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LAKE HOUSE




Chapter 1

 

Once again, I woke up drenched in sweat from the same nightmare. Silver town, Uncle Jack's apple pies, the misty air, an old pair of bicycles, the lake house, the lake house, the lake house... I was soaked in sweat and shivering uncontrollably. I hadn't set foot in that town once in nine years. No matter where I went in the world, I could never love any place as much as I loved Silver Town. I spent every autumn there until I was twelve. I hated going back to the city and begged my mother. Those were the times when I felt safe, when I felt every part of my body shift from the darkest shade of black to the brightest shade of green. Until the curse of every small town struck me at my deepest wound. I could still see the scars. These scars aren't on the body; they're somewhere much deeper. I should have left it all behind by now. Yet the image was still vivid. Edward's body hanging in the water, Aunt Penny's screams, the sheriff turning to us with a pale look and saying, "He's dead," still rings in my ears and make me as nervous as rabbits fleeing with fearful eyes in the forest every night. We never found out why Edward died. I had lost the only friend I had in the world; the person I thought was my refuge. I remember suddenly being at the funeral without understanding what had happened and then returning to the city. I was never the same again. No matter how cheerful and lively I tried to act around my mother to prove that years of therapy had worked, the pain of the grief I had held onto for years would not leave me. After that incident, I never heard from Silver Town again. My mother kept the town a secret from me, like a highly classified state secret, because she was afraid it would affect my studies and my social life—even though I had never been a child with much of a social life. I was considered an adult now. I was 21 and had gotten into Yale University, just as my mother had always wanted. I was a successful student. Although I didn't have many close friends, there were people I talked to about my studies and who occasionally asked how I was doing. Apart from my terrible nightmares and endless sleep problems, I had a fairly regular and trouble-free life. Realizing that I couldn't go back to sleep after being woken up by a nightmare, I decided to get out of bed and go for a walk. Walking was one of my favorite activities as a child. Many people find walking simple and unimportant. But for me, walking was like breathing. After putting on some comfortable sweatpants, I started walking along a path on campus that I loved, lined with trees and plants where the flowers were still alive. After a few laps, I returned to my dorm. At the entrance, I ran into Bruce, who was in the room next to mine. "Hey! Dude, I was looking for you. I knocked on your door three times. Where were you at this hour of the morning?" I liked Bruce; he was one of those people who exercised regularly and was easy to talk to. His excitement made me think at first that our exam results had been announced. "I went for a walk. Is something important?" When Bruce heard I had gone for a walk, he relaxed as if he had found the last piece of a puzzle. He had a look on his face that said, "Right, I should have guessed." Then he remembered something he needed to tell me right away and turned to me. "There was a letter for you in the morning mail. I picked it up while getting mine. You don't go to the post office much, so I thought you might forget." He handed me a letter. I didn't receive letters very often. I didn't subscribe to any magazines or newspapers. I always talked to my mom on the phone. Unlike me, Bruce subscribed to two sports magazines, so he often visited the post office. I was very surprised to receive a letter. Who would send me a letter? As I took the letter, my eyes fell on the address. When I saw the words "Silver Town," my eyes widened like saucers, as if I had seen a ghost. Bruce must have noticed my face turning pale because he asked if I was okay. After mumbling something about being fine, I clutched the letter tightly in my palm and went to my room. After entering my room and closing the door, I opened the letter.

"Henry, my son. How are you? I hear you're at Yale University. You've always been a successful child. I haven't seen your face or heard your voice in years. I'm sure you've grown a lot. I bet you still don't like Chupa Chups, huh? Things are going well in Silver Town. It's the same as always. I understand why your mother wanted to move you away from here after what happened, but I haven't seen you in years. How about coming to visit your grandfather? Of course, I don't want you to come if it's too difficult for you, but that's not the only reason I'm calling you. A small event will be held in Silver Town to commemorate the 9th anniversary of Edward's death. Edward's aunt especially wants you to speak. I think she called your mother to ask about you, but you know your mother, she dodged the subject and said she would ask you. I don't think she ever did, to be honest. Edward's aunt is going through a difficult time, Henry, she needs support. Having you here with us would be a great support to her and to us. Everyone here is wondering about you. We would be very happy if you could come. I don't know when this letter will reach you, but it would be good if you could come as soon as possible. You know there's not much time left until November 3rd. I hope to see you soon. "

