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� Skiing.  The word was stuck in my head.  This was the first time I was going skiing 

this season, I thought.  What if I forgot how to do this?  I began to worry.  I looked at my dad 

in the driver’s seat of our car.  My mom was next to him.  They were both listening to the 

radio.  I looked to my right.  There was my sister, Michelle, watching her video.  I looked out 

the window.  Cars and leafless trees came into my vision.  Pretty soon it was just a blur.  

 “I think we’re in New Jersey,” I whispered to myself.  I continued to look at the blur.  

For me, the car ride was quiet.  A little too quiet for my taste.  All of a sudden, I got a heavy 

feeling in my eyes.  I tried to fight it, but the next thing I knew I drifted off to sleep.



	
    The next thing I knew, my dad was shaking me and saying, “Wake up buddy. We’re 
here.” 

	
   Apparently here meant Campgaw, the lodge where we ski. 

 “Hold your skis and your boots,” my dad ordered.

	
 He handed me my skis and boots.  Let’s just say it hurt dragging those.  A lot.  Finally, I 
made it to the inside of the stuffy and crowded lodge.  I dragged my skis and boots to an 
empty space.

  	
 “Michy, take off your shoes,” my dad said to my sister.

  	
 She obeyed.  Then my dad wedged her boots on to her feet. I took off my shoes 
because I knew it was going to be my turn next.

  	
 “Here we go,” my dad said.

  	
 “Uh huh,” I said back.

  	
 He stuffed the first boot on my foot.

  	
 “Ugggh!” came out of my mouth.  “It feels like someone’s trying to squeeze my toes 
and my ankle together,” I whined.

 	
 “Come on,” my dad said.  “It’s time to go skiing.”
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 “Goodbye Michelle!” my dad and I called to my sister as we dropped her off at her skiing lessons.

Then we walked to the hill I call the warm up hill.  I put on my skiing goggles.  Suddenly, 

everything became darker.  Then we got to the top of the warm up hill.  I pushed myself forward 

and down I went.  At first I went slowly, but then I picked up speed.  Barely turning, I arrived at the 

bottom as fast as a cheetah.

  “That was easy,” I said to my dad.

  “Then do you want to try our normal hill?” my dad asked.

  “Yes!” I answered.

	
 After a long time of waiting on line, I finally got on the lift and after a long time of waiting on 

the lift I made it on the hill.  I went down the hill as fast as a jet a couple of times.

  Then my dad asked me, “Do you want to try the big hill?”

 “No,” I quickly replied.

  “Come on,” he shouted.

  “OK,” I squeaked.



  	
 I began to worry.  I just stared… and stared… and stared at the ground, until… we reached the 

top.  The top of the big, bright, soft, and terrifying monster hill.  The hill was wide with two sides.  It 

stood tall and proud.  There were no trees, but there was a very small shack.  The very thought of 

going down that hill made me very afraid.

 	
 As we were approaching the drop off point, I asked my dad, “Could we stay on the chair lift, 

so we can go back down?”

  	
 “You can go down by skiing down the hill,” my dad replied.

Then he lifted the bar and we got off.  I had butterflies in my stomach.  My heart was racing.  My 

hands were sweating (well they would be sweating if we were someplace warmer). 

 	
 “Dad, could you follow me down?” I asked. 

 	
 “Sure,” my dad responded.

  	
 I gulped as I reached the point of the hill where you start to go down.  That was when I started 

to go down carefully, turning as much as possible, to go as slow as possible.  Finally, I reached the 

middle hill and picked up speed. As I was zooming down the hill, my ski hit a small clump of snow!  

All of a sudden, I fell down.  My legs were aching and I spat out snow.  My dad helped me up and I 

finished the rest of the hill, but I was mad at the hill and wanted to try again. 



 	
 “Could I try again?” I asked my dad.

  	
  “Of course,” my dad answered.

  	
 I tried many times and kept on falling, but finally I finished the whole hill without falling.

  	
 “Yes!” I shouted.  “That was fun! Can we try that again?” I asked my dad. 

	
 “Sorry, we don’t have enough time.  Next time.  For now, we have to go home,” he replied.

In the car I thought the big hill was actually fun.  Maybe in the future I should try more 

challenging hills, so then I might become a master skier.


