
The collection of student writing you hold in your hands reflects the 
hard work of Summer Ink campers, budding writers who took physical and 
academic risks in the summer of 2016 to build their writing skills. Many 
of our middle school campers overcame inhibitions to participate in our 
activities. They hoisted themselves up a rock face; climbed the rigging of a 
tall ship and sat suspended on its bowsprit; tossed frisbees and spun hula 
hoops; and practiced kung fu kicks, juggling, and dance moves. The campers’ 
journal entries reflect the fun they had as they tackled each challenge and 
captured their struggles and triumphs in writing. You will notice in these 
pages that friendships formed between campers and between campers and 
staff. Relationships are the foundation of our program, giving campers the 
social safety net they need to try new things and share their writing.

In 2016 we launched a new high school curriculum with great success. 
This year, Boston & Beyond campers explored a different neighborhood every 
day, proudly logging almost 38 miles of walking in two weeks! In their travel 
essays, you’ll read about the gentrification of East Boston; homelessness in 
Harvard Square; tasting new foods in Chinatown; and the challenges of rock 
climbing and canoeing. In these pages you’ll hear the voices of 9th and 10th 
graders as they come to view a familiar city in new ways, and see evidence of 
how The Writers’ Express™, Summer Ink’s time-tested writing program, helps 
campers express themselves with clarity and conviction.

This year we had an unusually high number of international campers, 
with students from Spain, Lebanon, Greece, and Malaysia. Most of our 
campers came from Boston and Greater Boston, although some commuted 
from as far as Newburyport through heavy traffic each day. (I’m inspired 
by the devotion of our camp families!) Our campers were from public, 
private, and charter schools, and some had been home-schooled. They were 
of varied racial, ethnic, and religious backgrounds, and came from diverse 
economic circumstances. We relish this rich mix—one of the qualities that 
makes Summer Ink unique. 

 Sit back, relax, and enjoy the writing. 

Vicki L. Krupp 
Executive Director

Summer Ink
September 2016
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The Collection is comprised of four categories of writing: journal entries, 
essays, short stories, and travel essays. 

Journal Entries. In both camps—The Simmons Camp and Boston & 
Beyond—the campers wrote journal entries on a daily basis. In this form of 
writing, campers responded to a prompt that asked them to focus on a particular 
moment of an activity they had just undertaken. Because of the spontaneous 
format, campers were able to freely experiment with such skills as dialogue or 
sensory detail without the pressure of organizing their thoughts for a reader.

In addition to journal entries, campers in both camps had the opportunity 
to revise and expand upon their journal entries to create what are called, in 
the vernacular of camp, “polished pieces.” Simmons campers had the choice 
of writing one of two kinds of polished piece—either an essay or a short story. 
Boston & Beyond campers, however, wrote only one kind of polished piece—
the travel essay.

Essays. Those Simmons campers who chose to expand on a journal entry 
that described their actual experience, wrote an essay—a true account that 
shows how a particular moment in real life affected their inner world. 

Short Stories. Other Simmons campers chose to expand on a journal 
entry that drew on fictional techniques—either the character sketch (which 
required campers to construct an imaginary character) or an entry written from 
an inanimate object’s point of view. The short story, then, is defined by the 
presence of a fictionalized character.

Travel Essays. Like the Simmons campers, Boston & Beyond campers also 
created their polished pieces from the raw material of a journal entry. Unlike 
the Simmons campers, however, their journal entries were all true accounts 
of their own experience and that experience focused on travel. Their resulting 
polished pieces, then, are travel essays—musings stimulated by the experience 
of finding oneself in a new environment. 

The polished pieces in The Collection were largely edited by the campers 
themselves as part of their own revision process. The journal entries, however, 
required more editing for publication. As editor, I’ve attempted to correct any 
glaring errors in these entries that might distract from, or obscure, the campers’ 
meaning, while still honoring the raw spontaneity of the form. For that reason, 
I’ve edited journal entries only for readability, not grammatical exactness. You 
will notice these pieces bear the imprint of young writers still learning the rules 
of written language, but brimming with insightful observations to share. 

Katie Liesener
Editor

Editor’s Note
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For the two hottest weeks of July, twenty-six teenagers (along with 
eight hearty counselors) traveled through the streets and neighborhoods 
of Boston, meeting the people who lived there and experiencing it in 
ways they never had before. Coming from towns and schools throughout 
Massachusetts, this diverse group of campers bonded over their travels, 
their experiences, and their writing.

 From the North End to the South End, these campers learned 
about the evolving landscape of Boston and spoke to residents about 
how they felt seeing their neighborhoods changing. They tasted the food 
that makes the different parts of Boston unique and visited historical 
landmarks connected with the birth of our nation. In spite of the heat and 
the miles of walking, these campers still found time to be teenagers, make 
new friends, and have fun through exciting experiences as diverse as rock 
climbing and cooking lessons.  

 As you browse the following selections from Boston & Beyond, 
you will read about these campers’ experiences, captured in their own 
unique writing voices and perspectives... 

 

John Lewis 
Lead Instructor, Boston & Beyond 

Boston & Beyond

Introduction
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Cooking at Future Chefs
At the culinary nonprofit in the South End, campers 
learned to make pulled chicken tacos with handmade 
guacamole, corn salsa, and watermelon salad.

Alexandra Zabroski, 10th grade
A steam filled with perfectly blended spices and smells 

tickled my nose. I looked behind at the large iron stove 
top, underneath a pan containing our meal. A mixture of 
meat, onion, garlic, and a variety of other spices sat in it, 
as I thought back to all of the ingredients we had prepared 
moments before. The combination lay on the boiling burner 
and smoke trailed out in a gloomy haze. 

Turning back to my shiny station, I reached for a piece 
of the enormous watermelon Kelani had split into four. 
Grabbing the freshly polished hardware, I dug the blade 
deep into the watermelon’s back. Clouded red juice flowed 
from my cut as I removed the sharp knife. I turned the 
watermelon, seeing my slice reached far into the red, where I 
had been instructed not to go. 

“Great,” I thought to myself, rotating the fruit once again. 
I lifted the knife, digging the sleek edge into the side. 

Fighting with the knife, I used all my strength to force the 
weapon into the juicy fruit. 

“Does this mirror make my head look big?” Arielle 
questioned, returning her knife to the shining table and 
looking up to the hanging mirror. 

Arielle Alexis, 10th grade
Cutting the watermelon was a challenge. It kept on 

moving and I couldn’t grip it right. We had to cut the 
watermelon without cutting the red. Cutting it was like 
trying to hold down my cat to brush her. You don’t get a 
grip. At some point, I got frustrated because I wasn’t getting 
it. Eventually, I got it. Before I got it, I was ready to quit and 
I was yelling in my mind, but then I thought, “Arielle, get 
back in the game.”

It was a good lesson for me because when I get mad or 
frustrated, I give up and quit. I taught myself how to not 
quit and to be strong. My mind was all over the place, but I 
got back in it and went on. 

The kitchen was so hot and not as big as I hoped it would 
be. The smells were burning my eyes and nose. I just wanted 
to be done. The smell was unreal. It was like fire in my eyes. 
I couldn’t take it. I closed my eyes and gave myself a break. 
That was what I needed. It helped me be calm and get back 
into the cooking. 

All together, it was a good experience for me. I learned 
a lesson doing this. Never give up, because if you don’t 
overthink it, you’ll get it faster.

Maya Hazarika, 10th grade
I was in my element. Cooking is something I love and 

do every day and I was so happy to be in a real pro kitchen. 
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When we entered the kitchen, I was hit with a nice, delicious 
aroma. I looked around and saw so many metallic objects. The 
kitchen was big and had so many different kinds of appliances 
that I had never seen before. It had around three ovens and 
close to six refrigerators all full of food. There were cooking 
tools everywhere and this kitchen was so neat and clean. All 
the appliances felt like they had a spot in the large kitchen. 

I got put in the biscuit making group and could 
immediately see me gaining 100 pounds from all the butter 
that we had to use. We had to combine the butter and flour 
together by mashing it with our hands. Right when I dug my 
hand into the mixture, the batter attacked my hands, sticking 
everywhere. I took my hand out of the bowl and it looked 
like my hand has doubled in size. The mixture grabbed my 
hand and felt very uncomfortable. I felt like I was at the 
beach and the grainy sand was attaching to my watery hands. 

I knew that I had to keep going, so I dug my hand into 
the doughy, lumpy mixture and squeezed it with my hand. 
Even though I have made biscuits many times before, I don’t 
think having dough attack the skin of my hand is a feeling 
that I could ever get used to.

Ethan Hoey, 10th grade

Sitting in front of me were oval tomatoes, some of which 
were lopsided. Cutting off the top was easy, cutting down 
the middle was also easy, but cutting into lengths was a 
challenge. The first time I tried, I turned a solid tomato into 
a wet, oozing paste. While I was cutting, the tomato turned 
into even more liquid. 

By the time I was done with the first tomato, I was 
thinking, “How am I going to get this wet mess into the 
bowl?” 

The bowl now looked like it was a thousand miles away. 
To answer my question, I moved the skin and some seeds. 
What was left on my cutting board was a watery red liquid 
and a knife, which looked like a person was murdered on the 
board. It looked like it belonged to a crime scene.

Luke Peng, 9th grade

The Future Chefs kitchen around me was bustling with 
noise. The knives slicing the cutting boards, people laughing, 
the fan spinning in the background. The kitchen wasn’t 
very big. It had the essentials like tables, a furnace, sinks, 
counters, and more. The windows had swirls decorated onto 
them, so you couldn’t see through them. 

My campmates and I were preparing items to make 
tacos! The tacos needed diced veggies, pulled chicken, and 
basically the essentials for what you need in a taco. I was 
put on cutting duty and my first victim was a pepper. When 
my knife penetrated the pepper’s skin, a zesty, sweat smell 
permeated the air around me. As I sliced more, the smell 
became stronger. 

The whole time you needed to be careful. You didn’t want 
to slice your fingers off, right? As I saw the knife go through 

the pepper, the pieces became smaller. The smaller the pieces, 
the more on edge I was. The pepper was finally done, and the 
end result was this nice tangy smell.

Spare Change News Tour
Campers toured the Harvard Square offices of Spare 
Change News, a street newspaper designed to generate 
income for its homeless and low-income vendors. 
Marc Goldfinger, poetry editor and columnist at Spare 
Change, taught them about the history and mission of the 
newspaper and showed them landmarks from his former 
life in the Square.

Jennifer Miranda, 9th grade

We stomped down the stairs. Marc came to a halt, looked 
up, and took in his surroundings. It was as if memories 
rushed in and filled his body. He leaned back a bit and his 
beard caught the wind. The old white hairs whistled stories 
as the wind ventured through them. We all patiently awaited 
his return to reality as we clustered around him. He turned 
around, let out a sigh, and began his story.
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Maisie Kramer, 10th grade

Marc led us to a fenced-in courtyard behind Saint Paul’s 
Church. The courtyard was surrounded by steel bars with 
spikes on top of them. The sky was shrouded in a thick, grey 
blanket of clouds. I felt like I was in a jail cell, clutching onto 
my only worldly possession. In the courtyard, there were 
several trees, but they were barren. I immediately got the 
sense that the sun didn’t shine here too often. Marc explained 
to us that his Alcoholics Anonymous meetings were held 
here in the ’90s. Although it took several attempts for him to 
get clean, this prison-cell-like, empty church courtyard was 
the gateway to Marc’s pathway to recovery. 

While he was talking, Marc mentioned a wife, so I asked 
him if he had any children. He said that he did, and he 
began to correspond with his estranged daughter via email in 
2007. It was their first contact in over 20 years. His son did 
not talk to him until this past Father’s Day, which meant that 
Marc and his son did not communicate for over 30 years. 

The main thing I learned from this trip is that no matter 
how ominous and dark a place looks to one person, it may be 
the place where another person’s life finally began.

Maya Hazarika, 10th grade

Marc took us to this old rustic building. To many people, 
they may think that this building had no impact to society. 
They may wonder why this old building would have any 
significance to anyone. At first I would have thought that, 
but Marc changed my mind. He told us that in that very 
building, he went to clinics to get help. In that very building, 
he stopped doing heroin. That building will forever change 
his life. 

This taught me that you can never really look at a person 
or place and know their story. Everyone has a story, whether 
it’s a person or an old building. He helped me to look at 
things with a different perspective. If I went to that building 
before I heard Marc’s story, I wouldn’t have thought much 
of it. I soon realized that this building changed his life for 
the better. Because of that old brick building, he is now in 
touch with his kids, he now has a job, a place to call home, 
and most importantly, that building helped him to find his 
purpose in this world.  

Tristan Coren, 10th grade

As I sat down on the cold, lime-colored grass, I saw in 
front of me a man who had relapsed and recovered multiple 
times in his life. But I did not see him as an addict. I saw 
him as a proud Bostonian. I also saw an inspired writer 
with a real and powerful history. He was an older man, 
old enough to have seen Boston grow. Old enough to have 
experienced all the drugs that have gone through this city. 
But just looking at him, I would have never guessed he knew 
those drugs personally.

When we first stepped into the bustling park, with filled 

benches and construction workers, I saw a man who had a 
struggle. Lying down with old clothes and no blanket. 

I thought, “That was once Marc.” 
I then believed this man could make it. He could recover; 

he still has a chance to grow and to become a new and clean 
man. It is not just him; it is any man or woman in this 
struggle. If the people around them just help and support, 
they will make it. 

Chinatown
Campers sampled new foods as they wandered the 
bustling streets of Boston’s Chinatown.

Bashar Abraham, 10th grade

The Chinese elders frolic the tiresome streets with looks 
of impatience imprinted on their faces. I bounce through 
the pavement, which is splattered with chewed gum that has 
basked in the sun’s heat and eroded sediment pebbles. Maya 
and I cling to John’s pack as he attempts to navigate his way 
to a shop he was telling me about earlier.

Too busy daydreaming about sushi, I’m caught off guard 
when we finally arrive at the restaurant: It’s congested with 
posters and flyers that are insignificant to me and awkwardly 
placed tables and chairs that are practically on top of each 
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other. Fifteen minutes later, the perky brunette brings my 
anticipated dish, but to my dismay, there’s barely anything 
to chow. The container is arrayed with ripe, glowing mango 
slices seated next to slivers of cucumber and pine-green pea 
pods. And the main attraction? A garnish of cold rice with a 
jacket of egg-shell colored octopus with a maroon outlining.

Talia Pizer, 9th grade
The train lurched forward, sending my body forward. 

Thanks to my hand being on the smooth cold pole, my body 
stayed fastened in my seat. A few passengers fell forward, and 
they all were not holding onto poles. Tsk. Suddenly a really 
enthusiastic voice popped up, the voice of Alex. Her voice 
was very high-pitched and loud and she said, “Try this drink. 
It is soooo gooood.” 

The exaggeration on “soooo” gave me the hint it was the 
opposite. I took the drink anyways and tipped my head back, 
taking a long sip, and closed my eyes. At first, nothing. But 
the second it touched my mouth, I felt a weird texture burst 
into my mouth, making me almost gag. The taste and texture 
overwhelmed my taste buds and tongue. I tasted a texture so 
unpleasant that I couldn’t even taste what the actual drink 
tasted like.  

The drink was clumpy with beans and the texture 
resembled sweet throw-up. I cringed, took the straw out 
of my mouth and swallowed the clumpy bean shake. I 
personally would never down cups of that, let alone drink a 
few gulps, but I guess in other countries tastes can vary. So 
maybe our food might taste bad to people in China.

Fort Point
Boston’s waterfront Fort Point neighborhood is famed 
for its artists’ community. Campers met area artists and 
explored their public installations on the Congress Street 
Bridge, along Fort Point Harborwalk, and beneath the 
Summer Street overpass. At Fort Point Arts Community 
studios, campers explored their own creative visions, 
using oil-based paints, stencils, and a paint-drip technique 
to decorate wooden placards. 

Olivia Wang, 10th grade

We walk into the sunlight, out of the shade. Sun blinds 
bright in my eyes. Once my sight has adjusted, I realize that 
we are on a bridge. Cars are rolling by and strangers make 
their way to wherever their destination is. What mostly 
attracts me are the colorful plastic see-through panels. 
Connecting to the fence part of the bridge, the panels turn 
left and right to let air pass through. 

Then, the sun decides to shine brighter than before, not 
only to make us hotter, but to create a fun design on the 
ground. The shadow glows with colors brighter than the 
actual panels. The pop of color gives the general place more 
happiness and vibrancy, and makes the place less dull than 
it was. Suddenly, the sunlight decides to take a rest and the 
cheery colors fade away from the ground. 

The place seemed magical, the way sunlight controlled 
how the art piece looked over time. I enjoy the way artists 
made the place look more modern or different by their work. 
Artists make the world better than it already is.

Bashar Abraham, 10th grade

The murky river lay still as we walked past it. My eyes 
were hooked on what appeared to be a xylophone of vibrant 
colors that ran across the railing above the river. A plump 
man appeared through the walkway, and I paid no mind to 
him, not knowing who he was. Instead, I took in the warm 
essence that the bold pendant-pairs exuded. The sun added a 
sparkle to each of them as they wiggled in the breeze. 

Out of the corner of my eye, the man was even closer 
and he had stopped walking. Before I could process why 
this stranger had interrupted our tour, Sophia said with the 
brightness that she always has, “You made this!” pointing 
past the artist, toward what had stolen my attention.

Christina Daly, 9th grade

I dipped the brush into the black paint blob and stroked 
it in an arc. The metallic smell of paint was overwhelming, 
and the amount of colors was, too. The weight of the 
remaining time hung over me like a chopping blade about to 
fall. I had about five minutes to paint Spidey’s face, and I’m 
pretty sure his spider-sense would be tingling about how I 
was going to screw up. 

I sighed and dipped again quickly. It was time for his big, 
round, precious eyes. I rounded the brush with difficulty. The 



Journal Entries        19

“canvas” was made of wood, and I was being forced to go 
against the grain. I slowly closed the circle-like shape I had 
made. I frowned at my work, but it wasn’t bad, considering 
this was a painting and not a drawing. The second one was 
harder, since it was on my left. It ended up being a little 
skinnier, but not horrible.

Then I had to move on to the mask, which was going to 
take the longest. I first had to make all the lines, and then 
the loops to make it webby. The grain was already cursing my 
name, but it was going to hate me even more as soon as I set 
my brush down.

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 9th grade

I had been sitting and staring at my art for way too long. 
I knew there was something wrong with it, but I just couldn’t 
figure it out. Meanwhile, next to me, Nicole was also staring 
down at her wooden canvas. So far, she had painted a black 
background and was struggling to find something to fill in 
the space. Finally, her face changed into the look a person 
who just had a great idea would have. Her eyes widened, and 
her hand flew from the table to grab a bottle of red paint. 
Completely disregarding what the instructor had said before 
about splatter paint (which was not to do it), Nicole dipped 

her brush into the red paint and flung it through the air.
“Ugh it’s not watery enough!” Nicole said, and dipped her 

paint-filled brush into the watery cup next to where she was 
sitting. 

Then she raised her brush halfway into the air and 
prepared for her attack. The brush flew through the air and so 
did the rest of the red paint. This attempt left way more paint 
on her canvas. It also left an impact on her arm, and Rex’s 
arm. Again, disregarding our protests to stop with the splatter 
paint, Nicole continued. Meanwhile, I was still standing at 
my painting, trying to figure out what I needed to fix.

Karen Cheng, 10th grade

The colors of red, blue, and silver glitter along with white, 
yellow as a gold nugget, and green as the trees that create the 
term forest. A girl at the corner with hair black as coal, lips as 
red as a fire truck, skin as pale as white wood, and her dress 
as blue as the sky within a cloudy and sunny day. My most 
used and liked character I draw almost every day. Oh gosh, I 
forgot to paint in a space to make her hair a bit longer, since 
I had not a lot of time. I was terribly focused on finishing my 
add-ons, painting a half part of a bow for each of them. The 
spade, blue; a heart, red; clover heart, green; and diamond, 
silver.

Rock Climbing
Campers tried bouldering and rock climbing at Rock Spot 
Climbing gym in South Boston.

Alexandra Zabroski, 10th grade

Walking around the room, walls tower over me, creating 
intimidating shadows. The colorful grips stand out in color-
coded roots around information boxes. 

Looking for a new place to climb, I remember what Chris, 
our instructor, said, “All the belaying courses are 5, but the 
second number increases with the increase of difficulty.” 
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Waking me from my own mind, Chris arrives behind me, 
asking if anyone wanted to try an overhang. I had done it 
before and knew it shouldn’t be too hard.

“5.8! This will be easy,” I think to myself as I pull myself 
up the rock climbing wall. 

Scaling the bottom quickly, I reach the overhang. My 
lower arms begin to throb from the strain as I look for the 
best next move. I feel a pain shoot up and down my arm, 
begging me to stop, but encouraging to go on. Clutching the 
next pink knob, I try to summon my nonexistent upper body 
strength. It is nowhere to be found, however, and my feet, 
perched on a tiny block, begin to slip. My foot comes flying 
off, daring to bring me with it as the pull on my harness 
tightens. Trying to pull my leg in proves impossible and soon 
I am holding with just my hands for my life. Every muscle in 
each finger begins to ache. I try to cling to the grips, but my 
throbbing fingers begin to release. 

I try so hard to fight my body’s instinct, but fail as I 
release and fly backwards. My belayer, Chris, encourages me 
to continue. I hang for a minute like I am perched on an 
invisible seat. I shake out my hand, trying to shake the pain 
out of my knotted fingers. My arms continue to tense as I 
swing, reaching out for the wall.

Nicole Alexandrou, 9th grade

I stared up at the wall. The sweet, tangy smell of sweat 
wafted up my nose. Clenching my fists, I shook my hands 
out, letting my fingers unfurl from their stiff, curled up 
position. I took a breath. The chalky air hung heavy in my 
mouth. 

Finally, after a moment’s hesitation, I gripped the bumpy, 
hard, plastic rock. I made sure my grip was tight before 
lifting up my legs, though they were as heavy as if my bones 
were made of lead. Secure, I began my painstakingly slow 
haul upwards. I got lost in my focus on my stinging fingers 
and toes; the rock wall transformed in my mind’s eye into 
the face of a precariously high cliff. One hand over the other. 
One foot after another. Up and up I went, until my arms 
were shaking with effort and tiredness. 

The image of the cliff slipped away and I was back in the 
chalky, air-laden-with-sweat room. Glancing about, I found 
myself face to face with the top of the belay machine. After 
so many repeated tries to pull myself up the wall, I had 
finally made it all the way to the top. My fingertips were 
white with pressure and I could feel a deep ache in my bones. 
But the slight discomfort was worth it for the immense 
satisfaction I got from climbing to the top of the wall. I felt 
unstoppable, like I could do anything I wanted, go anywhere 
I wanted. 

Looking around, I found Olivia scaling the wall opposite 
me with great ease, Maisie standing beneath her with a 
camera. My lips jerked upwards in a smile as I let my hands 
slip off the wall. Now grinning, I leapt back into space, 
loving the stomach-dropping sensation. Plopping down on 
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my butt, I fell back. I let out a noise between a laugh and 
a groan, my palms burning like I was holding two balls of 
fire in my hands. I heard the distinctive click of a camera as 
Maisie captured the moment forever.

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 9th grade

It was my first time up the taller wall. I had seen so many 
people do it before me, but rock climbing is not my forte. I 
placed my hand on the rock in front of me. The thoughts of 
everything that could go wrong flooded through my brain 
like a tsunami. I looked up at the rock above me. The person 
who was in front of me had just finished climbing up and 
had pulled themselves over the top, and was heading across 
the bridge toward the slide. 

I put my foot on the first small rock and my hand on the 
next one that seemed easy to grab onto. I took a deep breath. 

“I can do this,” I told myself.
I grabbed onto the next rock and pulled myself a little 

higher, continuously trying to keep my breathing even. I was 
about halfway up and my hands kept reaching for the next 
rock, getting myself up higher, and then I was grabbing for 
the small gray shelf that was just at eye-level for me. I looked 
over it to find small pegs just like the ones on the rock. 

“Awesome,” I thought, as I grabbed onto the peg in front 
of me, and brought my foot to land on the next peg in front 
of me. 

Finally, I was pulling myself over the gray barrier that 
stood between me and solid ground. I took a breath out 
and put my foot on the wonderful, solid ground below me. 
Freedom at last. I walked across the bridge and slid down the 
spiraly, blue plastic slide and fell to the soft, padded ground. 
I had made it. I was not a failure at rock climbing after all.

Daeki Kim, 9th grade

Seeing the slide with my two eyes made me want to fly up 
there and go on the slide like a five-year-old, but that wasn’t 
going to happen. In order for me to go on the slide, I had 
to use my hands and legs to climb up the hard, colorful and 
rough rocks. 

At first I was nervous, which made me sweat like crazy, 
but I got over it. Starting with my right and left hands, I 
pulled my body so my legs could touch the lower rocks. The 
roughness and smell of the rocks was making me tired, but I 
continued. 

Rock by rock, I got up on the top, but I was not finished. 
Campers below were talking, climbing, or fooling around 
and that made it annoying. I whispered so no one else could 
hear, “Yes!” and now stepping on the loud, shaky, and metal 
bridge, I went to the slide and let my body become loose. 
The slide was so fast, I almost fell off, but I still let my body 
loose and I slid down the slide. I got out and walked to 
my best friend Luke, and we talked about the slide. Rock 
climbing indoors has changed my perspective on rock 
climbing indoors.
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Kate Liu, 9th grade

As I pulled myself up from the tiny rock I was barely 
balancing on, my mind told me to breathe, but my heart 
dropped to my feet and my stomach churned, twisting into 
a stubborn knot. As I glanced behind me, my vision blurred 
and my stomach did a cartwheel. My heart pounded fast and 
slightly muted in the back of my ear. My mind once again 
tried to convince my body not to be scared and failed. My 
hands burned from the rough, sandy surface of the rock and 
my knuckles were white from pressure. My knee knocked 
against the grainy texture of the wall. My mind went blank 
as I stared down at the stretch of grey that loomed below me, 
and then back up at the wall above me, speckled by spots of 
neon color. My panicking mind screamed for me to let go. 

As I plunged down from the wall, my stomach twisted 
further into a tangled mess. I swallowed hard and squeezed 
my eyes shut, praying that the rope would catch me. My hair 
slapped against the back of my neck, white dust fell off the 
rock, showering down like snow. As I hesitantly opened my 
eyes one at a time, I was standing on the ground. 

Museum of Fine Arts
Outside the Museum of Fine Arts, the contemplative 
Japanese garden and the undulating, inflatable flower 
sculpture “Breathing Flower” captured the campers’ 
imagination.

Olivia Shirley, 9th grade

Laughter echoes clearly—quiet, yet still distinct over 
the bustle of cars and bikers. Huge eyes gaze in wonder at 
the most ordinary of things. Tiny hands tug at the petals of 
an enormous inflated flower, its red a stark contrast to the 
bright green of the lush grass. A giggle escapes the lips of 
the child as the mechanized flower closes, the petal slipping 
from his grasp. Then, the petals fall outward, right back into 
outstretched hands, a movement that has clearly become 
routine, but still somehow no less novel. 

This time, however, the petal lifts upward with no 
resistance. Captivated eyes stare instead as another boy 
joins in, attempting to clutch the petal and keep it down, 
or, perhaps, to rise with it. Maybe they seek the feeling of 
weightlessness, the freedom of not being tied to the ground, 
the new perspective that is inherent with height. Perhaps 
they seek to sit in the center of the flower and watch the 
world disappear as the petals fold together. Or, perhaps, they 
are just children grasping at a pretty red flower.

Kamille Garrick, 10th grade

The way the small white-grey rocks twinkled and beamed 
under the sun’s blazing radiance was a true sight to behold. 
A loud fan roared like a truck engine in the background, but 
its annoying buzz couldn’t pale the stone’s sparkling beauty. 
The garden was like a tranquil paradise, almost too good to 

be true. The pleasant yet gentle aroma that lingered was truly 
indescribable, literally. It was so neutral and bland, but also 
refreshing and breathtaking, just like the feeling of your feet 
gliding across the dark-gray marble pathway. 

Though so very beautiful, the stones and shrine-like 
statues revealed wear-and-tear, aka some sort of aging. That 
was an arbitrary fact, however.  Those minute imperfections 
only made the garden’s beauty shine brighter than any 
lightbulb, star, or sun in the entire universe.   

Small mossy blotches of moss and fungi bloomed on the 
stones. Little cracks and lines were decorated down the side of 
the old stone perennials. The gentle mint green color presented 
by the bacteria and plant life stood out beautifully against the 
white-grey colors of the rocks. It was like the rocks were their 
own little garden, forming inside of an even bigger one. The 
statues were like decaying shrines, but the kind of shrines that 
look amazing no matter how shattered they become. 

The soft breeze and echo of the wind, it tickled your 
eardrums like a feather. Maybe one of the birds passing by, 
whose squawks and chirps made you feel like you were just 
waking up from a blissful dream of some sort. 

Akamai Tour
Campers visited Akamai Technologies, a content delivery 
network company that manages up to 30% of the world’s 
internet traffic, in the tech hub of Cambridge, Kendall Square. 

Kate Liu, 9th grade

The room we were led into was dimly lit and about the 
size of a normal office. The rows of computers on desks filled 
the room in horizontal lines. The front wall and door were 
made of a thick glass, letting us see inside the office before 
even entering it. 

What amazed me was the wall full of screens, each one 
a different picture or video. Some were videos of television 
channels, other sections from movies or pictures of graphs 
and maps. The wall was blinding with so many colors and 
lights. Staring at the dozens of moving pictures would make 
my head spin uncontrollably. It was hard for me to think 
anyone could focus with so many bright, colorful screens 
moving around right in front of them. Each video or picture 
was slightly different than others; some were better quality 
than others, some were from different places. All together in 
one big wall of blinding color. 

A woman introduced herself and continued to talk, 
her words blurring together as I kept my eyes glued to the 
screens. Her words made no sense to me. They seemed to just 
be a jumble of letters strung together and spoken out to us.

Sandrea Celestin, 9th grade, 9th grade

I walked into a dim room and the only light there was 
daylight and dark blue lights that hung high above our 
heads. The place looked weird, like aliens invaded it. All of 
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the weird technology and confusing information displayed 
on all of the computers screens. Huge TVs had even more 
information that I couldn’t understand on them. 

“Too many business-like things going on in here,” I 
thought to myself. 

Numbers, letters, places, and drawings invaded the 
screens in the room. The only thing I could smell was a bag 
of tortilla chips opened on the table next to me. It actually 
smelled pretty good. The air was cool, which was refreshing 
after being in the hot sun all day. I heard the sounds of 
fingers clicking away against their mouse. I heard lots of 
good questions asked by fellow campers and also small talk 
from the Akamai workers. 

I was impressed by this little room that I thought was 
weird when I first stepped into it. It wasn’t the loudest, 
brightest or most interesting place, but after the tour, it did 
spark interest in me. 

Eric Zhou, 9th grade

We walked into the semi-circle room. When I first saw 
it, it immediately reminded me of something you see in an 
S.H.I.E.L.D. Helicarrier or something. There were walls 
filled with monitors and desks with computers moving like 
a madman with so many things being processed. On the 
screens it was showing a bunch of shows, with little bars on 
the side that were moving up and down. Around it were 
people at desks intensely observing the computers as things 
came on and left at the speed of light. 

At the back corner, they had another TV with some 
consoles, such as the Xbox, iPad, and so on, in the side. 
Daryl just yelled, “Is that an Xbox?!” like it was something 
mind-blowing. I swear, if this place also had holograms 
floating around, it would be identical to some high-tech 
Tony Stark laboratory.

As we walked out to end the tour of this room, the door 
awkwardly, slowly closed. Then, the glass wall suddenly 
turned from crystal clear to a foggy look. It pretty much 
astonished everyone. Turns out it was electrostatic glass or 
something, which gave it that effect.

I swear, this could be where I work due to all this high-
techy stuff. I hope that someday this kind of technology 
will be available to the common folk, as it would be a big 
technological advancement.

Kamille Garrick, 10th grade

Swwwisssshhhsshhhhh. The A.C. let out a low breezy noise 
as we entered the room. The creaking squeaks and tweaks the 
door made as we slowly filed into the room was accompanied 
by the soft clicking and tapping of fingertips against 
computer keys. It was a relatively expansive amount of space 
in the room, but the neon royal blue lights that showered us 
were much more distracting than the size of the room. 

A medicine-ranged masculine voice welcomed us into our 
positions in front of the tall glass windows. Jimmy, a tech 

member of Akamai who had dark brown hair, a curly ginger-
toned beard, casual clothing, and a Bruins cap, started his 
explanation of his occupation and the overall purpose of his 
team. Behind him, along with the rest of his crew, who were 
seated at their desks on their computers, were large screens 
that projected images that my young brain could hardly 
grasp the concept of. There were images of large globes with 
colorful lines jutting out of them. In the center of the four 
screens were two screens with something that seemed like an 
email or code of some sort. The finite print was too small for 
my eyes to fully encrypt what was on the screen. Honestly, 
the longer I stared at it, the more my brain started to ache 
from straining to see, so I gave up.

I was a bit tired from having gone canoeing earlier, so 
being in such a calm and mellow space was increasing my 
drowsiness a bit. I was still highly intrigued, however. My 
eyes naturally scanned everything in the room while Jimmy’s 
voice still rang in my ears, his words slurring in my mind as I 
was lost to the futuristic tone of everything in the room. 

East Boston
Campers toured starkly different neighborhoods in 
“Eastie”—a traditionally Latin American quarter and an 
area of new development. 

Sophia Gaines, 9th grade

Eastie is a place like no other. It is basically split into two 
types of places; there is the cultural part and the gentrified 
part. Although these two places are both in Eastie, they are 
completely different. 

The gentrified Eastie had no umph! It was plain, boring, 
and quiet. Not many people could be seen walking around. 
The houses looked the same and there were no parks, no 
nothing. 

But in the cultural part of Eastie, it was like a whole new 
world. There were people and smells that you couldn’t find 
in the gentrified part. Latin food filled the air all around 
me. There was so much color, it became overwhelming, but 
was still calming. There were families everywhere, mothers 
walking with their children and enjoying the beautiful day. 

I feel both sides of Eastie should be like that, because it 
just feels so welcoming.

Maisie Kramer, 10th grade

Even though I was hesitant about going into the 
barbershop to interview people, Ethan, the East Boston 
teacher, said, “Why don’t you go for it?” 

Since arguing with a teacher was against the laws of the 
universe, I went for it.

A middle-aged Asian man wearing a black T-shirt and a 
well-worn pair of jeans strode out of the barbershop with his 
wife and son in tow.

“Hi! My name is Maisie, and I’m here with a writing 
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camp called Summer Ink. We’re doing an interview project 
on the people of East Boston and how the neighborhood 
itself is changing.”

The wife and son booked it like I was Jack the Ripper 
slowly advancing towards them. The guy, however, was 
totally unfazed, as if his wife and son abandoned him at the 
barbershop on a regular basis.

“What drew you to East Boston initially?” I asked, yelling 
to be heard over the rumbling trucks and crescendo-ing car 
horns.

“Transportation. I can get on a bus or train and go 
anywhere. No traffic!” The man sounded like he was 
advertising the latest As Seen on TV product on an 
infomercial. 

“How long have you lived in East Boston?”
“Since 1992, so…24 years?”
“Where do you work?” I asked. 
“Machine shop,” the guy answered.
“Like a car shop?” I asked for clarification.
“Yes. I do sanding and metal work…” The guy looked 

like he was about to launch into a Trump-esque speech, but I 
cut him off. Time is of the essence when you’re interviewing, 
people!

“What’s your favorite thing about East Boston?” I asked.
“The restaurants and transportation—’’ I was cutting this 

Trump clone off so much, I may as well have been Anderson 
Cooper.

Then, the inevitable happened.
“I am so excited for Obama to leave office. Trump will 

make a great president. Republicans always do what they say 
they will do…”

I pretended to scribble down this Asian Trump clone’s 
every word, like what he said was the cold, hard truth.

Elizabeth Eliot, 10th grade

The rotten scent of garbage, smoke, or exhaust from the 
construction littered the air. The disgusting aroma created was 
nearly vomit-worthy. There on the ground sat a homeless man 
desperately seeking for help from a kind stranger. He sat with 
a faded neon handmade sign with writing in pink, yellow, 
green, and maybe blue. He seemed old and tired, discouraged 
by all the strangers that didn’t do anything to help. 

I only saw him for two brief moments and most of the 
time, I was trying not to look at the man with bags under 
his eyes, dirty hands, most likely unwashed greasy hair, 
and blank eyes showing no emotion. The two moments I 
had seen him may not have lasted very long, but I did keep 
thinking about those two moments for a strange reason that 
I can’t identify. I hope things will go well for him. 

Olivia Shirley, 9th grade

An enormous brick building loomed ahead, its face 
modern, impersonal, and unyielding. The voices of the 
campers around me seemed to echo, the small sound forced to 

take up a cavernous empty space. It was as if by crossing the 
train tracks, I had entered an entirely different world. I had 
gone from a universe of sound and color to a black and white 
movie focusing on an empty street. Everything was cleaner, 
neater, there was no fuss and no mess. But the mess that is 
inherent with life was what made the world on the other side 
of the train tracks alive. That world was messy, and it reflected 
the lives of those in it. Perfection, cookie-cutter homes, those 
things did not exist in the world on the other side of the train 
tracks. A prettier, modern home had less meaning because 
personality cannot thrive when everything is the same.

A white woman and her dog walk past me and I am 
shocked to see evidence of actual life in this grey world. 
I almost expect to see doors open in unison and scores of 
the same woman step out with their identical dogs. These 
apartment buildings look just like every other in this world, 
and their boring normality shouldn’t be creeping upon this 
vibrant city like a starving fungus.

Richie Tran, 9th grade

Multiple mailboxes were stacked on top of each other. 
Clumps of mail were stuffed into each little black box, 
making a tower of envelopes that could topple over at any 
time. All of the mail was a mystery; they could be letters from 
other family members, either in a different area of Boston to 
maybe even an entirely different country. It could be junk 
mail that all types of companies or stores sent to them for 
advertisements. It could even be bills that the families have to 
pay to continue to live in their home. Who really knows?

The house itself was like the mailboxes, cramped, not in 
the best condition and even seemed like it could topple over 
at any moment as well, with all the cracks and broken pieces 
on the surface of the house. But like the mailboxes, the 
families inside were like the envelopes, relying on each other 
so they wouldn’t fall over despite their appearances. 

Food Tasting at Future Chefs
At Future Chefs, campers tried unfamiliar South American 
flavors, such as aji amarillo, a Peruvian pepper paste; 
acai, the berry of a palm common in Brazil; and cupuacu, 
the fruit of an Amazonian rain forest tree. Using a 
molecular gastronomy technique called spherification, 
campers transformed the latter two flavors into liquid 
“pearls” encapsulated by a gel exterior. The obligatory 
taste test inspired delight and disgust!

Sophia Gaines, 9th grade

We grasped the silver spoon and filled it with a baby 
food-type of substance. When our silver utensil was filled, we 
were ready to create our bubbles. I flipped the spoon quickly 
to try and create a perfect sphere. As I waited for the gel to 
form around the liquid, I thought of what it would taste 
like. Would it taste like sweet, sour, gooey, and hard? I didn’t 
know. I was just ready to eat some. 
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When it was done forming a gel, I placed it in the 
container full of water. Soon after, it was ready to eat. John 
grabbed one of the blobs with the spoon and let me try it. 
When I first put it in my mouth, it was slimy. It slipped 
around everywhere in my mouth. 

When I put pressure to the blob, I wasn’t expecting the 
taste I tasted. It was slimy and sour. It was so sour that my 
body cringed. My eyes became tighter and my lips puckered 
tightly. My fist crunched tightly as my arms started to spaz 
out. It was nothing like I have ever tasted before and I don’t 
plan on having it again.

Karen Cheng, 10th grade

There was one little messed up black splat. A bubble to 
hover over the plastic tub of water. Resembling a lobster eye, 
its bits were trailing down to the point it began to be seen as a 
tail. It seemed to be forcefully pulled out from its socket by an 
incoherent dissection. But really, it’s made in the same process 
like the others. The difference between the little lobster eye 
and normal drops made the eye look like a mistake. In truth, 
it was, but was accepted by its creator, Richie. 

The perfectly round little tadpoles sank and stayed safely 
closer to the bottom of the tub. Later on, we moved on to 
dropping circular white eggs. They ended up better than 
that lobster-eyed blob, freely floating with a rare air bubble. 
The small tub was too crowded for the others to stay, so they 
had to be transferred into a larger tub, neighboring with the 
current tub. 

Catherine de Frondeville, 10th grade

Waiting to be able to try it, I sighed in exasperation as 
the others all crowded around, pushing me out of the way. 
Finally reaching the table, I scooped out some of each and 
laid them on the small bowl, looking for the spoons. After 
I found one, I ignored the brown dots, and focused on the 
cupuacu. Placing the spoon into my mouth, I tried biting 

down on it, and it popped.
The sweetness exploded in my mouth, the smooth 

gelatinous shell dissolving into the same savory sweetness. 
The difference between this and the liquid form was 
astonishing. In liquid form, it had been tart and tangy, like 
bitter soy sauce. In gelled form, it was like sweet grapefruit, 
the smooth texture only adding to the effect.

Going back for more, I savored the flavor, wondering if it 
was possible to make at home.

The head chef said, “Yes,” and I resolved to try and buy 
the ingredients at home.

Talia Pizer, 9th grade

The cold, liquidy spoon hit against my lip as I felt the 
yellow sphere tremble from the momentum of hitting my lip. 
I took a deep breath, inhaling slowly and looking around at 
Kate. She was slurping cupuacu down like it was water.  

“It shouldn’t be that bad,” I thought to myself.  
I took another deep breath, looked at Kate nervously, 

took a long gulp, and the yellow jello-like blob on my spoon 
flew into my mouth. The cold blob was interesting, its 
texture a smooth gel. I started to poke at it with my tongue, 
hoping to figure out more about it.  

Suddenly, the surface tension of the blob loosened and 
I looked over at Kate and froze. The gooey, sweet but bitter 
fluid in the yellow blob started to ooze out and onto my 
tongue and the sudden taste exploded onto my taste buds, 
making them tingle. This was weird. I didn’t like the taste of 
it and my face scrunched up in disgust. It was tart and tangy 
and I gulped it down, not wanting to taste the blob anymore. 
I was so taken aback by the taste that I just froze, my spoon 
still where it had been to reach my lips. I still stared straight 
forward until it was all gone.

Nicole Alexandrou, 9th grade

Chris handed me a small plate with a thing that looked 
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like an egg yolk that he called cupuacu on it. I looked over 
at Dessie as she ate it: she made a disgusted face; her eyes 
scrunched close and her nose screwed up. She opened her eyes. 

“It’s not actually that bad.” 
I raised my eyebrows. 
“Well, your face said otherwise.” 
I looked down at the slimy sphere slip-sliding around on 

the small circular plate. 
“Just eat it, I promise it’s not that bad,” Dessie prompted. 
Taking a breath, I slurped the thing—cupuacu—off the 

plate and it landed squarely on my tongue. The cupuacu felt 
exactly like an egg yolk with its wicked smooth surface and 
slipperiness. Suddenly the cupuacu burst, splitting straight 
down the middle causing a cold juice to flow all over my 
tongue. It had a fruity taste to it and a slight tanginess. It was 
sweet, but not a gross sweet, more of a natural sweet, like 
when you eat strawberries. Finally, I let the remains of the 
shell slide down my throat. 

I opened my eyes; I hadn’t even realized I’d closed them 
to begin with. Smacking my lips together, I tried to decide 
whether I liked it or not. Earlier, when we were trying 
sauces, the acai, a purple liquidy sauce, tasted like chemicals 
and markers, an easy dislike. We also tried another sauce 
(more puree like), called aji amarillo, which was made from 
peppers. While it was extremely spicy, the taste itself was 
almost savory-sweet and thinking about it, I realized that I 
actually quite liked it, even if it felt like my lips were on fire. 

But with the cupuacu, I couldn’t decide. The awful 
texture balanced out with the good taste, so I couldn’t choose 
between whether to like or dislike it.

Diego Martinez, 10th grade

There were three exotic foods in front of me. They all 
looked delicious and liquidy. They were all blended up and 
ready for my mouth to savor the sweet, sour, the salty, and 
the bitter. I took a white plastic spoon, and placed it in the 
liquid of the acai berry. I took as little as I could, because it 
was my first time trying it. I put the spoon in my mouth and 
instantly tasted a chocolaty flavor, then a sweet blueberry in 
my mouth. I liked tasting the acai berry. It reminded me of 
the real diversity of fruits in the Amazon. 

I moved on to a cupuacu, which is some sort of melon-
like fruit in the Amazon. The jelly that was extracted out of 
the exotic fruit was yellow and gray. I decided to taste that 
one as well. I dipped my spoon and I lifted it back up into 
my mouth. It tasted delicious. I wanted a whole life supply 
of the cupuacau. 

Next, I moved to the aji amarillo, which was another kind 
of pepper. I was warned that this would be spicy, so I filled 
my spoon with the smallest dip of jelly I had ever dipped. 
Regardless of all the precautions I took, I put the spoon in 
my mouth and for a second, I was relaxed. But suddenly, I 
felt hell invade my mouth. My insides screamed and my head 

began to steam. I felt like if I blew as hard as I could, I would 
set the whole city on fire. I took my water bottle and gulped 
a huge amount of water. If I hadn’t done that, my mouth 
would still be in pain. I decided that I would never eat one of 
those devil peppers again. 

Interviewing
Screwing up their courage, campers practiced their 
interviewing skills by questioning strangers in Boston 
Common.

Elizabeth Eliot, 10th grade

Even though I did interviews last year, it didn’t really 
make it any less nerve-racking. Also, the fact we did it 
outside this year did not help at all. We finally found a man 
who was willing to be interviewed. Last year, I didn’t do a lot 
of talking, I let the others take charge, but this year I actually 
asked more than one question.

“Hi, we are part of a writing camp and we would like to 
interview you,” Dessie questioned. 

Originally from Japan and only here for a visit, he had 
broken English. 

“Sure, question?” he responded. 
Okay, a few seconds of awkward silence and glances of 

my group waiting for someone to make the first move. I 
finally mustered up the courage, as I’m not really good with 
strangers, and asked the first question. 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 
He then responded with his first and last name, but it was 

Japanese, so we asked him to spell it.
“R-y-o,” he repeated. 
Ryo, maybe a common name in Japan, but I wouldn’t 

know. I hoped I wouldn’t do most of the question-asking, 
but that wasn’t really the case. 

Moist palms, sun glaring down on me, making my neck, 
my back, and my underarms uncomfortably sweaty. Some 
more glances and me hoping someone else would do the 
talking for a few seconds, before anything else happened. 

“What’s your job?” Karen asked.
“Job? Uh…magician, street performer,” he replied, while 

taking apart some table, which was clearly something to do 
with magic. 

Ethan Hoey, 10th grade

While looking for another victim, we spotted a woman 
sitting in the sun, staring at the sky. 

“How about that one?” Diego said, gesturing towards the 
woman.

John responded with an “ehh” of uncertainty. While 
walking towards her, she was kind of uneasily looking back at 
Jon, who said he would “sit this one out.”

When we finally got to her, we asked for her name. She 
responded with “Melanie.”
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We asked her occupation. She was a flight attendant. Still 
asking questions off our sheets, we asked our best question: 
“What was the craziest thing you have seen on a flight?”

“Ohh,” she said in shock. 
“I think a man trying to pee in a cup,” she said with a giggle.

Harvard Square Scavenger Hunt
While hunting for the oldest building in Harvard Yard, 
the oldest gravestone in Harvard Cemetery, a replica of 
Winnie the Pooh’s house, and the secret garden behind 
Harvard library, campers also made some unexpected 
discoveries.

Jennifer Miranda, 9th grade

Trying to find the sundial was impossible. We traced 
around the whole campus, trying to spot it. Occasionally 
clashing into our second half of the group, we would yell out 
to each other, “Did you find it?” Giving each other exhausted 
looks, we continued our hunt. 

Finally, we approached a sign, which led to it…we all gave 
a sigh of relief and walked onwards. Just before reaching the 
dial, we all came to a halt, as a swarm of flies roamed around 
the perimeter. We traced the pesky flies and held our breath. 
Just below the swarm was a pretty beat-up, big dead city rat. 
His tail was dry and crunchy for being in the sun all day and 
his face was patched with red blots and missing fur. He was 
all curled up, as if being ready to decompose.

Luke Peng, 9th grade

As my group and I continued to the secret garden behind 
the Lamont library, we heard screams. It was Maya and Rex’s 
group probably. Our tasks were to locate a sundial in the 
secret garden, and Maya and Rex’s group beat us to it. 

As my group went to check it out, we saw what had 
scared the other group so much. In a grassy area to the left 
of the path we were on, there was a dead rat, consumed by 
flies. In fact it was so gross, you could smell it before you 
saw it. The air around us went from a nice grassy smell to a 
moldy, decomposing carcass smell. Most of the flies were on 
the rodent’s back. As I took a closer look, I saw huge scratch 
marks on its back. Flies were swarming the opening, as if 
there was an ancient treasure inside.

Richie Tran, 9th grade

We had just taken a picture of the oldest building at 
Harvard Yard. We knew we were looking for a sundial 
behind a library. Sophia looked around the left side of the 
library to see if that was the correct path. It wasn’t. I saw in 
the corner of my eye that another group was taking the right 
side and since the left side was a dead end, I realized they 
were the correct ones. We headed to their general direction, 
totally not following them at all. 

But along the path, someone yelled out “Ew!” 
I then saw what they saw, a rat without any hint of life in 

it at all. A dead rat was already pretty gross, but it was worse 
when I saw a pile of flies on top of the rat’s back. Its limp, 
lifeless gray body, probably already decaying from it being 
dead for who knows how long, being eaten by a gang of what 
looked like more than 20 flies. It even seemed that more flies 
started to show up, more of these insects feasting away at the 
corpse. The flies weren’t even fazed by our presence, more 
focused on their disgusting meal. 

And I thought to myself, “Isn’t nature just wonderful?” 
I continued on to the path, ignoring the buzzing. 

Christina Daly, 9th grade

Our writing group walked up to the street where the JP 
Licks was located. I could smell the milky scents of ice cream 
from where we stood. As we walked closer over the red-
brown bumpy bricks, I noticed that there weren’t any other 
kids or counselors that I could see. Excitement bubbled up 
inside me. We might have won the race!

My slight competiveness came up for once as I pondered 
this possibility. What was to be our prize? Through the whole 
race it felt like we were behind—our group had accidentally 
gone in the wrong direction earlier, and I would have 
thought it had affected us. We found out momentarily that, 
thankfully, it did not.

Soon enough, our counselor was handing out six dollars 
instead of the five dollars the rest of the group would be 
getting when they came. None were in sight still as Maya and 
I walked into the ice cream shop. Vanilla, chocolate, coffee, 
and even more mouth-watering scents invaded my senses. 
There were so many choices, but I already knew what I was 
going to get—something with Oreos. The crunch of the 
cookies with the creaminess of the ice cream was a perfect 
match to relish my group’s astonishing lead and eventual 
victory over the others.

North End
Campers taste-tested their way through Boston’s historic 
Italian neighborhood.

Tristan Coren, 10th grade

Walking through the Greenway, we saw all the little 
babies running through the loud, splattering sprinkler. Once 
we crossed the street, our groups went separate ways. We hit 
a corner and I saw something familiar. Gelato. Something 
sweet and savory. Something I hadn’t had in three months. 
I’d missed it. I missed the way it dissolved on my tongue. I 
missed how my friends and I used to enjoy it together. 

The non-American feel when I walked through the door. 
The sweet, yet familiar accent the man behind the counter 
had. I was happy again. I remember the authentic smell of 
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the Italian streets. It reminded me of the new friends I made 
and the fun I had sitting on a bench enjoying an Italian 
delicacy. Gelato.

Catherine de Frondeville, 10th grade

Sitting down at the three-seat table, I took a bite of 
the Oreo ice cream that I had bought. The creamy taste 
overwhelmed my taste buds, while the Oreo crunched 
perfectly, contrasting the slickness of the cream. After waiting 
for a while, trying to decide what to get, it was nice to eat the 
fruit of my (very small) efforts.

The store, Mike’s Pastry, seemed to represent North End, 
or at least summarize it, always bustling, full of people, with 
good food and lines that stretched out the door. There was a 
man outside, a small box in front of him, holding a cardboard 
sign that read, “Homeless Army War Veteran. Please help.” I 
had spent half the time wondering if I should give him any 
money, but by the time I left, he had already gone.

Since there were only three seats, Saskia had to go ask for 
another seat from a woman who looked old enough to be a 
(very) temporary fixture in a nursing home. Under the scoop of 
Oreo ice cream, I had asked for vanilla, which was a welcome 
relief from the Oreo bits I had found in the first scoop.

Canoeing
In pairs and in groups, campers paddled along the 
Cambridge shores of the Charles River, including the 
water fountain centerpiece of the Lechmere Canal.

Arielle Alexis, 10th grade

As being the caboose, it was a challenge. The pain in my 
arms was unbearable. I didn’t think that I could switch sides 
so fast. Left, right, every two seconds. Didn’t think I could 

do it. My arms felt like jello at the end of the trip. I was so 
uncomfortable. 

I didn’t see much of the scenery. As I was in the process 
of turning, I got water in my mouth. It tasted like sand; the 
bitterness was the worst part.

Daeki Kim, 9th grade

The Charles River was a mess with its green, gooey 
muck in it. Geese poop was all over the dock and it was an 
unsettling sight. The river had this unique aroma because it 
didn’t smell terrible, but it didn’t smell good either. Paddling 
with Luke and Brandon, we rushed to get first place even 
though that was childish. The canoe was a slave that would 
move for us, but we would have to push it in order to move. 

At our command, it dashed towards the Galleria. 
Arriving, there was a magnificent fountain that sprayed 
water as high as a three-story building. The water gushed 
out of its cage and jumped as high as it could and dropped 
to the new world, which was the river. I was so eager to get 
sprayed, so I asked Luke and Brandon if they wanted to get 
sprayed. Luke was OK but Brandon didn’t want to get wet, 
so we just got misted. 

Pushing my paddle into the water, we started moving 
away, but the wind stopped us and slowly let us get sucked 
into the fountain, droplets hitting my clothes and Luke’s and 
Brandon’s. We pulled ourselves away from the fountain and 
paddled away. Water was dripping off my pale and tan skin 
and clothes, the wind breezing by to make me cold. I started 
regretting that experience, but hopefully next time the wind 
won’t be as strong.

Diego Martinez, 10th grade

I was under a rusty bridge. It looked very old and it 
completely blotted out the sun. There was a lot of cool and 
relaxing shade. The feeling of being in between two surfaces 
felt peaceful and exhilarating. My arms were tired, but I felt 
relaxed. My upper body ached, but I wasn’t sweating. Once 
again, I had the experience of hard work coursing through 
my veins. 

I told my canoeing partners, Richie and Eric, to start 
sprinting for the end. Even though my arms felt like they 
couldn’t lift a ten-pound dumbbell, I put all of my effort into 
this last stretch. We went so fast, we ended up in front of two 
other canoeing boats. As the speed went up, I felt my arms 
rejuvenate. I had the energy to go faster than I have ever 
gone in an experience like this.  

Richie and Eric and I were nearly at the end and with the 
last of our energy, we stuck the paddles in the water and hit 
the brakes as hard as we could. Water splashed everywhere. 
Richie and I were absolutely soaked. But we laughed and 
made our way into the docks. 

As I got off, I felt great, but my arms were sore again. This 
is what I love the most, the feeling of success after you have 
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put all of your effort into something. It means your work 
wasn’t in vain. 

Eric Zhou, 9th grade

“OK! Follow that guy with the hat back to the docks!” 
yelled one of the people in the back. 

As we paddled furiously with our arms, Diego suddenly 
shouted, “Guys, we should paddle as fast as we can, then 
brake!” 

What a great(ish) idea. As we crossed under the cob-
webbed bridge, I heard people shouting, squealing, 
screaming, “OMG, that’s so disgusting.” 

Towards the end of the bridge, we were nearing Emily’s 
canoe, and then they were slowly, desperately trying to steer 
away from the inevitable fate of crashing into the wall. 

We sped up, gaining speed by the second, until Diego 
yelled, “Brake!” 

Everyone just chucked their oars straight down, slowing 
the canoe. I didn’t see any point of this. In the end, Richie 
ended up getting splashed on the bottom of his shorts, either 
by himself or Diego splashing the water like there was no 
tomorrow. 

I stayed in the back, far from the splashing zone. Didn’t 
mean I couldn’t splash others, though. I skimmed the water 
with my oar, sending a sprinkle of water across the canoe to 
the others. I think I was the only one who made it out our 
canoe dry. I hope that we will do this again, but without all 
the splashing of the water.

Olivia Wang, 10th grade

Emily, Karen and I were in a three-person boat. Before, 
I pictured that we would be smooth sailing, but we were 
rocking back and forth, like an unstable see-saw. I kept 
paddling anyway despite my frustration with the control 
of the boat. I didn’t want to picture myself wet, cold, and 
swimming, so when we got anywhere close to a crashing, I 
would paddle faster than I’d ever paddled before. We went 
under bridges and side-by-side to geese. 

Then we approached a big body of water. The water 
glistened and sparkled. The wind was comfortable and the 
scene was breathtaking. I was in awe of the beautiful view of 
Boston, wish tall towers and walking pedestrians. Once no 
one paddled, the wind drifted our boat smoothly over the 
green, opaque water. The environment was quite soothing 
and the moment was enjoyable. I found pleasure watching 
dogs stroll with their owners on the sidewalk, and hearing 
the wind rustle the leaves on tree branches. The sun felt 
warm on my arms and the handle of my paddle absorbed 
the heat as well. Music started to play in the distance while 
people enjoyed their lunches outside. When the weather 
cooperates, New England really is a wonderful place.
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Rock Climbing

Luke Peng, 9th grade

Before, I saw rock climbing as something I would avoid if 
I had an option. But sometimes you can’t chicken out. I had 
climbed before, but every time I set my feet on solid ground 
after, I swore off it. My summer camp, Boston and Beyond, 
located in western Boston, decided to take us rock climbing 
that day. However, it wasn’t just any day, it was the first day. 
After hearing about this activity at camp orientation, I was 
mentally preparing myself, while at the same time dreading it.

The gym, called The Rock Spot, wasn’t very big. It was 
probably the size of a standard school gymnasium. When I 
stepped in, the first thing I noticed was the cold air engulfing 
me. The Rock Spot is located in South Boston. With Boston 
and Beyond sitting in west Boston, walking there wasn’t at 
all pleasant, especially in the summer heat. Thank God it was 
air-conditioned inside. The ground was covered in mats and 
cushions, probably to accommodate the people who stink 
at climbing, like me. The cool air had this distinctive rubber 
smell that could easily drive guests out. The climbing wall 
wasn’t what I expected, though. I was expecting this 80-
foot monstrosity, but it was just around quarter of that size. 
Even though the height was a lot shorter than what I was 
expecting, I still felt nervous. 

You can’t chicken out, I told myself over and over again in 
my head. Just climb, get it over with. 

I scanned the wall once again, planning my route 
carefully. Even with the fear of falling still lingering in my 
head, a new feeling of determination spread through me. 

