
The Swiss Family 

Robinson 
 

By Johann Wyss 
 

 
 

Descriptive Essays 
 

8th Grade Honors English 
 

Period 2 



The Monkey Massacre 

By Citlali Benavides  

 It was a regular day on the island. The sun shined, the children played, everything seemed 

normal. Out of nowhere, monkeys appeared. Father and the boys created birdlime which is used 

to catch birds. They set up the birdlime all around the island. While the monkeys ran around 

frolicking, they became caught in the birdlime. The family heard the monkeys screeching, 

begging for help, but no help came to those poor monkeys.  

 Turk and Juno seemed very kind and friendly, but once they saw the monkeys, they 

became totally different dogs. Father and the boys released them and off they went for the 

monkeys. That day Father and the boys witnessed a side of the dogs that they never saw before, 

and never wanted to see again. They saw two bloodthirsty hounds that seemed to posses  the 

need and desire to kill those monkey. More than forty monkeys layed dead on the ground. 

 All of a sudden, the sky became gray. Clouds all over the sky covered the sun. The smell 

of death covered the island. Father and the boys felt very sad, but they knew that was what they 

had to do. They burned the bodies of all the monkeys and everything around them. They had 

death on the tips of their fingers. They stood on the ashes of all those monkeys. They felt the 

presence of death all around them. They did not like that feeling at all. Although it was a very sad 

day indeed, Father and the boys did not regret what they did. That was the end of the monkey 

massacre. 



Monkey Massacre  

By Elijah Camacho 

 The field of dead monkeys left the impression of a bloody battlefield. As I walked 

through the field, I could smell the blood and smoke as we burned the monkeys’ corpses. I could 

see burning monkeys and destruction and havoc as I walked through the field. Monkeys hung 

from trees, blood dripping down to the ground. Before the fire stared, the dogs, Turk and Juno, 

ran around excitedly, eager to eat all the monkeys.   

 The smoke ascended into the sky as the fire consumed the monkeys’ bodies. Before the 

monkeys’ deaths, I slightly saw the strings with caoutchouc hanging in the thicket of the trees. 

The caoutchouc trap was sticky like gum. As the bodies hung there longer, the corpses grew cold 

to the touch. This frozen state contrasted with the heat of the fire, which viciously consumed the 

carcasses. I breathed in the oppressive scent of rotten, decaying animals. The smell of some filled 

the air as the fire burned the bodies. The disturbing scent of death lingered.  

 Walking through the forest, I could hear the crickets chirping. Other than the crickets 

chirping, the forest stood awkwardly quiet. Neither my family nor I spoke about this, as we all 

remained in complete shock. The taste of the smoke fire overwhelmed my tongue, mouth, and 

lungs. As I continued to walk through the forest, I tasted death. All the blood in the air made it 

seem as if the blood came from my mouth, the taste-horrific. Death was all around me, sight, 

sound, and taste.



Tuttle Suprise 

By Kendall Clauss 

	 Father and I set off for an excursion to the vast sea. The savory taste and smell of salt fills 

the air. The sky above us looks clear and blue as we glide over the calm sea, the bright sun 

beating down on us, and it’s as hot as can be. There in the distance, lays a large dark mass, a 

humongous turtle! 

 Jumping at the opportunity, I pull out my harpoon. Without consent from Father, I shoot. 

I watch as the sharp arrow flies through the air and pierces the massive turtle. With a jolt the 

turtle is pulling our whole boat as we fly over the water, the wind slapping my face. Father wants 

to cut the line, but I ask him to wait, and he warns me, “If there is any danger I am cutting the 

line.” My goal is to keep out of danger so I can have my turtle. 

 We arrive on the soft sandy shore, the turtle completely and utterly exhausted. I rush 

 to hack off its head.  I hear the sound of the hard bones breaking when in contact with the  

sharp blade. CRACK! CRUNCH! The warm red blood moves through the cool water like a 

wave. I have obtained my turtle.



Monkey Massacre  

By Daniela Gaither  

 I could not stop thinking of the monkey massacre. It felt as if I were on the beach where 

D-Day occurred. It was the day after the monkey massacre. I could not stop thinking about it. As 

I lay in bed, I relived the moment I wish I had forgotten.  

 It is such a beautiful and lovely day in New Switzerland. My family and I were going to 

Falconhurst to retrieve more supplies for Rockburg. Father started to hear a noise that sounded 

like apes. Franz, Jack, and Ernest started to worry. Father, Mother, and I were not so worried. We 

remembered the birdlime that we put on the trees.  

 “What shall we do? We are not prepared,” yelled Jack not remembering the birdlime.  

 “Do not worry,” said Father, “just get in the house. Hurry!” 

 We remained safe in the house, but we were not saved from the sound I will never forget. 

