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This is the story about the time Camille stole a car and drove it into a pond. It was at St. Hildegard's, 
the boarding school in Connecticut where her parents sent her after she nearly failed out of high 
school in New York. St. Hildegard's was in a strange transitional stage: not quite larva, not quite 
butterfly. There were nuns, but they only taught certain classes, like religion or Bible studies, some 
philosophy, and some music. The rest of the classes were taught by regular teachers, who were not 
religious. Even the religious classes were only half-religious.

St. Hildegard's resembled a castle that was only one-story high, and it went on and on forever, so that 
walking from one end to the other took a good twenty minutes. A scenic twenty minutes, anyone 
would have to admit. Footpaths wove through big droopy willows, alongside well-tended shrubbery 
shaped into horses and elephants and giraffes. The school was expensive, obviously. It was at the 
top of a hill, with a view of the town below. The town was cute, but boring. Thursday was open mic 
night at the cafe. Wednesday was movie night at the library. Tuesday everyone went to bed early.

There was also, on campus, a pond.

A few words about St. Hildegard, the saint after whom the school was named: St. Hildegard of Bingen 
was born almost a thousand years ago, on the banks of the Rhine, in what today would be Germany. 
She was a nun; she gained fame as a mystic. She had visions, and wrote about them. She also wrote 
about nature, science, and medicine. She was adept at philosophy and music and she created her 
own alphabet. She described the universe as an egg.

Hildegard refused to record her visions until the age of 43. She had been having them, she claimed, 
since the age of three. It took forty years of silence before she was able to share her innermost self 
with the world. Camille liked many things about Hildegard-her audacity, her wide-ranging mind-but 
most of all Camille liked the forty years. Not the years themselves, but that it had taken that much 
convincing to get Hildegard to write the visions down. 

Maybe this was because anytime Camille had a thought, no matter how trivial, she posted it to her 
Tumblr. And she spent a lot of time on Tumblr, reading about books, science, funny things people 
were saying on the Internet, stuff like that. But no one on Tumblr described the universe as an egg. 
No one spent forty years with their secrets.

Camille knew it was too late to be like Hildegard. It was too late even to be a modern-day Hildegard. 
This world was not Hildegard's world. A person couldn't just shut herself up, away from it all, to think. 
There were too many temptations.

Like, for instance, the roof of the dormitories. No one was allowed on the roof, but the girls of St. 
Hildegard's boarding school knew how to maneuver themselves in such a way, at a certain spot 
where the walls were close together, that they could clamber up and onto the roof. From there you 
could see the school grounds roll down to the little valley where the town slept. And beyond that, the 
hills swelled up slightly and dipped again, on and on.

The roof of the dorms overlooked the pond. The pond was called Mirror Lake. It wasn't a lake, 

ReadWorks.org · © 2014 ReadWorks®, Inc. All rights reserved.



The Time Camille Stole a Car

obviously, but the "mirror" part was apt: around the pond were tall lamps with yellow and blue lights, 
and at night the lights shimmered and danced on the water as the breeze blew.

One night when Camille was on the roof she decided that if she could not be like Hildegard, she 
would proceed in the opposite direction. She would be the anti-Hildegard. That was the only way to 
live up to the great woman-to be nothing like her at all. If she and Hildegard stood back to back at 
the top of the hill, Camille reasoned, and headed off in a perfectly straight line, eventually they would 
meet. They would travel through mountain passes, across deserts, over oceans, and eventually the 
two of them would come face to face with each other. Because the earth is round. Just like an egg.

After classes ended the next day, Camille sat under a willow tree to read. She tried to concentrate, 
but was feeling extremely restless. It was more than boredom. Or maybe it was boredom, but a more 
intense boredom than she had ever felt before. Camille knew that if Hildegard were in Camille's place, 
Hildegard would probably be reading. And if Camille was to be the anti-Hildegard, the first thing to do 
was to put down the book.

So she did. She roamed. She wandered. She peeked her head into the gym, where a volleyball game 
was taking place. She looked through a window into the cafeteria, which was empty. The floors had 
already been swept and mopped; they gleamed like the pond's water at night.

She decided to climb to the highest point on the school grounds: an old cemetery that nobody had 
been buried in for a hundred years. There was a path that ran right through the middle of the 
cemetery and down the hill.

When she reached the top, she sat and looked out on the school. The people she saw seemed so 
certain about what they were doing. They hurried along, or took their time and laughed with friends. 
No one looked confused. No one looked unsure. Even those who seemed sad seemed certain of their 
sadness.

Camille saw a car pull up near the gate of the graveyard. A man got out, opened the back door, 
grabbed a box of pizza from the back, and headed off to the dorm across the street. Pizza delivery 
guys always messed this up. You couldn't enter this particular dorm from the front; the front door was 
broken; you had to go around back.

Camille started off down the hill to tell the guy, but before she could, he seemed to figure it out. He 
went around back. By this time Camille had reached the bottom of the hill. It should be noted that at 
the end of the road was the pond. It should be noted that Camille did not have her driver's license, 
and that she had never driven a car before.

Camille approached the car. The car was running. The keys were in the ignition. The door was open.
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The Time Camille Stole a Car - Comprehension Questions

Name: ___________________________________ Date: _______________

1. Where does this story take place?

2. What major action does this story build up to?

3. Camille would go up to the roof of St. Hildegard's, even though no one was allowed 

on the roof. She also stole a pizza delivery guy's car. Based on these two details from 

the text, what can you infer about Camille's character?

4. How does Camille feel about Saint Hildegard, the saint after whom her school was 

named?

5. The text says that it is the story of the time Camille stole a car and drove it into a 

pond, but it doesn't actually include that scene. What is this text mostly about?

6. Read the following text, from when Camille looks into the cafeteria: "The floors had 

already been swept and mopped; they gleamed like the pond's water at night."

Why might the author have mentioned the pond in this text?

7. What word or phrase best completes the sentence? Camille decides to wander the 

grounds ________ she feels extremely restless.

8. Why does Camille decide to be the anti-Hildegard?

9. Describe at least three of Camille's characteristics. Use evidence from the text to 

support your description.

10. Based on what you know or can infer about Camille's character, why might Camille 

have stolen the pizza delivery guy's car? Use evidence from the text to support your 

answer.
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