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    To all the readers who dare to step into the dark. This book is for those who seek stories that linger, whisper, and haunt long after the last page. May the lantern's glow remind you that curiosity has a price—and courage is found in facing it.

      

    



  	
        
            
            The lantern does not choose its keeper. It waits, patient and silent, until the hand that dares to lift it becomes the hand that burns.
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Annotation

Dead Man’s Lantern

When Mason, a curious urban explorer, steals an old miner’s lantern from a collapsed tunnel, he believes he’s found nothing more than a relic of forgotten history. But the lantern has a life of its own. Each night it ignites without warning, and with every glow, someone nearby meets a violent end.

What begins as fascination quickly spirals into terror. The lantern doesn’t just kill—it collects. Faces of the dead press against its cracked glass, whispering, binding Mason tighter with every pulse. As the curse spreads beyond strangers to those he loves, Mason realizes he is no longer just a witness. He is the keeper, the vessel, the prisoner of a hunger older than the mine itself.

Dead Man’s Lantern is a relentless psychological horror about inevitability, obsession, and the terrible price of curiosity. Once lit, the lantern cannot be extinguished. And once chosen, you cannot escape.







Contents

Dead Man’s Lantern - Horror

Author: Pavel Kostka

Annotation

Chapter One: The Lantern in the Dark

Chapter Two: The First Night

Chapter Three: The Weight of Silence

Chapter Four: The Lantern’s Hunger

Chapter Five: The Whispering Walls

Chapter Six: The Glow in the Mirror

Chapter Seven: The Miner’s Curse

Chapter Eight: The Gathering Shadows

Chapter Nine: The Echoes Beneath

Chapter Ten: The Lantern’s Keeper

Chapter Eleven: The Lantern’s Breath

Chapter Twelve: The Lantern’s Song

Chapter Thirteen: The Lantern’s Descent

Chapter Fourteen: The Lantern’s Reach

Chapter Fifteen: The Lantern’s Awakening

Chapter Sixteen: The Lantern’s Dominion

Chapter Seventeen: The Lantern’s Chains

Chapter Eighteen: The Lantern’s Reckoning

Chapter Nineteen: The Lantern’s Price

Chapter Twenty: The Lantern’s End

Summary of Dead Man’s Lantern

Acknowledgment

Invitation to Continue Reading

Legal Notice



 

 


Chapter One: The Lantern in the Dark

The tunnel smelled of damp earth and rusted iron. Mason’s boots crunched over loose gravel as his flashlight beam swept across the collapsed walls. He had been warned about the old Blackwater mine—locals said it was cursed, that men who entered never returned. But Mason wasn’t here for ghost stories. He was here for relics, for the thrill of discovery, for proof that the past could still be touched.

His light caught on something half-buried in the rubble. A lantern, its brass frame tarnished, its glass cracked but intact. He knelt, brushing away the dirt with trembling fingers. The handle was cold, unnaturally cold, as though it had been resting in ice. He lifted it, feeling its weight, heavier than it should have been. The flame chamber was empty, yet when he tilted it, he swore he saw a faint shimmer inside—like embers refusing to die.

A sudden gust of air whispered through the tunnel, carrying with it the faint echo of a cough. Mason froze. He was alone. He had checked the entrance, locked the gate behind him. Still, the sound lingered, fading into silence. He shook his head, convincing himself it was nothing more than the wind, and stuffed the lantern into his pack.

By the time he reached the surface, night had fallen. The town below was quiet, its streets empty, its windows glowing faintly with domestic warmth. Mason trudged back to his apartment, the lantern rattling against his gear. He placed it on the table, intending to clean it, maybe even sell it to a collector. But as he turned away, the glass flickered.

He spun back. The lantern was glowing. No flame, no fuel—just a pale, sickly light that pulsed like a heartbeat. Mason’s breath caught in his throat. He reached out, hesitated, then touched the frame. It burned his skin, though not with heat—something deeper, something that crawled beneath the flesh.

Across the street, a scream tore through the night. Mason rushed to the window. A man staggered on the sidewalk, clutching his chest, eyes wide with terror. He collapsed, lifeless, as the lantern’s glow dimmed to nothing.

Mason stood frozen, his hand still on the cursed relic. The truth pressed down on him like the weight of the earth above the mine: the lantern had chosen him. And now, every time it lit, someone would die.

 


Chapter Two: The First Night

Mason couldn’t sleep. The lantern sat on the table like a predator waiting to strike, its brass frame gleaming faintly in the moonlight. He had tried covering it with a blanket, but the fabric seemed to recoil, sliding off as though the object rejected concealment. Every time he closed his eyes, he imagined the pale glow returning, and another scream echoing outside.

He poured himself a drink, the glass trembling in his hand. His mind replayed the man’s collapse on the street—the way his body had folded, the silence that followed. Mason had seen death before, but this was different. It wasn’t random. It was connected. The lantern had pulsed, and life had ended.

The apartment felt smaller, walls pressing in. Shadows stretched unnaturally across the floor, bending toward the table. Mason’s breath quickened. He forced himself to approach the lantern again, studying its cracked glass. Inside, something moved. Not flame, not smoke—something darker, like a shadow trapped in liquid. It swirled slowly, as if aware of being watched.

A knock rattled the door. Mason jumped, nearly spilling his drink. He hesitated, then opened it to find his neighbor, Mrs. Calloway, standing in her nightgown. Her eyes were wide, her voice trembling.

“Did you hear it?” she whispered. “The scream?”

Mason nodded, unsure what to say.

“They say the mine is cursed,” she continued, wringing her hands. “My husband worked there before it collapsed. He said the miners carried lanterns that never went out. Even when the fuel was gone, they burned. He said… he said the light fed on them.”

Her words sank into Mason’s chest like ice. He tried to laugh it off, but the sound died in his throat. Behind him, the lantern flickered. Mrs. Calloway’s gaze shifted past him, her face draining of color.

“It’s glowing,” she whispered.

Mason spun. The lantern pulsed again, brighter this time, casting long, skeletal shadows across the walls. He reached for it, desperate to smother the light, but the moment his fingers touched the frame, the glow surged.

Mrs. Calloway gasped, clutching her chest. Her knees buckled, and she collapsed in the doorway. Mason screamed, dropping the lantern, but the damage was done. The glow faded, leaving only silence and the lifeless body of his neighbor sprawled across the threshold.

Mason staggered back, horror clawing at his mind. Two deaths in one night. Two deaths tied to him. The lantern sat motionless, its cracked glass reflecting his pale face. He realized then that he couldn’t simply discard it. The curse had chosen him, binding itself to his presence.

And as the night deepened, Mason understood the terrible truth: the lantern would keep glowing, again and again, until it had taken everyone around him.
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