I don't know how many times I've read this letter my grandfather wrote, or how many times I've paced back and forth in the room. I was also deeply hurt by the fact that I hadn't realized how little time was left until November 3rd. November 3rd was the anniversary of Edward's death. Every year, I would spend that day in silence, reading the only note he had ever written to me. It was October 30th. That meant there wasn't much time left. Silver Town had turned into a ghost town that I had ignored and dismissed for a long time. Even though my mother had tried especially hard to make sure we never talked about it and stayed away, I had never even tried to go there. I had buried Silver Town along with Edward. Yet there was no reason not to go. It had been a very long time since I had actually seen my grandfather. It couldn't be said that I talked to him much. He must have missed me. The thought of returning to Silver Town, which I had been running away from and fearing for so long, terrified me. That was precisely why I had to go. All these nightmares, warnings, and signs weren't for nothing. This letter was the final straw. I had to go and face it. That's what I should have done from the start. And there was a reason I couldn't sleep peacefully at night. I had to solve it. The only way to do that was to go to Silver Town. I spent two days getting ready and informing my professors about the classes I wouldn't be able to attend. To get to the town, I would need to take a train and then a bus. After informing Bruce, I went to the train station and waited for my train. After a tedious two hours on the train, I boarded the bus. My bus ride didn't go well either. My stomach was churning, my head was spinning, and my hands were sweating. It wasn't because I get sick on bus rides, but because getting closer to Silver Town with every passing second was making me feel this way. I knew I had to calm myself down and not let the townspeople see how dangerously anxious I was feeling. I knew almost everyone in the town. If they realized I had a problem, words would get around. And that was the last thing I wanted. So, as we approached the town, I tried to pull myself together. When the bus finally stopped and I saw the sign that read, "Welcome to Silver Town!", a flood of memories rushed into my mind. As soon as I got off the bus, the autumn wind hit my face. All the trees had turned a faded shade yellow and red, their leaves covering the ground. There was only one path leading from the bus stop to the town center, so it wasn't hard to remember my way. As I slowly walked down the path, the town's tranquility gave way to liveliness. All the shops that had been here since my childhood continued to operate in the same places. An old tailor, Bob's restaurant—I loved eating his hamburgers as a child, Laura's flower shop with all kinds of flowers, and of course Uncle Jack's bakery. I remembered the time I spent in these few shops in town. Uncle Jack often gave me apple pies. He noticed me as he stepped over the counter while I was standing in front of his shop. There weren't many strangers around here. His eyes, which had looked at me suspiciously at first, must have recognized a familiar face, because he immediately rushed out of the shop and came over to me. "Henry? Henry Williams, is that you, son? How you've grown!" He hugged me tightly. He said my grandfather had told him I was coming, but how could he not have said I was coming today? Although he immediately offered to bring me some of his warm rolls, I told him I had to stop by my grandfather's place before he could even try to leave. I wasn't sure I was ready for such a warm welcome yet. Somehow, I managed to say goodbye and headed for my grandfather's house without running into any more familiar faces. As I left the shops and town center behind and descended the road to the houses, I passed the front of that scary, mood-darkening, cursed house we used to run away from as children. It was surprising that it still gave me the creeps. The reason this house was called the cursed house was because an old man lived there whom no one ever saw. The man's nickname was Killer Joe. It was said that he had once killed two men without batting an eye and had spent years in prison in his youth. He never left his house. Even adults wouldn't go near his house. I had only seen him once, the day we tried to sneak into his house. Edward was always very curious about Killer Joe. He claimed that most of what was said about him was probably not true, just rumors, but I was terrified. He was a man who lived like a vampire, with crows always in his garden and pitch-black curtains. There was no way any 12-year-old kid in town wouldn't be afraid of him. Except Edward. He was never afraid of Killer Joe. In fact, some kids had seen him go into his house a few times. I never had the courage to ask Edward if he had actually gone to his house. One rainy autumn evening, Edward suggested we go into the house's garden. I was scared and didn't want to go. "There's nothing