I’m ready. 
Those words echoed through my conscience. 
I stepped up to the wall and immediately noticed the 

multiple colors of the holds covering it. The colors ranged 
from cerulean blue to pepper red. There was the “manliest” 
color, pink, as well as leaf green and charcoal black. After 
taking in the different shades, I planted my foot on a pink 
hold. I then proceeded to grab the next hold, which was 
green, with my right and left hand. The holds were rough, 
almost like asphalt on a highway. Thanks to that, it gave 
me a nice grip to hold on to. What also helped was the 
fact that the holds gave off this flour like substance, which 
strengthened the grip I had even more. With my other foot, 
I stepped up on to the next hold and pulled myself up. I 
repeated those actions over and over again to the point where 
I stopped thinking. 

Eventually I snapped out of zombie mode and realized I 
was right below the top. I looked up and I noticed this area 
with only small holds, around the size of an average candy 
bar wrapper folded in half. 

How am I supposed to climb this? I thought. 

It’s like the creators added this area on purpose to watch 
the beginners struggle and to laugh their faces off when 
they gave up. Just above that area, however, was a huge 
hold, probably placed there to mock whoever was below. 
I wasn’t going to let that happen. Savage me was going to 
do something risky. I was not giving up. My determination 
wouldn’t let me. I jammed my feet into the holds they were 
on, closed my eyes, and in one swoop I leaped for the giant 
hold. When I realized I hadn’t fallen yet, I opened my eyes. 
I looked up and I actually made it! I actually made it to the 
top! In triumph, I decided to look down. 

Something is different, I thought. 
I wasn’t scared or nervous. Instead, a warm feeling formed 

inside my chest, growing warmer the longer I stayed at the 
top. 

As I looked around the gym, I saw other climbers making 
their way to the top and floating their way down with 
harnesses. The rubber smell was stronger at the top. No, 
the smell of victory was stronger at the top. When I was at 
the bottom, I was tempted to just chuck my harness away 
and watch other people. What fun would that have been? 
Watching other people is no fun. You should try it yourself. 

Even though fear was in the back of my head throughout 
the climb, I still had a lot of fun getting up. Once at the 
top, swearing climbing off wasn’t on the agenda, but instead, 
giving it a chance was.
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All the small shops in Chinatown look the same from the 
outside, but when you step into one, you find the setting 
different than any other. From the outside, all you can see 
is a brick wall and a musty glass door that leads into the 
shop. My group had already gone into one small bakery, 
and decided to find another one. The bakery that we had 
last been in had many small candies and different flavors of 
bread, all organized by flavor, and positioned neatly in big 
glass cases. One of the first things I noticed about the bakery 
was that it didn’t have any tables or places to sit down. It was 
the kind of bakery that a person would walk into, pick what 
they want, pay for it, and then leave. It didn’t look like the 
kind of place that you could just sit and enjoy a dessert after 
a long day. 

After leaving that bakery, we start heading down the 
streets of Chinatown. These streets always seem to have 
trash on them. Sometimes it’s a paper bag that might have 
flown out of someone’s hand, while other times it’s a takeout 
container that has blown out of a trashcan. After walking for 
a couple of minutes, we arrive at a small set of stone steps 
that lead into another bakery. 

The second we walk into the bakery, I can tell that it is 
designed very differently than the first one that we were in. 
On the left side of the bakery, there are small tables that have 
two or three chairs. We are the only people in the shop, so 
none of the other tables are occupied. This is the kind of 
bakery where you can sit down and enjoy a treat after a long 
day. 

On the right of the bakery, there is a large glass 
refrigerator. It looks like the kind of fridge that you would 
see holding sodas or energy drinks, but the contents of this 
particular fridge are different. It is filled with tiny little cakes. 
It looks like there are at least five different flavors of cake, 
and with each flavor there is a different design that goes with 
the cake. A small green cake catches my eye. It has white 
cream frosting, and what looks like a small puff pastry sits 
on top of the frosting. It looks extremely tasty, but I’ve come 
here for a different reason.  

I’ve always wanted to try bubble tea. I’ve heard about it 
so many times, but I’ve never gotten the chance to taste it. 
In the back of the shop, I see a whiteboard that lists all the 
flavors of tea I can get. There seems to be about a hundred 
different flavors listed here. How am I supposed to choose? 
Luckily, a flavor catches my eye. “Green Tea.” It seems like 
a safe choice. I mean, you can’t really go wrong with green 
tea. I step up to the counter and address the lady standing 
behind. 

“I would like one small green tea,” I say. 

The lady nods and yells the order to her assistant in the 
back. The assistant then goes to work to make my green tea 
with bubbles. It takes a while, but after waiting a couple 
minutes, the lady hands me my tea. I look down at the 
drink. It’s in a regular plastic cup, but there’s something 
different that catches my eye. On the top of the container, 
where a solid lid should sit, there is a layer of flimsy plastic 
without a hole for a straw. I assume that I will have to stab it 
with a straw to create my own hole. I grab a lavender straw 
from a cup that’s sitting on the counter. I open the plastic 
cover of the straw, and stab the straw into the plastic on top 
of the cup. It makes a satisfying popping sound, and the 
straw goes into my tea. 

After everyone else gets their drinks and cakes, Emily, 
Olivia, Elizabeth, Karen, and I go to sit down at a small 
table in the shop. Emily has taken chairs from the other 
unoccupied tables, so that there are enough chairs at our 
small table, and we position ourselves around the table and 
look down at what everyone got. 

At the center of the table sits the cake that I saw in the 
refrigerator. Emily had bought it for all of us to share, and I 
take my fork and cut off a small piece of it. I put the small 
piece of cake in my mouth, and immediately taste all the 
different flavors. First the spongy green cake, and then the 
red beans that rest between the different layers of the cake. 
The two flavors collide to create a sweet and spongy green 
tea cake. I swallow my piece of cake, and move on to try my 
bubble tea. 

I look down at the strange new drink in my hand. Bubble 
tea. The tea is a light creamy color because of the milk in it. 
I’ve never tried milk with tea before. And of course, there are 
the small black tapioca “bubbles” that pile up at the bottom. 
The tea looks strange, almost like coffee with milk, but I 
know that’s not how it will taste. The bubbles at the bottom 
are the things that are making me worried. I’ve had tapioca 
before, but not this kind. 

I put my mouth to the straw and take a sip. A strange 
sensation fills my mouth. At first, it just tastes like milk, 
but then I am left with a more refreshing taste. Like a tall 
glass of iced tea on a hot summer day. My next sip includes 
a black tapioca “bubble.” The bubble is chewy and does not 
satisfy my taste buds the way I thought it would. I thought 
the bubble would be light and sweet, but it turns out it 
doesn’t really have a taste at all. And it’s really, really chewy. 
It leaves my mouth with a bad taste, and I’m filled with 
disappointment. 

I take another sip of the strange drink. First the sweet, 
creamy milk, then the cold, refreshing tea. Of course, 

Too Many Bubbles

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 9th grade
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another black bubble comes into my mouth. Trying not 
to gag, I chew, then swallow the bubble. I look down to 
the bottom of the tea. There are just too many bubbles. I 
sit there feeling annoyed as another bubble comes into my 
mouth. There is just no escape from these bubbles! I look 
over at Karen’s drink and see that she ordered one without 
the bubbles. 

Smart, I think, as yet another demon bubble comes into 
my mouth. 

I chew, then swallow. I then try to drink my tea without 
the bubbles coming into my mouth. It doesn’t work and I 
only get a few good sips.

As we walk out of the shop, the first thing I look for is a 
trashcan.

Of course, I could just brave it and try to make my way 
through all the bubbles, so I can finish the delicious tea 
with milk. But there’s no way I can eat all those bubbles. 
And there’s no way I can avoid them and just drink the tea. 
Walking down the stone steps outside the shop, I feel slightly 
disappointed. I was really excited to try bubble tea and I 
would have enjoyed it so much more if there weren’t any 
bubbles. I make a mental note to come back to Chinatown 
and try the tea again without the bubbles. Finally, I find a 
trashcan and sigh as I throw the tea away. Oh well. I was 
almost finished with it, anyway.

Quite honestly, I hated the gentrified neighborhood. 
Hated it. If I were to explain why, I would say that it was 
overly…modern. It was like the old neighborhood was being 
choked until every drop of originality had been stifled, 
leaving it dry and withered, ideal to wipe away and start 
again.

We had traveled to East Boston, a place famous for 
its diversity, to see how it was changing. In the “old” 
neighborhood, I had seen people looking down at us, in 
particular, one old Latina woman. She was staring from 
the second-story window of a dilapidated house, colored 
a peeling blue, her eyes locked on us until we turned the 
corner onto a busy market street. The inhabitants of East 
Boston walked down the sidewalk on either side, talking, 
laughing, pulling their kids down the street, whispering to 
them to stay quiet, muttering in rushed sentences, staring 
into shop windows. In this neighborhood, there were no 
sky-reaching buildings, construction sites, or suits anywhere: 
a welcome relief.

In the gentrified neighborhood, there was no one. No 
one looking out from the perfectly shaped windows in the 
relatively perfect buildings, each of which looked identical 
to the one next to it. There were no shadowy silhouettes 
behind curtains, and what struck me the most of all, no 
pedestrians. Every corner we turned, sidewalks were barren, 
devoid of people and devoid of life. Construction workers 
and construction sites took up most of the space when there 
weren’t apartment and business buildings.

The biggest difference between the neighborhoods, 
I realized, as I turned yet another corner to find yet 
another construction plot, was the personality. In the old 
neighborhood, there had been plenty. Conversations were 
full of life, and memories resonated from even the most 
dilapidated of houses.

Admittedly, the “old” neighborhood could use some work. 
However, as one of the pedestrians I had run into in the old 
neighborhood had said, there is a very big difference between 
“fixing” and “destroying.” It seemed to me that destroying 
was what the real estate agents who had taken over were 
doing, in order to build their visions in the spaces where 
people had grown up and built their lives. 

Fixing up old neighborhoods can be a good thing. The 
problem comes when “fixing up” involves tearing down 
buildings with years of memories and destroying the culture 
of the people that once lived there.

Eastie

Catherine de Frondeville, 10th grade
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I peered around the corner and saw a giant, towering 
fountain of water soaring above the buildings nearby. It 
was surrounded by a large shopping center with a small 
pavilion sitting at the edge. As Alex, Elizabeth, and I got 
closer to the fountain, it only made it look taller and taller. 
Heading straight at the mesmerizing flying water, it flew 
almost directly above us. At this point, we were so close, that 
the cool mist felt like water must feel to the ground after a 
drought. I looked up and I saw what looked like a whole 
river falling down around me.

Remembering that Elizabeth really did not want to get 
wet, I looked at Alex. When Alex saw me give her a look, 
nodding my head towards Elizabeth, we both knew what 
was going to happen. We were going under this beast to 
get wet and to make Elizabeth mad. We started to paddle 
full-speed toward the fountain. When Elizabeth realized 
what was going to happen, she started to paddle the other 
direction, though her frantic strokes did nothing to change 
our course. Sitting in the middle, she had zero power in 
steering the boat. Whatever Elizabeth did, Alex and I could 
easily overpower her movements. Her screams became muted 
once she was under the water. The water crashed on the boat 
loudly, with larges drops thumping all around us. Then it was 
my turn to get wet. The cold water hurt when it hit.

When we drifted out of the fountain, I could not have 
cared less that I was completely drenched. All that mattered 
was the fact that Elizabeth was soaked. 

As soon as we exited, Elizabeth sarcastically said, “Wow 
that was fun.” 

Without communicating with each other, Alex and 
I knew we were going under once again. As soon as we 
turned, we made another break for the fountain. Once 
again, Elizabeth paddled as hard as she could in the opposite 
direction, and once again, it did nothing to stop us.  She 
screamed, but louder than before.

To be honest, the water felt really nice, aside from the fact 
that it was a polluted brownish, green, with dead floating fish 
and geese poop mixing with the city’s runoff. 

After the incident, Elizabeth said, “I am not talking to 
you for the rest of the day,” in a very serious tone. 

“Fine,” Alex and I responded, looking at each other, 
knowing she would get over it in no time.

Our assumption was soon confirmed as Elizabeth was 
soon complaining to us the whole way back to the dock. 
While she might be mad for a bit, we all knew that we would 
be perfectly fine after an hour.

We had already interviewed an Irish woman at a 
lemonade stand, but after that promising start came forth 
the rejections. First was from a lady at a refreshment stand 
who still had to set up. Second was a slushy lady who was 
too busy on her phone to talk to us. And third, a roasted 
nuts man who just waved us away. It also didn’t help that 
the blistering sun was up, shooting heat rays on top of me. 
My water had become warm, so I didn’t have a way to cool 
myself down. But I kept trying to find a person to have a 
good interview with after those three failed attempts. I guess 
the peaceful and welcoming scenery of the fresh-cut grass, 
the forests that surrounded the area, or the quiet, friendly 
conversation people had with each other relaxing under the 
shade or on benches didn’t exactly mean everyone was willing 
to speak to us. 

Diego, Ethan, John, and I stopped near Emily’s group, 
who were silent except for the scribbling in their notebooks. 

“We can stop here and write now, guys, unless one of you 
can see someone else to interview,” John told us, hinting at 
our dwindling time to get one more interview.  

We were at a loss. There seemed to be no one who we 
could talk to, unless we interrupted a couple talking to each 
other on a wooden park bench, which would probably annoy 
them. They most likely wouldn’t be happy if three teenage 
boys just came up out of nowhere to ask them about their 
jobs and what superpower they would want. And we couldn’t 
ask the children playing near the crystal clear water fountains 
or their parents looking after them, making sure they didn’t 
get hurt. That was, until Diego spotted a lady.

She was wearing big black sunglasses protecting her eyes 
from the blinding yellow star. She also had a light pink, 
short-sleeved shirt and a black skirt/short fusion, clothes 
suited for the current weather, and was sitting by herself 
on top of a blue-and-white-striped towel. The towel was 
set upon a field of lush, dark green grass that was in perfect 
condition, not too wet that people could slip from their feet 
to their backs in an instant and not too dry that the blades 
were prickly enough to feel like you’re touching a cactus’s 
spines. She was sitting right in the path of the sun’s rays, not 
under the shady protection of the giant trees all around like 
most people. Fearing that she might have a significant other 
and thinking he was trying to hit on her, John chickened 
out, preferring to stay with Emily’s group under the shadow 
of the tree above them. So it was up to the three of us to 
venture alone towards the lone woman, our feet crunching 
on top of the grass.

Diego, taking the initiative, introduced himself, “Hi 
ma’am, we’re from a summer writing camp and we’re here to 

Canoeing 

Ethan Hoey, 10th grade

Interview at Boston Common

Richie Tran, 9th grade
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interview people. Can we ask you some questions?” 
Bracing myself for the possible rejection, she surprised me 

when she agreed to it. Yes! A nice person willing to talk to 
people she had never seen before and probably never would 
again after this. The lady, Melanie, was a German flight 
attendant who worked at an airline I hadn’t heard of before 
(probably a German airline). 

“How come you’re in Boston Common today?” Diego 
asked her. 

“I’m here on vacation from Germany. I just landed 
yesterday and I’m actually going to leave today,” she 
answered back (lucky us). 

“What is your favorite book, TV show, or movie?” I asked 
her, feeling more confident since she seemed nice. 

“My favorite TV show is How I met Your Mother.”
“Classic,” I joked, as I jotted down her answer. 
“Ummm, my favorite movie is Holiday. It’s a chick flick. 

You boys probably never heard of it.” 
Her statement was very true. 
“And my favorite book is, well, it’s in German, so I’ll look 

up the translation,” as she did a quick search on Google. 
As she was searching for her favorite book’s name, I 

turned over to where John was sitting in the nice and cool 
shade, far away from the hot sunlight and gave a thumbs up 
to him, despite my jealousy of his position right now. 

“It’s going great,” is what I would’ve yelled out towards 
him. 

“The book is called Me Before You.” 
A movie about that had come out, so I was somewhat 

familiar to it; it starred a Game of Thornes character, so that 
helped.

We got to the last question: “What is the craziest thing 
you have seen at your job?” 

I already knew it was going to be interesting, since 
anything can happen on airlines. She said there were 
incidents of projectile vomiting, and once when a person 
peed on the cupboard thinking it was the bathroom. But that 
didn’t compare to her craziest experience. 

“So it was on a recent flight, where there was man whose 
leg was hurt. He kept asking them over and over again for 
aspirin. We assured him we would get him some, but we 
still had to help the other passengers. So apparently, he 
couldn’t wait anymore, because the next thing we know was 
that he was in the airplane’s kitchen, opening every cabinet 
and knocking over snacks and drinks to find his bottle of 
aspirin.” 

Melanie was speaking more animated now, getting used to 
our presence. Our conversation seemed casual, like that one 

couple nearby on the brown, wooden bench. 
“He wasn’t even, like, an elderly man. He was middle-

aged and looked like he had common sense, but apparently 
not. We politely escorted him out of the kitchen and got him 
his aspirin. I meet a lot of rude people, but he was probably 
the rudest, since he was trespassing.” 

That whole story reminded me of the stories my dad 
would tell me of crazy moments at his job at Delta Airline, 
dealing with rude passengers who wouldn’t listen to him and 
were too mad about missing their flight or having their flight 
delayed. He still loves his job and I’m sure Melanie also loves 
her job, since she’s still a flight attendant. Everyone has to 
experience crazy things at their job or in their everyday lives 
at some point, but they will get through them eventually. 
Maybe the people around Boston Common were here to 
relax to get over their crazy and stressful experiences. Even 
our counselors had to deal with things like that, too; they 
were with hormonal high schoolers, who weren’t the most 
rational people in the world, for about eight hours for two 
weeks. 

I should probably thank them at some point, I thought. 
I wrote down her last answer and thanked her, “Thank 

you for letting us spend your time. I hope the rest of your 
vacation will be nice and relaxing for you.” 

We walked back and I celebrated the successful interview 
until John said, “OK, guys, let’s find a spot to write now.” 

Great….
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Half of my family is afraid of heights. My mom is deathly 
afraid. One time in the Canada National Tower, my brother 
and I made her stand over a glass floor that allowed a 
beautiful look at the ground 1,122 feet below. We were so far 
up, the people looked like little dots, the size of ants. When 
she saw how high we were, she screamed out loud and leaped 
like a cat off of the glass floor. 

Two years later, I was at Rock Spot Climbing in South 
Boston, and I was staring up at the high blue route I was 
attempting to climb. I’m scared of heights as well, although 
my fear is not as severe as my mom’s. So when I chose to 
attempt this, I could feel my fear tingling all over my body. 
I strapped in my locks, and ignoring my instinct to chuck 
them away and just watch other people climb, I put my two 
shaky hands on the first rock and began my journey to reach 
the top. 

The place felt like it was the size of an airport, when really, 
it was about the size of any other building you would find 
in Boston. Distorted walls of all sizes and shapes filled the 
sides of the area. Some were simple walls going as high as 10 
feet, while others went to the size of 50 feet. Random rocks 
of blue, pink, black, and orange were splattered across the 
wall in clusters. They even had some walls that curved out, 
reminding me of Mt. Thor. 

The wall I was attempting to scale looked so tall, and 
impossibly hard to climb, even though the sign said 
“Intermediate 5.7.” Compared to other walls, this one was 
in the middle. It wasn’t one of those walls where it’s a two-
second climb, but also not the wall where it’s like a mini-Mt. 
Everest. 

About halfway up, my fingers started to hurt from 
holding on so long. I was about to let myself drop slowly to 
the ground using the automatic rope pulley and just stop. 
However, I realized that if I backed down now, it would 
mean that I’d failed, and most people don’t just accept failure 
after they’re halfway there. With that thought in mind, I 
urged myself to keep going. I put one hand on the nearest 
blue rock, and making sure it was sturdy, I reached my other 
hand out to grab another blue rock. Once I made sure I was 
secure, I threw my legs up to where my hands used to be. 
This process repeated itself over and over, as I slowly made 
progress up the wall.               

About 75 percent of the way up, my hands began to slip. 
The rock I was holding onto was so tiny, I’m not even sure 
a baby’s hand would be small enough to hold onto it. As a 
result, I fell down back ten feet to the halfway point, which 
got me mad. However, I took a deep breath, let that feeling 
of anger slip away, and continued climbing to the top. 

After what seemed like forever, my hand grabbed the final 
blue rock, and I pulled my whole body up, the highest it 
could. As I reached my goal, all the dread, nervousness, and 
fear I had at the beginning disappeared, just like a magician 
vanished an object into thin air. I stared straight down, and 
realized I must have scaled a 40-50-foot wall, because from 
this height, everyone looked about the size of a small kitten. 

It was now time to think about going down. Since the 
pulley I was attached to was automatic, I couldn’t have 
someone slowly lower me down. The instructors said let go 
of the wall and trust the pulley. They said it would be fine. 
However, the scariest part of that was letting go. 

When I finally let go, my hands went flying in the air. 
When that occurred, I lost my grip on the wall, which pretty 
much sent me flying. I hated that feeling, as it felt like you 
would fall straight to the ground and break a bone. But then, 
the rope miraculously caught me and slowly lowered me 
safely down to the ground with all my bones intact.

As I unhooked myself from the pulley, I went to watch 
someone else climbing, feeling proud of myself. Having 
conquered that wall, I urged myself to ignore my fear 
and began climbing another. My fear of heights was now 
diminished to a teeny, tiny fraction of what it used to be.

Rock Climbing

Eric Zhou, 9th grade
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HONK! The loud blasting of a car’s horn revived me from 
my heat coma, causing my neck to crane 180 degrees to 
see what was going on. Construction. Cars. Smoke. Stores. 
That’s all that surrounded me. In East Boston, buried in a 
horde of campers and four counselors, the heat radiating 
from our group was immense. Around us were stores of all 
sorts: markets, convenience stores, restaurants, and more. 
Through the bundle of visual opportunities stores had 
formed, there was one nagging factor that sliced through it. 
It was the construction. The sounds of rusted cranes creaking 
like springtraps colliding with the crumbling of large stones 
and rocks that were being dropped into a pit like warheads. 

As we walked along the shoe-worn sidewalks, passerby 
were easy to come across, their actions and appearances 
differing from each other. There was a strange scent of 
cigarette smoke and foreign foods that spliced together in my 
nostrils and that was both pleasant and annoying. The smell 
of tobacco was an ashy, but hot and dry, aroma. It smelled 
nice when combined with the sweet, yet spicy and savory, 
incense of Hispanic food. It was like the feeling of sand 
sticking to the bottom of your feet; it’s a lovely feeling for a 
moment, but it starts to irk you after a while. 

The liveliness of this neighborhood did not last long, 
however. As I turned the corner onto an empty street, I 
realized I was entering a realm that was beyond my normal 
setting. I was no longer enveloped in culture and life, but in 
dullness and gloom. 

As I walked along, my feet felt like they’d gone numb, 
too heavy for me to lift off the cracked sidewalks. The 
surroundings were boiling to the touch, the killer humidity 
in the air compressing me like a trash compactor. This was 
certainly much different from the neighborhood we had 
previously been in, where there was a lingering freshness 
to combat the heat whenever it got too hot. The booming 
chatter of thickly accented voices and speedy vehicles could 
no longer be heard. There was nothing but the tormenting 
echo of our sneakers grinding against the pebbled street. 
There were no shops, no eateries, nothing of the sort; all 
that was there was an abandoned construction zone, like 
something straight out of a post-apocalyptic film. Shards 
of desolate metal and pipes jutted from the vacant ground, 
the entrances bordered with a fence. This didn’t feel right 
anymore.  

This was a dystopian vision of the future, a dumping 
ground for renovators with nothing but vacant houses in 
various shades of grey, which evoked a state of loneliness 
and despair that struck me as selfish and inhumane. Once 
a peaceful neighborhood, a habitat of the innocent, it had 

been defiled without a second thought, deprived of its 
origins. It was left to bake under the power of the sun, whose 
UV rays sent down strings of increased warmth. The farther 
I walked, the more I felt a sense of falseness. The clouds in 
the sky appeared like they weren’t even moving, like time 
had stopped for them, just like the beauty of these homes. 
This neighborhood was nothing like the other section of 
East Boston, a rose with lovely, vibrant crimson petals. No, 
this neighborhood was a rose without love, left to decay and 
wither away like ashes from a fire.   

It was quite depressing to see homes that were once so 
vibrant and filled with life, now so vacant and dreary. Their 
monochromatic colors struck a hidden sadness within me 
that I didn’t think I could bear. Thinking of these poor 
families that had been moved from their homes as if they 
weren’t fit to be there anymore, was a distasteful concept that 
I wished didn’t exist. 

As I hiked back to civilization, once again faced with 
the vibrancy that the area I was retreating from lacked, the 
regional images of emptiness replayed in my memories like a 
song. Gentrification. It wasn’t a term I was extremely familiar 
with, nor did I like to be. To think that something so unique 
and beautiful could be devastated and altered so brutally, was 
a bothersome, sad truth that these families had forced upon 
them.

Earth’s Heaven Turned To Limbo 

Kamille Garrick, 10th grade
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The paddle skimmed the water as I thrusted it forward, 
occasionally bumping into Maya’s. The Charles River was a 
sea-green color. The water was calm at times and rough at 
others. Geese, ducks, and baby ducklings swarmed the area 
and frolicked around, enjoying the sunlight. Some of the 
birds were quiet and calm. Others were antsy and curious. 
I looked up towards the blue sky, which contained some 
patches of white, fluffy marshmallow clouds. Buildings 
traced all around the perimeter, some tall, some short, some 
modern, some antique. Office buildings looked down upon 
us. Fish raced and geese splashed in the water. There I was 
at the center of it all. I felt like I was part of nature and this 
habitat. Well, at least I did…in my head….

In reality, our boat was shaking from side to side, and 
we were being taken away into some random, creepy, spider 
web-filled corner of the river tunnel. There were three of us 
in the canoe; I was in the front, Maya was in the middle, 
and Maisie was in the back, trying to control it by acting as 
the rudder. We attempted to stay in our lane, but nothing 
was working. It was as if our canoe was defective and it was 
tailing off to one side. Sometimes it rocked to the right, and 
other times to the left. We tried everything, but nothing 
kept us going in a straight line. Before we knew it, we were 
behind everyone; all of the campers had made it farther up 
the river. 

Two helpers with the canoe company spotted us in the 
distance and could tell we needed help. They quickly paddled 
their way over to us. 

“Do you need help?” called out the lady wearing a pink 
hat in order to protect her fair skin from burning. 

Scrambling around in our canoe, we screamed out, “Yes!” 
The lady called out again, “OK, it’s probably best to 

switch one of you guys into our canoe, and one of us will 
switch into yours.”

We all let out a sigh of relief, but it only lasted for a brief 
moment. Seconds later, we realized we were going to have to 
switch canoes right then and there: an on-the-water transition.   

It was decided that Maisie, who was in the back, would 
be the one to make the switch in our canoe. The lady 
(whose name we later found out was Rosie) would transfer 
over to ours.  

The canoes shook uncontrollably as water was clashing all 
around and against us, rising up and threatening to tip us. 
We were continuously bobbing up and down as if we were 
riding a horse. 

“It’s OK,” screamed Rosie, trying to reassure us.
Maya and I glanced at each other, our hearts racing. The 

two canoes collided with each other, making it hard to keep 

them still, as the helpers tried gripping onto our canoe so we 
wouldn’t drift off.  

Maisie was up first. She inched out of her seat and towards 
the other canoe. Her hand clamped down on both canoes as 
she carefully lifted herself off of ours. The canoes swayed back 
and forth, but Maisie successfully transferred over.

Now it was Rosie’s turn. She lifted herself up and shifted her 
weight over onto our boat. She did this quickly and without 
thinking, which led us to wonder if she had done it before.

“Is everyone ok?” called out Rosie.
No one spoke. All of us just silently bobbed our heads up 

and down. Water splashed up on our legs, which felt nice, 
because it cooled us down from the scorching sun.

We took a second to re-stabilize ourselves, and then we 
were off again. A wave of relief washed over us. If we ran into 
any more problems, Rosie was there to fix them. 

As we paddled away, the geese returned to swimming 
and looked up at us as if we had just taken part in a 
comedy show. We felt safe and started to enjoy our peaceful 
surroundings once again, as we simply and easily canoed 
towards the rest of the group.

Canoeing

Jennifer Miranda, 9th grade
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A year ago, at Future Chefs, in this same, organized, 
white, blank room, we tried exotic fruits. The process was 
fun; we got to try different foreign foods, like dragon fruit 
with its bright pink exterior and spotted flesh that tasted 
like dirty water. Rewinding back then, I remember that, 
after eating one of the fruits, red bumps grew and covered 
my cheeks and lips, due to an allergic reaction. As much as 
I wanted to enjoy it, it was not one of my best memories. 
So this year, I hoped that this tasting experience would be 
better. My standards were still low.

“Does anyone want to try this?” the tall man who 
presented the food asked. 

He was holding a yellow, squishy glob that went through 
a process of being dunked in a liquid called sodium alginate, 
and transferred to water to rinse off. It sat in a blue and 
white china dish, motionless. 

We were trying out an interesting assortment of sauces 
and purees that we weren’t familiar with. The table we were 
surrounding was neatly crowded with colorful, uncommon food 
samples to taste. Everyone was quietly listening to the instructor 
at the moment, but we were all intrigued by the unique edibles 
and wondered what they could possibly taste like.

“I’ll try it, I guess….” I said, unsurely. 
I really didn’t want another allergic reaction this year, but 

the weirdly formed paste looked harmless.
He handed me the eerie-looking blob. I held the dish 

in my hand and stared at the suspicious, somehow edible 
creature. The unknown chunk had a shiny sheen against the 
pale yellow skin it owned.

Before I second guessed myself, I scooped it and dropped 
it in my mouth, and it did not taste pleasant. The gooey, 
sticky, grainy mush exfoliated my tongue as it slithered in my 
mouth and gave an unforgettable, chlorine-like, rotten, and 
foul taste. I did not know what I just ate, but it didn’t taste 
like food. I cringed at the way the blob slid down my throat 
ever so slowly. And the taste was just horrendous. It was a 
weird mixture of salt, sugar, spice, and straight-up chemicals. 

Elbows on my knees, I tried to get rid of the awful flavor 
in my mouth by trying to swallow the aftertaste, but it 
stayed, not wanting to go away. The disgusting flavor filled 
my mind so much; I began to tear up from the awfulness 
of it. Water formed in my eyes as the banana-colored food 
blocked out everything else, like it was begging to be noticed. 

Once I spent a moment (or forever) getting over the weird 
taste in my mouth, other people started to try it. I sat waiting 
to hear their terror and hate for it, but they were smiling. 
They thought it tasted just fine. Their taste buds didn’t pick 
up the flavor I had. I was so surprised, I was speechless. 

My curiosity was asking, How? How could someone be “just 
fine” with the taste of a sick fish’s throw-up?

I couldn’t believe it; I couldn’t believe anyone could take 
down that terrible piece of goo.

About an hour later, the table was covered with dirty 
dishes and utensils. Everyone around was fulfilled and had 
a great experience, and there was me, happy that I at least 
survived. Although I didn’t have the time of my life taste-
wise, I’m happy that at least my face wasn’t as itchy as the last 
time I was here.

The Yellow Blob

Olivia Wang, 10th grade
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A few years ago, I did rock climbing with some friends. 
It was going well until my friend and I got hurt. As we were 
coming down the rope, she slipped and she broke her ankle. 
At first it took me a few minutes to understand what had 
happened, and then it hit me. She couldn’t walk on her ankle 
and she was screaming. She broke her ankle. I quickly came 
down the wall as I gripped the rope. In the process, my hand 
was still on one of the rocks and as I was coming down, I 
sprained my wrist. Ever since then, I’ve been scared to go 
rock climbing.

On the first day of Summer Ink this year, they announced 
that we were going rock climbing. At first, I didn’t want to 
go. I wasn’t ready to face the wall of terror, but my counselors 
dragged me with them, so I went with my camp. It looked 
amazing inside, filled with many different rooms, and you 
could see the rock walls. The first part of rock climbing was 
that we had to go climb without a harness. It was the worst 
thing in the world for me to do, because if I fell, no one 
could help me. It wasn’t very high to some people, but to a 
person who is scared to do it, I thought it was very high. 

At that point, all of my fears were entering my head. My 
nerves were all over the place along with my thoughts. The 
fear was unbelievable. Sweat pouring down my face, arms 
shaking, on the verge of breaking down, I took a second to 
regroup and pulled myself back in the game.

As I approached the wall, I got more and more scared, but I 
said to myself, I can overcome this and not be afraid anymore.

I put one hand on a rock and my foot on another and 
pushed off my foot. I had to quickly grab another rock 
before I fell off. I kept that momentum until I reached the 
top of the wall. As soon as I turned my head to see how high 
I was, I felt like I was going to fall from a huge building. At 
that point, I knew I was overthinking it, which didn’t help 
me at all. 

I held on for dear life as I was climbing back down. As 
soon as I got down, they said that I didn’t make it that high 
and that it looked high to me because I was scared. I looked 
to see how high I was and realized I was only halfway up. I 
was mad because I thought I made it far up the wall, but I 
didn’t. Finding out that I didn’t make it up that far was like a 
bullet went into my stomach.

It was time for us to switch with the other group. The 
instructors explained what we had to do and they made us 
wear harnesses. At that point, I knew that this would be a 
bigger struggle for me. I looked at how high the wall was. It 
was ten times higher than the last one we went on. My fear 
was unreal. I felt like if I fell, I would get hurt. The more I 
looked at the wall, the more scared I felt and thought that I 

couldn’t do it.
They said, “Does anyone want to go?” 
My friends volunteered. I wanted to go first with them, 

but I couldn’t, so I told myself that I would wait a few 
minutes to get myself ready and to gather my thoughts. 

As my friends were climbing, they made it seem like it 
wasn’t that hard. 

I said to myself, “OK, time to climb.”  
As I took my first step on the wall, I was happy that I 

didn’t fall off. I kept the momentum that I had. As soon as I 
blinked, I was halfway up the wall. I was so proud of myself 
and what I had achieved. I didn’t want to go up anymore. 

“Can I come down now?” I yelled. 
The instructor said, “Keep going. You’re doing great.” 
I was thrilled to hear that I was doing well. I felt like I was 

finally going to overcome my fear that I had. I got more and 
more confident with going up the wall. 

Somehow, I forgot that I had to get down some way. 
When I looked down, I felt beyond scared and that I was 
going to plummet down and get hurt. At this point, I lost 
the feel of my legs and my arms turned to jello. I could get 
down the same way with the other wall, but this wall was 
too big and hard to get down the same way. I really had to 
believe in myself and trust the instructor. I knew that he was 
the only one that could help me get down safely. 

The instructor told me, “Let go. You won’t get hurt.” 
All I could think of was: What if I get hurt or if the rope 

breaks? 
Those thoughts didn’t help me at all. 
The last thing as I said to him was: “Make sure that I 

don’t get hurt and to let me get down safely.” 
I suddenly let go of the wall, gripped the rope, and 

pushed off the wall with my feet. I felt like I was flying down 
until I got down to the ground. Everybody said that I did 
well and they were happy that I got over my fear.

Overcoming My Fear

Arielle Alexis, 10th grade
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The tour guide led us into a dark room illuminated only 
by computer screens, monitors, ultraviolet light, and some 
natural light from the sun. We were at Akamai, a global 
computer company focused on making sure the Internet runs 
as quickly and securely as possible. Whenever something 
posed a threat to the security or speed of the Internet, 
Akamai was there to fix the problem. 

Glass panels separated the room from a hall of other 
offices. One monitor on the wall of screens showed a 
spinning model of a globe with blue and green lines coming 
out of it. The globe looked like the satellite image of our 
planet on Google Earth. The Google Earth monitor also 
had a tracker of how many bits of data were being processed 
and downloaded at that second. I closely observed the data 
tracker, and I would approximate that at any given second, 
17 trillion bits of information were being processed and 
downloaded worldwide. In the future, there will probably 
be hidden cameras attached to everyone on Earth that keep 
track of our every move, and footage from those cameras 
will probably appear on one of those stupid screens. Another 
screen situated to the left of the Google Earth monitor 
showed a spreadsheet of various glitches and problems 
around the web that Akamai was trying to fix. The tour 
guide explained to us that most of the problems were related 
to security. 

While the tour guide was speaking, I felt like I was in a 
Charlie Brown cartoon. No matter how much I tried to pay 
attention, his words faded into incomprehensible gibberish. 
The spinning globes, ever-changing hit counters, security 
threats, data streams, and Republican National Convention 
footage pulled my focus, stretching it like a rubber band on 
the verge of breaking. 

As I was standing in this mysterious room, I felt like I 
was in The Giver. Everyone in this place dressed similarly, 
did similar work, spoke in similar tones, and seemed to have 
similar emotions (or lack thereof ) about the situation. Here, 
every question had one right answer, and every problem had 
one correct solution. There was no room for creativity or 
experimentation. 

It’s not, I thought to myself, the world I see myself living in.
Then, I did some thinking. Even though I am not drawn 

to science and technology nearly as much as I am drawn 
to the arts, the Internet is beneficial for creative people. It 
shatters boundaries that have previously prohibited people 
from accomplishing their dreams. Performers who don’t live 
in southern California, or have any way of traveling there, 
can submit online auditions for roles in films and television 
shows. Musicians, vocalists, and dancers are able to get their 

“big breaks” by posting videos on YouTube. Artists sell their 
work on Etsy and earn a living by doing what they love. 
While people who aren’t STEM enthusiasts can easily be 
put to sleep in the dark, dystopic Akamai headquarters, the 
scientists at Akamai do work that helps artists all over the 
world. That said, I’m still just as snarky and cynical about the 
future as before.

Exploring Akamai

Maisie Kramer, 10th grade
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The scorching sun burned my skin. The streets were full 
of people and buildings at least two stories high. There was 
a park in the center of the buildings with water spraying out 
on the bottom. This was the North End. I visited it before, 
but usually I pass by it to go somewhere else. The water at 
the park made me want to throw my backpack away and 
jump in, but sadly I couldn’t, because my group was going to 
do food tasting. I had no idea where we were going, but the 
group kept talking about Mike’s Pastry and I didn’t recognize 
the name. 

Looking at the big, white store made me recall the 
memory of the shop that was hidden deep in my brain. 
Entering, I was thrust back to my past and I saw a childhood 
me. Visualizing my tiny and immature self was so weird 
because looking into my past makes me feel uncomfortable. 
I saw myself running to the pastries and yelling at my mom 
about getting cupcakes. 

“I want all the cupcakes! Mommy, get them for me!” my 
younger self screamed.

“Daeki, I can’t get you all of them. Pick one,” my mom 
replied. 

I didn’t realize how selfish I was, but I guess that’s kids 
these days. 

“Mommy! I want all the cupcakes. I don’t want one!” my 
younger self yelled. 

“Please calm down, Daeki. I can get you more cupcakes 
next week, I promise,” my mom replied. 

“Really?” I said. 
She nodded and I ran to her and hugged her. 
Sometimes I wish that I didn’t have to grow up, because 

being a kid is awesome. My memory started to get blurry. I 
slowly faded into the present. 

The pastries sure looked tasty. My body felt tingly because 
I wanted to eat everything like a shark and I didn’t know 
why. Maybe it was because of my memory of my younger self 
and how much I craved the cupcakes.

It was really crowded, so I waited in line. I decided 
to get a Coke and a brownie, but something stopped me 
from getting the brownie. It was the tingly feeling again 
and it wanted the chocolate cupcake. My body shook 
uncontrollably and it wouldn’t stop. My past self was trying 
to control me. Preventing my memories from taking over 
me, I decided to order the chocolate cupcake. The shaking 
stopped and I was able to control my body once again. I 
realized my past self came back to haunt me and had fused 
the memories into my body. I tried not to be overwhelmed 
by the memories. 

While waiting in line, I talked to Luke about what he 

was going to get. He ordered his ice cream and I ordered my 
cupcake. We both got our desires and separated from there. I 
went outside to meet my group. 

My body felt tingly again and I started to groan. I pulled 
down the wrapper. My mouth opened wide and I started 
shoving the cupcake into my mouth. I tasted the chocolate 
swirling in my mouth, while the frosting was all over my 
tongue. My young self was sloppy and needed to learn 
how to eat a cupcake normally. When I finished eating the 
cupcake, I finally controlled my body and I started to lick 
and suck my fingers. 

Hopefully, I will not go back to my childhood in a while, 
because I do not want to become a beast again. There are 
joyful parts of childhood, like getting cupcakes and hugging 
my mom. Sometimes places can trigger memories of one’s 
younger self and those memories can change them.

Food Tasting

Daeki Kim, 9th grade
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Finally, something I had been to before, but this time, it 
was different. This rock climbing place was at South Boston, 
near where I live. An indoor rock climbing space, the entry 
bay cooled us as soon we entered. Staff members came in to 
the room with cement block walls painted white and told 
us instructions, and then half of us were given harnesses. 
When I entered the gym, I took off my flat-heeled footwear, 
walking barefoot into the area to receive shoes for indoor 
climbing. Most of the flooring of this setup was blue cushion 
mats below the walls we were told to climb. 

We were split into two groups. I had to be belayed and 
the second group went bouldering, where they did not wear 
harnesses. The two styles of climbing are very different. In 
my opinion, both are very challenging if you haven’t tried 
climbing, but you’ll get the hang of it sooner or later. I tried 
the belaying style of climbing first, trusting a pulley with a 
person that would hold on automatically to keep you from 
falling off. I tried after a few people from our group, locking 
onto the iron metal clips on the tough and thick loop 
attached at our harness, which wrapped from our waist down 
to our mid-thighs. 

After I finished climbing one path, another instructor 
asked me if I wanted to try the one that seemed much 
complicated and higher. There were times I couldn’t go any 
further, either because I tired myself out, or because I couldn’t 
figure out where to rest the weight of my body. I felt my hand 
move up to find something colorful and curved to support 
myself. My fear of falling increased. Numbing goosebumps 
surrounded my body when I noticed the distance back down 
to the start of my climb. My hands began to feel clammy, 
and red blisters formed on my fingertip segments, drying my 
hands. This wall was taller than I remembered from last year, 
where we were assisted up a small, natural, rocky hill near a 
mall. My nerves started calmly and slowly climbing up the 
path before me. My hands’ grips on the rocks’ rough texture 
pierced though my senses. 

Once at the top of the wall, the instruction to jump 
down attached only to a rope unnerved me. Even after a 
quick thought of calming myself down, my fear reappeared 
as soon as I looked back down. Then, for the heck of it, I 
jumped of my own accord, my hands gripping onto the rope 
attached to my harness’ loops and locked on metal clasps. 
If I were any higher, I could have felt the breeze strongly 
around me. I hugged the rope attached to my harness, my 
lifeline, and my eyes automatically closed tight. My stomach 
did flips inside of me as a dropped for what felt like eternity. 
Finally, my feet touched the cushioning pads, signaling that 
I reached back to the start. I remembered how I felt the 

adrenaline rushing through me. I felt myself shaking, my 
throat dry for words, speechless. 

I asked for a drink of water to help my parched throat and 
I walked into the room where we all left our bags and shoes. 
While I walked through the door, I stared at my red and 
blistered hands. It had been awhile since I had these, but the 
only difference was that the color of red underneath my skin 
lasted longer than usual. I observed my hands, which were 
like a multitude of colored paint on a palette. Next, we began 
to switch staff instructors to learn how to boulder without 
harnesses. I didn’t think I’d be able to make that brash jump 
off a wall. I mean, isn’t it possible that your body would rock 
back and hit the climbing walls? It requires courage to take 
risks and have fun, so I took a deep breath and started up the 
wall, with no harness this time.

Rock Climbing

Karen Cheng, 10th grade
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Walking through the gentrified neighborhood was like 
walking through a ghost town. There were little to no people, 
no music, and no lively little stores with colorful signs. The 
buildings that loomed over us were neatly painted various 
monochromatic shades of grey, without a single blemish, 
scratch or missing spot. They were clean-cut and practical, 
each one tall and angular with perfect square windows, 
porches, vast expanses of freshly mowed lawns, and a 
rectangular shape, making one building indistinguishable 
from another. 

Silence hung low in the air like fog, polluting the happy, 
carefree environment of the city with a sense of emptiness, 
only disrupted by the low hum of machines at work, no 
doubt making another bland cookie-cutter building. The 
aroma of food and fresh vegetables were replaced by the 
sticky smells of gas and exhaust. The sounds of music and 
foreign languages were replaced by the sounds of dirt and 
stones crashing against metal. The air felt so thick and warm, 
that it could wrap around you like a snake and suffocate you. 

The first person I saw in this ghost town was a middle-
aged blonde woman. She walked with her shoulders hunched 
and her head down like the air itself was pushing at her, 
weighing her down. She rushed across the empty street 
without looking at us, an emotionless expression on her face. 

This is what this place does to you, I thought, as I watched 
her hurry down the street and disappear out of sight. 

I remembered a building I had seen in a past 
neighborhood. It was small and the dusty, reddish-brown 
color of bricks. I remembered the peeling and ripped signs 
plastered on the front, some in English, many in Spanish, 
and the letters were faded. Its paint peeled and cracked 
in more places than I could count. I remembered the 
children playing outside. They would laugh, run and jump. 
I remember the adults exchanged words in languages I 
didn’t understand, even with my years of learning Spanish 
in school. I remembered the people that greeted us with 
welcoming smiles; they didn’t care where we were from or 
who we were. It was like everyone there was connected one 
way or another. 

That building had character and years of stories. It had 
way more value than any building in this neighborhood 
could ever have. I remembered a woman walking by with a 
baby in a stroller. I imagined what it was like for her, living 
in constant fear, worrying if the rent on her home would rise 
beyond the pay of her job. Every day she would wake up and 
wonder if that day was today or tomorrow or the day after 
that. She must have spent every day waiting for her and her 
family to be thrown out of their homes by people who didn’t 

care a bit for the lives they destroyed just to rebuild a part of 
the city that shouldn’t be touched.

The gentrified neighborhood felt like there was a huge, 
dark cloud over it, covering it with gloom. It looked like a 
city drawn in a book or cartoon. All the buildings looked 
the same and all the people were detached, with no sense of 
community. The smiling and laughing people, vibrant colors, 
sounds of music and voices, smells of foreign spices and 
foods had all been replaced with empty grey buildings. It was 
as if someone had sucked the life out of the neighborhood 
and left it with an empty skeleton.

East Boston 

Kate Liu, 9th grade
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Many people go canoeing and enjoy the experience. They 
laugh and smile and never have a moment of terror. That is 
the opposite of what happened in my boat. Sophia, Sandrea, 
and Saskia: “S Tripled,” the trio of a lifetime. Our boat ride 
was an experience I will never forget.

“Oh my goodness, I am not getting in this water. You 
can’t even see through it” was the first thing I heard Sandrea 
say as we were standing on the wobbly dock. 

But I was excited to go canoeing because it is a fun 
activity. From previous canoe trips, I had realized that I 
feel free and calm when I go onto the quiet water. When 
we were close to the dock, the water was muddy green, but 
when I looked out into the distance the water looked a little 
more crystal blue. This was a new place for me to canoe. 
I had heard many stories about the Charles River, which 
added to my excitement and paranoia. When we stepped 
into the boat, I was trying to catch my balance, because it 
was rocking everywhere. Finally, once we were all seated, it 
was time to set off. Our paddles pushed through the water, 
forcing us forward out onto the big, blue river. 

The Charles River was surrounded by trees as tall as 
skyscrapers, but none of them provided shade. The sun was 
beating down on our boat as if it were only targeting us. The 
crystal clear, yet somehow still cloudy, water was freezing 
cold, but when the wind made the tiny specks fly into the air 
and fall onto my skin, it was the best feeling ever. It made my 
body tingle, changing from red hot to luke warm. When I 
looked up to where the path was, I could see people trotting 
around with their dogs, walking around with their babies, 
and even some older couples having a nice stroll around the 
beautiful Charles River.  

First, we went under the rusty old bridge where our 
screams echoed under the steel beams as cars were rushing 
above us. Sandrea and I were screaming in fear, as if the cars 
were going to fall on us, as Saskia tried to placate us. As we 
continued going full-steam ahead, we encountered some 
waves that shook us up. The waves were strong enough to 
knock our canoe off course into the wrong direction. Saskia 
was the backbone of the boat and she guided us through the 
treacherous path. I was in the front of the boat and I acted 
as the watchman. If the boat were a driver’s ed car, I would 
be the second driver, ready to correct the wrongs at the last 
minute if needed. Sandrea was the passenger who helped 
paddle, guide, and keep us company. 

Once we got the hang of things and we all figured out our 
positions on the canoe, we began to work like bees in a hive. 
Since we got comfortable and had a flow going, we decided 
to belt out our beautiful, angelic voices so everyone could 

hear us. I still remember Daeki, Brendan, and Luke looking 
at us in disgust as if it were the worst thing they had ever 
heard in their life. We sang old songs and new songs until 
our throats started to throb. It was especially memorable 
when we went under the echoing bridge, so the rest of the 
camp could hear us. The shade under the bridge was not only 
a beautiful place to hear our voices, but it was also the ideal 
spot to hide away from the beating sun. As we continued to 
paddle, our fears started to melt away. Now, the waves didn’t 
seem to want to knock us off course, but instead wanted 
to help us arrive at our destination. We rounded the tip of 
the river near the fountain and The Galleria Mall and then 
started our journey back home.  

On our way back, it wasn’t the waves messing with us 
anymore. It was ourselves. Our arms were aching, our necks 
were hot, and my fingers were cramped and stuck in the 
position needed to hold the paddle. Home was in our sights, 
but it seemed so far away. It felt like it would take a million 
years to get back home. We had to take more breaks than 
before. Other canoes were bumping into us, which made us 
expend more energy than we wanted to use. Now the fiery 
sun was scrutinizing our every move by sending down angry 
beaming rays of light. The paddle got heavier and the water was 
difficult to maneuver. I doubted that we would ever get back. 

We continued to push through and the dock came into 
sight. The shore in the distance gave my muscles the power 
to push harder and move faster. The promise of lunch and 
my rumbling stomach made the dock shine in front of us. 
The dock got closer and closer as time went on.

“You guys can pull over here,” the people at the dock 
hollered. 

When I heard that, I knew we were home. We slowly 
lined up our beautiful boat with the side of the old wooden 
dock. We arrived home and now we could rest. 

I felt ecstatic when we were finally on shore. I didn’t 
have to worry about anything anymore. I didn’t have to 
worry about the waves or the secrets the water hid below. I 
was now on shore and relieved that I made it back safely. I 
was happy with the fact that I overcame the obstacles that I 
faced personally and with my canoe mates. I learned on this 
trip that sometimes in the heat of the moment, you have 
to overcome your obstacles and find something happy that 
comes out of it.

Canoeing

Sophia Gaines, 9th grade
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It’s in the brightest and most bustling places that lives 
wallow in ruin. The traffic of cars and bikers and people 
as they walk by the homeless and helpless, on their way to 
work, on their way to coffee, on their way home, always 
on their way to somewhere else. Even now, as we walk the 
streets of Harvard Square, hoping to learn about one man’s 
climb out of poverty, we stride past lonely strangers as if 
they do not exist, absorbed in each other’s words, ignoring 
those all around us who need our help. One man sits on the 
edge of the sidewalk, cardboard sign in his hand, and our 
camp walks right by. I walk with them, eyes focused on the 
ground, wishing there was some way for me to help, wishing 
people didn’t have to live like this. I watch other passers-by, 
and no one even makes eye contact with the man. I realize 
that this is the problem.

It’s in the dark corners where strangers pass blindly by, 
choosing to look away, deciding it is easier not to see. It is 
in the subtle turn of heads and the pointed conversations 
as people pretend not to notice, pretend they’re not doing 
anything wrong. It’s the park in the middle of a square, 
where people stop to eat and relax, where they sit when they 
watch, but do not see. It is by the restaurants and cafes with 
businesswomen sipping coffee and nibbling on muffins, the 
expanses of grass where families sit and talk and laugh. It is 
on the park benches where solitary people perch, eyes fixed 
to their phones, unaware of and unwilling to see the darker 
side of their world, just around the corner. 

Marc tells us his story; right over there was where he 
waited long hours for his dealer to come around, to satisfy 
his cravings and sink into a deeper hole. I have been to 
Harvard Square too many times to count, and I have walked 
through this park for years, yet I never once caught a glimpse 
of the history Marc shares. I look around at the park, taking 
in the people and happy families, each one absorbed in 
their own little world, and I wonder if even one of them 
understands the darker history that shadows this area. I 
wonder if they would even want to know of it.

It is the people who shut their eyes and close their hearts 
to the instances, exchanges, humans they’d rather not see. 
It is the thoughts that run through their heads, the words 
they associate with the helpless: They won’t use it responsibly. 
There’s nothing I can do. It’s their own fault, just look at them. 
Dirty, alone, just sitting there. They’re not even looking for work. 
They’re not even trying. It is the watchful eyes of a dealer 
waiting for a poor soul to sell to, and the man who waits all 
day just so he can waste away a little more. It is in the eyes 
that overlook him and the urge not to wonder why he is 
there. It is in the never-ending stare at the ground as we walk 

past those who need our help that dreams are ruined. And 
it is in an earnest conversation with a stranger and a will to 
help those in need that dreams are realized.

It is in determination and kind hearts and promises kept. 
It is the gift of choice, a chance to climb out of a cavernous 
hole. It is in the clink of spare change in a worn styrofoam 
cup. It is as simple as a few exchanged words and as difficult 
as entire bags of food and clothing. It is in each tiny child 
that waddles up to a stranger and deposits a crumpled dollar, 
and in the trio of teenagers that scours the streets, handing 
out homemade cookies and brownies. It is in a shared story, 
an homage to hard work and triumph. It is in the tales Marc 
tells us, of family reconnected and a life rekindled. It is a 
small newspaper business called Spare Change that gives 
people a chance to write, and that gives the homeless honest 
jobs. It is in the 75-cent profit for each newspaper sold that a 
new life can begin to take shape.

Spare Change

Olivia Shirley, 9th grade
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After taking off our harnesses, we sit down on the soft, 
squishy, blue mat, waiting to be instructed on how to do this 
section without dying or getting injured (well, at least not 
too badly). I have never gone rock climbing before. There 
have been opportunities to do it, but for some reason, I never 
did. Until now.  

Chris, the instructor, goes over important things, like 
how to fall correctly. I don’t retain this information, because 
I am half-listening and I cannot really hear him that well. 
Around twenty minutes later, he sets us free. I want to try 
to get to the top of the rough beige wall, so I can go down 
the average-sized swirly slide. The wall has several three-
dimensional objects that were once bright colors, but now 
are faded. 

Let me tell you one thing: I hate falling. Heights I’m okay 
with, but falling is another story.

For this particular section of the gym there is no harness, 
no belayer, nothing to keep you from falling, except your 
own strength. Let’s just say that what is happening is nearly 
scaring me half to death.

“I know you can do it! Just get your feet a little higher,” 
Alex says, trying to encourage me to get to the top of the wall. 

My arms feel like jello and I know I cannot go up any 
farther. My legs and arms are not that long. For some 
strange reason, I shift my feet weirdly, so that I am twisted. 
Then, I do something stupid: look down and realize how 
high up I am. 

“You can fall! It will be okay, it doesn’t hurt!” Sophia says, 
trying to comfort my obvious distress.

My body trembles under the intense pressure. My hands 
and arms are so worn out and exhausted. I don’t think I 
can be up here for another second. Scared out of my mind, 
I realize that I only have two options: fall or climb. Well, 
climbing obviously is not going to happen due to my short, 
tired body. All sorts of outcomes pop into my mind.

What if I fall weirdly and I, like, break a body part? What 
if I fall and die? Wait…can I even die at this height? How 
high up am I? Elizabeth. Shut up and pull yourself together. 
But technically I’m not even speaking; no words are coming 
out of my mouth. Ugh, just focus. 

Trying to control my fear of falling and blocking out the 
voices, I mentally prepare myself to fall from the wall. My 
eyes close, my heart races and pounds. My palms are sweaty 
and my limbs are shaking. I inhale and exhale, trying to slow 
down my heart rate and calm myself down. Without another 
thought, I allow my fingers to slip from the handholds and, 
suddenly, my body falls to the ground. 

It is over in an instant. I’m okay (physically), and I didn’t 

die. But then I stand up and the invisible wall in my eyes 
that keeps back my tears breaks. Though salty tears spill out, 
maybe falling isn’t so bad when you do it properly and don’t 
injure yourself, of course. 

Rock Climbing

Elizabeth Eliot, 10th grade
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Beads of sweat bubbled onto my nose, and the wind was 
sticky with the moist, hot air. My shirt stuck to my back, and 
every few seconds, I would fluff it out in a struggle to cool 
off. I was standing on the hot pavement of East Boston. The 
street I was on had people hurrying along; the majority of 
them were Hispanic. They talked fast and my seven years of 
learning Spanish in school did not pay off. Surrounding us, 
everyone was hurrying along with their kids, walking into 
shops and buying food at the fruit stand in an alley. Some 
people leaned against a bright red brick wall, waiting for the 
bus. The street was filled with Hispanic restaurants, shops, 
and music blasting out of cars that were zooming by. Bright 
yellow signs hung in the windows of shops proclaimed, “Se 
Habla Español.”  

I clutched my notebook in my sweaty hands, wiped my 
forehead, and trudged alongside my friend Kate. Bright 
colored fruits with deep shades of red, orange and green sat 
in baskets in the shade, while an old man sat in a rocking 
chair, giving a woman a bag of thumb-sized bright yellow 
bananas. Kids ran around with candy in their fists as their 
mothers scolded them in a language I did not understand. 
Everyone was out on the streets, spending their afternoon 
with friends. The liveliness of the street made my mood 
change, causing me to relax and forget about the mound of 
summer homework I had waiting for me on my desk.  

As we continued to walk away from the busy streets, I 
suddenly noticed the silence. The difference was so drastic 
from the streets before, that I was not even certain that I was 
in the same neighborhood. But the tour guide, a tall skinny 
man named Ethan, told us we were still in East Boston. 
The people, unlike those in the more cultural area, were 
very quiet. Instead of a street filled side to side with small, 
run-down shops, the streets consisted of gray, newer houses 
that looked like they could be from my neighborhood in 
Brookline. The few people we did see were mostly white 
people and were walking their dogs. The roar of motorcycles 
and bubbling happiness of kids was replaced by the almost 
eerie stillness. It was so soundless compared to the more 
cultural part of East Boston, that it almost seemed like 
a ghost town. No music, no restaurants. Gray, dull, but 
new-looking buildings lined the streets with fancy porches 
where flowers and glass tables sat delicately like a display in a 
museum. Big front yards with sprinklers and green grass that 
had just been mowed were in front of every house; I could 
still smell the faint bit of freshly cut grass on the breeze. 
Walking curiously, I noticed that the glaring sun was blocked 
out by the many big trees planted on the newly paved 
sidewalks. I dragged my feet onward in a struggle to keep up 

with Kate.  
While we were heading out of the gentrified 

neighborhood, I noticed more cars, and as we walked farther 
away from the small section of gray buildings, the more 
familiar bright brick stores lined the streets again. The same 
signs I saw in the first neighborhood we went to reappeared 
in the stores. People scurried along the sidewalks. The streets 
burst with colors and graffiti and murals decorated the 
alleys. Too tired to make out what we just walked through, I 
shrugged it off and continued to again force my feet to get to 
our destination, the T station.

