
		
			[image: Cover for Ghostlight]
		

	
		
		
			ALSO BY KENNETH OPPEL

			Bloom

			Hatch

			Thrive

			Inkling

			Every Hidden Thing

			The Nest

			This Dark Endeavor

			Such Wicked Intent

			Half Brother

			The Boundless

			Airborn

			Skybreaker

			Starclimber

			Silverwing

			Sunwing

			Firewing

			Darkwing

			Dead Water Zone

			The Live-Forever Machine

		

	
		
			
			
				
				
					[image: Book Title, Ghostlight, Author, Kenneth Oppel, Imprint, Knopf Books for Young Readers]
				

			

		

	
		
			
			
				THIS IS A BORZOI BOOK PUBLISHED BY ALFRED A. KNOPF

				This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

				Text copyright © 2022 by Firewing Productions, Inc.

				Cover art copyright © 2022 by Robert Frank Hunter

				Map art copyright © 2022 by Fred van Deelen

				All rights reserved. Published in the United States by Alfred A. Knopf, an imprint of Random House Children’s Books, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, New York.

				Knopf, Borzoi Books, and the colophon are registered trademarks of Penguin Random House LLC.

				Visit us on the Web! rhcbooks.com

				Educators and librarians, for a variety of teaching tools, visit us at RHTeachersLibrarians.com

				Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available upon request.

				ISBN 9780593487938 (trade) — ISBN 9780593487945 (lib. bdg.) — ebook ISBN 9780593487952

				Random House Children’s Books supports the First Amendment and celebrates the right to read.

				Penguin Random House LLC supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes free speech, and creates a vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an authorized edition of this book and for complying with copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing any part in any form without permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin Random House to publish books for every reader.

				ep_prh_6.0_151269552_c0_r1

			

		

	
		
			Contents

			
				Cover

				Other Titles

				Title Page

				Copyright

				Dedication

				Map

			

			
				Chapter 1

			

			
				Chapter 2

			

			
				Chapter 3

			

			
				Chapter 4

			

			
				Chapter 5

			

			
				Chapter 6

			

			
				Chapter 7

			

			
				Chapter 8

			

			
				Chapter 9

			

			
				Chapter 10

			

			
				Chapter 11

			

			
				Chapter 12

			

			
				Chapter 13

			

			
				Chapter 14

			

			
				Chapter 15

			

			
				Chapter 16

			

			
				Chapter 17

			

			
				Chapter 18

			

			
				Chapter 19

			

			
				Chapter 20

			

			
				Chapter 21

			

			
				Chapter 22

			

			
				Chapter 23

			

			
				Chapter 24

			

			
				Chapter 25

			

			
				Chapter 26

			

			
				Chapter 27

			

			
				Chapter 28

			

			
				Acknowledgments

				About the Author

			

		

	_151269552_

	
		
			
			
				For Philippa

			

		

	
		
		
			
			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		
		
		
			[image: 1]

		

		Rebecca Strand was sixteen the first time she saw her father kill a ghost.

		She was woken by a hand on her shoulder, and opened her eyes to Papa’s face, flickering in the glow of his lantern. He held out her shawl and said, “Get up. I need your help.”

		Her first thought was: At last!

		Immediately she leapt from the warmth of her bed and listened for the weather. No rain lashed against her window. No wind howled. She fastened the woolen shawl around her nightdress.

		“Is a ship in trouble?” she asked.

		“We need to hurry.”

		She followed him downstairs and outside. In the calm sky glowed a full moon and stars sharp as gemstones. Not even a hint of mist hovered over the lake. It was hard to imagine a ship foundering on such a night.

		Still, boats ran aground on the island’s sandy shoals all the time. Jutting from its beaches were the broken ribs of old, wrecked hulls. Many times over the years, her parents had helped drag survivors ashore and into the shelter of their home. But her mother had died of fever two years ago, and last month her older brother, Bernard, had ventured off to Kingston to apprentice as a stonemason. It was just her and her father now, so maybe, finally, she’d have a chance to prove herself.

		But as her eyes swept the smooth water, she saw nothing amiss. Her father headed straight for the lighthouse. For a second she wondered if something was wrong with the lamp itself—had it gone out?—but then the beam swung around, cutting its white path through the night.

		“Papa? What’s wrong?”

		At the huge red door of the lighthouse, he turned the iron clasp and entered. Stepping inside, Rebecca shivered. Even though it was summer, cold radiated from the thick stone. Her father was already vaulting up the spiral stairs, and she hurried after him.

		The hot, thrilling whiff of lamp oil hit her as she climbed up inside the lamp room. Atop its stout iron column, the blazing beacon turned, sending its beam through the high windows. The Gibraltar Point Lighthouse was the tallest of all the lake lights, rising from the western point of the island that sheltered Toronto’s harbor. Across the water were the glimmering lights of the city, home now to almost thirty thousand souls.

		Her father hung his lantern from a hook and immediately took up his spyglass. He opened the door and ducked outside onto the narrow catwalk that encircled the lamp room. Rebecca followed.

		“I had a warning from the Niagara Light,” Papa said, scanning the water to the south.

		Rebecca looked across the vast sweep of Lake Ontario. From this height, you might sometimes see the spray rising from the falls. And on clear nights like this, you could often catch the pale flicker of the Niagara Light on the American shore.

		“What kind of warning?” She hadn’t heard of lighthouses signaling one another; but this was exactly the sort of thing she’d been hoping Papa would teach her one day. Now maybe with her brother Bernard gone—

		“Something’s coming.”

		Her skin prickled. The way her father said it, she knew he didn’t mean bad weather. Papa lowered his spyglass and turned to her. He was a solemn man by nature, but she had never known him to look so grave.

		“Tonight must be the night you learn.”

		Joy instantly overwhelmed any nervousness. “I’m ready! Papa, I want to know everything!”

