
The Pacific 

by Anya Anderson ‘25 

 
Today was the day I have been waiting for my whole life, my 14th birthday. My name is 

Addy Walker, and I adore sailing. I have been doing it for as long as I can remember. I live with 
my Uncle Jeffrey in Honolulu, Hawaii. My mom died when I was born and my dad died when I 
was 7 years old. Living with my uncle is pretty enjoyable, even though I miss my dad. My uncle 
and I are members of the Ewa Beach Yacht Club and I am on the sailing team. We have races 
every month and my uncle is always there encouraging me. Sometimes I wonder what it would 
be like if I lived in Maine where it got chilly. Would I be into a sport like hockey? But every time I 
consider this, my mind always leads me back to sailing.  

On the morning of my birthday, I slowly walked down the stairs and into the kitchen but 
did not see my uncle. Finally, I saw him outside on the porch, so I walked out. He had breakfast 
ready. Pancakes, my favorite!  

He screamed “Happy Birthday!” and strolled down the stairs into the backyard. I could 
not believe my eyes. He got me my own boat. 

 He exclaimed, “You like it?”  
I sprinted down the stairs and hugged him “I love it!” I say trembling because I was so 

thrilled. I sat down and had breakfast with him. We talked about what I will name my boat and 
decided to name it after my mom. I called it WaterLily because my mothers’ name was Lily.  

Later that day, my uncle and I went to the boat shop at the Yacht Club and got the name 
of my boat imprinted on the side in neon green. Then we went to the water and tried out the 
boat. I directed the boat through large waves. It was such a pleasure. When we got out of the 
water, my uncle and I took off the sail and brought the boat to a rack that we rented to store it.  

At around 5 pm, my uncle took me to my favorite restaurant, The Crab Grill. We shared a 
lobster, it was enormous. When we got home, we watched Harry Potter until I fell asleep on the 
couch around 11 pm.  

I woke to my alarm in the morning, not very pleased I had to go to school. I took the bus 
at 7 am, and by the time I got to homeroom, my teacher was taking attendance. I dashed into 
the classroom and took my seat. During announcements, my homeroom teacher, Mrs. Martin 
said If you are fourteen and older and you like sailing do not forget to sign up for the big race in 
June. Only 5 participants will be chosen from each school to enter, so sign up soon. When the 
bell rang to get to my next class I sprinted down the hall to sign up because I have been waiting 
to enter my whole life, the race across the Pacific. That is why I was so excited to be 14 years 



old! I was the 5th one to sign up, and I was very disappointed because if I were the first one to 
sign up I would have the best chance of getting in. 

 When I got home from school, I told my uncle how I signed up.  
He replied, very doubtfully, “That’s great”  
I angrily said, “Do you not think I am going to get in?”  
He whispers “ Well…..”  
I got pretty irritated so I grabbed some macaroni and went to my room. After I finished 

eating, I fell right asleep. A month later we had an assembly at school and the principal, Mr. 
Roth would announce the students that would be competing in the race. (At that time around 
seventy people had signed up for the race.) I had butterflies in my stomach, as I sat in the front 
row with my fingers crossed.  

Mr, Roth exclaimed, “Congratulations to Christian Johnson, Ryan Murphy, Jacob 
Andrews, and Alison Cooper. Will you please join me on the stage.” I frowned and then realized, 
that was only four, but I did not say anything because I am not very talkative.  

Then some other kids in the school began to scream, “That is only four” until the whole 
school was saying it.  
Mr. Roth turned over the card and said “Last but not least, Addy Walker.” 

 I sprung out of my seat and joined the other four competitors on stage. They were all 
juniors and seniors, and I was just a freshman. It was April and the race was in two months. 
Every day after school I would take the bus home and walk to the water to practice for the race. 
The weeks traveled by very quickly. Before I knew it, tomorrow was race day. My uncle let me 
skip the last day of school to prepare. We bought lots of snacks because the race was a week 
long. There were ten stops where you could get food and dock to sleep if you wanted to. I 
planned to not stop the first day or the last day. That would put me ahead at the beginning and 
give me a head start on the last day. I went to bed at 6 pm, so I could have a good night’s sleep. 
I woke up at 6 am and had a huge breakfast. I left my house at 8 am so we could drive to 
Haleiwa, Hawaii where the race was starting. I pulled my boat to the water and put up the huge 
sail, which is a requirement for the race. I hugged my uncle and jumped in the boat.  

The race master began counting down “3..2..1..GO! I pushed my boat off the sand with 
my foot and pulled my sail up, trying to stay close to the front. Another boy who was racing was 
cheating and trying to tip my boat, so I tried to keep balance and lose him. His boat was bigger 
than mine, so once we were further in the race his boat was moving swiftly. When it hit mine I 
got knocked out. By the time I woke up, it was the second day. I had no idea where I was. I 
must have drifted off when I was unconscious. I pulled out my phone to try to find where I was, 
but it did not load for hours. By the time it loaded I was even further out at sea. The navigation 
said it was six hours to the second stop. I started sailing that way but my navigation kept 



relocating. I was lost at sea! I was in panic mode. I did not know where to go. I put my anchor 
down, so I would not drift any further out to sea.  

Finally, I realized I had my help canons, so I quickly pulled them out and shot one in the 
sky. I was resting in my boat cold and wet, hoping someone saw the canon. In the distance, I 
saw a boat that was headed my way, so I took out another canon and shot it in the air. The boat 
waved a big red flag in acknowledgment. As the boat came closer I realized Christian Johnson 
came to my rescue.  

When he saw me he quickly said “Addy? Are you okay?” 
 I said, ”Yeah.”  
He exclaimed, “You are our school's best chance of winning this race. Let's go!" 
I quickly followed Christian to the third stop. When I got off the boat to get water, I 

whispered ”thanks”.  
 He exclaimed back “No problem!” I leaped back on my boat and began to sail as quickly 

as I possibly could. I passed four people before I docked for the night. I woke up at 4 am and 
got back on the water.  At 6 am, I saw the boy in front of me, that ran into me. I had to be 
cautious when I tried to pass him. I waited until he pulled over for the night and then zoomed 
ahead.  

After a few hours, I went to sleep for a little while. A few days later I started to get closer 
to the front. On the last day when everyone docked, I kept going. At this point, I passed two 
more boats. I saw the finish line, not knowing how many boats were in front of me, but I decided 
all that matters was that I finished the race. When I got to the end, I saw my uncle cheering, I 
felt proud of myself. They told me I came in 3rd place.  

I put a big smile on my face and at the award ceremony, I said “great job everyone for 
finishing the race! that is all that matters.” The boy that crashed into me kicked the floor and 
walked away. 
 