When safely in the shade of the T station, I had some 
time to sit and think over all the amazing things I witnessed 
today. The two neighborhoods where so different and then 
I realized that it was the doing of gentrification. My mom 
works for Massachusetts Affordable Housing Alliance, and 
part of her job is to try to stop gentrification. I have heard 
her rant to me about gentrification many times and how 
she knows a lot of people who were forced to be homeless 
because of it. I could see both sides, why people with less 
money living there would not want to be pushed out and 
also how beautiful the grayer neighborhood may be to 
some people. Seeing it up close, I really understood how 
gentrification works and how it is happening right in East 
Boston. The train arrived with a loud rumble and it was time 
to go home.    

Gentrification of East Boston

Talia Pizer, 9th grade
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As our group walked under the red and yellow welcoming 
banners, my first trip to Chinatown was about to turn into a 
taste bud nightmare. 

The four of us were hesitant to go into the first shop we 
saw, nervous it would end badly since we had no clue about 
the neighborhood. So we aimlessly walked around while we 
kept looking. All the places looked similar, being red bricks 
with different signs. Some had Chinese writing on them, so 
we couldn’t read what they said. Different languages floated 
in the air as the people that were out and about in the area 
talked to one another.

We soon came across a tiny place that sold bubble tea 
with a green sign outside, which pictured five different 
drinks, all looking relatively good. I could smell the rich 
scent of tea bags from the other side of the store. I pushed 
open the door. The walls inside were also green, but more of 
the color you’d see inside of a lime. There was a whole wall 
of choices of different tea-infused drinks. The counter was 
small, and there seemed to be only one person managing 
the entire store. There was also one customer inside, sipping 
quietly what he ordered and looking at us when we entered. 
There just weren’t many people in the area today. Jenny 
and Catherine frowned and glanced quickly at the served 
customer, not looking so sure about this place, either. 
Ignoring their uncertainty, I scanned the humongous list of 
teas, ordering a medium lemon tea with bubbles.

Instant regret.
The tea looked like green seawater with black rocks at the 

bottom and tasted similar to the way it looked, minus the 
flair of citrus. The part I was looking forward to the most, 
the bubbles, turned out to be the worst part—they were 
gross, gelatinous blobs of black ink, and when I bit into 
them, they were sticky and slimy and were hard to break 
apart. It was like thick tar that tasted like flavorless gelatin. I 
had ordered a lemon green tea with tapioca bubbles, and it 
tasted like nothing of the sort.

I puckered my face as another bubble went up my straw. 
I swallowed it like a pill. It was just as enjoyable as one, 
anyway. The next few times the tapioca tar tried making its 
way through the straw, I blew out, the black ball shooting 
downward, and stabbed with my straw in a space not 
occupied by a bunch of bubbles in hopes of seawater tea. 
Sad, I know.

“This is really disgusting,” I sighed, looking around for a 
trash. “The bubbles’ flavor is like, mixed with the tea now.”

“Thank God I’m saving my money then,” Catherine said, 
looking at her pocket. I envied her precautions.

Later, we went to another store, this one larger, which sold 

actual dishes, sushi, and more cursed tea. Jenny ordered a 
peach tea minus the bubbles—she learned from my mistake. 
What she got was anything but what she wanted. The tea was 
a bright orange color like a sunset, but thin enough where 
you could shine a light through it. The taste didn’t reflect the 
color either. In fact, from Jenny’s own words and her letting 
me try the concoction (“Do you want some? I don’t.”), it 
tasted exactly how Windex would taste if it was sold in small, 
medium, or large sizes for consumption. It was a fruity 
chemical that should be sold in Walmart’s cleaning aisle. As 
everyone tried it, we all were laughing about how horrible it 
was and what a waste of money our drinks were.

A little later, we traveled to a few other places in the small 
area and finally found something we liked—a sesame ball 
with bean paste in the middle. The seeds with the beans 
had a light crunch with some softness, making it a small 
but distinct contrast. We were content that we at last found 
something good enough not to throw out.

Soon enough, it was time to leave the color-filled 
Chinatown with its strange yet interesting foods, and go to 
the North End, which held all the foods I was familiar with. 
The train ride there was like the flight home from vacation—
you’re not happy to leave, but you are happy to go back 
home after being in an unfamiliar territory.

Chinatown Vacation

Christina Daly, 9th grade
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There’s nothing like sailing by on a midsummer day. How 
the warmth of the air is replaced by a deafening chill. The 
way the sun embraces the crystalline waves with intimacy 
and control. 

A familiar yell releases me from my reverie, and I attempt 
to stir the canoe. My paddle barely dips below the water line, 
while the handle drags along the edge of the boat. Sometimes 
I miss the water completely, oscillating between fascination 
and frustration when something (or someone) splashes 
nearby. 

“Bashar, if you don’t start rowing this canoe, we’ll never 
get back, which means you can’t eat lunch!” Mia howls from 
the stern for the zillionth time. 

Still, I didn’t care for lunch, nor do I want to get back. This 
state of mind—though chaotic at times—is mesmerizing. 

I take a moment to acknowledge the sap-green scenery 
that rings around me. The antlers split from the trunk 
like Neptune’s fork. The water moves softly around my 
outstretched fingers, caressing coolly, eddying in their wake. 
Like the sweep of a painter’s brush, the water is delicate. My 
nervous shadow trembles, both of us too stubborn to blink 
during this fierce staring contest. 

Then in a heartbeat, what was a gentle daze has now 
shifted into an eerie overpass encased with a metal grate 
revealing the bumpers of cars and trucks. With each startling 
roar of an engine, I strain my neck trying to catch a glimpse 
of the vehicle fleeting by. The stone marble walls are freckled 
with bird poop and the crooks are shielded by a fence of 
cobwebs—the only things visible in this gloom. I look back 
down at my reflection for sympathy, but he’s vanished and I 
can’t find him….

God, it reeks down here. Are we floating in sewer water? 
Smells like sewer water. Gross. Can we just get through this hole 
already; I’m starving and my arms ki–

And with that, we jolt back, all our heads but Mia’s 
thumping the kneecaps of the person behind us. 

I simply inhale and exhale to show my thanks to the 
Charles: a boundless river with nothing but desire carrying 
it on. 

Going to South Boston is always a wonder for me. I love 
the large, green parks and the feeling of being in the city, 
but at the same time, in the suburbs. But I wasn’t in South 
Boston just to hang around; I was there to practice rock 
climbing, a thrilling sport I had never done. 

As I walked down the street, the mid-July sun was 
scorching and my skin felt like a hot pan. I was talking with 
Eric and Richie, who were some newly made friends. Eric 
was showing off his Pickachu on Pokemon Go, while Richie 
was just sweating profusely in his shirt that had a drawing of 
a waffle on it. It was all fun and games. But in the back of my 
head, thoughts about today’s activity were blasting everywhere 
in my brain. I was just too excited to go rock climbing.

We finally made it to a clean and small building. I was 
so relieved, because I could feel the sweet sensation of AC. 
As I walked in, the chilling AC hit me directly in the face 
and I turned from a warm boiled egg into a cool refrigerated 
watermelon. I put all my stuff in a small yoga room and took 
off my shoes. I was led into a room where I had to put on a 
pair of beat-up climbing shoes. They looked so trashed that I 
would rather wear a pair of fake Jordans. The shoes were blue 
and brown and they felt like they were made of metal. Not 
because they were heavy, but because there were hard in the 
inside. My toes felt somewhat pressed down, and the soles 
were slanted to one side, making the shoes uneven. 

The employees led us to the rock-climbing area, which 
was a huge, cavernous room filled with colorful rocks on 
walls. The room was about 35 feet high, and about 150 
feet long. All the towers and rock formations reminded me 
of a time I visited an abandoned cavern. The floor was a 
huge, bouncy, gray, smooth mat that was used to catch an 
unexpected fall. In this one room, I could see the biggest 
assortment of triangles, squares, circles, and abstract shapes 
made by the walls and rocks. In some cases, I saw walls that 
popped out, making you have to climb upside down or use 
just your arms to pull yourself up. 

I lay my eyes upon an illuminated, cave-like area while 
the employees were giving us the gist of the activity. I was 
about to go bouldering, which is rock climbing without a 
harness. When they mentioned I wouldn’t have a harness, 
I immediately turned my head to the experienced climbers 
with my eyes wide open. My heart raced because I had never 
climbed without one. I could fall and break my neck, and 
even die. 

Those thoughts swirled around my mind while the 
employees told us, “When you feel like falling, land with 
your legs bent to absorb shock, or else.”

Then, I averted my eyes to the towering wall with colored 

Victorious Climb on the Mountain

Diego Martinez, 10th grade

Canoeing

Bashar Abraham, 10th grade
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rocks that I could grab onto to get to my reward: the top. 
I began to sweat, and my heart started pumping faster 
and faster because of my fear. My hand touched the solid, 
plastic, sharp rocks. I tried to find a path that I could use so 
my hands could grip the rocks without letting go. I finally 
started climbing. I carefully went step by step to crawl my 
way to victory. I grabbed onto a colored rock far away from 
me, so I could calmly place my feet onto another small rock. 
I was finally on my way, but it wasn’t long until I lost my 
balance and looked down. I wasn’t even that high. Because 
of my shaking, I let go, falling on the smooth mat. I knew I 
couldn’t stop there. I had to make it to the summit.

I decided to find a different route. I made sure I could 
reach another rock, and that I had a good grip to pull myself 
onto an adjacent rock. I grabbed the first rock and I pulled 
myself up, putting my feet onto some small rocks, which 
were hard to grip. I repeated my steps and ended up looking 
like Spider-Man, just moving my right arm and my left arm 
at the same time. I kept losing balance, which caused my 
grip to loosen. 

I kept looking down and I kept thinking, I could just jump 
down and this would be all over. 

But my determination wouldn’t allow me to do that. I 
climbed higher and higher and I wouldn’t quit. 

Finally, my right arm grabbed the highest rock and I 
whispered to myself, “I made it.” 

But I wasn’t done yet. I made it to the summit, but I had 
to go over the wall and jump onto a safe bridge leading to a 
slide and another climbing wall. I didn’t think I could go any 
further, but to my luck, the wall was pointy at the top, so I 
could grip it. I hoisted myself over the wall. I was thrilled; 
after two tries, I had finally made it to the top. I stomped my 
feet on the bridge and I looked over my work. I could see all 
the people trying to climb up and over the wall. Everyone 
was struggling, but they were all pulling through. The bridge 
wasn’t that high. I could see other groups on the harnesses 
and on the other climbing walls, but I couldn’t see the rest of 
the “cave” as well anymore. 

I was ecstatic. I had never been bouldering before and 
the feeling of getting to the top in such a short time gave 
me determination to do it again. Although I felt rewarded, 
I wanted to experience this feeling of success over and over 
again. I began to scale the walls and make it to the top every 
time I placed my finger on the wall. 

Along with this victory I was feeling, I discovered a new 
talent. I was a decent rock climber. I was excited by this 
news. For once, I really felt the sweet reward of success 
through effort in something other than school. I had climbed 

two different walls a bunch of times, trying to beat my 
previous record or just having fun. Rock climbing really 
pushed me to my limit, because at first I was nervous, but 
once I knew I could achieve this feat over and over again, I 
realized my effort was worth it. 
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My group and I were standing at the corner of two 
streets. One street was as quiet as a mouse and the other had 
construction so loud I could barely hear Ethan, our East 
Boston tour guide. We were finally in a smaller cluster after 
walking around in a giant crowd. The only groups of people I 
saw besides us were small families, mostly young and Latino, 
meandering from store to store. 

As Ethan was explaining our next task, I couldn’t help 
but party along with the blasting music. It was an American 
pop song that I recognized. Music seemed to be a big thing 
in the neighborhood, as I would hear some playing so loudly 
the entirety of East Boston could hear. Whether it was loud 
Spanish music, or some soft classical music, the people 
still seemed to enjoy it. There were more sounds than just 
music playing; I could also hear different conversations. 
Some switched from English to Spanish and some people 
spoke no English at all. I noticed how nice the people were. 
Everyday citizens strolled by saying, “Excuse me,” in English 
as they passed with strollers and other small children, then 
continued the rest of their conversation in Spanish. 

People of various colors, backgrounds, and nationalities 
were flooding the streets of East Boston. There were people 
of different ages such as younger women with dark tan skin, 
men with grey beards, and babies with different colored 
hair ties who sat in strollers. We had learned most people in 
the area were of Latin descent, such as Columbian and El 
Salvadorian, yet lots of people looked very different. 

The smells, too, were different depending on where you 
were. On the main streets you could smell all the amazing 
food from different restaurants creating an aroma on the 
street. Mmm, I smelled pizza! It was just the right thing to 
top off the sensory overload. 

Everyone was so happy in a community that was slowly 
changing into a completely different neighborhood. There 
were multiple renovations of old buildings and empty land, 
yet the people seemed so accustomed to the loud noise of 
the drills and hammers. New buildings were going up and 
some old, unique ones were coming down as well. The old 
homes had chipping colored paint showing the remains of 
older coats, reminders of how long the houses have existed. It 
will be different when most of these cultural places are torn 
down and replaced with modern-day houses. The area will 
be full of new cookie-cutter buildings with dull colors and 
no importance to the community. Hopefully, though, it will 
retain the same environment and Latin culture I experienced 
that day.

The leaking smell of car exhaust and competition tickles 
my nose as I skip across the street once again. Brick walls 
grow tall out of the shattered cement sidewalk. A mixture of 
dust and crumbling stone coat my fingertips as I drag them 
along the ancient wall. Brass gates appear in front of me as 
we enter Harvard Yard.

“Okay let’s go! We have to win! Come on!” I motivate, 
skipping through the park. Today is the scavenger hunt, 
A.K.A. the most important activity of the day. 

After a lot of yelling from Maya and smack talking with 
another group, my teammates and I finally arrive at the John 
Harvard statue.

I smile for a picture with the boiling statue, and rush back 
to my group, which was supposed to be taking down notes 
about the bronze artwork.

“So, are we ready to go?” I say, flinging my bag onto my 
back and getting ready to run to the next destination. 

“No, we still need to research,” Maya says.
“Maya! You were supposed to do it like an hour ago.”
“Okay relax, it has not been an hour. It’s been about five 

minutes. Just breathe.”
“Same difference! There is no time to breathe, Maya! 

We can’t breathe! We need to win! Do you think winners 
breathe?? Never!”

 I bubble as I start to skip to the crosswalk towards the 
Science Center. I try to cross the street, but Maya calls me 
back, giving me that look that she always gives me with her 
brow raised looking over the top of her aviators. The “you 
know what I’m going to say, so are you really gonna make me 
say it?” look. I know that look too well. I slump back to the 
group as they mosey along. 

Once we circle the Science Center searching for the 
Winnie the Pooh house, I start to lose my motivation. We 
are almost completely around, and we still haven’t found the 
stupid house.

“Do you think this is it?” asks Sandrea as she turns around 
the corner. 

“Aren’t you going to run and look?” asks Maya, as I slump 
behind the rest, enjoying the shade of the building. 

“I give up,” I announce, bending down to fall onto the 
pavement.

“Did we seriously just walk all the way around this 
building to find this stump?!” I hear Daeki yell angrily from 
around the corner. I stroll over to see a little stump with a 
wood sign. 

“Yup, this is the Winnie the Pooh house,” says Rex.

Scavenger Hunt

Alexandra Zabroski, 10th grade

Eastie 

Sandrea Celestin, 9th grade
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After trekking past the John Harvard statue for about the 
seventh time today, I start to gain a little of my energy back. 
I race to the sidewalk as my group drags along behind me. I 
yell back for them to hurry, saying that we can make it across 
and get our last object, the Spare Change Newspaper. 

“Guys, we can find it! Maybe there’s one here in Harvard 
Yard. Or maybe by the visitors desk! That’s right near the 
end spot! Guys, we’re so close, we can win! Come on pick 
it up. Wait, there was one outside of the T stop, too! Maya, 
let’s go there!” I ramble on, skipping high off of the cracked 
sidewalk. I reach the first empty street I’ve seen all day. 

“Come on!” I yell, motioning excitedly.
I stand for what seems like eternity waiting for them to 

walk out of Harvard Yard and over to the street, while Maya 
yells at me for about the hundredth time today. Even standing 
still, my insides are running free. My mind is racing faster 
than my feet were a moment before. My weak lungs, which 
usually crack from the pressure of any physical activities, 
seem to float without a struggle in the world. Once my group 
finally catches up, my feet speed along a sidewalk of clouds, 
easily floating from one step to the other in my dark, mud-
stained Keds. The heat surrounds me, putting me in a dream-
like state where I feel as though I could grab the sky if I really 
wanted it. I leap into the air, clicking my heels like I had done 
so many times before. I feel like I can do anything I want to, 
which means winning a simple scavenger hunt would be easy. 

I look over to see Maya frowning at her phone. 
“What?” I ask as she looks sadly up at me.
“I just got a text from Damian. They won. They are at the 

ice cream place right now,” she announces to our group. 
I respond after a moment of comprehension, “They 

couldn’t have! We basically ran the whole time. Well, I mean, 
I ran.” 

I look around, searching for someone to agree with me. 
“Maya, they’re probably just tricking us so that we stop 

trying as hard, so they can win! It’s a trick; we can still win! 
Let’s go!” 

I start to run, pleading them to come with me.
“Hey, well at least we had fun doing it,” says Rex, looking 

around as the group agrees. 
I look around to see everyone smiling, just happy that we 

finished the entire activity. Sandrea and Elizabeth chuckle 
as they look at the photos over Maya’s shoulder. Maya’s face 
in our selfie drags me out of my despair and I think back to 
the journey. As she scrolls through the photos, I realize that 
even though we didn’t win, I am still glad we did it. The fun 
times we had in the moment made it all worth it. Also the 
ice cream¬—the ice cream made it all worth it.

Damian, Kate, Alex, and I walked down the streets of 
Chinatown. It was difficult to take everything in with such a 
short amount of time. My head was swinging left and right, 
trying to see it all. The stores had vibrant colors of lime 
greens and canary yellows that hurt my eyes if I stared too 
long. We wandered down the street that was littered with 
shops and stands, in search of a new food or drink. 

Damian, Kate, Alex, and I came across a small fruit juice 
shop that seemed promising, with its neon green awning and 
strange decorations. The four of us stepped through the glass 
door and into the tiny store. Inside was dingy and cramped 
with the counter almost bumping into the windows. On one 
wall was the extremely long menu of drinks, ranging from 
milkshakes to tea. 

Finally, we made our decision: Damian, Kate, and I all 
ordered bubble tea, but Alex decided to be more adventurous 
and tried a tri-colored drink, whatever that was. As we 
stepped outside of the fruit juice store in Chinatown, Alex 
took a huge gulp of her “tri-colored drink.” According to the 
lady in the shop, it had red beans, white beans, and coconut 
all blended together, creating a concoction that looked like 
foamy, wet cement. Alex’s expression went from zero to sixty, 
at first calm and mild, then grotesque, as she forced herself 
to swallow. She let out a gasp of disgust, her eyes bulging and 
her mouth wide open.

“Oh my God! Ewwww! Someone needs to try this; it’s 
disgusting!” Alex exclaimed. 

“I’ll try it.” 
My answer came out of my mouth before I even knew 

what I’d gotten myself into.
I held the medium-sized, styrofoam cup hesitantly in my 

hand. The straw was tinged with a sickly gray color, the same 
type of color that a dead person has after a few days. I stared 
down at the sludgy mixture, my nose crinkling at the sight 
of it. I could feel my gag reflex already kicking in, and the 
straw hadn’t even come close to my mouth yet! I squinted 
my eyes at it. Maybe if it looked different, it’d be better? I 
groaned inwardly at myself for stupidly jumping the gun, but 
I couldn’t back down. I said I’d drink it. 

Here goes nothing, I thought to myself. 
My conscious was screaming at me to not put the foul 

substance in my mouth, but, even so, I took a sip. The drink 
shot out of the straw and exploded onto my tongue, running 
helter-skelter into every part of my mouth. 

At first, it wasn’t too bad. It tasted more or less like bad 
water, with an off-putting texture. It had the pastiness of 
beans and seemed to coat my entire mouth, especially my 
teeth; it felt like a massive build-up of plaque on my teeth. 

Food Tasting

Nicole Alexandrou, 9th grade
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The texture reminded me of my mom’s “healthy” smoothies, 
which are basically leftover salads blended up with some 
strange “health” juice. Gross, I know. 

Cringing, I swallowed the drink, feeling it slide down my 
throat like a rock with a sinking dread. If I thought it was 
bad before, this was as if I drank a gallon of gasoline. The 
aftertaste was like fish and paper rolled around in some dirt 
and stuck in a blender. It was as if the smell of a carcass in 
a trash bin had become a taste. I gagged, wanting badly to 
spit the drink out. Shuddering, I thrust the drink back into 
Alex’s hands. I gulped for air and tried to erase the god-awful 
taste in my mouth. It didn’t go away, but rather stuck in 
my mouth like glue. Expired cat food would probably have 
tasted better, but then again, the drink did smell suspiciously 
of expired cat food. 

Trying new foods can be great. For example, the first time 
I tried pineapple, I found a new favorite food. But this? I’m 
not even sure it qualifies as something edible! But I drank it, 
and now I really know to trust my instincts, because that very 
well may be the nastiest thing I’ve ever had in my life. 

But, even so, it was still fun to try, and just the thrill alone 
of being grossed out was worth it. I’ve tried doing new things 
my whole life; some have worked out well, some not so 
much. But that won’t ever stop me from trying new things, 
be it food or something else. I’ll still try things that are new 
and exciting, because if I don’t, my life would be as boring as 
watching paint dry.

As we walked past the tollbooths and over the bridge, I 
could hear the difference between the two sides of Eastie. 
The vibrant sound of cars and buses was behind me and the 
soft chirp of birds and leaves were rustling in front of me. 
We were entering a place that was uniform, a place with no 
corner stores or restaurants. 

In the old, cultural neighborhood, the sidewalks were 
covered in old gum stains, with only enough space for people 
to walk two by two. Each building had a story. Behind each 
huge, wooden arch and dirty red brick there was once a 
family who had lived there in the 1800s. 

As we walked down the narrow side streets, noticing the 
people who lived there, they stared down on our noisy and 
massive group of kids wandering. These were the streets they 
lived on almost all their lives. Everywhere we turned, the 
streets felt alive with sound. Stores were lined up and packed 
with people. Languages were mixed together, spreading from 
different cultures, from different countries. 

Walking into the community Family Dollar store, I 
spotted a young cashier whose energy lit up the small and 
busy store. She had tattoos along her arms, which reminded 
me of the graffiti along the main streets. She had piercings on 
her tongue, in her nose, in her ears and on her eyebrow. We 
walked up to her and began asking questions about the city. 
She introduced herself as Marisa and told us she had grown 
up in this cultural side of East Boston all of her life. She was 
23 and vibrant with life, as if nothing bad had happened 
in the world. As she was answering our questions, she was 
cashing people out at her register. She kept switching from 
Spanish to English, and I could tell it was something natural 
that she did every day. 

“Where is your family from?” Bashar asked her in 
between customers.

“Well, my father is Salvadorian and my mother is white,” 
she answered as she rang up each item in front of her. Marisa 
was an example of two different groups of people mixing 
and making the city diversified. The city of East Boston had 
diverse roots; people had immigrated here from everywhere. 
They remember when the buildings where built and when 
everyone slowly moved in, making the city larger and livelier.

Thanking Marisa for her time, we left the store and 
crossed the thick concrete bridge into this new, more 
transformed neighborhood. In front of me, I saw very 
identical buildings, with no uniqueness. This community was 
not at all like the cultural, untouched population across the 
bridge. It was a place with new people, unlike the others who 
have grown up here their whole lives. Instead, this district 
had no culture; it did not have anything to differentiate it 

A City Divided

Tristan Coren, 10th grade
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from any other apartment-filled neighborhood. On this side 
of the highway, we did not have to squeeze on the sidewalk, 
like we were a sponge, just for someone to walk by. We did 
not have to scurry across the street so the cars would not run 
us over. I was not being rushed up and down small, narrow 
streets. This side of Eastie was plain and empty. It was calm 
and quiet. Looking around, I only saw about 15 people at 
most. Nobody was out in this neighborhood, enjoying the 
hot sun on their skin. They were in their air-conditioned, 
identical homes. 

As we departed from Eastie, some final thoughts ran 
through my head. I thought about how it would soon 
become a gentrified neighborhood. Looking ahead in five 
years, this ungentrified neighborhood could be changed; 
it could have new people of new ethnicity. The cultural 
neighborhood could lose its personality. I would not want a 
neighborhood like downtown Eastie to lose what it was born 
with. However, Marisa believed that this change was making 
the city better. 

I remember her saying, “I believe the change is for the 
better. It is very crowded in this area, believe or not. I think 
expanding it is for the best.” 

She went on to explain. 
“More people are moving into the city. With all this 

construction, more space is being created. The more space 
that is being created, the more diverse these two areas get.” 

There are always two sides to every story and only time 
can tell whose side is the right one.

As I walked into the massive rock climbing gym with 
noises bouncing off all the walls, I was immediately hit with 
a strong, disgusting smell of sweat. I held my breath as I 
looked around. I felt so tiny, since everyone was climbing 
the huge walls. I suddenly felt my nerves rising. I saw people 
climbing up so high off the ground, and I wasn’t sure if 
I would also be able to do it. I started shaking, but I was 
determined to face my fears today. 

I scoped the noisy rock climbing gym for a possible 
course for me to climb. There were around 50 walls, each 
with colorful rocks scattered along them. All the walls looked 
so steep, and it looked like they were impossible to climb. 
I tried to find a wall that was short and less steep than the 
others, but I was out of luck. All the walls seemed like they 
were 100 feet tall. As I glanced around, I was getting very 
nervous about climbing. I looked up at people climbing the 
tall walls. The people were so high that I could barely see 
them. 

Even though we were going to be connected to a rope, I 
still remembered stories I had heard about people falling off 
the wall and getting injured. Thinking about these stories 
didn’t exactly make me want to start climbing, but I knew 
that if I didn’t climb today, I would feel disappointed, 
because I wanted to prove something to myself. I wanted to 
face my fears and prove that I could do anything. 

I looked around at all the colorful rocks on the walls. I 
finally found a wall that looked like I could complete it. It 
was not as tall as the other walls, and I could see a clear path 
of purple rocks leading me right to the top of the wall. The 
bumpy rocks looked like they had a lot of grips that I could 
grab with my hands. 

Filled with a lot of nervous energy, I slowly, timidly 
walked up to the wall. I took deep breaths and told myself 
that it would be OK, and that I would feel so good once I 
actually completed the course. I looked up at the wall with 
colorful grips and it looked like it went on forever. 

“I can do this,” I said to myself. “It’s not like they’re 
asking me to jump out of a plane and skydive.” 

I began to hook myself onto the wall with the ropes 
attaching to my harness. 

“Well, there’s no going back now.” 
I put my hand on the first rock that I saw. It was big, 

red, and it had a good grip. I gripped the wall and slowly 
started climbing up the wall by grabbing onto all the rocks 
with my hands and stepping on them with my feet. I noticed 
that I was trembling with fear, but I also noticed something 
different. I felt something more. I suddenly felt like I could 
climb a mountain! I had a lot of energy and I felt like I was 

Conquering My Fears

Maya Hazarika, 10th grade
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able to climb up the wall as fast as I could. 
I started to climb the wall and I was shocked that I was 

actually making progress. But at about four feet up, I could 
barely move and my muscles felt very stiff. I tried to reach 
for another rock, but my arms and legs felt so tired that I 
couldn’t move any longer. My energy was dwindling and I 
started to slow down my pace.

When I reached my halfway point, I noticed my arms 
and legs burning. I stopped on the wall and took some deep 
breaths. I wanted to stop climbing and go down, but I didn’t 
want to feel like a fool. As I was climbing, I used all my 
energy to pull myself up the wall from rock to rock. I saw a 
blue rock that was up pretty high and I reached for it, but it 
was too high. It was the exact rock that I needed to continue 
to the top, so I leaped up the wall and grabbed onto the 
perfect rock as hard as I could. 

I felt so weak and I didn’t think that I could move any 
longer. I was breathing hard and sweat was trickling down 
my face. It felt like my arms and legs were cut off because I 
could barely feel them anymore. 

Just a little bit more, I thought. 
Finally, I could see the end of the wall. I started smiling 

with victory. I reached up and touched the ceiling just to 
make sure that I wasn’t dreaming and that I actually finished 
the course. 

I looked down and all my nerves went away. I saw 
my friends and counselors at my camp and they were all 
waving and smiling at me. They looked like ants since I 
was so high up. Even though I was tired, I started feeling so 
accomplished that I was able to complete the course. I was so 
happy that I had listened to my gut instinct and didn’t stop, 
even though my mind was telling me to. Now I just had to 
go down, which was easier than going up…

…Or so I thought. 
I looked down again and my nerves returned. I started 

trembling with fear. Sweat was dripping down my face as I 
looked at everyone. 

“What do I do now?” I yelled. 
Everyone said exactly what I knew they would say. 
“JUMP!” They yelled back. 
They were just asking me to jump off a wall and the rope 

would catch me. It sounded simple, but it’s not. In my head, 
I pictured going down the wall at 30 mph, then hitting the 
ground with a huge BANG!, and then going to the hospital. 
That was not a great thought. 

I kept hearing people scream, “JUMP,” to me, and I 
finally decided that I didn’t want to stay on the wall forever. 
I slowly bent my legs, shaking with fear, and I took the jump 

of my life. My arms and legs were moving in all directions as 
I was in the air. My hair was blowing everywhere and getting 
in my face. Falling down towards the floor felt like I was 
flying. I felt like a bird, free from the earth. I felt everyone 
standing on the ground become closer and closer and then 
BANG! I hit the floor. As I hit the ground, I fell over, so I 
was lying on the floor with all the ropes still attached to me. 
My friends and counselors ran over and congratulated me, 
saying how proud they were.

I looked around at the gym for the last time. All my 
nervous energy had gone away. This time I saw people 
smiling, people celebrating their victory, and people cheering 
each other on. I smiled back and walked over to join all the 
happy people in the rock gym.
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Simmons Camp

As a former Senior Counselor of Simmons Camp, I was beyond excited 
to return—this time, for my first year as camp director of Summer Ink. After 
my first introduction to the Summer Ink staff, I knew this summer was going 
to be special. Having been in education for eight years, I had never met such 
a dedicated, kind-hearted, and enthusiastic group like this before. I quickly 
became inspired by their energy and was instantly assured our campers would 
be embarking on one of the best summers yet. 

This summer I had the privilege of experiencing day-to-day activities on 
and off campus. Every day campers were given the opportunity to step outside 
their comfort zone. Whether it be reaching new heights on a steep rock wall 
or learning the art of glass blowing and capoeira, it was astounding to watch 
campers take risks. “I can’t do this,” and “I’m too afraid,” quickly transformed 
into, “I’m so proud of myself!” and “Wow, I was unsure, but I did it anyways!” 
These daily experiences sparked powerful writing and quickly created a 
community of writers sharing personal moments on paper. 

The most inspiring part of the day for me was sitting in on closing circle. 
Here, I was able to again see campers take social risks to share their writing 
with their fellow campers and counselors. Almost immediately after a piece 
of writing was shared, campers would shoot their hands up with enthusiasm 
to tell the writer what piece of their moment stuck out most or to commend 
them for using a specific writing skill. Very rarely did counselors need to 
contribute comments, because campers were so respectful and attentive to 
one another. Day after day, each closing circle was a powerful reminder of just 
how special our campers are. 

I hope as you read through this collection you will gain a deeper 
understanding of how each writer has “made their mark,” by contributing 
their own unique perspective during specific moments in time throughout 
the summer. Please note that our authors polished their final pieces through 
countless revisions based on counselors’ feedback. Through their many drafts, 
each writer determined to reveal their best. 

Once again, to all of the wonderful writers, the supportive families, and 
the hardworking counselors: Thank you for another wonderful summer and 
an incredible collection of your work.

MaryKate DiPisa
Camp Director, Summer Ink

Introduction
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Sailing
On the tall ship Roseway, campers learned about life on 
the sea from the World Ocean School. Campers tried 
knot-tying, toured the boat compartments, and climbed the 
rig and bowsprit. And in a teamwork tour de force, they 
worked together to raise 4,000 pounds of sails!

Mia Gurevich, 8th grade

The breeze suddenly burst in my face as we reached about 
three-quarters of the way pulling the sail up. The rope, 
brown and worn, felt rough and scratchy in my hands. I 
could feel the sun baking a crispy layer of skin on my arm. 
The seagulls squawking and the ocean hitting the dock 
calmed me as we drifted along the water. The beautiful ocean 
glistening in the sun distracted me from putting effort into 
raising the sails. I could feel droplets of water cooling a tiny 
fraction of my skin. 

“Heave!” yelled the instructor.
“Ho!” we repeated.
That was the rhythm we had to follow as we pulled the 

line. The sun beating down on my body made me wish I had 
put on a fourth layer of sunscreen and put on sunglasses.

Jameson Flaherty-Clapham, 5th grade

I used all my strength trying to pull up the main sail. 
When I raised the sail, I felt my muscles flex. When my 
muscles flexed, they hurt because they flexed a lot. I just kept 
pulling because I had to to raise the sail, because it was very 
important. 

When I was pulling, I heard people yelling and the waves 
splashing and the sail rising. The sound was really peaceful. 
What I saw was totally different because I had to focus on 
me pulling to raise the sail. What I saw was the sail working 
its way up and the rope in my hand moving. I also saw the 
sail slowly unfold its way and move up smoothly. When I 
touched the rope, it was really hard. The rope also was thin 
and easy to grip. 

Gael Paris Jeffries, 6th grade

We were pulling up the sails. It was hard, but fun. We got 
caught in the rope and I could barely move my arms, but I 
still tried.

Up, up went the sail, both groups pulling as hard as they 
could. Side to side the ship went.

Laura Leong, 5th grade

The wind blew my hair this way and that. As I put my 
harness on, I could feel my legs shaking. Just looking at the 
water gave me chills. My body was saying yes, but my mind 
was saying no. I took a huge breath of the salty, fishy air. 
Monica tightened the belts as the two rings that framed my 
legs clapped together. I climbed on the bow two feet on the 
side and thought, “I am crazy.”

Elizabeth Weaver, 7th grade

I scooch myself out on the bowsprit, watching as the 
buildings of Boston pass by. 

“BERRRR,” another boat’s horn blares.
Looking into the distance, the water is blue and is moving 

in calm, short waves. The sunlight sparkles on the peaks of 
the waves. The wind pushes the sails, moving them this way 
and that. Looking down, the water is strangely green. It 
sloshes against the sides of the boat as the boat cuts through 
the waves like a knife. The seagulls squawk in the air as they 
pass by this old, wooden Roseway sailboat. I feel the motor 
rumble beneath me. The little waves move by, creating more, 
smaller waves. We pass by countless smaller motorboats 
coming closer to catch a glimpse of this strange boat. I look 
at the endlessly glinting city of Boston. With its metal and 
glass and brick buildings that we pass by. The wind blows 
my hair this way and that, not giving up. The blazing sun is 
no match for the wind. Heat creeps in when the wind isn’t 
blowing, roasting our skin with no shade from the sails.

“Back to the ship,” a crew member says. 

Justin McNish, 6th grade

When we were on the ship at the sea, my surroundings 
were different because we were on a sail ship and the most 
different part was that we were in the water. It wasn’t like 
being on land, either. It was like smelling fish mixed with 
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smelling the salt water from the harbor. 
At the beginning, we had to raise the sails because we 

were about to leave out of the harbor. At first, I didn’t want 
to raise the sails. It was hard to pull on that rope at first. 
After a couple of times, though, I got the hang of it, even 
though it was really hard at first. The sail basically looked like 
a very big piece of old rag and a sail mixed together. The sails 
were held up by this big slippery pole that makes the sails go 
up and go down. 

Everyone was in a good mood to start the trip, so after 
we raised the sails, we started to move. This felt really weird 
because it was my first time on a boat before. I mean, I 
presume that everyone else felt the same way if this was their 
first time also. When the boat started to rock, for a second 
I felt the boat was going to tip over. I didn’t climb the rig, 
though, because I HATE heights. Plus, I felt a little seasick. 
But after I was on the boat for a while, I got the hang of it 
and felt a little bit better about the whole situation, because I 
had gotten used to the boat.

Cristina Serra, 5th grade

I climbed a little bit and my arms were strong. Then I 
heard a plane in the sky. The plane was so big and it was blue 
and red. It went to my right. I climbed more and I felt more 
exhausted, but I climbed more and I saw a little boat. All the 
time smelled like salt, but there I didn’t smell nothing. Then I 
went down and I felt scared because the boat moves a lot. I felt 
happy when I went down and they told me that I did good.

Isabel Leong, 6th grade

I took a deep breath. The wind was blowing fiercely in 
my face, causing my hair to fly everywhere. As I was about 
to take my first step, I looked down into the greenish-blue 
ocean, then looked up the rig that I was about to climb. It 
was making me doubt if I should climb. Since my group was 
nervous about going, I felt like I would have to push through 
and be my confident self. The harness was the only thing to 
keep me safe from falling. 

Isabel Serra, 8th grade

Isabel, Hanalei and I were going to the bowsprit and we 
had the harness, so we were ready to go. I was nervous and 
excited. I was nervous because I didn’t know what was going 
to happen and excited because I’d never been there before. 
When the girl helped me to hang the harness on the rope, 
I started moving myself to the front part of the bowsprit. 
When I was there the man started talking to us about the 
bowsprit, but I didn’t understand him. That’s why I need to 
be concentrated. 

When he finished, I thought, “Heave.” We all took the 
rope and started pulling. They told us to do it first with one 
hand and then the other. 

She said, “One hand behind the other, one hand behind 
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the other.” 
I was pulling strong but my arms were exhausted and I 

felt the sun burning me. My hands brushed against Isabel’s. 

Isabel Salvin, 9th grade

I perched on the solid slab of gray, vision fixed on the 
sun-dappled waves meandering below. 

“Hands behind your back!” Danielle ordered, snapping 
me from my study of the water’s intricate topography into 
an uncomfortable contortion. My hands mingled behind my 
back as they clutched the yellow peppering of the rope, and I 
smiled, suffused with a new determination, as an orb of juicy 
light dropped from the tangerine sun above, brightening my 
face. 

Soon, my arms rested warm against my spine. To my left, 
Hanalei and Isabel lined the bench, determination festooning 
their faces. A spark of determination exploded, fountaining, 
squirming through my throat. As I flowed over with heat and 
resolve, I almost missed Danielle’s instruction. (“Go!” she 
exclaimed.) And with that, my hands were off. They mingled 
in a behind-body scene, looping, threading, shaping. Soon, 
with a knot resting in my palms, I shook myself free, 
grinning with pride.

Nelly Rivera, 6th grade

The moment when I used my strength was when I pulled 
the rope. What I heard on the boat was the engine, the 
waves, and the wind. I didn’t feel safe on the boat when it 
started moving because I thought I would fall in the water. 
But what I liked was when we got to explore the boat/ship. 
We got to see the engine, the bunks, and the kitchen. 

I didn’t get a chance to climb, but I did something else. 
While I was on the boat/ship, I noticed a stinky fish smell. 
Ewww! After, we all got off the boat/ship. As we left the 
boat/ship, I was not scared anymore. I was happy because I 
did not feel safe on the boat.

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 8th grade

The murky blue water rippled around me. Seagulls 
chirped in the distance as I half-heartedly tugged the tan 
rope. Every bare inch of skin on my body was being grilled 
by the sun.

“Hand in front of hand!” Monica yelled with way too 
much enthusiasm. 

I kept pulling, wishing I was in the AC. The sails slowly 
rose up, swaying in the wind. A warm breeze blew my poofy 
hair and I kept on heaving the rope that was raising the 
rust-colored sails. Buildings loomed on the shoreline, casting 
shadows onto the water.

“Heave,” Monica yelled at us. 
“Ho!” we replied, pulling the rope as hard as possible.
The sail was finally up. It billowed in the wind as everyone 

sat down, breathing heavy. 
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Glass Blowing
Campers visited the Diablo Glass School in Roxbury 
where they watched a live glass-blowing demonstration 
and created pendants out of glass shards.

Andrew Tao, 7th grade

I was sitting down in the suffocating heat of the 
glassblowing room. A glaring bright furnace lit up the entire 
room and was radiating immense heat that felt like a nuclear 
radiator. 

“Over one-thousand degrees,” Kim (our demonstrator) 
had explained. “That’s how hot it has to be to work the glass.”

“Now Kim is going to talk to the glass and do some 
magic,” Sean bluffed.

Yeah right. Everyone in the crowd rolled their eyes. 
Smiling, Kim stuck her iron rod with an almost finished 
bowl (that didn’t look quite like a bowl) into the blazing 
oven on steroids. 

A moment later, she pulled the glowing metal rod out of 
the burning hole and we got to see what was on the other 
end. The whole glass had expanded like a balloon, and the 
opening had widened to a gaping hole. Then, smiling even 
wider, Kim lowered the shining bowl towards the ground 
and twirled. 

Sounds of “ooh” and “whoa” escaped the crowd’s open 
mouths. I gasped in amazement. It was almost like magic. 
The once flat opening had transformed into artful, beautiful 
ridges and bumps, like a flower’s petals opening. The glass 
had become a work of wonder, and I had seen how it had 
been made. 

“That was amazing!” I thought. And it certainly was.

Gio Clark-Basco, 7th grade

A moment that surprised me was when Kim blew into the 
glass. I was sitting there, watching. Kim got some glass out of 
the furnace with a five-foot steel rod. The liquid glass looked 
really cool right out of the furnace. It looked really fragile. 
One false move and all of it would just fall off the rod. 

Then what she did next was super surprising. Kim blew 
on the rod! The glass expanded as she blew on it. The glass 
changed shape as she blew on it. First it was a bubble, then a 
sagging bubble. Then it looked a little like a peanut. 

The glass expanded even more and suddenly, POP! The 
glass blew up and glass was shattered all over the floor. The 
bottom half wasn’t completely destroyed, but it definitely 
wasn’t the whole thing. The rest of the destroyed glass was 
spread amongst the concrete floor. Some pieces were almost 
microscopic, and some were big enough to notice. It had to 
be the coolest thing I’ve ever seen.

Cecelia Faller, 7th grade

I thought it was cool when she put water in the ice 
cream bowl and it immediately started to boil! Then she 
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tapped slightly and it broke. It just shattered because it had 
breaking points almost like it was melted. She made it by 
using glass and the glass would do what she wanted like she 
was mind controlling.

Leury Kelly, 7th grade

When I walked into the glass shop, I noticed that it was 
incredibly hot. I was surprised that I didn’t melt, although 
it was incredibly cool about the glass they had and made. 
Kim stuck the rod in a furnace and she took it back out with 
melting glass on it and she did some cool amazing tricks 
that I have never seen before in my whole life! She blew in 
the steel rod as if she was playing the trombone. Jeez, what a 
great blower she was. Success!

Molly Jordan, 8th grade

The heat of the fire filled the room. Between the flames 
and the metal machinery, it looked like a demon’s lair. Kim 
raised up a metal pole and pointed it at her audience. 

“I’m going to show you how I make a paperweight,” she 
said. 

She thrust the pole in the fire and out came a molten clear 
glob. I looked at it in disgust. It looked like something out of 
a horror movie, nothing like the pretty pieces on the table. 

She raised her lips to the pipe and blew. Before my very 
eyes, the glob transformed into something beautiful. I was 
shocked. It was hard for me to believe something ugly and 
strange-looking could ever change into something beautiful. I 
smiled. I was happy. This demonstration reminded me of a lot 
of stuff I had forgotten and I’m not just talking about glass.

Gabriel Benavidez, 6th grade

My face was sooo hot. The fire nearly burned me cause 
of how hot it was. I was closest to the fire, so I sweated the 
most. I was sweating puddles. My eyes were also watering. 
I felt like a dried up worm. I didn’t bring my water 
bottle because I didn’t expect it to be that hot. It was so 
unexpected. I don’t get how that person does that every day 
without getting dried up. It must be really hard. 

The person made these cool objects of glass that came in 
different colors and sizes. Some were purple and some were 
orange. Some looked like plates that were rounded. She kept 
getting more glass to make the round material bigger. She 
twirled the glass to make it more round. When she was done, 
she made a colorful ball that she said would explode. At first 
I didn’t believe her, but 30 minutes later, it made a loud 
boom! And there was glass everywhere. 

Christopher Brice, 5th grade

We walk in a small room. We scurry around it. As I 
wonder, looking around, a lady comes. She tells us about 
some glass art she has. She brings a set of glass art in front 
of us. Resisting to touch, I watch closely about how she tells 

how she made them. One of them really sticks out. 
“I pick to do that one,” I say. 
A glimmery and smooth glass piece. Too bad I could not 

have it.

Soccer
Campers competed in soccer games in the Back Bay 
Fens. 

Lara Gordon, 6th grade

The field was drenched with water. You could hear the 
rain pitter-pattering on the ground and our heads. The field 
was crowded with goose poop and people running around 
wildly and not in a good formation to score. People were 
running around willy-nilly, like there was a fire drill and they 
did not know what to do. Almost everyone was focused on 
avoiding the goose poop. It looked like older ballerinas with 
their toes stuck in a pointed position. Also, there were more 
than two people by the goal, talking and not focusing on the 
game at hand. 

I looked around to see the opposing team looking fierce 
and surrounding us when we had the ball. Keller was beside 
me, running around and trying to get the ball like crazy. 
The big droplets of water splashed on my head with a 
plunk. Sweat was dripping down my face as I sprinted up 
the field in no position whatsoever. Xavon had the ball and 
tried to get past our team, but she was not able to because 
we had stopped her before she had a chance to move even 
a millimeter. My heart was pounding so hard, you could 
probably hear it a mile away, because of how hard I was 
sprinting on the sloshing, drenched turf. It was fun, but I 
wished I could have stayed inside.

Xavon Bentley, 6th grade

I felt the raindrops fall on us as we were playing soccer. 
The rain wasn’t too bad. It was enough for us to play a good 
game without anyone slipping on the grass. The ground 
became slippery as we were doing little warm-ups, but 
nothing that would harm us. 

As we were beginning to play the game, I saw that Tiagan 
was ready. When Emily was trying to make the goal, Tiagan 
blocked the shot and passed it to Keneisha. Keneisha passed 
it to David and he scored it in. Niko tried to block by 
bending his knees down, but the hole was still too big. 

Emily Zhu, 6th grade

“Pass it!”
Passing it to my right foot (my good kicking leg), I moved 

my leg backwards to get more power.
“Eeww!” I thought. 
Goose poop all over the ground and the ball.
“Pass it!!” someone yelled more energetically. 
I tried to face the goose poop, and let it roll on my shoe. 
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Quickly as possible, I pulled my leg back once more, and 
touched the ball. 

I did it! I made a great pass!
Raindrops were slapping my head and my back. It felt like 

teammates slapping me, and giving me high-fives. I ran in 
pride as more rain splashed on me. I looked down, and I saw 
goose poop all over my shoe. 

“Dang it!”

Jillian George, 6th grade

Thump! My feet and my face hit the hot, crusty, dusty, 
and musty turf. I had been crossed out by…get this…geese. 
I could feel turf rocks getting into my mouth and my face. It 
was uncomfortable because I was laying on the hot ground 
with the sun blazing in my eyes. I didn’t see the geese coming 
because I was paying attention to the game.

The geese were two meters above my head at the most. 
Everyone ran in separate ways because we were all caught off 
guard by the flock of geese. 

I saw Luca and he said to me, “Oh my goodness. The 
birds came out of nowhere.”

I replied and said, “I know, right? That was surprising, 
especially because of the horrific noises they were making.” 

I thought the birds were going to poop all over my head 
because they poop everywhere, but thankfully, they didn’t.

Gabriel Benavidez, 6th grade

There was rain coming down from everywhere. The 
clouds looked dark gray and like it was going to thunder. 

The turf was light green and black. There was a lot of goose 
poop everywhere, so most of the time, I was making sure I 
wasn’t stepping in poop. There were also geese spread across 
the field. 

I could feel my leg muscles working as I made a pass to 
Niko. The slippery ball skidded toward Niko, then rolled 
away from him. He gave me a look that said he’d get me 
back for that. He strolled over to the ball, got in position, 
and kicked it across the field near the geese. Niko had a grin 
like he enjoyed that. I already knew that you didn’t want to 
mess around with these geese, so I went really slowly to get 
the ball. The geese started to back away when they saw me. I 
think they knew I wanted the ball.

Janylah Etienne, 6th grade

This was a battle. With only two weapons, skill and focus, 
me and Allison were going head to head in a competition in 
which the winner was unpredictable. My eyes would never 
peel away from the ball. Allison’s wouldn’t either. 

Back and forth we went, pushing the ball forward with 
our feet while running towards the goal. Nothing mattered, 
not the green turf, my shouting teammates, nothing. It was 
as if the only ones on the field were us.

“Go, Janylah!” and “Yeah, Allison!” were the only ones 
heard through the bubble, which, now, me and Allison shared.

I side-kicked the ball in the other direction, and as if 
pulled by an invisible string, Allison followed. I couldn’t 
resist the urge to sneak a smile. Closer and closer we came, 
nearer to my team’s goal. With Dan as the goalie. I knew this 
would be hard. I finally gained the courage to kick the ball 
into the goal.

She shoots…..she misses.

Maxwell Lu, 6th grade

My veins were about to burst and I was sweating like a 
waterfall. The sun was gleaming and shining down the field 
and melting me as I stole the ball from Sadiyah. My heart 
racing, a bead of sweat trickled down on me. I jetted down 
field feeling like I was racing Usain Bolt. The sunny horizon 
in front of me shined the color of gold right in my eyeballs. 
I could hear the birds chirping and the steps I took crackling 
in the ground. I kicked the ball into the goal and it sounded 
like a gunshot. And I made it.

Alex Cortright, 8th grade

I was idly standing there, staring at Gio as he stood in our 
goal, but he was not on our team. I was not prepared when 
the ball ricocheted off my legs. My leg stung from the force 
of the ball. 

Then Bruce yelled, “Alex, you stopped a goal!”
I was happy I stopped the ball, but my leg still hurt. 
Dan said, “Yellow cards for that, amazing save.”
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Raiana Sumpter, 6th grade

Drip, drop, drip, drop! The rain plopped down on the 
soft, squishy turf. People slipped and slid across the moist 
turf, trying to catch the soccer ball and their opponents. 

“Over here, I’m open, pass, pass,” all the fierce players yelled.
I ran across the field, tracking the ball’s every move, 

doing the best I could trying not to slip. When I got hold of 
the ball, I skidded across the field, trying not to pass to my 
opponents. I pulled back my leg slightly, just to gain enough 
power to move it close enough to Lucia. Whoosh! My foot 
tapped the ball and it rolled smoothly to her. 

After that, I came back to reality. Noticing how in those 
few seconds the rain had stopped to drip, the shouts of 
players weren’t as apparent. It was just me and the soccer ball. 
Without the soccer ball, I saw reality. Like the goose poop 
and the muggy weather. 

Julia McCaffrey, 5th grade

There was goose poop on the field. There were geese 
eating grass in different places. There were some people 
walking around, but not too many. The trees were all wet. 
There was wind. I could feel the rain coming down on me. 
My hair got wet and my clothes got wet. I could see that 
basically happened to everyone around us and on the field. 

I could smell the rain. I could hear kids calling to other 
kids on the field. But outside the field, mostly everything 
was quiet. I could see thousands of raindrops plopping on 
the ground. Also, occasionally, birds flying by in the sky. 
The geese were in big groups of ten or twelve, one or two 
sometimes breaking off and grazing somewhere else. 

Lily Huynh, 5th grade

I disgustedly watched the geese as they squatted to 
prepare for pooping. There were piles and piles of geese 
poop EVERYWHERE! Since it was raining, the dried geese 
poop softened and everyone tried to avoid it as they played 
soccer. We were wet by the rain, and our shoes had turf stuck 
inside. Some even got in my socks! It smelled really bad. The 
combination of geese poop and wet turf DOES NOT smell 
good. When I fell, I was lucky to have fallen in all turf, no 
geese poop. Everyone was distracted by the geese and kept 
chasing them away. Someone would fall and then go out of 
bounds to brush all the sticky turf off.

Leury Kelly, 7th grade

The rain soaked me all over. Campers took a bath in the 
rain as they desperately and quickly rushed for the ball. 

Xavier went for the shot. He kicked the ball across half of 
the field toward our goal until I dropped to the ground as if 
someone cut my knee off and I quickly blocked the shot. 

“Nice try,” I exclaimed.
“Thanks,” he said. 
After that, I didn’t know what was happening to everyone. 

They were all kicking it out of bounds. 

Kyre Ambrose, 6th grade

“Uggh, rain.”
It was sticky and wet with green grass and birds and geese 

nearby. As I tiptoed, I was careful not to step on any of the 
nasty, chunky geese poop. Clouds of all different shapes 
started hovering around us. All the drizzle of the rain fell 
upon us. 

We were playing soccer. As the BF GFs and Deez Tacos 
played, we were next to a muddy, lumpy, dirty area with 
feathers of the geese and poop from the geese and geese 
nearby. Rain hit the soccer field, which made the ball 
slippery and harder to kick, but the ball also got dirty. We 
kicked what used to be a white soccer ball, but now a black, 
slippery and wet soccer ball. Around the field, we were also 
having a good and great time with each other. 
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Barely anybody wanted to get the ball covered in chunks 
of poop. Then that ball started rolling and you bet I avoided 
it. Yes, I did. In fact, as it came to me, I walked the other 
way and let somebody else get the poop-covered ball. And 
I may be imagining this, but I think I heard somebody say, 
“chocolate-covered ball.”

That was my soccer ball experience. 

Some campers wrote from the perspective of the 
soccer ball. 

Caleb Martinez, 8th grade

I was covered in rain and dirt as I was being tossed 
around by these humans. I don’t get these humans. They 
manufactured me to kick me around and get into arguments 
after they kick me in a certain way. But I couldn’t do 
anything about that. After all, I’m just a ball. 

A pair of hands picked me up and I flew through the 
wet sky. As I bounced back onto the moist turf, about ten 
humans instantly ran over to kick me. I tumbled back and 
forth, bouncing off wet shoes, as I watched the humans 
collapse and scramble all over the place. I was even stepped 
on by the bottom of a dirty shoe and I slipped away. The 
person who stepped on me fell hard. Out of my surprise, I 
was kicked on the back and went soaring through the field. 
More humans gathered to kick me. I closed my eyes and 
dove in.

Dante Pereira, 7th grade

Brazil vs. England. 
Ow, ra, ow. Here we go again. 
Ouch, stop it, Ronaldo. That was one big kick. 

Owwwww. Spare me. 
He missed. I’m in the crowd. They’ll never find me. 
Nooo, I don’t want to be put in the field. Don’t put me…

ahh, oof, oof. I’m so close to being in the crowd. No, I 
bounced off. 

Darn, I got a goal. Now I’m tangled in the net.

Alana Tantisira, 7th grade

I am kicked around left and right, spinning in all 
different directions. The turf is rough against me, scratching 
me so much I think I’m going to cry. The sun blazes down 
on me, making me sweat. People’s shoes are rough against 
my body, blood spilling from me. Of course, I can’t cry, 
sweat or bleed.

I’m slammed into people, making them shriek a little, but 
what about me? Don’t you think I’m in pain? But I can’t talk. 
I don’t have a mouth. I’m just a sphere with little hexagons 
and pentagons. I’m mainly white with little stripes of blue 
here and there. I’m only a soccer ball.

Forest Hills Cemetery
Campers toured the landscaped grounds of Forest Hills 
Cemetery, known for its vivid array of sculptures, crypts, 
and gravestones.

Andy Wei, 7th grade

As we strolled on the soft ground, we passed by a small 
statue. Rain drizzled down on us, even though we were 
under giant trees that towered over us. Encased in a glass 
capsule-shaped dome, a white statue of a very young girl 
stood next to a mammoth monument. Her blank eyes stared 
at us, with a little smirk on her face. Her dress must’ve been 
painstaking work; ornate flowers were etched on. 

The glass, which sheltered the statue, was surprisingly 
clean. The statue was almost spotless! Only the pedestal that 
supported the girl was littered with specks of dust and small 
twigs. As I admired it, the guide explained that the statue was 
of a girl who was represented on the neighboring monument. 
But sadly, we had to leave and go write under the relentless 
rain pelting us.

Yoseph Bayer, 6th grade

“Wow,” I said as I looked up at the girl. 
Her grave was amazing. It was a statue of her, but it was 

covered in a glass case. I had never seen anything like it. It 
stood out. The other graves were OK, but this one was the 
best one. Everyone stared at the grave with astonishment. 
The girl had only been 4 when she died, so her parents 
wanted to make a great grave to remember her. It was a 
great grave. The statue, the glass case, everything was just 
so amazing. The ceramic that she was made out of was pure 
white. When the sun hit it, it shone like a freshly polished 
sword. The glass case was stain-free, like nothing ever 
happened to it before. 

I felt so bad for her parents to lose a kid at such a young 
age. If that was my kid, I would be devastated, but it’s good 
that they made such an amazing grave in her honor. Even 
now, people leave things next to her grave, like toys, to 
remember and honor her. I hope she is happy in the afterlife. 
She would be so happy to know what her parents did for her.  

Molly Jordan, 8th grade

It was a beautiful place to hide dead bodies in. The 
mausoleum had grown only more beautiful with the passing 
of time. Moss had started to attach itself to the sides of the 
monument, like nature trying to claim back the land the 
stone had stolen. 

“This is where a man’s wife was buried,” our guide said 
gravely, so pale she herself could be a ghost. “Every Sunday he 
would write letters here. They were his valentines, in a way.”

The intricate carvings on the side of the wall must have 
taken hours to create. Images of flowers and fire had been 
painstakingly carved into the stone. They looked just one 
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breath away from springing to life. 
The mausoleum was pure stone, and more than ten feet 

high. I can only imagine how much of the man’s hard-earned 
money went into this. He must have really loved her. I could 
imagine him sitting there for hours, praying for her to come 
back. How beautiful and heartbreaking at the same time. 

Gathel Day, 5th grade

As Julia and I walked along the bumpy pathway, I heard 
the guideperson’s voice talking about all the interesting 
graves and the best stories. My feet started to hurt, but I kept 
walking. We came to a small but fancy-looking house. The 
house had carved ribbons and crosses engraved into it. When 
we all saw it, we couldn’t help saying, “Wow.” The fence that 
blocked anyone going inside had been carved like swirling 
flowers. It had a chipped hole big enough to fit in, so we all 
peeked into it. The details were so gentle, like a warm, fuzzy 
bed to comfort you when you get home at night. Or a hot 
cup of cocoa. 

The best part was looking at the views. When we were 
told we could peek at the inside of the house, everyone 
swarmed it, pushing and fighting to get to it. 

“Hey! You pushed me,” someone said.
“No, you did,” someone retorted.
When everyone cleared out, I peeked in through the door. 

Inside I saw a box. Six boxes. Five of the boxes barely clung 
to the wall. The sixth one was cracked on the floor. 

“That is awesome!” my brain screamed.

Jaylen Evans, 6th grade

We took a walk down Forest Hills today. Forest Hills is a 
cemetery in Boston. Most of the people who had a grave had 
passed away a long time ago. That is what happens when a 
place like this is here for quite over a hundred years. 