		She’d been born on this sandy crescent of an island, and her whole life, her father had been keeper of the Gibraltar Point Light. Even though she’d never been permitted to help—that privilege had always gone to Bernard—she was sometimes allowed to watch them tend the lamp. She knew how to replenish the whale oil and trim the wick; she understood the ingenious pulleys and gears that made the beacon revolve. The lighthouse itself felt like a vital gear in her own life. Just as the sun rose each morning, each night the lighthouse beam swept across her curtained window, every two minutes. It was as fine a lullaby and guardian as any child could want. For as long as she could remember, she’d wanted to be a keeper.

		“You may not thank me,” Papa said, “for the things I’m going to tell you.”

		On the catwalk, she had a powerful premonition that her life was about to change forever.

		“You know that I tend the light, to warn ships away from the shoals,” her father said, “to guide them into safe harbor. But there’s more.”

		Abruptly, as if he’d heard something, he turned. Following the beacon’s beam, he lifted his spyglass to his eye. He did not hold the rail to steady himself, but stood with his legs wide, like a sailor balanced on the prow of a ship, awaiting a storm—or worse.

		“What do you see?” Rebecca demanded.

		“Quicker than I thought,” he muttered. He held the spyglass out to Rebecca. “Look.”

		Her hands shook as she brought it to her eye.

		“Do you see?” he asked.

		All she beheld was silvered water, glinting in the moonlight. Then the lighthouse beam picked out something bobbing on the surface. At first Rebecca thought it was a piece of timber washed out from the mill. Her stomach clenched.

		“A body!”

		Then the lighthouse beam had passed, and she saw only dark water.

		“Where did it go?” She shifted the spyglass to and fro, with no luck.

		“Wait for the light to return,” said her father.

		When the beam swept past once more, the body reappeared. It was facedown in the water. A sodden blouse; long, weed-matted hair. An arm weakly churned the water.

		“She’s alive!” Rebecca cried, looking away from the spyglass. Her father had already rushed back inside the lamp room. She hurried after him. “Papa, we need to get the boat!”

		She didn’t understand why he wasn’t sounding the alarm, or bolting to the beach. The poor woman had obviously been washed overboard, or her ship had foundered. “Papa?”

		From around his neck, he slipped off the tarnished lighthouse pendant he always wore. He inserted it like a key into the sturdy iron column that supported the lamp. Rebecca heard the sound of metal pieces clicking into place. Suddenly the lamp stopped revolving. From the sides of the column two iron handles shot out with a clang. Gripping them, Papa swiveled the beacon, directing the beam as he wished.

		“I never knew you could do that!” Rebecca exclaimed.

		“Go outside, find her,” her father instructed.

		Bewildered, she returned to the catwalk. Lifting the spyglass, she found the woman. Maybe Papa wanted to focus more light on her before the rescue. Both the woman’s arms were paddling feebly, though her face was still submerged.

		“Is the light bright upon her?” Papa called from the lamp room.

		“Yes! But she’s so weak—”

		“Watch now!”

		The woman lifted her head clear of the water and revealed her face. All the breath rushed out of Rebecca’s body. It was like no face she’d ever beheld, the terrible eyes filled with such malice. The light was bright on the woman’s face, and her eyes shut tight, and her tattered hands lifted as if warding off an attack. Holes began to open in her flesh.

		“The light’s killing her!” Rebecca cried.

		“She’s already dead,” her father replied.

		As it disintegrated, the body sank. Rebecca sucked air back into her lungs, then turned to her father, who’d come outside to stand with her. “What was that?”

		“A ghost.”

		He said it like any other word. A chair. A cat. A house. She caught herself shaking her head no, but her brain could not think of any reasonable explanation for what she’d just seen—or hadn’t seen.

		“I couldn’t see it at first,” she said, remembering. “Not until the beam passed over it.”

		“Yes. The brightness of our lamp reveals ghosts.”

		She stared at the beacon in astonishment. All her life she’d thought it was just a simple lamp—a powerful one, yes, but that was all.

		“And it…melts them?” she asked.

		“Sends them where they are meant to be, be it Heaven or Hell.”

		Rebecca touched her hand to her chest. “It made me feel like I couldn’t breathe.”

		“Some are terrifying to behold. It’s part of their power.”

		Questions pelted her brain. Through her bewilderment, she felt a sting of indignation. “Mother always said there were no ghosts! You did too!”

		“I lied,” Papa said, taking the spyglass and scanning the bay. “To keep the secret of our Order.”

		“Order?” Rebecca said.

		“We don’t have much time.” He handed back the spyglass and returned to the lamp room. “She’s not the only one.”

		She hurried after him. “There’s more?”

		“I’ll need your help, Rebecca. My vision is not what it once was.”

		This, she knew, was true. Despite his spectacles, he squinted, even to see things close at hand. He complained sometimes of headache.

		“You must be my eyes tonight, Rebecca,” he told her. “Can I trust you?”

		“You can trust me.”

		“Can you be quick?”

		“I have always been quick, Papa.”

		Her legs were trembling, but she drew strength from her father, tall and steady as the lighthouse itself. If he could withstand the oncoming storm, so could she.

		From the base of the beacon’s column, her father flipped down a hinged metal plate so that it lay flat against the floor. He stepped onto it and slipped his shoes into two thick leather straps.

		“What’re you doing now?” Rebecca asked.

		She got her answer soon enough. With an upward twitch of Papa’s right foot against the strap, the entire lamp column telescoped up, lifting her father with it so his head almost brushed the ceiling. With a twitch of Papa’s left foot, the column lowered a touch. Using the iron handles, he swiveled the beam to and fro, taking aim with this strange spectral cannon.

		“The angle of attack is superior up here,” he said.

		“Do all lighthouses do this?” Rebecca asked.

		“I’ve made some modifications.” He squinted into the night. “Now go be my eyes!”

