The sun was so bright that day I could barely see the water ahead. My eyes taking minutes to adjust to the light. My skin was so warm, and my feet were burning underneath me. Setting my towel and bag down on the sand, I finally took a breath. It was late November and finally cool enough to feel like a regular summer day. My kids waited all year long. September, October, and November used to be my favorite months of the year, apple orchards, pumpkin carvings, but now, it was peak summertime for us. 
	As I was getting situated in the sand, my son relentlessly asked me to go swimming. It wasn’t too hot that day, so I knew the water might be refreshing. I was still nervous though, some boy passed away in June because of the water temperatures. As my son swam, I watched the waves crash into shore. I loved this beach growing up, I spent countless hours swimming in these waters. The lake looked the same, the waves crashing onto the shoreline, the clear blue waters. I close my eyes and I am twenty again. 
Cracking open a cold drink, my best friend and I laughed about parties and boys, stupid shit really. The lake was so calm and it was finally cooling off for the night. It was almost blue outside, not quite sunset yet. The wind was so peaceful, the water crashed slowly onto the shore. The air was clear, I could see across the lake and into the clouds. A perfect clear night. 
“Mom!!!”, my son yelled. “Watch this!”, his legs kicked up as he showed me his perfect handstand. Joyed by his happiness, I clapped once he dropped back down. I watched him as he swam and played in the water. I was just grateful he could even have some fun; it meant so much to me. Some Novembers he couldn’t swim. Some November's people who swam died. As my son called out to me to watch another trick, I took a deep breath and sipped my drink. 



