Memories of the Lake


I have always said that my best memories from my childhood are memories of the lake.  My family along with two other families, would pack up every Friday and venture down to Lake Cumberland.  We would spend the whole weekend boating, swimming, skiing, playing cards, laughing, eating, and of course growing closer.


Being the youngest child in all three families, I received all sorts of attention.  Everyone called me Jill-o.  Most of the time, being the “baby” made me feel special.  However, it is not much fun when you do not get to do all of the things the big kids get to do.


I always had to wear my life jacket.  It was a big, red, cumbersome thing that was not comfortable at all.  The older children were all allowed to swim with non-restrictive ski-belts.  Oh, how I longed to be able to just wear a ski-belt.  But, no.  I was constantly in that big red life jacket.  So, whenever I think of the lake, I think of my life jacket.

These experiences are memorable to me because of the closeness it brought to my family.  We were all together every weekend and we loved it.  You do not see that very often today.  Most families are two career households with over-scheduled children.  It is difficult for families to dedicate entire weekends to relaxation and togetherness.



As a result of our weekend getaways to the lake during my childhood, my family remains close to this day.  Although we have not been to the lake in many years, I am hoping for a family vacation to the lake next summer.  With my parents, my sister and her family, my brother and his family, and my own family, there will be fourteen of us in all.  I hope that my children will enjoy their lake experience as much as I did.
