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Nature vs. Orchestra 

By Miriam – musicalmiriam14@gmail.com 

It was the first day of music camp, and the weather was considerably cooperative. The sky was a 

deep blue with gigantic fluffy clouds, and the sun was shining fiercely. So, the conductor of our 

youth orchestra, Mr. Lell, decided we would rehearse outside and avoid the stuffy auditorium. 

Little did we know that nature would turn against us. We all packed up our portable stands, 

cases, and music and headed for the shade under a big maple tree. We quickly set up and began 

rehearsing Beethoven’s 3rd Overture. During a small interval in which Mr. Lell was drilling the 

violists, I glanced over at my friend Katie who played clarinet. She was silently practicing a 

difficult passage, her mouth on the mouthpiece. She suddenly sneezed explosively into her 

clarinet, producing a noise even a dying cow could not have surpassed. Mr. Lell froze in place, 

hands in the air. The violists stopped playing and looked around to see why the majority of the 

orchestra was laughing. Katie looked up, her face beet red, and said “Sorry!” in a small voice. 

Rehearsal continued as normal for a while, but I had noticed that the breeze was making small 

branches fly off of the tree, occasionally pelting people. Unfortunately this must have happened 

to the tuba player, only rather to his instrument, because he suddenly turned a gorgeous shade of 

red and bent over coughing. Someone started pounding him soundly on the back and the 

offending twig flew out of his mouth and hurtled through the air. While we were watching this 

spectacle, the wind picked up and huge gust swept our sheet music right off the stands and into 

thick bushes across the yard.  We hurried to gather and assemble our parts, but the branches 

seemed to have a death-grip on them, a sudden tug would rip it to pieces.  Suddenly, the sky was 



lit up like a giant lightbulb. KABOOM!  The rain came down like elephants and whales. All 

thoughts of saving our music vanished from our minds as we fled to our cabins, only stopping to 

pick up our instruments. Nature had won.  


