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  Present Time 
 

Looking back on my life now I can honestly say I’ve come a long way...like a really long way - 
longer than the wait for Incredibles 2 to finally hit the silver screen. I can tell how confused you 
may be right now, like what’s he on about? but don’t you worry it’ll all make sense in due time. 
In the meantime, I’ll give you a little intro to who I am. My name is Tate Bailey and I grew up in 
East London with my mum, I am 18 years old and currently doing a Systems Development 
internship at Google. Now I know what you may be thinking, wait...18?! Working at Google!, 
nevertheless, this is my reality, this is my life. Don’t get it twisted though like if you were to tell 
me 12 years ago that I would be working at Google with some of the worlds brightest, 
innovative and creative minds, I never would’ve believed you (fair enough I was only 6 but you 
get my point). Honestly, I don’t believe it now - I would be more inclined to believe that 
Spiderman would come swooshing down from my roof to give me a cheeky high five and a pat 
on my back. I started this internship just over a month ago and I have to say it’s going well or at 
least I think it is, I’ve never been good at reading people. Raphael, a friend from university, 
introduced me to the head of the Systems Development team at Google, after meeting him at a 
seminar that we got invited to at the London School of Economics, he totally bigged me up to 
the guy though because I never would’ve been able to bag this opportunity on my own. As soon 
as he met him he got all Victor Frankenstein and started showing me off, pretty much revealing 
my whole life story and bombarding him with all of my achievements (I was shocked and 
slightly scared about the amount of stuff he knew about me, like half of the things I couldn’t 
even remember telling him). But I guess the guy didn’t mind the bombardment because literally 
the next day he wanted to meet with me to discuss an opening they had in their team, then 
before you know it I could officially say “I am an intern at Google”. Thinking about it, it wasn’t 
just a win for me, knowing Raph he’d claim bragging rights for life, and make it his personal 
mission to tell anyone who’d listen, “ Hey! I got Tate that internship at Google ya know” he’d 
say with a smug expression painted across his face. Man, you gotta love Raph.  
 
Raph is definitely one of my top three best friends, well come to think of it he couldn’t really 
rank any lower than three because I have only ever had two other best friends in my entire life, 
Dolly and Stan. Ahh, Dolly and Stan, they were my first ever friends back when I was 5, and my 
only friends for a long time. I can remember them so vividly. Dolly, with her hair literally as 
white as snow with like big cloud-like curls evenly placed around her head and all of her 
colourful woolen jumpers, that she’d knit herself while sitting back in her single armchair - 
covered in loads of them swirly old-fashioned patterns that I guarantee was somehow a 
recurring theme with the furniture throughout your grandparents house. Then there was Stan, 
he didn’t have ‘hair’ per say I mean he had what I’d say resembled that of an Ostrich’s hair (all 
fluffy and light) and all of his custom knitted jumpers,courtesy of Dolly of course, which all 
seemed to incorporate some shade of blue (come to think of it now, I can definitely see that 
blue was Stan’s favourite. I barely saw him in any other colour). I can even remember their 
house smelling like a fresh PG Tips tea bag brewing on the kitchen counter and the warmth of 
the sun beaming through the living room window onto my back when Stan would tell me one of 
the adventures of his childhood, from his old washed out blue armchair. Stan loved that chair, I 
never saw him leave it unless he needed to go to the toilet, it was literally an extension of his 
body. Dolly would always make jokes about him and that chair “How about you stop being a 
lazy old git, get up out of that bleedin’ chair and make me a tea eh?!” she’d say in her thick 
cockney accent, “Stan! Are you ever gonna get out of that bloody chair”, then Stan would either 
respond with a blank expression on his face or he’d jokingly say something like “Hey Tate never 
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get married, the only thing you’ll get out of it is an absolute headache” he’d chuckle. Dolly and 
Stan were that kind of couple that were so opposite that it made them so perfect for each 
other, the only thing that they had in common was how much they cared for and loved each 
other (ugh soppy I know) but it’s true. 
 
