The Little Lake
By William Snead

There is a story about a little lake so far away in a haunted forest.

John and Jim would leave home with fishing poles aloft.  It was always a big sprot between the two boys as to who would catch the biggest fish.  After casting lines, both young boys would slumber away into a long-needed sleep.  With the jerk of the fishing line, Jim would find himself at least partially awake and he’d bring his prize in.

“This is a pike,” said Jim.

Wide-eyed John retorted, ‘Yeah, but I like salmon; their faces change when they get old.  They kinda have a crabby look on that face of theirs!”

It was now nearing late afternoon as John and Jim readied themselves for departure.

“Guess we’ll head home for supper,” said John.

Jim chuckled, “I know we’ll have better luck next time.”

After supper, Jim and John loved to sit on the back porch and listen to the animals at night.  John had a favorite owl that was hooting to him.  So, he says.  Also, there was as always, the visit of the beautiful, tiny, freckled fawn’s mother who’d bring more fawns with her.

It grew dark and Jim grew sleepy, so both boys rolled it up for the night.

In the morning, a boy named Larry P knocked on the handle of the big front door and he asked John and Jim to walk with him to school.  In the near distance of a livened woods, one could hear the calls of the mourning dove.  Many mistake the calls of the dove for owl hoots, but they are not.

After school, Larry P said, “Good bye,” and went on his way.  The two boys decided to go swimming.  The weather was humid today and would probable still be hot by tomorrow.

John and Jim arrived, and both took a running and leaping jump into the deliciously cold water.  How good it must have felt.  Jim stopped swimming after thirty or forty feet, but John swam out much farther.  Oh, out so far.  And then he cramped up and yelled for help, and in an instant was gone.

After John drowned, no one would ever swim in the little lake again.

I just drove by and looked at the little lake, and there was a rainbow hooped over it.  The little lake seemed to say, “I’ve taken John home to rest in the hands of his Eternal Father.” 