		She hesitated and startled herself by asking, “Does this mean I get to be keeper?”

		“Are you bargaining with me?” he demanded, looking at her sternly but, she thought, also with a new respect.

		“If I can do this, will you let me?”

		“After tonight, you may not want to. Now go!”

		Rebecca ran outside to the catwalk and scanned the water with the spyglass. In the beam’s light, a shape suddenly materialized. Her heart clenched.

		“There!” she cried, and her father halted the beam. “Back to the south! Yes!”

		The light now fully upon it, the ghost raised its terrible head, and Rebecca was certain she could hear a shriek from its fathomless mouth. Under the glare of the lamplight, the ghost flailed and quickly dissolved.

		“Gone…it’s gone!” she said over her shoulder. But her relief was short-lived. As the beam made another sweep off the point, she gasped at the sight of three bloated shapes, churning the water.

		“Near the mouth of the harbor!”

		“They’re heading for the city,” her father barked, aiming the lamp.

		Rebecca shuddered at the idea of these things crawling ashore.

		“West!” she shouted back to her father, and then, “A little to the southeast,” and when that ghost had dissolved, “To the northwest…that’s the last of them!” She leaned, spent, against the doorway. “Is this what you do every night?”

		Her father’s eyes crinkled in a quick smile. “Not every night, no.”

		Rebecca thought of all the people of Toronto, sleeping in their beds, oblivious. Until tonight, she’d been one of them. Blissfully ignorant that the night contained such terrors.

		“What do they want?” she asked. “These ghosts.”

		“They’re filled with anger,” Papa said, sweeping the light back and forth across the harbor. “Some died with hatred smoldering in their hearts; some are furious they’re no longer living. These wish us harm. Keep your eyes on the water, Rebecca. We are not yet finished.”

		She returned her gaze to the harbor and its entrance. Burned into her mind’s eye was the tortured and cruel face of that first ghost she’d spied.

		“Are all ghosts so vicious?”

		“No. Most are peaceful; some are lonely, and confused. Others have things to set right before they can properly rest. But they’re not dangerous.”

		“But these other ones, you said they can harm us?”

		Of course she’d heard ghost stories, but she had a feeling they were all about to be proved wrong.

		“They are weak for the most part. They can barely shift dust. But over time some become stronger. Maybe they can turn the page of a book, or blow out a candle. Maybe knock a burning ember from an oven, and burn down a city.” He squinted. “Where is he?”

		“Who?” she demanded.

		He swung the beam hard, away from the city, out to the open lake. “Look to the south, Rebecca!”

		She ran around the gallery to follow his beam, lifted the spyglass to her eye. “Papa!” she yelled.

		It was not a single body, but a monstrosity made of many. Arms and legs jutted crookedly at all angles, and the creature scuttled over the lake like a terrible water beetle. It was headed not for the city this time, but the island—and the lighthouse.

		“It’s coming straight at us!” she cried.

		The beam seared a hole in the ghost’s carapace, and the creature skittered away.

		For the first time in her life, Rebecca heard her father curse. “The others were just a distraction. Be my eyes, Rebecca!”

		“To the west!” she cried. “Back two yards!”

		But every time she shouted directions, the ghost darted away from the light.

		“Angle it down more!” she called out.

		“It won’t go much lower!”

		“It’s almost ashore!” Terror welded her feet to the catwalk. With her free hand she clutched the railing, as though bracing for a tidal wave.

		As the ghost scrambled onto the beach like a vast human centipede, her father impaled it with the beam.

		“It’s huge!” Rebecca gasped. Though it had many limbs, it had but one head, with a man’s face. His furious corkscrew eyes seemed to suck the very moonlight into them, like water down a bottomless drain. The ghost’s many limbs writhed, trying to break free from the light that had spiked it to the sand.

		“Is he melting?” her father shouted.

		“No!”

		“He’s too strong. We can’t hold him for long!”

		Even as he said the words, Rebecca saw the creature slowly ripping itself away from the beam of light.

		“He’s getting loose! How do we kill him?”

		When she glanced back at her father, he was removing a small bundled object from a hidden compartment in the beacon’s column. As he unwrapped it, Rebecca’s breath snagged. It was a circular lens of beautiful amber glass. Deftly, her father slipped it into a wire frame mounted directly in front of the lamp.

		The effect was instant and startling. The beam disappeared, because all the lamp’s light was trapped behind the amber lens. Like water behind a dam. The strange lens glowed, brighter and brighter still. When it was almost too intense to behold, an amber beam shot from it, out through the window, down to the beach, where it struck the ghost like a lightning bolt.

		In an eruption of fireworks, the vile creature was cut in two. Both halves writhed like overturned beetles as they were cut smaller still by the searing amber beam.

		“To the right!” Rebecca directed her father. “There’s a little bit trying to get away!”

		Melting, the last remains of the ghost disappeared into the sand and water.

		“They’re gone!” she said, turning to her father.

		“Be certain, Rebecca!”

		“Yes, yes, there’s nothing left!”

		Her wobbly legs carried her back into the heat of the lamp room, and she sank to the floor. Numbly she watched as Papa swept the beam back and forth, examining the beach one last time. Then he lowered the beacon to its normal height. He stepped off the metal platform and snapped it back into position against the column. The iron handles were pushed into slots that quickly and creakily concealed themselves. Then, with a cloth, her father removed the mysterious amber lens, steaming, from its wire frame.

		“What is that?” she asked.

		“It’s called a ghostlight.” He examined it closely before returning it to its secret compartment. “It’s glass, but specially worked to strengthen the beam’s power.”

		“For the really big ghosts?” Rebecca said.

		Her father chuckled. “Precisely. Only the Order’s master glassblowers can make them. And they are very rare.”

