Raging Waters 

As the large wave rushed toward us, I paddled with all of my might. My muscles throbbed and ached while blisters started to form on my hands. I gripped my paddle tight and pushed it into the water. The water pushed back, forcing my paddle out of the water. I was determined to survive the situation and dug my paddle back into the water, rowing forward. But it was too late. I was doomed.
When I first signed up for the whitewater rafting trip, I was looking for excitement and a chance to smile. I was a camp counselor at Exploration Summer Program at Yale University in New Haven, Connecticut and I hated it. I was far away from home and was counting the days until I returned to Virginia. I was eager to see my friends, family, and be able to enjoy a room all to myself with air conditioning.  When I found out there was an extra space on the rafting trip, I jumped at the chance to go and turn my summer around. “This will be the story I rub in all my friends’ faces back at home!” I thought to myself.
When we finally arrived at the river site, the view before me was terrifyingly beautiful. Birds were singing and the pine trees were tall and lush. The river, however, was raging—a force to be reckoned with. The raft captains ushered us into a large, white tent filled with picnic benches. They separated us into rafts and our raft captain told us general safety trips for today’s ride.
"And this last safety tip is especially important," our raft captain said sternly. "If you are thrown out of our raft, lay on your back. If you try to stand up, your feet will get stuck in the mud and you will die." He paused and watched to make sure we understood the seriousness of his comments.

"Um, how often does that happen?" I asked quietly and shyly, beginning to regret coming on the whitewater rafting trip.

"It is very rare," he said, smiling now. "But it is always good to be prepared."

Fifteen minutes later, I became one of these rare few and hoped his advice would ensure my survival.

As soon as I found my seat on the large, yellow, inflatable raft, I was amazed at the sight before me. The water seemed alive. It whooshed past us, powerful and strong. As the water hit the rocks in the river, it made a loud crashing noise, much louder than the calm waves I have heard at the beach. Water splashed into our raft and I shivered as the icy water hit my skin. 
We began rowing down the river and a large wave rushed toward us, I paddled with all of my might but it was too late. I was doomed. I fell out of the raft and thought I was going to drown. Moments later, another raft rowed by and pulled me up, saving my life. 
During this whitewater trip, I realized how lucky I am to be alive. It made me appreciate my family and friends so much more. I called them immediately after we got back to camp and told them how much I loved them. We should all take every moment as a blessing because you never know when a moment might be your last. 
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