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BELLE MEADE     

 

We had an awesome time at 

“Adventures on the Gorge” in New 

River, West Virginia. Our 3-day 

adventure started on May 13th at 

9:00 am when we departed Belle 

Meade. It took us about 4 hours to 

reach our destination. When we 

arrived, we set up camp and Alex 

went for a bike ride. As the dinner 

crew was making dinner, Alex 

found an awesome mountain hike 

that we could go on after dinner. 

At 8:00 pm we set out. After a hor-

ribly winding road that the bus bar-

ley fit on, we found the trailhead. It 

was absolutely beautiful! The trail 

went alongside a mountain above 

the river. There were several wa-

terfalls and an old mining town. 

After our 4-mile trek, we arrived 

back to our camp at around 11 pm. 

The next day was rafting day! We 

ate lunch, then got on the bus, and 

started towards the river. One of 

the guides told us what to expect 

and told us some of the stories 

about the gorge. When we got to 

the river, we spilt into two boats 

and were off. The rafting was 

amazing! The river was the perfect 

depth for rafting and the rapids 

were great! After we finished the 

rafting, we returned to camp and a 

group of us went to play disc golf.  

Later we went to trivia night at an 

on-site restaurant. The next day 

was our last day of the trip. We 

packed up the bus and went on our 

way home. 
 
McKayla 

School | Farm | Day Camp | B & B 

White Water Rafting, New River Gorge, WV 2015 

THANK YOU Alex for making this trip happen!  

We love and appreciate you!!!And to John, Mike 

& Johnnie for helping and putting up with us! 

Thank you to our supporters for your generous donations to Belle Meade 

School and the GIVE LOCAL PIEDMONT campaign MAY 5th, 2015!  
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WHERE AM I? 
 

Hello. Can you hear me? The doctor 

told me to talk into this little tape re-

corder. Sorry if it’s a little hard to hear 

me – I can’t move very far in my jack-

et, and my feet and chair are strapped 

to the floor. I’m kind of stretching to 

reach the microphone. Well, the doc-

tors behind the window are giving me 

the thumbs-up, so I guess that means 

everything’s fine. High quality mic. I 

should probably start now, right? Yep, 

they’re nodding. The doctor told me to 

talk about what we discussed when I 

first came here. I had been ranting on 

about how I wasn’t afraid anymore, 

that the thing that I feared was finally 

gone. He asked me what I was afraid 

of – or what I had been afraid 

of. That’s a loaded question, isn’t it? I 

mean, humans fear a lot of things, 

don’t we? We’re scared of bugs, the 

ocean, a paper cut – normal things, 

silly things, things we see on a daily 

basis and yet tremble at the sight of for 

one reason or another. I can’t really 

relate to that. I mean, bugs are kind of 

ugly, but there’s nothing to be afraid of 

in something you can remove from 

existence just by smashing it with your 

dad’s size twelve shoe. And the ocean 

is indeed full of dangers like sharks and 

drowning, but why fear it when the 

answer is perfectly simple – learn to 

swim or don’t get in the water? As for 

paper cuts, they only hurt for a second 

and then are forgotten, no more lethal 

than stubbing your toe or bumping your 

elbow. What’s so scary about seeing 

the fluid that makes you alive bubbling 

up on the outside? It 

astounds me, really, the things people 

are scared of. I understand being cau-

tious of things that will kill you, but 

stuff like this? Geez, get your priorities 

straight, humanity. That said, there is 

one fear that I can understand, one that, 

I suppose, you can call irrational, even 

if it isn’t to me.  

 

Lauren 

English III Horror Stories 
 

Eastern Carpets 
A Short Horror Story by Lasse  

He was dead. She knew that. She looked up, from the still body 

lying on the wet road, to the dented hood of her Ford, in panic. She 

had gotten out of trouble before but nothing this bad. She inspected 

the corpse in front of her. He looked homeless; old tattered clothing, 

a shaggy beard and torn shoes. He looked sick.  

