
Campers walk in the door of Summer Ink with a range of writing skills 
and yes, with a range of attitudes, too. Some love writing and wish to spend 
their summer with pen in hand. Others arrive at camp angry and resentful 
that someone has forced them to spend their precious summer days practicing 
skills they would rather see confined to school.

What you hold in your hands—the 2017 Collection—is a testament 
to Summer Ink’s success in bringing these varied campers together into a 
supportive community that fosters each and every child’s best work and 
evolving writing style. In these pages you will find journal entries – short, 
spontaneous reflections written immediately after scaling a rock face, twirling 
a hula hoop, or playing a game of ultimate Frisbee. As campers learn to focus 
on a single moment of experience and describe it vividly, their individual 
voices emerge. You will also find longer non-narrative essays and short stories 
that campers have worked hard to “polish” during the second week of camp. 
We consider both kinds of writing essential to developing the skills campers 
need to succeed in the classroom and beyond.

This year, our campers came from across Greater Boston and as far away as 
China, Malaysia, and Spain. Summer Ink counselors create an environment 
in which students feel safe to take social and academic risks and to get to 
know fellow campers from different backgrounds and neighborhoods. Among 
the descriptions of new, challenging activities in the campers’ writing, you 
will often notice playful, funny references to fellow campers and staff. It is 
the relationships campers build at Summer Ink that give them the courage 
to share their work aloud at least once during the session, and to offer 
constructive feedback on others’ work – to become part of a supportive, 
trusting community of writers. 

I invite you to sit back, relax, and enjoy the writing.

Vicki L. Krupp 
Executive Director

Summer Ink
September 2017
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The Collection is comprised of three categories of writing: journal entries, 
essays, short stories, and travel writing. 

Journal Entries. In both camps – The Simmons Program 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 completed. Campers most often wrote these 
journal entries beyond the classroom walls—perched on a rock by Hammond 
Pond, stretched out on a bench by the Charles River, or seated in a bustling 
Chinese pastry shop. Because of the spontaneous format, campers were able 
to freely experiment with such skills as dialogue or sensory detail without the 
pressure of producing a polished piece for a reader.

In addition to journal entries, campers in both camps had the opportunity to 
revise and expand upon their writing 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 pieces – 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, most often the character sketch, which 
required campers to construct an imaginary 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 experiences while exploring the streets of Boston. 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. 
 

Emily Jones
Editor

Editor’s Note
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What a summer it was! For two weeks in July, twenty-six teenagers, 
three junior counselors and four senior counselors navigated through the 
streets of Boston (and beyond) in wind-swept rains and the summer heat 
to experience all that this beautiful city had to offer.

Our Boston-area campers exercised their creative side by working 
with local professional artists and performers, tasted culinary cuisines 
representing the cultural melting-pot of the city, and physically tested their 
limits by scaling rock walls. Through these experiences, among so many 
others, they learned the importance of trying new things. From taking risks 
in their writing to climbing a ten-foot wall despite their fear of heights, 
our campers learned the value of stepping outside of their comfort zone. 
As a result, they learned the importance of working together and building 
each other up. There was a palpable bond among campers as they said 
their good-byes and wished each other well. It was an honor to witness this 
progression both in their writing and relationship-building.

The following selections from Boston & Beyond are the travel writings 
of teens who took risks, worked hard, and embraced the value of self-
expression.

Christina Toro 
Lead Teacher, Boston & Beyond 

Boston & Beyond

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

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 10th grade

“Why don’t you go next?” the instructor points to me. 
I’m up next in line but I don’t want to go. I shake my 

head. “Come on.” 
Olivia shoves me forward, until I’m standing in front of 

the rope. The objective of the game is to swing on a rope 
from one foam platform to the other, without touching 
the floor in the middle. Once you get to the other side you 
have to make sure all your team members stay on the foam 
platform. I stepped up to the rope swing. There were about 
four people already on the platform. “So you just put your 
foot in and swing?” I asked. 

The instructor nodded and stepped back. I put my left 
foot in the rope and felt myself start to swing forward. 
The rope was starting to burn my hands and my right leg 
dangled awkwardly underneath me. I could see the people 
on the other foam block waiting for me to make it across. 
Underneath me there were these fake sharks cut out of foam. 
If I let go of the rope and landed in the pool of sharks, I 
would be “dead.” Finally the foam block became closer and 
I swung my right foot in front of me, getting ready to put it 
down. I tried to put my foot down and remove my left foot, 
but the rope swing had other ideas for me. It swung me back 
to the first platform, and then swung me to the other one. 
This time I concentrated and pulled my left foot out in time. 
I had made it. 

Jonathan Provost, 9th grade

I stay still, thinking about my next move. Do I grab the 
purple one? Do I grab the yellow one? My forearm muscle 
twitches in strain as I push myself to reach the very top. 
My arm lunges toward the purple one and my pointer 
finger is first to latch on. The rest of my fingers follow suit. 
I glance down, scanning for a place to house my left foot. 
I find the one. It’s small and grey while covered in chalk 
from previous experienced climbers. I don’t even have any 
other better options. The closest one in a plausible radius is 
small and blue. It sticks out among the yellows and purples 
surrounding it. It’s smooth and worn, not good for climbing. 
I imagine other climbers who fell for her trap falling to their 
padded fate below. I know I must move quickly for I can’t 
hold myself up since my left leg is dangling underneath me. I 
make the jump. Not the right choice though because my foot 
slips off. I didn’t prepare for this as my weight is off balance, 
causing my right leg to also hang loosely under me. Sweat 
drips off my nose and splats on the floor. This makes me 
nervous for if I fall and my small rusty clip doesn’t hold me, 
I could end up as the sweat droplet. My right hand can’t take 
it anymore and joins its fellow limbs hanging off the wall. 
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I move instinctively as my foot searches for a spot to hold. 
All I feel is myself losing more and more control. I smile as 
I strike gold and my foot finds a placement, allowing me 
to pull myself back together. I get ready for the next moves 
leading me to the top.

Eric Cheung, 9th grade

As I was near the top of a seemingly unending rock 
climbing wall, I was thinking to myself that I shouldn’t have 
done this course. However, I thought to myself, I must do 
this and reach the top. My muscles by this time were already 
out of strength, like how a car runs out of gas and stops 
suddenly. They were about to give away completely, and 
were begging me for a break and to stop it. I tried to feel any 
rocks that would help me get to the top. My arms and legs 
were very stretched out, trying desperately to hold on. I soon 
found a rock that had a deep hole, which I could hold onto, 
and I went up a bit. My heart was beating very quickly, as I 
carefully turned my head around and saw that the ground 
was nowhere near me. At last, with one last rock to go until 
the top, I was seemingly holding myself up to save myself 
from certain death. I stretched my arms and legs and just 
barely touched the last rock. I felt a sense of relief and slowly 
weakened my grip on the rocks, causing my arms to have a 
break. At that moment, I felt that I was floating in the air 
like a bird.

Anthony Aiken, 9th grade

As I clipped my harness to the ropes, I began my climb 
towards the top, losing my grip along the way. My feet and 
hands ached and tightened because of all the effort I was 
putting into my muscles. Every step, every pull led me closer 
to the winner’s circle, or just the top. It finally happened, 
but suddenly I lost my grip. I fell, and my harness caught 
me, bringing me down to the ground softly. Even though 
my harness brought me down, my body slid down the rock 
climbing wall giving me pain. Not tremendous amounts of 
it, just small little flesh wounds and scars. I was not scared, 
but happy, my heart filled with joy. I didn’t care if I was 
injured. In fact I didn’t feel anything at all. Because I was 
having a good and fun time, I was blinded from seeing 
the pain, and because I knew I was secured by a harness, I 
had nothing to fear. Nothing to worry about, no reason to 
actually think. All I had to do was laugh and use muscle 
memory as I plummeted to the ground.

Colt Miranda, 10th grade

I reached for the next dark blue plastic rock. I stepped 
on a purple one and began my voyage up the wall. Over and 
over, one rock at a time, I inched closer and closer to the top. 
Once arriving to the top, I tapped the plastic wall to make 
a thud, indicating a booming noise of success. “I’m coming 
down!” I exclaimed. 

Initially I tried to climb down the wall, but that seemed 
too tough, so I decided to grab onto the rope holding me up 
and let it take me back down. My hands caught on fire and 
wrists tensed up. I hopped off of the wall and felt two hands 
press up against my back. I turned my head to look down, 
and to my surprise I was crushing Christina like a bug. 
“Ow!” she shouted. 

“Oh, my bad bro!” 
From that day on I learned to look both ways and up and 

down before doing anything.
Jalyn Hayden, 9th grade 
“Are you sure you don’t want to give it a try?” all of my 

peers asked me all at once. 
“Yup, I’m sure,” I said.
I thought to myself for a moment and asked myself, “Do 

you really just want to sit out by yourself, and not try?”
I told myself, “You can do it,” and I did do it. Well, 

technically only half way up, but hey, I still tried. I hooked 
myself on the hook and counted to three. “One….two...
three,” I said so softly and slowly.

I boosted myself up and started climbing. I started to get 
uncomfortable. I was uncomfortable because the rocks didn’t 
feel right, so I decided to get down. Today I thought I was 
brave, and I’m proud of myself.
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Olivia Shirley, 10th grade

At this point, my mind was divided against itself. Half of 
me wanted to persevere, to keep going, to prove myself. The 
other half? Well, I just didn’t really care anymore. I kept a 
tight grip on two chalk-dusted green rocks, my fingers aching 
in a tight pinch. The holds were hardly big enough to allow 
the very tips of my fingers to grab on. I shifted my weight 
to the toes of my left foot, leg vibrating from exhaustion. 
In one quick hop, I swapped my left foot for my right, my 
toes finding a solid purchase despite the barely-there hold. I 
recalled my success on the pink route, where a strange shift 
of weight had led me to victory. I wished I had the same 
insight here. I stretched my left hand out for a far hold, 
fingers scrabbling at the wall. They grabbed on tentatively, 
then firmly, as I gained confidence. I pulled my body in and 
to the left with all my remaining strength, and with my right 
hand, I slowly released my grasp, fingers trailing against the 
rough, faux-stone wall. My tremor set in and made my fingers 
blurry as they trembled. I moved slowly, left hand aching 
and cramping, but keeping a stubborn hold on the rock. The 
chalk dust ingrained itself in the tips of my fingers and under 
my nails. Then, with an unexpected suddenness, I lost my 
thin grip on the hold, and fell crashing to the ground. “I don’t 
even care anymore,” I muttered, and stalked away.

Cassandra Cardoso, 9th grade

There I was, almost at the top of the rock but still having 
some ways to go, my legs and arms going this way and that. 
My hands clenched on the rocks for dear life in hope that I 
wouldn’t fall, even though there was very safe padding below 
me. My muscles ached and my hands began to cramp up, 
but I was not going to give up that easily, especially since I 
already had come so far. My whole body remained still except 
for my head, which was frantically looking for a new place to 
put my hands and feet. I looked over to my right and saw the 
other campers coming and going on and off the wall. It felt 
like I was clinging on the wall for hours. Eventually I moved 
my hand and took a step up. Moved it up again and took 
another step up. Moved it up again and took another step. 
Finally I reached the top and went over. I felt victorious. 

Caleb Martinez, 9th grade

I didn’t realize I was almost done until I looked down. 
Despite the ache I felt in my arms I felt quite accomplished. 
It’s ironic that I did better without a rope than I did when I 
had one. But I wasn’t done just yet. I needed to get on top of 
its ledge. I managed to pull my body up, and I wrapped my 
leg over the rock wall. I was on an awkward balance with my 
legs in the air and my head hanging over the floor face first. 
The top of the ledge was hard and solid just like the wall. “If I 
pull up any farther,” I thought, “I’m going to crack my skull.” 

So I dropped my legs to the side, and crawled over like 
a crab. Then I managed to position myself right side up. I 
made it.

Amy Conley, 9th grade

I had seen three fail already. The trail was a challenge that 
may not be conquered in this trip. I had confidence that I 
could do it, but I wasn’t positive. Failure and falling were 
still options. The climb up was easy. Hand here, foot there, 
move one, now the other, and suddenly you’re at the top. 
My breath whistled in and out, a steady clock that beat in 
time with my movements. Now at the top, the real challenge 
faced me. Going sideways wasn’t always excruciating, but 
with minimal footholds in obscure places, this climb loomed 
menacingly in front of me. The first two hand holds came 
easy, but now came the problem of switching my feet. My 
hands ached with the desire to let go, but weakness wasn’t an 
option. Neither was looking down. At this point if I looked 
down I wouldn’t go any farther.

Carefully I shifted my weight to my hand and secured my 
feet firmly in a bright green squiggle. I switched my hand to 
a black, comfortable hand hold and took a moment to rest. 
My arms throbbed with pain that would linger long after this 
climb. The smell of sweat and plastic surrounded me and it 
stuck to my nose and mouth as I took a greedy inhale. My 
legs longed to drop down, to bow to gravity and let it win. 
My mind however disagreed. With a burst of determination 
I prepared to continue my climb. I could hear murmurs and 
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cheers from below as the other kids waited in anticipation 
to see if I could do what others had not. My heart raced 
with the desire to get across in victory, but one look at the 
next handhold told me it was not to be. One glance told me 
that my stubby little arms could never cover a distance that 
great, at least not with the other hand supporting most of my 
weight. “I can’t do it!” I cried down, exhaustion beginning to 
sear through my fingers. 

Either way I couldn’t hold on much longer, so I decided 
to try my luck. I sat back, leaning all my weight on one 
hand and foot. Suddenly I pushed off the rock and seized 
the next handhold. Triumph surged inside of me. I had 
done it! My celebration was short lived though, because the 
rest of my weight crashed on my exhausted hand. It was 
wrenched from its hold and I fell to the floor. I may have 
not finished, but I got farther than anyone else. And that’s 
triumph enough for me.

Perspective Painting
Led by local artist Jodie Baehre, campers viewed the city 
from a South Boston rooftop and then captured the scene 
using oil pastels. 

Charlotte Chen, 10th grade

The view was illuminating. I envisioned the people 
hurrying away from their home lives and children with their 
heads low and feet shuffling, to their educations and brighter 
futures because of it. I knelt down to begin. 

The hardest obstacle of my drawing had arrived, the blank 
piece of paper. This endless white land of nothingness was 
screaming, begging for me to spread the colorful rainbows 
of my thoughts onto the empty slab. I considered every 
stroke, every line, every dot I would ever create on this piece 
of paper. The fact that I, alone, was in total control of this 
white world’s future terrified me. That horror caused my 
body to become its own blank canvas, refusing to budge 
whatsoever, clashing with my whirlwind of thoughts for this 
paper. Hands trembling, I created the same motion I wanted 
to throw on that paper over and over again. I sighed. “Why 
can’t I just DRAW THE FIRST LINE?!” 

My mind was swarming with my trillions of options 
to put on this piece of paper, and yet my hand couldn’t 
come up with a single stroke. Finally, I forced my mind 
to concentrate. “It is just one line,” I thought, comforting 
myself. 

I pressed firmly, but shakily, with my black pastel. My 
thoughts raced with Jodie’s words of wisdom, advising me, 
“There is no wrong way to begin.” I swooped in for another 
line, my frightened pastel kissing the paper reluctantly. 

Alexander Cortright, 9th grade

I looked over the city, seeing skyscrapers, parking lots, 
and concrete buildings. I decided that they were not my 

style for painting. I turned to look at the more rural South 
Boston and was happy to see trees, churches, and other sorts 
of buildings. I pulled out my phone and took the shot. I 
was disappointed by the quality. It looked like colored sand, 
but I was happy with the picture itself. My main focus was 
a chapel surrounded by trees the color of ivy. Inside the 
steeple I could spot a bell that to me looked like a kernel of 
corn. The top of the steeply was pointed, sticking straight 
up. Slightly closer there were more buildings and a bill board 
that was all white. 
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Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 9th grade

The grey clouds rumbled in the sky as rain drizzled down 
on my already frizzy hair. We ran into the elevators and 
quickly walked into the building where we would do art. 
Lydia whipped out her phone, trying to decide which picture 
to draw, but more importantly which one to put on VSCO. 
We selected a picture and sketched the landscape with oil 
crayons, smearing black on the page, then yellow, blue, 
green, and finally white. Lydia started blending all the colors 
onto the page and then onto her legs. We started coloring on 
our hands, making them more and more greasy. 

Ancient teapots and paintings were hung up on the walls. 
What I thought was the smell of dirt was actually coffee, 
probably burnt. Lydia forced a butter cookie into my mouth 
that tasted like cardboard. She spat it out immediately, 
a look of disgust so obvious on her face. “Ewwwwwww 
grosssssssssssss,” Lydia sang. 

Richie Tran, 10th grade

I looked over the roof to look over the vast city. There 
were skyscrapers that went past the clouds and wide 
buildings with thousands of windows. The ones with 
windows all around it were more blueish, but besides that, 
the majority of the buildings were gray, white, black or a mix 
of all three to make some new dark color. It looked simple 
to draw, which was to me the most important quality. I just 
needed to trace the outline of the buildings and add windows 
or extra details like some poles. But I also knew whatever I 
would be drawing could be made difficult. The small and 
specific details like shading, the size of all the windows, the 
scaling in between each building, etc. could all be added to 
the drawing too. And considering my “talent,” I couldn’t 
draw those certain aspects very well. I would also have to 
consider the background like the clouds that seemed to 
darken more and more as time passed on.

Aalayah Cardoso, 9th grade

The drawings were hard, and I didn’t get much done. I 
had wanted to draw buildings beside buildings and a street. 
It might sound like an ordinary sight, but I had chosen this 
image because of the angles—the slant of the building, the 
separation of a street going left and right. The numerous 
satellites pushing out of buildings were hard to draw. The 
picture was full of buildings, but the sight was practically 
empty, the empty sidewalks and bare roads having nothing to 
run over them. Every building had its own angle, and every 
street had its own direction. That is why I drew this picture. 
The way every building represented itself and had its own 
definition made this drawing different from my other angles. 

Amy Conley, 9th grade

Many choices lie ahead of me, each one holding a spark 
that I could tend into a flame. My heart longs for a glorious 

picture with one bold building that stands bright and bold 
in the midst of the sullen, gray skyscrapers. To be polite, I 
let the girl next to me decide which one we’ll draw. I have 
my fingers crossed though, that she’ll pick the one I love. To 
my elation she does, and I set about to looking at the picture 
through artist’s eyes. I know I want the big building to be 
the focus, so I sketch it lightly, taking up half the canvas. As 
I look at the other buildings, I can almost feel the smoky 
grayness which comes from the impending storm. The 
buildings almost seem to be suffering, the rain looking like 
teardrops on their faces. I sketch quick lines, a hodgepodge 
jumble to show this. Now, I turn my focus back to the main 
building, its red brick and tinted windows bold and strong 
in the washed out city. I also decide to add a building. Tall 
and regal, it stands even above the much closer buildings, 
its dark stripe making it look like a discolored skunk. I 
decided to add this building because it is the building where 
my parents met. Now memory is etched into the canvas. 
With all the outlines done, the job of coloring now begins. 
I make the city very colorful, contrasting the actual gloom 
that resides here. My colorful city has shadows too, and if I 
had more time I would have added the smoky gray haze that 
is a permanent resident. I tried to show all of Boston that 
I know, and a little of myself too. It’s all there if you know 
where to look for it.

Bowling
On a rainy day in Somerville’s Davis Square, campers 
ventured into Sacco’s Bowl Haven to interview patrons and 
try their hands at a round of candlepin bowling. 

Alexander Cortright, 9th grade

Sacco’s Bowl Haven is a classic bowling alley straight out 
of the 80’s. Located in Somerville, it’s the perfect place to 
bring your friends. Rob from Arlington says he goes with his 
buddies from work time to time to have a blast. They also 
have a pizza place right inside that you can stop at to grab 
a bite. They rent out bowling shoes, or you can bring your 
own. I don’t think they allow you to bring your own ball 
though. My friends and I had a blast and were sad when it 
was over. I would go again, and maybe next time get a slice 
of pizza. 

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 9th grade

Sacco’s Bowl Haven, located in Somerville, MA, is a 
funky place for pizza and some rustic bowling. Bowling pin 
shaped lights hang from the ceiling, and drinks are served in 
large mason jars. Giant, vibrantly colored paintings line the 
walls and heat from the brick oven ripples into the restaurant 
section of Sacco’s. 

Middle aged couples and young families sat at tables, 
nibbling on steaming hot pizza. A 20-something year old 
bowler threw a small, black ball down the lane, narrowly 
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missing a strike. He swore at the one pin he missed and 
rolled his eyes with a frustrated sigh. A little kid bent over 
and chucked the ball wildly, knocked down one pin, and 
cheered like he just won the lottery.

Katie, a waiter for a few years at Sacco’s, describes the 
trendy joint as “full of variety, a great place for parties and 
families, and very popular among people of all ages.” Katie 
has enjoyed working here since she started her “masters 
in social work but hopes to soon find a job relating to her 
degree.” The staff is very friendly and Katie says she “will 
miss all the friends she has made at Sacco’s Bowl Haven.”

Kevin Chin, 9th grade

The small, but heavy black and red balls whooshed 
down the aisle. The sounds of excited cheers and heavy 
groans were heard throughout the alley. The smell of pizza 
wafted through the air. Smiles and pouty faces were seen 
throughout. 

The small bowling balls weren’t as effective as I thought. 
It was hard to hit four or five pins at once, and strikes were 
almost not evident. The balls curved and swerved, usually 
hitting one or two pins at a time. The ball would have to be 
rolled pretty hard in order to get a strike. I only succeeded in 
getting a measly spare. The balls came down pretty quickly, 
so there wasn’t much wait. Resetting the lane sometimes took 
a while though. It would often reset instantly, but at times it 
took a minute or two.

Rob, a man in his mid-30’s or early 40s, was bowling with 
a group of coworkers. He was obviously the best out of the 
group, hitting strikes and spares. It was his second time here, 
both being with his coworkers. 

Makayla Robinson, 10th grade

I walk in the bowling place annoyed that I am soaked 
involuntarily. It is pouring buckets outside. I immediately 
feel sad that the smell of barbeque chicken tempts me to 
have some, but I know I can’t. It seems pretty old fashioned 
as soon as I walk in. The name of the place painted on the 
wall has no shiny bright lights around it, and you have to 
keep score on paper. I see groups of people that look like 
good friends cheering each other on, having the time of their 
lives as I approach them. “Hey, excuse me. Can I interview 
you for a few minutes?” 

After a few rejections (which make me sad), I meet 
Mesma. She is score keeping for the enthusiastic coworkers, 
yelling as they cheer each other on while they bowled. “Hold 
on a second, I’m scorekeeping,” she says as she passes the 
paper and a pencil to another who isn’t playing. 

“So what is this for?” she asks, turning around to face me. 
I tell her that this is for Boston and Beyond while asking her 
name and what brought her here. I look to my left, seeing a 
server putting pizzas on their table, and then I asked about 
the food. She tells me that they use high quality ingredients.
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Odyssey Reyes, 9th grade

The retro bowling rink was very loud and crowded. 
Everywhere I turned there were people bowling, eating, 
and sitting. When I looked at the feet of people they had 
on the same shoes, just with different or same numbers on 
them. People who were bowling seemed so professional, each 
person copying the positions of their neighbors. There was 
this one girl who was sitting down near a booth. My partner 
and I had gotten up to ask her a few questions. Her short 
blonde-ish white hair followed her head direction. She faced 
us with a long welcoming smile that instantly made the fear 
of rejection fly away. I returned the smile and my partner 
began to speak. “Hi, my name is Cassie, and this is Odyssey. 
We are from Boston and Beyond, and we are here today to 
ask some questions about you and this place. Is that okay 
with you?” 

“Yeah, totally. It’s just—can we make the questions quick 
because my turn to go bowling is soon?”

Salsa Dancing
Campers learned how to salsa dance with “Lady” 

Elizabeth Cabon. 

Christina Daly, 10th grade

“5, 6, 7, 8!”
Amy and I stumble and bumble through the beat 

clumsily, taking unnecessary steps and unbalancing one 
another. We work fast, never questioning the strange hand-
holds and steps for a moment, determined to get through 
the dance smoothly. Her light brown hair sways to and fro 
and her large eyes, a similar color, are downcast, narrowed 
and looking at our feet. Amy keeps trying to explain what 
is going wrong with our footwork in between each round of 
dance out loud, every explanation leaving an upside-down 
feeling in my stomach. She wasn’t right, that wasn’t what was 
wrong….I try listening to the beat a little closer.

“1, 2, 3...5, 6, 7” is called out another time and I realize 
our mistake—we were going too fast, too early, always 
hitting our hands together at three instead of five. We start 
out slower, taking larger steps, not as sharply focused on the 
steps. Our hands make contact on five at last, the pads of her 
fingers pressing into mine. The self-declared “Living Heater” 
has warm but not sweaty hands, a welcomed relief after 
assuming everyone’s nerves would be reflected in their hands. 
I can say with certainty that Amy isn’t nervous, more intent 
on getting through the routine and not looking like an idiot. 
Exactly how I feel. When we finished the round, we both 
turn to each other, sporting big smiles.

“I think we...did it,” I state rather blandly, letting out an 
awkward laugh.

“Yeah, I—I think we did!” Amy exclaims, speaking with 
more emotion than I’m even capable of. We glide through 
the next few rounds with only some bumps and embarrassed 
laughs. It was quite a shock.

“Now, let’s work on calls!” The instructor yells to get our 
attention. Amy and I turn to each other. “Oh. My god,” I 
groan. 

Lydia Loucas, 9th grade

Olivia and I had finally learned the first basic step of salsa 
dancing. The move was simply bringing my left foot back, 
lurching it back to my original stance, and then stepping 
forward, then backward with my right foot. During that 
motion, Olivia’s right hand latched around my thumb as my 
four remaining fingers curled on top of her fist.

“Starting positions!” Lady shouted. Everyone in the room 
obediently shuffled into order, preparing for her to count out 
the simple eight-beat count. “5, 6, 7, 8!” Lady exclaimed, 
clapping each time she announced the number. 

Our feet began to pick up, and everyone tried to stay in 
sync with their partners. Everyone’s feet moved, some feet 
glided across the floor, whereas others were more stubborn. 
My mind focused on lady saying, “1, 2, 3, 5, 6, 7,” while my 
feet attempted to keep up.

“We’re doing so well!” I squealed to Olivia. I felt like I 
was looking into a mirror since we both wore dark pants 
and maroon shirts. She smiled at me, chuckling at my 
enthusiasm and excitement. Just after I said that, Lady 
abruptly announced to stop in order to learn new moves. My 
face immediately went from a smile to a look of shock and 
anxiety.

“Oh god,” I thought to myself. “Let’s hope this goes well.” 

Colt Miranda, 10th grade

I gripped the top of my partner’s hand as he latched onto 
my thumb, a sweaty mess quickly forming in the palm of our 
hands. We looked at each other with blank faces and a frown. 
One step in, one step out. One step in, one step out. Sounds 
easy enough, until you realize that you and your partner are 
both filled with dread. One step in, one step out ended up 
looking a little bit like two steps in, one step out, two steps 
out. I mean in… 

It was a chaotic mess. “Um… wait… dang it… what’s 
going on?” filled the air as every couple groaned and dragged 
along the floor. 

“How much longer?” I sighed and asked Alex, whose eyes 
seemed to be asking the same thing. 

“Salsa” kind of somewhat turned into the Hokey Pokey. 
Limbs were flailing around everywhere and tired muffled 
sounds were coming from different partners. As feet shuffled 
around, it felt like the background Salsa music kept getting 
faster and faster. No one could keep up, everyone was off 
beat. Some people were on beat three and others were on 
beat six. Some just looked drained and actually “beat,” so 
they were just awkwardly standing around. Our finished 
product looked like a mosh pit. 

Jonathan Provost, 9th grade
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I move my feet quickly to try to keep up with my partner 
while a grin spreads across my face. We make brief eye 
contact on the seven count as we come together and laugh. 
The Cuban music fills the room and the instructor orders, 
“Un fly.” After dancing with the same person for a while, I 
am excited when “Dame,” echoes around the room. I move 
swiftly to my next partner and our fingers dance around, 
finding the correct position. Their hands are cold and clammy 
in contrast to the sweaty hands my partner possessed before. 
“1, 2, 3, 5, 6, 7” is rhythmically mumbled by everyone 
around the room. My partner and I get into a groove and 
chuckle when we meet eye to eye. I thought it would be 
awkward but we are all learning a new thing and no one 
judges you when you make a mistake. I see people around 
the room stumbling to get into position, and they laugh at 
themselves and others grin as they see another person making 
a mistake. Someone claps on the seven beat instead of the one 
and they giggle with their partner saying, “My bad, my bad.” 

Everyone makes a mistake ranging in size and length, 
letting myself and others feel comfortable with ourselves. 
Unfortunately the teacher yells, “Stop!” 

This makes everyone stop dancing and release our hands 
from each other. We all cheer, clap, and shout for our success 
in our attempt at salsa dancing, which so far has been 
enjoyable and fun.

Kevin Chin, 9th grade

“What am I doing with my life,” I grumbled as I stared 
the salsa lady down. As she encouraged us to move closer 
together, I scrunched up my nose in disgust. “I have to hold 
what?” I inquired. 

This was getting way to intimate for me. I reluctantly held 
his thumb, and immediately pulled back. “Why are your 
hands so sweaty?” I exclaimed, wiping my clammy hands 
with my pants. 

I looked around, seeing if everyone else reacted the same 
way I did. Nope, just me. I sighed, and held his hand again. I 
zoned out while she gave directions, so I had no idea what to 
do while we actually danced. “1, 2, 3… 5, 6, 7…” I chanted 
quietly. 

I kept almost tripping over. I wasn’t really sure what to 
do with my feet. Shuffling around, I looked across the room. 
Everyone else seemed to know what to do except for me. 

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

Emily Dhadly, 9th grade

When we walked into the pastry shop, I was surprised 
at the size, around half the size of my bedroom. I could 
immediately smell the many, mostly golden-colored pastries 
that were contained in a long glass case. At first, nothing 
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really seemed appetizing to me, so I wasn’t sure what to get. 
Finally, I picked the apple turnover since I was forced to try 
something new. I don’t really like apple pies, so I thought 
that it would be interesting to try a food that was similar. 
The apple turnover was light golden in the middle, and a 
darker golden on the sides. The outer shell was very flaky, so 
many flakes fell. The golden pieces of almost overly crispy 
bread flaked off and fell to the ground with every touch of a 
finger or every slight shift of my hand. By the time I actually 
took a bite, most of the crispy shell had already disappeared. 
It was almost as if the apple turnover was encased in a thin 
layer of crispy bread, less delicate than a flower. I didn’t really 
see a lot of apple, so I thought that it would taste okay. It 
smelled like apple and bread, so pretty simple, and it tasted 
about the same. There was a lot more bread than apple so it 
was a bit overpowering, but overall I kind of enjoyed it. 

The second food I got was a crispy cookie. To me, it 
looked like a pretzel covered in sugar, but tasted more like a 
donut. It was a mix of light golden and medium golden with 
tiny clumps of sugar. It looked like the two pieces that came 
together to make it look like a pretzel were held together by 
the sticky sugar. As soon as I bit into it, I knew it would be 
yummy. The sugar melted in my mouth and went perfectly 
with the bread, heated by the sun from our walk to the park. 

Ezekiel Freeman-Fanfan, 9th grade

I look at its hard brown cover. Its jelly filling looks back 
at me, telling me to taste it. I ask myself, “Why not give it a 
chance?”

“I’ll take the coconut pie Madelyn.” 
The lady carefully grabs the pastry with the iron “V” 

shaped utensil. Clip, shh. The yummy pastry drops into 
the paper bag like an exhausted parent going to bed. I open 
the bag and a welcoming smell smacks my nose, making 
me anxious to taste it. Its filling feels like hair gel, I mean 
like James Bond hair gel. Soft white snowflakes peacefully 
combine with the gel. They are placed everywhere. If I was 
one of those seeds or flakes, I would feel claustrophobic. 
Imagine black Friday happening inside the gel of the pastry.

Jason Lei, 9th grade

When we first walked in it wasn’t like the pastry shop I 
thought it was. The pastry shop looked like it had been up 
since the 1990s. The pastries were behind a clear counter 
where you could see what the pastry looked like. There 
weren’t any descriptions, so we didn’t know what each thing 
had. The two pastries I got were the egg tart and the apple 
turnover. The egg tart was like a small pie with sweet jello 
inside. The crust of the tart was dry but the yellow jello was 
smooth and sweet. As the tart touched my tongue I could 
feel the flaky crust sucking all the moisture inside my mouth. 
I bit into it, and there was an unexpected sweet jello-tasting 
filling that was soft and smooth. The filling of the tart 
balanced the entire pastry. The flaky crust and the filling was 

a good combination, like peanut butter and jelly. 
The apple turnover was a very dry and flaky pastry. As I 

put it in my mouth the flakes of the pastry started falling 
down to the ground. The pastry was mostly the flaky part 
and in my opinion didn’t have enough filling which didn’t 
balance it out. 

Stephanie Semedo, 9th grade

The restaurant Hing Shing Pastry was very nasty. The 
coconut pastry was a total fail. The coconut tasted like a played 
out coconut, and barely had any flavor. The thick clear layer 
of nothing tasted like nothing. It tasted like it belonged inside 
of sushi. It smelled very good like a coconut little muffin but 
I was very wrong. The inside consisted of grained up peanuts, 
sugar, and regular grain. The inside was way better than the 
outside. The inside was rough inside my mouth. It was sweet, 
almost like a peanut butter and sugar sandwich. The next 
pastry was disgusting. It looked like a lemon pie with a nice 
filling inside with perfect baked crust. It did not smell like a 
lemon, it smelled like an egg. The filling was almost jello, but 
easier to break through. The first bite tasted like the skin of a 
boiled egg. The inside just tasted like a cream, but the thick 
yellow layer on top (supposed to be lemon) had a strong egg 
taste, which was not pleasing to my stomach.

Makayla Robinson, 10th grade

The restaurant I went to was Ho Yuen Bakery. It was small 
when I went in but it was filled with fresh food. I was in 
the mood for something a lot of people recommended, so I 
got sticky rice. It was covered in a banana leaf that was dark 
green and had a smell that made it unique. It gave the rice 
flavor. The rice smelled like nuts and was sweet. Combined 
with the pork, it had an amazing sweet and savory 
combination. I would recommend the restaurant for people 
who like to try new things and aren’t picky. 

Jalyn Hayden, 9th grade

I was ready to try Chinese pastries. I only had $5.00, so 
that meant I had to pick very wisely. There was bread, cakes, 
pudding, and more. I was very overwhelmed. I bought Light 
Cheese Bun ($1.00) and Cheese Mousse Cake ($2.50). 

I unwrapped the cheese bun’s pretty clear wrapper with 
people on it and placed it in my hand. It was very soft and 
smelt very much like bread. It was golden at the bottom and 
sprinkled with powdered sugar on top. I broke off a piece so 
delicately and popped it straight in my mouth with a lot of 
hesitation. As I chewed slowly the dough tasted more and 
more like regular bread. Then the cream slowly started to 
come in with a little bit of a cheesy tang. 

Caleb Martinez, 9th grade

Situated in the center of Chinatown, this bakery is quite 
often visited. It is mostly other Chinese people that live in the 
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neighborhood that stop by to eat or talk with the people that 
work there. It seems like a tightly knit community because 
most of these people know each other. When you browse the 
shelves and containers, you can observe many exotic foods. I 
bought two things because they were really cheap, a chocolate 
pudding cup for $2.00 and a green tea pastry. I bought the 
chocolate pudding because it was quite familiar. I thought it 
was straight up chocolate pudding, but even something that 
simple became surprising. I took a spoonful and discovered it 
was in layers. The top was like ice cream, the middle like cake, 
and the bottom was pudding. But it was surprisingly more 
like jello, and it tasted like coffee cake. Although it wasn’t 
what I expected, it was still pretty good. The green tea pastry 
was a little more peculiar. While it was still wrapped up, it 
looked like a green sponge rolled up with dark filling.

Richie Tran, 10th grade

The Ho Yuen Bakery was a small and humble place where 
the owners didn’t seem to be fluent in English and were 
much more comfortable speaking Chinese. The pastries were 
definitely the highlight of the place. Some of the pastries, 
like the white rice cake, seemed very strange and alien to 
most who weren’t familiar with them, or some were simple 
and recognizable like an almond or walnut cookie. I bought 
a melon cake that was a mix of strange and normal. It had a 
white bottom and yellow top bun exterior with a green gooey 
melon paste in the middle. The smell was sweet and was very 
similar to other Asian pastries.

Isabel Salvin, 10th grade

The heat is oppressive today, but as our group enters 
101 Bakery, cool air rushes to greet us. The restaurant is lit 
with a golden glow. Its walls are amber, the tiled floor bright 
beneath our feet. All around us, pastries abound, showcased 
on tall, imposing wooden shelves, packed to go in convenient 
pink plastic bags and featured under the intense light of glass 
display cases. Their flavors range from classic —chocolate 
mousse, mango pudding, and green tea to innovative, 
entirely unexpected fusions —a “hot dog scallion bun” is 
a twist of hot dogs, spinach, and golden dough, a red bean 
cake is decorated with a mischievous looking frosting smiley 
face, and a bag of violet cookies blooms in flaky layers. On 
the wall, three menus list the various drink options. Juices, 
slushies, shaved ice, and milk tea. 

Anthony Aiken, 9th grade

101 Bakery in the center of Chinatown in Boston is a 
Chinese pastry shop, filled with all sorts of mind blowing 
food from the recipes of China. Their most delicious item 
I have found is what they call a moon cake, a small oval yet 
thick cake that tastes like apple pie. The outside consists 
of a sort of pastry, but the inside looks like jelly and it’s a 
lot thicker and intense than normal jelly. At the core of the 

moon cake there is a walnut that’s surrounded by glaze. 
People of all ages come here, people of all looks come 

here, people of all minorities come here. The staff from the 
looks of it consists of two women, one being the oldest, and 
the other the youngest. The older one seems to run the place 
and also seems to have been here for a very long time. The 
younger one looks like a college student, and this seems to 
be her job for the time being. The floor is a clean smooth 
tile and the tables are constructed from hickory and steel as 
the supports. The walls are lined with posters of pastries and 
Chinese festivities. The ceiling is lined with Styrofoam and 
it’s lit with bright lights that are hanging above the tables. 
The air conditioning provides a nice cool environment. Co-
workers tend to work and joke at the same time. They have 
built some sort of connection it seems.

Alana DiPlacido, 9th grade

Gourmet Dumplings is a small and crowded restaurant on 
Beach Street in Chinatown. It was packed to the brim with 
people, and I could barely fit in the door. Upon entrance, 
the hostess was snappy and rude to me and my friends. 
We ordered pork dumplings for $7.95 and were informed 
that there would be a twenty minute wait. The hostess 
immediately sent us outside after ordering. 

When we finally sat down to eat, my friend Eric and I 
split the order between the two of us. I took four dumplings 
and Eric took three. When I first bit into the dumplings, 
the dough was chewy and warm, and the filling was juicy 
and delectable. The dumplings appeared to be thin pockets, 
resembling ravioli. The dumplings were sealed together in the 
center. The dough was see-through so that you could catch a 
glimpse of the meat tucked and folded inside. The restaurant 
had given us sauce, but the dumplings were so flavorful on 
their own that it was unnecessary. Eric and I finished our 
meal quickly, and we washed it down with a cup of iced boba 
tea from a restaurant down the street. 

Overall, I would rate the experience a 2/5 and the food a 
4.5/5. I enjoyed the food. However, the staff were straight up 
rude and disrespectful to their customers.

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

Jason Lei, 9th grade

As we took a step into the modern pastry shop, we were 
greeted by all these well-presented pastries. The one thing 
that caught my eye was the cream puff. It was filled with 
whipped cream and chocolate sprinkles. The shop brought 
my mood up because of these pastries. The air and the 
atmosphere were filled with joy and were lively. I decided to 
get the cream puff because that was the pastry that caught 
my eye. The box and the way it was tied was like for someone 
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very special. The overall presentation of the entire shop was 
very joyful and satisfying. 

The first bite was only whipped cream. That’s how much 
was on it. I could feel the little chocolate sprinkles melting in 
my mouth and the whipped cream tasting very smooth.

Stephanie Semedo, 9th grade

It was raining outside as we started walking to the pastry 
shop. The sky was a light grey, and it was a little cold. 
Everyone was excited to get there so the rain wasn’t really a 
bother. We finally reached our destination. You could smell 
pizza from all over the place and the smell of fresh pastries 
being baked. The restaurant had large cases of all kinds of 
cakes. There were cakes, cheesecakes, cookies, chocolate, 
cannolis, and so many other things. Did I mention that it 
was an Italian pastry shop? The first thing I had to get was a 
cannoli, the nice, soft, creamy inside with the hard, brown 
crunchy shell. Alana encouraged me to try a pastry named 
“Napoleon,” but it was not as bad as the real one. It had 
three layers, crust, yellow cream, and vanilla frosting with a 
hint of a chocolate design. The first bite was tasty. The vanilla 
overpowered the chocolate, but you were left with a little 
chocolate flavor. The crust was very sweet and flaky which 
was hard to maintain. I personally don’t like ice cream or 
sweets so much, but it was worth the try. Maybe I’ll have 
another one, one day.

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 10th grade

Every part of Boston is different. There’s the east part, the 
South End, and probably the most well-known, the North 
End. The North End is different than most parts of Boston. Its 
streets are thinner, and its sidewalks are lined with restaurants, 
shops, and cafes. The sidewalks are cobblestone, and if you 
look down the street you can almost imagine you are in Italy. 
This famous part of the North End is called “Little Italy.” 

Today I walked into a rather large Italian bakery. On the 
left side I noticed a case filled with beautifully crafted cakes. 
Each detail made every type unique. On the right side there 
were metal tables, the kind you either see in a diner from 
the 1950s or in a shop like this. An item to buy caught my 
attention, crème brulee, a popular Italian dessert. It has a 
sugary and crunchy “brulee” top, with a soft, creamy “crème” 
filling. When I bit into the crème brulee, these were the exact 
flavors I got, though I had been out in the rain, so the brulee 
had melted, mixing with the crème to make a more mushy 
texture. It still tasted amazing. On top of the crème brulee 
there were strawberries and blueberries, both coated with a 
sugary cream to make the fruit sweeter than it already was. 
As I was scraping the bottom of the small tin it came with, 
I wished for more. The sweet delicious taste in my mouth 
lingered. As we walked out of the North End, I sighed. I did 
not want this trip to end, but wanted instead to spend all day 
in the North End, exploring restaurants and cafes. Oh well, 
maybe next time. 
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Olivia Shirley, 10th grade

The pastry shop was small, a counter and glass-walled 
freezer taking up about half of the space. The rest was 
cluttered with round tables and littered with chairs with no 
apparent home. The walls were a nondescript yellow and 
looked as if they hadn’t been re-painted since the shop’s 
opening. They were decorated haphazardly with ancient 
pictures, drawings of outdated coffee machines, and a few of 
those machines themselves. A low buzz settled throughout 
the room, no clear sound emerging. I took a seat at a table in 
the middle of the room, my back to the counter. A waitress 
wandered over, obviously annoyed at the crowd of high 
schoolers flooding the cafe. Lydia asked her the price of a 
few desserts. “I don’t know,” the waitress responded half-
heartedly. “Probably about $4.00 each.” 

She glanced at us once more, then promptly turned and 
walked away. “That was helpful…” I muttered.

Once the waitress deigned to return, Lydia, Kaily, and I 
ordered a tiramisu, a chocolate ganache, a yellow cream savoi, 
and one cheap butter cookie. The first three desserts were, on 
the whole, unremarkable. The tiramisu was tasty, but not too 
exciting, the ganache had way too much chocolate for my 
liking, and the savoi was enjoyable, but only that. The butter 
cookie was none of the above, small and decorated with 
unsightly patches of pink sprinkles marring the surface. As 
soon as I snapped a piece off, I knew something was wrong. 
The cookie broke cleanly, as if the dough had no give. I took 
a cautious bite, and immediately regretted it. The cookie 
was dense and dry, as if it were repurposed cardboard. The 
overwhelming flavor of pepper filled my mouth, getting worse 
by the second. I swallowed the cookie quickly, coughing, but 
the aftertaste remained like an eternal punishment. Gulping 
down some of the savoi, I tried to purge my taste buds, but 
it was a futile attempt. The taste of peppery cardboard would 
haunt my dreams for years to come.

Cassandra Cardoso, 9th grade

I walk into Cafe Vittoria and immediately find a table to 
seat my three friends and me. The table was a cold, round, 
granite table and the chairs were steel with a leather fabric 
over them. I look around to see a small, dimly lit cafe with 
tons and tons of old coffee brewers on display on the walls. 
There is even one right behind my head. It seems like a 
quiet cafe with not too many people until we all walked in. 
I open up the menu and scan the pastry list. I’m not the 
type of person who has had Italian pastries so most of these 
items are not in my taste buds. It is a tough decision, but 
I finally choose the Napoleon and boy is it a great choice 
indeed! The frosting on the top is white with very intricate 
chocolate swirls. It is so beautiful that I don’t want to ruin 
it. It has layers of a delicious yellow cream and a flaky, sweet 
crust. The flaky sweetness and creaminess hits every taste 
bud perfectly. The background noise is quiet murmurs from 
others and forks clinking on plates. 

Eric Yu, 9th grade

Another gloomy day. Walking onto the Greenway, I 
could see the sky was about to shatter in tears. The clouds 
looked as miserable as could be and could only wait to burst 
rain. There I was, strolling into the Italian neighborhood. 
Crimson colored brick was all over the buildings and an 
avocado canopy was a common theme throughout. Modern 
Pastry Cafe was a shop that caught our eyes. Columns 
and columns of mini cakes glistened in the glass shelves. 
The black chalkboard on the back wall listed hundreds of 
cakes, cupcakes, and cookies. Looking at the moist, creamy 
rectangles of cake, the tiramisu and the cream puff caught 
my eyes. The cream puff gleamed as the light shone on the 
sweet ball of sugar with chocolate swirls. “NEXT UP!” 
shouted the cashier. 

Little did I know I was up next after the person in front 
of me. My mind was stressing as I tried to come up with an 
idea of what I was getting. There were so many choices. “I 
CAN TAKE WHOEVER IS UP NEXT!” screamed the lady. 

“Hey, may I have a key lime tart for takeout?” I asked. 
And there I was, sitting at the 1950s styled metal tables 
munching on the sweet key lime tart.

Odyssey Reyes, 9th grade

The sweet smell floated in the air as I got closer to the 
bakery. It felt like I was in heaven. Well, the sky was cloudy 
and it did drizzle until, a few more seconds later, it started 
to pour. Overall the smell made my headache go down. We 
arrived at the bakery and instantly I was plotting what to fill 
my belly with. I walked in and the first thing I noticed was 
the marbled floor, table, and counters. The marble looked 
super clean and shiny and so did the silver chairs. The chairs 
were designed with a heart in the back. 

Aalayah Cardoso, 9th grade

We walked down Hanover Street, searching for 
somewhere filled with welcoming pastries. As we looked at 
the shops, tiny rain drops fell in our hair. The steady beat 
of the rain and quick pats of our feet as we tried running 
from the infinite drops brought us to a bright shop, Modern 
Pastry, which seemed very well known. We saw bright lights 
over each pastry, baked goods, and marble tables. As my 
group walked in, some looked at the pastries on display 
and others looked at the menu. Not I. I looked straight 
at a blond headed lady who looked about fifty-three and 
was talking to a group of elderly women. The women were 
obviously annoyed that a group of noisy fourteen and fifteen 
year olds had just crowded the front of the shop in less than 
thirty seconds. Although the blond worked there, and we 
were the ones willingly giving them our money, she also 
was annoyed. Each of them waved their hands and rolled 
their eyes in frustration as they packed their bags to leave. I 
wanted to say, “Stay a while,” but I didn’t feel like being the 
reason why their eyes get stuck in the back of their head. 
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Ice Cream Tasting
Campers practiced their interviewing skills and sampled 
unique ice cream flavors at Toscanini’s Ice Cream in 
Central Square, Cambridge. The B3, a concoction of brown 
sugar, browned butter, and brownies, was a crowd favorite. 

Ezekiel Freeman-Fanfan, 9th grade

The store looked nice and the presentation was nice. It 
felt like you were getting ice cream from your own freezer. 
Some people might think the shop is okay, but some think 
it is the best. According to one of the people Steph and I 
interviewed, it was the best ice cream shop she’s ever been 
to. This customer was from Virginia. The different flavors 
and colors made the shop stand out from others. Even their 
lactose flavors were good, coming from a person that tasted 
it. Employees there made the ice cream in a split second. I 
could really tell that they had a passion for what they were 
doing. The workers might not do a lot of talking, but the ice 
cream does. 

Emily Dhadly, 9th grade

At Toscanini’s, I got two scoops of ice cream, sweet 
cream and Belgian chocolate, with hot fudge and sprinkles. 
The ice cream tasted yummy, and I liked the sweet cream 
here better than any other ice cream place because it wasn’t 
under-sweet or oversweet. It was perfect. The chocolate ice 
cream tasted the same as everywhere else, and to me it was a 
bit too chocolatey, but that was probably because the fudge 
was directly on top. As I dipped the tip of my spoon into 
the mess of rainbow sprinkles, hot fudge, and ice cream, I 
realized that the chocolate ice cream was right below. Because 
the hot fudge completely covered the ice cream, by just 
taking one spoonful, I couldn’t tell where the sweet cream 
was, but I hoped that it was at the bottom. I licked the ice 
cream, fudge, and sprinkles off the spoon. 

As soon as I finished, I looked around, desperately trying 
to find my water bottle to lessen the taste of chocolate. I 
swirled around the top layer of fudge and tried to move the 
ice cream to the left so that I could push the fudge down 
onto the sweet cream which poked out on the right side of 
the ice cream box. 

Dessie, Charlotte, and I interviewed a lady from Virginia. 
This was her second time at Toscanini’s, recommended by her 
daughter and boyfriend who lived a few blocks away. When 
asked if she liked this ice cream store, she replied with, “It is 
the best place in all of Cambridge!”

Charlotte Chen, 10th grade

When you walk into Toscanini’s, there is a warm vibe 
although there is cold ice cream. The vibrant reds, oranges, 
and browns clashed with the white icicles hanging over the 
ice cream flavors. The ice creams themselves were a wide 
array of baby pinks and blues to deep reds and browns, all 

speckled with white snowflakes. It was an interesting idea 
to have the bright colors of ice cream directly adjacent to 
the warm-colored walls, making the ice cream fully in the 
spotlight of the place. Even the server’s cool blue hair made 
her seem one with the ice cream. The menus were very 
old-school, with the flavors written in white chalk on a 
blackboard, and the board was surrounded by a dull brown 
wooden frame. Nothing stood out to me but the ice cream. 
There was a large island table with high chairs around it, 
two couches slightly distressed facing a coffee table, and 
a red counter with matching chairs looking out the big 
glass window. There were only a few scattered people when 
we arrived. Shivering from standing next to the ice cream 
cake freezer, I squinted at the menu. There were around 25 
flavors. However, they were not your average chocolate and 
vanilla. Crazy flavors such as ginger, thin mint (mashed up 
thin mints in vanilla ice cream), beer ice cream, and more 
were overloading the frozen display case. Although one 
may be suspicious of these outgoing flavors, I interviewed a 
woman who has only been to Toscanini’s once before, and 
she said, “I took a risk and ordered the ginger ice cream. I 
am actually rather pleased with the results, although it was 
not what I was expecting.” 

Eric Cheung, 9th grade

When I walked into Toscanini’s, even though it was 
raining, there was a fair amount of people who were eating 
ice cream. I saw many flavors and options to pick, deciding 
to go with strawberry and the cookies and cream. The 
employees were smiling and proudly scooped the ice cream 
for me. Once it was given to me, as I took the first bite, the 
sugar instantly dissolved in my mouth, and it came flooding 
everywhere. My mouth begged for more of this since it was 
gooey and just the right consistency. It made me crave for 
more. The filling on top balanced the cold with warmth, and 
it was just the right temperature. As a customer who came 
here from the time it opened reports, the ice cream here 
tastes good, and she came back many times for this. She was 
seemingly ready to dig into the ice cream, as she said, “It is 
the best ice cream in town.” 

The cookies and dough flavor was just the right 
combination of flavor to my mouth. However, as the 
strawberry flavor came to my mouth, it was overwhelming 
and it didn’t seem right to me.

Alana DiPlacido, 9th grade

Toscanini’s Ice Cream is a bright shop in Central Square, 
Cambridge. There is a wide array of flavors to choose from. 
They even sell a type of spicy chocolate ice cream called Aztec 
chocolate. During my visit to Toscanini’s on a particularly 
rainy summer day, I chose peanut butter cup and nocciola 
(hazelnut).

I sat down with some customers to hear their experiences 
with Toscanini’s. One woman, Diane, who seemed to be in 
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her late fifties, said she has been visiting since 1982, the year 
Toscanini’s opened shop. Myles, who moved back to Boston 
after studying in Rochester New York for college, said he 
started coming just over a year ago. However, both agreed 
that Toscanini’s served the best ice cream in the area. 

The ice cream I ate was $6.75 for two scoops. This is 
particularly pricey, but their loyal following suggests that 
the quality and taste redeemed it. Diane was eating Aztec 
Chocolate and vanilla and Myles’ had a tiny cup of cocoa 
pudding. I asked Myles if any other ice cream competed. 
He explained why he loved the cookies and cream from JP 
Licks. “It looks dark, but it actually has a vanilla base and is 
just loaded with Oreos,” Myles explains, scratching his light 
brown scruff. 

He also told me why he stayed loyal to Toscanini’s, saying, 
“The ice cream is good, and it is only five minutes from my 
apartment.”

When I asked Diane for a recommendation, she said, 
“Well it depends what you like. If you like chocolate, get… 
ummmm, a chocolate flavor? And if you like vanilla, get a… 
vanilla flavor.” 

Thanks, Diane. 
Toscanini’s is a bright, welcoming, shop and a local 

favorite. The flavors are creative and plentiful; however, the 
prices are steep. I would recommend Toscanini’s to anyone 
looking for a fresh new take on classic flavors and a shop 
holding the mentality that quality truly trumps quantity. As 
well, Myles and I both recommend visiting on a rainy day 
when the usual line can be avoided. 

Christina Daly, 10th grade

Two new people finally stepped through the doors of the 
ice cream shop, Toscanini’s. The shop itself looked new and 
hip, although it opened up in 1982. There’s a large group 
table in the center of the small shop with other not as big 
two-person tables surrounding it on the right side. We stop 
the couple as they get in line and introduce ourselves. We 
get right into the questions. “Have you been here before? 
Is the ice cream quality good?” I ask, and the man answers, 
sporting a Red Sox cap and a ginger goatee.

“Uh, actually, this is my first time here,” he replies with a 
chuckle. 

Our mini reporter team learns that his wife knows 
Toscanini’s well, and they’ve come here for their anniversary. 
The couple lives in Braintree. “How’s the wait here? Is it ever 
too long?” we ask.

“No, it’s not normally this long.” 
The woman gestures to our large group and laughs. We 

find out that the service is great—the place is clean and the 
employees are “friendly,” she says. She’s not a fan of the cost, 
calling it “pricey.” “Do you recommend any flavors here?” 

That’s our last question. 
“Yes! B3 is my favorite,” she answers. 
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The B3 consists of brown butter, brown sugar, and 
brownies. Quite a spoonful. 

Toscanini’s has a good selection of flavors with a few 
standouts, like their Fluff flavor or their Aztec Chocolate. My 
server has blonde-dyed-blue short hair, and her night black 
eyeliner is thick, winged and popping on her pale face. Her 
eyes are round and also pale, a dull but still sky-like blue, and 
a few freckles dot her face. She’s quite stunning, except for 
her expression. She clearly does not want to be dealing with a 
bunch of kids, even though she doesn’t look too much older 
than us.

Her scoops of ice cream are big and packed into my cup. 
I ask for a Fluff and B3 sundae and I am not disappointed. 
The Fluff is light and has a marshmallowy consistency. The 
hot fudge included is all along the sides of the cup, which 
is perfect—I get some chocolate in every bite. The B3 is 
bursting with flavor, sweet and buttery. My only complaint? 
B3 is so flavorful it clobbers most of the Fluff’s softness.

Portrait Painting
Campers met with local artist Lisa Blacher and took turns 
drawing portraits of each other. 

Eric Yu, 9th grade

The 20 minutes had started. The noise of scratchy 
charcoal pencils filled the entire room. My ears were almost 
ringing. Mindless of the distractions, I concentrated on Eric 
Cheung’s face. Lisa, who described herself as a ceramic artist, 
projected her faint voice throughout the classroom. “Focus 
on the object and not your hand!” she repeated over and over 
as she circled the room. 

I concentrated on my portrait, drawing down every detail 
I could find on Eric’s face. I glared around the classroom as 
the sun gleamed through the water-clear glass panes. I looked 
to my right and my left. I could already see completed 
portraits. I looked at mine. Only an outline of the head was 
drawn. Lisa, who was also inspired by nature and landscapes, 
now came over. She told me to concentrate on the general 
image, not to waste time on minute details. 

Isabel Salvin, 10th grade

The room rustled with laughter and conversation. Pencils 
raced across paper, darting from spot to spot, and hands 
perched atop pencils bucked and jumped in their grips. 
Some eyes surveyed faces; other locked on a distant spot. 
While many bodies squirmed and shimmied, searching for 
a good view of their subject, others, the models, stood rigid 
and still. I scanned my partner’s face, the hubbub continuing 
around me. A peal of laughter rattled through the room as 
my pencil plunged toward the page. My partner’s gaze shifted 
to my hand, which twitched with movement over the pearly 
paper’s surface. Twin smiles slid across our faces. “Don’t look 
at it!” I reminded myself. “Don’t look down!” 

Already, I was tempted to, but I anchored my gaze on my 
partner’s face. “Keep going!” she insisted, her eyes tired, fixed 
on some faraway place. 

I itched to look down, but I continued still. 

Lydia Loucas, 9th grade

My hand glided across the card stock. Am I doing this 
right? Is this even close to what she looks like? Questions 
like these ran through my head. The pencil was heavy and 
hard to erase, making perfection the only option. However, 
perfection is never achievable. I looked down at my paper, 
then up at Olivia, and down again, then up again. In 
between this endless cycle, I would put a few strokes down 
on the page, capturing Olivia’s unique features. In all of only 
20 minutes, I wondered how I was supposed to capture the 
uniqueness and beauty of her. The one curl covering her 
right eye, the curve of her lips, her gorgeous deep dimples, 
the silver chain she wore perched around her neck. I took a 
few strokes with the pencil all over the cardstock, some lines 
rounder, others more straight, some lighter, and some darker. 

Once I finished drawing her, the portrait and her face 
looked somewhat similar. I was proud of myself for drawing 
her to the T.

Then, Olivia started to draw me. To make it a simpler 
task, I took off my glasses and undid the braids Dessie had 
done earlier that morning.
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Vantage Point to Vantage Point

Jonathan Provost, 9th grade

My eyes dance in their sockets looking around the 
parking garage. Buildings loom in the distance. The 
Hancock Building towers over the rest except one, the 
Prudential Building, which tries to rival it in height. The 
111 Huntington building peeks out from behind the large 
Prudential Building. 

I look down at the people and cars milling around the 
street below. Some enter and exit buildings at their leisure, 
some take long fast strides with hair whipping behind them, 
scurrying to their destinations. Others wander mindlessly, 
seeing where their feet take them. I then take a step back. 
My stomach flips in my belly when I realize the height I’m 
standing at.

I walk away to look at the opposite side where I see a 
steeple resting atop a hill with fellow smaller buildings 
around it. The steeple watches over the small buildings and 
homes, keeping them in check. 

The dark sky intimidates the pedestrians as it starts to 
drizzle and people retreat to the safety of the indoors. I like 
the rain, for I find it calming, relaxing, and mesmerizing. I 
like the way the clouds mold and turn black and grey slowly 
and peacefully, blocking the blazing the sun, how the rain 
starts slow and gains speed giving water to the plants, turning 
them a bright and vibrant green. 

My eyes drift to the pavement holding me high above 
the earth. The garage begins to capture and absorb the rain, 
giving it a natural polka dotted look. Rain lightly falls into 
my hair and onto my soft black shirt. Some of the rain lands 
on my neck and then begins migrating swiftly down my 
back. The rain cools me down from the 85 degree humid air 
around me and I welcome it in, contrasting the opinions of 
others below me. “Ugh, why is it raining?” 

People cry out in disgust around me and below on the 
street. Umbrellas begin to pop out like popcorn, giving 
people a shield from the dark gray clouds above, opening 
up to rain. Rain jackets emerge from bags coming out of 
hibernation from the intense heat and sun just minutes 
before. 

