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ix
            Introduction

         

         After William Golding won the Booker Prize in 1980 for Rites of Passage, he wrote to his editor at Faber & Faber, Charles Monteith. This was no ordinary thank-you letter. Looking back over a relationship that had already lasted twenty-seven years, Golding finally came out with the ‘embarrassing and unEnglish’ sentences: ‘Three people have been of major importance and influence in my life and you are one of them. There is a way in which I am as a writer at least partly your creation.’ In Golding’s personal pantheon, Monteith completed a Trinity with his father Alec and his wife Ann.

         The reasons for Golding’s gratitude are not hard to find. During the war he had decided to abandon poetry in favour of prose, but two completed novels and one work of non-fiction later, he seemed no closer to finding a publisher. Off went the typescript to the next firm on the list, and soon enough it came back – with few, if any, words of encouragement. He remembered after one rejection ‘shouting furiously – “It’s Good! I know it’s good!”’, but no one seemed to be listening. Golding’s next novel, ‘Strangers from Within’, looked set to suffer the same ignominious fate as its predecessors when he started sending it out on New Year’s Day, 1953. By the time it landed on the slush pile at Faber in September, it had done the rounds and collected at least seven (and probably more) rejections on the way. The typescript bore the telltale signs. Only the first few pages were badly dog-eared: it was possible to pinpoint where everyone had given up reading. In case that evidence wasn’t already inauspicious enough, Faber paid a freelancer to vet their unsolicited typescripts, and she gave her brutal opinion of ‘Strangers from Within’ in the top left-hand corner of Golding’s cover letter: ‘Absurd & uninteresting fantasy […]. Rubbish and dull. Pointless.’ Her verdict was rounded off with a large encircled ‘R’ for ‘Reject’.

         The man who picked up this unprepossessing document – later remembering it as ‘a large yellowing manuscript […] bound in rather depressing hairy-brown cardboard’ – would become the finest talent-spotting editor of his generation. Charles Monteith had xbeen employed to take over editorial duties from T. S. Eliot, who had recently bought shares at Faber to help keep the firm afloat in the midst of a serious financial crisis. The stakes could hardly have been higher; Eliot privately feared that Faber might not last another two or three years. It was Monteith’s urgent job to set about refreshing and rejuvenating the list, and the extent of his success is demonstrated by the writers he recruited: Samuel Beckett, P. D. James, Ted Hughes, Sylvia Plath, Seamus Heaney, Jan Morris, Paul Muldoon and many others were published partly or wholly thanks to his scouting.

         In the absence of a biography, we glimpse Monteith through other people’s lives and letters: Thom Gunn in 1961 turning up for lunch with Monteith at a Pall Mall gentlemen’s club wearing leathers and cowboy boots (‘I had no idea at all he would arrive so bizarrely attired,’ Monteith wrote in apology); Sylvia Plath lying in her hospital bed next to a bunch of flowers (tulips, perhaps?) sent by Monteith after an appendicectomy; Philip Larkin complaining that Monteith’s periodic queries over the progress of the next book sounded like a Catholic priest asking if there would be another little one arriving this year. Seamus Heaney once recalled that his first letter from Monteith – who had been impressed by a batch of Heaney’s poems in the New Statesman – felt ‘like getting a letter from God the Father’. For three decades, Monteith bestrode the literary scene, and it was always surprising to find an author who hadn’t met him. After lunch with the novelist Colin Wilson, Golding wrote to Monteith that Wilson must be ‘the only person in England you don’t know’.

         In September 1953, all that glory lay ahead. Monteith was still the new boy on probation, not even a minor deity, let alone God the Father. With exquisite timing, he joined the firm just days after Golding submitted his typescript. ‘Strangers from Within’ may well have been the first novel that Monteith championed at Faber’s weekly Book Committee meeting. He needed to overcome resistance to get it accepted – the sales director declared it unpublishable – but despite their doubts no one at Faber wanted to discourage the new editor. It was an extraordinary beginning to an extraordinary career: what better way to impress his senior colleagues than to find, almost on day one, a much-rejected typescript by an obscure forty-something schoolteacher and turn it into one of the bestselling novels of the twentieth century?

         The processes by which the tatty pages of ‘Strangers from Within’ became Lord of the Flies are recorded in the letters published here xibetween Golding and Monteith, as well as in later accounts by both men. The typescript that Monteith read is lost, but Golding’s earlier manuscript survives and it allows us to appreciate the challenges that Monteith helped him to address: the unfocused opening that describes a nuclear war and the hurried evacuation of a ‘job lot’ of boys just before the bomb drops; the jarring description of an unnamed ‘other person’ on the island – some sort of benevolent supernatural being who dances ‘courteously’ with Simon in the forest; the tendency to overstate and over-elaborate; and most conspicuously of all, the erratic spelling and punctuation that plague Golding’s unpublished writing. Monteith had the patience to look beyond these fixable problems and see what others before him had failed to see: as he himself put it, ‘the island was vividly, brilliantly real and the boys were real boys’. For all its abundant flaws, ‘Strangers from Within’ was a masterpiece in waiting.

         The letters leave no doubt about the power relations between Golding and Monteith in their early exchanges. Golding was desperate and ready to agree to anything. He later regretted the toning down of Simon from an out-and-out mystic to a strange loner who may merely be suffering from epilepsy; in every other respect, he not only accepted Monteith’s advice but revised the typescript even more drastically than Monteith had planned. The revisions took months and the delay before a final decision from Faber must have been agonising. (Two decades later, Golding had a nightmare in which Monteith wrote ‘despondently’ that the alterations had not persuaded him that the typescript could ever amount to anything.) Elated when his novel was accepted for publication, Golding called Monteith ‘part-author’, gladly conceding that if it ‘achieves any measure of success, much will be due to your severe, but healthy pruning’.

         Scholars sometimes claim that Lord of the Flies sold slowly at first, and certainly sales were much more modest than in the early 1960s when it spread across the United States and ousted The Catcher in the Rye as the campus novel of choice. Yet by any first-novel standards Lord of the Flies did well from the start, with a reprint ordered on the back of overwhelmingly positive reviews and, within weeks of publication, three studios interested in the film rights. American publishers, on the other hand, were less discerning: even in its final form, the novel picked up more rejections in the United States than in London. Realising their mistake, several of those same firms later made strenuous efforts to acquire Golding’s novels. His muddled publication xiihistory in the States – culminating in two major publishers squabbling in court for the rights to his seventh novel, Darkness Visible – must have made him all the more grateful for the support and stability provided by Faber.

         Golding stayed loyal to Faber throughout his life despite the suspicion, borne out several times by lucrative offers, that he could make more money elsewhere. In a journal entry from the late 1970s, he records Ann and his daughter Judy insisting that ‘I dont use the clout that I have with F&F’, but, he adds, ‘I am still grateful and shall always be for the rescue operation they did on the middle-aged man who had written Strangers From Within. Thou shalt not muzzle the publisher that treadeth out the corn.’ Golding never lost that sense of obligation. He negotiated directly with Faber over his books, accepted their offers without haggling, and allowed them to act as agents for his novels abroad. Whether his loyalty was to the firm or specifically to Monteith never needed to be put to the test: Monteith spent his entire publishing career at Faber and became chairman in 1977. When he stepped down and went into semi-retirement four years later, Faber wisely kept him on as Golding’s de facto editor; he continued to read and discuss Golding’s works with him right to the end. ‘Without Charles’ – Golding’s journal again – ‘we could almost say, no William Golding. Ann and Charles as literary parents!’

         The story of ‘Strangers from Within’ and its makeover may give the impression that Golding was an inept genius and Monteith his efficient deliverer. If so, Golding learnt quickly. Never again did he require the same level of intervention. Some novels arrived out of nowhere ‘like flying saucers’, as he described them to Monteith, while others struggled painstakingly through multiple drafts, but in every case Golding had internalised the lessons of Monteith’s editing. When he hesitantly submitted the typescript of his second novel, The Inheritors, no doubt expecting a similar series of extensive revisions, Golding was taken aback by Monteith’s judgement that it could be published as it stood, explaining in his delighted panic that he had not intended this as the final version. Similarly, the third and fourth novels, Pincher Martin and Free Fall, required Monteith’s assent more than his blue pencil. The fifth, The Spire, proved more recalcitrant, and Monteith’s detailed suggestions helped Golding to bore a tunnel through a series of confused and conflicting drafts. Just as importantly, Monteith talked him down from calling The Spire ‘An Erection at Barchester’. Golding had xiiia career-long knack of causing editorial palpitations with his titles: Pincher Martin was known for a time as ‘The Chinese Have X-ray Eyes’, while his sixth novel, The Pyramid, narrowly avoided being published as ‘Stilbourne Stories’.

         Although Monteith was the chief protagonist in Golding’s dealings with Faber, the supporting cast included several others who became trusted friends. There are letters in this volume to Rosemary Goad, who started as Monteith’s secretary and ended up as Faber’s first female director; Peter du Sautoy, the firm’s general manager, responsible for overseeing Golding’s financial interests abroad; Matthew Evans, who succeeded Monteith as chairman and once gave Golding a Krugerrand (‘Value about two hundred and thirty pounds,’ Golding noted drily) for resisting a poaching attempt from Penguin; and John Bodley, Golding’s nominal editor at Faber after Monteith’s departure, of whom the Goldings were sufficiently fond that they invited him to spend several weeks with them on a small boat travelling along the Nile. Ultimately, though, it was Monteith who managed the firm’s relationship with Golding, a huge but volatile asset who was often fretting and in need of reassurance.

         It took more than two years for their letters to replace ‘Dear Monteith’ and ‘Dear Golding’ with ‘Dear Charles’ and ‘Dear Bill’. As an employee dictating correspondence to his secretary, Monteith was always on duty, which is one reason why he sounded more formal than Golding despite being a decade younger. Their growing friendship was founded on crucial similarities. Both were grammar school boys from the provinces (Lisburn in Monteith’s case, Marlborough in Golding’s), both read English at Oxford (where Golding was the only grammar school boy in his college), and both served with distinction in the war. They shared a love of Greece, science fiction and fine dining, as well as the fine drinking that accompanied it. Their careers and reputations moved in lockstep: Monteith told Ann after Golding’s death that ‘probably the most important event in my own life was Faber’s publication of Lord of the Flies’. Yet, although they could eventually have been mistaken for pillars of the establishment – Monteith as Fellow of All Souls in Oxford and chairman at Faber, Golding as Nobel laureate and knight of the realm – both were outsiders doing their best to hide the fact that neither man ever quite belonged.

         John Sparrow, Warden of All Souls, warned Faber in 1953 that Monteith ‘lacked distinction’ and suffered from a ‘coarseness of fibre’. xivGolding, similarly, had been labelled ‘not quite a gent’ by the Oxford University careers service, which judged that he lacked the necessary refinement to teach in a public school. Golding was tormented by a sense of social inferiority throughout his life, and his preoccupation with money, apparent even in his very last letter to Faber when he had long since accumulated far more than he could ever hope to spend, was a bulwark against a deep sense of inadequacy that could easily lapse into self-loathing. In his journals, Golding characterised his outward self as ‘Bolonius’, an imposter whom someone would sooner or later expose. As a man who kept his private life private – homosexual acts were not even partially decriminalised in the UK until 1967 – Monteith knew that fear all too well. In the 1970s he was subjected to a campaign of harassment that involved libellous letters being sent anonymously to Golding and a number of other prominent people in the arts and judiciary. The episode was so excruciatingly painful that Golding vowed not even to commit the details to his journal.

         Monteith was uniquely placed to understand that Golding would always be one bad review away from a crisis. He needed regular encouragement. Golding admitted that he could ‘only just’ write his books, and he ascribed his barren patches to a failure of nerve. As soon as he was able to afford the expenditure, he made sure to avoid publication day for novel after novel, explaining to Monteith that he wanted to be ‘out of the country when the various hatchets fall’. Unfortunately, Golding could not escape when The Pyramid appeared in 1967 because Judy was awaiting her degree results. Monteith’s in-house memo records the consequences: ‘Golding is in fact still at home although very much in hiding and Ann said he was in a very nervous state, not reading any of his reviews and refusing to speak to anybody at all on the telephone.’ The reviews for The Pyramid were perfectly respectable, but that had long since stopped being the point. A dozen years passed before Golding published another novel, and for most of that time he doubted that he would ever dare to write one again.

         Golding’s correspondence with Monteith and Faber ebbed and flowed according to his own productivity: in the period 1954–67 he published six novels, a play, and a volume of essays and reviews; from 1968 to 1978 he managed one slim collection of stories, suffering as he was from the interrelated issues of depression, alcoholism and writer’s block; and from 1979 until his death in 1993, there were five new novels xv(plus another published posthumously) as well as a travel book and a second volume of essays. The letters map onto his tripartite career, falling away in the trough of that middle period but coming back during the late 1970s as Golding broke his drought by somehow managing to write two prizewinning novels concurrently. Darkness Visible (1979) and Rites of Passage (1980) relied on Monteith’s approval. Having sent Monteith the latest draft of Darkness Visible along with his own verdict that it was ‘a mess […] jumbled, inconsistent, wallowing’, Golding suffered physically while waiting for a reply: ‘No letter from Charles Monteith […] – that makes my teeth ache’; ‘Still no letter from Charles! I had a dreadful night’; ‘no Charles by second post. My heart is not so much in my boots as down below them and buried.’ Knowing his author, Monteith often warned Golding not to ‘think gloomy thoughts’ if his reply to the latest typescript did not arrive immediately. The advice never worked.

         The Booker Prize in 1980 and the Nobel Prize in 1983 seem to have given Golding some small measure of peace. When John Bodley took over as his Faber editor in the mid-1980s, most of Golding’s agitation was directed towards more tangential topics like cover designs, with very little discussion of the novels themselves. Retired though he was, Monteith continued to serve that purpose behind the scenes, writing blurbs and offering suggestions over plotting as late as 1988 when Golding finished the last novel that would appear in his lifetime, Fire Down Below. Relatively little correspondence survives from the period because discussions were usually face-to-face; Monteith would travel down to Cornwall and stay with the Goldings for days at a time as they thrashed out any problems with the latest novel over a bottle or two of wine. That these trips were not all, or even mostly, about the work is implied by one of Golding’s more laconic journal entries: ‘Ann and Charles are now watching Neighbours and drinking champagne.’ Matthew Evans remembered calling in on the Goldings early one afternoon and finding Monteith dozing in a deckchair while Bill and Ann slept upstairs; he retreated and left them to their slumbers.

