LAKE QUANNAPOWITT
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	As we drove along the unpaved road, I saw the water rippling. The Lake, surrounded by trees that were large and full, was already crowded with picknickers. My dad stopped the car, and my mother got out and unstrapped my brother from his car seat. He was smiling and cooing and could not wait to see where we were going. He was dressed in blue and white and wore a hat with a flat top and wide brim. I also wore a hat and a polka dot bathing suit. 
	My mother and father carried the picnic equipment to where we saw the rest of the family. We were at Lake Quannapowitt, near where my mother’s sister lived. The family, us, my aunt and her family, my mother’s youngest brother and his family and my grandmother gathered together every Sunday, usually rotating houses. Since it was summertime and a beautiful day, we gathered at the Lake instead. My mother spread the blankets, and my dad brought out the cooler with the food and drinks. My mother wanted to sit with my brother. My dad wanted to swim.
	I was afraid to swim. The water attracted me. I loved to be near water. Later on, I would fall in love with cruising; but I was afraid to swim. I had an energy problem. I am sure today there would be a scientific name for it, maybe chronic fatigue. Now I know it was the result of the stress of emotional trauma. I stood by the water, enjoying its motion and all the trees surrounding the lake. I watched people swimming, including my dad. I watched kids swimming with inner tubes. I knew I could not do that. I did not have enough energy. I imagined going out in the water, losing energy and drowning. I felt sad. I was not capable of feeling angry, but I probably did and pushed it down into my body. A lifetime later when I learned about emotional trauma and CPTSD, I would join a support group and, with support, let out all the suppressed feelings. Then, I was alone with what I felt. I had no one I trusted to talk to, and my feelings were too constricted to open up and be expressed. 
	I did what had become my go to I went to the food. It was all the usual: tuna salad and egg salad sandwiches, potato salad and my mother’s famous devil’s food chocolate cake. Soda for us kids and coffee for the adults completed the feast. After that, who cared about swimming?
The family was busily engaged in its usual activity: telling stories about my alcoholic grandfather and laughing. Someone was telling the family favorite: remember the time when Ma (my grandmother) went home from the store for lunch and caught him with a woman? He was never allowed to stay home alone again. He would come to the store and just sit. Everyone laughed. He would die from cirrhosis when I was 10. When they ran out of grandfather stories, they would gossip about any family members that were not there or extended family members.
	My mother took my brother to the water and put him in an inner tube. They encouraged me to do it too, but I couldn’t. I was too scared. I longed to go into the water. I took off my shoes and stepped in a little bit. The sun had warmed the water. It felt good. It hurt. Why can’t I do it? I did not understand. 
I thought of other times when I was too scared, like at the park at home where all the kids jumped off a stone wall, and I couldn’t. I was so far down. Everyone else seemed to be having fun. I had a vision in my head. I was in a cattle car, and I was scared. I did not even know what a cattle car was. I could not get that vision out of my mind for days. I did not tell anyone. If I had heard anything that would explain my vision, I did not hear it consciously. After a while, I forgot about it. 
We cleaned up the picnic area and put the cooler and the blankets back in the car. My mother strapped my brother in his seat, and we drove home.
