
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Lady of the Lakes

By Jordan Dumer

Moonlight pierced through the summer humidity undisturbed for several moon cycles. And on the one cool, damp summer night during the spell. In the thick marshes of the Bad Sleep Lake delta, a twig snapped. The crickets serenade followed by silence. And through it could be heard the laughter of boys trying to sound like warriors.

The crickets reclaimed their song as a mass of shadows broke the veil of mist like a Spiders web before it dissolved away, leaving a moonlit world of dense foliage painted in thick shadows.

They crept like felines through the thick soup of mud and mossy timber surrounded by sickly hollows of knotty twisted pines. They scurried across old rotted logs or along the outer, drier trim of the watershed- all five of them. The oldest was no older than twenty one, the youngest no older than thirteen, and the rest in between. When they reached a dangerous crossing over a large bog and held their breadth.
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She dwells
where the waters
are deep and the
old ways sleep—
but some who look
too long are called
to stay.
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