We saw this boulder. There was a face on it. On the rock, 
the face blended in with it. It looked almost human. The 
face had no eyes, nor a nose. Our tour guide told us that a 
carver came over here with the face and put it in the rock for 
amusement and also as a mark for him or herself. 

As we were going, we saw this rock. Someone who died 
at Bunker Hill was buried there. Believe it or not, this was 
the fourth place he was buried. Who would decide to move 
a corpse around that many times? We also saw a statue of a 
little girl who passed away at four years old!

Zoe Nagasawa, 8th grade

Little Gracie had only been four years old when she died. 
She’d been barely out of babyhood. However, the monument 
erected in her honor by her family was very beautiful. A full, 
life-like statue of the little girl stood, smiling with blank eyes, 
encased in glass. Her dress tucked and frilled and folded, all 
the height of fashion for the time. 

Our tour guide told us, “People leave little toys and 

pinwheels here for Gracie, just so she’ll have something to 
play with.”

Honestly, that’s a little creepy, but mostly very sweet. She 
looked so innocent, standing in her glass cage, surrounded by 
sweet grass and the monuments to her family members. So 
pure, cut from white marble. So dead, staring with her blank 
eyes that didn’t see, like the Mona Lisa, but creepier. 

The wind smelled of sharp, crisp rain, and one could 
almost imagine little Gracie coming to life to dance in the 
showers. Somewhere in the distance, a goose honked loudly, 
and somehow mournfully, like a foghorn. We moved on 
then, leaving the poor girl to her eternal sleep.
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Ethan Zinner, 6th grade

In Forest Hills cemetery, I saw something I didn’t think I 
would see. I saw Grace. (Look, I know it sounds creepy, but 
we were at a cemetery, after all. Plus, I wanted to be creepy.) 
Grace, an innocent girl who died at age 4 because of reasons 
I don’t know. But she was in a glass case (not her real body, 
but a carving of her in a glass case to protect it from the 
elements). 

But she/her carving looked as if in their Sunday best, with 
a lace skirt and button shoes. Her statue was so detailed, 
from the buttons on her shoes to the flowers on the top of 
her head. There was no detail blurred or smudged, because 
she was in a glass case. You could even see the stitches to her 
lace skirt.

Daniel Becker, 7th grade

Standing in the glass, crayon-shaped case stood a little girl 
made of marble wearing a dress that was perfectly preserved, 
even though it had been standing outside for years. Wearing 
bows on her elbows, it was like she was going to a party. 
Even though she was pale white, she seemed so lively, except 
for her face. An expressionless face with blank eyes staring 
into the distance. 

The guide said people bring toys and pinwheels for the 
childish spirit of her. It is so sad that she fled at age four. She 
couldn’t experience life. She died of sickness, so most of her 
life could be her lying in bed, trying to make the recovery. 
She never did. At least, now she will be immortalized in 
stone.

Rock Climbing
With the help of an instructor and climbing gear, campers 
tried scaling a 35-foot natural rock wall to touch the metal 
ring at the top.

Isabel Leong, 6th grade

Staring at a big rock, I put my foot at the beginning rock. 
I place my hand on a crevice and start to climb. I see people 
spectating down on the ground. The warm and cool breeze 
brushes off my face as I take another step. I hear people 
cheering for other climbers. 

The grayish brown rock is still waiting for me to climb 
to the top. As I take my next step I hear people saying, “Go, 
Isabel,” and I feel so much more confident that I can climb 
up the rock. When I approach the top, I reach the hook. 

I completed the climb. I felt very happy that I reached 
the top. It felt like I was on top of the world. I was feeling so 
confident, I thought I could power through a concrete wall.

Bruce Fortmann, 7th grade

“Hmm,” I thought. 
I had just started climbing, and I was trying to find a rock 

hold for my hand. I found one and hoisted myself up. I was 



Journal Entries        69

climbing pretty fast, considering that I was rock climbing. 
“You can do it, Bruce!” my counselors said. 
“Put your foot in that rock hold,” my rope holder said, 

pointing. 
I did, and lifted myself up into the crack in the rock. I 

was getting close to the top, and it was getting harder and 
harder to find a good place to put my hands and feet. 

Suddenly, I lost my grip and gasped in alert, but I forgot 
I was held by a rope. I sighed in relief. I used all my strength 
to lift myself up and touch the end of the rope. 

“That was fun!” I thought. 

Allison Chan, 6th grade

My heart pounded as I stood on the tiny ledge. I stood 
there, petrified as I tried to figure out a way to go right to 
reach the hook.

“Let go of the rock your left hand is holding,” the trainer 
yelled.

My left hand was clutching a rock, but I was too scared 
to let go. I made the mistake of looking down. Seeing all 
the people that looked like ants was frightening. My sweaty 
fingers slipped on the grimy, gray rock. I felt the rope 
tugging me to the right, but my hands were anchored to the 
rock. It felt like if I let go, I would plummet to my death, 
even though I knew a rope was attached to me. 

Finally, I made my decision. I closed my eyes, then let 
go of the rock, the rope swinging me to the right. I grabbed 
at the rock randomly and then opened my eyes. The silver 
hook was directly above me! I reached out my right hand 
and it grabbed the hook firmly. I smiled. Finally I had 
reached the top!

Hanalei Henderson, 8th grade

Everybody had reached the top. Would I be the one to 
chicken out? My hands, damp with sweat, grasped the bumps 
in the rocks. My sneakers gripped the footholds. Nervous 
thoughts crept through my mind. What if I wouldn’t make it?

Encouraged by the cheers of campers and counselors, I 
groped the rocks. Don’t go past the rope to the left. Don’t 
cross the crack on the right. Simple. Except that I’d never 
climbed on real rocks before, and on the artificial walls on 
which I had traversed, I never made it past five feet. How 
could I reach the top of these intense, menacing stones?

“Bring your left foot up to about knee-height—there you 
go,” suggested the instructor.

I was getting there! Pride soared through me, giving me 
the strength to continue until a confident hand reached up 
and slapped the top of the wall. Applause rang in my ears, 
but not as loudly as the pride while I began my descent.

Zayda Adams, 7th grade

Going up the rock was easy peasy lemon squeezy. Now 
coming down was a whole new thing. I looked down and I 

felt like I was 300 feet in the sky. I was scared because the 
thing that I was supposed to depend on was a rope. 

But they were saying, “You’re safe, Zayda. Just trust.”
I couldn’t. I was too scared. I tried to step, but I was 

trembling with fear. 
I said to myself, “Trust you’ll be fine.”
I tried to step down and from there, I walked down. After 

that, I felt so much better. I felt as if I just conquered the world. 

Jalyn Hayden, 7th grade

One memorable moment is when I saw kids try again 
and again. It helped me realize I can do anything I set my 
mind to, even if I don’t get it the first time. This shows why 
it’s memorable.

The first time when they go up, they’re bending weirdly, 
arms are shaking, feet are sliding. When they try it again, 
they’re a little faster and they look like they got a pattern 
of steps going on, because they did it before. So they know 
where to step. If they went a third time, they would fly 
through it. (Now they’re pros.) Watching them, I can see the 
improvement they made.

Alex Cortright, 8th grade

I couldn’t figure out where to put my feet or hands. The 
rock was very flat, except for a crack higher up. I reached for 
any grip I could find. The rocks were coarse, but there were 
almost no holes. 

Luckily, there was a crack to my right. I put my right foot 
in and used it to reach the crack higher up. I put my left foot 
in the crack. From there, I propelled myself upwards. Once 
both my feet were in the high crack, I could almost reach the 
top. I only had a few more inches to go. Then I would have 
to go down.

Niko Franklin, 5th grade

Now I was afraid of falling. I didn’t want to die. I’m too 
young. I didn’t know if I would make it or not. I just wanted 
to get to the top so I could run back down soon. 

As I went to the easy rock climbing…hold on a minute, I 
didn’t know if it was easy, but I was about to find out. Now 
the instructor attached the rope to me. Then I was off. I 
couldn’t see how I was going to get through this, but I had to 
try. I put my hand on a gap in the rock, so it allowed me to get 
a little bit higher. Then I saw another gap above me. So I put 
my hand there and moved my foot to where my hand used to 
be. I was halfway there. Then I saw another gap, so I put my 
hand there and moved my other where my right used to be.

Isaiah Osgood, 6th grade

“AHH,” I mumbled to myself, looking for a place to put 
my hand.

My eyes were darting around on the rock wall. I was stuck 
and couldn’t find a place to put my hand, like I said earlier. I 
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was desperately looking for a ledge to hold onto and my leg 
was starting to slip. Schhh, schhh, schhh. The sound of rocks 
and dirt were slipping under my feet. 

Right when I saw a small ledge, my foot came straight 
off the rock. Now my leg was dangling with only one leg to 
keep me up. Right when I saw the ledge again, I reached for 
it, but my other foot started to slip. I finally grabbed it, and I 
kept moving forward.

Kyre Ambrose, 6th grade

“Yeah, I can do this,” I said as I was beginning to climb 
the hardest and highest rocks. 

But as the instructor belayed me, I felt nervous. It made 
my first step shake! As soon as I put my hand down, I felt the 
tension in my hand as the nerves danced around in my skin. 
As I took a deep breath, I decided not to give up and just 
complete, as the instructor helped me by telling me where to 
put my feet and hands. As I stepped in the crack and stood 
up, my foot twisted and my nail broke off. 

“Ah,” I said in a lot of pain.
“Do you want to come down?” he said.
“Noo,” I said. “I’ll persevere and get more brave.”
Every second, my heart was pounding. I was willing to 

make it to the top. As I was determined, a group of kids 
cheered me on. I felt more confident and took a deep breath. 
Boom, I climbed all the way to the top. 

“Yes,” I said.
As I made it to the top, I felt very accomplished and very 

happy and slowly, I walked down the rock. 
“Yes, I did it,” I thought. 
I was happy. So that was my rock climbing experience. 

Raiana Sumpter, 6th grade

I had scurried up the rough, rocky wall and finally, I was 
at the top. I had thought I was only inches off the ground. 
But when I looked down, I saw it was more like 15 feet off 
the ground. Sweat had started to drip from my head. I got a 
bit more jittery.

I don’t know why I looked, because Kyre had already said 
that it was scary looking down. As I looked down, a clear 
view of people patiently waiting their turn in line came into 
my vision. This view was out at an edge, as if I were at the 
top of a cliff. My head started to whirl as I kept looking 
down. 

Finally, Doug announced that I could come down. I then 
calmed myself to slowly back down. Step by step, hop by 
hop, I lowered myself to the ground. 

“How was the climb?” Doug asked. 
“Actually, pretty good.”

Andrew Tao, 7th grade

The rough surface of rock bit deep into my fingertips. I 
felt gravel and moss brush against the palm of my hand as I 

clung on for my dear life. The harness I was wearing around 
my waist like a diaper cut deep into my leg, not exactly 
helping my situation. For some dumb reason, I had decided 
that climbing this huge rock had been a bright idea. Only 
now did I realize my mistake. 

“Keep going, you’re doing great (or something like that),” 
someone shouted.

“Thanks for the support,” I thought. “Like it’s going to 
help me not die right now.”

But I really was grateful. The gusto that had gotten me 
started had all abandoned me, leaving me lonely and scared 
atop this godforsaken rock. 

I had just been climbing steadily, finding footholds here 
and there, when I had become stuck. Now I was left with my 
left hand buried in a crevice less than an inch deep, and my 
right hand left nomadic. My feet were beginning to get sore, 
and I worried that I would fall. 

“Well, that wouldn’t be such a bad way to die,” I thought 
bitterly.

Suddenly, the rope next to me hit against my arm and I 
remembered. All was not lost. I had a harness rope. I would 
not die. Now, with a little more bravery, I reached my right 
hand out and snagged a lonely handhold. I shakily raised 
myself up and breathed a sigh of relief. I continued upward.

Minki Kim, 6th grade

Sweat…breathe…sweat…breathe. I was doomed to fail 
as I was like a sitting duck holding on for my life as the 
instructor was telling me what to do. I was still a sitting 
duck. Even Sadiyah tried to help me, but it was no use. 

“Move your foot up,” the instructor said.
As I looked up, I saw a gap, but I thought it was too high 

to reach. Sadiyah said the same thing, so I thought it was the 
only way. 

“C’mon, I con do this. Don’t fail me now,” I thought, as I 
pushed up and made it.

I was almost there! I was relieved to find out I was going 
to make it. I sighed of joy and continued onwards on my 
quest. I danced in my brain and clapped around so I lost 
focus, but I didn’t care. I was just proud that I finally made 
my goal.

Annie Rivera, 6th grade

A moment during rock climbing that stuck out to me 
was when I went all the way to the top of the rock and I was 
excited and surprised because I don’t like to rock climb and 
I get scared most of the time. This really stuck out to me 
because rock climbing can be difficult, but when I passed a 
point, it got easier. This was a good thing to do and I enjoyed 
it a lot. When I was at the top of the rock, it felt amazing 
that I went all the way up. Also I was very proud of my self 
for that accomplishment.
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Ella Spitz, 8th grade

My foot skidded down the rock as I tried to find a perfect 
spot for my foot to step on. I couldn’t find it. My arms were 
getting tired, still sore from canoeing yesterday. I looked 
down to see if I was missing any rocks that jutted out of the 
boulder, but that was a mistake. Even though I was only a 
few feet in the air, it felt like I was climbing Mount Everest. 
I quickly looked back to my hands. I was still stuck. I was 
about to give up. But then, I heard a majestic voice ring in 
my ears. 

“Move your left foot up,” it said. 
I immediately felt I could actually do this. I did what the 

voice said and dragged my foot up the wall. Aha! I found the 
foothold! I pulled myself up and reached for another rock. 

“I can do this,” I thought. 
I brought my feet up again and again, getting more and 

more confident with each step. I was confident enough 
to look down once more. I didn’t see a huge drop to 
waves crashing against sharp, jagged rocks. I saw a lot of 
encouraging, bright faces shouting instructions and advice. I 
looked back up again and smiled.

Improv
Theater instructor Naheem Garcia led campers in several 
acting exercises, including tableaus and the quick-response 
game, “Ships and Sailors.”

Eric Cheung, 8th grade

As our groups were being called by yelling numbers one 
through eight, I found myself shaking, waiting to see who 
my group members were. When I hurried to the corner to 
meet my group, a person abruptly told us what our theme 
would be. 

He said, “You will act out, without moving, a moment in 
which your team won a game.”

As soon as I heard the words “act out without moving,” I 
thought, “How are we going to do this? This is crazy!”

I was thinking that it was impossible since we had no 
ideas. I panicked, and my heart beat extremely fast. 

However, I said to myself, “We must do this.”
For a moment, everything stood still in the quiet and 

big room. After several moments, my group members and 
I decided to hold hands and raise them up. I was satisfied 
and finally we figured out what we could do. My body 
slowed down, my muscles got less tensed, and I felt a sigh of 
relief, now that the uncomfortable part was over, which was 
deciding how to portray it.

Immanuel Osgood, 8th grade

How would you feel if you were in my position? Because 
as of this moment, I’m in a position I can no longer hold. 
My arms are tired and it feels like I can no longer hold them. 
It is like there are 100-pound weights holding them down. 
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“It’s just my luck that I had my cast taken off the same 
day that I do a tableau in improv, which is frustrating 
because I am already so weak.”

Our tableau is supposed to represent “a day on the beach.” 
My part in the tableau is to lay on the dirty floor, acting like 
I am swimming. The rest of my group is either surfing or 
playing volleyball. 

In my mind I yell, “Please, please just end this,” as my 
peers try to guess what I represent.

“Why today? Why couldn’t it have been yesterday?” I ask 
myself. 

I cannot hold myself up any longer. Relief floods my 
muscles as the instructor says, “Great job! Next group.”

Lara Gordon, 6th grade

“No!” I cried when I was told to be Cinderella inside the 
carriage.

“I don’t know how to act like a princess. I do sports, not 
princess acting!”

I was embarrassed because I did not know how to and 
definitely did not want to. Lucia and Sadiyah kept pushing 
me to act princessy. They tried to make me twirl my hair, 
smile, and wave like a princess. It was SO embarrassing. I 
hated it. 

I play sports and hate princess acting. My brother, mom, 
and dad already call me a drama queen, so now I had to act 
like a princess. I did not like it at all. I would have been fine 
being something else, like a part of the carriage roof or even 
the horse, but I had to be Cinderella. It was torture, but I 
was relieved when it was over because I did not have to act 
princessy anymore.

Eric Yu, 8th grade

“Spread out, everybody!” shouted Naheem in a growly 
voice. 

I did what I was told, but for some reason, I felt a bit 
paranoid of what game we were playing.

“Ready? Walk around the store and don’t talk!”
I started strolling around and suddenly, a broad voice 

rumbled in my ear…”Freeze!”
I stood as still as a human could be and tried not to blink. 

I rolled my eyes to peer at other campers and sure enough, 
they were as solid as statues. Naheem’s dark, rumbly voice 
shook the room as he shouted a quote that we had to repeat. 

“(Voice inaudible)!”
I tried to listen, but I couldn’t decode what he was 

shouting. I repeated it, just mumbling and keeping quiet. I 
didn’t feel as comfortable as usual since we had to repeat this 
process in different moods, paces, and volumes.

Janiyah Whitfield, 6th grade

When I did my scene when all of us had to show 
something, the head of improv told us and that was that. Ms. 

Keneisha was about to punch me and that represented pain 
from her punching me. And Madi and Kyre had to act like 
they were learning, so that meant that they had to pretend to 
read. That just meant education. The whole scene was called, 
“Education is important. Violence is not.” 

I felt embarrassed because I didn’t know what other 
people were saying and if they were confused on what I was 
doing or someone else. But you shouldn’t care about what 
others think, because you’re doing it and it’s your part. So 
show everyone and just be yourself. But this was amazing 
and I had a good time because I got to express my feelings 
by showing, not telling. And that’s what Summer Ink is all 
about, showing and not telling. Because when you tell, you 
are showing with your words. But if you just show your 
showing with your actions, your body, that’s what Summer 
Ink is all about.

Kung Fu
In the studio of the Boston Kung Fu Tai Chi Institute, 
campers watched kung fu demonstrations, learned moves 
and poses, and sparred with boxing gloves.

Christopher Brice, 5th grade

I walked up a long staircase. After a long and sweaty day, 
the stairs didn’t help at all. We stepped into a small room 
with many paintings. When we sat down, Niko got my 
attention as he said, “Look.”

People were passing a sharp wooden object. Soon it was 
my turn to hold it. I was scared to touch it and backed up. I 
gave it a try. I whipped the sword back and forth. It felt like 
a wooden toy. Soon everyone was trying it.

Nour Kanaan, 7th grade

We entered the kung fu club. We learned how to punch, 
to do a side kick, and to do self-defense. In this club, there 
were a lot of paintings of warriors. When we learned how to 
do self-defense, I felt like all those warriors were attacking 
me. I was attacking them while I was learning. 

I realized that my technique was correct and I had a good 
power. Every time I kicked, I heard a small “boom.” I felt 
I was kicking all the warriors, one by one. Now when my 
brother attacks me, I know how to do self-defense. 

Andy Wei, 7th grade

Today, we were practicing side kicks on pads. When it 
was my turn, I stood in a position, ready to kick. The person 
holding tensed up, preparing for a blow. I brought my left 
knee up, forming a P-shape with my legs. However, I got 
a little distracted right when I prepared to pivot and kick. 
I saw the reflection on the glossy floor change. I suddenly 
realized how nice it felt as a breeze blew in from the 
windows. I heard the fans whirling around endlessly. 

Thus, my first kick, my warm-up one, was quite weak; I 
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went a little off-balance during my pivot, causing my foot to 
end up hitting the side of the pad. A soft thud came out as I 
kicked the pad. 

“It’s okay. That was just the warm-up kick,” I thought. 
My next kicks, in a quick succession, went by in a flash; 

however, what I definitely know is that they were much more 
powerful than the first.

Eric Yu, 8th grade

I had been told to do a side-kick to the punching cushion. 
I said to myself, “Oh god, I’m gonna split my swim trunks!”
After seeing what Nina did, I thought everything she did 

was impossible. So I walked up to the person and the bag to 
kick. I first gave a weak little kick. 

Nina said, “Give it more power and try to make me step 
out of position.” 

At that time, searing hot heat had gotten into my body 
and I was sweating. I wanted to not do it, but I knew the 
counselors would not be proud of that. 

I threw my second kick, and she still said, “Harder.”
At the third, I gave the most power and Nina moved out 

of the stance. I felt I could do way better after that, and it 
got a bit of stress and fatigue out from this morning. When 
it was my turn again, I thrust my leg into the bag like a high-
speed Lamborghini crushing into the guardrails. I felt so 
accomplished as the buzzing fan blew at me.

Angelique Ruiz, 7th grade

Punching and kicking are things I do with family. When 
I was observing the teacher, I saw that she was a pro at this! 
Her kicks and punches were great. 

After, she asked us to repeat what she was doing. I slowly 
bent my left foot towards the exit and stayed like that. She 
asked for us to slowly bring our left hand and right hand 
towards the wall. 

While we were doing that, all I thought about was me 

starting martial arts. I felt as if I could accomplish that task. 
I was confident. I didn’t care if someone would make fun of 
me for doing it. All I knew was I was going to do martial arts 
and accomplish that from my bucket list. 

Isabella Hung, 6th grade

“Chris, it is your turn to punch,” said someone. 
“Julia, it is your turn to hold the kick bag,” said someone 

else, but Julia got back in the line, not noticing it was her turn.
“I will just hold it,” I said. 
Chris stepped up and started punching. First he did it 

softly, practicing his hand motions. But as he grew more 
confident, he punched the bag with all his force, so hard I 
almost fell. 

As Chris punched the bag, my feet moved into a position 
that held my body strong. Punch, punch, punch. Chris 
repeatedly made his hand into a fist and fastly hit the bag. 
Chris did not stop. He punched continuously until Julia 
finally came back and held the bag for him. 

“He punches so hard,” I told myself as I walked back in 
line.

Zayda Adams, 7th grade

A moment I felt strong was when I kicked the punching 
bag. I felt like I had a hard kick and it was strong, as strong 
as a bull. When I punched the punching bag, I felt like I was 
letting everything out. I had felt like everything was knotted 
up, but after this, the big knot I didn’t know how to untangle 
was detangled. I felt amazing letting everything out. I don’t 
know many words to describe my feeling strong, but I sure 
do feel amazing. Amazing as can be.

Gio Clark-Basco, 7th grade

A moment I felt strong was when we were trying tai chi. 
Throughout the whole instruction, I felt powerful. Every move 
was with meaning and I felt rather…omnipotent, in a sense. 
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I felt like I could protect myself anytime. Some moves I liked 
were the first couple. As I moved my legs apart, I felt like I was 
charging up energy like my phone being plugged in. It also felt 
like it was a fight starting and I was getting serious. 

Another set of moves I liked were some of the blocks. I 
liked the block that led to throwing someone back. It made 
me feel like I could control all of my enemies’ moves and 
counterattack them. Tai chi was a very calm, but powerful 
activity. I think I’ll try it again sometime. 

Allison Chan, 6th grade

I took a deep breath as I aimed a kick at the black mat. 
I was feeling tired and hot from doing a lot of exercises and 
stretches. Sweat gathered on my forehead as soon as I wiped 
it away. 

Suddenly, I felt an urge to try harder, like a fire gathering 
and growing in my body, before consuming it. It felt as if 
someone had turned on a switch that allowed me to summon 
energy. I kicked as hard as I could and the person holding 
the mat stumbled back a few steps. I smiled triumphantly, 
then went to get water. 

Jaden Mazara, 7th grade

I swiftly kicked in a circle direction. I kicked pretty 
high and thought that I could knock down something in 
outer space. I felt strong. I knew I was strong once I felt my 
muscles feel sore. I knew that I couldn’t give up. 

“I’m almost there,” I told myself. 
As I finished up the line, I started to gain a little burst 

of energy/strength. I started to move faster and faster until 
a drop of sweat fell from my forehead. I was tired but I 
managed to finish the last kicking drill. 

In the end, I was pretty proud of myself. I looked like a 
pro and more importantly, I felt like one.

David Estabil, 6th grade

I was almost up to kick. My hands were sticky from 
sweat. I heard the sounds of people’s shoes hitting the floor. 
Finally it was my turn. I got ready to kick. I put my foot up 
and pushed out. My foot hit the pad, pushing it back. I put 
my foot down. Thud, it hit the floor. I felt good. I felt like I 
could be a ninja.

Lauren Lubin, 7th grade

Now it was my turn. I stepped back, got in position, and 
threw the first punch in full force. Bang! I hit the punching 
bag. I pulled my arm back and threw another punch with 
my opposite hand. Bang! I kept punching. Bang! Bang! Bang! 
With every punch, I felt strong and unstoppable. 

“My turn,” said one of the boys behind me. 
I swooped around, grabbed the punching bag, and let the 

boy punch as hard as he could. Bang! Bang! Bang! With each 
punch, I flew back. He was strong, too.

Football
Campers tossed the ol’ pigskin around in a game of touch 
football in the Back Bay Fens.

Therese Draper, 5th grade

I was running next to Justin. I heard him yelling and 
trying to get the person with the football to pass it to him. 
I saw sweat dripping from his face and he was jogging 
backwards going farther and farther away until he was at 
the other side of the field. I could only see his yellow shirt 
and the shape of his face. He looked like a colorful shadow. 
When the ball came flying towards him, he dropped it and 
he got a little frustrated and he ran back to our team and he 
threw the football on the ground angrily. 

Jared Frith, 5th grade

The ball was spilling in the air. The score was 2-2. It was 
about to go to someone on the other team. I took one look 
around me to see who was covering me. I saw two people 
covering me. 

I was thinking, “We need to win.” 
The ball was over my head and I jumped up, up, up into 

the sky and caught the ball. I had to catch the ball tightly, 
but I fell to the ground with it. I caught the ball, but it hurt. 
I was really trying to win and we did.

Character Sketches
While people-watching at the Prudential Center 
mall, campers chose one person from the crowd to 
observe more closely. Based on their subject’s outward 
characteristics, campers imagined a rich inner life for that 
character and placed him/her in a fictionalized mundane 
situation.

Caleb Martinez, 8th grade

I sat down at the metal table.
“Yum!” I thought as I put my tray of food on the table.
I took the plastic fork and ate from the bowl. The food 

tasted really good, with a little bit of spice in it. From where 
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I was sitting, I could see the huge Prudential Tower through 
the glass window. Gray and still, like a gentle giant, the 
building stood as high as my eye could reach. 

I began planning in my mind how I would complete 
work in the office. I needed to fill out the papers and review 
applications. I was halfway done with filling out the papers. 
I just needed to do some math and complete that. I hadn’t 
begun reviewing the partner applications yet. I decided I 
would do some of it today and the rest of it tomorrow.

I scraped the last few bits of food off the bowl and ate 
them. I got up, picked up the tray, and turned it over in the 
trash, which was conveniently right next to me. I slid the 
bowl into the bin and placed the tray on the stack. I needed 
to get to the office now.

Tiagan Koob, 5th grade

James was waiting around for the train. He was going to his 
job working at Microsoft. He paced around, waiting for the 
train. Some teenagers got on the tracks. One ran across just in 
time to sit in the train that just arrived on the other side. 

He wiped the sweat coming down his face off. He heard 
some sirens in the distance. He saw them chase a car. Then 
the train arrived. He was one of the last people on. There were 
no seats left, so he grabbed on. The train jerked forward.

Claire Salvin, 5th grade

I savored the last seconds of sleep. I heard the alarm go 
off, but pushed the unpleasant thought of getting up to the 
back of my mind. After all, the blankets and pillows were so 
dense and cozy, I didn’t want to ever leave. 

(Thirty minutes later…)
I sat bolt upright in my bed. 
“I must be forgetting something,” I thought. 
I looked at the alarm clock. My icy blue eyes looked dazed 

and confused. I turned on my phone. The light smothered 
me like a blanket. 

“Wait—today is Monday,” I thought, cringing. “I…I’ve 
got to get ready for work!”

As I ran around the house, voices in my head just said, 
“Go back to bed. It’s just one day.”

But I tossed them away like smelly socks. My auburn 
hair was messy and bounced off my shoulders, and my eyes 
were red and puffy, making me look like a nervous wreck. 
My dog, Toto, trailed behind me. She barked at me and her 
ruby-red fur ruffled. 

I ran into the bathroom, grabbed my toothbrush, and 
plunged it into water. After that, I gripped the porcelain sink 
and stared at myself. I looked horrible. Toto saw me standing 
still, and seemed confused. I had been running through the 
whole house minutes before. I looked at my clock. It seemed 
like time’s pace had doubled. It was 9:28 a.m. I was supposed 
to be at work two hours earlier! My heart sank. 

Defeated, I trudged slowly out of my bathroom like I was 
stuck in a swamp with Toto at my heels. I slammed the door 

on him and could hear him softly whining from the other 
side of my door. 

“Okay,” I thought. My cheeks were burning. “I am soooo 
fired.”

Aalayah Cardoso, 8th grade

“Whew.”
I’m Eddie. I have been at this job at the café for a while 

and just got a promotion. I’m not the manager, but I have 
more of a chance to be one. That’s why I wear a white shirt 
and black pants. 

Today we are picking up tables and chairs, moving and 
re-arranging them. Me being me, I pick up almost all of the 
chairs and do more than needed like always. Sometimes this 
job is a pain, but I love it. The people here are nice and I’m 
always in business. Helping around and carrying things is 
also tiring, but I like it. It keeps me going. As me and Bob 
walk back and forth in the mall to get tables, we laugh and 
smile, which makes me love being here even more. This 
tiring day isn’t all that bad after all. 

Today was a good day, even though I thought it would 
be bad. Some days might be hard, but I don’t always have to 
make it harder.

Dereck Lai, 5th grade

YAAWN. 
As I yawned, I tried to look at my watch and tell the 

time. Then I realized that I would be late, so I rushed out of 
bed and put on my clothes. Then I ran to the bathroom and 
brushed my teeth so fast and hard that after I was finished, 
my teeth were sore. Then I sped toward the kitchen, but 
bumped into the door and did a backflip. I threw open the 
door and checked the clock. 

“6:42,” I said and grabbed my pre-made breakfast and 
hurried out the door. 

I drove to Lechemere and took the T to Prudential and 
ran to work. After working, I walked to Prudential Center 
and ate lunch there. 

After lunch, I walked up to my office, finding a lot of 
paper on the floor and messed up papers. Then I thought, 
“Oh no!” because those were important papers and I couldn’t 
have them messed up. I started to pick papers up, but then 
my boss stomped in.

Julia McCaffrey, 5th grade

As I was walking into the kitchen, I said, “What do I 
want for lunch?”

I decided I wanted salad because I love salad. So I opened 
the fridge and got the lettuce. Then I put it in a bowl. Then I 
went back to the fridge and wanted some beets in my salad, 
but I didn’t have any left. 

I said, “I have to have beets in my salad.”
But I didn’t have time to go to the grocery store. So I 
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went on with making my salad. I put in carrots, tomatoes, 
peppers, and cucumbers. Then I went back to the fridge and 
looked if I had any croutons, but I didn’t. 

I said, “I love croutons.”
But I decided I had to go without them today. Then I put 

the lid on the salad and put it in my lunchbox. Then I went 
to the fridge one more time to get an apple, but there weren’t 
any apples, so instead of an apple, that day, I would have a 
pear. So I put that in my lunchbox and went to work.

Janylah Etienne, 6th grade

The humid air won the battle between the two fans on 
each end. Running and running, I looked down at my 
phone: one minute. Rushing to beat the red blur, when I 
arrived at the familiar dirty, crowded tunnel, I saw the tail 
of my ticket to get to the Cambridge theater. I watched all 
my hope go through the dark tunnel along with the train. 
My feet were sore from my six-inch heels. The humidity was 
making my flowery dress into a skin-tight dress. Realizing 
the newsstand closed at 8:30 p.m., I swept away the thought 
of quenching my thirst. 

“This can’t be happening!” I said to the ears of the people 
surrounding me, although I did not mean to be heard. 

My friends were probably wondering where I was. 
Reluctantly, I looked at the time on my phone…..7:45! How 
was that possible? My kids…. That 13-year-old! I couldn’t 
believe David messed with my phone! I knew I set the alarm 
for 8:00. 

The next Ashmont train was coming in 15 minutes. By 
now, beads of sweat surrounded my hairline. I wiped it using 
the back of my hand….10 minutes….I tapped my feet on 
the littered ground and remembered that since it was 7:50, I 
could go to the newsstand to get a blizzard-cold water. Turns 
out, they had no more water. I guessed it would be Gatorade, 
then. I picked the lemon-lime flavor, giving the cashier $1.50 
and breaking the seal on the cap. I let the salty, bloody, bland 
electrolyte drink trickle down my throat. Blah! This was 
disgusting! How could people allow that to be entered into 
their body? At least my train was here. The doors opened and 
a gush of people came out of the subway. 

Bruce Fortmann, 7th grade

“Yum!” said Max. 
He was taking a break from work and having lunch. He 

had spotted something that he wanted for lunch. It was a 
yummy mixed salad. He bought it and came outside of his 
building to have his lunch. Max worked in the Prudential 
office building. This was a usual day, next to the food court, 
in the Prudential Center. He sat on a bench and ate his 
lunch. 

“OMG, so good!” Max thought as he took a bite.
He read the WSJ (Wall Street Journal) as he ate. Once he 

finished, he dumped his trash and went back inside the food 
court. He got a Pepsi and enjoyed it while he went back into 

the Prudential, up the elevator, on the 90th floor. He sat at 
his desk. 

“Back to work,” he thought.

Michalis Protopapadakis, 8th grade

I am just sitting in my chair, thinking. Once in a while 
a customer comes in the store, and I say hello. People are 
smiling at me and reply. Sometimes they talk to me and 
start a conversation. I am being polite and hear what they 
are saying, but I try to end the conversation quickly because 
I have to be focused so I can help customers and make sure 
everything is okay. I try to make a good impression to the 
customers, so they are satisfied and buy from us. 

I am tidy. My hair and beard are not messy, and I am 
wearing a blue, gray and white shirt, so I show customers 
that I care about my job and I try to look good, and a green 
T-shirt inside the shirt so I am comfortable, too. I like my 
job, so I am always cheerful, which makes an even better 
impression to the customers, and everyone, including me, is 
satisfied.

Abayomi Graham, 8th grade

One day, Steven had decided to go to the mall and take 
a good stroll and have a good sit. Me as a creepy person has 
to sit here and look at the dude and observe what he’s doing. 
Steve looks like a really fit guy who’s just trying to check out 
his blood pressure and keep it on the low side of things. He 
did his whole work here and kind of looked suspicious and 
went on.

Xavon Bentley, 6th grade

Monica had lost her phone again. 
She looks left and right from where she is in the kitchen 

and looks in the freezer, because there had been a couple 
times where she left it in there. Then she looks a bit worried 
and heads to the living room. She looks under the sofa, in 
the bookshelves, on the table, on the floors, but doesn’t seem 
to find it. She then wipes the dust from on the floor under 
the table and has a miserable face. 

She goes upstairs and sees that her phone is on the bed, 
but had been cracked and shattered. She doesn’t care. She can 
just get a new one free from her friend Lizza. 

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 8th grade

I look at my watch, really hoping it’s my lunch break. 
“Ten minutes to go,” I think, tacos on my mind. “I don’t 

even care about this job. I’m going to get my amazing tacos 
from Margarita’s.”

I strut to the food court, a look of excitement on my face. 
Even though I have tacos every day for lunch, I am never 
tired of them. Beans, cheese, beef and salsa flood my mind as 
I get out my wallet. 

The line is longer than usual today. I impatiently fiddle 
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with the handcuffs on my holster and stare at the pictures of 
tacos on the menu. My mouth is watering. 

“Could this line be going any slower? I need my taco.” 
I mumble some frustrated complaints to the woman in 

front of me, my fists clenched. I finally get to order my taco 
and gobble it up in under a minute. 

Dancing
Under the guidance of a dance instructor, campers learned 
to do a choreographed dance to Michael Jackson’s 
“Smooth Criminal.”

Jameson Flaherty-Clapham, 5th grade

Today was funk jazz dance music. The music artist’s name 
was Michael Jackson. We had to dance to the music. We had 
to take it step by step. It was really tricky for me when we 
started. But before that, I didn’t know who the artist was. 
You could tell who made it if you listened closer. 

Back to the dance. After a few times I got the hang of 
it. Then we had to add more and more steps. Then we 
combined them, which got harder and harder. Once we were 
almost done with the song, I got the hang of even more. 
Near the end, we had to do it in two groups and two groups 
at different times. Then we did it together, but without the 
instructor helping us. 

When we were done, she said, “Good job.”
Then we had to put away our hats in a neat stack beside 

the instructor.

Ezana Molla, 6th grade

My favorite part was the one when we put our heads 
down, then put them back up. It was even better with the 
hats. I felt amazed. And the music had a great beat. I stuck 
my leg out and bent it. Also, the elbow almost touched the 
knee. The back bent. The music was kind of fast.

Sara Hoderlein, 7th grade

The Michael Jackson music was bursting from the speaker 
loudly. I was not in sync with the rhythm of the song. I 
struck all of the wrong moves. When everyone pointed their 
fists up, I pointed mine down and when everyone pointed 
their fists down, I had mine up. I remembered I used to do 
dancing and was a lot better. 

The sound waves traveled through the air, causing everyone 
to start dancing. I moved my arms and legs without thinking 
what I was gonna do with them first. It seemed as if my legs 
and arms had minds of their own. My arms were like leaves. 
They moved swiftly throughout the air. My legs felt like twigs.

Marshall Kagan, 8th grade

Forgetting the dance moves, I was stumbling along 
the dance floor, feeling awkward. It felt as if the world 
was watching me. My face felt hot with embarrassment as 

everyone else did the dance perfectly. Eventually, I got better, 
but usually spinning and turning and dancing is not my 
strong suit. 

When I danced, it brought me out of my comfort zone. 
My arms were trying to stay with the beat and my eyes kept 
darting to the dance teacher to see if I had messed up. My 
hands tried to stay on my sweaty, stinky hat. 

I practiced to get better at my hat movements and 
spinning and once I memorized that, I tried faster and faster 
and then I felt like a young Michael Jackson. Feeling like 
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Michael feels amazing. Like I can dance my way through life 
on that feeling.

Tade Sullivan, 6th grade

At camp after basketball, we did a jazz funk dance. It 
was amazingly painful. They made us stretch our arms and 
legs. They made us dance and dance and dance. I got really 
tired when we were dancing. I was still tired from basketball, 
which made me even more annoyed. 

I groaned while dancing. The song we were dancing to 
felt like it had no words. The song was nonsense. It was just 
repeating the same songs over and over. I yawned during the 
dance. I couldn’t take it anymore. This audible annoyance 
needed to stop. I felt like I’d never walk again.

Sophie Landrum, 5th grade

Slowly, I breathed in the fresh, yet silent air. It filled my 
lungs refreshingly—and then the music started.

“Ker thump, ker thump, ker thump…”
Each beat, one of my socks hit the slippery tiled floor. It 

seemed like the most natural thing at that moment: walking 
in circles, keeping up thoughtfully with the beat. I felt the 
velvety touch of my hat rub between my fingers. I pulled it 
down slightly lower. I was like a criminal: a sleuth.

For a second I felt like a thief, creeping along through a 
neighborhood on a mysterious summer night. I thought I 
heard the screech of a crow, black as the night surrounding 
me, but then I shook my head, making my golden-brown 
hair tremble around me. I was just imagining it: Or was I? 

Today I’m curling this moment into a ball and burying it 
inside my head. Someday I’ll unwrinkle that ball, and what 
will be there? Either an answer or the same question: Was 
it real? Maybe I’ll just never know, because every now and 
then, life throws mysterious questions at you. Ones that are 
unanswerable. Truly unanswerable.

Nature Walk
In the shallow woods surrounding Hammond Pond in 
Newton, campers took in the area’s natural beauty while 
braving the discomforts of the great outdoors.

Nour Kanaan, 7th grade

After rock climbing, we went in the forest. It was really 
big. I love to walk in the forest. When we entered, I smelled 
the good, fresh air that I don’t smell in the neighborhoods. 
The leaves were falling down, making sounds. “Krik. Krik.” 
After a few seconds, I heard the beautiful music of the birds. 

It was awesome when we walked forwards and we saw a 
huge pond. It was full of lily pads. We saw a heron standing 
on one of the lily pads. He was so colorful. It was the nicest 
thing that we saw on that trip. I saw some fish eating. “Plock. 
Plock.” We saw some huge rocks above. There were a lot of 
insects. That was my adventure in the woods.

Mia Gurevich, 8th grade

The birds chirping, the trees swaying, the leaves 
crunching, all seem to put me in a place where all is right. 
I feel safe and happy when the trees hover over our heads. I 
look up and see birds in their nests. I look to the soft, fluffy, 
vibrant green-colored moss growing beneath my feet. 

Suddenly, I stop. With the group ahead of me, I know 
I must keep going, but I can’t. Something about the forest 
makes me want to just stop and stare. It makes me want to 
look down, up, and around me. Just following the scurrying 
insects with my eyes soothes and calms me. In the forest I 
feel at home….

“MIA!” I hear. 
That’s probably my signal to catch up with the group. I 

reluctantly run to my friend and keep going.

Aalayah Cardoso, 8th grade

We are in the woods and it’s hot. Not because of the sun, 
but because we are walking. The bugs are everywhere and 
we all are sweating. Birds are chirping and we are all talking. 
We stop on rocks for a break, but still more bugs. They’re 
everywhere. Walking again and getting our way back, there’s 
more bugs because we are still in the woods. A breeze is very 
rare, so we are all burning and sweating and tripping over 
rocks as our feet are getting lazy.

Jaydon Nash, 8th grade

I could hear our footsteps in the woods. We got deeper 
and deeper in the woods. I almost tripped on the bumpy 
rocks. We had reached our destination. 

“Everyone find a spot on the rocks. We are about to do a 
quick activity,” Jen said loudly.

I made my way over to this huge rock. Jen explained what 
we were doing.

“Everyone take a couple of minutes to just observe the 
woods.”

I looked around everyone. I saw lots of tall trees 
everywhere. I began to think it was autumn because the trees 
barely had any leaves on them. I heard cicadas everywhere. 
They sounded like bees buzzing in their beehive. I felt the 
cool breeze. It hit the trees and made a brushing noise. The 
air was humid. I felt sweat come down my face and neck. 
Next thing I knew, it was time for us to leave.

Zoe Nagasawa, 8th grade

In our nature walk through the woods, I saw, heard, and 
smelled many things. The sunlight fell through the trees and 
leaves, dappling the ground in lovely, magical patterns. As a 
breeze wove its way through the sky, the branches whispered 
among themselves, shifting like a secret. A meadow of tall 
grasses and wild flowers swayed peacefully. A bed of moss 
and ferns coated the ground like a magic carpet. The hum 
and buzz of insects surrounded me, and sometimes a lone 
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woodpecker hammered hard against the trees. The sweet, 
sweet perfume of flowers and pollen wafted through the air. 

The sky showed up bluer than blue against the vibrant 
green of the leaves. Those that had floated to the forest floor 
rustled and crinkled under my feet. The trees slanted toward 
each other, seeking companionship and comfort, sharing 
their secrets. Some of them had fallen, unable to support 
themselves, languishing sadly on the bed of moss. The lake 
glimmered and glistened in the bright morning sun, the 
lovely scent of water lilies floating from it. The world was 
quiet here.

Norah Wolf, 5th grade

As I walked, I could hear the dead brown leaves and 
acorns under me crunching. When I looked up, I could see 
the blue sky with no clouds, surrounded by branches and 
leaves. There were lots of big rocks everywhere you looked. 
There were lots and lots of big, big, big trees everywhere. In 
some parts of the path, people used fallen trees to mark the 
path that you should walk on.

Elizabeth Weaver, 7th grade

The log is rough beneath my legs, and my feet are 
cushioned by the dry, brown leaves. Ants crawl around the 
plant sprouts as they try to grow out of the mass of crinkly 
leaves. The golden sun shines on the ground in spots that the 
massive trees do not cover. I feel the gentle breeze of the wind, 
and hear as the trees rustle around me. The birds chirp their 
beautiful song, changing the air from silent to full of life. 

As I look up, I see the light and dark green tones of the 
leaves on the trees. The sun shines through the almost-
transparent leaves in the forest. The trees’ wide trunks 

lean towards the sun, welcoming it. I can see little spots of 
bright blue sky through the trees. I can hear some animals 
scurrying around, as if they are in a hurry to get somewhere. 
A helicopter flies by, ruining the perfect peacefulness of the 
ecosystem. I see the stump of where this log used to be a 
part of an ancient tree in the woods. The velvety moss on 
the jagged rocks feels soft, as if it were a blanket coating the 
forest floor. 

Hanalei Henderson, 8th grade

I am rested against a tree, moss growing all around the 
rocks, which sit placidly. The moss tickles my hand, brushing 
over its subdued green surface. Cars whoosh down the 
nearby road, leaving the sound of cerulean waves crashing 
to shore. Ants roam over crinkled leaves while birds chirp 
eagerly. The tall stalks of trees meet in the center of the sky, 
giving the secluded area a sheltered feel. 

The trunk of “my tree” divides the muted moss from the 
fragile fallen leaves, all color drained from age. Rough tree 
bark scratches on my skin when I soften up, nestled against 
the dark surface. Cooled by each elusive breeze, I peer up 
at the sun. Shielded by the foliage, the glow isn’t terribly 
blinding, just an outline on the delicate green leaves. I close 
my eyes and enjoy the serenity.

Michelle Levin, 8th grade

The sound of the small birds chirping. The smell of the 
great outdoors. The feeling of the rough, lumpy rock. The 
taste of the cold breeze. The trees hovering over me. The 
brown and green ground. I am sitting on the rough and 
lumpy rock, looking around and enjoying the nature around 
me. The acorns are broken. The leaves have holes. 
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The soft, green moss growing and the crunch of the 
branches. The swaying of the leaves back and forth look like 
they come alive. And the sound of the small birds is still heard. 

The backpacks lying around and the sun shining onto 
the bright leaves. The large trees made shade for me and the 
small animals are heard. The small sound of the busy bees 
flying by. The smell of the scented bug spray. When I look 
around, I appreciate nature and the woods.

Jameel Evans, 6th grade

When I went into the woods, I saw a lot of things I’ve 
never seen before. My group saw an ocean covered with lily 
pads and tadpoles. While we were hiking, I had a walking 
stick, but I tossed it away after only a few minutes. I saw an 
“X” painted on a few leaves, and I thought it was a treasure! I 
heard the peaceful laugh of the cicadas. It smelled way nicer 
and I thought it was because of the trees’ presence. I heard 
leaves rustle, sticks snap, and I heard footsteps. I think that 
today was definitely the most peaceful.

Michalis Protopapadakis, 8th grade

I was just sitting on a rock, in the woods. I could see every 
single detail, I could hear every sound, I could sense every 
movement. I could see the path, with small sticks out and 
leaves all over it. I could see the trees, every single branch, 
every single leaf. I could see the sunlight passing through 
the leaves and grass every few steps. I could hear the wind, 
which was moving the leaves of the small plants and cooling 
the temperature a little. I could hear bugs and small animals 
making noises and cracking sticks as they were walking. I 
could hear the birds singing, up on the higher branches. I 
could sense the happiness and the calmness that everybody 
who was there could sense, of everything in the woods, on 
such a nice day, with a little wind and a cloudless sky.

Josh Schreiber, 8th grade

Trees tower above me as I stroll through the woods. I see 
chipmunks and squirrels scattering about, looking for acorns. 
I notice moss all over the trees surrounding me. When I look 
up, I see an overhang of leaves above me. 

I go to sit on a rock. The rock is cold, jaggedy, and not 
too comfortable. I hear cars zooming down the street, trying 
to get to their destination. I can hear a plane above me as it 
soars through the air. Birds are singing in the distance. 

It is very peaceful deep into the woods. A caterpillar 
crawls onto my leg and I grab its soft, furry body and place 
it on a leaf. When I’m walking in the woods, it is very quiet 
and peaceful.

Cassie Cardoso, 8th grade

After lunch, we took a walk in the woods (but the 
counselors called it a “stroll”). As I walked, I was feeling 
some mixed emotions. I was calm because the wind was nice 

and the water was calm as we walked by it. I was also tired 
and unhappy because I’m not a woods type of girl and hiking 
is not my favorite. 

But then, we got to this nice little spot where there was 
lots of shade and a nice big rock to sit on. We were told to 
take two minutes of our time to be quiet and use our five 
senses to observe our surroundings. It was peace and serenity. 
I could see the leaves waving in the wind like a flag on a pole. 
I could hear acorns rolling down the rock that I was sitting 
on. I could feel the cool wind blowing softly on my skin. As I 
said before, hiking is not my favorite thing to do and I don’t 
really like the woods, but I got closer to nature than I was.

Jeff Delva, 7th grade

As I walked through the woods, I noticed many 
interesting details. The sunlight peeped through the tall and 
very green trees. I was able to see the patterns of the leaves 
on the ground. I noticed bushy tailed squirrels hurdling 
branches. I heard the rustle of leaves rubbing against each 
other, the chirping of birds singing a song, and the buzzing 
of bugs. I heard the crunching of dry leaves with each step 
and occasionally a thud of something falling. Each tree had a 
different pattern on its trunk; some looked like cracks in the 
ground, while others looked like a zebra’s stripes. 

I breathed in the fresh air. I felt safe and at home. No 
worries filled me. I could stay there forever.

Capoeira

Campers learned capoeira—an Afro-Brazilian martial 
art resembling an acrobatic dance due to its distinctive 
rhythmic footwork, called “ginga.”

Ella Spitz, 8th grade

The instructor scanned the circle of people, like a predator 
choosing its next victim. Every time he laid his eyes on me, 
I flinched. He was the person you want to impress when he 
acknowledges you. The instructor turned around the circle 
once more, and halted in front of me. 

“You,” he said, pointing at me and Michelle, “come in the 
center.”

“Oh God!” I thought frantically. “I know Elizabeth did it 
before me, but what if I mess up?!”

I was so afraid and embarrassed of what would come next, 
I forgot about the sun beating down on me and my throat 
that was as dry as the desert. I walked into the circle, my 
blue and white sticks clanging together. I listened and looked 
intensely at Michelle. 

“One, two, three, four,” I counted in my head.
“This isn’t so hard,” I thought, my heart pounding to the 

beat of the drums. 
When I was falling into rhythm, my arms swinging 

without thinking, my legs rocking without thinking, I mis-
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stepped. And I know it doesn’t sound so bad, but I was so 
close to impressing the instructor, a centimeter away from 
completing and perfecting the dance. But I had mis-stepped. 

“All my hard work is for nothing,” I thought as I got my 
footwork and handwork aligned with Michelle’s once again. 
When I finally was able to be one with the beat again, I 
could feel everything. I could feel the squishy dirt in between 
my toes, the grass tickling my ankles. My fingers squeezed 
the sticks tightly.

Jared Frith, 5th grade

I felt strong in everything. I was around other people 
who were in a circle and I was in the middle. We were doing 
ginga, which is kinda like dabbing, except that you put your 
hands in different positions. 

I took one step back and put my hands up to the left 
and to the right. When I was in the middle, everyone was 
clapping their hands. I also heard them singing to some sort 
of music. 

I was thinking to myself, “I am getting to do something I 
might not ever get to do again.”

As I did it, I felt stronger and stronger.

Gael Paris Jeffries, 6th grade

Capoeira was pretty tough, but in you go. It was a mix of 
dance and song. Some parts of capoeira were pretty tough 
and exhausting at the same time. And it goes faster and faster 
and that’s when I really started messing up.

There was all the clapping. Clap, clap. Over and over and 
over. My hands hurt and they felt like they were vibrating 
and buzzing all at the same time.  

Therese Draper, 5th grade

I was in the B.O. smelling room doing Brazilian martial 
arts called capoeira. 

The bottom of my feet hurt and I kept doing it too slow. 
The move was supposedly called the crab, where my arms 
and legs are holding me up and my stomach is pushed close 
to the ground. 

We were doing “Fishy, Fishy, Cross My Ocean” and I 
only stumbled. I couldn’t move to the beat and I felt like 
everybody in the room was watching me because I was one 
of the few sharks. I knew it was all in my head, though, 
because everybody else was worried about their own 
capoeira problems.

I was supposed to get down on the ground and be in a crab 
position. Then I should have crossed one leg over the other, 
twirled around, and quickly faced the other way. Let me tell 
you what I did. I got into crab position, I fell to the ground, 
and stood up doing an awkward twirl. I felt my face burn up, 
but I didn’t have time to be extremely embarrassed (which I 
guess I already was) because we were on to the next move.
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Robotics
At the MIT Museum, campers participated in a robotics 
workshop in which they learned to control a robot by typing 
commands into a computer.

Alana Tantisira, 7th grade

I held the iPad in my hands, somewhat confused at what 
I was supposed to do. I had noticed the light sensor was on 
the back of the robot, the Automator. The Automator was 
gray and white, built out of Legos, with all sorts of things 
sticking to the tires. I tapped random buttons and input 
random numbers until the robot started to go backwards. 
Then, remembering what Victor, the robotics teacher, was 
saying, I saw that the light reflection sensor was number 
65. He suggested to put the number for the amount of 
light reflecting in the coding sequence at 0. So, I inserted 
the number 0 into the code. Then I pressed the big orange 
play button. The Automator started running backwards in 
an instant. But when it reached the corner, it fell right into 
Elisabeth’s lap. 

“Sorry!” I said, picking up the robot. 
“That’s okay,” she replied. “I think you need to change 

the number.”
She pointed to the light reflection sensor button. 
“Maybe try three,” she said. 
I typed in 3, pressed the play button, and the robot 

started to move backwards. It went extremely slow, which 
gave me hope it would work. When it got to the edge, I 
thought it would stop. But yet, the robot still came tumbling 
over the edge of the table. Hopefulness turned into grief. I 
placed the Automator at the edge of the table and saw that it 
scanned 34. So I decided to change the light reflection sensor 
number from 3 to 35. Then came the testing. I pushed 
the button on the iPad and the robot took off. It moved 

backwards across the table slowly but surely. I was positive it 
would work this time. I eyed the robot from one end of the 
table to the other. When the Automator came to the edge, it 
looked as if it were about to stop. But looks can be deceiving. 

“Stop!” I yelled at the robot. 
It came to the end and toppled off the side. 
“No!” I screamed in anger. Elisabeth and I decided to 

bump the number up to 50.

Max Schreiber, 7th grade

Beep, beep, beep, beep!
It sounded like the robot was talking to us. 
“I think we should start it,” said Jay. 
“OK,” Josh and I said at the same time. 
The robot started to move. It was zooming down the table.
“CATCH IT!” yelled Josh. 
I sprinted over right as the robot started going over the 

ledge. I reached as far as my fingertips could go. There was 
probably only a 10% chance that I would catch it. I dove 
anyway. The odds were not in my favor. I flew through the air. 
But it was too late. The robot crashed to the ground. Oh well.

Some campers wrote from the perspective of the robot. 

Annie Rivera, 6th grade

I am a robot! I can move in different directions. I have 
different sensors that help me notice things and help me 
move better. When a person controls me, I hate it because I 
don’t get to do what I want. To me, it’s not fair. Sometimes 
I wish I could control a human. But unfortunately, I can’t 
because I am a small robot and I can barely do things myself. 

The thing that annoys me the most is how many turns 
I have to do. Sometimes those horrible, dusty and crusty 
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little kids make me do more than 100 turns/rotations. And 
you know what I do? I turn off because I don’t like people 
controlling me. I want to be free and no one is touching me 
and making me fall because they don’t put my sensors on the 
right way or they are turned off. One day I will rule the earth 
with my friends (robots) because humans are no good to me 
and they are my enemies. All of them except my creator. I 
wish I was never a robot in the first place! Also when those 
humans that are crusty and dusty make me go off the table, 
it gets annoying. 

I wonder how they would feel if robots controlled people.

Nelly Rivera, 6th grade

When the two sisters controlled/programmed me, at first 
I was going in circles and acting all crazy! For the second 
time, they made me do something else, move forward and 
backward. My light turned red, showing anger because I 
wanted to do things on my own but I couldn’t! Now for 
their third challenge, the “humanoids” made me go into 
a square, but I spun and spun in anger. I really wanted to 
blow up or stop myself from working at all, but I didn’t 
want to hurt them. 

The other group’s robot started attacking me, but I didn’t 
feel pain. The humanoids wanted me to go to the edge and 
stop. You want to know what happened? I fell off the table. 
Now I really wanted to blow up! 

Finally, they turned me off. In other words, I was 
sleeping. Yay!

Jillian George, 6th grade

ZOOM. My feet skidded to a stop at the end of the 
table. I was so annoyed with these people controlling me 
and making me run and hit things. Didn’t they know I was 
human, too?

….Well, technically, I’m not human, but I still can feel 
pain when they are throwing me all over the place. I was super 
dizzy. And I kept turning in circles over and over again. Then 
they turned on a video of other robots and I recognized all of 
them because they were my friends. But I was jealous that they 
were in videos doing important things, but I was here getting 
tossed and turned by people from a summer camp. But over 
all, I had a good day because I had lots of company.

Claire Salvin, 5th grade

I heard them coming long before I saw them. 
“Oh no,” I squeaked. “Not again!”
My little gears fluttered. Their brightly colored sneakers 

and tinkly laughs made me cringe. Two girls sat down in 
front of me. Both were staring down at me with wild eyes. 
Oh, I wished so much that I could have eyes. One picked me 
up and I beeped in protest. 

I looked to the nearest robot and cried, “C’mon, Frank! 
Help me out here!”

But soon, he was picked up too. A look of pure terror 
lit up my face. I knew how these went. One moment there 
is pure joy in the air for the kids, the next, one of us gets 
dropped. I looked down at the speckled table to avoid the 
humans’ taunting laughs. I may not have a real brain, with 
pulsing veins and blood. (Eww! How do humans live with 
themselves?!) But I did know one thing. I. Had. To. Get. 
Away. Which is why –

Wait. I could feel something writhing in the dark cavities of 
myself. Something delving deeper and deeper, with a passion 
to feast on my artificial soul. I was too late. I felt my mind go 
numb and my motors spin. They–they…they were controlling 
me. I moved forward and backwards and everywhere. 

“No! Stop!” I cried. 
But my pleas were no more than a faint buzz over the 

monstrous, awful, horrible laughter.
“RD12?” I buzzed.
She turned to face me. 
“This is the end!” I squealed. 
She sighed and rolled her light receptors. Probably in 

sympathy. Oil dripped down my face. 



Journal Entries        87

“Goodbye!”
Suddenly, I was pulled back towards the smiling faces of 

people who I had recently learned had the names Claire and 
Cristina. My head looked quite sinister in the light. 

“Goodbye, world!”
Several robots turned to scowl at me as I crumbled to the 

floor and died. 
But wait—if I died, how could I be writing? Okay, I fell 

asleep.

Cristina Serra, 5th grade

I move my leg to go sit down. I move my knees, but I go 
so slow. I try to go faster and then I detect a person come. 
Then I move to not hit the person. I move my hand and 
my body to open the door and go outside and I fall down. 
Someone helps me to sit up. I don’t see the person go and 
I say, “Thank you,” to a person that walks near me and the 
person looks at me like I am crazy. 