         Monteith has the honour of being the only person to whom two of Golding’s novels are dedicated. The dedication to his ninth novel, The Paper Men, reads ‘For my friend and publisher charles monteith’. Friendship takes priority, and the preference for ‘publisher’ over ‘editor’ cannot be accidental: it serves as a reminder that Monteith is Faber. At various times through the 1980s, Golding felt uneasy about what xvihe saw as Monteith’s increasing marginalisation at the firm, so this was more than an act of gratitude; it was the gentlest of warnings, all the more eye-catching for coming immediately after Golding’s Nobel triumph. In the event, Golding’s relationship with Faber held firm until his death in June 1993. Monteith died in May 1995, not quite living long enough to see the posthumous publication of The Double Tongue with its dedication that honoured him as first among equals:

          

         The author’s family

         wish to dedicate his last work

         to all those at Faber

         who helped, encouraged and cared for

         him and his writing

         over the past forty years.

         Above all, this book is for

         charles

      

   


   
      
         
xvii
            A Note on the Text

         

         
            It’s a moody-making thought that some bugger will either silently (unobtrusively) correct my spelling, or even worse, interrupt the text with brackets and sic in italics. But my bad grammar and bad spelling was me. To correct them for ressurection is to ally yourself with the pusillanimous objector who said ‘Lord, he stinketh!’ Of course I do, but let me come up like I was.

         

         Although Golding was thinking about the posthumous publication of his journals when he wrote this entry in 1982, there is no good reason why the same principle should not apply to his correspondence. As authors’ proscriptions go, his statement may lack the severity of Shakespeare’s ‘Curst be he that moves my bones’, but its force is compelling enough. I have kept editorial interventions to a minimum by correcting errors that are obvious slips of the pen or the typewriter (‘7th’ for ‘7ht’, ‘to’ for ‘ot’, and so on) and leaving everything else to stand (‘ressurection’) without all those prim little brackets and sics that Golding deplored. The hair-raising thing, after all, is not that a Nobel laureate should be unable to spell – Yeats got there first – but that Golding spent two decades teaching English to teenagers. Although he was sacked from his first job at Maidstone Grammar, that seems to have been for what he later described as ‘an unacademic combination of drink, women and politics’ rather than an inability to sort out his apostrophes.

         Every letter in this volume comes with contextual information. The author and recipient are named – Golding is always abbreviated to ‘WG’ – and the date is given. Letters are identified as Ms (manuscript), Ts (typescript), Pc (postcard) or telegram. They are all found in the Faber archive unless clearly stated: letters marked monteith and golding in the top right-hand corner are in the hands of the respective families; exeter denotes the William Golding Literary Archive at the University of Exeter, and emory the Charles Monteith collection at Emory University in Atlanta, Georgia. The abbreviation ‘J’ refers to Golding’s unpublished journals: running from the autumn of 1971 xviiiuntil the day before his death in 1993, these amount to 2.4 million words and prove invaluable in detailing his moods and movements. The journals’ evidence has helped to date and annotate letters that would otherwise have remained elusive.

         I have followed the same editorial standards for all correspondence, whether to or from Golding. When Golding writes with unintended irony about his ‘laisser faire’ spelling scheme, Monteith (or Monteith’s secretary) mirrors his mistake in the reply. Both errors have been left uncorrected. Text that is underlined in the letters is here italicised and dots have been removed from acronyms for ease of reading. The only other differences come in the headers and valedictions. Golding threw away most letters from Faber and rarely made copies of his own letters. His originals survive in the Faber archive, sometimes dated, sometimes on headed paper, and sometimes with his scrawled address added in pen. (Golding was a left-hander taught to write right-handed, which can make legibility a problem; there is a word on the opening page of the Lord of the Flies manuscript that continues to defy all comers.) Whether honoured in the breach or in the observance, these epistolatory conventions seem worth preserving, and in my notes I have done my best to convey Golding’s inconsistent approach to dates and locations. The same does not apply to letters from Faber because the vast majority exist as file copies with no header and no signature but only Monteith’s initialling: ‘CM’ or sometimes ‘CMM’. Rather than including initials that would not have been added to the version received by Golding, I have left the end of those letters blank. For the many letters that Golding has signed and then typed his name more formally, I have only included the signature.

         My initial intention for this project was simply to make an edition of the correspondence between Golding and Monteith. Working in the Faber archive, and finding wonderful letters to other Faber employees, I soon realised what a weirdly self-denying ordinance that would be. The bigger problem is that an exclusive focus on Monteith would distort the last decade of Golding’s career, as Monteith gradually withdrew from his official (and then his unofficial) role at Faber. John Bodley assumed many of Monteith’s duties, liaising with Golding over sales, cover designs and publicity, and helping with the perennial challenge of coming up with decent titles for his novels. Books have to end somewhere, and this volume would be at least half as long again if I had included all the correspondence between Golding and xixFaber. Even so, I have represented Bodley generously because he was Golding’s only other Faber editor. Apart from anything else, Bodley’s correspondence with Golding is often very funny. The misunderstanding over what Golding means by ‘tits’; Golding’s annoyance over an old acquaintance writing a novel called ‘Lady of the Thighs’; the commotion when a ‘landlubber’ artist makes an illustration of a ship with its sails ‘arse-backwards’ for the cover of the sea trilogy – whatever the situation, Bodley always seems to relish both the privilege and the absurdity of his role.

         Golding thought long and hard about whether his journals should ever be published. What he would have made of an edition of letters is impossible to say because, as one particular journal entry reveals, he never foresaw the possibility: ‘The days when ones correspondence was published, are gone, I believe, since so much communication is done by ’phone.’ The sheer heft of this volume demonstrates his misjudgement, but the telephone does undoubtedly take a toll. The sinking of Golding’s yacht Tenace in 1967 and the winning of the Nobel Prize in 1983 – both, in their different ways, life-changing events – leave almost no trace in the letters of the period. This should not imply that Faber did not trouble itself to enquire after Golding’s health when he and his family nearly drowned in the Channel, or remained unbothered when one of its authors became a Nobel laureate. Other forms of communication were, of course, available. I have added annotations and year summaries to fill these silences in the correspondence so that Golding can be tracked not only across but beyond his letters. Golding liked to think of himself as a moving target; the annotations try to keep him in sight.

         Readers of edited correspondence know how annoyingly mysterious any excisions can seem: there is no way of telling whether the excised passage was deemed too dull to be suffered into print or so scandalous that lawyers would have taken an interest. This volume transcribes letters whole wherever possible. If the style is the man – even the bad spelling and bad grammar – it follows that arranging to meet in the office next Thursday at 3 p.m. is the relationship, or at least an essential part of it. I have, nevertheless, made two kinds of redaction. The first occurs only once, when Monteith quotes a racist quatrain by Philip Larkin. I doubt that this edition is any the worse for banning the N-word, but I have provided a reference for readers curious enough to hunt down Larkin’s verse for themselves. The second kind of redaction xxseeks to protect the living. The English schoolboy who argued that Piggy’s glasses could not have made fire, and about whom Golding expressed the fervent hope that he would end up drug-smuggling in Turkey, does not deserve to be outed fifty years later; nor does the reviewer who so infuriated Monteith that he joked about hiring a hitman. In the last months of his life, Robert Browning picked up the newly published correspondence of Edward FitzGerald and was distraught after reading FitzGerald’s flippant remarks from twenty-eight years previously: ‘Mrs Browning’s Death is rather a relief to me, I must say: no more Aurora Leighs, thank God!’ I can only apologise if any FitzGeraldisms still lurk in this volume.
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            The Faber Letters 

         

      

   


   
      
         
3
            1953

         

         
            William Golding first comes into view as a schoolteacher living in a council flat in Salisbury with his wife Ann and his children David (b. 1940) and Judy (b. 1945). His only significant publication to date is a short volume, Poems, from Macmillan in 1934. Having decided during the war to abandon poetry and dedicate himself to prose, he has since completed at least two novels and a work of non-fiction, none of which has found a publisher. It looks like the same fate will befall his next novel. When it turns up on the slush pile at Faber & Faber, ‘Strangers from Within’ has already been rejected at least seven times. Luckily for Golding, Faber has recently appointed a new editor, Charles Monteith, who is keen to make an impression by finding his own authors to add to its prestigious list.

         

         WG to Faber & Faberms


         14 September 1953 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Sir

         I send you the typescript of my novel

         ‘Strangers From Within’

         which might be defined as an allegorical interpretation of a stock situation.

         I hope you will feel able to publish it.

             Yours faithfully

                   William Golding

         
            Faber routinely paid a freelance reader to provide advice on unsolicited manuscript submissions. She has written her verdict in green ink across the top left of the cover letter: ‘Time: The Future Absurd & uninteresting fantasy about the explosion of an atom bomb on the Colonies. A group of children who land in jungle-country near New Guinea. Rubbish & dull. Pointless ®’ ® is her abbreviation for ‘Reject’.

            ‘Strangers from Within’ is an early title for Lord of the Flies. See the Appendix for Charles Monteith’s account of the novel’s genesis.

         

         
4Charles Monteith to WGTs


         15 October 1953

         Dear Mr Golding,

         I am afraid we’ve kept ‘Strangers from Within’ rather a long time and I am writing simply to say that we are interested in it, but have not yet reached any decision about it. I hope to let you know something more definite before long.

                     Yours sincerely,

                            Charles Monteith.

         WG to Charles Monteith Ms


         20 October 1953 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Sir

         Thank you for your letter dated 15th October. I am glad that Messrs Faber are interested in my novel ‘Strangers From Within’ and hope they will decide to publish it.

         Yours Sincerely

                 W. G. Golding.

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         27 November 1953

         Dear Mr Golding,

         As I mentioned in my letter of 15th October, we are interested in ‘strangers from within’, and I should very much like to have a talk with you about it.

         Is there, I wonder, any chance of seeing you in London in the near future? I suggest tentatively next Thursday, 3rd December; alternative dates that I could manage are Monday, 7th, and Thursday, 10th. If any of these would suit you do please let me know. So far as time is concerned, I suggest 12 noon and I should be very pleased if you would lunch with me afterwards; but if an afternoon appointment would suit you better, 3 p.m. would do instead. I look forward to seeing you soon.

               Yours sincerely,

                        Charles Monteith.5

         
            As is standard practice throughout the correspondence, the file copy has been initialled by Monteith in pen above his printed name. The original letter received by Golding would no doubt have carried Monteith’s full signature.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith Ms


         28 November 1953 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts 


         Dear Mr Monteith

         Thank you for your letter of the 27th November. I will come up to town on the 3rd December, next Thursday, and be at 24 Russell Square at twelve noon.

         I am very glad to accept your invitation to lunch, and look forward to meeting you

         Yours Sincerely

                 William Golding

         
            24 Russell Square had been the home of Faber & Faber since its founding in the 1920s.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith Ts


         6 December 1953 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Mr Monteith

         Here are some bits of the emended version of my novel – the beginning, the middle and the end. I’ve done away with the separate bits, Prologue, Interlude, Epilogue, and as you’ll see, merged them into the body of the text. Furthermore, chapter one, now begins with the meeting of Piggy and Ralph, and I’m allowing the story of how they got there – or all that is necessary of it – to come out in conversation.

         Simon is the next job, and a more difficult one. I suppose you agree that I must convey a theophany of some sort or else he wont be as big a figure as he ought. I’m going to cut down the elaborate description of it, though, and try to get the same effect by reticence. Then I’m distributing odd bits and pieces of ‘Simonry’ throughout the text, to build him up.

         As you see, the ‘commander’ is now the ‘officer’; Ralph’s dream about his father has gone; and I’m making Piggy’s speech ungrammatical but not mis-spelling it.6

         If these changes are satisfactory, I hope to have them completed in a very few days. Re-reading the novel as a stranger to it, I am bound to agree with almost all your criticism, and am full of enthusiasm and energy for the cleaning up process. In fact I’m right back on the island.

         I hope you’ll forgive the tatty and uncorrected type-script, and this formless letter, but I’ve worked hard and am a bit dazed. What do you think of ‘A Cry Of Children’ as a title? It’s got at least two levels, which is more than the other had.

         Thank you for our very pleasant meeting and lunch. I hope to return it some time.

         yours sincerely

                    William Golding.

         
            This is the first letter to Monteith that Golding types. He has added Monteith’s name and his own signature by hand, as well as making several small additions and corrections.

            In his essay on Lord of Flies (see Appendix), Monteith recalls the first meeting with Golding and his suggestions for how the typescript should be revised. That typescript is lost but an earlier manuscript also contains the passages to which Monteith objects. It opens by describing the hurried evacuation of a ‘job lot’ of boys in the last desperate minutes before a nuclear explosion. Their plane is then damaged in an air battle, and the boys float down onto a coral island in a detachable tube under a huge parachute. At Monteith’s urging, Golding cuts these pages and the novel begins with the boys already on the island.

            The manuscript portrays Simon as a mystic. He ventures alone into the forest, where he meets an unnamed divinity – the ‘other person’ – who dances with Simon and communicates silently. Monteith remembers concluding that ‘Simon was not to me, and would not be, I suspected, to most readers wholly credible’; he asks Golding to tone down the mysticism and ‘make Simon explicable in purely rational terms’.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         14 December 1953

         Dear Mr Golding,

         Very many thanks for your letter and my apologies for having been so long in replying to it. My excuse is that I was very busy last week and hadn’t time to get down to it properly.

         As you can probably see from a quick glance at them, I have gone through these emended bits fairly carefully and I am more than pleased with the way the revision is going. The main faults to be put right were 7structural, – prologue, interlude and epilogue; and the ‘theophany’ of Simon. It seems to me that you have dealt with the first quite admirably, and I look forward very much to seeing what you have done with Simon.

         The other criticisms I had to make related more to the ‘surface’ of the book; they were textural or superficial rather than structural, – e.g., the way Piggy talks. And, as you can see from the various tentative emendations I have pencilled in, I think the ‘surface’ could probably still be polished up a bit here and there. What I feel about these new bits you have sent is that you are perhaps still tending to over-emphasise; to make points rather too directly when they could be made more effectively by implication.

         Instead of going through the various points in detail, I am sending these new bits back with my own suggestions pencilled in; by looking at the various alterations I have made I think you can see the sort of thing I have in mind. I do hope you don’t think I am being too niggardly about all these alterations, but I feel that in this novel it is frightfully important, if possible, to get the emphasis exactly right.

         I look forward to getting the rest of your amendments when they are ready; then, if I may, I’d like to go through them, and indeed through the whole novel again, in the same sort of way. Then perhaps we could have another talk about it.

         ‘A Cry of Children’ is a much better title, I think, but I am still not completely happy about it. I have a sort of feeling that the word ‘island’ should be there somewhere. But we can leave that until the very end. A perfect title is the sort of thing that is suddenly revealed rather than thought out.

                  Yours ever,

                        Charles Monteith.

