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    To the ones who stay awake so that the rest of us may sleep in safety.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Oft veltir lítill þúfa þungu hlassi."(A small hill often tips a heavy load.)— Icelandic Proverb

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Inheritance of Ash
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The wind in Reykjavík did not just blow; it hunted. It searched for gaps in coat buttons and cracks in window frames, carrying the scent of salt and ancient ice from the North Atlantic. For Eira Holm, the wind felt like a heavy hand pressing against her chest as she stood outside her father’s small house in the Vesturbær district.

It had been three days since the funeral. The flowers were already wilting in the entryway, their petals turning a bruised purple. Eira had spent her life running away from this city, moving first to London and then to New York, chasing headlines and high-pressure deadlines. She was a journalist who specialized in the loud and the modern. Now, she was back in the quiet, surrounded by the ghosts of a man she realized she barely knew.

The house smelled of old paper, dried tobacco, and the faint, sharp tang of fish. Her father, Magnus, had been a quiet man. He was a retired teacher who spent his evenings staring out at the ocean, his eyes tracking the movement of the clouds as if they were reading a language Eira could not understand.

"You should rest, Eira," her aunt had told her at the service. "Magnus was a simple man. There is not much to settle."

But as Eira sat on the floor of his small study, she realized her aunt was wrong. Magnus was not simple. He was a man of layers, and those layers were currently scattered across the floor in the form of dozens of dusty boxes.

She reached for a cardboard box tucked under the heavy oak desk. It was heavier than the others. Inside, she found old maps of the Icelandic coastline, hand-drawn and annotated with precise, tiny script. There were also photographs—hundreds of them. They were all of the same place: the Reykjavík harbor.

Eira flipped through them. Some were black and white, grainy and blurred by snow. Others were the faded sepia of the seventies, or the sharp, cold blues of modern digital prints. In every single photo, regardless of the decade, the composition was identical. The camera was aimed at a tall, narrow apartment building that stood alone near the docks. And in every photo, one specific window on the fourth floor was glowing with a warm, amber light.

Eira frowned. She knew that building. Everyone in Reykjavík knew that building. It was an old concrete structure from the middle of the last century, a relic of an era when the harbor was the beating heart of the nation. The window she was looking at was famous in its own quiet way. It was known as the Last Window.

Local legend said the light had been on since the Great Depression. Others said it was a ghost. Most people just accepted it as part of the geography, like the mountains or the sea.

Eira pulled a small, leather-bound notebook from the bottom of the box. The cover was worn smooth by years of handling. When she opened it, she expected to find a diary or perhaps a ledger of household expenses. Instead, she found dates.

August fourteenth, nineteen seventy-two. Violent northern gale. The Hrafn reached port at midnight.

November third, nineteen eighty-four. Sudden ice fog. Three trawlers delayed. All returned by dawn.

Page after page was filled with the same meticulous record-keeping. Dates, weather conditions, and the names of ships. It looked like a logbook, but her father had never been a sailor. He had been a geography teacher.

She flipped to the very last page. The ink here was fresher, the handwriting slightly more shaky, written perhaps only weeks before his heart had finally given out. There was no date on this entry. There were no weather reports.

There was only one sentence, circled dozens of times in heavy, black ink. The pressure of the pen had nearly torn the paper.

If the light ever goes out, find out why.

Eira felt a chill that had nothing to do with the Icelandic winter. She looked at the sentence again. Her father’s voice, usually so calm and measured, seemed to scream from the page. This wasn't a suggestion. It was a final command.

She stood up and walked to the living room window. From this vantage point, she could see down toward the water. The sun had already dipped below the horizon, leaving the sky a bruised shade of violet. The streetlights were flickering to life.

She looked toward the harbor. The concrete building stood like a sentinel against the darkening sky. And there, on the fourth floor, a small square of amber light appeared.

It was exactly 9:17 PM.

Eira checked her father’s watch, which she now wore on her own wrist. The second hand ticked forward with a mechanical rhythm. She looked back at the notebook.

Why would a geography teacher care about a light in an abandoned building? Why would he track the arrival of ships he didn't own?

Eira thought about her life in New York. She had a flight booked for three days from now. She had an editor waiting for a story about corporate corruption in Manhattan. She had a life that was fast and bright and entirely disconnected from this cold, rocky island.

