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      “Where are you calling from? And who is James talking to?”

      Caitlin stood with her phone extended and turned in a circle so that her friend Nicole could see the beach, the water, James talking to the lighthouse keeper and then the lighthouse in the distance.

      “We’re on the beach at Manipeak Island or Peakaman or whatever. I don’t actually know. And this,” she spun, showing the bobbing rowboat behind her, “is our ferry to the lighthouse!”

      “You are nuts. You could not pay me enough to get in that boat. It looks like it already sank, and they emptied the water out and slapped a motor on it. That is a Titanic waiting to happen. You probably love it.”

      Caitlin nodded. She loved everything about what was happening, and what she envisioned was about to happen. James, her boyfriend of four years, had promised that when he proposed, it would be something epic, and it would include things she loved: water, lighthouses, and most of all, ghost stories.

      They’d been talking seriously about marriage for the last year and were already living together. The proposal that would happen was a given; it was the details she was excited about.

      Somehow, some way, he’d arranged this little trip to the lighthouse. While it was no longer an operating lighthouse, apparently it was very much operating as an Airbnb, with rumors that the ghost who resided in the lighthouse was still present. She hoped the rumors were true. She could already imagine the pictures they could take and post, the response of her followers, the spike in views, the potential uptick in income.

      “He’s talking to the lighthouse keeper, or the owner of the Airbnb, I guess. Getting all the final details or something.”

      “You going to post your location and what’s happening?”

      “Not ‘til I get home. I’ve already posted some stories and told my followers I was going dark for a few days, but I’d be back next week with new content. I won’t have any choice, really. Apparently, there’s no Wi-Fi or cell service. It is an island after all.” As an influencer who posted about travel destinations and makeup, she was always working. This was her first real break in ages.

      “It’s hard to believe you won’t be posting anything. You’ll probably go through withdrawal,” Nicole said.

      Caitlin laughed. Her friend wasn’t wrong.

      “Hey,” Nicole said, her voice suddenly serious. “You better make sure you have a way off that island. For real. The lighthouse keeper looks ancient.” Then she said, “Are you sure he’s still breathing?” and the smile was back in her voice.

      Caitlin didn’t want to laugh, but Nicole was right. The man was so old she could practically hear him creak. “Shhhh!” she said and stepped a few more feet away from her boyfriend and closer to the water.

      “Well, call me when the deed happens,” Nicole said. “I mean the proposal. I don’t need to know when you two have celebratory sex.”

      “Noted. I will tell you all about the deed before I post anything. After we’re back on the mainland.”

      “I’m writing all this down so that I can call in authorities to rescue you,” Nicole said. She wasn’t actually writing anything down or remembering the details, and a few days from now she’d wish she were paying closer attention. “When are you coming home?”

      “Tuesday. It’s just five days. Five days in a spooky lighthouse with, hopefully, an incredible proposal and ring at the end of it. And even if he doesn’t propose, it’s so sweet that he’s doing all this.”

      “Well, the man is smitten. He loves you for real. It almost makes me believe in the goodness of dating apps, but I’m pretty sure you got the last decent man on the planet.”

      “I’m sure there are at least two, maybe three decent men left out there.”

      “Oh, there are, I’m sure. They’re just already married. Anyway. I don’t want to rain on your lovefest. But if I don’t hear from you by Tuesday, I’m calling in help.”

      Caitlin laughed. Her friend hated ghost stories. It was a shame really. Nicole’s anxiety and ability to create catastrophes from the mundane would’ve been great inspiration for stories, if she’d been at all creative. “Sounds good. I’ll call you by noon on Tuesday. If not before. And thank you for looking out for me.”

      “Always. You look out for me too. Have a blast, my almost-engaged friend!”

      Caitlin looked at the lighthouse in the distance and noticed some dark clouds forming. “We are going to have so much fun,” she said and ended the call. She thought of making love in a storm, the waves crashing against the shore, a sparkling ring on her finger calling out like a lighthouse beam to all the lost ghosties swallowed by the lake.

      While James finished his talk with the caretaker, she took some pictures of the lighthouse in the distance and a selfie where she smiled wide, her hand securing her hat to her head while her hair spun wildly in the wind.

      She felt James’s warm hand take hers. “Ready to go?” he asked.

      “So ready,” she said. She clicked off her phone and put it in her front pocket.

      “Cool. And get this. I’m driving.” He pointed to the rickety rowboat.

      “Driving? I’m not sure I should trust you to navigate, you don’t even know the proper word for steering a boat.”

      “Maybe you can teach me while we cross the water.”

      “Oh, I’ll teach you some things,” she said, smiling.

