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    To my husband, Shaun —

for your unwavering belief, quiet strength, 

and the way you always remind me 

that even in the darkest fog, there is always light. 

This story exists because you never let me drift.

      

    


Prologue: The Final Entry

Pelican Point Lighthouse

August 12, 1982

22:46



The wind struck the lighthouse like a fist. Rain hissed against the glass panes in the lantern room, and the sea howled below, a grey chaos lit only by the sweeping light. Inside, Jakob Marais, the assistant keeper, dipped his pen into the ink bottle for the final time.

22:46 — A second visitor. Not from the coastguard. Refused to give name. Says he’s looking for—

He paused.

The floor beneath him shuddered with a low boom. Distant thunder, or something heavier striking the lower levels. He didn’t know anymore. Nothing made sense since sunset. The tide had come in too fast. The light had flickered once—just once—but it had never done that in twelve years of keeping this beacon breathing through fog and storm.

And then there was the man in the yellow slicker.

He hadn’t arrived by road, nor by sea. Just appeared. At dusk. Standing by the base of the lighthouse as if conjured from the mist. No shoes. No bag. His voice was strange—rasping, deliberate. He'd said he was here for "the last entry."

Jakob had let him in. Foolish. Too curious for his own good.

Now the main door was locked. From the outside.

Jakob stared at the half-written log, his hand trembling. The pen left a crooked line down the margin. The wind moaned again, more insistent, like something living was pressing its body against the walls. He looked toward the spiral staircase. It was dark now—pitch black beyond the range of the lantern’s circle of light.

And someone was climbing.

The steps were cast iron. They groaned with each footfall. Slow. Measured. Not like someone running. Like someone ascending, with purpose. A deliberate rhythm—step, pause, step again. Jakob counted them, then lost track.

He reached for the flare gun beneath the desk, fumbled with the latch.

Lightning flashed outside, illuminating the narrow windows of the lantern room. For a moment, Jakob saw his reflection—drawn, hollow-eyed, wet with fear.

And then another reflection appeared behind him.

He turned—but there was no one.

Only the empty spiral stair, descending into shadow.

The light flickered. Not just dimmed—flickered, like a candle catching its death breath. The generator below whined. Jakob gripped the desk, heart hammering. If the light went out, ships could run aground. That was his duty. His oath.
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