Lord of the Flies
Chapter 7: Shadows and Tall Trees: Version 4
The pig-run kept close to the rocks and Ralph was content to follow Jack. If you shut your ears you might put the beast out of mind and dream for a while. The sun had swung over and the heat was closing in. Ralph passed a message to Jack and the party stopped.

Ralph was aware of the heat. He wondered whether he might undertake washing. Sitting under an unusual heat, Ralph planned to cut his hair. He would like to have a bath, with soap. He decided that a toothbrush would come in handy too. Then there were his nails. They were bitten down.

The hunters sat, trying to convince themselves that they got a kick out of bananas. With the memory of his clean self as a standard, Ralph looked them over. They were dirty, not with the dirt of boys who have fallen into mud.  Hair knotted; faces cleaned by eating and sweating but marked with a shadow; clothes stiff with sweat, put on out of custom.

This was what he took as normal now and that he did not mind. The hunters were going to do their business in the woods. He looked out to sea. Here, the view was different. The horizon was hard. Ralph wandered down to the rocks. Here, you could follow with your eye the endless passage of the waves. They were miles wide.  They traveled the length of the island, like a momentous rise and fall of the whole ocean. The sea would suck down, and waterfalls of water would sink past the rocks and plaster down the seaweed.  Then, gather and rise, swelling, climbing the little cliff, sending at last an arm of surf up to end a yard or so from him in spray.

Ralph followed the rise and fall until the sea numbed his brain. This was the divider, the barrier. On the other side of the island, defended by the shield of the lagoon, one might dream of rescue; but here, seeing the miles of division, one was helpless, one was condemned, one was—

Simon was speaking in his ear. Ralph found that he had a rock painfully gripped in both hands, the muscles of his neck stiff. “You’ll get back to where you came from.” Simon spoke. He was kneeling, from a higher rock. Ralph searched Simon’s face. “It’s so big, I mean—” Simon nodded.  “You’ll get back all right. I think so, anyway.”  Some of the strain had gone from Ralph’s body. He smiled at Simon. “Got a ship in your pocket?” Simon shook his head. “How do you know, then?” Simon was silent.  Ralph said curtly, “You’re batty.” Simon shook his head. “No, I’m not. I just know you’ll get back all right.”  For a moment nothing was said.  Then they smiled.

Roger called. “Come and see!”  There were droppings that steamed. Jack bent down to them. “Ralph—we need meat.  We’ll hunt.” They set off, while Jack quested ahead. They went more slowly than Ralph had wanted; but he was glad, cradling his spear.  The procession stopped. Ralph leaned against a tree and at once the daydreams came.  

Once, they had lived in a cottage. In the succession of houses, this one stood out because after that house he had been sent away to school. Mummy had still been with them and Daddy had come home every day. It had snowed. Behind the cottage there was a sort of shed and you could lie up there, watching the flakes. You could mark the first flake that lay down without melting and watch, as the whole ground turn white. You could go indoors and look out of the window.

When you went to bed there were the books, dog-eared and scratched.  There was the one that he never read because it was about two girls; there was the one about the magician which you read, skipping the page with the picture of the spider.  Vividly they came before him; he could have reached up and touched them, could feel the way The Mammoth Book for Boys would slither out. . . . Everything was all right.

The bushes crashed ahead of them. Boys flung themselves into the creepers, screaming. Ralph saw Jack fall. Then there was a creature bounding toward him, with tusks Ralph was able to measure the distance and take aim. He flung the wooden stick, and saw it hit the snout. The boar squealed and it swerved aside. The boys and Jack came running back, and poked about. “Through here—Through here, I said—”The boar was floundering away. Ralph was full of pride. “I hit him! Now they came to an open space by the sea. Jack cast about on the bare rock. “He’s gone.”

“I hit him,” said Ralph. “Didn’t you see me?” Maurice nodded. “I saw you.” Ralph talked on, excitedly. “I hit him all right.  That was the beast, I think!”  Jack came back.“That wasn’t the beast. That was a boar.”  “I hit him.” Jack held out his arm. “Look.” On the outside was a rip. “He did that with his tusks. Attention focused on Jack.

 “I hit him,” said Ralph. “I hit him with my spear. “ He tried for their attention.“He was coming. I threw, like this—” Robert snarled at him. Ralph entered into the play. Soon they were all jabbing at Robert. Jack shouted. “Make a ring!” The circle moved in . Robert squealed. “Ow! Stop it!” “Hold him!” Ralph grabbed Eric’s spear and jabbed at Robert. “Kill him! ” All at once, Robert was screaming.  Jack had him and was brandishing his knife. The chant rose, “Kill the pig! Cut his throat! Kill the pig! Bash him in!”  The desire to hurt was over-mastering. Jack’s arm came down; the circle cheered. Then they lay quiet, listening to Robert. He wiped his face, and made an effort to retrieve his status. “Oh, my bum!” He rubbed his rump.  “That was a good game.” “Just a game,” said Ralph. 

Maurice said, “We could do it properly.” Ralph looked at him.“Properly?”  “ You want a fire, I think.”  “You want a pig,” said Roger.   “Or someone to pretend,” said Jack. “and, pretend to knock me over.” “You want a real pig,” said Robert, “because you’ve got to kill him.”