      James helped her into the boat, pushed it out into the cold water, and then jumped in, making them rock. Caitlin gasped but found her breath when the boat steadied and James got the motor going. The old man stood on the shore and watched them leave, slowly dwindling in size until Caitlin couldn’t see him there at all.

      She turned her attention to her handsome boyfriend, who expertly steered the little boat, the tiny motor puttering contentedly. “You do seem to know how to steer,” she said, surprised.

      “Well, remember, all the LeMieux men on my dad’s side were sailors.”

      “I’d forgotten that!”

      “Yep. Sailing is in my blood. My dad is from Cape Breton in Canada and his dad, my grandpapa, was a captain on a ship. Not like an old pirate ship, or anything, but a massive oil tanker. He spent six months at sea, would be home for a week or two, and then back at sea. I think it’s why my dad went into teaching sailing instead of captaining a ship. When I was a kid, I spent more time on water than I did on land. All my uncles were sailors too. One moved up to Alaska, one on a crabbing ship, one in the Naval Reserve in Newfoundland. So the LeMieux have a rich relationship with the water.”

      Caitlin smiled. He had told her a version of this before, of course, but she heard it differently today. She loved the idea of him having the bloodline of sailors but also wondered how he felt abandoning Canada and sailing for Michigan and becoming an accountant. He would be the last of his line, unless they had kids. She hoped they had a lot of kids.

      The general knowledge she’d inherited, she was pretty sure, consisted of being able to carry heavy things. Everyone in her family were stout and strong, or so she’d been told. After her parents died, she didn’t really have a family anymore, no one to be connected to. No one who stayed with her. For a long time, social media had given her that semblance of belonging to a family, but now she was starting to feel it for real.

      James liked her strength, her strong legs, her ability to arm wrestle if called to. He was her whole family now. He and Nicole. They were enough for now, but she envisioned a future with kids and grandkids and big celebrations. She envisioned happy chaos and love.

      They were quiet the rest of the way. Caitlin held onto her hat to keep it from whipping off her head. The water was choppy. It definitely felt like a storm was brewing. She loved storms, especially over water when you could see the front roll in.

      Slowly, shore slipped away and the lighthouse on the tiny island loomed in front of them. It was like all typical lighthouses: painted a bright white, the light on its steeple massive and encased in glass. The old man had said that while they don’t rely on the lighthouse anymore for safety, the automated beacon would still come on, warning sailors of bygone eras to beware of the rocky shore, to watch for the gaping, toothy maw of Lake Superior during a violent storm.

      It was perfect. Just perfect. She was already getting ideas of things she could talk about when she finally started her podcast about the paranormal. Maybe she’d do a series on shipwrecks. Of loves lost at sea.

      James expertly pulled up to the small dock and secured the rocking boat. He reached for her hand, kept her steady, and made sure she was safely on shore.

      “I can’t believe we’re here!” Caitlin said excitedly.

      “It’s a dream come true,” James said. He pulled her to him and kissed her; the kind of dramatic and romantic kiss actors did in black and white movies. The wind grabbed her hat and took off with it, twirling it past the rocks and out to the swirling lake. Caitlin laughed.

      “If the lake wants the hat, she can have it, but you? You’re all mine.”

      This time, Caitlin kissed him.
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        * * *

      

      They brought their two backpacks and a box of food with them. “What if we get trapped here?” Caitlin asked. She was half-terrified and half-titillated by the idea. They were walking up the stony path from the shore to the lighthouse on top of the hill. There was a steep set of stairs that led from the rocky shoreline, up a dune cliff, until they reached a path of sand surrounded by tall green sand grass. A dented yellow sign warned travelers to stay on the path with a picture of the steep cliff. Hard to miss it, really, but Caitlin figured some people needed signs to keep them safe.

      It was a little creepy, but mostly cute. She saw no sign of ghosts or hauntings, but then, that sort of thing didn’t happen until nighttime.

      “Well, Frederick, the lighthouse keeper, says that getting trapped here isn’t really possible. He comes out every day to check on things, and he’s only been delayed once in the past for a couple of days because of a storm.”

      “We could always swim,” she suggested.

      “Actually, the water up here is too cold to swim in. Hypothermia. Something about a natural spring or something. He said lots of people have died trying to cross the channel.”

      “He told you all this?”

      “He did. Apparently, it’s a common fear people have. He says there’s a collection of ghost stories in the lighthouse of poor souls swept away. But don’t worry about it. Even if he didn’t show up, I’d get us home safely. Sailing is in my blood, remember?”

      “I guess. Here I was excited to spend the rest of my life on this island with you.”

      James stopped walking and said seriously, “That can be arranged.”