It was a horrific sound. The sound pined throughout the forest. It seemed to silence the forest. 

The noise became unbearable. It sounded as if we had been slowly torturing a thousand apes. We 

could even hear the cries of infants.  

 After the cries stopped, we went outside of the house. First thing, we saw trees dripping 

with blood, as if the trees had been pierced by swords. I stood petrified. Father tried to speak to 

me, but all I heard was whah, whah, whah coming out of his mouth.  

 Then, I looked up and saw forty dead apes dangling on tree branches. Mother started to 

cry. Everyone started to tremble in fear.  It felt as if we had killed thousands of apes. It seemed 

like we had made a monkey Holocaust. They were drenched in a dark red liquid.  



 “What is that dark red liquid?” asked Franz. 

 “It is the blood of all the monkeys in those trees,” said Mother and Father.  

 Chills raced down my back, and I started to become light-headed. I could not tell if it was 

from the smell of the poor, innocent monkeys, from the blood that started to land on my arm, or 

from the smell of the torn flesh that started to rot.  

 I came out of the daydream. Thank goodness because I did not want to remember that 

gruesome night of the massacre.  



Jesus in the Waves 

By Julianna Galindo 

 As I stepped on the kayak, the noises of my family cheering and yelling instructions 

became a blur.  I was so fearful of the adventure ahead of me that I couldn't focus. Voices of 

doubt danced in my head saying, “What if you get eaten by a human-devouring sea monster,” 

and, “what if you never make it back to see your family again?” These silly, unlikely thoughts 

clouded my judgement, but I couldn't help to think what if.  

 I finally convinced myself to take a seat in the smooth kayak. I said my final farewells 

and set off to explore the great unknown. With each strenuous paddle of the oars, I gained 

confidence. As I reached my first voluminous wave, I heard beautiful sounds of whoosh and 

ahhh. The salt water reached the tip of my tongue, yet I only tasted freedom. I blocked out all my 

hesitation and disbelief and let the calming waves caress my skin, inviting me to play with them. 

I had never felt so free; until this moment, restraints chained my independence. I finally found 

myself in the waves of the ocean. 

 With the intense breeze rushing through my sanded and salted hair, I increased my speed. 

My muscles strained with each row more than the constricting boa destroyed that Grizzle, and I 

didn't even feel the pain. The daring dash of fish flying from all directions distracted me. Their 

gracious movements entertained me. The sun began to set, and I sat in awe and wonder of such a 

beautiful sight. The vibrant colors that filled the sky revealed God’s presence. I had always 

waited for this day, the day when God spoke to me. I finally felt the glorious feeling. The clear 

water washed my worries away.  The fresh air filled my lungs and heart with love, faith, and true 

happiness.



Massacre of the Monkeys 

By Noah Garcia 

 Everything started off innocent and simple. A group of monkeys had ransacked the 

Robinson home and destroyed many of the Robinsons’ belongings. Father wanted to make sure 

that the destruction never happened again, so he built a trap to stop the monkeys. Father placed 

stakes in the ground all around their home, wrapped string around every stake making a labyrinth 

of sorts, and placed birdlime on every string making it impossible to pass. Later on, the monkeys 

tried to ransack the home and became stuck on the strings.  

 When the Robinsons heard the monkeys struggling, they rushed outside and saw the 

monkeys caught in the trap. Not being able to resist the temptation, they released their dogs, and 

the dogs attacked all of the defenseless monkeys killing hundreds. The sight was gruesome, 

shocking, and sad. Bodies of a seemingly infinite amount of monkeys were battered, mangled, 

and visibly damaged all around. The Robinsons felt shocked and remained in disbelief of what 

they just caused without the intention of doing so. 

 The blood of the monkeys sprayed on the surrounding trees and formed pools underneath 

the bodies. Vast amounts of emotions filled the air with tragedy, shock, and sadness. The 

overwhelming fumes of boiling blood and burning bodies quickly overtook any other smell in 

the air. This same strong scent tasted like thick smoke and gasses suffocating the air. During the 

decimation of the monkeys, the sounds emulated war, but after all the monkeys were dead, 

nothing but an eerie silence suffused the atmosphere. After this unintentional massacre, the 

Robinsons became depressed because of what they caused.



The Shipwreck 

By Isabella Perez 

 The ship filled with items rocked side to side across the calm waters. The wood of the 

boat and the nails connecting all the wooden planks felt hot due to the heat of the sun. The ship 

rocked as smoothly as the silk on a woman's dress. The day could've lasted forever, then it hit. As 

the water hit each plank several times, they began to feel moist and soggy. Several items shifted 

along the wooden floor and flew off the ship. 