I snap a photo of the view with my phone and quickly 
put it away so I can soak up the view with my own two 
eyes. Other people have their phones out in front of them 
for the majority of the time, seeing the view from a small 
little phone. “Look at this filter. OMG,” scream kids around 
me while they click photos and edit them on various 
applications. “This is definitely going on my Snap Story,” 
kids say to their friends while they look at their phone, 
getting excited for this story worthy picture. They walk from 

vantage point to vantage point, thumbs frantically tapping 
across their smartphones. Some giggle to themselves as they 
see a funny text or Snap on the small pixels of their phones. 
I don’t understand why they don’t just lift their heads up and 
look at the view and live in this precious moment. 
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After walking all the way through Chinatown, we finally 
find ourselves at a bakery that is pretty well concealed at the 
corner of the street. The bakery is small. It can maybe fit 
fifteen people, which is just enough room to choose what 
you want, pay for it, then leave. There are no tables in the 
bakery and when you walk in, straight in front of you is 
a kitchen. The door to the kitchen is open and bakers are 
constantly walking in and out bringing trays of fresh, warm 
pastries to cool. I look behind me, and see shelves of baked 
goods, fresh out of the oven, cooling. In a case, on the right 
side of the bakery, there are many different types of pastries 
for sale. Some labeled with names and prices, while others 
aren’t.

“How much is this one?” I ask, pointing to a small pastry 
that caught my eye. The pastry is mostly white and is sitting 
in a cupcake wrapper. On the top of the pastry there are 
white flakes that I mistake to be sugar. It looks very tasty. I 
assume that the pastry is going to be soft and cakey when I 
bite into it, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. 

“One dollar,” the lady behind the counter says, 
responding to my earlier question. I nod in approval and 
point to the pastry, indicating that I want to buy it. 

We pay for all our pastries and leave the store. My pastry 
is secure in a small paper bag, which is inside a larger plastic 
one. I’m excited to try the pastry, anticipating the sweet, light 
cake-like texture. The walk to the park is long and tiring, the 
hot sun beating down on us, making us lazy and sluggish. 
The park seems like it is miles away. I take in the sights and 
sounds of Boston, noticing my surroundings. I can feel my 
backpack getting heavier and heavier on my back as we walk 
for longer and longer. I know that in regular weather the 
walk would seem effortless and take no time at all, but the 
heat of the sun and fatigue extend time. Finally after what 
seems like years, we reach the park and sit down under a 
shady tree. Right next to us is a mist machine that, about 
every three minutes, shoots out mist and cools us down, 
making the unbearable heat feel a little less intense. After 
getting comfortable in the grass, I take out the pastry. 

Other people have already tried things and are groaning 
about how bad they are. I start to get nervous. As I pick up 
the pastry I feel it slide in my hand, almost like it’s trying to 
escape. It slides out of my grasp, and I quickly catch it back 
into my hand. The flakes on top (that I mistook to be sugar) 
start to stick to my hand. Before I picked it up, the pastry 
was a nice round sphere. Now though, it feels limp and 
hangs awkwardly in my hand, slipping. I enclose my fingers 
around it more tightly so that it’s secure in my hand, but the 
jiggly pastry is hard to contain. 

“What is this?” I ask, with a look of disgust on my face. I 
look around to see if anyone else has the same pastry as me. 

“Oh, I had that one, and I didn’t like it,” Stephanie 
answers me.

The pastry does not feel like the fluffy cake I was 
expecting, but rather feels almost like the popular Japanese 
dessert, Mochi. I like mochi, so I decide to give it a try. 

My first bite is bland, only catching the outside and 
none of the filling. So far my mochi theory is wrong. I take 
another bite, this time, getting some of the inside. The 
texture on the inside is much different than the outside. 
It’s flaky, crunchy, and soft all at the same time. It tastes 
like coconut and reminds me of the chocolate I tried this 
morning. The flavors mix in my mouth. A nutty flavor stands 
out because of its rough texture, and I taste the creamy 
coconut, which makes my stomach churn. I had enjoyed the 
coconut chocolate that I tried this morning, but this pastry 
mixed with the heat does not agree with my stomach.

“No thank you!” I exclaim, putting the unknown pastry 
down. I don’t know what it is and I don’t want to. Trying 
something new seemed fun at first but now I am regretting 
going with the unknown. Even though the pastry is safely 
back in its bag, the bad feeling and taste lingers in my 
mouth, making me quickly grab my water bottle in search of 
some relief. 

The Misleading Pastry 

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 10th grade 
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The more we rolled backwards, the more anxious 
everybody became. Gasps increased as we choppily lurched 
down this steep, narrow path, not meant for a big school 
bus. Heads were frantically looking around, attempting to 
comprehend the situation. Wide eyes were studying the other 
startled eyes around the room, not clear on how to perceive 
this moment. Should we be scared or excited? When the bus 
stopped backpedaling on the dirt road, all twenty-six of us 
were quiet with nervousness. The only noise I could hear was 
my pulse banging in my ears. The silence was too eerie, as 
if everything in the entire world had stopped to watch what 
would happen in my future.

However, when the driver revved the engine and we jerked 
a few inches down the hill, the tough branches uproared in a 
chaos of noise, scratching the surface of the bus and windows 
loudly like nails on a chalkboard. Whenever we fell farther 
to the ground, I could hear those branches rapidly snapping 
under the pressure of our enormous, rubber wheels.

The windows were cracked half-open, so on occasion, 
a branch would jut into the bus, barely missing my head. 
Then as we progressively moved down the hill, the branch 
would get caught on the side of the window, snap, then fall 
into the bus. They were pressed up against the window so 
tightly, trying to suck me into their jungle, but the glass 
window wouldn’t allow it. Although they were simple, flimsy 
branches, they appeared as mighty tree trunks, ready to 
slay any being who stood in their way. Our bus was most 
certainly in the way of the branches, breaking them at every 
burst backwards. I turned my attention to what was behind 
the branches.

There was an impossible maze on the other side of the 
glass. Thousands of leaves were surrounding me; yet, I 
couldn’t decipher whether these endless plants sprang from 
one tree or multiple trees. This wall of leaves was so thick, 
there may very well have been a house hidden behind it. This 
enormous green monster was looming over us, making the 
bus seem miniscule in comparison. All of these tiny leaves 
the size of my palm created this fearful jungle, with sharp 
branches pointing out this way and that.

Beneath us was a mass of sleepy grass, not bothered by 
the noises the bus or the leaves made. From my perspective, 
any living creature within this environment was a monster; 
yet, to them, I was the horror that had invaded their homes. 
Both the little creatures and I were small, yet trapped inside 
a much larger element. I could hear the creatures urging me 
to join them in the grass, where I could play with them for 
hours on end.

Then, I remembered that I couldn’t because I was trapped 

on a bus amidst a confusing forest of leaves, blocking us from 
leaving. Eventually, the bus squeezed its way out of the forest, 
and we drove back onto the highway where we headed back 
towards home. The cars beeping and the fast-paced footsteps 
of pedestrians on the bumpy, concrete roads reminded me 
that I had returned home safely.

Trapped in the Trees

Charlotte Chen, 10th grade 
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Bizz, bizz, gru, gru. Man, that grey machine looks like 
one sharp thing. It’s like a lawnmower, but made in fun size. 
I pray to god that this knuckle head doesn’t screw my head 
up again, because if so, he won’t be getting a dollar out of 
me. I patiently wait for Pat to call me. Each tick of the clock 
makes me lose some of the little patience that I have. The 
guy that is getting his hair cut looks like he wishes he had 
a different barber. He fidgets his head every time the blade 
touches his head. Just watching him being tortured by Pat 
makes me dread my turn. I’ve been waiting so long that the 
black leather seat starts to leave prints on my skin. He finally 
finishes the customer that was before me.

“Eazy, you can come now,” Pat said. 
I nervously walk over towards the spinning chair, the only 

comfortable part about my visit. He disinfects the blade and 
wraps my neck with paper. He combs the sides of my hair 
and starts to act like he knows what he’s doing, but as he cuts 
I watch his confidence decrease. The sweat falls down from 
his bald polished head. His hands get sweaty, causing him to 
dry his hand on a new towel every minute. 

When he is finally done, the barber is shocked, as if a deer 
has just seen headlights. He looks at me like I wasn’t aware 
that he messed up again. 

“You’re all set papi,” he says nervously. 
He sprays alcohol on my neck. Its foggy mist attacks the 

germs on my neck, leaving me with a face of pain. I open 
my eyes and bang, I think my heart has dropped. It’s like 
my heart is skydiving and needs a parachute. I become light 
headed just by looking at the repulsive thing on my head. I 
am so embarrassed that I feel like the only one in the shop, 
wishing that a magic fairy would come fix this guy’s horrible 
art work. I asked for a fade on the sides and he gave me the 
LeBron special. My lineup looks like a squiggly road. The 
front of my gruesome haircut makes me look 30 years older. 
The sides of my head feel like uneven cut grass. My hairline 
is so far back that my forehead looks like it is sticking out. 
Razor cuts brand my face. I quickly grab my hat and let my 
mom do the talking. “Do you expect me to pay for this Pat?” 
she shouts.

“Your son is always moving his head, it’s not my fault,” he 
says very quietly, but we all know who is to blame.

There’s nothing worse than having to wake up in the 
morning after going to bed very late, but there is always 
something to look forward to: brushing your teeth! 

I reach for the cold toothbrush and wrap my fingers 
around the soft cushioned part that is used for grip. My 
fingers sink into the cold tube and the pressure from my 
hands forces the toothpaste to slowly slide onto the hard 
bristles of my toothbrush. The view of the toothpaste on my 
brush is just beautiful. I am ready to clean my teeth. I slowly 
apply the paste on my back teeth feeling the uncomfortable 
blob of toothpaste on one side of my mouth.

I brush back and forth faster and faster, feeling the 
bubbles attacking my germs and creating foam in my mouth. 
My teeth start to feel happy and lighter as I continue to 
brush. Once I scrub the dirty plaque from my bottom teeth, 
the rough dirty plaque is not rough anymore, and the nasty 
feeling of overcrowded germs in between my teeth and metal 
braces is not as dirty. 

I brush faster on the outside of my teeth and create more 
of the foamy bubbly feeling in my mouth. As I brush I can 
taste the blood coming out from my gums on my bottom 
teeth. I spit. I look down to see the blood slowly rolling 
down the sink along with the foamy paste. Quickly, I turn 
on the sink water to wash away the disgusting sight of blood 
in the sink. 

I roughly glide my toothbrush along my braces. I can 
also feel the bristles pushing through the tiny crack of space 
between my teeth and the braces. I make sure I push extra 
hard so when I get my braces removed there won’t be any 
nasty yellow square stains on my teeth. The bristles are so 
thin it feels like they are going to break off of the toothbrush 
any second. My teeth are feeling smoother every second. The 
brush moves up and down between the wire and the bracket 
like a person trying not to drown in a wave pool. 

I then drag my brush roughly along the top of my braces, 
hearing the satisfying rough sandpaper sound that I grew 
up listening to while my dad was sanding cars. I flip the 
toothbrush so it is now facing upward to do the same thing 
with the other side of the braces. I again roughly dig the little 
bristles in between my teeth and braces. I spit again.

I drag my toothbrush along my tongue and quickly brush 
deeper and deeper until I start to feel the gagging feeling like 
I am going to throw up any second. I spit. I re-apply more 
sticky toothpaste to attack the germs from under my tongue. 
I fill my hands with cold running water and stuff it in my 
mouth before the water can escape from the open creases 
between my fingers. Finally, I swish the water around leaving 
no trail of sticky paste. I spit. 

Barber Shop

Ezekiel Freeman-Fanfan, 9th grade 

Teeth Wash 

Stephanie Semedo, 9th grade 
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On a sunny Friday we went to Gloucester, MA to do 
some artwork. We were heading to a spot to eat our lunches. 
We had been searching for a place to eat for a while now. I 
was very hungry because I hadn’t eaten breakfast and it was a 
very late lunch. I was thinking about how hungry I was when 
all of a sudden we were stuck in the middle of nowhere. 
There were tree branches that were hitting the windows since 
the roads were so narrow and the roads weren’t really meant 
for a giant yellow bus going by it. The tree branches were 
hitting the windows like it was sucking the bus back and 
making these annoying tapping sounds. 

We were stuck on a scorching hot bus filled with 30 
sweaty and complaining kids. We really didn’t know where 
we were because we were going up this sketchy, narrow, and 
bumpy road. All of a sudden we were called to get off the 
bus. I didn’t want to get off since I knew it was going to be 
hot outside. 

“Get up guys! We have to get off the bus because it is 
reversing and it is dangerous to be on,” Christina yelled.

“Ugh, where are we at?” I said struggling to stand up.
The front mirrors were basically blocked because of the 

trees. Everyone was called to stand up and the bus became 
unstable and shaky. The bus was on a rocky road to nowhere. 
We were all confused and didn’t know what to do. Everyone 
was complaining about how hot it was. “It’s so hot!”

“Why are we here?”
We were all confused and didn’t know what was going on. 

We finally realized that we were stuck on someone’s private 
property. “Can we eat our lunches here?” we asked.

The air was filled with lots of depression and bitterness. 
People were whining and squeamish. “I’m going to have a 
heat stroke!”

“How did we even get here anyways?”
The bus reversed back again. Beep beep! It gained 

momentum and sped past the branches. The branches that 
were hitting the bus made sounds that I didn’t enjoy. Beep 
beep! The bus reversed all the way to get out of the dead 
end. The bus struggled to get out because the roads were 
so narrow and bumpy. The bus was going past the narrow 
pathway and the roads were so bumpy that it almost felt like 
that the bus was going to tip over. We all were frustrated and 
wanted to get back to the bus and roll down all the windows 
so that cool air would rush against my face.

“Why are we here?” I thought to myself.
My legs were limping and I was complaining in my head 

how bad I felt at that moment. I just wanted to go home 
and sleep. My head started to ache and hurt because of the 
sweltering hot weather. We walked down this declining 

pathway to get back onto the bus. We were able to walk on 
it safely because the hill wasn’t too steep. “Why can’t the bus 
come up and pick us up?” someone kept asking. 

But we had to get onto the bus on the side where cars 
were coming at. Cars had to stop and wait for us because 
we took both lanes. I was disappointed that we weren’t able 
to draw because that was the reason we came all the way to 
Gloucester. 

Once the bus started to struggle its way back to camp, I 
knocked out on the bus like a baby. 

Stuck on a Big Yellow Bus

Jason Lei, 9th grade 
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I sat curled in a toddler-sized chair, neck crooked to 
keep from brushing the top of the slanted tent. An umbrella 
and two thin, plastic ponchos covered my legs to keep 
them dry. Somehow, I was still getting wet. In front of me, 
water poured down the three-lane race track, drowning out 
the possibility of running the race, at least until it turned 
from “flooding downpour” to “sad movie backdrop.” Every 
moment seemed to stretch twice as long, anxiety building up 
in my gut despite the fact that I was not the one racing.

After approximately 42 hours (or 20 minutes), the rain 
slowed down to a person who spits when they talk. I ventured 
out of the tent warily. Heat 209 came down, then 210, and 
with every second I imagined my brother and dad moving a 
foot down the top of the hill towards the starting gates.

“Heat 214,” the announcer called. “In Lane 1, Elias 
Shirley from Cambridge, Massachusetts. Shirley in Lane 1.”

I shut out his rather obnoxious voice as he announced 
the other two racers. With no warning, the starting gates 
dropped silently. Three rotund cars emerged, each about 
six feet long, drivers sitting doubled over aerodynamically. 
Without engines, the Soap Box Derby cars relied on the 
power of gravity to pull them to the finish line. Rounded 
noses trailed off to pointed tails, steering wires poking out of 
the shell to connect to the front axle. Weeks of unimaginably 
precise tuning all lead to this moment.

My brother’s deep red car slid down the track, and 
immediately the nose of his car was to the left of the yellow 
line. I cursed him silently.

“I studied the track, Elias, your nose needs to be on the 
other side of the line. You need everything you can get, come 
on, Elias.” My brother’s car kept stubbornly, beautifully, 
efficiently straight, and I only hoped that wouldn’t change.

I turned my head as the cars flew by me, trying to spy the 
leader for the split second that the cars were arrayed in front 
of me. They sped across the finish line, drivers sitting up 
and pulling the brake in synchronicity. At this angle, it was 
impossible to tell decisively who had won. I waited with bated 
breath to hear my brother’s name called. My mind was caught 
in a strange battle of hope and crushing, depressing realism.

“In Lane 2, Jenna Wolfe!”
“No…” I murmured, unheard underneath the cheers 

from Jenna’s family. I turned away from the racetrack, hand 
trailing on the wire fence. All at once, the sensations of the 
rain, the wind, and the chatter of the spectators came rushing 
back. Five years of racing, and we could never manage a win 
on this cursed track. I got ready to throw some verbal abuse 
at every racer we’d ever faced; it’s my brother’s favorite way of 
coping (and mine too).

A newish modern day diner opened up in Roslindale. The 
hem of the leaf green door was navy blue with a little bit of 
rust from the hinges. Two cold, stone steps lay underneath 
the door with one long crack in the middle. I had never 
been or even known it existed until my mentor Shané took 
me one day. As we arrived and went to go park, the parking 
lot was very packed with cars. It felt like we were sardines 
squished in the can they come in. As we got out of the car 
we could smell a fresh pot of coffee being made or even a full 
stack of pancakes about to be served. We walked side by side 
inside and we could already see people laughing, pouring 
creamer into their steaming hot cups of coffee, and taking 
huge bites of smoky sausage, cheesy eggs, and thin pieces of 
bacon. Shané and I sat down and got greeted politely by our 
waitress. “Hi, welcome. My name is Jessica. How may I help 
you today?” she said so softly. 

After she greeted us she sat two menus in front of us 
and walked away. As we looked at the menus our facial 
expressions changed every time we looked at a different 
section. My mind was going in circles just like a tornado. 
I swear this was the hardest decision a human could ever 
make. When I go out to eat I always play it safe and get 
my everyday go-to chicken and fries, but I wanted to try 
something new. I finally made up my mind and decided 
to get something called “The Two Man Company Special.” 
It has four french toast slices, two pieces of bacon, two 
sausages, eggs, and a side of home fries. Just the sound of 
that made my mouth water. As we waited impatiently we 
caught up with each other because we hadn’t seen each 
other in almost a whole month. We got so caught up in our 
conversation that we didn’t notice that Jessica was standing 
in front of us with our food. She set it down gently so she 
wouldn’t drop all of the goodies that lay in her hands. 

I first drizzled the thick maple syrup on all four thick cut 
slices of french toast. I picked up my cold silver knife and 
fork and cut off my first piece. Once it reached the surface 
of my tongue I could feel the steam just evaporate. I then 
tried the bacon. I remember how thin the bacon was. It 
was so fragile and had a hint of saltiness. The home fries 
and sausages took it home for me. They both were cooked 
just right. The home fries had a hard crispy coating and the 
soft mushy part inside was just the right amount of salt and 
pepper. The sausages were juicy and had enough char on the 
outside. Once I was done my plate was squeaky clean.

All-American Soap Box Derby

Olivia Shirley, 10th grade

The Diner

Jalyn Hayden, 9th grade 
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On a chilly April morning, I slowly climbed out of 
my carpool car and faintly whispered, “Thank you,” to 
my neighbor who drove us to practice that morning. The 
multiple layers of fleece I wore made it difficult to swiftly exit 
the vehicle, but I managed. I had been up since 5am, and I 
had arrived even before the sun had risen. I strolled down 
a small hill, leading to the trailers outside of the boathouse 
with racks and racks of rowing shells.

The river was completely flat and serene. The murky water 
would only be disrupted by the limited rowing shells or 
kayaks that were out at this early hour, gliding and cutting 
through the calm water, leaving small ripples behind. Small 
whirlpools appeared after each stroke the boater took, slowly 
sinking down below the surface that instantly became flat 
again. The grass along the banks was sparse. Only very few 
spots of faint green were visible. The dock floated above the 
water, barely moving. The grey, plastic dock had small streaks 
of green, white, and black goose feces. Besides surprise 
2k tests, it was every rower’s worst fear to step in it. I let 
out a sigh as I turned my head to my right to see a small 
cinderblock shack that was my team’s boathouse. Sitting next 
to the five million dollar Henderson Boathouse, the shack 
silently pleaded to be updated.

“Good morning,” I said groggily to my fellow teammates 
who somehow made an incredible effort to arrive even 
earlier. In response to my greeting, I got groans and a few 
mumbles I could not decipher. 

Realizing most of my teammates were ushering themselves 
outside for the morning team meeting, I bolted to the locker 
room and scrambled to take off a couple layers that would 
not be eligible to join me in the limited space I had in the 
rowing shell. I continued to shiver as my body temperature 
plummeted from having less insulation from clothing. 
I quickly glanced down at my watch, only to see it was 
almost 6am, also known as the start of practice. I rummaged 
through my bag to grab my water bottle and visor, and then 
dashed outside. As I exited the boathouse, I could see the 
sun peeking out from a few clouds, creating yellow streaks 
across the pale blue sky. Small hints of orange blended into 
the yellow, giving it fiery pops of color. When I inched closer 
to the large group of sleep deprived rowers, I could feel my 
lips turning into a soft lilac color. I could only hear my own 
footsteps and the chattering of my teeth. 

Miserable, cold mornings like these make me question 
why I’m still involved in the sport of rowing. But then I 
get into a rowing shell, and all those thoughts of hesitation 
disappear to the bottom of the Charles. As a team, we have 
to go through a lot of trial and error when finding the perfect 

lineup that works well together, but when we finally obtain 
it, there is a feeling of satisfaction we can’t find anywhere 
else. Although the endless “erg” tests and circuits and runs 
are painful, we all sit down in a rowing shell as a team, and 
it’s all worth all of the time and effort we invested into the 
time consuming and taxing sport. 

When I experience the feeling of being in unison with my 
teammates, there is no feeling like it. Nobody skips a beat, all 
eight slides moving at once, eight oars placed in the water at 
the same time. Eight bodies folding over and straightening 
out simultaneously. Every small movement matters. Even 
the slightest shift can affect the movement of the boat, and 
its tilt. This incredible feeling is so rare, that when our boat 
finds it, I never want to let go. 

Rowing

Lydia Loucas, 9th grade 
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The bus pulled into the roundabout, the tiny pieces of 
gravel crunching with the torture of the heavy bus, like all 
of the campers and counselors being tortured by heat and 
exhaustion. There was a house comprised of grey stones, 
slightly bigger than basketballs, and a small one car garage 
off to one side. After admiring the house, I noticed that 
there was a huge door that looked like a triangle with sides 
that curved inwards, similar to the front door on my house, 
except that this door was much larger. 

After realizing that the bus couldn’t make it around this 
narrow roundabout, the bus driver tried backing up. The 
bright green leaves from the trees that brushed against the 
bus made a thumping sound as if someone was whacking the 
windows with a stick. The bus driver revved the engine as we, 
once again, returned to the little clearing. 

Stepping onto the ground and into the bright sunlight 
from the bottom step on the bus, I could immediately feel 
the sunlight penetrating my skin. Once I had reached the 
grass, I turned around and had a good view of how stuck 
the bus actually was. There was a dark green tree on the left, 
draping its leaves onto the windshield of the bus. On the 
right, there stood a light green bush, its leaves and branches 
poking into the windows of the bus. I was standing on the 
soft grass, feeling the tips of the blades against my ankles. 
The bright yellow bus looked extremely out of place; the 
right side was caught in a tangle of leaves and it looked 
like a giant splat of yellow on a mostly green background, 
aside from the pieces of pure blue sky that could be seen 
in between the gaps of leaves. A few feet away, there were 
medium-sized rocks which some campers were sitting on. 
Some of the other campers and I couldn’t stop laughing 
at the situation we were in, stuck, trespassing on someone 
else’s property with a school bus. This was something that 
had most likely never happened there before in the quiet 
neighborhood in Gloucester. Charlotte, Amy, Christina, and 
I wanted to get closer to the bus to see where it was going 
once it had disappeared behind the veil of trees and bushes. 

We were surrounded by trees; even the house was shaded 
by the large trees that towered over the house, whereas the 
smaller trees next to where I was standing provided no 
shade at all. The bus revved and began to slowly back up, 
and after a while, the droning sound of the bus beeping, 
signaling that it was reversing, hurt my ears, making me 
even more sure that the bus would never be able to reach the 
main road. It seemed as if we were alone in the middle of 
nowhere, no people, not even animals. There probably were, 
though I didn’t hear it through the excited talking between 
the campers. People were asking questions like, “What if the 

bus can’t get out?” and “I guess we will be here for a while.” 
Charlotte exclaimed, “I can’t believe we came out here for 
nothing!” and Amy, Christina, and I agreed. We all stared at 
the bus with plain faces. There was nothing we, as campers, 
could do to improve this situation. How could we be positive 
when we had driven two hours, and then only spent ten 
minutes with an artist?

We walked down the mostly-shady road along with the 
reversing bus, finally feeling the cool air against our skin. 
Even walking through the large patches of sunlight that 
peeked through the leaves of the trees, I didn’t really feel the 
heat. 

Stuck in a Bus

Emily Dhadly, 9th grade 
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Rain swirls to the ground in a dancing drizzle, backed by 
the cool whisper of the wind. The swallowed-up sky looming 
above us, we huddle together, plodding across the concrete, 
submerged in grey. Our feet drag, but we are determined to 
continue, eager to reach our destination. On the next block, 
a sign floods the sidewalks with light. “Sacco’s Bowl Haven,” 
it reads, inviting us in.

As we open the door, warm air rushes to greet us. The 
space swells with the tantalizing scent of olive oil and 
parmesan, tangy tomato, and dough. Children chatter. 
Bowling balls lap across the ground. Friends young and old 
convene. Guitar riffs buzz around us in a rippling wave, 
cascading from the speaker above, and the cracks and fizzes 
of the hearth punctuate the flowing melody with their 
sizzling beat. The walls here are peppered with inspirational 
quotes—“Let thy food be thy medicine,” “Think good 
thoughts,” “One heart, one world, one soul,” and “Beets!”—
and the space is welcoming and warm. Relaxed, open, and 
quirky, it feels just like home.

We walk past the kitchen, where a man feeds pizzas 
patiently into the oven’s swaying flames. In the restaurant, 
families congregate. The food that they enjoy, says Mesma, a 
first-time Sacco’s visitor, is fresh and high-quality. It is made 
purposefully, she explains, crafted with ingredients that are 
“never just thrown in. Sacco’s uses local products, and the 
result is delicious.” Mesma praises the staff as well. They 
are “friendly” and “accommodating” she says, “kind” and 
“helpful.” The restaurant donates a portion of each flatbread 
sold to a local non-profit organization. The customer 
service here is stellar, the food fresh, meaningful, and locally 
sourced. Sacco’s, it is clear, is rooted in community. 

Soon, we reach the bowling alleys. With their bright, 
honeyed hardwood floors, they seem to stretch endlessly on, 
beckoning us forward, inviting us to try. Though we have yet 
to begin, a fresh sense of camaraderie is already tangible. We 
slip on our shoes, glancing excitedly at one another. In this 
space where community is paramount, we are closer already. 
Odyssey jumps to her feet, eyes twinkling, as the guitar 
music continues its quiet hum.

“Let’s do this!” she exclaims, snatching a ball from its 
perch. And with that, we begin.

My partner was Odyssey. Our hips swayed together as 
one to the music. Both of our families are from islands where 
dancing with hips is a very popular thing, so the movement 
came naturally to us. I am from Cape Verde and she is from 
the Dominican Republic. We picked up the moves pretty 
quickly and soon felt like pros. I was enjoying every minute 
of it. 

While we danced, our feet became more and more used to 
the moves and soon enough, our feet were hitting the floor 
to the beat of the song. The back and forth pattern was our 
main concentration. So many questions went on in my head. 
Was I on the right leg? Did I do that move right? How did 
she just do that? 

“Guapea!” The instructor shouted, meaning we were 
starting and that we should grab our partner’s hand and get 
into positions. My feet were jumping beans that moved all 
around and never stayed still. 

“I messed up,” Odyssey and I both said as we looked at 
each other and laughed. 

We started to practice a little as the instructor walked 
around and gave some other campers some pointers. “Let’s 
do this again,” I said to her as we high-fived with confidence 
that we could do it with no mistakes. “Guapea!” 

All of a sudden our feet started moving to the beat of the 
music. Concentration mode was on full blast. My heart was 
moving so quickly and so intensely that it felt like it was 
having its own little salsa class. My mind was scrambled, 
thinking about all the other moves that we just learned, but I 
was ready to put them into action. It wasn’t until we started 
adding more and more calls and switched up our partners 
that things started to get complicated. With every person 
I danced with, each and every one of them (including me) 
made a mistake, and each time we just laughed it off.

All around me was the sound of feet stomping, campers 
laughing, and the beat of the salsa music. A smile grew across 
my face as I did a move while looking at the instructor. A 
little giggle escaped when I took a wrong step and so did my 
partner. One step here, one step there, a lot of wrong steps, 
a couple jokes and onto the next person. A couple sweaty 
hands here and there. As I started to get the hang of the calls, 
I felt more and more confident. 

My arms swung with no hesitation. My legs kicked and 
stomped and twisted with much pleasure and confidence. 
When dancing, my whole body relaxed, like the music was 
taking over and controlling all of my movements. My arms 
were grapevines swinging in a jungle. My hands felt like the 
bright sun’s energy was pouring through my skin. The energy 
flooded my body and departed through my fingers and 
hovered in the air around the room. 

Salsa Dancing

Cassandra Cardoso, 9th grade 

Sacco’s Bowl Haven

Isabel Salvin, 10th grade 
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When I Woke Up On the First Day of 
Summer

Anthony Aiken, 9th grade    

I stared at the picture displayed on my phone and looked 
back at the unfinished painting. I felt a slight feeling of 
worry. Maybe the proportions were a little off.

Only two minutes earlier I was confident. I have a precise 
perspective on objects and buildings, and I enjoy what I draw 
with these skills. However, I prefer pencil when drawing. 

On this specific painting, I decided to use a technique, 
the vanishing point. It works wonders when applied with 
detail. However, the oil pastels were not working at all. The 
crooked and uneven lines spoke for themselves.

I got up off my knees and browsed everybody else’s work. 
The others were using pen or pencil. I felt like I should have 
used pencil to outline.

I felt like restarting. 
But then I looked back at the paper. The oil pastels gave 

a nice vibe. I touched the markings and rubbed them off. It 
left a smear that slightly colored the outskirts of the stain. 
I flipped my hand over and observed my fingerprint. It 
matched the color of the stain. I took my thumb and spread 
the color over the background like a paintbrush, swiping 
the material back and forth. The more gray I put above 
the horizon, the more it started to look like clouds. Like 
rainclouds. Just like the rain clouds I saw on the roof top. Just 
like the rain clouds that were in the picture on my phone. 

I looked back at my phone. It stared back with a black 
screen. It must’ve timed out, I thought. I pressed the “on” 
button and it faded right back to the picture. I tilted my head 
to get the building into perspective, memorizing its patterns. I 
kneeled back down and started making short streaks with the 
black oil pastel, revealing the lower half of the structure. 

The building itself was quite broad, and it sprawled back 
with a massive white roof arching over the top. It had an 
assortment of windows and ledges on the sides. I made small 
but strong dots on each of the windows, and I rubbed it with 
my thumb to give it a fading gray. It was surprisingly realistic 
for a window. 

I then drew the roof. The outline stretched far back and 
curved a little to complete the shape. I drew some light lines 
across it to give the shape more definition. The structure 
unraveled before my eyes, with door after door, roof after 
roof, ledge after ledge. This level of detail looked so realistic, 
and although it wasn’t exactly what was on the picture, it was 
convincing, as if I was back on the roof again looking back 
on the building. 

The oil pastel’s material sprawled outwards to give a sort 
of filter, or shading. It wasn’t the precise measurements I was 
used to. It was less specific, and more vague. But the material 
spoke to my eyes. It was messy, but on purpose. 

Whatever it was, I liked it.

As I awoke this morning, the sheets were still neatly and 
evenly laid down on my bed. The covers were still on me, not 
on the floor, which is rare. The quiet and still atmosphere 
was right for sleeping. I noticed that my family’s obnoxious 
and loud abrupt music had not awoken me, which meant 
that I had slept in today, which is why I felt so happy. Feeling 
rested and relaxed, I jumped out of bed like an athlete and 
stood to go look out of my bedroom window. That happy, 
joyful, peaceful feeling disappeared as soon as I looked at 
the calendar: today was Monday. I whined and crawled back 
into my bed. As I dozed off, my mom pulled up the sheets 
and yelled at me, “WAKE UP!! IT’S THE FIRST DAY OF 
SUMMER!!”

I groaned. I tossed over and still tried to go back to sleep. 
It was the first day of summer, so I called that a pro, but the 
con busted right through the door. My little brother named 
Dean jumped on me as if my bed were a trampoline. He 
weighs about forty pounds but he sure can pack a punch. I 
fell out of bed, and there was a loud THUD. My brother left 
me alone. So with luck on my side (or about five minutes) I 
formulated a plan: get off the floor and head to the kitchen. 
Sounds easy, right? Not really, because it had taken what feels 
like hours for me to make up my mind to either crawl or to 
walk to the kitchen. I started to crawl towards the kitchen 
because I had realized that my legs were half asleep. As I used 
my upper body strength to make it to the beginning of the 
hallway my brother spotted me dead in my tracks. Because of 
my morning status I had become prey to a three year old. He 
charged towards me like he was a bull. I struggled to crawl 
away from the ferocious three-year-old. I realized that he was 
covered in peanut butter and jelly from head to toe, probably 
from his breakfast that he had massacred. “NOT NOW! I 
just woke up!” 

He was now a millimeter away from me in the blink of an 
eye. He grabbed my face with his sticky, greasy, awful, grimy 
hands to give me a huge hug. I suddenly had enough power 
and vigor to pull myself off the floor. “Can you not?!”

“But, but, I just wanna watch SpongeBob, Antony!”
My brother’s only three, so it’s surprising that he even 

knows this much English. He’s smart yet nit-witted, a little 
devious, and a major brat, but I still love him. “Just don’t do 
that again, alright?” 

An Artistic Change

Caleb Martinez, 9th grade 
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The prompt walk from the humid train station to 
Toscanini’s was absolutely terrifying as we were human 
mops, collecting every drop of water speeding down the sky. 
Dark grey clouds covered the sky like a blanket, and not a 
beam of sunlight touched our skin. The weather had only 
worsened. Drains on the street were not helpful at all; rivers 
were forming at the curb of every street corner. The eye 
catching sign “TOSCANINI’s” popped with the comic sans 
font from the boring beige building. My eyes widened the 
minute we entered. It was not the feeling of excitement; it 
was the feeling of disappointment. I saw three people sitting 
down, all doing their work wearing headphones. One was on 
a laptop settled down and completing their school project. 
Another was sitting across from him, all ready to go. She 
was starting to put her fluorescent magenta raincoat on and 
retrieving her polka dot umbrella from the corner. The last 
one, an elderly lady with white hair who had just settled in, 
sat down with her delicious boxed pint of cookies ‘n cream. 
From a distance, I hear a faint voice saying, “How are we 
supposed to do our interviews here?”

A quiet whisper replied, “Well don’t ask me, I’m not 
Christina.” The space was beautiful. It was very cozy and felt 
like home until 30 kids walked in and flooded the floor with 
muddy footsteps. My ears were roaring as I heard the spongy 
shoes extracting water with every step they took. The old 
Toscanini’s was never the same, umbrellas were everywhere 
on the floor and all over the furniture. Arm chairs from Ikea 
dampened with every seat taken by a person. By the end, the 
maroon color of the seat cushions became a gloomy, dark 
brown. 

The smell of wet leaves and nature now overcame the 
scent of pure sweetness. Looking around the wooden 
planked shop, the comfortable suede furniture placed in the 
blind corner caught my eyes. As I was about to take a seat 
and relax, my hands sunk into a puddle of water hidden in 
the fabric of the seat bottom. It seemed to me that Hurricane 
Sandy had just swept through the western boutique style ice 
cream shop. We continued our interview, stopping a couple 
that walked in. The male, a native of Newton, expressed that 
this was his first time in this shop. He works in the area of 
Somerville. He was dressed in chill business casual which was 
now destroyed by the heavy rain. However, the wife, who 
protected her glamorous outfit under a glowing aqua blue 
raincoat, had been here numerous times. She described this 
relaxing place as usually not too cramped with people and a 
bit pricey for the amount they give you. “Well, what makes 
you come to an ice cream shop on a rainy day like today?” I 
questioned. 

“Actually, today is my anniversary with her, and I heard 
that this place served pretty nice 

ice cream,” the husband replied. 
Recalling the flavor that the wife had recommended, I 

thought that the B3 was some kind of explosive. The buttery 
thick ice cream was littered with brownies and exploded 
with the flavor of brown sugar. This was truly too much for 
me. After only a few scoops of this flavor, my tongue was 
overridden with straight sugar and cream. I will remember 
though the cheerful attitude of this local ice cream shop and 
the rainy day ice cream feeling.

B3, Not For Me

Eric Yu, 9th grade 
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Our group was watching the bus creep backwards very 
slowly when the fast spinning tires tried to get traction 
from the road. This road just barely fit the bus. At times, its 
wheels went off the road and crushed the vegetation below. 
There was very little wind, and no clouds were present at 
the time that this happened. The issue was that the bus took 
the wrong route, and it was stuck on a dead end as a result. 
The sun was beaming down on us like a laser. My skin was 
starting to become more tan and my clothes were starting to 
burn me. There was an occasional burst of wind that caused 
the tree’s leaves to shake. 

I could hear the bus beeping and see the constant flashes 
of red. Slowly but surely, the bus started to free itself from 
the cramped gravel road and the trees in its way. While 
others were also complaining how their legs were burning 
after sitting down for too long on the bus, some asked, “Will 
we ever board the bus?” 

I was groaning in tiredness, and my head and muscles 
were aching. They seemed to be asking me if there was ever 
going to be a break. Even with all these things happening, 
when someone said that we were on private property, I 
instantly freaked out. I didn’t realize that this was the case 
until now. Now, the only thing in my mind was all the things 
that could happen to us, such as being arrested, and being 
shot. I had those fears because of what I saw on the news 
when people were trespassing. Technically we were breaking 
the law! I could hear the students talking to each other about 
this and murmuring. There was a man inside a house filled 
with numerous beautiful paintings. He was staring at us. The 
man scrambled to the door, and hastily grabbed an object. I 
thought that we wouldn’t make it out alive, and I was waiting 
for that door to open wildly with the man ambushing us. 

However, that moment thankfully never came as I looked 
everywhere for signs of danger. My heart was pumping as fast 
as humanly possible to keep up with my heavy breathing. 
Finally, the counselors exclaimed, “Let’s go down the hill 
and board the bus!” I could feel that my body had stopped 
sweating. My heart rate plummeted with each breath I took 
in and out. Now, hope was coming back to me. It seemed to 
take forever for this moment to arrive, but finally, it came. 

Sacco’s Bowl Haven, a secluded space, strays from 
Somerville’s bustling Davis Square. The brick building from 
the outside seems unremarkable, bearing a small black and 
white sign advertising “Sacco’s Bowl Haven and Flatbread.” 
And stepping inside, it looks nothing like the current 
vivid and neon bowling alleys. The walls are covered in old 
newspaper articles about the place and there are black and 
white photos showing past bowlers. The place looks like it 
opened in the 1950’s and maintained its retro look up to this 
day. 

But I think that is the appeal of Sacco’s. 
One of the bowlers, Rob, notes, “It’s simple and there 

aren’t any gimmicks that attract people to come in.”
Rather than keeping score electronically, Sacco’s hands 

you a giant scoring cards and a pencil to record your scores 
manually. There are no neon lights or flashy videos to distract 
you, which is a refreshing detail.

In a world where technology is in every part of our lives 
and will continue to be, going to Sacco’s allows you to go 
back in time to an era where you didn’t have to worry about 
your latest social media update or take tons of pictures of 
what’s happening to you to show how much of a great time 
you’re having. You can just bowl with your friends in a 
simple place and enjoy the experience. 

Getting Lost

Eric Cheung, 9th grade 

Old Reliable

Richie Tran, 10th grade 
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I was laughing but boiling with both heat and anger as 
our group of a little less than thirty campers was told to exit 
the bus. Where we had stopped was a surprisingly scenic 
site. Large rocks were scattered to our right and thick woods 
surrounded us, but it was clearly not on route. The blazing 
sun beat down on our backs, hanging right above the trees. 
There were tall weeds everywhere, allowed to grow freely with 
no human attention given to them. Scruffy bushes popped 
up through the ground, some carrying bright red berries that 
campers jokingly pretended to eat. 

Beyond the small roundabout that we could’ve used if we 
had not taken a fat yellow school bus to Gloucester was an 
old-styled house with a butter-yellow paint job and a striking 
brown contrast. The windows were dark, thankfully—I 
think the owners would flip their stuff if they saw thirty 
teenagers wandering their property. I would, for sure. We 
were all dispersed in groups, much to our counselors’ dismay. 
Although it was terribly hot, a small breeze blew through 
the private property we were trespassing on and rustled the 
trees. The breeze was a welcome relief after the hour and 
a half of being in a non-air conditioned bus. The greens, 
yellows, and small specks of red were beautiful to glance at. 
The sun might’ve been blinding, but the colors were vibrant. 
It would’ve been much nicer to draw here. We were supposed 
to be on our way to our assigned drawing spot, but it didn’t 
seem like that was happening anytime soon.

Suddenly I heard the sharp noise of the bus reversing. I 
turned to see it oh so slowly crawling back down the way we 
came. Taller, rougher-looking bushes scraped against its sides, 
making a nails-on-chalkboard sound that made me cringe. 
A few girls, including my friend, reached for their phones 
to record this humorous disaster. I soon followed suit. This 
situation was maddening and hilarious at the same time. 
Kids were talking around me, snippets of their conversations 
louder than others. “This is...kind of crazy.”

“What number time is this? The...one thousandth time 
we got lost?”

“Oh my god, that house is so cool!”
All of us campers kept being told frantically to walk this 

way, then back, and that we weren’t moving fast enough, 
then to stop messing with those red berries over there. 
We’d gotten a degree of lost every day so far this year, and 
although it was funny, it felt like somewhat of a last straw. 
We were forced to miss the main reason of even coming out 
this far away from the camp. Counting returning back to 
Simmons, this would be about three hours in a suffocatingly 
sweaty bus that reminded us of school, for pretty much no 
reason at all. The intent of coming to Gloucester was to draw 

from observation with special sketching pencils that I was 
really looking forward to trying out, but it felt like some 
higher force had just scribbled all over our fun plans. The 
skinny dead end for the bus was also the dead end for our 
day here—all we could do was go backwards the way we 
came.

Recalculating Route

Christina Daly, 10th grade 
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It seems to wiggle on my dad’s plate, a gray mass that 
closely resembles a brain. Every time his fork goes into it I 
hear a squelching sound that brings bile to the back of my 
throat. There is also a slight smell to the undesirable meat 
that wafts up into my scrunched up nose. The worst part 
of this? My mother, pressuring me to take a bite. When her 
nagging starts to drive me insane, I agree in a fit of desperate 
exasperation. I cringe as unappetizing squishing sounds 
arise from my father’s plate. He smiles while the knife he 
is holding pierces the skin of the haggis. I am suddenly 
repulsed at the thought of this hellish creation entering my 
mouth. It is bad enough to see my dad actually enjoying it. 
Knowing he genuinely likes haggis brings my opinion of 
him down quite a few notches. He had tried to get me to 
sample it by making sounds of delight while eating it, but to 
me its appearance is so deterring that I wonder how it is still 
on the menu.

The dim lighting that illuminates our table makes the 
meal look mysterious and haunted. I squint to try and see 
the putrid meat better. I soon wish I hadn’t though, for up 
close the haggis is even more repulsive. Despite the delicious 
odors that waft up from other plates on our table, the haggis 
still ends up reaching my nose. I grip the seat of the rough 
leather booth my family has been placed in, and prepare for 
the torture that is about to take place in my mouth. 

The clamor that comes from the rest of the restaurant 
fades away as I face my family and put my hand out to 
receive the fork that holds a piece of meat. My father hands 
me the fork, its cold metal sending a shiver up my spine. 
I pause with the utensil in my hand, every instinct telling 
me to throw this abomination as far as I can. My entire 
family is watching though, so I painstakingly raise the 
fork to my mouth. It tastes like a skunk has crawled into 
my mouth, died, then rotted for a few months. A wave of 
nausea overtakes me and threatens to knock me off my feet, 
even though I am already sitting down. My gag reflex is on 
overdrive as I spit out that garbage and gargle water for a 
solid five minutes. The festering taste remains in my mouth, 
no matter how hard I try to get rid of it.

“Uhh why would you have me try this??” I cry as I spit it 
out, tears of disgust smashing at the edges of my eyes.

My mother shrugs and then replies, “It was your decision 
to try it, I didn’t force you.” 

I am too consumed by trying to get the repulsive flavor 
out of my mouth to even act annoyed. None of my family is 
even a little bit sympathetic to my cause; my dad even tries 
to joke around that it wasn’t that bad. My sister laughs at 
my struggle, which I will admit must have been funny to a 

person who wasn’t experiencing my pain. My dad continues 
to joke though, eating it in front of me and remarking, “I 
really don’t get what you don’t like about it.” 

I stopped moaning in disgust just long enough to shoot 
him one of my most terrifying glares. After I spend five 
minutes gargling water, my family finally caves in, and 
helps me out. My mother hails a waitress who chuckles at 
my situation and brings over a glass of cold milk. It brings 
sweet relief to my battered throat. My father stops eating 
that terror, and my sister stops laughing. The taste begins to 
lessen, but it doesn’t go away for the rest of the day.

Still today, I shudder when the word haggis is mentioned. 
I warn you never to try haggis, for it tastes like death itself.

A Taste of Hell

Amy Conley, 9th grade 
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The air was crisp and cool. Around me, people passed 
below the bright string lights hung between buildings. The 
streets were packed with people Christmas shopping in little 
boutiques and strolling with their friends and families. 

I was bundled up in a blue double breasted jacket, and I 
had tucked thick wool socks under the cuffs of my jeans. The 
clicking of my heels against cobblestone streets was drowned 
out by laughter and words sung out in Italian. My brother 
and I had decided to grab a bite to eat from the pizzeria 
down the street.

The beads hung from the doorway jingled as we passed 
through them into the warm and lively atmosphere of the 
shop. The shop was named Pizza In Corso, meaning pizza in 
the square. The aroma wafting from the counter persuaded 
me to order a slice of traditional Italian pizza, garnished 
with cheese and homemade sauce and one with beef as well. 
I nervously cleared my throat as I thought of what to say 
to the waiter. I was not fluent in Italian, and it took a lot 
of courage to jump right into conversation with strangers. 
Behind the cashiers, there was a door open to the kitchen. I 
watched as a cook tossed pizza dough into the air, just like 
they do in movies. 

“Io vorrei uno di questa e due di questi,” I said, stumbling 
over my words. 

The workers smiled encouragingly at my shaky attempt at 
Italian. They decided to play along and ask me a question in 
turn.

“Caldo o freddo?” a tall man behind the counter asked.
“Caldo, per favore.” 
The tall man swiftly tossed my three slices from the 

counter to a small oven behind him. The cheese bubbled 
and popped under the intense heat of the oven. I saw flames 
curling up, just barely brushing the bottoms of the crust. I 
turned to my brother, and he smiled and teased at my Italian 
attempt. I warned him not to laugh; it was his turn next. 

The worker handed me the three slices of hot pizza. The 
cheese dripped off of them onto the wax paper, and my 
mouth watered at the sight. My brother and I headed back 
into the cold of the night and sat on the stone steps of the 
church across the street.

Above us, a sky full of stars danced in the background of 
mighty mountains and sloping hills. When I finally bit into 
my first slice of pizza, my mouth was met with gooey and 
dripping cheese, homemade sauce seasoned to perfection, 
and a soft and flavorful dough. This was the best pizza I 
think I had ever had. “I think I just heard angels sing,” my 
brother said as his eyes filled with awe.

The crust crunched under my teeth, and the hot cheese 

burned my tongue. The smell of tomato sauce seasoned with 
oregano wafted up. I ate quickly so that the cold air wouldn’t 
cool my slices. And after we finished, we sat on the steps, our 
bellies full and our smiles wide, excited to have found a piece 
of familiarity in our new home away from home. 

Pizza in the Square

Alana DiPlacido, 9th grade 
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Today there were hot hands, stumbling feet, nervous 
laughs, and accomplished giggles. When we first walked  
in the room, we had been told that we would have 
commands. I was okay until I noticed they were in Spanish. 
This turned today’s lesson into a whole new ball game. I 
nervously searched for my Spanish side and prayed that it 
would save me. 

Nervousness ran through my veins as our instructor 
announced that we would finally start. “I need everyone in a 
circle.”

The only thing I could think about was messing up or 
not being able to do it at all. I debated if faking an ankle or 
knee problem was best, but that’s honestly no fun and way 
too much work. I was beyond ready before I actually got 
there. I was cheering up anyone who didn’t want to go and 
telling them they’d be fine. Once we started getting ready to 
dance, everything automatically changed, and I was the one 
who wanted to go home. My hands started to overheat in 
an instant as I prepared myself for the worst. This isn’t gonna 
end well...How am I gonna salsa? The only salsa I know is the 
one on my chips...Maybe we can just teach her how to nae nae, 
maybe whip...nahhh, she won’t even understand.

I try to think cool as my once calm body turns hot from 
the nervousness running through my body in less than five 
seconds. The image of my hands becoming extremely sweaty 
invaded my thoughts and made me immediately warn Alana. 
She answered with a smile and told me it was fine. That 
made me feel better. 

Although I was nervous, I was ready. Finally getting into 
it, the instructor said, “Now all partners need to decide who 
will be the leader and follower.”

I automatically announced that I was a leader, and Alana 
also answered almost immediately that she was a follower. 
I was glad for that because no one had anything to argue 
about. I watched all the groups around me debate who 
should play each role and why.

“Now I need all leaders to hold their hands like this.” 
Finally out of my head, I watched as she demonstrated how 
the followers were supposed to hold on. “And the followers 
hold onto the leaders’ thumbs like this.” 

At that moment Alana held onto my thumb like it was 
the only thing that would keep her from falling. I had 
already known that she was nervous but not this nervous. 
She giggled almost every five minutes to shake some of the 
nerves. Even though she was laughing and saying she would 
be bad, I knew her nerves hit just as hard as mine. Alana 
and I both didn’t know if what we were doing was right or 
wrong, but we still laughed at each other’s mistakes.

I as a leader didn’t have to do much but help the follower 
dance. I practically “guided” them to success with the way I 
taught each of my temporary partners to properly dance for 
their next leader. At first, the whole thing about switching 
people was very difficult. Many people didn’t understand 
how to grab onto my hand or even turn on beat, but it was 
okay because they had me. I went through partner after 
partner and noticed how most of them were tense. They 
either held on tight or barely held on at all. I even went off 
beat a couple of times to help them with the steps while 
repeatedly saying, “Calm down,” or, “Watch my feet”—even 
“Don’t think about it just do it.” 

Salsa was a new experience that was full of fun and laughs. 
Many of my peers thought they would be bad, but by the 
end half of them did better than they expected. This was 
definitely something I would do again. 

Salsa

Aalayah Cardoso, 9th grade  
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The hot sun beaming at the yellow and black bus reflected 
off the windows making a burning speck of light on the 
gray leathered seats. As I wondered when we would get to 
Gloucester, the seat melted against my rain dropped skin that 
made the creases of my leg sticky and sweaty. I attempted to 
move my leg, but all I heard was the suction-cup noise of my 
skin. So while I was removing the sweat that was under my 
thigh, I fixed my position and put my leg on top of Cassie 
who happened to be the person I sat with. She shoved me 
off and groaned, “Ugh get off of me!! It’s too hot for this.” 
There was my leg again on the sticky seat. I tried to sit on my 
hands, but all I felt was moisture sliding down my leg. 

That’s when I decided to give up and stop fighting the 
heat. I looked around the bus to see that people had the 
same expression as me, a zombified look on their faces. My 
body ached as I kept trying to move my leg away from the 
lake that had built up under my thigh. Black, saggy, and 
wrinkly bags were under each person’s tired eyes. Sweat was 
slowly trickling down everyone’s forehead (though it could 
have been from the hair products they used that morning 
not expecting to be on a bus for more than an hour). Hours 
passed as I tried to ignore everyone’s complaints, but they 
were all I could hear. “Ugh I wanna go home,” mumbled 
one person.

“It’s too hot!!” exclaimed another.
I stared out the window of the bus as the cars drove 

by and began to take note of the sailboats gliding across 
Gloucester Harbor. Just then, a breeze suddenly gave me 
a moment of relief as I thought to myself, “This was a 
memorable trip.” 

As I felt a bead of sweat travel down my face, I felt like 
I was slowly dying inside. I looked out the window and 
realized we entered a road that was too narrow for a giant 
yellow school bus to fit through. I suspected we were lost. 
My suspicion was confirmed when I heard Christina say, “We 
took a wrong turn! Eat your lunch while we figure this out.”

I looked at the happy green grass as it stood in the 
sunlight. The scorching heat from the sun tortured me while 
the grass welcomed it. I watched the green leaves of small 
trees pointing toward the sun accepting its warmth as its rays 
shone down onto the earth. 

I was envious to see the leaves of small plants not 
dreading the light nor heat of the sun. I once again tuned to 
the campers saying, “Ugh I can’t stand the heat anymore!” 
And as the bus driver tried to get the bus out of the driveway, 
I couldn’t help but think, “Why am I not a plant?!” 

The Oven on Four Wheels

Odyssey Reyes, 9th grade 

Tormenting Heat 

Makayla Robinson, 10th grade 
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“Where are we going?” I groaned. I slugged down the 
steps and onto the sandy ground. Dust and sand encircled 
my body, some getting into my eyes. As I rubbed my eyes, 
I looked around, trying to find a sign of where we were. 
The bright sun created a glare that forced me to squint 
as I looked around. Although I could only see the side of 
the manor, I could tell it was really vast. I couldn’t see any 
civilization through the surfeit amount of trees. It was 
official; we were lost.    

I stared intently at the yellow school bus in front of me 
as it was slowly backing up, eventually burrowing itself in 
a plethora of branches. I could hear the sound of wood 
snapping and branches scraping against the windows of 
the bus. This sound, combined with the screeching of the 
campers and counselors, gave me goosebumps.

“We’re never going to leave,” I heard someone moan.
I covered my ears, and watched as the bus was slowly 

backing up the private residence’s driveway with the help of 
a counselor. However, it suddenly strayed off the road, nearly 
into a tree. I winced each time it halted as the bus driver 
corrected its position.

But finally, the bus inched out as the sun burned my 
body, making my tan lines more prominent. Just as our 
patience was about to run out, the bus was set free to resume 
our tour of scenic Gloucester. 

Never did I think that salsa dancing could breed so many 
germs. As Dessie swung me around and Lydia grabbed my 
hand with clenched fingers, I could not help but think about 
the germs. “1, 2, 3...5, 6, 7,” the instructor called. 

As I clapped my hands, the noise of everyone clapping at 
the same time startled me. “1, 2, 3...5, 6, 7,” I heard once 
again. The instructor shouted, “Damé!” So I let go of Lydia 
and reached my hand out for Eazy. Eazy’s sweaty palms clung 
to mine and I winced, imagining the germs crawling up my 
hands. “1, 2, 3...5, 6, 7.” 

The sounds of tired feet on the shiny floor and breathless 
campers were getting louder. I pumped my fist and yelled 
as the instructor had told us to do in Spanish. Cuban music 
rang in my ears. “1, 2, 3...5, 6, 7.” 

We changed partners and by now, I was halfway around 
the circle. I made awkward eye contact with my new partner 
as his sweaty fingers interlaced with mine. We danced 
in rhythm with everyone else and listened closely to the 
instructor yell out Spanish phrases. ”1, 2, 3...5, 6, 7.” 

We danced and stopped, danced and stopped, each time 
adding more choreography. The group continued to repeat 
this process until suddenly, the music stopped. I dropped my 
partner’s moist, clammy hand and thought to myself, “Thank 
god!” I couldn’t wait to lather up with hand sanitizer and 
wash away all the germs from my dancing partners. 

A Scenic Day in Gloucester 

Kevin Chin, 9th grade 

Keeping the Beat

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 9th grade 
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I touched the door handle, not expecting much out of the 
blue cafe sandwiched in between two retail stores. As soon as 
I walked in, the little bell attached to the door signaled my 
arrival. I could see the cashier behind a glass divider filled 
with desserts and pastries. The only thing lighting up the 
store was the sun beaming into the big glass windows. The 
room was filled with a candy shop like smell; I felt like a 
little kid again. I walked up to the cashier, and ordered what 
caught my attention most. 

“Will that be all for today?” she said, nodding and smiling.
“That’s it,” I said, beaming back. 
She handed over a brown paper bag, and I gave her 

the money I owed and took a seat at a small round table. 
I started to unravel the brown bag. The sweet white glaze 
trickled down the small roll. The smell of cinnamon floated 
up into my nose, clearing out any other intersecting smells. 
The roll emitted warm steam, which levitated off the pastry 
and dissolved into the dry air. The thick, sweet glaze was now 
dripping onto the brown napkin that lay under it. I picked 
it up, eager to experience the pasty. My fingers sank into the 
dough. As I lifted it towards my mouth, I looked down to 
see the mark where the pastry once was. As soon as the roll 
hit my tongue a sweet cinnamon flavor burst and scattered 
onto my taste buds. The bread and the glaze each tried to 
overpower the other. As I pulled the roll away from me, a 
sugary line dribbled from my lips down onto the brown 
napkin. I tried to savor every last bit of it. 

Bite after bite, my stomach started to fill up, and my 
craving for the little roll only grew stronger. As I took the last 
bite, my stomach ached for more, but I knew better than to 
have another one. 

The instructor asked, “Who doesn’t have a partner?”
Colt and I reluctantly raised our hands. We stood there 

awkwardly, staring each other down from across the big 
open room. 

I began to feel my face turn red when I then heard 
someone yell, “Colt, get over there!”

The other campers joined in, calling Colt over to my side, 
but he merely signaled me to come to him. I waited, unsure 
for a few seconds, and decided I might as well head over to 
him. When I reached Colt, we stiffly stood next to each other 
facing the inner circle, avoiding eye contact. But it was when 
the instructor told us we had to hold hands that it started to 
go downhill.

I had to hold his thumb, and he had to hold onto my 
hand. The instructor showed us how to do the steps, but 
when we had to dance, Colt and I almost immediately forgot 
the choreography. So we improvised. We walked back and 
forth and tried to do what everyone else was doing. Colt 
bumped into the pair next to us a few times and I found 
myself just stepping from one foot to the next.

Thankfully, no one noticed we were doing it wrong. 
Throughout the whole routine, we couldn’t help but make 
comments on how awkward it was. Yet, in spite of how 
painful it was, we laughed it off. We weren’t the only the only 
ones failing—others were making mistakes, a lot of them 
more noticeable than ours.

The Awkward Dance

Alexander Cortright, 9th grade 

The Unexpected Sweet Surprise

Colt Miranda, 10th grade 



50   Boston & Beyond



Simmons Camp        51

Simmons Camp

What a thrill it was to get back to camp full time for the first time in 
almost fifteen years! Campers are still writing just as enthusiastically and 
counselors responding with as much care and attention as ever. Afternoon 
circle, of course, remains the highlight of the day when we can all hear the 
varied responses campers had to the day’s experiences. 

I don’t know if in all my earlier years at camp, though, I had ever seen 
such a crazy weather pattern as I saw this July. It was wonderful to see how 
resourceful campers and counselors were in response to unpredictable rain 
storms, changing schedules, and newly formatted activities. 

I was also really impressed by the campers’ determination to take advantage 
of the opportunities the various activities offered them to learn new skills and 
even get better at ones on which they had almost given up. 

The pictures and writing in this collection provide a peek into what was an 
extraordinary summer. The polished pieces, essays, and stories are better than 
ever. Campers focused on helping the reader know their characters through 
facing a challenge (in their stories) or fully developing their descriptions to 
reveal an idea (in their essays). I hope you will enjoy their work; they did it for 
their readers.

Thank you to all of the campers and counselors who gave everything every 
day during the summer of 2017.

Debbie Reck

Camp Director, Summer Ink

Introduction
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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.

Parker Mace, 6th grade

Many votes had already been cast over the dispute for the 
hardest climb. John was beating Doug by an insane amount 
so it was time for Doug to up his game. He tried to make his 
climb harder. And guess who was the first person to climb 
the improved course? That’s right, ME! What made this 
climb so hard was the first 6 ½ feet of the cliff. You had to 
jump and then grab onto the ledge sticking off of the cliff. 
There was one foot hold in the rock but the claw shaped hold 
was too high to grab. I tried many times. Then I decided to 
give up on the foot hold. I pulled myself over and on the top 
of the ledge. 

Liam McWeeney, 6th grade

Today after the hike my group went rock climbing. The 
first one I did I had no trouble. But the second one I had 
some trouble. There wasn’t much opening to put my feet 
and hands so I had to try to hold onto the nearest one, and 
hope that there was another opening for my hands and feet. 
Luckily there were some openings at the top. I was able to 
solve my problem by myself with no help. When I finally 
reached the top I felt like I was king of the world! I felt like I 
did something extreme! This was my first time rock climbing 
with real rocks! When I got down to the ground everyone 
said, “Good job Liam.” So that was how I solved my problem 
by myself. Everyone was saying that I was very good at rock 
climbing. After that climb I did more climbs.

Hope Williams, 5th grade

A moment that I was stuck is when I was on the big rock. 
There was nowhere to put my feet so I did not know what to 
do. So I sat there for a little bit then I asked the guy where to 
put my feet. He said, “Put it in the hole on your left.” 

I did not know where it was. I felt like I was about to fall 
but then I found an open spot. I put my feet there and the 
rest of the way up I found somewhere to put my feet.