      Butterflies shimmied in her belly in response.

      “It’s really beautiful,” she said. “I can’t believe we’re here.”

      “Pretty epic, yeah? And just wait for the other things I have planned.”

      In the distance, there was a slight rumble, and the sky began to darken.
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        * * *

      

      The bed, kitchen, and staircase to the lighthouse’s lamp were all in the same large space. It was really just an open round room. No hint of a bathroom, and Caitlin wondered if there was an outhouse. Of course, the toilet would be outside. She hoped it would at least have a padded seat.

      “It’s darling. Just darling!” she said, looking around at the small kitchen with pots and pans from the fifties or earlier, metal dishes, the small wood stove, the hand-woven rug by the sink. The sink had a hand pump, something Caitlin had heard of but never seen. The stairs to the top of the lighthouse were just to the side of the room and spiraled up and up and up.

      A double bed that sagged in the center was tucked away in the corner and covered with a faded multi-colored quilt. There were dried flowers in bell jars lining the windowsills, one jar per window. A lovely breeze blew through the rooms, carrying the scent of fish and lake plants.

      “That spiral staircase is pretty scary. I wonder if that’s how the ghost who lives here died.”

      “Now, that’s another thing Frederick told me. The tale of the Librarian and the Sailor.”

      “Do tell,” Caitlin said. “If you remember it.”

      “Of course I remember it. It’s part of why I rented this place. But first,” he said, reaching for her hand. “Let’s try out that bed. See if it’s sturdy.”
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        * * *

      

      The bed was sturdy. And loud. They laughed at the creaks and thuds it made and were grateful they were on a secluded island. When they were finished, they lay naked next to each other, James’s hand resting on her belly, her foot touching his. “We could just do this all weekend,” he suggested. “We don’t even have to get dressed.”

      “Except when Frederick shows up,” Caitlin said. “I don’t want him to see my nuggets.”

      “I don’t want him to see my nuggets either.”

      She kissed him and then said, “Okay. We’ve both orgasmed. I need that story now.”

      “Wine first.” He jumped up from the bed, his nuggets swaying, grabbed the wine and poured them both a glass. There was suddenly a chill in the air. Caitlin knew a front was rolling in, the warm air being pushed aside by cold. They were for sure going to get a storm. There were hints in the sky of grey, or maybe that was just the sun setting on a cloudy day.

      “Here you go,” he said, handing her a very full glass. “So, there is a ghost that lives here and it’s a tragic tale.”

      “All ghosts have tragic tales. That is why they are ghosts.”

      “True. This is what Frederick said: in the early 1800s or something, this lighthouse was fully operational. Two people stayed here to take care of the lighthouse, taking turns to watch the lamp. It’s said that many lighthouse keepers went mad on account of the loneliness. Anyway. One of the lighthouse keepers became terribly ill and had to go to the mainland. The other one stayed. And one morning, his fiancée, who was, I guess, a librarian, came to see him, not knowing that they would be unchaperoned.”

      “Ohhhh! Scandalous.” Caitlin exclaimed, delighted.

      “Indeed. I think she maybe suspected he was here on his own. Anyway…she came here to see him. And there was a storm.”

      “Of course there was a storm. There is always a storm.”

      “Well, it is a lighthouse.”

      “True.”

      “The lovers, and Frederick assured me they were lovers by that point, realized that they couldn’t return to the mainland so they would have to wait out the storm together, and have a little taste of married life. Only the lighthouse keeper quickly realized this wasn’t just a run of the mill storm, but a massive storm. The kind they write songs about. The lake was angry and mean. The rain came down in buckets. They worked together to get the lighthouse lit to warn sailors of the rocky shore. A ship was spotted in the turbulent waters. Frederick said something happened then. A window broke, a rock or something flew through it, and the light went out.”

      “Oh no! The ship! Did they crash?”

      “Just wait. The light went out, and because of the ship being so close to shore, the man told his fiancée that he would be right back. He was going to light a fire or something on shore, I don’t know exactly.”

      “That seems foolish. You’re not going to get a fire started in a storm like that.”

      “I think maybe he was desperate.”

      “Indeed.” Caitlin shivered thinking of it. The storm, the waves, the sailors being tossed back and forth on a slick deck. Lake Superior could be wicked and had swallowed many lives.

      “So, he left. He told his fiancée he would be right back and for her to wait for him. And so, she waited.”

      “What happened?”

      “And she waited.”

      “Oh, no.”

      “And she waited. The librarian waited for days and days, staring out the window. Maybe this window right here.  They found her weeks later, still by the window looking out.”

      “Was she all right?”

      “Well, it wouldn’t be a very good ghost story if she was all right.”

