fire. He stood up and came towards me, now out of

U smoke He was not an orang-utan at all, He was

Chapter 5
I, Kensuke

He was diminurive, no taller than me, and as old 2 man
as T had over seen. He wore nothin e bul & pair of
tattered breeches bunched at the wuist, and (here was
alarge knife in his belt. He was Lhin, too. In places -

under his arms, round his neck and his midriff - his
copper brown skin lay m folds aboat him, slmost as if
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fe'd shrunk ingide it What litle hair he had on his
head and his chin was long and wispy and white.
I could sce ut once that he was very agilated, his
chin trembling. his heavily hooded eyes uccusing
and angry, ‘Dameda! Dameda®’ he spreeched at me.
This whole hody was shaking with fury. [ backed
away as he seuttled up the beach toramrds m,
gcsﬂculaﬁng wildly with his stick, and haranguing
e as he came. Ancient and skeletal lie muy have
heen, bt _-hc wag moving tasi, runmng ahiiost
Dameda! Dumedal’ 1 had no idea what he was
saving, Tt sounded Chinese ar Jupansse, mayhe.
| was ahout o turn aod run when Stella, whe,
strangely. had not barked al Tim at abl, suddendy left
my side and went bounding ofT towards him. Her
hacklis were not up. She was not growling, To ry
astonisiment she greeted him like o long lost fricud.
He was no more than a few fuct away [rom me
when he stopped. We stood looking at cach other it
silence for 2 [ow moments. Lle was leamng on his
stick, (rying to catch his breath, ‘Americajin?
Awnericajin? Americun?! Efkokujin't British”
“Yes, 1 waid, telieved to have understoud
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something at Tast, *English, ’'m English.’

Tt seemed a strugple for him to get the words
ol *No good. Fire, no pood. You understand? No
fire.” He scemed less angry now,

‘But my mother, iy Gather, they might see it, see.

the smoke” Tt was plain he didn 't understand me, So
1 pointed out w0 sca by way of explanation, “Oul
there. They're out there, They Il sec the Fire. They Tl
come and fetch me”
Instantly he became aggressive again, *Hamedal
he shrieked, waving his stick at me, *No fire!” T
thought for » moment he was going 1o attack me, hut
he did not. [nstead he began to rake through the sand
army feel with his stick. He was drawing the outline
of something, jabbering incomprefiensibly 41l the
time. It looked like some kind of a fruil at first, a nul
perhaps, o peanut. Now | understood. 1t was g g
of the island. When it was dong he fell on his knees
beside it, and piled up mounds of sund, one at cach
end — the two hills, Then. very dcliherately, he
elched out a straight line, top to botom, cutting the
smaller end of the wsland off from the Tareer one.

You, boy. You here! he =aid, Poinling  back
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towards mmy cave at the end of the beach, *You.” And
hi wlabbed his finger in the mound of sand thal
was my hill, Then across the whele of the sand map
he began o write something, The lettering was
not letters atall, bul symbaols - all kinds of ficks
and pyramids and erosses and horizontal lings and
slashes and squiggles — and he wiote it all
backwards, in colwmng, from right to lefi.

He sat back on his haunches and tapped his chest,
‘Ken m:ke. I, Kensuke, My island,” And he brought his
hand down sharply like a chopper, scparating the
sland in tan. *1, Kensule. Hene You, boy, Here” [ wag
already in no doubt as to what he meaat, Suddenly be
wa.ﬂ; on his feet ugain waving me away with his stick,
“Gu, bay, No fire. Dumeda. No fire, You understand?”

