The Lake (Adam Johnson) 
He looked upon the lakes surface, but all he could see was a deep and uncaring grave, a silent watery tomb. The calmness of the waters surface was deafening to him, like standing within the eye of a hurricane before being caught in the inevitable maelstrom. The lake reflected the moon to a mirror image, the rays danced across its surface, yet the light provided no comfort. Instead it felt to James as if he’d incurred the wrath of the gods, the reflection of the lake acting as the prophet and the moon as gods eye staring down in silent judgement. 
The fish were nowhere to be seen, as if they knew what James had done and hid in fear of becoming his next victims. The trees surrounding the lake swayed slowly in the breeze, as if there were trying not to provoke James with swift movement, instead electing to slowly edge away from his sins. Even the shrubbery seemed to put James on edge. As the wind lightly cut through them they seemed to whisper to one another, as if they were a jury deliberating on the assertation of guilt. 
The rocks lay in the lake, submerged, grey, lifeless, heavy, like a burden one must carry if they have done something so unforgiveable they dare not speak it out loud. This lake, it was like a tick, draining all joy, syphoning energy away from James, it was as if it existed to ingrain into him misery. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]James caught a glimpse of himself on the exterior of the lake, he stared down at his reflection, fixated. All he could see was a monster, a vicious and unruly man, eyes burning with fury, dark circles underscoring them, he was no longer himself, he could never go back. With this realisation, James jumps into the lake headfirst and sinks into a watery grave.    

