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Laaw Lagoon

Carlos, a 37-year-old pinoy (Filipino), and his 12-year-old son, Jacob, are on a leisurely mid-day walk along rocky, undercut-ledges-strewn, rippling-translucent-turquoise-water Laaw Cove on the northeast coast of small (6.8 km / 4.2 mi. N-S; 2.5 km / 1.6 mi. wide E-W) Kinatarkan Island (also known as Guintacan Island; 8.7 miles, 14 km, WNW of the closest beach on the northern tip of Cebu Island). 

The conversation is translated from the Cebuano dialect.

“Watch your step, son,” Carlos warns Jacob as they round the southern rim of the midsection. “Don’t get too close to the edge.” Dad is so paranoid lately. Why? Did he witness a fatality here?

“Dad, you know that I can swim!” Jacob retorts. Young and fearless. I remember those days. Got lucky so many times.

“I know, son, but you could strike a hidden rock in a shady spot,” his dad clarifies. “It happened to my friend’s son five years ago. He landed on his head. He was dead in an instant. I just don’t want this to happen to you.” Oh, wow! Wonder if he intentionally jumped in. Or slipped and fell? No, don’t ask. Let it go. 

“What kind of rock is that?” Jacob asks while glancing at an off-white to light-gray bluff across the way. Looks like concrete.

“It’s mostly coralline limestone, son. Carcar formation.” What?! Huh?

“I can’t wait for when we study geology in my science class. I really want to know all about these rocks, dad; how they were created, how they changed, and how old they are.” So hungry for knowledge. Hope that holds firm. I think he’ll do well. Fortunate. Though, twelve is too young to tell which way he’ll break. Some teenagers really change course. Well, time will reveal.  

“Great to hear, son. You’ll be surprised to learn how old some of these rocks are. Why, they’re even older than me.” Carlos chuckles self-deprecatingly.

“Is that supposed to be funny?” Jacob enquires in-step nonchalantly.

His dad simpers. “The lagoon is only 60 meters [197 feet] away. So, let’s get going, lieutenant.” Lieutenant?

Soon they arrive at the eastern pond of Laaw Lagoon. After semicircling the verdant-vegetation-floored stony pool, they come upon a narrow, apparently unsanctioned, bamboo passerelle that is about ten meters (approximately 33 feet) long. Well, look at this. / Just as I remember it.

Jacob stops. “Is this footbridge safe to walk on, dad?” Seems a wee rickety. Don’t want to fall in. Not in these denim jeans.

“It was the last time I was here,” his medium-build father replies. “Don’t worry, son; I’m over twice your weight. If there is a weak spot, I’m the one who will find it and be getting wet.” Sploosh!

“Ok, dad, you go first.” Yes, sir.

“Sure, son. If you feel unsteady, just hold onto the railings.” 

“Will do,” Jacob replies as he steps on the first partition of thin slats behind his dad. There is some creaking as he steps forward. Wonder how long it







































d2d_images/cover.jpg
"
:
¥
s
S
v

-
.

\
Mike

-(
- -
Ny
A
o -
g 2P
: . »
A '?"J
—
/
Bozart

»
-
-
-' Y
b\ r
J.v'--i\ '
L
1
<

Laaw Lago

.






d2d_images/image001.png
Title: Laaw Lagoon

By: Mike Bozart (Agent 33)

E-published: February 2025

Word count: 1616

© 2025 Mike Bozart






d2d_images/image000.jpg