      “Did she die of starvation?” Caitlin asked, horrified.

      “No. They say she died of a broken heart. And they say sailors have seen her peering from the lighthouse window, still looking for her love, still waiting for him to return. Some people have seen a light on the shore, blinking on and off.”

      Caitlin sighed. All the ghost stories were relatively the same. A woman pined away for love and was condemned to walk the earth alone, waiting for her man who would never show up. It kinda felt like her dating life had been before meeting James. “If she’s still here, I hope she’s at least an angry ghost. If you took off and never returned, I’d be pissed.”

      James laughed. “I promise you, that’s never going to happen. In fact…” He turned in bed, searching for his jeans that lay in a heap on the floor. “I have something here, somewhere, for you. It’ll serve to anchor, if you will, you to me.”

      He held out a ring in front of her. It was a filigreed antique design with a beautiful diamond at the center. Caitlin gasped. She’d been expecting it, of course, but it still took her breath away.

      “Caitlin,” he said, his voice a little nervous sounding, “Will you marry me?”

      She was pretty sure she said yes, but it was hard to tell between all of the kissing.
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        * * *

      

      They had a dinner of charcuterie: crackers, cheese, wine, sliced sausage, and strawberries—arranged to make a lovely photo with her ring at the center—and fell asleep entwined. Caitlin wasn’t sure when they’d fallen asleep or how long they slept.

      It was the color of morning that awoke them: swaths of blood red and electric orange filling the sky, like the morning was on fire.

      After she took some pictures, Caitlin shoved his shoulder gently, to wake him up. “James,” she whispered. Then louder, “James!”

      He startled awake.

      “I’m so sorry, my fiancé,” she said with a smile, trying the word on, “but look at the sunrise!”

      James didn’t seem as delighted as Caitlin felt. He whispered something to himself.

      “What was that?” she asked.

      “Oh, just a saying my dad and grandpapa used to say: Red sky at night, sailors delight. Red sky at morning, sailors take warning. I think there’s a storm rolling in.”

      Caitlin had thought the storm would hit yesterday, but it had held. She was grateful. Yesterday had been perfect in every way. Now it could rain for the rest of their vacation, and it wouldn’t matter. She was leaving here a fiancée, and they could start planning their wedding as soon as they got home.

      “Anything we should do? To the lighthouse?”

      “I don’t think so. I’ll ask Frederick when he gets here. Until then, how about some pancakes?”
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        * * *

      

      Out the door of the lighthouse, down the craggy rocks and the dune cliff, across the lake that was beginning to toss and swirl, a cold entity stretched and reached, seeking.

      It was without form, without essence except cold.

      It used its stored energy to slither over the water and the shore, searching, probing, following the thread of breath to the man who was sleeping on a cot in his cabin.

      The entity slipped under the crack of the door, began to take shape. First it was just air, and then mist, and then she stood in front of him, watching him sleep, staring with her black eyes, her long hair swirling around her.

      She waited, listening, and when she heard the steady beating of his heart, she reached out her hand, her arm lengthening to touch him, the nails growing longer and more pointed until they were as sharp as razors.

      She skittered her fingernails over his rising and falling chest, waiting still, until his eyes opened and for that smallest amount of time between life and death, Frederick looked at the apparition, could see her fully and had time only to utter the word “No” before she quickly and efficiently pierced his heart.

      The man seized and was no more.

      The woman returned to mist, and then air, followed the thread that tied her back to the lighthouse, where the couple, deeply in love, explored each other’s bodies, and she, the Librarian, watched with growing jealousy and anger.

      Her love had abandoned her. He had said he’d love her forever, and when she’d told him she was expecting, he’d said he never wanted to talk to her again.

      He’d run out into the storm that night, while she wept, and he never returned.

      After a time the woman, in a fit of rage, tore out her own eyes.

      Her heart stopped beating eventually, and the baby growing in her belly solidified within her, not growing anymore, but changing, becoming a calcified creature of pure anger. This anger linked the librarian to the lighthouse and the shore and the surrounding area. She waited. For years and years and years.

      People thought she was waiting for her lover to return, but they were wrong.

      The librarian was waiting for an opportunity for her revenge.
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        * * *

      

      The pancakes were delicious, probably because they were pancakes made by her new fiancé in a secluded lighthouse. Caitlin took pictures of everything, even though she wouldn’t be able to post until they were back on shore and had access to the internet again.

      “I forgot to ask you; did you have any ghostly experiences last night? Clearly, the only ghost encounter I had was sleeping like the dead,” Caitlin said.

      “Nah. I didn’t even dream. I guess that’s a little weird, because I usually do.”