 The ominous clouds grew closer, and the wind increased. It became dark and scary. The 

screaming winds blew through the boys’ hair. The only glimpse of light came from the lightning 

bolts shooting out of the dreadful clouds coming toward us. Fear raced through the boys’ heads 

as they watched the clouds grow closer, faster and faster.  

 Waves splashed higher and louder. The sound of the waves pierced our ears. Our toes 

became wet by the water. The water felt cold underneath our clothing. The passengers began to 

shiver. As they ran, the wind blew between their wet hair, shocking their entire body.  

 Everyone hustled to gather all the items under deck that could be damaged or thrown off 

the ship. The children on the boat began to put on their life jackets in case of an emergency. The 

urgency to get to safety leaped through each passengers’ thoughts. The life jackets suffocated the 

chests’ of each child. The worried parents loaded the boats and cramped as many people as 

possible inside every boat. 



The Massacre of Innocent Annoyance 

By Afren Rajendra 

 I looked around to see the vast ocean of dead monkeys. As I looked closer, I could tell 

that their eyes screamed with hate as they yearned for mercy. The dogs ripped the monkeys apart 

into piece. The heat and brightness of the blazing fire blinded me. My eyes filled with pain, and 

my nose shriveled back because of the oppressive heat. As the fire went down like a dead beast, a 

black powder replaced it. Darkness overcame the grass. It looked like an oil spill in an ocean, but 

I bent down and with my finger, touched the floor, and realized that the mysterious black powder 

consisted of ashes. The ashes accumulated in layers because of the large number of dead 

monkeys we had killed. 

 A taste of sadness came upon me replacing the happy feeling usually found on the island, 

and a smell of death conquered the surroundings around us like the Palestinians who conquered 

the Israelites. The boys cowered in disgust for killing so many monkeys, for they too were 

unaccustomed to killing so many animals all at once. My words failed to console them. Still, I 

felt that this violent punishment surpassed the monkeys’ crime. 

 Their death reminded us of the eternal punishment God reserved for the evil, as we threw 

the remaining bodies into what seemed like an eternal abyss to be buried. The sound of their 

bodies thumping on the floor echoed in my ears, and the smell of death scurried into my nose. 

The ashes stuck to my shoes as I completed this gruesome task, and I knew it would take a long 

time to remove it because the blood had mixed with the ashes making it sticky. 



Daring Donkey 

By Vannessa Rios 

 My heart shattered like glass smashed against the floor. My eyes filled with heating warm 

tears, and I felt them slowly roll down my burning red cheeks. I could not even see him anymore, 

but the image of his warm brown fur stayed burning in my brain. All the sounds of my family's 

mourning and screams mashed together. I stood paralyzed in fear wondering what or who was 

next.  

 I never thought events would turn out the way they did. After all our months on this 

island, running out of wood for flaming warm fires proved the greatest tragedy that stuck our 

brood. Grizzle’s death was not the most depressing event though, the event that chilled me to my 

core involved the very real possibility that this could happen to one of us. After weeks and 

months we had been safe, we had found ingenious ways to protect ourselves. True, this happened 

to be the donkey’s own fault, but it was a mistake. How many mistakes could we afford to make 

before one of us could meet the very same fate? I realized my family had started to gather 

implements and other utensils we could bring with us to take refuge from the beast that stole our 

beloved pet from us. I snapped myself awake from my worries and ran off to help.  

 As I I shoved items into sacks and wiped away my tears, I thought about how much 

Grizzle impacted our life here. I picked up a brown sack that revealed the saddle we used on 

Grizzle had been hidden behind it. Tears began to form again, and this time I could not wipe 

them away. Even though he was just an animal, it felt as if he were part of our family. I missed 

him so much. I could only imagine how much my sweet and loving boys missed our dear 



Grizzle. We need to stick together like the honey we gathered to stay strong because this was 

only the beginning.



The Death of the Donkey and the Death of the Boa Constrictor 

By Joseph Spicer 

 The death of the donkey, Grizzle, left a feeling of darkness over the family. The family 

watched in horror as the boa constrictor devoured a donkey in just a couple monstrous bites. The 

taste of the raw donkey sat on the snake’s tongue. The smell of the dirty donkey was soon 

replaced with the smell of the musky and rough-skinned slithering beast. The family felt a wave 

of fear wash over them as they heard the snake gnawing down on the donkey.  

 When the snake finally digested its meal, the family shot its pistols together into the body 

of the boa constrictor. This pain of the bullets penetrating the snake enticed it to attack the family 

which gave the family an open shot at the beast’s head. The family took advantage of this and 

fired their pistols right into its skull. The snake laid there dead. The family rejoiced at the sight of 

the treacherous beast’s demise. “What's to be done now?” asked Jack. 