Maximus Fortmann, 5th grade

One moment during rock climbing that I was stuck was 
when I was in the middle of the climb when there was a wet 
spot. I looked around and saw lots of rocks, rope, helmets 
and the harness. I only saw a tiny spot where I could step. It 
was to the left of the wet spot. I heard people saying, “Come 
on Max, you can do it.” I was thinking, “I can do it. It’s not 
harder than it looks.” 

So I decided to keep on going. Overall I thought rock 
climbing was exciting because it was fun and I got to climb 
every wall.

Colbert Chang, 6th grade

I was climbing up the second hardest route. I was in the 
middle, half way through the whole thing. My feet were 
balanced on two small ledges. The ledge on top of me was 
barely out of my reach. I stretched my body out. My fingers 
brushed past the ledge and came back down defeated. I felt 
as if my feet were going to slip. I looked down and said in 
my mind, “I’m really high up.” 

Then Oliver said, “Don’t look down!” 
After a couple of seconds, I did not move an inch. Then 

the instructor read my mind and pulled the string tighter, 
which gave me a boost. I grabbed on to the ledge and pulled 
myself up. After that I climbed and touched the silver clip 
and reached the top. In the end I felt excited that I finished it 
because I have never rock climbed on a real rock.

Jeremiah Harris, 7th grade

“Come on Jeremiah, you got this,” came the yells of my 
peers and fellow climbers. 

But what they didn’t know was I didn’t have it. My hands 
were slipping causing my heart to race and a spider crawled 
over my fingernail causing my eyes to bulge. “Tick tick,” 
came the noise of the trickling rain falling on my hopefully 
sturdy helmet. I finally saw a substantial hand hold but it felt 
as though it was pulling or leaning away from me. I reached 
past the straggly rocks only to find it even farther away. 
Finally I broke. I was beyond annoyed with this so I jumped, 
causing my entire body to catapult up some of the rock only 
to slip and slide slowly and painfully to another ledge. I was 
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not farther from the handhold then before. Rage filled me, 
causing my vision to turn red. My adrenaline was pumping. 
I felt the excess fluids. I propelled myself up the wall by 
squatting and scaling the wall like a monkey on steroids. It 
was as if I was part mountain goat. “Ding,” went the sound 
of my clip, saying I was done.

Aaliyah Ashley, 8th grade

I was halfway up the ridged rock when suddenly I slipped. 
I lifted my left leg but I couldn’t lift it high enough. I finally 
got my leg high enough to put on the ledge and kneel on the 
rocks. A shooting pain rushed through my leg as tiny rocks 
cut me through my pants. I knew I had to keep going so I 
pushed through the pain. I lifted my leg up, reached for a 
rock, and kept climbing. When I finally got to the hold, I 
grabbed the silver medal and silently hurrahed in my head. 

Isabel Marmol, 8th grade

I was climbing up the rocks of the second hardest climb. 
I had climbed the easiest climb before. I was very surprised 
when I saw a ledge far ahead of me but a flat surface to climb 
up there. I wanted to ask to come down but remembered I 
didn’t like the climb down either. I chose to continue but to 
ask for help first. I asked for help and used the instructor’s 
gentle words to help me climb. I found out that it was not as 
smooth a surface as I assumed. I noticed that each rock had 
a little edge or side sticking out. I used that knowledge and 
hope I had to push through. The rain dripped down the rocks 
and made their rough edges and jagged tips into smooth, 
slimy tops. When I got to the ledge I was very satisfied. 

Argyrios Protopapadakis, 6th grade

“Where should I put my hand?” I asked in a scared voice. 
“Put your hand in that rock,” said the instructor. 
I didn’t understand. There were more than 10,000 rocks. 

I was scared. I felt like I was going to fall off the big rock. 
There was only one small place to put my hand but my other 
hand was already there. I was trying to find a small hole 
to put my hand in but there was nothing. I tried to find a 
rock that extended but still nothing. I tried going down to 
try a different way, but the instructor didn’t know so he was 
still holding the rope tight so I could go down. Luckily the 
instructor pulled me up a bit and I held a rock which ended 
up making me get all the way up and down the rock. When I 
got down I felt such a relief! I was proud of myself and happy 
that I was still alive. The rock climbing was super fun and 
dangerous which I really like!

Vincent Lafond, 6th grade

A moment when I got stuck was more towards the top. I 
had this really uneasy feeling like I was going to fall off the 
rock for the second time because I couldn’t find a place to 
place my hands and feet for support. While climbing up the 

rock there were long narrow holes that I could grip my feet 
into, but, every time, I got stuck in the holes when I tried 
to pull my feet up to progress forward to the top. The long 
narrow holes were filled with spider webs and were too small 
for my hands. When I had gotten to the top I couldn’t find 
places to put my feet so I kept on slipping until I took a deep 
breath and focused. Then I found a place to hang onto and 
pulled myself up.

John McSwain, 6th grade

As he walked into the clearing I saw the rock and 
thought, “No, no, no.” 

My face got red and I started to tremble. Finally, I started 
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climbing. I felt the jagged rock, gripping it with my hand 
and pulling myself up the face. I started belaying down, my 
legs still trembling. I felt the soft leafy ground as I stepped 
back down. “Phew,” I said. “That was scary.” 

I walked back into the clearing feeling proud. I sat down 
as I saw my friend getting clipped in. I thought, “I will do 
another climb.” 

Sadly I did not. 

Will Narasimhan, 6th grade

I was in a large crack. My legs hurt, my arms ached, and 
I could not find a hand hold. My feet were in the wrong 
position, and in a large crack, that is hard to change. By 
making small hops, I was slowly able to right my feet, and 
also scrape them a lot. The next thing I needed to find was a 
hand-hold. The surface of the rock was mostly smooth, and 
some rocks were even loose. It took me a minute of running 

my hand over the rocks, but I could only find a crude dent. 
Looking for an easy place to put my right leg in to make up 
for the hand hold, I found one easily. Then, mustering huge 
strength, I was off! I went up quickly, finding holds. The rest 
of the climb was very easy. At last my hand struck the cool 
metal of the clip, mounted at the top of the wall. Breathing 
a sigh of relief, I slowly went down the wall, recapping my 
hard work. I felt triumphant. I had conquered the rock wall. 

Ava Stamatelaky, 8th grade

The gray sky rumbled as droplets of water poured heavily. 
“You got this Ava!” Dian, one of my friends, said from the 
ground. 

The feel of the sharp and bumpy, but also slimy, wet rocks 
against my hands made it difficult to climb. With no holes, 
cracks, or bumps to help me maneuver upwards, I soon 
realized I was stuck. Each part of my body, specifically my 
legs and arms, was wide apart, making me look like a starfish. 
My thoughts grew louder. “Just one more step closer to my 
destination. One more step for me to succeed!”

Bryanna Gourdet, 8th grade

Today we went rock climbing. I was afraid I would fail, 
yet again I didn’t. It was interesting to see everyone climbing 
effectively. My fear took over my ability to climb the rocks. 
I’m not sure if anyone noticed, but I felt stuck, my right 
foot having nowhere to lean on. It had rained before and the 
rocks were slippery. My hands grasped onto something that 
wasn’t there. I was able to complete the task by believing in 
myself. Determination led me to climb every one of them. 
When we first got here, I hated walking around and being 
swarmed by mosquitoes. Now I wish I could do it all over 
again. Who knew that saying you hated an activity without 
trying it would change your whole point of view about it. I 
would definitely do this again. 

Lucas Liu, 7th grade

I was under pressure and time was a huge factor. As 
everyone finished up, I struggled to grab onto a ledge. As I 
looked around, I could only focus on the ground below me. 
My left hand let go, and I slammed into the rocks. My leg 
was shredded with dirt and the water remaining from the 
rainfall trickled down my foot. A yellow worm climbed onto 
my sliding right hand and as I was smacking it off, I hooked 
onto a ledge that seemed to be nonexistent before. My veins 
popping and biceps trembling, I made my way to the top, 
slapping the ledge at the upper most section, and fell back to 
hold on with my nails. “Slap it five times!” yelled Arjun. 

I held on with three fingers as I continued to hold on. 
Time ran out. I was successful. A little blood ran down my 
fingers as I fumbled my way down the cliff. Looking down, 
I couldn’t help being scared again. But on the other hand, I 
had defeated and accomplished something I thought I could 
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not achieve. As I sit here and write, my pants are scratched 
and fingers prickled, I still feel great and I had a well fought 
battle. The bugs hum the chorus, I and the birds singing 
along with them. My ripped Nikes are smeared with dirt and 
wet, but alas, Nike is the goddess of victory. 

Amanee Miller, 6th grade

“I’m doing it!” I thought to myself as I made my way up 
the rock. 

I was terrified but excited. I had only felt this way 
once before, and that was when I went on The Hulk (a 
rollercoaster). I knew that if I slipped I would bang my knee, 
twist my foot, or worse. Then it happened. There was no 
other place to put my hands. Then there was no other place 
to put my feet. “I want to come down!” I said. 

Then Rachel replied, “You got this Amanee!”
I heard a lot of other people saying things like, “You can 

do it!” and “You got this Amanee!” so I kept pushing on. 
My knuckles felt like someone was slowly cutting across 
them with a knife. The pebbles under my hand were wet 
and cold. My feet were almost numb. I thought I was going 
to die! My head felt like it was spinning and my heart felt 
like at any second it would pop out of my chest. I thought 
my insides were in a knot and the only way to get them out 
of that knot was to come down or scream for help, but I 
didn’t do either of those choices. Then I saw it! Something 
I could pull myself up with. I reached, grabbed it, and 
touched the clip. I was so happy and proud of myself. I 
made it up the rock!

Denasia Bailey, 5th grade

A time that I felt stuck on the rock was when I was about 
to come down. I looked back. It looked like I was on top of 
a cliff about to fall. My legs felt like they were shaking. My 
hands on the other end felt like I was touching small pebbles 
on the beach. When my hands were on the rock, my right 
hand knew where to be put. But my left hand had nowhere 
to go. When I was moving up the rock, my legs had the same 
difficulties as my hands did. My right leg knew where it had 
to go. But my left leg didn’t. Coming up was no big deal, I 
thought. I could totally boss that part. And coming back...
you know that didn’t work out too well. The only reason why 
I thought that I could boss the rest of coming back down was 
because I saw Jack come down without even saying a word to 
the lady that was holding the rope. He was so brave! I guess 
it’s because he did this many times before.

Nour Kanaan, 8th grade

The same day we went for a nature walk we also rock 
climbed. First of all I thought that it was easy. I did it last 
year. I started with the hardest rock. At first I wasn’t really 
comfortable and I struggled but I have no idea how I just 
climbed to the middle. I said to myself, oh no. I thought I 
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would fall down. Then I remembered that I shouldn’t give 
up. I got there by trying to find a hole to put my hand in. 
Everyone below was trying to encourage me. Then I found 
a hole to put my hand and I was so happy. I climbed a bit 
high, and I scraped my knee, and for a split second I thought 
I had died. I never gave up, and I finished my goal. 

Alia Alwir, 8th grade

I stood there before the tall and mighty rock. It seemed 
as if there were no foot holes or hand holds to allow me to 
ascend to the top of this natural wall. I traced my delicate 
fingers over the little bumps and grooves that this rock held. 
I was desperate for a single area on this rock that would allow 
me to grab onto it. I needed to find something because I 
couldn’t let this mighty rock win.

I suddenly heard the cheers of my friends and counselors 
echoing around me. I realized at that moment that I needed 
to find my inner strength and bravery to help me ascend this 
mighty rock. My little fingers soon felt a bump in the rock, 
larger than the other rocks. I took a long deep breath and 
cautiously pulled my left leg towards it. I put all my trust 
in my little toes to hold my body weight as I hoisted myself 
up. Excitement flowed through my body as I’d completed 
the first obstacle that the mighty rock held. “I can do 
this!” I whispered to myself as I continued to scale up this 
unforgiving wall.

Allison Chan, 7th grade

I bit my lip as I tried to get a good foothold. My feet 
slipped, and the rope that was holding me squeaked in 
pain. I managed to get a new foothold, and I stared with 
concentration at the wet, slimy, hard surface of the rock. 
The rock was very wet from the rain, and the gray, gritty 
color seemed to match the sky. The rock had many bumps 
and ledges, which is why it’s good for climbing. My fingers 
clasped a handhold over a ledge, so I tried to bring my leg 
up to the rocky ledge. Sadly, my legs were too short, and I 
only succeeded in making them even more tired. My hands 
slipped because they were the ones holding me up. My feet 
dangled in mid-air as I tried to find a ledge or hold for them. 
My feet finally found a little hold, and I swung my feet up 
one by one to the big ledge. I stood there for a moment, 
savoring my success before I continued to climb.

Yasmine Queen, 8th grade

I went on all of the climbing courses. Of course they were 
not a challenge. Touching the clips was like an achievement. 
There were three courses in all. When I reached the top of 
the highest one I could see the lake. I would do it again. To 
me it was not a challenge at all. The easiest one was on a cliff. 
Funny thing is that there were no hard ones. I wish I could 
bring something home with me to show my mother. It was a 
fun experience. I would do it again. 

Yoga
Campers practiced downward facing dog, plank, and 
pigeon pose under the guidance of a yoga instructor. 

Sanvi Garikipati, 5th grade

Laura told us to do Downward Dog. I had to keep my 
stiff legs straight, but I couldn’t. If I did my legs would hurt 
and I think the whole world would hear me scream. I put 
my hands down on the yoga mat, put my face down, stuck 
my butt up, and tried to keep my legs straight. It felt very 
uncomfortable. I felt like I was holding Downward Dog for 
an hour. It was horrible. On the outside of my face I didn’t 
show any expression, but in the inside I was screaming. I 
felt like dying. Once we finished we had to do Downward 
Dog again. I held Downward Dog for five seconds and then 
I flopped down. My face hurt so much. Everybody gathered 
around me. I felt so embarrassed. My face felt as hot as a 
tomato. Now I learned a lesson never ever to do Downward 
Dog again. 

Denasia Bailey, 5th grade

“Now everyone get into the Downward Dog position, and 
start to move your heels on and off the floor,” said the yoga 
instructor in a soothing and calm voice. 

Downward Dog looked like the opposite of a back bend. I 
started to move my heels up and down. “This really hurts,” I 
thought, trying not to show it. 

I started to look around. It looked like I was not alone. To 
me it looked like a lot of people were struggling too. I started 
not to worry. “Breathe in, breathe out,” she said. “Maybe 
that will make it hurt less.” 

But nope it hurt the same. There is no point in trying. 
PLOP! I was lying on the floor. “I can’t do this. This is way 
harder than dance!” I thought in my head. “And this yoga 
class is very long. We have to repeat positions.” 

I just wanted to stay on the ground and sleep. I felt very 
tired during yoga. I lay there thinking about what I should 
do. “Wait I can’t just give up like that.” 

So I stood up and went back into downward dog, but 
once I got into the position, she switched to a different 
position.

Andre Lafond, 8th grade

The instructor had done a pose and then instructed us 
verbally before so I wasn’t exactly sure if she actually wanted 
us to follow her. The instructor laid her entire right leg flat 
on the ground and bent it, and then she put her left foot 
around her right knee. “Don’t move your right leg,” she said, 
turning. “Twist your back. Turn your head opposite of your 
flat leg.” 

“Haha, she must be joking,” I thought, struggling to keep 
my legs straight. 

“Breath in…. and out,” the instructor said standing up. 
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“The only reason she can breathe is because she isn’t 
suffering with us,” I thought, not thinking about how she 
learned yoga. 

I looked down, checking my posture and pose, trying my 
hardest to be perfect. The instructor stopped behind me and 
I could feel her gaze. 

Anne-Sophie Kagan, 7th grade

I felt a burn in my calf muscles. I felt a stretch as I slowly 
turned myself to face the other side. I gradually pushed more 
and more, putting most of the pressure on my fingertips. 
I could see the veins popping out of my forearms, and 
noticed a couple of new freckles on my wrists. I found myself 
switching from the pose Half Pigeon to Plank and Downward 
Dog. I felt a burning sensation in my hamstring and 
remembered to breathe when I slowly straightened my left 
leg. This stretch straightened my calves, hamstrings, and butt 
with a nice feeling. I listened to her instructions when I did 
this pose. My foot lay flat on the ground, and my legs were 
straight. My right leg was bent on top of my left. My core was 
twisting as my whole body tightened. I heard my breaths, in, 
out, inhale, exhale, stomach out, in, out, in. My breathing 
slowed down dramatically as I relaxed into this pose.

Yasmine Queen, 8th grade

My body contorted into positions. Some were 
comfortable and some the opposite. I feel stretched and 
open. My body was like a closed lotus bulb blossoming into 
a beautiful lotus flower. My body was going in ways I can’t 
explain. I felt tired and cool. Her melodic voice danced into 
my ears. She told us to lie flat and be still. Her voice and the 
music lulled me to sleep. All of my tense muscles were now 
not tense.

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. 

Mulugeta Norwich, 5th grade

At the end of frisbee I heard Sadiyah scream, “Yay, we won.”
Calvin had the frisbee and he looked. He couldn’t see 

anyone that was open so he just threw the frisbee in the air 
and what do you know, Sadiyah jumped up and got the 
frisbee and scored. “We won, we won, let’s go Calvin,” I 
heard Sadiyah say. 

When it happened I saw Sadiyah jumping up and down, 
her hands waving around. Wosh, wosh. She was so happy. 
When she screamed I thought someone was in trouble, 
but nope it was Sadiyah. “Is anyone gonna write about me 
screaming?” 
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“Yes,” they said. 
I knew the other team would do good the first time they 

made the team but when Sadiyah joined I knew we were in 
big trouble. Also her scream sounded like a scream from a 
TV show. Also I knew Sadiyah would scream after she caught 
the frisbee. So I told myself, “Cover, cover your ears!”

Ashanti Powell, 6th grade

“Yes!!” 
My eyes were wide open after I heard Sadiyah screaming 

joyfully while doing her little dance. Ben threw the frisbee. 
Sadiyah missed. “No!” Sadiyah said. 

I dragged my feet, looking at the disgusting poop that 
the birds left. Everyone but Morgan, Danay, and I were not 
doing anything. I could tell by the look on Sadiyah’s face 
that she was annoyed by something, or maybe even someone. 
Then I saw Sadiyah galloping after Gabe. Then Gabe said, 
“Who’s on my team?!” 

“Me, me!” Sadiyah said. 
Gabe threw and missed by inches. Bummer, I thought to 

myself. Gabe’s team got zero and mine got four. Lucky me, I 
didn’t need to throw or catch.

Yash Ravipati, 6th grade

Swoosh! The frisbee went by my face. I saw Nelson catch 
it and take three steps with the frisbee. I heard everybody 
screaming, “Nelson” and I did as well. 

No matter how much my feet hurt, I sprinted up into the 
end-zone. My face was dripping with sweat and I could hear 
myself breathing. I was in the end zone with Nelson lightly 
passed the frisbee and the frisbee flung through the air. I 
caught the frisbee and gripped my hand onto it tightly. Then 
suddenly I screamed, “Yay.” 

To be honest, Nelson did a really good assist. I probably 
wouldn’t have scored the point without the assist. Some 
people on my team said, “Nice job scoring the point!” 

Well, that was one good experience with frisbee. 

Jeremiah Harris, 7th grade

“Noooo!!” went the shout of the other team. 
I intercepted the frisbee and the game was on. I flung 

the yellow disk to my teammate Ethan. Ethan with his 
keen and sharp vision saw an opening for me to run into. 
Ethan torqued his body and then whipped his arm out, 
shooting the frisbee down the field. I sprinted with all my 
leg strength. I could feel my muscles straining to propel my 
body forward. The wind was whipping my shirt, and sweat 
was flying off my entire body. I took a large step then dove 
for the frisbee. I caught the frisbee and slid as though I was 
on a slip and slide. I stood and saw that the gravel stuck to 
my skin because of my disgusting waterfall of sweat. I turned 
to look for a teammate to throw to. Everyone was telling me 
to throw it to them. But then Mary seemed to teleport to 

the exact spot I was looking at. She called for the frisbee and 
I chucked the frisbee as powerfully as a cannon launching a 
volley of cannonballs. Mary used the newly learned pancake 
catch where she put one hand on the top and bottom. 
Victory at last.

Ethan Dhadly, 7th grade

“Swoosh.” 
The frisbee flew by me as I ran to get in position. I 

reached for the frisbee and jumped, catching it in one 
hand. I caught it. I pivoted and looked around for options. 
Jeremiah was open. I threw the frisbee toward him. The 
frisbee curved in an arc, hitting the perfect spot in Jeremiah’s 
hands. Jeremiah landed in the end zone. All our team 
cheered as we got our first point! Even though this was the 
first point of the game, we still got a lead against the other 
team. We were winning. I was really happy. 

Argyrios Protopapadakis, 6th grade

When the woman instructor came and said that she was 
playing, I got as scared as a pig being chased. “Oh-oh,” I said 
in a trembling voice. “Guys, we have to play super good, even 
though we’re winning 6-1. We still don’t know if we’ll win.” 

The rest of the team said, “Yes,” and the game started. 
They had the frisbee and when she said, “GO,” we 

all started running. My feet were numb and they were 
trembling. “This is it,” I said in a scared voice. 

They all ran and started passing. As we got in defense 
positions, the other team was passing. They were almost 
halfway when the frisbee just came out of nowhere and Gigi 
caught it. She threw it to a girl and the girl caught it. I was 
sprinting so fast that was like a ship in the ocean, going so 
fast that I could only see the target. But the girl threw it to 
Gigi and they got a point. 

Daniel Zhou, 6th grade

ZOOM! The frisbee quickly passed all of the players as it 
glided toward my teammate. Touchdown! I took the frisbee 
and gave it to the other team. I tried really hard defending 
and trying to steal the frisbee. When I intercepted it, it felt 
so good to throw it to a teammate. It was amazing because 
as the frisbee left my hand it glided over to a teammate. It 
was my first pass and he caught it. I really had a good time 
playing Ultimate Frisbee because I hadn’t played it in a long 
time. When I let go of the frisbee, it felt like letting go of a 
bird and watching it fly. All of my teammates were waiting to 
catch the frisbee. But there were too many choices. I didn’t 
know who I would pass it to. I chose a random person that 
was the most open. I let go of the frisbee and it, wobbly, 
flew to a teammate. Then he threw it to a teammate in the 
end zone. It was about one foot away until the other team 
snagged it! I quickly ran over to try to block the frisbee when 
they were about to throw. 
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Shivani Gulati, 6th grade

The frisbee flew around the field. Even though it was just 
a frisbee it felt like a meteor that came down on Earth, and 
its only purpose was to kill me. Someone threw the frisbee 
to me and it was heading directly at my face. I ducked, shut 
my eyes, and reached out to dive and catch it. The frisbee 
fell with a hard, heavy thud. I blushed and stared at my feet. 
We had been so close to scoring and it was my fault that 
we hadn’t. I could do better than this. I knew it. So why 
was I playing so badly? I ran my fingers through my hair. 
Parker had gotten back the frisbee and I shuffled over to the 
right side of the field. Parker passed it to me but missed the 
frisbee. It was heading my way now. It came in slow motion, 
and I watched as it neared the ground. I bent down and 
watched my fingers grasp the orange disc that hovered inches 
above the ground. Beaming, I stood back up, frisbee in hand. 
I had done something right! Everyone on my team cheered. 

Bryanna Gourdet, 8th grade

The sun beamed on my forehead while my team struggled 
to catch up. Sweat dripped on my face. Me, I did the best I 
could to help my team. During part two of the scrimmage 
was when I started working as hard as I could. Jumping, 
diving, catching. Three steps to help you finish the game 
successfully. At the very end of the game, I had a chance to 
help my team. The frisbee bounced off my fingertips and 
into the opposite opponent’s hands and into the field goal. 
At least I know I tried my very best. Hey, first time for 
everything, am I right? Today wasn’t so bad, and I had fun 
trying something new. It was definitely fun learning the ways 
of the game. We may have lost, but I definitely had a great 
time. Hopefully, we do this activity again. 

Yohan Song, 7th grade

An annoying thing in Ultimate Frisbee was that the 
frisbee went through three people’s hands before hitting the 
ground. Someone, in an attempt to score, flicked the frisbee 
through the people’s guarding arms toward the end zone. It 
spun wildly across the field, spinning towards the cones. The 
first person attempted to catch the frisbee and tried to grip 
it, but the frisbee flew across, almost taunting. The second 
person tried to dive at the frisbee but missed by a hair. The 
frisbee spun towards the third person. They lashed out their 
arms in an attempt to grab it but it fell to the ground and 
landed softly on the ground. The sounds of failure, failure of 
three.

Maya Demissie, 8th grade

The score was 5-2, them. It was the last play of the game. 
We were not going to win this. I had totally zoned out to 
what was happening, and was lost in my own thoughts. 
In my head an IPod sat on a table playing a song I like. In 
my head, my consciousness listened to the song, random 

thoughts darting around my mind. Yelling from teammates 
snapped me back into reality. The frisbee zipped by my head, 
and I saw my teammates crowding around it. I joined them 
in the cluster as time seemed to slow. At the front of the 
clump, I saw a hand reach out. I felt a gasp rise in my throat 
and wondered if we were really going to score. I watched as 
the hand got closer to the frisbee. Inch by inch, the hand 
arrived at its destination. It touched the frisbee and closed 
around the thin rim. The hand fell with the frisbee secured 
in its grasp, and the body attached to it came down with it. 
Suddenly, we had scored. Everyone was cheering, but we 
weren’t cheering because we won. We weren’t even cheering 
because we scored. We were cheering because we persevered, 
and that’s a win to me.

Allison Chan, 7th grade

I grabbed the frisbee out of the air and planted my feet 
on the ground. Anisa ran up to me and stood a foot away 
from me. She held her arms out as if she was hugging the air 
around me. “Ten, nine,” she counted as I frantically scanned 
my surroundings looking for a pass. 

My eyes drifted to Rebecca, standing ten feet away from 
me. “Six, five, four,” Anisa continued.

I thrust the frisbee under Anisa’s arm and it went soaring 
towards Rebecca, who caught it with ease. I grinned, and 
then jogged down the field.

Justice Burnett, 7th grade

Today we played Ultimate Frisbee. The game was amazing 
and fun. My team was the Wolverines and we were against the 
People. The People got to start with the Frisbee, so they threw 
it twice then I intercepted the frisbee. It felt good to catch it 
with only one hand. I was only trying to block it but it went 
perfectly into my hand and I caught it. Before we started I 
was doubting it would be fun because I didn’t like frisbee but 
it was super fun and I hope we can play again sometime. It 
was super hot out and I was sweating and I just wanted to 
stop but I also wanted to play so I just kept playing.

Angelo Jones-Saucer, 7th grade

Bryanna was defending me during the game of Ultimate 
Frisbee. Bryanna was standing in front of me making sure I 
didn’t get the frisbee with her arms up. She was looking in 
front of her at the frisbee. I had my hands up trying to see 
where the frisbee was so I could catch it. I was really hot. I 
was so hot that the sweat was dripping down my face. My 
heart was pounding and I was out of breath, putting my 
hands on my head to catch my breath. I ran behind Bryanna 
and then in front of her so that she would stop chasing me. 
She gave up because she was tired of running. It was an 
opportunity to catch the frisbee. I was open. Someone threw 
the orange frisbee at my face and I put my hands out and 
caught it easily. 
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Gabriella Carrasquillo, 7th grade

One moment that I was finally helpful was when I was 
screaming and shouting, “Go people!” 

I was doing awesome cheer moves. I was kicking my leg 
in the air and swinging my arms around like a monkey. I was 
also saying, “Stall one, Stall two…” in different languages 
like Spanish and Chinese. 

They were passing and throwing and there I was, in 
the middle of the field, looking like a stuffed potato in the 
middle of the field doing cheer moves. 

Arjun Gandham, 7th grade

Keller got the frisbee and his fingers quickly adjusted like 
a gun shape and grasped the frisbee. He was looking to the 
left and right. He looked like someone lost finding his way 
home. I screamed, “Who is guarding Keller!” 

Everyone was scurrying around trying to find open space. 
Then John came rushing over to Keller. All of a sudden 
Keller’s face was like he found his way home. He got ready 
to throw. His feet got adjusted, but then Jen raised her arms. 
Keller threw but Jen came at the right moment to stop the 
frisbee from going into the air. The frisbee wobbled in her 
hand but she got hold of it. Then I reacted. I dashed towards 
the goal and they passed it to me. 

Capture the Flag
In capture the flag, campers attempted to steal the 
opposing team’s “flag” while defending their own. 

Will Narasimhan, 6th grade

“1-2-3, go!” and we were off. 
The Capture the Flag game had started, and people were 

rushing to the opposite side, trying to break the other team’s 
defense. I took a position at the edge of our side, setting up 
the first line of our defense. From time to time, I ran to the 
other side to distract one of the people on the other side so 
someone on our side could try to get the flag. Then, Parker 
called for a full strike on the other team. “Many of the 
people on the opposite team are out, so he can strike when 
they have less defenders,” he commented. 

I felt great to be on the offense finally, so I happily 
accepted. We all rushed in, trying to not get tagged. The first 
line of defense was all in jail, so that threat was gone, but the 
back line was very good, and got everyone out. In the end, 
we called a retreat, and our team was down many players. 
“We need to free our people in jail,” I said, knowing that 
opponents had a chance to gain the upper hand. 

So the rest of our players took off, ready to call a jail 
break. I did not run for jail. I got everybody on the other 
team chasing me, so the other players on our team could free 
our teammates. That was a success, and with a full team, we 
charged for the flag. Everyone rushed in, but the other team 
was too quick. The quick strike was almost already a failure. 

Our team’s hopes were dimmed, but we kept on. We might 
be able to do this, I thought, and we did. Both I and another 
teammate rushed in, got the flag, and won the game. I was 
super happy. We had won. As we went back, I smiled. That 
was a great game!

Callie Liu, 8th grade

We were playing on a wet, grassy, and big field. Near the 
field were trees. During our last game of Capture the Flag 
there were only a few people left. My teammates were tagged 
and there were only three people left on my team. I was 
guarding the flag and saw all these people who got tagged 
and was on my team. I told someone else to take my spot 
and they did. I walked up the middle line. If I crossed it they 
could tag me. I walked over the line and started running. 
Unfortunately, I was tagged. I went over to the place where 
my teammates were. There we waited for a few minutes and 
someone came over and tagged us. We were all free and went 
back to our side. There we saw a teammate on another team 
trying to take our flag. So, we tagged them and I was very 
happy that our flag was not taken. At the end we went over 
to their side and took their flag and ran back to our side. I 
was very happy that we got their flag. 

Vincent Lafond, 6th grade

As I ran I could hear the footsteps of the campers on the 
other team. “I’m going to catch you!” I said to Will. 

As he slipped by me, I thought that I wouldn’t be able to 
catch anyone. I started to feel a little tired of running and 
wanted to stop. I thought to myself and said, “I’m not going 
to give up, not now at least.” 

I urged myself to keep on going. I could see my 
teammates chasing the other team into our jail. I stopped, 
and then turned around to see the rest of the kids in our 
jail. Then I started running again, chasing after Parker who 
was trying to free his teammates. As I reached out for him 
he looped around me, and I sped up before he could flee his 
teammates. He went for the flag, and Laura came to the jail 
to free her teammates, and I tagged her. 

Sophia Root, 8th grade

My opponent, standing on the opposite line from me, 
briefly swiveled his head towards his teammate. She shouted 
something unintelligible, and he put his ear in her direction. 
Seeing the field wide open in front of me with the opposition 
distracted, I suddenly shot across the red center line, running 
as fast as I could toward the flag, lying in a crumpled heap 
on the ground. 

My eyes were fixed on this little red pinny. I was no more 
than ten feet away and just about to bend and scoop it up 
when out of the corner of my vision, Callie appeared, racing 
toward me, hands outstretched. I twisted my body, but it was 
too late to change course. She rammed into me. Defeated, I 
panted my way to jail. 
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Gabriella Carrasquillo, 7th grade

Bom bum…Bom bum, my head replies, as I run across 
the field, feeling a slight breeze caress my face. I run and run 
as my footsteps make a thump against the ground, with turf 
jumping up and back down to where it rested. I come closer 
to my opponent and lay a hand on his shoulder. “Gotcha,” I 
say in my head while watching him go to jail. I turn around 
only to see more of them right behind me. “

Oh no,” I mumble as I start to chase after them. 

Arjun Gandham, 7th grade

“Jail break!” Rebecca yelled. 
It felt like years had passed, sitting in jail with the sun 

beaming down on me. I got up and dashed to my side. 
There were so many people trying to get the flag. Nour was 
doing a great job guarding the flag. So were other people. 
When I got to my side, everyone started flying away from 
me. I started helping Nour by getting people out. Then I 
saw Brianna. I started chasing her. She started running to 
her side, and I cut her off. She started running away from 
me but one of her legs made her fall. I felt accomplished 
because of what I saw happen.

Canoeing
Paddling along the Charles River, campers discovered 
the waterway’s natural wonders and the ups and downs of 
cooperative canoeing. 

Maggie Vowell, 7th grade

I stepped into the wobbly canoe, gripping the paddle in 
my right hand. Sylvia and Susanna seated themselves behind 
me. As we pushed off, I tried to mimic the instructor’s grip 
on the oar. I grabbed the top of the paddle with my right 
hand and the handle with my left. As soon as we were all 
facing the right direction, everyone was off down the river.

I had my oar over the left side of the boat, but when we 
drifted too far into the middle, I switched sides. I was feeling 
pretty good about myself until I got distracted by some 
ducklings and let our canoe run ashore. Irritated, I used my 
oar to push off the ground. But I couldn’t be irritated long. 
The dark green-blue water formed tiny waves, causing the 
canoe to gently bob up and down. A light breeze tossed my 
curls around and sunlight filtered through the trees, dappling 
the green and red canoes. “Emeralds and rubies,” I thought. 

Joshua Chan, 6th grade

We were almost there! The canoe cut through the water 
like a long boat at sea. It felt as though we were gliding 
through air and when you looked down the water was as 
dark as a blackberry. The dock was about 10 yards away and 
we pushed ourselves as though we were a torpedo. With the 
power of a cruiser as thin as a trunk, we had to stop paddling. 
I felt the power of our boat and also felt a slight tilt. With this 
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much speed and tilt we could cause a collision. I quickly stuck 
my paddle in and steered us on track but that also slowed 
us down. We were now about five yards away but the turn I 
made was too large and there was not much speed left so I 
stuck my paddle in and when I took it out we were about a 
yard away. Then thump! We finally made it. This was it. 

Oliver Cook, 5th grade

Drenched. Absolutely drenched. That was my only 
thought at the moment. Rain was pouring down, and water 
sloshed around in the canoe. My only thought was to get 
the heck out of the water. My paddle dug into the water and 
out again, in and out, in and out. My jacket was waterlogged 
and was starting to weigh me down. I was getting dizzy from 
the wet and cold. My arms were failing to paddle any longer. 
Then I saw the dock. The dock was deserted, yet so inviting. 
Mist swirled around it and I saw two silhouettes standing 
on the dock. Then I noticed that the dock was my only goal. 
The trees were heavy from the rain and I realized the dock 
was my safe haven. I would get there. For an instant, power 
and strength surged through my body and I started paddling 
again. “We’re almost there,” I told myself. Then the power 
faded. But that burst of strength was enough to get us to the 
dock. This showed that sometimes, it’s the small moments 
that count.

Colbert Chang, 6th grade

When we were canoeing it was raining a lot and it was 
very cold. Then it started raining harder and harder. Then 
one person in our canoe said, “Hey! The water is warm!” 

I was surprised at that because the rain was freezing and 
everybody was shivering. But the water was warm? It was so 
cold that you could hear people complaining about the cold. 
It felt like it was winter and not summer and you could see 
some people huddled up trying to get warm. I was thinking, 
“Really? Maybe he’s joking.” 

Then I felt it for myself and it really was warm. It felt like 
warm water in a bathtub. And I looked up and saw some 
steam coming from the water and I realized that was hot air 
coming from the hot water. In the end I was very surprised 
that the water was warm when it was raining.

Isaiah Marmol, 5th grade

In canoeing it was really wet and cold. When we got into 
the boat, the boat had an insane amount of water. I felt the 
water outside of the boat. It was quite warm compared to 
the outside air. It was so warm outside that I just wanted to 
jump into the water.

When we started it was really annoying because we were 
going against the river. Since we had to paddle so hard, the 
water kept sloshing up to my legs. The air was frigid and 
it had started raining. I was freezing and the water inside 
the boat was even colder. For some reason it was kind of 

fun because it felt good to breathe in the air. When I was 
paddling I felt a sense of adrenaline. To keep me going I 
thought about trying to get in front of the other people. 
I noticed that my paddling got into a sort of rhythm. I 
also noticed that looking down sort of helped me manage 
better. I noticed when I did this the boat seemed to go 
faster. Eventually we were in a steady lead. Let me tell you 
something, we were cold.

Lily An Huynh, 6th grade

“AHHHHHH!” I shrieked in the middle of paddling. 
Julia and Laura looked at me like I was insane. Our canoe 

was twenty feet away from the dock, but I just wanted to 
let my frustration and excitement out. My mind was racing 
as water got everywhere. My mind only had one goal: to 
get to the dock. I was still excited though. There’s a rush of 
adrenaline that you get spending a while in the rain. My 
arms ached, yet I felt strength to push to the dock. We kept 
bumping into boats and were soaked. We smelled like wet 
dog. The excitement was from canoeing and almost being 
on sweet, sweet land. When we were close to the dock, the 
worker pulled us in and we were so eager to get out, the boat 
almost capsized. Our arms ached and our pants soaked up 
so much water. Our jackets were ten pounds heavier and 
a much darker color. Our hair was completely soaked and 
water dripped down our faces. The canoe was filled with 
water that contained clumps of dirt. I crawled onto the dock 
and did a child’s pose, hugging the ground. The man who 
helped us asked, “Is she okay?” 

The girls shrugged it off and said that I was fine. After 
we returned our paddles and ripped off our life jackets, we 
booked it to Camp B’s bus, and then realized our bus was 
a space over. All was well in the end because we got hot 
chocolate and dry shirts.

Xavier Choe, 6th grade

Our boat was a good one. Lucas, Ben, and I are all good 
at going fast in a canoe. We were the first to the bridge and 
first to the turnaround spot. The only thing that we weren’t 
first to was the docks. That is because we were the first to the 
spot where we turned around and so that meant that when 
everyone turned around, we were the last ones. We passed 
everyone except for one boat in the way back. That boat 
was carrying Gabe, Mula, and another camper. They had 
Gabe, a counselor, and they also got a 500 yard head start. 
I remember that last stretch, we were both going full steam 
ahead, and we would catch up, and then fall behind. My 
arms were pumping, getting my whole body into moving the 
paddle. Our canoe cut through the Charles as we sped back 
to the dock. We kept doing that until we reached the dock. 
They started slowing down to the dock, but I know how to 
dock quickly from sailing camp and Hale MB. So I kept 
going quickly until we were a foot away from the dock and 
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we had almost caught up, but not yet. Then when we were 
really close, I gave a hard quick back right push with the 
paddle. We got caught by someone. We were sooooooo close!

Dariella Joseph, 7th grade

Splash! “Jason!” Angie screamed. “Why would you do 
that?” 

It was a cold rainy day at the Charles River. The campers 
at Summer Ink were preparing themselves for a canoe ride in 
the rain. As they got in the boat the water began to soak their 
clothes. “By the time we get out of this boat we’re all going 
to be soaked,” said Dariella. 

Angie and Skyler nodded their heads in agreement. As 
they were rowing along, another boat jolted theirs. They 
could feel the vibration throughout the whole boat. The 
water rippled next to their boat, causing their boat to move 
forward. Thump! “Hey Jason, watch it!” they all said in 
unison. 

“No,” Jason replied simply.
But before they had a chance to reply and move away, 

Jason picked up his paddle and splashed Angie. Splash! 
“Jason!” Angie screamed. “Why would you do that?” 

Before Angie had time to splash him back, he had already 
gotten away. “No. We have to go to their boat so I can get 
him back!” Angie demanded. 

We paddled faster and faster so we could catch up to their 
boat.

Ethan Dhadly, 7th grade

“Heave ho, heave ho!” 
The shouting echoed through my head while we tried to 

paddle as fast as we could after we bumped into one of the 
other canoes. We started racing. Nicolas shouted, “Heave, 
ho!” while we had a tight battle. 

I was sitting in the back of the canoe. My arms ached 
with exhaustion. We paddled at a fast pace, but maybe not 
fast enough. We picked up our pace through the bridge, our 
opponents still ahead. When we passed through the bridge, 
we got closer while battling the torrential rain. We pulled 
ahead of them still paddling as hard as we could. We crashed 
into the dock as we raised our hands in the air. We won!

Siri Vadlamudi, 6th grade

Sitting, I tried to fix the way I was holding the paddle. 
Slowly, I glanced upward. We slowly were merging into 
another boat. “Woah,” someone shrieked. “You should watch 
where you’re going.” 

Saying sorry, we turned all our heads towards them, like 
we were sending them off. They took off immediately, but 
still we couldn’t help but glance back at them. Someone from 
the back screamed, “Watch where you’re going, you’re headed 
straight for something.” 

“Wait, what?” my canoeing mates and I shrieked. 
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I glanced up. We were headed straight for the bushes 
along the side of the river. The green and yellow leaves took 
my attention away. “How were they so pretty?”

I had never seen more pretty leaves. Somebody nudged 
me from behind. As I was sitting in the front, I couldn’t 
help but stop my paddling and glance at the leaves. But 
then I heard someone scream, “We’re headed right towards 
the bushes, we need to paddle to the right. Quickly start 
paddling!” 

Right then I felt like I was out of the world. I felt 
like I couldn’t do anything. But suddenly prickly things 
start sticking into my hair. As I glanced upwards, I saw 
humongous bushes where I was and up ahead. 

Madeleine Plotnick, 6th grade

Something that stood out to me on the canoeing trip was 
the baby geese. We (me, Adela, and Laura) were about halfway 
to the end, three-quarters of the way done and we saw a few 
geese. Then we realized that there were about seven to ten 
little, fuzzy, cute baby geese. The reason why this stood out to 
me while canoeing is that I usually don’t see baby geese very 
often, and if I do, I usually don’t get as close as I did. I had 
some questions. If they were still baby geese they must have 
been born in the summer, at most one month ago. Also, our 
canoe got close to the baby geese but the “parent geese” didn’t 
really seem to mind. I wonder why they didn’t. I wonder 
what colors geese have when they are born because these geese 
looked pretty new and they were yellow and brown. 

Parker Mace, 6th grade

I’ve just gotten back from a canoeing trip which was 
fairly entertaining since I got to shout commands to the 
rest of the people in my boat. You guessed it, that’s what 
I’m writing about. It all started like this: We had just gotten 
off the dock when we found that our way of paddling was 
clearly ineffective for our paddles kept hitting each other. 
Now somebody had to take command and that person was 
me. We eventually devised a system of saying “in” when we 
dipped our paddles into the water. This stopped the problem 
of our paddles hitting together. But other problems had to 
be solved, like keeping the boat in a straight uninterrupted 
course. Now at this time I began referring to our boat as 
a ship, which had me as the captain of a large sailing ship 
crossing the Atlantic Bay. I wasn’t just any captain. I was a 
racing captain. The other boats began to move behind us. 
Soon we were ahead of the pack, with just one boat left 
ahead of us. 

Allison Brodney-Mcdevitt, 5th grade

At the beginning of canoeing we got in the boat and 
it was hard. We got a push off because we were going the 
opposite way of the wind. And we almost got stuck in the 
trees and bushes. While we were going down, a few boats 

went by us. We saw that some of the branches were hanging 
down and touching the water. We also saw that there were 
people sitting backwards and paddling and they were going 
faster than us. When we were going to turn around we had 
to stop because there was a big boat behind us. After the boat 
passed we turned around with everyone else. While we were 
heading back to the dock it was easier. 

Denilson Fanfan, 6th grade

Jake and I kept paddling into the rocks and hitting them. 
We made it down and back, but when we were coming back 
we were running into people. We got into third place and 
I bragged about coming in third place. Jake was telling me 
over and over, “Paddle Nelson, paddle Nelson,” and I said 
over and over again, “I’m paddling, I’m paddling,” but he 
wasn’t listening and we were hitting rocks over and over. To 
push us off the rocks I told him, “I lead us, ok?” 

And the rest is history.

Nicolo Labieniec, 5th grade

On my canoeing trip we went to the Charles River and 
canoed on it. My partner was Nico. We only had two people. 
Most groups had three. It was fun. At most points the wind 
kept turning us. When we got blown in the wrong direction, 
I could hear the rubbing against the rocks. I also heard the 
water brushing against the boat and the rocks. I also heard 
the sound of the kids in Group B racing back. I was in the 
front and Nico was in the back. Some people were screaming 
because they almost got run over by a boat. It made me crack 
up! The funny part was that they made the boat go the other 
way. The water wasn’t too calm. When big boats came by they 
made big waves and noises. While we were canoeing we also 
heard cars. The people who worked here needed to help us a 
couple times. On the way back it was a lot easier. When we 
got back we took off our life jackets and waited till it was time 
to start writing. When it was time to write we wrote about 
the trip. That was my canoeing trip on the Charles River.

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.

Amanee Miller, 6th grade

He looked like a nice guy, so at first I was not scared. 
Then he started calling me Miss Florida and I started second 
guessing what I thought. He put the stick in the fire and it 
was like he told the glass to look awesome and it obeyed. The 
ball was like fire and his hands were like the flash. They kept 
spinning and spinning and spinning the pole and then I saw 
it happen. Before this he said it would turn into a plate all by 
itself and that is exactly what it did. It turned the color of a 
blazing fire and smelled like a burning hot dog. The roundish 
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ball was turning into a plate! I couldn’t believe my eyes! “It’s 
really doing it all by itself!” I thought to myself. 

He took the glass that was once a ball shaped sphere and 
was now a plate out of the fire. When I first saw the glass, 
I no longer looked at it like it was glass. I looked at it like 
it was just another normal plate in my house. There were 
orange swirls that went back and forth through the plate. 
The rings were waving all around the plate. I couldn’t believe 
my eyes. I could still hear ooh’s and ah’s in the crowd and 
the smell of a burnt hot dog still lingered in the air. I was 
amazed and excited. I wanted to press rewind and watch it 
all over again.

Callie Liu, 8th grade

We went into a hot, red, small room. The glassmaker was 
blowing hot molten glass. She shaped it into a bubble. The 
bubble was as round as a ball and as big as a basketball. The 
glass expanded to twice the size as she blew into the glass. It 
instantly got bigger as she exhaled all the air out right into 
the molten glass, tipping to one side. Soon the red hot glass 
became a clear balloon. It was filled with air like a balloon 
and was a colorful as a rainbow. It looked like it was blue and 
pink. I enjoyed seeing the balloon expand as if someone was 
blowing a balloon up with all their breath.

Laura Leong, 6th grade

I could feel the heat on my face. I watched Shawn put the 
glass in the kiln. He spun the metal stick round and round, 

like a carousel. I looked in the kiln and saw the plate come 
into shape. As it widened and widened I could see the blazing, 
glowing orange fire on the plate. I could see the beautiful 
ridges expand and take form into a disc. The orange sparks 
waltzed in the kiln. My eyes went wide as if you could see the 
reflection of the kiln. I was so fascinated by it. When Shawn 
took the plate out I was amazed by how interesting and cool 
the plate came out, and how one clump of molten glass could 
be shaped into the plate. Inside the plate the powder he 
dipped the glass in became swirls and swiggles of color. 

Diego Aranguena, 6th grade

He took some glass on his stick and then rubbed it on 
orange and blue specks of glass. Then he stuck it into a very 
hot furnace. Next, when he took it out, it looked like a very 
rounded oval shape pot. Then he cooled it down with a cool 
piece of cloth which made some steam. He moved the stick 
round and round until more steam came out of the pot. 
Finally, he put it back into the hot oven, then took it out, 
cooled it down again, and then placed it on a towel on the 
floor. Then he took a ripped piece of newspaper and placed 
it on what now looked like a ball of glass. It burned the 
newspaper into ashes. 

Mark Anderson, 6th grade

One of my favorite moments was when the glass maker 
put the glass in the furnace and it started to expand. 
My eyes went wide and my jaw dropped. “How is that 
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possible?” I thought. 
I couldn’t believe what was happening before my eyes. A 

small piece of glass was put in the furnace and when it was 
taken out it was four to seven inches bigger. As the red-
hot molten glass oozed outward, all I could do was watch. 
Everything else was shut out as I watched the glass. When 
he took the glass out it instantly cooled and it changed from 
orange-red to clear. Even though he called it cold it was still 
very, very hot. When he put water in the bowl it all was 
steam in about three seconds. 

Andre Lafond, 8th grade

I remember when the glass maker put the first gather of 
glass into the pineapple mold. She said the mold was called 
a pineapple mold because it made the shape of a diamond all 
over the glass. The glass was so hot that when she was going 
to put the glass in the mold it seemed as if she were trying 
to let the glass drop in. After she put the molten glass into 
the mold, she held it in place, pushing the hardening glass 
deeper. When about three seconds had passed, she said that 
the glass was harder, but still very hot. She said the glass was 
“ice cold” when she probably meant “rock solid” because 
the glass wasn’t moving but was still over 1000 degrees. 
When she finally pulled the glass out everyone “awed” with 
surprised expressions plastered on our faces. We saw half of 
the glass pineapple with a flat bottom. The glass was dotted 
with white and teal chunks. The colored chunks looked 
thick and plasticy, not at all like metal. She spun the glass 
pineapple even though it lost its yellow and orange glow. 

Dania Myers, 8th grade

The teacher was shaping glass into a star. She used to 
make the star the punty, an iron rod. The star was so thin 
and beautiful that I really wanted to keep it, but I couldn’t 
because it wouldn’t be fair to others in the class. I wished that 
I could’ve kept it. She had a lot of different colors that she 
put into the star. I know how she made the star. She made 
it with the hot glass. She had to pinch the hot glass, making 
the starfish’s legs. 

Yohan Song, 7th grade

“Hah!” roared the glassmaker as she slammed the glass 
piece into hundreds of shards. 

After destroying a 30 minute piece the glassmaker decided 
to make a starfish. She grabbed her glass covered stick and 
stuck it into the gloryhole, heating the glass to two thousand 
degrees. With her tweezers she pulled out the points. As she 
gripped her tweezers she grabbed another area of glass and 
effortlessly pulled off a triangular area of glass. After finishing 
she threw the delicate piece of glass onto the ground, 
shattering her piece of glass across the ground.
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Lucas Liu, 7th grade

Sarah warped the glass along the table, showing its almost 
magical properties. The glass was like putty, moldable for a 
few seconds. Then time did its job and gradually the once-
moldable form hardened. It looked like she was practicing 
kung-fu, the ovens dramatizing the backdrop. Swiftly 
she turned the glass into glue which then hardened. She 
effortlessly curled the glass, blew, and answered questions 
without a stutter. What came with 15 years of hard practice 
was the ability to adapt to the temperatures, getting very close 
to the hot substance, while receiving no harm. We stared in 
awe, watching her perform all her tricks as we were being 
hypnotized by the heat. Rolling the glass against the table, 
she was able to easily construct variable shapes and sizes. The 
searing temperature was no factor to bother her, and her 
background of skill was shown, as she turned my new dream 
to glass-making. 

Maggie Vowell, 7th grade

I winced as I absentmindedly stared into the glowing 
oven. Directing my gaze back at the glass blower, I marveled 
at how she could turn something hard and brittle into 
something gooey and soft, like honey. Using a giant pair of 
tweezers, she pinched up the top and bottom of the glob, 
making it look like a helicopter propeller. 

She spun it on the end of a stick—back and forth, back 
and forth, very fast so the points wouldn’t stretch and drop 
to the floor. As the pole cooled slightly, the color of the glass 
changed from transparent red to completely clear, like a 
lantern slowly going out.

Before it was like that for long, it was thrust into the 
furnace again and was brought out giving off a faint fiery 
color. The glass blower got out her mega-tweezers again 
and gently twisted the tips. I gasped in awe at the beautiful 
spinner made by human hands and a blaze of light. 

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

Janiya Brown, 6th grade

I was almost near the goal I kicked but out of nowhere 
Nelson came in like a flash and stole the ball. I almost began 
to quit but after a couple of seconds I got my head in the 
game, made a game plan, and stole the ball. Swish. Where 
the ball went my eyes went. My body was moving in a zigzag 
way. I was amazing.

I stole the ball as I was running to go to the goal. I kicked 
the ball, “bam,” but it went out of bounds. I got the ball and 
got ready to kick. “Boom.” 

I got it in! I jumped up in the air and had a big smile on 
my face. I was so happy. I’m glad I kept trying and stayed 
focused. 

Laura Leong, 6th grade

I saw the faded blue and white soccer ball roll and tumble 
across the field. I could feel the heat of the ground rise up 
against my foot. Back and forth the ball went. I could see the 
people’s vibrantly colored sneakers jump and run across the 
open field. “Pass, pass!” Oliver cried. 

I glanced at the ball that rolled perfectly to Oliver’s foot. 
“Pass it to me!” someone shouted. 

The ball went right to the opposing team’s side. I could 
smell the sweatiness of the pinny, and I sneezed in disgust. 
As soon as I got to the other side my team was already there 
passing the ball. A whole clump of players surrounded the 
ball. Suddenly the ball landed at my feet. “Pass, pass!”

“What are you doing?! Pass!!”
“Come on!”
“Kick it!”
Players surrounded me like I was dead meat. Nervously, I 

kicked the ball, aiming to Miranda who was right at the goal. 
I kicked it but Colbert’s foot stopped the old ball quickly. 
He ran up the field like Usain Bolt. His foot lightly kicked 
the ball, and his feet danced across the field. “Go, go, go!” 
Max shouted. Squinting in the blazing sun, I ran up again. 
Colbert kicked the ball into the goal but hit the cone and 
missed. The ball was headed straight for Max like a lightning 
bolt. “Make the goal!!” Isaiah yelled. Max missed the goal 
and our team cheered.

Benjamin Fennelly, 6th grade

Today at Summer Ink camp I played soccer. In sports we 
won 6-4. My moment of trying hard or my goal was to get a 
hat trick and I did it. My friend Calvin scored a hat trick too! 
When I was about to score my third goal I felt victorious. I 
was the man of the match today. During the match I was full 
on sprinting to the ball. Today when we were playing soccer 
it was a fun time. Calvin felt pretty happy for scoring a hat 
trick himself. I love soccer. Soccer is my favorite sport and 
then baseball and then basketball. 

Calvin Patti, 5th grade

“I can do this,” I said in my head as Xavier passed to me. 
I sprinted down the field like I was a bullet and someone 

had just shot me out of a gun. For a split second I thought 
in my head that the first half of me wanted to pass and the 
second half wanted to shoot. So I went with the first half 
of my body and shot. It whizzed right past the goalie. This 
time I walked back to the other side of the field with a grin 
on my face.

Isaiah Marmol, 5th grade

Colbert said, “Second hat trick coming up.” 
When he said that he dribbled and danced up the field. 

He went this way and that way like a zebra running away 
from its predator. Oliver came running after him and kicked 
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the ball hard. Colbert ran fast, breathing heavily, gasping 
hard. His feet pounded the turf, Oliver running after him. 
Just in time, Colbert tapped the ball away from the danger of 
the outside of the line. Just in time he got in front and made 
a goal! Not. Just kidding, he didn’t. Liam rejected it and 
then it came back to Colbert. Then Colbert passed it to me. 
I took a shot, but Oliver saved it. Colbert took a shot and it 
bounced off of Liam. At last the ball went into the goal. 

Mark Anderson, 6th grade

I streaked down the sidelines. The scoreboard showed 1-0. 
“Pass, pass!” I screamed to my team. 

I finally got the ball, but out of nowhere Argy came and 
he wanted the ball. I faked left and went right. I got by 
Argy. “Shoot,” my mind yelled at me, but there was space to 
dribble.

Suddenly I heard my teammates screaming, “Shoot, 
shoot!” 

So I pulled my foot back and the second I made contact 
everything was in slow-mo. The ball sailed through the air. 
The only thing I could think was, “Will it score?” 

The ball sailed over the goalie’s head, and I screamed, 
“Goal.” 

My heart was pounding. Did that really score? Then, the 
other team started to argue. “That wasn’t a goal,” they yelled. 

My heart beat faster than the speed of light. How could 
they deny my shot? The ref finally said, “It’s a goal.” 

“Yes,” my team screamed. 
It was all tied up. 

Halia Montgomery, 6th grade

When I got put in my group and started playing soccer 
I thought to myself, “I am going to make my team lose the 
game.” 

The more I kept on thinking about it the more worried 
I was. So I tried to stop thinking about it. When we did the 
practice I started off doing good by being able to pass the 
ball fast, and I was doing good with kicking the ball. When 
we were practicing with Siri she had kicked the ball out of 
bounds, and I had to go get it. When I picked up the ball it 
felt hard but the patterns were smooth. 

Niko Franklin, 6th grade

The ball was passed to me with a clear path from the goalie 
net to me. I dribbled the ball up the field. Then it was the 
goalie versus me. I faked like I was going to kick hard, then 
when he jumped, I lightly tapped it in for an easy goal. I was 
very proud of myself. When I ran to defense, I thought to 
myself that I could be a really good soccer player, but when 
I thought about that, the other team came down with the 
soccer ball very quickly so I had to make a move. I ran to the 
ball, and I stole the ball from the other team. I dribbled the 
ball to the corner, and I crossed it to Nelson. Nelson kicked 

the ball in for an easy goal. Then it was time to stop. I stood 
up and grabbed my things. Then I headed back to camp. 

Anisa Sharma, 7th grade

A light breeze made my hair brush against my face. I 
tucked the strand of hair behind my ear, and smiled. I loved 
playing soccer with a breeze. From the field we were playing 
soccer on, there was a spectacular view of the Prudential 
Building and some others. These tall and majestic buildings 
decorated the cloudy sky. Some trees surrounded the field, 
and I saw runners training on the track. The turf field was 
slightly wet because of the earlier rain. I turned my attention 
back to the soccer game. A clump of three people were 
surrounding the soccer ball. Two of these people were on 
the other team. Suddenly, I realized that my teammate was 
struggling to get the soccer ball, and the other team members 
were starting to move the ball towards our goal.

Desperate to stop this, I sprinted to the soccer ball. The 
two people on the other team seemed to have a lack of 
communication. “You take the ball!” one said.

“No, you take it!” the other one exclaimed, an annoyed 
expression on their face.

This was the perfect opportunity to take the ball! I 
thought to myself. 

One moment, the other team had possession of the ball, 
and the next moment they didn’t. I smiled triumphantly as 
I dragged the ball back and started dribbling away from the 
other team! I heard someone shout, “Nice Anisa!” 

This boosted my spirits. I would have to use that move 
again sometime!

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!

Joshua Chan, 6th grade

“Finally,” I thought as the instructor said we could make 
our own moves.

I really like doing my own stuff. I went up to Yash, and 
we started to make our own move, but we were having our 
own trouble. I was supposed to hit the hoop into the air but 
I couldn’t. He would roll it and I would hit it but every time 
it didn’t work. Then finally it rolled to me and I got it in the 
air and it sailed to Yash, but would he catch it? “Please may 
he catch it, please!” I thought. 

It started to fall faster. He put his hands up to catch it. It 
came down, he swung his arm, nope, he had lost it. Out of 
all the possibilities, he lost it. 

Niko Franklin, 6th grade

I was trying so hard to get the hula hoop around my 
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waist. When I was trying my hardest, I saw other people 
doing it like they were sleeping. I kept trying my hardest, 
and I told myself, “I can do this.”

I grabbed my hula hoop and I kept trying. I kept doing 
it until we were told to stop. It was no use. I couldn’t get the 
hula hoop around my waist, and time was already up. But I 
wasn’t that upset. We were all gathered in one big circle and 
people would go up and dance with their hula hoops. I didn’t 
go up because I had nothing to show. I saw some people 
dance with other people and I saw people doing it alone. I 
saw people hula hooping with their heads. There was an act 
where four people would roll their hula hoops at once, and 
they would all go through each other. This was one of the 
best activities at camp.

Christopher Brice, 6th grade

“Swish!” each hula hoop went. 
“Look at me!” people yelled. 
The colors of the hoops lit up like fireworks over a 

carnival. There was green, blue, and even metallic. There 
were also small and big hula hoops. Each was unique with 
each person. We swung them across each limb. They were 
swung from arms, feet, and also heads. The floor clattered as 
people aimlessly dropped their hula hoops.

Dania Myers, 8th grade

“You have to spin your body, and when your hands are 
in the air, keep spinning them in a circular motion,” Lolly 
demonstrated.

I tried to do the same thing as Lolly by spinning my body 
with the hula hoop in one hand. Then I reached for the sky 
and spun in a circle. Lolly said you could put two hands in 
the middle to do the circular motion. “If you want to switch 
because your hands are tired, take the other arm out,” she 
reminded. 

I stopped, then spun again. My arms and hands went 
to the middle of the medium pink hula hoop, then over to 
the left. The hoop was rough and it made the bones in my 
fingers hurt. Accidentally, the hoop flew from my fingertips 
across the room diagonally. It made a slight noise, but people 
didn’t stop what they were doing.