Later I go to a tree, but as I don’t have eyes, I only can 
detect the beautiful tree. I don’t like to be a robot. I can’t 
see, taste, eat, and I can’t love my friends, because I don’t 
have a heart. I detect another robot and it is my friend. I try 
to tell her that I want her to be my friend, but she doesn’t 
understand and I go inside. Then I try to eat a fruit, but 
I can’t. I go to my room to play with Legos. As I always 
do, I try to do a little more, but I don’t know how to push 
buttons. Later I sit down, and I think about my life.

Sophie Landrum, 5th grade

“Hummmm…” with a sudden jolt, I felt the table moving 
beneath my tires. Or was it me scurrying across the table? I 
wish I had eyes. I can’t even imagine what the possibilities 
would be if I could see. They’re endless. But I couldn’t spend 
forever mourning over what I didn’t have. That was useless.

As I snapped out of my fantasies, I heard the silhouettes of 
voices surrounding me. For some reason, they seemed frantic 
and panicked. I could almost make out some of the words: 

“It’s falling!” and “Catch it, catch it.” 
And then I put together the puzzle pieces: but it was too 

late….
Down, down I fell, with the air whipping my face. And 

then I felt a “thud” beneath me, and a striking pain pulsed 
across my arm. And then everything went black. And that’s 
all I can remember.

Luca Bohnet-Zurcher, 6th grade

One day I was taking my nap. Suddenly kids started 
bursting into the room. Then a terrifying kid touched me. 

I wanted to scream, but my dad said, “Sh, sh. It’s a 
human. Do you want to kill us?”

“No,” I said. 
Then they gave me a compliment. They said that I had a 

brain. 

I was trying to go back to sleep, but then I heard voices 
in my head. “Move forward three times. Run faster. Run 
backwards. Then left, then right.”

I looked on the screen, if it would be once, twice, or 
more, but then I saw I had to do it infinity times. Then I 
wasn’t paying attention and I rolled over the edge. Thank god 
that Lucia, my savior, caught me!

Me and my dad flew to the other side. 
“What were you doing? I was making a snack for you, but 

now it’s everywhere in our house. You can clean it up when 
we go back to our charging station.”

And when they were writing about us, my dad said, “I’m 
going to take a nap before the next giants come.” 

“And you, start cleaning up our house,” he said angrily.
“But…”

Tade Sullivan, 6th grade

Beep. I was scared. I was being moved! I had no idea how 
or why but suddenly, my wheels started turning rapidly. I 
heard the kids making loud noises. I hated it. I wished I had 
the program to tell them to be quiet. My whole life I had 
been controlled like a puppet. 

My name is Lance and I’m a robot. For now I think I’ll 
wait for when I get my chance to control myself instead of 
being controlled. 

“Someday,” I thought. “Someday….”

Basketball
Campers scrimmaged on the basketball court and played 
“knockout”—a game requiring players to make a basket 
before the person in line behind them.

Isaiah Osgood, 6th grade

As I dribble down the court with the ball in my right 
hand, my teammates are waiting for me. My eyes skim 
through the other half of the court to see if anyone is open. 
Unfortunately, there is no one open. 

I drive into the paint, looking for a layup, but 
immediately am stopped by my opponent. My name is being 
called rapidly by my teammates, eager to get the ball. Finally, 
I see my friend Jill open at the wing. I immediately bounce 
pass the ball to her. When she gets the ball, she passes it to 
Maxwell, who is near the baseline. He lays it up into the 
basketball hoop. As I walk back to the other side of the court 
from a good offensive position, my team has the lead. 

Maxwell Lu, 6th grade

“Pass, pass,” I shouted to Isaiah. 
Sweat trickled down my ear as I bolted to the rim. But 

instead, Isaiah shot it. The ball flew across the sky like a rocket.
“It is going in,” I thought. 
Bam! The sound of the ball crackled through the vibration 

of my ears. I quickly reached for it. My arms were pulsing 
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and my veins were bursting. 
“Yes,” I whispered to myself. “This is my chance. It’s now 

or never.”
The sun flared, bursting into my eyes. All I could see were 

bright sun shapes, some like stars. I finally got my grip and 
shot the ball. My heart was racing to see the results. Then I 
heard the sound, SWISH!

Justin Chan, 8th grade

Marshall was in possession of the ball and he was the best 
player on the court. It was my job to guard him. The ball had 
been shot at our hoop by someone else, and Marshall had 
caught the rebound. I had only once ever successfully stolen 
the ball from Marshall and that was last week. Two of his 
teammates were circling around us, like a vulture waiting for 
its next meal. Marshall was rotated about 120 degrees from 
my left and I was stretching to touch the ball. I did, and 
levered it down with my three middle fingers. 

That’s when the two vultures came swooping down to 
Marshall’s aid. I somehow maneuvered around one vulture 
and in between Marshall’s legs with my arms and grabbed 
the ball. This time I did the opposite, but holding the ball. 

Now, only one more step to success. Pass to a teammate. 

Josh Schreiber, 8th grade

I scan the court. I see my opponent wide open on the 
other side of the court, awaiting the pass. I turn and sprint 
like a cheetah catching its prey. The ball goes soaring over my 
head and lands perfectly into my opponent’s hands. 

I kick it into my next gear and I time my jump perfectly. 
The ball goes into the air. I stretch my arm out as far as I can 
to try to get the block. I feel my palm connect with the ball 
as I swat down like a tennis player would when they serve. 

“Yessss!” I yell. 
I pump my fist, knowing I had just saved a basket.

Max Schreiber, 7th grade

Bang! The ball hit my hands so hard that I almost 
dropped it. But I held on. Quickly, two defenders started 
guarding me. I was in three-point territory. And then, 
BOOM! It was like everything slowed down. I only had two 
options. Pass or shoot. 

I went to pass it to Josh, but he was being covered. I had 
no choice but to shoot. I found myself bounding into the 
air like a wild tiger lunging to catch its prey. Up in the air 
I knew I had a clear shot. I flicked my wrists forward and 
released the ball. 

SMACK! Rejected. Denied. Blocked. Swatted right out of 
my hands. 

I may not have scored, but I had a great time trying. 

Ari Spencer, 8th grade

I took the basketball and ran for it. I could feel the 

sweat pouring down my back, flying off, then hitting the 
fabric covering my back. The sun beamed in the sky, its rays 
causing everyone to suffer beneath it. When I was just below 
the hoop, my hands shot the orange sphere towards the goal. 
My own tension hung in the air as my eyes watched the ball, 
filled with anticipation. To the team’s dismay, I missed.

Again.
And again.
And once more.
The other team got the ball. 
The air then reeked of disappointment and failure.

Dante Pereira, 7th grade

I felt the ball in my hands. I was slowly getting into 
position and I scored. 

Someone was running down the field. I was trying to 
get the ball from him, then I got the ball. The smooth and 
bumpy surface of the ball. Then with all my strength, I 
passed the ball and he ran up the field and scored and then 
the score was 12-5. 

I thought I would never get the ball, but I did. Then I 
kept on taking the ball from the other team. 

I said, “Yes, yay, I did it. I got better at basketball.”

Justin McNish, 6th grade

One moment in the game where I felt competitive was 
when I stole the ball from someone and I went down the 
court to shoot. All of a sudden, Seth popped out of nowhere 
and started blocking me real good and I tried really hard 
to get past him and I couldn’t. So I shot it and BAM, he 
blocked the ball so hard you could hear the air hissing out 
of the ball. At the time, I felt like Lebron James had just 
knocked the ball away from me. That’s how intense the 
moment felt. 

All the shouting and noise from both teams echoed into 
my ears like the horn that was blown on the sail ship that 
we went on yesterday. As we went back down the court, 
Seth quickly passed the ball as quick as a flash before I could 
block him. As the person tired to shoot it, I deflected the ball 
like a jackhammer!

Michelle Levin, 8th grade

Dribble. Dribble. Dribble. My sweaty palms grab the 
orange basketball. I quickly put one foot in front of the 
other. I see as I run down the court a group of sweaty people 
running behind me. I can feel my whole body sweating and 
dripping. As I let go of the ball, I see another sweaty hand 
that blocked the ball and I run the other way.

David Estabil, 6th grade

I felt my heart pounding. Boom, boom, boom. I heard 
the sound of the ball hit the ground. My dry mouth tasted 
like sand. I saw the hoop blowing in the wind. 
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I bounced the ball a couple more times and I got ready 
to throw. The sun melted away my face. Slowly but surely, 
I would melt away to dust. I put my hands up and threw. 
Everything slowed down as I saw the ball go up. It hit the 
backboard and swoooosh, it went in. I did a victory dance in 
my head and smiled a little. I did it!

Abayomi Graham, 8th grade

I had felt one of the counselors on me like they were 
glue. Ethan was trying his best to lock up on me, but I don’t 
think that worked very well on me. I broke him down to 
the ground like he was nothing. He thought he could guard 
me, but he couldn’t. Every counselor had tried to steal the 
ball from me one-on-one, but I guess that didn’t work out so 
well. Everybody enjoyed the game, but the counselors won. 

Jaden Mazara, 7th grade

We were racing up the court with full-court press. It was 
a 3-on-2 zone when we were up the court. It was Ace, Daniel 
and I against Ethan and Xavier. Ethan and Xavier were 
mostly playing defense against Ace and I. 

Daniel was wide open down at the block. I swung the ball 
to Ace and he did the same to try to make Ethan and Xavier 
work a little harder, making it so that no one was open. Our 
muscles were extending and retracting, trying to make hard, 
fast passes. 

We finally passed it to Daniel with an open shot. He 
released the ball out of his hands towards the basket. 

“Please finish,” I thought. 
The ball bounced off the rim and then…brick!

Maya Costello, 8th grade

Xavier is out of court. He dribbles the ball. Boom, boom! 
He looks around. Eye contact. He passes me the ball and 
swiftly turns around. Who’s open? Isabel steps in front of 
me, waving her arms up and down. I begin to panic. I look 
across the court to my open teammate. I fake left. I begin to 
pass to my right when a wind gust blows my hair in front of 
my eyes. I throw the ball blindly. Ping! I hear a grunt. I push 
the stubborn hair off my face and realize I hit Isabel in the 
stomach! I quickly run to see if she’s okay. 

She bends over, clutching her stomach. Guilt washes over 
me.

“Are you okay?” I ask. 
“Yes…” she groans. 
I don’t believe she is okay, but I step back to give her 

space. Her red face breaks into laughter. She smiles. I release 
a sigh of relief. The game continues.

Justin Power, 7th grade

We were losing, 9-8. The game was nearing its final 
stages and we were desperate for any points we could get. 
Somehow, we managed to get the ball. Xavier sprinted up the 

court like a cheetah. He spun like a tornado and shot the ball 
from the three-point line. It rose through the warm air and 
fell next to the hoop. He had missed. 

The other team cheered and our spirits fell. They tried 
their own miracle shot, but it was knocked out of the air. 

Ethan grabbed the ball and sprinted up the court. He 
lunged to the left, then right, then left again. 

“Here we go,” I thought. 
He stopped and the game seemed to slow. The ball arced 

up, up, up, and like a comet descending, it flew through the 
hoop. We all cheered. 

Suddenly another voice yelled, “But he’s past the three-
point line!” 

I looked closely and sure enough, his toe was over the 
line. Our victory had been snatched away.

Dereck Lai, 5th grade

Today we played basketball and our team always lost. 
Gabriel guarded me when I received the ball and sped toward 
the hoop/net. Gabe kind of pushed me and he stuck out all 
his body parts, like a starfish. He waved his arms and tried to 
slap the ball away from me. I ran backwards and took a shot. 
I missed by an inch and went for the rebound. Norah stole 
the rebound and passed it back to me. I took another shot…
and scored. Our team cheered and high-fived each other 
because it was our only point we received and I made it.

Brazilian Drumming
Percussionist Marcus Santos taught campers the art of 
call-and-response drumming native to his home country, 
Brazil.

Jameel Evans, 6th grade

One moment in Brazilian drumming when I focused on 
the rhythm was when we did our first “groove.” We needed 
to be focused anyway, because the leader does all of these 
hand motions to change the sound and stop the song. We 
also did a “break,” and I think that was the hardest thing that 
a beginning drummer should do. We had to hit the “drum” 
a certain amount of times with the right hand, then the left, 
then wave your hands in a circle formation, and then hit it 
with your right hand four times. 

At first, drumming was very hard, but when I got the hang 
of it, it was extremely easy! Brazilian drumming was a great 
way to let out the energy in your hands, wrists, and arms. I 
had lots of fun with drumming, and I hope to do it again. 

Norah Wolf, 5th grade

“Okay everyone, this is what you should repeat,” the 
teacher told us.

“Okay,” I thought to myself. “I hope it isn’t too long.”
Marcus held his drumsticks in the air, ready to hit the 

drum. He played us the beat. When he hit the drum, it 
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sounded a lot different from ours. His had more of a good 
beat and made a very different sound. 

“Oh, good,” I thought. “It’s not too long.”
When everyone played it, it felt very cool to hear everyone 

playing in sync. We played it for a lot of beats, then he made 
a fist so we would know we were going to stop soon. 

Then he started counting, “One, two, three, four.”
DUM, everyone played at once. Then he taught us the 

repeat sign. 
I really liked that beat because it’s simple and catchy. 
Then he said, “One, two, back to the groove.”

Yoseph Bayer, 6th grade

“Oy,” I said. “This is fresh.”
As I drummed, I could feel the rhythm in my hands as 

the instructor made a beat for us. Bang, bang, bang, I heard, 
as the rhythm kept changing with every passing moment. All 
sorts of cool patterns the instructor made. It was like a hail of 
rhythms all coming out at once. 

I take the drums, so I knew all that stuff, but it was fun 
to go back to basics, you know. Take a break from the hard 
stuff. I had been waiting to do this since Monday and now it 
was finally here. When we got there, I felt like I had just won 
a trophy. I was very excited. I also love to drum on buckets, 
because it’s different than using real drums. I like all styles 
of drums, no matter what. I love drumming, especially the 
rhythms and beats. 

And at this place, it was the most amazing beat I had ever 
heard in a long time. And I’d heard a lot of drums. But there 
is always room for improvement, no matter where you are or 
what you’re doing.

Circus Arts
Campers practiced the arts of juggling, plate spinning, 
feather balancing, diabolo spinning, and devil-sticking 
(using two sticks to toss a third, called a “flower stick”).

Laura Leong, 5th grade

Throw, catch, spin, balance, you name it. I felt astonished 
with the peacock feathers. It looked hard, but it was easy. It 
was like one of those things when you’re really skilled at it, 
but you’re frustrated when you mess up.

“Ugh,” I thought. “This must be challenging.”
But my thoughts got the best of me. I picked up the 

delicate multi-colored thing and thought, “Oh no.” 
I started balancing and like magic, it stayed. 
“Watch the top!” the instructor said with a stern (not to 

be rude) look.
I felt like I was in a real circus with the lights and smell of 

freshly buttered popcorn. On my finger a little sharp feather 
balancing high up in the sky. 

“Oh-oh-ugh.”
Dropped it again! The instructor was right. If you don’t 

watch it like a hawk, the peacock feather can fall!
I was switching my hands, palm front, palm front. 
“Keep doin’ that. Always watch the top!”
I balanced the light feather on my index finger. Finger 

back, finger back, finger back. It was almost as if the feather 
was dancing. It was like the feather was Beyonce and I was 
the back-up dancer.

Ezana Molla, 6th grade

The first time I tried the feather sticks, I was able to 
balance it on the palm of my hand. It was easy for me. When 
it was about to fall, I quickly moved my arm under the 
feather. Then I switched it from my palm to the back of my 
hand. From the back of my hand, I put it over my head and 
twisted my arm. 

The next time I do this again, I’m going to put it under 
my legs and make the feather go through my legs in a circle. 
But I didn’t have time to try it. After I did the move, I felt 
surprised because I felt like I wasn’t able to do anything that 
was part of the circus. But now I can do something that’s 
part of the circus. 

Isabel Salvin, 9th grade

The plume swayed. And danced. And waltzed to its own 
sparkling tune. It grazed the air with its wobbly elegance, 
a stirring monument of turquoises, aquamarines, a temple 
mounted atop my finger. I could feel it there, inside me. It 
welled a mighty, determined white-blue, lunging, swishing 
across the air, so ethereal, so bright, so iridescent. And it held 
absolute control over me.

With a mere swish, it lay on the brink of collapse. A 
brooding ebony shadow took to its willowy flanks in a 
ravenous climb and it leaned into the ground, shimmering, 
with a mighty press. And, suddenly, my limbs were its 
puppets under the indigo of its radiating sun. They whinnied 
beneath its regal flecks of violet, chafing each other in 
perpetual pursuit. They yanked. They jolted. They jumped 
and tangled and fountained with effort, effort and a new 
determination. I was so flimsy beneath this temple, dwarfed 
merely by its glistening hues. But I knew, as its insistence 
swelled in my palms, that I could not let go. 

Suddenly, a violent jerk catapulted me upwards. I was 
soaring high as air. And then, in a heartbeat, I had landed. 
My feet lapped out onto the floor and I grinned, triumphant, 
as the holy structure re-rooted itself in my palms.

Jay Provost, 8th grade

“Ooooohhh, ah.”
The muscles in my face tighten as for what seems like the 

millionth time, I drop the Chinese yo-yo. I pick it back up and 
try again. The neon yellow yo-yo skyrockets into the air and 
plummets back down. I outstretch my arms wide, grasping the 
soft wooden pole. The yo-yo is inching closer until, twang, the 
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disc bounces off and thuds against the ground. 
I look around to see if other people have completed this 

task and to my chagrin, they have. The muscles in my arms 
tighten with determination and I grab the yo-yo and try for 
the million-and-oneth time. I maneuver the string under 
the disc and roll it. I start to spin the bright yellow yo-yo, 
wanting this time to be it. I launch the yo-yo. I hear thuds, 
laughter, tips, plates crashing, and oohs and aahs. I feel a 
sweat droplet rush down my cheek and get absorbed by my 
shirt. I feel the disc hit my string and I see that the disc is 
perfectly in position. 

“This is it,” I think. 
I walk over to get underneath it. The disc hits the string 

and stays on. The yo-yo is bobbling and falls off. 
“Oh well, at least I caught it for a second,” I talk to myself.
The people around don’t even notice, but I don’t care. At 

least I gave it my all.

Jaydon Nash, 8th grade

As I made my way over to the Chinese yo-yo station, I 
was scared. My footsteps were short while I made my way 
over there. My legs and hands were shaking. I untangled 
the string and two-sided cup slowly. I attempted to yo-yo. I 
locked both of my feet on the ground. I failed my first try. 
The cup kept tangling with the string. 

I threw the cup and string on the floor after the fifth 
attempt. 

“You alright?” Xavier asked with concern.
He told me to keep trying. I grabbed the string and cup. I 

put my left hand up and my dominant hand on the bottom 
part. I began to jiggle my hands up and down. The two-sided 
cup began to spin in a circle. A smile grew on my face from 
excitement. I had finally made the Chinese yo-yo spin after 
so many attempts.

Isabel Serra, 8th grade

Jalyn and I were passing the spinning plates and trying to 
make them stay on the sticks. She passed it to me and it felt 
like I didn’t know how I could hold it on the stick. But it was 
funny because most of the throws that we did didn’t fall, but 
they stayed on the border. 

I threw it to Jalyn and she caught it. I couldn’t believe she 
got it. 

I asked her, “How do you do that?”
She said, “Try to watch the middle always.”
I thought about it and I was ready. I bent my knees a little 

because I saw the plate going low, but all my concentration 
was in my eyes, watching the plate. I saw the plate coming. 
I was prepared. The plate was on my stick! I heard Jalyn say, 
“You did it.” I was so excited.

Maya Costello, 8th grade

Spinning plates is the last thing I thought I could do. 
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I was wrong. I wrapped my hand around the cool plastic 
stick. I stared at it. I memorized every bump, every crater, 
everything. I stared at it, thinking, “I will conquer you. You 
will be mine.”

I found its point and faced it up. I reached for the 
colorful stack of bright plates. I grabbed a thin plastic yellow 
plate. I put it on the stick and spun it. It circled around and 
flew off. Not off to a good start. 

I tried again, trying to make it spin. It fell off. I tried 
again, keeping the stick straight, the plate aligned in the 
center, and the spin a good speed. It held. The plate was 
spinning on the stick. I grabbed another stick and switched. I 
switched again. I popped the plate in the air and caught it on 
the stick. I popped it and caught it on the other stick. I did a 
little dance for the plate. 

I have mastered the art of the plate. I’m just glad I 
believed in myself.

Justin Chan, 8th grade

It just felt right. From the moment I picked it up, the two 
hard rubber sticks and baton just felt right. I immediately 
got the hang of rolling the baton along the two sticks and 
my arms. Then came the flipping. I pushed the right stick 
up, and the baton went spinning in the air. So far, so good. 
My sticks made contact with the baton, but it did not stay. 
It went tumbling to the ground. But I still believed I was a 
natural. At least, I still had faith. 

I tried again, with the same hand. Again, it went twirling 
in the air. This time, it connected with the sticks again and 
wobbled. I evened them out, and it stayed. 

“This next one will decide if I am a natural.”
This time, I pushed with the left hand. It wasn’t as stable 

as the previous, but more than the first. This time, when 
spinning in the air, I brought the sticks up. This was one 
of the few times where I did not have a feeling if I was 
or wasn’t going to catch it. I ignored that and focused on 
catching. Feeling completely neutral, the baton plummeted 
downwards and slid into the sticks. I caught it.

Ultimate Frisbee
In ultimate frisbee, teams of campers tried to score in their 
opponents’ end zone while defending their own. The sport 
requires players to advance down the field by throwing 
and catching a frisbee, while defenders try to intercept or 
block it. 

Eric Cheung, 8th grade

As my muscles tensed and were working desperately to try 
to score a goal, we were 0 to 3. 

I thought, “Why haven’t we scored a goal? We need to 
score it soon!!”

At that moment, one of my team members smacked the 
frisbee out of the air. 

Now, we were on offense. The team member yelled for 
us to get to the end goal, so I ran, fighting my tired legs 
every moment. The member then slinged the frisbee like 
a missile speeding towards its target. The frisbee wobbled 
and I wondered whether at any moment, the frisbee would 
suddenly fall out of the sky. But the frisbee kept on flying 
through the air towards the goal. 

I was clear, with one other team member with me. 
Suddenly and unexpectedly, two members of the opposing 
team rapidly ran to defend the goal. Now, there was no 
guarantee that the frisbee would get to my hands. 

The frisbee was within my reach. I stretched my arms to 
get the frisbee, but someone was also grabbing the frisbee. 
For a moment, I wondered if the other team successfully 
defended. However, at the slight sight of the person who 
was holding the frisbee, I realized that it was our teammate, 
meaning that we successfully scored our first goal of the 
game. Now it was 1-3 and finally, we at least didn’t have 
0 scored. The teammate and I high-fived because of our 
teamwork and efforts. 

Marshall Kagan, 8th grade

Jay had the frisbee near our end zone. I sprinted down the 
field, exhausted and feeling the sweat on my face, to catch 
the high, arching pass. There was one problem. Dave was in 
the way. I knew Dave was really good at ultimate and I was 
going to have to leap to get the frisbee. 

The blood pounding in my ears, I leaped as high as them 
all and somehow got my fingers on it. I brought the frisbee 
down to my chest. I dropped the frisbee on the ground, not 
trying to draw attention. Smiling, I clapped.

Tiagan Koob, 5th grade

I caught the frisbee. The other team surrounded me. Their 
hands were like big waves in the ocean. I looked around for 
an open teammate. I saw one. I turned around quickly and 
threw the frisbee. It soared through the air like an eagle. Then 
it landed perfectly in his hands. He threw it to someone in 
the end zone. They caught it and we scored a point.  

Subah Vincent, 7th grade

The score was 5-1 and we needed to catch up. Michalis 
slapped down the frisbee and threw it to Jaydon. Jaydon had 
many open options to choose from. He looked around and 
scanned the players with his eyes quickly, then threw the 
frisbee. The disc soared into the air like an eagle, and gliding 
in the sky, it flew over many hands and heads. Then suddenly 
Jen reached her hand in the air to catch it, but it swerved and 
headed right. I bolted to the disc with all that I had in me 
and jumped to catch the disc.

“Three, two, one,” I thought. 
I caught it with one hand and soon began to land after 

the jump. There was a cheer of applause and then we 
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continued to try to even the score. After the catch, the score 
ended as 8-4, my team losing. At least we got three points in.

Angelique Ruiz, 7th grade

Trying not to brag, but I scored four goals straight. 
Anyways, we had just started a game, when the flying 

white disc went gliding. I knew I had to catch it. While I 
saw the campers throwing the disc, I noticed that I was in 
the end zone. I slowly gave a look at the person that had the 
frisbee. I had given them a sign to throw it at me. I raised my 
hands halfway up my body and then they gave a nod. That’s 
when I saw the camper flex their wrist and while the frisbee 
was heading towards me, the campers were turning their 
heads where the frisbee was headed. 

I thought the campers would say, “Is she gonna make it?”
That’s when, before I could even think about another 

stupid thought, I caught the frisbee. I caught the disc. I was 
so proud. I was so excited, I wanted to jump to the moon 
and back. But I was keeping it cool. 

I scored three more goals. I was very proud of myself. I 
might even get an ice cream.

Ari Spencer, 8th grade

I was surprised, to say, due to lack of words. I was very 
bad at this!

Making an attempt to toss the misshaped disc between 
the tops of the long, slender poles, and failing every time. 
During that period in time, in the back of my head, I could 
only hear one thing…that random remix on SoundCloud I 
happened to find named, “Tem Go 2 Carnivl!!!!!” It was the 
highlight of my day somehow. 

And thank goodness it was fun. I didn’t start off with a 
sourpuss attitude!

Jalyn Hayden, 7th grade

“One big throw would make it there,” I thought to 
myself. However, if I pass short, a lot of people will surround 
that person. 

I decided to take a big shot. Like we all say, go big or go 
home. I adjusted my feet, looked back, the wind shaking me 
a little, arched my wrist, swung my long arm, and released 
the disc. 

My mind had so many thoughts going through it. For 
example, “Noo!” or “It’s not going to make it.”

I was actually wrong. I did it. It made it there. The 
message of the story is if you want to achieve something, go 
do it and don’t let anyone stop you.

Janiyah Whitfield, 6th grade

Bam. The sound of the frisbee hitting the ground or 
someone’s hand just filled the air. Sweat running down 
everyone’s face. The other team had just scored. It was very 
disappointing. But something changed as the frisbee soared 
in the air. Everyone was hoping that someone would catch 
the frisbee. When the frisbee was soaring in the air, everyone 
was shouting, “Catch it, catch” or “Run, run.”

But then no one caught it, so that was just another point 
flying away until next time. And the thing is, is that he was 
so close for catching it so we could get a point. Everyone 
reacted with an energetic, surprised face like, “You were so 
close,” or like they were saying, “Someone threw the frisbee 
too high, so he couldn’t even catch.” That’s when it got very 
hopeless. 

Everyone was just very disappointed, but when the day is 
over, the only thing that matters is that we all had fun. And 
the other team had wonderful teamwork skills. They scored 
about five to six times. It was really nice how they had each 
other’s backs if they needed to pass the frisbee to someone. 

Niko Franklin, 5th grade

I stood up. I gleamed at everyone. We threw the frisbee. 
It was going nowhere. Soon, they had the frisbee at the goal 



Journal Entries        95

line. I was ready to play some defense. The frisbee was about 
thrown but…denied! I went out and blocked the frisbee. 
Then we stopped them at the goal line. That block helped 
the team succeed to go further. 

Then we moved up the field. Passes were caught left and 
right. Then it was our turn at the goal line. My team felt 
confident about this one. We tried to look for someone, but 
no one was open except for Yoseph. She threw the frisbee to 
Yoseph and he caught it. So a point went to our team. The final 
score was 8-7. We were victorious in our journey to success. 

Josh Chan, 5th grade

As the water break slowly came to an end, I discussed 
a plan with my teammates. They all thought it was a good 
plan. We got up as soon as instructed. As soon as the game 
started, we formed a triangle with someone holding a frisbee 
with another to their sides and also in front of them. 

The person threw the frisbee. All of a sudden I sprinted 
ahead and got my hands up ready to catch. The arm bent 
backward and curved as the instructor taught us. The arm 
straightened and I felt my arms lunge for the frisbee as the 
frisbee came closer, inch by inch, centimeter by centimeter, 
millimeter by millimieter. I waited to just go forward, when 
thwap! The moment ended as the frisbee flew into my hands. 
As soon as it happened, my hands stung.

Cecelia Faller, 7th grade

I released the frisbee into the air. It was the first thing I 
did all game and it ended up being the only thing I did. It 
was soaring way too far to the left. I was told to aim at the 
left, but it was going too far. I stepped, twisted, and threw. 
How did it go wrong? Then I saw it curving back. I did it.

Ashley Avalon, 8th grade

I gazed up to see the frisbee in the air. 
I thought, “This is my time. I can do it.”
As I looked up, the frisbee got closer. I knew this was the 

time I could prove myself to everyone around me and myself. 
As I was going for the frisbee, I looked and someone was 
near me. As I was about to reach up, I realized how close he 
was getting. I was kinda scared, but I knew what I had to do. 

As I reached up, I felt a quick, hard thud. As I got up, I 
quickly realized that someone pushed me. 

I thought to myself, “Great day to wear white shorts.”

Lily Huynh, 5th grade

The rain shot down, wetting our hair and clothes. I 
watched the frisbee going back and forth. Each time, I tried 
to get my teammate to toss me the frisbee. Finally, Xavon had 
the frisbee. All of the Blood Bath Viking Quesadillas were 
guarding her. Our team desperately tried to get her attention 
by shouting her name and jumping up and down. Her eyes 
scanned the crowd in search of someone to toss the frisbee 

to. Some people were all up in her grill, while others were 
wandering around, not caring about what was happening. 

I snuck behind Xavon and whispered her name. She 
quickly launched the frisbee to me, glad to get out of the 
mess. I almost caught it! My fingers wrapped around the 
rim. It slipped out of my hands and landed centimeters away 
from me. The Quesadillas cheered and rushed to grab the 
fallen frisbee.

Xavon came up to me, giggled, and said I’m on her “No-
Throwing-To List.”

Gathel Day, 5th grade

As I raced down the field, the wet drops of water splashed 
my back like flecks of sand on a beach. My fingers reached 
out in front of me as I grabbed Izzy’s shoulders. 

“Gutanta!” I yelled. 
Startled, Izzy looked up. I loved scaring my friends!
As I ran around scaring people, I realized how much my 

friends were working to get the frisbee. 
I decided, “More scaring!”
But as I ran off to scare more people, I felt my stomach 

lurch. It started hurting like a Thanksgiving feast had ended. 
I looked at the nearest person. 

“I don’t feel good,” I said. “This happens every gym class.”
Very soon, I found myself sitting on the side. I looked up at 

the game. My friends raced around. I decided to go back in. 
I felt the slow-motion button being pressed. My legs ran 

one after the other, my arms by my side, my mouth hanging 
open as spit flew from my tongue. A loud pounding came 
from my mouth as well. I saw my friends running around, 
one foot after the other, panting with me.

When I got to Izzy, I reached up and placed my fingers on 
her shoulders. In slow-motion, I seemed to say, “Gutanta!” 
and she turned.

As she turned, I laughed. She laughed, too.
“Ha-ha-ha-ha-“
The moment seemed to last forever.

Hula Hooping
The Boston Hoop Troop led an energy-filled demonstration 
and taught the campers to hula hoop and do fun tricks to 
music. Everybody laughed and worked hard just to get the 
hula hoop to stay in the right place!

Cassie Cardoso, 8th grade

Round and round like a ferris wheel on my hips, red and 
blacked striped patterns on my hoop. The instructor taught 
us another new trick. The figure-eight. A look of confusion 
grew on my face as I tried to copy the instructor. My feet 
planted on the ground. My hands were clasping the hoop, 
attempting to do the trick, because I wanted to learn a new 
trick so bad. I couldn’t do it. I tried again and again, but I 
still couldn’t do it. 
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I love hula-hooping and I was always pretty good at it. 
Around the hips, neck, arm, and legs but never a move like 
this, so it was a new challenge. I tried once more. I did it! I 
was so proud of myself that I did it again and again. The hoop 
went around and around. I was hoping that it wouldn’t hit 
my face. Too late. Right on the cheek. I got the hang of it and 
did new things. One hand, both hands, and switching hands.

Immanuel Osgood, 8th grade

Like a nunchuck, she swung the hula-hoop around, 
switching hands with ease, making it look easy, but it was 
pretty hard.  

I don’t like hula-hooping, but I used to be good at it when 
I was younger. It was hard for me to do most of the tricks 
now, because my hand was still sore from the cast being 
taken off. The tricks I could barely do were the figure-eight, 
the flip trick, and the trick where two people try to spin one 
hoop back and forth. 

The worst thing that could’ve happened was that my 
pinkie started to itch and I wanted to sit, but Jen said that I 
wouldn’t have the choice to play sports later. Because she said 
this, I followed directions and hula-hooped until the activity 
was over.

Isabella Hung, 6th grade

The lady was showing us how a driving hula trick worked. 
“Pretend you are driving,” she explained. “You want to 

turn without the hula hoop moving.”
“If you can’t do it, use a wall,” she said. “Put the hoop 

against it and turn. Make sure the hoop never leaves the wall.”
“Okay, try it,” she said.
I quickly stood up, wondering, “How do they do that?”
I put my hands out just like the lady did and crossed my 

legs. 
“Turn now,” I guided myself. 
Five seconds later, I was facing the other way in pain.
“This hurts,” I said. 
I heard Lily say the same thing. By now, the hoop was in 

front of me. I imagined it saying, “You did it wrong, Bella.”
I quickly put the hoop in back of me to finish the move. 

Once more, I crossed my legs and slowly turned. 
“I guess I sort of did it,” I told myself as I repeated the 

move over again. 

Canoeing
Paddling along the Charles River, campers discovered 
the waterway’s natural wonders and the ups and downs of 
cooperative canoeing. 

Justin Power, 7th grade

The sun gleamed on the water as we glided out to the 
center of the river. After about thirty seconds, we crashed. 
That statement basically describes the next hour. Some 

teams decided to hitch a ride on other people’s canoes, while 
others decided to go as fast as they possibly could. Whatever 
strategy the boats adopted, they (either through lack of 
control or being shoved away) crashed. These crashes weren’t 
neat, either. They were huge affairs of up to eight boats 
causing total chaos. 

Eventually order prevailed and the first boats at the 
turnaround point decided to have a race. The guide set it all 
up. He went to the finish line and raised his oar. And when 
his oar fell, total chaos reigned. Like a hurricane, we tore 
through the water. At some undistinguishable point, people 
started to drop out. Some fell prey to the thick muck, while 
others simply lost energy and gave up. 

There were, however, a pack of boats fighting for first 
place. And we were in the lead. I started paddling like I 
never had before. I was churning the water into a bubbling 
froth. My oar seemed to move at the speed of light. I was 
going as fast as motorboats. We glided through the water 
straight to victory.

Subah Vincent, 7th grade

Arms rowing, paddles churning through the water. We 
sailed across the water, trying to reach the finish line. As 
I tried to steer from the back, water splashed in my face, 
obscuring my vision. Trying to get back on course, we rowed 
our hardest using all of our strength. We veered left and 
bumped into other boats while trying to recover. 

As we tried to pass the other boat, we struggled to keep 
up the continuous strain of our muscles. My arms ached, 
but I had to keep rowing and go faster. The finish was close, 
but another boat was tied with us as we fought for the title 
of first place. The bridge was closer and getting even closer. 
As I forced my arms to keep rowing, another boat suddenly 
surged ahead. As we struggled to take the lead, all of my 
strength diminished and the other boat claimed first. We 
came in close behind and took second. 

Even though we didn’t win, it was still fun. At least under 
the bridge there was shade to counteract the glaring sun over 
the water.

Jay Provost, 8th grade
The hot sun beats down on the water and my back. The 

instructor splashes his paddle on the water and the race 
is on. There are five boats in the race and all are neck and 
neck. Ducks in front of us flap away, making room for 
the race. A slight hiccup in the steering causes our boat 
to collide with another one. The crash is fixed, but it does 
cause us to be in third. 

All three of us put in 100% effort. After being in such 
focus, we just realize we are coming near first place. My 
muscles are sore from canoeing, but I use all my strength 
to do another stroke. My paddle seems to weigh a ton, but 
I use every muscle in my body to put the paddle back in 
the water and pull. 
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I think to myself, “One more paddle, one more paddle.”
We edge out into the lead with a short amount of race 

left. Splash. My oar flips water in my face, but we win. I turn 
around and congratulate my team. But, unfortunately, we 
have to paddle back.

Lauren Lubin, 7th grade

I put my paddle into the water, pushing the water back 
and forth. I was on the back of the boat. I could see the sun 
shining on the water and when I dipped my hand in, it was 
cool and relaxing. The boat was rocky as I stroked the water. 

I could feel my muscles aching. I kept paddling, yet my 
arms were tired. A couple of times, we raced against other 
boats and it was very fun. Finally, we started heading back. 
We made it to the dock and we stepped out of our boat.

Ashley Avalon, 8th grade

One of the most memorable moments would have to be 
on the way back. The sun was beating in my face. Stroke, 
stroke, as my team yelled. I thought back to myself. Hard 
work, dedication. I felt my muscles tensing, my heart racing 
to get back to my ice cold water, the ultimate goal.

I felt the cheers of others. I imagined getting back to my 
ice cold water. I felt sweat pouring down my face. Then I saw 

everybody. I pushed harder and faster. I got off the boat and 
sprinted to my water. 

“Finally.” 

Minki Kim, 6th grade
“Let’s take a break,” I said.
“I agree,” said Maxwell.
“I’m not gonna rest, I’m gonna row!” said Ezana. 
Our boat wasn’t moving, like a sitting duck. Sarah’s group 

came and challenged us to a race. Ezana, me, and Maxwell 
got charged like a sugar rush and we went off!

“ROW, ROW. Harder, faster!” yelled Ezana, dancing 
around crazily with his feet. 

“Woah, Ezana! We’re gonna fall over!” I said as the boat 
was moving left, right, left, right, repeatedly. The boat then 
tipped right and I was screaming my head off like a baby. 
I rocked my body left to stabilize the boat and it finally 
worked and Ezana finished his crazy dancing. 

We stopped and took another lazy break because Sarah’s 
group was too far back and we rested. Sarah’s group caught 
up in no time, like they were going the speed of light. So we 
started to row hard again and I got splashed in the face. We 
finally made it back and no one really knows who won….
Who cares!

Josh Chan, 5th grade

Today I went canoeing when I saw/heard the counselor 
tell another boat, “Let’s have a race to the docks.”

The other boat agreed and so we went full speed ahead. 
We had just gone under the last bridge and were close to 
the docks. We were parallel with the other boat and we were 
speeding ahead. We started to go off track. They took the 
lead. We got strong again. We were paddling so hard, water 
got in my eyes. My power started to die, which slowed down 
our canoeing.

They were almost at the dock. Five, four, three, two, one. 
Just as their boat was being pulled in, we rammed in their boat.

Luca Bohnet-Zurcher, 6th grade

“Stop,” I shouted to my teammates on the canoe as 
Keller’s boat crashed into our boat. I saw how Keller’s boat 
slowly but steadily rammed into our boat. In that split 
second, my body froze and water splashed onto my pants. 

“Paddle,” I told them. 
Finally, we got out of the mess, but right in front of us 

lay another boat. Instead of crashing into them, we had one 
moment and we all gathered our team effort and put our 
paddles into the cold but beautiful and shiny water. That’s 
what saved us from crashing into another boat. 

We only had to paddle 45 more feet and we made it to 
the finish line. The finish line was a little group of lily pads. 
The lily pads were green and had flowers on top of them. It 
looked like a big plant in the middle of the water. 

My team and I decided to touch one of the lily pads. They 
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were weird but refreshing. They were wet with a jiggly feeling. 
They were like cold water being poured on our hands.

Sara Hoderlein, 7th grade

I pushed the water out of the way and suddenly we got 
stuck in lily pads. My paddle got stuck in the water with 
the lily pads surrounding it. The sun was shining brightly 
on top of me, making me sweat and my shirt soaked with 
water. I finally managed to get the paddle out of the water 
with a tight, firm tug. However, the lily pad was still stuck 
on the paddle. I got the lily pad off by just waving the paddle 
up and down. The lily pad fell off into the water, making a 
“plop” sound.

Emily Zhu, 6th grade

When I went canoeing, a lot of things stood out to me. 
The first thing that comes to mind is how hard it was to row. 
My right leg was vibrating like crazy. I thought it was just 
the boat, because the boat was so wobbly. It was also hard 
because my oar kept splashing others and myself. By the time 
I was finished rowing, I was hot, sweaty, and soaking wet. 

So, I guess the thing that stood out to me the most 
was rowing. It was tough to me and the others. The boat 
kept going left and right instead of going in a straight line. 
Basically, we were not persistent with our rowing. Also, every 
few minutes we would run into something like an island or 
another rowing boat. My hands were wobbling as I pushed 
the water backwards. It was hard for me to control the boat. 
I could tell because our group of five kept crashing into the 
land and other boats. 

I was relieved when we got back on the island. I was so 
nervous, my leg was still shaking. This was my first time ever 
going canoeing. I’m definitely doing this again. 

Jaylen Evans, 6th grade

Our canoe just went to the limit of going forward. Now 
we had to go backwards. It was funny, though. We worked 
so hard on being in front, going forwards, but whoever was 
going forward and in last place was going to win. Knowing 
this, we were paddling as fast as we could. We most likely 
weren’t going to win, but we at least should try. 

Our boat was neck and neck with another one, and we 
may have accidentally knocked it off course. As we were 
trying to get in front of the boat, we T-boned the back of it. 
The impact of the hit caused the boat to spiral to the right. 
When this happened, my entire boat was laughing at what 
happened. Now we were in second place!! But still a long way 
to go before we reached the end! We still needed to catch up 
to the first place team.

The water was harshly splashing, causing our socks, 
shorts, shirts, and shoes to be wet. We were in second place, 
with the dock about a 16-minute ride away. Everyone in my 
boat knew who was winning, the last place team. Instead, we 
were all surprised when the first place team was first again! 

Trying to raise momentum, I sang a chant about our 
team name, The Watermelon Pop-Tarts. At the final ten feet, 
the dock in sight, I noticed my team was slowing down, 
probably getting ready for departure. Trying to be funny, I 
picked up some seaweed and splashed Yoseph at the same 
time! Oops!

Ethan Zinner, 6th grade

“One, two, three, four,” yelled my team as we glided 
across the water.

Then suddenly a green weed flew over our heads. Its 
soaring beauty flew and flew until it had its final landing on 
my lap.

“Eww, eww, eww. Get it off, get it off,” I said. 
A new weed (it was seaweed, but not the good kind) 

flew just like the one before. This new soaring wonder was a 
whole strand of seaweed (not the tasty kind). As it flew out 
of the water, it looked so graceful, so majestic, as if doing 
an aerial cartwheel. As it hit my paddle, it skyrocketed and 
landed on Dereck.

In that second, I found the culprit of this heinous crime, 
Sarah. I would later splash her for her punishment. 

Jeff Delva, 7th grade

As we paddled, we noticed ourselves going right. 
“Steer right,” I called. 
We all switched sides, but it was too late. We were 

going to crash! Fear and anxiety filled us all. As branches 
approached, we were forced to duck. I felt a branch 
scratching my back. It didn’t hurt, but didn’t tickle either. 

We stopped paddling forward and instead went 
backwards. Slowly but surely, we started turning. I could 
see the bottom of the river, sandy, rocky and mossy. Hope 
filled us as we turned and once again started on our journey 
around the river.

Daniel Becker, 7th grade

I saw reeds tall as buildings creating a wall keeping the 
city out, or perhaps, keeping the nature in. My arms started 
getting tired as I headed towards the bridge, idly eyeing the 
green, lush vegetation on either side of the river. 

The guide pulled up next to us. 
“Can we go to the bridge?” we asked. 
“Yeah! At the bridge, we’ll turn around,” she said.
The guide remarked that her favorite thing to do under 

the bridge was sing loudly. We sped ahead, until we got 
under the bridge. Immortalized under the bridge was a 
colorful, wild graffiti, like a clouded sunset. Under the 
bridge the echoes were as clear as a cry and as everlasting as 
a mountain. As we started to turn around through the other 
side, more artwork came to light. There were all kinds of 
pictures: funny ones, serious ones, and ones just because. I 
will never forget under the bridge.
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As birds chirped in the sky and as the sun shined brighter 
than ever, everything still looked nice, and that shocked 
people, considering the strong and heavy downfall last night. 
As the sweet, lovely, tasty scent coming from the air filled 
the sky, a rainbow covered the damp sky from yesterday. 
In a pretty apartment, pink sheets covered a cool, warm, 
light-skinned body with blond goldilocks hair and blue 
paint all over the walls of a blue house with black and gold 
everywhere in her room. 

Rina opened her closet with excitement, because she was 
getting a promotion from her job.  

“Hello, closet,” she said with joy and pride, jumping with 
excitement and running around the room, saying, “It’s a 
merry little work day.”  

Rina was covered in sweat, too, because she thought 
people were going to make fun of her because of her new 
position. Immediately, Rina spotted the blue and gold high-
top heels. She looked around aimlessly and wondered what 
went well with blue and gold heels.

RRRing!!! As Rina’s ladybug alarm clock rang, she looked 
around, worried that she might not find anything in time. 
Rina looked around nervously, not knowing that there were 
only five minutes on the clock. Rina slowly looked up with fear 
bouncing in her skin and her hands trembling with fear, too. 

“Ohh no!!” she screamed out loud, because she did not 
want to be late for work. 

“Shut up!” one of the downstairs neighbors shouted.
She found black and gold because, after all, they were her 

favorite colors. She scooped up the dress, not knowing that 
she dropped her new dress that she had been working on 
for over a month. Rina’s boss asked her to work on a blue, 
sparkly dress to show she was worthy of the promotion. She 
carefully picked up her new dress and brushed it off. 

While she picked it up, she knocked her lime green nerd 
glasses off her face at the same time. As she saw her glasses, 
Rina put them on her face, which was now covered in sweat. 

RRRRiiinnngggg! As she heard her alarm clock, she looked 
up slowly with fear, hoping that it was not 7:25. 

“Ahh!” she screamed, as it was 7:25 on the dot.
As she rushed to feed her and her husband’s cats, Moo 

Moo and Oreo, she was almost running the 100-meter 
dash. She threw on her beautiful black and gold dress, now 
creating a ripple of wrinkles. She dashed to the kitchen, 
hurdling over Dan, who was her husband and was lying on 
the floor for some odd reason. She fed the cats their food and 
grabbed her gold necklace and black bow, and ran to go grab 
her gray wallet.

“Ughhh,” she said, as she noticed the ripple of wrinkles. 

“I don’t care,” she said out loud to herself. But she walked 
out the door and said goodbye to her cats as she left.   

After she left the house, she realized that she left her 
iPhone 6, so she got in the car sobbing. It was too late to 
go back and get her phone. As she drove to work for the 
festivities, she realized that her mood changed from happy to 
worried, frustrated to sad. The struggle was real.

The Struggle is Real

Kyre Ambrose, 6th grade
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Bing! An email. 

Jexica,
Please come to work extra early. The Senior Boss is coming at 

9:45. Please wear the proper attire. Pitch in to bring food. It is 
critical to impress the Senior Boss. If you nail this, you could get 
the promotion you’ve been wanting!

Ben Finn
Assistant Manager of Accounts

A promotion! That would be great on my application for 
Harvard. Just five more minutes of sleep. 

BEEP, BEEP, BEEP. 
I hesitated to turn off my alarm. 9:30! 
I applied my cherry red lipstick and then I hurriedly 

dressed. Then it was too late to put on my contacts or 
eat breakfast, and I had no decision but to put on my 
uncomfortable, horrid heels. I snatched my suitcase and  
got in a taxi.  

“Uh, oh.” 
I looked at my reflection in a puddle. My clothes were 

mismatched and I had lipstick all over my worried face. As I 
limped to the taxi, time would not stop! 9:42! It was now or 
never, crunch time! 

Two minutes away. As I stepped in the air-conditioned 
office, it was all blurry except for the laughing faces. I felt 
as if I was in a purple flower garden and I was the only blue 
flower. I felt embarrassed, like a teacher failing her own test. 
But nothing could stop me from getting a gooey-filled jelly 
donut from the cluttered break room. 

“No, no, no,” Mr. Finn said. “It’s 10:15. Explain 
yourself.”

“I was up all night watching The Bachelor, and I—I 
mean, Jesse wanted Kayla, but they have nothing in 
common!” 

“I don’t care, Miss Wentworth. You’re late, and you’re 
FIRED!!!!”

I trudged home, tired and moping. This was horrible; it 
was like my reputation was the Titanic. I went into my house 
and got a cold glass of milk. I sat at the table and as my lips 
touched the cold rim, the milk missed my lips and went all 
over my plaid skirt. 

Could this day get any worse? I thought. Maybe I will go to 
the park. 

I checked the weather on my phone. 
THUNDERSTORMS!!!???

“I’m going to be late for work!” 
Danny ran down the stairs and said, “I almost died.”
But he actually only tripped when running down the 

stairs of North Station, waiting for the train to come pick 
him up for work. For the green line, he had to wait 12 
minutes and for the orange line, he had to wait seven. His 
usual line was the green line, but since he was already late for 
work, he had to take the orange line, that was his only hope. 

Danny roamed around the platform and took a quick 
glance at the map that tells you how long until the next train 
stop. He strongly hoped the train wouldn’t delay, because it 
often does. A quick glance was all he needed. 

“NOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!” he wailed. 
Now everyone at the platform was staring at him. Danny’s 

face turned bright red, like a tomato. A tear dripped down 
his face, or maybe it was sweat. He thought an earthquake 
was happening, because he was shaking his leg so hard. He 
knew he was late for work because his watch said 6:05, and 
work started at 6:30. Plus, the average time the train got to 
the nearest train stop near his work was about 25 minutes. 

Second after second, he checked his watch. Danny tried 
to calculate all these numbers in his head, so he would know 
roughly about what time he would be at work. He thought 
back to second grade when they added double-digit numbers. 

So the train comes in 9 minutes, and it takes 25 minutes to 
get to the T stop near my work. It takes 5 minutes to run to the 
fire department. OK, so I have to do 9+25+5. Let me break up 
the equation so it is easier to solve. So 25+5=30, and 30+9=39. 
39 minutes until work.

He looked back at his watch. The time hadn’t moved. It 
was still 6:05 a.m. 

I will arrive there at 6:44 a.m. Now, I’m definitely going to 
be late for work. I should probably go on my phone to see if there 
is any news about work I should know about. 

His friend sent him a snapchat saying, “It’s daylight 
savings and don’t forget to set your clock an hour ahead!” 

Wait, hold up. It’s daylight savings?! That means its 5:05. 
How could I forget to set my clock and watch an hour back? silly 
me! I probably took too quick of a glimpse at the map to see the 
time. Hoooofffff! Man, was I stressed. Now I can take my time 
with whatever I want. I might as well take the T and end up at 
my job early, because a few days ago I had a huge fight with my 
boss, and my boss is laying people off. 

The whole ride to his job, he kept saying the same words 
over and over again: “Silly me.” 

Maybe next time I should pay more attention. 

The Promotion

Laura Leong, 5th grade

The T

Emily Zhu, 6th grade
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If one listened closely, they could hear the gentle chime 
of a woman’s bell-like laughter floating on the breeze. In the 
middle of the bright, sweet-smelling, grassy field, a stately 
marble fountain tinkled with the music of moving water. The 
sun shimmered in the white, hazy sky, pulsing with heat. The 
light glinted sharply off the glass of the Prudential. 

Elise spun and twirled, a gentle hurricane. She tapped her 
foot and bobbed her head like a seagull to the beat of her 
thumping music. She was basically a huge child, dancing and 
prancing without a care in this happy world. Dan, perched 
on the fountain lip beside her, laughed at her silliness. 
Giggling back at him, she sank down onto the dark marble, 
putting her phone by his ear, letting him listen to her favorite 
song, a secret part of her, though she doubted he knew that.

“Isn’t this the best song ever?” she breathed, her brown 
eyes shining. “Oh, and wait for it….that sick guitar solo!” 

Few people knew this, but Elise was a high-key rock fan. 
She had fallen in love with the band Journey as a young girl, 
and had never quite stopped. Dan nodded in agreement, a 
smile playing at his lips, and a softness in his eyes. He slid 
closer to her, titling his head, falling deep into the strum 
of the electric riff and the low pulse of the bass. He himself 
was not a big rock fan, but he could sense the wild appeal, 
stirring his heart. Or maybe that was just the effect Elise had 
on him. She didn’t notice, too busy digging around in her 
purse for her wallet.

“I really love this fountain, don’t you? It makes such 
utterly lovely music, and the marble is so dark and smooth 
and perfect. You can make a wish, and it could come true. 
It’s almost like—like magic.” 

She sighed wistfully, dreamingly.
Dan rolled his eyes. 
“Only you could believe in magic. For goodness’ sake, 

Elise. You’re thirty-two and an accountant!”
“Magic could be real, you never know!” she protested. 

“You certainly won’t if you never try it. Here, now how do 
you flip a coin?” 

Dan took the penny in her hand, and placed it on the 
thumb of his closed fist. A flick of his fingers and the coin 
went soaring into the air and plopped down in the grass. 
Elise clapped her hands, smiling. 

“So good!” she exclaimed.
She retrieved the coin, and positioned it the exact way 

Dan had. With a deep breath, she closed her eyes. Her 
slender fingers trembled just slightly, like a leaf at the mercy 
of the wind of love. In the frantic pounding of her heart, 
she discovered the thing she wanted most in that moment, 
and all the moments since she’d met her coworker and made 

her wish: I wish Dan would ask me out. And then the penny 
(and the heartfelt wish) was out of her hands and in the air, 
splashing into the fountain water. Please, Elise added silently, 
as she let her eyes flutter open. Then Dan was hustling her 
inside, a spark of panic igniting his (beautiful) eyes.

“We’re going to be late going back to work! Lunch break 
ends in five minutes!” 

She let herself be rushed, sighing, and smiling slightly at 
his anxiety. He was always like this, checking his watch, strict 
schedules, and so, so organized. Elise found it endearing, but 
she did not know that this was the way that Dan, who never 
had a way with words, told her he loved her.

An Almost Romance

Zoe Nagasawa, 8th grade
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I saw cats raining from the sky and there were rainbows 
and a big pool filled with Nutella and I decided to jump into 
it. Then I could hear something ringing. I realized that the 
alarm went off 20 minutes ago. I was going to be late for 
work. I really didn’t want to be late for work, because I love 
my job of being a vet and helping animals. I really like the 
dogs, because they are really friendly towards me. 

My boss was going to kill me! I had to get ready. I woke 
up, took a shower, put on my clothes, and left quickly. When 
I was on my way to work, there was a lot of traffic, so I was 
going to be even later. So I parked my car and ran all the way 
to work and my heart was pounding. 

When I finally arrived at work, my boss and I started to 
argue. 

“I am so sorry. I did not hear my alarm go off.”  
My boss said, “I do not care! You are supposed to be here 

on time. You are going to be suspended from work for the 
next week. I’ve had it with people being late all the time. I 
hope you think about not coming to work late again. Oh, I 
am going to lower your pay check money.” 

I wished this never happened, because I have argued with 
my boss before about being late because I had to go to one 
of my kids’ graduations. But of course, my horrid, dusty and 
crusty boss never lets me explain things. 

This was the worst day of my life. I was devastated that I 
almost lost my job and now I couldn’t get a lot of money. I 
was trying to save for a hover board. Now I knew that I had 
to put the volume up all the way on my phone, so I could 
hear the alarm and never be late for work again.

Today I was late to work, with me waking up an hour 
after my alarm clock rang. As I got out of the bed and 
struggled to dash and get dressed, I randomly put clothes on 
to go to work in. Then I realized there was something really 
bright and shiny, so I stopped everything I was doing and 
went to look under the bed. I had to brush away old sneakers 
and shoeboxes, along with cobwebs and dust, to see what this 
object was. I realized it was my cell phone that I lost a long 
time ago. I picked it up and basked in my joy, not realizing 
how late to work I was going to be. 

I raced to go take the phone to the phone shop to get 
all of my data back and then halfway to the store, I realized 
that I was only wearing underwear and a T-shirt. I burst 
back into the house faster than a bullet train to put some 
clothes on before anyone could see me with almost nothing 
on my body. As I ran back inside, I panicked, because I just 
remembered one of the most important things ever…I WAS 
LATE TO WORK!!!

Late for Work 

Annie Rivera, 6th grade

Very Late to Work

Justin McNish, 6th grade
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Hmm? What can make this better? I thought sleepily. 
I was writing an extremely important paper for my boss, 

who was an incredibly strict lawyer and wanted things to be 
done precisely on time. It was an important paper for my 
boss and she wanted me to do it. The deadline was at 5:00 
p.m. that day and that was only two hours away.  

I was failing at staying awake. I had just hosted a party 
at my house last night and it went later than expected. 
As I stretched out very far, I heard my knuckles and arms 
crack. I thought that would help me stay awake. YAWN!!! It 
definitely was not working. So I decided to have two cups of 
boiling, black coffee to help.

Mmm, this coffee is good, I thought, smiling. 
I drained the first cup extremely fast, without worrying 

about how hot the coffee was. I burned my throat, but I did 
not care because I was so tired. I clutched my throat as the 
burning liquid hit my throat with a scalding, sizzling sound. 
The scalding coffee sloshed in my throat, burning each side 
equally as it slid down. It hurt, but I was glad I had forced 
the coffee down my throat, because I was hoping it would 
wake me up. I kept yawning and stretching, as though I 
had just woken up from a long nap. My fingers hit the keys 
uselessly, as though I was a young child learning to type. 

Finally, since I was still very sleepy, I decided to drain 
the second cup of coffee as well. It was extremely good and 
I loved it. I was smiling as the coffee went down my throat, 
enjoying every moment of it.

Drooping in my chair as I worked on my assignment, I 
could barely keep my eyes open. I shook my head, trying to 
get the ideas flowing again. My head kept trying to reach the 
table; it felt as though my head was heavier than the rest of 
my body. But I had to keep trying, so I pushed on. I shook 
out my arms and legs, hoping it would wake me up. The 
coffee helped a little bit.

Now I had finally figured out what to write, so I quickly 
started typing again. After a couple of minutes, I reread my 
work and while I was reading it, I found some errors in my 
writing, like spelling and grammar, so I deleted them. My 
work needed to be perfect. I slammed my hands on the table 
when I saw that my spelling and grammar was getting worse 
and worse as I tried not to drift off. I wanted to impress my 
boss, so I kept writing, rereading, and thinking of what to put. 

When I realized I was almost done with my annoying 
task, I decided to work harder. I was on the edge of my seat 
when I had a couple sentences left. Now I was feeling not so 
tired, my body was rushing with adrenaline. I started typing 
faster than I thought I ever could. As I started racing my 
fingers, rushing to the end of the work, I had only one more 

minute to finish the assignment before the deadline came 
closer and closer. I reached on the last sentence. My hand 
slowly tapped for the last punctuation mark, realizing that I 
was about to be done. I hit the last punctuation mark. 

