plump, caught and scratched .
+ Hee MPeUIoKeHHE

by thorns. He bent down, removed the thorns * a63aua: He came

carefully, and turned around. He was short- * forward, searching
er than the fair boy and very fat. He came . out safe lodgments for
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his feet — On waenyn
8nepéo, evibupas,
Kyoa nocmagumsp
noey. [lpuyactus Ha-
CTOSIIIETO BPEMEHU
backing v searching ¢
3aBUCUMBIMU CJIOBa-
MM cJiyat 06cTos1-
TeJIbCTBAaMM oOpa3a
nevictust, cm. I'C 15.
> Haeepno, 30ecb Hu-
20e Hem 63pOCAbIX.
31ech UCIOIb3yeTCs
KOHCTPYKLUS there
is/are c OTpULIAHUEM,
cm. I'C 55.

B orpumnaresHOM
TPENIOKEeHUH YII0-
TpebsieTcs any B
3HAUYEHUU KAKOU-HU-
0y0b, CK0AbKO-HUOYOb
(B repeBojie OIycKa-
€TCs1) U €ro MPOU3BO-
NHOE anywhere — ede-
HUOYOb, TICPEBOIUTCS
Hueode, cm. I'C 5.

¢ Bce ocmanavhbie
pebsima ... Hexomo-
pble U3 HUX, 00AHCHO
Obimb, 6bLOpaaucy.
Ckopee 6cezo, npas-
oa?

B HeOpexxHol peun
them 4JacTo ymo-
TpeOIIsieTCs] BMECTO
OMpenenéHHOro ap-
TUKJIA the.
MonanbHblit T1aroa
must ¢ neppeKTHbIM
UHOUHUTUBOM have
got out BbIpaxaeT
TIPENITOIOXKEHNE,
TpaHUyvaIiee c yBe-
PEHHOCTBIO, O BO3-

4

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. Per-
haps 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 place
with wheels.”

“We was attacked!”

“He’ll be back all right.”

The fat boy shook his head.
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“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 scat-
tered 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 ex-
plained, “on account of my asthma.”

“Ass-mar?”
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MOXHOCTH I€MUCTBUS
B npo1uiom, cMm. ['C
25, 53.

Tpetbe npenoxe-
HHE — 3TO pa3nesu-
TEJIbHBII BOMPOC, O
TUTaX BOMPOCOB CM.
Ircs9.

7 KaK mocHo Goaee
HenpuHyHcOEHHO
3aech ynorpeobJsier-
CsI CpaBHUTEIbHAS
KOHCTPYKIIUS as ... as
¢ HapeuueM casually,
cm. I'C 13.

8 ucnoanueweecs nce-
AaHue

[Tpuyacrtue npo-
LIe/IIEero BpeMEH!
realized crout niepen
CYLLIECTBUTEIbHBIM
ambition n gBAsIETCS
€ro OIpeeNIECHUEM,
cMm. I'C 16.

° On, Hasepno, yae-
mea nocae mozo, Kax
evicaou nac. On ne
Moe 3dech cecnib.
MonanbHBbIi TJIarox
must ¢ IepHEeKTHBIM
UHOUHUTUBOM have
flown BbIpaxkaet
MPEArnoIoXKeHUE,
rpaHuyaiiiee ¢ yBe-
PEHHOCTbIO, O BO3-
MOXHOCTH AEHCTBUS
B nipo1iom, cM. ['C
25, 53.

MopanbHblii raron
could c orpuiaHEeM
0003HaYaeT OTCYT-
CTBHE BO3MOXHOCTU
BBITIOJIHUTD IE-
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CTBHE B TIPOIILJIOM,
cm. I'C 23.