Ava Stamatelaky, 8th grade

“Hey Sophie, look at this!” I holler to her as the black, 
green, and blue hula-hoop twirls around my waist. She looks 
over, smiling, wondering why I called her name. I grab the 
hoop to make it stop twirling. With the hoop still in my left 
hand, I spin clockwise and raise my arm slowly above my 
head. By now, the hoop has already been spinning around 
my hand. All I need to do is move my arm slowly in a circle 
to keep the momentum of the hoop. Sophie looks amazed 
and astonished at the hoop.
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Angelo Jones-Saucer, 7th grade

The hooping girl said, “The class is going to be doing 
some hooping today.” 

I had the best time ever. It was so fun. I had fun, the class 
had fun, and I think the staff had fun too. The hoops were 
all different colors—red, blue, green, purple, orange. It felt 
like a pole, but round. Throwing the hoop on the ground, 
spinning it on the ground, and making it come back to me 
was my favorite move. Sometimes when I spun it, it didn’t 
always come back to me. It went in a different direction. 
One time when I spun the hoop on the ground it hit Maggie 
in the leg. It was a cool experience. I have never had so much 
fun in my life. I hope we do it again. 

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.

Yash Ravipati, 6th grade

As I was hiking along, I could hear cars rushing by. I liked 
feeling the fresh air. I could see lots of greenery. Suddenly, 
I saw something bright in the corner of my eye. As we got 
closer, I looked at the bright thing more closely. By now, I 
knew it was some type of plant! Finally I saw that it was a 
bright orange and yellow mushroom. That was one of the 
coolest mushrooms I have ever seen. Every step we took, I 
got to see more greenery and cool plants. I could hear leaves 
rustling, cars speeding by, and lots of talking. Don’t you 
think hiking is an awesome way to view and enjoy nature? In 
fact, I am writing this in the woods right now. 

Isabel Leong, 7th grade

I was sitting on a rock. There was moss everywhere I 
looked. Some moss was squishy, and some moss was hard. 
Branches stuck out of trees like a giraffe sticking its head out 
of a tree. The rock was bumpy and pointy. Beyond where 

I was sitting there was something waiting to be discovered 
and something to find. So I decided to look beyond the long 
branches and mossy ground. As my vision looked from left 
to right, I spotted a brightly colored object. The color was a 
bright coral and there were mini white spots. As soon as the 
counselors finished talking, I quickly ran and jumped over 
rocks to get to the bright colored object. It was smooth and 
slimy and the inside resembled an accordion. The bright 
object was like a person in a crowd of other people, but it 
was the star of the show. When I touched the object, its slimy 
surface was soft and breakable. The smooth and accordion 
like inside felt as if I were running my fingers through a pile 
of paper. Then I knew what it was. It was a mushroom. 

Gracie Yang, 6th grade

As we walked along the dirt path, a butterfly zoomed in 
front of us. It was black, but had wings full of blue dots that 
shone brightly against its black body. The creature fluttered 
in front of us. Its wings twitched excitedly. Staying in front 
of us, it danced, going to the right and left, back and forth. 
It went up and down, and we followed it with our eyes. It 
flew in circles and straight lines. Finally after approximately a 
minute, the beautiful creature flew away, wings outstretched, 
into the woods and out of our sight. But soon, we saw 
another one. It was black with stripes of caramel brown.

Oliver Cook, 5th grade

The trees seemed to bend toward me. Everything was 
silent for one second. Then the birds chirped, I heard a 
plane fly overhead, the green line made a few pre-lunch 
stops, I heard a car’s horn, a squirrel left his post under a 
bush, and suddenly when I reached out with my senses I 
heard everything. The clouds were changing overhead, and 
my body instincts relaxed. Every single bone and muscle in 
my body rested, and I felt at peace for a few moments. The 
trees were swaying in the wind, the leaves were rustling, 
everything was alright. For that one moment, I swear I could 
hear the tiniest of insects taking flight, the plants growing a 
little more, the water moving on the lake. Then, the moment 
was gone.

Subah Vincent, 8th grade

As our group trudged through the collected wet 
leaves and mud, we saw collections of skinny trees, rock 
formations, and lots of brightly colored mushrooms. We 
even had an exercise about using descriptive words for rocks. 
As we sat down on our rocks to write about our trail walk 
through the woods, I looked around the still and serene 
water. It was filled with lily pads with pretty white flowers on 
the top of them. The water wasn’t murky, yet it also wasn’t 
clear. You could see through it, yet also see yourself looking 
back at you. And then in the middle of the lake, it’s clear, 
nothing but water on the surface.
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Abigail Jeter, 7th grade

One moment I remember from the hike was looking 
at the pond. It was so calming and beautiful. There were 
pretty lily pads. The ripples were very calming. Every time 
a raindrop hit the water it made circles. It was so awesome. 
The flowers made the pond even more beautiful. I also saw a 
duck. There were also some leaves floating on the water. The 
water in the front was at a standstill, but the water in the back 
was moving. Even though the water was brown, it was still 
beautiful. I would love to come back to this beautiful place.

Gathel Day, 6th grade

We sit in total silence, writing. Pens on paper, no sounds 
but the highway and the occasional foot on the ground. I sit 
up straighter, thinking about everything in the woods when 
I hear something. A dog! Its fur is a golden whitish and its 
tongue is pink as pink can be. The dog rushes over to me. 
My heart beats fast whenever I see dogs. They are all so cute! 
I reach out a trembling hand to touch its golden coat. “Will 
it be as silky as it looks?” I wonder. 

But before I can get an answer to my question the dog 
runs to the person behind me. Oh, come on. My heart sinks 
just as suddenly as it rose. My eyes shift to watch as the dog 
patters up and over the green mossy rocks to another girl. 
My heart is full of a feeling I’ve experienced many times 
before. The dog runs away to its owner and I sigh. “Nobody 
even let me pet it.” 

The feeling disintegrates, and I go back to writing my 
words on the page. The dog comes back just as I finish the 
sentence. ”Ooh! Maybe this time!” I think, reaching out an 
eager hand. 

But the dog runs past me to someone else. I don’t let the 

feelings escape. Pinching them to hold on, I watch as the dog 
runs to my friend Josh. Josh reaches out to touch the dog, 
but it bounds away. Before we can help ourselves, most of 
us are laughing. That dog sure didn’t wanna be touched if it 
avoided me!

Diego Aranguena, 6th grade

Many things have caught my attention during this nature 
walk, but the one thing that really caught my eye was the 
peculiar mushroom that was very weird looking because it 
was yellow and a very dark looking orange, and the reason 
I am so astonished by this is because I have never, ever, ever 
seen mushroom ever look like that. It was like I had seen a 
type of mushroom that was dyed or poisoned by a wacko 
mad scientist. So you know what I did? I just ran as fast 
as I could because I was sure that something was wrong 
with that mushroom because I had only seen gray and tan 
mushrooms before. 

Adela Sharpe, 5th grade

I was resting on a rock, and a big, cute, furry Golden 
Retriever came and disturbed all the silence. It was very 
funny seeing how the dog was so excited about having new 
friends. He looked like a crazy new classmate who wanted 
to meet everyone. He was running at the speed of lighting. 
He stopped then continued. Then he stopped, and then he 
continued. He was running and jumping and going around 
me. He was like a crazy machine. He wasn’t barking, but he 
was as happy as a butterfly that just came out of his cocoon. 
He had to go away, so we left him with his owner. Five 
minutes later he came back as happy as before. He is a one of 
a kind Golden Retriever. He will never be replaced because 
he is the number one most energetic dog (in my world).

Shivani Gulati, 6th grade

I sat precariously on a rock that jutted out into the lake. I 
watched little invisible water bugs create ripples in the lake. 
The lake reflected the light blue sky above. The beautiful 
quiet music from the far away mall only added to this place’s 
sereneness. But the clearness of the water or the clouds or 
the music was not what made this place so amazing. It was 
the hundreds of white lotuses. They covered the entire lake 
but left a small semicircle hole around where I sat. My mom 
would love this. She would love every little detail about it. 
I turned my attention to a small blue dragonfly that had 
landed in front of me. It stared me in the eyes, and then flew 
away, and in that moment I wished I could fly away with it. 

Allison Brodney-Mcdevitt, 5th grade

As we were walking through the woods, I saw trees, leaves, 
both on trees and on the ground, rocks, branches, bushes, 
ponds, bugs, bridges, mushrooms, logs. When we saw the 
mushrooms, I saw two big white mushrooms, and then we 
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saw a couple of green and yellow mushrooms. We heard birds 
chirping and trucks and cars on the highway. We also heard 
leaves crunching up together. The first log that I was sitting 
on was uncomfortable. The second one was comfortable 
because it was smooth.

Denilson Fanfan, 6th grade

I was walking on the trail, and I looked, and something 
caught my eyes. I looked again. As it moved I stared at it, 
brown with a shade of black. The chipmunk was small. His 
feet were glued to the ground when he ran. He was probably 
looking for some nut to eat. He kind of looked like he was 
getting chased. I have never seen a chipmunk where I live 
because they just don’t come around. They like the woods.

Nicolo Labieniec, 5th grade

Today we went hiking in the woods. We left the parking 
lot and started hiking. We hiked through the same woods 
we went rock climbing in. We walked on a trail. It smelled 
like dead leaves and grass and also the pond. I felt the leaves 
on plants hitting my foot. I also felt bugs hitting my body. I 
heard cars and leaves crunching when we stepped on them. 
Also, people were talking. When we were walking back we 
picked a place to write. We picked a place by a pond with 
lots of lily pads and roots. There were also lots of sticks. The 
dragonflies were fighting and flying in groups. On some of 
the lily pads flowers were starting to bloom. That was my 
hiking adventure.

Sophia Root, 8th grade

In the woods, when it’s raining, all the woods lying on the 
ground turn the same inky black. Every rock and boulder, 
no matter the size, is coated in thick fuzzy moss. It makes 
me think of a beard, and I want to wedge my fingers beneath 
that green layer and peel it off.

Walking on the trail, just before the bridge, a tree stands 
near the cut wooden planks. Underneath my shoes are the 
roots, darkened to black by water, overlapping each other. 
They make pattern of diamonds on the ground, and I think 
of the mandalas we draw in art class in school. The tree had 
other space to grow its roots. They didn’t need to overlap, 
but they did. Some of them are wound so tight together that 
they bite into each other and almost look like the same root.

Everywhere, on rocks, on trees, on the ground is the same 
pale fungus. Its rounded edges and flower like shape make 
me think of green lace shredded and scattered over the whole 
forest. When the rain first hits the top leaves of the trees, 
they slide off onto the next branch, until they gather and 
fall from the tips of the last twigs onto the ground. It’s like 
a water slide for water. The larger stones are rough. They are 
made of many smaller stones, like the rock is a lump of clay 
with many little pebbles pressed into the solid surface. 

Anne-Sophie Kagan, 7th grade

The dirty mud path and the many roots were only part 
of the experience. Every move caused something to move 
or snap. Even though we were in the woods I could hear 
the noises and sounds of the city. Suddenly I saw a spark 
of orange, circular shaped, close to the ground. I wondered 
if it was a small flower or some body’s trash. The rock 
surrounding it was covered in mold, teal flaky stuff that 
planted itself on damp rocks and wood. I looked closer at 
the blob, seeing its thick rounded top and stem. The pop of 
the color almost took away from the interesting features of 
the plant. I recalled all of this when describing the orange 
splotch to the camp, making sure to bring every detail, from 
the miraculous color to the firmly built structure. I was just 
as surprised when many pairs of eyes skimmed right over the 
plant, not looking.

Justice Burnett, 7th grade

A thing that got my attention was two dogs because they 
were chasing each other around because they got away from 
their owners for a little bit. I also saw a butterfly in the water 
that was trying to get out but couldn’t. It got my attention 
because it was fluttering with its body half out of the water. 
I also saw tadpoles swimming in the water, and they got 
my attention because they were fast and wiggly. I also got 
distracted by the people that were rock climbing because 
they were cheering, and I could see them climbing higher 
than the rocks. 

Anisa Sharma, 7th grade

“Slush.”
I glanced down at the ground, hoping to find what had 

made that sound. My nose wrinkled when I discovered that 
it had been my very own foot. I had stepped in the gooey, 
damp, moist mud that was a deep dark brown. My sneaker 
was coated with this mud now. “Yuck!” I exclaimed, startled, 
as I yanked my sneaker out of the mud. 

The mud was still stuck to my sneaker, so I tried to brush 
it off without getting my hands muddy. Glancing at the 
cloudy light blue sky, I saw the trees around me sway as the 
breeze hit them. The trees were tall, brown, and many of 
them had mold on their bark. The leaves were a pretty green, 
and shook at the slightest movement that touched them. 
Below these majestic trees, small bushes had small, shiny 
branches. The grass was fragile and flexible with a yellowish 
green color that lightened the dark brown tint below them.

Turning my attention back to the trail ahead of me, I 
avoided that mud by hopping from rock to rock to log, back 
to rock, until the mud was replaced by dry dirt with many 
small rocks in it. Moths flew past my nose as I walked on, 
and I heard many birds chirping as we walked the trail. 
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Jakob Sharpe, 7th grade

As we were walking through the woods, we arrived at 
a giant, enormous pond. I went to the river side, and the 
first thing I noticed was a frog head vanishing into the clear 
water. I desperately looked for it, but had no luck. Then, 
when I was just about to give up I saw it, running away 
from me to hide under another and longer branch. Then I 
was active again. I stuck my hand in the water desperately 
looking for it again. I felt its legs pushing my finger away. 
Then I saw him. I reached my hand to grab it, but it didn’t 
seem to move. That was when I realized it was a leaf. Frogs 
have great camouflage skin. At the end I didn’t find it. 

Capoeira
Campers learned capoeira—an Afro-Brazilian martial 
art resembling an acrobatic dance due to its distinctive 
rhythmic footwork, called “ginga.”

Christopher Brice, 6th grade

Steps surrounded the floor while people dodged and 
kicked. The instructors shouted out strange words and played 
a weird new instrument. While they were shouting words out 
kids were kicking over others’ heads, and even cartwheeling 
over the floor. I thought everyone was going crazy. Soon 
enough I was doing it too. I heard people laughing. I could 
understand why. We were rolling all over the floor like rats.

Daniel Zhou, 6th grade

The music started. I wasn’t familiar with any of this. 
“Something new,” I thought to myself. 

My body had never moved like this. In the game, one of 
the moves was where you had to have one foot behind the 
other, and then, you switched. At first, I couldn’t find the 
balance I needed until I got used to it. This was harder than 
I thought it was gonna be. My arms were not coordinating 
with my legs and my arms probably looked like they were 
flopping around. “I suck at this,” I thought to myself. “I 
thought this was going to be easy.”

In my mind, I tried to remember what the moves were. It 
seemed like almost everyone was struggling too. 

John McSwain, 6th grade

I took my stance, ready with my eyes fixed on Mark. We 
got up. “This is so fun,” I said. 

I thought, “Will he go down for the moon kick or will I 
have to signal?”

As I finished that thought he went down. “Yes,” I 
thought. 

As I went down, it was kind of scary as he kicked over me. 
His leg flew. I could see the red shoe flying over my head. I 
got back up and we started “ginga” again. Then I heard the 
“tap, tap” of the paralyzed ground, and we all scattered for a 
new partner. 
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Laura Leong, 6th grade

Back and forth. That was a move called “ginga.” The 
instructors were moving so gracefully while I was moving like 
a dancing duck. During “ginga” I moved to the left whilst 
the instructors were moving right. After that the instructor 
taught us something new, “cocorinha” and “cadeira.” 
Cocorinha is when you go into a squat and put your hand in 
front of your face and one on the ground beside you. That 
was the easiest. Cadeira was the hardest but most fun. First, 
I got into a crab pose. Second, I put my right hand over and 
on the floor. Third, I brought my right foot over on the same 
side of my hand, twisted my left so it was facing the door, 
and went back into a crab pose. “This is fun!” I thought. 

And then we had to do it what seemed like 5,000,000 
times. “This is so tiring,” I thought. 

“I need water!” my brain said to me. 
“This is so hard,” I mumbled to myself. 
Over and over my butt hit the ground. My stomach felt 

like a spinning laundry machine. “Oh no,” I thought. 

Jakob Sharpe, 7th grade

When we had to do the cartwheel, I was very excited 
because I hadn’t done it for quite a while. I reached my 
hands to the floor and pushed my feet to the air and told 
myself, “This is really cool.”

Then I remembered that I didn’t know how to land. “I’m 
going to die,” I screamed in my head. 

Then I landed, my legs in midair as if I was doing a 
handstand. I raised one of my arms and banged my feet on 
the ground. “Ouch!” I moaned. 

Dancing
Under the guidance of a dance instructor, campers learned 
to do a choreographed dance and performed their new 
moves with their writing groups. 

Adela Sharpe, 5th grade

I was starting dance class. I was very excited. I felt like a 
fish about to be back in the sea. I had lots of fun. I had to do 
a performance with my writing group, which I was not sure I 
wanted to do. I was worried. If my friends thought I danced 
badly I would be embarrassed. If I rejected the teachers they 
would have an argument with me. It was my turn to dance. 
When the music started I started to dance. All my fears went 
away. I was jumping and having too much fun. My body was 
dancing like a butterfly. 

Siri Vadlamudi, 6th grade

“Whoa,” I gasped. “That was a workout.” 
I came back to the water bottle table droopy and 

hyperventilating. I could only move so slowly it took me two 
minutes to walk four yards. My arms were dragging by my 
sides. “Broadway dancing is tiring,” I thought to myself. 

Our dance teacher said, “Go into your writing groups and 
you guys will dance alone with your writing groups!” 

I squealed. “What, no I don’t want to do that.” 
But I didn’t think I had a choice. My whole body was 

shaking as if there was an earthquake. I glanced up at my 
writing counselor, giving a huge whiny smile. But she wasn’t 
looking! “This group stand up,” said our dance teacher. 

I walked up to the platform and suddenly a drop of water 
fell on my shoulder. When it fell my body quivered. “What 
was that?” I thought as I looked. 

WATER! It was leaking from the roof. The dark brown 
roof was even darker with the water soaked through. I took 
tiny steps towards the spot that was open. “Oh no! Why do 
I have to be in the middle,” I mumbled. “Can I trade spots 
with you Maddy?” I asked, but suddenly I heard a blast of 
music. 

Stunned, I looked around, blank faced. Everybody started 
doing their poses. “Oh no!” I thought, quickly doing a 
random pose, flailing my arms. 

Two minutes later, I was relieved. “Yay, it’s done,” I 
whispered. 

“I probably won’t need to dance those moves again,” I 
thought to myself, taking a huge breath in and letting it out. 
“Wow, I actually did it.”

Gathel Day, 6th grade

I wasn’t expecting any of it, really. I didn’t know we’d 
be dancing to a song that sounded like it was made in 
the 1990’s, and I also didn’t expect the dance to be so…
complicated. We had so many parts to learn and with my 
memory and stuff it was hard to keep track of all the moves. 
It seemed as though every time we learned a new dance 
technique, skill, or move I’d forget one from the beginning. 
Parts of the dance seemed to fall in and out of place like a 
puzzle, clicking back together like a seatbelt, pieces matching 
and not matching. And when I learned a new move, I added 
it to my collection of “dance moves for the future.” I did the 



80        Simmons Camp

most recent move before… 
“Alright, and the next move, goes like—” 
I groaned under my breath. “Come on! Do we have to do 

the WHOLE song?”
We did, and let’s just say I was not too happy about it. I 

tried to make the dance fun by thinking of the future and 
about how I would be done soon. Even my friends tried to 
make it more enjoyable for me. I finally managed to get the 
hang of the song and its parts. But I wasn’t expecting us to 
finish, present the song and dance to the class, and then do 
it again for fun. To me it WAS ANYTHING BUT FUN. It 
was a lot of things but fun. There was no way to die in this 
thing at least. 

Sandra Tang, 6th grade

The music filled my body with a certain energy that 
allowed me to dance with the beat. Even though my muscles 
were a little sore, and my heart was beating really, really 
fast, I could feel myself smiling from ear to ear. There was 
a giddy, happy feeling inside of me that is hard to explain. 
It was if I could keep dancing forever and ever without 
stopping. I wasn’t only doing the moves, I was dancing them. 
I could feel the excitement surge through my body and into 
the dance moves. Then, the music stopped, and I stopped 
dancing all at once. Because what is fun about dancing when 
there’s no music?

Madeleine Plotnick, 6th grade

My arms were aching and my feet started hurting right 
when the dance instructor said we would have to dance in 
our groups. “What!!” I thought. “That was unexpected.” 

About 5-10 minutes later my group was up. I felt relaxed 
because we had done the dance about 20 times already. The 
music started and then I forgot everything! My mind went 
blank like someone had erased it! I stared at the white wall 

in front of me and tried to remember everything I had just 
learned. Luckily it was a short dance because then I might not 
have remembered it. After watching a few other groups, I felt 
better because I could tell some people forgot too. I’m glad we 
did the dance because when you remembered the dance it was 
fun. Now I might ask my parents if I can watch Grease.

Alia Alwir, 8th grade

“Now, spin!” instructed the dancing teacher. As gracefully 
as a butterfly, she spun in a small circle. A few campers 
attempted to mimic her. They succeeded, and even managed 
not to look like an uncoordinated elephant as they did it.

I looked down at my sneakers that had beads of sweat 
dotted on them. My dark blue laces were tied tightly in a 
bow that was going to secure my foot in it. I was positive 
that my ability to spin wouldn’t be affected by the shiny and 
slippery floor. The music came on and filled my ears with 
its loud and annoying tunes. I prepared myself for the spin. 
My feet were in place, and I was prepared to throw my body 
weight into this turn. I was sure that I would do fine.

I twirled. Actually, to be truthful, my body turned, all of 
it. My feet however, stuck to the floor due to how the sneaker 
clung to the floor. Slight pain appeared on my left foot. It 
felt like someone had hit my ankle and it was bruised. A 
dreadful thought floated through my mind. Had I twisted 
my ankle? I highly doubted it, but I was still skeptical. I 
made little circles with my ankle. The pain didn’t increase. 
Using two fingers on my right hand, I rubbed the spot where 
it hurt. The pain quickly subsided. I released a long sigh. 
Nothing major had happened. I probably overreacted. It was 
just a quick burst of pain that surprised me, considering I 
suspected I would be fine. “Whew!” I whispered to myself.

I was about to try again when my eyes drifted to my 
sneakers. I should probably take them off to make the spins 
easier. The tip of my right shoe pulled the other off, and I 
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yanked off the other shoe. I pushed the sneakers aside. Even 
though I was okay, I was never going to attempt a graceful 
twirl with a sneaker on.

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.

Isabel Leong, 7th grade

It was 4-0, and we were losing. We were on the basketball 
court, and the weather was humid, and to me it was 
scorching hot. There was sweat running down my face, and 
my whole body was so exhausted from running up and down 
the court. It was very clear that my team was going to lose 
but we all played our best. I was trying my hardest to get a 
point on the board. I ran as fast as a cheetah and defended 
our hoop as much as possible. As the other team was close to 
getting a point to win the game, I suddenly pushed myself to 
try as hard as I could to defend the hoop. Although our team 
got swept, we knew we tried our best. 

Alex Yu, 8th grade

Today was the day we play basketball, along with frisbee 
tomorrow. A sunny day with plenty of water? This should 
be an exhausting day. As we arrived to the basketball court, 
I could feel 5000 lumens burning my eyes from the rays of 
the sun. It was the time for seven versus seven basketball 
and knockout revenge. During the seven versus seven 
basketball scrimmage game, I could feel my body warming 
up, adrenaline pumping through my veins, my legs and arms 
moving automatically as if I wasn’t controlling them. After 
setting up the teams to be fair and making sure all the rules 
were set, my mind roared to me. “3...2...1...GO!” 

The game had begun. Fourteen people started shuffling 
and sprinting across the basketball court. Sweat was 
covered all over everybody’s forehead. I heard the squeaking 
sounds of sneakers dragging across the court, while people 
communicated by saying, “Pass!” and “Shoot!”

But once I got the ball, all eyes were on me. I felt as 
though everything was in slow-motion. As I took a deep 
breath, got a good grip on the ball, both legs, arms, and eyes 
facing the hoop, I was prepared for anything. The ball was in 
mid-flight. People looked as the ball moved through the air, 
slicing and cutting through the wind. “Swoosh!” 

The ball went in the net!

Anton Cioppa, 7th grade

While I was playing basketball, it was basically me, Troy, 
and Jeremiah versus Ethan. While we were playing, there was 
an amazing moment when we made a circle, and we were 
shooting while Ethan was defending. All three of us were 
shooting and we all missed the shots, over, and over again. 

After this incredible moment passed, I looked behind me to 
see that they were just watching us, not moving. “How did 
we all miss those shots?” Jeremiah asked, as we ran down the 
court, preparing to score.

Elke Bentley, 7th grade

“Don’t pass it!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. 
I don’t know the first thing about basketball. The other 

team had just gotten the ball out of bounds, and Jeremiah 
had possession of it. He smirked and said my name. I 
thought it was a joke, but then he hurled the ball in my 
direction, and before I knew it, the ball was in my hands. 
Screams of “pass it here!” filled my ears, and I was paralyzed. 
There was a blur of colors in front of my eyes of the people 
blocking me. I couldn’t do it. There was a sharp pain in my 
head. I felt adrenaline pumping through my veins as my 
head filled with anxiety. Suddenly I whipped around, and I 
saw my teammate Angie. I hastily passed the ball to her. The 
moment of terror was over and I was finally free.

Aaliyah Ashley, 8th grade

I was shocked when I saw the ball flying in my direction. 
I grabbed the brown, round ball with both my hands. I went 
to shoot the ball and got it in. I was so happy and enthused I 
dabbed. My mind was jumping up and down, and my heart 
was racing. When I came up from my dab, I thought I was 
going to hear “yeah” and high-fives but all I saw were trolled 
faces. I looked to my left, and saw I was on the opposite side 
of the court. I snapped out of victory to hear the voices of 
people saying, “You shot in the wrong hoop.”

Angelique Ruiz, 8th grade

Hard court, stomping feet, sweaty hands. This basketball 
game wasn’t how I expected it to be. Yelling, scoring, running. 
I was exhausted. I had the basketball in my hands, the 
scratchy ball against my small fingers and ring. I can see the 
hoop. “Harry and Angie, make it!” I heard from my right ear. 

I gripped the ball, lifting it with pressure and force. 
“Urgh!” I heard someone try to attack. 

And the next second the ball was gone. Monica stole it 
and ran all the way to half court.

Maayan Kahan, 7th grade

We were in the park playing knockout. I was up with 
Jeremiah shooting. I shot the ball from the free throw line, 
and missed. I shot again, this time a little closer. “Swish.” 

The ball went in and Jeremiah was out. Jeremiah couldn’t 
believe that he was one of the first people out, but he was. 
He shouted, “That was completely unfair! She cheated! I’m 
still in!”

I was happy, because usually, I’m the one who gets out 
first. Finally, I wasn’t. Eventually, Jeremiah got back in when I 
was out, since we were playing with revenge. It was really fun. 
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Nicolas Ravelo, 7th grade

One moment when I was trying to be the best I could 
was when me and my team were losing 3 to 0 so I tried my 
best to defend and to try to get the ball, but the other team 
was too fast. They always passed the ball before I could get to 
them, but when my teammate Harry passed the ball to me, 
with all of my might I launched the big and round ball to 
the skinny and round hoop and I closed my eyes, hoping I 
made it in. Then after the blink of an eye the ball went inside 
of the hoop and we scored. I felt victorious and happy when 
I made the shot. Later we tried and tried, but we couldn’t 
make another shot. After we lost the game I felt a little 
beaten, but I knew I did something great. I said to myself, 
“I’m a loser but I feel like a million bucks.”

Subah Vincent, 8th grade

I was so excited to play basketball. The swishes, the 
running, the high intensity of the game are just what I 
love about it. I was going in between the legs, behind the 
back, and passing the ball enough and racking up assists. 
Then that’s when it happened. I was running up the court 
and bobbing and weaving. I charged at Kyrie and Julie. 
Skylar was up next as I swiftly crossed her up. As I neared 
the basket, I jumped and decided to get fancy. I swung my 
arms as I scooped the ball like ice cream. Double clutching 
the ball, I released it into the air. It bounced once off the 
backboard and then swished into the net. I ran back as Troy 
exclaimed, “Wow.”

Nour Kanaan, 8th grade

We started the game. We were versus the best team. We 
brought the ball in with us. Then the other team pressured 
us. First we started giving some passes. They gave me the 
ball. I dribbled. I saw some space on the left of the court, 
and I sprinted there. Then suddenly I saw someone in front 
of me, and I said to myself, “Oh no, I have no idea how I 
just missed them.” 

Then suddenly I felt that I was playing with the Celtics in 
the TD Garden. I said, “Yes, this is my moment.”

Maya Demissie, 8th grade

Death is coming. Swiftly. It’s hotter than a furnace 
outside, and it doesn’t help that I’m wearing pants. Sweat 
pours down my back as I watch a nameless blur take a shot. 
I am too tired, too sweaty, too done for this. I look around 
as see no faces. I look around and see no court, no hoop, no 
bleachers, nothing. I look around and see a blur of colors, 
and one very clear, red basketball. In my blurry world, I 
reach out my hands. I take the ball, and suddenly, everything 
is clear. My blurry world has fallen apart, and been replaced 
by the old world, the clear world. In this world, I do not 
know what to do with the ball in my nervous hands. Panic 
sweeps over me, and I throw the ball to Sylvia. I realize I 
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have made a mistake. I run to Sylvia, then to the hoop, 
where a player from the other team is shooting. It is too late 
for my blurry world to return. The ball has already gone in. 

Bugs and Flowers
Campers examined the natural world up close using 
microscopes at STEAM WonderLab, and built models of 
the bugs and pollinators they observed. 

Apollo Fung, 5th grade

“Wow,” I said. 
I looked at the inside of a rose. The manager of the lab 

said there were males and females. The females were clear, 
and the males were yellow and red. The males looked like 
candy or weird spaghetti. The inside of the rose surprised 
me because the redness of the male’s things inside the rose 
made it stick out, and the yellow also surprised me because 
it looked like noodles. Sadly I didn’t get to make something 
out of wax because there wasn’t enough time, but I enjoyed 
looking at things under the microscope. 

Hope Williams, 5th grade

One moment that I saw something was when I saw a bug 
in a flower without the microscope. I saw the little tiny bug, 
and with the microscope it looked like a full size bug. We 
found a bug. It was green and had six legs and a skinny body. 
He had dark red eyes. The back legs were the longest and one 
of his back legs was longer than the other. He used his back 
legs to get up on the food. It looked like he had two little 
wings right beneath his head. He had two long antlers with 
a ball on each end of them. His back was all green and shiny, 
and he had a black ring around his neck.

Aaron Lu, 6th grade

“Look at this!” I said. I had just put the pistil and stamen 
of a rose under the microscope. They were blurry at first, but 
I focused and zoomed in. I was extremely surprised at what 
I saw. The pistil looked like microscopic white sticks, but 
under the microscope they looked like floppy clear noodles. 
The stamen looked like little tiny dots of orange and yellow, 
but under the microscope, they looked like the beginning 
colors of a rainbow. I let Apollo see. “That’s cool,” he said. 

I looked again. The glass plate started feeling really hot. I 
turned off the bottom light to see if that would make it less 
hot. “Whoa,” I said. 

It looked even cooler when the background was what 
looked like a clear night with no stars. I really liked that dark 
blue color. Then I tried turning off the top light. I couldn’t 
see anything. I tried the top off, bottom on. I still couldn’t 
see much because it didn’t really light up the top of the 
stamen and pistils.

Julia Shulman, 6th grade

I felt like a murderer as I dissected the small, white flower 
part by part. Each section was like each section of the human 
body. I would not want to be the flower, killing it slowly. 
Finally, after I was finished killing the poor flower, I picked 
one small white petal to look at more closely and in more 
detail to see what it was actually made up of. My finger 
clutched the small white petal until I released it, so it fainted 
down cautiously onto the microscope surface. The bright 
light shined vigorously on the gentle petal, like a monster 
fighting a person. Who will make the first move? My partner, 
Allison, was waiting impatiently for me to be done so she 
could have a turn. It had only been a few seconds. My eyes 
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flew up to the eye-holes where you were supposed to look 
through. At first what I saw was a big blur of said white 
flower looking right back at me. But then, after adjusting the 
scope a little, I was astonished by the magnificent sight that 
I saw. Who knew a flower petal was so hairy? It was as hairy 
as my dad’s legs. Except instead of rough hair, there was a 
soft sort of hair as I felt the delicate petal again. I could see 
the details and the inside pattern which I wouldn’t see if I 
was looking from my naked eye. The microscope thing really 
made me appreciate flowers a lot more. I couldn’t feel the 
texture, but I could see it. Flowers are actually more than just 
pretty. You just have to take some time to look.

Sandra Tang, 6th grade

“Ew!!” I almost screamed. 
An ant was crawling with a white thing on its back. “Put 

it under the microscope!” someone said. 
I looked away, feeling nausea creep into my gut. My 

arms and legs felt itchy, as if bugs were crawling all over 
me. I balled up my hands into a fist, and squeezed my eyes 
shut, trying not to think about it. I pushed the itchy feeling 
away. I took a peek at the microscope as the teacher person 
exclaimed, “Wow! This is so cool!” 

I fully opened my eyes. She had put the bag under the 
microscope, and she was observing it. She urged me to take a 
look, so I carefully walked up to the microscope. I peered my 
eyes into the lens, and saw something incredible. The “ant” 
was actually a bug with what looked like a million legs, and 
it had a bunch of scales. “Woah!” I breathed. 

The white thing on its back was actually an exoskeleton. 
Basically it was shedding its skin. I was so mesmerized, I 
forgot to be creeped out. 

Mariah Glenn, 7th grade

I was surprised when I saw this flower. When I took off 
the petals, they kind of looked like a slice of pizza. The petal 
had white on the top and then on the bottom it had a kind 
of light-dark red. It kind of looked like a magenta color 
but it wasn’t. The flower I saw had little white dots, and I 
wondered if they were plant cells. And it looked cool because 
I had never seen plant cells before. Also I saw some brown 
spots and a ton of colorful cells. I was surprised to see them.

Angelique Ruiz, 8th grade

We started our science lab adventure. I closely placed my 
two eyes on the microscope. I saw a speck of orange dust 
come out of the flower. I wasn’t sure what it was. I was very 
confused. I asked Jenia what it was and she said, “Pollen.” 

My brain exploded. The only thing going through my 
mind was, “I’m allergic! What do I do? Do I get away from 
it? Do I wash my hands?” 

I panicked. I didn’t know that pollen was in that type of 
flower. I didn’t want to really touch it because I know that 

my careless self would probably rub it against my face. I 
would get sick or something.

Halia Montgomery, 6th grade

When I walked in the room I really did not see any bugs, 
but when I sat down in my chair I saw a bug crawling next to 
my chair. I thought to myself, “They have bugs on the floor.” 

When I looked at the bug, the bug was kind of white 
and clear with four legs. I told Gigi and she stepped on it. 
When Gigi stepped on it I said to myself, “I cannot believe 
that they have bugs on the floor.” When Gigi looked at me, I 
made an ugly face, and she started laughing at me.

Janiya Brown, 6th grade

We were looking through the microscope, looking for 
tiny, nasty, icky sticky bugs. It took us a while to find some 
until, “Aaaee!” Maddy screamed.

I asked what happened in a shocked way. She replied, 
“Bug,” in a scared way. 

I looked through the microscope to see what she was 
talking about, to see the little tiny larva. After seeing that I 
was grossed out. I got the chills and my arm hair went up. 
That was gross. I thought to myself that if I want to be a 
veterinarian I have to get through this so I got the tweezers 
and tried to pick it up. It was gross, but the only thing was 
that it escaped away. Now that I tried and conquered my 
fear, I felt good and I wanted to keep on doing it. That was 
my experience at Wonder Lab.

Kickball
Campers teamed up and played kickball in the Back Bay 
Fens. 

Liam McWeeney, 6th grade

I was running as fast as I could. I ignored my injury on 
my leg and ran. I ran so fast that I was like a dog running 
after a cat. I was almost there when….SMACK! The ball hit 
my leg and I fell to the ground as if the ground disappeared. 
I was hit by the ball. I was out. I slowly walked back. I was 
so close, but that person was too. It was so close. Even the 
person right there was. I thought in my mind, “Maybe next 
time I will get it.”

Aaron Lu, 6th grade

“Hurry up!” I said to Ben as I almost ran into him. 
Gabe had kicked a grand slam. Some people like to 

walk when that happens, but no matter what I ran. That’s 
because I don’t usually look for the ball when I’m running, 
so therefore I don’t know how far away the ball is. I ran 
around Ben, but when I got to home plate, Mula told me I 
have to be behind Ben. I ran back behind Ben. By this time 
the person who got the ball was approaching the infield. 
Ben started getting nervous, and he sped up a little. But 



86        Simmons Camp

still when he got to home plate, he did a push up and made 
his nose touch the cone on the ground. As fast as I could, I 
ran around Ben and touched the cone with my hand. Gabe 
was also walking slowly, and he was only at third base. He 
stopped there because otherwise he would get tagged out. If 
Gabe was sprinting, then he could have gotten home. 

I sat down in the shade and got ready for my next kick.

Benjamin Fennelly, 6th grade

Today I played kickball. There was a moment when I was 
going to kick that a drip of sweat dripped down my face. I 
thought, “Will the ball go far? Will I miss or will I kick it 
slow?” 

But then Colbert caught it, so I tried my best, but that’s 
okay because we won. Then it hit me. Nobody won because 
it was just a game. I got a home run.

Sanvi Garikipati, 5th grade

We started to play kickball. As I went to the field, the sun 
was shining on me. As one of my teammates stood next to 
me, I was glaring at the ball. Once my teammate rolled the 
ball, someone kicked it. No one caught it before he went to 
first base. I told myself we were winning and to push harder. 
Then their team got two outs. Then we went to kick the ball. 
The score was 13-15. I felt so happy because they couldn’t 
win. I didn’t want to be mean so I kept it to myself. Then 
one of my teammates went to kick the ball. He kicked it! 
And it looked like he kicked the ball almost to the end of the 
field. After that we got a few more home runs, and the game 
was over. We won 13-18! I was so hot I poured the rest of 
my cooled water on my head, but it didn’t help. That’s okay 
because we won. We all had good sportsmanship. Sadiyah 
came over and said, “Good game!” 

I said, “Thank you!” 
Once we finished, we played Capture the Flag. We had a 

good morning. 

Claire Salvin, 6th grade

The sun had only risen mere hours before, and clouds 
streaked the sky. The sun glared menacingly down on the 
expanse of turf, and on the gravelly path, the occasional dog 
would pass by, tailed by a sweat soaked jogger. It was the 
perfect day for kickball. Yards away, tiny figures were bustling 
around, stirring up the tiny, fluffed up white feathers that 
littered the ground. The sun made spots on my vision, but 
I could see Jared neatly sliding into home base, like a hand 
into a glove. I stared at the pages of my book that seemed 
to go on for miles. A wave of hot air passed through my 
face like a Saharan desert wind, and I pulled off my thick 
sweatshirt. Even in an almost sleeveless shirt, the temperature 
was starting to affect me. I watched the ball form a perfect 
arc over my head, and make a thud as it fell. When would 
this torture end?

Ryan Zhou, 7th grade

The ball went to the sky’s limit. It glistened in the light. It 
appeared as a small red sun as big as a quarter. I was standing 
on second base. I froze in amazement as the ball hovered 
and plummeted to the ground like a cannon ball. “Boing!” 
was the sound when it hit the ground right next to me. If I 
had moved an inch it would have nailed me to the ground. 
Then I was awakened from my shock. I sped my way to third 
base and circled toward home. I decided to make a beautiful 
finish. I ran with my hands behind my back like in Naruto 
and leapt on to home base with joy.

Jared Frith, 6th grade

I was up to kick the ball. All the pressure was on me. My 
team needed a big hit. Ben rolled the ball, and it was slightly 
to the right, and so I ran up to the ball. And with all my will 
power I kicked it as hard as I could. I thought that the ball 
was going forever. I ran to first and as I was running, I could 
feel the power of my legs working. When I got to second 
base, they had the ball by then. But then they dropped it 
and the ball went to the first base. I said to myself, “This is a 
good chance to get to home.” So I ran to the home base, and 
they threw the ball, and I could feel the wind pass my head. 
As I was running to home base, I was feeling victorious.

Kyre Ambrose, 7th grade

When we were playing kickball, I was running to first 
base and towards Subah on the other team. As I got closer 
to him, I could see how determined his face was. It almost 
looked like he was trying to get me out. But he didn’t 
because Jane held the ball tightly in her hand. She grabbed 
it with all her might then she started running. With the 
ball bouncing in her hand she ran. And in front of her was 
Jeremiah. You could see his long legs running so fast he 
looked like Usain Bolt.

Monica Thyme, 8th grade

I kicked the ball, watching it bounce into the air. The red 
ball wasn’t very far away. I saw the texture of it, the patterned 
lines. I was so focused looking at it that I didn’t realize the 
people behind me shouting, “Run! Go!” 

So I looked to see Jeremiah, picking up the ball, getting 
ready to get me out. I ran, feeling the gravel building up in 
my shoes and the heat getting worse. I saw Jeremiah in the 
corner of my eye running towards me. “Go faster,” I told 
myself. 

I saw all of Jeremiah’s little baby hairs, and I could just 
feel his body heat close to mine. Then I felt something 
pressed against my back. “Out!” I heard the other team say. 

Looking at the ball, it was as if the ball didn’t even like 
me. I wasted my energy for nothing. I walked back, eyeing 
Jeremiah. 
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Harrison Smith, 7th grade

Jeremiah had just blasted the ball straight at me. I started 
rapidly backing up to make an effort to catch the flying 
red object hurling towards me inch by inch. I was shifting 
backwards, having a strike down with the ball. Then as soon 
as I thought I was in the perfect spot, I heard the words, “I 
got it! I got it!” coming out of Keller’s mouth. 

The words were so clear and loud that I knew that he was 
right behind me. I could feel his presence because of how 
loud and clear his voice was. I turned around and, “Thump!” 

There he was, with the ball in his hands. We celebrated 
because that was the third out. We switched positions, happy 
with how our whole team performed, even though we lost in 
the end.

Julia McWeeney, 8th grade

“Thump!!!” 
Jane kicked the ball, and it went flying. I was up next. I 

stepped up to the base. The round, red ball grew bigger and 
bigger. I slammed it into my foot as hard as I could. Instead, 
I didn’t hit my shoe. I kicked the ball with my ankle. Didn’t 
matter. Now I had to run. I was running to first base, but I 
knew there was somebody behind me. Just as I was about to 
step on first base, somebody shouted, “Get her!! Get her!!” 

A giant red ball flew over my shoulder. Luckily I had 
made it on first base. When I had made it to second base, the 
ball had been in mid-air and was coming to me. 

Nicolas Ravelo, 7th grade 

When I was running to third base, I tried running at the 
speed of light, but Harry was behind me running really fast, 
so he caught up to me and then he got me. He bumped the 
ball into me which made me fall. When I fell everything 
hurt. The grass was turf which scratched my skin and gave 
me a cut. The sun was beaming on me which made me sweat 
non-stop, but the cool wind made it feel better. I didn’t 
realize I had the cut after someone told me, and when I 
saw it my leg started to hurt, and the sun made it feel like a 
burning sensation. But then I got some Band-Aids to help 
the cut stop bleeding. Now I was back, ready to kick my 
teammates to victory and to crush my opponents, but still it 
was just a friendly game that I was going to win. 

Maya Thompson, 5th grade

“Whoosh.” 
The ball goes straight up in the air and hits Maz in 

the back. After that we got to kick the ball. My heart was 
pounding. My feet were squeezing together like lemons. My 
hands were sweating as the ball was moving towards me. The 
ball flew up in the blue sky with the fluffy clouds. Suddenly 
as Lucas made a run for it, he jumped up and down while 
running and touching the goal. We cheered so much we were 
louder than a lion roaring.

Fencing
Campers wielded rapier-style swords and faced off in 
pairs, earning points through contact with their opponents. 

Ashanti Powell, 6th grade

As I walked to battle someone, I was thinking I could 
do this. As my hand trembled with doubt, I got in position. 
Then I heard the words, “Ready, fence.” 

My heart started to beat faster and faster. My eyes were 
wide open, my brain trying to think where the person 
would go. I galloped across the room, trying to think where 
I should go. My stomach burned. The person came closer 
and closer. Then BAM! I hit her. Seconds passed and I had 
four points. My heart beat even faster like a galloping horse. 
I took the chance anyway and I hit her. “I won!” I said to 
myself.

Danay Almond, 6th grade

Everybody already went, but not me, so I just waited for 
the last two people to finish. Then it was my turn. As I put 
the tight sweaty mask on, I felt the sweat dripping down 
my face. Then when I picked up my pointy thing we began. 
My feet were moving very fast, like I was doing a dance. But 
something else is that people were cheering and it made me 
feel good. When we were done, I took the stuff off and said 
to myself, “I did it. I am done.” 

I was smiling from the top of my head and the bottom. 
All I can say is that is that I am unique, and I tried my best.

Callie Liu, 8th grade

Swoosh! Swoosh! The swords hit against each other, 
trying to poke each other. Cling! Cling! The swords hit each 
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other. We were fencing. The opponent’s sword was coming 
my way. Cling! As I moved it out of my way, I went toward 
my opponent, and boom, I had poked them on the side. 
We were battling each other. Cling! Swoosh! Cling! Cling! 
Swoosh! We were trying to go for each other. I kept going 
up toward them to try to hit them. Later, I had gotten five 
points which had ended the game. I had won something I 
had never tried before.

Lucas Berman, 5th grade

Sweat slipped down my face in small, clear beads. 
“Woah!” 

Xavier had lunged towards my masked but otherwise 
unprotected face. Keeping my epee low, I lunged at Xavier 
and struck him in the face. “Clack!” 

“3-3,” the ref announced. Retreating back to our spots, 
we struck our starting position for what seemed like the 
millionth time. Once again Xavier and I squared off again, 
and started off in a series of blows directed toward each 
other. Seeing an opening near Xavier’s left shoulder, I stabbed 
and just missed. Xavier shifted his angle to his right, causing 
me to skim his jacket but nothing solid. Retreating back, I 
started to foil Xavier’s plan to go for my legs with a block 
and answered with a lunge towards his face. I hit between the 
eyes. “4-3!” 

This is it. Xavier started off once again by lunging toward 
my chest. This was his mistake. I side stepped to the left, and 
Xavier stabbed into nothing. His face was open again and I 
stabbed him there. “5-3!” 

Revenge, Xavier.

Julia Shulman, 6th grade

I took my outstretched hand and grasped the helmet. The 
helmet felt like a big rock that you would find out in the 
open. I used both hands to pull my helmet and shove it on 
my round head. Through the microscopic holes, I saw my 
teammate already in the ready position, looking as strong as 
a rhynosaucerous. I took my shiny silver sword and tried to 
mimic her bravery. It was 4-1. I was losing. I heard those two 

words that scared me every time. “Ready, fence!” 
It seemed like there was a big boulder inside my throat, 

but no matter how hard I tried, it stuck in its original spot. 
As I looked through my too-big-for-me mask, I saw that 
fierce rhino charging straight at my sword outstretched in 
front of her. There was no turning back now. Nowhere to 
run, nowhere to go. I needed to focus. The black tape was 
inches away from my black mask. I was almost too afraid to 
breathe. “Do something!” I thought to myself. “Now!” 

So I outstretched my shiny sword, reflecting the little 
light that was able to come in from the shaded windows. It 
was now or never. Our swords clashed together like in the 
movies. I almost wanted to see sparks, but that would be way 
too fictional. We held that position for about two menacing 
seconds. “Who was going to make the next move?” was the 
question that kept on returning in my head. 

She answered the question for me by sneakily moving her 
leg forward in a flash to form a lunge. The move came like 
lightning, crashing down in the middle of a thunderstorm. 
Unfortunately for me, it came so fast that I didn’t have time 
to react, except for the imaginary “Noooooo!” that kept on 
coming back in my memory.

I heard the piercing words that I had been trying to avoid 
the whole time, that awkward number five. “5 to 1,” the 
instructor bellowed. 

As if to rub it in even more in my face, he put out five 
bony fingers for me. “Noooooooo!” 

I forced my shoulders down with a sigh of frustration. 
No.

Morgan Grace, 6th grade

“On guard, fence!” 
Front, back, back, front, front, I went as I fenced. While 

fencing, I felt confident, like I had just finished a race. Poke, 
my sword went as I won against Ashanti. Even though she 
was my friend, I wanted to win. When we switched, I fenced 
against another person. He fought well, but I still won. It was 
a close match, 5-4. Then came what I’d been waiting for—to 
fence against Sean. In the beginning of our match, we leapt 
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forward, and then she went back as I tried to take a blow at 
her. Then back I went to try to dodge her, but she poked me. 
1-0. “I can’t let her win,” I thought, so I played harder. 

Jab. I got her! 1-1. We kept fencing. We tied twice, and 
then I got her again. 3-4. This was my chance. If I got her, 
then I would win! I lunged, leaning to the side. I thought I 
hit her, but I didn’t. I kept leaning and poke. I got her!

“Good game,” she told me.
“You too,” I said back.
Then we walked back to the stage. I sat down and about 

two minutes later I started to feel queasy. I thought it 
was nothing, but then it got worse. I could hear my heart 
pounding in my chest. Then I got a headache. When we 
switched, I knew I couldn’t fence anymore, so I sat down 
and just chilled. Julia came over and asked me if I was okay. 
I told her no, and then the fencing teacher came. I told him 
I was not feeling well, and he helped me get the jacket and 
padding off. Then I sat until we were finished.

Julia McWeeney, 8th grade

“On guard!” the referee yelled as we set up in our 
positions.

“Ready!” It was not a question. We had to fence. “Set!” 
“Nope!” 
“3…2…1. Go!!!” 
Callie launched right for me. She had said right before 

that she had never done this. “Ching! Ching! Ching! STAB!” 
This same thing happened exactly four times again. I 

had lost 5 to 0, and I was the zero. I swear I had poked her 
but the referee gave the point to her. After that I fenced two 
more boys and then faced Callie again. This time I thought 
differently. I only need to think this: “What would JSC do?” 

I opened my eyes. “Go!!!” 
I tried with all my might, fighting as hard as I could. I 

lost 5 to 0 once again. Great! I fenced
four times and lost 5 to 0 each time. Maybe if I thought, 

“What would JSC do,” from the start, I would have won all 
of them. Instead, I was the zero.

Xavier Choe, 6th grade

At the beginning, I thought I was going to be good at 
fencing. Then it got harder, but I went to the saber first. In 
my first match, I fenced Lucas. In the end....well, I’m not 
going to tell you yet. It was 4-4. The game ended at five 
points, so it was sudden death. We started. Immediately, I 
advanced, throwing Lucas off guard which gave me a small 
hole. I parried his slash at my chest and attacked near his arm. 
At that moment, I just wanted to win. I wasn’t really thinking 
about anything else. I missed, but I immediately lunged at his 
mask near the top and the sword found its mark. I won my 
first ever fencing match. Now I would do that all over again, 
because that was a lot of fun. I think that saber is my favorite 
type of sword because you can hit the head. 

Alex Yu, 8th grade

Fencing on Friday? Yeah, I knew this would be fun. 
Arriving at Alumni Hall, I instantly saw tons of duffel bags, 
swords, body armor and protection, and instructors. For this 
event, we had two different types of rounds, foil and saber. 
Foil was pretty frustrating and difficult for me because it 
limited the areas I could attack (only the chest), but saber on 
the other hand was much more interesting to me. As I faced 
my opponent, Jason, we shoved on the face protection masks 
and grabbed the sabers. The mask was literally smothering 
me. There was no room for comfort. It was really tight, 
and I felt like I wasn’t breathing in oxygen. But, there were 
miniscule air holes on it. I could hear the faded voice of 
the referee as my breathing was slowing down. “Ready… 
FENCE!” 

I was facing Jason, who actually was undefeated, and we 
started advancing. I could hear the sound of sneakers sliding 
on the tile floor, swords clashing, and heavy breathing. I had 
a good stance while our sabers kept clashing. This was never 
going to end, and I knew the only way I was going to earn a 
point was to lunge suddenly. Slash! Ding! I had got a point. 
1-0. As I played more and more games, I had to make sure 
not to overextend. Eventually, I noticed his strategy, which 
was to try to go all out and fling his sword around. So, when 
it was 4-3 in my favor, and the referee said, “FENCE!” my 
prediction was 100% correct. As he lunged and aimed the 
saber at me, I quickly backed up, parried his sword, and 
started to come back by advancing quickly, faking him out. 
As so many spectators were watching, I lunged about four 
feet, and I struck him in the arm. 5-3. I won! We shook 
hands, and it felt amazing to stop his undefeated streak!

Isabel Leong, 7th grade

I could feel the sweat running down my neck like a 
waterfall. I could feel the wetness of my shirt soaking 
up the waterfall. My grip on the saber was tight. I could 
see my opponent ready to attack. I was determined. The 
protection on my chest was saving me from the many harsh 
stabs that opponents had given. Ethan, my opponent, was 
tough. I could see it would be a wild ride. As I lifted my 
saber, I drew a circle with the tip, and started to feel the 
pressure. I could hear the cheering of other people behind 
me. I was ready. When the instructor said go, I used all of 
my strength and lunged toward Ethan. It was like a spell 
was cast on me to hit him. I had one point and I needed to 
get five. I felt strong. It was like I was on top of the world. 
The game was like a boxing match. A player would strike 
their opponent. Again and again we hit each other until it 
was 3-4 and I was winning. Then the final move came. It 
was very tense. I thought out my plan. I would retreat then 
strike. I knew the plan wouldn’t be as easy as I thought. I 
was determined to beat Ethan. The pressure was on. I won! 
I was so happy and proud.
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Janylah Etienne, 7th grade

“On guard! Ready...fence!” 
I jolted in front of me to get the first hit. Fencing is like 

a dance. You’re going back and forth and back and forth. It’s 
a nice competitive sport that makes you feel empowered. I 
like feeling empowered because it gives me confidence which 
gives me a slight advantage to beating my opponents. It was 
only 1-0 but I had already started to feel like I was winning. 
“On guard! Ready...fence!” 

My opponent started to leap at me first. I was drawing 
them out with my sword because they kept following it. As 
soon as they moved their sword, their chest was wide open, 
so I hit them.

Jayson Glenn, 7th grade

Fencing was so much fun. This was the best. My first 
match was Troy. I felt the hard metal steel slapping against 
my body. I shoved the steel sword right at Troy and I beat 
him. It was so easy. I only lost one. This was so much fun. 
Fencing was so hard against Angelique. She was all in it. I 
could see sweat coming down hear helmet, but I beat her 
5:3. I was the king at fencing.

Elke Bentley, 7th grade

Clash, clash, halt. The background noises filled my ears as 
I tried to predict my opponent’s next move. Everything had 
a dark tone to it as I looked through the mask’s midnight 
mesh. The off white color started to choke me as I raised 
my sword to defend myself. Attack, retreat, retreat. The 
commands flooded my head. I felt like I was drowning, and 
the moment even the tip of my head felt air I got pushed 
down again to the bottom. As I fell to the floor, I knew I 
had to work my way up again. Clash! My opponent had just 
attacked me, and I snapped out of my head. She was close 
enough that I could lunge and easily hit her. “Tap, halt!” The 
referee called. “Attack!” 

She held up one finger, and I knew I had scored. 

Skylar DaSilva, 7th grade

Fencing was fun, especially using the saber. It was my 
favorite type of sword. One moment when I used the saber 
is when I finally beat Abigail after three tries. Once I got 
suited up and grabbed my sword, I was ready to face her in 
position. All I heard was, “On guard.” 

We started to battle like two knights in war. All you could 
hear was the clashing noise when the swords touched. Back 
and forth we went, both trying to win the match. We were 
both four to four until I slashed her for the point. After, we 
gave each other a handshake, and I walked away in triumph. 

Kyre Ambrose, 7th grade

As it was my turn next I prepared to lose to Janiyah. I 
did a little a prayer: Dear almighty God, make sure that I 

win all my matches. But clearly I need to deserve it because 
I lost all my matches. As the match before ended I began to 
grab the sword out of Abigail’s hand. I spotted the helmet on 
the floor, and began to pick it up. I listened to the referee. 
He told me that I could only hit from the chest up. I said 
okay and asked if he could tighten my helmet or protective 
hat. He squished my face so that the back of the helmet was 
tighter. But I realized that was a bad idea because I could 
smell the scent of the smelly socks and mold better now. I 
tried really hard not to breath it in, but I got interrupted by 
the referee saying, “On guard. Ready, fence.” 

I took a silent and deadly breath, and began fencing.

Monica Thyme, 8th grade

When I was using the sword on Perla, I was focusing on 
all the spots she was trying to avoid getting hit at. Her legs, 
I thought. I faked going at her legs and went for her arms. 
“Attack!” said the instructor. 

He held up his finger saying I had one point. I smiled, 
feeling accomplished, especially because it was my first 
ever time fencing. The suit was hot. Not like the sun is out 
hot, but like, I’m standing right in FRONT of the sun hot. 
The sweat was trickling down my forehead, wanting me to 
itch. Too bad, the mask was on my face, I couldn’t. I was 
daydreaming about being in a pool when I heard Perla say, 
“Hey!” 

I snapped out of it and realized the Perla got one point. 
Nope. I kept trying until I got to five. I won? I thought. Not 
only was I excited, but it was like my whole body was. I was 
telling myself how good I was at it and telling others who 
I beat. Every time it made me happier. “I beat Perla,” or “I 
won three times.” 

Victory to Monica! I may have lost a few times, but 
winning was even better. Perla was there like, “Yeah.” 

She wasn’t sad or anything, which I liked because I don’t 
like sad people. I think fencing is fun. I love to go against 
people.

Troy DaSilva, 8th grade

When doing fencing it was hard but fun. My favorite 
sword was the saber. Using it was harder than I expected. 
Holding it felt weird and was hard to use. It was hard and 
slippery. In time I got some practice and it became easier. 
I did five fights and won four, lost one. I never thought 
fencing would be so hard. It hurt a bit when I was hit, but I 
still had a great time. Also it was hard getting a hold on the 
saber. But still I had fun.

Mariah Glenn, 7th grade

When I was using the saber all I was thinking about was, 
“Will this hurt if I get hit?” and “How do I do this?” 

The instructor said, “On guard. Ready. Fence.” 
Once she said that I did not know what to do. My heart 
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was racing, and all of a sudden I saw Aaliyah charging at me 
with the saber. I just moved back really fast because I didn’t 
want to get hit by the saber. When she started to move back, 
I charged at her and poked her in the stomach. I felt bad for 
Aaliyah because she didn’t have the board protector. She had 
a different one on. We went on, and she kept on scoring the 
next points, and it was so hard for me because I never fenced 
before. It was really fun and scary at the same time. It was 
fun because I was trying something new. It was scary because 
someone said that those were real swords.

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”).

Ian Beckwith, 5th grade

Today we went to a circus arts class. First a man showed 
us all of the tricks. The spinning plates were my favorite. 
When I got to the spinning plates it was hard to get the 
plates spinning without dropping them. You had to twist 
the plate like a cap on a jar. When I twisted the plate, it kept 
falling off the stick, tipping, swish, swish, swish. Frustrated, 
I frowned. Then I finally got it to work by spinning it and 
just holding it still. It made a f-f-f-f-f-f sound. And I figured 
out how to put it on my finger. It felt interesting and kind 
of tickled. T-T-T-S-S-S-S-S-S. I felt kind of proud and I 
started smiling. And then it fell off. I picked it back up and 
did it again. Because what is the point of being unhappy if 
you know you can do it? Then we moved on to the feather 

balancing and after that the yo-yos. The plates came in 
different colors. A lot of other people figured out how to 
throw them and catch them, but I seemed to be the only one 
who put it on their finger because no one else was trying to.

Apollo Fung, 5th grade

The juggling ball slammed against the hard floor. I was 
trying to juggle but couldn’t even juggle with two balls. I 
was so frustrated. But even though I failed, I kept trying and 
soon could juggle with two balls. But then I had to juggle 
with three. When I tried juggling with three balls it wasn’t 
that hard. I could do it for about three tosses. I did many 
other circus acts, but juggling was my favorite because it 
was hard at first, but I tried even harder and learned how to 
juggle. This class was my favorite part of the day.

Isabel Marmol, 8th grade

I was juggling small balls with many colors on each side. 
The balls crashed to the ground over and over again just like 
my hope of catching them was falling and slowly crashing to 
the ground. I found it so frustrating as I tried over and over 
to catch just two little circus balls while seeing others juggle 
three or four balls and catch them in their hands. I tried 
different techniques that they were using but it didn’t seem 
like they worked for me. I tried to concentrate on both of the 
balls in the air at the same time, but my eyes could only see 
one. It was like one was a yummy cookie and the other was a 
nasty, burned, cut piece of beet. I tried throwing with a little 
less power which helped a bit, but I got more frustrated as 
I used more power. Then, in my head, I tried picturing two 
triangles crashing at the top, which helped a lot. I used that 
picture and the balls seemed to follow that pattern. 

Calvin Patti, 5th grade

My frustrated face came out when we were juggling. My 
eyes were as red as a devil. My nose was as wrinkly as an old 
woman’s face. My cheeks were as pink as a peach. My brain 
was at its max of thinking. The ball was shimmery in the air 
like fireworks. I was trying so hard. Peter said, “You are so 
close,” and gave me tips about how to do it, but I could not 
do it no matter how hard I tried. I could not master it. “Here 
comes try 344,” I thought in my head. 