But as she looked at the circled sentence, she knew she couldn't leave. The journalist in her—the part of her that couldn't leave a question unanswered—was already waking up. And the daughter in her, the one who felt a sudden, sharp pang of regret for all the years she hadn't asked her father about his life, felt a heavy sense of duty.

She picked up her coat. It was a thin, stylish thing she had bought in London, entirely unsuitable for a Reykjavík winter. She didn't care.

She walked out of the house and down toward the harbor. The air was sharp enough to hurt her lungs. As she walked, she noticed the people she passed. An old woman pulling a grocery cart. A young man with headphones. A group of teenagers laughing near a coffee shop.

None of them looked at the light. They didn't have to. It was just there. It was a constant. It was the one thing in a changing world that stayed the same.

Eira reached the base of the building. Up close, it looked even more desolate. The ground floor was occupied by a shuttered maritime supply store. The windows were covered in grime. The entrance to the residential portion of the building was a heavy wooden door with a rusted intercom system.

There were no names on the mailboxes.

She stepped back, looking up at the fourth floor. The light was steady. It didn't flicker. It was the light of a lamp, perhaps, or a simple ceiling fixture. It looked warm. It looked like someone was home, sitting in a chair, perhaps reading a book or waiting for a kettle to boil.

But the building manager’s office, located in a small hut across the street, told a different story. Eira could see a man inside, hunched over a desk. She walked toward it, her boots crunching on the thin layer of salt and ice on the pavement.

She knocked on the glass. The man looked up. He was old, with skin like cured leather and eyes that seemed to have seen too much horizon. He opened the door, letting out a cloud of warmth and the smell of stale coffee.

"We are closed," he said, his voice a low rumble.

"I’m not looking for supplies," Eira said. "My name is Eira Holm. My father was Magnus Holm."

The man’s expression shifted. The hardness in his eyes softened just a fraction. "Magnus. A good man. I am sorry for your loss."

"Thank you," Eira said. She pointed across the street at the building. "I’m looking for information about the fourth floor. Apartment 4B."

The man’s face went completely still. It was as if a mask had dropped over his features. "There is no one in 4B."

"The light is on," Eira pointed out.

"The light is always on," the man replied. He began to turn back to his desk. "It has been that way since before I took this job, and I have been here thirty years."

"Who pays the bill?"

The man paused. He didn't look at her. "The bill is paid. That is all I know."

"But who lives there? Someone must go in to change the bulb. Someone must clean. The mailbox is full of decades of dust, but the light works."

The man sighed, a long, weary sound. He looked at Eira, and for a moment, she saw a flicker of something like pity in his eyes.

"Listen to me, Eira. You are Magnus’s daughter, so I will tell you this once. Some things in this city are better left as they are. The light is part of the harbor. It is part of the winter. Do not go looking for ghosts where there are only shadows."

"My father left me a note," Eira said, her voice steady. "He told me that if the light ever went out, I had to find out why. He spent his whole life watching it."

The man shook his head. "Then he should have told you that the light doesn't go out. It hasn't failed once in sixty years. Not during the Great Blackout of '91. Not during the storms of '03. It stays on."

"Why?"

"Because Reykjavík needs it to," the man said.

He closed the door. The lock clicked.

Eira stood in the cold, the wind whipping her hair across her face. She looked back at the amber window. It felt like a challenge.

She opened the notebook again, holding it under the glow of a streetlamp. She looked at the last entry. If the light ever goes out, find out why.

She realized then that her father hadn't been afraid of the light. He had been afraid of the darkness that would follow it.

She tucked the notebook into her pocket. She wasn't going back to New York in three days. She was going to find out who was behind that window, even if she had to tear the building down to do it.

As she turned to walk away, she felt the eyes of the city on her. From the dark windows of the nearby houses, she felt a collective silence. It wasn't an empty silence. It was a heavy, watchful one.

The people of the harbor were waiting. They were waiting to see if the daughter of Magnus Holm would respect the secret, or if she would be the one to finally break it.

Eira took one last look at the window. At that moment, a shadow seemed to move behind the glass. It was just a flicker, a momentary break in the amber glow.

Someone was in there.

And they were looking right back at her.
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Chapter Two: The Window in the Dark
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The morning in Reykjavík did not bring the sun. Instead, it brought a thin, silver light that seemed to bleed through the heavy clouds. Eira sat at her father’s kitchen table, a mug of black coffee steaming between her hands. The house was so quiet that she could hear the rhythmic hum of the refrigerator and the distant, mournful cry of a seagull.