Ralph sat up. “Well. We shan’t find what we’re looking for at this rate.” Ralph looked at Jack. “Now for the mountain.” “Shouldn’t we go back to Piggy?” said Maurice.  The twins nodded. Ralph looked out and saw the sea. “We’ve got to start the fire again.” Jack said, “You can’t.”  Maurice spoke, “What if the beast’s up there?” Jack brandished his spear. “We’ll kill it.”

He slashed with the spear. Ralph said , ”We’ll come out below and then we can climb the mountain.”   Jack led them along by the sea.  Ralph dreamed, letting his feet deal with the path.  For most of the way they were down by the water and had to edge along. There were little cliffs, some paths, where one used hands as well as feet. Here and there wet rock, and pools that the tide had left. They came to a gully. They peered into the crack where water gurgled. Then the wave came back, and spray dashed up so that the boys were wet and shrieking. They tried the forest but in the end they had to jump the gully, some of them got a second drenching. After that they sat, watching the waves that moved past the island. 

Ralph said they were going too slowly. He climbed a tree and saw the head of the mountain a great way off. They tried to hurry and Robert cut his knee badly and they recognized that this path must be taken slowly. So they proceeded until the rocks became a cliff, falling into the sea. Ralph looked at the sun. “Early evening.  Let me think.” By now, Ralph had no self-consciousness in public thinking.  He thought of the littluns and Piggy. “We can’t leave the littluns alone with Piggy. Not all night.”
The other boys said nothing. Jack cleared his throat. Ralph tapped his teeth with the point of Eric’s spear. He glanced round him. “Someone’s got to go and tell Piggy we’ll be back after dark.” “By himself?”  Simon pushed his way to Ralph. “I’ll go if you like.” He smiled and climbed into the forest.
Ralph looked back at Jack. “Jack—that time you went to the castle rock. Jack glowered. “I found a pig-run.”   “So the pig-run must be in there.” Ralph said . He pointed at the forest. “We’ll find the pig-run.” He took a step. “Where does the pig-run go to?” “The mountain,” said Jack. “Don’t you want to go to the mountain?”

Ralph sighed. “I was thinking of the light. There won’t be enough light.” “I don’t mind going,” said Jack hotly. “Would you rather go back to the shelters and tell Piggy?” Now it was Ralph’s turn to flush “Why do you hate me?” The boys stirred uneasily, as though something indecent had been said. 

Ralph led the way. Jack brought up the rear. The pig-track was a dark tunnel. The track was broad and they ran along. Then the roof of leaves broke up and they looked  at the few stars at the head of the mountain. “There you are.” The boys peered at each other. Ralph made a decision.“We’ll climb tomorrow.”

Jack was standing by his shoulder.“If you’re frightened—”Ralph turned.“Who went first on the castle rock?” “T hat was daylight.” “All right. Who wants to climb the mountain now?” Silence.  Ralph turned back to Jack. “You see?”“I’m going up the mountain.” The words came from Jack like a curse. He looked at Ralph. “I’m going up the mountain to look for the beast—now.” Then. ”Coming?”

At that word the other boys turned back. The word was too good to be repeated. It caught Ralph by surprise.  I don’t mind.”Astonished, he heard his voice, cool and casual, and Jack’s taunt fell powerless.“If you don’t mind, of course.” “Oh, not at all.”

Side by side, the two started up the mountain. Ralph stopped. “Why should only two go? If we find anything, two won’t be enough.” The boys scuttled away.Then, a dark figure moved in. “Roger?” “Yes.” “That’s three, then.”

They set out to climb of the mountain in the darkness.  A gust of wind set all three coughing. Ralph was blinded with tears. “Ashes. We’re at the burnt patch.”  How silly they were. If there was something waiting— what was the use of them, in the dark and carrying sticks? “We’re fools.”  “If you don’t want to go on,” said Jack, “I’ll go up by myself.” Ralph heard the mockery. “Go on then!  There was silence. “Are you frightened?” In the darkness, Jack began to draw away. “All right. So long.”

He vanished.  Roger had sat down. Ralph lowered himself beside Roger. 

So they sat, Roger and Ralph, the sky was loaded with stars, save where the mountain was. There was a noise above them, the sound of someone on rock. Then Jack found them. “I saw a thing on top. It may be following.” “You imagined it,” said Ralph.  Roger spoke; they jumped, for they had forgotten him. “It’s a frog.” Jack giggled. “Some frog. The thing bulged.”

Ralph’s voice surprised him. “We’ll go and look.” For the first time since he had first known Jack, Ralph could feel him hesitate. He got off the trunk and led the way and the others followed.  The inner voice of reason made itself heard. Piggy was calling him a fool.   Jack and Roger drew near. They stopped and crouched together. Behind them, was a patch of lighter sky where the moon would rise. The wind roared. 

 “Come on.”They crept forward. The lagoon lay below and beyond that the reef. “Maybe it’s asleep.” Roger and Ralph moved on, leaving Jack in the rear.  “Over there, A sort of hump— see?” Ashes blew into Ralph’s face. He could not see anything.  Once more he heard Jack’s whisper. “Scared?”

In front of them was a rock-like hump where no rock should be. Ralph could hear a noise coming from somewhere. He stood up. He took two steps forward.

Behind them was the moon. Before them, something was sitting with its head between its knees. Then the wind roared, there was confusion and the creature lifted its head.

Ralph was crying and running through the ashes with the others.  Presently the mountain was deserted, save for the three sticks and the creature.