Dolly and Stan were basically my third set of grandparents. They always made sure I was well 
fed, until my gut was fighting to escape from the prison that was my trousers, with all the 
biscuits that I could stuff my face with and if my mum was working late Dolly would make me 
my favourite meal, spaghetti bolognese, with a mountain of cheese on top. I’ll never forget her 
spag-bol, it was easily the best I’ve ever had, even to this day, she’d make her tomato sauce 
completely from scratch -when I say scratch I mean she had a tin of tomato chunks and added 
her secret spices to it - and her spaghetti was always cooked to perfection, it was never under 
or overcooked, it was always done just right. Then came my cheesy mountain of...well cheese, 
every time we had it she’d let me have as much cheese as I wanted which was usually a 
mountain - as high as the kilimanjaro I must say - but we’d always agreed that we’d never tell 
my mum the amount of cheese I’d pile on, and I never knew whether this was because Dolly 
didn’t want my mum to be upset with her or because she wanted to save me from getting in 
trouble but hey-hoe, either way, I got to have all the cheese I could eat so I didn’t worry myself 
about the technicalities of it all. I just left it as “Our little secret”.  
 

Dolly and Stan 
 
Stan had one of those faces that just screamed “My life has been anything but uneventful” and 
there were probably countless times where he’d deem me worthy enough to tell me a story 
about one of the many adventures he had growing up, but for some reason, I can only 
remember one. I don’t know whether it’s because I literally have the memory of a teaspoon or if 
it’s because the last time Stan and I actually had a conversation was when I was about 9 or 10 -I 
like to tell myself it’s a combination of both just to make me seem less of an ass- if you’re smart 
enough then you know which one is most likely to be the reality. Stan would tell me stories 
about his life growing up in Canterbury, with all of his friends. He was the kind of kid that I 
wanted to be growing up; he had friends, he played outside all the time and he lived his 
childhood the way a child usually does (which wasn’t the case for me). He’d play all day and go 
on all kinds of amazing adventures with all of his friends and Stan always told me how 
important it was to have a good group of friends that you can rely on, “it’s not about the 
number of friends you have it’s the quality of your friendship." That was literally his mantra, 
every time I went to see him he’d always find a way to drop it into our little conversations, I 
think I was too young to understand what he was trying to tell me but there was something 
about the way he said it, I could see in his deep blue eyes how much he meant what he was 
saying. Stan and I’s connection was something very special to me because although I visited 
them quite frequently throughout my childhood we didn’t speak to each other all the time 
(partly because I was a really awkward kid) yet when we didn’t speak it was like we spoke all 
the time, Stan was the first person I encountered that really understood me (like really) which 
is why we got along so well. I remember there was one thing that would unfailingly excite me 
about our conversations...Stan’s adventures. Adventures sounded so fun when Stan would talk 
about them, there was always a different story (he’d never tell me the same one twice) that’s 
how I knew he had a childhood I could only dream of and when he got to the really cool parts 
he’d lean forward in his chair ever so slightly and cup his hands together(that’s how I’d know 
when it was a really good part). He only had two friends that he’d go on adventures with (can’t 
remember their names so I’ll call them G and H) G and H lived in the same part of the village as 
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Stan and so from a young age they had been playing together, one of the first adventures they 
had was their expedition to the forest nearby. This is the story that I promised myself I’d never 
forget because of how much it meant to Stan, just before he told me this story he told me 
 
 This is my favourite adventure out of them all because this is the day when I gained two very 
special friends. One day Tate I want you to be able to tell a story just like this to someone you 
really care about. 
 
I never went on an adventure of my own, not because I didn’t want to, I just didn’t have friends 
growing up, like G and H. He always said we’d go on one of our own, we’d even go back to 
Canterbury, where Stan had all of his adventures, and we’d explore all of the places he went on 
his adventures. I was always so excited when we’d talk about it. My first ever adventure! We 
never got round to it though, our adventure in Canterbury, not because I didn’t want to,  I just 
didn’t have any friends to go with after Stan.  
 