         WG to Charles Monteith Ts


         18 December 1953 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Mr Monteith

         Here are some ‘Simon’ extracts. I hope you’ll forgive my own MS scribbles lying on them thick, but they are mainly corrections of an obvious sort. I’m sorry to have been so long about them, but I’ve been ill since I saw you last and this has held up production.8

         When I got your corrections to the previous extracts I examined them carefully and I accept them in full. I recognise my own anxious tendency to overstate and propose to guard against it. I also observe an extraordinary inability to put commas and apostrophes in the right place!

         I dont know how long you are taking at Christmas but I shall be at the following address from the 22nd of this month to the 8th of the next – 29 The Green Marlborough wilts, Telephone 645.

         There are a number of places in the story where I feel some small additions are necessary. I’ve not bothered to include these as you’ll see them when I put the whole thing together again.

         With every good wish for Christmas and the new year

                yours sincerely

                      William Golding.

         
            29 The Green, Marlborough, was the address of Golding’s parents. He grew up there; the house appears regularly in his recorded dreams and several times in his novels and essays.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         30 December 1953

         Dear Mr Golding,

         Here are the ‘Simon’ bits back, again with my tentative emendations pencilled on. I think you have hit on the right approach to this most tricky of all the problems in the novel; and my emendations are again simply ‘tonings down’ of emphasis. I think the danger to be guarded against now is turning Simon into a prig, a self-righteous infant who insists on saying his prayers in the dorm while the naughty boys throw pillows at him. In the early stages I feel it is enough simply to indicate that he is in some way odd, different, withdrawn; and therefore capable of the lonely, rarified courage of facing the pig’s head and climbing to the mountain top.

         The allegory, the theophany, is the imaginative foundation; and like all foundations is there to be concealed and built on. As a general rule, I think, the more completely the ‘gimmick’ is concealed, the more effective it is. Did you notice, for example, in L. P. Hartley’s recent novel ‘The Go-Between’ how the boy’s name Leo, which reoccurred again 9and again, helped to build up the atmosphere of feverish high summer? Leo is, of course, the appropriate Zodiacal sign and all the echoes of the word are full of lust and heat and blood.

         I look forward very much to the next instalment; or to seeing the whole thing if you are now in a position to put it together again.

              Best wishes for 1954.

                   Yours sincerely,

         
            The Zodiac sign Leo is associated with fire and covers the period 23 July–22 August. L. P. Hartley’s The Go-Between (1953) tells the story of twelve-year-old Leo Colston, who stays with his schoolfriend Marcus at his country home in Norfolk during the hot summer of 1900. Leo becomes the go-between delivering secret messages between Marcus’s sister Marian and a local farmer, Ted. Their relationship is finally discovered, with catastrophic consequences for all concerned.
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            1954

         

         
            This is Golding’s annus mirabilis. The year starts with him busily revising his novel in the light of Monteith’s recommendations. By the end of February, it is under contract and has acquired a memorable title: Lord of the Flies. The book is published to almost uniformly favourable reviews in September; within the first month, three film studios enquire about the rights. This sudden success ushers in the most prolific period of Golding’s life. Dissatisfied with progress on his latest manuscript – a novel titled ‘In Search of My Father’ – he puts it aside and completes an initial draft in November of what will become his second published novel, The Inheritors. Around this time, he also writes a short story titled ‘Miss Pulkinhorn’ and another story, ‘The Rescue’, for which he soon develops grander designs.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith Ts


         10 January 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts. 


         Dear Mr Monteith

         Here are the pieces put together. Perhaps you wont mind inspecting the whole thing? As you’ll see I’ve everywhere incorporated your own suggestions. I’ve lost any kind of objectivity I ever had over this novel and can hardly bear to look at it. This is partly due to my nasty bout of tonsillitis and about the highest temperature ever recorded, but mostly to the effort of patching – so much more wearing than bashing straight ahead at a story!

         As a title I thought of ‘Nightmare Island’ but abandoned it as being too crude. The current one seems all right, if a bit flat.

         I will still clean up the text if you wish and you can excise what you like. Part of the trouble has been that I’ve felt so disinclined to cut down the total number of words. However I’ve got over that, and the total is now up rather than down. So if you want to throw away any more Simon, go ahead.

         I havn’t re-typed some pages on which your changes were confined to removing my painful commas. If you want the script for a printer I shall be only too glad to go over it again and make a ‘fair copy’ more or less.

             yours

                  William Golding.11

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         12 January 1954

         Dear Golding,

         I feel terribly contrite at having badgered you so much about the novel, particularly when you were ill; and I am more than grateful to you for having been so patient and having worked so hard at it.

         I am a bit pushed at the moment, but I’ll go through it the moment I’ve got time and then write to you again.

         I do hope you are over your tonsillitis by now.

                   Yours ever,

                       Charles Monteith.

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         11 February 1954

         Dear Golding,

         I am delighted to be able at last to write and say that we’ve definitely decided to accept your novel. And though I can’t make any promises about this, I am quite hopeful that we shall be able to publish it this autumn.

         First of all, I’d better tell you the terms which I have been authorised to offer you for it. Here they are: –

         Royalties: 10% to 2,000 copies, 12½% to 5,000 copies, 15% thereafter.

         Advance: We shall be willing to pay you £60 as advance on royalties; £30 on signature of contract and £30 on publication.

         Option: We should like to have an option on your next two novels.

         If you find these terms acceptable let me know; a draft contract can then be prepared here and forwarded to you for signature.

         Now about the text. I have been through it all again and let me say at once that I was delighted to find that I was just as much gripped and excited by it as I was the first time I read it. The various emendations and patchings seem to me to have been admirably worked into the original draft.

         I’ve done a bit more editorial work on it. It’s been confined as usual mostly to cleaning out commas – thousands of them, I’m afraid; I’ve also made one or two fresh excisions – toning down Simon to fit in with the 12tonings down of other parts of the story; and I’ve redrafted a few sentences here and there, but none of these redrafts are of more than minor importance – just part of the final polishing process. If you would like to have the manuscript back to see what I have done or to give it a final check yourself, do let me know and I’ll see that it’s sent to you.

         In your last letter to me you said – and I was very grateful for it – that you would be willing to type a clean copy of the final version if this should be necessary. I don’t in fact think that it will be necessary. It’s quite true that the version I have got now is pretty well littered with corrections, but they are all minor ones and I think it should be clean enough for the printer. I’ll consult one of our Production people about it and see what they say; if, as I hope, they say it’s all right as it stands that will, of course, save a lot of time and will save you a lot of very tiresome labour. But if they do insist on a clean version, I am afraid I’ll have to send it to you for re-typing.

         Finally, the difficult matter of the title. I must confess that I’m not terribly keen on ‘This Island’s Mine’; but I’ve got to confess as well that I haven’t so far been able to think of anything very exciting myself. Here are one or two ideas that occurred to me: –

            ‘Beast in the Jungle’

            ‘The Isle is Full of Noises’

            ‘An Island of Their Own’

            ‘Fun and Games’

         If you get any fresh inspiration about this I hope you’ll let me know.

         I do hope you’ll write or give me a ring next time you come to London; it would be very nice to see you again.

         Looking forward to hearing from you.

                   Yours sincerely,

                       Charles Monteith.

         
            Faber’s standard advance for a first novel was £50. At the insistence of the firm’s chairman, Geoffrey Faber, this was increased to £60 (the equivalent of £2,000 in 2025) as an acknowledgement of Golding’s patience during the decision-making process.

            ‘This Island’s Mine’ seems to have been Golding’s suggestion. It alludes to a speech by Caliban in The Tempest: ‘This island’s mine by Sycorax my mother, / Which thou tak’st from me’ (1.2.332–3). Monteith’s letter to Golding dated 1 March 1954 implies that at one stage Golding had intended the same lines as the novel’s epigraph. The second item in Monteith’s own list of possible titles includes a reference to another of Caliban’s speeches: ‘Be not afeared; the isle is full of noises, / Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight and hurt not’ (3.2.127–8).13

         

         WG to Charles Monteith Ms


         14 February 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts. 


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you for your letter. I’m delighted that Fabers are going to publish the novel, and I accept the terms they offer.

         I hope that removing commas has not been too desperately boring. As far as a title is concerned, I can only think of

         ‘Nightmare Island’

              and

         ‘To End An Island’ – which last appears to me to have something. It has several applications and is the sort of Title which would catch the eye in Boots or Smiths. I shall be glad to know if you agree, and if you do not, how long the question can remain open.

         I come to town very seldom, but shall certainly be glad to ring you when I do.

              Yours Sincerely

                   William Golding

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         25 February 1954

         Dear Golding,

         We have now thought again about a title for your novel and the latest suggestion I have got is that it should be called lord of the flies. This isn’t my own suggestion; it occurred to someone else here; I myself am rather inclined to think that it is a good one. It comes, of course, from one of the most important and memorable episodes in the book and we all think that it’s the sort of title which would make an impression and would help the book’s sales. If, of course, you object to it, we shouldn’t dream of pressing it on you, but if you agree we should be perfectly prepared to accept it.

         One further problem has arisen. We are inclined to think that your novel might be helped if the chapters were given headings, though once again of course we won’t press this suggestion if you would rather leave them as they are, simply numbered in order. I have in fact drawn up a list of tentative chapter headings which is attached to this letter, but 14these are purely suggestions and I should be very grateful to know: (a) if you would mind us giving headings to the chapters, and (b) if not, what chapter headings you would like. On the attached list you will find typed on the right-hand side some alternatives to my own suggestions which you might like to consider. This is a rather more urgent problem than the problem of title, since if we do adopt chapter headings they will have to be printed at the top of the pages of text; so I would be more than grateful if you could let me know about this fairly soon.

         One further thing. As you may have seen from the papers, a £50 prize is being awarded this year at the Cheltenham Festival for a first novel published between October 1st, 1953 and September 30th, 1954. If we can get your book out in time, I should very much like to enter it for this, and I wonder if you would have any objection? If you haven’t, it is, of course, another reason for getting ahead with the production side as quickly as possible, for page proofs of all novels entered have got to be submitted by 1st June.

         I know you will be relieved to hear that our Production people say that the present manuscript can go the printers as it stands. So there will be no need for any further typing labours.

               Yours sincerely,

                   Charles Monteith.

         
            In an internal memo dated 19 February 1954, Monteith reports that ‘A.P. has suggested lord of the flies. I think this is very good myself and it refers to what is perhaps the central episode of the novel.’ A.P. was Alan Pringle, a Faber editor with a reputation for finding the right title. Another internal memo is probably similar to the document sent to Golding with proposed chapter titles. It lists Monteith’s suggestions in order, with alternatives in red ink (made by his colleague Ann Faber) next to three of them. In the event, all but one of Monteith’s titles were accepted; chapter 11, which he had called ‘The Fat Boy and the Twins’, instead followed Ann Faber’s suggestion and became ‘Castle Rock’.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith Ms


         28 February 1954     21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury.


         Dear Monteith

         Thanks for your letter, and my apologies for this wretched pen, but I’m out of every other sort except this pedagogic pink.

         I like ‘Lord Of The Flies’ as a title. I used the phrase in the book 15with malice a-forethought, since its’ a translation of ‘Beelzebub’, or something. Let us settle for it straight away.

         About Chapter headings –

         My instinct is slightly against them; but I dont really care either way. In any event, I regard the question as one to which you are far more likely to know the answer than I; so if you think they are a Good Thing go ahead. I’ve ticked the ones in your list that I like best.

         I certainly dont object to ‘Lord Of The Flies’ being entered for the Cheltenham Festival prize. Do I enter it myself, or do you? I hope you do!

         I’m very glad to hear that the manuscript is good enough for production.

              With best wishes

                    William Golding.

         
            The letter is indeed in ‘pedagogic pink’ – presumably the same pen that Golding used to mark schoolboys’ essays. ‘Beelzebub’ overwrites Golding’s initial spelling: ‘Baalzebub’.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         1 March 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Very many thanks for your letter. You will be pleased to hear, I think – I certainly am – that lord of the flies went to Production this morning and you should be getting galley proofs before very long. I’ve asked them to be as quick about it as they can. I am also trying to get a nice jungly jacket, designed by Anthony Gross or somebody like that: lots of creepers, palms, tall trees and small boys.

         I am very glad you like lord of the flies as a title. We are all happy about it here. And since, as I mentioned in my last letter, we think this is the sort of novel which is helped by chapter headings, we are going to use the ones which you have agreed to.

         I am glad you agree to let us enter your novel for the Cheltenham prize. We will look after all the formalities; there is no need for you to worry about it. There will, of course, be dozens of novels entered, so you shouldn’t be disappointed if nothing happens there. But I think it’s worth trying.

         By the way, if you want to dedicate the book to anyone or to insert any preliminary matter of that nature, would you please let me know as quickly as possible? I’ve deleted the ‘Tempest’ quotation (the bit 16about Sycorax), since that refers to a title which we have now abandoned. There is no need, of course, for any dedication or any epigraph unless you particularly want to have them.

             Yours sincerely,

                   Charles Monteith.

         
            Faber went ahead and commissioned the printmaker and painter Anthony Gross to make the ‘nice jungly jacket’ with tall palms and small boys. Gross also designed the jackets for Golding’s next three novels: The Inheritors (1955), Pincher Martin (1956) and Free Fall (1959).

            For the Tempest quotation and the abandoned title, see Monteith’s letter to Golding dated 11 February 1954.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith ms


         2 March 1954  21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts. 


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you for your letter – all the news seems very good, and I think you have been very quick. I want this dedication put in the front of the book – on a page by itself, if the paper situation warrants it.

         ‘For my mother and father.’

         Perhaps it could go where the Tempest quotation once was – if it had a page to itself.

         I dont build on the Cheltenham prize, though of course I should like to have it.

         Let me know if there is anything I can do to help on the good work.

              Yours Sincerely

                   William Golding

         
            Monteith confirmed in a brief note to Golding on 3 March that the dedication to Golding’s parents had been added.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith Ms/Ts


         27 March 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         Your publicity department wanted some facts about me, but I am ashamed to say that I lost their letter. I wonder if you would be kind 17enough to give them the enclosed sheet and my apologies? I take it that the few facts I have put there are sufficient.

         I hope you enjoyed Rose Macaulays Pleasure Of Ruins after your Attic experiences. Living as I do in an area practically scheduled as a public monument by the National Trust, I found her outlook – anti-quarian rather than archaeological – very refreshing

              Yours Sincerely

                     William Golding.

          

         
WILLIAM GERALD GOLDING


         Born St Columb Minor, Cornwall, 1911.

         Attended Marlborough Grammar School and Brasenose College, Oxford.

         Married 1939, two children.

         Navy 1940. Served in cruisers, destroyers, mine-sweepers, and ended the war in command of a Rocket Ship. Saw action against submarines, aircraft, Bismarck, ‘D’ day on French coast, and island of Walcheren. Acquired a great admiration for naval traditions and spirit.