		He set the beacon revolving in its usual clockwork fashion: a normal white beam from a normal lamp, sweeping reassuringly over lake and land. Rebecca started shivering so hard that her teeth chattered. All the shock of the last hour came crashing over her at once. She wrapped her arms around herself. Her father sat beside her and she leaned into him, pressing her cheek against his wool jacket with its comforting smell of pipe tobacco.

		She inhaled slowly, trying to keep her thoughts from splintering into too many questions. One at a time. “So. You’re part of a secret order that destroys ghosts?”

		“The keepers protect the harbors, the cities, the coastlines of the world—and have done so since the Lighthouse of Alexandria.”

		She pulled back to look at him in amazement. “The Pharos?” she exclaimed. An engraving of that ancient Greek lighthouse hung in her bedroom. “That was over two thousand years ago!”

		“We stand guard over the night, to protect the living from the wakeful and wicked dead.”

		The wakeful and wicked dead. These were words to build a nightmare from. “Do they all come from the sea?” she asked.

		“No. They come from anywhere people have died. From a cemetery. A hospital. A palace. We see an abundance upon the sea just because so many people travel by ship.” Papa paused. “This is a great deal to hear all at once.”

		“No, I want to know everything! That last ghost, you called it he.”

		“He was once a man called Nicholas Viker, and he’d become very strong indeed.”

		“Why did he have so many limbs?”

		“He contained many ghosts. He devoured them to make himself powerful.”

		Horrified, she looked at her father. “Like a cannibal?”

		“Precisely so. He enslaved them inside himself, and stole their vital energy.”

		“Those poor people!”

		“But when the ghostlight struck Viker, did you see how colored lights exploded from him? Those were the souls he’d consumed, finally released.”

		“And the ghostlight did that? Freed them?”

		“Yes. Before tonight, I had only heard accounts of it.”

		Rebecca’s mind still churned with questions. “Why did Viker come straight for the lighthouse?”

		“He wanted to quench our light, the one thing that can stop him. The Order’s been watching him for some time, not just because of his strength, but because of his diabolical plan.”

		“What plan?”

		Her father’s smile was rare, and all the more wonderful for it. “We’ll discuss that another time. Viker’s gone now. We have vanquished him, you and I.”

		Rebecca grinned and felt her body start to relax. “Does this mean I passed the test?”

		“It was a mighty test,” her father agreed.

		She wasted no time pressing her advantage. “So you’ll let me be a—”

		“I will train you, yes. You will become my apprentice. I hope that is acceptable to my impatient daughter.”

		She said nothing for a moment, she was so happy. “Thank you, Papa. Do I get one of these?” She pointed at the lighthouse pendant, which he was about to put back around his neck.

		He raised a craggy eyebrow at her. “You will get one if and when you become a keeper.”

		“I never knew it was a key. May I?”

		He let her hold it. Despite its tarnished state, it was beautiful in its simplicity: a tapered rectangular column topped by a beacon of silver flame. Impulsively she slipped it around her neck, just to feel its weight.

		“It’s the symbol of our Order,” Papa said, “and with the key you can—”

		Her father skidded away from her across the floor, as though dragged by his ankle. “Papa!”

		“He’s inside, Rebecca!”

		She lunged and gripped her father’s arm, but the ghostly force was stronger, and Papa was pulled closer to the gallery door.

		As the lamp revolved, its beam suddenly revealed the outline of a crooked creature with arms that looked like they’d been snapped and rejoined to form long, jagged limbs. One of them clutched Papa’s ankle. The creature lifted its head, and Rebecca recognized the terrible corkscrew eyes. How had he survived? Then the beam passed, and he disappeared.

		“Viker, you fiend!” her father roared. He dug a hand into his pocket, then flung a handful of iron filings at the ghost. With a hiss and the stench of singed hair, the filings somehow coated the terrible creature as he writhed in pain. Papa broke free and scrambled to his feet.

		“Rebecca, the key!”

		She rushed to her father’s side at the beacon. “There!” he told her, pointing at the small keyhole.

		Crouching, she inserted the end of the pendant, and turned.

		The iron handles snapped out and Papa grabbed them and wheeled the lamp around—but Viker was gone. Before her father could sweep the room, he was snatched off his feet, as if he were no heavier than a puppet. He sailed through the doorway to land hard on the catwalk.

		“Strike him, Rebecca!” he croaked.

		Rebecca grabbed the handles tightly and swung the lamp until the beam found Viker in the doorway.

		“Let go of my father!”

		The ghost whirled, ablaze in the lamplight, and his eyes widened, drinking in the light, sucking it down and down—and Rebecca had to drag her gaze away, because she could imagine herself spilling into those eyes and never surfacing.

		With a sickening hop, Viker was balanced on the railing like a gargoyle. He was much smaller than he had been—and surely weaker—but still he had the strength to grab Papa’s ankle with a freakishly long arm and haul him into the air.

		Rebecca aimed the beam right at the ghost’s face, but he didn’t shield himself with his arms. His mouth curled up in a jagged grin, filling almost his entire face. He swung her father out over the railing.

		The normal lamp beam wasn’t working fast enough. She needed the ghostlight. Her hands fluttered over the pedestal, searching for the secret panel. Her father must have sensed what she was doing, for he cried out:

		“No, Rebecca!”

		She ignored him. How else could she save him? Her fingers found the catch and opened the compartment.

		“Rebecca, do not let him see it!”

		She pulled out the ghostlight. The cloth fell away. In that second, Viker’s head turned, and Rebecca felt his entire being locked onto the dazzling piece of amber glass. As she fumbled it into the wire frame, one of Viker’s long arms shot toward her with its splintered fingers.

		The ghostlight blazed. Its amber beam struck Viker full on, blasting him off the railing—clutching Rebecca’s father. And somehow the ghost, with that long, long arm, and its splintered fingers, still managed to pull the ghostlight loose….

		As Viker tumbled through the air, though, the amber lens spun free of his fingers and disappeared into the darkness.

		Rebecca burst out onto the gallery. Far below, in the moonlight, she made out her father’s broken body.

