










Towards 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 

tickle 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.―

~William Golding, Lord of the Flies 

The ground beneath them was a bank covered with sparse 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.

~and~



Towards 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 tickle 
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 ground beneath them was a bank 
covered with sparse 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.

~and~

•School boys have crashed on a 
deserted island

•There are no grown ups

•The 1st passage shows 
destruction and darkness

•The second is more peaceful –
dual nature to the island


















































