
The Summer Smell 

It was the 23rd of June. It was weird because I 

did not have the most annoying sound of my 

alarm ringing in my ears. I got a sleep in! My 

Summer Holidays had arrived! 

A few days later, we and by “we” I mean mom 

and dad, packed the caravan to go to 

Letterkenny, Donegal. It was 2 and a ½ hours 

drive, which felt like nineteen hours!  

When we finally got there, Kian, Katelyn and I 

cycled all over the camp site and to the shop in a 

flash. When we came out we noticed a fun fair 

right beside the camp site we were in so we raced 

back to mom and dad in the caravan and told 

them. 

That night, we went to the fun fair and went on 

the back breaking dangerous cars of torture, The 

Bumper cars. It was great fun, apart from the bit 

where you’re walking out of the funfair like old 

men with black and blue broken backs. 

About a day later, my uncle Míchael came in a 

fancy campervan. It was a nice white Peugeot 

with a lovely interior. Around 13 hours later, 

dad made a sizzling, greasy fry for Míchael and 

the rest of us. 



That night,  I went to the fair again with 

Míchael.  First I went on the bumper cars with 

Katelyn, Kian, Michael and dad and we all had 

our own cars. A few games later, mom and I 

finally persuaded Katelyn to go on a ride called 

“The G Force” . “The G Force” was a big thick 

pole that hooked on to the five pads that seat 

were on. It was like a big swing except is almost 

swung you 360˚. 

It started off spinning around slowly. Then, 

smoke raised from the ground and lights started 

flashing. I had butterflies, not even butterflies. I 

had bats. It was like a storm inside my stomach. 

A couple of seconds later, it started moving from 

side to side while getting higher and higher. 

When it went down my cheeks went to the back 

of my head and it was like someone was blowing 

a hairdryer in my mouth.  

When the ride had finished and we were walking 

home I was retching. Even during the night I had 

a stomach that felt like it was swirling around. 

So now the summer is over, and back to the old 

stressful busy life for nine more months until the 

next Summer Smell...only nine more months! 

By Evan Lee O’ Grady  

         