 

Three hours earlier she had left her parents house. They lived in 

an old mansion built in the 1800s by wealthy farmers, a beautiful 

building, decorated with antique lamps and old eastern carpets, her 

mother loved these. She left after a nice dinner and a chat, she hadn’t 

seen her parents in a couple of months, they were very proud of her, 

she had just graduated college, majored in architecture. Just like her 

Father. She was exactly the child they’ve wanted her to become.  

 

When she drove off, it was already getting dark, and she left 

town after town behind. She was driving fast. Very fast.  

Then suddenly, it started to rain, the road was getting wet, and it 

reflected beautifully the car’s lights. It was a long winding road, up 

the mountain.  She had not seen another car in over an hour, but she 

was used to this and remembered the many times she had driven on 

this road before, in every weather, rain, bright sunlight, snowy win-

ter days, and this road looked beautiful either way.  

 

While reminiscing she hit something. Her car started to become 

uncontrollable. She hit the brakes as hard as she could and got out of 

the car. 

He was dead. She knew that. She looked up, from the still body 

lying on the wet road, to the dented hood of her Ford, in panic. She 

had gotten out of trouble before, but nothing this bad. This doesn’t 

seem like anything she could make go away. She inspected the 

corpse in front of her. He looked homeless; old tattered clothing, a 

shaggy beard and torn shoes. He looked sick.  

 

There was a draining ditch by the side of the road… odds were 

good no one would miss him. It didn’t take much to push his slim 

body in. Her ill-gotten relief was interrupted, as a hand closed 

around her throat. A harsh voice whispered in her ear; “Just so you 

know, I only eat the ones trying to leave; would have let you go if 

you tried to help. ” He snapped her neck, almost gently and looked 

her in the eye. 

 

“We’re both monsters, honey. I’m just more honest about it. ” 

 

 

 

 

Belle Meade School is a 501(c) 3 non-profit organization. Donations can be made online at 
www.bellemeadeschool.org or sent to 353 F. T. Valley Road, Sperryville, Virginia 22740  
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WHAT IS IT? 
 On a street paved with stones there 

sat a man. Like any other street, the hustle 

and bustle of the shops patrons and the calls 

of the venders selling their wares drowned 

out the sound of conversation. The scrapes 

of the peoples heels rasped the stones, and 

their eyes stared front. The man sat on a 

stool that had likely been sat on for years, 

and had long since given up protesting. It 

sat, and the man sat, and they sat togeth-

er. unlike other vendors he didn't call a cry 

for fresh meats, or aged cheeses, or the new-

est watch of style of hat. This man sat and 

said nothing. He sat upon his stool, on his 

thin carpet.. He was clothed in a simple out-

fit, clean but rough. Behind him sat a small 

trunk of a dark wood. it was mat, and had no 

lock, save for a simple latch. 

 The man said nothing, but stared 

straight ahead. It was rare that someone 

bothered him, or came to ask him why he 

was sitting. But this was not one of those 

times. A young boy, perhaps only eight, 

walked towards the man, who 

smiled and gestured for the boy to 

come foreword.  

         "What are you selling?" asked the 

young boy. He was dressed like many of the 

others boys, a simple shirt and overalls. He 

was dressed for a day when he didn't need to 

do anything.  

"What you need" replied the man, tapping 

the trunk behind him. He reached back, and 

opened the trunk, expertly flipping the latch 

and reaching in without ever taking his 

eyes off the boy. He pulled out a fold-

ing pocketknife, and handed it to the boy. 

"Here you go, no charge" 

          The boy was skeptical, and eyed the 

man with suspicion. It was a common trick 

for a vendor to tell a young boy that some-

thing was 'Free of charge" and then as the 

boy ran off to call the guards, and demand 

that the boy or his parents pay twice as much 

for the "stolen" wares. For this reason the 

boy was suspicious, and handed the man a 

single coin, which the man set on the ground 

beside him without a word. The boy ran off 

without another word. 