Before I could finish my thought, Tim said, “Put down 
your equipment.” 

I thought in my head, “Dang it!” 

Aina Seja, 6th grade

The hard wood sticks were clutched in my hands. The 
linoleum squeaked as others walked. “Jump, Jump, forward, 
jump, back,” I repeated in a whisper. Then I felt it, the yoyo 
and I were together. We could do it! “Swish, swish” went the 
yoyo as it flew on the strings. I had the rhythm in me. Circle, 
circle, circle. Then I trampolined. My strings flattened out so 
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fast, I couldn’t stop them. The bright blue yoyo catapulted 
up. I stared as it rose higher and higher until I couldn’t see 
it. It looked so magnificent up there. My sticks were ready, 
wavy and in position. Waiting. The yoyo came down like a 
meteorite. I reached forward and stared determined at the 
falling figure. My sticks were open, waiting. “Whoosh” was 
the sound it made as it sliced through the air. “Bang!” 

It fell right into my cradle. A smile of accomplishment 
took over me. “Jump, jump,” I whispered while rocking the 
yoyo back and forth. 

My strings were ready. My sticks were ready. My yoyo 
was ready to soar. “Jump, jump,” I was chanting. My strings 
were tight and up it soared. I looked down and steadied 
my strings and moved forward to catch the airborne yoyo. 
The yoyo was just in front of me when it fell. Into the 
lava, missing the tightrope. My smile quickly faded and an 
annoyed look replaced it. The yoyo rocked back and forth on 
the speckled floor, mocking me. I slid my string under the 
stop and rolled it. It glided soundlessly. I pulled up. I walked. 
Jump, jump, swing, round, swing, round went the rhythm. 
My sticks were ready, and so was I. I stretched my string and 
pushed up my yoyo. It bounced off. This time it didn’t even 
fly to my shoulders. It landed on the ground before I even 
had the chance to realize what had happened. But, all I could 
remember was that I made my yo-yo fly.

Isabel Leong, 7th grade

One, two, three. The balls went in the air. Around and 
around. The instructor made juggling look so easy. Around 
and around. When it was my turn to juggle I had little 
hope that I could succeed. I first used one ball and tossed 
it back and forth. I was getting used to holding the ball 
and throwing it from hand to hand. The outside of the ball 
was smooth and the ball was smooth and I could feel the 
stitching as I threw the ball. When I grabbed the ball it was 
squishy. After I was comfortable tossing one ball from side 
to side I tried two balls. Throwing the balls from hand to 
hand was very challenging. I wasn’t used to throwing the 
way the instructor taught us to. I decided to take it slow. I 
was really challenged when I had to throw the balls higher 
to hit the imaginary “points.” Not only did I have to throw 
the balls higher, I had to throw them at the same time which 
made the challenge even more stressful and frustrating. I 
got through it and was finally able to throw the two balls 
without dropping them.

Skylar DaSilva, 7th grade

What I want to get better at is the baton thing. I thought 
it was going to be hard but it was pretty easy. Tap, tap, tap 
the baton went when it hit the stick. I felt like I was in a 
real circus. The thing that I did not like was the Chinese 
yoyo. The string kept on getting tangled and the top kept on 
tipping off of the string. I tried to throw it up in the air and 
catch it but that did not work. I almost hit Taylor and the 

instructor. I stood there embarrassed and sorry that I did that 
and grabbed the yoyo and went back to my spot, thinking 
how I should stop trying things that are too complicated. 
The last two minutes I was happy because I could use the 
baton again.

Abigail Jeter, 7th grade

I try to get better at the Chinese yoyo. My first attempt to 
take it off the ground failed. Boom-boom-boom. That is all I 
heard when it fell on the ground. But after a few more tries I 
finally got it. I was so proud of myself. After doing that a few 
times and trying to get good at it, I attempted to get it in the 
air. That was really hard. It was so hard I almost gave up. But 
I told myself to not give up. After more tries I finally got it. 
I could not believe it. I was so proud of myself. I learned to 
keep trying even if it is hard.

Maayan Kahan, 7th grade

When I walked into the circus arts room, I could 
practically smell the popcorn and cotton candy and see all 
of the incredible acts and hear the laughter and cheering of 
the crowd. Today I felt like one of those acts. Today I learned 
how to spin plates, balance feathers, roll the Chinese yoyo, 
try a special type of baton twirling, and juggle. When I first 
approached the juggling station, I had no clue about how to 
juggle. I started with one ball, tossing it and then catching it. 
I did the same thing with two balls, but when I tried three 
they crashed down to the floor. I decided to go back to two. I 
started tossing and found a rhythm. Toss, catch, toss, catch. I 
was now juggling with two balls, and I was not dropping any.

It was so fun learning to juggle. It was hard at first but 
now I can juggle. Perhaps I’ll start my own circus. If I do, 
watch out for Maayan the Magnificent’s Circus!!

Sailing
On the Thomas E. Lannon schooner, campers sailed 
in Gloucester Harbor and learned about life on the sea. 
Campers tried knot-tying, listened to tales told by the 
captain, and in a teamwork tour de force, they worked 
together to raise 4,000 pounds of sails!

Allison Fung, 6th grade

Oh my gosh. There was a seagull right behind Julia. 
“Don’t turn around,” Aina said quietly.

“Don’t turn around,” I echoed obviously.
Julia turned around. She gasped. There was a big seagull. 

Julia was shuffling backwards towards me. Now I’m not 
afraid of seagulls. I think they’re cute! So I switched places 
with her. I felt a light breeze. The seagull flew away. The 
boat captain was telling us a story about a swordfish, but I 
couldn’t help thinking about that seagull. The captain said 
its name was Polly Five Toes because it lost a toe. After the 
story, we went back to our seats. Polly came back, and Aina 
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laughed. “Julia, don’t turn around.” 
Julia turned around. I thought, “It’s back.” 
Then a man started tossing crackers to it, and it ate them 

out of the air and in the hand. Polly pooped, then flew away. 
“Bye Polly,” I thought. “I’m definitely going to see you soon.”

Danay Almond, 6th grade

Whoosh, whoosh, the water went as we were just sitting 
down, looking at the waves. Then the captain and his 
helpers came out with rope. Ashanti and I came out of the 
bathroom. All I saw was everybody at the table sitting down. 
I said in my head, “Oh my god, can I please use some help, 
please.” 

I was very lazy and seasick, so I had my friend Hope make 
the bracelet. I had some left over string so I made a small 
ring.

Callie Liu, 8th grade

“Pull,” they said. 
We were pulling up the sails to catch the wind. “Pull 

down on the rope. Slide your hand up,” the crew member 
said. 

We were almost there. As we got closer to the top, it was 
harder to pull. I used all my might to pull down. Up the sail 
went as we pulled harder and harder. There was only a tiny 
gap left. As we pulled with all our might we closed the gap. 
“You did it,” the crew member said.

It was my first time pulling the sails up. 

Ian Beckwith, 5th grade

All you could hear was the calling of seagulls. You could 
see their mouths open as they called to each other. One of 
the deck hands came up to the main deck with some string. 
“I hope we get to keep that,” I thought to myself. 

She placed the string on the table with a map of the New 
England Bay. The map had red markings. Then the deck 
hand explained that we were going to make bracelets out of 
the blue string, so she started helping us make knots. 

Marin Beem, 6th grade

The sails were so light too it hardly took any effort to 
lift them. The boat was a lot cleaner and bigger than what 
I thought it was going to be. The boat made me seasick for 
the first time ever. The first time I wanted to pull the rope 
there wasn’t enough room for me to pull. So Casey let me do 
the other one. That time I pulled some but not too much. 
Then he said to “slow down” because we were going too fast 
for the other side. Then the other side was going too fast for 
us. I didn’t like going slow. It was boring. I thought it was so 
strange, how the rope moved so fast, but the sails moved a 
lot slower than the rope. The rope was so smooth the way it 
raised the sails. We were going the same speed at the end.

Perla Perez, 7th grade

They asked for four people on each side to help put 
up the sails. I wanted to help because I like helping out 
sometimes. They told us the instructions. He said to pull 
down then shimmy your hands up. When he said, “Go,” me, 
Isabel, and Callie pulled down and shimmied our hands up. 
To help I said, “Pull, inside, pull, slide.” 

It sort of helped us go in sync. It kept on getting harder. 
Dariella saw that we were struggling and said, “Here let me 
help you.” 

She came and started pulling with us.

Aina Seja, 6th grade

“Who here wants to make a bracelet?” yelled one of the 
men on the boat. 

I jumped to my feet and ran to the place where he was 
teaching. The boat rocked back and forth, back and forth as 
he passed out the sea blue string. “Tie a circle with the string 
and bring it through,” he said in a rushed voice. 

I looked over to Rachel who was already done. “How did 
you do that?” I asked in amazement. 

“Easy. You pull the bottom through this and then stretch 
it out.” 

Something clicked and I got it. Soon I was working on 
my last knot. “I’ve made an adjustable bracelet!” exclaimed 
Sean. “How?” I asked. 

Everyone seemed like experts when I didn’t know how to 
make a loop. “You loop this through here and same for the 
other side,” she said proudly. 

I tried it out several times until I had gotten the hang of 
it. Julia and Allison headed back to our seats, so I followed 
them. “I made an adjustable bracelet! How cool is that? Want 
me to show you how to do it?” I asked happily.

“No!” they both answered at the same time. 
I could tell they looked interested. I was just dying for 

them to ask how. It was so easy and fun! I showed them how 
to tie it together. You just make a normal knot with your two 
strings.

Lily An Huynh, 6th grade

“Caw, caw!” I heard from behind me. A white seagull 
was perched on the rear of the boat. It flapped its wings 
vigorously. “Polly! He’s back!” the captain called to the front. 

Julia, Allison, Aina, and I crowded around Polly. “We’re 
about to feed him,” the captain told us. 

I thought seagulls were aggressive. The captain’s son came 
out from the bottom with a pack of oyster crackers. He sat 
next to the impatient bird. He held a cracker out in his hand 
and he scooped it up in his mouth at lightning speed. Then, 
he tossed the cracker and Polly flapped up to catch it and 
immediately went back down. The captain told us that Polly 
will only eat whole crackers and will not take halves. Polly 
looked away whenever he was offered a half. You had to trick 
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him to eat it by just tossing it in the air. Once the packet was 
finished, the captain waved the plastic wrapper in his face, so 
Polly flew to the ocean.

Jayson Glenn, 7th grade

I was pulling the rope with all my might. It was hard like 
a rock. We were closer and closer. We kept pulling with all 
our strength. I had Ryan pull hard and get out of my way. 
Ryan said, “I am going to Jayson.” 

Jayson said, “We’ll do it harder.” 
I smelled it around me. The smell was disgusting. It 

smelled like day old fish. There were people on speed boats 
who were drinking with their shirts off. I saw other people 
fishing that were trying to catch the same fish. In the boat 
they were talking to friends and were eating. Other people 
were sleeping or making bracelets. There were birds flying 
everywhere. A guy had a pet seagull and he was holding it in 
his hand. It was so cool. It was kind of like his pet animal, 
and her name was Polly.

Dariella Joseph, 7th grade

“Can I help?” I asked one of the sailors. 
His name was Tory. We were putting the sail up on the 

boat. “Sure you can. This part will get harder so we need 
your strong muscles,” Tory said. 

Perla, Isabel, Callie and I were using our muscles to pull 
the rope down, to put the sail up. “This is definitely getting 
harder. Dariella is doing most of the work,” Perla exclaimed 
loudly, out of breath. 

“Alright one last hard pull!” Tory loudly said. Then I saw 
a big strong hand come from behind me. It was the captain’s 
son. “Uhhh!” we all said. 

We used all of our energy to pull the rope. The last pull 
was definitely the hardest, so we all were breathing heavily. 
We are only small kids. 

Janylah Etienne, 7th grade

I got on the boat and found a seat on a white bench. The 
instructor was going over the rules. “No running on the 
boat,” he yelled. “Keep your feet off the benches.” 

That was all I remembered. The light glistened on the 
rocky, blue waves. The horizon stretched over the sky. The 
sky was a pale blue with hardly any clouds. Seagulls screamed 
at the sky, their white wings flapping overhead. We passed by 
benches with the lightest brown sand. Boats motored their 
way past, and the passengers waved. I was too distracted to 
look or think about anything else, so I didn’t wave.

Harrison Smith, 7th grade

I went up to the back of the boat where one of the crew 
members was feeding a seagull that got attached to the boat 
and people. I heard the man feeding the bird whose name is 
Polly, saying that five years ago Polly came to the boat and 

then became attached and now comes to the boat whenever 
it is out on the sea. When the man was trying to give Polly 
a goldfish, he dropped it, and the captain picked it up and 
politely asked me, “Do you want to give it to him?”

“Umm, sure!” I answered excitedly, inching closer and 
closer to the white bird. 

I was so close, close enough that I could see each little 
gray dot on his wings. “There you go,” came the voices of 
multiple people. 

I felt super happy.

Troy DaSilva, 8th grade

When I was on the boat the captain had to tell us a story. 
It was about a boy who caught a swordfish. He told us how 
the battle between the two was endless. It made me feel like I 
was battling the swordfish. It was like battling a hammerhead 
shark. Though I wasn’t there I pictured it in my head like I 
was there. It was a lot of fun, and when he tamed a seagull 
that was the best part. He told us he had known how to do 
that for a long time. In fact he told us he could have seagulls 
chase away other seagulls if they tried to land on the boat. It 
was an amazing experience.

Portrait Drawing
Campers practiced their portrait drawing skills, swapping 
roles as artist and model halfway through. 

Perla Perez, 7th grade

“10 minutes, starting now!” the woman said. I started to 
observe my partner. I started off with the eyes. It was sort 
of easy for me because I practice at home drawing people’s 
eyes. I was going to draw the nose, but I noticed that I had 
to draw the other eye in order to draw the nose. The other 
eye turned out pretty good as well. Now it was time for the 
hard part. The nose. I think I am the worst at drawing noses. 
I started out with the two lines, and then I curved the lines. 
I made the little dots and was done. I noticed that his nose 
was a little pointed, so that made it even harder. I erased the 
terrible nose and did it again. It’s hard to make a pointed 
nose on paper so I just made it how it said on the sheet the 
lady gave us. I tried so hard but it looked so ugly. It looked 
so fat. I tried to do it one more time, but it ended up looking 
like Voldemort, so I just left it and went to his mouth.

Maya Thompson, 5th grade

“Eek,” I said as the black long pencil danced across the 
white page.

My fingers were tickling the pencil so it could make 
squiggly lines for Claire’s hair. Her silky hair brushed on her 
puffy sweater. Her ear was wiggling in her curly brown hair 
to keep it warm from the cold mist. I sat there looking at 
her eyes for a good second. There were lights and beautiful 
flowers in her brown eyes. Her nose wrinkled as a black bird 
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was flying near it. I could hear a small voice going, “That’s so 
pretty” as we gathered our stuff. 

I could see brown bags wrinkled. It reminded me of a 
moment when I was drawing a nose from somebody’s lovely 
nose. Somebody called out “done.”

Morgan Grace, 6th grade

One thing that was hard to draw on Lily was her hair. 
Lily’s hair is literally everywhere. It’s all in her face and it’s 
completely covering her shoulders. It does what it wants. 
She told me that she wakes up, takes it out of a ponytail and 
does nothing else to it. It’s very wide with a lot of strands 
poking out of the orchestrated chaos. Her middle part isn’t 
very straight. It’s more of a natural jagged line of her scalp. If 
it was speaking you could hear it from a mile away. It’s wavy 
and curly. The ends of her hair are more curled than the parts 
closer to her scalp. Lily’s ears are completely, and when I say 
completely, I mean completely covered by her hair. It’s like 
she hears with her eyebrows and she doesn’t have ears.

Gracie Yang, 6th grade

I looked at the facial proportions sheet to see where 
the nose was. It was located between the first line and the 
second. Its tip was just touching the first line and the very 
bottom barely touched the second. I could hear many 
campers and counselors having multiple conversations. 
When I looked up at Julia’s nose, I could tell it was sort of 
skinny.

On my paper, I made a triangle from the first guide line 
to the second. Then, I made three equivalent circles at the 
bottom of the triangle. I erased the corners of the triangle 
and the tops of the circles. I remembered last year when one 
of my art teachers taught me this. “One minute left!” said 
Ellen, the art teacher here. 

My attention snapped back onto the page, and I started to 
draw the lips. I made an “M.” It looked like a bird far away. I 
put another underneath then added a “U” to perfect it.

Claire Salvin, 6th grade 

I stared at Maya’s face, which was thick with emotion. 
Her lips were curled playfully and her eyes were slightly 
crinkled. I stared at the blank sheet in front of me. There 
was so much I could draw, so much that I could express in a 
beautiful way. But I only had ten minutes. Barely any time 
even to create a simple portrait. I decided to focus on the 
eyes. I studied the contrasts. Her eyes are playful and round, 
so I decided to focus on them. My pencil was inches away 
when—screech! I whirled around to find Mula scratching his 
thick charcoal stub. 

I turned my attention back to drawing, fighting the 
tantalizing urge to rip the pencil away from him. I decided 
to make Maya’s eyes really pop out from her face so that they 
were electrifying but still gentle and sweet. I made the curves 
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exactly how I had imagined them, and it blended into a 
beautiful eye, and then into a beautiful face. It was perfect. I 
didn’t even want to go over it with charcoal. I was finally done.

Jared Frith, 6th grade

The thing that was most challenging for me was drawing 
the oval head. I was trying and trying, but the oval was now 
very messy. I had to try on another side. I was thinking, 
“How in the world do people make such good heads?” 

I could feel the pencil touch the paper and my chapped 
hands as I very badly tried to draw the face. It was very bad. 
I noticed that drawing was a creation, not copying. People 
have different talents and that is what I kept on saying to 
myself. I then tried to draw the oval face one more time after 
I figured out that art is not a competition. When I drew the 
face again, I could feel the smoothness as the grey pencil 
pressed against the white glimmering paper. I now felt more 
confident drawing. I was frustrated but I thought that my 
perseverance helped me overcome my troubles.

Ryan Zhou, 7th grade

Eyebrows. How do I draw eyebrows? Eyebrows have a 
slight curve and certain angle. Jane’s eyebrows are so light 
and have a weird curve. If I drew too hard it wouldn’t be 
right, and if the angle was wrong, the curves would look 
horrific. Eyebrows can literally define a person. Badly drawn 
eyebrows can ruin it all. Maybe that’s why Leonardo Da 
Vinci didn’t draw eyebrows on Mona Lisa. Kallie told us, 
“The more you know someone the harder it is to draw them 
because you know them so well and a small flaw will feel 
like a big difference.” I spent the last 10 minutes fixing the 
eyebrows. At last it look fairly good, but the more I looked, 
the more mistakes I found. I tweaked every last bit until time 
ran out. Finally I was satisfied. I put my pencil down and 
sighed a relaxing breath of air. 

Improv
Theater instructor Keith Mascoll led campers in several 
acting exercises, including fairytale-inspired tableaus. 

Mulugeta Norwich, 5th grade

When we did the letters my team did not understand 
what the man was saying so we did not get any points. And 
so I told myself before it to do the best I could. I did a scene 
in Cinderella with me and two other kids. Hope/Cinderella 
was crying because her evil stepmother and sisters wouldn’t 
allow her to go to the ball. Also Liam was standing there 
shaped like one of the trees. Also the evil step sisters were 
being mean to Cinderella while she was cleaning and crying. 

Maximus Fortmann, 5th grade

One activity I tried in improv was tableau. We were given 
Cinderella and had to act it out in three scenes. During the 

activity I had to be a flower and a tree. I thought this was 
going to be lame. I felt frustrated during this because one of 
the members in the group was not listening. I thought he 
should have been listening. 

Lucas Berman, 5th grade

“Stay still,” I yelled at myself in my head. “Stay still!”
“Scene three!”
Able to move again, I shifted my position to leaning over 

Xavier with puckered lips. Immediately my cheeks turned 
strawberry red and I started laughing from embarrassment. 
“Why do I have to kiss Sleeping Beauty?” 

Unable to hold my laughter inside anymore, my mouth 
opened and I….”Thank you gentlemen!” 

“HAHAHAHAHA!” 
My laughter echoed off the white walls. “Now that was 

Sleeping Beauty with no beauty!”

Laura Leong, 6th grade

Keith had called on our group to do the tableau. I let out 
a small giggle to hide the fact that I was nervous. At the first 
scene I was supposed to be a guard from the market from 
Aladdin when he steals the bread. I hopped into a running 
position. My leg twitched and I started falling. My leg started 
aching. “Don’t move,” Keith said. “Scene two!” he shouted. 

He walked steadily through the room, taking slow steps. 
This scene was the magic carpet scene where Aladdin is on 
a carpet. Ashanti lay down on the floor pretending to be a 
carpet. I lay beside her. Julia came and whispered, “You’re 
supposed to lie next to me.” 

“Oh,” I said, and thought, “Dang it, I messed up again!” 

Allison Fung, 6th grade

We were trying to get in line by birthdays. Now, I didn’t 
understand any of this birthday thing. We were doing 
some improv with a famous actor, and he asked us to line 
up according to birthday without talking, whispering, or 
shouting! I didn’t know whether he meant birthday month 
or birthday date or birthday year! He also asked us to do it in 
15 seconds! Isn’t that crazy? When he told us to start, I just 
looked around, confused. People were doing hand signals, 
like ten, eleven, one, and three. I didn’t understand why 
there were no people holding up tens or twenties or thirties. 
I didn’t know which hand signal to use. So I used none. As 
time ran out, and the famous person started shouting, “Five, 
four, three, two, one,” I just thought twenty six, since my 
birthday was February 26, 2006. 

I got near the end of the line since twenty six is close 
to thirty one. At the last minute, I realized that the other 
campers did it by month. The actor meant it to be done by 
month. After I realized this, he called out, “One!” 

I had no choice but to tell them February. At least I wasn’t 
the only one confused. Phew!
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The door creaked open as John, an old man with greying 
hair and a new plaid shirt, stepped outside from his house 
that he had always lived in. It had been his childhood home 
and he had bought it from his parents and raised his son and 
daughter there. The house was an old, white colonial that 
had been built in 1893. He had made many happy memories 
there as his children grew older. A horrible tragedy had left 
him alone. He thought about it again as he breathed in the 
crisp late summer air. 

He started his daily walk around the pond, through the 
park and straight to the oldest bench. It was the only one 
left that was made from wood. He sat there for a moment, 
listening to the beautiful melody of the bird’s song. There 
was one problem with the birds that John had always 
noticed. None of them ever wanted to step back and sing 
the harmony. So John did it for them. He unlatched the old 
leather hooks from the case he was carrying. He opened the 
case and joined in with the birdsong with his violin. 

Not that long ago he had been first violin for the Boston 
Symphony Orchestra. John liked this time, 5:30 in the 
morning. He liked this time so much because of the birds, 
rabbits, and squirrels, but mostly because of the absence of 
people. That’s also the reason he left the BSO. You see, the 
accident and the war had left John a very introverted person. 

What seemed like an eternity ago before he met his wife, 
John was a copilot for the Memphis Belle, a beautiful B-17 
Bomber, stationed in Britain. But John hated to think about 
that time, although the formation of geese flying overhead 
brought back the awful memory. The whole day replayed 
in his mind. He remembered the bombing run and what 
seemed like an endless field of flak. He remembered the 
constant swarm of enemy fighters. Worst he remembered the 
heat of the fire in the engines which forced them into the 
dive which left the pilot and John trying to pull up to avoid 
a fatal crash. But to no avail. Upon impact, the entire plane 
caught fire and John was knocked unconscious

The next thing he remembered was waking up sitting 
outside the plane. Next to him he saw a man, a Nazi! John 
jumped to his feet and pulled out his gun. Then he noticed 
something. The Nazi was crying. Luckily for him, the 
German pilot (whose plane had also been shot down) spoke 
English. 

He said, “why, why,” in a slow quivering voice. “Why 
what?” demanded John. “Why couldn’t I save them all,” he 
whimpered. John came to the realization that the Nazi pilot 
had saved him from the burning crash.

As John came back to the present, someone sat beside 
him. It was Leonard, the German pilot. As he leaned over to 

unlatch his case which housed a viola, John said, “I wish I 
could just forget the war.” 

“Me too,” he replied as he rosined his bow. It was about 
this time when the birds stopped playing and the people 
started coming and the dynamic duo began attracting a 
crowd and the air was filled with the soothing sound of 
Mozart. For now at least the two men could relax and forget 
all that happened so many years ago. 

The Violinist

Parker Mace, 6th grade
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I rolled my eyes. Did this lady not understand the 
meaning of no? I pulled at my pink top. 

“No ma’am we will not reconsider,” I said into the phone. 
“Please,” she said.
“NO! YOU HAVE BEEN FIRED AND WE ARE NOT 

GOING TO TAKE YOU BACK!” 
This girl had been accused of making us lose thousands of 

dollars by me. Of course that was all a lie. She was just in the 
way of me getting Ms. Lace’s job. Gazelle looked at me with 
her eyebrows raised and I mouthed sorry to her. Sorry not 
sorry. I heard Marley, the girl on the phone give a soft sniffle. 
“Listen Marley. You were pathetic, lame, incompetent, and 
stupid. I am glad that you now understand who you truly 
are.” I hung up abruptly. I didn’t have time to listen to any 
more of that girl’s pleads.

I took a sip of my coffee. I was so tired of this I couldn’t 
wait until I took chief financial officer. Even though she 
has had the job of CFO for 25 years I was gonna take little 
Ms. Nice’s job. I smiled at our security guard Gazelle. She 
had been helping me try to get my boss fired. In return I 
had promised her that when I took my boss’s spot I would 
convince everyone to give her a promotion and a pay raise. 
Of course Gazelle believed me when I told her she deserved 
that. She is so gullible. That girl deserved to be fired and that 
is exactly what I planned to do. I was part of the working 
world and the working world was a place of war. Everyone 
was at each other’s throats for a better job. 

I awoke out of my daydream as Ms. Lace walked up to 
me. Her gray hair hung by her shoulders. She smiled sadly. 
“How did it go Margo?” Ms. Lace had me do it because she 
was afraid she would break down and not fire her. Ms. Lace 
was too nice to fire anyone. 

“It really was a shame that she had to be fired. She was 
such a lovely girl. I really was hoping I would be able to give 
my job to her if I retired.” 

“Yeah, she would have done great,” I said. 
Sometimes you have to sacrifice integrity to get what you 

want. “Would you like to come to my office for a cup of tea? 
You have had a tough day and you had the painful task of 
firing Marley.” 

Yeah, it was soooo painful. That was the most fun I have 
had in my life. “That would be lovely,” I responded. 

Ms. Lace led me down the hallway and the click of her 
black high heels hitting the floor echoed around us. I had 
been in Ms. Lace’s office before. It was a grand spacious 
room on the very top of the building. We stepped in the 
elevator and Ms. Lace pressed the button for floor 97. We 
zoomed up and my stomach flipped. I hated elevators. In 

the span of a minute it made me feel so nauseous it was 
unbelievable. When I got into her office it was grander than 
I remembered. Three of the walls were entirely glass. The 
windows had the most gorgeous view of the city. Her desk 
was in the middle of the room facing away from the door. In 
the corner were a couple of thriving green plants and flowers. 
I stepped in farther and spun around. Beside the door was a 
small bookcase stuffed with books big and small. Next to the 
bookcase was a fireplace surrounded by couches on top of a 
red rug. There was also a wood table with a teapot sitting on 
it. One day all of this would be mine. I walked towards the 
desk, Ms. Lace standing somewhere behind me. Her desk 
was made of mahogany and had the most beautiful, intricate 
designs on the drawers. One day I would be sitting at this 
desk. 

On top of the desk something caught my eye. It was an 
old thin book with a red cover and faded writing for the 
title. Where the Red Fern Grows. I inhaled sharply. My mind 
flashed back to that night. My heart had been permanently 
shattered that night. Both of my parents’ hearts had stopped 
beating just hours ago. I had been ten when they died but I 
still remembered them clear as day. I had been wailing in the 
social worker’s car and she had made no attempt to comfort 
me or even be nice to me. “Out,” she said in a nasally voice. 
I clutched my only belonging, my book, Where the Red Fern 
Grows. 

She led me into a crumbling brick building. The lights 
were dim inside and it was very stuffy. “This is where you will 
be staying until you get a new family.” 

I didn’t want a new family. I wanted my old one. We sat 
on a purple couch in a tiny room. A short plump lady with 
flaming red hair came out of the door facing us. “Hello 
Molly,” the lady said in a sweet voice to the social worker. 
“You must be Margo. I am Teresa,” she said to me, eyeing my 
book. 

I nodded and she gave me a brief hug. “Welcome to our 
home,” she told me. “I hope you enjoy your stay here,” she 
said, as though I would find a new family and lead a perfect 
life. 

I had read about children who went to foster care. They 
never found a new family and they led a miserable life. The 
only happy day after going to foster care was the day they got 
out. Molly handed me a slip of paper with a phone number 
on it. “Call me if you need me,” she said. I wouldn’t call 
unless I really needed her. “You are in great hands so I am 
sure you won’t need it.” she said in her irritating voice. 

“Bye Molly,” Teresa called.
As soon as Molly left Teresa turned to me, eyes burning 

A Time to Change

Shivani Gulati, 6th grade
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with anger. “Ok little brat, get this straight. I don’t want you 
here. Also, here, you have the amount of rights as a beetle. 
That right includes reading. You can’t read. Got it. Good, 
now give me the book.” She was no longer talking in that 
sweet voice I had heard earlier. She sounded like she was 
gonna kill me. 

If I was gonna live it was going to be with this book. A 
dark look came over her face. I clutched my book tighter and 
my knuckles turned white. “I am sorry,” I whispered. “You 
can’t have my book. Please don’t hurt me.” 

A wicked smile spread on Teresa’s face. I trembled. 
Mother would hate to see me like this. I was a strong girl and 
I had to stand up for myself. I stood a little straighter and 
tried to suppress my fear. 

Teresa opened a small drawer in a table I hadn’t seen. 
It was a brown leather belt with a glinting golden buckle. 
She raised her arm and the belt hit my back. I let out an ear 
shattering wail. She hit me again and again. I screamed while 
one hand clutched my back. Teresa whipped me time and 
time again. I sobbed and tears streamed down my face. She 
shoved me out the door to where the orphans where. Every 
night the same thing happened and every night I went to bed 
with bruises on my back. 

I jumped as I felt Ms. Lace’s hand on my back. “Margo? 
Are you alright dear?” 

I didn’t turn around to look at her. I didn’t want her to see 
the tears running down my face. “Yes,” my voice quivered. “I 
am sorry. Today has just been really tough and stressful.”

I wiped away my tears and turned around to her. “My 
dear,” she said, as though I was her daughter. “Come have a 
cup of tea with me. It will help.” 

I sat down with her on a red velvet couch. I stared at the 
marble fireplace while she poured tea into a small cup. “I 
have to go to a meeting dear but I will be back in about an 
hour.” 

She handed me the tea. I started to get up but Ms. Lace 
held up a hand to stop me. “You can stay here. You have a 
hard day. Stay here and take the rest of the day easy dear.” 

I sat back down and watched as she sauntered to the door. 
She gave a small wave and shut the door behind her. 

I put my steaming tea down on the table in front of me 
and got up. I walked back to her desk and picked up Where 
the Red Fern Grows. I flipped to the inside. Underneath the 
title page I saw a small note in loopy cursive. I squinted my 
eyes trying to make out the words. To Margo, my lovely, kind, 
sweet, thoughtful, amazing little girl. May you always be the 
little angel I know you are. I inhaled sharply. The rest of the 
note had been ripped out but I knew it by heart. You are the 

light of my life, and you are an amazing person who makes 
everyone smile. I hope you know how amazing you are my sweet 
little girl. I love you so much and I hope you love this little gift. 
For my little shining star. From Mom and Dad. 

How does Ms. Lace have this? When did she get it? Teresa 
had taken it from me while I was still at the orphanage. 
The tears started coming again. Mom and Dad would have 
been so disappointed if they saw me today. They wouldn’t 
recognize the monster named Margo that I had become. I 
quickly rushed back to the couch, book in hand and shoved 
it in my little handbag. It was rightfully mine and I was 
taking what was rightfully mine. Oh god. I was sounding like 
Teresa. No matter how cold hearted I become I had sworn I 
would never ever become like Teresa. 

I zipped shut my black purse and returned to her desk. 
I sat down in her swivel chair and tried to solve all the 
questions swarming my mind. I had no clue how to answer 
a single one. Minutes passed and soon the door creaked 
open. It was Ms. Lace. “Hello dear,” she said. “How are you 
feeling?” She said it with such affection it reminded me of 
my mom. 

“Hello. I need to ask you a question.” I said it with an 
accusing voice that surprised myself. 

“Of course dear. Ask me whatever you like,” she said, 
ignoring my tone of voice. 

I whipped out Where the Red Fern Grows from my purse 
and shoved it in front of her face. “How do you have this 
book?” I could feel my cheeks reddening. 

“Oh dearie that is a long story.” Ms. Lace sat down on the 
couch. 

“Well, I have plenty of time so spill.” 
I sat down beside her and Ms. Lace rested her hand 

on my knee. “Well about three years ago the police found 
this woman named Teresa who was abusing the children 
that came to an orphanage. They put her under arrest but 
they couldn’t find anyone else to run the place so all the 
orphans had to be moved to another orphanage. They put 
the property on sale and I decided to buy it and renovate it 
so all the orphans from that other orphanage could move to 
a grand orphanage with their nice caretaker. Before I could 
start renovating we had to clear out the entire building so we 
could tear it down. We found a lot of stuff that Teresa had 
taken from children. This book was one of those things. I 
had been trying to return all the stuff that had a name on it. 
All I know about who owns it was that her name was Margo 
and that she ran away from the orphanage after five years.” 

She looked at me and saw that I had started crying. She 
wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “That book was 
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mine,” I said in a hoarse whisper. “I can prove it to you. I can 
recite the whole note in the book.” 

I handed her the book and she opened it to the page with 
the note. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I recited 
the whole note word for word not missing a single one. 
When I opened my eyes I saw Ms. Lace had teared up. She 
handed me the book. “Here you go dear.” 

She handed the book gingerly to me. We sat down on the 
couch together. I clutched my book with my eyes closed and 
Ms. lace wiped her eyes with a tissue. We stayed like this for 
a few minutes. “I need to talk to you dear.” I looked at her. 
“I asked you here because over the past two months I have 
seen who you truly are and not the person you pretend to 
be. You are a kind girl. You’re just a little fragile. I have seen 
you doing small acts of kindness. The way you treat your dog 
when you bring her to work, the way you look at children 
orphaned or not. I want to help you become a stronger 
person and help you pick up the pieces from your childhood. 
I also think it’s time that you get a promotion to Chief 
Financial Officer. I will train you for two months and then I 
will retire and hand you my job.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I let out a feeble, “Thank you.” 
In that moment I knew I wanted to change to the kind 

woman I pretended to be, and I now was on the path there.

Hai stood up and straightened out his sleek, gray suit. 
He had brown eyes, and was very small. He had worked at 
Massachusetts Financial Services (MFS) for 25 years. He had 
slowly risen to the top of the company and was very well 
respected. But, there was only one problem. He never had 
free time. He never had time to do anything but work, and 
his vast fortune was never enjoyed. But today, everything 
would change. He stroked his short black hair and thought 
about when he started out at MFS. He himself had been an 
assistant. He had been paid close to nothing and had lived 
in a run-down apartment in Boston. The company was small 
then, but the boss was great. If one of us were stressed, he would 
know and try to help us. Now, our CEO is terrible. He hates all 
of us and is firing people with no justification. If only I was the 
head of MFS.

“Mr. Hai, thank you for meeting with us.” Hai’s 
customers snapped him out of his trance. He was back in the 
real world. The ugly, terrible real world. Hai looked up and 
blinked. Time for another meeting. And extra “research” he 
had to do. 

After an hour, the meeting was over, and Hai had another 
three hours’ worth of work to do. He would have to research 
close to a hundred companies tonight, and would be staying 
up very late. Very, very late.

He thought about how in a few hours he would get into 
his expensive car to go to his very expensive mansion, but 
none of that mattered. His house was lonely, and all he did 
in it was work. He had no family. He never had time to go to 
parties or to relax on weekends. No, he had to work.

Again the thought came to him: If only I was the head. If 
only I was the ruler… 

All through his walk back to his office, he thought about 
it. If he was the head, many things would change. People 
would stop being fired. People would stop being stressed. If 
only. 

There was only one problem. Actually two: Michael W. 
Roberge and Robert J. Manning. They were the top two 
most powerful people in MFS. 

How can I stop them, Hai thought. I could spread rumors. 
No, I would be fired. I could hack into the website. No, I am a 
bad hacker. I could try to overthrow them with other people—
YES! Hai knew everyone hated them. He could make the 
entire company go on strike and make them hand over their 
power. That’s what they would do.

That afternoon, Hai told everyone to not come to work 
the next day. And that together, they could overthrow the 
unfair CEO and make MFS just as fun to work for as it 
used to be. He also added small promises that would satisfy 
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everyone so they would comply. Though many people were 
doubtful, in the end, almost everybody agreed. That was, 
until he had to talk to Mark. 

Mark was the biggest, most annoying, forty-year old tattle 
tale you could ever have as a partner. Not surprisingly, the 
day Mark started in MFS, people officially gave up all hope 
they had for work being enjoyable again. Mark would never 
do anything for anyone, unless he could hold it over their 
heads forever, and make them do anything for him.

“I could never betray my CEO”, he said in his sarcastic 
voice. “That would be wrong. He did not do anything to 
you.” Mark put on a fake shocked expression and ran out of 
the room, and down the hall.

Hai was not surprised that Mark had refused. He had 
never thought Mark would do anything for Hai, and he 
never did. There was one thing that did surprise Hai. Robert 
J. Manning, walking down the hall, followed closely by 
Mark. We have something to talk about, Robert said, looking 
at Hai. Hai followed Robert into his office, thinking about 
what to do. Could I run? Could I get everyone to start trying to 
stop Robert now? What should I do? 

Just then, Hai reached Robert’s office, a room cluttered 
in papers with no windows. “I hear you have been plotting 
against me. And I have only one response. ‘You’re fired!”

Hai was speechless. Fired? How? Just like that? A million 
thoughts raced through his head. How can I be fired just like 
that? I thought I was important in the company. And now, I 
am gone? 

Hai walked out of the room. He could not say anything. 
He had not mattered. At all. My entire life has now turned 
upside down. I have spent my entire life working for MFS. He 
had never done anything else. He plainly remembered how 
he had turned down learning to swim to read a basics of 
stock book when he was seven. Now his entire life’s work did 
not matter. What could ever be good about this? Hai thought. 
I will not earn any money anymore. Plus, I will need to give my 
cooks a pay raise because they will be cooking lunch as well. Hai 
thought of a hundred more bad things, from car mileage to 
mansion paint. 

Then, the positive side came to him. Life would be stress 
free. He would not be staying up late and getting up early 
for money he would not use. He would not fear the stock 
market going down and losing clients. He would just relax, 
maybe go on vacation, have a reward for his hard work. Hai 
Nguyen smiled. Life would be lived!

He went out to his sleek black car. Though it was only 
1:30, he was going home. He drove off, until MFS looked 
like a meaningless black dot.

Melody’s feet burned with agony every step she took. She 
slammed her hat on the ground, feeling too hot to even wear 
it. She was sweating buckets, and she felt the urging need 
to just sit down and rest. But that still didn’t stop her from 
enjoying the nature around her. Melody felt her chest swell 
with happiness every time she glanced at a tree or a flower. 
She felt that she could just live here. She loved inhaling the 
freshness of the air in the woods. Blocking out all the people 
talking, it felt like it was just her and the breathtaking woods 
that were surrounding her. All her senses seemed to be more 
clear and vivid. But the swooshes of the cars passing by made 
chills go up her spine. The roaring engines and speeding cars 
that at any time could just crush someone crossing the street. 
Or, even worse, an animal. She pushed the terrifying thought 
away, and instead, just listened to the insects chirping, and 
the birds calling. Melody saw a bird soar up to the open blue 
sky, and in that moment, she just wanted to be that bird. 
She closed her eyes, and felt herself levitate off the ground. 
She had wings, and her body was as light as a feather. She 
was soaring through the sky, the wind thrashing in her face. 
She couldn’t help herself, and just smiled from ear to ear. She 
opened her eyes, and realized that she was just daydreaming. 

She could feel the leaves crumple under her aching feet. 
Crunch. Crackle. All the trees seemed magical, with their 
greenish glow. Her nose picked up on different scents that 
she never smelled before. But when she was peering all 
around her, suddenly, there was a tiny head poking out from 
above the moss covered rocks. She couldn’t see too clearly to 
identify what the creature was. It had floppy ears, beady eyes, 
and a brown head, and it definitely looked like an animal of 
some sort. Suddenly, it was like she was in a trance, boring 
her eyes into the animal’s head. Her feet were moving her, 
and it felt like she had become a zombie. SCREECH! A 
bird’s ear-piercing screech brought her back to her senses. 
A jagged rock that jutted out from the mossy rock seemed 
to come out of nowhere to trip her. Her foot caught on the 
rock, and she fell to the ground hearing a crack in her foot. 
She howled out in pain, and felt a quick pulse in her wound 
that was slowly swelling up. She painstakingly pulled herself 
up from the ground, her foot screaming in protest. Deciding 
to just call for help, she yelled, “Someone help me!” All she 
could hear was silence. 

When she looked around, the trees seemed to be 
glowering down at her with anger. Frantically, she called out 
to her counselors. No response. The ringing in her ears was 
even louder than the thumping in her chest. She collapsed 
back on the ground, clueless to what she was supposed to do. 
“Help!” she called feebly. 

Lost
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All her muscles were aching, more than they already were, 
and it was really hard to see. The once friendly sounds now 
become threatening. The calls of birds sounded like they all 
wanted to come at Melody and attack her. The owl hoots 
sounded like they were signaling to other animals. She was 
out of it. Her head was spinning. Her energy was drained 
to the lowest. All the branches from the trees seemed to be 
arching towards her and closing in around her. When she 
backed up and hit her arm on something, her head went 
crazy with thoughts from her childhood. Five years ago, she 
was in a store with her mom, and she wanted a toy plant. She 
had wandered all by herself to the toy section, so distracted 
by all the toys that she lost her mom from her sight. 
“Mommy! Can I have this toy plant?” she called out. 

There was no answer. Then, there was sudden ringing in 
her ears, and all the shelves were looming over her like tall 
statues. The little toy doll eyes were giving her death stares. 
She felt closed in, and trapped. Her chest was heaving, and 
she was shrieking in fear. She backed up, and hit something 
on her arm. There were salty tears running down her pink 
cheeks. Finally, her mom had come to get her, but that 
moment had been the most terrifying moment of her life. 
Melody opened her eyes, and awoke from her bone chilling 
flashback. She looked behind her, and all she saw were trees. 
There were trees in front of her too. Just a circle of deadly 
trees surrounding her. “H-help.” Her raspy voice was slowly 
giving up on her. 

She weakly lay on the ground until the sun was drooping 
low, like caramel on an apple. She slightly lifted her head. 
Everything was blurry and all the different sounds were 
muffled as if she was underwater. She called for help one 
more time, but she knew no one could hear her. She couldn’t 
even hear herself. The stabbing pain in her foot couldn’t even 
compare to the giant migraine that was going on in her head. 
She felt hot tears stream down her face, and when she went 
to wipe it off, more just kept flowing down. One part of her 
told her to get up, and quit being a baby. Another part told 
her to just stay here until someone came and found her. She 
didn’t know what to do. She gave up debating with herself, 
and just closed her eyes. 

When she eventually flitted her eyes open, she couldn’t 
see anything. The world was pitch black, but there were still 
dangerous noises going on, echoing through the night. She 
strained her ears, listening to see if there were any human 
sounds. None. “Have they all forgotten about me?” she 
thought, feeling betrayal fill her chest. 

She moved only a millimeter, and her foot seared with 
hot pain. Her body jerked while she was trying not to 

scream. Suddenly, all she heard were cars. A bunch of them. 
Whooshing past the woods. They sounded really, really close. 
Her chest tightened as her hands began to tremble furiously. 
Then, a sound so high and piercing filled the night sky. 
Melody almost jumped in shock. WEEWHOO! Police cars. 
Multiple of them. She could almost see the flashing lights. 
More high piercing sounds filled the air. Her ears couldn’t 
take it anymore. She felt her head hit something hard, as the 
world became even more dark. 

She woke to slimy wetness all over her face. She took a 
whiff of the air, and immediately regretted it. A stink so bad 
was coming from above her. It was so smelly she felt that her 
nose hairs would just burn off from the stench. She felt legs 
stabbing her chest. Holding her breath, she slowly opened 
her eyes. She yelled silently in fear. A beast that was light 
brown, with floppy ears and beady eyes was looking down 
at her. She screamed again. No one heard her. It hopped off, 
causing Melody to yelp an inaudible sound, as it started to 
run around in circles in front of her. She tried focusing her 
eyes, and realized that the beast was much smaller than she 
anticipated. She looked down and saw something that was 
sky blue on the floor. It looked like a hat. Wait... it was her 
hat! The beast had taken her hat and brought it back to her. 
“I hear something. Do you think that Cookie found the 
girl?” 

“Yeah maybe! I heard something like a scream coming 
from this direction!” 

People were having a loud conversation from not that 
far away, but for some reason, Melody paid no attention. 
She sat up recalling what had happened last night. She had 
gotten lost, and she had hurt her foot bad. Real bad. When 
she peered down at her foot, she saw a purple gigantic bump 
about the size of a fist, protruding from her ankle. Her head 
felt light headed as she looked away abruptly. “We found 
her!” someone cried. 

Melody was oblivious to their voices. Out of nowhere, two 
police officers were trudging up to her. When they got closer, 
Melody saw that they were covered in dirt, and that they 
looked like they hadn’t slept in ages. They both had eye bags 
hanging down low, but their eyes were bulging like crazy, as if 
they were desperate for something. Their arms were swinging 
by their sides, hanging like dead weight. They started talking, 
but their voices sounded like all adults in the Charlie Brown 
movies. Maybe even more quiet than that. Her eyes were 
unfocused as she got up, forgetting that she broke her ankle. 
The pain was hot and stabbing, but she ignored it. She limped 
over to one of the police officers, and finally collapsed in their 
strong arms, passing out from the pain. 
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The soft squishy bed that she was lying on made her want 
to never get up. “This is so comfortable,” she thought. 

She abruptly sat up, her eyes bulging, as she recalled what 
happened last night. Was that all a dream? She jerked her 
arm to the side, but a plastic tube was connected to her arm. 
She made a silent yelp. WHAT THE?? She screamed inside 
her head. Suddenly, her door burst open, and her bawling 
mom came through it. Her mom’s eyes were red and puffy, 
and her whole face was swollen. Then, everything happened 
in a flash. Someone detached the tube from her arm, and 
someone with strong arms lifted her off her bed. There 
was a heavy white cast hanging from her leg that felt like 
it weighed a hundred pounds, and most of all, the “beast” 
that found her yesterday was running around in circles in 
front of her legs. The “beast” was a dog! Melody had never 
realized this before, but the world now was so quiet. Nobody 
was talking to her. She wasn’t talking to anybody. She didn’t 
know how to talk anymore. Why wasn’t anyone talking to 
her?! After all that’s happened, everyone chooses to not even 
comfort her one bit? There was anger in her chest, but she 
felt mostly bitterness. She couldn’t hear it, but she felt salty 
hot tears fall down her face. An exploding realization flew 
suddenly to her mind. She couldn’t hear. 

A man with white clothes came walking steadily towards 
her. He reached down to her ears, and Melody immediately 
jerked away. Her heart was pounding, and her hands were 
trembling. He paused, but made assuring gestures. She 
finally let her guard down, as he reached down and adjusted 
something on her ears. Hearing aids. I have hearing aids! She 
thought brightly. Then, the world suddenly had sound. She 
grinned broadly as she sprinted out of the room, feeling her 
new hearing aids. It felt like the world was black and white 
before, and now, it had color. The sounds of the world had 
color. 

I was in my room listening to my IPod when it came. I 
even almost missed it! When I noticed who sent it my heart 
pounds faster. I read over it quickly. Dear Mei, Hi. We haven’t 
seen each other since last month! Let’s hang out today and catch 
up on things. See you at the Prudential Center. I’ll wait for you 
in the gardens. -Lin

I rushed to my wardrobe. “Wait, wait, wait Mei. Calm 
down. He’ll think you’re weird if you wear something too 
fancy,” I think to myself worriedly while looking into my top 
drawer where I keep all my shirts. 

I reach into my drawer and grab my blue and purple 
shirt and pull on a pair of my skinny jeans. Then I grab my 
phone which I had left on my bedside table which also holds 
my wallet. I rush to the bathroom and grab a comb, quickly 
brushing back my bedhead and putting on a little bit of lip 
gloss.

When I’m done I rush down the stairs. “Wait a second. 
Aren’t I supposed to go get groceries for my roommate?” I 
ask myself as I skid into the kitchen. “Nah. It can wait. If 
Lilly wants groceries she can get them herself. Plus this is 
more important! I can’t do everything she says. I have today 
to actually have fun. Better live while I got the chance!” 

Lilly is a huge fan of being lazy. She also hates Lin because 
he’s “not right for someone like me” apparently. Lilly won’t 
like my decision to skip getting her groceries. In fact she’ll 
probably put the Parental Restriction on all my electronics, 
but Lin’s worth it. I rush to the cabinet and grab one of the 
last granola bars. “Time to ride!” I say hopping outside and 
getting on my bike. But before I leave I respond to Lin. Dear 
Lin, Hiya! Sure let’s hang out! See you at the Prudential Center! 
You choose what to do. Ok, bye. Riding there so don’t text back. 
-Mei

The Prudential Center is kind of far away from where I 
live. In a hurry to see Lin I speed past three red lights and 
swerve a couple cars. “I guess I missed him more than I 
thought,” I think, pulling up to the Prudential Center. The 
first thing I noticed was the cars. There were so many! 

BEEP! Another text! I whipped my phone out of my back 
pocket and saw it’s from Lin asking where I am. I rolled my 
eyes. Lin’s always been so impatient. Lin I’m here. I’ll see you 
in the garden. No worries. -Mei

I shoved my phone in my back pocket and looked 
around. I was at the entrance to the gardens. It was packed 
with trees, bushes, and birds swooping from the trees to 
the ground. I took a few uncertain steps into the garden. 
“Where’s Lin?” I thought. 

It was so packed with trees it was hard to even see across 
the garden. Then I spotted him. He was sitting on a bench 
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waiting for me. His hair was as black as a raven’s feather, 
and he was wearing his black polo shirt. His jeans were so 
blue they were almost black and they had rips in them. “Lin! 
Hello!” I yelled running over to him. He embraced me. 

“I missed you Mei!” 
I smiled. “Me too Lin!” 
My heart was pounding so fast I thought it might 

explode. And then he broke away. “Wanna get something to 
eat?” he asked. My stomach grumbled. 

“I guess that means yes.” I said laughing. 
The granola bar didn’t satisfy my stomach. Lin smiled 

happily. “So where do you want to go?” he asked me. 
“I dunno. You can choose,” I said wrapping my arms 

around myself. It was cold outside.
“Let’s go to Num Pang!” Lin said excitedly. 
I smiled. “Sure Lin,” I said, not bothering to tell him I 

had Num Pang for dinner the night before.
We walked to the Num Pang which was only a little walk 

from the garden. Lin talked about his new group of kids in 
the summer camp where he worked. I wasn’t listening to 
a word he was saying. My mind was full of other thoughts 
such as, “What should I say to start up a conversation? How 
will I have the courage to ask him out next time?” But most 
of all my mind is full of, “What will Lilly think?” I almost 
miss it when Lin says, “Mei? Mei? Are you even listening to 
me right now?” 

I blink and look up. “Wha-oh yes! I am. Of course, Lin. 
What about your campers?” 

Lin rolled his eyes. “Okay what’s bothering you?” he asked 
me. I looked away. Lin was good at recognizing emotions in 
my eyes. He would see that I was bothered. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 
“Oh come on Mei we’ve been friends since...third grade?” 
I fiddled with my shirt annoyed. How can this guy be 

my best friend in the world and not know when we became 
besties?

“Second grade actually,” I said, playfully nudging him to 
show I’m okay. It was an act and he saw through it. 

“I know you better than anyone. I know if you are lying, 
if you are angry, and right now I know you’re upset about 
something,” Lin said. 

I looked ahead of us. We were already at the front of 
the line. “I...uh...I’m gonna prepare a table for us!” I said, 
looking at my feet. “Order me the Coconut Tiger Shrimp, 
okay.” Lin nodded and turned to order. I walked over to a 
table in the corner.

Lin came over a few seconds after I finished our table. “So 
what’s upsetting you?”

I looked away. “Nothing! I was just really hungry! That’s 
all. No worries.” My lie sounded too fake, too practiced. 

“Fine. Lie all you want but I’m not talking to you until 
you tell me what’s bothering you.” 

I gaped. “You can’t go five seconds without talking! I 
know that from experience!” 

Lin smiled and pretended to lock his lips together with a 
key. We sat in silence for a few minutes waiting. 

“Okay fine! You win! I’ll tell you what’s up!” I said 
annoyed. I could never keep a secret from him. 

“Haha! I knew you’d give in! So what’s bothering you?” 
Lin asked. 

I shifted uncomfortably. “Should I make something up? 
I mean he’d just see in my eyes I’m lying so I guess it’s not 
worth it,” I thought. 

“Well...Lin, do you remember Lilly?” 
Lin nodded. “Your Roommate? Yeah. She doesn’t like 

me.” 
I shook my head. ”Yeah she really doesn’t. Anyway she’s 

a little mean and if I disobey her she punishes me. It’s really 
childish.” 

Lin looked at me confused. “Punish you? How?” 
I giggled. “She makes me sleep on the floor, Clean every 

inch of the house, sit in the corner. She even turns the 
Parental Restrictions on on my phone! It’s a little funny. But 
since she basically hates you it’ll get me in trouble that I am 
hanging out with you and skipping the groceries. Bigtime.” 

Lin looked at me uncomfortably. “You know...I think I 
have a way to get her off your back.” 

I looked into his brown eyes for the first time in 49 
minutes. “How!? Tell me!” 

Lin opened his mouth to speak but another voice cut 
across his. “Lin and Mei your food is ready.” I sat up straight. 

“Let’s talk after we eat,” Lin said, getting up to get our 
food. 

Lin and I walked to the trash bin to throw away our 
trays and wrappers. The second we were out of Num Pang I 
turned to Lin. “What were you saying about getting Lilly off 
my back again?” 

“Oh yeah. So you see...My friend Jason is moving out 
of his apartment. It’s pretty big and I’m sure you’d love it. I 
know it’s a bit big to move away just to escape someone but I 
mean Lilly’s a bit mean.” 

I shook my head. “Lilly may be mean, but she’s still my 
roommate. I can’t just move because she’s a pain!” 

Lin smirked. “Did I mention the apartment’s near the 
place you wanna work at? Also...It’s next to mine.” 

My heart ka-thumped faster than a tire on a speed bump. 
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“Really!? Ok, you know what, I’m moving right now!” I 
said excitedly. We walked to the entrance of the Prudential 
Center. 

“Okay, I’ll text you directions to the place! Bye Mei!” 
I waved to my best friend and walked to my bike outside. 

When I got home the TV was blaring which meant Lilly 
was up. I sighed as I plopped into a chair in the living room. 
“Mei? Is that you?” Lilly came around the corner with a 
Coke bottle from the store.

“Oh, hi Lilly. I see you went shopping for the first time in 
years,” I said sarcastically. 

“You’re the one who MADE me go Mei. This is YOUR 
fault you know.”

I rolled my eyes and leapt up off the couch. “Lilly I’m 
leaving,” I told her.

Lilly stepped back confused. “What do you mean you’re 
leaving?” 

I balled my fists up and headed up the stairs to my room 
to pack. “I mean I’m going away and never coming back!” 
I yelled down the stairs, grabbing my suitcase and my 
backpack. The hours of anger and fury I’d felt when Lilly 
made me do things to punish me all flowed into my words 
and my actions like a waterfall that’s overflowing. 

“You can’t do that!” Lilly yelled down the stairs her voice 
full of anger. 

“Actually, Lilly, I’m pretty sure I can,” I said stuffing 
everything I’d ever need into a suitcase. When I was done 
packing everything in the house that I cared about, I walked 
downstairs. 

Lilly’s face was as red as her hair. Her fists were balled too. 
“I...I’m...Who’s gonna do the shopping? Who’s gonna do my 
hair? Who’s gonna be my friend!?” 

At that moment I actually felt a little sorry for Lilly, just a 
lonely, friendless girl who had only me. 

“You can Lilly. You’re actually really smart and funny and 
even kind. You just have to work on making people notice 
those features about you. But you need to understand this 
is my decision. I want to move out. It’s not really your fault 
even,” I said smiling. 

Even though Lilly could be a pain, the things I was saying 
I realized were true. She wasn’t really the only cause for me to 
move. “Goodbye Lilly.” I said, walking towards her. 

I gave her a hug which she partly returned. When I pulled 
away I noticed Lilly wipe her face which was leaking tears. 
“Goodbye Mei. You were a really good roommate,” she said 
to me as I turned and walked out the open door. 

My phone rang and I checked my text messages. Hi Mei, 
Here’s the directions! Can’t wait for you to move in! We’re gonna 

have so much fun! Just wanted you to know you’re the best 
person ever. -Lin

A blush emoji followed the text which was sent by Lin. 
I had a great future ahead of me. I rummaged through my 
backpack and pulled out my IPod so I could listen to the 
song I never finished. But before I did I texted Lin back. 
Dear Lin, You’re my favorite person ever. I know we’ll have 
tons of fun too! I can’t wait to move in as well! I think Lilly’s 
better without me too. She’ll learn a lot on her own. Thanks for 
inviting me to the Prudential Center. You’re the kindest best 
friend I could ever have. See you soon! -Mei.
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I was pacing back and forth around my coffee table, 
wondering about my first day. I really hope this class is not 
the same as my old class. Back in New Hampshire my class 
was always snickering when I tried to connect with them by 
mispronouncing words such as “thesaurus.” Their rudeness 
had bothered me so much that I had I stomped up to the 
office and explained the situation to the head of school. At 
the end of that day I marched right out of that school hoping 
to never come back.

However, this school was different. I had done the 
research. Only the best of the best went here. This start was 
as fresh as a strawberry. It was an opportunity knocking on my 
door, a once in a lifetime chance to correct my mistakes as a 
teacher, I thought to myself.

I was shaking, staring at the tapestries that lined the 
walls of my apartment. I couldn’t even look at my suit. My 
nerves were set to high. I knew I couldn’t teach when I was 
this tense. I just stood there vibrating, teeth chattering even 
though it was the end of summer. I nervously reached for my 
suit, feeling the black polyester fabric on my fingers. I picked 
it up and slowly draped it over my shoulders. I took the 
elevator down the car park. There were red, yellow, and even 
green cars all around. I scanned the underground parking lot 
for my dark blue Honda.

I quickly grabbed my phone, turning on Waze to find 
the fastest route to the International School of Beijing. I 
looked down to find that it would only take me 15 minutes. 
I zoomed down the freeway, and made it in half the time. 
With my hands on the wheel, pushing my organs to 
summon enough confidence to go into the dark red building, 
I took a sip of my hot coffee and felt the warmth cover my 
whole body like a security blanket. When pondering over 
whether to go into the structure or not, I looked down at my 
phone and saw the time. “Oh shoot, I’m late!” 

I bolted into the scary building. When walking down the 
thousands of lockers I remembered when my student Grace 
first understood C.R.E.D planner and when Kevin finally 
thought of an idea for his essay. I felt my head lift a bit 
higher and my chest puffed out a bit as I continued walking 
down the hall.

The fresh brewed coffee burns Charles’ fingertips as he 
struggles to hold the Starbucks cup. Both men continue 
walking through Copley Place Mall. Charles forgets the 
cardboard covering that goes around each cup, and instead 
holds his cup with his white blazer sleeve around his hand. 
Sweat rolls down Charles’ wrinkly face as both men walk 
in the un-air conditioned mall. Charles takes a bright blue 
handkerchief out of his pants pocket and wipes off the salty 
water from his head. Like any other weekday after work, 
Charles and his best friend, Joe, get coffee before their 
second shifts. 

Charles spins around and continues walking backwards. 
His outfit is completely white from head toe, except for his 
bright, blue clip-on tie that hangs from his shirt collar. His 
fingers comb through his caramel hair and make a small quiff 
until it flops back into two sections. “Don’t I look good for 
my meeting later?” Charles says as he cocks his chin up. “I 
don’t think he’s seen a better outfit than mine.” 

“Ahhhhh….Ya, I guess so,” Joe stutters as he quickly 
comes back into focus.

“You know, if the boss likes my presentation, or more 
importantly my outfit, it’ll be my first raise in over two 
years,” Charles says brightly. 

Joe inhales, deeply smelling the fumes of Charles’ hot 
coffee and glazed donut. He stares down at the steam that 
comes out the lip of the lid. 

“You know I could’ve just bought you a cup of coffee, Joe. 
Maybe next time you should’ve saved your money instead of 
wasting it on a yoyo.”

