
  

 A Field Trip Gone Wrong 

 

                                                                 by Priya Curley  

         

Despite my alarm blaring at 4 a.m., I still jumped out of bed with excitement. We were about to 

embark on our 7th grade school field trip - a six-hour bus ride from Phoenix to Los Angeles. I 

rushed to grab my backpack and ran out to the car, my exhausted mother trudging slowly behind 

me. 

 

She tiredly rattled off her safety rules on our short car ride to the school meeting spot. “Stay with 

your group. Listen to your chaperones. Please text me every few hours. Don’t talk to strangers.” 

It sounded like a never-ending list, but we were so close I just nodded politely.  

 

As we pulled into the school parking lot, the big charter bus awaited.  

 

“Thanks, Mom! Love you! I’ll text you soon!” I exclaimed as I rushed to meet my friends on the 

bus. 

 

I hopped on and quickly joined my group of girlfriends. The buzz of excitement was palpable. 

Finally, after what felt like an hour, the bus doors closed and we were about to head off on our 

adventure.  

 



A Field Trip Gone Wrong 2 

“Okay, quiet down.” Our biology teacher, Mr. Coleman, groaned. He was holding a rather large 

cup of coffee in one hand and a list of our names in the other. He had volunteered to be the lead 

chaperone for the trip. 

 

“We have to do one of many attendance checks before we can get moving,” he did his best to 

sound stern. However, his ruffled shirt, messy hair, and tired eyes were a testament that the 

coffee hadn’t quite kicked in yet. 

 

“When I call your name, I need a verbal response letting me know you’re here. Let’s make this 

quick so we can all take a nap before we arrive at the theme park. Alyssa!” He was not in the 

mood to waste time. 

 

“Here!” I yelled with a giggle. 

 

“Charlie!” He continued. 

 

“Present!” Charlie yelled back. 

 

“Billy!” 

 

There was silence. The whole bus of students groaned and rolled their eyes in unison. Billy was 

notorious for never paying attention. Charlie turned around in his seat and yanked Billy’s 

headphones off. 
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“Oh. I’m right here.” Billy responded, equally irritated by the disruption. 

 

Finally, all of the students had been accounted for. The bus started rolling out of the parking lot. 

 

Our group of girls started to sing.  

 

“Na-na-na-na, hey-heyyyy, goodbyeeeee!” 

 

We should have been resting or even napping, considering we would have quite a long day of 

running around the theme park. But there was no way any of us could contain our excitement. A 

whole weekend of fun with my classmates with no parents to interrupt us or slow us down. Can 

you even imagine? 

 

We took pictures as the sun rose. I had never been awake early enough to see how beautiful the 

sky looked at sunrise! We admired quietly as the sky quickly turned from black to orange to pink 

to blue. 

 

We gossiped for hours. We shared all of the snacks our parents had packed for us.  

 

Finally, we were only an hour from our destination. So, we set out on a detailed itinerary for how 

exactly how we would hit all of the rides at the park. 
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The trip rules were simple. We were to stay in our chosen groups of four to six students. A leader 

from each group would send a selfie photo to their chaperone every hour. If any issues were to 

arise, all students had a list of contacts stored in their phones. I was in charge of leading our 

group, seeing as I was clearly the most responsible of the bunch. 

 

Finally, the bus turned into the vast parking lot of the theme park. The entire bus roared with 

excitement. In an instant, any exhaustion we were facing immediately vanished. Even the 

chaperones were wide awake and smiling. 

 

“Okay, settle down now. You all know the rules. Stick to them. We will see you right back on 

this bus at 7p.m. Do not be late!” Mr. Coleman said. 

 

Our group stayed true to our itinerary. By the meeting time of 7p.m., we had not only completed 

all of our plans, but even repeated our favorite rides. With sore feet and full hearts, we hopped 

back on the bus. We were ready to check in to our hotel for the night.  

 

But, not before another dreaded attendance count. 