I jumped up from my seat and yelled, “YAY!!” 
I swung my awesome computer in the air and did my 

(not really) famous happy dance in front of everyone in my 
office. When I finally sat back down, I let my head fall down 
and in the next second I was snoring so loudly, I could have 
woken up every little kid at every daycare in the Prudential 
area taking a nap.

Boring, Tiring Work

Lara Gordon, 6th grade
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Quack, quack! QUACK! Kelly’s alarm sounded. 
Ugghh! Kelly rolled out of bed and slid her soft, pink 

pig slippers on. She dragged herself through the pitch black 
hallway and into the light-filled kitchen. She squinted her 
eyes, shielding them from the light. She glanced at the clock: 
9:00 on the dot. 

What! she thought. 
Kelly had slept through all six alarms she set. Today was 

going be a bad day.
Kelly leapt for her clothes, whipping the pajamas off 

and flinging them to the floor. They slid across floor, almost 
going under the oven. Her eyes kept slowly glancing at the 
clock. Tic toc tic toc. 

Time doesn’t wait, she thought. 
She moved faster than ever, then brushed her teeth in a 

haze, dumping half the toothpaste on the toothbrush. Her 
leg jittered as she thought about how mad her boss was going 
to be: “KELLYYYYYYY!!!”

Grabbing, the brush and credit card, Kelly headed out the 
door. When she arrived at the black Toyota, she tugged on 
the door. After a few tugs, a clear image of the keys sitting on 
the bedside table inside the house, including the door keys, 
appeared in her mind. The house door locked automatically.  

Kelly raced to the train station, barely looking when she 
crossed the street. The cars honked angrily when she did this. 
Not noticing, Kelly kept moving, determined to get there. 
On the way, she made a pit stop at Starbucks. She danced 
into all the shortcuts she knew, hoping to get there as fast as 
she could. Lucky for her, Susan and John knew exactly what 
she wanted, a large coffee with extra cream for Mrs. O’Brien 
and a small vanilla bean frappuccino for herself. When she 
scooted into the door, she saw Susan waiting for her with her 
with her two drinks. 

“Thank you, thank you, and thank you sooo much!!” 
Kelly snatched the drinks and dashed down to Walnut Ave. 

to the train station, slipping and sliding against the crowd. Her 
train just let out. Everything jingled in her dark red purse. 

I just might make it, Kelly thought.
  The train started to pull off when she arrived, huffing 

and puffing. Ready to give up due to how tried she was, but 
still desperate, she waved down the train.

“WAIT!!!” she yelled. 
The train skidded to a halt. Hopping on the train, she 

dropped to her knees. 
“Thank you sooo much!” she said to the driver. 
Kelly took a spot on the train near the window. There 

were three stops before hers. Passing the time, she read the 
newspaper she picked up on her way there. By the time she 

finished the article, it was time to get off. Kelly stepped off 
the train and walked to the workplace. 

Kelly shuffled along. She tried to go as fast as she could 
but was too tired from all the running around. She slowed 
down with every step she took. Huhhh! She wanted to pass 
out right on the sidewalk, but knew she couldn’t. With a 
few more steps, Kelly would be at her job…BAM!!! Kelly 
slammed right into the door, making the coffee swish 
around. Barely noticing, she glided along up the stairs and 
into the elevator up to the top floor, number 13. 

“Hi, Mr. O’Brien I…I mean, Mrs. O’Brien,” Kelly said 
groggily. 

Mrs. O’Brien looked over her magazine and then to the 
clock.

“Kelly, you’re extremely early. Did you forget about 
daylight savings?” 

“WHAT!” 
Kelly moped into the breakroom to catch some zzz’s. 

Kelly took the first train to dreamland.

Different Time, Different Ways 

Raiana Sumpter, 6th grade
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My fists were clenching and my teeth were chattering. 
Beads of sweat slid down my face. Thump! Thump! My heart 
was beating so hard, I thought it was going to drop out 
of my chest. I felt like I was going to be stuck on the rock 
forever. I was scared, sad and nervous.

My brain told me I could get off the rock easily, but my 
body was way too scared to fall and get hurt. Tears were 
streaming down my face as I was trying to get down. My feet 
were cold, I couldn’t breathe, and I felt like I was going to die. 

Scratttchhh!! My knees slid down the rock.  My face was 
contorted in fear. A pit grew in my stomach. Adrenaline 
rushed through me. A wince of pain ran through my body. I 
had scraped my knees while I was sliding down the rock, but 
I kept going. My body was scared of falling and my harness 
was really painful.

Even though everyone was telling me the harness was 
safe, I didn’t feel like it, because I was up really high and my 
harness was a bit loose. My feet were trying to clutch the 
cracks in the rocks, but they kept sliding off. 

“You can do it, Jill,” I heard Keniesha say. 
“You’ll be fine,” I heard someone say. 
I was thankful, but the noise was making me nervous and 

distracted, because they were all safe on the ground and I was 
I was dangling on a rock, clinging to a piece of rope.

I finally managed to get my feet in the cracks of the rocks. 
I slowly worked my way down and felt my feet lightly touch 
the ground. I was ecstatic that I had a chance to climb the 
rock, even if I was scared half to death.

If you are reading this sports story, please stop. The 
outcome of this brutal game is very   disappointing....

I was so close, but so far away as the white saucer spun 
through the fluffy clouds and emerged into clear blue sky. I 
felt as small as a teenaged lion, so I extended my fair, freckled 
arms and my skinny fingers to make me taller. I felt tiny 
because I was surrounded by tall enemies. I felt my fingertips 
burn in the hot sun as I reached out my hands. 

My head was empty, but one thing was floating around: 
CATCH THAT FRISBEE! 

The frisbee glided fast as a hawk through the air—out of 
reach! When I saw the frisbee soaring out into the distance, 
I became agitated, but I also grew more determined to catch 
the frisbee.

In my head I hollered, ARRRGGGG! 
I harshly stomped my feet on the soft grass. I felt annoyed 

and bummed out because I knew that I was too small. I 
threw an angry screaming tantrum—I was so furious because 
I missed the saucer. 

After this crazy moment, I knew it was time to get back in 
the game. I became more determined to catch the flying disc. 
I rapidly chased it all over—but- my wild ways seemed to 
scare the frisbee away mid-hunt.  

I slowly jogged after my prey—the other team. The 
Lightning-Potato-Stars stood no chance of survival. A player 
snatched the flying disc right out of the air. The enemy 
player, David, was tall as a giant giraffe and I was as short 
and as fiery as small lioness! I kept chasing the giraffe, but 
I couldn’t chase the prey for long. The frisbee was airborne 
again! The giraffe threw the disc backhanded one story high 
and people chased the sky-high saucer all around, but his 
team and my team missed. Neither the lion nor the giraffe 
scored victory!

Rock Climbing!

Jillian George, 6th grade

Ultimate Frisbee Safari

Jameson Flaherty-Clapham, 5th grade
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Dragonflies, spun in sugar, their delicate wings turmeric, 
indigo, violet, skirted the water lapping beneath them. With 
a hushed humming, they pierced the faded crosshatching 
below, riding the blurred trail of sun-drops, sweet against a 
background of velvety blue. Then, slipped away, the intricate 
tapestry of the water unfurled itself with a whoosh against 
our boat. It clonked and lapped, simultaneously elegant 
and clumsy. And with a slam, the effervescent mixture was 
dissolved, submerged, recycled into slick, sliding whirlpools 
that whizzed towards shore. 

As two saffron yellow nymphs waltzed with the sulfur sun, 
Elizabeth and I plunged our paddles into the fabric river. And 
then, abruptly, we were rushing forwards, tracing over the 
wispy rasping of the water, soaking in its whispers, its shadows, 
its hushed secrets. We coasted. We pressed on. We beamed, 
one with the mere brushstrokes of our rosy smiles, shattering 
our faces into slivers of leaked light, leaked warmth.  

Soon, Rachel too had joined. I called to her with the 
churning of my paddle, orchestrating the waters to my 
sloshing beat. The dragonflies pulsed their wings in air-
bound pirouette, their tonal concussions nectarous as they 
suffused the air with an elegant buzz. Rachel’s paddle, a 
clicking metronome, sounded its tinny, confident thump 
in response. It stroked the overtones of the water, sending 
whinnying stallions, billowing scarves of lilac, plum, 
amethyst spinning, swirling into the air.

Now, we were locked in a pervasive call and response. 
Left. Right. Left. Right. We soared forwards, coasting, our 
movements effortless and free. And, suddenly, the whole of 
the river careened upwards, swaying as in dance. Its waves 
rippled and it swelled its deep breaths, inhaling, exhaling, 
alive. The music, it seemed, had inspired the crowd, and we 
beamed to one another as our resounding melody played to 
the clap, the crash, the roaring applause of the river.

Soon, though, the dragonflies had ground to a halt in 
that once perpetually reassuring ballet. Their movement now 
was slowed, flipped, transformed. And then, there they were, 
swarming our orchestra pit with an animus. Out of sync. 
Out of rhythm. Maddening in their dissonance. Their wings 
growled, snarling in resistance as they turned back to thread 
the water with defeat. 

Ugh, our canoe seemed to breathe, I resign. 
And with that, we sank a little. It was a toasty warm 

under the patchwork of the sloshing water, under the beauty 
of the sapphires and the azures, the jade greens and the 
lavenders. The quilt of light was heavy on our shoulders, and 
we were falling, submerged, lost.

The waves tossed and whirled. Their oozing licks were 
glossy, slick. 

“Ha!” taunted the dragonflies, gossamer-fine, now 
chirping nuisances as they whirled overhead. 

I heaved a labored sigh, struggling towards composure, 
and continued. But my efforts were to no avail. Suddenly, 
my paddle was churning through the water, lodging a fierce 
protest against me as it dragged against the side of the boat. 
It squeaked. It chirped. It buckled in resistance, dipping 
deeper, deeper, deeper, until it was buried beneath a thick 
layer of froth. The artificial cyan of its plastic was petulant, 
conspicuously out of place in the world of whooshing 
dancers and natural grace. I held still for a moment, hands 
paralyzed with uncertainty in their frozen grip. At last, a 
calming jolt arrived. The disobedient paddle triumphantly 
reemerged from its bath of buzzing activity in response, 
shaking droplets of water from it in a blazing trail.

We were still. We were free. And we had succumbed. The 
current of stallions galloped off, shifting direction, just a 
heartbeat too late. Into a fresh, stunned silence, Elizabeth was 
the first to break. She shimmered, crumpling into hilarity, 
wheezing, struggling horribly to reach each next breath. When 
the laughter had finally eased over her, she collapsed into a 
dazed grin, her eyes creased in delight, inundated with relief. 

We are finished, puffed the canoe, its energy flushed away. 
And we are behind. 

But as the waves warped and arched in their breaths 
of ethereal color, a trio of smiles found their way into our 
expressions. They burst us open under the vibrant marigold 
of the sun. And, with that, we were united. At the hull, 
Elizabeth plucked the water to her soothing bass beat. Rachel 
stirred the river into a dazzling explosion of blue. And I 
strummed, stroked, twanged, my fluid solo imbued with the 
joy that only a canoe ride on the Charles can carry.

We floated in unity. One. Whole. Flecks of water, dyed 
with the juicy cobalt flesh of the sky, massaged my face in 
their trickling rivulets. The fountaining source from which 
they flowed tickled the boat’s helm, a flourishing motif. 
I sighed a bottomless breath and settled into this newly 
tranquil ride. Now, my eyes were sealed, swirling, candied, 
cocooned in this unending moment. I relaxed. 

Plié. A honeyed buzz of a command ricocheted through 
the air. Twirl. Fly. 

The dragonflies, once again, had returned. Cerulean, 
azure, navy, daffodil yellow. They were a dancing storm 
of color, a whiff of warmth and joy. Climbing, climbing, 
an unfolded frond of sunlight, they ascended the sky. But 

Canoeing with Dragonflies

Isabel Salvin, 9th grade
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something was different. Something was new. The troupe 
twirled as one, smooth in flight, their hum an amplified 
clap under the sky. Then, as the creatures slipped away, the 
intricate tapestry of the water unfurled itself with a whoosh 
against our boat. It clonked and lapped, simultaneously 
elegant and clumsy. And with a slam, the effervescent 
mixture was dissolved, submerged, recycled into slick, sliding 
whirlpools that whizzed towards shore…

“Everybody get up,” said Jen (Jennifer), our dance 
instructor. 

I really didn’t want to participate, because I’m not a big 
fan of dancing in front of other people if I don’t really know 
them. After hearing Jen repeat the same line, I decided to 
get up and somewhat try. I dragged my feet to the two lines 
that were already formed. The song we were dancing to was 
“Smooth Criminal” by Michael Jackson. Once I heard that, 
I felt a little better about dancing in front of people, but not 
that much. I felt a little comfortable when the music turned 
on, because I like the tune of music.

To get started with the routine, we did a little stretching. 
Once we were done, we finally got started. I could tell that 
Jen was really into dancing based on how she showed the 
routine. Jen’s moves were as smooth as silk, but fast like a 
cheetah with her teaching. One of my favorite movements 
she did was the moon walk, because I had never seen anyone 
else know how to do it except Michael Jackson. 

My body felt weird when I was dancing, because it was 
trying to adjust to the music. I was sliding at the wrong time 
or turning at the wrong time. It was just a mess. When we 
started to do it over and over again, my body started to flow 
like water in a river. Every move I made, it went to a part 
of song. For example, when the song says, “You been hit by, 
you been hit by,” we would give a punch. The dance moves 
actually synced in. I got the hang of it. 

At first, I really didn’t enjoy dancing, because Jen was 
going too fast. I could feel my face scrunching up as I tried 
to keep up with the beat. Therefore, I wasn’t going to give 
up. While I was busting a move, I was looking around 
at other people, and I could see people who were really 
interested in dancing.

“Okay guys, now that you’ve got it down, we’re going to 
try performing in our writing groups individually,” said Jen. 

Once she said that, my heart dropped. I didn’t want to 
dance; now, I had to dance in a group with other people. 

“What is life?” I said. 
Before we started dancing in our writing groups, I could 

hear complaints. For example, “No,” or “Do we have to?” 
Meanwhile, I was feeling the same way. 

A little while after, I performed and fortunately, I had 
a great time. When the music started, I was just moving 
along to the beat, and did not try my hardest. Once I heard 
the words of encouragement, I went full out, so I got more 
comfortable with the crowd. When it was my turn to sit 
down, I could see the people who were dancing had happy 
expressions on their faces.

Getting the Hang of It

Jalyn Hayden, 7th grade
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We trampled through the leaves, making a crunch, crunch 
sound on our journey to the rock wall. Curious, I thought 
about how it would look. When we finally arrived, I went 
and grabbed a helmet and a harness and quickly tied it on to 
make sure I didn’t fall from high above. I was ready to go!

This was the first real rock wall I ever climbed. It didn’t 
have built-in handholds like on rock walls at other places. It 
would be harder to pull myself up, because there were fewer 
places to but your hands. 

I went to the hardest one. It was flatter and steeper then 
the medium and easy ones. 

The instructor there energetically asked, “Are you ready?” 
“Yes!” I answered.  
He tied me to the dirty blue rope to keep me from falling.
I put my hand in a nearby crack in the wall. It was 

slippery. With lots of dust on it, my hand slipped. There 
were a lot of spider webs. I pulled myself up. I looked around 
for a foothold. Right above my foot was a big crack that was 
taller than me. I shoved my foot in the crack deep. It stuck. I 
straightened my legs and put my left foot above my right and 
shoved it in and pulled out my right foot and put it above 
my left. I kept putting my hand on a small ledge in the crack 
to maneuver my way up the face of the cliff. 

I started to worry I would never reach the top. The crack 
was too small to put my foot in. I looked around. I was 
about halfway up. I saw a ledge. I tried to reach it with my 
foot. It was just out of reach. 

I put my foot in the crack and I counted to three: “One, 
two, three!” 

I jumped and I placed my foot on the ledge. My left knee 
hit the rock. It scraped my leg but it didn’t bleed—I felt 
tough! 

My head swiveled. There was a ledge just a little out of 
reach. I stepped up on my tips of my toes and I quickly 
grabbed it with my hands. I pulled myself up, bumping my 
leg again. Ouch! The clip was three feet away. 

I can do it, I thought. 
I slowly pulled myself up on the little ledges and cracks, 

not minding all the bugs and spider webs. I just wanted 
to get to the top. Then I touched the silver ring. I looked 
around and I saw I was high as an eagle soaring in the sky! It 
looked like I was three stories above the ground. 

I whispered to myself, “Yes! Victory is mine!”
I yelled down to the man below. I was ready to climb 

down and I slowly crawled down the steep wall. I was really 
extremely happy…I smiled when the instructor told me I 
could climb the other cliffs. Time for adventure!

Duh, duh. The sound of the fabric and stuffing inside the 
bag, colliding with each other after every punch and kick, 
sounded like an orchestra without a conductor.

All around me there were people punching and kicking. 
Niko was holding the pad. Niko had one leg behind, 
standing strong behind his body, and his arm was tucked in 
the slot of the bag. He looked like he was ready to be hit by 
anything. 

I kept kicking and I was kicking in so many different 
ways. I swung my leg around. The side of the bag sunk into 
it. My waist couldn’t produce enough power. My leg was too 
low, because of my inflexible body.

This made me go harder and harder. I shot my leg 
forward. Niko’s legs skidded backward on the hardwood 
floors, but he only moved a little. 

Something I had noticed though: His legs started to 
tremble, and his face was turning red. He wasn’t the only one 
beginning to get tired. My legs hurt a lot. The impact of my 
foot and the bag was not helping at all! I started backing up 
for more momentum.

“Hey, you have to hold the bag!” Niko complained. 
“I’m taking my last kick,” I answered. 
I started running towards the bag, then leaped in the air, 

and threw my leg out, and sunk my foot into the bag. It felt 
like I kicked a giant marshmallow.

“Argh.” 
I blew Niko stumbling backwards. I started walking 

away because Julie said that it was time to write about this 
narrative that I just told you about.

Rock Climbing

Tiagan Koob, 5th grade

Kung Fu

Isaiah Osgood, 6th grade
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With a squawk of a seagull and a shake from the deep 
blue water, one foot shakily went up on to the platform. I 
only had my balance as the foot started to steady. I forced 
the other foot up for one moment and for a second, I didn’t 
have a cable connecting to anything. For one moment, I was 
entirely free. 

As the rope got closer and closer to the cord, I had my 
last chance to do something wild. The instructor’s hand came 
closer, gripping the rope tightly. As the white ship rocked 
back and forth, I shook a little more. I knew my options: 
Get back down or stay up. Without my cable belt, I could do 
whatever I wanted, including jump into the sea. 

But before I had time to do anything, the moment ended 
with a click. The safety belt was now attached to a cord. I was 
now limited to my actions. I then scooted forward. 

The instructor said, “Move forward.” 
I had some trouble doing that, for my body was too small. 

I could barely move an inch, and he gave me a helpful push. 
I swung my right leg over the right side of a pole. The pole 
stuck out in front of the boat. A couple kids were already 
on it. I had trouble scooting, because the ropes below me I 
used to help me weren’t as sturdy as they looked. Some of the 
ropes bent under my weight, so it took some time to find my 
balance.

“CLIMB HIGHER!” people hollered from below me. 
I glided higher up the wall. My vision blurred and my 

head pulsed. I couldn’t think straight. My arms and legs felt 
as if they might detach from the rock wall any second. I 
shook my head and told myself to keep focus on the rocks 
above me. I grabbed the rock closest to me and I pulled 
myself up. My feet were trembling because I couldn’t hold 
onto the rock with my slippery climbing shoes. 

I looked up again and I saw that I was nearing the top. I 
stretched my arms out and I noticed an indent in the wall a 
few feet above me. I reached up and buried my fingers into 
the small indent and shifted my weight into my feet and 
pushed off. 

I overlooked everyone from up this high. Birds sitting in 
tall, towering trees were chirping. People were waving and 
cheering for me loudly from the ground. They looked like 
spots of colorful paint from up this high. Rocks covered with 
moss were lying down on the orange pine needles. The lake 
was shimmering in the distance. The sun was gleaming on 
my back, wet with sweat. I felt like an eagle spying on nature 
from a birds’ eye view. A big, gleeful grin spread across my 
entire face.  

I DID IT! I’M HERE, FINALLY!  I thought to myself.
I didn’t want to let go of the rock, because I thought I 

would fall backwards and I felt the rope slowly lowering me. 
It felt as if gravity was pulling me towards the center of the 
earth and I was just slowly falling, not aware of the harness I 
had on. 

“Just relax and sit back as if you were sitting in a chair,” 
the rope person hollered up to me. 

My feet bounced off of the wall. My arms were dangling 
loosely to my side.

Sea Climb

Josh Chan, 5th grade

Dabbing on the Rock

Sara Hoderlein, 7th grade
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The sun was beating down on everyone. We trudged back 
out onto the huge turf field. It was incredible how hot a 
field could get without any shade. It was a close game, 4-3, 
and we were losing. But we weren’t done yet. We fought 
up and down the field for the frisbee, throwing it one way 
or another, slamming passes into the ground and generally 
putting up a good fight. And now, all of our work had paid 
off. We finally gained control of the frisbee. 

With an incredible pass, my teammate sent the frisbee 
soaring into the air like a bird. Unfortunately, it was headed 
straight for Kendra! Immanuel sprinted and with unnatural 
grace, his legs coiled up, every muscle tensed, and with 
explosive force, he launched himself into the air. It was like 
gravity ceased to exist. Midair he did a 180 and snatched the 
frisbee out of the air. 

He searched for an opening, and finally, he passed it to 
me. It shot by my head like a bullet and started dropping 
rapidly. I dashed forward and reached out my arms. My 
fingers touched the cool plastic. I grasped onto it. I slowly 
came to a stop mere feet from the end zone. Mentally 
groaning, I looked around for someone to pass to. One of 
my teammates was running up and down the end zone. 

“Over here, over here!” she yelled. 
I went to throw it to her, but she was being blocked! 

I turned from side to side, my head whipping around. I 
scanned the end zone, left to right and left to right again. I 
finally spotted Xavier. With a nod of my head, I directed him 
left, than right, then left again. People were crowding around 
me, screaming for a pass or trying to knock one down. I 
sensed a pattern and, sure enough, I spotted a gap in their 
blocking. Timing it perfectly, I sent the disc flying into the 
air. It curled up, up over reaching fingers, straight into the 
hands of Xavier. I had tied the game.

After rock climbing, we travel on a small nature hike. It is 
in the beginning of the afternoon, a nice and sunny day. The 
walk turns out to be quite short, only about 10 minutes. I sit 
attentively in the woods, observing my surroundings. I crane 
my neck around to look and open my ears to nature. 

I can see tall trees. Some are rather skinny, some are 
rather thick. All of the trees have a brown color, but they 
have different amounts of green because of the moss. Their 
tree trunks look like they may be rough to the touch. Their 
branches cover the forest, showing little of the sun and sky. 
Chirping and buzzing sounds are coming from the treetops, 
but they seem faint, so I can’t tell exactly where they are 
coming from. I also wonder if they’re coming from an animal 
in the treetops, like a bird of some sort, a large group of 
insects, like gnats, or a manmade machine of some sort, like 
a chainsaw.

Birds are singing bird songs and chirping away as if they 
are having a morning conversation in the distance, but they 
are still pleasant, no matter how far off. The crunching of 
gray, orange, yellow, and green leaves under the slow paces of 
some of the counselors interrupts the almost-silence of the 
forest. It reminds me of the strange buzzing throughout the 
forest. I don’t know the cause of it, so it makes me wonder 
what it might be. The hard rock against my bottom interrupts 
my focus. It is rather uncomfortable, so I stand up instead. 

As I’m sitting, I think about the differences between the 
mall that was just outside and the forest. The mall is a lot 
busier, with more people who are always thinking, “I need to 
be to work in five minutes and this traffic isn’t helping!” and 
“I can’t stop typing! The deadline for this report is at 11:59 
p.m. tonight!” 

The woods are very peaceful, however. There is no rush 
for anything there. No deadlines, no traffic, just peace. I 
continue to look around. There is a pond in front of me. It 
stretches far off across the land. There are lily pads floating 
on the shimmering pond water. They aren’t spread very well, 
however. There are spots that have no lily pads on them, 
but there are also bigger spaces with lots of lily pads floating 
about. A great heron stands upon them for quite some time. 
It flies off a little later. Herons aren’t uncommon around 
forests like these, so I’m not surprised that it came around. 
The woods seem like a wonderful place today, and I hope it 
stays that way.

The Throw

Justin Power, 7th grade

In The Woods

Gio Clark-Basco, 7th grade
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My nervous hands had a soft grip on the ball. Sweat was 
pouring down me like a waterfall. The sun was beating down 
on me like grape turning into a raisin. I was hearing Angie 
and Xavier screaming from a harmless spider that they saw 
minding its own business. The ball was bouncing off the hard 
ground, going up and down. I kept bouncing it, feeling the 
jagged parts of the ball with my soft hand. The ball was as 
hard as turf.

I didn’t know what to do. If I stopped bouncing, I 
wouldn’t be able to move. If I kept bouncing, Ace and Gio 
could attempt to steal the ball and I would have failed. At 
the moment, nothing was going through my head. It was 
blank space. Nothing but complete darkness. Everything was 
flashing before my eyes.

What I thought to do was chuck to the left, but Ace 
was in the way. Fling to the front, but Gio was there with 
his hands waving side to side so I couldn’t pass the ball to 
anyone. Gio and Ace were in my personal space. I felt the 
ball against my body. 

People on my team were shouting, “Pass, pass it to me,” 
while waving their hands in the air like people lost at sea.

I had to do something, so I heaved the bumpy, black-
striped, orange ball to the right, and not knowing what had 
just happened, the ball went out of bounds. 

For a split second, I was happy because I didn’t have the 
dilemma on me anymore, but I realized the ball was out. 

“Ah! Tartar sauce, ” I said to myself. 
The other team was cheering, but my team was asking, 

“What is over there?” 
I was thinking in my head, I don’t know. I didn’t know 

where else to throw.

 I can’t do it, I thought in my head. 
The rock was smooth and I couldn’t do it, because there 

was nowhere to put my foot. I saw the top of the rock wall 
and I thought that I couldn’t do it, because it was smooth 
when I went up the rock. I couldn’t do it, because I didn’t 
know where put my hand. Then I tried in a lot of parts and 
I saw one that was a little bit far and it was great, because I 
spent a lot of time looking for a place to put my foot. For me 
to put my hand there, I needed to go up the rock. But in this 
moment, the time stopped. 

I looked down and I saw a sea of little persons shouting 
and looking at me, saying “Good,” “Come on,” and “You can 
do it.” 

I didn’t climb, because I was scared. I stopped climbing. 
My legs were shaking and I touched all the rocks. I was 
scared, because I didn’t want to fall down.

I saw that it was so far and my foot fell down. I looked 
down and then up. The man who was catching me was 
looking at me and telling me that I could do it. I thought 
that it was a bad idea to climb, but then I saw another part 
to put my foot in and then I thought that it was great. Then 
I put my foot there and they told me that if I jumped, it 
would be easier to climb more. But I didn’t want to jump, 
because I was a little bit scared. But then I forgot everything 
and I jumped a little bit up and I did it. 

When I was there, I touched the metallic thing and my 
smile said everything. I was so happy I reached the top of the 
rock and I felt good. I did it. I felt like a hero. All the people 
shouted and I thought that climbing up was great.

Then I went down and I put my foot again in the same 
part, but then it broke and I felt nervous. I saw how the rock 
fell down and I tried to put it in another space, but then I 
saw a spider where I had to put my hand. I didn’t want to 
put my hand there, but then I put it there and I went down. 
I put my foot in a little space of a rock and I started going 
down. 

Going down was the most fun part of the climb, because 
it’s like flying. I put my legs straight and I started jumping 
to go down. When I went down, I felt great because all the 
people told me that I did it so well. I had a big smile, but my 
legs were shaking and to me, climbing up was better than 
climbing down, because climbing down is difficult. 

Basketball Dilemma

Zayda Adams, 7th grade

Rock Climbing is Not Easy

Cristina Serra, 5th grade
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The beautiful piece of glass comes out of the scorching 
furnace as wide-mouthed as me. Bright-eyed and open-
mouthed kids stare in amazement as the glassblower 
transforms the clump of molten glass on the tip of her tube 
into a bowl. Every time something new happens, kids rush 
to watch the next fascinating thing. When the glassblower 
deeply exhales through the pipe, it creates an air bubble that 
soon will be the hollow part of the bowl. She then rolls the 
molten glass in a wooden tool drenched with water, used to 
round the piece of glass out. After a while of rounding the 
glass, she holds the tube in the furnace.

The piece comes out of the furnace as hot as the sun. I’m 
dripping, sweating, trying to use my hat as a heat screen. I 
can feel the heat pouring from the furnaces resting on the 
smooth concrete floor beating onto my face. Fans scattered 
around the studio attempt to cool off the studio. The back 
wall is lined with huge black boxes awaiting finished pieces 
of glass. 

The glass newly opens from the spinning it encounters 
inside the furnace. As the piece comes out, it looks almost 
like a sun hat. The glassblower manipulates the glass, 
utilizing one quick jolt downward, and the fringe forms 
rectangular extrusions in the lip. 

Now the glassblower uses one sharp tap to place the 
clamshell-like bowl on the floor. The glassblower scoops water 
with a tool and drops the water into the bowl. As soon as the 
water touches the bowl, a spider web of stress lines form. 

“No!” we all gasp. 
Finally, with one sharp tap on the side of the bowl, the 

bowl shatters. Pieces of the once great artwork lie on the floor. 

The frisbee flew graciously through the air like an arrow. 
The white disc glimmered as the sun reflected on the surface. 
The sun seared the pitch like a greasy steak, since the turf was 
practically a sponge absorbing every bit of solar radiation and 
heat. Every few minutes, the breeze swept the plastic turf as if 
a whole population of people bended over to bow to the Pope. 
The car engines rumbled as they zoomed by, propeller biplanes 
buzzed as they glided hundreds of feet over our heads, and 
campers shouted while playing their favorite field activity.

“Eric, heads up!” I suddenly heard.
Someone had messed up my peaceful daydream. I looked 

around and sure enough, the frisbee was inches away from 
my wet, sweaty face. It turned out that Andrew threw it 
down the scalding pitch. Milliseconds later, I found out 
that the pass was for me. I quickly jolted my hands up 
and grasped the plastic UFO. CLAP!!!! The disc landed in 
between my hands like a sandwich.

“What a beautiful throw!” I said to myself.
The moment I sustained my unruffled dream, I awakened 

from my daydream and I could hear many people shouting
“ERIC. ERIC. ERIC. HERE. PASS IT HERE!”
I frantically looked around, still a bit drowsy, and quickly 

figured out who my teammates and enemies were. I became 
the center of attention and everyone was staring at me. I 
sought Angie, who was very conspicuous wearing the bright 
pink shirt in the enormous touchdown zone. I let go of 
that flying saucer in my hand and watched it ascend, slicing 
through the air like a katana cutting through fruits. The 
smooth, graceful flight of the frisbee slowly landed in Angie’s 
hands—CLAP!!!!

“Two, zero!” shouted Dan. 
Our team cheered in massive joy while the opposing 

team squinted at us. Some were nodding in disbelief and 
walking away in shame. On the other hand, team “The 
Best Dinosaurs” (our team name) was roaming through 
the field as if the Spartans conquered Athens. As the match 
continued, the foes became extremely competitive, as if they 
were in the Olympics. The calm, tranquil game transformed 
into a tournament where everyone was fighting under the 
blasting heat of the sun. Suddenly, the score jumped up and 
up, like a game of poodle jump.

Shattered!

Daniel Becker, 7th grade

The Slowest Five Minutes of My Life

Eric Yu, 8th grade
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While we were coming into the forest, I had been 
working out sweats and was letting my brain get occupied 
by fear. I noticed that I was on the same rock two weeks ago, 
which was crazy. I was so petrified, my hands were shaking. 
My face turned red and pink thinking I would fall and get 
really hurt. 

Preparing for my climb was difficult. I had to stretch so 
that I wouldn’t pull a muscle and also made sure I was ready. 
I had tightened the harness and helmet so tight, so I could 
be safe. Then I slowly walked to the rock, hunching my back. 
I saw that there was a lot of grip to put your hands on, but 
there was a lot of fear haunting my soul. Climbing left to 
right, I saw in a flash I was already halfway up the rock. I 
noticed that once I was inches away from the top, it felt as if 
my feet were miles away from the ground.

I had no place to put my feet or hands on. I was looking 
around left to right, up and down, like a lost bird. I scanned 
the rock multiple times to see if there was a place for my 
hands and legs. After I couldn’t find a grip, all I thought 
about was Spiderman. I wanted to jump up in the air like 
Spiderman to the top and walk back down the hill. Until, 
slap! I hit my small, soft fingers on the metal that was helping 
me survive. 

I landed roughly on the dirty path like an airplane 
landing on hard, bumpy, slippery snow. While the climbing 
instructor man was taking the rope off my harness, I could 
feel my fear sliding off my body. Just like the Ghostbusters 
crew sucking the gross, dead monster out of my body.

After the landing onto the ground, I felt relief that I had 
come off the dusty rock. Once I was done taking off my 
harness and helmet, I had so much to write about. Later 
that day, in my head, I kept going over that climb. I could 
only think about how proud I was of myself when I finished 
the climb.

I plunged my wooden oar into the water. Algae clung to it 
in strands. 

“We’re almost there,” Keneisha said, as we struggled 
through the vibrant lily pads and dense, ocean-blue water. 

Beads of sweat slid down my face and my eyes were red 
and puffy from all the water that was splashed on them. 
The lily pads clung to my flimsy oar and I couldn’t paddle. I 
knew that my thin, wooden oar was no match for them. 

As I struggled with the vines, something caught my 
attention. 

“Oh, wow!” I exclaimed excitedly.   
I scanned the clear water and noticed something 

glistening on the dock. An opaque bird stood before me. 
And there it was, with its eyes as dark as midnight but 

as shiny as a sea of dead stars. Its beak was as sharp as a 
butcher’s knife. Some of its thick, beautiful, black plumage 
fell to the ground and gleamed an unnatural shade of 
greenish-blue. We stared in awe and paddled closer like we 
were in a trance. Golden beams of sunlight danced on our 
faces, but we didn’t care. “Wow!” I repeated.

When I looked at Isaiah and Keneisha, they look horrified. 
“Umm…” Keneisha murmured with an empty look fixed 

on her face. 
They both looked frazzled, like they had just witnessed 

something disgusting. Their faces were wrinkled up in 
surprise. As I glanced at the water, a cloud of white covered 
the clear surface of the river. My face clouded. 

“Did it…” I began gravely. But I didn’t have to finish. 
“Yuck!” Isaiah cried. 
“That was so gross!” Keneisha added playfully. 
We paddled away in such a hurry that I was nearly soaked 

to the bone!
Germ-clad water coated my whole body and my delicate 

clothing would have to be washed. We pulled up to the dock 
and climbed out of our canoe, which was the unfortunate 
color of dead leaves. I sighed and thought, So much for a 
beautiful bird.

Jammed

Angelique Ruiz, 7th grade

Canoeing

Claire Salvin, 5th grade
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In the finals of knockout, just me and Ethan, our 
basketball instructor, were left facing off. The sun was 
beating down on us and I felt like all the fluids in my body 
had been squeezed out of me, but somehow I still was ready 
to shoot. I had eliminated everybody before this and all of 
the other kids were standing on the sidelines cheering against 
me, but that fueled me, because I am ultra-competitive. If 
Ethan knocked me out, then everybody that I had gotten out 
would come back in. I could feel the burden of the dragon 
weighing on my shoulder.

Ethan shot first. Clearly feeling the pressure, he popped 
his shot quickly, release not timed, no spin and a forced shot. 
I grinned, knowing his shot was way off, as his ball clanked 
and bounced to the other side of the court. Ethan raced for 
the ball as if his life depended on it. Knowing I had plenty 
of time, I lined up my feet at the free-throw line, straight at 
the basket. My knees were bent; my elbow was in an L shape. 
I shot and my wrist flicked as high as space and spun wildly 
in the right direction. The ball would only come down at the 
right moment. 

I bent down, thinking, Please go in, please go in, but I felt 
uneasy about the shot, even though it looked perfect. 

The ball seemed like it landed in the hoop, but like I 
had a curse, the ball bounced out. I felt like the Utah Jazz, a 
basketball team, after Michael Jordan, the greatest basketball 
player of all time from the Chicago Bulls, made the game-
winning shot against the Jazz. I felt like Russell Wilson, 
the Seahawks quarterback, after he threw the goal-line 
interception in the Super Bowl against the Patriots. I stood 
frozen in the spot, feeling heartbroken, as Ethan made the 
swift basket. I jumped to get my rebound, feeling ashamed, 
and I made the smooth layup. I could feel the burden of the 
dragon more than ever now.

Second try. Ethan this time took his time now, cool under 
pressure. He lined up perfectly, dribbled the ball twice on the 
ground, and he looked like an NBA player shooting a perfect 
free-throw. This time, he missed the shot! 

Thinking, Come on Marshall, come on, I didn’t wait.
I did the same thing as last time. My feet were lined up, 

I had an L shape, my knees were bent, and my wrist flicked 
high and perfect. This time, I had a feeling that I always have 
when I know when the ball will make the sweet SWISH in 
the basket, like a warm tingling sensation that my gut makes 
when I do something right. 

My shot spun off my finger like an asteroid in space. 
Ethan was about to make his easy layup. I desperately wanted 
to beat Ethan. It felt as if the ball wanted to beat Ethan’s ball 
as it went in, a fragment of a second before Ethan’s ball. I 

heard that sweet SWISH sound and the burden of the dragon 
was relieved off of my shoulders.

I felt like Michael Jordan after he made the game-winning 
shot. I felt like the Patriots making the Super Bowl-winning 
interception. I felt accomplished as I stuck my hands up into 
the air, smiling.

An Emotional Breakdown of Knockout

Marshall Kagan, 8th grade
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The giant. It’s a tall, majestic thing that is covered in 
moss, jagged like the teeth of a great white shark, cracks 
filled with spider webs that are sticky and silky white, and 
the rough surface. All these traits only mean one thing: the 
ginormous, grey monster mountain strikes fear into me. 

Then I start to think to myself, Can I really do this?
But the hope in my heart whispers, You can do it. There’s 

nothing to fear.
So with that confidence and all the strength in my one 

arm, I analyze the mountain by scanning for the perfect 
route, so the journey up will go smoothly. I survey the 
mountain for spots I can put my hands and feet. Also, to 
make sure I avoid spider webs and smooth spots.

I look for the perfect starting place. Then I see a medium-
sized rock that’s the size of a stepstool, so I start there and 
thrust myself up the smaller version of Mount Everest. I start 
to scale the mountain, grasping for any ridge to pull myself 
up, my foot itching for a grip. Climbing and climbing the 
small mountain, it feels like I’m getting nowhere, like trying 
to run on ice. But in my mind, it’s only an illusion. Making 
my way up, I can feel the texture of the moist, green moss 
and the rough surface feels like the skin of a snake.

Suddenly, I do something I should never do. I gaze down, 
knowing I will get scared and try to back out. But the top is 
in my grasp. So I glance back up, pulling myself up with all 
my strength, while my arms ache in agony, reaching to the 
top of the giant. I turn around to see everything: the dark 
green forest that gives shade to the creatures under the trees 
and the light blue pond with lily pads floating on the surface 
of the water while dragonflies land on them.  

Those two things are beautiful looking from the top. 
Also from the top, I can feel a cool breeze flowing on my 
face. As I come down, I feel the green moss and the rough 
surface of the giant one last time that day. When I touch 
the ground, I immediately get some “well dones,” high-fives, 
and “good jobs.” 

“Oh no, here comes my feared activity,” I said to Keller. 
It was throwing a ball up in the air multiple times. I 

had to throw one ball from hand to hand. I went to a more 
difficult level, juggling with three balls. I got a demonstration 
from the instructor on how to perfect it, so I crouched down 
and gripped the round objects with my fingertips. Then I 
noticed that I was horrible at it, because I always dropped 
them and I could only catch one.

The middle level was the next obstacle I had to face. I 
approached it by overlapping two balls in one hand. I caught 
it every time and threw it back up without dropping. I felt 
like a pro. I was good, but I could still improve. 

Then in one moment, I got the hang of it. I threw the 
balls up like they were nothing. A split second later, they 
came back down like a five-pound brick. I tried the next 
one, then the next one, until I dropped them once again. I 
screamed with excitement. 

“Did you see that I broke my record?” I exclaimed to 
Keneisha. 

“Good job,” Keneisha said.

Facing the Giant

Immanuel Osgood, 8th grade

Circus Arts 

Luca Bohnet-Zurcher, 6th grade
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The sun beats down, toasting any bare skin on my 
body, glaring in my eyes. My feet squish on the turf of the 
colorful field. I reach up to sweep the moisture from my hair, 
wishing I could drop down onto the ground and sleep. My 
performance falters continually as my stomach’s growls grow 
louder and louder. The universe taunts me by making me 
wear a reeking pinny. 

Ultimate frisbee is enjoyable and not too tricky or 
complicated, yet the balmy conditions make focusing 
an arduous task. The anguish from this miserable heat is 
ubiquitous; players from end zone to end zone dripping 
with sweat. 

I get zapped out of my pain by the instructor’s voice: 
“Looking for open hands, looking for open hands!”

Open hands! I step forward and zigzag clear of defensive 
non-pinnies, each step, each twist desperate for freedom. 
Determination courses through my veins. The frisbee moves 
the pace of a swan gliding on the water, taking its time. I 
bounce like a spring when I dive outward, signaling that 
I’m open.

It’s going, it’s going, it’s going…towards me! Although I 
was expecting this, I still feel a pinch of shock, sparking my 
readiness for this moment. I spring into action. I straighten 
up my back, one vertebra at a time. Crack! My hands stretch 
out and up in time to the frisbee. 

Come on, come on, come on! 
The plastic descends to my outstretched palms like a 

deflated balloon. On contact, it bounces and begins to 
ascend, escaping my grip. I outstretch my arms, close in on 
the frisbee, and entangle it in my grasp. 

Yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes! I cry to myself. 
Internally, I’m celebrating. But outwardly, I’m beginning 

to fall. I stumble backwards awkwardly.  
No, no, no, no, no, no, no! I scream within my mind, 

determined not to let a dire fall provide injurious 
consequences. I lurch forward, just barely missing the demise 
of our chance to score. As I recover, I swivel my head, 
scanning my options. 

“Open hands, open hands! Looking for options, looking 
for options…” 

I clench my frisbee. Curving my hand inwards towards 
my chest, I prepare to let it soar. My wrist flicks out, and my 
hand opens like a blooming flower as the frisbee exits my 
palm. It floats with ease into a waiting pair of open hands.

Not too many times have I been on an old wooden 
sailboat and almost fallen over the rail.  

“Wwwoooww,” I say as I lose my footing. 
I then go to grab onto the rail. The rail ends up being 

a little slippery, so I slip on that. I gasp, then with my free 
hand, I grab onto the dry rail and pull myself upright. I 
move my feet and bend my knees so that I am ready if I do 
manage to fall again. I breathe in with five and out with 
seven seconds and I can feel my heartbeat slowing down. 

I yank on the harness that doesn’t seem like it will hold 
me if do splash into the water. I slide it on like a pair of 
strange pants. The instructor clips on the dirty orange 
harness onto the rope with a silver key chain. I slide forward 
to get closer to the bow, so that I can be ready to hop on the 
side of the boat. I feel some nerves kick into drive, but I try 
not to let them get the best of me.  

I think to myself, Everyone else has done it, and So what if 
I fall off?  

After that, I feel as though I can go on the bow.  
The instructor then yells over the howling wind, “Jump 

on the bow and move out.”
I jump and see this split between the bow and the boat. I 

slide my fingers in to get a better grasp to move out. 
Once I do so, I see the sailor’s eyes widen by twice their 

length and he then shouts, “Oh! Don’t put your fingers in 
the bow crease! Unless you want to lose ‘em!”

I quickly retreat my fingers back into fists. I grit my 
teeth and I can feel my heart pounding in my chest. I slowly 
and steadily, inch by inch, move my way out onto the 
intimidating bow. I look down and see water churn beneath 
me, like Mother Nature is making a stew. White foam and 
bubbles rise above the light green water. Brown and green 
seaweed intermingle like one big blob of seaweed. 

I gaze around and see massive skyscrapers actually 
scraping the sky. I realize how big Boston really is. Each way 
I look, I always see a part of the city I either recognize or 
don’t at all. I see the Prudential and recognize that we were 
there yesterday and I see some magnificent buildings that I 
have never seen or heard of before. 

The Boston harbor saltwater smell creeps up and around 
and eventually reaches my nose. My nose detects a faint smell 
of freshly caught fish and gasoline from the boats chugging 
out into the Atlantic. I don’t really mind the smell, because I 
am not usually on the water and when I am, I try to make it 
the best time I can. 

I hear a creak in the bow and my mind turns to the worst 
case scenario, but I realize the people in front of me are calm. 
I can take a deep breath and relax. The cool water breeze 

Open Hands

Hanalei Henderson, 8th grade

Sailing on the Roseway

Jay Provost, 8th grade



120   Simmons Camp

whisks across my legs, which are baking in the unrelenting 
sun. I hear a noise that snaps me out of my zone and to my 
disappointment, it is the instructor calling us back onto the 
boat. 

The instructor, almost screaming, says, “Alright, looks like 
our time is up. Time to come back to the actual boat.”

The two fellow campers behind me scooch back safely, 
avoiding the deep, seemingly never-ending water. I take in 
one last gaze, like a warrior looking at his battle, before I 
start to scooch back. Remembering what the instructor said 
about losing my fingers, I make sure my fingers don’t dance 
their way into the crevasse. 

Once back on the safe boat, I hear people chatting, sailors 
yelling, and boat horns blaring to make sure that nothing 
bad happens. I am sad the experience is over, but grateful 
for the opportunity. I feel like Kobe at his last game, not 
wanting to say goodbye to basketball, except instead of a 
court in front of thousands of people, I am departing from a 
boat with just 20 other kids.

Beads of sweat were running down my face. I was 
dreaming about me sitting on a soft cloud. I snapped back 
into reality in an uncomfortable harness. I took my first step 
down the mountainous wall of boulders. 

I was thinking, This is completely crazy!, What was I 
thinking? and Why did I choose to do this?

I was standing on a rock that was bigger than the others, 
so it looked like a little bump in the wall. I had already 
climbed up the wall and now I wasn’t able to climb down, 
because I was so freaked out by how high I was. I had a really 
scary bird’s eye view of everything, even though I was only 
about five feet high. I felt like I was seeing my surroundings 
with different eyes. I got to see the entire forest from where 
I was standing. I saw the trees swaying, the sun glittering 
through the trees and some of the campers relaxing on the 
big rocks after their own climbing experiences. 

Then I realized I needed to get down, because I was 
dreaming of being in the same situation as those not-scared-
to-death campers. I tried to get down, but I was completely 
frozen.  Physically, I wasn’t panicking, but in my mind, it 
was like someone broke the gates into the lion cage. 

I thought in my head, I am never doing this again. 
Now I have a question for you readers. When you are 

nervous or scared, is it possible to sweat or hyperventilate 
in your mind? I am pretty sure that is possible, because I 
have evidence. My evidence is that was happening at that 
very second. 

I was fine getting back down to the bump, but once I was 
there, I felt like I would faint from fear right there on the 
spot. I could hear the voices outside my head, but my heart 
was beating louder. 

Keneisha said, “You can do it.”
Seth said, “Let’s go! You are completely safe!” 
Isabel added on, “You only have a little bit left.” 
I looked down. I saw the kids and the counselors cheering 

below and telling me to keep going and that I was perfectly 
fine. But I couldn’t help thinking that I wasn’t perfectly fine. 
I was perfectly ready to throw up. 

My brain said to me, What can I do to keep from being 
paralyzed with fear? 

I finally gave in to the half of my brain that was saying, 
Yes, go down. 

I leaned back, squatted my legs, and gulp! I had to go 
under the bump and then it was a long way to the ground. 
My palms were sweating, my body ached, and I looked at the 
people safely down below.

I mustered up all of my courage to slowly, step by step, 
get lower. I held on to the rope tightly, then I swiftly leaned 

The Dreaded Rock Wall 

Therese Draper, 5th grade
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back a little and bent my knees. The most excruciating part 
was taking my legs and putting them flat on the wall, making 
me feel like I was defying gravity. 

In my mind I heard myself saying, I can’t believe I’m doing 
this, I can’t believe I’m doing this. 

I clomped down. I never appreciated the ground more. 
After a few seconds, my relief turned into pride, because I 
overcame my fear of climbing that I had put off at my old 
camp where we did climbing TWO times a day. 

I smiled and puffed up my chest. My cheeks turned pink 
from happiness. 

Don’t get me wrong, I still was pretty relieved and 
somehow, I had a little fear left in me. After the climb, I 
took a long, soothing breath and took off my harness. I will 
remember that trip for the rest of my life.

One, two, three, row! One, two, three, row! 
I could feel my arms stinging from paddling so hard. It 

was like the boat was even tired from going so far. The water 
splashing up against it made it look like it was sweating just 
like us. The boat slowly rocking back and forth made it seem 
like it couldn’t even hold itself up. There was one more boat 
ahead of us. We all tried to row even harder. First, we were 
halfway level with them. We could see the worried looks on 
their faces, thinking that we might pass them. 

All I could feel was the water getting splashed on me from 
rowing so hard and fast. All I could hear was people in each 
boat cheering each other on. All I could see was my paddle 
hitting the water over and over. 

“Row!” Sadiyah told us. 
We all could see their boat slowly moving behind us.
“Yes, finally,” I said. “We’re in the front!”
Everyone in the boat cheered. Ahead of us we could 

see the leader in her kayak. Her kayak looked really small 
compared to our canoe. Our canoe was going so fast, it 
looked like we were going to crash into her, but we steered 
out of the way at the last second. Finally, we were at the head 
of the line.

We all put our oars up in celebration, causing the boat 
to slow down a little bit. We could feel the boat rocking 
back and forth on the water in victory. The trees blowing in 
the wind looked like they were clapping for us. They were 
blowing side to side and up and down. All the leaves and 
branches hitting each other sounded like applause.

Out of the corner of our eyes, we could see a red 
reflection of something in the dark, murky water. Then all 
of a sudden, a boat came out from behind us. There were 
exactly four people in the red boat, the same number as our 
boat. First, they looked all of us in the eye. It was like they 
could sense our confusion. We were far ahead of all of the 
other boats, so how did they get there so fast? They weren’t 
even rowing in sync, and you need to row in sync to go 
faster. Then we saw them try and paddle really, really hard. 
We knew what they wanted to do. They wanted to pass us! 
But we didn’t want to let them. 

All of us tried rowing as hard as possible. But then they 
tried rowing even harder. Both boats were moving back and 
forth in the water as we slowly became closer. First, we all 
tried steering the boats away from each other, but none of 
us were fast enough. Suddenly, we all knew what was going 
to happen. Everyone in each boat tried braking at the same 
time, but we still weren’t fast enough. Then we all felt that 
big bump as we hit each other. Everyone put their oar out to 
try and push the two boats away from each other. 

Canoeing Race

Norah Wolf, 5th grade
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Finally, we were able to move apart and we got ahead! It 
felt good knowing that we had beat all of the other boats. 
We all felt like turning around and high-fiving each other, 
but then we would probably slow the boat down. The leader 
in her kayak even congratulated us on getting to the front of 
the boats.  

In the kung fu room, I was about to kick the punching 
pads. The room was filled with tools involving martial 
arts that I had never seen before in my life. The shining 
metal swords intimidated me with their edges, as sharp 
as razor blades. They also possessed wooden handles and 
some varieties were inscribed with Chinese characters and 
drawings of a man holding a sword, ready to fight. Another 
was a two-sided whip with nine chains, one which was 
green and one yellow, which at first glance doesn’t look 
intimidating. However, once it is put into action like a 
machine starting, it spins at a rate so high, that you can’t see 
the whips. There were mirrors that reflected whatever there 
was in their way. When I looked directly at them, I could 
see almost the whole room.

As I geared up to kick the punching pads, I felt my body 
shaking, wondering whether my kicks would succeed or 
not. The kung fu room was filled with sounds of kicks and 
punches. The room was like a furnace and a little prison with 
an abundance of people, as the sun penetrated through the 
windows of the room. 

The classmates from the other two groups were 
intimidating me by their kicks, in which their legs were 
flying through the air like fighter jets. When they pounded 
the pad, the massive force of the kicks caused the mat to get 
pushed back, and the person who was grasping it like a shield 
almost fell down! The impact sounded like a sonic boom. 
Suddenly, I heard a bam sound in front of me, as someone in 
front of me blasted the mat. 

I was sweating in my hands, and my body stood up 
straight, with the legs standing apart and the arms along the 
sides to prepare for my turn. I stood motionless with my eyes 
barely open, trying to think how I would conduct the kicks. 

Then came my turn. I took a deep breath, and put my 
two arms in front of me, making me believe that I was 
preparing to defend myself. At last, my legs rose into the 
soft air, using every bit of my energy to launch the leg into 
the pad. My muscles stiffened and tensed, but upon contact 
of the pad, my leg delivered a powerful sound of boom! to 
the mat. At that moment, I could imagine my leg piercing 
through the mat. My leg landed on the ground, and I felt a 
sigh of relief. 

The first thing I heard about a millisecond after my kick 
was the instructor exclaiming, “Excellent kick!” 

The counselors cheered me on and some campers were 
saying “Great job!!” and gave me a high-five. Finally, with 
confidence, I prepared the next pounding.

My Kick in the Amazing Kung Fu Class

Eric Cheung, 8th grade
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Trees and bugs infested the area. The cracks were drowned 
with creatures and cobwebs! I felt them once I tried to grab 
onto the wall. The side of the wall was a little slippery. It 
felt like I was attempting to climb a wet wall made of ice. I 
was ready to begin my journey up the rock. As I confidently 
stepped up to the rock wall, I took a deep breath. I had 
to consider what was going to be my first move. Should I 
embed my foot into the crack or should I lift myself up with 
my upper body strength?

“Why don’t you try starting on this side?” the man asked 
me, as he extended his finger toward the other side of the wall. 

He had a big smile on his face and it seemed that he had 
all the time in the world because he was in no rush for me to 
get to the top of the large rock. 

The other side of the wall remained filled with a lot more 
holes for me to put my feet and hands to help me climb. 
The bullet-holed wall also contained fewer wet spots, which 
would make the way up less slippery. The hollow cracks 
seized fewer creatures. That would allow me to grab more 
places without interrupting their homes.

“Okay,” I replied, as I started to scan the wall, as if I was a 
lion scoping out its territory.

I marched towards the other side of the wall. I started to 
feel a little bit nervous, but I really knew that I could do it. 

You can do it, Jaden. You can climb the rock wall, I told 
myself.  

I could climb the wall! I climbed onto the wall with a 
determined look on my face. Then, I grabbed for a stone to 
start my ascent.

“Where are the defenders?” 
I beckoned out to the busy field, frustration swelling. The 

sun beat down on me. The scalding heat blistered my tired 
feet and there was little wind. The trees were completely still, 
the air heavy with humidity. 

This is an awful day to play sports, I thought.
I glared at Michalis as he snatched the ball from a 

teammate of mine and started dribbling up the field. I knew 
I would have to save this goal on my own. I glanced from left 
to right at the bright orange cones marking the boundaries of 
the goal. 

Please help me save this, I pleaded to them.  
I bent my knees slightly, giving myself a little bounce. I 

bobbed up and down, getting my blood flowing once again. 
My hands squeezed my legs tightly, making them almost 
white. My fingertips were pulsing. I followed Michalis’ every 
move like a hawk. Twisting right, turning left. Keeping the 
ball close to him every way he went. 

“Come on, guys,” I shouted with exasperation. My voice 
was giving up on me as I spewed words through my dry 
throat. “We can do it!” 

“It’s like my team is just watching Michalis dance by 
them,” I mumbled under my breath. My fists clenched and 
my eyes narrowed. 

I will save this goal if it is the last thing I ever do, I thought, 
determined. 

My perseverance and anger built up every time Michalis 
swerved past another teammate of mine like a car dodging a 
wild squirrel. By the time Michalis was five feet away from 
the goal, I lost control. I imagined different emotions in my 
brain, fighting over the buttons that would take over my 
actions. My feelings clouded my mind, like a pot boiling 
over with water. I raced straight for Michalis like a taunted 
bull. In the back of my mind, I knew it wasn’t a strategic 
play. I also knew that in a movie, I would miraculously block 
the amazing shot. I would stretch my fingers and grasp the 
ball, stopping a goal that would have put the other team in 
the lead. 

But that didn’t happen. 
I whizzed toward Michalis, my hair being whisked back 

by the wind. I stared straight into his eyes like a laser beam. 
We had our own miniature standoff. And before I knew it, 
Michalis looked one way, and dribbled the other, directly 
to the goal. He drew back his leg, and launched the ball. I 
watched in awe as the ball skidded across the turf. My heart 
beat faster and faster as the ball came nearer to the goal. He 
planted the soccer ball in the bottom left corner, placing the 
cherry on top of it all. I froze. 

The Petrifying Climb

Jaden Mazara, 7th grade

Emotions Take the Wheel

Ella Spitz, 8th grade
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What even happened? I wondered, stuck in one place. 
My heart sank to the boiling ground. Out of the corner 

of my eye, I saw people on the other team jumping with joy 
and cheering. 

“Nice one, Michalis!” yelled one of his teammates.
“Good job!” cried another. 
My team wandered around sadly like zombies. 
Some counselors shouted encouragements like, “We can 

do it team!” or “Let’s try harder!” 
But we all knew that this was it for us. I was so 

disappointed in myself, unable to comprehend what 
happened. But I knew where I went wrong. 

I turned back to Michalis. 
“Nice try,” he said genuinely. 
I shrugged my shoulders. My mind was in a daze the rest 

of the game, thinking about that one play. One of the many 
mistakes I made during the game was letting my emotions 
make my decisions for me. 

It’s so easy to be controlled by your feelings when playing 
sports, I thought. I have to change that. 

Goal: Climb the rigging to the top where the black bar 
is. I buckle on my harness and grip onto the rough rigging. 
Rung by rung, I keep on going up, gripping the rope, and I 
continue until I am extremely high. 

Suddenly I feel like everything on the boat stops 
working. Nothing is moving and I am looking around…. 
The opened sails gleam in the light of the sun as I notice 
all the people working hard on the boat. Something is 
killing me right now, the SUN. It is scorching me to pieces 
as the wind tries to stop the sun, but ends up making a 
big cluster of sound. I see noisy seagulls just frozen there 
with a ferocious look for food. All these sounds stop when 
everything is frozen and suddenly…. 

My twitching changes to a normal state and I stop 
breathing heavily and start breathing regularly. I sigh in relief 
and my face isn’t scared at all. I can climb this. It’s not like 
it’s at the top of the Empire State Building or something 
else higher than where I am now. I feel like the oceans are 
still moving, the air is blowing, all the people are doing their 
things, and seagulls are screeching and flying, so I guess time 
is unfrozen. So let’s finish what we started. 

Once I start to continue climbing, I look down. BAD 
MISTAKE. The boat is rocking in every direction, because 
of the ocean’s current and waves. I see people putting on 
harnesses and others working on the boat, helping me 
climb the rig. People are shouting and I hear many seagulls 
everywhere. Right now, it feels like I’m at a concert. I feel a 
lot more frightened than before. But I’m stuck there and I 
need to get down. 

