
 

Water Skiing Miracle 
By: Benjamin Breitman



! It was a beautiful, I mean beautiful, day at Camp Taconic, where my 
sister and I went to sleep-away camp.  The sun was baking us like cookies.  We 
smelled the smell of wet grass.  I was glad it was nice out for two reasons: 
one, it was visiting day and my family was here; and two, I was going water 
skiing and it was the perfect day to do it. 

! Camp Taconic is in the Berkshires.  My family came from my grandparents’ 
house in Copake Lake, which is near Camp Taconic.  They were so excited to see 
us.  I was extremely happy to see them, and was determined to impress them 
with my water skiing. 



  “I’m so excited that you’re going waterskiing!” my mom shouted to me.   

! “I know!” I replied. 

! “You’re going to get up today,” My dad elbowed me. 

! “Yeah,” I answered sounding hopeful. 

! My thoughts about my performance were conflicted.  On the one hand, I 
wondered, “Will I get up today?”  On the other hand, I thought, feeling 
very 
confident, “Of course, I will!” 

! Before it was time to go waterskiing, we went for a swim in the pool.  
It was 
scorching out, and the water felt so refreshing.  When we got out of the 
pool, my 
dad called, “Let’s go get some lunch.” 

! “No time!” I shouted.  “We’ve got to get to the ski dock.” 



  ! “But I’m hungry!” my sister Blythe complained.

! “Benjamin, it’s getting late and we haven’t had lunch yet,” my mom 
pointed out.   

! “The barbeque will be over if we wait too long,” my grandma agreed. 

! “But I made a reservation for water skiing at 12:00,” I argued. 

! “Fine, if you made a reservation, we will go to the ski dock,” my mom 
sighed. 

! I dragged my family to the ski dock.  The ski dock was not far from 
the pool.  In fact, it was very close.  The dock was long, wide and made 
out of wood.  It was perfect for skiing.  The lake looked so clear, and 
the sun sparkled on the water. I couldn’t wait to show my family how well 
I could ski.    



 
Unfortunately, we were waiting for a long time.  There 

was a long line, and kids  
kept cutting in front of me.  “Ugh,” I groaned.  
 

“It will be quick,” my mom assured me.  
 
“Whatever,” I sighed.  

 
About 45 minutes later, it was my finally my turn. 

 “Yes,” I whispered to  
myself.  I was very confident about getting up on the 
skis.  “Let’s go, Ben,” I  

thought encouragingly.  “Look at me!” I yelled from the 
water.  
 

“Go Benjamin,” my dad cheered from the dock.  
 
The water felt smooth on my skin, but it was bumping me 

around the lake  
because the boat was making waves.  
 

“Are you ready?” the boat driver called from the boat.  
 
“Yes,” I yelled confidently over the sound of the 

motor.  
 

The boat started to move forward.  I tried to stand up, 
but gravity was  
apparently against me.  Splash, I fell!  The water 

jumped all around me.  One of  
my skis flew off and was floating next to me in the 
water.  I flailed around and  

tried to grab it.  Eventually, I reached it and put it 
back on.  It was not easy to  
put the ski back on when I was floating in the water.  

 
“Try again!” my grandpa shouted from the dock.  
 

Vroom.  SPLASH!    
 
Vroom.  SPLASH!  

 
Vroom.  SPLASH!  
 



After about ten more attempts, my family was getting very hungry and 
restless.  My mom, sister and grandma went to get lunch at the barbeque.  I 
was 
tired and hungry, but I felt very determined.  A part of me wanted to give 
up, but 
I knew I couldn’t.   

“Excuse me,” my grandpa said to an instructor.  “Can Ben go with the other 
driver?” he asked.  My grandpa convinced the instructor to switch me from 
this 
driver to the best driver, Tex.  My grandpa always stands up for my sister 
and 
me, and I really owe him one. 

I fell a few more times.  “This is your last chance, Benjamin,” Tex called 
from the boat.   

“Now it’s my time to shine,” I told myself.  At that point, I was only 
focused on 
getting up on the skis and achieving my goal.  The boat started pulling me 
forward.  At first it felt uncomfortable, but then I got the hang of it.  I 
rose up 
slowly, and I was skiing!  The wind was blowing in my face, and I felt like 
I could 
do anything.  I felt so proud of myself.  “I’m like Superman,” I almost said 
out 
loud.  It was a waterskiing miracle!  I was glad I hadn’t given up. 

After five amazing minutes, I ran out of the water to my grandpa who gave me 
a 
big squeeze.  “That was awesome,” he yelled. 

My dad gave me a high-five.  “That was great!” he shouted. 

“Ok,” I answered.  “Now we can get some lunch!”  I dashed to the barbeque.   
I couldn’t wait to share the exciting news with the rest of my family.  
Also, I 
knew my mom had a fat, juicy cheeseburger waiting for me! 

On that day, I learned to have perseverance, and put my heart into 
everything I do.  By the end of the summer I was a waterskiing champ.


