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Lord of the Flies Creative Writing
   
My name is Benjamin Keaton, and I have survived. After our plane went down, I

heard a big sound coming from over the mountain. I was bleeding and crying, washing myself

in cold water and trying to suffocate the feeling in my throat. My mom was nowhere near the

noise. My pappy was gone, too. Yet a gathering of British boys had heeded the call of a boy 

named Ralph, as had I. The noise had come from a conch shell, and succeeded in bringing

the survivors together. An election began immediately for who should control the others, and

I felt left out. They kept calling my “littlun” like the other small boys around me, but I was 

fourteen and just small for my age. I kept wanting to correct them, but each time I opened

my mouth, the tears would come back. I was back in the plane again, falling fast, crashing 

through the horizon around me. Wondering why the sky was on fire before realizing that we 

were the ones in flames. Fearful, I took my seat next to the real littluns. They fought about stupid

things and cared nothing for the election. Instead, they picked fun at a boy everyone called Piggy

(I have yet to learn his real name, and as things turned out, I probably never will). In eventuality, 

Ralph was elected as the leader.


The ensuing days were spent trying to make the island livable. We built fires and began

to assemble shacks. At these times, I wanted to join in with the older boys. Yet when I first 

approached a boy named Roger, he called me a bad name and told me to “go and waste time with

the other littluns”.  I obliged, spending time as I pleased sitting amongst the small children. At

times, I felt guilty about not doing my share of “big boy” work, but their constant squabbles and

hard labor scared me. 


Time wore on slowly. I began to feel guilty and alienated as the littluns began to show 

their immaturity at all hours of the day. They never stayed together, they ate bad fruit, and threw 

up and relieved themselves all over everything (which Ralph would later yell at them for). At 

one point, I was so disgusted with their behavior that I resolved to join Jack’s choir boys. Jack 

was different when I found him, though. He spoke of nothing but hunting and violence. I began

to feel sick in my stomach and backed away from the choir boys. I couldn’t kid myself- I’m not a

killer. I’m a reader and writer. My penmanship and comprehension got me on the special list 

every time during Boy’s School, that’s where I belonged. Home. Home…. Home was a place on

the beach. Home was a disheveled shack, lying amongst stained glothes and foul smelling 

littluns. I hated home.    


In the latter days of my stay on the island, death rang true throughout our gathering. 

Simon disappeared. Jack’s group split away from Ralph’s, and one of the littluns got so sick I

was sure he was about to perish. With the hunters gone from our group, our circle slowly starved.

Jack raided our shack once to take Piggy’s lens for setting fires, so we were doomed. Without 

fire, without hunters. That night, Jack invited us for a cookout on the beach.


Jack offered food, and he offered membership into his group.  I was persuaded by his

ownership of all the facets of survival. I was weak-willed. I joined Jack’s group. I swore

allegiance to him. That night, I painted my face. Three broad strokes of white across each cheek 

and red circles around my eyes. I was a killer. I was a survivor. I was utterly convinced that 

breaking from Ralph’s command, even though he was a kind leader, would allow me to survive.

I was right, but I would have rather died than witnessed what happened later on due to

Jack’s leadership and Roger’s bloodlust.


On one of the last nights on the island, Ralph was cornered by us savages. I hid in the 

brush and observed the littuns on Ralph’s side. How stupid of them to stick to such a weak 

leader.  The evening ended in violence, as Piggy tried to restore order and Roger unleashed his 

wrath on him. He let loose a boulder that knocked Piggy off of the cliffside. I went over to the

edge and stood amongst the older boys for the first and last time. I gazed down to the rocks that 

pierced the violet mists that fluttered over the cool ocean. Piggy was dead. I was shaking, scared

at what had become of our gathering.


War broke out across the island for the remaining days. I mostly chased littuns. I 

remember throwing a rock at one of them and hitting him in the head, making him fall over

and bleed. I laughed. Shortly thereafter, our skirmishes ended as a cruiser came to pick us up.

I wasn’t excited, I wasn’t even grateful. Home was a place on the beach. Home was the place

I gathered with Jack and even Roger. Home was among the savages.  