		“Oh,” she said. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”

		The beam from the lamp shone around her as she sobbed against the railing. Too late, she saw the crooked hand that lurked near her foot like some terrible crab. It closed around her ankle. A searing cold crackled through her leg, making her cry out. Then, with a whiplike motion, the dead hand flung her into the night.
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		“Rebecca Strand’s body was found right beside her father’s,” Gabe told his tour group, “in the exact same spot where you’re standing right now.”

		A girl with a rainbow Popsicle took a step to the side and looked at her shoe, like she’d just stepped in dog poop. Her father patted her shoulder reassuringly.

		“Some people think they must’ve slipped off the catwalk,” Gabe continued, “maybe when they were doing repairs. But their bodies were too far from the lighthouse—they would’ve had to be pushed. Or thrown. By someone—or something—very strong.”

		He added that last bit, to make the story scarier.

		This was a ghost tour, after all. And frankly, it was a little stingy on the ghosts, in Gabe’s opinion.

		“The mystery was never solved,” he went on. “But since that fateful night in 1839, some people say they can see the lamp flickering, and the shadow of Rebecca Strand on the catwalk.”

		Totally made up, but how could he not say it?

		“So you’re saying it’s haunted?” asked a young boy, his eyes narrowed suspiciously.

		“Absolutely.”

		Gabe checked over his small audience. It was the last tour of the day. There was a mom and dad with Popsicle Girl and a toddler in a stroller. There was the suspicious kid with his texting mom, who needed more sunscreen on her pale arms. And there was a brown-skinned girl with wavy shoulder-length hair, about Gabe’s age, who’d been listening intently through the whole thing. She had black-rimmed glasses that made her look studious. She hadn’t made a peep, but he felt like she was mentally taking notes.

		When Gabe had applied for a summer job at Island Amusements, he’d been hoping to do rides. The Ferris wheel or the Scrambler or the bumper cars. But Karl, the manager, had seen a different future for him. The Island Ghost Tour was new this year, and Karl had decided Gabe was the person to do it. Gabe partly blamed his mother. He hadn’t wanted to put his history prize on his résumé. But Mom said to include it, because it was an achievement.

		So now, he gave the ghost tour.

		His best friend, Yuri, got to work in the maintenance shed and take care of the bumper cars and other rides, while Gabe tramped around the island in the blazing sun, reciting the lame script they gave him—with some improvements of his own, to keep him from slipping into a coma.

		“So we get to go inside, right?” the boy asked angrily.

		“Chut-neeeeeey,” the texting mom said mildly, without looking up. “Was that the politest way to ask?”

		“This is so boring!” the boy hissed, like no one could hear.

		“You certainly do get to go inside,” Gabe said.

		Over the summer he’d had lots of time to practice his pleasant expression, which came in especially handy when there were little brats called Chutney around.

		“Why did they build it so far back from the water?” the dad asked him.

		“Oh, they didn’t. It used to be right on the lakefront, but over two hundred years, the sandbars built up, so now it’s actually a hundred meters from the shore.”

		You couldn’t even see the beach through the trees anymore. The Gibraltar Point Lighthouse stood tall in its little clearing. Even after all his visits, Gabe had to admit it was a fine-looking thing.

		“So how high is it?” the dad asked.

		It was always the dads who wanted to know the stats.

		“Twenty-five meters—about eighty feet,” Gabe added, in case anyone on the tour was American.

		“Not even that tall,” Chutney sneered.

		“Maybe not,” Gabe said, “but—”

		“There’s way taller ones. I’ve seen them.”

		“Chut-neeeey,” his mom said in a singsong voice. “Do you want to lose Smarties points?”

		The kid’s shoulders sagged and Gabe almost, almost, felt sorry for him. The kid’s hair was plastered to his face. It was hot, and he’d been dragged around for over an hour, when he’d rather be on the log flume ride. Frankly, Gabe would rather be on the log ride.

		“I don’t even like Smarties,” the kid muttered.

		“Well,” said Gabe. “Believe it or not, in 1808, when the Gibraltar Point Lighthouse was built, it was the tallest building in Toronto—and stayed that way for the next fifty years. And it was a good thing, too, because the harbor was notoriously hard to get into safely. The entrance was really narrow and shallow. They had to dredge it out all the time, because ships kept running aground. In the old days there were wrecks everywhere.”

		“Is that what they’re digging up over there?” the dad asked.

		Gabe nodded. “Just down on Blockhouse Bay, yeah. Some workers found old ship beams when they were digging, and now a team of archaeologists from U of T is excavating.”

		“Do they know what the ship is?”

		“Not yet,” said Gabe. From time to time he ran into one of the archaeologists at the Island Café, and he’d ask her how the dig was going.

		He said, “Likely the ship was caught in a storm and wrecked, with all hands lost.”

		He didn’t know if this was true, but it felt right to throw it in. All hands lost. He liked old nautical sayings. He liked old things in general. History was his favorite subject, and he honestly did like learning about the history of the island, and giving the tours—as long as he could make little things up, to keep it interesting.

		Right now, mostly what he was thinking about was the hamburger he was going to eat after work. He’d only had time for a slice of pizza for lunch, and the breakfast panini he’d made for himself seemed like a long time ago. It had been exceptional, though, with avocado, and cremini mushrooms, and goat’s milk Brie, and bacon—cooked just right, not too bendy, not too brittle.

		“So let’s go inside,” Gabe said, “and I can tell you about the haunting of the Gibraltar Point Lighthouse.”

		From his pocket he removed the heavy key, unlocked the tall red door, and pulled it wide. Cold air tumbled over him. Sighing gratefully, he stepped inside. It was always cool in here, no matter how hot and humid it got outside.