         1945, schoolmaster at Bishop Wordsworths’ School, Salisbury. Main interests – sailing, and quite inexplicably, classical Greek which he has taught himself and now reads avidly. Cannot understand this. Writes poetry, and has published a good deal, but believes that poetry should have a surface meaning as well as depths, and finds this a handicap.

         lord of the flies is an adult view of what might happen in real life if children were left alone on a tropical island. The book treats this situation as a modern myth to be explored, and finds that the shape of society depends on the moral nature of the individual. The author examined carefully the habits of children at play, and drew conclusions which are not flattering to humanity. The remoteness of the story was helpful; and the imaginative experience so intense that at times the author felt that he had access to the plane on which mythology comes into being as an expression of deep truth.

         
            Golding’s reference to Monteith’s recent ‘Attic experiences’ makes this the first of many letters that the two men share about their love of Greece.

            In Pleasure of Ruins (1953), Rose Macauley explores the reasons why so many people across the ages have found the spectacle of ruined buildings pleasurable.

            Golding was born not in St Columb Minor but two miles further west at 18his maternal grandparents’ home: 47 Mount Wise, Newquay. He spread the misinformation for many decades, as an unpublished journal entry unrepentantly explains: ‘When asked which St Columb I was born in [i.e. St Columb Major or St Columb Minor] I say firmly “St Columb”. Newquay shall not pass my lips’ (J, 16 November 1986).

            Except for a lone verse in Poetry Review, Golding’s 1934 volume, Poems, was the extent of his poetry output. Macmillan turned down a second collection.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         29 March 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Very many thanks for sending on the notes about yourself; they are exactly what we wanted.

         The other day, by the way, I saw a couple of specimen pages of lord of the flies which the printer sent in as a sample and they looked quite admirable to me; I am sorry there wasn’t time to send them on to you, but as you know, we are pushing on with the production side of it fairly fast. You should be getting galley proofs before long.

         I haven’t, alas, read Rose Macaulay’s book, though I certainly mean to and everybody tells me how good it is. Indeed, I’ve got such a frightful nostalgia for Greece at the moment that I rather doubt if I could bear to read it just now.

                Yours ever,

                     Charles Monteith.

         PS Have you read the confidential clerk yet? If you haven’t, do let me know and I’ll send you a copy.

         
            T. S. Eliot’s verse play The Confidential Clerk was first performed in 1953 and published by Faber in March 1954.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith Ms


         25 April 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you for your letter of 29th March. I’m sorry not to have answered it before, but schoolmasters only have holidays to spend, and I’ve been away for a month.19

         You mention galley proofs of Lord Of The Flies – but I havnt had them yet. I thought you might like to know this, in case they’ve gone astray.

         I havnt read ‘The Confidential Clerk’ and should certainly be glad to see a copy.

              Yours ever

               William Golding.

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         27 April 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Thank you for your letter of 25th April. I may have been over optimistic about the galley proofs of lord of the flies. The latest news is that we probably won’t have them until about 10th May. When they come, by the way, I would be extremely grateful if you could deal with them as quickly as possible for I’m very anxious to get the book into page proof before the end of May; the reason is that 1st June is the closing date for Cheltenham entries and we have got to have page proofs for that.

         I’m enclosing a copy of the confidential clerk with this letter; I very much hope that you enjoy it.

              Yours sincerely,

                  Charles Monteith.

         WG to Charles Monteith Ms


         4 May 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you for the letter, and for ‘The Confidential Clerk’ which I am reading with pleasure. I must try and see it when the theatre here gets round to it.

         I note that you expect proofs at about the tenth of this month. I will certainly correct them at top speed when they come. I shall be glad to hear that they are in Cheltenham by June 1st!

         Yours ever

                 William Golding.20

         Charles Monteith to WG Ts


         20 May 1954

         Dear Golding,

         I have just finished reading the galleys of lord of the flies and this note is simply to let you know that I’m even more enthusiastic about it than I was before. Though I must have read it through four or five times by now and seen it at every stage, I still simply couldn’t put the proofs down until I had finished them. And I’m delighted to find that it’s had precisely the same effect on several other people here who hadn’t read it before; indeed, in two cases I have had complaints that it resulted in nightmares! What a terrific book it is; I do congratulate you on it.

         Don’t worry, by the way, about the Cheltenham Festival. As you probably noticed, I had some short galleys prepared – which are infinitely more easy to cope with than ordinary long galleys – and the Festival authorities are quite willing to consider novels in this form. They will be submitted in a day or two.

         And many thanks, too, for dealing with your own galleys so quickly. We can now get it into page proof. The only point that perhaps still needs a little attention is the question of Ralph’s hair! Again, it struck me that there was a danger of over-emphasis here. The long, blinding hair is of course enormously important, but could it be that it’s referred to rather too often? If you don’t mind, I think I’d like to delete some of the references to it. By doing that I’m quite certain that the effect will be enhanced rather than diminished. But if you don’t agree, do please say so.

              Yours ever,

                  Charles Monteith.

         
            Lord of the Flies did not win the Cheltenham Festival competition. In 1956 the Festival Director, John Moore, confided to Monteith that the novel had ‘produced among our judges powerful enthusiasms and powerful antipathies’, but that the ‘strong feeling of the antis’ ensured that it ‘just missed getting in the first three’.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         21 May 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you for your letter, and the kind things you say about ‘Lord 21Of The Flies’. I only hope that other people agree with you!

         By all means cut Ralph’s Hair for him – I had some doubts of it myself.

         Let me know if there’s anything else I can do to help on the good work.

         yours

                  William Golding.

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         23 May 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         After your last letter I took ‘Lord Of The Flies’ and read it again, to try and find something that would give me nightmares – but what I found was a quantity of misprints that I had not corrected! I made such an effort to get the whole book back to you without delay that I’m afraid the proof-reading, particularly in the last bit of the book, was not close and accurate. Is there anything I can do about this? Or will it be sufficient if they are put right when the book is in page? – if that is the correct technicality.

         Yours ever

                William Golding.

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         24 May 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Many thanks for your letters. At the moment I am going through the galleys myself and I will correct any misprints which I spot. But further corrections can certainly be made in page, so you can give it another going over then.

         Many thanks for saying I can trim Ralph’s hair a bit.

                Yours ever,

                   Charles Monteith.22

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         17 June 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         I have just received back the galleys that I returned to you as corrected. I am horrified to find what a quantity of mistakes I left in for you to deal with. My only excuse is that I thought it was such a rush job that I worked non-stop and therefore scamped it. However I’m very sorry that you had so much work to do that should have been mine.

         The page proofs seem to me to be attractive, and the novel genuine, as far as I am able to judge. May I say at this point that I think you have done a very clever and helpful piece of work on it? The novel is swift, now, with a measure of subtlety, and tautness. If it achieves any measure of success, much will be due to your severe, but healthy pruning.

         I see commas sprinkled over this page mechanically a nervous habit like biting the nails. when writing to you in future I shall omit all [image: ] punctuation [image: ]

            Yours ever

                 William Golding

         
            The copy-editing marks are Golding’s.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         21 June 1954

         Dear Golding,

         I was delighted to receive your very nice letter of 17th June. Working on lord of the flies was to me a very real pleasure. From the moment I first read the manuscript I was quite sure about its quality; and I thought I knew the sort of pruning and trimming that was needed. As the process went on it must have been rather maddening for you to see your own work being mauled about by somebody else, but I am more than pleased that you are satisfied with the final results. And may I say again how very grateful I personally am to you for having received all my criticisms so kindly.23

         We have provisionally fixed September 17th as publication date. The other day I saw the drawing which Anthony Gross has made for the jacket and thought it admirable. I do hope you like it; as soon as proofs of it are ready I’ll send one to you.

         When we met last year I remember you telling me about another novel you were working on. Is it too early, I wonder, to ask you how it is going? I’d be more than interested to see it when it’s ready.

                    Yours ever,

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         25 June 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you for your letter. I feel very cheerful about ‘Lord Of The Flies’ at the moment, and full of surprise that I could ever have written anything so interesting. At the moment it’s my favourite book! I only hope reviewers dont think its’ a boy’s book gone wrong.

         You asked after the other novel we discussed – ‘Telegonus.’ ‘In Search Of My Father’. Can I – may I – risk imposing on you by saying what I have about me at the moment, and asking for advice from your end? I apologise in advance for what is obviously going to be a huge letter, and hope it doesnt catch you just going off to Aleppo or Mecca or somewhere.

         I started ‘In Search Of My Father’ about a year ago. The theme is, or rather was to be the father–son relationship. We all, (mythologically) go off to find him and end up by displacing him in the world, killing him in fact, and loving and pitying him at the same time for our mortality. I wrote about 130,000 words of this and have, perhaps 30,000 to go. The book became a picaresque, with adventures, hair-raising and smutty, but of unequal interest. The original idea sank down, but is still there, I think. Working again on ‘Lord Of The Flies’ came between me and the first conception and the book faltered.

         Then you sent me ‘The Confidential Clerk’ (for which, thanks! I enjoyed it and want to see it, but honestly am floored by it – I feel a significance which escapes me. I’ll send it on to you but have left it at school at the moment) and at the time I was producing a Greek Play down here, so my interest in the theatre re-awoke. I’ve done a good bit of amateur writing for the stage, by the way, and 24some semi-professional acting. I began to think of a play about the forces of nature which we have evoked, and I call it ‘Dionysus’ – the Bacchae of Euripides stands at the back of it. Is this of any interest to you? I hear by bush telegraph that various publishers, incensed by the sales of plays over the counter, are trying to get in first by publishing plays before they are successes instead of after, so the idea is not entirely hair-brained.

         Then there is my first novel ‘Short Measure’ about a school boy who is killed by the preoccupation of the people who should be looking after him. That went to over twenty publishers most of whom said it was good material, and vivid but badly integrated. (I précis.) I forget what your readers said, but they must have seen it. I feel myself that the basic conception was honest and good and that some chapters are moving: but the strands arnt woven close.

         What do you think? If you feel the effort is warranted, I will clean up and type out a chapter of ‘In Search Of My Father’ so that you can judge for yourself – my ms is quite illegible as you can see. Or is ‘Short Measure’ worth a re-examination? I have the battered typescript of that by me.

         You are quite entitled to say ‘My dear Golding you must paddle your own canoe – Fabers are not going to tow you!’ and I should accept that. But I have so little critical faculty myself and feel that you know so well what you want, that these points are well worth putting forward.

         However I realise that ‘Lord Of The Flies’ and its’ part-author are a very small pebble on the seasons beach so don’t hesitate to be matter-of-fact when you reply to me!

             Yours ever

                   William Golding.

         
            In Greek mythology, Telegonus is the son of Odysseus and Circe. Having killed his father by accident, he marries Penelope, his father’s widow. Despite returning to ‘In Search of My Father’ several times – even as late as the mid-1980s – Golding never finished it, and it remains unpublished, as do his completed novel ‘Short Measure’ and his play ‘Dionysus’ based on Euripides’ The Bacchae. The ‘Greek Play’ that Golding was producing at the Studio Theatre in Salisbury in May 1953 was a different work by Euripides – Alcestis.

            ‘my ms is quite illegible’: see Golding’s letter to Monteith dated 1 December(?) 1954: ‘my ordinary handwriting is illegible even to my wife’.25

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         28 June 1954

         My dear Golding,

         Many thanks for your very interesting letter of 25th June. I’m more than glad to know about all the things you have on hand at the moment.

         Of course I’d be delighted to see in search of my father; and I’d be very grateful indeed if you would, as you suggest, type out a specimen chapter and send it to me. Though from what you tell me, I’m pretty sure it’s going to be impossible to form any sort of judgment about it until I have seen the whole book.

         So far as short measure is concerned – yes; do please send that in, too. Though I’m not expressing any verdict on it in advance, the fact that it has been turned down by so many people may very well mean that it is the unpublishable first novel which practically all successful writers have somewhere in their bottom drawer. But I would quite sincerely appreciate the opportunity of seeing it and I’ll tell you quite frankly whether or not I think anything can be made of it. So do please send it in as soon as you like. And could you see that it’s addressed to me personally?

         I’m interested to hear about your play and again when you’ve finished I’d very much like to have a look at it; but the rumours which have reached you about publishers nowadays being interested in plays before they’re produced haven’t, I must confess, reached me. Alas – apart from verse dramas by established poets and the collected works of major West End luminaries like Terence Rattigan – plays are almost invariably pretty hopeless publishing propositions from a commercial point of view. There are very occasional exceptions, but these nearly always follow on an outstanding stage success. So though I really do want to read the play and hope you’ll send it to me, I rather anticipate that my advice about it will be that you should simply start sending it round to the various theatrical producers.

         I am surprised, by the way, that you are ‘completely floored’ by the confidential clerk. I should have thought quite an appropriate sub-title for that would have been ‘In Search of my Father’. Helpful hint – Euripides Ion. Please don’t, by the way, bother to send it back; it’s a present from your publishers.

         So glad you’re feeling cheerful about lord of the flies; I am, too. It 26won’t, of course, be everybody’s cuppa, but I’m very much hoping that it may take the fancy of at any rate some of the reviewers. If they think about it even half as well as I do, they ought to review it well.

               Yours ever,

                  Charles Monteith.

         
            Eliot modelled the plot of The Confidential Clerk on Euripides’ Ion: both plays are driven by a confusion over parentage. Golding’s simultaneous reworking of the Odysseus–Telegonus myth, his staging of Alcestis in Salisbury, and his attempt to write a play based on The Bacchae show him engaging with similar sources and subjects.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         12 July 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury


         Dear Monteith

         I’m sorry not to have sent off those chunks of writing I told you about – exams and what not have caught up with me. I’ll push them off to you as soon as I can put them together and have a moment to look through them.

         Dont bother to acknowledge this.

                  In haste

                       Yours ever

                         William Golding.

         
            This letter is written on Bishop Wordsworth’s School headed paper. The school’s address and telephone number have been crossed out in red pen, as has the printed information in the left-hand corner: ‘j. mcn. milne, ba, bmus, aram. vice-master and director of music.’ John Milne was one of Golding’s closest friends; the two men shared a love of sailing and of music.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         18 July 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith.

         I thank my publishers for their gift of ‘The Confidential Clerk’ which I have read again, and enjoyed. I still prefer ‘The Cocktail Party’ which I think is a greater play but this is certainly a most extraordinary and 27fascinating one. Perhaps our local rep. will do it and then I shall have a more accurate means of comparison.

         Here is ‘Short Measure’. I hav’nt re-read it, and feel that perhaps I’m inflicting on you something that ought to be burnt – but the intention was honest in the beginning.

         I’m also including a lump of ‘In Search Of My Father’ – a random lump, more or less. This is the first raw writing with all its new crudity. If you can tell me whether or not you detect any energy latent under the pages that could later be expressed more fully I’d be very grateful. The nasty customs and so forth came from a mélange of classical and anthropological reading. You may detect some Zenophon here and there – the bits missing from the school editions.

