Lord of the Flies
Written in 1997 as a project in creative writing/English class

Verse 1
The wind is blowing all around this island–

Of worry, loss, confusion and despair,

This distance blinds me from the ways back home,

Insanity is now the stain I bear

Chorus:
And you are not my brother,

You are not my friend,

This wild freedom is so hard to understand,

Why is this blood upon my hands?

Verse 2:
Unwanted nightmares lived out everyday,

What is this world that I have made?

These flames of hope fade into the air,

No protection now, I am afraid.

Chorus:
And you are not my brother,

You are not my friend,

This wild freedom is so hard to understand,

Why is this blood upon my hands?

Bridge:
Why is there darkness within their eyes?

Empty desperation, fueled by lies.

Is this isolation my disguise?

Am I the Lord of the Flies?

Chorus:  2x
And you are not my brother,

You are not my friend,

This wild freedom is so hard to understand,

Why is this blood upon my hands?

Does this madness have an end?  (Sing as last stanza, on last use of chorus)