10 Koeda mot chuca-
AUCH, 51 cMompen 8
OKHO.

B npemioxenun
BbIpaXkeHbI ABa UTU-
TEJIbHBIX IEUCTBUSI.
B nprunarounom
MpeITOKEHUN, Ha-
YMHAIOLIEMCSI C CO-
103a when, BpeMeHeM
Past Continuous BbI-
paXKeHo JIUTEbHOE
neicTBue (cHuxica-
AUCD), TIPOXOIMBIIIEE
B TO K€ BpeMsI B ITPO-
LIIJIOM, YTO U Ipyroe
nevictBue (cmompen),
cum. I'C 39. B1o
NIPyroe AeucTBue
BbIpaXkeHO BpeMe-
HeM Past Simple,

a He Past Continu-
ous, BO3MOXHO, B
CHITY JIEKCUYECKOTO
3HAYECHMS TJIaroyia
look, BeIpakaroiero
NIEACTBHE HEKOTOPOI
NpoTsiKEHHOCTU. B
obpazoBaHuu (op-
mbl Past Continuous
MaJIbYUK JejIaeT
rpaMMaTUIECKYIO
OLIMOKY — yIoTpe-
OJISIET was BMECTO
were. B peun aTOro
MnepcoHaxa MHOTO
OLIMOOK.

' U3 neeo evipoviea-
A40Cb naams.
bykBanbHO: bbLio
naams, evipvleasuie-
ecs u3 Heeo. 31ech

6
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“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.!8”

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

“ Can’t catch my breath! — TpyzHO ABILIATS.
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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 moun-
tain lake—Dblue 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, al-
most 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
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HCITOJTb3YeTCsT KOH-
CTpyKIUs there is/are
B Past Simple, cm.
I'Css.

ITpuyactue HacTOsI-
LIETO0 BPEMEHU com-
ing ¢ 3aBUCUMbBIMU
cJIOBaMU o0Opasyer
MPUYACTHBI 000pOT,
CITyXKallluii Onpee-
JIEHUEM CYIIIECTBU -
TeabHOTO flames, cMm.
rcis.

12 9mo caed om camo-
aéma.

B npunarounom
TIPETOXKEHNH YIT0-
TpeoJIsieTCsT BpeMst
Present Perfect,
KOTOpOe 0003HavYaeT
NIECTBUE B IIPO-
LIUIOM, pe3yJIbTaT
KOTOPOTO BaXeH B
HacToseM. B He-
OpeXHOIi peun BCro-
MOTaTeTbHBIN T1aros
has onymieH, cm. ['C
41.

13 koeda nadaau ece
amu depeews.

VY cyniectBUTENIEHOTO
trunks nBa orpeaese-
HUs1. OTHO CTOMT Ie-
peIl HUM U BBIPAXKEHO
CYIIECTBUTETHHBIM
tree (tree trunks —
CMB0AbL 0epesbes).
DTO TUIIUYHOE TS
AHIJIMIACKOTO SI3bIKa
CJIOBOCOYETAHME U3
NIBYX CYIIIECTBUTEITb-
HBIX O€3 TIPe/IoToB,
TepPBOE M3 KOTOPBIX
SIBJISIETCS OTIpe/iee-

7
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HHEM KO BTOPOMY,
cp. stone wall — ka-
MeHHas cmeua, uni-
versity library — ou-
bauomexa yHusepcu-
mema. B couetanus
3TOTO TUIA MOXET
BXOJUTb HE TOJIBKO
IIBa, HO Tak:Ke TP