1 did not argue, bur walked away at ence, When,
abter a while, T dared o look back, he was knecling
diwn beside what was lef of my fire, and scooping
still more sand on to 1L,

Stella had staved wich him. | whisiled for her
She vame, but vot gl coce, T could see she was
reluctand Lo leave him, She was behaving very oddly.
Sielly Artors had never taken kindly o strangers,
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never, T felt disappointed in her, a bit betrayed, even,

When I next looked back, the fire was nof
amoking al all. Tt had been completely smothersd,
and the old man was nowhere to be seen,

For the rest of that day 1 stayed in ny cave, For
some reason Tfell safe there. T suppose | had already
begun to think of it as home. I had no other, | felr
s an orphan must feel. abandoned and alone in
the world. T ways frighlened, 1 was angry, 1 was
completely bewilderad,

L sut there trying to gather my thoughts. So far as
T could tell — though I couldn’l he sure of it — there
were only the two of us on this island the old man
and me. Tn which case, it stosd t0 reason thal unly he
could have left me the fish and the bananas and the
water. Surely that had been an act o kindness, a sign
of [rendship, of weleome” And yel, nomy (his same
man had bunished me to one end of the islund 25 0]

Was i leper, and had made 1t guite clear that Fe never
wamtted us o meet ever again. And all hecause T had
lit a fire? None ol'it made @y sensc at all, unless he
Witk out of his head and completely mad.

T took a long hard look af my gimtion. T was
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naroened cman island in the middle of nowhere, very
probably with a madman for company, and 4 bunch of
howling monkeys {ul least one orang-iutan amongst
them) — and God knows what else might be hidden in
the [orest - and millions of mosquilees that would eat
me alive every night, T knew only une thing. 1 had 10
wel away, But how? How was T ever going to gl off
the island nrless | could atteact the auention of soms
passing ship? T coold be here for the rest of my life
The thought didnt bear dwulling on.

[ wondered haw long the old man had heen on
the island, and what might have brought him here
in the [irst place. Wha was he? And who was he,
amyway, (o fell me what T could and could not do?
And why had he pul out my [ire?

[ curled up in my cave, closed ory eyes and Just
wished mysell back home, or back on the Peygy Sue
with roy mother and [ather, Sucl won derful dreaming
almost lulled me to sleep, but the mosquitoes and the
howling trom the forest soon dragged me back to
comsciousness, to face once apuin all the appalling
irmplications of my wrclched prodicament.

It came 1o me suddenly that 1 had seen the old
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man’s face somewhers before. [ had no idea how that
conld be. As T lav there pondering this, T felt the piece
of glass in my pockel pressing, inta my hip, My spirils
were suddenly lified. [ still had ny fireglass. T would
build my fire again, bt this time somewhere he
wouldn't discover it | would wait for a ship to come,
and until then 1| would survive. The old man had
survived in this pluce. If he could, T could. And T could
do it alone too. 1 didn’t need him,

I felt hungry again and thirsty, too. Tomorrow T
would go into the forest and find food for myselt.
Lwould find water. Soimehow or other T would cateh
Fish tow. 1was good al fishing, 101 could catch them
in the rescrvoir back home and off the Legriry Se,
then T gould carch ifiem hers,

I spent that night cursing the hordes of whirting
insects Lhut were homing in on me, and the chattering
forest that would not be silent, that would not let e
be. | kept seeing the reservoir in my mind’s eve. and
my mother laughing in her skipper’s cap. T felt teurs
conung and tried ool to think of her. 1 thought of the

uld man. Twas sull orying 1o remember what he had
said his name was when [ fall aslesp,




I mwoke and knew at once that he had been, 1t was
as 101 had dreamed it. Stella seemed to have dreamed
the sume dream for ot once she was bounding up an
to the rocks above the vave, She found what she
clearly cxpected to be there — her howl of water tull
agam. And there, oo, high on the shelf of ook
beyond her, was the same upturned bn, oy water
bowl hiside it. just as it had been the morning before.
I knew it would be full, and 1 knew as 1 lifted aside
the tin fhat the food would b there again. .

Aw T sal there eross-legged oo the rock. chewing
mveum..lsl:,r un 1y Tish and throwing pieces down tor
Stella to cateh, 1 realised exaclly what he meant to
imply by this, We were not friends. We would ot b
friends. He would keep me alive, keep Siella alive,
bl onby so long as T lived by his rules. Thad o keep
1o myy end of the island, and T must never light fires.

It was all quite clear.