 They held a ceremony for poor Grizzle. And Ernest, who was the best author of the 

family, wrote a poem in memory of Grizzle. They then engraved his words on a stone where they 

buried Grizzle. The death of Grizzle had a lasting effect on the family. And as for the boa 

constrictor, the family decided to coil the body of the snake around a pole by the museum that 

the family had made to remember their adventures on this deserted island. The museum added 

the sentiment of a small town which made the island feel more like home.  

 The family went from a state of fear to a state of relief and grief because they had killed 

the snake, but they also grieved the loss of Grizzle. Losing someone or something held dear can 

make the heart feel heavy. However, the family continued with hope of a whole life to live full of 

memories and excitement. 



My Beautiful Creation 

By Martina Tanjuatco  

 	 As I look up at the inside of the hollow tree, I felt pleased with my creation. The staircase 

I created coiled like a snake wrapping around its prey. The staircase was carved into perfection, I 

could see the magnificent yet tiny details carved flawlessly. The staircase feels smooth. As I glide 

my finger tips over the delicate details, I feel every little groove. Satisfaction with my creation 

resided within me. My achievement left me with the sweet taste of victory. As I remember the 

tedious month that it took me to create the staircase, I remembered carving the details on the 

staircase on those long nights. Now satisfaction filled every part of my body knowing I created 

this masterpiece.  

 Climbing up the stairs, I smell the faint scents of honey and tobacco smoke inside the 

bee’s old dwelling. I remember the time I used the tobacco smoke to evict the bees from their old 

habitation. I could still hear the distant buzzing of the bees leaving their old home. The howling 

wind revealed the now hollow tree.  

 From the top of the staircase, I glance once more at my hard work. I smile. With a quiet 

sigh of relief, I walk away knowing that I constructed this masterpiece. I walk to my hammock 

and just take a moment to rest. Taking a moment under the shade of my tree leaves and resting 

on my hammock, I, for the first time in my life, look out at the view. I see the sunset changing 

into a fiery orange and then a dark purple. It was aesthetic. I feel as though I now rest in peace 

with everyone and everything. The sunset brings me back to remember the first creator — God. I 

feel thankful for this beautiful painting of colors before me. I am thankful that God made it for 

me to enjoy. 



Monkey Massacre 

By Brandon Zamora 

 Boom! Boom! Boom! The sound awoke me from my slumber in the middle of the 

night, that, and the deafening sounds of the tireless, indistinguishable, and non-stop 

screeching of monkeys. So I ran, I ran through the muddy, confusing twists and turns of 

this island. For some reason, this burning inkling in my bones that told me that once a 

ceasefire occurred, I had to go see what had transpired. I went and saw the few, poor 

monkeys that survived the mass-shooting, unlike their numerous family members. They 

stood there quietly, petrified and paralyzed with grief as if the world they knew and 

loved, without any warning, had betrayed them.  

 Why did this happen? Was this an attempt at genocide? Or, was this simply an 

inhumane and intolerable sport? These thoughts that zoomed back and forth as quick as 

the speed of light began to consume me. As I walked around each lifeless body, I felt a 

connection to each and every monkey that died. It was almost as if we were of one heart 

and mind. I could barely stand the aroma; it smelled like hot garbage. My heart ached, I 

felt terrible for everyone, as well as, everything in this situation. Even the ground, for the 

ground had to taste the wretched bloodshed of these monkeys.  

 All of a sudden, I heard a monkey sob and say, "Ooh...ooh...ah...ah." Each word 

uttered contained more hurt and agony than the last. I slowly walked over to a particular 

monkey sitting on a log. He seemed different from the rest. The hair on his body was 

orange, not dark brown. I assumed it was an oragantang. This raises yet another 

question, why would an orangantang associate with dead monkeys? Once I came within 



five feet, I held out my hand as a sign of peace. He stopped his sobbing, and he very 

calmy, placed his hand in my palm.  

 His hand felt bloody and very rough, like sandpaper. I hugged him; as I did so, I 

felt like I had known this animal my entire life. It was incredible. The fact that I just met 

a member of a different species and grew so close to him in such a short amount of time 

left me with an indescribable feeling. I wiped a tear off of his gloom face, touching the 

scars all over it; it was a soft pink rift. We looked into each other's eyes and knew it was 

time to leave behind the bodies of the monkeys, as well as each other. He got up off of 

the log and left my life forever. That was the last time I saw him. As he walked away out 

of my life, he looked back one more time, almost as if he were saying, "See you later." 

And just as soon as I met him, he left. It was a fleeting moment between us, but it was 

precious to me. 

 The clouds parted while the sun emerged, and in that moment I stood up, realizing 

I stood in the middle of all the dead monkeys, like the epicenter of an earthquake. 

Everything improved in contrast to this morning-the smell faded and silence prevailed. 

That day, I learned silence spoke louder than sound - it was deafening. The day was 

better, but one question still remained. Why did these monkeys suffer such a brutal 

death?