      “You dream every night?”

      “Usually,” James said. “Don’t you?”

      Caitlin shook her head. “Nope.” She gathered the plates and took them to the sink. James stood up to pump the water. Not even twenty-four hours in this place and they had already fallen into a couple’s routine. He’d cook, she’d clear, he’d help with the water, she’d wash. She could see their life together unfurling before them and how they’d add in new bits to the routine: she’d pump her breasts, he’d feed the baby, she’d sleep, he’d take their kid for a walk. So many new things before them.

      “Before coming here, I thought I dreamed of a woman in a green dress. Kinda creepy. Her eyes were torn out or something.”

      “You’re making that up!” Caitlin said, wildly hoping he wasn’t.

      “Maybe. I was watching a horror movie when I fell asleep that night.”

      “I’d have believed you if you said you saw her here.”

      “There’s time yet,” James said.

      “I am a little disappointed,” she said. She scrubbed the first plate. Dishes would be done in about thirty seconds. Life was easy here. “I want to encounter the…what did you call her? The Librarian. There hasn’t even been a dish rattling or any weird sounds or anything.” Caitlin thought for a moment. “It’s weird that they didn’t give her a name. Wouldn’t it make more sense to have a ghost named Jennie or something?”

      “I think calling someone The Librarian is creepier,” James said. “Speaking of creepy, it’s getting really dark out. And the lake…” He quieted. “I’ll be right back,” he said.

      Before Caitlin could respond, James had left the lighthouse. The door slammed shut behind him making Caitlin jump.

      She heard wind rattling against the lighthouse and then suddenly a torrent of rain pelting the windows. James returned within seconds, already drenched. “Holy shit,” he said. “I’ve seen some storms before, but this is going to be epic. There’s no way Frederick is coming out today.”

      Caitlin felt the first faint stirrings of fear, but it wasn’t about anything ghostly. It was all very real. “Are we…okay here?”

      James nodded and grabbed a hand towel to dry off. Caitlin went to her bag and pulled out a beach towel instead. The little hand towel wasn’t going to help much. She handed it to him. “Yeah. Probably the safest place we could be. Remember, lighthouses were built for storms.”

      It was on his last word that the power went out.

      Caitlin laughed, but it was a nervous laugh.

      She told herself that of course, James was right. This lighthouse had probably been through hundreds of storms, had seen worse than this, had stood watch as ships crashed on the rocky shores and sailors were swept into the murky depths of the hungry lake. And the lighthouse had stood watch over it all, for over a century. It would certainly stand watch now through this little summer squall.

      “No power,” Caitlin said. “Whatever will we do?”

      “You wanna warm me up?” James said with that cute half-smile of his.

      “I do,” Caitlin said.

      And she did.
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        * * *

      

      The entity watched their naked bodies writhing and felt the familiar stirrings of rage. She slipped out of the lighthouse, down the path to the beach, dropped effortlessly over the cliff, and then swirled around the rope securing the boat to the dock.

      She had all the time in the world, and all the anger to give shape to her cold fingers materializing in the mist, working efficiently to loosen the knots just enough.
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        * * *

      

      Caitlin’s friend Nicole was watching the weather report. She wasn’t terribly worried about Caitlin and James, but she was getting there. She knew they were somewhere in the upper peninsula, some lighthouse or island or something, but she’d searched all the places Caitlin had mentioned and hadn’t found anything. Probably because Caitlin didn’t really pay attention to the details. She was bored by things like directions, math, names of places.

      With a quick google search, Nicole had discovered that there were 129 lighthouses in Michigan, but were these all the lighthouses, or only the lighthouses in operational order? And was the lighthouse they were staying at in the path of the huge weather system that was generating massive storms with the potential for hail, lightening, and tornados? Were they at one of those lighthouses?

      “Dammit, Caitlin,” Nicole murmured to herself. She looked at the radar swirling in front of her, and the colors of green, yellow, orange, red and small areas of purple. It was a massive storm. Surely, they weren’t in its path. What were the chances of that?

      Nicole closed her laptop. She tried sending a text again to Caitlin, but the red exclamation point showed up instantly indicating the message failed to send.

      She shook her head. Caitlin would be fine. She’d come home on Tuesday with a huge rock on her finger, a terrific engagement story, amazing new content for her social media, and probably some fudge to share with Nicole. Everything was totally fine.

      She opened her laptop again, just to look at the radar one more time. She knew everything was fine, but if everything was fine, why did she feel so nauseous?
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        * * *

      

      The rain persisted all day long. The windows were streaked with long water trails. Lake tears, Caitlin thought.

