
LORD OF THE FLIES 

 

PIGGY 

 

“You haven’t got the conch!” 

Piggy held up the shell.  

“You can take spears if you want but I shan’t. What’s the good? 

I’ll have to be led like a dog, anyhow. Yes, laugh. Go on, laugh. 

There’s them on this island as would laugh at anything. And what 

happened? What’s grown-ups goin’ to think? Young Simon was 

murdered. And there was that other kid what had a mark on his 

face. Who’s seen him since we first come here?” 

“Piggy! Stop a minute!” 

“I got the conch. I’m going to that Jack Merridew an’ tell him. I 

am.” 

“You’ll get hurt.” 

“What can he do more than he has? I’ll tell him what’s what. You 

let me carry the conch, Ralph. I’ll show him the one thing he 

hasn’t 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. 

“I’m going to him with this conch in my hands. I’m going to hold it 

out. Look, I’m goin’ to say, you’re stronger than I am and you 

haven’t got asthma. You can see, I’m goin’ to say, and with both 



eyes. But I don’t ask for my glasses back, not as a favour. I don’t 

ask you to be a sport, I’ll say, not because you’re strong, but 

because what’s right’s right. Give me my glasses, I’m going to say 

– you got to! 

 

  ( Page 182 ) 

 

“I got the conch,” said Piggy, in a hurt voice. ”I got a right 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 burn out now. And that was our firewood.” 

He licked his lips. 

“There ain’t nothing we can do. We ought to be more careful. I’m 

scared –” 

Jack dragged his eyes away from the fire.  

“You’re always scared. Yah – Fatty!” 

“I got the conch,” said Piggy bleakly. He turned to Ralph.”I got 

the conch, ain’t I, Ralph?” 

Unwillingly Ralph turned away from the splendid, awful sight.  

“What’s that?” 

“The conch. I got a right to speak.” 

 



( Page 43 ) 

 

 

 

Ralph turned to the chief’s seat. They have 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 – though 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.  

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 ... 

Only, decided Ralph as he faced the chief’s seat. I can’t think. 

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.  

 

( Page 78 ) 

 

 

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 we could all do without a certain person. Now I say we got 

to decide on what can be done. And I think I could tell you what 

Ralph’s going to say next. The most important thing on the island 

is the smoke and you can’t have no smoke without a fire.” 

Ralph made a restless movement.  

“No, no, Piggy. We’ve got no fire. That thing sits up there – we´ll 

have to stay here.” 

Piggy lifted the conch as though to add power to his next words.  

“We got no fire on the mountain. But what’s wrong with a fire 

down here? A fire could be built on them rocks. On the sand, 

even. We’d make smoke just the same.” 

“That’s right!” 



“Smoke!” 

“By the bathing-pool!” 

The boys began to babble. Only Piggy could have the intellectual 

daring to suggest moving the fire from the mountain.  

“So we’ll have the fire down here,” said Ralph. He looked about 

him.”We can build it just here between the bathing-pool and the 

platform. Of course –“ 

He broke off, frowning, thinking the thing out, unconsciously 

tugging at the stub of a nail with his teeth.  

 

“Of course the smoke won’t show so much, not be seen so far 

away. But we needn’t go near; near the –“ 

The others nodded in perfect comprehension. There would be no 

need to go near.  

“We’ll build the fire now.” 

The greatest ideas are the simplest. Now there was something 

to be done they worked with passion. Piggy was so full of delight 

and expanding liberty in Jack’s departure, 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.  

 

 ( Pages 135-136 ) 

 

Ralph’s final word was an ungracious mutter.  

“All right. Light the fire.” 

With some positive action before them, a little f 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 a convenient. So Ralph asserted his 

chieftainship and could have chosen a better way if he had 

thought for days. Against this weapon, so indefinable and so 

effective, Jack was powerless and raged without knowing why. 

By the time the pile was built, they were n different sides of a 

higher barrier.  
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