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Chapter One: Arrival at The Crag
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On a freezing, bitter day in the winter of 1948, the violent ocean waves battered against the cliff faces with relentless force, booming as if trying to breach and shatter the stone—a futile struggle they had lost for decades.

Through the roar of the wind and the freezing spray, a shouted voice echoed from afar:


—  “Tie the ropes, man! Tie them tight, don’t let the current sweep us away! Damn it, watch out for the cliff, Harry!”


After moments of fierce battle against the brutal water, the boat finally stabilized. The captain let out a sigh of relief, bellowing above the storm:


—  “We made it, man! We’re here... Welcome to ‘The Crag’, and to ‘Coldwave Point Lighthouse’!”


Harry Lewis gathered his strength, stepping down while trying to push through the heavy ache in his injured knee, answering:


—  “Alright, Captain Thomas, I’ll help you unload the supplies right away. I don’t want you getting delayed out here in this weather.”


The air was wild and harsh, a frost that didn’t just chill, but delivered continuous, punishing blows straight to the face. The two men pulled open the doors to the storehouse—a space carved out like a sea cave—and began carrying and stacking boxes of provisions designed to last a full month.

After a stretch of gruelling labor in the freezing gale, they were finally done. Exhaustion had taken its toll, yet neither man broke a sweat; or perhaps any sweat dissolved and froze instantly beneath their thick red coats, giving them the look of Santa Claus against the white mist of frozen spray.

Wiping his shivering hand across his face, Harry asked:


—  “Remind me, Captain Thomas... when do we meet again?”


The captain offered a look laced with sympathy and a grim warning:


—  “A month from now, Mr. Harry Lewis... precisely one month. May God be with you, lad, out here at this light.”


Standing atop a high rock, Harry watched Captain Thomas’s boat drift slowly away, fading into the dark violet of the sea and swell. He knew with absolute certainty that the vessel carried off his last link to civilization and humanity for a long time to come.

He adjusted the collar of his red coat, looked up toward the massive, isolated frame of the lighthouse, and whispered to himself:

(Still, I won’t worry... I have enough provisions, and warmth awaits me up there... I hope so, dear God, I truly hope so.)

Heavy, dragging footsteps echoed up the spiral staircase of the lighthouse... a heavy strike followed immediately by a lighter one, accompanied by deep, labored intakes and exhales of breath; it was painfully obvious that climbing these steps was a daily battle for someone suffering with every single stride.

A heavy iron door was shoved open, slamming against the wall with a resounding crash. Harry stood right in the center of the Lighthouse’s main room... he swept the space with a quick glance and let out a frustrated sigh:


—  “Ah, damn it... it’s filthy as an owl’s nest!”


He didn’t have a single drop of energy left to clean the place today; whatever strength he had remaining was barely enough to carry him over to that bed in the corner—a worn-out, flimsy thing. But, as he always reassured himself, he hoped the promised money would make up for all this nonsense he had to deal with.

He limped toward the bed with one firm step and one unsteady stagger. The mark of his old war injury was plainly visible now, but that wouldn’t affect his duty; he was a watchman, and his eyes were practically the only thing left working with any efficiency in this former Royal Navy sailor.

He threw his heavy body straight onto the mattress, making the iron frame and rusted springs groan under his weight with a sharp creak. Only a few moments passed before his heavy snoring erupted and filled the empty space. If you didn’t know he was the only one in there, you’d swear a fat pig was hiding out in a corner somewhere... but it was just Harry’s exhausted snore.

Pitch darkness... a sudden, blinding flash in the distance!


—  “It’s a shell! Look out... it’s a shell!”


The shell slammed straight into the bow, a massive explosion tearing through the deck and leaving a gaping hole. Flames roared, reflecting red in the pupils of Harry’s eyes right before swallowing him whole. He dove into the sea to save his skin, but amidst the inferno, he failed to see the iron lifeboat hanging along the ship’s side...

He felt nothing at first; he only heard a harsh tearing and snapping sound, like a dry tree branch splitting right in two.

