
The Girls Who Were Not Afraid To Try  
                                         By: Amelie Jean  

On a nice sunny friday afternoon I was spending the afternoon with 
Mrs.Gold’s third grade class. At their afternoon recess they went outside, 
and I followed. In her class, a bunch a boys and girls play in the rain garden 
next to the rainbow bars. They were building a bridge with logs, mud, sand, 
and cob. Cob is a mixture with mud, sand, and water. I climbed up on the 
rainbow bars and watched them work. My mom (a.k.a Mrs. Gold) was 
teaching them how to make cob. So I jumped down and walked over to the 
mud puddle. A sweet girl named Eva walked over and said “you should put 
your hands in the mud.” I crouched down next to Kate, who’s fearless. 
“Should I put my hands in the mud?” I asked. “Well I wouldn’t, I don’t like to 
get messy,” she said. I looked up at Mrs.Gold, she smiled at me. A voice in 
my head said “Do it, you’ll feel so much more alive!” With confidence I shot 
my hands into the oozing mud. I felt the mud running through my fingers. A 
smile spread on my face and I laughed as the mud tickled me. Kate looked 
at me and shot her hands into the mud with the same amount of confidence 
I had. She smiled right back at me with a laugh. A passionate girl named 
Solea crouched down next to us. She looked a us and shot her hands in as 
well. We played in the mud and built the bridge the whole recess. When 
Mrs. Gold blew the whistle, we lined up. She filled up a bucket so we could 
wash our hands in it. A jokester named Max got to the bucket before we 
could and stepped in it with his muddy boots. “Maaxx!” We all shouted 
while laughing.  


