
I’m Still a Loser 

By Hailey Fafel 

 

“It isn’t possible,” I think to myself as science class drags on, elusive concept 

after concept slipping right by me. I have tried everything from beauty pageants, 

modeling auditions, math bowls and even writing contests. I never earn honorable grades, 

though I accept tutoring from skilled math professors and attend countless seminars by 

award-winning authors. Nothing works. I just can’t win. My academic stature is also the 

lowest of low.  

On top of that, there is one obstacle that stands in my way, looming ahead like a 

gray storm cloud. It is… the Spelling Bee. There isn’t much I can do to prevent its 

arrival; every student in the 7th grade is expected to compete in the classroom exhibition 

before it is determined who will be promoted to the school scrimmage. 

Beginning the morning of homeroom each day are the teacher’s routine speeches 

about studying for the ‘Big Event,’ followed by numerous excited cries from every corner 

of the room. Every day since the contest was initially publicized, I’ve been deliberately 

procrastinating. So the days waste away.  

Needless to say, I can’t stop the time. Most importantly, I can’t stop the Bee. It’s 

now the night before my prominent event, and negative thoughts are plaguing me. As I 

stumble into school the next morning empty-handed, I am compelled to anticipate a 

prompt loss. My fellow classmates anxiously flip through packets and papers, excitedly 

cramming in their last moments of studying. Homeroom consists of a few brief 

announcements and a lecture on the importance of homework.  

As if she is a drill sergeant, the teacher begins barking orders. Looks of tension 

and agitation flicker in every child’s eye as they await their shot at a possible victory. The 

teacher scampers to her desk and removes a thick, black folder that reads ‘Spelling 

Curriculum and Enrichment.’ After pacing the line and glaring at us with small, glassy 

eyes, she begins. She points to the first girl in line, a small, thin girl with fiery red hair. 

“Cumbersome,” she chirps. I don’t have much of a difficult time droning my classmates 

out until it is my turn. My hands sweat profusely, and my stomach flips back and forth 



recklessly like a fish out of water. When I look up, the teacher’s piercing eyes meet mine. 

Oh! My turn.  

“Alleviate. Um…. a-l-e-v-e-e-a-t-e.” That moment, a noise resembling a buzzer 

sounds in the room, and the teacher gestures stiffly toward my chair. The Bee drags on 

for almost another hour. Eventually, the teacher signals the end of the competition and 

the commencement of the ‘award ceremony.’ Much to my complete and utter shock, I am 

summoned to the front of the room handed a certificate that reads “Most Improved 

Speller” in some type of bold scrawl. As I scuffle back to my seat, I can hear some of my 

classmates practically chortling with laughter over my lame, useless accolade. Through 

all the haze of defeat and loss, I can admit with confidence that: 

This is a first. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