 
Dolly was a typical old white lady that didn’t care if she said something inappropriate or came 
off a bit standoffish, but she had one of the best hearts I have ever known. She'd always talk 
about her children but they weren’t even children by the sounds of it, because they didn’t live 
at her house and she would say how they’d drive her around in their cars when she needed to 
go to the doctors. They weren’t her children, they were her adults.  
She always showed me unconditional love, she was like having another grandma. Even though 
every time I visited her she would always say the typical phrase “oh my goodness you’ve grown 
so much” I never got tired of hearing her say it. For as long as I knew Dolly she was always on 
crutches but I didn’t know why and for some reason I never  asked her or my mum, despite my 
curiosity, but as I got older I soon realised that Dolly’s leg was in really bad shape (if I remember 
correctly it was her left leg) it looked like she had one of those bruises from playing a really 
intense game of rugby, it was all purple and pink running from her knee down to her foot. It 
looked so inflated that it seemed like any form of contact with her leg would cause her leg to 
just explode. You would think with Dolly being in the condition she was she’d ask everyone to 
get the things that were out of her reach, like a cup of tea or the TV remote, but it was the 
complete opposite with her, my mum and Stan would have to force Dolly to stay in her chair if 
she needed something.  Whenever I went over to visit I would never go into any other room in 
their house, I only ever went into the living room. 
 
The living room was literally the only room I had ever been in for the first five years I knew 
Dolly and Stan. It was your typical OAPs living room, from the deep dark colours of the 
patterned carpet to the velour sofas, no wait...their sofas were not that bougie...they were 
made out of like Chenille but was way more firm to the touch...what is it...well this is gonna 
bother me for the rest of my existence. Anyway, back to Dolly and Stan’s typical OAP living 
room fit with these random ceramic ornaments, like the ones you’d see a little farm girl hugging 
a sheep with a grin planted across her face from ear-to-ear, and their dinosaur of a TV - you 
know the ones with the massive extension at the back of them - placed firmly on this dark 
wooden cabinet with a little storage unit underneath where they’d hoard all of their TV guides. 
For some reason the TV was always really quiet whenever I went round, I don’t know whether 
that was so they didn’t have to battle over the TV when they had a conversation or simply 
because the TV’s purpose was to provide some ambient background noise so that they didn’t 
have to sit in dead silence. If I remember correctly they even had a fireplace, as you would 
expect to see in a house that looked like it didn’t have any sort of decor changes since the 70’s, 
but of course it wasn’t your traditional wood and fire kind of fireplace (oh no) it was your old 
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school British gas fireplace (you know the ones that turned out to be super dangerous to have 
in your house because of the heightened possibility of dying in your sleep from carbon 
monoxide poisoning, yep that one). I’m pretty sure it was broken though, I had never had the 
pleasure of feeling the warmth from the so-called fireplace - or as I like to call 
it…death-in-a-box - and living up to the true OAPs fashion, when you have a fireplace that no 
longer functions, the fireplace area was basically just a shrine of family photos through the 
decades (it was literally a timeline of the legacy that Dolly and Stan had created). It’s funny, 
because when you think of what kind of house a stereotypical old couple would have you’d 
probably imagine Dolly and Stan’s living room but with some less comforting additions like; a 
dark and dingy atmosphere, discoloured white net curtains and of course the pungent old 
people scent (which was probably only identifiable as boiled cabbage). Dolly and Stan did have 
aspects of their living room that you would find in a stereotypical old couple’s house, yet 
somehow it was the complete opposite. Instead of the stench of day old boiled cabbage it smelt 
comforting and cosy, imagine an old person version of a new baby smell, and although a lot of 
the furniture inside made it seem dark and dingy it was super cosy; like sitting in front of a 
warm fireplace; in a wooden rocking chair; with a nice warm blanket, then imagine being 
submerged in that feeling as soon as you stepped into a room, that was how their living room 
made me feel. To top it all off, they had a little glass bowl in the middle of their coffee table 
filled with...wait for it...the legendary...Werther’s originals toffee sweets! They were literally 
the first thing that I looked for whenever I went round - wow, I didn’t realise how bad that 
makes me sound - and I was never disappointed. It seemed like every time I visited them the 
bowl was fuller than the time before, almost like they were expecting me to raid the bowl so 
they topped it off just so that after I had left it didn’t seem like I had completely annihilated 
them. I’d never been the first person to take one though (goodness no) I did that thing like you 
know when there’s a plate of biscuits or bowl of sweets in the middle of the table but you’re not 
the only one in the room, so it’s totally inappropriate to be the first one to take it, so you wait 
for ages until somebody does then when someone bucks up the courage to take the plunge you 
take at least a handful to avoid the awkwardness after you finish it, that’s literally what every 
time I was there because it seemed like the most effective and subtle way to aid my addiction 
to those sweets. 
 
