The Lake

It was one of those slightly cloudy days that sat right on the border between wearing sunglasses, and not.  Tom was waiting for the 5 o’clock to Parsippany, and of course, it was late.  He had closed up shop early today just to make the train and now it was almost six and he was still sittin here.  Why was he even going to Parsippany?  Just to see her?  Did she even want him to come, or was this another one of her silly ploys to get attention?


It was 4 days ago that he had received the odd letter.  It had been two years since he had seen or heard from her but her hold on him was strong enough to cause him to purchase a train ticket and go.  As he sat there on the bench he pulled out the letter and read it yet again.

My Dearest Tom,

I cried a tear for you the other day.  I was out by the lake when suddenly I lost control of my body and began walking into the water.  When I was fully immersed I saw you. You were sitting at the table calmly eating dinner, alone.  I watched you for quite some time and when you finally finished you crawled onto the table and went to sleep.  Then a garbage truck pulled up next to the table and two shadows loaded the table and you into the back.  I was horrified as I watched the truck drive off and finally regained control of my body.  I immediately swam up to the surface for air.  As I tread water on the surface of the lake I stuck my head under again and in the distance could see the truck disappearing into the bottom of the lake.  I proceeded to swim to the shore and ponder the vision I had seen.  


I sat on the shore of the lake and cried a tear for you Tom.  I cried only one because that was all I could spare.  You see my tears are limited.  They are pearls nestled in my heart and each cried takes a piece of my soul with it.  Were I to cry ten or even a hundred tears at once, I would soon find myself devoid of a soul.  You would not want that would you Tom?


I cried that tear and now I wish to see you.  Come to the lake Tom.  You know, the one behind my house along which we used to walk.  You used to take my hand and whisper the secrets of the universe in my ear.  Well I have a secret for you now Tom.  I will whisper it in your ear when you come.  I will be waiting at the lake for you Tom.  Please hurry.

Yours forever,

Elizabeth


Tom folded up the letter and put it back in his back pocket.  Why couldn’t Elizabeth just speak in plain English?  Ever since they were kids she had been overly dramatic and he had been in love with her.  Then in college they had actually gone through a period where they were dating.  Well he had thought they were dating anyway.  He had thought that until he went to her house one day and saw her walking by the lake behind the house with another boy.  When he had confronted her she had simply laughed and said:

“My dear Tom, you can be so silly”!


Tom heard the train before he saw it and soon he had traded the uncomfortable bench for an uncomfortable seat.  He looked out the window and remembered the last time he had seen her.  It had been during the holidays when he went home to visit his parents.  He had been asleep in the guest room when he heard the sound of small pebbles hitting his window.  When he got up and looked out he had seen her standing in the moonlight.  He remembered it well because she had been wearing what turned out to be her mother’s old wedding dress and made quite a lovely picture.

“Come down and dance with me by the lake” she had called up to him as she twirled and laughed in the moonlight.  From his window she resembled and angel in all her grace and beauty.


Tom had gone down and spent the night with her on a blanket by the lake.  It had been a wonderful night full of whispering and lovemaking.  When Tom had woken the next morning she had told him that she needed to go because she was to be married soon.  Tom had been heartbroken once more.  He had then vowed never to let the temptress fool him again.  And that was the last he had seen or heard of her until four days ago.  Now he was on his way home.  On his way to break his vow and see his beloved Elizabeth.


When he arrived it was late and he took a cab to his parents house.  They had known he was coming because he had left them a message the night before, and had made up the bed in the guest room.  He carried his bag up, brushed his teeth and went to sleep.


Sometime around midnight he heard the sound of pebbles hitting his window.  He got up and looked outside.  There in the moonlight was Elizabeth in the same white dress twirling and singing.  She called to him and he could not resist.  He got dressed and went out to meet her.  

“Kiss me” she said as she grabbed him close.

Tom kissed her again and again as they twirled together.  He went behind the house to his mother’s prize winning rose bush and he gently broke one flower off from the side.  He presented it to Elizabeth who put it in her hair.

Then he kissed her again and then they ran laughing to the lake.  They talked all night about the stars and secrets.  He held her in his arms as she laughed and cried.  She cried so many tears that Tom was sure she had lost her soul.  Then just before dawn, as Tom was falling asleep she leaned into him and whispered in his ear.

“I will always be waiting for you by the lake Tom”


Tom awoke beside the lake alone a few hours later.  It had gotten chilly and he shivered as he looked around for Elizabeth.  She was nowhere to be seen.  This was typical for her though and he got up and walked back to his parents house.  When he got there he found that they had left.  There was a note on the mantle for him.

Dear Tom,

We did not know where you were so we left to the Velton’s without you.  Hope to see you there soon.

                Mom and Dad

Tom was not surprised, his parents usually had brunch with Elizabeth’s parents on Sundays.  He went upstairs and got dressed then started walking back to Elizabeth’s house.

When he got close he realized that there were many cars there.  It must be a big brunch this week he thought.  He pushed open the front door and walked in.


Everybody was quiet and dressed in black.  At first he thought it odd but then he remembered that her grandfather had been very sick for a long time.  It must be that Elizabeth’s grandfather had finally let go.  He looked for his parents but did not see them so he walked out back.  There was a picture framed by flowers facing the lack and people were standing before it crying.  Tom walked up to his parents and turned to look at the picture.  The picture was of Elizabeth.

How could this be?  He was told that two weeks earlier she had left the house one night in her mother’s old wedding dress and headed toward the lake.  A neighbor had actually seen her walk into the lake.  She was never seen again.  The neighbor had claimed that she had been singing and twirling as she went deeper and deeper into the black water. They had searched the lake for days but had finally given up.  Today was the funeral.


Tom sat by the lake for hours and pondered everything that he had just learned.  Had it been a dream?  What about the letter?  What about last night?  It had seemed so real.  He ran back to his house and went around to the back.  There was his mothers prize rose bush.  On the side he could see one stem that held no flower.  


There was no flower, and there was no Elizabeth.  Tom walked back to the lake and sat down on the shore.  He cried for Elizabeth.  But only one tear.  For that was all that he could spare.

The End