With any real hope of immediatc rescue
diminishing day by day. 1 became more amd more
rosiymed, Tknew Lhad no choice but 10 accept his terms

and go along with his repime, for the moment. He had
neny miarked oul a frontier, » boundary line in the sand
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fronn the Forest dowam 1o the sea on hoth sides of the
1sland - and he renewed it frequently, as oficn s it
needed to be. Stella strayed over it of course —1 conldn’t
prevent her bue T did not, Tt wasnt worth it In apite
of the mﬁnmsir}f 1 hudd seen in bis eves and that hnge
lemifiz i hix belt, 1didn’t really think he would ever hug
me. Bul | was frightened by him, and because of that,
and because T had wo much w lose, T did not want to
confront him, Afier all, he was providing us every duay
with all the foed und warer we needad,

I was beginning to [ind some cdible feuir for
mysclf — in particular a prickly shelled fruit
{rwmbutan, 1 laler discovered), It was delicious, hut
1 could never find enough and, hesides, Stella would
not eat it. | found the veeasional coconr sill intace,
bul otten beth the mulk and flash were foul. Once or
twice [ even tried climbing for them, but they were
always oo high and | VETY 8000 gave up,

Tied fishing in the shallows, fashioning a crude
spear. a long stick | had sharpensd on a ok, bt | was
always too slow in my strile, There was ofien plenty of
Figh bul they were 1o small and too fast 8o, like il or
naf, we sl very much needed he daily ralion of fish
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and [ruil and warer the old man was bringing us,

| had searched my end of the island tor fresh
water, but could find none. 1 thought often of
trespassing into the old mans part of the forest 1o
lovk fur it but 1 dared not. For the most part, 1 kepl
clome to Lhe forest tracks,

It wasnT only the old man’s laws nor the
howling of the monkeys — which 1 came to
underatand us a warning — that prevented me from
wnmrin}; inte his gide of che islund, i was the
orang-wtan, e, [Te had seened placid etnongh, but
1 had no idea how he or his friends might react if
they found me in their termitory. T kept wondering
oo what other creamires might lork unseen, waiting
to armbush me it the dark damp of the forest, If the
constant junple talk was anylhing to 2o by, the place
was crawling with all sorts of dreadful ezvalures,

Just the thought of the vraug-utan and the lerrors
of the unknown m the forest wele quitc enongh to
deter me, enough to stifle both my curiosity and ny
courage, S0 1 kept largely to my beach, my cave and
the forest track up Lo my hiTitop,

From high un my hill 1 did catch distant
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glimpses of the old man. Often in the mornings [
would see him spear-fiching in Lhe shallows,
sometimes alone, bul often accompanied by a group
of orang-utans, who sal on the beach and watched
him. tourteen or [ilicen of them T counted once.
Ueeasionally he would he carryving one of the voung
ones on his back, When he moved amonest them, it
seemad almost as 1 he was one of them,
Time and again Ttried to stay awake until the ald
man came with the food al night, bBut T never
managed it 1 nover even beard him, nel onee. Bur
every morning the water would be there. the fish oo
(it often lusted smody these days, which T liked
bettery. The (ruit would not always be the same.
Much ol'it was strangely seented, and not at all to my
liking, | ate it anvway, Besides bananas and coconal
and bertics, he would leave me breadiruit ot jacklrut
(at the lime. ot course, | hud o idea what they ware).
Tate everything, bul not so greedily now. T weuld ry
to save sume of the fruil for an evening meal. But |
could never bring mysclf to save the red bananus,
they waere just too delicious nol 1o cat all at onee.

My recurring nightmare wag the mosquitocs at
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pight. From dusk onwards they searched me out
buzzed inonvme and ate me alive, There was no hiding=
place. My nighis were one lung tornre, and in the
morcning T would seratch myself raw in places. Some
of the hites, particularly on my legs. had now
wwelled up and become suppuraling red sorcs. | found
relief from them only by dunking myself often in the
cool of the sea,

1 (eied sleeping in another cuve, deeper and darket,

but it smelled dreadful, Onee Thad discoverad it was
full of batg, T lefl al once. Whensver 1 slept the
muosquiloes found me out soon enough. It got so tht |
dreaded the coming ol ¢very might. 1 cried out aloud in
my misery as T swiped and flailed at them. 1 longed for
the mornings, For the eool of the sea and the conl of the
weirid om oy hilTop.

