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Celia
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It is within this room and its surrounding shores that I have stayed. From the rounded windows I watched the rippling waters of the harbor on one side and stared into the gloom that was my old house on the other. I cannot leave. No, not cannot. I will not.

In the beginning I mourned the life that I had lost. Lingering still as the hours passed by and people came and went. They all heard the sobs, I knew, and still... they had abandoned me. One by one each one of them moved away. This place became empty − desolate. I was left to remain here alone. New people came from time to time, but no one stayed, especially in the darkest of hours. They fear me, though I am not the one to fear. Why fear the dead when it is the living who are the most dangerous?

During those first days, I kept to looking towards the Harbor. It was easier to forget, but why should I? As time faded, I found myself staring across the other side to where that house sat upon that cliff glaring back at me. The house that holds the truth of my demise and the secrets that covered it up. 

The longer I remained here staring at that house, the more the fire raged inside me. I knew what they did. Why they did it. There was no question of their actions. I wanted justice. I needed justice. I would not rest until the world knew what had truly happened. Until they knew the true evil that lurked behind those walls. The wickedness that lived inside their hearts. The measures which they took to secure and sustain their wealth. I would not rest until the world uncovered the truth and I took from them all the materials they held so dear. It mattered not how long I had to wait. It only mattered that the truth became known. Only then would I know true peace. And I know now that I will find it because even in the darkest of storms the light leads you safely home. 
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August 4, 2025

They said his name was Raymond Beckett. It was the name printed on the driver’s license they showed him. Said they found it in his pocket when they found him lying on the rocky shores of North Bay Harbor. The picture matched the face he saw in the mirror, so it must be him, but he couldn’t remember anything before the day he woke up in that hospital bed. He had no memory of a family, a job, or even where he used to live. The more questions the doctors asked, the less he knew about where he came from, but he must’ve come from somewhere. 

His last known address according to the driver’s license was somewhere in a city called Brookfield. Unfortunately, when they called the phone number associated with the address the person who answered didn’t know him. Brookfield was also miles away from North Bay Harbor and nowhere near the water. So, how did he end up unconscious on the shores of the Harbor with no memory of who he was or where he had come from?

That was exactly what Raymond was determined to figure out. Where had he come from and who he had been before now. Of course, he’d be doing that in between his shifts at the lighthouse. That was where he lived and worked after his recovery, Harbor Lighthouse. It wasn’t functional anymore. It hadn’t been in a very long time, but it was the biggest tourist attraction in North Bay, he was told.   

Winston Gale, he was Raymond’s new employer and landlord, said he’d allow him to work and live there for as long as he needed or as long as he was willing to stay, as Winston put it. Winston claimed to have a hard time keeping up with the place and would love for someone to keep up the house along with needing some extra help at the lighthouse. Finding part-time employees was easy enough, Winston said, but anyone willing to stick around after dark had proven difficult. At the time Raymond couldn’t see why. He found it peaceful with the soft waves from the Harbor waters splashing against the long-abandoned docks and the cool breeze that lingered despite the hot summer months. The house was beautiful and serene. He had yet to look inside the lighthouse, although at that point he had only been there one day. 

Winston and his wife Tina helped Raymond move into the house the day before he officially started work at the lighthouse property. Up until then he had been staying in the guest room at their house. Winston and Tina were gracious enough to allow Raymond to stay with them for a couple of weeks until they could locate his family. When that didn’t happen the two of them discussed it and then offered Raymond the lighthouse. 

Tina was a doctor at the hospital. Winston was also a doctor, but he worked in private practice. He had inherited the lighthouse from his parents but didn’t have the time for the upkeep, so they hired out help to manage it. They tried renting the house, but no one stayed longer than a few months.  They’d both done a lot to help Raymond even before he had woken up. Although he was unsure how he’d ever repay them, he accepted the offer. As soon as he found out who he used to be, he promised to find a way to repay their hospitality. At least that was the plan, but first he needed to buy a phone and maybe a laptop so he could get himself settled in and start his research. Until then this new lighthouse job was all he had, and he would do it to the best of his abilities.