         I hope this doesnt catch you on the wing for the Mediterranean. I shall understand a very long pause before your reply.

              Yours ever

                    William Golding.

         
            T. S. Eliot’s verse play The Cocktail Party, published in 1950, is based on Euripides’ Alcestis. Golding’s admiration for it may have prompted, or been prompted by, his own staging of Alcestis in 1953.

            Xenophon (or Zenophon, as Golding consistently misspelt it) was a Greek general, historian and philosopher born in 430 bc. Golding considered Xenophon’s war memoirs to be among the best of their genre.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         20 July 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Many thanks for sending me short measure and the chunk of in search of my father. There may, as you anticipate, be a fairly long pause before I am able to write to you about them. I’ll be away for virtually the whole of August and I’m not sure if I’ll have time to do more than glance at them rather quickly before I leave. But I’m very grateful to you for sending them and I look forward very much to having a look at them.

         It won’t be very long now till lord of the flies makes its début. Publication date, I think, is 17th September. I sent it in to the Book Society, by the way, and though they are not, alas, going to give it an official ‘recommendation’, they are going to mention it in The Bookman 28– which means, if they follow their usual practice, that they will probably print a short extract from it in either the September or October issue.

                Yours ever,

                    Charles Monteith.

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         23 July 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Are you really ‘Balaam’? That pencilled note on the cover of short measure has excited my curiosity enormously. I do hope you don’t mind my asking.

                     Yours ever,

         
            Balaam is an Old Testament prophet who appears in the Book of Numbers.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         26 July 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury


         Dear Monteith

         No, I am not Balaam nor his ox nor his ass –

         The explanation of the scribble is obscure. The last reader, I imagine, wrote it in, and as I did’nt send the book out again I didn’t bother to rub it out. Then I shoved the book off to you without looking at the title and forgot that it would certainly give you a shock. I’m sorry – no, I’m not that prophet. What a pity!

         Yours ever

                   William Golding

         PS I’m also sorry about the Book Society, and inclined to get a bit up stage – or rather having seen some of their recommendations, I’m inclined to curl a lip under my whiskers and say ‘thank heavens!’. Couldn’t we overprint the cover ‘Not Recommended by the Book Society’? I’m sure that would draw the public in their – dozens.

         Or shall I jump off the top of Salisbury Spire with a parachute? Excuse this frivolity where a sober subject like sales is concerned; but I’ve just been sailing and am still feeling rather bluff and seaman like.

                 WG.29

         
            Summoned by the king of Moab to curse Israel, Balaam begins the journey on his donkey (in some translations, ass). A sword-wielding angel descends to block his path; only the donkey can see the angel, and it refuses to move forward. After Balaam beats it, the donkey is given the power of speech, at which point Balaam is permitted to see the angel.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         28 July 1954

         Dear Golding,

         I read the sample of in search of my father the other day and I thought I would let you know at once that I’m enormously interested by it and look forward very much to seeing the whole thing when it’s ready. Indeed, I had rather a bad dream last night about pale, tattooed fat boys. I don’t think there’s any point in saying much more about it now. But once it’s finished and I’ve had a chance to read it all, there will doubtless be lots to say.

         I’ve also read short measure and though it’s a readable and promising novel, I do honestly think it would on the whole be better not to try to do anything with it. The promise has, after all, been fulfilled in lord of the flies and will go on being fulfilled in in search of my father. At this stage, I think, it wouldn’t be worthwhile to revive an early effort. What short measure lacks, I feel, is that imaginative fire, compulsion or whatever it is, that keeps lord of the flies alive and moving and exciting. I found that I never got really frightfully interested in it. I do hope this doesn’t sound too harsh and unsympathetic; it’s certainly very crudely expressed.

         Many thanks for clearing up the Balaam mystery. I didn’t think you were Balaam, but I was enormously puzzled by that pencilled note.

         I’m disappointed, too, about the Book Society not recommending lord of the flies. The principles on which they choose and recommend pass all comprehension, but I don’t think we need worry about it. Now the book has got into nice, manageable bound proofs quite a number of people here have read it who hadn’t read it before and they are all, I’m delighted to find, as enthusiastic about it as I am.

                Yours ever,

                      Charles Monteith.30

         
            The ‘pale, tattooed fat boys’ of Monteith’s nightmare feature in the passage from ‘In Search of My Father’ that Golding had sent him. Telegonus, captured in battle, is taken to a king who keeps boys in cages – ‘naked and painted, and hideously fat’. They are stuffed with food until they eventually drown in their own obesity.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         6 August 1954

         Dear Golding,

         A piece of very good news. I have been dropping proof copies of lord of the flies at various strategic points and the first reaction came today: – a very enthusiastic telephone call from the editor of ‘John O’London’s Weekly’ – ‘The best thing of its kind since a high wind in jamaica’. And lord of the flies is to be ‘John O’London’s’ Book Choice for September. There will be a big splash about it, and I trust about you, too, in their issue of September 17th. Very many congratulations. I am enormously pleased about it myself.

         I am just off to France for a holiday and won’t be back until September 1st. I will certainly try to remember to send you a postcard.

                 Yours ever,

         
            Founded in 1919, John O’London’s Weekly was a literary magazine with a circulation of 80,000 at its peak.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         3 September 1954

         Dear Golding,

         The most unexpected piece of bad luck. We just heard this morning that John O’ London’s Weekly is ceasing publication with their issue of September 10th; and so by one week we are going to miss their big splash about lord of the flies. Alas, alas! Nothing could have been more completely unexpected. What makes it even more bitter is that the Editor writes to say that Richard Church has done a very good and very enthusiastic review, – and there will be no John O’ London’s Weekly to print it in. All we can do, I am afraid, is to ask Church’s permission to quote him in our early advertising. I imagine he will be willing to do that, and it will be some help in getting the book off to a good start.31

         I have just seen some of the advance copies, and I think they look extremely nice; I don’t know if your copies have reached you yet – probably not, but they certainly will before long.

         I had a very agreeable holiday in France – in the South it was sunny most of the time.

         Any more news about how in search of my father is going? I am looking forward enormously to reading the completed manuscript.

         Yours ever,

         
            Richard Church’s unpublished 1,500-word review finds that Lord of the Flies carries ‘a weight and authority that compel attention, and finally stamp it with the seal of truth’; it is, Church concludes, ‘a most significant novel worthy of survival as a work of art both concrete and authoritative’.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         7 September 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         – I suppose you are back from the south now. Thank you for your postcard. I’d have sent you one from Devonshire, but didn’t know where to send it. I’ve seen the book-cover which seems admirably suitable.

         What about ‘John O’ London’? Do we save anything from the wreck? I’ve written to the editor to say how sorry I am about the whole business, as seemed only proper; but dont know whether anything positive can be done. Do editors ever say to each other – ‘take this, it’s no good to me now, and you may as well have it!’

              Yours

                   William Golding

         
            The Goldings had spent their summer holiday in Paignton.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         8 September 1954

         Dear Golding,

         As you will see from the enclosed copy of our own Faber Bulletin – which goes to newspapers and magazines all over the country 32– we are doing what we can ourselves to save something from the John O’ London’s wreck. And we have also had Richard Church’s permission to quote from this review in our early advertising. But what a pity that this notice isn’t going to be printed as it stands, – though Church may, of course, manage to get something into some other paper about the book. Let’s hope that he does. In any event, I thought you would be interested in reading what he was going to say.

         By the way, Webster Evans, John O’ London’s editor, would very much like a signed copy of the novel – he has collected signed copies of all the John O’ London’s choices. I am enclosing an extra one with this letter and if you would be good enough to sign it and send it back to me so that I can forward it to him, both he and I would be very grateful. Incidentally, I’d very much like a signed copy for myself, but perhaps we can leave that until we have a chance to meet again which won’t, I hope, be in the too distant future.

         One other piece of encouraging news. John Connell – Time & Tide and The Evening News – wrote yesterday: ‘lord of the flies has kept me from my work; it is brilliant and formidable.’ And so indeed it is. I’m so glad that you like the book jacket; I thought it admirable myself.

                        Yours ever,

         
            John Connell reviewed Lord of the Flies in The Evening News, judging it to be ‘vivid and enthralling; it stirs your blood and it touches your heart’.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         10 September 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Monteith

         Here is the returned and signed copy for Webster Evans. You seem to have salved a great deal from John O’ London, though of course full publication would have been better. I’m glad John Connell likes the book. If many people like him are in favour we shall have a success of esteem on our hands – you note my reserve as to £.s.d. – which will be difficult to cap. I’ve written more of ‘In Search Of My Father’ but it’s going slowly. I’ve had another idea which will push in. Never mind, though – the principal thing is that I feel the urge and will get 33something done. The Lord defend me from getting too cocky! My wife and children have agreed to keep my ego under.

                 Yours ever

                    William Golding

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         13 September 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Many thanks for sending me the signed copy of lord of the flies. I have sent it off to Webster Evans who will, I know, be very grateful for it. It won’t be long now till it’s out. Like you, I’m looking forward very much to hearing what the great world thinks of it; and again like you, I’m feeling pretty confident.

         So glad that in search of my father’s going well.

         Yours ever,

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         20 September 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Very many congratulations on the wonderful notices that lord of the flies has been getting so far. Doubtless you have seen yesterday’s Observer and The Times on Saturday; but did you see Friday’s Time & Tide and Daily Mail? Now I’m looking forward enormously to reading this week’s bunch.

                   Yours ever,

         
            Lord of the Flies had been published on 17 September in an edition of 3,000 copies. Stevie Smith in the Observer praised it as a ‘beautiful and desperate book – something quite out of the ordinary’. The Times described it as ‘a most absorbing and instructive tale’, while Time and Tide called the novel ‘an example of how a truly imaginative writer who is also a deep thinker […] can produce a work of universal significance’. Pat Murphy, the Daily Mail reviewer, reported, ‘I fell under the terrible spell of this book and so will many besides’; that comment seems to have particularly pleased Golding, who quotes it in his letter to Monteith of 22 September. Monteith was also contacted directly by enthusiastic readers, among them C. S. Lewis, who called the book ‘a brilliant success’ and judged that ‘the island is better conveyed to one’s senses than any I can remember’.34

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         22 September 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         Thanks very much for your congratulations. We are very pleased down here – I have been signing copies already, but unfortunately only friends; but I calculate that at least sales have reached double figures! I’m also touching wood and keeping my fingers crossed for next weekends’ reviews – surely this is too good to last.

         I’ve seen the reviews – friends phone them in, like an unofficial press cutting agency. I particularly liked ‘The terrible spell of this book’ and the ‘many besides’. You may know my headmaster, F. C. Happold, another Faber client? I’ve now given him nightmares – not, I’m afraid for the first time.

         Did you notice the compliment to the title ‘apt and poetic’? And Churche’s stuff about economy of effort? I feel these are properly addressed to you, and your pruning hook. I wont repeat thanks, but you know how conscious I am of your help.

                 Yours ever

                 William Golding.

         
            Golding’s headteacher at Bishop Wordsworth’s School, F. C. Happold, published several books with Faber about education and religion, including Towards a New Aristocracy: A Contribution to Educational Planning (1943), Everyone’s Book about the English Church (1953) and Adventure in Search of a Creed (1957).

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         30 September 1954

         Dear Golding,

         I thought I would let you know that we have just heard that Arthur Calder Marshall will be reviewing lord of the flies in the Home Service at 4.45 on October 17th. I’ll certainly be listening in myself.

         Did you see that splendid review in the Manchester Guardian? The only one so far, I think, to get the point of the title.

                   Yours ever,35

         PS

         Latest flash! A telephone call from Ealing Studios. They are ‘interested’ in the possibility of filming it. No decision yet, but hope to let us know in a few days. Don’t bank too much on this as the chances are that nothing will come of it; but I needn’t say how much I hope that something does come of it – what a super film it would make! As soon as we hear anything more I’ll let you know.

         
            ‘The point of the title’ prompted what was almost the only reservation expressed by Douglas Hewitt in his otherwise laudatory review for the Manchester Guardian: ‘Perhaps, too, the slaughtered pig’s head adopts Beelzebub’s name of Lord of the Flies too easily in the mind of the delirious little boy and tells him too dogmatically that the Beast which they all fear is a part of themselves.’

            In a letter of 6 October to Faber’s general manager, Peter du Sautoy, who was away on business in the United States, Monteith was able to report that Lord of the Flies was ‘under consideration by Ealing Studios, Pinewood and Columbia’, but he remained pessimistic about the prospects: ‘I can’t see it for a moment being made into a film, – just think of the casting problems! But what a super film it would make.’

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         17 October 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you for your letter. I have delayed replying because I wanted to hear Marshall first. I think he must have done ‘Lord Of The Flies’ a bit of good judging from my own flattered feelings. The other reviews seem to me pretty good too, though of course I cant really judge their impact, if any, on other people. Nobody has used the word ‘mythology’ yet, however. When they do that, my cup will be full.

         May I say too, that the good bits in the reviews have scared me stiff? How on earth am I ever to earn such remarks again? This seems to me to put ‘In search of my Father’ right out of court. It would only turn out to be an inferior ‘Sinuhe The Egyptian’ or ‘Long Ships’! It needs recreating mentally. After three breakdowns and a marked distaste, I’ve put it – two thirds written – on one side. The other idea which has been working in my mind, (and I’ve written nearly a quarter of it) seems more immediately fruitful. I’m really writing it at a tremendous lick. Its about H. Sapiens and H. Neanderthal. I’ll say no more about it, till I can send you a copy for you to decide whether Fabers might like it.36

         I’m dreadfully busy – I’ve got to lecture to live, as well as teach, what with school fees and the rest of it. So the amount of time I can put about number two ‘The Inheritors’ (title provisional only) is conditioned by the need to lecture bored army types on music or an earnest WEA class on the history of the seventeenth century, or the modern novel, about which I know nothing. Am I going to make any money out of L of F? If so I will let the army and RAF go and get down to it. Also I should like Fabers to cover their expenses!

         One other thing – Agents, shady and otherwise have been after me to pick up the crumbs from a table that as far as I can see will be bare for a long time. One and all they inquire about American rights and so forth. This has put proud ideas in my head. Is Fabers going to publish in America and so on? Of course what you tell me will be in confidence – tho’ I dont know the etiquette of these things (I’ve told Curtis Brown that I’ll let them have short stories and anything else apart from novels that I may happen to write or have by me, but they dont know how little they’ll get.)

         Have you heard any more from Ealing Studios? Funnily enough I had been thinking about the camera eye when I got your – may I say ‘jubilant’ – letter. I keep reminding myself that billions of books are published every minute; but you certainly contrive to convey personal interest. Believe me, I’m grateful for it

            Yours ever

                   William Golding

         
            Amidst a generally positive account of Lord of the Flies, Arthur Calder-Marshall had particularly praised Golding’s expertise in ‘build[ing] up his suspense’ and reaching ‘a dizzy climax of terror’.