 
It was a warm Spring afternoon, I was sitting in my usual spot on Dolly and Stan’s living room 
floor in front of the coffee table - doing my volunteer duty of guarding the Werther’s bowl - the 
sun was beaming through the living room window, it was so bright if I hadn’t known any better I 
would’ve thought the sun was directly outside the window. Little did I know, on that day, the 
world as I knew it was about to change forever. While I was on duty Dolly had noticed that the 
bowl needed a top-up, and so as the head guard she asked 
 
 Tate love, do ya mind going to the kitchen to get some more sweeties? They’re in the cupboard 
beside the fridge, she said softly.  
When I first stepped into the kitchen I felt a feeling that to this day is indescribable - it would 
be like asking Neil Armstrong how he felt when he took his first step onto the moon - and no 
matter how hard I try to relive that experience it never feels the same. That was the first and 
last time I actually went into their kitchen but I remember it so vividly, it was like I was 
uncovering an uncharted room in their house. Have you ever seen that film West is West? If 
you saw this kitchen then you’d literally think you were on the set of that film, the decor was 
the epitome of retro, from the lino flooring to the laminate cabinets. The two most prominent 
things about the kitchen I can remember is the smell and the intense colour scheme. It smelled 
like warm rubber, but not in a really overwhelming way, like it was subtle but because it was 
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the only thing I could distinctively smell it made a lasting impression on my senses (the type of 
impression that meant if I were to smell the same scent (or even something remotely similar) 
my mind would automatically draw me back to that exact moment). Now the colour scheme 
thing is still something of a mystery, I know that it was definitely a light blue, of some 
description, but when I try to remember what part of the kitchen was that colour my mind goes 
blank. Like, I don’t know whether it was; the flooring; the cupboard units or the walls, all I can 
remember is that when I went into the kitchen that day it was really sunny so the sunlight was 
unapologetically beaming through the glass on the back door which just made all the surfaces 
illuminate with that light blue colour. I guess that’s something that will forever remain a 
mystery to me - unless I was to do the obvious thing of just asking my mum or aunt what part of 
the kitchen was actually that colour, but where’s the fun in that? My adventure had begun. My 
mission… get some more sweeties for the bowl, 
 
 They’re on the bottom shelf in the cupboard next to the fridge, she shouted from her chair in 
the living room.  
 
I stood in the doorway of the kitchen meticulously scanning its layout so that I could plan my 
entry and exit route as effectively as possible. First I located the fridge, roughly five paces 
North of my current position sandwiched in between two cupboards. But which of the 
cupboards had the sweets inside it?  Dolly didn’t tell me which one it was. ‘Left...right?’ I 
could’ve just ran back to the living room to ask, but I didn’t want Dolly to think I couldn’t handle 
my mission. I knew what I had to do...I had to just go with my gut and hope my mission had a 
successful outcome. 
 
 Tate, what’s taking ya so long? You alright my love? Dolly said in a more confused than 
concerned tone, the pressure was building. 
 
