
 
 

 

Surfing  
 

Written by Emma Whisler 
 

“Why don’t you try surfing?” Mom asked as we passed by a surf shack with a sign on it. It said Ladies 

Surfing Night- $10 instructions and rentals in a chalky purple color that caught my eye. 

“Sure!” I exclaimed. It was always something I wanted to try, so why not? It was the perfect night, too. 

York Beach in Maine was at low tide, and the sun was just setting. The light from the sun reflected off 

the clouds making the sky look as if someone had painted them in shades of purple and blue. The cool 

breeze made me shiver a bit, as wisps of hair flew into my face. 

My friend Abby, her Aunt Jen, and I were going to surf. Once we got to the surf shack, a short man 

with curly brown hair wearing a black wetsuit met us at the front desk. “Hi, I’m Jim and I will be your 

instructor this evening.” Jim handed us rubbery black and purple wetsuits. “Try these on,” he said, and 

practically shoved the suits in front of us and directed us to the dressing rooms. As I stepped into the 

wetsuit, it felt like my body was in a single rubber glove that had been soaking in saltwater for weeks. I 

looked ridiculous. On top of that, it was uncomfortable and sticky. Why did they have us put these on?  

Once we were free to go outside and wait for the instructor, Abby and I left the snug surf shop and 

headed across the street. As soon as I got to the other side of the street, I immediately flung my flip-

flops on the ground and darted for the sand. Abby followed. I felt the rough, cool sand beneath my 

toes, and smelled the salty breeze passing as we ran. The beach was quiet, except for the ever so slight 

sound of waves crashing on the sand. 

“Can I get some help?” Jim yelled off from the distance. He was carrying two surfboards, and a third 

was lying on the ground. Abby and I went up to assist him. We carried one together, because they were 

each about nine feet tall. The surfboards were stubborn and nearly made Abby and I fall to our feet. It 

almost seemed as if we were puppies carrying sticks too big to handle. Abby’s Aunt Jen and Jim each 

carried the others down to the water. 

As we set the boards down, Jim taught us about surfing. “You have to wait for the perfect wave. If it’s 

too big, it’ll take you under. If it’s too small, you won’t get anywhere,” he said pleasantly in his low, 

deep voice. Jim took the board and laid it on the sand then told us how to ride it. “Say if you’re 

catching a wave-- you have to turn your body so it’s facing the sand. Make sure your stomach is placed 

in the middle of the board. Start paddling with your arms as fast as you can, and then get yourself up 

quickly. Keep one foot in front at all times, so you are able to balance yourself...”  

Jim kept rambling on. There was so much information to take in, it was hard to concentrate. I wish he 

would have hurried up. All I wanted to do was get in the water and surf. I was getting impatient. After 

Jim stopped talking, we were finally going to go into the water. I heard a muffled “Good luck, Em.” 

from my Aunt Bridget who was watching from a distance. Once I got into the frigid water, I realized 

why we had needed the uncomfortable wetsuits. I could already feel pins and needles in my toes, but 

the rest of my body was warm, covered by the wetsuit. “It’s not even cold!” Abby said excitedly, and I 

splashed water at her. “Hey!” she exclaimed, splashing water back at me. 

“If it’s not cold, why did you scream?” I teased. 



We went into the wavy water, clinging onto our surf boards as we waited for Jim to speak. He told us 

we could go. The waves were not too high; they were probably four feet tall. Once I spotted one, I held 

onto the board tightly and hopped on, flopping on my stomach like a seal on land. I started to paddle 

slowly. When the wave got closer I tried to stand up onto the board, but I toppled into the cold ocean. 

The briny taste of the water was on my tongue. Although it was my first try, I expected to do a lot 

better. I was a little upset with myself because I never pictured surfing to be this difficult. As I watched 

Abby, she paddled slowly as a wave neared her. Abby quickly brought herself up to a standing 

position, and balanced herself as if she were a gymnast on a beam. For her first try, Abby was surfing 

so effortlessly, and I was jealous. 

Another wave came, and I paddled faster. I tried steadying myself once I got up, but then I fell again. 

Surfing was getting frustrating. I tried again. Splash! Again. Flop. I started drifting away from 

everyone, and I was getting annoyed with myself. I tried to catch a bigger wave, but instead the wave 

just took me under. The feeling of going under was scary, like someone being knocked out. I choked 

on the water as I came up for air. The surfboard jumped out of the water at me, and nearly hit me in the 

face. The taste of salt water lingered through my mouth once again. 

Finally Jim said, “Emma why don’t you and Abby switch boards, hers is a little shorter and it may 

make it easier.” 

“Sounds good,” I said as Abby and I swapped surf boards. 

I saw a wave that was the perfect size; not too small that it would weaken in the first few seconds, and 

not too big that it would take me under. I knew I could surf it. I started to paddle as if I was being 

chased by a shark so I could catch this wave. As the wave got closer, I slowly stood up and steadied 

myself on the board. I put my right foot in front of my left, for balance. I spread my arms like an eagle 

spreads its wings, just to make sure I would not fall. As the wind raced past me, I felt like I was flying. 

I felt free as a bird. I had been surfing for a good thirty seconds, and those thirty seconds were the best 

part of my day. 

“Nice job, Em!” my mother yelled from a distance, while snapping a photo of me. Finally, after all 

those tries, I successfully surfed a wave. 

Once the surfing lesson ended, Abby and I carried the bulky surfboard up to the sand. We both giggled 

ecstatically as our parents congratulated us on our successful surfing. “Mom, did you see me?” I asked, 

while running towards her on the cold sand. “I surfed a wave for thirty seconds. Thirty seconds!” I 

couldn’t keep the grin off my face. 

“I did, you were amazing!” She replied. 

“Can I go again tomorrow?” I asked. That was all I asked the whole weekend. 

Abby and I propped the towering surfboard up next to us, and held it with all our strength while our 

parents took pictures. We both had huge smirks on our faces, and both of us looked like ants next to 

the surfboard. The sun was going down, and the sky was a shade of fuchsia. Looking back on the 

picture now, all the memories of surfing come back to me: the laughs and giggles Abby and I shared, 

the hideous wetsuits, the colorful sky, the ocean smell, and the breathtaking feeling while on the 

surfboard. 



 

 

 


