Summer Day

This is my story 

when I was 13 years old; my friend and I were out and fishing. It was a beautiful day. We didn’t catch any fish but still we were satisfied. Soon the sun sleep and the night came the darkness took its place.
My friend had always been a very nice person. He was very busy in his own way I was probably the only friend he ever had.
 He told me that he needed to take pause then I said don’t go any far it might be some dangerous animals out there.
If I only knew what would happen I wouldn’t let him out of my site. When I was fishing I saw a shadow running against me like it was going to attack me. I closed my eyes, just waiting for the thing to touch or attack me but nothing happened the shadow was gone. 

I shouted after Paul 
but I got no answer. That thing could it be Paul he maybe was playing a game with me.
But what was that thing or creature then suddenly I heard a scream it was Paul! The scream came from the lake where we were fishing. I ran as fast as I could, when I finally come there he was lying there blood was flowing out into the lake. It seemed that he had been hit by a knife many times in his stomach. I came near to him. He was still alive. I asked him what happened.
He looked at me with fear and he couldn’t move then he said you did
Then he died. But the killer is still out there I ran and ran then I finally came to the police station. After one hour the police checked the place I told them the whole story and they told me that I am a schizophrenic.
