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Interlochen 

 
The air was perpetually filled with the sweet aroma of pines which swayed in the steady 

breeze, surrounding the entire campus. Likewise bordering the camp was Green Lake, whose 

murky waters glistened under the blazing sun, which remained apparent due to the cloudless 

state of the azure sky. Yet above all, the part I loved most was the faint scent of coffee that 

lingered in and around all of the main buildings, due to the staff and camper’s constant 

consumption of the caffeinated ambrosia. Not only was Interlochen a beautiful place, but its 

summer camp was worldrenowned for unparalleled excellence in both visual and performing 

arts. People would spend a few weeks at this transformative place and leave with dozens of new 

mentors, hundreds of new friends, and a newlyearned level of skill in their art. Having attended 

the camp several years ago, Interlochen was not a stranger to me, yet as I stepped out of the car 

in the parking lot, I instantly knew my experience that summer would make a strong impression 

on me, one that could not begin to compare to any I may have had formerly or hereafter. 

At Interlochen, I had a similar routine every day, yet each day was progressively more 

engaging, more enthralling, and more demanding than the first. I would wake up every morning 

at six forty, go to orchestra rehearsal, attend my digital music class, practice violin, have 

chamber ensemble rehearsal, and finish the day with a gigantic scoop of frozen yogurt. As the 

days went on, Interlochen began to feel more and more like home, but it wasn’t till the fourth 

week of camp that I realized how much this place would impact my life. 



By the fourth week of camp, I had become tremendous friends with each and every one 

of the people in my cabin. I would talk with them about anything and everything I was thinking 

about, and they would do the same. My most vivid recollection of this was when the best friend 

of one of my cabin mates started dating my friend’s exboyfriend, who had broken up with her 

the week before camp started. To put it gently, she was a wreck for a while, unable to think of 

much else. At the time, if I was in her situation, I’m not sure I would’ve trusted anybody with 

such personal information, yet I was the first one she told. I, along with my other cabin mates, 

helped this person get through her misery, and ultimately, we became much closer because of it. 

It was during this period of time that I realized a true relationship is nothing without trust, and a 

friend is someone, despite any other factors, that one trusts. 

The fourth week of camp showed me that I didn’t have to wait months and months to 

trust someone, but that genuine friendship is something that can be created just because of the 

presence of trust in one another. Before I understood this idea of trust, I was confused why my 

cabin mate would confide in me regarding such a personal thing; I was amazed that they had 

such quick faith in me. However, I eventually realized that a friend is not necessarily someone 

one knows really well, but someone that, despite any other factors, one trusts. Now, I’m not 

naturally more quick to trust, but I understand that trust doesn’t necessarily come with time; I 

value my friendships more and try not to judge my peers, but simply trust that they know what’s 

best for themselves. Since week four at Interlochen, approximately six months later, I still 

remember this idea. Whether it actually affects my physical actions is uncertain, but mentally, it 

has caused a great deal of change. 



In addition to my social realization during the fourth week of camp, I also experienced a 

major change in my musical perspective. Though the fourth week’s music was no more 

challenging than the last, it had a much bigger impact on me. We were playing Brahms’s 

Symphony No. 4, a piece I previously had no knowledge about nor specific interest in. However, 

once I listened to it, I couldn’t stop hearing it everywhere I went. I remember that during that 

week, I hardly had a moment of free time that I didn’t dedicate to practicing the piece, if for no 

better reason than I loved to play it; each morning I woke up, earnestly awaiting orchestra 

rehearsal so that I could play it again. On the day of the concert, I remember being immensely 

disappointed that we wouldn’t be playing the piece in orchestra after that day, but I was also 

equally excited for the chance to share the piece with the whole camp. By the time the concert 

had started, the performance venue was filled with thousands of people, campers, parents, and 

random guests alike. There had been mistakes, as is inevitable, but it was nonetheless a 

remarkable event. Throughout the piece, I kept randomly smiling, simply because I had never 

been so happy. At the end of the piece, I remember feeling the urge to cry out of sheer happiness, 

but I restrained myself, that is, until I saw that everybody else was crying too. It was that concert, 

more specifically, that piece, that made me think about my goals and my future in an entirely 

different perspective. After that week, I knew I wouldn’t be able to live the rest of my life unless 

music was a major part of it. 

Interlochen influenced me by the way it strengthened and redirected my passion for 

violin. Before going to Interlochen that summer, I saw playing violin as a hobby; I retained this 

opinion even while at camp, until the fourth week where I played the piece that forever altered 

my opinion of music. Brahms’ Symphony No. 4 showed me that I needed music in my life just 



as much as I needed food, water, and shelter. There’s no concrete reason why that piece made me 

feel the way it did, but I suppose that is the beauty behind all music. It is not a tangible thing that 

can be reached, but rather a sporadicallyappearing state of mind that few can understand. When 

the concert marking the end of week four had finished, I realized that I couldn’t remember a time 

when I had ever been so happy and possessed feelings of such elation. Interlochen taught me 

many things about composing music and performing music, but above all else, it taught me that 

violin is my irrevocable passion, and there’s no way it can only exist in my life as a hobby. 

In the course of my life up till now, I’ve gone through many different experiences, 

overcome various obstacles, and have learned numerous lessons about myself, but the things that 

will always influence me the most are the things I learned at Interlochen Arts Camp. I went to 

become more proficient in music, but I left as a selfunderstanding individual, one who 

appreciates the meaning of friendship and understands their passion. What I learned at 

Interlochen I will always treasure, what I experienced I will always remember, and what I 

become will always be due, in part, to that fourth week I spent at IAC. 