I take a deep breath and then I close my eyes and start 
to go one by one with my hands and feet going down. I 
continue going on and then, thunk! I feel the ground and I 
open my eyes. I’m alive! I’m actually alive! I made it all the 
way down the rigging alive! 

Frozen Moment in Climbing the Rigging!

Minki Kim, 6th grade
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“I wanted to do the kickoff!” I screamed in everyone’s ears. 
The rain was drizzling down everywhere. Luckily for me, 

it was turf I was on, so it wasn’t wet or slippery. At first, I 
was zooming around really fast, but then after 15 minutes 
of dashing, my legs got tired and I slowed down. I decided 
to cover Yoseph because he was just hanging out by the end 
zone, ready for a touchdown. He was just standing in one 
place, waiting. I didn’t wanted Yoseph to notice me, because 
if he did, he would move around and I probably couldn’t 
keep up with him. 

Then Keneisha threw the frisbee to Yoseph. I could see 
him in position. It was sort of funny, because when he 
noticed Keneisha saw him in the end zone, all of a sudden, 
he got ready and his eyes popped. His hands were out as he 
raced toward the frisbee. The white frisbee soared right to 
him. Yoseph looked confident to get the frisbee. He was right 
where he was supposed to be, with his hands sticking out. I 
drove right up to the frisbee and smacked the slippery frisbee 
down on the turf. Yoseph looked down at the frisbee with a 
disappointed look. The frisbee was mostly black because of 
the turf. I could tell that would have been his moment to 
catch the frisbee and score a touchdown. 

After my awesome interception, my legs were back to 
normal and the rain died down. I could tell that Yoseph 
wanted to do the same thing I did to him, because he was 
on me. I could barely see around him, but just enough to see 
David. I think Yoseph wanted me to stay in one place. Then 
David had the frisbee. Now Yoseph knew this would be the 
perfect chance to get back at me, because I was in the end 
zone, ready for a touchdown. He was now covering me even 
harder. He was getting in the way I wanted to go.  

When David threw the frisbee, I was confident to catch 
it and score the touchdown. The frisbee curved, but that 
made me even more eager to catch it, so I zoomed toward it. 
I could see the white frisbee gliding into my hands. I dived 
forward and caught the frisbee in midair. I landed with a 
hard thud in my head. The side of my body hurt, too, but 
I was fine. I could feel the wetness of the frisbee in my hands. 

I stood up and spiked the frisbee on the ground. I stood 
up and high-fived everyone on my team. I was so happy, I 
ran and slid on the ground. My legs may have been wet, but 
it was worth it. The one thing that wasn’t worth it was I had 
goose poop on my legs and shoes. Ah, man! 

“Go, Bella! Go, Bella!” I heard Kyre chanting from the 
ground.

Since I was so high up, I could barely hear him, but I 
knew he was supporting me.

“I am so high up,” I whispered to myself.
Suddenly, I remembered something. Before climbing the 

rock, I promised that I would wave when I was high up. But 
it was too risky. 

I don’t want to die, I told myself as I climbed. 
My hands were slipping off the rocks because of the sweat 

coming out of my hands. My neck was dripping sweat, but I 
knew if I gave it my all, I would make it to the top.

I was near a ledge that would be a good place to put my 
hand into. Then I quickly wiped my sweaty hands on my 
shirt one by one, so I wouldn’t lose my grip. 

Oh no, I told myself, as my feet left the rock, leaving only 
my hands to hold on. 

My feet were doing a funny running motion to try and 
stay on, but I had no luck.

You can do it, I told myself, trying to stay positive. It is 
just like doing a pull-up. You just have to hold on. 

But the negative part of me said, You have never done a 
pull-up before and you are just going to slip. 

I quickly looked down to see if there was a ledge or 
something to put my foot in. I noticed a bumpy, small 
rock that was sticking out, so I quickly put my foot on 
top. I looked for another rock to put my foot on so I could 
concentrate on going up. The rock had a lot of bumps and 
sharp edges. In the middle of the way, I tried to kneel on a 
bumpy, but almost flat, surface and cut myself on a sharp 
edge. I hadn’t noticed until I got back to the ground and 
looked at my legs and hands to see if they were dirty.

“Ouch,” I said, when I noticed a bruise was forming. 
The bruise was surrounding my cut and when I touched 

it, a pain would spread quickly. There were other cuts on my 
leg too, so I thought, Another one for my collections.   

Finally, after looking up and down multiple times, I 
found a rock to put my foot on. 

Saved by the bell, I told myself happily. 
You see, Negative Bella? If you give your all, you will 

accomplish your task, Positive Bella said. 
Then I pushed myself to climb two more inches, even 

though my muscles were about to give up. I huffed and 
puffed as I made my feet climb up. 

“Nothing,” I said. 
I put both of my feet on one rock. Then I put my left foot 

on a rock above my right. My feet climbed the rock, finding 
spots every time. I turned my head to the left to see if I could 

Wet Frisbee

Gabriel Benavidez, 6th grade

My Rock Climbing Adventure

Isabella Hung, 6th grade
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see a person rock-climbing next to me. 
“Hooray!” I yelled, as my feet took its last steps. 
Finally, I came down to one last push-up. 
One more step, I told myself. 
My hands stretched out and touched the carabiner. I had 

accomplished something that I never thought I’d be able to do. 
“I did it,” I whispered to myself, as I planned my victory 

dance. 

Even though I was like eight feet away from the oven, I 
still felt the searing heat on my skin. The furnace was like 
nothing I had ever seen. It had a bright, bold orange color 
echoing from its inner chamber. I could almost see the heat 
rocketing out of the furnace. It felt like I was face-to-face 
with the sun itself.

“For a hot day like this,” the glass-blower announced over 
the noise of the machinery, “we can make a bowl, a bowl of 
ice cream.”

We all stared in awe as the glass-blower pulled out a 
glowing ember, silky like honey and bright like fire. The 
woman grabbed the iron rod and inflated the liquid glass like 
a balloon. She repeated the cycle of stationing the glass into 
the glowing inferno, blowing into the pipe, and carefully 
rotating the rod. She began wielding a tweezer-like tool 
and slowly skimmed a hole in the bubble as she twirled the 
glass around. Using the same tool, she twisted a hexagonal 
shape on the mouth of the bowl from a ring of glass that was 
poured on earlier. 

Of course, up until then, it appeared to be more like a 
vase than a bowl. She then dipped her work into the blazing 
furnace one more time, spun it rapidly, and like magic, the 
glass became a huge bowl with a wide mouth. Everybody 
gasped. But that wasn’t the end of it. The glass was still 
flimsy and thin, so she flipped the rod over and the bowl 
drooped down, with a wavy edge, kind of like one of those 
chips that you scoop in salsa. We were all purely amazed and 
applauded. The finished product looked shiny and fine. It 
looked like it was worth a thousand dollars. 

If only they didn’t shatter it to pieces.
Yes, you heard me right, they destroyed the bowl. The 

instructor proceeded to place the fancy bowl onto the floor. 
Then she poured a cup of cold water into it, making a hissing 
sound and cracking the bowl. A cloud of steam emerged 
from the fragile bowl. Then, the entire bowl just exploded 
and its remains glinted on the ground.

A Glass Bowl

Caleb Martinez, 8th grade
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Splash, Splash! The race was on! At least, people treated 
it like a race. People paddled hard, including my group. 
Competitors rushed up to try to “beat” us. We would not let 
them. We rapidly swung our hands, paddles in them, until 
eventually a canoe of competitors dragged ahead of us.  

Here we go! I thought.  
We had gone around the bridge, which was the halfway 

point, and were trying to beat the canoe in front of us. I felt 
my muscles ache, sweat coming down my face, and water 
splashing at me, making me thirsty. The hot sun beamed 
down on me as me and my group tried to paddle faster. I 
stopped paddling for a bit and trailed my hand in the water. 
My hand left ripples in the water as my group paddled with 
their strength. The smooth, cool water made me want to 
jump in, clothes and all. I almost did, but we had a race to 
finish.

I grabbed the paddle and speedily pulled it in through 
water. Drops of water landed on my skin, soothing me. I 
wanted to lead our canoe to victory. I was the strength of our 
boat, the hardest and fastest paddler, and I was not going 
to let my group fail the race. We needed all the strength on 
our vessel to be full power, but unfortunately, we were not 
getting that. We were tired and exhausted after keeping the 
lead in the first half of the race. I looked back at my fellow 
boat mates. They were not actually committed to the race as 
much as I was. They usually stopped for a little bit and rested 
their arms. They did not look tired, but I knew they were. I 
saw it in their eyes. 

The sun burned down on us. The sun was scorching and it 
was getting hard to keep up with the boat ahead of us.  

“C’mon, guys, try your best!” I told them.  
They picked up their paddles and stroked, not nearly 

as fast as me. But I could live with that. At least they were 
trying. But we needed all our strength to reach the canoe in 
front of us, and we were trailing behind. 

We kept rowing, racing up the river, but our competitors 
were the size of a matchstick at the corner of my eye. They 
were turning the corner. I just didn’t understand how they 
got so far ahead of us. We were trying our best, and they 
seemed a mile in front of us. We gave up on trying to beat 
them and focused on our teamwork. Smooth strokes kept us 
steady for the rest of the trip across the river. The challenging 
and competitive “course” kept me smiling the whole way 
through! I hope I get to do this again!   

Strolling, I was stepping on the crunchy leaves and the 
hard rocks on our walk through nature. I was so excited. This 
was my first ever nature walk! There was a nice breeze as I 
breathed in the fresh air, and as I sucked in the air, I smelled 
maple syrup. 

Flies were making an annoying buzzing noise in my ears, 
while the warm sun reflected on my hair. The flies were 
making me enraged by trying to ruin the walk by biting 
people and making buzzing noises in our ears. My face was 
scrunched and my arms were ready to fight someone. The 
flies were trying to make my day bad. They were like the 
Joker and I was Batman. I was ready to destroy the flies. 

The trees around me stood there, still, with the branches 
coming out like hands. The trees made me feel like they were 
giants looking over me. I looked around. There were large 
branches scattered around as birds were chirping. The birds 
chirping sounded like a cheerful song playing at a party. 

As I looked past the trees, I saw a lake. It had many lily 
pads with flowers. The lake was a dirty, dark green. At the 
back of the lake, I saw more towering trees and the cotton 
candy-like clouds. Even though the lake was gross and dirty 
looking, I was relaxed. I let out a warm sigh as I watched the 
water flow softly. The swaying water made me feel like I was 
in a spa. 

The big rocks were towering over me like the Empire State 
Building. If the boulder was alive, it would probably think of 
me as an ant. The green and waxy coated leaves on the trees 
gave us shade as the sun shone bright as fire. I was glad for 
the shade, or my skin would have burned like an over-baked 
potato. There were weird, brown-colored vines growing along 
the trees with spikes. 

I really wanted to touch them, but in my mind, I was 
cautiously saying, Come on, Isabel. You know you can’t touch. 
It might be poisonous.

As our group kept on walking, I had a sudden felling of 
sadness because I didn’t touch the vine. As my sadness went 
away, we approached a wood bridge that was five feet off the 
ground and it was under a pit of leaves and rocks. The bridge 
also had overgrowth all over it and it looked like it was going 
to collapse any second. But as I stumbled across the bridge, 
I sighed in relief because I didn’t fall off the bridge, even 
though I knew I wouldn’t have. 

As we kept walking, I saw everyone swatting flies and two 
ferociously flew into my eyes. I was scared to death that they 
were going to bite my eyes out. Luckily, the flies flew out of 
my eyes as we saw a small brown creature sprint across the 
forest. Someone saw the chipmunk and they drew everyone’s 
attention to the little, brown creature. The chipmunk was 

Canoeing on the Charles River

Bruce Fortmann, 7th grade

A Walk Through Nature

Isabel Leong, 6th grade
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sprinting around; although, all I saw was a little brown ball 
sprinting quickly. I was excited to see at least one animal. 

When our group nature walk was ending, I noticed moss. 
I touched it, and the moss was soft as a tissue and squishy 
like a sponge. The path was an endless road of brown dirt, 
leaves, and rocks. Since the forest was so quiet and beautiful, 
it made me feel that this was the most peaceful moment 
ever because I was walking in a place where there were no 
distractions. There were no phones or computers distracting 
anyone. It was just peace and quiet surrounding us. My heart 
was beating slowly and I had a big smile on my face. I was in 
my happy place.

“Pass it here!” I heard an opponent call out behind me. 
We were playing on a coned-in section of the neat, turf 

field, but that neatness came at a price; it felt like we were 
sizzling on a stovetop cranked to maximum heat! Even my 
feet, through the bottom of my shoes, could feel the blazing 
turf underneath. I glanced at the person holding the disc-
shaped frisbee. As they tensed up, I prepared to clasp the 
frisbee, ready to chase it down at any moment. I was like a 
predator, ready to pounce on its unsuspecting prey.

Suddenly, with a flick of the wrist, the white frisbee 
sailed towards the person in front of me. However, I quickly 
realized this person was not on my team, so I prepared to 
lunge towards the flying frisbee. Whoosh! The frisbee soared 
in an arc, weaving in and out the mob of players. They dove 
right and left to catch the disc, but to no avail; the frisbee 
had already zoomed by them before they could react. But I 
realized the frisbee seemed to be getting larger and larger. I 
hastily contemplated my options.

Then, just as the frisbee was going to be snatched up, I 
bounded towards the frisbee and attempted to seize it. But I 
had leaped too high. So things didn’t go exactly as planned; 
my hands were too far up for me to successfully catch and 
if I reached down, it would already have soared into my 
opponent’s waiting hands. 

Quickly, I thought, Maybe I can’t catch it, but I can still 
intercept it! 

My hands changed from crab-like hands, ready to 
catch, into flat, open hands, ready to slap. As gravity began 
dragging me back to the ground, I saw the perfect moment 
for my hands to stop the frisbee. I lifted my arm up and 
readied to slap the frisbee. Bam! In a split-second, I swatted 
the frisbee down to the ground, wrecking its smooth flight. 
My hand, on top of the frisbee, pushed it down to the 
ground. It wobbled around, as if it couldn’t decide what to 
do next, and on its descent, the frisbee twisted and turned. 
It rolled around like a tire and finally lost its balance and 
clattered onto the field, just outside of my goal’s boundary. I 
breathed a sigh of relief.

Thus, we had hope in winning! We transformed from 
casual to extremely competitive. Play after play, we dashed 
across the field, scoring touchdown after touchdown. The 
other team, the Best Dinosaurs, scored a point or two, 
but it was a measly effort compared to our extraordinary 
improvement. As we eagerly tore up and down the 
field, adrenaline pumped through me, making me feel 
unstoppable, like Superman. I ran as if my feet were melting; 
they really were! But eventually, the intense game ended with 

The Interception

Andy Wei, 7th grade
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a somewhat successful tie. Although we didn’t exactly achieve 
our goal, to win the game, I felt satisfied doing something I’d 
never done before: saving my team (indirectly) from losing.

I was all stretched out on the rock, like I was hugging a 
huge bear. I got my foot stuck and the rock was pounding 
on my leg. I thought of living with my leg stuck in a rock. 
Clunch, clonk! People would look at me like I was crazy!

I decided to try to get my foot out of the rock. 
One, two, three, I said in my head.  
I pulled and I tugged my leg out, like it was a baseball bat 

getting ready to wind up. Right after, I fell back stumbling. I 
was in the air, the middle of the air. I didn’t even go down an 
inch. I sighed in relief. I didn’t fall to my horrible death!

I was tilted over, running my hand over the rock. It felt 
smooth but bumpy at the same time. There was a black 
and yellow bug that was rugged like the rock. The bug’s 
wings were flapping mega-fast. It was rushing at me, closer, 
coming to push me off. It flew around me, trying to get me 
to fall, but then I remembered that I had a harness on. The 
harness was like a spider’s web and I was smothered to my 
sticky home.  

FLICK!!! Yes, no bug bothers Dante while he is rock 
climbing. When I grabbed onto the rock, I had faith that  
I could do it. I pushed myself up and I got to the top my 
first time. I did it with all my strength left. Every last inch 
of breath. 

One, two, three.  
I pushed off the rock on my way back down; it felt  

like I was on a waterbed. I slowly fell on the blue harness 
and carefully bounced my way back to the calm, dirt-
covered ground.

Rock Climbing

Dante Pereira, 7th grade
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We were getting ready to play and the other team was 
talking trash. 

“You’re so bad, you can’t make shots for life!” 
When I shook them off and swooshed a three, they all 

went silent. I knew that what they were saying was wrong 
and I was going to prove it. If you don’t listen to people like 
that and pay them no mind at all, they leave you alone. 

On the rear right side of the court, Ethan passed me the 
ball from out of bounds. My heart was pounding. I dribbled 
straight and raced down the court. Whatever it took, that 
ball had to go in the hoop. I drove to the hoop, focused 
and in a rage, crossing people up like Curry and passing the 
defenders like it was nothing. Going so fast, it was like I was 
a sliver bullet glistening in the sunlight. My eyes were on the 
hoop and my body started to shake. I was wondering if it 
was even going to go in, hoping it would go in, and not air-
ball or spin around the rim and fall out.

The ball went in and the swoosh sound filled my ears. 
Everyone on my team filled the court with cheers, amazed 
that I had gotten by all the defenders. I started to dance 
and I danced until it was time to play again. I was also very 
happy that the ball went in, because I had been doing really 
bad that game. So it felt good to actually get something. 
The corners of my mouth curled up. I ran up and down the 
court, feeling the adrenaline coming through my veins. 

Most of my team was on the other side of the court, 
ready to play defense. So it was even harder to get past 
everyone without my team, but somehow I managed to get 
past. I think that was the turning point, because I realized 
that I could do it, even if my team was losing. Also, I think 
everyone on my team felt more confident and so was I.  

“Alright, Champs down there, and the Quarters down 
here,” Dan said quickly, knowing that there were only five 
minutes left.

I rushed down the field with all my speed. I could feel the 
hot turf on the bottom of my shoe as the pebbles brushed 
off the side. Me and my team had reached our end zone. I 
pointed my thumb in the air to tell the opposing team that 
we were ready. Immanuel threw the frisbee perfectly, even 
though it wasn’t his dominant hand. Leury caught the frisbee 
in his chest as if it were a football.

I remembered the words Dan said: “Guys, this is why we 
came to camp. We came to have fun and win.”We made a 
couple of short passes. Leury passed to Nour. Nour passed 
to Ashley. The frisbee looked like it was going to drop on 
the ground, but Ashley’s incredible Odell hands snatched 
it before it could get there. We were one pass away from a 
touchdown. Instead, Ashley threw it straight across from 
her to Dan. From the middle of the turf, I sprinted down to 
the end. I bumped into many opponent players. Their legs 
moved backwards and forwards in my way, keeping me from 
reaching the end zone. The turf was full of traffic. I bumped 
into Ryan; he didn’t see me, so he moved in my way, looking 
for someone to throw the frisbee to him. Sweat trickled 
down my cheek as I looked out in front of me and saw a 
huge space where I could run.

Dan looked at me and spread his eyes out wide open as 
he saw me approach the end zone. I opened my hands out 
to let him know that I wanted the frisbee to be passed to 
me. Dan put one hand on the frisbee, flicked his wrist back, 
and released it out towards me. It looked like it was going 
to hit the ground for a turnover. However, I could not let 
that happen.

I planted my feet on the ground as if I was in a karate 
match. The frisbee was halfway to hitting the ground. I 
anticipated the frisbee with my eyes. I stood there as if I 
knew it was going to spin straight in my hands. I slowly 
realized that it wasn’t going to.

The frisbee is a goner, I said to myself in my head.
But I continued to attempt to catch it. I slowly dropped 

on the ground a tad bit to catch the frisbee. The frisbee 
looked like a football spiral spinning straight in my hands. 
I snatched the frisbee with one hand on the bottom part 
and one hand on the top to make sure that I wouldn’t drop 
it. I celebrated by walking back to our side to throw the 
frisbee off. 

My team had made some great throws. I made an amazing 
catch to score a touchdown. Everyone from my team began 
to give me props for my great catch.

The Ball Game

Yoseph Bayer, 6th grade

The Greatest

Jaydon Nash, 8th grade
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“Oh great, we’re in last. Again,” I cried. “Everyone already 
got out of their canoes ages ago.” 

We were only about fifty feet away from the dock. 
How is this possible? I thought. 
Earlier, we had been some of the first people to get our 

canoe. However, we hadn’t even paddled all the way down 
to the stone bridge that overlooked the Charles, with cars 
zooming all over it, where everyone else had reached. There 
must have been at least a dozen canoes, all in front of us. 
Campers and counselors in canoes raced down the river as 
fast as they possibly could. Everyone had finished the race a 
while ago. By our speed, I doubted we were even in the race. 
Just traveling twenty feet felt like a century. 

Coming back to the dock, my head ached and my 
arms were sore. Hanalei and Kaily’s heads drooped as they 
moaned, and none of us had the strength to even put our 
paddles in the water. Misery filled the boat. Luckily, we were 
being dragged along by one of the canoeing instructors.

“Come on, ladies,” she said. “I’m not going to pull you. 
Paddle!”

“You in the back, you’re the captain. You have to steer!” 
she added.

I knew she was talking to me, because of course, my 
group chose me to be the “captain.” 

Why would they do that?
But my thoughts were stopped by the instructor, 

constantly telling me to paddle backwards.
How do I do that? I screamed in my head. 
Trying to listen to what the instructor was saying I 

attempted to paddle backwards. Of course, attempts don’t 
always work. 

Won’t the boat just go backwards? I wondered. 
I felt like the only reason we were moving was because we 

were being towed and canoeing downstream.
Finally, after what seemed like forever, we approached 

the hoary, wooden dock, relief running through me. Then, 
the instructor yelled at me to turn. I pushed and pulled, but 
despite my effort, the boat wouldn’t turn. My heart pounded 
as fast as a cheetah and I dropped the paddle in exhaustion. 
Out of nowhere, the canoe ended up face to face with the 
sharp, pointy corner of the dock. My head jerked back in an 
instant. Water rose up and collapsed on top of us. My head 
was spinning in all different directions. 

“That really hurt!” I whispered.
“Is everyone okay?” the instructor asked. 
Hanalei and Kaily nodded their heads, so I just went 

along with them.
We jumped out of the canoe and onto the dock, so 

reluctant to be on land again, my legs feeling like jelly.

My heart was pounding. Sweat was running down my 
neck. I was next in line. I wanted to leave, but I was already 
harnessed. There was no way to get out. I was ready to climb. 
I saw other campers do it and most of them were petrified to 
start and proud after they finished and I wanted to feel the 
same. They all had to take a long time to climb. I saw some 
people who were scared out of their minds. They all had a 
frightened look on their faces. They all looked like, and some 
said it out loud, that they wanted to get down. 

In my mind, I was thinking, Maybe I shouldn’t do this one.  
On the other side, I was thinking to just give it a whirl. 

Besides, what was the worst that could happen? Well, a lot 
could happen. The rope could break, I could hurt my arm, 
anything could happen! My heart was pounding. I tried to 
calm myself down, but I couldn’t stop being nervous. I tried 
to imagine happy things, but somehow they all went back to 
rock climbing. I just wanted to step out of line, just when it 
was my turn in line. By the time I wanted to say no, it was 
too late. 

I was starting off pretty well and as I got up, I began to 
slow down. There were almost no holes to put your feet in. 
I spent at least, if not more than, five minutes in the same 
spot. My arms and legs were trembling, trying to find a place 
to hold on to. My legs were fatigued, like my whole body. 
My poor flexibility also played a role in the long, dreading 
wait to be after me. The only foot holes there were at my 
waist so I really couldn’t put my foot there. I started to sweat 
up a rainstorm. I was sweating so much, people in line were 
getting wet! I was really petrified. 

Then my instructor told me I was almost there. Then 
I had a super power, called “courage,” that took over me. 
I noticed the clip, plainly in sight. I started to notice that 
climbing was a lot easier. I started to climb, and climb, 
and climb. I was one move away from the clip. I began to 
think about when I started, how I was grieving about going 
through this, and now I was here. I could hear the hooting 
and hollering of fellow campers and friends. 

“Go, Jaylen,” some said. 
“You can do it” was the chant of others. 
And, with one final extreme boost filled with happiness, I 

touched the clip.  

What I Thought Was Canoeing

Alana Tantisira, 7th grade

Courage

Jaylen Evans, 6th grade



132   Simmons Camp

There we were at the basketball court. It was a scorching 
day and all the players were melting on the court. We were 
down by two points and I passed the ball to Ethan. Kids 
were screaming, running around, and chasing after the ball.

The ball went spinning backwards like someone had hit it, 
but still it soared in a perfect arch. It went over my head and 
we watched in wonder and awe. The ball soared just out of 
his grasp and Sadiyah jumped. 

As she jumped, her feet ascended. She flew towards the 
ball. Her hands skimmed the ball. She was so close, that if a 
fly had sneezed on the ball, the ball would have been knocked 
out of its perfect ascent and into her hands. When she landed, 
she, too, watched the ball with its rainbow-like arch.

The teams’ faces shined golden with their shock. Surprised 
and amazed faces stared at the ball. Even Ethan’s face was like 
that, but it had a clear message: I just shot that? 

The ball with its leather padding turned and turned and 
launched and flew. It hit the rim and it wobbled like a child 
on a bicycle without training wheels for the first time and 
spun sideways as if on someone’s finger. It went around the 
rim and wobbled and fell… into the hoop. 

“YAY,” my team yelled, throwing their hats in the air and 
splashing themselves with water like they had just won the 
Olympics for basketball. 

“AWWW,” the other team moaned, throwing their hats 
on the ground, and you could almost see rain clouds over 
their heads. Sadiyah’s face a mix of a scowl, a sheer look of 
disappointment, and rage.

“I can do this, I can do this!” I reminded myself. 
Who was I kidding? I was climbing a boat and I could 

die! As I climbed higher and higher, the fresh, delightful 
sea air surrounded me. I felt the air in my face and in my 
messy brown hair. The strong sea wobbled under me. It 
seemed like it was rocking forward and backward and so 
on and so forth, making me swing in the same pattern. The 
white seagulls flew high over my head. I heard the seagulls 
squawking in an annoying manner—as their way of saying, 
“Welcome to the sea!” 

The smell of salty sea air and the wooden spruce planks 
of the ship filled my nose. Closing my eyes, I felt relaxed. 
It felt like I was flying in the air. As I slowly climbed, I 
mindlessly pulled on a tall, brown rope. It felt smooth and 
soft compared to the other ropes on the boat that were tough 
as bark. 

I looked down at the bottom of the ship, and I saw that 
the rig I was climbing was very old. The wood on the rig 
looked weak—the fading colors and the creaking of the wood 
made it seem even worse. The wood also seemed to be partly 
broken—it was coming apart piece by piece! It spooked me 
like I saw a ghost at sea. I was scared in my mind, but it did 
not show on my face. Instead of fear, my face showed a sense 
of adventure. I was smiling like a happy emoji on the outside, 
but screaming like a little baby on the inside. 

My trembling hands shook like a milkshake in a blender. 
The slippery wood made me feel that I could fall any minute, 
making it very difficult to grip the rope. It made me want 
to stop, but adventure is always stronger than fear. So I kept 
climbing the big brown rig.  

The Shot

Ethan Zinner, 6th grade

A Time to Climb

Tade Sullivan, 6th grade
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Hey! I think, as an opponent keeps blocking my way. 
I suddenly stop, with a person still blocking me a couple 

feet away. My mind freezes. I don’t know where to go. The 
space is relatively open on the other parts of the field, so I 
have room to move around. I want to jog side-to-side and 
try to escape getting blocked. I focus hard enough on the 
space around me and can see the heat waves of muggy, hot, 
sunny Boston. I finally make up my mind and sprint to the 
other side of the field without anyone in front of me. When 
I jog back and forth, the small rubber pebbles from the 
turf bounce around, some hopping right into my shoe. The 
slippery turf and the humid air do not help the situation. 

“I’m open!” I yell to my teammate, who has the frisbee in 
their hand. 

Before I know it, I see the flying white disc spinning 
towards my face. It whirs round and round. The star decal on 
it now looks like a blob while soaring through the soggy air. 
I can feel the droplets of sweat speeding down my temples 
as I stand on the field, waiting for the frisbee to land in my 
palms. I spread my legs apart and put my hands into ready 
position. My eyes follow the frisbee as it comes towards me. 

My friend Michelle yells, “You can do it, Mia!” 
Even though we are not on the same team, I smile at 

her and make sure to cheer her on later, too. Even though 
I only have to wait for the frisbee for about a second, the 
anticipation feels like an hour. I almost feel annoyed at how 
long it is taking for the frisbee to arrive. I try encouraging 
the frisbee to move faster in my head, but that doesn’t seem 
to be working. 

Come one, come on, I think. 
I can feel myself yelling inside my brain. It almost hurts. 

Around me, teammates are staring, some jogging towards 
me, waiting to see whether or not the frisbee will land in my 
hands. 

Finally, I can see, hear, and feel, a thump on my fingers. 
I barely catch the frisbee with the tips of my fingers, which 
soon carries on into my sweaty palms. As the force pushes 
me backwards, my hair hugs the side of my sticky face and 
my shirt flows forward. 

“Whoohoo!” my teammates shout as the saucer is finally 
in my grasp. 

I feel a slight amount of pride within me and grin on 
the inside. But I am exhausted and keep a straight face, 
because I know I have to keep on playing. I quickly pivot 
and search for the next open teammate. My eyes are jumping 
and skipping around my sockets, looking for an open player. 
People around me are waiting to see what decision I will 
make. The pressure feels incredibly high, as I must choose 

between two or three other players to pass the frisbee to. 
My mind, zooming with options, tells me to throw the 

frisbee to my teammate diagonally across the field. I flick my 
wrist outwards and into the damp air. As they catch it, my 
eyes are squinting, my forehead is creased hard, and my back 
is bent over with my hands pressing down on my thighs. 
My face is drenched, as I impatiently wait to see what will 
happen next to the frisbee.

Flying Frisbee

Mia Gurevich, 8th grade
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I stick my paddle into the water and push back to propel 
our boat forward. Right hand on top of my left, arms bent 
into a sturdy position, I place the flat part of the paddle into 
the slightly mucky water and push back, leaving a whirlpool 
of water left in its trace. The whirlpool moves backwards as I 
continue on forwards. I look around and I see trees towering 
over the water and behind the trees there is the highway. I tell 
Jaydon and Michalis to switch sides in which they are rowing. 

“Paddle on the right side now. We are heading too far to 
the right,” I tell them. 

I drown out the sound of Michalis ranting about soccer 
and I listen to the paddles splashing the water next to me. 
Splish, splash, splish, splash. The sound the water makes when 
the paddles meet the water. THUMP. I accidently slam the 
side of the boat with my paddle. The canoe shakes from the 
impact and almost tips over. 

That was close, I think to myself. 
In, push back. In, push back, I think to myself as I paddle. 
We start to close in on another boat, closer with each 

second. 
“Steer to the left! Steer to the left! NO, your other left!” 

someone shouts. 
“Back up!” I shout to Jayden and Michalis. 
I try to steer out of the way, but it’s too late. We nick 

the side of the boat. Once we realize it is harmless, we keep 
paddling. Our canoe picks up speed as we cruise past the 
other boats. As we go, we fly past trees and bushes. The sun 
beats down on us as sweat pours from our bodies. More 
sweat comes with each stroke of the paddle. Our muscles 
aching, we arrive back to the dock and step out of the boat. 
It was a great day canoeing on the Charles River. 

I had no ideas for what to make my glass pendant look 
like. I stood in the glass blowing studio looking at others’ 
beautiful pendants. But then I thought of the perfect 
pendent: Bacon! I stood at the paper-covered table and 
looked for the right color glass in the box. I reached my 
hands into the clear bin full of glass and I shuffled through 
the shards. After some searching, I found the perfect brown, 
white, and red pieces of glass.

The white was a yellowish white; it was going to be the 
fat of the bacon. The brown was lighter than usual, not too 
light. The red was dark and was going to be the meaty part 
of the bacon. I started to cut them; I got the diamond tipped 
blade, pressed it down on the glass, and rolled it. Then I 
could easily break it in half with the plier-like tool. 

The red was easy to cut; I only had to break a little piece 
in half and a rivet in the middle made it easier to cut. Then I 
added it on to a long strip; but white and brown were harder. 
The white chipped at the edges when I tried to break it with 
the tools. The brown was in many large pieces; I had to stick 
them together to make a whole strip. I had about three larger 
pieces. I cut one into a strip, but it was not long enough. So 
I used small slivers from my other brown pieces to finish it. 

It looked exactly like bacon. It was beautiful. 

A Great Day

Josh Schreiber, 8th grade

Bacon!

Alex Cortright, 8th grade
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When Lena was showing us all those kung fu tricks, she 
slashed the air as if she was playing a game of Fruit Ninja. 
She smacked the flat side of the sword with her palm, 
powerfully and quickly, as she timed her strike. When she 
kicked the air, the tip of her toe touched her nose very 
gently. When she thrust the sword, it would end up shaking 
and trembling and it would sound like clangs and clacks. Her 
sword slashed the air with a swoosh.  

Her forehead was dripping with sweat and her smile was 
upside down. Her eyebrows were so close to her eyes that 
they looked like they were about to collide. She seemed a 
little shaky.  

I can’t blame her for that, because if that was me, then I 
would be extremely nervous, I thought, as she froze into a 
statue with a sword in her right hand.  

I thought, I wouldn’t do it at all. Why would I perform in 
front of a camp or group of strangers?

She spun with grace with her piece of sharp, but weak, 
metal. Her sword was rattling. It gave me the feeling that she 
was controlling the wind, or was trying to control it. Then 
she launched herself into the air, twirling around. As she was 
spinning in her jump, she came to a quick halt and did a split. 

“Wow!” I exclaimed, as everyone applauded.  

I had never seen anything like that before. We were so 
close to failure, but then something magical happened and 
we saw that our efforts weren’t just a loss of time. But let’s 
start from the beginning:

The weather was really hot. The sun was burning our skin 
while we were playing ultimate frisbee. The sky was almost 
cloudless, and the field’s turf was burning hot. Everybody 
was getting exhausted because of the heat. People were 
sweating and their faces were red. But, despite the unpleasant 
conditions, everybody was still putting all their energy and 
focus into the game.

Our team stole the frisbee from the other team, and 
Jaydon was in the middle of the field, looking around for 
someone to pass it to. He was surrounded by members of the 
other team, who were blocking our teammates from getting 
close to him, so they could get the frisbee. They couldn’t take 
the frisbee off his hands, because it wasn’t allowed, but they 
were able to stand in front of our teammates, so they could 
block them and prevent them from taking the frisbee. 

Then I saw a plan clearly in my head. I would ask for a 
pass, and then I would run towards the end zone. While 
Jaydon would make the pass, I would receive it past the end 
zone, and we would score. I knew that this was possible, as I 
was far enough from the other team’s players, so I could run 
and catch the frisbee without letting them stop me.

So I asked for a pass, and I sprinted with all my power 
and strength, faster than anyone on the field. My legs were 
pushing my body faster and faster. I was running like a 
racing car towards the end zone. I felt like the field was 
running past me, with the end zone coming closer and closer 
every moment that passed. At that moment, the only thing 
that was important was reaching the end zone and catching 
the frisbee. 

But then, the wind blew, and it changed the direction 
of the frisbee. It was too high for anyone to catch, and the 
wind turned it by almost ninety degrees. But I didn’t give 
up, so I turned towards where I thought the frisbee would 
land. Then, Meg got in front of me, preventing me from 
going closer to the frisbee, at least before she did. It was like 
a dream. I couldn’t believe it. All this effort and the wind 
changed the direction of the frisbee. I felt very disappointed, 
because all the time and effort we had put into scoring this 
point would be only a loss of time. I started running slower, 
preparing to stop, because the frisbee was too far away for me 
to catch. 

Suddenly, Subah appeared out of nowhere and ran 
towards the flying frisbee. Subah hadn’t played that well up 
to that moment. He had missed many passes, and didn’t 

Lena

Leury Kelly, 7th grade

Almost a Disaster

Michalis Protopapadakis, 8th grade
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catch many either, so I thought that he would fail this time, 
again. But I was completely mistaken. He made an attempt 
to catch it, and fast like the wind, he straightened his hands, 
put them next to the frisbee, bent his fingers around it, 
and lowered his hands, bringing the frisbee onto his chest. 
The frisbee landed right in his hands. I felt really happy as I 
cheered along with the rest of the team, because this attempt 
wasn’t just a loss of time, and although I was mistaken and 
I almost caused the team to fail, Subah had fixed everything 
and scored!

How is this even possible? Am I dreaming? Someone pinch 
me! This place is too beautiful to exist! Did the government not 
want to turn this place into condos or something? The world 
desperately needs a lot more places like this! I wish there were 
more forests than cities. I wish we could come here every day! To 
a closer forest, though.   

We walked from the dull parking lot into the forest, alive 
with noises, and it was as if we stepped into an enchanted 
portal to another dimension! As we walked through the 
unfamiliar woods on our nature hike, we passed a gorgeous 
pond. The trees made a little arch that looked like the grand 
entryway to the pond. The shoreline had a variety of rocks, 
all different shapes and sizes, scattered around. It teemed 
with lily pads. 

There were frogs in two different stages of life. There were 
young tadpoles and tadpoles when they start to grow their 
back legs and lose their tails. The tadpoles looked like tiny 
fishes and the other ones looked like a smoother version of 
a frog, but with a tiny stub tail. Some were fearlessly staying 
put and enjoying the cool, murky water on the hot summer 
day. Others were swimming away in fear of the many giants 
staring in awe at them. One orange-haired giant dug around 
in the water, trying to scoop up the tadpoles. Other slightly 
smaller giants poked at them with humongous sticks. All of 
the tadpoles quickly fled soon enough, to find shelter, once 
humongous giants came along. They sped towards the lilies 
to escape from certain death.   

The pond was reflective, so it looked like there was a 
second sky. I gazed down on it and could see my distorted 
reflection, caused by the rippled water. It was like water 
marbling for nails. After you put the nail polish in the cup 
filled with water, you would take a nail art stick and use it to 
“draw” patterns into the polish. It was as if someone put me 
into the water, and drew the lines through me. My face was 
scattered in different spots, and so was my body. They went 
left to right, or top to bottom. It made the pond look like 
another world, with the blue sky, the clouds, and the sun. 

Speaking of different worlds, the forest was like a whole 
new one. It was quiet, compared to the city’s honking cars, 
talking humans, construction sites, and bustling people 
traveling to work. Instead of being exposed to the sun, 
the trees acted like a shield to protect us from sunburn. 
Everything there was untouched. Nothing in there looked 
like the “outside world.” The woods looked completely 
different from what was outside. The woods had trees 
everywhere and natural growing grass. They didn’t have man-
made lakes, glass trees, fake flowers, and fake rocks. It had 
bugs everywhere that weren’t in cages. There was a concrete 

The Sky Pond 

Lily Huynh, 5th grade
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jungle outside of the woods, but there was a peaceful, natural 
smelling place “inside” that I never wanted to leave. The city 
smelled like car exhaust and fast food, such as French fries 
and hamburgers, etc. The woods smelled of fresh grass and 
flowers, and NOT like Bath and Body Works’ Flower Power 
or Freshly Mowed Grass (I made those up, but they just 
might be actual artificial scents). I’m always so used to seeing 
buildings and cars, that it felt relieving to know there were 
places that hadn’t been taken over by houses, schools, offices, 
etc. 

I liked watching the trees “dance” gracefully to the music 
of nature: the birds, the wind, and the high-pitched chirps 
and buzzes the cicadas made. The branches swayed side to 
side, as if they were about to fall off. The ample amount of 
leaves bumped together to make a little bristle sound. It was 
as though the trees were singing to the music already created 
by the birds’ chirp, chirp, the wind’s whoosh, and the cicadas’ 
combination of various sounds. It’s nice to escape to the 
woods and just jam out to Mother Nature’s private concert. 

On a big, grassy arena, we went to play soccer using two 
smaller goals compared to the length of the field. Walking 
onto the pitch, everything felt very hot as the sun shone onto 
the turf. Towards the end of our game, both teams went into 
penalties. One pinny player and non-pinny player had the 
opportunity to shoot the ball at the goal. I was on the non-
pinnies team on the sideline, watching others shoot the ball. 

I asked Kendra, “Would you like to go next?” 
She responded, “Yes, I would love to go next!” 
Kendra was on the pinny team, so we were opponents on 

opposite teams. We walked towards the penalty area and we 
were looking at each other and we were pretending to hate 
each other, because we were opponents being competitive. 
We stared at each other. 

Kendra told me, “Non-pinnies shoot first.” 
I was nervous. There were butterflies floating around in 

my stomach and sweat across my forehead. I thought that I 
wasn’t going to score. 

I was ready to go when Dan gave me advice, “Kick it to 
the left! To the left.” 

I thought for a moment and I said to myself, “Shoot it 
strong to the left side.” 

I was ready to kick. I ran to the ball, one foot behind the 
other, concentrating on running at an average pace to be able 
to shoot the ball and have more control of where I wanted to 
aim the ball. My heart was beating and I felt the sun on my 
face. I was ready. 

I shot the ball as strong as I could, but in that moment—
“Oh no!”—I didn’t know where the ball was going. 

When I saw the goalie’s eyes, I didn’t know why, but I 
knew that he didn’t know where the ball was going either. 
Finally, the ball streaked to my left. It went in the air. It was 
like a plane flying across the sky. 

“Yes!” 
He was supposed to stop the ball, yet he stood still in 

his crouched stance, as the ball was faster and soaring to his 
right. I couldn’t believe it. It was a goal! I was so hot and 
exhausted, and my feet ached, but most importantly, I felt 
happy and relieved. 

I smiled at Kendra, and she said, “It was a goal!” 
I was only able to celebrate a little for myself, as Kendra 

had the next shot right after me. Later, Kendra described 
running up to the ball and launching it like a cannonball 
being fired at the goalie. But as it reached its destination, the 
goalie moved and smacked it down. The nervousness that I 
had felt before the kick had disappeared. I had scored and 
given a point to my team! I had started the game strong, but 
I finished stronger.

Penalty

Isabel Serra, 8th grade
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I was crying and crying and telling myself not to climb, 
but I took a risk for my life. I did all three climbs. First I did 
the hard one, then the medium, and last, the easy. 

I started climbing. I wanted to get to the top! 
I heard people cheering for me, saying, “You can do it” 

and “Go, Nelly, go”! 
When I did the first one, I was scared. I was shaking and 

frowning. I only made it halfway through. I almost made 
it to the top, but I didn’t. While I watched other people, 
Sophie made it to top, but a couple of people made it 
halfway through. 

The easy one I went on, I went on the top. But on the 
second climb, my legs and hands were shaky and my heart 
was beating fast. Since I was climbing, my hands were 
grabbing on to the stone. My feet were on top of a rock, 
pulling myself up. When I pulled myself up, I climbed 
higher and almost to the top. When I was on the high point, 
I could see and hear people cheering for me in the middle of 
the woods below me. I was reaching and putting my feet on 
the stone. 

The last one I went on was the easiest, and when I went 
on this, I made it to the top. That  was my goal! After that, 
I was done. After that, I was relieved and calm, because I 
was done climbing. I had achieved getting over my fears and 
taking a risk.

The grass was very dry, but there was goose poop. Better 
watch out! 

When we went back into the game, many people were 
cheering for their teammates. Gabe was so close to stepping 
into the poop when he was trying to come back onto the 
game field with the frisbee. Gabe came back and threw the 
frisbee back into the game slowly. He tossed it to me. The 
way he passed it to me was a bit crooked and it didn’t really 
go the way that it should have. In my head I was thinking 
that I was going to drop it, even if it was a short pass. But I 
also had a bit of positivity in my head as well. 

When Gabe passed it to me, I thought in my head, Wow, 
I can do this. 

I put more positivity into what I was doing. Many people 
were rushing our way. Keneisha speeded her way towards 
me. Then I threw it to Christopher and he passed it right 
back to Gabe. 

“Give it to me,” I said, as it was a very short pass. 
Gabe had done a weird pass. The frisbee went the wrong 

way. The frisbee twirled a bit and it looked impossible to 
catch, but it wasn’t. I put my hands up to try to catch and I 
did. I was happy, but I had to act fast. After I did all of that 
passing, I then threw it to Christopher. 

I had to say to Gabe that we should keep it going in 
a circle, just to give it to the three of us. When we were 
getting close to the end zone, I threw a great pass, because I 
had waited until the wind had stopped and I used my good 
hand (right hand) and thrown it high up. I thought that it 
was going to be a fail and it did. I tried to throw it and the 
frisbee was going into a rotation while still in the air to Gabe 
at the end zone. He missed it. His hands were in the air, but 
many others were next to him, like in a circle, and everyone 
who was next to him had their hands up in the air waiting 
for it to be thrown. 

Gabe almost had it, but he dropped it at the last second, 
which was sad because we had done all that great passing and 
didn’t even make a goal. But that was OK, because we would 
do it again. 

The second time, it worked. The only difference was 
that Gabe threw father than last time and I had to catch it 
farther, which was fine because Christopher was really good 
at catching when it was about to hit the ground. 

At the beginning of the game, the David’s Potatoes 
thought that when Keller threw the frisbee, that it was going 
to hit the ground, but Christopher made it in time. He 
caught it and rolled in the ground, but he was fine. So that 
was a really good help, because if we had done that sooner, 
then we could have had a tie instead of us losing by a point. 
So at the end of the game, we lost it all, which was OK 
because we did a lot of good teamwork.

Reaching My Goal

Nelly Rivera, 6th grade

Ultimate Frisbee

Xavon Bentley, 6th grade
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The sun beat down on the canoe. It was sweltering out, 
easily ninety degrees. The shade of the bridge seemed a 
million miles away. The murky, dark water of the Charles 
loomed below us. It seemed as if anything from dragons 
to sea monsters could be lurking there. I imagined a whole 
other secret world down there, just beneath the surface, 
waiting for us.

“We’re almost there,” Ashley panted.  
My arms ached. I could not get there soon enough.
“Keep rowing,” Emma commanded us. 
That was easy for her to say. She wasn’t doing any of the 

work. She was just chillaxing in the back of the boat. I, on 
the other hand, had to sit in the revolting pit that was the 
middle of the boat. Dead fly heads littered the space beneath 
me, and the boat was caked with sand. I didn‘t even have a 
real seat, just a flea-infested pillow to squat down on.

Finally, our canoe stopped under the shade of the bridge. 
Thank the Lord. If I had to endure the sinister rays of the 
sun a moment longer, I was pretty sure I would faint. The 
inside of the stone bridge was covered in spray-painted words 
and graffiti. 

“Who let the wolves out,” I read out loud. 
Someone had spray-painted a picture of Homer Simpson 

devouring a donut. Other people had simply written their 
name and the date. Some went back as far as 2011.

The bridge felt like a different universe, one full of life 
and imagination. Some words were sprawled carelessly on its 
side. Some had probably taken hours to complete. A realistic 
Boston skyline was my favorite. I felt amazed. I could picture 
this piece sitting in an art gallery, but here it was, hidden 
under a bridge and seldom looked at. Shadows and texture 
popped out of the image, and it was hard to believe it was 
simply paint on a wall. I felt like I could feel the heart of 
the city in that painting. All were virtually works of art. I 
wondered how long those words would remain there before 
someone would wash them away. It seemed cruel to wash 
away someone’s form of self-expression in exchange for a 
blank wall.

We paddled out of the bridge and into the bright sun, 
leaving the graffiti behind. As we emerged out of the 
bridge and back into the real world again, I vowed to come 
back to that spot in a couple of years to see what the walls 
of the bridge looked like then. Would they be bare and 
nondescript? Or would even more words, drawings, and 
stories be added there?

Scanning the area around me in all directions, I rest my 
eyes on a cluster of leaves together, supported by the thick 
and slender trunks of the trees. The trees differ in height and 
width, like a piece of asparagus put next to a Twinkie; some 
have even been struck and crashed to the dirt. The ground 
beneath my feet is a collection of dead, faded leaves, rocks 
firmly planted in the earth, broken branches, and fallen 
twigs. Every step is followed by a quick snap and crackling 
of twigs or crunching of leaves. The sun appears in spots of 
light due to the large mush of bright green leaves obscuring 
its scorching rays of heat. To no avail, the sun is defeated by 
the massive lush of green. The lush of green overshadows and 
blocks the sun, protecting the forest from the inferno. The 
leaves are like one humongous collage, coming together to 
contribute to a masterpiece.

As we walk, I see a green and yellow moss spreading 
over tree bark and stones, claiming them, covering entire 
chunks and sections of them, too. It’s like the plague, but 
fortunately, there’s no death involved. Besides the sights, the 
sounds also come together to make the forest more exquisite. 
They make it even more serene, calming in its own way. 
The noises that ring in my ears are the occasional scurry of 
a chipmunk climbing its way up a tree or a bird’s soft and 
quick tweet in the treetops making its way back down to a 
stone. Disrupting the calm mood, there is the constant buzz 
of cars zipping down the road. It’s faint, but it’s loud enough 
for it to be heard in certain areas, a little bit near the road. 
That’s the only sound that doesn’t come from an animal or 
the wind’s gust.

A random stir of wind comes with a small hint of a chill 
that makes a whirring sound each time it chooses to blow. 
The wind doesn’t have a designated direction. It has no one 
direction. It chooses each direction and each pathway while 
rubbing against leaves along the way. The mildly cold breeze 
is making the leaves sway lightly and slowly, back and forth, 
as if it was at a Kiss concert with its lighters in the air. It 
produces a swishing motion and sound, which heightens 
my senses and lets me hear every little detail and every little 
movement. It creates a calming and peaceful mood where I 
can truly observe the beauty of nature and all that it has to 
show me. The Forest of Serenity: the threshold to greenery 
and light.

Canoeing

Molly Jordan, 8th grade

The Forest of Serenity

Subah Vincent, 7th grade
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It was a gray, rainy day. The sky was dark and the ground 
was sticky from the rain. I jogged around the field and I 
plunged my foot in squishy goose poop. I slipped around 
from the wet poop. It was like skipping on ice. I wiped 
my foot on the grass turf. Most of the poop wiped off by 
dragging my foot on the turf. I checked just to be sure. 

I noticed one of my teammates trying to pass the frisbee. I 
sprinted to the side of him. I reached my hands out to clutch 
the disc.  

“Pass it!” I screamed, as the round flying saucer came 
toward me.  

It reminded me of an alien ship coming out of outer space 
to destroy the universe. This made me think of the “Imperial 
March” from Star Wars.

I chomped on the frisbee with my hands. The frisbee was 
rough on my hand. Scratches were made from the rim to the 
middle of the disc. 

The rain poured down on my skin. My hair was wet from 
rain and sweat. My hands were sticky from the rain. The 
rain didn’t bother me. I felt good. The rain made me feel 
free. I wanted to sprint as fast as I could to the other goal 
and holler, “Freedom!” The air was moist. The ground was 
collaged with goose poop and the black-and-white-colored 
geese around cheering us on. Green turf would fly up as 
people jogged around. The turf was sticky from the rain. 

People would yell at me to pass it or wave their hand in 
the air to try to block me. I looked for my options. I felt 
free, like I hit a homerun. I pivoted out of the way of my 
defender. I tried not to step in poop again. I dodged it with 
my foot, while glaring at the ground.

 I thought to myself, I just need to get past the people 
defending me. 

I scouted around the field for open teammates and then 
noticed Gabe at the other end-zone. 

He is my target, I thought. 
I knew I wouldn’t make it, but I had to try. I looked up at 

Gabe so he would see me.
Here goes nothing, I thought.  
I put my hands across my chest, holding the frisbee, and 

pivoted my foot. I got ready to throw. I didn’t know if I 
could make it. I extended my arm and quickly let go. As the 
frisbee flew out of my hand, everyone had their eyes glued 
to the white disc, like it was a floating piece of candy. All it 
needed was some loud music to make it more suspenseful. I 
thought of Harry Potter music. 

I was saying softly in my head, Come on, come on, come 
on. Don’t fail me.

My hands were stained with sweat. 

“Come on,” I whispered again softly. 
I knew I had a chance. I held my breath as Gabe noticed 

the frisbee coming toward him. He started to jump. He 
reached up and he caught the disc in his hands. I let my 
breath out. TOUCHDOWN! Good, we did it! 

“Touchdown,” I mumbled softly. 
I felt I that I made it. Awesome. I smiled and shot my 

hand in the air. 

Disc of Destruction

David Estabil, 6th grade
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Do you like to go rock climbing? Then you’re in for a 
treat. Get your fears ready, because adventure and action are 
coming for you!

Heavy breathing burst from my lungs. Looking closely 
left and right, I saw that the hard rock was closing in. 

We were in a rocky, grass-filled place in Chestnut Hills. 
Everything was quiet. The birds weren’t chirping. The trees 
waved above me and the sun glistened through the leaves. 
Then I looked at the rocks. One rock was like a boulder 
and the other was stone. The stone one was smooth and the 
boulder was spiky.

Ropes clinging and clanging. People running up and 
down as I watched. My heart cowardly shaking itself as I 
trembled in fear. 

The line moved up as I become second. 
“Can I do this? Can I do this?” I said to myself. 
Somehow people blitzed up and down like it was nothing. 

Grinding their nails into the rocks, they flashed up and down 
the mountain. My teeth were shattering as my body shivered. 

Worried, I thought, Maybe they have done it before.  
Soon it was my turn, and I became confident. 
“I can do this!” 
My fist locked in and I felt no worries. When I reached 

on to the rocks, it was harder than I thought. You had to 
reach far for every single grip in the jagged rock. 

On my way down, I fell down and almost scraped my leg. 
Thankfully, I got down safe. 

“I’m never going rock climbing again,” I said.

If you like dead rats, this is not for you. Definitely not 
for you. This is a tale about dead rats and how gross they 
are. They are nasty, awful, horrible and foul. If you don’t like 
those qualities, good for you! If you still love dead rats, you 
might be offended by this. Sorry.

Anyways, it all started when Naheem, the instructor, 
announced with his loud voice, “Ok, we’re going to do a 
pose called dead rat.” 

Naheem had a black beard and was medium height. 
He was wearing a black T-shirt with red letters on it and 
he projected enthusiasm through the entire room. When 
Naheem was around, everyone looked very excited and 
cheerful and Naheem seemed very lively and energetic. We 
were playing a game called, “Ships and Sailors.” It was a 
very fun and active game and you needed a lot of space and 
people to play it. You had to run left and right, lie on the 
floor and do things with partners, like rowing a pretend boat 
and eating a pretend meal. He was teaching us the different 
poses for the game, and I thought all the poses were creative 
and fun. 

But now I realize I was wrong. All of them were fun, 
except one. Dead rat.

So when he said “dead rat,” my mind immediately flashed 
to pictures of rats, dead or alive, and I shivered. To me, 
all rats are hideous, and when I thought of the disgusting 
rodent, spreading its gross, dirty, hairy body on the floor 
with its twisted whiskers and a snarl on its ugly face with its 
wormy, slimy, pink tail curled up next to him, I trembled. 
I hate all rats, big or small, black or white, dirty or clean. 
They smell awful because they do things that are unpleasant 
and also make squeaking sounds that are very annoying. 
I especially hate dead ones, so I wasn’t thrilled about 
pretending to be one. Just thinking about dead rats made me 
shudder. I put my hands in my face, tapped the floor with 
my blue sneakers, bit my lip and gritted my teeth. 

Naheem lay down on the floor and stuck his arms and 
legs up into the air. I winced. This would be just great. I 
hesitated for a minute, trying to stall the moment when I 
copied him. I looked all over the room for an excuse to not 
do dead rat, but there were none. All I saw was the large 
windows and the podium/desk that stood in the corner. The 
rest of the room was just open space. I felt trapped, like an 
innocent person being thrown in jail. Oh no. 

It will be over in a second, I told myself.  
I lay down on the hard, wooden, glossy (and maybe 

dirty) floor, though every part of me resisted, and I most 
unwillingly stretched my arms and legs into the air. 

Eww! I thought.  

Rock Climbing

Christopher Brice, 5th grade

Ships and Sailors (and a Few Dead Rats)

Allison Chan, 6th grade
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Why is this a pose? Why? I asked myself. 
As quick as I could, I tucked my arms and legs in and 

jumped up and brushed myself off, relieved that that 
moment was over. Hopefully I wouldn’t ever do that again! 
No dead rats for me, please, thank you very much!

“Oh…my…GOD!” 
I was stunned. Right when I crawled onto the bow, I 

thought this was all a bad idea. My legs were trembling and 
shaking as I slowly but surely climbed to the front of the 
fancy sailboat. I could see people walking, some running, 
some trotting, and some trudging on bright, sunny, misty 
streets of Boston. The blue crystal waves made the sail 
ship swing back and forth. I was terrified. My teeth were 
chattering, my arms were flailing, and my face was frozen 
and stunned. I felt like I was going to fall into the shadowy, 
deep water. I was afraid of drowning and being all alone in 
the freezing darkness. 

As I slowly glanced down, I saw that my legs were dangling 
in the in air—just one or two meters away from the water. 

“It’s going to be okay,” the instructor told me in a tough 
voice. “I’ll catch you if you fall.”  

He had a calm look on his sunburned face. It made me 
feel safer than before, but not by much. I quickly slid my legs 
forward and every slide I did, I squirmed an inch closer to 
the tippy edge of the bow. I peered up at the blurry light of 
the shiny gold sun flares. The fluffy, white clouds took over 
the sky. Beads of sweat poured down on me like a waterfall. 

“Calm down, Maxwell. Calm down,” I whispered to 
myself. “You must concentrate.” 

I kept maneuvering on the ledge and I couldn’t even 
keep track of where I was crawling. The bright sun made it 
hard to see. I could feel my veins pulsing and about to burst 
like fireworks. The black ruffles of my hair were blowing 
everywhere and blasting outwards like crazy. It was now or 
never. This was my chance. I reached to the end and slid all 
the way to the edge. The harsh wind almost blew me off the 
skinny bow but I managed to cling on. I kept repeating my 
slow, sliding steps and finally made it. 

“Whew!” I said to myself. 
A sigh of relief came over me. I was relieved. My eyes were 

closed and the infection of sweat and fear left me. My face 
stopped turning like a red tomato. All the thoughts I had, 
all the feelings I had, got stuffed into a suitcase. They were 
locked in. 

I finally made it to the edge! The tip of the bow was right 
in front of me. I squinted to see what was ahead. The view 
was great and everything, so I guess it was worth it: the 
beautiful sunny sky, the busy city streets, and the ocean’s 
tsunami-like waves. I sniffed like a dog. I could even smell 
the salty, refreshing water of the Atlantic Ocean mixed with 
the rotten fish smell. I knew I would have to face danger 
once again when it would become time to crawl back to 
deck, but right now, I could just sit back and enjoy the 
glorious view.            

Danger on a Bow

Maxwell Lu, 6th grade
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With knees bent, intense concentration and head 
swiveling back and forth, my opponent dribbled the ball. 
Thump. Thump. Thump. I analyzed the speed and pattern like 
a lion studies its prey. I dived for the ball with full intensity 
and determination. I snagged it away from my opponent 
with surprising ease. I started sprinting down the court as 
fast as I could as if zombies were after me. 

As I looked back, I heard my rival say, “What–” 
He was as confused as an audience member watching a 

magic show. He turned towards me with eyebrows raised 
and mouth hanging. His eyes were looking from his hand to 
where I was just like an audience member might look at the 
place that the magician had disappeared from. He had not 
known what had hit him. 

