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Synopsis

In the isolated coastal town of Oakhaven, endless fog has covered the harbor and sea cliffs for years, leaving the island trapped beneath silence, grief, and fading memory. Few people still speak about the old lighthouse, the vanished artist Julian, or the strange orange light that disappeared long ago.

Sienna lives quietly with her husband Paul at the edge of the harbor until hidden paintings connected to her late mother begin resurfacing inside an abandoned cottage. Drawn toward the mystery, she slowly uncovers the tragic story of Julian, a gifted painter whose desperate attempt to preserve warmth and light changed Oakhaven forever.

As the island edges closer to collapse, Sienna, Paul, Julian and the gardener Silas journey across dangerous tides and forgotten ruins searching for the final traces of the lost orange pigment tied to Julian’s unfinished work. But what they uncover is far more than a mystery buried beneath the fog.

The Light Was Orange is a haunting gothic novel about memory, grief, love, and emotional healing where warmth slowly returns to a town that had forgotten how to live in the light.

Blurb

In the isolated coastal town of Oakhaven, endless fog has covered the harbor and sea cliffs for years. The old lighthouse stands abandoned, the townspeople avoid speaking about the past, and warmth itself feels almost forgotten.

Sienna’s quiet life changes when hidden paintings connected to her late mother begin resurfacing inside an abandoned cottage near the cliffs. Alongside her husband Paul and the gardener Silas, she is drawn into the tragic story of Julian, a gifted artist whose obsession with preserving a mysterious orange light changed Oakhaven forever.

As the fog deepens and the island edges closer to collapse, they journey across dangerous tides and forgotten ruins searching for the final traces of Julian’s unfinished work.

But can light truly return to a place that has lived so long in darkness? 

And when the sea begins swallowing the last warmth from Oakhaven... will Sienna find the courage to carry it forward before morning disappears forever?

The Light Was Orange is a haunting gothic novel about memory, grief, love, and the quiet return of hope.
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The Echo of an Unseen Shore

The air in Oakhaven clung to everything like a damp shroud. It was not merely fog, though the island lived beneath it year after year, wrapped in a soft grey veil that blurred the boundary between sea and sky. It was something heavier than weather, something that seeped into the wood of the cottages, into the salt-stained stone streets, into the marrow of those who had spent too long breathing it.

Oakhaven had once belonged to maps. By the winter of 1972, it had grown used to living without a true morning, surviving like a forgotten stain in the middle of the cold northern sea.

The island sat beyond violent cliffs and restless waters where ferries rarely ventured anymore. Dense forests swallowed most of its interior, and thick marine fog drifted endlessly across the shoreline as if determined to keep the settlement hidden from the rest of the world. Few outsiders came willingly. Fewer stayed.

Sienna moved through the narrow harbor road with a weariness so deeply rooted it no longer felt separate from herself. Yet beside her walked Paul, steady and warm against the island’s endless chill, his presence the only thing that kept her tethered to the world around her. Her trembling hand rested unconsciously against the subtle swell of her lower abdomen.

Their child. The secret felt fragile inside her, almost unreal. Paul glanced toward her and gently adjusted the thick wool shawl around her shoulders without a word. It was such a small gesture, yet in Oakhaven even tenderness felt precious.

The town itself seemed permanently suspended between memory and decay. Houses huddled close together along the harbor as if seeking warmth from one another. Salt crusted the windowpanes. Damp wood groaned beneath the wind. A fine layer of dust settled over everything no matter how often people cleaned.

There were no bright colors here. Only the muted tones of wet stone, rotting timber, and pale grey mist.

The people of Oakhaven moved quietly through their routines with lowered eyes and apologetic shoulders, as though the island itself had taught them not to take up too much space in the world.

Sienna understood them too well.

Her days had become a procession of soft repetitions, weak tea cooling untouched on the kitchen table, sorting mail that rarely mattered, standing for long stretches beside the sea while the tide dragged itself endlessly toward shore. Time no longer felt measured by mornings or evenings.

The sky brightened sometimes, but never fully. True sunlight belonged to stories now.

Older islanders occasionally spoke of it in fragments, recalling skies stained gold and orange beyond the fog, though many younger people laughed at such memories as if they were exaggerated folklore passed between tired generations.

Sienna never laughed. Sometimes, in fleeting moments, she felt as though she remembered it too. A warmth she could not fully place. A strange orange glow hidden somewhere beyond memory.

Down near the mudflats, the skeletal remains of retired fishing boats lay half submerged in black water, their splintered frames jutting upward like exposed ribs. The ocean beyond them stretched endlessly into grey emptiness.

Once, the sea had comforted her. Now it felt vast and indifferent. As they walked, Sienna caught another flicker at the edge of her vision.

Not bright. Not even certain. Just a soft amber shimmer bleeding briefly across the wet cobblestones before disappearing beneath the mist.

She stopped. Paul slowed beside her immediately. “What is it?” he asked.

Sienna blinked. The glow was already gone. “Nothing,” she whispered, though the unease remained. It had happened more often lately. Small traces of impossible warmth hidden inside the island’s endless grey. They unsettled her because they felt familiar. 

As though Oakhaven itself was trying to remember something it had buried.

***
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Their cottage stood near the edge of the island, near a cliff, overlooking a narrow stretch of windswept beach. The structure leaned slightly from years of salt-heavy storms. Paint peeled from its walls. Untamed vines consumed the fencing outside.

Inside, the air remained cool even with the hearth burning. Dust floated through weak shafts of light that filtered between the curtains, illuminating sparse furniture and shelves cluttered with forgotten belongings.

