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  For the memories that weren’t yours,

and the people you never forgot.
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  Chapter 1

  
  




Many ships in search for the harbor of Tidehaven relied on the lighthouse to navigate past the dangerous cliffs. But on a stormy night in 1961 tragedy struck, the lighthouse simply stopped working. No flash from the tower, no steady rotation of the light across the water. Just darkness. Many people lost their lives that day, unable to navigate their ships away from the cliffs in time.

The wires were checked. The bulb was brand new. There was no corrosion, no blown fuse, no reason for the light to stop shining. They ran tests, scratched their heads, and ran them again. The lighthouse was never able to turn back on after that.

Many believed the very land the lighthouse was on was cursed, so they moved the harbor down the coast and built a new lighthouse — sleek, modern and (hopefully) dependable. The old one was left alone, quietly decommissioned like a winter coat in summer.

The keeper, though, had lived there nearly all his life. He was too old to start over and too stubborn to leave. So Tidehaven, perhaps out of guilt or pity or both, let him stay. They said it was kinder that way. Let him live out his days in the building he loved, even if the light inside never worked again.

Then, in 1962, another storm swept through — this one louder, angrier, and far more destructive. By morning, the lighthouse that had stood for so long was reduced to rubble, crumbling like a poorly baked cake. They found the old keeper lifeless in his chair, as if the raging storm had somehow respected his quiet retirement, avoiding him in its fury.

That should’ve been the end of Tidehaven’s Lighthouse. And yet, more than sixty years later, Elias Mirel can still see the lighthouse. Clear as day. The slow, steady blink of its light turning through the sky. Making its way through the mist.

Which leaves only one question:

If it fell in 1962…

what is he looking at now?

The lighthouse more or less looks like it did in the photographs. Same weathered stone, same flaking paint, the same narrow windows. The only real difference is the bars over the front door — thick, rust-streaked iron that wasn’t there in any of the old photos Elias had seen.

The keeper’s house at its base looks worse off. Slates are missing from its roof, and the gutter is barely hanging on by a single rusted screw. One of its windows is boarded. Another is simply gone, the glass shattered, the frame edged by black mildew. A pair of gulls picks at the dark moss lining the chimney, then begins tossing scraps of old nesting material over the edge — bits of grass, dried feathers, and something that looks suspiciously like bone.

The rain has only just passed. Everything is wet and the air is thick with the smell of salt and damp earth. His shoes sink into the mud with a squelch as he steps off the gravel path and into the overgrown path circling the tower.

Rain has dragged trails of dirt down the lighthouse walls like tears. The water clings to the tall grass, making his pants a lot wetter then he had hoped. The faint sound of waves breaking against the cliffs comes from far below.

He circles the lighthouse slowly, looking for anything that might explain how it’s still standing today. Elias slips a gloved hand into his coat and draws out a compass. It’s a small thing, worn smooth by time — its casing is dented, its glassed smudged by fingerprints that he has never been able to rub away. It hasn’t ever pointed north, but that’s not what Elias uses it for. The compass only moves when things around it aren’t quite right. And lately it has only been pointing towards the lighthouse, eagerly shaking its needle and spinning like crazy when he is close to it.

Elias looks up at the light in the lighthouse and takes a deep breath. He has solved many mysteries in his forty-one years of living, surely he can crack this one too. He slips the compass back into his coat, even if it almost seems to protest when he does. He checks his watch, watching his minute hand move faster than it should. Almost an hour had gone by since he started walking towards the lighthouse.

Interesting

He gives the lighthouse one more look before he turns to walk back to his car. The wind picks up as he goes, stirring the wet grass and brushing cold air against the back of his neck — like something is asking him not to stay away for too long.

* * *

His House sits a little farther back from the road than the others on his street, framed by a low iron fence with a gate that always seems to stick halfway through opening it. Beyond it, the dirt path is still soft from the rain, water filling the muddy prints at the start of it — a pair of hands and knees by the looks of it. The garden on either side has grown rather unruly: rosemary is spilling into the path, rosebushes with far more bush than rose. And a few lavender plants cling to life like they’re running on spite alone.

When Elias parks in front of The House, the first thing he sees is a man sitting on his porch. He hasn’t noticed Elias yet — he’s hunched over his phone, elbows on his knees, his freckled face lit faintly by the screen. His hair is a tangle of loose curls, the color reminding Elias of cinnamon. His coat is much too thin for this weather, but he doesn’t seem to mind.

Elias opens the gate quietly, eyes still on the man. Then lets it fall shut.

The clang of iron on iron makes the man startle.

“Can I help you?” Elias asks.