      She put her hand to the cool glass and for a moment imagined herself as the Librarian, staring out at the turbulent water, waiting for her love to return to her.

      Luckily, Caitlin’s love was still inside, safe and sound.

      Her phone said it was only seven o’clock, but it was as dark as midnight.

      She heard something.

      The sky flashed. And flashed. And flashed. A strobe light in the sky, illuminating the rocks. “James!” Caitlin cried. She grabbed her phone and started recording. Before he could even get to the window, the pine tree she’d been watching tipped over, as easily as pushing over a tent pole. The tree heaved over, pulling up a great chunk of earth with it. “Oh no!” she cried. “The poor tree. But luckily, I’ve captured its demise.”

      She felt James’s steadying hand on her back. She breathed. Reminded herself they were safe and dry, and this was just a storm, a storm like a hundred storms before, and this was content. Amazing content!

      “Aw, shit!” James said, and that was when Caitlin felt fear. Real fear. Cold and prickly, racing up her spine, zipping up to the crown of her head, and settling into her body. His words were a lightning strike.

      “What’s wrong?” she asked.

      “Our boat! Look at it!”

      She followed his pointing finger and could see the boat, bobbing in the angry water, the rope securing it to land stretched tight. The wind was trying to pick up the boat and flip it over. In a gust of wind, the rope snapped or let go or something, and the boat launched itself into the water.

      “Shit,” he said again. “We can’t lose that!”

      “Sure we can. Frederick will be back tomorrow. We don’t need that stupid boat.”

      “It’s stupid if we don’t need it. But if something happens to Frederick…if he doesn’t come…”

      Panic slithered around Caitlin’s neck, a necklace that was too tight for her throat. “What do you mean if he doesn’t come? You said he’d come. Of course he’ll come! Why wouldn’t he?”

      “He will. Of course he will, but if he doesn’t…Shit. Caity, I’m just going to run out there and secure the boat. I’ll be right back. I don’t want us to lose it. It’s security, you know?”

      “But why do we need security? You said we were safe. We’re safe right? Right?”

      He didn’t answer her directly. “I’ll be right back. Five minutes.”

      He was gone before she could stop him. The door slammed and she jumped.

      Caitlin felt a cool breeze ruffle her hair. No windows were open. What was causing it? A change in the barometric pressure? Or was it something else?

      Could it be someone else?

      The growling that Cailin heard might have been a response to her inner questions.

      But it wasn’t a growl, was it? It was thunder. A low moan of thunder. But the rumble didn’t stop. It just kept going and going and going, like…

      Caitlin remembered Nicole telling her about being in her parent’s basement when a tornado ripped through town and how the tornado sounded like a train.

      A train.

      Caitlin had always thought of a train whistle, that extended high-pitched alarm, but what if that wasn’t what Nicle meant? What if Nicole meant the sound that Caitlin was hearing now, the rumbling groan of a world turning inside out.

      “James!” she cried. “James! Come back!”

      There was a great crack outside and the wind howled. Caitlin could feel the pounding of her heart. She looked outside but it was so dark it was hard to see. The light was strange. Dark, yes, but a sickly dark, a dark laced with green, with rot.

      For just the briefest moment, she thought she could see a woman on the shore, her hair blowing wildly in the wind, her green dress flapping around her like seaweed. Caitlin reached for her phone. She should’ve been recording this. When she pressed record, she realized it was just the storm she was capturing. The woman had been nothing more than a shape formed by shadows and Caitlin’s imagination.

      Another flash of lightening and Caitlin could see in the distance the twisting of black clouds, swirling just above the water and then touching the lake, turning into a waterspout as she watched. This was most assuredly not her imagination. “Oh, no,” she said.

      A waterspout.

      A tornado on the water.

      And James was still outside.
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        * * *

      

      James wasn’t thinking; he was just reacting. He’d run as fast as he could down the path and the steep stairs to the dock at the water’s edge. The rope that had secured the boat looked frayed, as if it had been cut or torn. The wind was fierce, and he knew that they were in trouble.

      Stupid idea coming out here and not telling anyone. He’d just wanted a little quiet with Caitlin, a little time away from the constant social media posts and likes and comments. He’d wanted something that was just theirs. So, he’d told his family they were going to a beach but never told them where.

      It was a mistake he was already regretting. Something told him that Frederick wasn’t coming to get them, and they could be stuck on this island.

      He peered out into the raging lake, searching for the boat. The rain pelted him. How could a rain in summer be so cold? This was more like a November storm, when Lake Superior turned into a brutal monster and cracked ships as if they were made of toothpicks.

      He was trying to decide what to do when a piercing gust of wind pushed against his shoulders. He tried to steady himself, but everything was happening too fast. He fell into the water, immediately going under, the cold shocking his body.