		“Mind your step,” he said, flipping on the light switch and inviting everyone into the small space. He backed up to the steep staircase. Inside the lighthouse, he often felt like he’d left the world behind. The windowless walls were so thick that all outside sounds disappeared the moment you crossed the threshold. No birds, no planes landing at the island airport, or kids yelling from their bikes, or outboard engines from Blockhouse Bay. Even the air felt different. Older somehow. The group became more attentive.

		“Huh. No signal in here,” the texting mom said, looking up.

		“The walls are a meter thick,” Gabe told her.

		“I wouldn’t live here,” Popsicle Girl whispered to her dad.

		The girl with glasses laughed. She had a nice tinkly laugh that made Gabe think of wind chimes.

		“Well, the keeper didn’t actually live inside,” Gabe said. “They had a house right next door. It was demolished ages ago.”

		“So what’s so haunted about this place?” Chutney asked challengingly. “It doesn’t look haunted to me.”

		“After Rebecca Strand and her father died,” Gabe began, “there were many other keepers. Over the years, some of them reported hearing footsteps on the stairs in the middle of the night. Some thought it could only be the ghost of Keeper Strand—or Rebecca Strand—coming back to tend the lamp. Even now, some people claim that if you listen very carefully, you can hear those footsteps.”

		No one said anything, and he knew they were all holding their breath, listening.

		As if cooperating, something somewhere in the lighthouse creaked.

		“Oooooh,” said Chutney’s mom, smiling at her son, but there was concern furrowing her forehead. Maybe this was too scary, Gabe thought.

		“Then there’s the fourth step,” he added.

		“What about it?” asked the boy too loudly.

		Gabe turned to face the spiral stairs. “One of the keepers claimed that if you put your hands on the fourth step, you felt a weird tingle. Right…here!”

		This was Gabe’s favorite part, when he got to smack his hands down on the stone.

		Chutney said, “You’re making this up!”

		He was, actually.

		“I want to try,” the boy said, looking fiercely at his mom.

		“Okay, sweetie, you go right ahead.”

		“Sure,” Gabe said, “right here.”

		He’d read somewhere that if you told someone to concentrate on any part of their body, they often reported a kind of tingling. He made way for Chutney, who had to stretch to reach the fourth step.

		“I don’t feel anything,” he said, frowning.

		“That’s okay. Not everyone can feel it.”

		The mom chuckled, and Chutney glared at her. “ ’Cause it’s not real!”

		“I’ve never felt it either,” Gabe said reassuringly. He didn’t want the kid to have a meltdown. “Maybe we just don’t have good ghost sense.”

		“I do, though!” the kid said sullenly, and then his eyes widened and he gave a little gasp. “I feel something!”

		Gabe felt an icy creeping down his neck.

		“It’s like electricity in my fingers!”

		“Really?” Gabe asked.

		“It’s moving up my arms!”

		Then Chutney snuck a sidelong glance at him, smirked, and walked away.

		“You believed me!” he crowed. A few people chuckled, and Gabe wondered if they’d been taken in too. He couldn’t believe he’d been fooled so easily.

		“Do we get to go all the way up?” Chutney asked.

		“Unfortunately, no, it’s off-limits.”

		“Lame,” grumbled Chutney.

		“Chutney,” said his mom, “let’s remember to use our nice words.”

		“Who took over from Keeper Strand?” the teenage girl asked him, speaking for the first time.

		“Mr. Debenham. He was keeper for twenty-five years, and then his wife took over for another thirteen. And then their son took over for another twenty or so. It seems being a lighthouse keeper sort of runs in families.”

		“Thanks,” the girl said.

		“And that, ladies and gentlemen,” Gabe said, rattling off his script, “concludes our Island Ghost Tour. Thanks so much for joining me, and please enjoy the rest of your day on the island. Don’t forget that your tickets get you a ten percent discount at Centreville Amusement Park. It’s open until eight o’clock!”

		“Yay! It’s OVER!” Chutney hollered, and bolted outside.

		His mother pressed a ten-dollar tip into Gabe’s hand and murmured “Thank you” before leaving.

		As he was locking the red door, a voice behind him said, “I’ve been on a lot of ghost tours, but yours was right up there.”

		He turned to see the girl in the serious glasses. “Oh, thanks.”

		He wondered if she was one of those people who wanted to tell him about their own ghost experiences. It happened sometimes, and always made him feel awkward.

		“I especially liked the parts you made up,” she added.

		His eyes widened. “Sorry?”

		“Your face changes. Your eyes kind of flick to the side, and you get a crease in your forehead.”

		He blushed. He wasn’t used to people studying him so closely, and he wasn’t sure he liked it.

		“The haunted step. That was good.”

		He cast a worried look around and lowered his voice. “I just throw in a couple things, to spice it up.” What if she complained to Karl?

		“Don’t worry,” she said, “your secret’s safe with me. My name’s Callie. I write a ghost blog. Here.”

		She handed him a business card. It was very slick, with the name of her blog, Ghostly, written white on black. Her name, Callie Ferreira, was printed underneath with a web address.

		“How many followers do you have?” he asked.

		“Five, including my parents,” she said with a small grin. “I’m just getting started. I have a target of ten thousand followers by the end of the summer.”

		“Ambitious,” Gabe said.

		“Delusional, really. Anyway, I’m doing a piece on lighthouses and wanted to ask you some questions.”

		His heart sank. “I’m just a guide. You should talk to someone from the historical assoc—”

		“I’d rather talk to the person who actually does the tours.”

		“Yeah, but wouldn’t you rather, you know, talk to someone who—”

		“Believes in ghosts?”

		He nodded.

		“You don’t?”

		Behind her head, two dragonflies hovered against the blue of the sky.

		“Not really.”

		“Nothing after death, huh?”

		“When you go, you just go.”

		For a second he thought he was going to cry, but he caught himself and did a pretend cough. It happened like that sometimes: a sudden spasm of sadness out of nowhere.

		“It’s kind of funny,” she said. “A guy who does ghost tours who doesn’t believe in ghosts.”

