


The Lantern in the Lake
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In a quiet corner of a great green lake, where lily pads floated

like little boats, lived an old turtle named Tuck. His shell was

the size of a dinner plate, mossy and domed, and his amber

eyes were warm and wise. Around one front leg he wore a thin

woven reed bracelet, and a soft brown satchel hung across his

shell. Every morning, Tuck paddled slowly through the

shallows, watching the light dance on the water.
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One bright morning, a young frog named Pip came bouncing

along the shore. Pip was small as a plum, with bright spring-

green skin, a cream belly, and huge golden eyes that sparkled

with curiosity. A tiny blue flower was tucked behind one eye,

and a woven grass satchel bounced at his side. "Tuck! Tuck!"

Pip called. "What are you looking at today?"
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Tuck smiled his tiny patient smile. "The lake is full of secrets,

Pip," he said. "If you wait and watch, they sometimes show

themselves." Pip wiggled his long springy legs. "I don't like

waiting!" he said. "But I do like secrets. Let's look together!"

So the two friends sat on a smooth rock and watched the

water. The lake shimmered and whispered, and everything was

still.
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Suddenly, deep under the lake, a soft glow flickered. It was a

lantern, glowing faintly in the green water! "Did you see that?"

gasped Pip, his golden eyes wide. "A lantern! Under the lake!"

Tuck nodded slowly. "I see it," he said. "It's a mystery, Pip. And

mysteries need patience." Pip hopped up and down. "But I

want to dive right now!"
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Tuck put a gentle foot on Pip's springy leg. "Wait," he said.

"Watch how the light moves. It's rising, little by little." Pip

tried to be still, but his legs twitched. "How long do we wait?"

he asked. "Not too long," said Tuck. "Just long enough." They

watched as the lantern's glow grew a little brighter, then a

little brighter still.
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Pip asked question after question. "Who put it there? Is it a

fish with a lamp? Is it a star that fell in?" Tuck just smiled his

patient smile. "We'll find out," he said. "But first, we wait." The

sun climbed higher, and the lantern rose slowly through the

water, like a tiny sun of its own. Pip's eyes never left it.
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As they waited, Tuck opened his brown satchel and shared

some sweet watercress. Pip munched and tried to sit still.

"Waiting is hard," he said. "But the lantern is pretty." Tuck

nodded. "Patience makes the mystery sweeter," he said. "Now

watch." The lantern was closer to the surface now, its light

making ripples of gold on the water.
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Finally, with a soft plop, the lantern broke the surface. It was a

beautiful paper lantern, shaped like a lotus flower, with a tiny

candle glowing inside. It floated gently toward the shore. "It's

coming to us!" cried Pip. "Let's follow it!" Tuck rose slowly.

"Yes," he said. "But carefully. We don't want to scare it away."
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The lantern drifted along the shore, past reeds and smooth

stones. Tuck paddled steadily, and Pip hopped from rock to

rock. "Where is it going?" Pip whispered. "To the old part of

the lake," said Tuck. "I haven't been there in years." The

lantern led them around a bend, where tall willow trees dipped

their branches in the water.
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Behind the willows, they found a little wooden dock, old and

mossy, with faded ribbons tied to its posts. The lantern floated

right to the dock and stopped. "Look!" said Pip. "There are

more lanterns here, all dusty and dark." Tuck's amber eyes

grew wide. "I remember now," he said softly. "This was the

festival dock. Long ago, everyone came here to light lanterns."
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Pip hopped onto the dock. "Why did they stop?" he asked. Tuck

sighed. "People forgot," he said. "The festival faded away, and

the lanterns went dark." Pip looked at the dusty lanterns. "But

this one lit up!" he said. "Someone must have remembered."

Tuck smiled. "Maybe the lake remembered," he said. "And it

sent us a sign."
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Tuck opened his satchel and took out a flint and a small

candle. "Let's light them," he said. "All of them." Pip's golden

eyes shone. "Really? Can we?" Tuck nodded. "We can start

with this one," he said, and he carefully lit the wick of the

lantern on the dock. It flickered, then glowed bright and warm.

"Now you try, Pip."
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Pip took a tiny candle and lit it from the first lantern. He set it

inside a dusty paper lantern, and it bloomed with light. "It

works!" he cheered. Together, they lit lantern after lantern,

until the whole dock glowed. The light spread across the

water, and one by one, other animals came out of the shadows.

Fireflies twinkled, and the lake sparkled.
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The animals brought more lanterns. "We remember this

place!" they said. "The festival!" Tuck and Pip showed them

how to light the lanterns, and soon the whole lakeside was a

river of light. Pip laughed and hopped from lantern to lantern,

and Tuck smiled his patient smile. The mystery was solved,

and the festival was alive again.
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Everyone danced and sang under the glowing lanterns. Pip

found a little blue flower and tucked it behind Tuck's ear. "You

were right," Pip said. "Waiting was worth it." Tuck chuckled.

"Patience is a lantern of its own," he said. "It lights the way to

wonderful things." The lake shimmered with joy, and the night

was warm and bright.
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From that night on, the festival returned every year. Tuck and

Pip were always the first to light a lantern. And whenever Pip

felt impatient, he remembered the glowing lantern under the

lake. "Old mysteries reward patience," Tuck would say, and Pip

would nod and wait, just long enough to see the magic rise.
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