

It was the second day I was in camp. After breakfast, I enthusiastically signed up for beginner water skiing in the first available time period. I walked out to the waterfront and waited for my name to be called to go beginner skiing. 

“ Alex Beck go to ski area II”

. I walked all the way across the hot, rough sand to my destination. I was wondering what it would be like to ski, how hard it would be to ski, and how to ski.

I got to the second ski area. I decided to go last so that I could learn from everybody else. I sat on the sand listening to the other people teaching me how to ski.

They said, “Keep your arms straight. Keep your knees bent. Wait for the boat to pull you up instead of your doing it on your own, and once you’re up keep your back straight.”

Finally my turn came. I put on my life jacket, grabbed the skis and jumped into the cool estuary of the Chesapeake Bay. I swam nervously to the boat and the assist helped me put on my skis. I tensely got into position: knees bent, arms straight, curled up. I nervously said to the boat driver, “hit it” and the boat started.

I tried to push myself up but that only pushed me flat on my face into the turbulent water. I recuperated and told myself not to push myself up off the water. I again I said, “hit it”. A second later the boat started and I was pulled up out of the water. I quickly pulled my arms in and fell right back into the water. I tried this three more times, and each time I fell back into the water. By this time I was frustrated but determined.

On the sixth try I swam to the boat, grabbed the towrope and put on my skis. I curled into a ball for my last try at skiing for the day. I said, “hit it” to the driver.

The boat started, and I was successfully pulled out of the water. After a few milliseconds the haze of water cleared and I could see my acceleration of about thirty miles per hour. I felt so happy and proud that I was able to finally ski.

About twenty seconds later the boat turned but I didn’t. I hit the wake hard at a thirty-degree angle, lost my balance and pulled my arms in. I was jolted forwards into the disturbed frothy water. The boat turned around and picked me up out of the water. They drove my joyous self back to the waterfront. I jumped onto the hot beach so happy and proud that I had been able to ski the first few times I ever tried to. From that point on I will always know that I can at least do something right in life.
