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August 1987, rural Nova Scotia. The Crowe farm sprawled under a bruised sky, its barn a sagging sentinel amid stunted barley fields near Parrsboro, where the Bay of Fundy’s tides gnawed the cliffs. Silas Crowe, 52, farmer with hands rough as burlap, fed his pigs at dusk, .308 rifle slung over his shoulder for coyotes prowling the dusk. His wife, Ruth, stirred chowder in their clapboard kitchen, the air thick with salt, hay, and the faint tang of coming rain. At 9:03 p.m., she heard a boot scuff on hay, sharp, like someone circling in the barn’s shadowed heart. A single shot cracked, echoing off the bay’s stone walls, sharp as a bone snap. Ruth ran, found the barn doors chained from inside, padlock rusted but unyielding under her trembling hands. She called the sheriff, voice fraying like old rope. Deputies broke the chain at midnight, hinges groaning like a wounded beast. Silas lay on the hay, a rifle round through his heart, chest a red ruin, eyes fixed on the rafters’ splintered beams. No rifle, no powder on his hands, no ladder to the loft. Sheriff ruled suicide, then “accident” under pressure, case filed by September. Ruth swore Silas never turned a gun inward; the barn was empty, no tracks in the dust, only a faint blood scent lingering. Locals whispered: land curse, old debts, a barn built on Mi’kmaq ground that held grudges. The file moldered in Cumberland County records, a riddle wrapped in fog and salt.

Ruth’s grief clung to the farmhouse, its windows fogged with her breath, curtains heavy as shrouds. At the Parrsboro pub, grizzled farmers spun eerie tales—Silas owed shadowy money to Halifax dealers, or the barn’s ancient, cursed timbers, hewn from sacred Mi’kmaq ground, demanded blood in retribution. The chain, impounded, bore only Silas’s prints, no key found, as if it locked itself. Ruth burned his work boots, kept his seed tin locked in a drawer, its metal cold as a grave. A neighbor saw shadows flicker in the barn’s loft, though no light burned, no lamp hung. X posts later buzzed with “ghost shot,” theories of specters or buried feuds rising like mist. Ruth stayed, tending pigs, but the barn loomed larger each night, its doors creaking in windless air, hay rustling like whispers.

The scuff wasn’t Silas’s. It was the barn turning. That night, as Ruth’s chowder cooled, the barn exhaled, hay stirring, chains rattling like bones in a coffin. Silas stood, shirtless, chest hole glowing faint like a lantern’s ember, pulsing with a heartbeat not his own. Dawn broke; the chain snapped, links scattering like broken teeth across the dirt. Silas walked out, one boot missing, leaving a single print in the mud, leading out, none back. He trudged to Parrsboro’s feed store, bought corn seeds, paid cash, his grin tight as barbed wire under a gray sky. The clerk, old Amos, smelled earth on him, like wet
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