I had to get this right or my mission was a complete and utter failure. I slowly approached the 
fridge ‘1 2 3 4 5’  I whispered into my chest. I took a deep breath. ‘Left or right?’ It was crunch 
time. I reached for the door on the right (I’ll never forget how the sun shone on the laminate 
cupboard door) there was just something about the way the left cupboard looked, it didn’t 
appear hopeful, behind that cupboard door was nothing but disappointment. I grabbed the 
dark oak-like handle of the laminate cupboard on the right-hand side of the fridge, all while 
staring at the cupboard on the left questioning whether I had made the right decision but it was 
all too late now. I slowly pulled the cupboard door back towards me, not too fast but not too 
slow (I wasn’t prepared enough for what I’d find behind that cupboard door, whether following 
my gut was the correct decision). As the door was halfway open I saw something I didn’t expect 
to see. It was a plastic bag, but it didn’t have a label or anything, it was a black bag but not the 
ones for the rubbish. At that point the door was fully open, and surprisingly the cupboard was 
pretty bare - to be honest I don’t really know what I expected to see in there - all there I could 
see were; some kitchen towels; this old rusty tin with a little opening on the top for coins; two 
more glass bowls like sweet bowl in the livingroom and the rest of the stuff in there I couldn’t 
even start to try and remember what they were (just imagine looking in one of your 
grandparents cupboard to fill in my gaps). 
 
 Tate, have you got it yet? It’s in the cupboard next to the fridge 
 
I was looking in a cupboard, 
 
 On the bottom shelf, she added like I didn’t feel enough pressure. 
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I shrugged my shoulders and just grabbed the bag - YOLO - closed the cupboard and made my 
way back to the living room, I didn’t even check if the sweets were in there or not. When I left 
the kitchen I remember feeling like I had really conquered something but that feeling didn’t last 
very long. By the time I was half-way down the corridor I began to feel really nervous...like 
really nervous. What if I hadn’t chosen the right cupboard. Should I have gone to the left? Was 
it even in the black bag or should I have looked deeper into the cupboard? I stood at the living 
room door with this blank expression on my face. What was I meant to say? Oh sorry, Dolly, I 
didn’t get the sweets because I went into the wrong cupboard, then what would she think of 
me? She would never let me into the kitchen again, I had never even been into the bathroom 
(which is really weird now I think about it but don’t worry I didn’t just pee myself waiting for 
the invitation) I hadn’t even clapped eyes on their bedroom yet, honestly I had no idea where it 
was because from what I remember just past the kitchen was this long winding corridor with 
no sort of indication for my mind to think oh, so that’s where their bedroom is. to As I slowly 
approached the chair I could feel tiny beads of sweat cascading down my forehead to my 
cheeks, it was like everything was happening in slow motion - which really puts into 
perspective how many comic books I actually read growing up...wow). Dolly turned her head 
with this puzzled look on her face  
 
Tate, why’s your face like that? she questioned, what on earth happened in that kitchen? she 
said as she began to chuckle. 
 
I’m glad she found some humour within this disaster, I thought to myself - I know, I was a 
proper drama king - but I’m almost glad she did because it gave me some reassurance, maybe I 
did chose the right cupboard and the content of this bag was indeed the sweets.  
 
What ya givin’ that to me for? 
 
I froze…oh no...I was wrong...this isn’t the right bag - it felt like the moment Luke Skywalker 
found out that Darth Vader was his dad - I know you know where those go Tate, put them in 
the bowl darlin’,  
 
Ahhh, I exhaled as my entire body melted in relief.  
  
I can remember so vividly walking over to the glass bowl, in the middle of the coffee table. 
Pouring the sweets from the bag and watching them falling out of the bag so fluently, like a 
shiny golden waterfall.  
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University 
 
I remember my university days, I mean how could I forget them. It was the first place I had been 
in my life where I didn’t feel out of place, the place where I met my third best friend (after Dolly 
and Stan of course) it was the place where I felt normal for once. Don’t get me wrong I was 
super scared about going to university because first of all  I was only 10 years old when I 
started, and all of my other experiences in education were...well let’s just say I didn’t have the 
best time in school plus I didn’t know anyone there except my mum, she had to stay with me to 
chaperone me to lessons and stuff. I had no idea what to expect from this new experience 
because I had never really done anything exciting or out of the ordinary throughout my 
childhood, it was all very routine and structured, which I didn’t mind (or at least I didn’t think I 
minded) the only thing I knew to expect from university is what I would learn from the subjects 
that I was studying. Mathematics and Computer Science, Physics and Mathematics and 
Statistics - nerd alert, right?- they were the courses I needed to do so I could get into the 
software development or something around that field of work. Physics has been something 
that fascinated me before I could even know what it was called, I knew that I was curious as to 
why the universe is what it is, why we can look up into the sky and literally see the past with 
our bare eyes, it always puzzled me how people could just go about their day to day lives and 
not stop to wonder about these things. Even though I did have a level of respect and love for 
Mathematics and Computer Science and Mathematics and Statistics, Physics was definitely my 
favourite out of them all, and it changed my life in more ways than one.  