“Good steal, Jeff,” said Ethan, racing to meet me.
I felt the grip and smoothness of the ball in my hand. I 

felt the blazing hot sun on my back. It was as if the sun had 
moved in next door. I felt each drop of sweat that fell from 
my face onto the ground. 

I turned around and focused on my goal: scoring another 
basket. I tore for the hoop, and hearing heavy footsteps 
behind me, agilely stepped to the side. It was a member of 
the opposing team. Not expecting me to have stepped aside, 
he went skidding forward. I felt the edge of his shirt graze 
by me. He turned around and faced me, determined to stop 
me from scoring any way possible. I wasn’t worried, though. 
I felt like a wolf defending its pack. Sure, my opponent was 
strong, but I could feel all my blood pumping and I knew 
that I could make it by him. 

I once again remembered my goal and looked at the hole 
which I had to put the ball through. 

“Jeff, Jeff, here.” 
My team had caught up with me and they were open for 

a pass. Now I could either pass or shoot. This was a dilemma 
like a crossword puzzle. In order to score, I had to shoot, so I 
looked at the net. It wasn’t too far, but it wasn’t close either. 

I can do this. I’ve made this kind of shot before, I thought. 
I jumped and released the ball. It spiraled in slow motion. 

I saw it roll over and over before finally rolling into the net. 
Swish!

Climb! Climb! 
As Gathel moved slowly up the rock, she was working 

her muscles in her legs, arms, and feet to push herself up to 
get to the buckle. I noticed that she was a bit scared, because 
she was weeping when she saw a spider web and she moved 
pretty slowly. But her fear didn’t stop her. That made me 
feel like, as a friend, that I could support her or maybe go 
up there and help her. She still kept going and everyone was 
cheering for her, saying “GO, GATHEL, GO,” or “YOU 
GOT THIS,” which made her feel even more supported by 
her friends.  

When Gathel was finished, she said, “That was worth it,” 
because she really tried her best climbing the rock and she 
conquered her fear. 

Seeing Gathel go through a struggle and persevere 
through it inspired me to go to the medium rock-climbing 
section and I did. 

When I was getting ready, I wasn’t prepared, because 
it was just my first time rock climbing. As the man was 
buckling me up in my harness, I was so nervous and started 
second-guessing myself. 

I thought to myself, What if I slipped out?, panicking out 
of my mind. 

The medium rock-climbing section was so much harder 
that the first one because there was nowhere to put your feet or 
your hands and it was taller. It felt as tall as the Eiffel Tower.

As I was climbing, I realized that I was so high, everyone 
was small like little ants. At that point, I was so close to that 
buckle. I felt so eager to get the buckle, because I couldn’t 
give up and I made it this far. I was so scared that I almost 
threw up, because I was afraid of heights. GO! GO! As I 
reached to another piece of the rock, my foot was wearing 
out on me. I was shaking all over, even my hands, but it 
didn’t stop me. I kept going until I saw that buckle. I was 
right there, so I touched the buckle and there I was. I had 
just completed the medium rock climb.  

Out loud, I said, “Touch!” like someone has just scored a 
touchdown in football. 

I accomplished the rock climb because I believed in 
myself and I told myself that I could do it, no matter 
what. When I had accomplished the rock-climb, I felt so 
excited, because I had touched the buckle. At that point, I 
understood what Gathel was going through, because you do 
get a little scared when you’re up high. 

Ball is Life

Jeff Delva, 7th grade

Rock Climbing

Janiyah Whitfield, 6th grade
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“Ready, set, go!” 
These three words were echoing in my head. The words 

were pounding against my skull. The race began. 
“Go! Go! Go!” I shouted with all of my might. 
I got my paddle stuck against the other canoe. It was like 

that team put glue on the end of my paddle to sabotage us. 
It’s over, I thought. 
But we were still able to gain control and pull ahead of 

the other canoe, because we worked as a team and tried to 
paddle together. I freed my paddle and used it to propel 
ourselves forward with the force of a charging bull. We knew 
the key to success and winning the race was teamwork. We 
were paddling as hard as we could. Our canoe was gliding 
through the water like a bullet, cutting and slicing the quiet 
and still glass-like water. My arms were aching. It felt like 
trying to paddle through molasses. But we had to keep going! 

It was between us and one other canoe. The rest were 
too far behind. We could feel the tension in the air. The 
pressure was on. We wanted to win so badly. We were a 
very competitive team. The whole time that we canoed, we 
were always in the front of the pack. We always wanted to 
take the lead. We only lost the lead a couple times the entire 
time we were canoeing. But as we could see during the race, 
we definitely were not the only competitive team out there. 
Everyone wanted to win. But nobody wanted to win as much 
as we did. 

When I looked up from my seat, we were darting 
through the water towards the other canoe! We tried to 
rotate, but before we could, BAM! We made contact with 
the other canoe. 

“We are still in this,” I shouted wishfully. 
The impact was unbearable. At least, for us. The other 

team remained unharmed. I had no clue how they were fine. 
It was as if they knew in advance that we would hit them and 
they had some kind of secret plan to remain upright. They 
rapidly pushed away off of our boat. I did not know if they 
were doing so in order to steady themselves, or just pushing 
off to set us back. Whichever it was, they certainly succeeded. 
When they pushed off, we were even more unstable, just as I 
had guessed. I was so mad! We felt ourselves rapidly leaning 
towards the right, so we quickly shifted our weight to the 
left. After all of the leaning, I was most definitely becoming 
seasick. I just wanted the race to be over. I was disappointed 
in myself. The water splashed over the side of the boat right 
as we were able to become level. We were soaked! We were 
wet with a combination of salty sweat and water. But the 
boat stayed upright. 

After that splash, we realized that it was not about 

winning, but it was about having fun. We were grinning a 
big grin, ear to ear. By the time we were stable, we were out 
of the lead. We watched as the other team pulled past the 
finish line and became the champions. 

“Should have been us,” one of my teammates said. 
I totally agreed. 
“But maybe they cheated,” my teammate exclaimed. 
But deep down in our hearts, we knew that they won 

fair and square. I never thought we would have so much 
fun canoeing. We might not have won, but we had a great 
time trying!

Close Call

Max Schreiber, 7th grade
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Shhhhh…whispered the wind as it climbed through the 
branches of my forest. Patches of sunlight vibrantly shined 
down on the healthy green leaves of the trees surrounding 
me. They almost seemed to be glowing, about to burst with 
light. A rich, earthy, and musty smell filled the air around 
me to the brim. The leaves trembled slightly in the soothing 
breeze that lightly glazed my forest over for a small moment 
in time. 

I could hear faint calls from one bird to another in the 
distance. They weren’t cold, angry calls—they were warm, 
loving, sweet whistles that echoed heartily through my trees 
and through my ears. They were the type of calls that make one 
beam from ear to ear with joy. I just crouched there, notebook 
and pen in hand, admiring the natural beauty enclosing me. I 
was trapped in the intertwining branches of my trees, yet I was 
happy with my prison, and my fellow refugees—the woodland 
creatures and the gorgeous green trees.

I admired a pair of chipmunks, each with a sleek white 
stripe painted down their fragile, furry backs. They were 
enjoying a gawky game of tag together, among the crisp, 
browning leaves. I could almost make out the silhouettes 
of their frantic scampering and chatter as they broke the 
brittle, crunchy leaves below their dainty, creamy, caramel-
colored paws. 

As I watched them disappear behind my thick and 
protective wall of tree trunks, I smiled and whispered a 
farewell under my breath to my fellow pair of prisoners, 
“Goodbye, my friends…”

I admired the sunlight pleasantly smiling down upon 
my pink face. It seemed as though the sun was favoring my 
prison today, sending down as many gleeful rays of light 
through the emerald leaves as he could. I didn’t care that he 
made waterfalls of sweat trickle down the back of my neck. I 
didn’t care that I had to clench my eyes halfway shut to bear 
his blinding light pouring down upon me. My forest was 
stunning covered in his light. My forest was truly beautiful.

I admired the still air, clear as the most unblemished 
crystal, fresh as a glistening, red strawberry just plucked from 
the leafy patch, covered in beads of morning dew. I filled my 
lungs with this air, taking in as much as possible, trying to 
fill my body with it so I could savor the pureness and clarity 
for as long as I could. I was sobbing with sadness in my head 
as I finally had to exhale it. This wasn’t ordinary air. It was 
the air one could only get when they were one with nature. It 
was the air one could only get when they could feel the spirit 
of my forest down to their bones. When they felt that they 
were meant to be in my prison. Only when one appreciated 
Earth as their home. 

Whooshhhh…And once again, I admired the cool, 
refreshing breeze that blanketed my forest lovingly. I loved 
how it shuffled the leaves of the trees, carrying a “whooshing” 
sound throughout my forest, whispering a gentle song to each 
animal (and human) that happened to encounter it. I loved 
how it soothingly tapped my shoulders, and swept across my 
fiery face—a shade of warm, rosy red. The beauty of my forest 
made me strike a grin longer than the world twice round. My 
wonderful breeze almost felt like a soft-skinned hand reaching 
out to me and cradling me like a helpless infant. But it was 
only the wind. But it was only a breeze.

And at that moment, I could feel the spirit of my forest 
expanding in my chest. I was the ruler of my woods. I was 
a protective and fierce mother mountain lion, looking out 
upon my precious kingdom with deep, loving eyes from my 
rocky perch. I reigned over the florescent trees above me, and 
the wildlife skittering across the bed of leaves below me. I 
was one with my woods. I was one with Mother Nature.

Imprisoned

Sophie Landrum, 5th grade
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Is reaching for the stars and getting a UFO your thing? If 
it is…then this is not your game!

I heard the whoosh of the frisbee as it soared through the 
air. The air became uncomfortably warm. My friends and 
I stayed in the same place, just standing there as the frisbee 
soared high. The air seemed to become even hotter as the 
round, white disc of the frisbee flew closer to the sun. There 
was so much geese poop just rotting away, that together, the 
smell stunk so bad that it distracted me from the actual game. 

My friend reached out to block the pass. The frisbee 
soared through her outstretched arm and hit the ground. It 
was about 12 feet from where I was, but as it hit the ground, 
I could hear the thunking noise from the frisbee. As it did 
this, it seemed like slow motion! Some of my friends’ mouths 
were hanging open. And some of their eyes were bugging 
out. As the slow motion wore off, my friends and I started to 
walk again. Then run. Then jog towards the white frisbee in 
the distance. Our facial expressions wore off, too. We went 
back to our normal smiles and sweaty, red-cheeked faces. 
With our positive attitudes towards the other kids, I think 
we would have won the trophy for Nicest Team.  

My tired thirsty body didn’t do much to block the passes 
made by the other team. I would flop towards it and then 
as it hit the ground, yell, “Heads up!” or “Watch out!” or 
I would just run towards it. I also had small ideas of being 
heroic and diving towards the frisbee. But the goose poop 
was everywhere and one slide could lead to the ultimate geese 
catastrophe of doom!  

The other team was on a roll. One boy kept catching the 
frisbee and scoring points. The other kids did similar things, 
like catching and screaming, when we scored. This was once 
in a while. One of my friends, Chris, kept falling down and 
doing this kind of silent, sleeping protest. He would lie down 
right in the middle of the field and groan. I think he was 
disappointed that we were losing and he was making a very 
big deal about it. Very soon, the game of twists and turns was 
about to come to an amazing end!

The slow motion button was pressed as my team member 
threw the frisbee. It soared through the air. Down below, my 
friends and I had odd expressions. Our faces would burn red. 
Or if they were slightly embarrassed, their expressions would 
look like a lion that was scared of a zebra. Or a tiger that lost 
all pride. And even a dragon who was scared of its reflection! 
Just then, we realized the final catch was to be made! This 
catch would determine who the winning team was!

The throw would determine the winners and the losers of 
this battle. The frisbee soared through the air and once again, 
the uncomfortable dragon-lion-zebra-tiger feeling was back. 

The air became still as the frisbee flew and started to descend. 
This was my chance to show I was worthy of the game! That 
I was a part of the team the whole time! I could catch the 
frisbee and be the winner and star of the game! Everyone 
would be fascinated by my awesomeness! I would have the 
nickname of “She Who Won the Game!” 

I started running as fast as I could towards the frisbee. 
But the frisbee started to go closer to the ground and at that 
moment, I knew I would never catch it. I knew this because 
another boy on the team who was good at catching the 
frisbee leaped towards the frisbee. 

No! my mind screamed. 
It had all happened so fast! The frisbee almost hit the 

ground, but the boy from the other team caught the frisbee. 
And the game was over. The other team had won! My 
teammates and I came out of our expressions. In my head, 
like in Inside Out, if I had a headquarters, I bet Joy would be 
so happy about my positivity and kindness towards the other 
team. And Anger would be so mad about how I lost! His face 
would be fuming with fire. 

Perhaps they are thinking about how I should have won, I 
thought.   

I was angry, too. But if you ask me, I would say the game 
was fair and square. (And awesome!)

Ultimate Frisbee 

Gathel Day, 5th grade
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My foot slides. I hear cheering. I’m almost there. As I’m 
climbing, I hear the birds chirping and wind against the trees. 
I also hear the crunch of the sticks and the dogs barking. I see 
ahead of me the jagged rock that’s covered in dirt and bugs. 
Next to me, there are more people trying to achieve the goal 
of getting to the top of the solid and lumpy rock.  

As I grasp the lumbering rock with my bare hands, I can 
feel them getting scratched and I can feel the dirt. I think I 
am going to fall off. My foot finds a spot to rest and I pull 
myself up with one arm and then the other. I keep hoping 
that my hand that is covered in dirt and sweat won’t slip off 
of the tiny space for it to rest. I use all my strength as I keep 
moving myself higher and higher.  

I keep telling myself, You can do this. 
The time freezes and I am thinking to myself, I’m almost 

there. 
I look down and the people are the size of ants. I see 

dirt that looks as brown as a grizzly bear. The leaves on the 
ground looked microscopic. The sticks look like strands of 
hair. I see the bark on the tree trunks and squirrels moving 
up and down the trees. My legs start shaking and I feel like 
I’m 50 feet up in the air. As I am climbing up, I close my 
eyes, trying not to look down again. 

I hear my friends and counselors yelling, “You can do 
this,” and “Great job, Michelle.”

“Put your left leg on the ledge,” the instructor yells. 
“You are almost there,” I hear Mia shout.
The time unfreezes as my eye spots the silver, rusted hook 

sitting on top off the rock. But it is still far away. Even if I 
reach really high, I still can’t touch it. I feel like it is trying to 
mock me. I move my foot onto another spot and my hand 
can feel the smoothness of the hook. My heart is beating so 
fast and I feel like I can do it again and again. 

When I am coming down, I feel like a giant marshmallow 
keeps shrinking right underneath me. As my legs keep 
pushing off of the rock, I feel like something soft is right 
underneath me. My face has a big smile on it and my hands 
feel free.  

“Anyone want to do the hard level?” I hear the instructor 
say. 

Nobody is in line, so that means that I am next. I don’t 
unclip the harness and start climbing back up.

The Chinese yoyo was in the air. It was coming down 
like the speed of light. I had to catch it on just one piece of 
string, spread apart. 

Before I continue, I will pause this story and tell you what 
a Chinese yoyo is. The Chinese yoyo is like a yoyo, except 
that you have to use both hands instead of one. It looks 
kind of like nunchucks, except it doesn’t have chains and 
the wood isn’t as thick. There are two sticks—your left hand 
holds the left rod while your right hand does all the work, 
rapidly moving up and down. There’s one string tied around 
the two sticks. In the middle of the string are two metal 
objects welded together and what looks like two half-cut 
bouncy balls connected to the two welded pieces of metal 
with a screw through it.

The Chinese yoyo is the best. I was so focused, that when 
I was doing it, I felt as if there was no one around me. I 
felt like it was just the yoyo and me. My eyes zoomed in on 
the spherical object in the air. Just Rick, Joane, and I. So 
anyway, I felt so into the moment, that I was watching the 
round object the whole time and never once did I take my 
eyes off of it.

I remember once when I was thinking, My goal today is to 
try to throw the object into the air and catch it between the two 
sticks connected by string. 

I threw it up into the air. I pulled the string apart and 
it went up, up, up into the clouds. Oh, yeah—I was in a 
building. Well, it went so high that I thought it went into 
the sky. The yoyo was coming down and I didn’t know if I 
could catch it. I had to look at the yoyo and the string at the 
same time, so my eyes must have parted. 

I was afraid my eyes were going to get stuck! I took 
my right hand and crossed it over my left hand and then 
brought my hands together and twisted. Then I pulled apart 
the two sticks, so that the string looked like a zig-zag. The 
thing I was doing was called the catfish. This made it easier 
for me to see the string and catch it. The yoyo fell down like 
a rock onto the string. It felt as heavy as a truck when it hit 
the string suddenly. 

Then, I pulled the two sticks apart again so that the yoyo 
went up toward the ceiling. I did this on purpose to try to 
do it two times in a row. The zig-zag came apart as the yoyo 
came down faster than before. I made the zig-zag again just 
before the yoyo hit the string. 

I was thinking to myself, I’m not going to catch it!
I was so worried that I was not going to catch it and it 

would fall on my head, but thank God it didn’t. And by 
golly, I did it. I did it! I dropped my jaw in awe and patted 
myself on the back. 

Climbing the Big and Jagged Monster

Michelle Levin, 8th grade

Circus Arts

Jared Frith, 5th grade
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I went and told Rick, “I did it! I threw the yoyo into the 
air and caught it.” 

Rick responded, “Great job, Jared. That’s a hard thing to 
learn, but you learned it quickly.” 

My face look liked I just got a brand new puppy. 
I was jumping for joy and yelling, “I did it, I did it!” 
I probably did it one to four times. I will always 

remember this moment of circus arts and everything about it 
for as long as I live! I love, I mean love, circus arts.                          

I did it. I really did it. I actually did a side kick without 
holding on to something or falling flat onto my face. I was so 
happy that I managed to do it. 

We were at this kung fu studio. We rode the T to the 
kung fu studio. It was on the fourth floor and took a lot 
of stairs to get up there. It was annoying to walk so much, 
but I got a lot of steps on my Fitbit. There were mirrors 
everywhere. They were there so you could watch yourself 
practice, so you could tell if you were doing it right. You 
could see everything that was happening all over the studio. 
There were pictures of Chinese kung fu warriors. They 
looked fierce and great at kung fu. There were weapons all 
over the room. There were spears in baskets and swords on 
the wall. Most of them weren’t dangerous, but they were still 
really cool.

We were learning how to do side kicks. The instructor 
told us to find somewhere to hold on to. Then she 
demonstrated how to do one. After, we held on to the bar 
and did sidekicks. When we did a few sets of side kicks, the 
instructor told us we didn’t have to hold something. I was 
really scared that I was gonna fall. Right onto my face. But I 
took the risk anyway. 

First, I lifted my foot off the ground. Second, I pivoted 
my foot that was on the ground. Then I kicked my foot out 
and remarkably, I did it. I thought that I wouldn’t be able 
to do it, because I am horrible at everything. I was so happy 
that I actually did it. 

I did the rest of the set, but inside I was like, I did it. I did 
it. I did it.

The Side Kick

Cecelia Faller, 7th grade
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Me, Andy, and Jaydon rode on a canoe. We started the 
race and almost everybody soared in front of us. We started 
paddling with a lot of effort, but six canoes sped in front of 
us. When we arrived near them, they saw us quickly passing 
by and they decided to bump on us to slow us down. At 
the end, we skipped them all. I felt that I was the best in 
steering. Andy helped us a lot for the speed, and Jaydon 
was like the boss who told us what to do and when to turn. 
Everybody started cheating and not turning under the bridge 
like a proper race. Only my canoe and Bruce’s crossed the 
bridge properly. Our canoe soared in between the bridge. We 
were in last place.

“We are going to win and arrive first!” I screamed.
“They are too far away,” Jaydon replied. 
“But with our speed, we can catch up!” Andy exclaimed.
While we raced everyone, other teams in canoes were 

saying, “NOOOO.” 
They were going far away from us, slowing down, 

bumping into other canoes, and bumping into rock. At the 
end, there were only mine and Immanuel’s canoes.

“You will never win, you cheaters!” Jaydon yelled tiredly.
“No, you’ll never win!” Immanuel replied with an evil 

laugh.
They were suffering a lot to arrive at first place. It was so 

hot and everybody was sweating, but they couldn’t control 
themselves. They were going right, left, right, left. They 
slowed down. They bumped on us and then on a rock and 
we won the race. 

It was a very nice trip. It was the first time I won a canoe 
race with a lot of people.   

Have you ever played with hot glass? Have you ever 
designed dangerous art? Let me tell you about Katie’s 
wonderfully surprising sculpture! 

Katie, the funny employee at Diablo Glass, made jokes 
with the trickster Irish owner as she created art. She looked 
like my babysitter with her glasses and blonde hair. Katie 
crafted a beautiful glass ice cream bowl in a scorching, 
flaming-hot environment.

Inside the boiling-hot art room, there were a lot of strange 
pieces of furniture and tools. A stainless steel table stood in 
the middle of the room. Just a few feet away from the table 
was another table with shaping and sharp cutting tools. 
There was a stand waiting for Katie to roll hot, bubbling 
glass on. 

First, Katie gently placed the molten glass blob into a fiery 
oven. Then she pulled it out and there was this liquidy stuff 
on the end of the black metal pole. She rolled it on the shiny 
steel table. Then she grabbed it off the table using tongs to 
then place on the long rod. Then Katie placed her mouth to 
the tube. Then she blew one little blow and it made a bubble. 
The bubble grew and grew. The top was auburn. As it cooled 
down, it became crystal clear. Then she molded it and slid 
it back in the rusty old oven. Inside the oven, it looked like 
it was orange because it was so hot. She pulled it out and 
shaped it again. Then someone came and helped put it on 
another pole. She brought it over to the stove, then started 
rolling it really fast. Katie gingerly pulled it out of the black 
oven and started rolling it more gently.

The misshapen glass was now see-through. It appeared 
like a wine glass at first. Then when she pulled it out of the 
oven and started rolling it more slowly, it took on a wavy 
shape. At the top, it had an open space. At the sides of the 
open space, it seemed like it curved a tiny bit in. Then from 
the curve, it looked like it went in inch by inch. Then at the 
bottom, it looked like the ice cream bowl had a stand, which 
was a medium, flat, circular stand. In the end, Katie made a 
one-of-a-kind ice cream bowl. 

I want it, I screamed in my head.

Canoe Race at the Charles

Nour Kanaan, 7th grade

Diablo Glass

Julia McCaffrey, 5th grade
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Do you want to break a leg? Try rock climbing! Some 
rocks will be sure to intimidate. Let me tell you the story of 
bravery, breaking barriers, and boulders! 

The rocks were planted in the middle of the woods, next to 
more rocks and a hiking trail. The woods were very peaceful, 
and it surprisingly didn’t have any animals in it at all. When I 
saw the mountain, I felt intimidated. The rock was five times 
taller than me. But in spite of that, I, Jameel Evans, was not 
only ready to climb the big boulder in front of me, but also 
was ready to eat something once I got up there. 

The rock was gigantic. People started to have doubts. 
One person even started to scream. I was that person. It 
was also intimidating because it looked at least 20 feet tall. 
There weren’t a lot of cracks from my view, so I thought I 
would fall a lot. Plus, it was in the wilderness, so I thought 
a wild animal would sabotage my chance. I thought that a 
wild beaver would sabotage my climbing efforts. I thought it 
would tear the rope, sending me falling to the hard ground.

At first, I started to become scared of falling, but as 
soon as I put on the harness and helmet, the nerves shook 
out of me. Even though the gear was meant to protect us, 
it was uncomfortable. The helmet I got was too small for 
my head. The waist-gear had to be tightened and the rope 
uncomfortably touched my stomach. From a ground view, 
the mountain looked huge! There weren’t as many cracks at 
the bottom as there appeared to be on the top. 

Five minutes went by, and I was still barely up the 
mountain. When I started to climb the rock, most of my 
movements were a mix of trying to get up the rock (more 
of a mountain to me), and trying not to fall down and hurt 
myself. So most of my first movements were pretty awkward. 

Once when I was climbing up the mountain, I had a 
bit of trouble finding a foothold. The instructor found a 
foothold for me, and that helped me advance past it. I’d 
never done real rock climbing before, so that was part 
of the problem. The other problem: The mountain was 
COLOSSAL! But when I got the hang of it, I was climbing 
faster, so that was good. I was going from crack to crack. 
Since there were more cracks at the top, that made it easier, 
too. I felt really awesome when I was getting the hang of it, 
because I knew that it was a hard thing to do. But even then, 
I was doing it easily. 

I was just out of reach of the clip. I knew there weren’t 
any more footholds to climb further, so I just winged it. I 
jumped with my hand out, just touching the bottom of it. 

When I reached the top of the rock and touched the clip, 
I felt amazing! It was great to know that I accomplished 

something on this whole rock-climbing experience. Even 
though I was tired, the adrenaline made me feel like I just 
woke up. When I touched the metal clip, I didn’t really show 
a lot of action. But I put my hands in the air, and I was 
smiling all the way down.

The second one that I climbed was easier, because there 
was a really big crevasse. It also included  a huge crack in it. 
The crack acted as a huge foothold, so I could climb it way 
easier than the first one that I climbed. 

My rock climbing experience was all about trying new 
things and going past my comfort zone. I really enjoyed that 
action-packed activity, and I really hope that I can do it again 
next year.

The Rock

Jameel Evans, 6th grade
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Author’s Note: This is done from an original character’s point 
of view based on my experience in first person perspective.

It was boiling. I was sweating and miserable. Today. Was. 
HORRIBLE. A ship?! An actual, large, very real boat. What 
were my parents thinking signing me up for this?! 

We all formed a circle. As to why was unknown. I wasn’t 
paying attention...again.

I turned to another staff, not from our camp, of course. 
Red shirt and brown shorts. Definitely not. 

I built up confidence and asked in the most polite 
voice possible, “Is it possible to…you know, maybe not go 
onboard…?” 

“Nope.” 
Such a…dull and simple answer. Maybe it was the lack of 

explanation, but it seemed so… rude….
A heavy breath escaped my mouth. 
“This is going to be a long day.”
Assuming they saw my vexed expression, the same person 

asked, “Scared of sailing?” 
I responded simply, “No, just a fear of water…What if it 

sinks? With everyone on it!” 
I hugged my brown bag closer in my arms towards my 

chest. 
“This ship has been up for 99 years, I’m pretty sure it 

won’t sink today.” 
This flashed images of the exact same red, white and gray 

colored boat, swinging violently in the wind, rocked back 
and forth by angry, howling winds. With every person on the 
dock swinging off to their deaths.  

“Please don’t let me die today!”
After doing some ridiculous warm-up in an attempt 

to boost our confidence, the red-colored shirt staff and 
crewmates lugged our items onboard. Then…we loaded 
ourselves on. I shrieked when crossing over the singular 
wooden plank, then continued to take in the scenery… A 
white deck, gray benches, something I can only assume was 
the mast, cabins, a folded sail, and ropes. Everywhere. 

Not long after taking a seat, we were all off and out into 
the open harbor. Just the slow gentle rocking of the ship 
bobbing in the water made me want to throw myself back 
onto the dock. Cringes. I felt the cringe coming on. 

“Please don’t let me die today…Please.”
We drifted into the middle of the harbor. A crew member 

walked to our side of the boat…
“Helloooo there, Summer Ink! Once again, my name is 

Monica.”

Usually enthusiasm makes me sick to my stomach, but 
this moment was somewhat reassuring. 

An introduction was given. Not long after, I found 
myself and everyone else hauling up a large sail. My muscles 
screamed for me to stop. There was a determined look on my 
face, although in reality I was grinning like an idiot.

An image flashed in the back of my head. 
I’m a captain! The rough rope forms blisters on my hands, 

burning the skin that struggles to keep a grip! Makes my arms 
feel the burn! The sun scorches my forehead!

It instills a sense of aggressive competition strangely…
“Come on, throat! Put some back into it! That’s not fast 

enough!”
Ha! Throat. The slower side, our opposing team by my 

standards at this point, was oh so slow. But our team was fast 
and speedy! 

“Peak! Too fast, slow it down.”
Why I never. The faster, the better. That way it gets done! 

But not by Monica’s standards.
We finished hoisting the sail. The shade covered one half 

of the boat. After all that draining work, just pulling rope 
in the sun, that cool shade was so relieving and a breeze had 
just blown by. I sighed contently. But all that came to an end 
after learning we’d have to raise another flag.

“Bloody hell!”
As much as I’d complained about the heat, I proceeded to 

help with a few other tasks. 
Finally, the camp had gotten broken up into three groups. 

First group: knots. Second group: writing group. Third 
group: tour. I was the third group. The tour wasn’t just cool 
or amazing—it was spectacular! Fantastic! 

Using only a compass to guide them, sailing beyond 
the harbor into a vast open sea, living aboard their vessel 
of transportation, taking trips to the Caribbean?! How it 
was—is—possible was beyond my mind! I even asked about 
the overnight sailor program stuff. 

Even obtaining all this information, I kept it cool, so 
nobody knew all the excitement that was brewing on the inside. 

Just think about it. One day I could become a pirate! 
Captain Aiko reporting for duty! 

Next was the writing station. It took awhile for the 
unknown feeling to subside, but I made an attempt to put 
my pencil to the paper, recording the experience from the 
very beginning:

I sigh shakily as the boat takes its leave off the dock and out 
into the open water(s). Before I know it, we’re hauling at the 

Original Character’s Point of View

Ari Spencer, 8th grade
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gigantic cloth using the dull rope. The wind blows my loose 
strands of hair, the sun scorches my skin, the cooling shade sides 
with one half of the boat. I look at the faded (EDIT): clay red 
sail and think back to earlier. The rough rope forms blisters on 
the hands embracing it, hauling it back–

That was about all I could do with the time I was given.
During the transition time, my eyes gazed out over the 

harbor, following the movement of boats, birds, and other 
moving objects. It was nice… But something felt missing in 
that moment. 

Shrug. Shrug. 
…Sniff.
…Tep. Tep. Tep.
Not wanting to think about it, my head seemed to turn 

on its own and I reflexively walked towards the next station. 
Making knots. 
“This should be fun.”
It was the knot that the rock-climbing instructors used 

just a few days before when the whole camp had gone rock 
climbing. But strangely, it didn’t do the repeat loop trick 
when securing the harness… Oh well. Then it was a race. 
Then behind our backs. 

After our two-hour voyage… alas…it was time to leave, 
sadly. The captain had docked the ship, we received our items 
and belongings, and said goodbye…then we had lunch.

Seeing how nobody had died inspired me to strive for 
bigger goals.

“Go, get it!” yelled Chris, as the frisbee fell on the soaking 
wet turf. 

I picked it up and quickly threw it to Gabriel. When I 
ran to the touchdown line, the frisbee glided towards me. 
Keller had thrown it to me. It had been gently showering and 
the sky was grey with clouds, the field soaked and covered 
in goose poop. When I jumped to intercept the frisbee from 
the other team, I slipped and missed it, so the frisbee flopped 
on the turf. I picked it up and looked at it. It was wet and 
dripping with water covered in the black turf stuff. 

I frantically looked for someone to pass to. Everyone 
from the other team was crowding around me. I felt nervous 
that someone would intercept the frisbee. There was a splash 
of color as I looked around so fast at everyone. I heard my 
name being called everywhere, so I decided to throw the 
frisbee in a random direction. 

I yelled, “Catch it!!” to whoever would catch it. 
Gabe leaped up and grasped for the frisbee. The frisbee 

went right into his hand and he caught it.
Our whole team yelled, “YEEEESSSSSSS,” and we all 

ran down to our end to start another point round. I felt my 
muscles working together like a well-oiled machine and I felt 
strong. My muscles were aching and I felt like I could be the 
world champion of frisbee. Adrenaline was pumping in my 
body and we all fought hard for the frisbee. Our backs were 
soaked and my hair was dripping. 

I heard a count-down from fifteen and at “one,” the 
game coach blew his whistle. When the game coach blew his 
whistle, the frisbee was in mid-air and landed hard on the 
wet turf, before the game coach picked it up. The game was 
over. We had lost by only one point! I couldn’t wait to play 
again soon.

The Frisbee Game

Dereck Lai, 5th grade
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We walked into a hall and were asked to get hats so we 
could dance. The hall was huge, with an arctic breeze making 
us all cold and a woman standing in the front of the room 
next to tiny black hats with a string of glittered ribbon. Not 
knowing what song we were dancing to or how good this 
dance was going to be, we eagerly but cautiously got ready 
to dance so we could show off to our friends and say we did 
better. When our anonymous dance instructor told us we 
were dancing to “Smooth Criminal,” it surprised us and had 
some people laughing and wanting to dance. As the slow 
but upbeat music went on and we kept soaking in more 
dances, we got more comfortable and put more emotion 
into dancing. After we were able to end the struggle to get 
through the whole dance, we all roared with happiness. 

Then the instructor had us separate into two groups to 
“battle.” My heart kind of jumped and my mind raced with 
the thought of people not liking how I danced, but then I 
also thought about how everyone else was dancing too. Not 
saying they couldn’t dance, but that we danced the same. As 
I was able to process that, I was fine. I gained my confidence 
and danced. 

When I was dancing, I felt comfortable letting people 
watch me dance for the first time, because the dance was 
something everyone could joke about. Having hats as props 
and our mysteriously slow lean-forward let you process 
which step was next. None of us had it perfect and knew 
every exhausting step after the other. We actually cheered 
each other on and played around with the dance. All of 
us were probably shy at one point, but we got over it and 
laughed about it, which made me have a good time dancing 
in front of people with no problem. 

Michael Jackson does things others don’t and for us to be 
kind of like him in the dance really helped us enjoy it. I have 
done a lot of dances and didn’t like people watching, because 
it felt like they were only paying attention to me and not the 
people in front of me or to the side of me, so I always wanted 
to be able to do it with no mistakes. Being able to laugh with 
the people around me made me able to believe they were 
trustworthy to let them watch. 

This makes me understand that everyone isn’t going to get 
everything right, so if I can at least do what other people get 
wrong, I am still doing something right. Your fears can get 
the best of you, so get through them sometime in life. 

The glaring sun beat down on my neck as I was slowly 
being microwaved to death. The hot, humid air and my 
sticky sweat drenched my back and glued my shirt to my 
skin, creating a rather unpleasant feeling. The waves of 
constant warmth made me feel like a baked potato being 
heated to death. My arms felt like cooked spaghetti, and 
my shoulders were beginning to ache from the strain of 
paddling. I was digging the paddle I was holding deep into 
the murky brownish green water, and pulling it back. I was 
pushing the water behind me, creating tiny whirlpools and 
making the water ripple, move, and make waves that sloshed 
against the side of my canoe.  

“One, two, three,” Dante hollered. 
We synced our strokes to almost perfect rhythm with the 

numbers and each other and sped down the river. We worked 
like a well-oiled machine, racing down the runway, weaving 
past other canoes that were still struggling with the concept 
of rowing. 

“Stay on that side!” I told the other two people in my 
canoe, Jen and Dante, and they followed my orders without 
question. 

As the stern man, or kind of the “commander” of the 
ship, I felt it was my responsibility to lead the others, and I 
felt good controlling our little ship. 

I was just digging my paddle in for another drag in the 
long succession of paddles it had taken me to get here, when 
suddenly, I moved into quiet darkness. A looming bridge, 
gray and old with sturdy stone arches and railings just 
barely clinging onto it, had cast me into its dark shadow. 
The sunlight stopped immediately, like a light switch being 
turned off, and once light-dappled brown-green water turned 
a dark shade of navy blue. 

“Let’s stop rowing,” Jen said. 
Dante and I agreed; we were tired from our long trip and 

because of our hard work, we were far ahead of everyone else. 
I looked up at the bridge, and we streamlined silently into 
the mouth of the grey wolf. A slight breeze caught my back 
and even the birds seemed to stop chirping. The darkness 
enveloped me, and I welcomed it gladly after so long in 
the glaring heat. We just sat as still as statues, relaxing and 
relishing the cool shade and the quiet serenity. 

After a while, I looked around, noticing bright graffiti 
that stood out against the bland gray wall, like fireworks 
against the night sky. Scrawled along the wall were words in 
different bright colors, from bright neon to dark blue. 

Finally, I reluctantly said, “Well let’s keep on going.” 
A good amount of people had bypassed us, and I was 

determined to get back. Together, everyone dug their paddles 

Dancing and Laughing

Aalayah Cardoso, 8th grade

Canoeing

Andrew Tao, 7th grade
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back into the inky wa¬¬¬¬¬ter and began to paddle again. 
We made a tight turn around the bridge and headed back. 
Only then, did I realize how far behind we were. Almost 
everyone else hadn’t even gone around the bridge! They 
had just turned around right before the bridge like it was 
impossible to row a couple more yards. Now, because of our 
foolish rest, we were behind everyone by a good hundred 
yards. We were like the last geese trailing behind the whole 
flock. 

“C’mon, we have to catch up!” I yelled. 
We began to frantically row again back into the sun.

My feet pounded on the hard concrete. The blazing sun 
was toasting every inch of bare skin on my body. Adrenaline 
pumped through my veins, replacing blood. Players on the 
sidelines cheered for their teammates. Geese honked in the 
distance, not daring to come close to us. The ball was tossed 
back and forth between various players, never making a basket.  

Sweat trickled down my back as Jaydon prepared to pass 
to me. In a powerful arc, the ball flew through the air. The 
ball was flying towards my face in a spinning motion. A look 
of panic crossed my face as my hands flew up to protect me. 
I froze as the ball came closer and closer, not sure whether to 
duck and shield myself or to catch it and try to make a basket. 

I caught the ball and pivoted my feet to face the basket. 
I stared at the brick-colored ball in my hands, shocked that 
someone passed to me. I then looked up at the off-white net, 
imagining the ball ricocheting off the backboard. 

I am going to take a risk and shoot anyway, even though 
there is a 99% chance I will miss.

I leapt in the air and threw the ball, inches behind the 
three-point line. I thought I was going to miss the shot, as 
most of the previous ones had. It soared through the basket 
and landed with a soft thump on the burning concrete. 
Several people staggered around the court asking what had 
happened, obvious confusion in their voices.

“I scored!!!!!” I yelled proudly. 
I turned to face the rest of my team, a smile creeping 

on my face. They were staggering around, talking and 
drinking water. I clenched my fists, wondering why people 
weren’t watching when I made that amazing shot. Ethan 
told everyone to redo the point because no one was paying 
attention. 

“No, no, no, no, no, no,” I shouted. 
So many evil swears bubbling up in my head just wanted 

to be said. That was such a _____ three-point shot and it 
didn’t even count. 

Basketball

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 8th grade
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The room was huge and as big as half a football field and 
as hot as a warm summer day.

“Kim is going to do some glass blowing,” I heard Sean say.
After I heart that, I was excited. Kim put a steel metal 

rod in the furnace where the melted glass was kept. Kim 
waited a couple seconds with her hand still on the metal 
rod. Then she took it out. On the other end of the stick was 
a glob of melted glass, almost looking like melted glue from 
a hot glue gun.

I could see the heat coming off of the melted glob of 
glass. Wow! The class awed. Then she walked over to a chair 
and started sculpting it with a wooden tool, twisting the 
tool back and forth, making the glass a circle shape to make 
a paperweight.

As she sculpted it, the color of the melted glass glowed 
bright orange but clear at the same time. I couldn’t believe 
what I was seeing. A grin stretched across my face. Finally, 
she got back up and put the stick in cold water to cool the 
stick down. When the stick hit the water, it sizzled as steam 
rose. Using some special scissors, she severed the paperweight 
from the stick and it fell to the floor and she left it there. 
Even after I left the place, I was still thinking about the 
glowing glass. 

“It’s so hot!” I complained. 
The air rippled from the heat. Swinging my arms, I tried 

to stay cool as the burning blob of a sun in the cloudless 
sky beat down on the sickly sweat that coated my face. The 
massive oak trees surrounding the gigantic, turf field weren’t 
big enough to cover any of it in shade. Scanning the area, I 
saw a crowd of fellow hot and sweaty people playing ultimate 
frisbee all around me. The same distance to each end-zone, 
20 feet to my left, 20 feet to my right. I slowly trudged 
towards our team’s end-zone, dragging my feet. The turf was 
burning hot to the touch, and my feet were as heavy as two 
fat African elephants.

Looking at the end-zone, I started to mindlessly jog, 
thinking about how nice it would be to have an ice bucket 
dumped on my head. I passed the aura of heat called 
“people” around me, who were probably thinking about 
the same thing. Scanning the field, I realized that there was 
nobody in between the two orange cones that marked the 
end-zone. My eyes opened wide. 

I thought, Why not? What’s the worst thing that could 
happen? 

So I started to fly down the field. I got a burst of energy, 
wanting to make another point for my currently winning 
team. The wind was cool on my hot face as I ran, and my 
feet didn’t feel so heavy anymore. My feet pounded on the 
dry, coarse turf as I sprinted like there was no tomorrow.

Suddenly, I heard somebody call my name, and when I 
looked up, there was a frisbee flying towards my face before 
I could say “What?” It was like the white frisbee was a cloud 
falling out of the light-blue sky. My mouth and eyes opened 
wide, and in the rush of the moment, I forgot what to do at 
first, but then I smiled, realizing my stupidity. Catch it, of 
course! There was nobody else in the end-zone to knock the 
frisbee out of my hands. I put my left hand up to snatch the 
frisbee out of the air, but it inched down my slippery, sweaty 
fingers, and it was like time stopped.

I couldn’t see anybody else. Right now, it was just me, the 
frisbee, and the ground. The frisbee was about to sneak out 
of my grasp. The tiny breeze that rustled the trees was slowly 
nudging it out of my hand. It was like the frisbee wanted 
to hug the ground. My other hand slowly came up to keep 
it from falling. BAM! I felt my right hand slap the white 
frisbee. The frisbee was clasped between my hands. 

“Woot!” someone yelled. “Yah, Elizabeth!” 
I slammed the frisbee on the rough, turf field, high-fiving 

Sara as I slowly realized what I did. 
I smiled and thought, Yes! 
I pumped my fist in the air. I had caught it. I made the 

point.

The Glass Blowing Experience

Lauren Lubin, 7th grade

The Catch

Elizabeth Weaver, 7th grade
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The kung fu studio was a place at the top of a tall 
building. There were numerous stairs that had to be taken 
just to get to the top. Inside, the studio had spears with 
heads sharp as needles. It had swords that were skinny and 
very sharp. They had many more weapons that I can’t even 
name. One of the biggest things there was a punching bag. It 
was hard as a rock, but not very hard to punch. On the wall 
there was a painting of a guy with a red and gold cloak with 
Chinese symbols on it, a bald head, and a beard. 

Before we got started, the kung fu instructor introduced 
us to a champion kung fu student, Lena, who they were 
proud of, and they told us she was going to perform for us. 
Lena was flying across the room like she was a butterfly. Her 
arms were extended like a butterfly and she moved gracefully 
and quietly with perfect form during her routine. Lena had 
amazed everyone after she did her performance and everyone 
gave her a round of applause. Most people were probably 
wishing they could do the moves like Lena. 

When you do kung fu, you’re supposed to learn how to 
do things nice and peacefully. The instructor told us that 
we would be practicing kicking and punching on the pads. 
When it was my turn, I proved to myself what I could do. I 
lifted my foot up with all my might and propelled my foot 
towards the pad and in slow motion, I flung back the person 
holding the pad with a big kick. When I felt strong, I had 
a great kick that had a major impact on the opponent. The 
fierce kick that made me feel so powerful had a new effect on 
how I would fight now. It made me have more techniques, 
just in case I needed them for any reason. Kung fu is a self- 
defense class and now I know a little bit of moves and that’s 
what I had learned.

I have never been scared of heights, but this time I was 
sure I was going to die. And the worst part was I was covered 
in scratches from the rocks. My arms were in the wrong 
place, so I tried to move my hands to a new rock. But then, I 
hit my arm on the corner of a rock and got scratched. 

“I can’t do it,” I said, thinking I was going to fall. 
I was really scared. My eyes were wide and my mouth was 

open. I thought I would have been fast going up the wall in 
only one second. But when I really did it, I was much slower. 
My heart felt strong, but my body felt weak. 

I thought, I really want to climb this wall, but it’s too hard!
I looked up and I was in the middle. I could see I was 

halfway up. 
The rocks above me looked like boulders falling down. 

Looking down, I felt like I saw the clouds, but really I just 
saw plants, rocks, and humans. 

The people below me were shouting, “YOU CAN DO IT! 
YOU’RE SO CLOSE! YOU GOT THIS!” 

Then I looked down and I saw very, very, very low 
ground. I was very high. If this was the highest place to rock 
climb in the earth, it felt like that when I was halfway there. 
The top felt like it was out of this earth. I was stuck in the 
middle of the rock. My feet were slipping down and my 
hands couldn’t hold onto the rocks for much longer. It felt 
like I was falling from over the clouds. 

My heart was beating very fast. I was also sweating. My 
arms were shaking and my muscles felt like they were getting 
bigger as I almost fell to the ground. And I was panicking. 
When I looked down, it was way far from the ground. I 
didn’t fall, because I wasn’t able to go down by myself.

”Help here! I need help,” I whispered aggressively to the 
rock climbing instructor. “KEEP GOING!” he replied. 

But I wanted to go down right away. He finally lowered 
me down from the hard grey wall. Someone climbed up next 
to me on the wall and lowered himself down with me. I put 
my legs on the rocks out in front of me and the instructor 
helped me walk my legs down the wall. 

As I walked down the wall, I thought to myself, I can’t 
wait to get back on the ground!  

When I finally got down to the ground, I sighed in relief. 
My face was still stressful and tensed, even though inside, I 
had finally stopped panicking. When I reached the ground, 
my muscles hurt so much, but my scratches didn’t bother 
me. I was so happy to be back on the ground. 

And now and forever, I am not going rock climbing ever 
again.   

Kung Fu

Abayomi Graham, 8th grade

The Hardest Rock Climb Ever

Ezana Molla, 6th grade
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I pick up the rope. One by one, my fingers coil around 
the silky white braid. The light breeze blows my hair back. 
Seagulls fly above my head. I hear the cacophony of irritating 
squawks. I stare into the crystal blue abyss surrounding me. 
I smell the sea salt floating in the air. The sun beams down, 
causing all the campers to suffer. A bead of sweat crawls 
down my face, moving slowly, as if it is taunting me. Below, 
the boat produces a calm, soothing vibration. The wood of 
the beautiful ship is aged, but sturdy.  

The crew gives us instructions on how the raise the 
mainsail. They will feed us rope and we will raise the sail. We 
stand in a straight line, equally spaced out from one another. 
We stand like barnacles along the side of the boat. This sail 
weighs one ton and is the largest sail in the Boston Harbor. 
Looking at it, it’s impossible not to feel intimidated. I square 
my feet and take a deep breath. 

“Heave!” they yell.
“Ho!” we scream. 
I summon all my power and channel it into my arms. 

With all my strength, I pull. My arms are quivering and my 
hands are burning. Despite our pain, we persevere. At first, 
I glance at the rope. Then I look up and I stare at the sail. 
As we hoist the sail, it slowly inches up, working its way to 
the finish line. We are doing this! As a team, we can move 
this massive sail. When compared to one person, the sail is 
enormous, but as a team, it doesn’t feel so daunting. I know 
that on my own, I would never be able to raise it, but I feel 
powerful knowing we can raise it as a team. 

As I dashed across the court, Jaylen was dribbling a brown 
and black ball. At ten feet away from the hoop, he was trying 
to get out of the situation he was in: a block. My teammates 
nearest to him were shouting things like “Over here” and 
“Pass it to me!” while he was trying to find a way out of 
his dilemma: to pass or not to pass, considering Ethan was 
blocking him. 

With a concentrated look on his face, Jaylen was 
desperate to get the heavy ball that was dragging him down 
out of his possession—just as if a bird didn’t have wings all 
of a sudden, the unfamiliar weight of your own self thrusts 
you down. With his arms outstretched, Ethan was moving 
side to side in harmony with Jaylen, so that he would be 
prepared for a ball jumping out of his hands. Jaylen made 
a trick-shot by pretending to pass the ball, but not actually 
doing it; he jumped, ball in his palms, and shot his hands 
out as if to throw the ball to the closest teammate, but 
nothing left his grasp.

In the meantime, while Ethan was recovering since the 
recent encounter, I saw the same brown and black ball Jaylen 
was forcing to the ground every time it flew back up, flying 
towards me, ready for a landing inside my grasp. I’m pretty 
sure Jaylen passed the ball to me, but obviously I wasn’t 
paying him any mind. Anyway, it was as if the ball was 
moving in slow motion, not sure if it was coming for me or 
not. I had my hands at the ready, my feet were spread apart 
in a balanced stance, and I was concentrated on the ball, 
as were my eyes. As a habit, when I’m focused, I have my 
tongue in a mid-way lick of my lip. Sometimes I don’t even 
realize I’m doing this! 

The ball looked as if it was glowing, because the ball was 
covering the sun. But the sun’s rays were surrounding the 
perimeter. Closer and closer it came. The closer it got, the 
more prepared I was. I’m not really good at some sports, but 
I do love almost all of them, and if I could catch this ball 
and make a perfect pass, I wouldn’t be seen as some girl who 
pretends she knows how to play, even if I really do. I wanted 
to show people I could do things without people’s help. If I 
did this right, I might get more passes from people.

So, here we were, the ball nearer now, hoping I could 
catch it. Finally, the ball parked itself safely in my hands, 
where I know it would be safe. It turned out that having the 
ball made me a whole new target, for not just the other team, 
but my team as well. 

“Over here!” they repeated like a chorus. 
Someone from the other team came from out of nowhere 

and tried to steal the ball. No way was I giving up now! We 
battled for a while, the ball swaying back and forth, back and 

Teamwork

Maya Costello, 8th grade

Court

Janylah Etienne, 6th grade
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forth: first on the court, then it tapped the palm of my hand, 
and back again. I finally turned around and orbited Tiagan 
once and realized I was close enough to make a shot. What 
happened was a little too fast, so here’s how it happened—in 
slow motion.

After my orbit around Tegan to get to the other side of 
him (which is nearest to the hoop), I followed my instinct 
not to pass the ball, but to shoot it. As I got closer, I could 
hear people’s faint cries and shouts, but I couldn’t hear what 
they are saying. I only had one goal, and one goal only. The 
hoop got bigger with every step and I felt my ego doing the 
exact opposite, feeling doubt was not always the best option. 
Close, but not too close to the hoop (more than 7 feet 
away), I took a deep breath, aimed for the white-outlined 
backboard, hurtled in the air, and reluctantly let the brown-
black-striped—scratch that—MY brown black striped ball 
gently tap the backboard and make its way into the woven-
net basket and onto the court. 

Too bad you weren’t there to see my awesome moves. Oh 
well, I guess next time you’ll be able to witness my skills—on 
the COURT.

My group walked up to the open path and I looked up in 
shock at the tall, gray rock. If you stacked about 16 of me, 
that’s how tall the rock probably was. But of course, I’m just 
exaggerating. Everybody ran to their harnesses. Meanwhile, I 
slowly walked to my doom as I picked up mine. 

I questioned myself: Do I really want to do this? 
The first immediate thought that came to my head was: 

No. No way. Nope. Not doing it. NOT. A. CHANCE! 
I walked over to Jen and Rachel and asked if we had to 

climb. They told me to try and watch other campers and 
then see how I felt afterwards. So that’s exactly what I did.

I plopped on a rock with Rachel and examined the other 
campers. I watched as Cecelia swiftly climbed up the rock 
and she had a glowing facial expression, like she was having 
such a fun time. She easily located a spot for her hands and 
feet each time. I saw a smile of completion on her face and 
thought how I would want that look on my face. 

Then I thought that if I didn’t even try one, it would be 
pointless to have put on the harness and I would be wasting 
my time. My heart pumped and I had decided. I lifted 
myself up, took one big deep breath, and walked over to the 
rock and the instructor. As the instructor clipped me on her 
rope, I heard some counselors and campers cheer me on. I 
was pretty scared, even though it was a small rock, because 
it looked big to me. I didn’t want my hand to slip. I didn’t 
want to fall on the rock and get a scar on my legs. There were 
a few bugs on the rock (and I HATE bugs) but I took a deep 
breath, went around them and kept going. I reached with all 
of my might to push myself up and touch the clip at the very 
top of that rock. That’s how I knew I was done.

I have to admit, it was pretty hard to find the right spot to 
grab onto, but I did the first rock (which was the easiest). As 
I went step by step by step down the rock, I heard my fellow 
campers and counselors congratulate me. I took a break and 
told myself that it was good enough. 

But then I thought to myself, Why stop at one rock when I 
could keep going and have more of a story to tell? 

The feeling of pride rushed all around my body once I 
completed it, as if I had an ultimate sugar rush.

My First

Cassie Cardoso, 8th grade
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The mass of players behind me were all frantic and 
fighting to get a hold of the frisbee on the hot, rubber, grass. 
The frisbee was soaring my way. Two people had failed to 
catch the flying saucer so far. I was the third, and the last. 

The disc had been thrown some seconds earlier. It was 
inching closer and closer to the out-of-bounds line. The 
frisbee was trying to slip away like a cat trying to avoid a 
bath. It slipped out of the hands of many players, like an 
airplane trying to dodge the grip of Godzilla. Zip! It was now 
up to me to catch it.

The score was tied, so this point mattered more than 
usual. It was past halftime, so we would also have less time 
to make a comeback if they scored. At this moment, it was 
about, oh, four or five feet away. I decided it would be less 
risky if I stayed where I was and caught the frisbee than to 
run to it while it was flying to me. That would give me more 
time to catch it. Whoosh! That’s when the wind gave a sudden 
gust. The flying saucer flew diagonally to my right. This 
forced me to run in the direction of the frisbee, but this time 
I was chasing it, instead of it racing to me.

Let me remind you that I didn’t have a ton of space until 
the out-of-bounds line. I had maybe, six feet? I was faster 
than the disc, but not much, and with my arms outstretched, 
it slowed me down. I didn’t know what to do. That was when 
I thought of it as myself moving very slowly, like someone 
had pressed the slow-motion button, the frisbee not moving 
at all, and the out-of-bounds line moving toward us like a 
sweeping broom. It was like the ground was doing all the 
work. This helped calm me down, which gave me a small 
burst of speed.

There were only about five feet left, but I was closer than 
ever to the saucer. The tip of my closest finger was only about 
an inch away. 

Just run a little faster! I told myself. 
I did, which got me that much closer. 
Only four feet left now. 
I got a touch on the frisbee, but not enough to grab it. It 

did, however, slow the flying saucer down. 
Three feet left.
I lost my grip, but it was losing momentum. 
Two-and-a-half feet left.
I got another touch, but only on the flat part, so I could 

still not get a grip. 
Two feet left. 
I decided that the only way I could get it was to bring 

down the hand on the frisbee and bring up the other hand, 
to trap it. But, it somehow catapulted the frisbee closer to 
the out-of-bounds line. Slap! The only things that came 

together were my two hands. Two feet left. My hands seemed 
farther than ever now.

One-and-a-half feet left.  
I didn’t think I could make up that distance being that 

close to out-of-bounds.
One foot left! 
This was it. I could see it as a two-dimensional line the 

frisbee was crossing. The out-of-bounds side took up more 
and more of it as less and less remained in-bounds. I felt as 
though the same thing were happening to my winning spirit.  

The Catch    

Justin Chan, 8th grade
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We finally were ready to go, but I was a little hesitant 
to get on the sinking contraption in the water. But I 
determined to try. I can swim, but when I tried to get on the 
boat, it tilted over a little and it felt like I was going to fall. 
Eventually, I got on the boat. It was feeling a little shaky. 

I said to myself, OK, I can do this. 
Slowly, I put my foot into the canoe and crouched down 

to grab a hold of the edge, then put my paddle in before my 
right foot could join its partner. As the canoe started to sway 
left and right, I quickly sat down and the swaying stopped 
immediately. We stopped to wait for all the other canoes, 
because we were ahead of them and they were far back. The 
slackers were stuck in a big clump of boats, but eventually 
they all caught up. The people in the front then got stuck 
in another clump of boats. People pushed their boats from 
ours, but got intertwined in the mess. My squad of canoers 
made powerful strokes in the water, pushing the other boats 
out of the way, continuously paddling. I got splashed time 
and time again.

We were much faster going back because we were going 
with the current instead of fighting it. Fighting the current 
was like moving heavy boxes with noodle arms. After that, 
it became a race for first. The canoe we were trying to beat 
at one point was ahead of our group. It was a neck-and-neck 
race and we barely got in front of them. Luca, Therese, and 
Isabel began rowing faster, and with the added speed from the 
current of the river, they flew past us. From our canoe in the 
water, we could see the dock from afar waiting to pull us in. 

We finally got to the dock, almost making it a tie between 
the other canoes we were trying to beat. Arriving at the dock, 
I stumbled out of the canoe and sluggishly walked toward 
the big orange jug that held refreshing water. We were all 
sticky, sweaty, tired, and suffocated by our life jackets. It 
was such a relief to take it off as a rush of cold air embraced 
my body. Despite the sweat and heat from the sun, I really 
enjoyed the time being over the peaceful waters, slowly 
moving along the river with no care in the world. 

“Come on, Ashley,” mom lectured me. “I already paid for 
the camp and we can’t let money keep on going down the 
drain. You’re going to go; I think it will be good for you to 
practice your writing. You got to go in with an open mind 
and I’ll bet you’ll have a great time.”

“So this is the year of summer school, right?” I argued. 
“Come on Ashley; don’t be flip, Ashley.” 
The car pulled up to camp. I slid over two seats. With 

every movement I took closer to camp, the more I regretted 
my life choices. I hopped out of the car, just trying to get this 
day over. I was being careful and I was watching every step 
I took, because I noticed goose poop all over the sidewalk. I 
observed people coming out of the shade to greet me and I 
went back into the car. I couldn’t face all of those people; I 
wasn’t ready to meet new people and went into camp closed-
minded. I went out of the car like molasses. I knew I had to 
get out to meet the staff.

I hesitantly took micro-steps to get to the first day of 
camp’s check-in. My mom nudged me into the group of 
people. 

“Go on,” she comforted me, as I stumbled into camp, 
greeting everyone. 

I was so overwhelmed with jitters. It was like someone 
put a whole butterfly garden in my stomach and I had so 
many butterflies that I could just fly up and away. First 
day of camp and I was the new kid. That’s the one thing I 
hated more than ever. I was definitely not excited, especially 
because me and writing are not acquaintances, I could 
say. I was going in not knowing anyone but myself and 
not knowing if people were going to judge me based off 
preconceived notions. You feel like a hermit crab looking for 
its new shell. 

Trying to make a good first impression, I introduced 
myself to everyone, like every single person in camp.

“Hello, my name is Ashley Avalon,” I nervously 
mumbled. 

I was so overwhelmed to find the many cheerful 
responses; I couldn’t believe that I actually managed to say 
that. I was kind of proud. I felt like I was actually going to 
have a good time at camp.

“Come with me,” Elisabeth said confidently. “Come on. 
Don’t be afraid. I’ll show you where the rest of the camp is.”

I strode with a big grin on my face. I knew it was going to 
be okay.

The Canoe Trip

Gael Paris Jeffries, 6th grade

First Day

Ashley Avalon, 8th grade


