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I slammed the car door and stood idly, as my friend and I saw the golden Lexus SUV slowly back the fishing/skiing boat into the water. I watched Jared make gestures and smiled, pretending like I knew what he was trying to tell me. Water bubbled up around the bottom of the boat as it slowly became level with the rest of the water. Ah, we were about to embark on yet another exciting boat trip in our new Stratos, and this time one of my buds would be there! “Fun fun!” I thought to myself.

My mother shouted out an “Okay!” and the SUV stopped. My father stepped out the driver’s side and headed to the front of the boat, undoing a crank and other mechanisms holding the boat to the end of the van. The boat backed out into the water and my mom signaled Jared and me to get in the boat while my dad parked the SUV. We got everything ready to go, my dad started the engine, and we were on our way!

Every time the boat skimmed across the lake, I sat at the front and let the wind blow in my face. The scenery was beautiful, but especially breathtaking when it was sunset, with a collage of smeared pinks and blues reflecting off the rippled surface of the water. Also while sitting at the front, seeing as the wind blocked out my voice so the others could not hear, I sung lyrics to songs or made some up myself. I really enjoy creating songs and singing them to myself, and the feel of the wind on my face added a light adrenaline rush to the feel of it. Whenever we stopped, I just found something to do and was usually swimming. Sometimes I ate too, and we stopped at a dock to get lunch once. 

On a phone call, my mother organized some things with friends her and dad, and decided to eat dinner together with them. Meanwhile, I plunged down into the water in a dive. Almost immediately I rammed up against something gushy, followed by a rock hard surface. Having hit face, and even more specifically mouth first, I immediately swam upward as fast as I could. After climbing on the boat and having time to sort my thoughts, I realized I had dove into a pile of rock and mud. I did not want anyone to know, knowing the attention I would get, so I wiped the mud and stones off my face and tried desperately to get my top lip unhooked from my braces. By the time I got my lip loose, everyone had noticed my bleeding face, and we were at the dock waiting for our company to board the boat. 


My parents’ friends had brought food along, but I couldn’t eat. If I moved my mouth too much my lips would get stuck on my braces again, and my teeth were pretty sore. You have no idea how annoying it was! I could hardly talk without it getting stuck again and it really hurt when it did. So I just continued to sit in front of the boat and stare out at the horizon, angry and not able to sing.

When the trip came to an end, we packed everything up. The whole rock thing sucked, but at least all the zits would be off my face once it had healed! The trip was pretty fun, and I hardly regret it all.