Here | wonld spend e preater part of ooy day,
sitting om the very summir, looking oul 0 sea and
hoping, sometimes cven praving too, for the sight of a
ship. T would close my eves tight shut and pray for as
lome as 1 could, and then open then agan. Lyvery time
T did it, 1 really felf, really belisved, there was a chance
nyy prayers would be unswered, that ths time T would
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open n1y eves and sce the Pegey Sue sailing back to
rescue me, bur always the grear wide ocean was empty,
the line nf the horizon quite uninterrupted, 1 was
abways disnppointed of course, often dejected byt ot
el completely despondent, not in those carly weels.
| had severe problems, too, with sunburn, | had
learned rather late that | should keep all my clothes on
all the tirme, and 1 made myself a hat to keep the sun off
iy face and my neck. [ wus very broad and Chinese-
looking, made of palm leaves, the edges folded into
onc another. 1 was quite pleased with my handiwork,
Sunburn, T discovered was a discomfort | could
help to prevent, and that seawater could soothe. At
noon | would go down the hill to shelter in my cave
fronm the burming heat of the aflernoon sun, und then
afterwards | would go swimming. This was the
moment Stella longed for cach day. 1 spent long
heurs throwing a stick for her, She loved il and to.he
truthful, so did L 11 was the highlight ol our day,
We'd alop only when the dackness cane down — it
abways came down surprisingly quickly too  and
drove us hack once more fo our cave, back to my

mightly buttle with my bloodsucking tormentors.
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One day, after yel unother fruitless morning of
wealching on the Wil Seella and 1 were coming out of
the forest when T spoucd something lying on the
sund just outside our cave, Al a distanes 10 looked
like o prece of driftwond. Stella got there before me
and wags sniffing it over excitedly. | could sce it nonw
For whut 11 was, Tt was not drifbaood auall, bul a el
of tush matling, | unrolled it hside, and neatly

folded was a sheet, 3 white sheet. He knew! The old

man knew miv miseries. my discomtorts, my every
need. He had been watching me all the time, and
closely ton. He fiust have seen me am{ciniu_g__
nnself, seen the red weals an my legs, on my arms,
seen me sithing in the sea every morning to saothe
away my sores. Surely this must mean that he hud
forgiven me now [or lighting the fire?

T carried the matling mside the cave, unralled it,
wound tiyself in the sheet. and just lay there giguling
swith jov, 1 could pull the shest right up over ny face.
lonight. there would be no way in for thoss cursed
mosquitoes. Tonight they would go hungry.

T went racing along the beach fo the boundary
line where T stopped, cupped my hands 1o oy mouth
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and shouted, *Thank you! Thank you for my bed!
Thank you! Thank vou!® 1 didn't really expect an
answer, and none came. | hoped he might come
himsclt, hut he didn't, S0 1 wrote my thanks in the
sand right by the houndary ling and sipned it 1
wanled so much to see him again, to talk 1o him, to
bear a human voice. Siella Artois had been a
wonderful companion w me, good for contiding in,
goud for a cuddle, pood for a game, but 1 so missed
buman company — my mother, my father, lost to me
now, perhaps forever. | longed 1o see the old M, Lo
speake 10 him, even i he was a bit mad even i |
couldn't understand much of what he was saving.

That might 1 was determined to stay awake for
him but, comlortable an my new matting hed,
pritecled and swaddled in my shest, [ went to sleep
quickly and never woke ance.

The next morning, afler a hrealfast of fish and
Jacklruit and coconut, Stella and 1 made aur way
hack up to the wp of my hill, or *Wateh LI as T
now called it — the other one | had named 'His Hill",
Tweas repairing my Chinese hat, roplacing some of
the palm leaves — it never seemed w hold togcther
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for very long - when 1 Jonked up and saw a ship an
the homzon. There was no mistake, 1 was the long

bulky profile of a supertanker,

Chapter 6
Abunai!

In an inatant | was on my feet, shouting at the top of
my voice and waving frantically. 1 Teaped up and
down screaming ot them to stop, to hear me, o sec
me, ‘T'n here! Here! T'm here!® Omly when m throat
was raw and | could shout no longer did T siop. The
tanker crepl tanlalisingly slowly along the horieon. It
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