to be afraid of, Henry, we'll just look in the garden and leave, come on!" I usually couldn't say no to Edward. Despite my fear, I agreed. Wearing long yellow raincoats and boots, we slowly made our way towards the house. It was surrounded by tall fences, so I didn't know how we would get in, but Edward had found a gap in the back of the house where the fence was torn. We would go through there. We crawled under the fence. We were in the garden. Most of the fruit and plants were dead. The garden was overgrown with weeds because it wasn't cleaned very often. Only the pumpkins seemed to be growing properly. As we moved slowly forward, I let out a slight scream because I hadn't seen the scarecrow standing behind me. "Henry, be quiet!" Edward said, but it was too late. The lights in the house were on, and we could hear footsteps. Killer Joe was coming. "We have to get out of here, run!" said Edward. Being agile as always, he had turned around in a flash and started crawling out. As I ran, my foot caught on a branch, and I fell flat on my face. Just then, I heard the door open and Killer Joe yell, "Who's there?" I don't remember ever being as scared in my life as I was that day. He was a man with a wrinkled face but more agile than I expected, wearing a jet-black coat like a cape. I remember running through the wire fence, screaming. I ran so fast that I scraped my elbow on the wire and returned home with my arm covered in blood. Edward must have realized how scared I was that day because he never suggested we go to the cursed house again. Now, even though I still feel a chill when I pass by it, I don't feel the same fear as I used to, but I still wonder about the true story behind Killer Joe's mysterious life. I kept walking until I saw my grandfather's house. My grandfather was in the garden. As soon as he saw me, he came over and hugged me. After I went inside and put my things away, my grandfather brought me a cup of coffee and some biscuits. After chatting casually for a while, I asked my grandfather the question that was really on my mind. "Grandpa, did they find anything after we left? About Edward's death, I mean." My grandfather's face became serious. "Look, son. A lot has changed in town since you left. No one talks about Edward's death anymore. The case was closed a long time ago. Although the sheriff closed the case in a week, which is very interesting if you ask me." I couldn't believe what I was hearing. What kind of case gets closed in a week? "So how did they close the case?" My grandfather lowered his voice and replied. As if what he was saying was a big secret, he whispered, "They thought it was suicide or accidental drowning." Raising my voice, I said, "That's impossible! Edward would never do such a thing. Besides, he was only 14." My grandfather sensed that I didn't want to talk about it anymore and said, "You're right, son. But it's been a long time. We don't know what happened. Besides, we don't talk about it much in town anymore. And you're new here. Don't torment yourself with these thoughts. Go up to your room and get some rest." My ears ringing from what I had heard, my head throbbing, I went up to the room I had stayed in as a child. Everything in the room was the same. My old airplane toy, my brown teddy bear, my car-shaped bed that seems small to me now but that I used to love so much, my window where I sat every night watching the lake... The lake was a little far from us, but going to the lake was what I loved most in the town. The Edwards' house, on the other hand, was very close to the lake. You could even say it was right on the shore. It was thanks to this lake that I first met Edward. One day, as I sat by the lake, I heard a child approaching me. "You like the lake too, huh?" he said, coming closer to me. "Hi, I'm Edward," he said, extending his hand for me to shake. Hesitantly, I took his hand and could only say, "Henry." That day, we talked for hours by the lake, discussing our favorite books, the town, and pastries. Edward was born in Silver Town. He had spent his entire life here. He was very fun-loving and adventurous, and his biggest dream was to travel the world. He often asked me to tell him about city life. One day, we decided he would come visit me. That never happened. Since I arrived in town, memories have been swirling around in my mind, confusing me. But what my grandfather said bothered me even more. Closing the case in a week was not normal for Silver Town. The sheriff was meticulous, dedicated to his work. I remember once he worked day and night for two weeks straight, investigating the theft of a goat from a local farmer—it turned out the goat had run away. I decided I needed to see the sheriff first thing tomorrow. There was something strange about this case; I might not have understood it as a child, but I understood it now. Before going to sleep, I looked at the note Edward had written to me years ago one last time. 'You know where to find me, Henry.' After reading the note several times, I fell into a deep sleep.