            The Egyptian and The Long Ships are historical novels by Mika Waltari and Frans G. Bengtsson respectively. The Egyptian (Sinuhe egyptiläinen in the original Finnish) was translated into English in 1949 and turned into a Hollywood film in 1954. Its ancient Egyptian setting would have grabbed the attention of a fervent Egyptologist like Golding. The Long Ships, a story of Viking adventure set in the tenth century, is a 1954 translation from the Swedish Röde Orm.

            ‘school fees and the rest’: Judy had joined the Godolphin School in Salisbury as a day girl the previous year and it was an ongoing challenge for the Goldings to afford the fees and uniform.

            WEA stands for Workers’ Educational Association, a voluntary body providing adult education courses. To generate supplementary income, Golding regularly gave talks and classes for the WEA, the Women’s Institute and similar organisations.37

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         21 October 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Thank you very much for your letter of 17th October. Yes; Arthur Calder-Marshall’s broadcast was very good; and there’s a frightfully good review in this morning’s Listener. I’m delighted to be able to tell you that we decided yesterday to reprint, – which is the best of all indications that the book’s really selling very nicely.

         I’m a bit sorry, I confess, to hear that in search of my father has been laid to one side, – I can still remember those fat boys – but since the new one’s really moving at the moment, I’m sure you’re absolutely right to get ahead with that. I look forward more than I can say to reading it when it’s ready.

         I’m not at all surprised that agents have been swarming round; indeed, one or two of them told me that they were going to have a shot. It’s perhaps a little difficult for me even to try to advise you about this particular problem – since the theory is that agents exist to protect defenceless authors from the inhuman rapacity of publishers – but if you do feel like leaving it to one side for the moment, I really would like to have a talk with you about it the next time you manage to get to London. And perhaps I ought to say now that in my own view it is often very useful for an author to have an agent; it’s really a matter of deciding whether or not what he can do for you is worth the 10% cut he takes. And then there’s the question of which agent to choose.

         So far as an American edition is concerned, we have been doing our level best to place it in the States ever since page proofs were ready. My colleague, Peter du Sautoy, is over there at the moment and he is very keen indeed on getting it taken by one of the big American firms. To date he hasn’t, alas, been successful, – not a reflection on lord of the flies, but on the very odd fact that English novels which have done well here have been tending recently rather to fizzle out in the States. Knopfs have it under consideration at the moment; and even if they don’t take it I have high hopes that someone else will. We’re also trying to place it in France and Germany and if anything happens there I’ll certainly keep you informed. If it’s taken in the US or abroad that will, of course, mean an extra royalty for you.

         About film rights. In this country Ealing and Pinewood were both 38interested and I’ve also succeeded in arousing the interest of Columbia and MGM. The only decision we have had so far is from Pinewood – I enclose a copy of their letter. As I mentioned to you in my last letter, I really shouldn’t build too much on the possibility of having lord of the flies filmed, – it certainly would be a splendid film, but I should have thought the subject would give an ordinary film company a very bad attack of cold feet.

         Do let me know if you ever plan to come up to London. It would be very nice to see you again. And don’t hesitate to keep in touch about problems arising out of either lord of the flies or the new book.

                Yours ever,

         
            The reviewer in The Listener was George D. Painter, who called Lord of the Flies ‘a powerful first novel’ and predicted that ‘Mr Golding’s future work will be worth watching for’.

            Although Monteith spared Golding the details, at least ten American publishers rejected Lord of the Flies.

            The Pinewood Studios verdict came from the director, producer and screenwriter Sergei Nolbandov, who wrote that the novel was ‘most exciting’ but that he could not see ‘how one could make a film of it’. Nolbandov ended with a request to be sent Golding’s future novels as they appeared.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         27 October 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Monteith

         Thanks for your letter. I’m sorry again to delay in answering it, but I’m writing hard at the Inheritors. I want to get at least a first draft done straight away, to avoid the flop of ‘In Search Of My Father’. I’ve got half done already and am scribbling madly. I think in the end it might do.

         I’m glad to hear that you are reprinting; guesses vary from a pessimistic 1000 to an optimistic 5000. My wife thinks that the first dozen are out and you’re printing another dozen! Opinions down here, even from close friends is that the book is quite out of the ordinary. More nightmares!

         About agents – I told Curtis Brown that I wanted to sell any short stories or articles I could, and would send them any I could find in cupboards. I left them in absolutely no doubt as to my feelings of loyalty to Fabers for this big start I’ve been given. I certainly shouldn’t hand myself 39over to any agent lock stock and barrel, but if, I thought, they take a cut of odd things that are no good to Fabers, and which wouldn’t get published without them, everybody is a penny or so better off. What do you think of this? In any case I’ve signed nothing! I should certainly like to hear your advice on the whole subject. Perhaps I could get up to London sometime soon and we could meet if you’re not too busy.

         I was very glad to hear of the tentacles you have stretched out over the world. They tell me Australia is a cinch for a new book. I like to think of somebody reading it upside down. As far as films are concerned – believe me I’ve never built on it. I have a rough idea of what the film public wants and it isn’t what I’ve got.

         If it gets going ever in France we ought to call it ‘Roi des Mouches’ – very subtle.

                Yours ever

                   William Golding.

         
            A month after publication, Faber decided to supplement their initial print run of 3,000 copies with a further 2,000.

            The literary agency Curtis Brown had turned down ‘Strangers from Within’ before Faber accepted it. Golding stayed loyal to Faber throughout his career, and in turn Faber acted as agents for his novels internationally. Curtis Brown helped Golding to place reviews and stories.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         28 October 1954

         Dear Golding,

         We’ve just had an offer for the film rights of lord of the flies which I must pass on to you at once. I’d be more than grateful if you could let me know your reactions as quickly as possible.

         I’d better explain at the start that the film rights of a novel are very seldom bought outright at once by a film company. What the film company usually does is to buy an option for a definite period; and at the time they buy the option they also agree the figure they will pay for the story if they do eventually decide to take it. I do hope this is clear.

         I’d better say, too, that as I think you know, both Columbia and MGM (USA) have it under consideration at the moment; and if either of these should take an option they would almost certainly be able to pay more for it than a British company; and, again, if either of these 40should eventually decide to buy the story, they would pay more for it. But my own feeling is that since lord of the flies is such an unusual book, it would frighten off the average film producer. In this country it has already, I’m sorry to say, frightened off Sir Michael Balcon.

         Now for the offer we’ve had. It comes jointly from a British director, Mr Phil Leacock, and a British producer, Mr Michael Hankenson. You may remember Leacock’s film the kidnappers, which was a great success about a year ago, – all about two small boys in Nova Scotia who kidnapped a baby as a pet. Hankenson came to see me the other day and both he and Leacock are clearly very keen indeed to try and make a film out of the book. They both read it and were fascinated by it, thought at first the idea of a film was quite impossible and then found they couldn’t get it out of their minds. They both feel now that it could be done. They still haven’t, however, put the idea up to a film company and what they want is two months’ option which they would buy personally to work on the idea so that they have something definite to put up to Pinewood, the studios to which Leacock is under contract.

         The figures Hankenson mentioned to me were for the option £100; and for the story, if they persuade Pinewood to take it, ‘about £700 to £800’. My own advice in principle is that you should accept this, since I think the personal enthusiasm of these two men offers the best chance – still of course only a chance – of getting lord of the flies onto the screen. The £100 for the option is, I think, fair enough; but, subject to your agreement, I propose to ask £1,000 for the story (you do realise, don’t you, that of all these sums you get 90% and we get 10%). Hankenson wants a word pretty quickly, so, as I say, I’d be much indebted to you for a very early reply.

         Thanks for your letter which arrived this morning. Sales at the moment – it’s been out now not much over a month – are a bit over the 2,000 mark which for a first novel is really very satisfactory; and it keeps on selling pretty comfortably.

         Many thanks for all you tell me about Curtis Brown, etc. If you manage to get up to London I’ll be more than glad to have a chat with you about it.

         The book’s on offer now in a considerable number of European countries, but it’s too early to expect any response as yet. In Australia we’ll of course be selling our own edition, but since shipping takes several weeks, I don’t expect they’re on the Antipodean market yet. Like you, I’ve a feeling it will do pretty well there.41

         By the way, have you heard yet from Vogue? I gather they want to photograph you for one of their features.

         So glad the inheritors is going well. When it’s ready I look forward more than I can say to reading it.

         Yours ever,

         
            Michael Balcon was a renowned film producer who ran Ealing Studios. As director of The Kidnappers (1953), Philip Leacock had recently enjoyed box-office success with a film that cast children in significant roles. Michael Hankinson (not Hankenson) had directed a number of films in the 1930s; he continued to make short films into the 1960s.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         31 October 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith

         Confirming our phone conversation, please go ahead with the negotiations for Filming Lord of the Flies with Mr Hankenson and Mr Leacock. I will be guided by you in this matter and leave the whole thing in your hands.

         I’m coming to London on Tuesday, 2nd November and will ring you from Waterloo. Dont bother to write if you wont be available – I’ll arrange to see you some other time.

         Yours ever

                 William Golding

         PS Really good news about sales I think. 2000 is more than I should have expected from a book of that sort.

         W.G.G.

         
            Golding had phoned to find out whether there was any chance of negotiating a percentage of gross income if the film went ahead.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         8 November 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Prospects of lord of the flies being filmed have momentarily got rather dimmer. Hankinson rang me up on Friday to say that Pinewood 42have another film about small boys on the stocks and don’t therefore feel at all hopeful about the chances of taking on lord of the flies. In the circumstances he and Leacock – understandably, I think – feel they wouldn’t be justified in buying an option. But they are still very keen indeed on the idea of filming the book; and still have high hopes that they will be able to persuade some other Studio to take it on. They are both prepared and anxious to work on a draft scenario, or at any rate to think in a detailed and concrete way about its presentation; and they would very much like to meet you and have a talk about it. If you are agreeable to this idea they would like to arrange it soon; indeed, if possible sometime this week. Leacock has got to go away before very long for a short time and would like to see you before he goes. They would both be quite willing to go down to Salisbury and meet you there.

         My own view is that if you feel like seeing them about it, it would be an admirable thing to do. They are both quite obviously and sincerely enthusiastic; and my hunch is that this personal enthusiasm of theirs provides the best chance there is of getting lord of the flies onto the screen. I haven’t, of course, given them your address, since I don’t know whether you would like to see them or not. Hankinson’s address is: –

                  1, Powis Villas,

                  Brighton,

                  Sussex.

         I know he would be more than grateful if you would write to him or – better still – send him a wire. I have a feeling that once he’s heard from you he and Leacock will be in the next train to Salisbury.

         So terribly sorry that the day you were in London last week happened to be the day when I have to go into purdah for our weekly Book Committee. Do keep in touch and let me know when you will be here again.

                 Yours ever,

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         9 November 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Monteith

         Thanks for your letter. I was sorry not to see you on tuesday but quite understand that purdah is purdah.

         I’ve written Hankinson to arrange a meeting since it seems the nearest 43way to getting somewhere with Lord Of The Flies. Being photographed for Vogue was the most frightening experience I’ve had since D. day.

         I hope Lord Of The Flies continues to sell and that Fabers have got their money back.

         Yours

                  William Golding.

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         18 November 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Another news flash about lord of the flies. It is the November choice of the Comite Litteraire Franco-Britannique. This is a Book Club operating in France which chooses one English book a month for circulation to its members. I haven’t any idea so far how many copies they will want, but it’s certainly a distinguished organisation and I do congratulate you most sincerely on having been chosen.

         Do let me know, by the way, how you got on with Hankinson and Leacock. I’d be interested to hear.

                     Yours ever,

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         21 November 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Monteith

         Thanks for your letter. I was delighted to hear about the French Book Club. Perhaps it may even lead to a translation, in time.

         I wrote to Hankinson offering to see him down here; but at that time he was unable to come. Now I am inviting him down for a meal and talk on Wednesday next; and if he cant manage that I might get up and see them both in London the week after. He sounds keen enough.

         I am now in a bit of bother over Curtis Brown – I said – would they care to see a thing I wrote about seven years ago, a dilatory formless thing about sailing with a view to cutting it up into articles or essays or what have you? To my astonishment they leapt at the idea, saying that publication of such a thing (they havnt yet seen it!) was very profitable. Of course if I’d known that, I’d have pushed it off to you. Now 44I dont know what to do. Shall I let them see it, and say, if its any use it must go to you? Or what? I should hate Fabers to feel that I was incapable of playing as fair a game with them as they with me –. The book – ‘Seahorse’ – was turned down by a number of publishers and I regarded it as a dead loss and forgot it. You may even have seen it.

         I finished a first short draft of ‘The Inheritors’ about a week ago and it came out at 46,000 words. It needs much reorganisation and so on. At the moment I’m twiddling my thumbs. Supposing you ever agree to publish another novel by me, what sort of interval is best? A year? Eighteen months?

                  Yours ever

                        William Golding.

         
            ‘Seahorse’ is an unpublished account of the Golding family’s adventures on a rickety boat of that name during the summer of 1947. It was probably completed the following year.

            The manuscript of Golding’s ‘short draft’ of The Inheritors still survives. He has written at the end of it, ‘First draft finished 1315 on the 11th November in 29 days’.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         26 November 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Many thanks for your letter of November 21st. I do appreciate very much that you should let me know about seahorse, Curtis Brown and all that. If you do send it to Curtis Brown I’d be more than grateful if you would, as you suggest, tell them to send it to us first. I’d certainly be more than glad to look at it and let you know what we feel about it. Am I right in thinking, by the way, that when you mentioned it first to Curtis Brown your idea was not so much publication as a book but rather a possible conversion into a series of articles or essays? You will not, I hope, mind me saying – and of course this is not in any way a pre-judgment of seahorse which I haven’t seen yet – that you ought to be pretty careful about your second book, after all the superb things that were said about lord of the flies.

         It is very good news that the first draft of the inheritors is finished. Would you like me to have a look at it now? If you would, I’d be very glad to. But if you would rather keep it for shaping and 45re-organising of course I’ll understand. It is impossible to say definitely when the second novel should come out, but an interval of a year or eighteen months would be quite all right, I think.

         I needn’t say that if you do come to London to see Hankinson the week after next I’d be delighted if we could meet. Do please let me know in advance what your plans are.

                     Yours ever,

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         1 December(?) 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts 


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you for your letter. After some correspondence, Hankinson and Leacock came down here, refused my offer of lunch but gave me one in the town instead. We went to my flat for tea, and talked all the afternoon. The upshot is that they declare themselves even keener to make a film of Lord Of The Flies than before. I explained the symbolic roots of the book and apparently the film has to lay these bare. Hankinson estimates the chances of a film being made at ‘slightly less than 50% – lets be optimistic and call it 50–50.’