 

Leif 

English II Creative Writing 
 Standing center court, anxious. Preparing for the tip off. She can 

feel the crowd's eyes watching her, no...counting on her. Her heart 

beating wildly. She claims her stance, right leg in front slightly bent, 

left arm raised ready to jump and hit the ball. Her team was always 

considered the underdogs, now was their chance to change this. She 

saw her competition, her main opponent, taller and more muscular 

than she was...as always. The starting five of each team were in their 

places. She makes eye contact with each of her teammates, makes a 

plan for which direction to hit the ball, looks to her point guard who 

can see the anxiety in her eyes, mouths “Just breath.” The ref arrives, 

whistle placed gently between his lips which will soon become a 

harsh canon that shoots out penalties and fouls on the players. It was 

time, the ball was thrown up in a perfect straight line above the two 

opposing forces heads. The opponents turn their eyes up to watch the 

ball and in a matter of a second their hands meet the ball, one slight-

ly quicker than the other. She won the tip off. The ball was slapped 

in a perfect diagonal line to her second forward. The forward takes 

off down the court, defense following close behind. She goes in for a 

layup. eyes on the backboard, running full speed, right foot, left foot, 

jump. It was a perfect shot, right in the net with the sound of a per-

fect swoosh. The feeling of success rushed through her body, but 

soon overpowered by the feeling of adrenaline. The ball was given to 

the opposing team, the other got back to defend their basket. The 

center dribbles the ball down the court, slowly...menacingly. The 

look on her face of anger or was it anxiety? The sound of the drib-

bling was so familiar, like the sound of a heartbeat. Ba-bum ba-bum. 

She stops when she reaches half court, her 2 point guards on either 

side of her, they make eye contact.. then break. From the sidelines it 

just looks like a confusing mess, but on the court is strategic chaos, 

if you will. The girl i mentioned first, of the underdog team, her team 

was defending their basket with all they had. The last game of the 

season...their last chance to redeem themselves. She heard the coach 

yelling plays and corrections, one right after another, like a machine. 

People in the crowd were yelling, they were shouting directions, 

cheering people on, and some went as far as to argue with refs calls. 

She knew you couldn’t pay attention to the constant screaming from 

the crowd. They reminded her of angry black Friday shoppers who 

missed the early bird deals. Being in the middle of this sometimes 

felt like a tornado, constantly moving. She loved it, though. Getting 

rebounds, now that was her favorite part. The other team throws the 

ball up, hits the rim but doesn't go in. That was her specialty. Jump, 

grab the ball out of the air, and take off down court. Weave through 

the other players to get out in front, and kick it into high gear. The 

others might be taller, but very seldom were they faster. As she was 

running and dribbling, her eyes were on the basket. She planned her 

route for the lay up. One, two, jump. There it was again, the perfect 

sound of a swoosh. The whistle blows, a coach calls time out, the 

game is paused. Her team runs together, gets water, and plans their 

strategy for the second half of the game. After, they place their hands 

together and do their classic cheer...supposedly it “pumped you up”. 

She just went with it...kinda had to, being team captain. Then the ref 

blew his whistle, players back to the court, the chaos was ready to 

start again in 3...2...1. 

McKayla 

 

Belle Meade School is a 501(c) 3 non-profit organization. Donations can be made online at 
www.bellemeadeschool.org or sent to 353 F. T. Valley Road, Sperryville, Virginia 22740  
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GUESS WHERE? 
It was three years ago today that I rode 

the line from Sheppard-Yonge to Don 

Mills Road Station.   It was on a nice 

spring day. I believe that I was collect-

ing subway passes for every station, 

and I had hoped to ride every bus in 

the system. I felt good as I stepped on-

to the silver 1977 subway train; it was 

bound for Finch.  The station 

was clean, but it was dirty around the 

trash can and there was a folded news-

paper on the seat of the train.  When I 

got to Sheppard Yonge, it was clean 

and empty and as I walked to the Shep-

pard subway, I noticed that 

there were only three people except my 

parents going to the new subway line. 