      When he surfaced, gagging and spitting, he saw the boat just an arm’s length away.

      He reached for it, but a wave shoved the boat just a little farther out.

      James swam.
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        * * *

      

      Caitlin’s ring finger pulsed, almost as if her engagement ring were on fire. She had to get James. Screw the boat. They’d figure something out later. Suddenly this romantic storm wasn’t so fun, and her concern wasn’t for getting off the island at all, but making it through the night with James, both of them alive and well.

      She wanted to make sure he was okay, but the wind and rain were so strong, she couldn’t see him on the beach. She almost laughed at herself when she realized she was in a lighthouse, and all she had to do to see James was climb the spiral staircase to the top and she’d be able to see for miles.

      Afraid of heights and a little dizzy, Caitlin climbed the rickety stairs, filming as she went. She knew her followers would love the fear she was feeling, and Caitlin could already imagine the posts she’d make when this was all over. The staircase wobbled and she leaned into it, exaggerating the danger.

      When she reached the top, she was astounded by the view. The whole island, open to her. If it were a clear day, like the song said, she could see forever. Right now, forever was an impenetrable darkness. The power was out and apparently the generator that controlled the lighthouse’s beam was dead. Only the flashes of lightening illuminated the scene before her. She looked frantically for James, hoping to catch his shape. Was he okay?

      He was. She saw him. On the beach. But…

      What was he doing in the water? What on earth was he trying to do? Caitlin picked up her phone to zoom in on him and she could see everything. The boat was feet away from him, and James, the stupid man, was trying to swim for it and bring it back to shore.

      “You’re going to get hypothermia,” she whispered.

      This wasn’t something she wanted her followers to see. Suddenly, this had all moved from fun and freaky, to truly terrifying. James was in the ice-cold water, swimming for their boat, and a tornado was headed for shore. Caitlin needed to do something, and she needed to do it now.

      She took off, running down the rickety spiral staircase, feeling her stomach rise in her throat. She tried not to think about falling, or the dizzying height she was at. She focused on getting down the stairs as quickly as possible. When her feet landed on the floor, she took a deep breath, gave thanks, and sprinted for the door.

      She ran.

      As fast as she could.

      As scared as she was, she was still dimly aware that this was the most exciting thing to ever happen to her. She grabbed her phone from her front pocket and started filming.

      She held the phone in front of her. The waves, the constant rumble of thunder, and cracks of lightening were so loud that she did not hear the door shut behind her. She tried keep running, but the rain was like sheets of glass falling from the sky, piercing her skin and blurring her eyes, and she worried she’d drop her phone. Reluctantly, she slowed to a walk, trying to shield her eyes enough so she could see.

      She still couldn’t see two feet in front of her, not even her own two feet. She remembered to just follow the cobblestone path to the beach, and she’d find James. Her heart continued to pound, and she tried to focus on walking to the shore but worried what she would find when she got there. Was James hurt? Was he swept underwater?

      No. He wasn’t. He was in the boat, coming back to shore, and he was fine. Just fine. She knew it. She willed it.

      Caitlin called his name again and again, her throat raw with the effort, but she couldn’t even hear her own voice.

      She walked slowly forward, squinting, remembering that there were a set of stairs somewhere and she needed to find those, or she’d go over the cliff.

      She didn’t understand what happened at first.

      She held her phone out in front of her and something hit her leg.

      She dropped the phone and heard the screen crack just as she crumpled to the rocky ground.

      For once, she wasn’t thinking about her phone or content or anything. Something was wrong. Something was wrong with her leg, but she didn’t understand what it was.

      She was cold and wet and scared.

      God, she was so scared.

      And then the pain.

      The pain!

      She blinked the rain away and looked down. There was a small rectangle of yellow metal, the sign from the beach warning of the cliff, and somehow it had hit her leg and imbedded itself into her calf. She could see the blood pulsing from the wound and realized the metal was in deep, maybe had even penetrated her bone.

      She screamed with everything left in her, but her screams could not travel in the wind and James did not answer and the waterspout inched ever closer to shore.

      The world made a cracking sound, or maybe that was just Caitlin’s heart breaking in two.
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        * * *

      

      James didn’t understand what he was seeing. There was a woman in the boat, sitting with her back to him. He called to her for help, but she either didn’t hear him or ignored him. Her long black hair was stringy against her back. “Help!” he cried. “Help me, please!”

      He was in trouble. He knew that. The waves were getting more turbulent, and the constant roar told him that something very bad was happening indeed.

      Suddenly, everything calmed. The water stopped churning. The rain stopped.

