Rant
When I landed on the island, 

I was the leader.

I could sing C-sharp,

I was in charge of the choir,
And I decided they’d be hunters.

I was the leader.

I decided we should hunt for pig,

And get meat.

When the idea of creating a fire was presented,

I decided I would be in charge,

And that my hunters and I would take shifts.

I was the leader.

When we heard there was a beast, 

I didn’t hesitate for one second.

I took charge,

And I told them we would hunt it down.

Because I was the leader.

When the boys decided I wouldn’t be chief,

I didn’t mind.

I knew I could still do whatever I wanted to do.

I knew I didn’t have to listen to Ralph.

Because I was the leader.

But when the day came, 

And they told me I had to respect the rules,

That I had to respect the conch.

I didn’t mind.

I said to myself: “Let it go, just let it go,”

But they just didn’t stop.

And I couldn’t take it anymore.

I had to be my own leader.

I couldn’t let them tell me what to do.

So I told them “Bollocks to the rules! My hunters and I- we’re strong!
We hunt! If there’s a beast we’ll hunt it down! 

We’ll close in and beat and beat and beat!”

And I left.

I felt powerful after that.

I felt I said everything that needed to be said,
In just a few word.

And I felt they understood the most important part.

I was the leader.

And no one will take that away from me.
