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Hi, Mom!

Band camp is awesome. I’m so glad you sent me here
instead of regular summer camp. Instead of doing
lame stuff like swimming and hiking, we play our
instruments from sunrise to sunset. Once, Al made
lanyards instead of going to his section meeting... I
haven’t seen him since, but the counselors told us not
to worry about it. They’re awesome. Normal summer
camp counsellors are high schoolers who would
rather smoke pot after lights out than enrich their
campers’ experiences. Our counsellors are super
involved and interactive. They also have three eyes,
which is wayyy cooler than just two.

When roasting marshmallows over a campfire, it’s
really easy to send that gooey goodness up in flames.
Instead, we gather around the pleasant, purple glow
of a UFO that crash landed onto Earth. Our
marshmallows turn out golden every single time. They
only smell a little bit like nuclear radiation. And don’t
worry about us getting up to trouble--I know you
were nervous sending me to camp after all the stories
about how rowdy things get at summer camp, but the
counsellors know how to keep things under control
here. Amanda took a break from rehearsal because
she has asthma and needed to catch her breath, so the
counsellors shot her in the head.

The only thing that’s a little weird is that when we
lined up for breakfast on the first day, they shot this
little chip into each of our arms... I asked what it was
for, but the counsellor in charge of the chipping just
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opened his maw and unleashed an unearthly, garbled
shriek. I think that meant everything was fine.

At other camps, they say a prayer before breakfast.
At band camp, after each meal, we stand in a big
circle and all the counsellors chant in Sondiv while we
play our instruments. A swirling portal opens up in
the middle of the circle and one lucky kid gets thrown
in!

HAIL THE GREAT MASTER MY INSTRUMENT IS
YOURS I AM YOURS

Love, Benny

P.S. Is anal probing okay before marriage?
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Dear Frontier Bay Pirate Camp,

I am Captain Huxford Chesterhill IV, the most fearsome pirate ofthe
Bermuda Triangle/Fort Lauderdale area. After years ofwaging battle
against Poseidon and drunkMar-a-Lago residents, I yearned for a chance
to relax and commiserate with my fellow scallywags about suckling from
the saline teat ofthe sea. I booked a one week stay at the Frontier Bay
Pirate Camp, and I was sorely disappointed. The sailors I met were some
thirty-six years my junior, and they went by foul names like “Peyton” or
“Jaxon with an X”. Many ofthem wore eyepatches as a ruse, which I
thought was insensitive towards the members ofmy ship who had been
partially blinded by my hand. There was no discussion ofpillaging or
plundering during the entire camp, and much more arts and crafts than I
had anticipated, which weren’t even the fun kind like legos or finger
painting. When I offered to teach my compatriots valuable pirate skills,
like making human grenades or tying a knot sturdy enough to drag your
enemy’s carcass behind a boat, one ofthe maidens in charge pulled me
aside and said “we don’t do that here”. It was clear that these men would
all perish immediately given any confrontation with the briny deep, and
to no fault oftheir own. The world has gone soft on them– all they know
is “participation trophies”, and “murder is bad”. That’s why my kids are
homeschooled.

Suffice it to say, I will be taking my business elsewhere in the future.

Cordially,
Captain Huxford Chesterhill IV6
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