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The Adventure! 

I want to tell you about the time that I went to Lake 

Powell the, Utah side. It was one of the most interesting 

experiences I have ever had. We were at Powell for three days, 

but were gone for five. As we were driving upon the lake, the 

breath still in my lungs got snatched away at the sight before 

me. I was gazing upon an exquisite colored blue lake, with 

intricate red and white swirls of color in the omniscient cliffs. 

 When on the dock of Powell, we had to load our stuff into 

the speed boat we picked up and drive it to the houseboat. The 

houseboat was absolutely malodorous! There were colossal 

yellow spiders and slimy spiderwebs EVERYWHERE! On the 
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plus side, there was a pretty cool slide going of the top of it into 

the lake. 

After my family finished unloading the stuff from the 

speed boat, the other older kids and I slid down the slide so 

fast into the water it hurt. We also jumped off the top of the 

boat into the dark, murky water far below. That, 

unfortunately, was the end of that epic day. 

The next day, we got the rusty ol’ houseboat running and 

set off on our journey across the lake to find a place to stay for 

the next three days. We beached at a place I wanted to call the 

Mini Macho, which is weird because it was a sandy strip of 

land that was cheery and sunny. There were some formidable 

cliffs that I climbed quite a bit a little way away from our 

houseboat. We played on those same cliffs for the rest of the 

day once we beached.  



The second day on the lake was the fun day. All the girls 

(HOORAY!) and some of the young-ins went on the speed boat 

to go tubing. Two other boys and I stayed and played in the 

lake all day. Sometime during the day my dad’s work partner 

came back from a trip on his paddleboard breathing hard. 

When he got to the beach he ditched the board and scrambled 

up the beach to give us some blood-curdling news. That news, 

which in fact got us all moving, was that there was a colossal 

storm moving over the lake. It was capsizing boats all over. 

That really freaked me out. Why? 

My parents were still out on the open water tubing. The 

wind was so mighty that it was blowing the sand hard enough 

to stick in my skin like mini daggers from the Stone Age. Just 

then my dad came around the bend in the canyon we were in 

and beached the speed-boat right as one of the four anchors 

holding the houseboat pulled loose. Everyone rushed out of the 



speedboat to help put the anchor back in the ground as it 

started hailing. 

The hail was as prodigious as marbles, and just as hard if 

not harder. But what happened after the storm passed left 

everyone speechless. Three huge waterfalls were coming 

through the cracks in the cliffs. Through the rock!!! The 

waterfalls were absolutely dazzling!!  

The last day I was on the lake was a bit more intriguing. I 

went tubing for like a total of four hours, went wakeboarding, 

and cliff jumped twenty-five foot cliffs into the murky 

seventeen foot deep green/blue water below. 

The last day we were on the water, we headed back to the 

harbor. When we made it back to the dock with the speed boat, 

my dad’s partner went to the parking spot to get both the cars. 

That was the start of our long journey home. But wait! My dad 

left his wallet on the houseboat which was chained up in the 



harbor! So, we went back to the lakeside and had to deploy the 

paddle board. My dad paddled all the way out to the boat 

andgot his wallet. When he got back we loaded up the paddle 

board (again) and finally were on our way home. Now that was 

an interesting trip to the wonderful and beautiful Lake Powell! 

 

  