It was summer, yet there was a chill to the morning summer air. The steps from the keeper’s cottage to the lighthouse required Raymond to step outside and across the small yard separating the living space from the actual lighthouse. He didn’t mind the chill but wished he had grabbed his flannel shirt or a jacket to cover his bare arms. The t-shirt he was wearing was thinner than expected. Along with all the other things Winston had already done for Raymond, he also gave him a bunch of old clothes to wear until Raymond could afford to get his own. Another thing Raymond needed to buy when he got his first paycheck. The only things he had of his own were the jeans and shirt he had been wearing the day he was found and the leather wallet that was in his pocket. There were a few credit cards in the wallet, but when he tried to use them, the purchases were declined. It felt like navigating a whole new world. Like he was a child rather than a full-grown 30-something year-old adult. It was as if he had known how things worked and what he should be doing yet it still felt like he was starting over from the very beginning. Moving through life without a rulebook. He guessed that was exactly what he was doing. Starting over from scratch. He was a brand-new person with no past and a future that could be anything. Imagine the possibilities. Yet still he felt himself clinging to the pieces of an old life he had left behind. A life he couldn’t remember.

When he arrived at the base of the lighthouse tower, Carrie was already inside the tiny office sitting behind the even tinier desk getting ready for the day’s tours. Carrie came by early in the mornings. She worked as the office manager and also gave   the lighthouse tours six days a week. The lighthouse was closed on Sundays. Carrie’s teenage daughter Vanessa, and Winston’s son Brandon, both worked in the lighthouse gift shop during the afternoons. Raymond’s job was mostly janitorial and maintenance, which was fine with him. He didn’t know much about lighthouses, but he did know how to push a mop and change a light bulb. 

Carrie briefly looked at him. Raymond smiled and gave a short wave as he made his way to the janitor’s closet. He grabbed the mop and bucket and began washing the floors before the first guests arrived. He then started on the stairs, wiping down the railing as he took the steps up the spiral staircase up to the watch room. Another supply closet was across the hall, so there was no need to carry up the mop and bucket he used on the ground floor. He mopped and dusted the watch room and then continued up to the service room. All the rooms at the top half of the tower were empty except for a few oddly placed chairs in the watch room and a glass case in the service room that housed a radio, rotary phone, and the keeper’s journal. The very few relics that remained from when the lighthouse was in service.  

From the service room, he stepped outside onto the gallery deck. The wind blew heavier up here. The spray of the glass cleaner blew back in his face as he tried to wipe the windows. He took a break and leaned up against the iron railing of the deck. Looking out at the distant surrounding water his mind wandered, wondering about the towns and places across the harbor. Did he have family there? Friends? What kind of life had he left behind? Would he ever know, or would he remain forever clueless about his past? The weight of the unknown rested steadily on his shoulders, but Raymond was determined to find out the truth about who he was. However, another question lingered and poked at the back of his mind. He tried to push it back, but it kept creeping forward. Why was no one looking for him?

***
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That night Raymond looked out at the lighthouse from the bedroom window in the keeper’s cottage. He wondered why they called it a cottage. It felt too large, more like a mini mansion to him. Five bedrooms. Four on the top floor and one on the ground. Room enough for a whole family or the multiple lighthouse keepers that used to dwell here when the lighthouse was in service. The large kitchen was outdated but that didn’t bother Raymond. He didn’t expect to be cooking much more than boxed mac and cheese and frozen pizza.  

From the window there appeared to be a light on over in the lighthouse on the watch room floor. It was odd because he distinctly remembered turning it off when he locked up after the last tour was over. Raymond stared out the window contemplating whether to run over and turn off the light or leave it until the next day when suddenly he saw a shadow pass by the light house window. 

Figuring it was probably Carrie or one of the kids, he decided to go over and check it out. Maybe one of them forgot something earlier that afternoon, but when he got over there, he found the doors locked and didn’t see any cars nearby. Raymond walked over towards the parking lot where all the visitors parked but didn’t see any cars there either. He looked back at the lighthouse, and the light was off. Maybe whoever was there had left, and they somehow missed each other, but Raymond still felt a nervous sensation in the pit of his stomach. It wasn’t that far of a distance from the cottage to the lighthouse or from the lighthouse to the parking lot. It seemed odd that they wouldn’t have crossed paths, but he shrugged and went back to the cottage. He would ask Carrie about it in the morning. 
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August 4, 1925

We lived at the top of the cliffs overlooking the body of water that made up North Bay Harbor. Harbor Lighthouse was visible from my bedroom and every night since I was a child, I stood out on my balcony and looked out at the lighthouse. I’d watch the ships pull into the Harbor guided by the bright light streaming from the lighthouse tower bringing them safely to the shore. Tonight, however, I watched out for one ship in particular. My younger sister, who was away at the University across the Harbor, was on her way home for my birthday party at the end of the month. She was coming home early to help me plan. Mostly because this was more than a birthday party, it was also the night my parents would be announcing my engagement to William Price. Leave it to August and Elizabeth West to make my day and my engagement all about them. My stomach churned at the thought of the spectacle they would make of it all. I would definitely need my sister’s support. So, I watched and waited for the boat to come in that would be carrying my favorite sister across the harbor. I couldn’t wait for her to walk through the door, my sister, my savior. We had an older sister too, but she was prim and proper, a carbon copy of our mother. But Cat, she was fun and adventurous and had no problem standing up to our parents. She did what she wanted, she wore what she wanted. She was everything I wished I could be. Free. 

