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​Dedication
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For Ziggy, my firstborn grandchild,

the one who made me a grandma—

whose spirit shines brighter than the stars in the sky.

May your curiosity never fade,

and may you always find wonder in the mysteries of the world.

May your heart be brave in the face of darkness,

and your kindness be a light that guides others home.

You will forever be in my heart,

no matter how big you may grow.

This story is for you—

a reminder that no matter where life’s journey takes you,

you carry within you the power to create your own light.
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​Preface
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Some stories are whispered in the dark tales of things we can’t quite explain. Flickers of light in the night sky, voices that echo from nowhere, chills that creep in when no one’s watching. This is one of those stories.

It began with a boy named Ziggy. A stargazer. A seeker. A quiet soul with a loud heart.

When I first imagined this story, I didn’t know where it would lead. I only knew it had to begin with a boy brave enough to ask questions, even when the answers frightened him. Ziggy’s story became a journey not just into haunted hills and star-lit skies, but into the space between grief and healing, fear and wonder, loneliness and love.

This book is a blend of the unknown and the deeply familiar. It’s about ghosts and aliens, yes—but more than that, it’s about finding your place in a world that often feels like it doesn’t make sense. It’s about what we carry with us—memories, scars, hopes—and what we choose to leave behind.

If you’ve ever felt different, ever searched the stars for something more, or ever wondered if someone you lost is still with you somehow... this story is for you.

And most of all, it’s for Ziggy—my first grandchild, and the spark that inspired it all.

— M. Williams



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Chapter 1 – “The Move”
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Ziggy Bellamy stared out the passenger window of the rusted pickup as the trees thickened and the cell signal faded. The deeper they drove into Elkhorn Ridge, the more it felt like the edge of the world. A quiet, sleepy town tucked between pine-covered hills and fog-draped valleys—exactly the kind of place that made Ziggy feel like he was being swallowed whole.

He didn’t want to be here.

But after his father’s death and his mother’s breakdown, there weren’t many options left. So now he was sixteen, grieving, and moving in with a grandma he barely knew. Grandma Lissa. His father’s mother. Eccentric. Sharp. Wore too many rings and spoke to her garden like it could talk back.

She met them on the porch in a tangle of scarves and wild gray curls, her blue eyes brighter than Ziggy expected.

"You’ve grown into those elbows, I see,” she said with a knowing smile. “Come in. The house is old but she’s friendly.”

The house was more than old—it was ancient. Creaking stairs, walls that whispered with every gust of wind, and an attic that practically begged to be haunted. Dust clung to every corner like it had nowhere else to go.

That first night, Ziggy lay awake staring at the cracked ceiling, his telescope still in pieces in the corner. He missed the hum of the city. The glow of streetlights. The anonymity of being one face in a crowd.

Here, he felt... watched.

At school, the stares were subtle but steady. Whispers followed him between classes. The kids didn’t say much to him directly, but he caught fragments:

“Another one moves in...”

“Wonder if he’ll last the winter.”

“Does he know about the hills yet?”

The librarian—a wiry old man with a wandering eye—offered him a faded map of town with a handwritten note: Stay away from Hollow Hill after dark.

At first, Ziggy thought it was a joke.

Until he noticed the same hill marked with a burned-out section on an old topographical chart in Grandma Lissa’s study. Until he heard tapping in the attic that didn’t line up with the wind. Until he caught something—just barely—moving in the tree line as he stared through his telescope at the stars that first clear night.

This town was hiding something.

Ziggy didn’t know what it was yet.

But something was off in Elkhorn Ridge.

And it had been waiting for him.

The feeling didn’t go away.

That night, as Grandma Lissa hummed in the kitchen, brewing something that smelled like rosemary and orange peels, Ziggy dragged his suitcase upstairs. She told him he could have the attic room—the one with the slanted ceiling and round window that looked out over the woods. He tried not to think about how much it felt like the kind of room where people got possessed in old horror films.

He set up his telescope, though the fog made the stars impossible to see. Maybe tomorrow.