         I am making (have made and sent) a précis or synopsis of the book, playing down horrors for the men with the money. H and L will work on this and finally when we have agreed on the right shape, put it up to the seat of judgement. Like you, I dont feel very confident, but the thing is worth trying. My wife and I enjoyed meeting Hankinson and Leacock, although we havn’t seen a film for years – they were very unpretentious and amiable. I hope it was mutual.

         With regard to Seahorse – if I were persuaded to publish it as a book which is most unlikely, I should certainly show it to you first. I dont think it will make a book anyway; articles are what I intended. In any case it oughtn’t to be published for years, until you succeed in making a name for me. I’m quite alive to the dangers of letting Lord Of The Flies down by following it with a load of trash. The only danger of course is the lure of quick money.

         I should like you to see the short draft of The Inheritors, but dont see how I can manage it. Its in longhand and my ordinary handwriting is illegible even to my wife – this is a very clear specimen by my standards. Unless you were willing to toil like Hunt and Mahaffey on the 46Christian Logia I dont think you would make anything of it. Better, I think, to let me rewrite, reorganise and type over Christmas and then have a look at the first legible version. Then I suppose I shall have to go back to ‘In Search Of My Father.’!

         One other point – Does the press cutting agency engage to send all cutting? I’ve had several from friends and not from the agency – havn’t heard from them for getting on for two months. Has the organisation slipped, or is this in order?

         I shall certainly give you a ring if I get up to London any time – I should like to have another talk

             Yours ever

                    William Golding.

         
            Golding has written the impossible date of 31 November. It could be 30 November or 1 December, but the latter seems marginally more likely: Golding may have known that the previous day had been 30 November, hence his mistake. Monteith – usually a prompt correspondent – replies on 2 December.

            Golding seems also to have muddled up his papyrologists. Bernard Grenfell and Arthur Hunt discovered and excavated the Oxyrhynchus Papyri at an ancient rubbish dump in Egypt between 1896 and 1907; among the manuscripts were many Christian logia that Grenfell and Hunt edited for publication. Golding has accidentally substituted another eminent papyrologist, John Mahaffy, for Grenfell.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         2 December 1954

         Dear Golding,

         Thank you very much for your letter of 31st November. I’m so glad that all seems to be going well with Hankinson and Leacock. I’m enormously excited by the possibility of lord of the flies being filmed and I needn’t say how much I hope something comes of it. I haven’t met Leacock myself but, like you, I took to Hankinson when he called on me; as you say, unpretentious and aimable and, I thought, full of the most genuine – and intelligent – enthusiasm for the book.

         Do keep in touch about seahorse; it might, as you say, be turned into articles. If you are pushing articles round it might, I think, be worth trying one on Siriol Hughes Jones, Feature Editor at ‘Vogue’. I 47know she has been enormously impressed by lord of the flies; I had a most enthusiastic conversation with her some time ago and she’s given it a good write-up in her Books for Christmas article in the current number. And of course if you do think of publishing seahorse as a book, I’d like to see it first.

         Yes; I’d much rather wait for a legible version of the inheritors, but I do look forward very much to seeing it when it’s ready.

         So sorry about the press cuttings. It isn’t the agency’s fault, for they come first to us and we send them on. I’m afraid we have got a bit behind, but as I think you’ll appreciate it’s a frightful job trying to keep abreast with the torrent of autumn reviews. But I gather yours went off a day or two ago and I very much hope they’ve arrived safely. I notice that the Manchester Guardian in its survey of autumn novels calls lord of the flies ‘a dark legend’ – which is nearest yet to ‘mythological’!

                        Yours ever,

         
            ‘Siriol Hughes Jones’: Siriol Hugh Jones.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         5 December 1954 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts. 


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you very much for your letter about press cuttings – they crossed my last to you in the post. I’m sorry to have been so importunate and hope to goodness I havn’t got someone a rocket.

         We saw ‘The Confidential Clerk’ done very competently by the local rep. this week. I pour dust on my head – the most shattering thing about it is the shining clarity of the dialogue, but why I ever thought it inferior to the Cocktail Party I cant think – but I once told you I’ve no critical sense whatever. Anyway ‘The Confidential Clerk’ is another good reason for putting by ‘In Search Of My Father’.

         Yours ever

                 William Golding.

         
            ‘I pour dust on my head’: a Persian expression indicating deep shame at having made a mistake.48

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         10 December 1954

         Dear Golding,

         I thought you might be interested to know that the BBC are doing a programme about lord of the flies on their German service. It is being broadcast on January 30th at 8 p.m.; and – in case you know German (which I personally don’t) and would like to listen – the wavelengths are 232 metres, 75, 89 metres and 49.98 metres (short wave). We’ll certainly let German publishers know about it and it may help to get the book placed there.

         I am enclosing, incidentally, a copy of the reprint jacket and the band which goes with it, which I thought you might be interested to see. The collection of ‘quotes’ on the flaps is quite superb, I think.

         I am so glad that you and your wife enjoyed the confidential clerk. Like you, I think myself it’s completely successful on the stage.

                    Yours ever,

         
            At the end of the letter, Monteith has added a note in pencil explaining that the programme will be ‘a review of the book with reading of extracts’. The programme seems to have been broadcast earlier than originally planned, sometime around mid-January.
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            Having completed The Inheritors to Monteith’s satisfaction, in late February Golding moves with his family from their council flat to a privately owned flat just a short walk away. Worries about the increased rent are partly allayed by the continuing success of Lord of the Flies: in August, the BBC Third Programme broadcasts its audio adaptation of the novel, and it finally appears in the United States with Coward-McCann in September. That same month, The Inheritors is published by Faber to positive reviews. Meanwhile, Golding decides that ‘The Rescue’, originally intended as his contribution to Eyre & Spottiswoode’s anthology of fantasy literature, should be revised and expanded to become his third novel, Pincher Martin. In its place, he gives Eyre & Spottiswoode a novella that he has written over the summer, ‘Envoy Extraordinary’.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith MS


         21 January 1955 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts.


         Dear Monteith

         Thanks (delayed) for forwarding the French Broadcast to me. May I keep it or do you want it back? Reviews – notices, you call them I see – seem to go on trickling in and being good, and E. M. Forster tickled me pink.

         You may have heard from Hankinson that the film of ‘Lord Of The Flies’ is off. The censors will only grant an ‘X’ certificate so the idea is now dropped. A pity.

         My monitors tell me that the German Broadcast kept fading and they only heard bits. Perhaps we shall see the script, eventually. I go on bashing out the ‘Inheritors’, which you shall have as soon as I dare show it to anybody.

                Yours ever

                       William Golding    [image: ]

          

         Eyre and Spottiswood want me to collaborate in a fantasy book. They said that Fabers had agreed to allow them to approach me or words to that effect. Over Christmas I wrote a thing 20,000–25,000 words 50which I’ll type one day and that might do. Its the story of a sailor who manages to reach Rockall in mid atlantic after his ship has gone down. The point is – if I can get round to typing it and if it’s any good, will you like to see it before E. and S. do? Its called ‘The Rescue,’ and too short to be called a novel and too long to be called a short story. Very trying.

         What a good book ‘Lord of the Flies’ is! I’ve just reread it and am quite convinced I never wrote it. Its much bigger than I am: perhaps it was done in committee like the authorised version. I know I shall finish this second cooking of ‘Inheritors’, but feel sadly inept.

              Yours ever

                       WG.

         
            The ‘French Broadcast’ may have been the script of a review of Lord of the Flies that Monteith’s secretary Rosemary Goad had forwarded to Golding on 4 January. It had been broadcast in November on the BBC European Service.

            E. M. Forster included Lord of the Flies among his books of the year in the Observer, calling it ‘beautifully written’.

            Golding’s postscript about the publishers Eyre & Spottiswoode contains the first mention of what will eventually become his third novel, Pincher Martin (1956).

            ‘done in committee like the authorised version’: the Authorized Version of the Bible (1611) was the work of six committees of scholars.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         28 January 1955

         Dear Golding,

         Thank you very much indeed for your letter; very nice to hear from you again. As I think you’ve heard from Peter du Sautoy, the Italian rights of lord of the flies have been sold; and he’s just rung me up to say that the German rights have been sold as well, – you’ll be getting full particulars of that from him very soon. So that’s a start; I’m delighted about it. It’s still, alas, unplaced in America, but it’s going the rounds.

         It was tremendously good about E. M. Forster, wasn’t it? And did I ever tell you, by the way, that T.S.E. read it some time ago and admired it very much. I’m enclosing with this letter an extract from Arthur Calder Marshall’s review of the year’s novels broadcast in the BBC’s European Service on December 29th, which I thought you might like to see, – he’s nice about publishers, too!

         About the short story for Eyre & Spottiswoode. Yes; they did 51approach us about this and we said it was all right. It strikes me that a story of 20,000 to 25,000 words is pretty long for a short story, & if you would let me see it first, I’d certainly be more than grateful; even if it’s destined eventually for Eyre & Spottiswoode, I should be enormously interested to read it.

         I entirely agree with you about lord of the flies. It’s a frightfully good book. And I’m looking forward enormously to reading the inheritors. I’m very pleased to say, incidentally, that lord of the flies goes on selling very steadily. Indeed, we decided this week to put in hand another reprint which I’m very pleased about.

         I hadn’t heard from Hankinson about the film being off and, needless to say, am very sorry at the news but not altogether surprised. These days censors are being extremely troublesome in more directions than one.

                        Yours ever,

          

         PS

         I enclose with this letter an anthology of science fiction stories we are bringing out on February 11th, which I’d be very pleased if you would accept with our compliments. I don’t know if you are addicted to the SF vice, – I must confess that I am myself, but am proud to add that I was a great one for Outer Space long before it became fashionable. Anyway, I hope you enjoy some of these tales.

         
            Reprising his earlier compliments, Arthur Calder-Marshall called Golding ‘the most exciting new author I have struck this year’. He went on to congratulate ‘the vast majority’ of British publishers for resisting the economic argument to favour the mediocre over the original.

            The book that Monteith enclosed was Best SF: Science Fiction Stories, edited by Edmund Crispin. This was the first of a Faber series that ran for seven volumes until 1970. Monteith was largely responsible for creating the science fiction list at Faber; Brian Aldiss, one of his authors, later credited him with having been the only editor interested in science fiction at a mainstream publisher during the 1950s.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith TS


         30 January 1955 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith,

         Thank you for your letter and the SF Anthology. I certainly am an addict. I first attained escape velocity with Jules Verne in that shell of his. Those were pioneering days and I must confess that the plush 52and alloy anti-gravity and over-drive of the inter-galactic companies sometimes make me yearn for the days when we set about our journeys into the unknown with little science but a kind of innocent intrepidity. However adventures like ‘Out of the Silent Planet’, Bradbory’s ‘The House’ and your own ‘A case of conscience’ make me realise that younger men have more than we had. Like all genres work can be on any level, so what are They worried about?

         I’m delighted about

                Germany

                Italy

                T. S. Eliot.

                Forster.

         I wont send the short long (that I have already written) to Eyre and Spottiswoode. My thought was that you wouldnt want to publish anything as short on it’s own and I’ve nothing to go with it at the moment except a short story which Curtis Brown cant sell because it’s about the Sacrament. It’s the best thing I’ve ever written.

         About the Inheritors –

         This draft is coming on fast and should be finished by the end of February. I’ve learnt to compose at the typewriter which is a help but I have so many doubts of myself that the horribly complimentary things people say about Lord of the Flies ‘Sit on my shoulder and gibber in my ear like an ape’. So dont expect anything good – unusual it is but I cant think it’ll be as successful. I’ll send it off to you as soon as it’s finished and then keep both fingers crossed.

         I was enormously impressed by Ezra Pounds translation of the Women Of Trachis. He kept all the energy of the original, a thing hardly anyone else does. Has it been published? I’m supposed to be producing a Greek play down here in May (in a converted loft) and am wondering if I could get hold of that one.

         It’s very good news about the re-reprint.

                  yours legibly at last

                           William Golding.

         
            The science fiction ‘adventures’ that Golding names or misnames are C. S. Lewis’s Out of the Silent Planet (1938), Ray Bradbury’s story ‘There Will Come Soft Rains’ (1950) and (included in the Faber anthology) James Blish’s novella ‘A Case of Conscience’ (1953).

            ‘Miss Pulkinhorn’ was the ‘short story which Curtis Brown cant sell because it’s about the Sacrament’. The story treats a favourite Golding theme: the credibility 53of mystical experience. Set in a cathedral, it is an important precursor of Golding’s fifth novel, The Spire (1964). It was adapted for radio and broadcast on the BBC Third Programme in 1960 before being published in Encounter the same year.

            Golding’s report that the compliments paid to Lord of the Flies ‘sit on my shoulder and gibber in my ear like an ape’ remembers the novel’s description of Jack: ‘Authority sat on his shoulder and chattered in his ear like an ape.’

            Ezra Pound’s translation of Sophocles’ Women of Trachis was broadcast on BBC radio in April 1954.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         31 January 1955

         Dear Golding,

         Thank you very much for your letter of the 30th; and many congratulations on having mastered the typewriter, – something I’ve never managed to do myself. And I’m very glad that you like best sf, – I thought you were probably a fellow addict.

         About Ezra Pound’s women of trachis. I enclose with this letter a copy of the Winter 1954 Hudson Review where it’s printed; this is the only form in which it’s been published so far either in England or America, though I’ve no doubt that we will be publishing it some day along with some further translations. Do keep this as long as you like, but I’d be very grateful if I could have it back when you’ve finished with it. If you are thinking of performing it, you ought to get in touch with Mr A. V. Moore, Messrs Shakespear and Parkyn, 8, John Street, Bedford Row, London, wc1. Moore is a solicitor and friend of Pound’s, who acts for him in this country.

         Thank you very much for saying that I can see the short-long about Rockall. It’s a frightfully awkward length from a publishing point of view; if it could be very severely pruned then perhaps you might be able to send it to Eyre and Spottiswoode after all for their anthology. If it remains in its present form it would certainly have to be supported by two more of the same length or something like that; and do you think I could – as a Golding fan rather than a publisher – see the short story about the Sacrament? I’d certainly very much like to read it.

         It’s very good news that the inheritors is coming on so fast.

                        Yours ever,54

         WG to Charles Monteith TS


         2 February 1955 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith,

         thanks for your letter and for the women of trachis. Reading confirms my enthusiasm for it. I’ll keep it and try out ways and means of producing and let you have it back safely. I’ve asked Curtis Brown to let you see ‘Miss Pulkinhorn’ next time it homes.