“Mmmm….hm,” Joe says, nodding his head. Charles 
looks down at his silver pocket watch. Joe continues to stare 
out into the distance, looking at all the shops.

“So, how do you like Boston so far?” Charles starts to get 
his mind off the meeting. His left hand latches on his right 
arm.

Joe turns his head towards Charles. “Boston, one of the 
nicest cities in all of the United States. Compared to LA, 
Boston is completely different in many ways,” he responds. 

While still moonwalking, the white leather shoes speak 
against the spotted gray tiles as the Calvin Klein tag sticks 
out from the back. “Listen Joe,” Charles says while gesturing 
his arms around. “I’m gonna show you every-” 

Coffee flies out of the white coffee cup from Starbucks 
and lands everywhere. The once perfectly white outfit has 
splotches of dark brown coffee. Charles falls to the ground 
on his knees with his face completely shocked. His mouth, 
wide open, reveals his slightly bitten tongue. 

“Come here Charles,” Joe says while grabbing his hand 
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so they can walk around the sign they just crashed into. “I’m 
gonna go and grab napkins. Stay here on this bench.” 

Charles nods his head in agreement. “What have I done? 
It...was going to be perfect. Everything was going to be 
perfect…”

“Eh, what’s you whispering about?” Joe says over Charles’ 
shoulder with napkins in his hand. 

“Ahhh Joe? Do you think my meeting will go good? I 
think it’ll be great. But...I don’t think 

I’m ready.” He looks down at the floor with his lips 
pursing. “Um...Joe? Are you going to answer me?” he says 
while turning his head slightly.

“Listen, I know I wasn’t the most helpful earlier when 
we were walking and talking....but you’re such an amazing 
friend. You’ve always been here for me, no matter what. 
We have been friends since grad school. Even though we 
haven’t seen each other in a while, you still held onto our 
friendship for FOUR years. It doesn’t matter if your suit is 
ruined. It’s your personality that counts. You act as if you’re 
better than everyone else, but inside, you know you’re the 
same as everyone. That’s what makes you great, because you 
understand what other people are going through. I believe in 
you. ” 

He smiles from ear to ear. “Thanks buddy, I knew I could 
count on you.”

Mark shifted anxiously in his shoes. He scanned the faces 
of the people walking by the Microsoft store in the mall. 
Looking for that face. Always that face. Ever since he ran 
away, he was paranoid about being recognized by his father. 
His hands automatically went to his bright red hair, his most 
distinguishable feature, before remembering that he had dyed 
it brown to appear as different as possible. “Excuse me?”

Mark snapped back into reality to find a middle aged 
woman standing at the counter with two squirming babies in 
her arms. She looked exhausted. Mark saw the IPod she had 
balanced in her arms. He remembered where he was. “Is this 
all that you’re buying?” he asked as he reached for it. 

She muttered something about obscenely high prices. She 
tipped her arms forward, and the iPod clattered onto the 
wood desk between them. Mark winced at the noise, and 
grabbed the iPod. He slid it through the scanner, not really 
paying attention. “All done. Here you are.”

She walked away, not bothering to say thank you. He 
looked around to find yet another customer. She was 
pretty, but he barely noticed because he had seen the dog. 
He squatted down and petted her. The woman made an 
indignant noise in the back of her throat. “What type is 
she?”

“Labradoodle,” she responded in a vaguely European 
accent. “Why?”

“Oh—no reason.” 
Two hundred, he thought, maybe three hundred for 

such good quality. It would look good on a handbag. After 
Mark ran away, he got a job as an illegal fur trader. He didn’t 
particularly like his job, but he would do almost anything 
for money these days. He would have to tell his boss about 
labradoodle fur. Maybe he would even get part of the profit. 
He glanced around one last time, then back to the lady. 
Maybe the labradoodle market would even allow him to 
quit his job as an underpaid cashier. He noticed that a line 
had grown behind the lady. He sighed and glanced out the 
window, paranoia back. No father. Turning back to the line, 
he asked, “Is that all you’ll be buying?”
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“Where is that fool,” grunted Arnold as he stroked back 
what little hair he had left.

“Let’s make another round,” replied Derek. 
Arnold looked at Derek, his new partner, peculiarly. He 

noticed how Derek sweated a bit when he talked. Arnold 
sighed. His violent job was hard enough without Derek and 
his sweating. The Solid Fist was one of the richest gangs in 
the United States. As merely thugs Arnold and Derek were 
just the people that got money from the people that owed 
them. Arnold had worked for years at the Solid Fist and 
this is how they repaid? Sticking him with some newbie and 
having him hunt a man who owed the gang a few hundred 
dollars?

“I’m gonna go and get myself a coffee,” muttered Derek, 
interrupting his thoughts.

“What?” replied Arnold. “We just got here.”
“Well he obviously isn’t here,” said Derek as he strode 

into a nearby Starbucks. Arnold sighed. His arrogant partner 
might as well not have been there. Arnold looked into a 
reflection of himself in a store window. He wished he saw a 
younger person. Instead all he saw was a balding middle-aged 
man. Great, he thought. He remembered when the fist had 
approached him, when he was young, stupid, and willing to 
do anything for a quick buck.

On his patrol Arnold caught sight of Derek arguing 
with a Starbucks cashier. They made eye-contact briefly. 
Then Derek went back to fighting with the cashier. “It’s 
pronounced FRAPP-AY,” he heard Derek say.

As Arnold circled the brightly lit Prudential halls he 
remembered when he was young and how he wanted to open 
a bakery. Donuts, pies, croissants, pastries, he would make 
them all. Arnold tossed the memory aside as he checked the 
time. Target was already 15 minutes late.

Their target was a large man with multiple facial tattoos 
and a mullet. Arnold groaned again. Why did everyone 
stolen from have to be some 21st century poster kid. “Get 
back here you scum,” he heard Derek yell. 

Arnold raced toward the voice and saw Derek chasing a 
man with a mullet. “So much for stealth,” Arnold thought. 

Arnold lashed out his leg tripping the mullet. “Where’s 
our money,” roared Derek, pressing his knees into the man’s 
chest. “I said where is our money?” screamed Derek, as he 
gained the attention of everyone in the Prudential center.

“WAIT! He doesn’t have any facial tattoos!” said Arnold. 
They both bolted before security questioned them. His 
grandmother always said he had potential, and here he was 
about to explain to his boss that his idiot partner had beat up 
an innocent passerby.

Sheryl shivered in her white leather jacket-dress. The 
deafening AC transformed the small pizzeria into an icebox. 
Her booth was worn with gum sitting on the underside 
of the table and strange smells wafting up from the faded 
leather seats. Her untouched pizza, now cold on her plate, 
was wet with tears. Her paper-white hair sat stiff on her head, 
the work of several cans of hairspray. Her mind was filled to 
the brim with dismal thoughts, too many for her to handle at 
once. She pulled a crumpled tissue out of her ivory-colored 
handbag, and wiped her dry, red eyes. Sheryl had been crying 
incessantly since the funeral this morning. Her newly-
obtained status as a widow was a frightening subject.

She started to choke and cough as if her whole body was 
racked by the anguish she had been so keen on repressing. 
She remembered how bravely he had fought the cancer that 
ended his life at 75 years of age. His final words were still 
ringing in her ears.

And yet, Sheryl did not miss her husband as much as one 
should. Yes, she cried for hours each day, and most would 
think this crying was because of her husband. Although, the 
real reason for her deepening depression was that she feared 
loneliness. She did not want to come home each night to a 
blank echo. She could go into a retirement home, but would 
she ever see freedom there? She could move in with her kids, 
but would they let her? She flipped through her options like 
a teenager scrolling through songs to choose. Eventually, she 
gave up. Sheryl grabbed her cane and stood up.

She needed to leave. She needed to escape this sea of 
misery. The tacky, wooden raft that she clung to so dearly 
had broken, and she did not want to sink in front of all these 
people. She grabbed her cane and balanced her frail body on 
it. She gathered her things, tears streaming silently down her 
wrinkled face. Then she hobbled away, promising never to 
come back again.
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This is the day Ella is finally noticed.
Ella is a selfish and lonely middle-aged woman 

advertisement model, but she is not well known. She likes 
attention so she wears very bright colorful things. She places 
her blue, red, yellow, and green lunch box and her bright 
blue water bottle on a table. She pulls a rainbow phone out 
of her cheetah print purse. Ella buys a lot of expensive things 
to show off and get more friends but it doesn’t work. She 
tries to use her money to get friends by buying them things. 

Ella went to the part of the Prudential Center with the 
most people so she could show off all of her things. She put 
all of her flashy items on the table to show off. She sat near 
Flywheel Sports because there was a picture in the window of 
her with her name on it. She pulled out her colorful phone 
case with her name on it so people would notice it was her in 
the picture. 

She put on her headphones, pretending to watch a video 
and started to laugh so people                    would look over 
and notice her. But everyone looked at her strangely. They 
tried to finish their pizza quickly and leave. More people 
came and she tried again but she didn’t succeed. 

Realizing that she was not getting the attention she 
wanted, Ella went to go and get pizza. While she was in line, 
a man walked up to her table and began to take her stuff. 
Even though there was a large crowd of people only one lady 
reacted and confronted the man. 

When she asked him what he was doing, the thief quickly 
noticed Ella’s name etched onto her phone case and replied, 
“She is a friend of mine. Ella and I are great friends. I’m 
getting her stuff for her. She went in the store but forgot her 
bags accidently.”

“But the woman who was sitting here is right over there at 
the pizza shop getting food,” the lady pointed out. “She’s not 
at a store. Nice try, no one other than you is that stupid.”

Realizing he was caught, the thief ran away with Ella’s 
things and the lady felt like it was all her fault that he got 
away. As Ella returned to the table, she realized what had 
happened. She sat down and cried that all her stuff was gone. 
“I’m so sorry, it’s all my fault. I tried to stop him but then he 
ran and I couldn’t get him. I’M SO SO SO SORRY,” cried 
the lady.

“It’s not your fault,” Ella replied. “It’s my fault. I shouldn’t 
have left all my stuff right on the table so everyone could 
see.”

“I’m Lucy Jones, what is your name?” the lady asked.
“My name is Ella,” Ella replied.
Lucy gave Ella a hug and for the first time Ella didn’t feel 

so alone.

Rosie didn’t know the last time she had felt so awesome. 
No, awesome wasn’t strong enough an adjective. Rosie felt 
extraordinary. That was more like it. Dancing and skipping 
home, she couldn’t wait to tell her family. A gigantic grin 
was sprawled on her face. She had just been promoted to the 
shift manager of her Chipotle and she was running home on 
her break to share the news with her sister. Rosie only got 
her first job there recently, but had caught on pretty quickly 
and was able to complete her orders faster than all the others. 
After a short amount of time, she was the hardest working 
there as well, but anyone who really knew Rosie wouldn’t be 
surprised by this. She put the perfect amount of ingredients 
in her customer’s orders and took everything her customers 
said into account. Rosie always set high expectations for 
herself, and every time, she met them. This determination 
often led her to being extremely stubborn. She wouldn’t let 
anything get in the way of her achieving her goals. That was 
just who she was. 

Rosie had long, black hair, and was easily mistaken for her 
older sister, Arianna. She wore a kind and open expression. 
Her skin was the color of caramel, and her eyes a deep, dark 
brown. Rosie was 24 years old, but she was often told that 
she acted older than she really was. 

Having forgotten her keys, she rang the golden doorbell. 
She was expecting to see Arianna open the door. Arianna and 
Rosie had lived happily together for five whole years. They 
were always there to console each other and cheer each other 
up. Instead of Arianna, it was her mother who opened the 
door for her. 

“Mama! Oh, I’ve missed you so much!” Rosie shouted. 
Her eyes lit up like Christmas lights. She had not seen 
her mother in forever, and didn’t think that the day could 
possibly get any better. Rosie glanced up at her mother’s face 
and almost fell over with pure shock. Tears were pouring and 
swimming down her mother’s beautiful face. Her eyes were 
red and it looked as if she had aged ten years since the last 
time Rosie had seen her. Before Rosie could say another word 
her mother engulfed her in a humongous embrace.

“Oh, Rosie!” Rosie’s mother exclaimed, weeping as if it 
was the worst day of her life.

Abruptly, Arianna entered the doorway. Like her mother, 
Arianna also bore a pained expression, as if someone had 
punched her in the stomach. 

“What’s wrong?” Rosie asked her mother and sister. 
“It’s Grandma,” Arianna whimpered, sniffling.
“What about her?” Rosie scrunched her eyebrows in 

confusion.
“She’s sick. Like, really sick,” Arianna solemnly replied.
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Rosie knew how serious this was. Her grandmother had 
very poor health and was very old. Rosie’s mouth felt dry as 
she felt her eyes getting wet. A single tear raced down her 
cheek. She felt all happiness and joy fade away as she wept 
into her mother’s shoulder. 

“I have to go lie down. This is too much for me,” her 
mother said.

Rosie watched her mother walk away with her shoulders 
sagging and her eyes red. Glancing at her watch, Rosie 
realized that she had to be at work in 20 minutes for her first 
shift as a manager. You haven’t even told Arianna or Mama 
about the job! a tiny voice inside Rosie exclaimed.

Of course she hasn’t! What’s going on now is so much more 
important! a second voice shot back.

But she was so happy to tell them! the first voice responded 
eagerly. 

Her family is more important, the second voice declared 
confidently. 

Rosie knew that second voice’s words rang true, because 
her family needed her to be there the most. “Arianna, let’s go 
see Grandma,” Rosie decided.

Work is important, but it’s nothing compared to your family, 
Rosie thought to herself.

“Nooo…” Anna whimpered softly. She sighed, not for the 
first time that day. “He wants how much?” she asked through 
exhausted disbelief. She gently rested her perfectly manicured 
nails on her cheek; her smooth olive complexion was brushed 
with a thin coat of beautifully applied, expensive makeup. 
Her IPhone was pressed against her ear, causing her James 
Avery earrings to swing back and forth. I’ll be saying goodbye 
to more of these luxuries pretty soon,  she thought.

She listened to the forced courteous voice on the other 
end of the line for a few more seconds before she hung 
up. “What will I do?” she whispered to herself. “The bank 
wants more money than I’ve ever owned in my life!” She 
dropped her phone in her lap, ignoring its persistent 
buzzing. She could still hear the sickening voice of the bank 
assistant announcing her bankruptcy as coolly as if she were 
announcing the weather. “What will I do?” she repeated.

She thought of her daughter, waiting at home for her 
fifth birthday presents. “Just cake this year, my baby,” she 
whispered softly to herself, trying to ignore the tears pricking 
her eyes. She thought of Ansley, her treasure, waiting at 
home for the toys she would never get. She thought of the 
car crash that had taken away her husband, her livelihood, 
and Ansley’s ability to walk. She nearly burst into tears at the 
thought of how she had spent nearly every penny she owned 
on hospital bills that got them nowhere and train tickets to 
work at fast food restaurants in order to buy the groceries. 

Her thoughts then flew to the future, thinking of all 
the things she’d still have to give up. With a pang, Anna 
realized they’d have to sell their beautiful home full of 
family heirlooms and memories and move to a cheap city 
apartment. There would be no more family treasures—those 
would have to be sold so they could buy milk. Is that what 
people will think of me: a poor old widow who lives in a dingy 
old apartment that contains no happiness?

Physical therapy for Ansley would be out of the question, 
Anna realized sadly. She’d probably grow up in a wheelchair. 
Oh, well… at least there’s Max, Anna thought, recalling their 
service Border Collie that was presently baby-sitting Ansley. 
He barked when hostile-looking strangers knocked, gave 
her boosts back into her wheelchair when she fell out, and 
rubbed his warm fur up against her when she was cold. Anna 
was never worried when Ansley was at home with Max. 

Anna ran her fingers through her silky, jet black hair and 
looked around the sleek, modern shopping mall. Suddenly 
the toy store caught her eye. No, Anna. You got her cake, she 
thought to herself sternly. An image of her beautiful little girl 
holding the smiling, soft toy in the display case flew into her 
head. A battle between temptation and sensibility raged in 
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her head. 
Temptation succeeded. But Ansley would love that doll, 

she reasoned with herself. She glanced at the price. Maybe 
just this once… she trailed off. She smiled for the first time in 
what felt like forever.

I walked into the cafe and with one sniff, I could tell 
that the croissants were coming fresh out of the oven. I 
scanned the area until I found an open seat near the front 
of the room. Slowly walking over to the wooden table, I sat 
down, rolling baby Ruben’s baby carriage next to my side. I 
chuckled as Rubin repetitively kept saying, “BURGLUMB!” 

Such a sweet little child. I listened as Rubin’s “burglumbs” 
turned into giggles. Suddenly my pitch black phone buzzed 
violently, causing my thigh to itch a little. I reached in my 
left pocket and swished my hand around. My pocket was 
filled with a faded picture of Rubin’s birthday, an extra 
case with backup dentures, a handkerchief, and more. My 
wrinkled hand felt the vibrating of the pitch black IPhone.

I gripped the old phone in my left hand and pulled it out 
until it was directly in front of my solemn face. I took out 
my reading glasses and put them on. I read the name of the 
caller. “ANNIE OVERTON,” it read. 

I reached my hand over and pressed my fingertip on the 
green button. Annie is my 31 year old daughter. She cares 
for her baby more than she cares for herself. She told me 
she would call for a baby check-in, so I was expecting this. I 
wasn’t expecting the thing that came next. I held the phone 
to my ear and spoke in the receiver. “Hi, sweetheart!” I said 
cheerfully.

“Mom, do not freak out at the next thing I tell you,” 
Annie replied anxiously. 

I was getting a little scared by the tone of her voice, my 
mind fluttered with possibilities of what she would say next. 
Is she okay? Is Rubin okay? Am I okay? “What’s wrong?” I 
asked, more confident than I felt.

“Rubin needs to go to the E.R. He might have a serious 
lung problem that could cause extreme illness,” Annie 
quivered into the phone. 

As if on cue, Rubin coughed violently. This can’t be 
happening, I thought. How could something so horrid 
happen to someone so small and helpless? “JUST TAKE 
HIM TO THE E.R!!!” she screeched into my ear. 

I definitely was not prepared for that. I could hear her 
sniffles, and I could almost see her tears rolling down her 
face, as mine would be soon. Soon, my pockets would be 
filled with salty wet tissues. After a moment, I picked up my 
glasses and reached my hand under as I wiped away a small 
tear. Then, I sprang to action. I grabbed Rubin’s carriage 
with my right hand, then took my phone and shoved it in 
my cluttered pocket. Picking up my tea with my left hand 
I tried to run, but my old legs can’t run as fast as they used 
to. So I quickly walked out of the cafe and swerved around 
a sharp corner. My ears burned as I heard Rubin’s deadly 

Baby Ruben

Julia Shulman, 6th grade



114   Simmons Camp

coughs. My eyes darted from left to right, daring people to 
look. I dodged a skinny lady carrying samples of a strawberry 
smoothie, which would be refreshing if I wasn’t in such a 
rush. If I didn’t save Rubin, the memory of him would haunt 
me forever. After what seemed like an hour of dodging, 
escaping, and maneuvering around sales ladies, people, and 
shops, I finally found the parking lot and the red lights that 
spelled EXIT. 

My heart raced like a frightened fly. I shoved the heavy 
door open with my sore hip and scampered outside. I was 
now panting with fear and tiredness mixed together. A 
deadly combination. I pulled out my keys from my back 
pocket and listened for the irritating, “Beep, beep!” 

My feet automatically raced towards the car with my 
little remaining energy. My eyes finally caught sight of my 
shiny black Subaru. I pulled open the back seat door and 
frantically carried the baby out and plopped him down in 
his small car seat. I pushed the two buckles together until I 
heard the taunting, “CLICK.” 

Then I shoved the carriage so it crumpled inwards. After it 
folded itself, I forced it into the backseat. Then I pushed the 
black door closed. “Slam!” 

I walked over to the driver seat door and opened it up. 
I scrambled to get in the car quickly. I heard the giggles of 
Rubin in the back seat. I injected the key into the ignition 
and turned it forward, the car started grumbling. The wheels 
on my car turned and I started driving out of the parking lot. 
The thought kept coming back that this could be my last car 
ride with Rubin. 

Luckily we were fairly close to the hospital, so it only took 
about 30 minutes to get there. I parked my vehicle in the 
EMERGENCY PARKING LOT, and turned the car off. I 
didn’t waste any time as I opened the car door and ran out. 
On the car ride there, I got time to catch my breath, so I 
had more energy now as I opened Rubin’s door. I unlocked 
his car seat and carried him out into the burning sun. As I 
ran up to the door I kept myself moving by the thought of 
Rubin’s cough.

I didn’t bother taking the baby carriage out. Too much 
wasted time. I just took Rubin and ran. For once, I was glad 
I had short hair. I opened the door and rushed to the front 
desk where an old man was sitting. “What’s the emergency?” 
he asked in a grumpy, stern voice. 

“Lung problem. Rubin Overton, 1 ½ years old!” I yelled 
at the white haired man.

A doctor came rushing in. “Rubin Overton?” she asked 
tensely. 

Her flowy doctor suit seemed to suit her. She had bags 

under her eyes, and she looked like she had been up all night. 
“Right here!” I screamed. 
I held out little Rubin and the doctor took him carefully, 

and then rushed out of the room. “Take a seat,” grumbled 
the front desk man.

Two long, painful hours later, the doctor came back out 
with baby Rubin in her arms with a big smile plastered on 
her face. “Good news!” the doctor said cheerfully. “We did 
the tests and… They came out negative! Rubin is totally fine, 
and you are free to go home,” the doctor explained joyfully. 

After these words escaped her mouth, my tense face 
mimicked her smile, ear to ear. I was overwhelmed with 
happiness. In fact, I was so happy that I was completely 
speechless. No words could escape my relieved body. I felt 
like I had just won the lottery! “Thank you so much!” were 
the only words I could say. 

I then embraced baby Rubin in my outstretched arms and 
hugged him with all my strength, being careful not to squish 
him. Apparently he thought this was hilarious, and started 
laughing. The giggles vibrated on my belly and it felt like 
butterflies in my tummy. I started laughing too. Soon, all I 
could hear were endless laughs. I couldn’t wait to call Annie 
and tell her the thrilling news.
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One day Lakeisha was at the mall eating at Num Pang 
Restaurant. It smelled like fresh food. The restaurant had 
graffiti on the wall. She got a salad and fruit punch. The 
salad was bright green and had big red tomatoes, and there 
was creamy white salad dressing. She was sitting and eating 
while looking at her phone and twirling her wavy black hair. 
She stopped eating and started to play with her Pandora 
bracelets that her husband gave to her before he left for the 
army. “Why did he leave me?” she thought to herself.  

She started fixing her earring, glancing down at her black-
and-white striped phone case. She worried about what her 
husband was doing and if he was going to call. 

Remembering when he first told her the news, she 
thought back to their dinner at Olive Garden. “I need to tell 
you something important,” he said. 

Digging in his jacket pocket, he pulled out the two shiny 
Pandora bracelets. He gave her the bracelets and told her, “I 
am leaving for the army, but when you look at this bracelet, 
it will remind you of me.” 

Bursting out into tears, Lakeisha had reached over and 
gave him a big hug. 

She started to cry, not realizing someone was seated right 
in front of her. “Hi, my name is James,” the man in front of 
her said. 

He had on a black suit on and a gray beard. He had a 
clean, brown scalp, a shiny gold Rolex watch, and a shiny 
gold chain that had a cross. “My name is Lakeisha,” she 
responded.

“Do you want to go on a walk?” he asked. 
She saw him and thought how nice he was. He must be 

single, she thought, but I’m married, so I have to tell him.
“No, thank you. I’m married,” she replied. 
“Oh, I’m sorry I asked,” he replied.
She looked back down at her phone and thought to 

herself that now might be a good time to call her husband.

This is a story of how a good day went bad. There was a 
girl named Mia. She had a lot of shoes and a lot of friends. 
She had a boyfriend named Zack, and she had the best life 
until one day—her birthday. Mia woke up, and she heard 
something drop in the kitchen, so she walked in the kitchen, 
and she saw Zack cooking her breakfast. She saw Zack 
flipping blueberry pancakes, and she said, “They smell like 
blueberries.” 

Zack said, “Thank you, I know they are your favorite.” 
Zack was kind of like Mia’s father who taught her how to 

fix laptops, tablets, and phones. Zack likes to use computers 
and laptops. Zack has dark brown hair and a light blue shirt 
and khaki pants. Mia learned how to fix technology from her 
father because her father fixes technology. Then she quickly 
ate breakfast because she was running late for work at the 
Microsoft store fixing laptops. 

Sean, just a kid who happened to be in the mall that day, 
was walking in the mall and saw Mia fixing a person’s laptop. 
He noticed that Mia had chocolate skin with braids going 
into afro and a green Microsoft shirt with jeans and Jordans. 
He could hear Mia say to a customer, “Hi, my name is Mia. 
How may I help you?” 

The customer said that her laptop wouldn’t work 
anymore, and she didn’t know why. After two hours of 
working on the laptop, they found out that the laptop wasn’t 
working because the battery was old. After work she was 
tired, and she was looking forward to seeing her friends. She 
was going to be seeing her friends for her birthday lunch.

During her break she went to the food court where she 
was supposed to meet her friends to eat lunch with them. 
When she was waiting for an hour she found out that they 
stood her up. She looked at her phone, seeing on Snapchat 
that they were at the movies. She was so sad because she 
really, really wanted to see them on her break. When she 
found out, she stomped out and tried to see why they didn’t 
come. She kept on calling them because they wouldn’t 
answer. Finally they did. Mia said, “Why didn’t you guys 
come?”

They said “Omg, we forgot that your birthday was today. 
We had something planned for you. We were going to take 
you to have a spa day. We were all going to have a spa day 
together.”

Mia said, “What time do we go to the spa?” 
Her friends said, “We go at four so we will come and pick 

you up in an hour.” 
Mia said, “Okay, see you then.” 
After she got off the phone she was suspicious, wondering 

if they really planned to have a spa day. When they came to 

Lakeisha Misses Her Husband

Hope Williams, 5th grade

Mia and Zack

Mariah Glenn, 7th grade
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pick her up, they brought her to the spa, and the woman at 
the front said, “Is this the birthday girl that is having her spa 
day?” 

And they said, “Yes.” 
The woman at the front desk said, “You have some really 

good friends. They planned this day two months before your 
birthday.” 

After the woman said that, Mia wasn’t suspicious of her 
friends, and she was really happy that they planned this day 
for her.

“Thank God I made it,” Johnson said when he surprised 
himself that he made it to work on time. 

Johnson worked at the Apple store. He loved everything 
about the Apple store: the friendly employees, the 
customers—life was good for Johnson. Johnson checked 
his list of things he had to do today. He saw that he had 
five clients in the morning. One customer wanted to switch 
companies. Two people wanted to buy a MacBook, and two 
other people needed their computers fixed. Johnson put on a 
smile and said to himself, “Let’s get ready to face the day.”

“If you are late again you will be fired,” his boss had 
exclaimed angrily to him the day before. 

Johnson kept those words in his head all the time. His 
boss never cared if the other employees were late, but if 
Johnson was late he would get mad and give Johnson 
warnings which he thought was unfair. He shrugged his 
shoulders and sighed when thinking about that conversation. 
Johnson worked minimum wage and had to provide for 
his family of five, and he helped his sister pay rent for her 
apartment and bills. He was a loving father and brother, and 
he was a very good person. 

After a long day at work, it was finally time for a lunch 
break. Johnson went to his favorite restaurant, Num Pang 
Kitchen. He went to look at the menu for what he should 
eat today. Five minutes of thinking later he decided that he 
wanted Pad Thai. He went up to the counter to a nice lady 
with long, blond hair. She said, “Hi, my name is Mary. What 
would you like to order?”

“I would like to order the Pad Thai please,” he said kindly.
“I’m so sorry,” the women said behind the counter. “We 

just ran out.”
Johnson stepped out of line, sat down, and looked at the 

menu again and decided what he wanted. He looked at his 
watch and thought, where did all the time go? He only had 
10 minutes to get back to work. If he did not make it back 
to work on time, he would get fired. His wife Jenia would get 
mad and not feed him dinner. He started to pace in a circle. 
“What am I going to do?” he wondered.

Johnson jumped back in line very fast and ordered 
teriyaki chicken. He made it back to work with one minute 
to spare. As soon as Johnson stepped through the door, his 
boss went up to him and said, “For once you are not late.” 

Johnson sighed in relief.

All’s Well That Ends Well

Skylar DaSilva, 7th grade
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“Long time, no see,” Julie giggled, as they both sat down. 
Mary noticed that her old friend, Julie, still had her big 

brown freckles all over her face, the same brown hair with 
blonde highlights, as usual, and the same dimples in every 
smile. Mary remembered when they were younger and they 
both decided to dye their hair without permission. Instead 
of it coming out blonde, it was orange. Mary had to dye her 
hair back to brown with her mother, but Julie decided to 
keep it orange. 

Mary could think of nothing to say. Both of the young 
women decided to get salad and lemonade. “So nice to see 
you again Mary!” Julie broke the silence. 

Mary nodded and listened to Julie rant on about 
everything that’s different in America from France. “The 
houses here are so different from France. They are way 
smaller and so many people are rude. I miss France. How is 
it? Ughh, I wish I could go back. How’s your mom? Oh, I 
remember the cakes she used to make. Does she still do that? 
Or does your dad do anything else instead of just working, 
or what?” 

Julie took a break from talking to take a breath and sip 
her lemonade. Mary noticed that Julie didn’t have the same 
French accent, or speak much French at all. Mary thought it 
would be better to talk in English.

“Well—” 
Before Mary could talk, Julie started up again. “I’m so 

busy with work, I can’t even spend time to just sit and relax, 
ya’ know?” 

Julie began to dig into her salad while Mary slowly 
nodded, even though she couldn’t keep track of what Julie 
was saying. Mary opened her mouth as if she was about 
to say something, but yet, there was nothing to say. Mary 
thought her old friend had changed from the last three years. 
Julie has never talked so much in her life.

Mary glanced over at two other people getting ready 
to leave. She took a peek at her watch. It read 2:00. Mary 
remembered that she had to check into her hotel at 2:30. She 
looked back up at Julie who was still talking. Mary wanted to 
say something like, “Hey, Julie I have to go. Bye!” 

But she didn’t want it to seem like she wanted to leave. 
“Hey Julie,” Mary said. 

She didn’t realize that she totally interrupted Julie, but she 
didn’t care either. Julie looked up from her salad, with a piece 
hanging from her mouth and ranch dripping at the side. 
Mary was staring at the salad, seeing how it was perfectly 
green. “Mary?”

“Oh, yes,” Mary said, looking back at Julie. “It’s getting 
late, you know...” 

Mary took another peek at her watch that now read 2:15.
“Oh,” Julie said, pushing the rest of the salad into her 

mouth. 
“Yeah. I’ll just go,” Julie said, putting on her backpack. 
Mary felt relieved that she didn’t have to say anything 

completely rude for Julie to leave. Mary and Julie looked at 
each other for a moment. Are we going to hug? Mary thought. 
Julie just stood up, waved, and left. Mary packed up her 
salad and started to get up. She brought her wrist up to her 
face, reading her watch. 2:45.

“WHAT?” Mary said out loud. People looked and stared 
but she didn’t care. Mary ran out the mall, still thinking 
about her old friend and how things had changed over the 
past three years.

The Two Friends

Monica Thyme, 8th grade
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It was 2,200 degrees. So hot that it could boil water 
immediately on impact. The glass blower was holding molten 
glass on a stick. The glass blower used a newspaper on the 
glass to make it round like a sphere. You think it would 
burn right? It doesn’t. At the time I could smell and hear 
the newspaper and the glass going together. It smelled like 
smoke and it sounded like pouring boiling water on dry ice. 
It probably felt squishy and hot. REALLY HOT! 

After he made the glass the height of a Gatorade bottle, he 
blew into the tube it was on and it grew into the shape of a 
wrecking ball. It looked like a big bubble that a person blows 
with a giant wand. Then he dropped it on the ground like he 
didn’t care about it. It shattered into many pieces and went 
all over the floor. Next he passed around a piece carefully so 
it wouldn’t break. It looked like nothing but felt like a piece 
of paper between my fingers. 

Lastly he said he was making a plate. When he took the 
molten glass out of the oven it was definitely hot. It was red 
hot and looked all gooey, slimy, and shiny. The guy spun it 
so it wouldn’t fall on the floor. He blew into the stick and 
puffed it up. Now the glass looked like a vase in the shape 
of a water bottle. Then he took pliers and made a hole in 
the top of the glass. The glass blower shaped it by stirring 
the pliers on the glass to make it flatten out but it made it 
look like a vase. Then the glass blower spun it in the oven 
and it started to flatten out. When the glass blower took it 
out it looked like a plate. After that the glass blower placed 
the plate on the ground unexpectedly. All of a sudden I 
saw pliers on the plate and broken glass. The glass blower 
dropped the pliers on the plate and said he did it on accident 
when he clearly threw the pliers on the glass on purpose. 

I was sitting in my chair in a very hot room, so hot that 
it felt like I was sitting next to an erupting volcano. I was 
waiting for the glass maker to make a pumpkin out of glass. 
He put the melted glass in the mold. The glass looked like it 
was steaming hot. The glass maker said that you would know 
when it was hot or cold because when the glass was hot, 
it would turn an orange red color and when it was cooled 
down it would turn clear like glass would. 

As the glass maker repeatedly took the glass out of the 
oven, he kept rounding the glass so when he put it back 
in the oven it could get into a nice shape. He kept adding 
the melted glass over the other glass so it wouldn’t break so 
easily. The melted glass looked like a gooey syrup or slime. It 
even looked like it could be a nasty blob of spit. He put the 
melted glass in the mold and said, “This is how you make a 
pumpkin.” After spinning and spinning a little while after, 
he said, “This is how you make a plate.” As he was spinning 
the glass started to get wider and wider until it looked like 
a huge plate. Then he broke it. Crack! When he broke the 
glass, it looked like a million pieces were on the ground.

Glass Blowing

Nicolo Labieniec, 5th grade

A Million Pieces

Janiya Brown, 6th grade
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I ran down the soccer field hoping to score. I handled the 
ball as I flashed by my defender, scoring. Swoosh was the 
sound. My team was happy, but not that happy because they 
weren’t celebrating. The only person that was really happy 
was Nicolo but he was too focused talking about his yeezys, a 
shoe that was gray with an orange line going in between the 
shoe. 

My legs were pumping so hard after all the goals I scored 
over and over again. My team did not like me scoring 
because I was not passing the ball. I didn’t pass the ball 
because no one on my team was good so I did not care 
because I was helping them win. So me and Niko were 
scoring all of the points and Nicolo was talking about his 
Yeezys. After my team won we played tag and Nicolo just 
talked about Yeezys. Me and Nico played soccer. It was kind 
of boring but we played until it was time to go.

“Wooooow!” everyone chorused in awe after we watched a 
performance of hula hooping instructors. Then everyone got 
in a circle. The people who were instructing the class said for 
ten minutes, anyone who wants to perform, can show some 
of the skills that they have learned. “I know I’m going to do 
that,” I thought to myself. 

I started to practice. My routine went like this. I held 
the hula hoop over my shoulder and placed it down around 
my waist. Then I put my arm though the hula hoop and the 
hula hoop kept spinning, but only on my arm and my waist. 
It slowly started to rise up onto my neck. Finally I grabbed 
it off my neck and put it onto my hand. Then I brought it 
back down. I put it on my neck, and it fell back on my waist. 
I was thinking I should repeat it. The instructor pointed to 
me, I stood up and my stomach ached. I smiled nervously. 
“Just do it how you practiced,” I thought to myself. 

I looked around the circle. The people in the crowd were 
smiling and staring. The hula hoop started on my waist, then 
up to my neck, then up to my hand. When the hula hoop 
was high above my head, I decided to do a trick I learned. 
It’s when you throw the hula hoop like a frisbee, and then 
it comes back to you. The hula hoop was still on my hand. 
When I was taking it off my hand, my hand swiveled, and 
the bottom of the hula hoop was on the ground. Then I 
started to turn the hula hoop around and around in a circle. 
When I was done, the crowd started to cheer and clap. I 
smiled, and then sat back down. The counselor Laura smiled 
and gave me a high five. 

Swoosh

Denilson Fanfan, 6th grade

Hula Hooping

Denasia Bailey, 5th grade
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Whish. The warm wind sizzled on my skin while 
I paddled along. We floated on top of a wavy liquid. 
Dragonflies buzzed in my ear while ducks joyfully quacked. 
“Turn! Turn!” Mark yelled as we paddled. We were in a race 
against my friend Diego, and his ship. My arms jumped 
with the wind while I was trying to steer. I could see others 
paddling and shouting, “Look at that!”

“We can do this!” I shouted.
We yanked the boat in front of them while we dealt 

with wavy turns. Finally, we got them all off our trail and 
continued on. “Yes!” I said. “They’ll never catch up to us 
now!”

“Ha ha!” said Diego as their boat got closer. We knew 
we’d be in for it. I could feel my arms getting sleepier and 
could hear the breathing of my teammates. We all felt like 
we could pass out from this warm weather, but we knew we 
couldn’t give up. My eyes started to close, and we almost 
crashed into a rock. After we took a short break, they came 
jetting towards us. When we saw that, we paddled so hard 
that we knocked their boat off into another path. After a 
while, we were soon at the finish line. 

Dirty. Smelly. Chipped paint, video games, and nail 
polish. That is my room. Everything was just like this. Quiet 
and disorganized, until . . . 

“Get up Maxine!” my mom screamed from the kitchen. 
I rolled out of bed and put on the first thing I saw on the 
ground. I grabbed my favorite purple T-shirt and my black 
jeans. I could hear my brothers fighting about who would 
go in the bathroom first. After I was done getting dressed, 
I slowly walked out of my room. I am too sleepy to brush 
my teeth, I thought as I trudged down the hallway. “Shawn 
and John stop fighting!” my mom said as she ran past me, 
bumping my shoulder. When it came to my brothers my 
mom acted like I didn’t exist. I got to the kitchen and looked 
up at the time. I thought I had way more time, but I was 
wrong. My mom came running into the kitchen. 

“Right on time!” I said sarcastically. 
When we got in the car my mom said, “Oh no! It’s eight-

twenty, and school starts at eight-thirty!” My heart stopped. 
“My brothers always make me late!” I cried. At that 

moment I wanted to kill my brothers, but I knew I would 
be grounded for like a month. “Of course I’m late! I’m 
always late!” I thought to myself. After driving for about 
fifteen minutes we saw all the cars stop. There was a three car 
accident, and one of them was on fire! “We will never make 
it to school at this rate,” I said to myself. 

My mom was looking around like she was searching for 
something. Then she stepped on the gas. She went back and 
forth through the police cars. “Oh my God!” I said as my 
mom sped through all the action that was going on. When 
we got off the highway at Exit Five, my heart started to 
slow down. I could hear police still arriving at the scene. I 
could also smell burnt tire skid marks from when my mom 
hurried down the highway. For the first time in a long time, 
I thought my mom was my hero. She tried her best to take 
me to school and get me there on time. Instead of focusing 
on my brothers, she was really thinking about me. We finally 
got to school and luckily the bell was still ringing. Instead 
of running out of the door, I kissed my mom on the cheek 
and said, “I love you.” She smiled the biggest smile that I 
have seen in all my life. Then she sped off to go tend to my 
brothers. I had a warm feeling inside like I just ate a warm, 
still gooey chocolate chip cookie. I liked that feeling, and I 
wish I could press rewind and feel it all over again. 

When I got in the school, I saw my teacher walking 
down the hall to close the school doors. He passed by with 
a suspicious smirk. Then I saw my assistant teacher walk out 
of my room. She looked up and down the hall then stared 
at me about two minutes with also a suspicious smirk, then 

The Race

Christopher Brice, 6th grade

On Time

Amanee Miller, 6th grade
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went back in the classroom. When she came back she had 
a yellow slip of paper in her hand, and put it in my locker. 
Then she went back into the classroom. Now I was worried. 
“I got here on time, I haven’t done anything wrong, so what 
is the note for?” I said to myself.

“Go and find out,” my teacher said as he walked back into 
the classroom. I ran as fast as I could. My heart was in my 
throat and my stomach was inside out. When I got to my 
locker, the note read: Good job! You made it to school on time!

All three of the men told us to make a circle standing near 
the stage at the front of the room. We were going to perform 
a dance called Capoeira that is a type of Brazilian martial 
arts and dance. One of the guys was playing an instrument. 
The instrument looked like a wooden stick that was shaped 
into a “C” and it was painted red. It looked like there was a 
coconut at the bottom of the stick that was also painted red. 
The man was playing the instrument because it was helping 
us keep the beat of our clapping. He had described capoeira 
as a dance and a game and he chose two people to go in the 
middle. He chose Maddy and me. When the guy who was 
playing the instrument chose me, I thought he was pointing 
to Halia but he was actually pointing to me. I was surprised 
that he picked me. 

While we were in the middle of the circle everyone else 
was singing and clapping. The moves that Maddy and I were 
doing was putting our right feet back then bringing the right 
feet next to our left feet that don’t move. Then we kept doing 
that but we had to keep switching the legs. Each time when 
one of our legs went back the same arm went straight then 
the other arm bent and the thumb was touching our chests. I 
felt silly doing the moves because they were moves that I had 
never done before, but when I finished, I also felt happy and 
I was laughing as I went back into the circle. 

Capoeira

Allison Brodney-Mcdevitt, 5th grade
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I was defending the flag. Five minutes had passed and 
the other team was thinking of a plan. They were huddled 
together. I was worried. I tried to think of what might be 
their plan. My heart was beating like crazy. Then, they 
surrounded me. “So that’s their plan,” I said to myself. I felt 
like if I was surrounded by cops and I was the prisoner. I 
don’t like being in small areas. It’s my weak point. I could see 
their faces looking at me like if they wanted to attack.

I started to look around me like an owl with its eyes open 
wide. Everything seemed silent. Like a flash, I saw a short 
boy with a t-shirt coming at me. As he came closer I could 
see he had a number 1 on his t-shirt. “Three steps away from 
the flag,” he teased. 

I noticed that I was standing on the flag, which made me 
laugh a little. I hadn’t noticed where I was stepping, and I 
accidentally broke a rule of the game. Whoops, I thought. 
I took the three steps forward, and immediately started 
guarding the flag. People were coming at me from every side. 
I was the bunny and they were the lions.

The same boy distracted me by pretending to run at me. 
He was stepping forwards and then back, confusing me. At 
the same time, behind me, another boy grabbed the flag. I 
ran as fast as I could. I ran and I ran and I ran. I could feel 
how my muscles were working harder than ever. My arm 
stretched out like the one of a squid. I was about to reach 
him with my tentacle fingers and...he was already on the 
other side. We lost.

When we went in the room it was kind of dark and it 
looked like the walls and the ceiling were wood and dark 
brown. The room was called the glass studio, where John and 
other people go to melt glass when they are done making it. 
John was making a shape. He put the melted molten glass 
in the mold so he could get shapes he wanted. As he put the 
liquid glass in the mold, he put his mouth on the pole and 
blew air into it. Then he took it out and it was like a bubble. 
He held a pole with the glass at the tip of the pole and his 
dirty hands on the other end. John put the glass on the metal 
table and started to roll the glass around. He sat down on a 
wooden bench and wet some newspaper. He rolled the glass 
on the newspaper. The liquid glass started becoming more in 
the shape of an oval. 

I was surprised he was making this shape because I 
expected it to be flat at first. “Plates are usually flat,” I 
thought in my head. “I wonder how John’s going to form 
this into a flat plate.” 

After he was done, he put the glass in the heater so it 
could get hot, so he could mold it again. This time, he had 
a tool in his hand that was silver and brown, old and rusty. 
John took the glass out of the heater and put the tool in the 
glass and spun it because it was hot, and it was easy to mold 
when it was hot. Soon the glass ball got wider and wider 
into a bowl. How is he going to get it to the shape of a plate? 
Then, he rolled it on the newspaper some more. He put the 
glass in the heater at least two more times. 

He used giant tweezers to put inside the middle of the 
glass. As he turned it, the opening became wider. When he 
was done molding the lava it looked like a glass bowl. Then 
John spun the pole up in the air with the glass on the pole. 
The glass opened up like a flower. It started turning into 
a plate. John cut the plate off the pole with the tweezers 
and gently put it on the floor. After it cooled down he was 
standing over the plate and he still had the tool in his hand. 

Out of nowhere, John dropped the tool on the plate. As 
the tool hit the glass, the glass plate made a shatter sound 
and it broke down into a lot of pieces. Clang. Boom. There 
were 25 pieces on the floor. They looked smooth but sharp. I 
felt surprised when he broke the glass plate after he made it. 
I thought he would use it to put food on it. “Why would he 
do that!? What a waste! He took all that time to make it, for 
nothing.”

Frowning, I walked away disappointed.

Defending the Flag

Adela Sharpe, 5th grade

A Sharp Surprise

Halia Montgomery, 6th grade



124   Simmons Camp

“Are we there yet?” I asked my mom. “We are about ten 
minutes away,” she called back. Even through the thick car 
windows I could hear lots of angry shouts and car horns 
blaring. 

It had already been two and a half hours, and school was 
still about ten minutes away. I was still clutching Fish In A 
Tree, but the book wasn’t calming me down anymore. I was 
normally pretty patient, but now, I was just plain frustrated. 
My mom is usually pretty patient too, but I could tell she 
was getting annoyed just like I was.

Why am I always running late? This would be my fifth 
time in detention this year and I was sick of being stuck in 
a tiny room with the “bad boys” in school. I think they are 
starting to think I’m part of their “club.” 

I looked at my light brown hair in the rear view mirror. 
It wasn’t brushed or put up in the pony it was normally in. 
There were bags under my eyes and I felt like I hadn’t slept in 
a million years. I didn’t even have time to brush all the teeth 
in my mouth because my annoying siblings couldn’t stop 
bothering me. I thought about how if my brothers weren’t 
such cavemen, I might not of had two sore, red bite marks 
on my tan arms. All I needed was five more minutes of sleep 
but my little devil brothers always want me to be miserable 
so guess what they did!? THEY BIT ME! 

I watched everyone in their cars waiting and waiting for 
this seven car accident to be over. “That’s it!” I thought, 
remembering that my mom got this cool app to avoid heavy 
traffic.

“Mom?”
“Yes, sweetheart?”
“Remember the traffic app you have on your phone?”
“Oh yes!” she answered excitedly. She typed in my school 

name to the destination system which took forever because 
my school has such a long name: The Peacock Gatorade 
Academy And High School For Educated, And Experienced 
Children Of Gator Town.

 While the app searched for the shortest route to get to 
my school I saw my science teacher, Ms. Francis McDonald, 
in her yellow Honda. I was excited that I wouldn’t have 
to take my science test today, but I was agitated and 
disappointed that I had to make up tests and homework all 
because of those ridiculous, manic brothers and this giant 
clump of traffic. I thought about asking my mom to turn 
on the radio to make time go by faster but, disrupting me 
from my thoughts, I heard a ding! The traffic app had found 
a street right off the highway! The corners of my mouth 
abruptly turned into a grin, my eyes lit up, and I let out a 
high pitched shriek.

“No wonder why nobody could find this street,” I 
thought. It was protected by some bushes which made it 
look like a dead end. Luckily we were right near the exit, so 
we got off the highway and headed for my high school. I felt 
bad leaving my science teacher behind, but all I wanted was 
to get to school. After all it was picture day.

We cruised down the street and passed the fire station 
and pizza palace. Then, behind the giant weeping willow, I 
spotted my school! The old brick building seemed to glow at 
my arrival. I could practically hear the angels singing. I told 
my mom to stop, and I ran out with my backpack, binder, 
and books. I had never been this excited for school in my 
life, especially when I was late. I ran towards the swinging 
doors and ran through them like a balloon when you let go 
of it. The hall was about fifty yards long, but it felt like five 
miles long. I opened my locker and dropped my ten pound 
backpack into it. Then, I headed back to the gym where I 
had spotted some of my classmates getting ready for their 
photos.

Late for School

Madeleine Plotnick, 6th grade
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It was the final second of the last song which we were 
using to help us feel the beat which was very moody and soft. 
It made us want to move our bodies with the hula hoops 
to the beat. And while everybody else was doing pretty well 
with hula hoop moves, I was landing on my butt and hurting 
myself a bunch of times, like that time that I spun the hula 
hoop a little too hard and I hurt my knee and then the hula 
hoop hurt my ankle and I was off balance. And then I fell 
painfully on my butt. This was mostly because whenever 
I tried to copy the movements of the instructors, the hula 
hoop bumped into someone or something and hit me back 
until I fell and got hurt. I didn’t get the hang of one move 
the teacher taught us. I didn’t really care though because I 
knew I would get another try. I believed this because I knew 
that the teacher wanted us all to succeed and get at least one 
move right. And this helped me motivate myself because 
every time someone believes in me, that is all the proof I 
need to help me keep on going. 

So I said to myself, “Ok, I’m going to try this one more 
time. This time, I’m going to spin the hula hoop with my 
hand holding it tightly and then bring it up to my head 
slowly. I’ll let it start spinning, and it might, it just might, 
keep spinning above my head for only about 1 or 3 seconds.” 
I closed my eyes and did exactly what I planned. 

I started spinning round and round with my hand 
holding it tightly. I placed my hand onto the hula hoop and 
started spinning while slowly lifting it above my head. When 
I got the hula hoop spinning above my head, I thought, “It’s 
going to fall on me at any moment,” but when I opened my 
eyes, I saw the hula hoop spinning perfectly with my hand 
inside it. Then I thought, “Finally, I didn’t hurt myself, and I 
have accomplished a move.” I was proud of myself because I 
did not give up and kept trying.

Ssss, the glass touched the newspaper. Ashes flew. The 
glass was orange red and I could feel the heat of the glass on 
me. We were in the Diablo Glass hot shop. I was sitting on 
a hard wood stool that was kind of uncomfortable. It felt 
like needles were sticking into my bottom, and my legs felt 
numb. There were huge furnaces full of glass and two marver 
tables. A marver is a big silver table for shaping and cooling 
the glass. The Diablo glass maker was bald and old. Despite 
his age, he moved with a sense of purpose and speed, and 
was wearing a red Diablo shirt and blue jeans. 

The glass was still on the newspaper and growing in size. 
As he moved the glass he explained how he did not get hurt 
when he touched the newspaper. “The newspaper is wet,” he 
said. “It is a very good insulator and stops the heat.”

But I knew it was not just the paper. It was his grip too. 
He held the glass with a slight curve in his hand, and did 
not squeeze it too hard. We all marveled at how the glass was 
so liquidy and how he could move it so easily. “The glass is 
molten,” he explained as it still steamed in the newspaper. 
He was making a dome shaped paper weight. The glass had 
green and orange coloring inside it that clearly stood out as 
he placed it on the floor. After a minute or two, he placed 
a piece of newspaper on the paperweight. It was engulfed 
in flames, and destroyed within a matter of seconds. He 
explained, “When I place the glass on the floor, it means I 
can’t work it or move it, but the glass is still very hot.” 

He was making a plate next. He strolled over to the 
furnace. I could see the sun-looking shape and color inside. 
He pulled out the burning hot glass. He walked back with 
caution, and I looked over in confusion. He was back at the 
marver now. Just as he started to spin the rod, crack, crack, 
crack—the paperweight cracked apart in a big explosion. 
Shards of glass flew, and everyone reeled back trying to avoid 
it. Thankfully none of us were hurt. 

   

Balancing Act

Diego Aranguena, 6th grade

The Magical Newspaper

John McSwain, 6th grade
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As I looked up the steep rock, it seemed as tall as a 
skyscraper. It had a few cracks in it too, and there was a lot of 
slimy moss. Staring up towards the top of the rock, I noticed 
the different shades of gray, making me realize that some 
parts of the rock were wet. I thought to myself, “This would 
be easy.” 

I had my harness and my helmet, which took me a long 
time to strap on. I was afraid that the helmet wasn’t hard 
enough to protect me. It fit perfectly, so I was ready to go. 
The first steps I took weren’t so bad, until I got stuck in 
between a crack in the rock. In the cracks themselves there 
were little rocks I could step on along with moss. I held on 
as tight as I could to the ledge. My fingers felt like they were 
being crushed by rocks. Then I forced myself up on top of 
the rock that l was trying to stand on. Now l was standing on 
two ledges that my feet used, but I couldn’t find a ledge for 
my hands for my life!

After looking for a ledge I started to feel like I was going 
to fall back. I felt my brain pop out of my head like a bouncy 
ball. I flailed, trying to find a place to put my hands. I 
thought I was going to perish and that the man holding the 
rope would suddenly just let go. I asked myself, “Is this the 
end?” 

Just before I was going to fall to my doom, I saw a crack 
all the way to the right. “How did I not notice that before?” 

My cat reflexes saved me from falling when I managed 
to put my hand on the right ledge, keeping me from falling 
back. After conquering this section, there was no more 
trouble. I now saw a billion ledges I could climb up on. Now, 
climbing that rock felt like I was using the escalator. My 
thought from the beginning of the trail came back. It was in 
fact a piece of cake at the very end. 

 I was about three quarters of the way done with the rock 
until I sadly got stuck again. I once again could not find a 
new ledge. After frantically looking for a place to put either 
my leg or my hand, I saw a ledge before that was high above 
my head. As I squinted upwards toward the jutting out 
surface, I didn’t think I would be able to reach that high, 
but I still decided to try. I quickly put the top of my foot on 
the rock and pushed off of the rock with all my might. My 
fingers were on the very edge of the rock, above my head. I 
kept pulling myself up with two hands and eventually my 
body was only one pull away from making it to the top. I 
thought to myself, “I can really do this.” 

If I made it this far, one more move would not kill me. 
All I had to do was put my hand on the ledge and reach up 
to touch the chain. l quickly used my cat like reflexes once 
again to jump up and swipe my fingers against the chain. 

After I touched the chain, I knew that I finally made it. I 
relaxed for the first time on the way up and leaned back. 
The man unstrapped me and I breathed a sigh of relief, 
feeling extremely proud of myself for completing the hardest 
climb up. 

The Hardest Climb 

Niko Franklin, 6th grade 
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My foot jerked forward, and I lost balance. My legs lost 
control, and I was tipping over, about to fall right on my 
face. I could not stop myself this time.

Click! Click! Clack! Clack! We were in the middle of 
Broadway dancing. We all pranced around the hall, dancing 
Broadway style. All the dance moves were surprisingly easy. 
Some of the dance moves we did in Broadway dancing were 
moving our arms up and to the left, and up and to the right. 
Each time we rehearsed the routine we had to spin around 
multiple times. The dancing was very active. While we were 
dancing we had to stand straight, reaching our arm out with 
our finger pointed, moving our hand across the room. One 
of my favorite moves that we learned was the pharaoh move. 
As we moved to the left all together, our hands were placed 
in opposite directions, and we all moved in sync. I thought 
to myself, “I guess Broadway dancing is not so bad after all.”

As all of us were tapping along to the beat, suddenly, my 
foot jerked forward! The sound of my shoe sliding across 
the ground was also horrid. Just horrid, not by surprise of 
course. After a few minutes of dumbfoundedly peering at my 
shoes, wondering what just happened, I realized that I slid 
because my shoes were so new and they had too much grip 
on them. My bright orange Nikes with a mix of dark red had 
white soles and were very soft with their memory foam type 
padding. Up until this point, I was very comfortable in these 
shoes, but after falling I realized that I couldn’t move freely 
on the tiles. I felt like a huge goldfish in a tiny fish tank not 
being given enough freedom. Because of this, when I tried 
to slide my feet across the tile my foot stopped itself which 
constantly made me jerk forward. From then on, I tried 
not to slide my feet across the tiles even though it was very 
tempting. I danced on and on and nothing happened so I 
became a bit relaxed. Maybe too relaxed! I was scampering 
along dancing when suddenly my clumsy foot jerked forward 
once again. “Oh no, not again,” I thought to myself. 

I had spun. My foot skidded forward and I was losing 
balance. Time seemed to slow down in that moment. My 
legs lost control. Next thing you know, I was tipping forward 
like I was about to fall right on my face. I could not stop 
myself this time.

Boom! I plummeted down right on my face. Everybody 
stopped dancing and glanced over to see what had happened 
and began jamming me with questions. “Are you okay?” 
someone asked worried.

“What happened?!” another person exclaimed.
“Can you get up?” one person asked.
My foot was aching. I felt like I had just slipped and fell 

on my butt ice skating, but instead I had fallen on my face. 

My foot and my head were in so much pain. I took some 
time to massage my foot and let it rest. I got myself up 
feeling really awkward. It was embarrassing to fall, but my leg 
also felt like a banana peel being lifted up. It was drooping 
down. When I tried to dance, I felt like a monkey swinging 
from branch to branch with a broken arm. “Why do I always 
fail at dancing?” I asked myself. This is not the first time 
this has happened to me. The last time I went dancing I had 
fallen also. In fact, the trip to Alumnae Hall had me terrified 
the whole time,           and I had fallen again. A couple 
minutes later I felt better and more energized. I could do the 
Broadway dancing again. Yay! Guess what happened now. 
I made sure not to slide again. Instead of having my shoes 
work against me, I had them work with me. Hopefully, my 
next dance session won’t be so traumatizing. I guess we will 
find out in a week, when the moves will be much harder with 
Capoeira. Wish me luck. 

The Incident

Yash Ravipati, 6th grade
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My face had a big smile on it, and I was jumping up and 
down. When it was my turn to receive equipment, I was 
given a helmet and a harness. First I put on the bigger orange 
helmet because I thought my head was too big for the blue 
helmet. However, it didn’t fit right so I exchanged it for the 
smaller helmet. I then received a harness which was going to 
be attached to the rope. I had trouble putting it on, so I had 
someone help me put my legs through both of the leg loops 
and then pulled it up. 

Once I was all geared up I saw green, orange, and brown 
leaves scattered everywhere. Tall trees overhead provided us 
shade, and sharp rocks pointed out all over the rock wall. I 
could see people climbing and I thought, “I couldn’t climb 
any of the big tall rocks!” Then, I saw the rock wall in front 
of me. As I glanced up, I quickly observed the rock. It looked 
steep, sharp, and bumpy. I was so excited and filled with 
energy that I felt like I could run all over the world! I saw 
everybody was going to the easy climb, but the one I was 
going to try was much harder because I didn’t want to wait 
in line and I wanted to challenge myself. Also, I had tried 
rock climbing before, so I was pretty confident in my skills. 

The man who was going to belay me told me I could start 
climbing. At first I couldn’t find a place to put my hand, but 
I finally found a place to hang onto. I pulled myself up and 
kept on going. When I was close to the end, I was very hot, 
and I felt like a monkey. I looked around and found a spot to 
put my leg. Then I saw some rocks fall. The man told me to 
lean back. He was going to help me down. At first, I thought 
he was crazy, but I safely got down. As I was going down, I 
felt terrified because I thought the man was going to let go of 
the rope, and I would fall. I felt like I was floating in space, 
as I was suspended in the air. Once I got down, all of my 
friends came to me and congratulated me. “Good job!” Yash 
exclaimed.

“That was a hard one!” Maddy screamed.
“Can’t believe you did that!” Allison squealed.
When I got down, the skin on my palms was ripped. 

It didn’t hurt, but it looked disgusting. My calluses were 
extremely rough and very red. Then, I went on to the other 
hard climb. Once I started climbing, I saw a small hole in 
the cliff. I put my foot on it and pulled myself up. I kept on 
trying to move a few steps at a time, but I kept on slipping. 
Finally, I reached the top, leaned back once again, and got 
down. Now my hands hurt a lot, but I did not mind. I also 
was so proud of myself because I had completed the two 
hardest and most dangerous climbs. I felt like bursting into 
flames because I was so hot and ecstatic.

“Pass,” I yelled.
“Adela here,” said Will. 
“What should I do?” she said confused. 
“Pass to me,” I screamed again. She passed the soccer ball 

to me. I passed it to Laura, who passed it to Will. 
“Will, pass, I am open,” Laura shouted. 
Will passed the ball to Laura. There were defenders piled 

up in front of us and Laura was on my left. I passed it to 
Laura and I ran around the defenders.

“Here,” I said while running to the goal. 
Parker stole the ball and ran down the field so his team 

was left with no goalie. Oh-no Parker is a good soccer player. It 
will be hard to get the ball. I’ll try to steal the ball and score, I 
thought to myself. 

So that’s when it happened. The score was 1-1. I started 
sprinting so fast that my vision became blurry. I stole the ball 
from Parker and started sprinting towards the goal. I fake-
passed the ball to Gigi. This is it. I felt like I was prey and 
I was being chased by a predator. Josh was the only person 
near the goal and not allowed to use his hands because he is 
not the goalkeeper. That’s good news for me because only the 
goalie using his hands will be able to block my shot. 

I dribbled and fake-shot in the right. Josh seemed to fall 
for it, so I was just about to shoot a knuckleball when Mark 
came out of nowhere and tried to steal the ball. 

“Noooooooo,” he said because he failed. Come on Argi 
don’t fail. I felt a shiver down my back. I could feel the cold 
sweat dripping down my face. My heart was beating at 195 
mph. What if I fail and the other team scores? Everything 
else was blurry except the goal, the soccer ball, and my feet. 
I could tell where I was going because the field was green 
and the lines were white so they stood out to me. I shot 
a knuckleball just like the F2Freestylers (ultimate soccer 
skills channel) have taught me and I scored!!!! My first ever 
knuckleball!!!!!

“YYYYEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS,” I screamed. I did my 
touchdown celebration and high-fived my team. Phew! That 
was a close one.

The Rock Wall Climb 

Sanvi Garikipati, 5th grade

Score!

Argyrios Protopapadakis, 6th grade
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Man, why does this have to happen today? Where should 
I put my hand? Where should I move my feet? What should I 
do? I had about a million questions racing through my head. 
I had just started climbing and I was struggling to find a 
crack to hold onto. I was too afraid to fall. I was afraid that 
the piece of rock that I was on would crack and I would fall. 
I gulped and I thought of how horrible it would be to fall 
from such a height. I looked for cracks in the rock to put 
my hand into. I was sweating like it was raining and I was 
starting to not want to continue. It was windy, hot outside, 
and the sky was bright blue and cloudless. I could hear the 
leaves rustling on their branches. I could feel the cool air 
flowing on my skin. It felt like a fall breeze. Every time I 
gazed up, it seemed as if the ring was the same distance even 
as I went up. Why can’t I be done? I never agreed to do this. 
My fingers were trembling and my legs were unstable. I tried 
putting my feet into different cracks to closer to the ring. 
Still I couldn’t find a way to get to the top. I looked down 
and immediately regretted it. It looked like I was climbing 
Mount Everest. “Hey! I can’t find anywhere to put my hands 
or legs,” I yelled to the guy who was my counter weight.

“Look over there! There’s a little crack to put your right 
hand in,” the guy said back.

My hands and arms were covered in ripped up leaves and 
little pieces of rock. My legs were slippery from all the water 
that got onto them. It had just rained yesterday. Most of the 
cracks were too small to put my hands in. I looked at all the 
cracks around me. It seemed like it was forever until I finally 
located the crack. I put my hands on the crack and tried to 
grip it. My muscles were stinging from all the times I tried to 
pull myself up. I couldn’t get the pull I needed. It was no use. 
Now I felt like going back down. I felt like I wasn’t going 
to be stuck here forever. I looked down at all the people 
looking at me in this very uncomfortable position. I knew 
everyone was looking. They were cheering me on. I talked to 
myself in my head. Come on, you got this. Just a little a more. 
I pulled with all my might. I thought I was going to make it 
but I was wrong. I put all my strength in my right hand and 
pulled. I slowly got up to the crack that I was aiming for. I 
quickly grabbed another crack and barely touched the ring. I 
was done! It felt amazing to finally finish a hard climb.

“Yes! I finished!” I excitedly said as I was belaying down 
the rock.

“Good job,” the guy said. 
When I touched the ground, it felt weird walking. I had 

such a hard time climbing. I looked at the huge climb that I 
had just done. Phew, hopefully I don’t have to do that again. I 
imagined people who can climb giant mountains without a 

safety harness. I thought it was ridiculous. I didn’t ever want 
to do rock climbing again. I thought it was too scary. The 
rest of my day I spent thinking of what would happen if I 
did fall. That was my adventure of rock climbing.

Afraid to Fall

Daniel Zhou, 6th grade
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“Who wants to go first?” Marsha asked. 
“Me!” I said instantly regretting my words. As Marsha 

fastened my harness, I squeezed my eyes shut. My heart was 
racing and my palms were drowning in sweat. While my 
harness was being fastened I thought, What are you doing?! 
This was a huge mistake. I sighed and gritted my teeth. I put 
my right hand on what seemed to be a secure rock, then I 
placed both of my feet on a tilting ledge; I pulled my body 
up with all my strength, and kept my grip on the ledge of the 
rock. I thought to myself, This is going to be a piece of cake. 
I felt confident and I felt like I could finish the rock climb. 
The ragged and rough rocks stabbed my skin which made a 
feeling as if frail knives were dancing on my skin.

Then I started to climb. I climbed like Spiderman up a 
wall until I was about four feet from the top. At one point I 
felt around the rock and there was nothing to hold on to. I 
started sweating and huffing. I tried to pull myself up while 
holding on to the rope. “Nope. Don’t hold on to the rope!’’ 
Marsha said sternly. “Ugh” I silently mumbled. 

My arms are so worn out, my hands are dry and my knees 
have cuts. The rocks were coated in miniature plants and 
green grime that was also on my hands. My eyes are heavy and 
it’s so hot outside. But then I heard, “Don’t give up! This is the 
easiest rock climb!” 

I noticed it was Marsha’s voice. I was thinking about 
what she said and she was right that I shouldn’t give up. So 
I held onto a tiny rock and pulled my body up. I thought 
I would let go. But then I looked up and the golden hook 
was there! Come on! I can do this. I am so close! I thought. I 
quickly touched it and felt a sense of accomplishment as I 
climbed back down to the soiled ground, “Yes!” I whispered 
to myself. 

I saw my friends and counselors cheering at me. “Nice 
job!” “Great work!” “That was great!” 

A grin spread from ear to ear on my face and I felt so 
proud and confident. That confidence led me on to do all 
three of the climbs. 

I was surrounded by my teammates shouting, “Pass! Pass!” 
with the wind against my face and the sun’s rays beating 
down on my back. I raced down into the end zone. On the 
long green ultimate frisbee field I saw white line markers, 
my teammates, and people running around the track on the 
outside of the field. 

Argi threw the frisbee to Daniel. As the round disc 
sliced through the air I looked up and saw that it was going 
off target. I saw the frisbee flying towards me in a vertical 
position faster than a speeding train. Oh-no, I thought, I’m 
too young to die. What did I ever do to the frisbee to deserve 
this fate? The sight of a yellow frisbee with a star on it about 
to slice me in half snapped me back to reality. I fell to my 
knees, reached out, and hoped for the best. I felt a thump in 
my hands. I wonder why that didn’t hurt at all. Am I dead? 
I thought. Believe it or not I actually caught the frisbee. 
When I finally realized it was in my hands, my eyes opened 
wide and my jaw dropped. My heart leaped and I ran back 
to my side and celebrated with my team by sliding along the 
ground with our hands in the air. 

All around me everyone was doing something. Some 
people were jumping with their hands in the air yelling, “Yay 
go Mark!” 

Others, mostly from the other team, were looking at the 
ground shaking their heads embarrassed because they were 
too busy watching to cover me on the throw. Most had their 
eyes wide open and their jaws on the ground sputtering, 
“H-h-h-how d-d-d-did t-t-t-that h-h-h-happen??” 

I was so surprised that I had to pinch myself just to make 
sure that all of this was real. Yes this is real, was all I could 
think. I really just caught the frisbee. 

After that amazing play we continued the game and 
scored again very soon. The frisbee moved around so quickly 
I could only feel bad for the defenders frantically running 
after it. Their efforts were about as useless as a baby in a high 
chair trying to get something off the ground. The frisbee 
seemed to teleport around the field, the defenders trying to 
predict where the frisbee would appear next only to guess 
wrong and see it go out of their reach. I felt triumphant. I 
had conquered the game of ultimate frisbee. 

A New Confidence

Laura Leong, 6th grade

Frisbee

Mark Anderson, 6th grade
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It was all jumbled. The big tall tree surrounded the rock 
climbing grounds. The fearsome rocks felt as if they were 
going to descend towards the ground. The bird caws were 
alarming as they flew above my head. I ducked down every 
time they flew above me. Oh gosh, Siri, be more careful, 
they might do their business on you, I thought to myself. The 
tough ground was covered with light brown leaves, which 
cushioned all of our feet. The flaming sun heated the area 
for rock climbing. The torturing harness jabbed my skin. 
I’m so excited for rock climbing, I thought. Venturing forth 
towards the rock wall my soul sank. What I thought would 
be a marvelous journey once again sank and instead became 
a sorrowful one. Approaching the rock wall a shiver went 
down my spine. Wondering how to get up the wall I sat 
down with a loud bang. Beginning to realize that this wasn’t 
for me, suddenly it was my turn. 

Taking one step at a time I cautiously climbed up. After 
passing the first obstacle, actually getting onto the wall and 
starting to climb up, it was easier than expected. The frown 
on my face was erased and slowly a smile covered it. Sweat 
coated my skin and drops of sweat covered my upper lip. 
I’m doing it, I thought to myself as I zoomed past the second 
obstacle. Fast and Furiously I kept climbing up until I was 
almost there. This is so simple and easy, or so I thought.

Oh no! “Um, I’m stuck, I don’t think I can really move 
any farther,” I told Marsha as she was tugging the rope 
connected to my harness. My legs were sore as they  
crawled like crabs. My arms were weak and feeble. All I 
could do was rub my hand against the bumpy surface of the 
rocks and boulders as I was putting all my weight on my 
left leg, hanging on to a small ledge. My god, I came all this 
way and now, when I am almost there I get stuck, I thought 
as rage filled my body. I felt like a victorious ant who had 
just been squashed. 

“Don’t be silly, you just need to go a little bit further to 
reach the top, just keep going,” Marsha encouraged. I’m 
pretty sure that I can’t do anything, I thought as a flow of rage 
swam through me. I kept staring at the ground. I could hear 
leaves rustling as people were walking by. The pale yellow 
rope charged forward as Marsha tugged it towards her. Oww, 
that hurt, I thought. Doesn’t she know I’m in pain? Can’t she 
just give me some time to rest on these rocks? A thought swirled 
through my head. Fine maybe she doesn’t want to see me 
resting and taking a break. I’ll just keep moving then.

“Okay, here goes it,” I mumbled under my breath. I don’t 
think I can hold on any longer. A billion other thoughts swam 
through my head. Hold on tighter, why didn’t you wear the 
rock climbing shoes, you know you should have gone back and 

got them, why did you even want to do this in the first place. 
No wait, I can’t stop now I’m just one step away from reaching 
the top, I don’t want to back down like a loser, I thought, 
clasping onto a miniscule rock, which I hung onto for dear 
life; the rock felt so frail. I felt as if I would collapse towards 
the ground, breaking every bone. Holding firmly I pulled 
myself up, I was about to slip but luckily I caught myself. 
I tried to smack the top hook, but I missed. I was slowly 
slipping down. 

“You can do this Siri,” Marsha encouraged. Pulling 
myself on top of the little tiny ledge, I smacked the top 
hook. “I did it,” I screamed as I victoriously bounced down 
from the huge rock mountain. As I untied the knot from 
my harness and started walking down the hill, I knew I was 
ready for more adventures.

Victory

Siri Vadlamudi, 6th grade
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“Have you done this before?” Julia asked. 
“No, but can’t wait to give it a try,” I replied. 
The hoop seemed like it was floating up and down her 

body. It appeared like a fantastic magic trick. On the stage 
the hula hoop instructors became more and more impressive 
with their amazing tricks.

How is that even possible! I exclaimed in my head. 
“Wow that’s amazing, how do they do it?” I cried aloud. 

Both of the instructors swung the hoops all the way around 
their bodies and created the illusion that the hoop was 
floating in midair.  

In that moment I had been so curious about how hard it 
was I ended up playing a piece of the performance over and 
over again in my head. What I saw was so spectacular and 
awesome that it left me wondering, How many years did this 
take to get right? How many hours, days, and months did it 
take to be that good? “Balancing the hula hoops on their feet 
must have taken a lifetime to learn,” I whispered to Diego. 

All around me I heard oohs and ahhs and quiet whispers 
from the other campers. All of a sudden the room went 
silent, as the rest of the campers and I gazed blankly and 
enjoyed the finale performance. “She must have great 
balance,” I said to myself. In that moment I felt inspired 
to try really hard and finally turn my luck with hula hoops 
around. When it ended everyone applauded and we started 
our lesson.

As we started learning I felt confident that I was finally 
going to get the hang of hula hooping. Watching the 
presentation made me think that I could learn how to keep 
the hula hoop up, rather than failing miserably like I always 
do. It turned out that I couldn’t. Why can’t I get it right? Why 
won’t the hoop stay up! I screamed in my head. I thought for 
a moment, If the instructors have been doing hula hooping for 
years, I doubt that I will master it in an hour. I have to keep 
trying or else I will never good.

We were yelling out orders in all directions, three 
screaming mouths accompanied by zero listening ears. “We’re 
drifting,” I stated, staring at the oncoming shore. 

“Paddle faster!” Nour yelled. 
“We have to turn,” Jacob screamed.
“Ok, let’s turn,” Nour said, paddling very hard on the 

right side. 
By the time we could all agree all we could say was 

“Rock!” Beside the rock sat cans and plastic wrappers. 
Behind the rock was an enormous wall of green, like a fence 
covered in thorny vines or an overgrown shrub that spanned 
the whole of the river. We were drifting closer and closer to 
the rock that was so big it jutted out of the murky water. I 
said, “Paddle left,” but Nour said, “Paddle right.” 

So we turned to each other and started squabbling. 
“Paddle left to go left,” I shouted at Nour.

“The instructor said to paddle right,” Nour exclaimed.
Jacob pushed at the rock but he sweated fruitlessly, then 

Nour paddled right and we started to turn away from the 
rock, so the arguing stopped and we all started paddling 
vigorously on the right side. 

Then THUD. We crashed into the rock and our boat 
started rocking back and forth. When we hit the rock we 
didn’t stop but rather we bounced. We bounced back into 
the “lane” away from the shade of the green wall and away 
from the danger. A look of panic flashed onto our faces and 
for a moment we were speechless. “We’re going to have to 
swim ashore,” I thought to myself. 

After we froze in our seats Jacob and I frantically searched 
around the exterior of the canoe, looking for where the 
colossal rock could have pierced our boat. Only after we had 
checked the whole boat did Nour calmly say, “We weren’t 
going fast enough to break the boat.” Nour turned us back 
on track and I joked, “Hull breached, we’re capsizing!” 

Hooping

Vincent Lafond, 6th grade 

Dangerous as a Pebble

Andre Lafond, 8th grade
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It’s really hot outside and I already got nine people out of 
this game that I was playing. The last two players in the game 
are me and Yohan. Yohan shot the ball first but he missed, 
then I shot a three pointer and missed and the ball hit the 
rim and rolled off the other side, and Yohan missed a layup.

I wanted to win. I can’t focus on anything else —people 
in the background on the bleachers are calling my name, 
“DANIA!” but I blanked it out. The winning shot felt like it 
was in slow motion. I dribbled down the court into the paint 
and I planted my right foot and then my left foot. I bent my 
knees then raised my hand in front of my face with the ball. 
Then I jumped slowly and released the ball up into the air 
towards the hoop, making the basket.

I was so happy at that moment. I was so amped up about 
the winning shot. MUAH! “I was so EXCITED! And I just 
can’t HIDE it.” For the first time in forever, I felt like I was 
in a rookie NBA game and the coaches were scouting me. 
I also felt like I was on the Golden State Warriors, making 
shots like Curry does. After it was over I SALUTED to my 
peeps with a huge smile on my face. I turned to my peeps 
and now I heard them cheering for me, “DANIA! DANIA!” 

Jakob pointed and said, “Look! It’s a butterfly.” 
It was a warm day and my group had just finished going 

on a nature walk. Minutes before the nature walk there was 
a drizzle of rain. The sky had started to clear up and it was 
starting to become sunny. The group was sitting down in 
an opening to the pond to start writing and observe our 
surroundings. The first thing I noticed was a butterfly. It was 
a little white speck in the large pond.

As our group sat down, I rushed to a seat on a rock 
which looked like it had many rocks glued onto it. The rock 
was bumpy and uncomfortable to sit on and there were 
mini puddles of water in the crevices of the rocks from the 
rain that occurred before. Although the rock was not very 
comfortable, I had a front row seat looking out onto a pond 
with many lily pads floating on the water. The insect was 
right at the top of the water. The lily pads sat on the water 
and slightly moved with the waves and the almost pure white 
blossoms growing out of the lily pads were the cherry on top 
to the beautiful view of the pond. 

The butterfly looked as if it was in a whirlpool in the 
water. It was twirling around as its off white wings fluttered. 
The water around the whirlpool and the butterfly were calm 
and quiet. There was no other commotion besides what was 
going on with the struggling butterfly. It felt like all the eyes 
of the creatures in the water were staring at the struggling 
creature. I thought to myself, “Is the butterfly going to go 
into the water with the whirlpool or live and be free?” but I 
almost knew the answer. 

As the butterfly kept twirling with the whirlpool, I could 
hear loud music in the background and the chatter among 
my groupmates talking about the other creatures and nature 
that was around us. I couldn’t believe how long the creature 
with wings was surviving the almost two minutes of torture 
in the water. I could sense the butterfly was struggling and 
needed help. The butterfly was fighting to get out of the 
water as much as a fish trying to escape a bird.

I could almost feel the butterfly’s pain. In my head I 
wondered, “What if I was the butterfly?” 

I wanted to scoop up the butterfly in my hands and let it 
fly free. But I couldn’t. It was a couple steps in the water to 
get to the insect.

After my quick minute look at the butterfly, my attention 
drifted to the counselor that was giving instructions on what 
to do. While the counselors were giving instructions I was 
still worried about the helpless butterfly. As the counselors 
finished talking about what we were doing I quickly turned 
my gaze to the spot with the butterfly. But when I looked 
back to find the butterfly…it was gone. 

Knock Out

Dania Myers, 8th grade

The Butterfly at Hammond Pond

Isabel Leong, 7th grade
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“Give me the frisbee! Throw it! Come on, fast” I was 
yelling Arjun’s name. 

Everyone heard me, and they came to me like a bullet. 
Arjun was looking around to pass, but he wasn’t finding 
anyone open. He was moving around like he didn’t know 
what to do, dancing and struggling. His eyes got bigger, 
trying to find someone to throw to. Jane was defending him 
perfectly, not letting him see anyone. Arjun was skillfully 
faking his shot. He finally saw me. There were a few seconds 
left, or it would have been a turnover. Jane was counting, 
“Stall 8! Stall 9!” 

He flicked the frisbee in between everyone. It went so fast, 
most of the people didn’t see it. It sailed a bit high and a bit 
far. I sprinted as fast as possible and jumped high as I could. 
I caught the frisbee as if I was a superhero and landed just 
before the touchdown. I slid to score. Everyone came to me 
and I gave them a high five.

The trees swayed back and forth. The wind was humming 
its beautiful song, and the birds were chirping a hymn. There 
I was, the massive rock towering over me with the big blue 
ropes swinging down as I was about to face my biggest fear. 
The belayer, Jeffrey, helped me get saddled up and led me 
over to one of the courses, which he warned me was the 
hardest one.

On the outside, I was calm, but on the inside I was 
standing on a table screaming at the top of my lungs. My 
stomach was twisting and turning into a whole bunch of 
knots I couldn’t unravel.

Was I really about to do this? I debated. A part of me 
wanted to back out but the other part of me said, I have to 
do this. It’s my only chance to get over this fear. I had to show 
fear who’s boss. 

I started to journey up the rock, feeling overwhelmed with 
how humongous it turned out to be. As I looked down, I felt 
like I was 3,000 feet high, and everyone below me looked 
like ants. The rock’s eyes stared me down, making me feel like 
I was going to be swallowed whole. Step by step I climbed. 
Shkk!!!! Just then I felt my foot slip. I tried to grip my hand 
on a small ledge but skidded across the rock with a bang.

“You got this Gabby! Come on Gabby you’re almost 
there!” cheered everyone who was below me. “I can do 
this, I am strong,” I thought to myself, breathing heavily. 
I launched myself to the next part of the rock and kept on 
going until I finally reached the top. When I made it, I 
skimmed my fingers across the smooth clip, making me feel a 
little more calm. I shut everything out of my mind, focusing 
on what I thought was impossible. I belayed down the rock 
with my mind in disbelief. I grazed the leaves with my foot 
and touched the sweet ground again. I felt awesome. I had 
just faced my biggest fear.

The Touchdown

Nour Kanaan, 8th grade

My Journey Up the Rock

Gabriella Carrasquillo, 7th grade
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“One more minute left,” one of the counselors said. The 
score was six to four and we were winning. I was on our side 
of the court, crawling to the other side. Knee by knee, hand 
by hand. 

I saw the other team running towards the hoop. They 
came running in a straight line. I rushed to get to my feet 
not wanting to get run over. Nour came running to the 
hoop, dribbling through everyone. It felt like a rhino was 
charging me. I thought, “I am too young to die!” 

I moved to the left not wanting to get shoved by Nour. 
He dashed by me and went up for the layup. He shot with 
his right hand and the ball traveled straight up in the air. The 
ball circled the rim slowly. I hoped, “Please do not go in.” 

But my luck ran out and it went in. I felt so weak not 
trying to block Nour’s shot. Failure consumed me. Then I 
thought, “I will not lose this game.” 

I ran under the hoop to get the ball. It fell straight into 
my arms and I started moving around people. I got to half 
court and I saw Isabel come charging at me like a bull. We 
were facing each other and I kept passing the ball back to my 
left then my right, I nudged my body a bit to the right but 
then I pushed the ball behind my back, making Isabel think 
I was going one way, but went the other. I took the shot. 

The score was 0 to 1 and we were losing. We had three 
players on our team and there were three players on their 
team. When all three players were distracted, and there was 
a clear path to the flag, I saw an opportunity. I thought 
that someone would go and get it, but I realized that that 
someone had to be me. I dashed across the opponent’s 
territory, the fake grass slowing me down, my hand ready 
to grab the flag. At that moment one of the defenders of 
the other team saw me. As I was looking at the defender 
my hand automatically grabbed the flag. I ran beside the 
defender. As I passed beside him I thought my luck was over. 
I was almost at my territory when suddenly another defender 
blocked my path. I was surrounded by defenders. Negative 
thoughts overtook my brain. “I can’t do this. They will catch 
me,” I worried to myself. 

Helplessly I looked desperately for a path to my side. 
There it was: an entrance waiting for me to go through. It 
was as if God was helping me. My luck was not over. I slid 
through the free gap and ran to my territory. I already had all 
three defenders on my tail, including one of the fastest ones 
on the other team. She was about to catch me, so I did one 
of my tricks. I literally bent my back to dodge her tag. I ran 
all the way to my territory with a bent back. All of my team 
cheered for me as the score was now tied, 1 to 1. 

The Shot

Arjun Gandham, 7th grade

Catch the Flag

Jakob Sharpe, 7th grade
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Everyone had their eyes wide open, focused on the 
glassmaker in front of them, waiting for her to blow glass. 
We were in a small hot room where there were red-hot 
furnaces. I was sweating in the room and it was like a heater. 
The glass was molten inside the furnace, which kept it hot. 
The glassmaker was rolling the stick around in the hot oven, 
taking some of the glass out to make a glass bowl.

She had molded the glass into a bowl using a long metal 
stick. She took in a huge pile of air and released it into 
the clear, fragile material. It shaped it into a bubble. It was 
smooth and big like a basketball that floated on the end of 
the stick. The glass had expanded to twice the size as she 
blew into the glass. It instantly got bigger as she exhaled all 
the air out right into the molten glass that was tipping over. 
The glass had cooled down over time so she had to stick it 
into the furnace to warm it up. The furnace was a hot oven 
for glass. Inside it was glowing red, and out came warm air 
and outside were doors covering the glowing red fire. I was 
surprised when I heard the temperature of that furnace they 
said that it was 2100 degrees. Soon the red hot glass that 
looked like lava became a clear balloon. It was filled with all 
the air the glassmakers blew in it like a balloon, and it was 
as colorful as a rainbow. The bubble was filled with different 
colors in the glass from the colorful pieces of glass she put 
in it. 

She opened up the hole for the bowl with a pair of 
tweezers and pushed against the sides of the bowl like 
pushing a wall apart and it opened up. The bowl was upside 
down and it was hanging like a monkey, which made wavy 
sides. In the end there was a bowl with bumpy sides on top 
that looked like waves in the ocean in front of us. The bowl 
was then placed on the floor. All of a sudden there was a 
noise that sounded like broken glass. She had used a stick 
and poked the glass and it broke. There it was, glass all over 
the floor where the bowl once was. I felt disappointed when 
the bowl broke. It was a beautiful bowl and they should have 
kept it.  

It wouldn’t be so bad if it weren’t for the cheering. Here I 
was, in front of a crowd of kids and counselors with only my 
small writing group beside me. And I was dancing. Of all the 
things I could be doing, I was dancing. The spacious room I 
was in had large windows, and the light that filtered through 
them felt like a powerful, uncomfortable spotlight. The 
spotlight was blinding on my face, and felt hot and itchy on 
my skin. It was as if the whole world could see me because it 
was so bright. Through the glare of the spotlight I stumbled 
and fumbled my way through the dance moves. “Why do I 
have to do this?” I thought. “Why do I have to dance?”

While we danced to the chorus I heard the first of the 
awful cheers. Even though they weren’t actually that loud, 
they were deafening in my mind, like a marching band 
parading through my brain. The cheers made me feel self-
conscious, like I was going to trip or do something wrong. A 
suffocating blanket of butterflies and stage fright completely 
enveloped me. I forced my tense body to relax and plastered 
a fake, small smile on my face to hide my nervousness. 
If I was dancing in a large group, or if there were rows, I 
wouldn’t feel half as scared. I could’ve blended into the crowd 
or hid out in the last row. But no, there was only one row, 
eight people, and unfortunately I was front and center. 

As the song progressed we moved our arms in wavelike 
motions and pumped our fists in the air while jumping. 
We spun and jumped and did foot fires to the beat. I found 
myself wishing more than once that I could disappear, melt 
into a puddle, or that the music would miraculously turn 
off. Sadly, none of that happened, so I kept on dancing, 
reluctantly. As the last notes of the music played I thought, 
“It’s over! Finally!” 

But the worst was yet to come. As we fell to the hard, 
wooden floor, ending the dance, the room erupted in 
sickening, horrid applause. 

The clapping should have made me feel happy, proud, 
and confident! But it did the exact opposite. I wanted to dig 
a hole and hide from the boisterous sound. But I couldn’t do 
that. I had to stay. The earsplitting cheers seemed to never 
end. The sound that usually brought me joy had become 
overwhelming. While I stood there listening, I began to 
resent the applause. And I’m not exactly sure why. 

Red Hot

Callie Liu, 8th grade

The Confusing Cheers

Allison Chan, 7th grade
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Lana drummed her long, delicate fingers on her black, 
dusty steering wheel. She was careful not to chip her lilac 
manicure. That would look unprofessional. She couldn’t risk 
looking unprofessional, considering a 24-year-old already 
had a slim chance at getting this job, her dream job. In an 
attempt to look more professional, her chestnut brown hair 
was slicked back into a tight bun. A delicate baby pink and 
white flower crown was wrapped around the bun. She wore 
a sleek brown dress that she had ironed a billion times in an 
attempt to avoid wrinkles.

Lana took a deep breath to clear her cluttered mind. She 
inhaled the scent of her rich hot chocolate that she drank 
that sunny morning. Her car also had the pungent stench of 
an old and rusty car that even her pine scented air freshener 
could not eliminate. “If I manage to get this job, I’ll 
definitely buy a brand new car. One that isn’t nearly falling 
apart,” Lana decided in her head.

Lana then exhaled and peered around her dusty car. 
Pictures of her graceful dancing along with recommendations 
spilled out of her trusty black ballet bag. Her pale pink ballet 
shoes, as well as her pointe shoes, also poked out of the 
bag. Lana hoped to wear these shoes if she was able to teach 
children ballet.

Lana studied the letters of recommendation from dance 
studios, performances, competitions, and from her old, 
Russian ballet teacher, Madame Anastasia. They all believed 
Lana would get this job. Madame Anastasia had even told 
her in her thick accent at her last lesson, “They’d be foolish 
not to hire you, my dear.”

Even though these words were encouraging and made her 
heart feel warm, the following words sent a shiver down her 
spine: “Just remember, ballet teaching is a tough business. 
There are people who are far more experienced than you are 
at teaching, my dear. You are only twenty four after all.”

Lana’s eyes welled with tears at the mere thought of not 
getting this job. It had been her dream ever since Lana could 
remember. Today was the last interview and performance for 
the manager of the studio, a frail old woman with curly salt 
and pepper hair. Today was her last chance to get this job. 
Any mistakes she made couldn’t be corrected.

The drumming of her fingers grew louder and faster, 
mimicking the pounding of her heart. Lana took a long, 
deep breath that filled her lungs. She whispered to herself, 
“Don’t let fear stop you. You’ve worked so hard to get to this 
point. You can do this!”

Lana adjusted her flower crown and combed some stray 
strands of her wavy hair into her bun. She brushed away the 
small tears. She peered at her rearview mirror and rubbed a 

little bit of soft pink lipstick off of her teeth. She zipped up 
her old bag and slung it over her shoulder. Lana was ready. 
They would be foolish not to hire her!

The Dreaming Dancer

Alia Alwir, 8th grade
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Breathing hard, sweat rolling down my face. The turf 
beads sneak their way into my sneakers. Nails filled with dirt, 
and a body covered with sunscreen which is now slipping off 
with sweat and turf beads. Angelo grabs the flag; I’m all on 
my own. My breath becomes short and fast. Everything is in 
slow motion. My body is moving at top speed. Everyone on 
my team is quiet and anxious. All of my teammates are in jail 
and have drops of sweat starting to appear in anticipation of 
me tagging Angelo. They are quiet because they are trying to 
send me good vibes. I try and try again to go one step faster. 
My knees are red and hurt from sliding on the turf a couple 
plays before. My body parts are sore from playing capture the 
flag so much. My body is so stiff from staying in one place, 
guarding my team’s flag. The turf beads make the fall even 
worse. I am so close to Angelo I hear him breathing, but he is 
so close to the now zoomed in blue and red lines that overlap 
and almost look purple. His body stretches out to reach the 
line before I touch him. He looks like a dog stretching out to 
catch a ball. Angelo is about four feet away from the border 
line, and I am one foot away from him. I take two steps very 
quickly, then…

I take a leap of faith and touch him right as he dives 
on the other side of the borderlines. I’m fast but not fast 
enough. My body is parallel to the grass and gravity does a 
horrible job on me. I come crashing down from my pause in 
the air. I slide on my knees once more. Sparks erupt in my 
knees. The nerves in my knees wake up and play their part by 
sending messages to my brain that I am hurt. Now my knees 
are even redder than before, and when I stand I feel like 
falling back down. My knees are done for.

I stay on the ground in the fetal position for about 10 
minutes. I need to recuperate so I can stand and walk. My 
body seems ok, but my joints are stiff because I stayed in one 
place too long. Capture the flag sure does take a toll on your 
body.  

“This long iron rod here? It’s called a punti,” the 
glassmaker said, resting one long finger on the smooth 
metal. Her name tag, stuck over the right side of her green 
stripy shirt, read Sarah. She turned toward the huge ceramic 
furnace, glowing yellow and white and red, and slid the 
punti in. Her wavy blond hair flashed orange when she 
turned her head toward the hole. “We call this the Glory 
Hole. It’s just for heating things up,” she explained.

She lifted the rod out of the hole. The tip was tinted a 
dark, burnished cherry red I had seen before at jewelry-
making sessions. She hefted it up so the thicker end was 
above her head, and slid the punti into a different furnace. 
When she lifted it out, twisting it carefully, the end was 
coated in a perfect coat of golden, smooth, melted glass. It 
looked exactly like the printed pictures of a dripping lump of 
honey I saw in the supermarket on the cereal boxes. 

She rolled the rod over and over again, careful not to let 
any glass drip onto the table. Then, she leaned the punti 
down and rested it on the table. She rolled it back and forth, 
and the shapeless fluid turned into a perfect amber sphere. 
Her assistant, whose name tag said Danielle, set out two 
metal platters of tiny crushed bits of white and teal glass. 
They looked like baking sugar, something you sprinkle on a 
cupcake, and lick off your fingers afterward.

She smeared the colored glass onto the ball on the end 
of the rod, making the ball look like an exotically colored 
hedgehog, with its teal and white spikes protruding from a 
spherical yellow body. She set down the rod, with each end 
resting on a side, leaving the little golden circle hanging over 
the edge. She took a sharp tool and latched on to the end 
of the sphere, and twisted, blurring the blue and white into 
graceful spirals. 

The glassmaker spun the rod expertly in her fingers. In her 
other hand was a pair of long, specialized tongs called ‘jacks’, 
which she was using to saw away at the base of her little 
globe, which she told us would be a paperweight. She talked 
while rotating and pulling, answering questions, telling 
stories, and describing her own actions. 

“They used to believe glassmaking was men’s work,” Sarah 
said, sharing a glance with her assistant, Danielle, through 
her thick protective goggles. “We’re proving them wrong, 
every day.” 

Danielle laughed. Sarah twirled the punti in the ceramic 
oven, making the smooth patterned glass glow and sigh as 
the heat dug into the softening solid surface, which heaved as 
if it was breathing.

I’m Fast But Not Fast Enough

Yasmine Queen, 8th grade

Proving Them Wrong

Sophia Root, 8th grade
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Suddenly out of the gray I saw a form headed for my jail 
mates and me, and I raised my hands in joy. Soph ran slowly, 
diving past the guard to release us. Her fingertips skimmed 
us, and we slowly rose and started to head back to our base. 
Soph had made a great sacrifice for the hope of possible 
victory! 

“Ok, you guys divert the guards, ok?” I asked my recently 
released jail mates as we slowly trekked back to our side of 
the field. The different colored lines slowly passed behind 
me as I took my steps, careful not to interfere with the very 
active game. I watched as our last guard sniped off opponent 
by opponent, proudly sending them to jail like a lioness 
showing off her prey. In my last few quiet strides towards 
my team’s side of the field, I rehearsed my strategy that I had 
proposed to my three companions from jail. 

When we reached the line that divided the halves of the 
playing field, I lined up. My eyes darted left to right. My 
muscles rippled, shining with my sweat in the sun. My lungs 
heaved in deep breaths of air, my drive to win burning like 
a fire. I knew I had the power. Grinning, I ran. Flanking 
my sides were the jail mates distracting the two remaining 
guards, leaving the middle open. My heart drummed, my 
hair flowing back. The turf bobbled down underneath my 
blurred soles as I was clearing the middle. When the guards 
spotted me about half a second later, they symmetrically 
curled in the flags direction after catching my teammates and 
sending them back to jail.

While reaching down, my top two vertebrae strained, 
made a cracking noise, and I dived scooping from the boiling 
turf the wrinkled red flag, covered in small beads of dark 
night rubber. Reversing, my right leg pushed off, and I ran 
towards the guards, showering the beads of black into the 
out of bounds. In those split seconds, the opponents that 
were previously in jail were released, closing down the open 
space I was once able to run into. Diving left to right, Taylor 
yelped out in congratulations, “Look at Lucas!” 

I smiled, heart beating vigorously. One after another, 
I caused my opponents to be sprawled over the ground. I 
started to laugh heartily, enjoying my exposure to glory.

Using my speed, the balls of turf rolling on my dusty 
heels, I accelerated, straightened my back, and sped halfway 
home. On the way to my team’s side, a recently released 
opponent lunged towards me. His arms stretched to reach 
towards my ankles, ready to make a dirty but last stand 
tackle. I hurdled over his arm, and flipped back onto my 
team’s side of the turf, leaving my opponents scattered, 
panting on the ground. 

Laughter is echoing through the field on a wet windy 
Thursday. Three, two, one the soccer ball smacks against 
Jakob’s stomach. You could hear the slightly wet ball bounce 
off of his shirt and onto the ground. He slowly falls to the 
itchy turf wincing in pain. All the players stop and look over 
him as if he is a carcass. Jakob stays as still as a statue with his 
right leg as straight as one of the lines drawn on the plastic 
grass. His left knee pointed up towards the cloudy sky. 

We are all laughing loudly as if we’d been friends forever. 
“Are you okay?” we repeatedly ask. We know he isn’t dead 
but he has been down for a long time. After what seems like 
a million years he finally begins to stand up. As he gets up 
one hand continues to stay placed on his stomach in the 
same spot. Once he is actually on two feet he starts to walk 
back towards his side of the field slower than ever. 

Jakob forcefully drags his feet against the damp turf. Step 
by step his heel hits the ground as the other parts of his 
foot follow. Now that is what makes me laugh even more. 
First taking ages to get up and now this, it was way too hard 
to hold in the giggles. It seems like hours when he finally 
resumes to his normal walking speed. Before then he was 
as slow as a turtle crossing a road. He can’t help but smile 
because of the amount of laughter caused by people replaying 
his dramatic fall. Because we know Jakob is okay, his fall cuts 
the tension of the competitive game of soccer.

Capture the Flag

Lucas Liu, 7th grade

Let the Games Begin

Bryanna Gourdet, 8th grade



140   Simmons Camp

I am in the car wondering if I will get to school on time 
and my mom decides to stop at McDonald’s. You can’t be 
serious, I think. I sit in the middle in the backseat of our 
Honda Civic. I see the speedometer at 30 miles per hour 
over my mom’s shoulder. Please go faster! I beg in my head. 
My mom’s hair is black like the color of the night sky with 
no stars. Her straight, short hair is shaped into a slicked back 
mohawk. I can see the shoulder of her pink, short sleeved 
shirt and her arms holding onto the black, leather steering 
wheel. She grips the wheel with two hands tightly. She has 
no jewelry on her wrists or fingers. My two brothers are 
trying to hit each other but instead of hitting each other 
they are hitting me. My baby brother, Pharrell, five years old, 
stretches his arm forward, his hand in a fist, ready to hit my 
other brother Steven’s stomach, but instead he hits my left 
arm. It makes me really annoyed because it is hot and sweat 
is dripping down my forehead slowly.

My stomach growls. I think about what I will get at 
McDonald’s: the fluffy pancakes with butter and syrup and 
on the side scrambled eggs, and small, round sausages. The 
crunchy texture of the hash browns makes my stomach growl 
again. I am starving for the delicious meal but I can’t imagine 
missing hanging out with my friends after school because I 
have to sit in detention. “Step on it mom you are going so 
slow,” I yelled. 

“Angelo, stop!” mom shouted angrily. 
The black leather seats absorb heat and make my butt 

really hot. I wish I was at the pool. I was yelling at my mom 
and telling her to hurry up, “Step on it, you slow driver.” 
Outside the windshield I saw 100 black and blue and white 
trucks and cars on Main Street. I’ll never get to school.

The first reflection I see in the pond is a big pillar of a 
cloud, one that reminds me of volcanic ash, but white and 
fluffy. The other cloud isn’t as big, but is just as beautiful. 
The reflection of the clouds on the pond is beautiful. When 
Max and Isaiah aren’t moving the log in the water and 
making ripples, it looks just like the sky, just darker, and 
if you concentrate, you can see the bottom of the pond. I 
can see little shapes moving around the reflected cloud, but 
they only add to the beauty of them. They are water bugs, 
skimming the surface of the water. There is one bird with 
a weird shrill for a tweet, chirping its lungs out. It stops 
now. Around me there is a leaf in the water, slowly drifting, 
showing the currents of the pond. The middle of the lake 
is covered in lily pads, with little bugs darting around. It 
amazes me that the pond is shallow enough for lily pads in 
the middle. There is a house on the other side of the lake, 
a big one, with a view of the lake. And fish. Lots of fish. 
Everything is dead silent. That calmness revives me, making 
me ready for the next activity.

I think about the hustle and bustle of the Chestnut 
Hill mall, and then think about the pond. They are polar 
opposites, yet located only a couple thousand feet from 
each other.

For some reason, I feel really good on boats and by water. 
I think it is the feeling of isolation from normal life that 
makes me feel that way. I think that the best way for me to 
forget about something is to go out onto a boat, but being 
near water has the same effect. I love to go out on the water. 
Ponds are my getaway from reality, my vacation. I think that 
that is the main reason that I like sailing, boating and being 
near water.

Late for School

Angelo Jones-Saucer, 7th grade

Hammond Pond

Xavier Choe, 6th grade
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The sun beat down on my red hat. My nose tingled from 
the amount of bug spray I’d inhaled. I sat on the rough 
boulder and looked out at the pond. The pond reflected the 
beautiful sky and puffy clouds. Lily pads covered the surface 
of the pond. There was an abundance of them. They were 
a gorgeous ivy green color. Almost fully grown tadpoles sat 
underwater. They were as still as statues. When I put my 
sneakers on a branch that was submerged shifted a little, 
and the two metamorphs were gone in an instant. There 
was a soft breeze blowing, birds were chirping, and airplanes 
roared overhead. I felt so relaxed sitting in nature and taking 
everything in, no sign of cars or concrete.

Suddenly, there was a faint bell that could be heard 
ringing. What creature makes bell sounds? I turned my 
head out of curiosity as the bell got closer. Everyone around 
the corner cooed and broke out into chatter. A large dog 
with a cowbell on its collar galloped out. He had the face 
of a pug, but the body of a pit bull. The body was a mix of 
the colors red and brown. No doubt, he was a boxer. He 
was very energetic and he slobbered. He ran around freely, 
investigating every tree and crevice, with no owner to be 
seen. Then, an owner and equally adorable dog that looked 
exactly like the dog with a bell came out on a leash. The bell 
dog dashed ahead to the second trail that we didn’t walk 
through. It was the mysterious one, with the plants closing 
in and no open spaces. The pathway was not worn and it 
looked like it hadn’t been walked on often. It was unlike the 
one we explored. When they were deeper down the trail, I 
heard faint barks and whimpers. I smiled, thinking about 
what they could have run into.

After a few more minutes of routine writing, the same 
bell rang through the forest. It came from the first trail. The 
dog galloped out, ran in a circle, then entered the second 
trail. Immediately after that, its look-a-like that we saw with 
the owner came out of the second trail. Then came a Border 
Collie, then a Labradoodle. One by one, various dog breeds 
came out. There were at least seven! We never saw these dogs 
enter the woods! There was a giant group that popped out of 
nowhere. The last dog to come out was none other than the 
bell dog. I love dogs, so I was ecstatic being surrounded by 
them. They all ran straight for the pond to drink water and 
play. Everyone sitting on the rocks by the water, including 
me, got splashed a little and we got to pet the dogs vying for 
our attention. 

Today I went to my first biathlon. A biathlon is an 
assigned course for swimming and running. When I touched 
the ocean a shiver went down my back. They told us to start 
swimming, and everyone was so close to each other that I got 
kicked in the face.

My problems started when I walked out of the water, my 
ears hurt, and I was dizzy. My troubles continued when the 
running started. My ears were hurting like an arrow had just 
struck them because they were filled with water. When I was 
running I was smiling on the outside, but on the inside I was 
screaming and wincing in pain. I was trying to blow every 
last drop of water from my ears because by now my ears were 
tearing themselves apart. While I was running my throat was 
so dry, I wished I had taken a drink of water. The running 
was not something that I wanted to do at that moment 
because I was exhausted. I tried to distract myself by looking 
at really small trees along the sidewalk. I also looked at other 
runners coming back after they had turned around. I was 
falling asleep as I was running, and I felt like a sloth on a 
cold day. When I finished the race, I used every last piece of 
energy to reach the finish line. My goal was to finish the race 
no matter what, and nothing stood in my way. 

Bells Ringing

Lily An Huynh, 6th grade

The Biathlon

Jared Frith, 6th grade
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How could I get up that monstrous rock? It seemed 
impossible. First I had to make my way up a narrow crack. 
When I was doing that, little rocks fell. Then every time I 
made a step up, I actually made a little step down. This got 
me very annoyed, so I crawled to the right, making my way 
slowly away from that evil place. Then it was very easy from 
that time on.

I was thinking, “What should I do next?” 
I looked around in vain for a place to put my foot. There 

was a crevice that was just too far up for me to reach. I felt 
like a little ant making its way across a tricky area. The area 
was mossy and slippery with grime and was swarming with 
black beetles and ladybugs. At the middle of the rock wall it 
was very smooth. The man was the only thing holding me 
up. My mind was frantic and was swarming with activity. 
The only idea that came to me was that there was a crevice a 
little ways away from me, but I thought that the man below 
couldn’t hold me. I was trembling because I felt like I was 
stuck. “Can you hold me if I go to that crevice over there?” 

He answered back, “Yes, I can, but be quick about it.” 
I scrambled over and pushed myself up, swinging back 

like a monkey on a vine. Now I was just high enough to 
reach the ledge. I could see the clip about ten feet above me. 
Below I could see people standing and waving. I reached over 
and put my hand on the ridge, pulling upward with all my 
might, muscles bulging. I could feel them straining as I tried 
to find a foothold, but I couldn’t. “So I guess we’ll have to do 
it the hard way,” I thought. 

I could feel the progress already. I slowly climbed up, 
feeling scared and excited. There, I was finally up. I looked 
down at the bottom, and at that moment I knew I shouldn’t 
have. “Get back to business,” I told myself. 

Then the last obstacle was going up that smooth wall. 
If I got to that smooth wall, I would be an inch away from 
touching that goal. Ahhhhh, this was nerve racking. It was so 
close! I fervently looked around for a place to put my foot. 
Then at long last I found a stone jutted out. It was a bit far 
up, but I figured it would do. I lifted my foot up, and I felt 
the stretch, hard. Now I was a polar bear making its way up 
the snow. I lifted my pinkie toe, and I reached high enough 
to touch the cold metal clip. Power surged into my heart. I 
felt like I had accomplished the best achievement ever.

“Watch out, he kicks it far! Move back,” Gabe 
commanded. 

The outfielders moved back, and more people went to 
the outfield. Ashanti stepped up to the pitching mound and 
rolled the ball carefully towards Xavier. Xavier walked up and 
kicked the bouncy red kickball over all of the outfielders. It 
soared over the second baseman, past the outfielders. Right 
after it bounced, I ran as hard as I could. I thought I was 
definitely going to score. My feet pounded the ground as I 
breezed past second base and found Gabe towering over me 
between second and third base. My eyes widened, and my 
mouth opened in shock. I slipped on the turf and got up as 
fast as possible, jumping up and racing around him. Then 
he used his hulk-sized body to block me and make me not 
step on the base. As I was heading towards home he taunted, 
“Hey Colbert, you forgot to step on the base.” 

I turned around and faced Gabe. He looked like a 
provoked sumo wrestler with his face as red as an apple. The 
outfielder launched the red ball in the sky. Then Gabe turned 
around and caught the ball. He faced me with his eyebrows 
at a 45 degree angle, gripping the ball with clenched hands. 
I was annoyed because he was blocking my path to step on 
third base.

I ran off wasting no time. I ran around Gabe, and he 
launched the ball at me. The ball was slowly inching across 
the field. My legs turned into grape-flavored jello, and the 
ball found its mark on my right thigh. I was out. Then as 
Xavier got to second and was heading towards third base, 
Gabe turned around and beamed his shoulder with the ball.

That was three outs. Now it was our turn to be the 
fielders, and their turn to be the kickers.

The Monstrous Rock

Isaiah Marmol, 5th grade

Kickball

Colbert Chang, 6th grade
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I was surrounded by water on all sides. As lily pads with 
bright and blooming flowers on top passed by, I should have 
been excited. The day seemed to drag on like the miserable 
rain had. The canoe was narrow and curved at the end like 
a bird’s beak. It was brightly colored, and contrasted with 
the day. I tested the water with my paddle. I could see the 
silhouettes of people, rowing madly through the thin sheets 
of rain. I desperately combed the water, and it swirled 
around me. Ripples slowly extended along the surface of 
the river. The water pounded against the side of the boat. A 
few ducks scattered as we approached, their barred feathers 
reflecting profoundly against the sunless sky. The air around 
us was opaque and thick with fog, but I could feel the 
ghostly shadows of boats starting to surround us, and all I 
could hear were the voices, calling out. 

I could feel myself freeze, my body finally giving out. 
My soul called for mercy, and my legs shivered. A chill went 
down my spine. I dug my fingernails into the thin wood of 
the boat. I could feel my heartbeat in my chest, and the color 
draining from my face. Every cell was screeching and begging 
for mercy.

After a few minutes, even moving was excruciating, but I 
began to row. I rowed as hard as I could, and all the people, 
and all the troubles and fears began to slip away. I was 
tantalizingly close to getting back to the shore where it was 
warm. Through the water I could feel the boats vibrations, 
and through the air I could hear the meager cries of hope. 
I slipped my hand into the choppy water, and watched it 
glide along the boat like a bird, flying away. Hope was filling 
my hollow body, and it was a good substitute for warmth. I 
watched the rotting dock come into view, and I’ve never been 
more happy to see a piece of wood in my life. I almost felt 
like swimming the short distance to shore. It was finally over. 
I was itching to stop, but I dug my paddle so deeply into the 
water that it almost slipped from my grip. 

My hand was clenched over the stick of my sword. It 
looked like something straight out of the medieval times. 
The heavy white jacket that I was wearing felt like plaster. 
The thick metal grate from the helmet made me feel like a 
prisoner behind bars. When I reached down to tie my shoes, 
the uncomfortable plastic chest protector would dig into 
my armpits. The duel hadn’t even started, and I was already 
sweaty and uncomfortable.

 My eyes were looking directly at my opponent. It 
was 2-0. Julia was in the lead. It was the second time 
we had stopped to announce her points. My opponent 
had won every point against me so far. She had a look of 
determination in her eyes. She wasn’t going to give up 
without a serious duel. I had rarely ever won an athletic 
game against Julia. She was stronger, taller, and louder than 
me. This would be just one of the matches where Julia would 
win, and I would watch as she defeated player after player. 
Not Again. Could I match up with someone who was at the 
same skill level as me? She was one of the best fencers. How 
did they think I could even get close to defeating her? Maybe 
this would be the duel that would make us equal. We both 
would have won one match. My feet were spread out, my 
sword raised! I was ready! “Ready, fence,” shouted the excited 
referee. 

Should I go for her head? No, she’d block me. Should I go 
for her feet? No, it’s an upper body sword. My thoughts were 
disturbed by a sharp pain in my stomach. My opponent had 
just scored.

Our Referee was grinning when he repeated the point 
score. Then, something clicked inside of me. All of a sudden 
I was determined, excited, and was not going to lose this 
time. My feet were in the starting position, ready to lunge, 
retreat, or hit whenever I needed to. Julia lunged for my hip. 
I retreated. She swung at my arm. I blocked her sword. Then, 
it was time. I made my move. My sword flew up and hit her 
in the stomach. I had narrowly escaped her awaiting weapon. 
I felt victorious. Nothing could stop me now! I had showed 
her that the competitive Aina was back. 

“3-1,” exclaimed the referee. Julia swung, but she didn’t 
stab me. She lunged, but she didn’t hit me. Then I went in. 
My sword slashed her arm, giving me another point. Now it 
was 3-2. A grin was permanently stuck to my face, but was 
wiped off just as soon as it had come. I was still recapping 
all of my scores and how amazing it was that I was actually 
gaining points. Before I realized it, Julia had won a point. 
“Stay focused Aina. All could be lost if you let her defeat 
you,” I said, hoping that this pep talk would help me win.

“4-2.” I took a deep breath and waited for the familiar 

Surrounded by Water

Claire Salvin, 6th grade

A Well-Earned Win

Aina Seja, 6th grade
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word, “Fence.” 
Before she even had a chance to defend herself, I had 

scored! It was 4-3. I was only one point behind. I was so 
sweaty I didn’t even realize how close I was. My face was 
sweating. My glasses were sliding down my nose. I had 
gotten so far. I would not lose now. One stab in the arm 
later, it was 4-4. My chance to lash out! I strided forward 
and lunged, only to hit her sword. I battled and stopped. She 
swung, she missed. My palms were sweaty. The handle of my 
only chance was slippery. I was ready. The sword and I were 
united at last. I quickly stuck my sword into her protected 
heart.

“5-4. Aina wins. Shake hands,” said the referee. 
At first I thought I was dreaming. I, the bookworm and 

shy kid, had defeated the crazy Julia! That couldn’t have 
happened, not in a million years! My hands rocketed to 
the ceiling while my feet flew out below me. I extended my 
shaking hand to her limp one. We shook on the unbelievable 
fact that I had won. I grasped my helmet and pulled it off 
my head. My face was glowing as I skipped off. I didn’t feel 
sweaty anymore. I felt proud!

“Who should I play today?” I thought. 
I saw Xavier and stared him down. He smiled and looked 

at me. We both nodded. The fight was on. We both put our 
fencing masks on our heads and flicked them on. We pointed 
our swords at one another. I slashed my fingers across my 
neck, showing Xavier I meant business. He did it back 
instantly. “Oh, no,” I thought. “He is going to crush me.”

The first point started. When the swords hit one another, 
they clattered and clanged. It sounded like I was in a movie 
and in the middle of a sword fight. Then I went for a move 
I had been planning. I went up to Xavier, moving one mile 
an hour, trying to fake him out. I pointed my sword at him 
and leapt forward like a jaguar. He tried to move backwards 
and to the right but I hit him. The sword poked him and 
bounced off. “I didn’t think it would be that easy,” I thought. 

Before I knew it the match was tied. 4-4. I knew I had to 
step my game up. Xavier and I looked at each other. I was a 
lion, and he was a tiger. It was a battle to the end. I roared, 
and he growled. Now it was the final point. We both knew 
it was do or die. We went in and started to hit each other’s 
swords. Xavier was moving side to side, dodging everything. 
It was like he knew where I was aiming. I backed up and 
charged. I knew this was going to be the end for one of us. 
As I went in for the final hit, Xavier tried to dodge my attack 
by ducking low to the ground, but it didn’t work. I had won!                                                                                

I flipped my helmet off in slow motion, telling Xavier the 
final score. 5-4. He said, “Oh, it was close.” 

His head was down, and he wasn’t smiling at first but 
as we walked to the middle of the room to shake hands, he 
grinned. “You got lucky this time,” he said.

Fencing with Xavier

Mulugeta Norwich, 5th grade
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The cool breeze mixed with the humid 90 degree summer 
air made my hair frizz up and sweat trickle down the side of 
my forehead. “Ha!” I screamed in my head as I hit a rocket 
right towards Isaiah at first base who was hunched over tired. 
Isaiah was squinting at the blinding sun. He leapt three feet 
off the ground and almost touched the sky to catch the ball 
that I had smashed. I ran as fast as light towards first base. I 
was trying to get there before Isaiah. I could hear my heart 
pounding out of my chest it was so loud. My legs were 
striding as long as the length of my body. As I neared first 
base, I kept nervously repeating to myself, “Will I be safe or 
will I get out?” 

I felt like Michael Jordan making a slam dunk when I 
tried to dodge the tag. I swiftly leaned to the right as Isaiah 
lunged out, gripping the red bouncy ball so tightly it looked 
like it was going to explode and make the world blow up. 
His arms were stretched out so much that his hands were 
millimeters away from me. He jumped up in the air and 
successfully tagged me out. I could not believe it. I had to 
go back to the end of the line. “Aw man. So close,” I whined 
in my head. I trudged back to the dugout and instead of 
wearing a smile, a gloomy, sad frown appeared on my face.

I stood in the middle of the boat, trying to remain still. 
The tiny waves rocked my tense 

body from side to side and back and forth. I looked up 
for a moment and examined the boat. Almost everything 
on the boat was white. The boat was massive and when they 
were casting off, the deckhands had to run all around to get 
the boat off the dock. The boat looked a little like an open 
banana and had places in the bottom to sleep with snacks 
stored inside it and a bathroom. That was the biggest boat 
I had ever seen. The captain asked if any of us would want 
to help to pull up the sail. I volunteered and walked over. I 
grabbed onto the hard rope. It felt rough and I could almost 
feel the blister forming on my soft hands.

One of the deckhands told us to pull down and then slide 
up together. When we started to pull the rope it began to get 
harder and harder to pull. It was like a little rat pulling on 
an elephant. Finally we got the sail up. It was a huge white 
cloth attached to wood. The boat began to rock harder and 
harder every time the wind hit it. I started to wonder what 
would happen if I happened to fall into the water. “Would 
sharks come and EAT ME!?” I wondered. “Or would I sink 
and die?” 

I started to think hard on the question. My heart began to 
pound and pound and it became the only thing I could think 
about. My heart was almost coming out of my body. All I 
could picture in my head was the blueish color of a shark’s 
fin in the water and sinking down into the deep ocean. Then 
I felt something very hot on my skin. It was the sun. It was 
getting really humid, and I saw people that looked like they 
had just taken a bath. Their hair was wet and some of their 
backs were wet like a big bear that had been out looking for 
food for a long time. If I could swim I would have jumped 
into the water, and I didn’t even care if there were sharks 
even though I was afraid of them. When we finished pulling 
the rope up, I went back to my seat and began to look down 
at the water. I wondered if there were mermaids down there. 

    As I stared at the water, it looked oddly peculiar to me. 
I never had seen anything like it. It was a greenish blueish 
and was shining from the sun. When I saw the way the water 
was shining, I began to sing to the water my favorite song, 
“Shooting Star,” because the water was shining like the stars. 
Slowly it looked like the water was dancing.

Out

Calvin Patti, 5th grade

Singing to the Water

Ashanti Powell, 6th grade
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“Kate! HELP!”
Not AGAIN. I sighed. Being left alone with two younger 

siblings was never a good idea, but once again, I was left to 
babysit Cole and Sam, my devilish seven year old brother 
and five year old sister because my parents decided to leave 
for a brunch. How amazing. Before they left, Mom and Dad 
decided to give Cole and Sam their favorite candy because 
for some weird reason, my parents truly believed that these 
kids were perfect little angels. Little did they know, not a day 
went by without the two getting into some sort of fight. It 
was an extremely busy day for me, so I left Sam and Cole to 
play and eat their candy while I got my hair ready. 

I combed my silky auburn hair until it shined in the 
mirror of my vanity. As I went downstairs to grab a snack, 
I silently hoped that Sam and Cole hadn’t got into another 
argument. As soon as my feet touched the creaky edge of the 
bottom step, my ears were met with screaming and crying. 
My heart was pounding. How could I leave them alone? I 
KNEW this would happen. Regardless, I hoped that they 
were just watching TV. Right away, a thought occurred to 
me. Sam doesn’t like scary movies. As soon as this realization 
came to me, I crossed my fingers tightly, praying that no 
horror movie was playing on our 60 inch flat screen. As I 
entered the living room, I was greeted by a scene worse than 
I had imagined in my head. Cole was hitting Sam with a 
pillow, his light brown hair furiously bobbing up and down. 
He was saying that Mom and Dad liked Sam more than 
him, jealousy radiating off of him like heat from a furnace. 
Sam was crying and started screaming my name, “KATE!!! 
KATE!!” 

That’s where I swooped in. Since I didn’t know what was 
going on, I started hollering, “What’s going ON?” 

Sam started to mutter something, but Cole cut her off. 
I saw his hand move to his leg. He slyly dug his fingernails 
into his calf, making red marks appear. “Sam scratched me!” 
he screamed. 

That’s when he burst into tears, crocodile tears that ran 
down his face like waterfalls. If he thought his performance 
would fool me, he really did not know who he was dealing 
with. Sam started to say, “I didn’t do that!” but Cole started 
hollering loudly, trying to interrupt her. 

Knowing Cole’s exact tactic, I whispered, “I know you 
didn’t do that” to Sam, hoping that she would calm down. 

She either didn’t hear me, or ignored me, because she 
balled her hands into fists and started punching Cole with all 
of her might. Although Sam was substantially smaller than 
Cole, she really gave it all she had. Hopping up from the 
tackle, she ran into Cole’s’ room, fury in her eyes. I was close 

on her heels because I knew whatever it was she was doing, it 
was definitely not good. As I peeked into Cole’s room, Cole 
ran past me, screaming, “She’s going to take all my candy! 
Don’t let her do that! STOP!” 

Sam’s small hands were grabbing as much candy as they 
could, trying to fit all of the packets into her dress pocket. 
But before she even got one piece, Cole rammed into her, 
slamming her into the wall and frizzing up her red, wavy, 
already crazy hair. I rushed into Cole’s room, trying to push 
them apart, but they were both extremely determined. Cole 
screamed, “If she gets all my candy, I get to take hers, so 
HA.” 

I grabbed Sam’s arm, dragging her across the carpeted 
floor, taking Sam outside her own room. Her breathing 
steadied as she plopped down on the floor, clearly frustrated 
and exhausted. I told her to stay where she was while I went 
to check on Cole. She stayed there obediently. I charged into 
Cole’s room, calming myself down. Cole was just sitting 
there, crying. I sat down next to him, and asked him what 
was wrong. He said that he fell down on Sam’s Lego bricks. 
Ouch, I thought, knowing exactly how deadly those Lego 
pieces could be. “Are you bleeding?” I wondered, extremely 
concerned. 

Cole wailed, “YES!” 
I ran to the closet and went through the medical supplies, 

grabbed his favorite SpongeBob Band-Aid, and ran back into 
Cole’s room. “You’re going to be all right.” 

After he calmed down, I took his hand and waltzed over 
to where Sam was waiting at the door. I took her hand in 
mine, and we all walked down the hall together. Although 
they were both fuming, I knew that the hardest part had 
passed. As I prepared a snack for Sam and Cole, I noticed 
that they were full on glaring at one another. After I put 
down their snacks, I said, “If you don’t stop glaring at each 
other, I’m going to tell Mom and Dad everything.” 

Sam put on her best puppy dog eyes and profusely 
apologized to Cole. Cole also looked bashful, and said sorry 
to Sam. Suddenly, the door opened, and my parents came 
home. Mom’s smiling eyes met mine when she asked, “How 
did it go?” 

Fear flashed in Sam and Cole’s expressions as they pleaded 
for me to stay silent. “They were perfect angels,” I said, 
winking at Sam and Cole in the meantime. 

Babysitting

Allison Fung, 6th grade
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Goose poop everywhere, sweltering heat, and unfair teams 
do NOT go together. Unfortunately for me, those things did 
exactly that. Gabe had the frisbee. “Over here, throw it to 
me!” I yelled to Gabe. 

