
[image: image1762282455219.png]

Story Eleven — Canada: The Lighthouse Keeper’s Last Log

On a salt-bitten promontory of Nova Scotia, the lighthouse at Gull Point had been manned for nearly a century. In 1999, keeper Elias Moreau, a man of precise routines and gentleness, began leaving unusual entries in the log: broken phrases, mentions of footsteps on the glass, and a single repeated line — “They are learning the tides.”

One autumn evening a fishing trawler radioed that they had seen the lighthouse dark, though the automatic lamp had never failed. When a rescue party arrived, the door was open, the oil lamp cold, and the log open at Elias’s last entry. The handwriting dissolved across the page, as if the ink had been licked away.

On the window ledge lay a small talisman of carved driftwood — the kind local children made — but along its carved face were scratches that matched the grooves of the keeper’s own fingerprint. There was no sign of Elias elsewhere.

Years later, fishermen swear that at low tide the lighthouse throws a faint, second light under the waves, and sometimes a shadow can be seen walking the ledge where no foot can tread.
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Story Twelve — Mexico: The Mask That Would Not Be Sold

In Oaxaca’s market, a craftsman named Diego Morales carved ceremonial masks celebrated for their uncanny realism. In 2004, a wealthy collector from abroad commissioned a single mask: elaborate, gilded, and meant for a private altar. The payment arrived overnight; the mask was delivered, and then nightmares began.

Diego’s shop was robbed the next week. The safe had been forced, but nothing of value was missing — except a small carved figurine he kept as a good-luck charm. The thief left behind, inexplicably, a photograph of the commissioned mask resting on a desert altar the craftsman had never seen.

That night, the collector phoned: the mask had vanished from his estate; in its place, a scrap of cloth printed with the motif Diego used and a single smudged fingerprint. The police found no leads.

Months later, Diego received an anonymous parcel: inside, the tiny carved charm, broken and stained, and a note: “We wear what is owed.” No one has seen the collector since.
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Story Thirteen — South Africa: The Train that Breathed

On a moonless night outside Pretoria, a commuter train slowed for no reason on a lonely stretch of track. Among the passengers was Thabo Mkhize, a lecturer who kept late hours. He wrote afterward that the night smelled of fresh earth and cooling blood. CCTV showed the carriage windows steaming from inside, though outside temperature was cold. When conductors pried open a door, they found only a single glove on the carpet and the pages of a book turned as if by a breeze. Thabo was gone.

Rumors spread: a figure had boarded at a nearby, disused siding decades earlier — a man who could not be counted in the manifest. Passengers complained of an odd lullaby hummed under the braking; others felt the train slow long enough for the clocks to skew. The official inquiry closed with a quiet note: “No trace. No forced exit.”

Commuters now avoid Carriage 7 when possible. Those who ride it alone swear the floorboards breathe like lungs, and that at night, a book left forgotten on a seat might have one page turned by an unseen thumb.
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Story Fourteen — Australia: The Diver Who Returned Without Water

Off the western coast near Exmouth, a seasoned diver called Marta Reyes explored a reef after reports of illegal salvage. In 2013, she descended into a cavern that had not been mapped. Her dive team lost radio contact for twenty minutes. When she emerged, she was soaking dry. Her suit was intact but bone-dry, and the dive watch showed twenty minutes unaccounted for. Marta spoke at first of a narrow corridor lined with polished shells that hummed like bells; then her testimony slipped into disjointed fragments — a doorway composed of light, a voice that asked for a debt in exchange for secrets.

The salvage crew later found a cache of antique coins deep within the cavern; each coin bore the same strange mark: an engraving of an open hand and a tiny doorway. Marta left diving soon after and refused to speak of the place again. Locals say the reef took something of her with every return; she smiled less, and sometimes, when the tide is low and the moon thin, fishermen claim her silhouette walks the beach as if testing the salt.
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Story Fifteen — Turkey: The Coin Dealer’s Vanishing Ledger

In Istanbul’s Grand Bazaar, a dealer named Kerem Alkan prided himself on an immaculate ledger that recorded every coin, every buyer. In 2001, a mysterious patron offered him a rare Byzantine coin at an obscene price. Kerem accepted; the coin was dazzling, but it hummed faintly in the light. That night, the ledger — and an entire page of recent sales — had been erased as if by heat.

Over the next days, buyers returned claiming purchases never made; debts were recorded in handwriting that was almost Kerem’s but slanted differently. Kerem swore he had not signed them, but when he compared ink and paper, forensics failed to distinguish any difference. He locked the coin and the ledger in a safe, then vanished on his way to the bank. The safe was found open, the coin gone, and the ledger left on the floor with a single line added in Kerem’s own hand: “Paid.”

A street vendor later said he saw Kerem days after the disappearance, stepping off a ferry with a grin that did not reach his eyes. He walked into the crowd and became indistinguishable from the market itself.
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Story Sixteen — Sweden: The Cabin That Returned What It Owed

Deep in Dalarna’s pine country, a writer named Anna Bergström rented a secluded cabin to finish a novel. In 2016, she discovered an old chest beneath the floorboards containing a stack of letters and a faded photograph of a family she
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