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Ralph stirred restlessly in his narrow bed.  One chanced nothing! What could they do? Beat Him? So what? Kill him? A stick sharpened at both ends.


The cries, suddenly nearer jerked him up.  He could see a striped savage moving hastily out of a green tangle, and coming toward the mat where he hid, a savage who carried a spear.  Ralph gripped his fingers into the earth.  Be ready now, just in case.

But then in the depths of his subconscious he heard the voice of reason, the voice of logic, the voice of Piggy.  He could not go on like this, especially now those savages neglected the option of rescue.  Somehow he needed establish himself as chief once more.  The footsteps of the savage grew closer.  Ralph could not make out his face, but then again, they are all the same now.  Savages.  Ralph left from his perch and struck the faceless child in his neck, killing him instantly, and most importantly, silently.  The hunter’s chant could be heard throughout the canopy.

“Kill the beast! Cut his throat! Spill his blood!”  

He could not delay any longer.  The longer he stayed, the less chance of survival he had.  Ralph tiptoed until he was out of ear shot and then sprinted away.  Ralph ran for what felt like eons.  Confident in the distance between him and the hunters, Ralph slumped against a rock.  He collected his thoughts and then focused on how to oust Jack from his leadership role.

Death.


Somehow he had to turn the tables, he must hunt Jack.  Ralph could not shake the image of Piggy’s demise.  Jack must meet the same fate.  Ralph’s thirst for revenge was interrupted by the smell of smoke.  The fire was coming the from the direction of the 
hunters.  He paused for a moment…that means that the hunters would be passing by while fleeing the fire, then Ralph could overtake Jack.


Perfect.


Ralph began by locating a rock and tediously pushing it to the highest place he could bare.  Task completed, Ralph laid by the rock and rested in anticipation, he could almost feel the heat.  All he had to do was wait, Ralph just began to catch his breath when exhaustion took its toll.  Ralph nodded off, nearly invisible amongst the weeds. 

*  *  *  *  *  *

 The Chief looked at the fire with uneasiness.  Surrounded by his minions he realized he had to leave his camp.  He was still troubled over Samneric’s lack of loyalty.  Nonetheless, they would be punished later.  Right now he had his own survival to focus on.  They must evacuate before the fire consumed them.


Jack stood atop a rock and bellowed, “Everybody quiet down!” 

The hunters immediately ceased all activities as if they were afraid of sharing Piggy’s fate.


“Listen, we can’t stay here no longer, we must go through the woods.”  There was a general agreement amongst the hunters as they made there way to the ocean.

*  *  *  *  *  *
Ralph awoke in a panic.  Did the hunters pass?  Did he miss his opportunity?  He turned around to see that the fire had moved closer, much closer.  If he had been asleep any longer he might have never woken up.  He was thankful for his life yet angry that he could not take Jack’s.  Maybe he could ambush them at the beach…He grabbed his spear and ran to the beach.  Once he arrived he found it empty.  An eerie calm filled the area  He combed the beach with his eyes.   Ralph then came to a group of footprints in the sand.  Strangely they led to the ocean.   Tears filled the brim of his eyes as he raised his head to see a British Naval Ship 500 yards of the coast.  If he looked closely he could see the deck filled with children.