When I saw the boat docking, I knew it would be only mere minutes before Cat arrived. Maybe thirty at the most. My father would be there to pick her up and she’d be the first off of the boat. She always said how much she hated it, but it was the easiest way to get from Center City to North Bay Harbor. So, she put on a brave face, boarded the boat, and held down the nausea while they crossed the water; but as soon as the boat docked, she was always one of the first to step on land.  

I heard voices downstairs and of course my mother’s was the loudest and most disapproving. Cat and I were never good enough for her. I was surprised when she approved of my engagement to William, but I knew it was only because of his family’s wealth and status. Our merger, as she and my father called it, would secure our family into a higher level of society. 

“Look at that dress!” my mother was yelling. “How dare you wear such a thing! Must you continue to bring shame upon our family?” Cat and my mother were standing at the bottom of the stairs. My father was hanging his over coat and hat in the closet. Even during the height of summer, the wind chill off the water always made the temperature feel cooler, especially at night once the sun went down. Of course, Cat took the latest possible trip home. I suppose I would have done the same in her position. Mother was the hardest on her, more than any of us. I guess because out of all three of us girls, Cat was the hardest to control. 

I ran down the stairs and Cat noticed me immediately. “Celia!” Ignoring our mother, she hugged me tightly as I ran into her arms. Her bare skin was cold and made me shiver but the tenderness of her embrace was all the warmth I needed. When we pulled apart from each other I noticed the dress my mother was so up in arms about. The sleeveless scoop neck dress hung loosely just below her knees grazing the bottom of her knee cap. She looked beautiful of course, but all my mother could see was my sister rebelling against tradition. “You look so beautiful,” I told her. “Fashionable as always.” My mother scoffed and walked away. We laughed and headed up the stairs to my room. My father shook his head as he gathered Cat’s suitcases and brought them upstairs to her old bedroom. 

“What did Father say about your new look?” I asked Cat as I fluffed up her hair, which was newly cut into a short bob that fell just below her ear. I loved everything about my sister standing in front of me. Though looking down at my own ankle-length skirt, I had to admit I was a bit jealous. 

“He said, ‘Catherine,’ with that disappointing voice and look of disgust he always gives me. Then he grabbed my bags and walked to the car. The whole ride home was in silence, but I know he’s just waiting to give me my lecture later.” And just as she said that he peaked his head through my door. “Catherine,” he demanded in that stern voice he reserved for his clients and of course my younger sister. “Meet me in my study, now.” Then he closed the door, and Cat looked at me with a sheepish smile before leaving the room. 

I could almost hear them arguing all the way from downstairs. My father once again threatening to cut off her allowance if she didn’t fall in line. Moments later I heard the front door slam. I turned towards the mirror on my vanity and pinned my long hair into a chignon imagining how it might look if cut short like my sister’s. I shrugged at the thought, slipped on my shoes and snuck out of the house. I knew where Cat was going, and I was determined to meet her there. 

I took the shortcut down the cliff to the docks, but Cat wasn’t there as I had thought. In fact, the area was almost empty. Cat used to come here all the time whenever her and our parents argued, and she’d threaten to run away from home. I was sure I would find her here.  I took a seat on one of the benches facing the water. I was tired from the run over here and the climb back up would be exhausting. 

The water seemed calm and there was hardly a breeze in the air. The sky was clear as I stared up at the twinkling stars. It would have been completely dark if not for the light of the moon and, of course, the lighthouse. The lighthouse was so close now. It stood taller and grander from this distance as opposed to the view from my bedroom window. The beauty of it was astonishing.

“It’s a beautiful piece of architecture, isn’t it?” The voice beside me was manly but gentle. I whipped my head around to face the stranger seated next to me. His face was tan. His hair fell into his eyes unlike the men I knew who kept it neat and slicked backed. And his eyes. They were dark but somehow sparkled like the stars above. “Sorry, to startle you,” he said as he stood up and held out his hand. “I’m Russel Cooper. I work at the lighthouse.”

I shook his hand. “Celia West.” I introduced myself and when he flashed that winsome smile at me, I positioned my left hand so he would see my ring finger and the engagement ring I wore. I think he took the hint because he didn’t bother prolonging the conversation. With a slight bow he bid me goodnight and walked away. I smiled in spite of myself. Then began my trek back home.
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