~ 
 Candidate N.o: 1909993025 
                                                                                                                                 Interviewer: Mr. Giorgio  
                                                                                                                      Candidate Name: Tate-Caleb Bailey 
D.O.B:  03/03/11 
Admissions: Undergraduate 
Courses:  
Mathematics and Computer Science (MCS) 
Mathematics and Statistics (MS) 
Physics 
 

Interview Notes: 
● Referral by BE- Child prodigy 
● IQ: 139 
● Conditional Offer (must complete entry exam) 
- Very closed body language, no eye contact when answering questions (obvious lack of 

confidence in himself). 
- Despite his naïve age, he’s quite articulate with his responses (clearly showing signs of 

his overly developed mind). 
- Responds more openly and positively to more informal conversations about science. 

Specifically the cosmology. 
- Obvious that he has great potential in Physics, MCS, and MS. 
- Becomes more comfortable as time progresses (more open body language and eye 

contact). 
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Interview Summary:  
Initially, I underestimated the capabilities of this young boy, but after this interview, it was 
evident that he possessed gifts that superseded one's expectations. He seemed to be filled 
with enthusiasm about starting the courses, as the interview drew to a close he became more 
comfortable and spoke more about his anticipation of his possible university career. Despite 
his age, Tate was very articulate with his responses and the way in which he answered 
questions was something that is less common with children his age. Tate doesn’t show any 
signs that suggest he is fully aware of how rare his gift is, he has a very humble attitude towards 
his abilities. Also, he didn’t seem to acknowledge the fact that he has been put forward to begin 
university at a very premature age. Today’s interview was undoubtedly one of most interesting 
interactions I have had with a potential Oxford undergraduate student in all of my career, and I 
have no doubt that this gifted young boy will achieve nothing but amazing things in not only his 
time at Oxford but throughout his life. 
 

~ 
I was gazing out the window of my mums burgundy 2006 Ford Focus ZX4 SES being fascinated 
by how the bushes on the edge of the motorway didn’t even look like bushes anymore, they 
were just an endless green blur racing beside our car. It came the day. The most anticipated day 
of my childhood. I was starting my journey as a “prodigy” a “young genius” the “Albert Einstein 
of his generation, and many others that followed)”. University. I was finally starting university. 
Now for some people, they would be either be filled with the daunting feeling of having to 
become a functioning self-sufficient adult or the immense workload and the fact that you could 
be stuck in a lecture that could start as early as 8 am and finish as late as 5 pm (sometimes even 
later). On the other hand, they’d be ecstatic at the entire prospect of being freed from the 
unyielding grasp that is their parents and  going to freshers, partying from the darkness of the 
nighttime to the early dawns of the morning (and repeating that process for a whole week), 
even  meeting new people and making a new group of friends and having your own space to live 
in. Looking back I feel as though I fell somewhere in between that spectrum of emotions 
because I wasn’t really all alone -they let my mum stay with me because I was only six it’s not 
like I could stay by myself. The only thing I could really be worried about is the workload, but 
even so, I wouldn’t be distracted by much cause there isn’t much entertainment for a 
six-year-old boy at a university - surprisingly. 
              For some reason the  journey to university seemed longer than the last time I went, for 
my interview, I don’t know whether that was because I was slightly more anxious this time 
around (which I didn’t think was possible considering the fact that I was pretty certain it wasn’t 
possible to be more nervous than I was for my interview). What was meant to be a two-hour 
drive felt more like a two-day journey, I remember saying over and over in my head when will 
this journey end? did it really take this long last time?! Then the next thing I knew the blurry 
greenery, that was basically keeping me company for the whole journey seemed to have 
escaped me,  “we’re here Tate!” my mum beamed as she pulled into the driveway up to the 
entrance. I’ll never forget the way I felt at that moment, I started to uncontrollably blink in an 
effort allow my eyes to regain moisture because they felt like they had a thick layer of dust 
over them (probably because my eyes were wind open for the majority of the journey). Despite 
my longing for the journey to come to an end another two-day journey in my mums' car didn’t 
seem like an awful idea. I wasn’t ready yet. What am I  doing here, I whispered to myself. I heard 
my mums door thud shut and her feet dragging on the gravel on the floor, 
 
