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I open my eyes. A bright light is shining in my face. It is the sun. Why am I on a 
beach? 

I walk down the beach. Three people are sitting around a fire talking. They look at me 
like they know me but I don’t know them. They are wild people, dressed in nothing 
but leaves. I feel heavy and confused. I fall down onto the sand. 

* 

I wake on the beach. I can’t remember how I got here. In fact, I can’t remember 
anything. I don’t know who I am or where I come from.  

I am on a desert island. I can walk round it in under an hour. I can see the wreckage of 
a boat. I am a shipwreck. 

I can’t find the people I saw. I can’t find any sign that there was ever a fire. It must 
have been a hallucination.  

I find coconuts. I drink their water.  

I build a shelter from sticks and leaves.  

I dream of nothing.  

The next morning I see a footprint on the beach. A single footprint with nothing 
before it or after it. It is twice as big as my foot.  

It is then I hear the voices.  

I run into the trees. Moving as quietly possible toward the voices. I am above a ridge, 
and the voices are coming from down below. I am moving a bit closer, trying to peer 
over the edge, when suddenly the ground gives way. I fall ten feet and land hard on 
uneven rock. 

A large head on some broad shoulders come into my view. Behind a mass of untidy 
hair and above a bushy beard I can see two black eyes. I scream. I feel hands grabbing 
me. The man is as huge as he is hairy. He is carrying me to the others. 

They bind my ankle, which is strained or broken. They sing me songs. Along with the 
man there is a woman and a boy a little older than me. They are wild people. Whoever 
they are, they are kind to me. They keep saying ‘Lauren, Lauren.’ I don’t remember 



my name but I’m sure it’s not Lauren. It must mean something in their language. The 
strangest thing though is the songs they sing… I know the tunes.  

A memory comes back to me. I am sat on a sofa with my brother, my parents singing 
a lullaby. We were young enough not to cringe. We are happy. Their faces are 
indistinct.  

When I wake, the people are gone again.  

I can hear an engine. It’s a helicopter. It is landing on the beach. Some men get out, 
pick me up and carry me inside. They are a rescue crew; that much is obvious. 

The wild people are here in the helicopter with me. They must be being rescued too. I 
am surprised at how relieved I am that they are coming with me. The wild people are 
talking to me. They are saying, ‘Lauren, we were so worried! We’ve been looking for 
you.’ The hairy man smiles and weeps. He is my dad. My memory of his face comes 
into focus. The woman holds my hand. She is my mother. My brother is talking to me: 
‘I can’t believe you have been stranded alone on a desert island! Do you have any 
idea how epic this is?!’ 

My dad is telling everyone that we will never go sailing again. My mum is saying that 
she will never leave me alone again. She is gripping my hand like it is a life raft. I am 
smiling. I was not alone. Even when I was stranded alone on a desert island, they 
were with me. 