The man gets to his feet. His trousers are streaked with mud, and the palms of his hands somehow seem even worse off- he’s clearly tried to wipe them clean on his coat with little success. Still, he grins, wide and sheepish. “Couldn’t get it open, so I climbed over.” He tells Elias while gesturing to the gate.

Elias frowns. Now that he’s closer, the man’s face looks… familiar. He checks his coat pocket for his keys. Maybe it’s nothing. Maybe the man just has one of those faces.

“I don’t like people visiting when I’m not home.”

The man nods “R-right yes, of course.” he replies. “I was told to come here if I had any information about the lighthouse.”

Finding his keys, he fishes them out of his pocket and opens his front door. “Come in. I will make us tea, and we can talk.”

“You’re…Elias Miler right?” The man asks him, still on the porch.

“Mirel. Yes.” Elias corrects him, stepping inside and taking off his shoes. The House doesn’t like him tracking dirt across the floors. The fact that his trousers are still dripping with rainwater is bad enough.

The entryway is dim, lit only by the light filtering through the old windows. The walls are paneled in a dark wood, aged and unpolished. In some places, the grain has started to rise. Everything smells faintly of dust and old paper. A tall coat rack leans in the corner, heavy with coats in dark, muted colors.

“Good,” the man says as he steps inside. “Then I’m in the right place.” He smiles. “Benjamin Summers. Most people call me Benji.”

Benji Summers.

So that’s why he looks familiar.

* * *

Elias had never been what you’d call well-liked in his childhood. Kids tend to avoid the ones that bring little bits of bone to school in matchboxes and ask too many questions during their history class. He liked things that had stories — things with cracks and maybe a little bit of rust. He spend his allowance on broken watches and chipped mugs. Objects that looked like they’d been loved.

When a new family moved onto his street, he never expected to get along so well with their kid.

He was two years younger then Elias and a total opposite. Loud. Chatty. Seemed almost allergic to the silence Elias liked so much. The kind of boy who’d break your window with a football and be surprised it didn’t bounce.

And yet, Benji followed him everywhere — even to The House that most adults crossed the street to avoid.

It wasn’t like the other houses in Tidehaven. It sat a little further back from street, surrounded by iron fencing. The garden never seemed to grow anything but weeds. The path to the front door vanished under them years ago. Elias couldn’t remember it looking any other way.

He never crossed the street when he walked past it on his way to school. He always stopped to watch it. Something about it reminded him of the broken watches he loved so much.

He wanted to go in, he just…hadn’t.

Not until the day he and Benji passed it on their way to school, and Benji had looked at the fence and said, “You could probably climb that.”

Then he’d given Elias a boost and climbed in after him.

The House looked so much bigger now that they were over the fence. Benji grabbed Elias’s hand and dragged him toward the door. The weeds almost seemed to part for them, catching at Elias’s trousers as he passed. The mud sucked at their shoes but didn’t hold on — like the garden wanted them to reach The House.

“Wait! We can’t just barge in,” Elias said, as he twisted his hand out of Benji’s grip.

Benji turned, grinning like they were on a playground and not standing in the front yard of a house that practically radiated Do Not Enter. “Why not? I mean, come on — no one’s lived here in years. Look at the place.” He gestured vaguely to the jungle of ivy and bramble that had devoured the path. “It’s abandoned.”

They were only halfway to the door when it creaked open. Slowly. Wider and wider. The doorknob didn’t turn.

Inside, an empty hallway waited.

A soft breeze drifted out — warm and dry. It carried the scent of wet wood, old books, and something sweet.

Was that apple pie?

Elias froze, staring at the doorway. He wasn’t scared. He felt oddly welcome — and he did love apple pie.

His feet moved before he realized he was walking. Benji tugged at his sleeve. “Come on, man,” he whispered. “I really don’t think we should go in anymore. That place looks super haunted.”

Elias shrugged him off.

Something was begging him to walk in. He needed to make tea. Clean the library. They had a visitor, after all — The House should be tidy and neat and clean.

It’s always proper to make tea for your guests.

The door slammed shut behind him.

He soon learned that The House held memories. And it was oh-so-eager to share its gift with someone who might appreciate them.

Elias hadn’t thought he’d been gone long. A few hours, maybe. The light had barely changed when he stepped back outside.

But the garden was different now. The weeds were gone. In their place: rosemary, rosebushes, and a rather fierce-looking lavender plant.

The police said he’d been missing for six days.

Benji’s family had already packed up and left town by then.

The broken watches weren’t just broken anymore. He could feel the weight of time in them — flickers of memory, bits of lives that didn’t belong to him. Sometimes he saw whole moments. Sometimes it was only a sound, a scent, the echo of someone else’s grief.