U 1aKe YEThIpe Cy-
LLIECTBUTEIbHBIX,
TPY 3TOM TJIABHBIM
(orpeensieMbiM
CJIOBOM) BCer/a sIB-
JIIeTCs MoceaHee,

a TIpeIIeCTBYIOIINE
cJIoBa — OIpeesie-
HUS, cp. south ocean
fauna — gayna xnc-
HbIX MOpell, university
library book — kHuea
U3 yHUBEpCUMemcKoll
oubauomexu, heart
trouble treatment rec-
ommendations — pe-
KOMEHIAIIUH 10 Jie-
YEHUIO 3200JIeBaHUIA
cepana. CyuiecTBu-
TeJIbHBIe-OTpeIesie-
HUS YIIOTPEOISIOTCS,
yalie BCero, B eMH-
CTBEHHOM YHCJIE,
Jaxe ecjau UMeeTCsl
B BUJLy HECKOJIBKO
npeameToB. Bropoe
orpesieJieHUe cyle-
CTBUTEJILHOTO frunks
CTOWT TIOCJIe HETO,
9TO MpaBoe orpene-
JIeHUe, BhIpaXKeHHOE
MPUYACTUEM HACTO-
SIIeTO BpeMeHU fall-
ing, cm. I'C 15.

8
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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.””
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Ralph shrieked with laughter. He jumped
up.

“Piggy! Piggy!”

“Ralph—please!”

Piggy clasped his hands in apprehension.

“I said I didn’t want—"

“Piggy! Piggy!”

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.

“Sche-aa-ow!”

He dived in the sand at Piggy’s feet and
lay there laughing.

“Piggy!”

Piggy grinned reluctantly, pleased despite
himself at even this much recognition?:.

“So long as you don’t tell the others—”

Ralph giggled into the sand. The expres-
sion of pain and concentration returned to
Piggy’s face.

“Half a sec’.”

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 ter-
race 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 per-
haps twenty feet they fell and dried, form-
ing a criss-cross pattern of trunks, very
convenient to sit on. The palms that still
stood made a green roof, covered on the
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4 Hagepno, 6 ném 6cé
ewé OvLau pebama.
31ech UCTIOIb3YETCs
KOHCTPYKLIMS C there
C MOJAJIbHBIM IJIaro-
oM must, cMm. I'C 55.
Must ¢ nepdexT-
HBIM MH(OUHUTHBOM
have been Bbipaxaet
[IPEIITIOJIOXKEHHUE,
rpaHpyJailee ¢ yBe-
PEHHOCTBIO, O BO3-
MOXHOCTH I€MUCTBUS
B npouioM, cMm. ['C
25, 53.

15 ycoaa, Koeda e2o
cnpocam, Kak e2o
308ym

ITocte miarona wait-
ed ynotpe0iisieTcst
MacCUBHbIN MHGU-
HUTUB f0 be asked,
cMm. I'C 53.

16 Tymaro, mym no-
6C100y MHO20 HAWIUX.
31ech UCTIOJB3Y-
€TCSI KOHCTPYKIIUS
there is/are, cm. I'C
55. Kak u B Ipyrux
MeCTax, MaJIb4yuK Je-
JIaeT OLIMOKY — yIo-
TPeOJISIeT is BMECTO
are B KOHCTPYKIIUH
there is/are c o-
CIIEAYIOIIMM MHOXeE-
CTBEHHBIM YHCIIOM.
'7 Tot nurozo 6oavue
He eudea, a?

DTO0 pa3neauTesb-
HBbIi1 Boripoc, cMm. ['C
18 B HéM ynotpebJisi-
eTcs BpeMs Present
Perfect, koTopoe
0003HayaeT aeu-
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CTBUE B ITPOIILTIOM,
pe3yJIbTaT KOTOPOTO
Ba)XCH B HACTOSIILIEM,
cm. I'C41.

'8 U s nowy ouku ¢
mpéx aem.

3aech yrorpeonsi-
ercs BpeMst Present
Perfect Continuous
IU1s1 0003HAUYEHUS
JUTATEJIBHOTO JIE -
CTBUsI, HAYaBIIIETOCS
B TIPOIIIOM M TTPO-
JIOJIXKABILIETOCST IO
HaCTOSIIIETO BpeMe-
HU, cm. I'C 44,

19 On cnsa ouxu u
npomsanya ux Paaovghy,
Mopeas u yavlbasco,

a nomom Ha4aa npo-
mupamo ux
IMocnenoBaresb-
HOCTb JEUCTBUI B
MPOIILJIOM BhIpaXkeHa
BpemeHeM Past Sim-
ple, cm. I'C 35.
[MpuuacTtus HacTOS-
mero BpemeHu blink-
ing v smiling IBNSIIOT-
cs1 00CTOSITETbCTBA -
MM 00pasa neicTBUS,
cm. I'C 15.