She had spent the night dreaming of amber squares and ships lost in white fog.

On the table lay the notebook. She had opened it to the middle. The dates were written with such care. There were no mistakes, no crossed-out words. It was the work of a man who valued precision above all else.

Eira picked up her phone. She had dozens of unread messages from her editor in New York. Where is the draft on the investment bank? Why aren't you answering? Is everything okay in Iceland?

She typed a short reply: Family matters taking longer than expected. Will send the draft soon.

It was a lie. She hadn't looked at the banking files once since she landed. Her mind was occupied by a single room in a crumbling building by the sea.

Eira finished her coffee and dressed in layers. She put on her father’s old wool scarf. It was scratchy and smelled of the cedar chest where he kept his winter clothes. It felt like a heavy, warm ghost around her neck.

Her first stop was the City Registry Office. If someone was paying the electricity bill for Apartment 4B, there had to be a record. In a city as organized as Reykjavík, no one simply existed without a paper trail.

The office was located in a modern building with large glass windows that looked out over the pond in the center of the city. Inside, the air was warm and smelled of floor wax and printer ink.

"Next," a voice called out.

Eira walked up to a counter where a woman with gray hair and sharp glasses sat behind a computer. The woman’s name tag read Birta.

"How can I help you?" Birta asked, her voice professional and thin.

"I am looking for property records for a building near the harbor," Eira said. She gave the address and the apartment number.

Birta’s fingers moved across the keyboard with the speed of a pianist. She stared at the screen for a moment, her brow furrowing. She clicked her mouse several times. Then she stopped.

"Are you sure about the apartment number?" Birta asked.

"Apartment 4B," Eira repeated. "The fourth floor."

Birta turned the monitor slightly, though Eira could not see the details. "That is strange. The building is registered as a residential complex, yes. But the fourth floor is listed as a utility space. There are no individual apartments registered there."

Eira leaned forward. "That can’t be right. There is a window. There is a light. People in the neighborhood call it the Last Window."

At the mention of the name, Birta’s expression changed. The professional mask didn't slip, but it hardened. She pulled her hands back from the keyboard and rested them on her lap.

"The Last Window," Birta said quietly. "If you are looking for that, you will not find it in these files."

"Why not?"

"Because it does not officially exist," Birta said. "According to our records, that floor was sealed in nineteen sixty-four due to fire safety violations. It was never cleared for occupancy again. No one has lived there for over fifty years."

"But the electricity," Eira pressed. "The light turns on every night at nine seventeen. Someone is paying for that power. Who is it?"

Birta looked around the room. The other clerks were busy with their own tasks. She leaned in closer to Eira, her voice dropping to a whisper.

"The bills for that building are handled by a private trust," Birta said. "It is an old arrangement. Very old. My supervisor told me years ago never to look into it. He said it was a matter of 'harbor tradition.' In Iceland, tradition often carries more weight than the law."

"Who is in the trust?" Eira asked.

"I don't know," Birta said, standing up. "And if I were you, I would stop asking. If the registry says the room is empty, then the room is empty. A light is just a light. Perhaps it is a timer. Perhaps it is a malfunction that no one bothered to fix."

"A malfunction that has lasted sixty years?" Eira asked.

Birta didn't answer. She simply looked past Eira. "Next, please."

Eira walked out of the office, her pulse quickening. The building manager had told her to leave it alone. The city registry had no records. It was as if a whole section of the city had been erased from the books, yet it remained visible to anyone who looked up at night.

She walked toward the National Library. If the present wouldn't give her answers, she would look into the past.

The library was a massive, imposing building. Eira went straight to the archives section, where the old newspapers were kept on microfilm. She sat at a desk in the corner, the light of the screen reflecting in her eyes.

She opened her father’s notebook to the first date: August fourteenth, nineteen seventy-two.

She searched for the newspaper from the following day. The headlines were filled with news of the Cod Wars and local politics. She scrolled through the pages until she found the maritime report.

Near the bottom of the page, there was a small article.

TRAWLER HRAFN NARROWLY AVOIDS DISASTER.

Eira read the text quickly. The ship had been returning to Reykjavík during a sudden, violent gale. The lighthouse at Grótta had been obscured by a thick wall of sleet. The captain had lost his bearings and was heading straight for the jagged rocks of the inner reef.

The article quoted the captain, a man
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