		He shrugged. “It’s just a summer job. I wanted to do rides, but—”

		She tilted her chin at the lighthouse. “So you’ve never seen or felt anything weird in there?”

		He shook his head. “Honestly, I don’t spend that much time inside. Just that little bit at the end.”

		“You ever been up to the lamp room?”

		“Once. My first day when the parks people showed me around. So, I guess you believe in ghosts and all that?”

		“I didn’t at first.” She chewed on her lower lip. “I liked the way ghost stories drag you into the past, and other people’s lives. My dad’s family is from Goa, and my dadi—that’s my paternal grandma—she told some great ghost stories.”

		Gabe nodded. He’d heard of Goa but was too embarrassed to ask where it was. Callie saved him the trouble.

		“It’s a state on the west coast of India. It used to be a Portuguese colony until 1961, when India took it back.”

		Gabe got the sense she’d explained this many times in her life.

		“Cool,” he said.

		“Anyway, I guess I started the blog just to write down some of those stories: Three Kings Church, Borim Bridge, Igorchem Bandh—that’s a stretch of road behind Our Lady of Snows Church in Raia. You should check them out. Ghost stories are kind of like history class, only better. It’s sort of like time travel.”

		Time travel. He’d never thought of it that way. He realized he liked talking to her. And he didn’t feel quite as nervous as he usually did when he talked to a pretty girl. Normally he got distracted by her hair and eyes and forgot what he was supposed to be saying; he’d feel like his arms were attached all wrong to his body, and his hair was stupid.

		“But then I started reading up on this place,” Callie said, “and what happened to the Strands. I have a special interest in them. Any chance you could take me up to the top?”

		“I’d get in trouble.”

		“I think there might be clues up there.”

		“After almost two hundred years?”

		“It wouldn’t take long. Just a few minutes? Who’s going to know?”

		A group of people wandered into the clearing to take selfies in front of the lighthouse.

		“Sorry,” he told her, because she looked truly disappointed.

		“Okay,” she said. “I’ll ask you again tomorrow. Will you be here tomorrow?”

		“Yeah, but—”

		“I think there’s a big story here,” she said.

		“Which is?”

		“Well, you said it yourself. They never solved the mystery. Rebecca Strand and her father died right here under very suspicious circumstances.”

		“Oh, come on, they fell!”

		“A seasoned lighthouse keeper just fell from his own lighthouse? And his daughter? No.”

		A cloud passed across the sun, and he noticed that her eyes had green flecks in them.

		“See you tomorrow,” she said. “You have my card if you have any questions.” She began walking away but looked back over her shoulder. “I think Keeper Strand and his daughter were murdered. And I’m going to find out who, or what, did it.”

		

		—

		Gabe found Yuri in the maintenance shed. It was at the far end of the amusement park, tucked behind the bumper cars. The shed was lined with cluttered shelves of spare parts, and things covered in grease, and things that looked more like junk than anything useful. Hanging on the back wall among vintage license plates was an old Coca-Cola clock. It said 6:30, but Yuri was still hunched over one of the workbenches, doing something to the underside of a bumper car.

		“Burgers at the Island Café?” Gabe asked him.

		“Almost finished,” said Yuri.

		Gabe leaned in to watch his friend expertly bolt something together. He envied the talent in Yuri’s fingers, which seemed to instinctively understand machines, how their parts fit together. At school Yuri was an ace at physics and robotics, and there didn’t seem to be anything he couldn’t build. His father was an engineer, and Yuri had told Gabe that he’d grown up playing with tools and circuit boards instead of building blocks.

		“This is fixed, but really, they do not maintain these cars as they should,” Yuri said disapprovingly. Yuri had moved from Russia when he was twelve and still spoke English with a strong accent and a kind of formality that Gabe liked. Yuri hardly ever used contractions, and sounded like a gentleman from another century.

		Which was perfect, since Gabe was the kid who actually looked forward to school trips involving museums and pioneer villages. But unlike pioneers, he would not have been able to build his own log cabin or windmill. “Wish I could make stuff like you,” he told his friend.

		Yuri wiped his hands on a rag. “You could, if you were not so brutal with machines. Always thumping and smacking.”

		“I’m not!” Gabe objected.

		“I have seen you shake your phone when it is too slow.”

		“It takes forever to load!”

		“Shaking will not make it faster. This is not how such a machine works. Machines are like flowers. You need to caress them.”

		“What does that part do?” Gabe asked, pointing underneath the bumper car.

		“Please do not touch—” Yuri said at the exact moment something clinked to the floor.

		“Was that me?” Gabe asked, wincing.

		“It is okay,” said Yuri, dragging his hand through his hair so it spiked up. “I will fix it later. Let’s get hamburgers.”

		“All I did was touch it!”

		“I know. That is the problem.”

		Gabe snorted. But his friend was right: he hated machines, and machines hated him right back. Once, at school, he bought a Coke from the vending machine, and all the drinks fell into the tray; everyone waiting behind him cheered and got free drinks. But after that, the machine stopped working altogether, and people still blamed him.

		He and Yuri grabbed their bikes and headed out through the main street of the amusement park. They weaved their way around families with little kids clutching ice creams or helium balloons or stuffed animals. Some kids were ecstatic, some whined because their ice creams were too drippy, and others bawled because their balloon was the wrong superhero, or had slipped from their hand and was now floating above the amusement park.

		“I am wasted in this job,” Yuri said as they cycled over the canal and past the fountain. “My potential is unrealized.”

		“You’re sixteen!” Gabe told him.

		“Mozart composed his first symphony at eight. What have I done? Greased the axles of bumper cars.”

		Gabe had heard Yuri talk like this before. “Yuri, it’s just a summer job!”

		“I have a fire in me to create something amazing. I offered to make the roller coaster faster, but this idea was not popular with Karl.”