20 OHIl
MecrtoumeHue these
3aMellaeT paHee
YIOTPEOJIEHHOE CI10-
BOcoueTaHue palm
trees BMECTO MECTOU -
MeHUsI they.

2l mo mym, mo mam
PazeopoueHHas Kop-
HAMU ynaguux oepe-
6bee, Ha Hell 6aAA1UCH

10

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 000000000 00000000000 0000000000 000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0o

underside with a quivering tangle of reflec-
tions 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 gran-
ite at the further end. Ralph had been de-
ceived 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 incred-
ible 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
bath3!.

Piggy appeared again, sat on the rocky
ledge, and watched Ralph’s green and white
body enviously.

“You can’t half swim.”

“Piggy' ”»
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Piggy took off his shoes and socks,
ranged them carefully on the ledge, and
tested the water with one toe.

“It’s hot!”

“What did you expect?”

“I didn’t expect nothing3?. My auntie—”

“Sucks to your auntie*!”

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.

“Aren’t you going to swim?3%”

Piggy shook his head.

“TI can’t swim. I wasn’t allowed. My
asthma—”

“Sucks to your ass-mar!”

Piggy bore this with a sort of humble
patience. “You can’t half swim well.”

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 could swim when I was five. Daddy
taught me. He’s a commander in the Navy.
When he gets leave he’ll come and rescue
us®t. What’s your father?”

Piggy flushed suddenly.

“My dad’s dead,” he said quickly, “and
my mum—"

* Sucks to your auntie! — Ha ¢ur tBoM0 TéTymKY!
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CHUIOWUEe KOKOCHL U
POCHKU NAAbM.
[puvactus npoien-
LIETO BpEMEHMU forn

u scattered c 3aBUCH-
MBIMU CJIOBaMU 00-
pasyloT NpUYacTHbIE
000pOTHI, CITyKallue
oTpeieTICHUSIMM
CYIIECTBUTEILHOTO
grass, cm. I'C 16.
[Tpuyactue Ha-
CTOSIIIIETO BpEMEHU
decaying cTouT nepen
CYLIECTBUTEIbHBIM
coconuts v SIBJISIETCS
€ro OIpeeNICHUEM,
cm. I'C 15.

22 onepuuc 00noli py-
Koll 0 cepblii cmeon
DTO HE3aBUCUMBIi1
000pOT C CYILIECTBU-
TeJIbHBIM, cp. She

sat on the porch, the
light of the lamp on
her face. 3ToT 060POT
SIBJISIETCST OOCTOSI-
TeJbCTBOM OOpasa
NENCTBUA.

2 croavzauue no e2o
Koxce.

[Ipuyactue HacTos1-
ero Bpemenu sliding
C 3aBUCUMBIMU CJIO-
BaMU 00pasyeT Mpu-
YacTHBIN 000pOT,
CIIy>KalllMii OTIpene-
JIEHUEM CYILECTBU-
TeJIbHOTO shadows,
cm. I'C 15.