It wasn’t just the watches, either. The bones he collected, the chipped mugs. Everything held memories.

His parents hadn’t believed him. They sent him to therapy, hoping it would help him process whatever happened inside that house. He told the therapist it had stopped.

It hadn’t.

But he started wearing gloves after that — just in case. He didn’t like being pulled into other people’s memories without warning.

In time, he stopped thinking about The House. Or tried to.

Years passed.

Then a letter arrived — heavy paper, unfamiliar handwriting. The previous owner had died. The House was his now.

He moved in later that week.

And it felt like coming home.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




The door slams shut and The House creaks in protest.

Elias blinks, the memory doesn’t let go all at once. It drags its fingers across the inside of his skull, catching on details, leaving little hooks behind. It’s not unpleasant — just… immersive, the way standing knee-deep in water can be until you notice the cold. He rubs his eyes until the present feels solid under his feet. The smell of apple pie is gone from the hallway. Benji is older, taller, looking at him without any idea he’s just been some time else entirely.

It takes another breath before Elias’s gaze drops to the floor. Mud streaks across the boards, dark and wet.

He clears his throat. “Please take off your shoes, I don’t like mud in The House.”

The House doesn’t like getting dirty.

Benji looks down at his shoes, and back up at Elias. “Oh! My bad.” He says, kicking his shoes off and walking back to place them by the door.

The hallway is lined with shelves — crowded with old books, framed sketches, and things that were once treasured by previous owners.

Elias moves toward the kitchen. As he passes, his gloved hand grazes the wall. The fabric catches briefly in the worn grooves of the wood paneling.

“I’ll clean the mud after he leaves.” He says to The House.

The lower kitchen walls are paneled too — dark wood, like the rest of the place. The cabinets are old, their paint dulled and handles smooth from years of use. He opens one of them, then another. No teabags. He really should’ve gone to the store.

With a quiet sigh, he shuts the cabinet and fills two glasses from the tap instead. The window over the sink lets in a flat grey light. The smell of rain and apple pie fills the kitchen.




The counters are cluttered with notebooks and loose pages, a book left open and spine-up. Receipts with notes scrawled in the margins. A torn map, edges singed from straying too close to the stove. A stack of printed pages held by a paperclip already beginning to rust. It looks disorganized, but it isn’t. Elias knows where everything is — and The House tends to remind him when he forgets.

Some of it looks like it’s been there for weeks. Some of it has. It’s been cleaned around, not picked up. The dust has seemingly found a permanent place to rest on all the clutter.

“When I was younger, this weird neighborhood kid was obsessed with this place,” Benji says as he sits down. He moves a closed book aside to make space for his arm on the kitchen table — dark wood, solid, old. Yes, there are papers here too — notes, books and around three fountain pens, none of them functional. Just the quiet evidence of someone who lives alone and prefers things within reach.

He looks at the glass of water in front of him, thinks about saying something, then doesn’t.

“You know — ” He picks up the glass, takes a sip. Pauses. “I do sometimes wonder whe — this is some odd tea.”

“I inherited this house when the previous owner passed away a couple of years ago.” Elias says. The faucet drips. The pipes rattle as The House expresses its grief. “Just the sounds of an old home.” he explains, ducking as the cabinet door swings open and nearly clips his head. He slams it shut again. “And rats.” The pipes groan.

Benji blinks and looks at the cabinet “Right. Strong rats.”

Elias nods. “Strong rats.” He decides that stepping away from the cabinets might be a good idea, so he sits down at the table. “You came about the lighthouse?”

Benji claps his hands, like he’s congratulating himself for remembering something important. “Yes! The lighthouse. Creepy thing, right?” He leans in toward Elias a little, the enthusiasm a bit too much for his liking.

Elias doesn’t bother hiding his annoyance “That’s all you came here to say?” He had better things to do than entertaining folklore enthusiasts.

He exhales, picking up the glass in front of him. Fidgets with it. Turns it slowly between his fingers, sets it down (Clink), lifts it again. The sound is rhythmic, slightly irritating — like a clock that’s just a bit out of sync. Elias doesn’t say anything about it, but he desperately wants to.

“No, actually.” Benji glances down at the table. “When I was — maybe ten? — a friend of mine went missing, the same one that was obsessed with this place. My parents thought it best to move away, but I didn’t want to.”

The glass taps the table again. A soft (Clink). Again. (Clink). He doesn’t seem to notice.