James 

Guess What? 
This thing is an animal, and it has gray 

fur and four paws and white socks.  It 

has a white face and is very cute. It 

loves to play with babies, lives both 

inside and outside, and loves  to sleep 

on beds. It loves people and loves to 

eat. Guess what this thing is…  

Sofie  
 

GUESS WHAT? 
There is a boy who lives on planet 

earth, and he is sent to a space camp 

for war against the enemy. He is 

trained for this war at a space station 

camp. He was 6 years old when he was 

first sent to the camp and is 16 when he 

gets his first leave. He meets all kinds 

of people from around the world. At 

home, he has a family: brother, Sister, 

mom and dad. He becomes a com-

mander of his own army and trains 

with them, using obstacle course tacti-

cal maneuvers and different strategies. 

Who is it? 
 

Ethan  

GUESS WHERE? 
The first time Fred went into the store was a whole new experience for 

him. There were all the colors, all the smells, and all the 

sounds. The twang of a guitar, the beat of a drum, and the thump of a 

base. When he walked into the guitar section he was assaulted by all of the 

colors: faded chary, sunburst orange, neon green, white, gloss 

black, pink, and faded yellow. And he thought to himself, there are some 

hideous guitars out their. All of the smells: the smell of lacquer, the 

smell of guitar cases, and the smell of new guitar stain. All of the sounds: 

the sound of people talking, the sound of a guitar being tuned the sound of 

a drum, the sound of a latch. He picked up a acoustic guitar and start-

ed to play. It was very soft and sweet: full of heart and soul. Then 

he picked up a electric guitar, played a cord, and thought to himself: If the 

devil could cry, it would sound like this. Next, he walked into the percus-

sion department. There were all the sounds of beads sticks and drums. He 

picked up a drumstick and hit one of the drums. It reverberated out until it 

felt like the sound was part of him.  He walked over to a rattle and he 

shook it. The sound was like the sound of a pearl neckless falling to 

the floor. And the rainstick: it was like all the beads in the world fall-

ing through a small tube. When he walked into the DJ section, he walked 

up to a synthesizer and started to press all of the buttons. One was a 

cow, another was a siren, a drum, a clapping sound, a bong, and a 

clash. When he walked out the door to leave, there was the sound of a cow 

bell: it was a very smooth straight sound with no other tones in it. Then he 

closed the door.  

Oliver 
 

Getting up in the morning is the hardest. Most people blearily wake up, 

waiting for their eyes to adjust to the painfully bright hue of the morning. I, 

however, will never adjust. I stumble out of bed, reaching for my “white 

cane” as most people call it, tripping over assorted articles of furniture on 

the way. Once I find it, I slowly make my way toward the kitchen. The 

kitchen is most definitely my worst enemy, with its shockingly cold tile 

and sharp corners just waiting to stab me painfully in the hip. I step in, just 

in time to feel a ruffle of soft fur against my legs, my guide dog, a truly 

glorious German Shepard, appropriately named King. He gives a small 

bark, announcing his hunger. I walk over to the pantry and fill his bowl; I 

can hear him eating ravenously. Funny thing how my other senses have 

strengthened: it is both a curse and a blessing. After feeding King, I started 

my regular morning ritual of coffee and listening to music. After coffee 

was made (and toes were stubbed when trying in vain to open the door to 

my living room with my feet), I put on a record on my beloved record 

player, the record player which had been with me throughout war and loss 

and love. Abbey Road (my favorite record) started to play. I leaned back, 

closed my eyes, and let the coolness of the morning sun and the soothing 

waves of music wash over me.    Ava 

Thank you to our major donors: 
 

Greve Foundation, Joseph and Lynne Horning/Horning Family Fund, Mike Biniek and Susan Hoffman, 

Cliff and Christine Mumm, Joseph and Elizabeth Johnson, Susan and John Dienelt, Liesbet Koromzay, 

David and Virginia Gerrish, Jeanne and John Floberg, Columbus Foundation, Inasmuch Foundation, 

Jeanne Hoffman Smith, Marion Briscoe DeVore 
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