% On 6bL1 docma-
mouno Goavuoil, dee-
Haduamo ¢ AuwHUM,
umo0vL nyxaotii dent-

11
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CKUIL HCUBOMUK ycnea
nooobpamocs; HO
noka ne 00Cmamo4no
boabuoil, umoovL 6
HEM ew€ He owywa-
A4acCb HEA0BKOCHb NO0-
pocmika.
[TepdexTHBIN MH-
(GUHUTUB fo have

lost ynorpeoiisieTcst
1OCJIE TIPUJIaraTe/ib-
Horo old + enough

1 0003HAyYaeT nei-
CTBUE, TIPOU3O0IIET -
111e€e paHbllIe Aeii-
CTBUS CKa3yeMoro.
ITocne Broporo
enough NCToJb3yeTcst
KOHCTPYKIIUS for +
cyuwecmeumenvroe/
mecmoumenue + un-
¢unumue c nepdekT-
HBIM UHOUHUTHUBOM
to have made, cM.
IrcCs3.

2 GbIHYHCOCHHDILI,
HaKoHeu, nogepums 6
PeaabHoCms 0Cmpoea
I1puuactue npoien-
11Iero BpeMeHU forced
C 3aBUCHMBIMU CJI0-
BaMu o0Opa3yeT Npu-
YaCTHbI 000POT,
CIIy>Kallui orpeze-
JICHEM MECTOMME-
Hus he, cm. I'C 16.
OnpeneauTebHbIe
000pOThI, 0Opa30-
BaHHbBIE TIPUYACTH-
SIMU TIPOIIIEIIIETO
BpeMeH!, KakK Tpa-
BWJIO CTOSIILME B Ha-
yaJie IpeIIoXKEeHNs],
4acTO UMEIOT JOIOJ~
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He took off his glasses and looked vain-
ly for something with which to clean them.

“I used to live with my auntie. She kept
a candy store. I used to get ever so many
candies. As many as I liked. When’ll your
dad rescue us?”

“Soon as he can®.”

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.

“How does he know we’re here?”

Ralph lolled in the water. Sleep enveloped
him like the swathing mirages that were
wrestling with the brilliance of the lagoon.

“How does he know we’re here?”

Because, thought Ralph, because, be-
cause. The roar from the reef became very
distant.

“They’d tell him at the airport.”

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

“Not them. Didn’t you hear what the
pilot said? About the atom bomb? They’re
all dead.”

Ralph pulled himself out of the water,
stood facing Piggy, and considered this
unusual problem.

Piggy persisted.

“This an island, isn’t it?3¢”

“I climbed a rock,” said Ralph slowly,
“and I think this is an island.”

“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—"
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His lips quivered and the spectacles were
dimmed with mist.

“We may stay here till we die®.”

With that word the heat seemed to in-
crease® till it became a threatening weight
and the lagoon attacked them with a blind-
ing effulgence.

“Get my clothes,” muttered Ralph. “Along
there.”

He trotted through the sand, enduring
the sun’s enmity, 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 lit-
tle cliff that fronted the lagoon; and the
tangled reflections quivered over him.

Presently he spoke.

“We got to find the others. We got to do
something*!.”

Ralph said nothing. Here was a coral
island. Protected from the sun, ignoring
Piggy’s ill-omened talk, he dreamed pleas-
antly.

Piggy insisted.

“How many of us are there?”

Ralph came forward and stood by Piggy.

“I don’t know.”

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
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HUTEJIbHOE 3HAUCHUE
00CTOSITETHCTRA.
DTOT 060POT, XOTS
OH CTOWT B CEpeanHe
MpeIOXEeHUsI, TaK
K€ UMEEeT JOTOTHU-
TeJIbHOE 3HAUYEHME
00CTOSATEILCTBA
TIPUIUHBI.

% Ham caedyem
ycmpoums coGpanue.
MoaanbHbI# T1aro
ought to BbIpaKkaeT
COBET, XeJaTelb-
HOCTb I€MCTBUSI, CM.
Irc3l.

27 Mue 6cé paeHno, Kax
oHu Gyoym Hazvieamo
MeHs, ... NOKa OHU

He Oyoym Hasvieams
MeHsA mak, Kax 36a1u
6 wiKoe.