The cottage carried the same exhaustion as the rest of Oakhaven. Yet it was the closest thing Sienna had to home. She drifted toward the window overlooking the sea while Paul moved quietly through the kitchen behind her.

Beyond the glass, fog swallowed the horizon entirely. No beginning. No end. Only waves crashing endlessly against dark rocks below.

For years the island’s stillness had mirrored the emptiness inside her, amplifying every grief she could neither explain nor escape.

But lately that stillness felt different. Unstable. As though something beneath the surface had begun to shift.

A floorboard creaked softly behind her. Then came the familiar warmth of Paul’s arms wrapping around her waist. He rested his chin lightly on top of her head. “You are watching the fog again,” he murmured. His voice carried a steady warmth that softened the harshness of the wind rattling against the cottage walls. Paul placed his hand gently over hers where it rested against their unborn child.

For a long moment neither of them spoke. The silence between them was not empty. It breathed.

Outside, gulls cried somewhere beyond the cliffs. Their mournful voices echoed through the mist like warnings carried across water.

At night the island felt worse.

The darkness outside the cottage became absolute, pressing heavily against the windows while the sea roared unseen below the cliffs. Sienna would often lie awake listening to the wind move through the eaves while phantom sensations teased the edge of her mind.

Dry sand beneath bare feet. Heat brushing against her skin. Orange light. Fragments. Always fragments. Like pieces of a forgotten world struggling to survive inside her memory.
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To escape the suffocating stillness of the cottage, the daylight hours were often spent at the harbor market.

The market existed beneath sputtering oil lanterns and damp canvas coverings that snapped violently in the ocean wind. Vendors bartered over pale root vegetables and thick mushrooms grown in the island’s cold earth. Most families survived on fish pulled from the icy waters surrounding Oakhaven.

Paul carried a heavy fishing net filled with silver-scaled fish from the morning tide, slung over one shoulder for barter.

It was a harsh existence. Yet when his fingers brushed lightly against hers as they walked between the narrow stalls, Sienna felt the smallest flicker of safety.

Fish scales shimmered silver across wooden counters while seawater gathered between the crooked stones below people’s boots. Somewhere farther down the docks, gulls cried against the wind.

Sienna adjusted the basket against her hip and stepped carefully between the market stalls while Paul followed beside her carrying a sack of potatoes over one shoulder.

Conversations lowered as they passed. Not fully silent. Just altered.

Near the bread stall, Mrs. Alder stood arranging fresh loaves beneath a wool blanket to keep them warm. The older woman glanced up briefly as Sienna approached.

For one small moment their eyes met. Sienna offered the faintest polite smile. “Morning.”

Mrs. Alder’s hands paused against the breadbasket. Then quietly, without answering, she turned away and began speaking to another customer standing beside the stall instead.

The movement was subtle. Practiced. Almost gentle. Which somehow hurt worse. Paul slowed slightly beside her. Neither spoke.

Sienna lowered her eyes and reached automatically for the few remaining loaves near the edge of the table, but before her fingers touched them, Mrs. Alder pulled the basket farther inward. “Those are already spoken for.”

The words were not sharp. That made them crueler.

Sienna nodded once. “Of course.”

Behind them, conversation resumed softly beneath the fog as though nothing uncomfortable had happened at all.

Paul’s jaw tightened faintly, but he said nothing while they continued farther through the market.

Only after several long moments did his hand quietly find hers beneath the cold folds of her coat.

And Sienna realized she had already begun walking faster without meaning to.

The island had taken many things from its people. Paul refused to let it take her too. 

***
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Back inside the cottage later that afternoon, Sienna stood near the cast iron stove stirring a thick stew while rain tapped softly against the windows.

Steam rose heavily from the pot.

Suddenly nausea clawed violently through her stomach. She dropped the spoon with a sharp clatter and rushed toward the basin near the washstand.

Paul reached her almost instantly. One hand gathered her hair gently away from her face while the other rubbed slow circles against her back. “I have you,” he murmured. 

His voice grounded her better than the floor beneath her feet. When the sickness finally eased, Sienna leaned weakly against him, exhausted.

The island’s damp air filled her lungs. Salt. Fog. Decay.

For the first time in years, fear settled sharply inside her. It was fear for the child. She did not want this endless grey to become the only world her baby would ever know.

The heavy iron pot soaked quietly in the basin later that evening while Paul stacked dried plates beside the hearth.

Sienna sat nearby in a low armchair, weaving thick pale wool through an ivory crochet hook. A blanket for the baby. The repetitive motion soothed her racing thoughts.

Paul crouched beside the hearth inspecting the fading embers.

“The fire is dying again,” he muttered. He reached for his coat and the iron-headed axe rested beside the door. “I will split the drift pine from yesterday before the rain worsens.”

Sienna’s crochet hook stilled. “Paul.”

He turned. For a moment she hesitated, her eyes drifting upward toward the dark ceiling above them.

The attic. Even after all these years she hated thinking about it.

Old trunks remained untouched there beneath layers of dust and damp cloth, holding the remnants of her mother’s belongings after her disappearance many years ago.

Most people in Oakhaven avoided speaking of the past. Questions had a way of dying quickly on the island.

But lately Sienna could no longer ignore the growing feeling pressing against her chest. The strange lights. The fragments of warmth. The feeling that something inside Oakhaven was waiting to be uncovered.

“We need to clear the attic,” she said quietly.

Paul studied her face carefully. “For the baby?”

“Yes,” she answered at first. Then softer, “And maybe for us too.”
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