
 
On the 4th of July I almost died of 
dehydration. We were driving around 
an island 
in Maine 
in a pick-
up truck disguised as the yellow 
submarine on the hottest day of the 
year. I was stuffed in the back of the 
truck with a bunch of cousins singing 
“The Yellow Submarine.” 
    Now, I have to let you know how I 
got in this situation. Every year my 
family goes up to Chebeague Island in 
Maine because of the parade in which 
there is a best float contest. There are 
other prizes in the parade like best 
costume and best bike. The parade is 
Chebeague’s claim to fame. 
Amazingly enough, to top it all, the 
parade has a road race. Think of it as a 
cherry on top of a sundae. 

    Every year there is a theme for 
the float contest. This contest’s 
theme was “Name Your Tune.” It 
was hard to think of ideas for that 
one. But amazingly, my Grandma 
thought of Yellow Submarine and 
it was perfect. So my grandfather 
and a super-human crew of 
builders (a.k.a. some of my uncles: 
Peter, Mark, Davey and Ted) 
turned a white pick-up into the 
yellow submarine for the float 
contest. 
    Once the race was done we 
drove up from our summer house 

on Carter’s Point Road in our newly 
born Yellow Submarine. It felt like 

hours while we waited in front of 
the Chebeague Island Inn until 

the 
parade 
started 

(thank goodness we had candy). Once 
the parade started we heard the fie 
engine’s siren blare to life. Let me just 
tell you that if you image a truck with 
a bunch of cars driving around it, you 
are wrong. There are tons of trucks 
and cars with floats on them and 
music playing like heck. It is so hot in 
July that you praise every bit of shade 
you get, but it is still fun. 
    So, as I said at the beginning, we had 
to sing “Yellow Submarine” but I was 
the only one who knew the words. As 
the parade progressed we began to see 
some people with clipboards. They 
were the judges for the contest. At the 
end of the parade the judges asked us 
for a performance. But we were so 
tired and stuffy that we could hardly 
sing. And that was our only problem. 
When we got to the pavilion that 
marks the end off the parade, we were 
so excited because we thought we 
would win the grand prize. When my 
cousin Millie grabbed the grand prize 
and started walking off with it before 
they even announced who won. When 
they finally announced 1st, 2nd and 3rd, 
it turned out that we got 2nd place. 
The float that won first prize was the 
Love Boat. 
 My grandfather is already 
planning for next year’s contest. 
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“We all live in a yellow submarine.” 

http://12zine.com/kid