 

“Let’s quiet down so we can take attendance. I know you all must be exhausted. Alyssa!” Mr. 

Coleman began straight away. 

 

“Here!” I raised my hand from the back of the bus. 
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“Charlie… Billy…” he continued. 

 

Then, there was silence. 

 

“Billy!” Mr. Coleman was already losing patience. He looked like he was just as ready to get to 

the hotel. 

 

All of the students looked around at each other, trying to find Billy. 

 

“He was with us all day,” Charlie said, both bewildered and angry at the same time. 

 

The chatter got louder as everyone got frustrated. 

 

“Why is it always Billy that messes everything up?” Michael fumed. 

 

“How can one kid mess with everyone else’s day?” Matt chimed in. 

 

“Alright. That’s enough. Everyone calm down. I’ll be right back.” Mr. Coleman looked calm, but 

the quiver in his voice insinuated otherwise. 

 

I watched Mr. Coleman from my bus window. He was running back towards the park. I realized 

I had never seen him run. Everyone tried calling Billy while looking out the window for his 

silhouette to appear. 



A Field Trip Gone Wrong 6 

 

After 15 minutes, that instead felt like eternity, Mr. Coleman and Billy appeared. 

 

The sentiment on the bus was a mix of relief and anger. 

 

“Hurry up, Billy!” We all yelled at him. “We’re hungry!” 

 

The bus was quieter than usual as we made our way to the hotel. 

 

It was clear that a piece of the excitement had been dimmed by the exhausting events of the day. 

 

When we pulled into the hotel parking lot, our energy was revived. 

 

“I’m craving a burger so bad right now.” Shelly said as she threw her backpack over her shoulder 

and walked off the bus. 

 

This was going to be so amazing! I had never stayed in a hotel with three other friends and no 

parents before. So many fun “firsts” were happening this weekend. 

 

The hotel rules were also straightforward. Each room would have four students, two per bed. Our 

chaperones would be sure we were all in our rooms by 11 p.m. We were not to exit our rooms or 

open the doors after that time. 
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We would meet for breakfast at 7 a.m. before another fun-filled day at the theme park. 

 

Jessica, Michele, Cindy, and I were finally in our room. We were ready to get into our pajamas, 

as we all dumped our bags in a pile at the foot of the bed. It had been a long day of unexpectedly 

high emotions. It was time to finally settle in and relax. 

 

I pulled my sneakers and socks off and, with them, left those heavy emotions aside as well. It 

was time to reset and enjoy the night! The feelings between all of the girls were mutual. We were 

all laying in bed chatting about the best parts of the day, staring up at our phones in our hands.  

 

Admittedly, we lost track of time. We must have easily been in that position for at least two 

hours, if not longer. 

 

Suddenly, there was a scraping noise coming from outside the window.  

 

“What is that?” Michele asked with concern. 

 

The rest of us groaned. 

 

“Michele, stop, it’s nothing. Don’t try to start stuff.” We were too tired to entertain her paranoia 

after the day we just had. 
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A few minutes later, a shadow flashed across the window. How did we forget to close the 

curtains? I quickly got out of bed and shut them. 

 

Michele followed timidly, peeking out of the window. 

 

Darkness. 

 

“Ok guys, I think we’re getting delirious. Let’s go to bed. We have to go to breakfast so early 

tomorrow.” 

 

We quietly crawled under the covers, turned out the lights, and quickly drifted into an exhausted 

and deep sleep. 

 

It didn’t take long for us to drift off to sleep. It was one of those deep sleeps where you wake up 

and can’t remember a single dream. It felt unreal to hear our alarms blaring at 6:45am. We all 

slowly rolled out of bed. However, we knew being late for breakfast was not an option. 

 

Dry toast and overcooked eggs would suffice. 

 

“Ok students, it’s time for our head count before we can get to the park!” I was startled by Mr. 

Coleman’s loud voice so early in the morning. 

 

He went through the roster quickly. 
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“Billy!” 