The bed was lumpy. The floorboards creaked. Every time the wind shifted, the house moaned softly like it remembered pain. Ziggy lay in the dark with his earbuds in, scrolling through old stargazer forums on his phone, though the Wi-Fi barely reached this far up. He typed a post in one of the paranormal boards as a joke:

“New town. Strange vibes. Locals act like they know something. House creaks even when I’m not moving. Any chance my grandma’s attic is a portal to the shadow realm?”

He added a UFO emoji. Then deleted it.

​Downstairs, Grandma Lissa laughed out loud at her television—something black-and-white, probably older than both of them. A moment later, her voice floated up the stairs, half-singing to no one in particular.

“Don’t mind the whispers in the wood, Zig. Just the house getting to know you.”

Ziggy froze.

He hadn’t told her about the whispering.

At school the next day, things didn’t improve.

The building itself looked like it had been frozen in time—tall windows, chipped lockers, and a gym that smelled like sweat and ghosts. People stared when he walked in, like he was a new animal at the zoo. The teachers were polite but distant, their smiles too stiff to feel natural. His homeroom teacher, Mr. Drake, had the dead-eyed look of someone who had stopped asking questions a long time ago.

He was partnered with a girl named Skyler in biology. She barely said two words, but when they were slicing open a frog, she whispered without looking up, “Don’t go near the quarry at night.”

He asked why.

She didn’t answer. She just kept cutting.

By lunch, Ziggy had already figured out three things:


	No one talked about what happened in the hills.

	No one talked about the people who had left and never come back.

	And no one—not even the teachers—dared to speak about the missing kids whose faces still hung on the fading bulletin board in the main hallway.



That night, Ziggy stood at the attic window, the telescope finally assembled.

The sky had cleared.

He focused in on Orion first—his favorite. Something familiar, something fixed. But then, as he tilted the lens toward the dark stretch above Hollow Hill, something flickered in his view.

Not a star.

Not a plane.

It hovered. Shifted shape. Pulsed faintly with an unnatural blue light. Then blinked out.

Ziggy yanked back from the telescope; breath caught in his throat. He scrambled to realign it—hands shaking—and aimed again. Nothing. Just black sky and scattered stars.

He could still feel the light behind his eyes.

“Grandma?” he called.

No answer.

He made his way downstairs, only to find the living room empty. Her knitting rested in the chair like it had been dropped suddenly. The back door stood slightly ajar, letting in a breeze that smelled like pine and old smoke.

Ziggy stepped out onto the porch.

The night was thick with silence—no crickets, no owls, just the hush of trees watching.

In the distance, above the hill, a faint blue glow blinked once... then again... then vanished.

He was still staring at the darkness when Grandma Lissa reappeared behind him, holding a steaming mug and wrapped in a patchwork shawl. She didn’t even flinch.

“Don’t worry,” she said softly. “They always circle the ridge this time of year.”

Ziggy turned to her, his mouth half-open.

“You mean... you saw that?”

“Oh, sweet boy,” she said, handing him the mug. “There’s a lot more to this town than just stars and trees. You’re not the first to see the lights. But you might be the first to understand them.”

He blinked at her. “Why me?”

Grandma Lissa smiled—not kindly. Not softly.

Like someone who had waited a long, long time to say what she said next.

“Because the rift is opening again. And it knows your name.”



Chapter 2 – “Lights in the Sky”

THE NEXT NIGHT, ZIGGY couldn’t stop thinking about what Grandma Lissa had said.

“You’re not the first to see the lights. But you might be the first to understand them.”

“Because the rift is opening again. And it knows your name.”

He replayed her words again in his head like a scratched record.

What rift? What lights? And what did she mean by again?

But Lissa had gone quiet after that, as if she'd said too much. She'd handed him a blanket, told him to “keep watching,” and disappeared back inside the house like it was just another Tuesday.

Ziggy didn’t press her. He knew enough not to chase answers from someone who only spoke in riddles. She’d tell him more—eventually. Maybe.

If not, he’d figure it out himself.

