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“A Haunted Lake”



In 1956, the United States Army Corps of Engineers built a dam on the Chattahoochee River in north Georgia, near the town of Gainesville. Behind the dam, the river flowed into the surrounding valleys and formed a huge lake. The lake was named for Sidney Lanier, an eighteenth-century Georgia poet who wrote a poem called “Song of the Chattahoochee.” The lake provided many benefits for the region, such as protecting against floods in the capital city of Atlanta. Nowadays, Lake Lanier is a massive recreational area, with boating, water sports, fishing, and swimming. About twelve million people visit the lake each year.

However, once the lake was created, water covered thousands of acres that had previously been farmland, forests, and even small communities. Before the land was flooded, most large structures were removed for safety reasons. After all, nobody really wanted pieces of old buildings floating around that might cause accidents or injuries. However, countless old foundations and portions of smaller structures remained behind.

The lake even covered numerous graveyards. The engineers moved most marked graves prior to the flooding. However, countless unmarked graves were never moved. These unknown but occupied graves remain submerged to this day.

Since Lake Lanier was created, over 200 people have died there for various reasons. And many witnesses have reported sightings of what they believe are ghosts around the lake. In the late 1950s, a car accident near the lake killed two young women. Sightings of a mysterious, ghostly figure—supposedly one of those women, now called the “Lady of the Lake”—near the site of the accident are still regularly reported. Divers claim to have happened upon numerous human remains in the lake’s dark depths. And some people say they’ve heard the ringing of a church bell, supposedly from the small community of Castleberry Bottom, which now lies underwater.

Do you believe such ghostly events might be more than fanciful tales? What if the spirits of certain submerged bodies remained restless after all these years? And what if one of them returned to the world of the living on a mission of revenge?

This is the story of such a possibility. Keep reading—but warned. You might want to leave the lights on!


Chapter 1



“Well, son,” Mr. Tate said. “How do you like it?”

Aaron Tate could hardly believe his eyes. He felt his face beaming like some goofy kid’s. “It’s the best treehouse I’ve ever seen!”

It was true. The treehouse looked like a multi-level mansion set amid the branches of a towering oak above the lake bank.

“So, this is why you didn’t come to Grandma and Grandpa’s with Mom and me!”

Mr. Tate nodded. “I wanted to make sure this was a surprise. It is a surprise, isn’t it?”

“It sure is!”

Aaron and his mom had spent a few pleasant days visiting his grandparents in Stone Mountain, just outside of Atlanta. Coming home to this was the last thing he might have expected. He scurried up the ten-foot ladder to the first level. It was a trapezoid-shaped platform with a sturdy railing, two long benches, and a sharply angled roof. Another ladder led up to a larger, fully enclosed structure. About to burst with excitement, he climbed up to it. Its doorway was just tall enough for him to step through without ducking. Inside the spacious room, two windows overlooked the lake. One of them offered a partial view of the Cleveland Highway bridge, a quarter-mile away. Looking down, he realized it was a long way to the ground.

“Whoa!”

He drew his head back inside. In here, two air mattresses could fit with plenty of room to spare. He noticed a covered electrical outlet on one wall. His dad must have run a power line through the woods from the house. He had thought of everything!

Which means Dad is going to want this place for himself.

Aaron chuckled at the thought. Ever since he was a little kid, he had hoped his father would build him a treehouse. Finally, at age twelve—twelve and a half, actually—his wish had come true.

“I’m gonna invite Thomas over to spend the night out here!” he called out. “Or maybe André. Or Lenny. Or all of them!”

“So, I guess you like it.”

“I love it, Dad. Thank you. Thank you!”

“Well, consider it a very early birthday present. I’ve been wanting to build this for you for ages. I finally had time to get it done.”

His birthday wasn’t until November, almost five months away. But such a treehouse counted for quite a few birthday presents, he thought. Mr. Tate was one of Gainesville’s busiest home builders, so Aaron understood why he was always occupied with work. But his dad apparently had a sneaky streak.

A very NICE sneaky streak!

From some distance away, the sharp sound of a motor echoed across the water and grew steadily louder. It sounded like a jet ski, Aaron thought. Watercraft of all sorts came and went constantly on the huge, manmade lake. However, Tate’s Cove—named for Aaron’s family, who had lived on this land for over a century—was a small, narrow inlet that led nowhere. Most of the time, only fishermen ventured into it.

He peered out at the lake and saw a small figure speeding into the cove. Indeed, it was a jet ski, kicking up a churning, white wake. As it drew nearer, he saw its rider was a dark-haired woman wearing a bright orange lifejacket. The jet ski screamed through the water, weaving back and forth at dizzying speed. The woman, standing confidently on the ski, barely slowed as she sped toward the bank at the far end of the cove. At the last moment, she crouched, leaned, and skidded into a tight turn back the way she had come.

Aaron couldn’t help but admire her expert maneuvering. But it was a good thing there weren’t any fishermen in the cove. At the very least, they would have hurled a few choice words at the reckless young woman.

She again sent the jet ski weaving back and forth. The next thing Aaron knew, she was headed directly toward him and his dad. The drone of the motor sounded harsh, angry. Then he heard a loud WHAM! Thirty feet out, the woman and jet ski disappeared in a huge splash of water. A second later, the jet ski bobbed to the surface, powerless—and riderless.

Aaron gaped in shock at the roiling water. A second later, the woman reappeared, her face a grimace of pain. She moaned loudly enough for Aaron to hear it. Then he felt his stomach lurch. A cloud of dark blood roiled to the surface and spread around the dazed-looking woman.

A second later, with a splash, Mr. Tate leaped into the water and swam toward the woman. He maneuvered behind her and curled one arm around her neck and shoulder. Then he began to kick his way back toward the bank with the woman in tow. A long, dark streamer of blood trailed them.

A moment later, to Aaron’s surprise, the blood vanished.

Gone! Just like that!

As he reached the bank, Mr. Tate called, “Aaron, I need your help!”

He scrambled down from the treehouse and rushed to the lake bank. His dad gently drew the woman from the water and onto dry land. She moaned again as he settled her on a bed of soft moss at the water’s edge.

When he saw the young woman’s left leg, Aaron felt his heart skip. A deep gash ran from the back of her knee all the way to her ankle. Blood flowed from the wound like ruby-colored water from a cracked pipe. The woman had mocha-tinted skin, yet her face looked chalky.

Mr. Tate pulled off his T-shirt. “Come here, son.”

Aaron knelt next to him and tried not to look at the gushing wound.

“I’m going to lift her ankle,” Mr. Tate said. “I want you to hold it up so I can wrap my shirt around her leg. Okay?”

“Okay.” He swallowed
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