 

Silence. 

 

“Billy!” Mr. Coleman repeated again. 

 

More silence. 

 

All of us started groaning in unison as the buzz in the cafeteria got louder. We all looked around 

at each other, wondering what Billy was up to now. He was probably in the guest shop, causing 

trouble as usual. 

 

We were sure to face a delay if Billy didn’t show up soon. 

 

We all looked to his roommates for answers. They hadn’t seen him when they had woken up and 

just assumed he had already come down for breakfast. 

 

Fifteen minutes later, Mr. Coleman returned to the cafeteria with a peculiar expression. He told 

us there would be a change of plans. 

 

“You are all to return to your rooms immediately. Lock the doors and do not open them until I 

personally tell you it’s clear.” He spoke firmly. 
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There was an odd sense of urgency to his voice that we weren’t accustomed to. 

 

“Let’s go,” I told my friends. 

 

I had this uncomfortable sensation through my body. We quickly walked to our rooms in silence, 

locking the door behind us. 

 

Michele went straight to the window and peeked outside.  

 

“I see Billy’s jacket out there by the tree,” she said with big tears forming in her eyes. 

 

“We have to tell Mr. Coleman.” I said, rushing next to her. 

 

It was undoubtedly Billy’s bright orange coat. 

 

We texted him our findings and he immediately responded: Do not leave your room. 

 

Every minute from then on felt like an hour. There wasn’t much we could do or say. We were all 

lost in our own thoughts.  

 

The shadows and sounds were real last night. I was trembling in fear.  
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Now, there were cops outside. We clearly hadn’t found Billy yet. There had to be a logical 

explanation. 

 

Our phones went off in unison. Someone in the class group chat had texted us. It was Billy’s 

roommate. They had found his phone in his bed. Wherever Billy had gone, he hadn’t taken his 

phone. 

 

Nothing made sense. I looked out the window again, but the cops and Mr. Coleman had 

wandered off elsewhere. Billy’s orange coat was still laying there. I felt sick to my stomach. 

 

“Guys, let’s just play a card game and take our minds off of things. There’s really not much we 

can do from in here at this point anyway.” I tried to sound more cheerful than I felt. 

 

We got lost in the game for almost an hour. We were starting to talk again, which felt really nice. 

But it was clear our thoughts were still on Billy. 

 

All of a sudden, we heard a scratch at the window. We all froze in our tracks in unison, staring at 

one another with fright. 

 

“Okay, I know you heard that too,” Michele said, clearly terrified, as she started biting her nails. 
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I slowly got up from the floor and walked over to the lights. I turned them out before tiptoeing to 

the window. My heart was racing. It didn’t matter because I knew we needed to see who was out 

there. It could give us the answers we needed to find Billy fast. 

 

Without even touching the curtain, I slowly peaked around the corner. 

 

There he was. 

 

Billy looked like he had just woken up! His hair was sticking up in every direction. He was 

standing by the tree and slowly putting his bright orange coat on. He looked just as confused as I 

felt. 

 

I ripped the curtain back. “Billy!” I shouted. 

 

The girls got up and ran to the window. 

 

“Billy, are you okay?” We were all jumping and shouting out of the closed window. 

 

He turned around, even more confused than before. 

 

He started walking over to our window. 
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“Did I sleep out here?” He asked us, as if we were the strange ones. “I actually forgot to tell Mr. 

Coleman, but sometimes I sleepwalk at night.” He said in a nonchalant and matter of fact manner 

with a big shrug. 

 

We all stared at each other and broke out hysterically laughing. 

 

“I’m calling Mr. Coleman right now!” I said. 

 

As I was talking to Mr. Coleman, I saw him and the police officers quickly approaching Billy. 

 

Everything would be okay. 

 

This weekend turned out to be full of lessons I never could have learned in the classroom. Next 

time Michele hears something, let’s just say I will believe her the first time. Maybe my mom is 

right after all - it’s always best to be safe. 