“I ran away a few days later,” Benji continues. “Like…properly lost. But I found the lighthouse. I remember an old man letting me in.” Benji says, like it’s not the most alarming thing he could’ve said.

That makes Elias freeze. No old man had ever been mentioned in the reports. None of the firsthand accounts — not from the locals, not from any of the official records, not even in that pre-internet junk he pulled from the library — had included that detail. Still, time never ran quite right around the lighthouse.

Which makes him wonder…could it be-?

He looks through the clutter of loose papers and books on his table, looking for one of the pictures he has from the 1960s. “What did it look like on the inside?” he asks him in the meantime.

Benji shrugs “I don’t remember anything special, just seemed like a normal lighthouse to me.”

Of course. Elias exhales through his nose and keeps flipping pages. Of course it did.

Found it. An old picture of the lighthouse. The lighthouse tilts slightly against a flat, gray sky, caught in the frame like it’s trying to lean away from the three men standing in front of it. Mid-century. Mid-smile. The man in the middle has his head cocked just enough to suggest he’s either trying to be charming or trying not to be there at all. Elias has never been great with facial expressions.

He slides the photo across the table, taps a finger against the man in the center.

“He would’ve looked older when you saw him,” Elias says. “But close enough, maybe.”

Benji leans in, squinting. The glass is still in his hand, though at least he’s stopped spinning it. For now. “Hm…I don’t know. He looked… older than this. More tired. More beard.” He squints. “Definitely more beard.”

“Yes, Benjamin,” Elias says, voice dry. “It’s an old photograph. I don’t have anything more recent on hand.”

He’s dead, he doesn’t say. Has been for over 60 years. Of course I don’t have anything newer.

Elias studies him. “But this is the man you saw — just older, more tired, with more beard. Yes?”

Benji nods. “Yeah. That’s him.”

Elias slides the photograph back toward himself. “He died in 1962.”

Benji’s eyes widen. “No way. You’re telling me I saw a ghost?” He lets out a laugh, a little too loud for the room. “I’m pretty sure he called my parents to come get me. Ghosts can use phones now?”

Elias doesn’t answer his question, assuming it is one that doesn’t require one. Benji takes a deep breath, and picks up the glass again. (Clink). “I uh…did move out (Clink) a few years ago, came back yesterday (Clink) because I started having dreams (Clink) about it. The lighthouse I mean. I forget them (Clink) the moment I wake up but I know they (Clink) are about (Clink) the lighthouse.” Elias watches the glass turns in his hand. (Clink). It knocks softly against the side of the table. (Clink). (Clink). (Clink). Then, abruptly, Elias reaches out and takes it from him.

“I’ll clean that up for you,” he says. His voice is perfectly calm. Almost kind. Like he’s doing Benji a favor. When really, he’s doing himself a favor. The noise was driving him nuts.

Benji blinks at his now-empty hand, a little startled. “Sorry, it’s a habit.”

“A loud one.” Elias grumbles as he sets the glass in the sink and leans against the counter, arms folded. Benji having dreams about it is… interesting. Possibly useful. He might not remember them now, not in any meaningful way — but sometimes the details stick right after waking. Sometimes the body remembers what the mind forgets.

“Do you have a place to stay?” Elias asks.

Benji nods. “Yeah. Sort of. I made a deal with the Driftwood Motel down on Barnacle Street — if I work the front desk, they give me a room.” He shrugs. “It’s not the best place in the world, but it’s better than nothing, right?” He smiles like he means it.

If Benji stayed here, in The House, Elias could keep an eye on him. Maybe even figure out what exactly he’s dreaming about.

But does he really want this man in his safe place?

Elias takes a slow breath and looks away. The cabinet under the sink swings open just far enough to bump his leg. The House offering comfort. The House doesn’t much care for visitors either.

He already knows he’ll regret this. He also knows he might get the answers he’s been chasing.

“You might remember more when you’re not fully awake yet,” Elias says at last. “I’ve got a spare bedroom. The bed’s a lot better than the ones at the Driftwood — and cleaner.” He glances up. Benji’s head is tilted slightly, listening, like Elias is telling him a story instead of offering a place to sleep. “If you want, you can stay here tonight. We might get some answers.”

Benji doesn’t hesitate. Of course he doesn’t. He nods, practically vibrating with enthusiasm. “I’m not going to say no to that. Does this mean we’re partners?”

Elias blinks. His eyes narrow just a fraction, though not enough to qualify as a glare. “No. I just need to know what you dream about.”

“We’re definitely partners,” Benji says, grinning. It’s bright, unearned, and stubbornly certain, like he’s already decided they’re in this together whether Elias likes it or not.

We are most definitely not partners.