 Come on then slow coach, she chuckled as she opened the boot of the car to get our suitcases. 
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How was she so calm, I’m was her little boy and I was starting university yet she 
seemed...happy, 
 
 Aren’t you excited Tate? she said as popped her head around the side of the boot door, 
 
 Yes, of course, I am, I murmured into my chest. 
 
 I slid down from my booster seat out of the car and stared down at my feet as I landed on the 
gravel and crunched beneath my shoes, then I heard more footsteps but they were moving 
quite quickly but it wasn’t my mum, she was still unloading the bags, I slowly unburied my head 
from my chest and looked up at the sky, I couldn’t see a thing cause the sun was beaming into 
my eyes. 
 
 Ah, nice to see you’ve arrived safely, this tall dark figure eclipsed the sun above me giving my 
eyes time to readjust, 
 
Oh hello there, you must be Dean Bennett, my mum came around from the back of the car with 
her arm fully extended, to shake her hand 
 
 Great to see you both, he said as she was shaking my mum's hand, hello there Tate, she 
crouched down to my height and whispered,  I’ve heard many wonderful things about you - 
baring in mind I had no idea who this lady was -  
 
Say hello then Tate,  my mum nudged my arm in an attempt to encourage me to engage in 
conversation with this “Dean Bennett” 
 
If I was Dolly I’d probably say something really bad like “get out of my bloody face”, that’s the 
kind of woman she was and she never apologetic about it. That’s why I consider her as  one of 
my best friends because if there’s anything thing that Dolly taught me it’s to say what’s on your 
mind and worry about any consequences later, which is a mantra I carry with me to this day - 
which was what Dean Bennett was about to be faced with, unbeknown to her. I thought to 
myself WWDD (What Would Dolly Do), took a deep breath and said 
 
Who on Earth are you?  
 
I may have seemed all confident on the outside but boy was scared. I had never spoken to 
anyone like that before. What was I thinking! Dolly was the only person I knew that could pull 
off that kind of attitude - probably because she was old - oh god I’m definitely getting kicked 
out for that, and I haven’t even stepped through the door. 
 
Tate! Apologise right now a young man, my mum gasped in disbelief of my new found attitude  
 
Oh, that’s quite alright Ms. Bailey, she chuckled as she rose from her crouched state, Tate and I 
have never had the pleasure of meeting before. Hello Tate, my name is Ms. Bennett and I am 
the Dean of Admissions here at Oxford, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you I hope you don’t mind 
me showing your our grounds before you get settled in, do you? 
 
I was shocked, she seemed to handle my attitude way better than I had expected, so well that 
she even apologised- now I get why Dolly was like this, it was really fun. From that moment I 
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knew that Ms. Bennett was a good lady, she made me feel comfortable and relax about this 
whole experience, I think she was able to see through my whole I don’t care what anybody 
thinks attitude to see how nervous I was and she wanted to make this transition as stress free 
as possible. We all walked over to the entrance of the university, the tiny rocks crunching and 
grinding under our feet, Ms. Bennett was giving my mum and I an overview of what the whole 
introductory tour would entail, 
 
So first we’re going to set your bags in your room so you don’t have to lug them around, she 
said pointing to the student accommodation buildings 
 
As Ms. Bennett was talking her voice seemed to become more and more distant to the point 
where her voice sounded all muffled and distorted, I looked up at my mum and she was already 
looking down at me with so much happiness in her eyes and the warmest smile on her face. I 
held her hand and smiled back. I had never seen her this happy before. 
 
I am so proud of you Tatey, she whispered softly 
 
This was a moment that I could never forget. My first ever adventure. 
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