      He reached the boat, clawed for it, and grabbed onto its cool metal.

      “Help me get in the boat!” he called to the woman. She heard him that time, he knew.

      Slowly, she turned to face him, but her body stayed motionless. Only her head spun around to meet him. When James looked into her eyeless face, he screamed. Icy fingers from the water pulled at him, tugging him down, down, down to the dark depths.

      He watched the woman as he sank. She leaned over the side of the boat, her mouth open and sharp teeth glinting, and James was grateful that whatever had pulled him under showed no sign of letting him go.
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        * * *

      

      Caitlin had no choice but to drag herself back to the lighthouse. She used all the energy she had left, and her one good leg to push her forward, the rocks cutting into her skin. It felt like it took hours, but eventually she made it inside where she would and hope, pray that James would be back soon, just like he said, that he would keep his promise and come back to her.
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        * * *

      

      As quickly as the tornado had formed, it dissipated. The waterspout disintegrated, returned to rain, and then the rain stopped entirely.

      In the middle of the lake, a boat bobbed, its rope trailing behind it.

      The power flickered on in the lighthouse and then roared to life, the lamp burning bright now in the dark, warning all the sailors to stay away, stay safe, but it was too late for that warning, anyway.
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        * * *

      

      An entity in a green dress, crept quietly out of the water, walked the path to the lighthouse, went through the door, and stood next to the woman who was seated in a chair at the window, her lips blue, her eyes open, as if watching the view.

      When the woman’s heart stopped beating—it was already sluggish—her spirit would take the place of the Librarian, become the caretaker of the lighthouse, and the ghost would be free of her ties to the lighthouse and the surrounding area. She could finally reach out beyond the water and the shoreline and go wherever she felt pulled.

      Maybe she would find peace, and head toward the light, or maybe she would make her way deeper into land, following the bloodline of the man who had hurt her so many years ago, and haunt those that remained.
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        * * *

      

      Weeks later, after they found Caitlin, after the funeral, after the conspiracy theories and online uproar, Nicole finally had the strength to review the footage in Caitlin’s cracked phone. She was thinking of posting it but wasn’t sure yet.

      Nicole hated herself for not writing down where Caitlin and James were traveling to, for not asking for specific details, so they could have found them sooner. Maybe, if Nicole had known all the details, she could’ve alerted them to the storm. Given them a chance to escape.

      The coast guard officer who found Caitlin said that she died within minutes of the wound to her leg. She’d somehow pulled herself back into the lighthouse and then sat in a chair while her life pulsed out of her.

      They assumed James was gone too, lost in the lake somewhere, but they’d yet to find his body. Nicole knew it was only a matter of time.

      Nicole didn’t want to think of the tragic end to their love story. She wanted to remember them happy. She played the first video of them on the shore, James in the background talking to an old man, probably the lighthouse caretaker. Nicole noticed a flicker, a shadow, something off about the video.

      She looked at the next photos: the path from the beach to the lighthouse, a yellow sign, the lighthouse looming and dark clouds surrounding it, the interior of the lighthouse, a picture of the staircase winding up and up and up. Nicole flipped quicker through the remaining pictures, each one with a small flaw, a shadow, something. Her heart beat faster and she started to feel nauseous.

      What was the flaw, that dark mark? A shadow? A hair? A crack on Caitlin’s screen? There was a picture of a charcuterie board, and James in bed, his arm draped over his eyes, long legs uncovered, and then a picture of the ring he’d chosen for her. There was a picture of the window streaked with rain and Nicole zoomed in, trying to identify what she was seeing. There was a reflection in the glass.

      Not just one reflection, but two.

      Caitlin’s image looked back at her, her face blue-looking, and above her shoulder…Nicole zoomed in closer. Was that a woman? It must be some trick of the light, wasn’t it? But it looked like the hazy outline of a woman with scars for eyes, a woman with a wide and gaping smile, her pale hand clamped onto Caitlin’s shoulder.
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        * * *

      

      Years later, the lighthouse was purchased by a leasing company who rented the place out occasionally. There were rumors that once upon a time an online influencer had died in the lighthouse, waiting for her love to return. Some say they could hear her walking the lighthouse, trapped, and crying. Some said she looked out from the window, searching. They said her face was streaked with rain, or possibly, tears.

      No one on the island saw the woman in the green dress again, but there were stories of a family in Canada, a family of sailors with the last name of Lemieux who were visited by an entity late at night. If they saw her, they and their loved one, were cursed.

      They said she had no eyes, but her mouth was filled with ragged teeth, and a sense of unrelenting rage followed her like a storm, a rumbling, a source of endless thunder.
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