CJI0XHBIM COI030M
as long as BBOIUTCS
TIPUIATOYHOE TIPe-
JIOXKEHNEe BpeMeHH,
B KOTOPOM Oyny1iiee
NIEVICTBUE BbIpaXa-
ercs Present Simple,
cm. I'C 34.
Koncrpykuus used
fo 0003HAYAET CUTY-
allnio B MPOIILJIOM,
KOTOpast He coxpa-
HWJIACh 10 HACTOSI-
LIETO BPEMEHH, CM.
rcai.

2 npomue éoau do-
60.4bHbLIL 0ajice Maxo-
MY NpUHaHuio.
[Mpuuacrtue npo-
HIeIIIeT0 BpeMEeH!
pleased ¢ 3aBucH-
MBIMHM CJIOBaMU 00-
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pasyeT Mpu4acTHBIA
obopoT, ciyxKalui
orpeneeHUeM UMe-
HU COOCTBEHHOTO
Piggy, cm. I'C 16.
OnpenenutebHbIe
000pOTHI, 0Opa3o-
BaHHBIC TIPUYACTH~
SIMU TIPOILICIIIETO
BpEMEHU, Kak Ipa-
BWJIO CTOSIIIINE B Ha-
yajie MpenIoXeHusI,
4acTO UMEIOT JIOTOJ-
HUTEJIbHOE 3HAUeHUe
00CTOSITENIbCTRA.
BDTOT 000POT, CTOSI-
LU B KOHLIE Mpel-
JIOXKEHUSI, TaK XKe
WMEET JTOTOTHUTEb-
HOe 3HaYeHne 00CTO-
SITEJIbCTBA TPUYUHBI,
CM. TaKXXe KOM. 25.

» ITouebt 6bL10 HeOo-
cmamo4mo, ¥moowt
OHU noopocau

[Tocne enough uc-
MOJIb3yeTCsS] KOH-
CTpyKLus for + cyue-
cmeumenvHoe/mecmo-
umeHue + uHguHuUmMuUS
C UH(PUHUTUBOM [0
grow, cMm. I'C 53.

3 Paavgh do smozo
Yyorce oomanyacs Ka-
Jcywetics eayounou
3a600u Ha bepezy

u npubauxcaics K
23moil, 20moebwlil K
Pazo4aposanuio.

B Hauase npeioxe-
HUST UCTIONTb3YEeTCS
dopma cTpamateib-
Horo 3ajiora Past
Perfect, o6o3Hauaio-
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on Ralph’s face were reversed; green above,
bright below from the lagoon. A blur of
sunlight was crawling across his hair.

“We got to do something.”

Ralph looked through him. Here at last
was the imagined but never fully realized
place leaping into real life. Ralph’s lips
parted in a delighted smile and Piggy, tak-
ing this smile to himself as a mark of rec-
ognition, laughed with pleasure.

“If it really is an island—”

“What’s that?”

Ralph had stopped smiling and was
pointing into the lagoon*®. Something creamy
lay among the ferny weeds.

“A stone.”

“No. A shell.”

Suddenly Piggy was a-bubble with deco-
rous excitement.

“S’right. It’s a shell! I seen one like that
before. On someone’s back wall. A conch he
called it. He used to blow it and then his
mum would come#t. It’s ever so valuable—"

Near to Ralph’s elbow a palm sapling
leaned out over the lagoon. 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.

“Careful! You’ll break it—”

“Shut up.”

Ralph spoke absently. The shell was in-
teresting 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
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sapling, bending, pushed the shell across the
weeds. Ralph used one hand as a fulerum
and pressed down with the other till the
shell rose, dripping, and Piggy could make
a grab.

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 buy one, you’d 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.

“—mooed like a cow,” he said. “He had
some white stones too, an’ a bird cage with
a green parrot. He didn’t blow the white
stones, of course, an’ he said—”"

Piggy paused for breath and stroked the
glistening thing that lay in Ralph’s hands.

“Ralph!”

Ralph looked up.