It was 85 degrees out. There was no shade on the field at 
all, and the extreme humidity just made it worse. I could 
feel the massive waterfall of sweat pouring down my face. 
Suddenly, Calvin appeared at my side, guarding me. Darn 
it, I thought. Everybody on my team was surrounded by 
swarms of people on the opposing team. Nobody was open. 
What were we supposed to do? What ever happened to only 
one person guarding another person? “7...8...9…” chanted 
the people guarding Gabe. 

Gabe just threw the frisbee down the field to nowhere, 
sort of like a punt in football. “No!!!!” I thought as the frisbee 
clattered onto the ground again. “Another turnover. Why?!?!” 

As I headed back to our side to prepare for defense, I 
regrouped. We were down 0-2. It seemed like the other team 
was always on offense. Although Gabe threw the frisbee as 
far as he could, the other team was already moving down the 
field again and by now they were really close to making yet 
another touchdown. It seemed like Lucas was the only other 
person on my team when it came to defense. Gabe seemed to 
be only interested in offense, as I always spotted him taking 
breaks on the sidelines when it was time for defense to come 
into play. Because of that, I focused on guarding only the 
people who I thought could catch well. There were just too 
many people on the other team to guard all of them properly. 
My thinking was that I would just have to hope that if the 
person with the frisbee threw it to them, they would drop it. 

I looked around quickly. Lucas was guarding Calvin by 
standing in front of him and following wherever he went, 
but I saw that Sadiyah was wide open in the corner of the 
end zone. I sprinted as fast as I could toward Sadiyah in 
hopes I could get there in time. I wasn’t going to lose without 
putting up a hard fight! I could hear myself surrounded by 
people screaming, “I’m open! I’m open!”

I plowed right through them, not paying much attention 
to them. If I stopped to guard them, then Sadiyah would 
definitely catch the frisbee and take another point. Another 
problem was that there were piles of goose poop everywhere, 
so I had to dodge those stinky clumps as well. Nothing was 
in my favor. 

I finally made it to Sadiyah. She didn’t really seem to 
care about my presence other than her usual annoyed 
sounding, “Aaron!” She looked at me for a second and then 
went back to shouting. Maybe she thought I was too short. 
Maybe she thought I wasn’t athletic enough. Maybe she 

was concentrating on the thrower. I decided I was going to 
teach her a lesson and prove that she needed to pay attention 
to me. Although I finally had a moment to stop and rest, 
it was too chaotic. I didn’t even know who was throwing 
the frisbee! Bodies were everywhere, jumping up and down 
as they hoped they would catch the frisbee. I stood there 
catching my breath, waiting for the thrower to make a 
decision. Ten seconds must have passed by now, I thought. I 
could hear the confidence and excitement in Sadiyah’s voice 
as she, like everyone else, yelled, “I’m open, throw it here!” 

Well, let’s see about you being open, I thought. The 
frisbee was airborne, coming in a straight line right toward 
me and Sadiyah. Time slowed down as I calculated the 
infinite ways you can effectively prevent a touchdown. You 
can hit it, catch it, do nothing, or block it. I knew I had 
to prepare to jump, as Sadiyah was a lot taller than me. 
She either still hadn’t noticed me or didn’t care about my 
presence as she was just simply sticking her hands in the air, 
not moving away from behind me. I guess she thought her 
height was enough for a decisive advantage. “Like that will 
work,” I thought. Still, I was nervous. Each inch the frisbee 
moved toward me I got more anxious. On the other hand, as 
the frisbee inched closer to Sadiyah, she got more excited. I 
bent my knees to get ready to jump. The frisbee was getting 
closer and closer and closer and closer, until I knew it was 
time. I leapt up and stuck my hands as high as I could into 
the air and reached forward to hit the frisbee downward 
toward the ground. Sadiyah’s expression went from extremely 
excited to getting madder and madder as the frisbee moved 
toward the ground. She tried to save it, but I blocked her. 
The frisbee clattered as it hit the turf.

I moved to pick up the frisbee. I could sense Sadiyah 
radiating fury behind me. Once I stood back up, Sadiyah 
hollered, “AARON!!!! HOW COULD YOU DO 
THIS!?!?!?!?!? YOU ARE SO ANNOYING!!!! I WILL KILL 
YOU!!!!!!” 

I thought, “Did you really think it was going to be that 
easy?”

It made me feel accomplished to see Sadiyah so angry 
at just a simple jump and swat, resulting in a turnover 
that started in the end zone. I did not think she would be 
that frustrated, knowing that her team still basically had a 
99.99999% chance of winning. After all, I hadn’t scored 
a point, but just prevented my team from losing by even 
more. We ended up losing 0-5, but I still felt proud of my 
successful interference. 

A Successful Interference

Aaron Lu, 6th grade
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It was September 3, 2017. A man walked onto a quiet 
green with a few restaurants and cafes and a gurgling 
fountain. He walked farther in hoping no one would notice 
him. He didn’t think he could sign any more signatures. 
He didn’t want any rumors spreading around that a world 
famous footballer was in the U.S. He heard a grumble in his 
stomach. Time for lunch. He went to the nearest restaurant 
and ordered up his fill. He didn’t dare sit at a table, for he 
feared being recognized. Even though the 40-year-old didn’t 
look too fit, he worked almost every day and had quite 
enough muscle to put up with not sitting down for a few 
minutes.  

He was here to find his agent’s work place. It was a 
landmark of modern Boston—the John Hancock Tower. 
He left after his lunch and found the quickest route to the 
Hancock. When he arrived at the tower, he took the elevator 
to the top floor and walked dawn the air conditioned 
hallway. It reminded him of when he was on Chelsea, 
and they walked down the long hall onto the pitch. The 
anticipation that he had now was almost identical to the 
feeling he always had before matches. He wasn’t quite sure 
what would happen, but he was sure it would be big. He 
took a deep breath and opened the door and saw his agent. 
His agent’s name was Robert ‘Dick’ Dickerton. When he 
walked in, Dick stood up. “Hello mate, how was your 
flight?” said Dick in a heavy Wales accent. 

He answered in a bit of an irritated voice, “Not the best 
one I’ve had.” 

“That’s too bad,” said Dick.
He looked around the room at the footballs, or soccer 

balls as the Americans called them. Everyone was a hat 
trick ball. Everyone was signed with his signature: TRAVIS 
GROVE. 

“Well, Travis, I know you want to keep playing, and 
you’re looking for a club, and I think I’ve found a club that 
will take you in.” 

“Which club?” 
“It’s in the MLS—the New England Revolution. They’ll 

play you in one game, if you want of course. If they think 
you have what it takes, they’ll give you a contract. If not…
well, you know how football works Travis.” 

“Yes, I know. When’s the game?” Travis asked. 
“This evening at 19:30. They expect you to show. Sorry 

for telling you on such short notice. They’ll have your kit 
there.” 

“This evening?! It’s already 17:45!” 
There was no time to lose. He raced out of the office and 

called for an Uber. “Where to sir?” the driver asked. 

“Gillette Stadium! Make it choppy!” 
They raced off down the road. It felt like hours, but they 

finally got to the stadium. Travis jumped out and raced 
toward the player entrance. The manager was waiting. “Good 
to meet you. NOW GET INTO THAT UNIFORM!” 

Travis raced down a stairway and jumped into the kit. The 
players of the Revolution, or ‘Revs’ as the fans called them, 
were waiting in the tunnel. “Good to meet you. Let’s win 
this thing.” 

They stepped onto the field. The fans were screaming their 
heads off. This was it. He was playing again. 

It felt so good to be in a stadium that was full to the brim 
with excited fans. The team kicked off. Wow! I’m here again, 
I’m really here. The first half was bland and uninteresting 
with not a lot of action. It looked like it was going to be 
a 0-0 tie. Then, Kai Kamara gave Travis a great pass. This 
one’s for me. This is my chance to prove myself. Travis ran 
down the field at full speed and had an opportunity to cross. 
He knew he shouldn’t, but he kept running. He skilled the 
center back and cut inside the box. Travis’s heart was beating 
so hard that he thought it might come out of his chest. I’ve 
worked all my life for this moment, and I DO belong here. 
Time froze. He kicked the ball. The ball looked like it wasn’t 
going in, but it took a desperate curve and buried itself in 
the net. The crowd exploded. They had won. 

They walked off the field, beaming like little kids. They 
departed the stadium as happy as can be. Travis got to his 
hotel late and was tired out of his mind. He kept replaying 
the goal in his mind. Each time it seemed more and more 
impossible. He nudged the door open and saw a package. 
As he picked it up, a paper slipped out. It was a copy of a 
four year contract. They had signed him. Tears rolled down 
Travis’s cheeks. He had done it. He had slayed the dragon. 
He had climbed the mountain. An excited yell was heard all 
the way down the halls of the hotel. Travis Grove was still 
playing the sport he loved. He was living the dream.

The Shot

Oliver Cook, 5th grade
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I could not wait! We were going to play soccer today on 
this huge field that had goose poop on it. As I walked onto 
the field I saw that it was cleaned off, and there was no goose 
poop. “Great! This game is going to be even better!” I yelled 
to the other kids. 

Last time, when we played Ultimate Frisbee, we only 
had a small area because the field was covered with it! The 
game began, and Colbert scored a couple goals for our team. 
Everyone was celebrating, and I could hear cheering and 
everyone saying, “Good job! Good job!” to our teammates. 

“Yes! We are going to win!” I thought to myself. 
Then, halfway through the game, I yelled, “NO” after I 

shot and saw that I missed. 
I shouted because I always miss the goal. It was very 

funny, and everybody else laughed too because I was always 
really close to making it. The ball came to me, and I kicked it 
really high by accident. Isaiah yelled, “Seriously Max?!?” 

It went slowly and the goalie just blocked it. I missed the 
goal, and I slid on my knees. The turf scratched my knees as 
I slid. I covered my face, yelling, “NOOOOOOOO.” 

I really wanted to score, and thought to myself, “I should 
make at least one of these goals!” 

I got up and a few plays later shouted, “Pass the ball” to 
Colbert. 

“I gotta make this one,” I thought. 
He passed me the ball, and I shot again, but I missed 

again and people laughed again. The other team got the ball, 
but Colbert stole it back and passed back to me so I could 
shoot. I missed again, and people laughed again! I thought 
it was funny too because I really wanted to score, but kept 
missing and just thought, “This must not be my day.” 

Usually I would make these shots! Colbert must have 
thought it was funny too or he thought I might finally score. 
That’s why he kept passing to me. 

We kept stopping the other team from scoring, but it also 
took Colbert a long time to finally score again. One time at 
the very end of the game, I was actually wide open to the 
side of the goal. I was shouting, “Pass! Pass!” 

I was thinking, “I could probably score this time. I’m 
wide open!” 

Colbert didn’t see me or hear me, so he shot, and he 
missed. People laughed again because Colbert usually makes 
his shots. The most exciting part was when we won 7-1. 

Shing. Clash. As I fenced with Aaron, I heard foils 
clashing together around me. I heard people talking, 
but I couldn’t identify what they said. With my mask on 
everything I saw was blurred. 

While fencing today my favorite part was my match 
with Aaron. We were using foils to fence. A foil is a type of 
fencing sword that can only hit on the chest or sides of the 
body. It reminded me of a thin sword. As I was fencing him 
my feet were dancing like I was on a hot rock. I had never 
fenced in my life so it was my first match. I danced forwards 
and backwards. My hand was so tired from holding the foil 
that I thought it would fall off. I thought that I would get 
hurt. “I should stay back from his foil,” I thought to myself.

Back, forward, back, back, forward. It was 3-4 in the final 
round. I was ready like a wolf pouncing on its prey. I went 
forward, then back, trying to not get poked by him. His foil 
was out ready, but then I went back and poked him. I won! I 
jumped up and down to show my victory! But then I realized 
that it was a tie. “Stop. Don’t jump. That’s embarrassing. You 
didn’t win the match yet,” I commanded myself. 

I was disappointed that we couldn’t fence again because 
we were out of time. “I wish I had more time to fence,” I 
thought. 

We put down our foils and helmets, shook hands, and 
walked in opposite ways. I can’t wait to the next match to 
fence again! 

Going for a Goal

Maximus Fortmann, 5th grade

Fencing with Foils

Liam McWeeney, 6th grade
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“...And the swordfish swung at Ray violently,” Captain 
Tom said, carrying on his story. 

Everyone was mesmerized by the captain’s story. “When is 
this story going to end?!” I thought, resting my chin on my 
hands. 

I took a seat on a plain white bench and looked out to 
the harbor. I saw several other tall ships, fishing boats, and 
houses. “I’d rather jump into the harbor and go swimming,” 
I thought. 

The large boat swayed, back and forth and up and down. 
The mainsail swished, catching the wind. The sun glistened 
on the blue water. I could hear the waves pushing against 
the tall ship. The salty fresh smell of the harbor wafted in 
the air. The sun made my eyes squint and the fishy odor of 
the water hit my face. I felt calm staring at the water and 
watching it sway. I felt as if I was in a dream or a fantasy. “It’s 
so peaceful,” I thought. 

The huge mainsail shadowed the water, making the light 
colored water a dark blue color. Tiny waves layered each 
other, making more and more waves. 

I breathed in the fresh air strongly. I looked out at all the 
small boats and houses and windmills. The green trees looked 
small compared to my hand from far away. I could hear the 
boom making a creaking sound like an old door. When we 
reached the dock, I felt like the whole 

boat ride had ended in the blink of an eye, and the rest 
was history. 

 The waves rolled to the side of the Gloucester fishing 
boat and then fell back into the aqua green sea. You could 
taste the salty air, and the smell of the ocean whisked 
through with the breeze. The vast ocean was peaceful, but a 
few motor boats zooming past disrupted the calmness.

The slow rocking of the boat made me feel queasy, and 
the bright sun shone on us. I bent down to shade my face 
from the boiling sun as Captain Heath continued the story 
of his friend, Ray, how when he was young, he caught a 
swordfish. “The beak of the swordfish was very long,” Heath 
demonstrated with his hands, “but its body was twice as 
long.” 

There was a fish that big? The beak of the swordfish that 
he showed was gigantic, but he said that the one in the story 
was even bigger. I opened my mouth in astonishment, and 
my eyes were wide open too, but when I looked around, it 
seemed like everyone already knew that. I could tell because 
as I looked at their faces, no one showed any sign of surprise. 
Everyone else kept listening as if this wasn’t a shock to them. 

I thought about this as he continued the story. My 
thoughts became louder than his voice. What did it look like? 
Why are they that big? His voice became just a voice talking 
in the background. The rest of the boat was silent, but you 
could hear the faint whoosh of the wind and the crashing of 
the waves. You could also hear an occasional caw from the 
gulls and the voice of Heath. Then I remembered. The story! 
I tuned back into the story just as he said, “The fish also 
weighed 720 pounds, so…” 

720 pounds!!! I couldn’t believe my ears. How did they 
carry it? I wondered with amazement.

Were there other swordfish in the water that surrounded 
me? I glanced at the ocean all around me. I wanted to see 
one because I have never seen a fish that big, but at the same 
time, I didn’t want to as well. I remembered how Heath had 
said that the beak was very sharp and could cut through 
most things. Could a swordfish beak cut through this boat? I 
wondered as we sailed back.

Approximately one hour later, we returned to the dock. I 
didn’t see any swordfish today, but I knew that I would be on 
the lookout the next time I was on a boat.

A Boat Ride in the Blink of an Eye

Laura Leong, 6th grade

On the Lookout for Swordfish

Gracie Yang, 6th grade
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It was minutes before I could reach the top. I was stuck 
in the middle of a rock climb. I wanted to come down 
because my legs stung and my fingers were red and burning 
like fire. I thought to myself that I needed to come down 
because there was no way I could reach the top. This rock 
was impossible to climb. I’m never going to climb this rock 
again, I thought. There were huge mosquitoes flying around 
the rock and hundreds of tiny red and black ants. There 
were also huge spider-webs with black spiders wrapping little 
squirming flies in their web, trapping them forever. Even if I 
could reach the top, I would have to face these mosquitoes, 
ants, spider-webs, and spiders. “Ouch!” 

I scraped my leg on a sharp piece of the boulder. Great, 
now my leg hurts and it’s bleeding. 

I told the counselor that I wanted to come down, but the 
rock climbing counselor said, “You’re so close! You can do it! 
Just try one more time!”

 So I tried one last time. I jumped up and clawed the 
little rocky hook. When I reached the rocky hook it was 
easier because I passed the extremely difficult part. Finally, 
I reached the top. My frown turned into a smile from ear 
to ear. I couldn’t believe I had actually climbed this rock! I 
never thought I was going to get to the top because it was so 
challenging and because I got stuck in the beginning. I felt 
relieved because I finished and accomplished for reaching the 
top. However, I was still super tired from all that climbing. 

“Hey, are you in line for this climb?” I asked Maya.
“Yeah, are you?” she asked. 
I wasn’t sure what to say after I failed the easy climb. 

“Hello?” she said, shaking me back to reality. 
“Oh, um… Yeah I guess,” I said, confused. 
I was thinking to myself, “This is going to be so hard!” 
A few moments later, it was my turn. I approached the 

wall quickly so I could get it over with. I was so nervous! I 
thought I would faint. My feet were trembling in my socks.

When I was attached to the long, red, stretchy rope, I 
touched the wall. It sent chills from my hand up my arm. 
I started. I got some great handholds, but I couldn’t find a 
foothold to get on. I looked at the tall, dark, grey wall for 
holds that would be able to carry my foot. I chose one that 
was out of the wall and big enough for me to rest my foot on 
comfortably. That way I could use it to get up to the small 
ledge. 

When I was on the ledge, I had to find more handholds 
to get up. These were easier to find then the footholds earlier 
because I didn’t have to grip them as well. While I was 
climbing, I got really focused, so focused I didn’t even notice 
that I was at the silver rings at the top. When I looked up, I 
was so surprised to see the rings. I tapped them. They made 
a chime sound when they touched together. Then I started to 
go down the wall. 

The rings weren’t at the tip-top of the wall; they were a 
little lower, so we didn’t have to climb over the top ledge. To 
get down the wall, you had to straighten your legs, hold onto 
the rope attached to your harness, and walk down. I was 
going down. It felt like I was walking backwards down a big 
hill. My harness felt like soft wood down my shirt, keeping 
my back straight. It was hard to keep my legs straight 
because they were getting tired and sore. 

When my legs finally touched the ground, I felt relief. I 
screamed, jumped up and down, then quickly untied the red 
rope from the blue harness. I then took off the harness and 
orange helmet and got water out of my plastic water bottle. 

I liked rock climbing. It was fun. I got to kind of conquer 
my fear of heights and spiders and hang out with my friends 
and see them climb the wall too.

Stuck

Apollo Fung, 5th grade

Conquering Fears

Morgan Grace, 6th grade



152   Simmons Camp

She sat down because her back was clutching there. There 
was crust in her eyes, and her tummy was gigantic as an air 
balloon. She was pregnant, but she had to watch her little 
baby, so she scheduled to go to the Prudential Mall. She was 
here at the mall all by herself because her husband died by 
doing dangerous things. That is why she was a worrier about 
her baby.

The baby climbed up on the steep wall but was about to 
fall off. Luckily, the mom grabbed her baby and put him 
on to safe ground. The baby was on the ground, but he was 
interested in getting a shiny coin. He was too short, so he 
reached and fell on his head. He started to yell. Blood was 
dripping out of the baby’s poor head. 

The mom rushed the baby to the hospital. They put 
stitches in his head. The mom looked up at the sky. It 
reminds her of her husband and how brave he was. She 
looked up at the blue sky and she said, “I am so sorry for 
doing this to our little boy!” 

She could hear the wind saying to her, “It’s okay if he 
grows up like me.” 

The mom went back home and lay down with her 
babies, the tears of sadness on her soft cheek messing up her 
mascara.

“Faster Lucas, faster!” 
My head pounded like a hammer hitting its target every 

time, and its target was my brain. The only thing that would 
satisfy it and make it stop would be water. My feet pounded 
the hard turf with a tenacity that surprised me. I dove, but 
the ball slid past me and into Gabe’s awaiting feet. I felt as if 
the grass was the midday sun and the small flecks of dirt were 
little pills of acid.

Sweat poured down me at such velocity it could fill a 
palace bathtub in mere seconds. Picking myself up, I winced 
as I massaged my tense calves. I clenched my teeth as I 
sprinted toward Gabe. He was confidently squinting and 
dribbling the blue and white ball over the grass that was 
blowing by at an astounding rate.

In a span of a few seconds, I reached my destination and 
leaped between Gabe and Mula to intercept Gabe’s pass just 
in time. Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted Ben charging 
down the left side of the field toward the goal.

Ben and Gabe waited expectantly, ready to run to 
wherever the ball landed. Ben was in an offensive position, 
and Gabe was crouched and had his legs spread in a 
defensive one. Gathering all my remaining strength from the 
confidence of Gabe’s squinted eyes and the desperate look 
from Ben, I booted the ball into Ben. Ben’s foot and the ball 
connected with a bang! Readying himself, Ben kicked the 
ball screaming toward the goal. 

Time seemed to slow as the ball sailed through the air. 
I could see the goalkeeper extend his fingers toward the 
whistling soccer ball. Lunging for the ball, the goalie landed 
on the ground. The ball passed right above his desperately 
outstretched fingers and swooped through the goal

“GOAL!” 
Assist number one and the score was now two to zip! 

“Hey Gabe, what a game!” I yelled, and then thought to 
myself, “For a 2000 degree day!”

The Stitches

Maya Thompson, 5th grade

Faster, Lucas, Faster!

Lucas Berman, 5th grade
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It was burning hot, and we had to go out and play sports! 
“Yech!” I yelled as we got to the field. 

The field was so gross! It was covered in goose poop! There 
were flies buzzing around the poop. It smelled like trash! 
There was a baseball diamond on the field. It was brown like 
dirt but it wasn’t dirt; it was brown turf. 

A flock of geese landed on a strip of grass in the shape of a 
“V.” They were calling for each other. You could see their feet 
as they landed. Their heads bobbed up and down. They were 
so cute. I dubbed this area, “Gosling International Airport.” 

First, we were split up into two teams, the No Pinny team 
and the Pinny team, which I dubbed the Stinky Pinny team 
because the pinnies smelled of sweat. The No Pinny team 
scored first!

We were already losing, but I didn’t care because I saw a 
way to kick the ball. In a patch of green, I saw the way, but 
two players from the No Pinny team were running toward 
the ball. I had to run quickly. I dodged Lukas. “Hey!” he 
said. 

I pretended to let Ben have the ball, but then I zoomed 
past him. I saw it. I pulled my leg back and kicked the ball 
hard. It shot away from me and went toward Gabe. “Yes!” I 
thought to myself. 

This was the first time I had ever kicked a ball during 
a game and gotten it to someone on my team. This felt 
amazing because I had never done this and contributed to 
my team! It was so worth it, even though Ben kicked the ball 
away from Gabe immediately after I kicked it to him! Well, 
we lost of course! But I still felt like a winner! The ending 
score was 6-4!

When we got to rock climbing, everything was set up. 
All I could smell were the trees and branches. The mats were 
set up, and all we had to do was get on our stuff and get to 
rock climbing. Climbing up the rock was easy because there 
was more than one hole to place your feet. It felt very easy 
because all I really did was try my best. “Ahh,” I said because 
I thought I was going to fall. 

It looked like I was in a high swing, and I couldn’t get off 
without any help. The harness was very supportive. It helped 
me come down by walking upside down and backwards. I 
was on a high rock in the middle of nowhere, and I could 
smell the trees and the branches. When I was coming down, 
I was moving side to side and back and forth. 

When I landed with a whoosh, my feet hit the ground. 
The walls were very hard and dangerous. I felt safe. I felt 
like I was a queen. I then went on the harder one because 
I thought that I would achieve my goal. It was harder 
because it had less holes to put your feet inside. When I was 
climbing, everybody was cheering for me saying, “You can do 
it, Danay! Do not give up!” 

Then I was done and safe. I wanted to have lunch, go 
home, and take a shower in a big tub of cold water. I did not. 
I decided to go on the other one before we left. I did, and 
then I was done for the day. All I had to do was have lunch 
and go back to camp. Now I know that something can fun 
and hard. All you have to do is try your best. 

Losing Soccer

Ian Beckwith, 5th grade

Queen of the Rock

Danay Almond, 6th grade



154   Simmons Camp

Yet once more on the job, Richard, with peculiar 
spectacles and incredibly nimble fingers, rests his watchful 
eyes on a new golden Rolex. Instead of being on break he is 
currently handling a customer with a green floral shirt and 
grey hair with white specks. Richard invests his time in his 
work to help pay his taxes and mortgage, for all his family 
have long passed or don’t speak to him anymore. As he gazes 
out of the window, Richard thinks of the life he could’ve had 
with a wife and caring children. Richard could’ve grown old 
with one that he loved and cared for. 

However, loneliness is Richard’s best friend; they go hand 
in hand. When he was young, repairing watches was a hobby 
and then as he grew, a job. Before he could never love for his 
passion was watches. Now, cold, emotionless watches bring 
no pleasure or happiness. His job pays the bills and nothing 
more. 

In his youth, the interlocking gears of watches made 
Richard tick. He thought of himself as a surgeon in his 
own way. Skillfully dissecting each watch carefully to figure 
out what has made the watch lose its usefulness made him 
excited. The grind of gears and pickings of tiny pieces 
moved before his eyes as he would poke and prod the 
tiny contraption. His hands still and steady and his face 
expressionless, he would dive into the fragments of metal. 

Things are different now. Richard is lonely and no longer 
consumed by his work, but by the ever moving gears of time 
and age. The work he does is so unexciting and dull, but it’s 
all he knows. He is too old to switch his profession now. It’s 
too late. He continues his craft day by day from sunrise to 
sunset.

Suddenly, Richard looks at the clock and sees that it 
says ten of six. He packs up his belongings and hastily exits 
the building. The cold night illuminated by the pale moon 
guides his travel home. That night he cries himself to sleep, 
curled up in a ball. 

He dreams about how the same cycle will continue year 
after year until his ride on Death’s white horse. He waits 
for the day when he will lay in a coffin until his bones turn 
to dust and his headstone stands upright in a graveyard. 
Until then Richard must continue to help those in need of a 
repaired watch. Richard is a master of putting on a fake smile 
so realistic that you can’t see through it, like murky water. 
But inside his head he only wishes for death. Each passing 
second his sobbing heart beats in his chest. All Richard wants 
is for that to stop. He waits for the day until his flesh has 
decayed, and he is simply bones enwrapped in cloth.

Awoken from his slumber the next morning, Richard 
imagines that maybe someone or something will rekindle his 

passion for watches, but that person, dream, or watch must 
be special enough to break Richard out of his depressed state 
of mind. As he packs up his pliers and tweezers, getting ready 
for work, Richard doubts that day will ever come.

State of Mind

Subah Vincent, 8th grade
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The large and shiny fencing swords were ready in position. 
They were pointing straight at my opponent Susanna, who 
looked excited and ready to fight. She was standing in front 
of me, ready and eager to make the first hit. It felt great 
to hold the sword. It made me feel powerful. “Ready, set, 
fence,” said the referee. 

“Charge!” I screamed. 
I immediately started to run at my opponent and to look 

for an opening to strike. We went back and forth—retreat, 
advance, retreat, advance, with no stopping. Our shoes 
squeaked from the friction. Then I jabbed the sword into 
Susanna’s chest, and I made a point. She was good, but I got 
the first point which made me feel more confident about 
myself. Then we got set to start again. The referee said, 
“Fence.” 

I waited for her to attack first; she charged at me. I swung 
my sword to block her attack. It felt great to block such a 
great attack. I then lunged forward, and I scored. I kept 
scoring until I got to four points. The game went to five 
points. When the referee said, “Fence,” Susanna charged and 
got a point. 

Then she started to become more furious and lunged for 
my left arm. I tried to block it, but her attack was too fast. 
She got another point. I was starting to get nervous. I had 
a sweaty palm, and my hands were shaking. She charged, 
and I retreated as fast as I could. She kept advancing. I tried 
to hit her in her gut, but she got to me first. She now had 
three points. She was catching up to me, and I was getting 
worried, so I gathered my courage to wrap this battle up. 
With one charge as fast as lightning, I lunged to attack, and 
I stabbed her in the chest with my foil. I had finally won. 
We shook hands, looking at each other and grinning. “Great 
game!” I exclaimed. 

“Wow Nicolas! You’re really good at that,” Susanna 
congratulated. 

I conquered the match, and for the rest of the day, I 
walked with confidence.

I threw the frisbee into the air, and it came crashing 
down. Isabel caught it by clasping her hands together. “Great 
job,” Isabel said for the fourth time already. 

It is amazing that someone can be that patient towards 
someone who isn’t as talented at frisbee. “Thanks!” I kept 
saying, putting on a smile. 

I kept thinking her level of patience would decrease and 
she would eventually be straight with me. I expected her to 
yell and say, “You have to do it like this!” and get mad at me 
whenever I made a mistake. 

But she never did. She must have done this before, I 
thought. If she was so patient and so good at this then this 
couldn’t be her first time. 

I threw the plastic disc back to her, but the wind caught it 
instead. It flew like a tiny red UFO soaring through the air. 
The wind went under the frisbee, lifting it up five feet over 
her head and then spinning it down to the grass. “Why does 
the weather keep changing!?” I asked. 

I could feel the breeze flow through my hair softly. “I 
don’t know,” she responded. 

She threw it back to me, the frisbee hurtling through the 
air. I caught it perfectly, and I shockingly realized that the 
wind was in my direction. I understood now. “That’s why she 
was so good at it!” 

I finally realized!

Sabers

Nicolas Ravelo, 7th grade

A Perfect Catch

Julia McWeeney, 8th grade
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There were trees everywhere. Dead leaves and branches 
covered the ground and made each step crunch. The wind 
flowed through the leaves making them go, “Swishhh, 
swishh.” 

It was in the morning, so it was not too hot just yet. The 
temperature was just right. It had poured the day before 
which left the air moist. There seemed to be no life, but 
when I looked closely there was so much life just underneath 
what was visible at first glance.

While we were walking, Mary, with a sharp eye, spotted 
a tiny worm on a leaf. She called us over to see the little 
thing. At first from a distance, it seemed like the tiny worm 
was just part of the leaf, but when I started to come closer, 
I could see that the worm was squirming on the leaf. Mary 
transferred the worm onto her hand. The worm now became 
visible against the bright whiteness of her hand. Even from a 
distance I could see the little creature. 

Mary held the inch worm, and it didn’t move at all. I 
assumed that it was probably very scared because of how 
there were so many big eyes looking and talking in its face. 
When it started to move, I noticed that it moved in the 
shape of an upside-down “U.” Even though it only moved 
a couple of centimeters at a time, it moved rather quickly. 
It was cute watching it crawl up and down in a repetitive 
pattern. It also seemed to examine the object it was on. Mary 
passed the worm onto Angie carefully so that the worm did 
not fall onto the floor. After the worm was on her hand, 
instead of crawling on the palm of her hand, it went in and 
around Angie’s fingers.

While the worm crawled on Angie’s hand, someone 
pointed out its color when they said, “It has a little yellow 
head and a light green body.” 

It happened to be exactly one inch long, which proved 
that Mary was right, it was an inch worm. I also saw that 
on the bottom of the inch worm there were about five little 
small prickles. While looking at the worm, I hypothesized 
that the little prickles were used to help the worm grip onto 
what it was on, that way it could not fall and die. I also 
contemplated the color of the worm, thinking that maybe 
helps camouflage the worm into its leafy surroundings. It was 
surprising how the tiny worm had so many special features.

I noticed that when I was looking at the worm I felt a 
sense of peace. I observed how the small creature might never 
be noticed by anyone but is always hidden in the midst of 
everything in the big world around us.

“Are you ready?” I teased Taylor.
“You’re on,” she taunted.
I stared Taylor down, talking and laughing with the 

nagging question repeating in my head: Who is gonna win? 
“Fence!” the referee exclaimed. 
As Taylor and I started fencing, I held the perfectly 

weighted foil in my shaking hand. My hand was jittering 
out of excitement. I lashed forward at Taylor with my 
sword whipping left to right in circles as big as the earth. 
The feeling of my metal stick slicing cleanly through the air 
made me feel like a strong warrior entering battle. I also felt 
giggly and satisfied because it was more fun going up against 
someone like Taylor who is only about five feet tall, roughly 
the same size as me.

I attacked over and over and over, circle after circle until 
Taylor and I met swords. Clang! Clang! This was the sound 
of our swords meeting. I was trying to confuse Taylor with 
my thin silver sword by waving it wildly in dizzying patterns. 
Taylor swiftly swept to my left and jabbed me on the left side 
of my ribcage for a point. I felt considerably disappointed 
because I was hoping to beat Taylor, and my plan had just 
failed me. 

In our second attempt I was fired up and ready for 
revenge. As I dashed towards Taylor, my technique made her 
confused, and I went in for the easy stab on her stomach. 
The next thing I heard was laughter and giggles from me 
and Taylor and the word “halt” from the referee. Taylor had 
figured out my strategy, but it worked so well she still wasn’t 
able to block it. Many more face-offs occurred, both of us 
alternating points scored until the score was 4-4. In our final 
battle of counselor vs. camper, I lunged forward, stabbing 
Taylor in the stomach, prevailing. My tactic had ended the 
tense game, with a final score of 5-4. I felt excited that the 
strategy I had devised in my head on the spot played out as 
I had hoped it would. We shook hands as instructed by the 
referee. 

I felt content; even though I didn’t get to go against all of 
the counselors, I had fun sparring against Taylor. I learned 
that fencing is more than just poking people with a metal 
stick. It takes a lot more strategy and thinking than most 
people assume.

A Tiny Worm in the Middle of A Big, 
Scary World 

Isabel Marmol, 8th grade

Fencing with Taylor

Harrison Smith, 7th grade
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“You got it!” 
“You can do it!” 
“Put your feet up there!” 
These are all things that I heard when I was climbing. The 

harness was tightly strapped onto me like a snake wrapped 
around my waist. It was hard to believe that the small harness 
could hold me if I fell off the rock while I was climbing. The 
rock was so huge it made me feel tiny, like an ant compared 
to a shoe. I looked up, and I thought, I am only going to 
make it up half of the rock. 

Half was tall enough. Going to the top was like mission 
impossible.

The first few rocks were easy. Then, in the middle of the 
rock, it got much harder. It was like if I was casually walking 
in the water then all of a sudden there was a drop off. I felt 
like giving up, but I kept persevering. I also had very few 
places to put my feet and hands. It felt very bumpy, and I hit 
a few sharp rocks. It was slippery, but eventually I made it. It 
was also very hard to find a place to hold on to. I had to look 
up sometimes to see where to put my hands, but my feet 
would slip. When I looked up, all I saw was how much more 
I had to climb. All I saw in my future was me just slipping.

      After a while I finally made it to the top. It was really 
hard, but when I touched the top, I felt very proud of myself. 
It felt like I had accomplished something big. There was also 
a beautiful view at the top of the rock. The view looked out 
onto the magnificent lake. I saw the hypnotizing ripples and 
the blooming lily pads. I also saw a duck looking for fish. 
It was an awesome sight. I wish I could have stayed there 
forever, but we had to leave. It was a sight I will never forget. 
The view was part of the award for reaching the top. After all 
of that hard work, the view calmed me down. It was worth 
the climb. 

I didn’t want to play, but that wasn’t an option. My 
counselors wouldn’t let me sit on the bench the whole game. 
As I got closer to the court, Jeremiah pulled me onto his 
team even though I was annoyed at having to play the game. 
At first I was tired and didn’t want to play. I moved as slowly 
as a turtle for some time. My head was cloudy, and I was very 
tired. I just wanted to go home and watch TV.

But things started to change. Seeing all the others play 
excitedly made me want to play as well. As I played more 
it got better for me. I got more energy. I was more excited 
to play than I was before. Things were a lot better when I 
got off the bench and started playing. I was bursting with 
excitement like it was my birthday.

As I ran up and down the court, I yelled to my teammates 
when I was open and looked forward to getting the ball. I 
had to go as fast as possible to get the ball. I had to do a lot 
of blocking. I took many shots, and I made a lot of baskets 
for my team. I dodged and avoided the other players who 
were crowding the court like a speeding cheetah. The more I 
got into the game the faster I played. The faster I played the 
more my team got ahead. The more we won the more happy 
and excited I felt to join the game. We won by almost 30 
points. 

A View Worth the Climb

Abigail Jeter, 7th grade

Basketball Madness

Troy DaSilva, 8th grade
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“Come on, just a little higher! Put your foot right there!”
“I can’t!”
“Do you want to come down?”
“YES!”
I hear different variations of this conversation at the site 

of the rock wall, and it significantly shakes my confidence. 
Walking forwards, I see a huge wall of rock, as tall as a 
skyscraper, with people climbing it! Using my excellent 
judgement skills, I choose to start with the most difficult of 
the three climbs. As I wait in line, I see people struggling 
with the climb. A few make it up, climbing like agile 
monkeys. However, most end up having as much success 
as a fish trying to climb a tree. Those people end up being 
lowered down in defeat. Suddenly, it’s my turn, and I’m 
scared.

A fracture in the rock wall gives me a place to start. I 
place my feet on the jagged pieces sticking out from the 
inside, and boost myself up. Sometimes my feet can barely 
get a grip, but I keep climbing. That part goes smoothly 
enough, but once the fracture ends, I begin to struggle. 
Twice I lose my grip and fall, but I manage to regain control. 
As I’m doing this, I hear my counselors and fellow campers 
cheering for me. “Come on Maayan, you can do it!”

“You’re so close!”
“Don’t give up!”
Ordinarily, I would have enjoyed people cheering for me, 

but every ounce of my concentration is focused on reaching 
the top. Finally, I see the ring that you have to touch to 
officially complete the course. Using the last of my strength, 
I pull myself up, and touch the ring. Everyone starts to 
applaud, and I nearly weep with relief.

I’m shocked. I can’t believe that I’m one of the fish who 
climbed the tree. I’m one of the select few who managed to 
channel my inner Idina Menzel, defy gravity, and reach the 
top. Thirty feet up, everyone on the ground looks like ants. 
I feel like an eagle, soaring in the sky. Completing the climb 
is mind blowing; I now feel like I could conquer the world. 
Hey, if I can climb that cliff face, world domination could be 
in my future.

In the clearing of trees, a vast lake stood forgotten, 
waiting for someone to come, so lonely—so scared of 
mankind demolishing its premises and hoping to be separate 
and isolated in order to not be wrecked but appreciated.

The water in the lake moved around in circles while 
the lily pads and flowers stood in place with the occasional 
frog. From where I sat, on a rock that had a beautiful view 
of the lake, I could see all the animal life, moving around 
with excitement. Birds, fish, ducks, and other undiscovered 
animals called this lake their home. Around the lake was a 
lush forest with animal life swarming the forest. I could hear 
the distant call of a bird, probably a blue jay and the quiet 
and peaceful knocking of a woodpecker. On the flowers on 
the lake’s edge, there were bees collecting pollen to bring 
back to their shelter. 

All of the flowers blended into the theme of summertime, 
light colored but with a strong scent of perfume. Whenever 
the wind blew, the trees shook and made a very comforting 
sound. Sometimes a bird would fly down and catch a fish, 
bringing it home to its young ones. One instance, a red 
tailed hawk swooped down, extended its talons, and reached 
for the fish, grabbing it out of the pond. 

From where I was, the water was chilly. I think that due 
to the recent rain, the pond was extremely cold, but I don’t 
think the animals minded. All the fish and animals were 
playing, happily enjoying this nice day. The forgotten pond 
was extremely calm, with ripples of water flowing around. All 
the fish were swimming around joyfully, and the sun shone 
down on the lake, bringing warmth to all living things. This 
lake made my day interesting and the lake made me calm 
down. This forgotten lake is a great place in the middle of 
society. Today was not only a great learning experience, but a 
new discovery that made my day.

Conqueror of Cliffs

Maayan Kahan, 7th grade

Hammond Pond

Ethan Dhadly, 7th grade
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“Squish! Squash!” our feet went every time we stepped. 
The trees were taller than giants, and there were boulders 

and huge, rough, bumpy climbing rocks above us. Muddy 
dirt was underneath our sneakers. Critters all around us 
stared down at us, waiting for us to climb.

The rocks above us were calling my name. “Come,” they 
exclaimed. “Come, climb me.” 

I shuffled toward them. The rocks were taller than giraffes. 
I started to have butterflies in my stomach; my stomach was 
fluttering faster and faster. It didn’t feel like a good idea. 
What if I fell? I decided to do it anyways. I said to myself, “I 
can do this.” 

The rope was tied to my harness, and I was connected to 
the rock. The harness was a long belt that went around my 
legs and stomach. I went up step by step. I was halfway there. 
I looked down beneath me. All I could see were small tiny 
heads. At that moment my legs and hands had slipped off the 
rock. My hands were flowing with the harsh wind. The only 
thing holding me up was the rope. I found another place to 
put my hands and feet. I continued my journey up the rock. 
Up and up I went, and it was harder than I expected. Sweat 
was rolling down my face. I was struggling to climb up. I 
held onto the rope for more support. “I can do this,” I kept 
telling myself. I went up one more step. I had reached the 
top. I had done it. My face was beaming with joy. My smile 
went from ear to ear. Suddenly, the belayer called my name.

It was time for me to come back down. I bent my knees 
and sat down in an imaginary chair. My legs and body in 
the harness were in an “L” shape. The harness was made 
out of a rough material that held me up. It was as tight as a 
snake wrapping around me. I forgot about the harness and 
straightened my legs and put my foot flat on the rock. Then, 
I slowly walked back down. I was so proud I made it to the 
top. It was one of the hardest climbs I ever did.   

Stomps like drums, tree snaps like cymbals. I heard 
music flowing through my ears like a river. As we walked, 
the sounds of nature were beating down on Earth like an 
earthquake. It wasn’t like having headphones on; it was 
more like being inside a speaker and having it on full blast, 
listening to every single note. I was already familiar with 
the trail. I’d gone through this same hike multiple times. I 
wasn’t feeling sure about the walk. I felt all the sticky mud 
and squashed mushrooms against my black Pumas. But this 
time wasn’t like any other. I felt rain touching my skin; it 
was the first hike I’d been on with rain. With water splashing 
on my glasses and water punching the leaves, walking, 
stomping, climbing and hiking was not the same. After the 
rain stopped, there were no bugs, no loud sounds, no voices. 
It was silent like a winter night. Imagine a winter night but 
it’s humid and sticky. During that five minute nature walk, I 
actually started to realize the peace nature brings to me. 

Rocks Taller Than Giraffes

Callie Liu, 8th grade

Nature Walk

Angelique Ruiz, 8th grade
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The water looked almost perfect—so still, so beautiful, 
not dirty, not corrupt. Every once in a while, small timid rain 
would hit the surface. When the rain bounced onto the water 
and became one with the over-crowded pond, it created 
a ripple. One small yet powerful ripple soon turned into 
multiple ripples and made soft, small waves on the water.

As the rain cleared, the droplets stopped and the water 
went perfectly still again. In the water there must have 
been thousands of fish—little, big, dark, bright. On top 
of the water laid thousands of lily pads, all in groups, only 
separated by still water. As my eyes stared deep into the dark, 
flat water, a peace came over me. How could it be that the 
water was so still, and yet thousands of fish were running 
from prey, and striving to survive?

When I walked off the big jagged rock, I turned my head 
and glanced once more at the beautiful scenery. The water 
was so tranquil, yet the fish were struggling. People can have 
the best job, the picture perfect life, but are struggling too. 
Everybody has something they struggle with. The fish swim, 
eat, and run from prey and do it all over again. We, just like 
the fish, are just trying to survive. There are things in our life 
that are always beautiful, but there’s stuff all around us we 
can’t control. 

Although the water looks tranquil, it’s really chaotic. The 
water, just like our society, is beautiful on the surface but it’s 
not okay and we’re all struggling. 

“En guard!” said the scorekeeper. 
Our fight was about to begin. I was up against Monica 

again. We were using the saber sword, which was light 
and easy to swing. I had already lost to Monica, so I was 
determined to win. “Monica, can you let me win this time?” 
I pleaded. 

The round started with Monica flinging her sword at 
my arm. Luckily, I retreated and blocked her weapon by 
thrusting my right arm to her sword. “Clang!” went our 
weapons when they collided. 

“I guess not!” I yelled. 
Next I forcefully flung my sword to Monica, but she 

quickly retreated and dodged it. All of a sudden Monica 
charged towards me, weapon in hand. I took my right hand 
and whipped it left and successfully blocked her. I tried to 
poke her, but that didn’t go so well. She lunged and her 
sword poked me on my arm. “Attack!” the guy said. 

Now the score was one to zero, but that was okay for me 
because I knew I would get a point sooner or later. “Fence!” 
the scorekeeper commanded. 

Monica and I just stood there waiting to see who would 
attack first. “Fence!” he repeated waiting for us to start. 

I started the round by advancing, flinging my sword at 
Monica’s arm. She swished her sword to the right blocking 
my weapon. I continued to advance towards Monica and 
aimed at her legs. While Monica was distracted blocking her 
legs, I aimed at her arms. “Attack!” 

I had finally gotten a point. I was so happy, but I wasn’t 
really close to winning. So now I had to try even harder. 
“Clang! Clang! Clang!” 

The next round we started off with a lot of blocking. 
It was really good for me, so I couldn’t get jabbed. Then I 
tried to hit Monica. I was so close to hitting her when all 
of a sudden she smashed her sword on my head. Instead of 
getting mad, I just started laughing. I wasn’t expecting to get 
hit on the head. The score was now two to one. I wasn’t really 
frustrated, just annoyed that I hadn’t won yet.

The Water

Aaliyah Ashley, 8th grade

The Battle

Perla Perez, 7th grade
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During the basketball game, Subah caught the ball. We 
both had made eye contact, but it was like I couldn’t see his 
real eyes with his glasses on. Then he started running down 
the court. I just stood there because I didn’t know what to 
do. All of a sudden, he was at the other end of the court with 
the ball in his hands, and I was in the middle of the court 
with nothing to protect myself with. At the end other end 
was Dariella too. I was scared of them both, and I didn’t 
know what to do. I hoped Subah was going to be the one 
to challenge me because Dariella looked at me like she was 
thinking of folding me into a ball and shooting me into a 
hoop. But I was not about to have that. 

From far away Subah looked different. I looked around. 
He looked like a giant compared to me. He came charging 
at me because he wanted to score on me. His charge felt like 
a herd of hyenas looking for a little midnight snack. It felt 
like I was that midnight snack, a little and helpless cub about 
to face his death match. I quickly curled up into a ball and 
screamed for my life. I was terrified by my predator right in 
my face. I could see the sweat dripping down his face like a 
waterfall and the aggressiveness in his face. I just stood there 
as he passed by me with all his might. He just passed and 
pushed me a little bit, and I almost lost my balance.

I started moving away, but it felt like Subah was 
my shadow because he kept on following me. But then 
something amazing happened. He stopped to fix his glasses, 
and I took the ball away from him. Or at least I attempted 
to. Subah ignored the disappointment in my face as I missed 
grabbing the ball and just went right along and didn’t even 
say anything. I started to run after him, but he was too fast. 
I just gave up. I was no match for Subah. He was fast, and 
I was just plain slow. I imagined that I was Usain Bolt and 
that I was super-fast like him. But for some reason I kept 
on seeing Subah in my imagination getting closer and closer 
to me like I was catching him. I finally snapped out of my 
thought when I heard Subah’s voice. I opened my eyes, and 
there he was laughing at how he juked me. I was really mad 
at him and decided to get him back.

We both were head to head and toe to toe. He was 
running around the court with the ball, and now I was his 
shadow. Finally someone put an end to this contest with 
Subah. Skylar had taken the ball out of Subah’s hands. It was 
kind of late because we were all out of breath, but I came 
close to getting that ball away from Subah.

“Shing!!” went the sound of the slim long sabers. 
Ryan and I were fighting in a very intense duel to the 

death. It was strike, parry, counter, parry, over and over 
again. The score was four to three and I was winning. 
However, Ryan and his three years of training and fencing 
championships were pushing me back. I tried a diagonal 
slash from the left to hit his head. The long, slender saber 
was slicing through the air with so much force I thought 
nothing could stop it. Ryan saw the blade coming and saw 
that my ribs were wide open for a hit because of the wide 
arc. I used the wide arc to create the momentum and velocity 
needed for the powerful strike. Then, the reflective surface of 
the saber shined a light towards the group that had gathered 
to watch our exhilarating match, temporarily blinding them. 
Then, “thud.” 

That was the sound of the blade hitting a jacket. But it 
was Ryan who earned the point. He had parry riposted (he 
redirected with his sword and tagged me). It was now all 
tied. I was annoyed because this was my one chance to get 
back at Ryan for winning the last game. It was my turn to get 
revenge. “Ready, and fence!” yelled Ben, the instructor, who 
was refereeing our match. 

I charged, slashing, hacking, faking. I was doing 
everything I could to push Ryan off balance. I lunged at 
him and slashed vigorously, but he was using what I would 
call a “perfect defense.” He seemed to know where my blade 
would be before I could even swing my saber. He parried 
every attack, but lucky for me Ryan seemed to be tiring. His 
shoulders were slouching, and I could hear him heaving. 
In-out went his chest. He was obviously moving slower 
than when our match started. It looked like he was almost 
struggling to lift his sword. I lunged as though I were a 
hungry tiger pouncing on his prey. Ryan retreated, but he 
seemed to be losing his balance. I saw an opening on the 
top of his mask. In a split second, I swung my sword with 
the force of a thousand supernovas. The sound of my saber 
hitting Ryan’s helmet rattled in my head. 

“Good game, Jeremiah. Now it’s one win, each,” huffed 
out Ryan.

He was out of breath after that fierce duel. I wasn’t sure if 
that was a compliment or a challenge. We then shook hands, 
the apprentice having finally beaten the master. This was 
going to be the spark of a beautiful friendship.

Basketball with Subah

Kyre Ambrose, 7th grade

Battle of the Sabers

Jeremiah Harris, 7th grade
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I was on a rock in mid-air. I could feel raindrops dripping 
on my head and hands. “You can do it, you can do it,” I kept 
telling myself. 

My hands were coated in dirt as I held onto a big slimy 
rock. It felt like I was holding onto a sweaty frog. I tried to 
get a grip on something, but instead I took a step and slipped 
onto my back. I had only two feet off the ground, yet fear 
was rushing through my body and adrenaline was pumping 
through my veins. My heart was thumping faster than the 
speed of light as I tried to turn back over and get a grip on 
anything I could. 

Voices in my head were all saying, “You can’t do this.” 
I thought that this was hopeless. I wanted to come down 

so badly. I wanted to give up. Why did I do this in the first 
place?

I crawled to a big crack in the rock, so petrified that I was 
going to fall. But I was determined to get to the top of the 
rock. I took a step but stumbled. The harness pulled on my 
legs in the most uncomfortable way possible, squeezing my 
thighs in a way that made them go numb. It made me feel 
powerless.

Water was dripping from the small ledge which had 
supported my foot. I scraped my knee on a sharp edge as 
I held on for dear life. As I pulled myself up again, I could 
feel my heart pounding like a drum. All of the worst case 
scenarios flooded my brain. What if I banged my head 
against the hard, cold, sharp rock? I reminded myself that it 
was impossible to hurt my head because I had a strong and 
sturdy helmet on. The worst thing that could happen to me 
was that I could slip, which I had already survived so many 
times. My mind and body were completely separate. While 
it was shocking and scary to fall, there was no pain. I was no 
longer scared, so I started to climb again. 

The rocks were sprinkled with rain and dew from the 
aftermath of the devastating rain from yesterday. Mist came 
down from the gray sky. “Errr,” I thought. 

I could see the shiny carabiner in front of my eyes. I was 
clutching a large rock. It had tiny little ledges on every side 
of the rock. I couldn’t get out of this position with my legs 
spread out and my hands aching from the tiny cracks that 
were only getting smaller. In just a couple more pulls upward 
I would be there. I heaved myself upward and got a better 
hold in my right hand. My left foot searched for a place to 
stay. My foot slipped on cracks and ledges I couldn’t get a 
grip of. Finally with my foot in a small crack, I stretched my 
left arm, and grabbed a hold of a rock. “You can do it! Go 
Ryan!” my friends cheered me on from way below. 

I had to make it. They had faith in me. My veins in my 
hand popped out of my hands. I pulled myself upward 
with a final surge of strength and made it to the top. I had 
just barely touched the little silver clip, but it didn’t matter. 
“Yesss!!!” 

I conquered the rock. “I got it.” 
I finally had done a feat very few have done.

Stuck

Elke Bentley, 7th grade

An Impressive Feat

Ryan Zhou, 7th grade
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Circus arts were the bomb.com. The devil sticks were so 
much fun because of the way you could do all these tricks 
and make sure they do not fall to the dirty rocky ground.

I had a hard time when I first tried it out. It was so hard 
because it was my first time and it was hard balancing the 
middle stick on the other stick. The devil sticks have three 
sticks. One stick has tape on both ends so it can stay when 
you are juggling with them. Then you have two more to use 
to catch the middle stick with. They look like batons, but in 
the circus, you can put them on fire and then spin them. The 
way you use devil sticks is that you put the middle stick in 
the center of the ground, and then you let the middle stick 
bounce on the two other sticks. Then if you want to pick up 
the middle stick, you pull up on the bottom of the middle 
stick. Then you balance it.

When I kept trying, I got better with it. I saw Keller using 
the devil sticks, and he was like a pro. When I saw Keller 
using the devil sticks, it looked like he had been doing this 
for years. Keller was spinning them like a fan on the sticks. 
When Keller was using the devil sticks, he was so in it. It 
looked like he was hypnotized, and he was like the king at 
devil sticks. It looked like he had been in the circus for all 
his life. When I saw him doing this it looked like he had so 
much concentration.

I wish I could do this again one day. The fun part was 
when I was spinning the devil stick like fidget spinners on 
my hand. “The devil sticks were fun, right Keller?” I said. 

“Yes, Jayson. It was amazing.”

“Can I come down?” I asked.
I was exhausted, and my hands were burning. It was like 

when you go on the monkey bars at the park for too long. I 
desperately searched the rock for footholds. The rocks were 
slippery, and it was almost all flat surface. I could hear my 
friends cheering me on from below, safely on the ground. 
They looked like ants in clothes. I could hardly identify them 
by their faces.

Rock climbing is no piece of cake or pie or whatever 
dessert. My feet continually searched the boulder for 
anything that could propel me to the ledge above me that 
I deeply longed for. I was just about ready to give up, but I 
knew that I wouldn’t be satisfied leaving any rock unclimbed. 
I decided to try a new approach.

I leaped to my right and found a huge crack in the rock 
wall. I found a place for both my hands and feet. I finally 
had a good, supportive footing, so I kept going. I was so 
close! I could see myself reaching the very top. I was only like 
three feet from the top. It was more than a stretch away.

  The rest was a blur. I don’t remember much. I didn’t 
remember how I got there, I just remember the feeling. Yes, I 
did it! I thought. 

I touched the clip at the top and was ready to glide down 
the enormous rock. I remember the cheers from below. I 
let a big breath out; I didn’t realize I was holding my breath 
until I let it go. Do you know that relieved feeling you get 
when you accomplish something difficult? That’s what I was 
feeling. I was pumping my fist in the air and smiling from 
ear to ear.

Devil Sticks

Jayson Glenn, 7th grade

No Piece of Cake

Janylah Etienne, 7th grade
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We were so close to the finish. It was like we were in 
a race car, me, Janiya, and Mariah. This time the race car 
wasn’t racing. It was fighting. The car was fighting against the 
waves, the wind, and most importantly the rain. I didn’t care 
for the other canoes around me or the other obstructions. I 
needed to get to the end. My body was telling me to quit, 
but my brain was saying keep going, you got this. 

The weather was just making the pain worse. When I put 
my hand gently into the water, I was surprised to find that 
the water was warm, although the freezing rain was like little 
needles poking my legs. 

My crew was shaking from the cold and my body had to 
keep persevering though the cold wind and rain to get back 
to the dock. In my mind I thought, “I need to get outta here. 
The wind and rain won’t stop me.” 

I need to beat the rain and win the race against the 
weather. In that instant I motivated my crew and yelled, “We 
got this! Let’s keep going and beat the rain.” 

The race car was only a couple feet away from the finish. 
Its drivers were pressing hard on the gas. Although I was 
at the back of the boat, I could almost reach the dock with 
my hand. I wanted to jump out of the boat and swim in the 
warm water to the instructors on the wet dock. I was already 
soaking wet from the down pouring rain. I didn’t want to 
abandon my crew mates. 

Every time a paddle was dipped into the water, I felt pain 
tiptoeing up my arms. I was putting all my might into this 
last push. I could feel the happiness that I would have when I 
reached the end, and I could feel the pain that my arms were 
feeling. The race car was still going faster and faster, inch 
by inch. The time had finally come. My boat was so close. I 
could smell the end. I could taste it, and the end was calling 
my name. At that instant we reached the dock, and, like in 
slow-mo, we ran out of the boat like happy campers.

“On guard, ready, fence!” said the ref. 
“Shing! Shing!” 
I was up against Jeremiah. He was left handed and I was 

right handed, which confused my movements. “Shing!” 
I lunged forward. Jeremiah’s sword came at my right 

shoulder, so I quickly regrouped my legs, shifting over to the 
right to block his sword. “Attack left, four to three!” called 
the ref. 

I wasn’t quick enough to block his sword. I had gotten 
used to moving right because everyone I went up against 
before was right handed. If Jeremiah got one more point, I 
would lose. The first to five wins. “On guard, re-!” 

Jeremiah interrupted, “Can I use my right hand?” 
I hesitantly started to move the sword from my right hand 

to my left hand because Jeremiah had switched to his non-
dominant hand. But I wasn’t trying to lose, so I switched 
back. “Ok. Yeah try it. I’m a lefty too, so it’s fun to use the 
other hand,” encouraged the ref. 

I remembered Jeremiah saying he was ambidextrous, but 
maybe he wasn’t that good with his right hand. “On guard, 
ready, fence!” 

“Shing! Shing!” 
I hastily shuffled up to Jeremiah. I made sure I was 

holding my sword up to look confident. Jeremiah and I 
lunged at each other at the same time. He hit me in the 
chest, but my lunge was so low that my sword was aimed 
lower than his chest. My eyes widened as I saw where my 
sword was pointed. “Oww, that hurt so much!” Jeremiah 
cried, hunched over in pain. 

“Are you okay?” the ref and I asked in unison. 
By Jeremiah’s groaning response, that meant “NO.” 
“Anyways, five to three, shake hands!” the ref said, 

confirming the end of the match. 
But I never got to shake Jeremiah’s hand because he was 

now on the floor. “I was only trying to hit you in the chest, 
but that went terribly wrong,” I said, hovering over Jeremiah.

He sharply replied, “Ya think?”

The Final Push

Isabel Leong, 7th grade

The Fencing “Uh Oh”

Dariella Joseph, 7th grade
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At first glance, I knew this was going to be a difficult 
challenge, and that was the case. I could see sharp and 
uneven edges on “Stonehenge.” It was one hundred times 
bigger than me, and it was towering above me, intimidating 
me as if the boulder was a bully instead. I could just tell that 
there was grime hiding in the crevices, waiting patiently for 
me to make a move. After waiting in line for a long time, it 
was my turn. The instructor, Marsha, said to me, “You can 
do it.” 

Honestly, there was a long way up and down, and I 
doubted my abilities. With my helmet and protection on 
me, I knew that there wouldn’t be any serious injuries. As my 
carabiner was fastened to my waist and the rope was secured 
on the clip, I took my first leap of faith onto the rock, 
hoping to grip onto something. Unfortunately, I instantly 
slipped. Luckily, my carabiner was there to catch me. The 
rock was really wet and slippery. That was my excuse.

In the background, I could hear the distant chant of, “You 
can do it, Alex!” 

This gave me more determination. I glanced up, and I 
wasn’t even close to finishing. I was just at the beginning of 
a new adventure—an ant climbing Mount Everest. I felt like 
I was one of those people who’d risk to go up to extremely 
high places to take a selfie. As I made every movement of my 
body in one fluid motion, I grasped onto the giant stone. I 
had completed level one!

With every endless slip and fall, I got closer and closer 
to the top. My hands and legs eventually both came to an 
awkward position, and I didn’t know how to fix the problem. 
My arms and legs were crisscrossed, and my body was 
stretched out as far as a flattened pancake. My limbs were 
suffering from a burning sensation. There were no good 
places for arm grabbing and feet placement. Whenever I 
would take a step on the rock, it was either really ridged or 
slimy. Because of this, I got somewhat frustrated, but I did 
what my body wanted, which was to keep pressing on.

I decided the way I was going to change what I was doing 
was to shift to a different path and direction. Because I was 
in a problematic position on the left side, I went to the 
right side as there were more places to step and catch my 
grip. My head was spinning in circles, my feet were numb, 
and my arms and hands burned like they were on fire. 
Crossing my legs and my arms, I was on a different course 
as sagacious plans go. As I thrusted my entire portion of my 
body forward to the apex of the rock, I perfectly jumped to 
the next safe spot. Phew! Level 3 completed! This was almost 
like a video game, except in real life. I knew that climbing 
the cracks on the rocks was going to be easy, so I just stuck 

to that idea. Seconds went by, and hey, I was three-fourths 
of the way there. Now the crowd kept bellowing louder, but 
when I heard, “Yay, nice job!” I sighed in relief, my heart 
beat and adrenaline slowing down. I was at the top.

Amateur Climbing

Alex Yu, 8th grade




