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den lake crossing, fear can be a constant companion

BY ESTHER C. BAIRD

Y OBSESSION WITH SWIMMING across Lake George
had been years in the making. Patiently [ waited for
just the right conditions to swim the cool, clear
waters. Many factors contribute to the perfect lake cross-
ing: Certainly it helps to have a calm day. It’s best to go at

dusk or dawn, when boat traffic is
light. And most important, it is criti-
cal to have practiced, practiced, prac-
ticed. Long swims along the shore
and out a quarter-mile to Skippers Jib
Island have been the foundadon of
cvery lake-crossing attempt in our
family, which has owned a camp north
of Silver Bay for four generations.
Yer the day I chose for the mile-
and-a-quarter journey was breery, the
water somewhere between choppy
and wavy; it seemed fussy and agi-
tated, never quite smooth, Further-
more, | hadn’t practiced a lick, or for
that matter exercised ac all for owo
months due to a misunderstanding
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with a wakeboard that resulred in a
stage-three concussion, of which ['d
only just managed to be free.

Every condidion was wrong, but |
was readv. There was no one reason
to choose this day, other than T was
tired of waking up each morming and
realizing [ hadn’t accomplished my
goal. Ever since | decided at ape
rwelve that T was going to join the
ranks of other family members who
had swum the lake, I'd found reasons
not to. [twas my mental Goliath, and
I never could find the right three

THE AUTHOR NEARS THE WEST
SHORE 0OF LAKE (GEORGE,

Pucrroarary gy Les Beaird

e

stones, | spent hours upon haurs in
the lake and always managed to find
an excuse not to cross it. | realized
that if no dav qualified as perfect,
then any day would do.

My gear included a bathing suit,
latex swimming cap and wax ear-
plugs. 1 decided not to swim with
gogeles because 1 find fogey lenses
more annoying than water in my
cyes. My mother and my husband
volunteered as sporters. Their job
was to ferry me to the other side, then
to cruise beside me in the boar and
ensure | swam in a mostly scraighe
line. Since my body would be a mere
speck to speedboars, they would
keep me from being run over by
other watercraft.

And so we set off. On the ride over
I was a bundle of nerves. This
shouldn’t be terribly hard, 1 told
myvself. Before my two-month hiatus
I was a reasonably fic person: 1 ran a
few times a week, was a member of
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