My Trip to Hershey Park

Otherwise known as my personnel memoir

By Caleb Schoettlin

It was near the end of the school year, and the time had coming for our second big school field trip, the trip to Hershey Park. It was a long ride, but we all knew that with every passing moment we were getting closer to our destination. It was a fantastic day to be at an amusement park.

When we finally got there it was amazing. The roller coasters could be seen in the distance, along with numerous other rides of which names I can’t remember, but their sheer size incredible. This was going to be fun.
We entered the park to be greeted by the lines. It took a while, but eventually we passed the gates, and from that point on, (except for the other lines, of course) I We had a great time. I wandered the park, constantly enjoying rides as I passed. Although I liked every ride I went on, my favorite would have to be the Wild Mouse, a roller-coaster that took on such tight turns that you felt like you were going to fall off the edge.

Sadly however, we would soon have to go. When we left, we were greeted by a rainstorm. We dashed to the bus, desperately trying to get out of the rain. When we finally got to the buss, we were all soaking wet, but we were glad to finally be out of the storm.   