“We can use this to call the others. Have
a meeting. They’ll come when they hear
us*—” He beamed at Ralph. “That was what
you meant, didn’t you? That’s why you got
the conch out of the water?”

Ralph pushed back his fair hair.

“How did your friend blow the conch?”

“He kind of spat,” said Piggy. “My
auntie wouldn’t let me blow on account of
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IIeTO AEWCTBUE, TPO-
M30IIeNIIee paHee
KaKOTro-TO MOMEHTa
B TIpo1ioM (do onu-
Cbl8aAEMO20 MOMEH-
ma), cm. I'C 42.
MecTtoumMeHue one
3aMellaeT paHee
ynoTpebdJEHHOE Cy-
LIECTBUTENBHOE pool,
YTOOBI U30EXKAaTh €ro
TTOBTOPEHUS, CM.
rcia.

[Mpuyactue HacTos1-
1IETO BPEMEHU pre-
paring c 3aBUCUMBI-
MU CJIOBaMU 00pa3y-
€T MPUYACTHBII 000-
PpOT, BBIPpAXAIOIIUN
COTMYTCTBYIOLIUE
00CTOSITENILCTBA, CM.
rcis.

Y npuuacrus prepar-
ing eCTb IOTOJIHE-
HMe, BEIpaKeHHOE
MacCUBHBIM UHbU-
HUTUBOM fo be disap-
pointed, cm. T'C 53.

3! on Kax Ovt naaean 6
02pOMHOIL 8aHHe.
MonanbHblii TJ1aroa
might ¢ meppeKTHO-
MPOJIOKEHHBIM
UH(GUHUTUBOM have
been swimming Bblpa-
>KaeT TPEeAroIoKe-
HME O BO3MOXHOCTH
NEeWCTBUST, HaYaBIIIe-
TOCSI B TIPOIIIJIOM U
TIPOJIOJKABIIIETOCS
10 KaKOTO-TO OTIpe-
NeIEHHOTO MOMEHTa,
cm. I'C 24, 53.
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32 S nuuezo ne oxncu-
daa.

B orpuiarebHOM
MpeIIOXKEeHUU BMe-
CTO nothing MaJIbuuK
TOJIKEH ObLT cKa3aTh
anything, Tak KaK B
AHTJIMIICKOM SI3bIKe
B TIPEIUTOXKEHUY HC-
OJIB3YETCS TOJBKO
OIHO OTPHIIAHUE.

3 Paszee mot ne coou-
paewscs nonaasams ?
KoHcTpykuwsi fo be
going fo BbIpaxaeT
HaMmepeHue, cm. ['C
37.

3 Koeda on noaywum
YBOAbHUMEAbHYIO, OH
npuedem u cnacém
Hac.

B npunarouyHom
MPeJIOKEeHUH Bpe-
MeHM Oymylee nei-
CTBUE BBIpaXKaeTcst
Present Simple, cM.
I'C 34.

3 Kax moavko cmo-
Jncem.

DTO coKpalléHHas B
HeOpeXKHOM YCTHOM
peYr cpaBHUTEIbHAST
KOHCTPYKITUS as ...
as, cM. I'C 13. Tox-
HOE IIpeIIOKEHNE
3By4aJio ObI TaK: As
soon as he can.

36 Dmo eedv ocmpoe,
npaeda?

DTo pa3neauTeb-
HBII BOITPOC, O TUTIaX
BorpocoB cM. I'C 59.
Ilepen cyuiecTBu-
TeJbHBIM island orry-
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my asthma*®. He said you blew from down
here.” Piggy laid a hand on his jutting abdo-
men. “You try, Ralph. You’ll call the others.”

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 kind 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 squirting for some minutes,
between bouts of laughter.

“He blew from down here.”

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 intrica-
cies 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 cried, small
animals scuttered. Ralph’s breath failed; the
note dropped the octave, became a low wub-
ber, was a rush of air.
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