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Personal Narrative

The Church Camp Battle


Squirts of water flying through the air, kids screaming, and water-balloons shooting across the sky, that’s how I would describe the last day of church camp.

I was 10 years old and it was a boring gloomy Monday, just like all the others. After school, my mom had to babysit a kid named Maxwell Rathke. He was about 8 years old on that Monday but we have baby-sat him since he was born. He was always going to some place called church camp and he invited my sister and I to go with him when it started in the summer. I have always wanted to go with him, not because I’m religious, but because it sounded fun. So of course I said yes.

 
When summer rolled around the time for church camp finally arrived. Church camp wasn’t really a camp, you just went there for about three hours and did arts and crafts and sang. It wasn’t nearly as fun as I thought it would be so I wasn’t really enjoying myself. The building that we were in was smelly and was painted an ugly greenish color, but other than that it wasn’t that bad. I didn’t have any friends at the camp because Max and my sister were in different age groups than me, so I was all alone.

 To my surprise, church camp had almost nothing to do with church, except that the place looked like a church. After three days of not enjoying myself, I met a friend on the second to last day of camp. Her name was Storrie. She was a little shorter than me and had blonde hair and freckles. We got along really well and talked all the whole day. By the last day of camp, Storrie and I were closer than ever.

 It was a normal day of camp where nothing cool happened. Storrie gave me her phone number so we could keep in touch after camp was over. She wrote it down on a brown piece of construction paper and I put it in my pocket. Then announcement came through the intercom. “At 4:30 there will be a water fight, every man for themselves. Water guns and water balloons will be provided” the man said with a scratchy sounding voice. The first thing I thought was “How the heck is a water gun battle related to church?!” but that thought was interrupted by Storrie saying “You and I should team up together.” I agreed and got back to arts and crafts.

 Finally, 4:30 rolled around and I was shaking with fear. We were all spread out in the camp’s courtyard, which had lots of places to hide in. Every camp member was armed with a small water pistol and there were tubs of water to refill the pistols spread across the wide field. There were also randomly placed buckets of water balloons for us to throw. All the parents of the kids were waiting on the sidelines, which meant if you got hit, you were out and you had to be taken home. The man with the scratchy voice screamed the count down, “5, 4, 3, 2, 1!!” and every kid was off.

 Storrie and I hid behind a nearby bush while all the other kids battled in the field. After about three minutes of hiding I peeked of the top of the bush. It was madness. I told Storrie that we should stop hiding and fight. We grabbed our water pistols and ran into battle. I shot around five people. One of the kids got really, really mad and threw his pistol to the ground in anger. Things were going perfectly. Storrie and I made it to the final five people. It was incredibly intense and we could just feel the tension in the air. Storrie and I stuck together but the other, 3 kids ran like madmen. Suddenly, I heard something in a bush behind me. One of the 3 kids jumped out of the bushes with a gigantic water balloon, and he was screaming “BANZAIIIII” as he threw it at me. I didn’t know what to do. It seemed like the balloon was coming for me in slow motion. At that point, I realized it was over. All of the progress I made in that battle was gone. I closed my eyes and braced for the splash of water. But it never happened. The water balloon hit the ground in front of me. It didn’t even pop. I picked it up, looked the banzai kid in the eyes, and chucked it right at his face. Another kid down.

 Now it was just four people, Storrie, two other random kids and I. I turn to Storrie to tell her that I got another kid down, but to my surprise, she was getting attacked by the two remaining kids. Storrie was down and the two kids teamed up. I was furious. They attacked my only friend at camp, and I wasn’t going to let them get away with it. The two kids ran towards me, while Storrie took the walk of shame to her patiently waiting mother. I shot at one of the two kids and hit him between the eyes. He screamed with rage and stomped off of the battlefield. As I was about to shoot the other kid, he yelled “Stop! We should settle this with a duel”. I agreed to the challenge.

 “Ok,” the camp instructor said, “you each take 3 steps away from each other then when I say ‘go’ you both turn around and shoot. Whoever gets shot first is the loser. Got it?” “Got it” we agreed. We took 3 steps away from each other and waited… a drip of sweat rolled down my cheek and the instructor yelled, “GO!” and I turned towards the other kid, and shot.

I won. I hit him first. I was victorious. The other kid fell to his knees and covered his face with his hands in shame. My prize for winning was a candy bar. Yeah, a candy bar. 50 kids were shooting each other and screaming with rage for a candy bar. After that, all of the camp instructors shot at me with their water guns, then I dried off and I left the camp. When I explaining the story to my mom, I told her that the water battle was really fun and I would love to do it again.  I then remembered that Storrie gave me her number, and I just HAD to tell her that I won. I pulled the number out of my pocket. It got soaked when the instructors shot at me. I lost the number, and I never heard from Storrie again. 

The end

