
House of the Flies 
By Elizabeth Carrier 
 
This is inspired by a couple things. The first thing I thought of in the context of ‘plague of flies’ 
was  by William Golding’s novel The Lord of the Flies about human depravity and the idea that 
when left to our own devices we will always choose evil. The plague of humanity if you will. I 
also have a friend who talks to me a lot about the struggles of her relationship with her brother 
who is on the spectrum.  
 

EMMA: I’m in trouble? You’re kidding. I’m not the enemy here!! This is so fucking- (corrects 

for her dad’s sake) fricken, typical. You asked me to be his trainer, this is how you train people, 

If I don’t push him, these workouts are worthless and he’s just going to keep getting more out of 

shape. You guys don’t push him like you push me, if I was that fat you would put me on the 

treadmill and not let me off until I lost twenty pounds. Joey is fine. He’s a big boy, he’s twenty 

four. I hate him. (Realizes what she’s said, shame) I know I’m not supposed to but I do. I hate 

that our lives revolve around him. I hate that I can’t have friends over without him stalking us, 

like they’re his friends. I hate that I hate him. I usually have so much patience, I can forgive 

friends so easily, but it does not matter how much I pray, how much I read my Bible, I can’t 

forgive what he is. I guess that makes me a bad person. I used to be able to see him the way that 

you guys do. I know things are harder for him, different for him, like I intellectually get that. But 

do you know how embarrassing it was to walk down the aisle with him for Hannah’s wedding? 

Everyone thinking; ‘Oh there goes Emma and her freak of a brother.’ and he thinks that he was 

asked to be a groomsmen because they like him but it’s just pity and he has NO IDEA, no clue. I 

was so glad when he flunked out of Hillsdale, so relieved. No more dealing with the way he 

would hover over me in the dining hall and no more having to sit down with him for hours to get 

any homework done.... If you could physically see that something was wrong with him, people 



would get it, they wouldn’t just think he’s a weirdo. Sometimes I honestly wish he was more 

autistic. Yes. Autistic. That’s what he is Dad and pretending he’s not doesn’t make it go away. 

Autistic. Autistic, autistic, autistic. Ohmygod Dad, have you and Mom not come to terms with 

this? I thought we just weren’t saying it for his sake. Joey is not normal. Do you think he’s 

seriously going to finish his college degree? That he’s going to move out of the house?! He 

would DIE. He would die without you and me and Mom dragging him out of bed in the morning 

to get him to work, monitoring the way he spends his money, and he would never take his 

medicine. And you pretending that everything is normal is not helping any one, it’s not helping 

him and it’s definitely not helping me. (a moment where she waits for response, there is none, 

she storms out) 