		“Well, these rides are mostly for younger kids,” Gabe reminded him.

		Yuri lifted his shoulders and made a sound that Gabe had never quite deciphered. It seemed to mean a lot of things. This is disappointing, or I am weary, or The world is a crazy place but what can you do?

		“I could design a brand-new ride for them if they let me.”

		“One day you absolutely will,” Gabe assured him as they made their way along the wide avenue that led to Ward’s Island.

		Even though everyone called it the island, it was really fifteen separate islands, many of them man-made, separated by canals and connected with bridges. People actually lived on two of the islands, Algonquin and Ward’s, on narrow, tree-lined streets with intriguing houses of all shapes and sizes. Gabe liked them all: the freshly painted ones with welcoming verandas, and the rickety ones that were little more than crooked shacks.

		Gabe steered around a sunburned family in a big quadricycle, heading back to the rental place. The father was telling one of his kids to quit horsing around and do some pedaling.

		The Island Café was right beside the community center and the lawn bowling club. With its view of the yacht club and ferry dock, it was a popular restaurant for visitors, but also a favorite hangout for locals. The place was always bustling.

		The patio was already pretty full tonight, but Gabe liked sitting up at the long outdoor bar anyway. He loved this place: the food was delicious, he got a discount because he worked on the island, and the waiters never got snooty about serving teenagers.

		“What’s it going to be tonight, gentlemen?” asked Jeff.

		Gabe ordered the vegan Schooner Burger with extra mushrooms, blue cheese, and a side of sweet potato fries.

		“Why can you never have just a regular hamburger?” Yuri asked.

		“This is my regular hamburger. What you ordered, that was a pitiful little burger.”

		Yuri made his sound and said, “I am content with my pitiful little hamburger.”

		Gabe didn’t know how he would’ve survived the last year without Yuri. Not only was he his best friend, but Yuri was pretty much the only person he felt normal around. Yuri never asked him the usual questions, so Gabe didn’t need to reply with the usual lies.

		Are you fine?

		I’m fine.

		Do you want to talk?

		No thanks.

		It’s okay if you feel rotten. Grief is a very—

		Honestly, I’m good.

		With Yuri, he just talked about regular things like schoolwork and girls and gaming and food. It was relaxing.

		“Here you go, guys,” said Jeff, setting their meals in front of them. “Enjoy.”

		“Ohhhhh yeah,” Gabe said, taking an eager bite of his burger. Some mushrooms tumbled out.

		From the patio, a piping voice said: “Hey, it’s the ghost guy!” Gabe swiveled to see the bratty kid from his tour, pointing him out to his mom. “Look, he’s eating a hamburger!” The mother smiled apologetically and shushed her son.

		“You know this child?” Yuri asked Gabe.

		“That’s Chutney.” Gabe gave a little wave.

		Yuri chewed thoughtfully. “Chutney is something you put on food, yes?” With a grin he added, “And it is also the only thing you do not have in your hamburger.”

		“He was on my last tour. Along with a ghost blogger.”

		“A ghost blogger?”

		“She’s doing a story on the haunted lighthouse.” Callie Ferreira had been wisping through his thoughts since work ended. “Hey, do you believe in ghosts?”

		Yuri’s pale eyebrows lifted with interest. “There is an explanation for this. I saw a very good show. They say ghosts are caused by certain sounds.”

		“I don’t get it.”

		“Certain frequencies, like maybe a vibrating pipe in your house, or faulty wiring—they can cause visual hallucinations.”

		“So you just think you’ve seen a ghost?”

		“Yes, maybe a little shimmer in the corner of your eye. Something like that. This is why people think old houses in particular are haunted. They make lots of noises.”

		“Wow, I’d never heard that,” Gabe said. “That’s an excellent theory.”

		He was surprised to feel just the tiniest bit disappointed.

		“You want to do bumper cars?” Yuri asked.

		The amusement park closed at eight, and it was a tradition that the summer staff rode the bumper cars after closing on Thursdays. They finished their meals and cycled back.

		“Do not take that green one,” Yuri told him as they walked into the stockade. “It is rubbish.”

		Gabe and Yuri made a good team, and proceeded to mash and batter as many of the other summer staffers as possible.

		“I think we won,” Yuri said after they emerged, sweaty and triumphant.

		They said goodbye to their coworkers and headed off to the Centre Island ferry dock, swooping to and fro along the broad empty paths. It began to drizzle, but Gabe didn’t mind. The day had been hot and humid. The very last of the visitors were heading home. Near the dock, Gabe saw a big extended family, with grandmothers and uncles and aunts, pulling wagons filled with coolers and lawn chairs—and he thought of his mom. Just the two of them now.

		“The ferry is not here for another twenty minutes,” Yuri said, checking his wristwatch. “We can catch the Hanlan’s Point if you like.”

		Gabe nodded. The Hanlan’s Point ferry dock was on the far west end of the island, and Gabe loved riding his bike along that stretch of road. As night came on, it was practically empty. You could really zoom. They took off. They passed the island school and the old yellow bus that had been parked forever outside the Artscape studios. Across the road was the chain-link fence that enclosed the island filtration plant.

		“I always think that place looks like a secret medical facility where they experiment on mutant children,” Gabe said to Yuri.

		“Such an imagination you have,” Yuri said, and then pointed up ahead. “You left a light on.”

		They were close enough to the Gibraltar Point Lighthouse that, through the trees, Gabe saw a flicker from the lamp room. For a weird second he thought the actual beacon was lit, as it hadn’t been for over half a century. Then he realized it was just a regular overhead bulb.

		“Wasn’t me,” he murmured. “I wasn’t even up there.”

		“Is it on a timer?”

		“Nope.” He would’ve noticed before.

		“There is maybe a switch on the main floor,” Yuri suggested reasonably.

		“That bratty little Chutney probably flicked it on. I better go check.”

		“You’ll miss the ferry.”

		“I
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