
R E AY-E LLE R S ,  ZO E

Zoe Reay-Ellers
Age: 16, Grade: 11

School Name: Interlochen Arts Academy, Interlochen, MI
Educator: Brittany Cavallaro 

Category: Humor

S eattle  Trip Advisor Review - 5  S tars

I’m visiting Seattle. Here, people are made of rain 
and smoked salmon. The water passes through us, 
them without a second thought. Umbrellas are a fool’s errand 
so you’d better save that twenty dollars for a coffee 
because if you don’t have a scalding cup of Starbucks 
imprinted in your hand or smell like you lived in a pine tree 
for five years (assuming that you didn’t, don’t) everyone will know 

you don’t belong. And, you have to blend in 
enough that the guy handing out coupons for the punk-rock cafe 
opening up ONE NIGHT ONLY in the alley next to the fancy french restaurant 
on 6th ave will give you a second glance, maybe even throw in an extra 
coupon— you can’t say you’ve been to Seattle 
until you’ve followed a flyer somewhere. Bonus points if the event 
you end up at is completely different from where you wanted to go.
 
If you get really lost, summon all of your directional confidence 
as quickly as possible because Seattleites can smell fear, 
are constantly late, and aren’t afraid to jostle you so hard that you fall 
through the sidewalk and into the underground where you’ll get
mauled by yet more of Seattle’s residents except this time
they’re spectral, ready to possess you, and like to scream.

All of this will be completely avoidable 
if you can find a grungy-looking bookshop clerk to ask 
for directions. Don’t go into the nice looking stores 
if you’re lost. Things will end badly, trust me. They like to hire 
teenagers, the age range most deeply afflicted with the seasonal depression 
imbued in many Seattleites. One of the few things that truly brings them joy 
is watching a confused patron get run over 
by a coffee-crazed middle-aged woman. And don’t go 

near any of the normal tourist attractions  I know they’re what you came for 
but they’re not worth the hype, I promise. Space needle? A large hunk 
of metal that’s shaped funny and not worth the cost. You go up
for the view, forgetting that you’re in Seattle and that it’s raining, 
and that clouds are necessary for rain, clouds that press up
against the windows and block out any chance of a good view. What about 

Pike Place Market, you might ask. Spoiler alert: overpriced, 
smells like depressed ocean water, painted with tourist
sweat and outsiders. That’s not Seattle, that’s Seattle-for-non-locals,
Seattle for those who don’t belong and think that they do.



At this point you may be wondering why I gave my trip to
Seattle a five star review and honestly, I’m not sure. The people
are strange. You’ll be wet and freezing most of the time, maybe 
even hit by lighting if you’re really unlucky. Actually, I do know 

why I left a 5 star review. The smoked salmon. I can’t explain how good 
the salmon is there to someone who’s never had it. It’s like trying to describe 
what a turtle is to a butterfly that can only understand German
and you grew up not knowing Germany was a country.

So, visit Seattle.

 