Still numb with shock, Harry found himself trapped ruthlessly between the ship’s hull and the iron lifeboat... but something else caught his eye through the daze: the shattered bones of his thigh protruding outward!


—  “Oh God... oh dear God!”


Panic seized him violently: “My leg! My leg!”

The pain began to creep in slowly, like a dark shadow preceding the sunset, before erupting into a shattered scream the likes of which no one had ever heard from him before. His breath came in ragged, suffocating gasps... rising higher and higher:


—  “MY LEG!”


With one final, desperate cry, Harry bolted upright from the nightmare... no, the memory, cold sweat pouring off every inch of his body. He fumbled frantically with both hands, clutching his leg, unable to believe it was just a bad dream—an old ghost from the past.

Gasping for air, he muttered to himself:


—  “I fell fast asleep... what time is it?”


He yanked a battered pocket watch from his torn coat pocket and peered at it in the gloom: two in the morning!

His eyes widened in sheer terror:


—  “Damn it! I didn’t turn on the lighthouse beam! They’ll sack me on my very first night... this isn’t good, Harry, this isn’t good at all!”


He stumbled over his limping leg, rushing frantically toward the control panel. There was a single button with a handwritten label underneath: (Lights Here).

He slammed his palm onto it... and at that very second, life surged back into the lighthouse top, its brilliant beam cutting through the pitch-black night and sweeping over the dark ocean for any ships sailing through the abyss.

Adjusting his collar with a shaky breath, he wiped the cold sweat from his forehead, whispering a silent prayer:

(Maybe they didn’t notice... maybe no one realized I was late!)
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Chapter Two: Family
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—  “Lisa, my dear... fetch me a cup of tea, please.”


Lisa stepped forward holding the mug, looking down at her husband:


—  “Alright, but this is the last cup I’m bringing you today... it’s your fourth!”


Harry smiled and said:


—  “Don’t worry, tea settles the nerves... maybe you should try a little bit.”


His smile widened, his lips completely hidden beneath his long beard.

Lisa looked at him and said with a gentle rebuke:


—  “You can plainly see that chair you’re sitting on is breathing its last breath... What’s wrong with you, doing this to yourself? And why have you let your beard take over your handsome face and hide it?”


Harry replied, looking down at his cup:


—  “I honestly don’t know if I’m being insulted or praised right now! But I can confirm one thing... this tea tastes wonderful.”


Lisa quietly withdrew into the kitchen.

Harry pulled the newspaper from the drawer and noticed the date: [May 1947].

His eyes and expression changed as fast as a sudden shift in violent winds; that date clearly reminded him of something very bad that had happened to him. Before turning the page, he read about an aid program provided by the King for war veterans disabled in combat.

He muttered with a bitter scoff:


—  “Well... it seems certain you lot managed to forget someone!”


His scoff was cut short by the sound of a dog barking out near the front door, followed by a knock on the wood:


—  “Open the door, Mum! Dad... I’m back from school, and Light met me on the way!”


Harry called out in a firm, commanding tone:


—  “Lisa, go open the door, our daughter is back... and don’t let that dog Light inside, I don’t want her making a mess and ruining my mood.”


The door opened, and the little girl came in... with the dog, Light, barging in right behind her!

The dog headed straight for Harry and leaped onto him, knocking him to the floor! Lisa and her daughter held their breath: “Oh God, what is he going to do to Light after what she just did?”

Suddenly... the sound of laughter echoed from behind the chair!

Harry was laughing and playing with her:


—  “You cheeky dog! I knew you were going to do this to me... you’ve always loved doing that! Ah... Lisa, I’m starting to suspect you’re the one training her to do this!”


Lisa replied:


—  “No, no... believe me, I didn’t!”


Her daughter cut in:


—  “Daddy... Daddy, how are you?”

—  “Hello, my beautiful daughter... How are you? How was school?”

—  “It was great, Daddy, so great! The teacher gave us a lesson today, so I was...”


Harry interrupted before she could finish:


—  “Sweetheart... I’m going to the bathroom now to shave this handsome beard off. When I get back, I want you to finish the story for me, deal?”

—  “Deal!”


Harry stood up and walked straight to the
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