         I dont think I’ll try ‘The Rescue’ on Eyre and Spottiswoode. It’s got limitless possibilities in it – the subject, I mean – just as Lord of the Flies had. I’ll leave it and occasionally brood and see if it creates itself. What curious things subjects are.

         Vogue photographed me in every position and light till I felt like a national monument. They appear to have examined the proofs carefully and to have produced a travel number instead. I can see a connection. My children are very indignant about this, to be published, to have notices, to have producers and directors to tea, is one thing: but to appear in Vogue!

         I’m really showing off my typing. Dont bother to reply.

                   yours ever,

                          William Golding.

         PS

         I’m pretty dull-witted. The other night I sat up in bed and realised what a thing it is that Mr Eliot likes Lord of the Flies and presumably said so. I cant wish for anything more in the way of opinion. At an appropriate moment could you convey how moved and inadequate I feel?

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         2 February 1955

         Dear Golding,

         Here at last is a copy of the German Service broadcast. I can’t read German myself, but from the odd bits I can make out here and there it looks admirable. herr der fliegen sounds rather well, I think.

         As I think you know, Hans Flesch who wrote this talk, is going to do the translation for Fischer (your German publishers) and I gather that he hopes very much to meet you one of these days and to discuss with you 55some of the problems of translation. I imagine he’ll be writing to you about it himself, but if you don’t hear from him soon do let me know and I’ll be only too pleased to get in touch with him on your behalf.

         Barry Sullivan of the BBC German Service, who produced this talk and sent it on to me, says in his letter ‘If Flesch’s enthusiasm and usually very sound judgement is any indication, lord of the flies will do very well in Germany.’ And I’m confident that he’s right.

                         Yours ever,

          

         PS

         Please don’t bother to send the talk back.

         WG to Charles Monteith TS


         7 February 1955 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts 


         Dear Monteith

         Thank you very much for the copy of Lysistrata. It was a welcome surprise. I very much enjoy being given books. Usually I have to borrow them or buy them from the tupenny box outside second hand book shops. Now, however they have begun to drop from heaven upon the place beneath. My small daughter says – ‘Arn’t F&F books pretty?’

                     yours sincerely

                         William Golding

         PS I havn’t heard from Hans Flesch yet. The bits I could disentangle from the BBC script seemed to be very accurate – and the other bits are very complimentary. Did you see that Lord of the Flies had ‘Reshaped the primitive mythology of Gods, mountains and heroes?’ At last!

         
            Faber had just published Aristophanes’ Lysistrata in Dudley Fitts’s translation.

            ‘At last!’: see Golding’s letter to Monteith of 17 October 1954: ‘Nobody has used the word “mythology” yet, however. When they do that, my cup will be full.’

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         11 February 1955

         Dear Golding,

         Two more pieces of news about lord of the flies. The first is that we had a letter yesterday from the BBC saying that they ‘hope to do a 56radio adaptation of lord of the flies for the Third Programme’. No details yet, of course; this was simply a preliminary enquiry to ask for our permission, – which, needless to say, has been given. As soon as I hear anything more I’ll let you know at once. I’m beginning to look forward to it already. (And if it’s done then’ll come of course a fee for you at standard BBC rates – which are rather good.)

         The second is that the Authors’ Club – a highly reputable organisation – announced last June that they proposed to institute an annual House Dinner in honour of the most promising first novel of the year. lord of the flies was, of course, submitted at once; and the Secretary of the Club rang yesterday to say that it’s on the short list of three. Final decision will be made by Sir Compton Mackenzie; and the Secretary hopes to let me know what it is by the end of the month, though that date isn’t at all definite. So let’s keep our fingers crossed and think hopefully of Sir C.M.’s much publicised penchant for islands. When I hear the verdict I’ll let you know immediately. The dinner itself will take place on May 18th.

         So glad you liked lysistrata. There’s a chance of that being done on the Third, too. (By the way, can I interest you in my favourite idea for radio, – a Third Programme Mrs Dale? Though I doubt if even that would make me as regular a radio addict as Journey Into Space did. How empty life seems without it.)

                  Yours ever,

         
            Monteith has added by hand the sentence in brackets at the end of the first paragraph, going off the edge of the page in the process. The letter reads ‘then’ll course a fee’; the version printed here – ‘then’ll come of course a fee’ – is a guess.

            Compton Mackenzie was so closely associated with islands, he threatened to take legal action against the publishers of D. H. Lawrence’s story ‘The Man Who Loved Islands’ because readers would assume that the main character was based on him.

            Mrs Dale’s Diary was a serial on the BBC Light Programme. Journey into Space was the BBC Light Programme’s hugely popular science fiction offering; it had just finished its second series several weeks before Monteith’s letter.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith TS


         13 February 1955 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith,

         I’m delighted and rather terrified at the possible expansion of Lord of the Flies. ‘Keep running Rastus – Dem’s not flies; dem’s buckshot!’57

         I’m moving house – force majeur, this present house is being de-requisitioned and I shall have to pay loads of rent like a real rate-payer – so I’m hard up. Is there any chance of the advances on foreign editions being paid when the contracts are signed, or must I wait for Fabers bi-annual share-out? If so I shall have to ask my bank manager to cash my notices.

         The Inheritors creeps on, not assisted by this house changing business.

                   yours ever

                            William Golding

                              [image: ]

          

         About journey into space – too right!

         About Mrs Dale’s Diary for the third –

         I am willing to colaborate anytime. ‘At Home with the Huxleys’? My wife suggests ‘Diary of a Brothel Keeper’ as being within that area of boyish emancipation which we now expect of the third and enjoy so much.

                  WG

         
            Golding’s ‘Rastus’ comment quotes the punchline to an offensive joke in which two black men steal chickens from a henhouse and are shot at as they run away.

            The Goldings had been living in a council flat, hence the cheap rent.

            ‘the third’: the BBC Third Programme.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith TS


         15 February 1955 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith,

         Here is the first legible draft of The Inheritors. I’d better explain. Usually I write two drafts, then type a third draft, then muck about with that. This time I wrote a sketch, then typed a reorganised version which I hoped would bore a tunnel through the story. I havn’t bothered about style, spelling, punctuation but driven in a mad and uninspired rush to get the thing into a shape where I can leave it for a bit and then go back to it. It’s a roughly shaped bit of marble or gritstone or putty but it’s nowhere near final – hardly begun in fact.

         I wondered whether I dared send you such a mess and began pulling 58a sentence or two about; but that led to one thing and another; and I realise that there’s going to be no point at my end where I could say ‘This is a completed draft’. It would just go on altering.

         If you can bear it, would you skip through it from the beginning? I know the last two chapters are supposed to reveal all; but not in this draft they dont – so much the worse, I suppose. Unless the reader gets on my side of the fence, though, he might as well stay away. You may see why if you can decipher my spelling.

         Am I being unethical? Do publishers have to put up with this sort of thing? Be prepared for the flop of the season. But an objective criticism of the whole thing would be of enormous value to me.

         I’ve got on to Arthur Moore and I think we shall do the Pound translation in our closet drama. It’ll be fun to produce, anyway.

         Thank the lord I finished this thing before we started moving. Four and a half weeks of slave labour. I’ve still got my fingers crossed for the third programme.

         By the way – this is the only copy of The Inheritors in existence. But not the last I hope.

                     yours disjointedly

                           William Golding

         I should explain that this opus rises out of a thesis in H. G. Wells’ Outline of History where he suggests that we get our bogeys from Neanderthal man or his equivalent skulking round the camp and snatching up unconsidered children. Hence all these tears. We might have a quotation on the title page, if and when.

         
            ‘Hence all these tears’ comes from Terence’s Andria: ‘hinc illae lacrimae’ (126).

            H. G. Wells’s The Outline of History (1920) describes the history of the world from its creation to the First World War. An entire chapter is devoted to Neanderthal man.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         16 February 1955

         Dear Golding,

         Thank you very much for your letter. Peter du Sautoy tells me that in the case of foreign editions advances are certainly payable on signature and we’ll send them to you as soon as they arrive. But they haven’t, I 59fear, arrived yet. So I’ve arranged with our accountant to send you a cheque for £100 on account of accrued royalties and I do very much hope that this will be some help. House moving must be a frightful business.

         No further word yet from either the Authors’ Club or the BBC, but I’ll certainly keep you posted.

         Yours ever,

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         17 February 1955

         Dear Golding,

         Very many thanks for sending me the inheritors. This is simply to acknowledge it; and to say that of course I’ll be delighted to read it through and let you know what I think of it. I’m a bit pushed at the moment, so pleased don’t be disappointed if you don’t hear for some little time. I want to wait until I really have time to settle down and read it carefully.

         It’s very good news that you are probably going to do the Pound women of trachis. It should be enormous fun to produce.

         By the way, don’t forget to let me know your new address once the house moving’s over.

         Yours ever,

         WG to Charles Monteith TS


         19 February 1955 21 Bourne Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith,

         Thank you for your letters and for the kind thought about the accrued royalties which have now arrived and been swallowed by my three-headed bank manager.

         It’s good to know that you dont mind toiling through the draft of the inheritors. I shall be quite glad not to get it back immediately, partly as I may be able to satisfy Eyre & Spottiswoode in the meantime and partly because I can now stand back and think about it as a whole. I’m conscious of innumerable faults in it myself and can only hope that you’ll think it might be worth publishing in the long run. I can also see more 60clearly latent symbolisms and significances which ought to be built up.

         We shall do the women of trachis in our cupboard. If you ever hear of anyone who has staged it I should be interested to know.

         I’ll give you my new address when we move in.

               yours ever

                      William Golding

         
            With a pencil at the top left of the letter, Monteith has listed the names of all the Neanderthals in The Inheritors.

            There is no evidence that the production of Women of Trachis took place; Golding’s daughter Judy recalls that her father’s intense preoccupation with Greek tragedy was not shared by everyone in the theatre company.

         

         WG to Charles Monteith TS


         28 February 1955 Flat 2, St Mark’s House, St Mark’s Avenue, Salisbury.


         Dear Monteith,

         Thanks for your letter which was very warming. I must own to being a bit startled to find that the inheritors is finished! But such a generous assessment would persuade anyone much more doubtful than I was.

         Here is the situation as I see it.

         (1) I hoped that all major work was finished. I hoped I shouldn’t have to do any drastic re-organisation.

         (2) As I worked at a fantastic speed to get it done before the dreadful business of moving house caught up with us, I expected the texture to be patchy at least – threadbare English and sentences that I let pass in order to catch up with the next one. I accepted that as the price of seeing the thing in the round.

         (3) There are certain omissions that ought to be filled in. e.g. The hunters should shoot their arrows into the painting of a stag; Tuami should be seen at least once before we get inside him scraping at the knife with which he will kill Marlan; the manes of the hunters, Pinetree, Bush, etc. didn’t seem to me to come off.

         All of which boils down to this; how much alteration to the text, in that sense of current change rather than general re-hash is possible or desirable? If it can be done in your first galleys (if that’s the right word 61– I mean those suspiciously long sheets of novel which you first send –) I agree that pressing on is the thing. But if you have to have a clear text for that then I ought to do a bit more work on the MS. I should like not to of course.

         The upshot is that I’m in your hands as usual. I’ve no particular feeling of possession over the book. I mean that I’m wide open to advice or that deft and pruning pencil of yours. And finally if your judgement says that October is worth rushing for, let us rush.

         Terms – aren’t they more than the contract says? They seem very generous to me and of course I’m very glad to accept them.

         I can’t finish without saying how pleased I was to get such an appreciative letter from you – and All Souls of all places!

                        Yours Ever

                 William Golding.

         
            Golding’s address is so new that he has forgotten to include ‘Flat 2’ and adds it in pen afterwards. In later letters, he often omits ‘Flat 2’ altogether.

            In an internal memo, Monteith reports that he had written to Golding from All Souls on 26 February, telling him ‘how delighted we were’ with The Inheritors and urging him to allow the book to move straight to production after ‘a little superficial editing’ by Monteith himself. That, he assured Golding, would allow an autumn publication date. He proposed an advance of £120 – double the amount given for Lord of the Flies – and much improved royalties: 12.5 per cent on the first 4,000 copies and 15 per cent thereafter. (As Golding noted, these terms were more generous than Faber was contractually obliged to offer.) The letter has not survived, but Monteith also records his first reaction to The Inheritors in his essay ‘Strangers from Within’ (see Appendix): ‘“O God”, I said to myself, “first it was schoolboys, now it’s cavemen. Bloody cavemen.”’ On closer inspection, Monteith seems to have concluded that The Inheritors was an even greater novel than Lord of the Flies.

            ‘the manes of the hunters’: this is likely to be a slip for ‘the names of the hunters’, but as several of them are named after the style of their hair (‘Pine-tree’, ‘Chestnut-head’, ‘Bush’), the mistake has a suggestive logic.

         

         Charles Monteith to WG TS


         1 March 1955

         Dear Golding,

         Thank you very much for your letter of February 28th. Of course I agree that the various points you mention should be dealt with; and I think the best thing to do would be for you to deal with them in the 62manuscript. We can then put it straight into page proof – skipping the galley proof stage – which will save some time.

         I’m returning the manuscript therefore with this letter and I’d be very grateful if you would: –

         (a) Attach any insertions to the blank page facing the page where they are to be inserted; and mark clearly, preferably in coloured ink, precisely where they are to go.

         (b) Complete now any final tidying up of style, etc., that you’d like to do.

         I’m still keen to make the inheritors an October book if possible; and though I don’t want to rush you after all the very fast and concentrated hard work you’ve put into it recently, I wonder if I could dare to ask you to let me have it back in its final form in, say, a week or ten days’ time? My profoundest apologies for setting what may seem an impossible deadline. And, of course, if it is impossible, we’ll quite understand and fix a later publication date.

         So glad you find the terms acceptable. I’ll see that a draft contract is drawn up and forwarded to you. Yes; they are a bit of an improvement on what was laid down in the first contract, but we are all quite sure that it’s a very well deserved one.

         Needless to say, if you are ever likely to be in the Oxford area at a week-end, I’d be more than delighted if you’d come and see me at All Souls.

                         Yours ever,

         WG to Charles Monteith TS


         2 March 1955 Flat 2, St Mark’s House, St Mark’s Avenue, Salisbury, Wilts


         Dear Monteith,

         Thank you for the MS, letter and telegram. I’m sorry about the panic – it was my fault really as I should have put a ring round this address or something.

         I’ll do my very best to get the inheritors back to you within ten days. I see you have done an enormous amount of work on it already. I like the idea of next October as a publication date.

         I should certainly make a point of contacting you were I to find myself in Oxford at the weekend. You reveal yourself slowly, as a publisher, hard-headed business man (see yours of the twenty-sixth) and 63now Fellow of All Souls till you begin to tower like a cave-bear.
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