Later that evening, while the rest of Elkhorn Ridge slept under a heavy velvet sky, Ziggy climbed out the attic window and settled onto the slanted roof with his telescope and camera bag slung over one shoulder. The stars were stunning this far from the city—sharp and untouched by light pollution. It was the kind of sky you could fall into if you weren’t careful.

He adjusted his telescope, starting with the familiar. Orion again. Then Jupiter’s moons—crisp and clustered. Then deeper, panning across unnamed constellations, listening to the click of his camera’s long-exposure shutter behind him.

It was peaceful.

For a while.

And then the cold shifted.

Not like the wind had changed—but like the atmosphere itself had warped. The air felt too still. Too heavy.

And then Ziggy saw it.

To the northwest, just above the tree line that marked the edge of Hollow Hill, a single orb of blue light blinked into view. At first, he thought it might be a plane, but it didn’t move. It just hovered. Pulsing. Growing brighter with each beat, like a heartbeat synced with the sky.

Ziggy grabbed his camera and zoomed in.

Click.

The shutter snapped.

Click. Click. Click.

The light began to move, descending slowly, unnaturally. Not like falling—but like... choosing. It twisted slightly as it drifted lower, leaving a faint trail of something in its wake—like a ripple in the air, like static etched into space.

Then, without warning, it broke into three pieces.

One shot left. One right. One dove straight down into the forest beyond the ridge.

Ziggy’s jaw tightened. His fingers trembled.

He checked his camera. The screen glitched for a second—brief static, like something interfering with the feed. But when the image loaded, his breath caught.

The photos were wrong.

What he’d seen with his eyes—a glowing orb, maybe the size of a basketball—looked different in the still frames. In the images, the light was... fractured. Like a cracked mirror of itself, each piece vibrating slightly out of sync. And around it, in the last shot before it disappeared behind the trees, the air was bending. Literally. The pine trees leaned slightly away from it, though there had been no wind. Their outlines distorted, like reflections in water.

Ziggy stared at the screen.

It didn’t make sense.

He panned his telescope toward where the last light had fallen, just above the thickets near Hollow Hill. There was nothing. No glow. No smoke. No crash site. Just silence, and the dense blackness of the woods beyond town.

He checked the time. 1:37 a.m.

He should go back inside.

But something inside him said stay.

Ziggy turned off the telescope and set the camera down beside him. He lay back on the roof tiles, staring up at the stars, wondering if any of them were watching him back.

He didn’t believe in ghosts. Not really. He believed in math, in science, in things that could be proven and measured. But whatever this was—it didn’t feel like a hallucination or a dream. It felt deliberate. Real.

And terrifying.

He closed his eyes and tried to steady his breathing.

Then—

A sound. Not loud. Not sharp.

But... wrong.

A whisper of metal brushing against metal. Like the sliding of gears from a machine he couldn’t see. It didn’t come from the trees—it came from above.

Ziggy sat up fast, scanning the sky.

Nothing.

But the sound echoed faintly in his bones, like it hadn’t been heard—it had been felt.

His skin prickled. The stars looked too still. Like they were holding their breath.

Then, a rustle on the roof behind him.

Ziggy spun.

Nothing there.

Just the antenna swaying slightly in a breeze that didn’t exist.

By the time he climbed back into the attic, something in the room had shifted.

The journal he’d left on the dresser—the one he’d been using to record star charts and local oddities—lay open.

A new line had been scrawled onto the page in messy handwriting he didn’t recognize:

"They always come before the silence. Stay awake. Stay watching."

Ziggy stared at it.

He hadn’t written that.

He knew he hadn’t.

He slammed the journal shut and backed away slowly. His chest was pounding, but his head felt cold, almost detached.

Downstairs, Grandma Lissa was already waiting at the kitchen table. A single candle flickered between them.

"You saw something," she said quietly, without looking up.

Ziggy didn’t answer. He just nodded.

She pushed a small wooden box across the table toward him. The lid was carved with symbols he didn’t recognize—circles inside triangles, stars with crooked tails, and eyes. So many eyes.

“What is this?” he whispered.

Lissa looked up at him. Her expression was unreadable.

“A beginning,” she said. “And maybe... a warning.”
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