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Eternal Father, strong to save,

Whose arm does bind the restless wave,

Who bids the mighty ocean deep, 

Its own appointed limits keep;

O hear us when we cry to Thee

For those in peril on the sea.

͠͠
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PROLOGUE
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November 23rd, 1912

––––––––
[image: ]


The ghostly tolling of a phantom bell sounded as the ship made her way along the dark waters of Lake Michigan near the shoreline of Two Rivers, Wisconsin. 

Thousands of pine trees swayed on the deck as the ship rocked back and forth in the icy waves, creating the illusion of a floating forest.

The flag was flying at half-mast, nearly invisible in the thick fog that hovered overhead. Falling rain had turned into swirling vortexes of snow and ice in what would later be known as the “Greatest storm of the decade.”

The ship had appeared out of nowhere and vanished just as quickly. 
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CHAPTER 1
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I leaned sideways and breathed onto the icy truck window, which left a foggy patch on the glass. Not much different from the view of snow-covered trees going by in a blur as GB (my nickname for Grandpa Bob) sped down the winding road in his brand-new Ford F150. 

Forest reached past me and drew a smiley face with its tongue sticking out in the steamed circle.

“Hey, what gives?” 

“Sorry, Dominic. Just feeling a little stir crazy.” He leaned back and yawned. 

Sailor was curled up next to Forest, sound asleep; little snores escaping here and there.

It was a long ride, all the way from Chicago where Forest and Sailor live. While we were there, Windsong, their hippie grandma, packed up the rest of her belongings to bring to Green Bay where she had moved in with GB after their shotgun wedding last summer. 

They had pooled together their retirement savings and were looking to buy a cottage near Manitowoc County, where they lined up a few open houses in the area; one of which was a small cabin next to Point Beach.

Personally, I was rooting for this cabin, since the other cabins they were considering were in Brussels and Algoma. I couldn’t stomach vacationing some place with names like those.

Forest leaned forward and yelled, “Are we there yet?” interrupting GB and Windsong’s jaunty rendition of “Jingle Bells” from the front seat. 

Windsong looked back at us and smiled. “Almost there. Are you boys excited for your Christmas vacation at Point Beach?” 

I nodded. “I’m excited that we don’t have to rough it in the Nimrod.” Nimrod is GB’s vintage pop-up that we usually take camping. Fortunately, this time around Windsong talked him into staying at the original light keeper’s dwelling next to the Rawley Point Lighthouse that was now used as a vacation rental. It was more romantic, she said. And being by the lake in the winter was a plus. She had GB wrapped around her pinky finger. 

“Will the Buckleys already be there?” I asked. 

“Sure hope so.” GB looked at me through the rear-view mirror. “Bert has the keys.”

Bert and Sadie Buckley were the annual camp hosts at Point Beach campground. As a gift for solving crimes at the park, they invited us to spend Christmas with them on the lake. 

When we arrived at the office, I worried we’d be greeted by Ranger Rick, our nemesis at the campground, but it was closed for the holiday. Sweet! GB drove right on through to the lighthouse which was stationed near the beach. 

“Are we there yet?” Sailor finally came to life, her nose pressing against the window. 

“We’re here, sweet pea.” Windsong reached back, brushing the blonde bangs from Sailor’s eyes.

A blast of cold air stung my face as I exited the truck. 

“Brrr!” Windsong zipped up her fur-covered jacket and GB donned his wool watch cap. 

Forest and I grabbed our duffle bags from the back of the truck while Sailor tugged at her magenta leopard-print suitcase from beneath the luggage pile. 

The white lighthouse was majestic in stature. The light at the top of the steel tower began flashing as we went up the steps to the porch and made our way inside the three-story brick house.

“Helloooo!” Windsong’s voice echoed through the corridor.

Sadie Buckley came to greet us, wiping her hands on her Rudolph the Reindeer apron. The aroma of peanut butter cookies followed her from the kitchen.

GB quizzically glanced around the room. “Where’s Bert?”

Sadie pointed toward the lighthouse. “Oh, he’s up in the tower, fiddling around. Some nonsense about getting ready to see the ghost ship from the old Christmas tree shipwreck years ago.” She shook her head. “You can ask him about that. I’m sure he’ll have plenty to say.” 

As she gave us a tour of the inside and pointed upstairs to where the bedrooms were, a small white poodle scampered into the hall, letting out a few high-pitched yelps. 

“Sprinkles, look who’s here to visit!” Mrs. Buckley took the miniature poodle in her arms and rubbed noses with her.  “I wub you, wub you, wub you!”

“Ugh, she’s making me nauseous,” Forest groaned. 

“You can throw up later. For now, let’s get unpacked so we can check out the place,” I said. The three of us raced upstairs. 

Sailor stopped on the second floor and entered the light green room with laced curtains. “I call dibs on this one!” 

Forest and I went up one more level to the top of the tower. This room had a bunk bed and three windows that faced different directions, with a clear view of the lake, the woods, and the lighthouse. It would do nicely. 

“Oh, no,” I groaned as I looked in my duffle bag.

“What’s up?” Forest climbed to the top bunk and rested back on his elbows.

“I forgot to pack underwear!”

“Don’t sweat it, Dominic. Just follow the three-day rule.”

“What’s that?”

“Forward, backward, and inside out.”

I threw a tennis shoe at his head and missed. “That’s disgusting!”

By the time we had finished unpacking, I was ravenous. Forest and I ventured back to the ground floor. “What’s to eat?” I said to no one in particular as I walked past the living room on my way to the kitchen. 

GB looked up from behind the TV, where he was adjusting the antennae. “My stomach is rumbling. Can you hear it from there?”

“Oh, Bobby!” Windsong laughed. “How about a gooey cheese pizza?”

I groaned. “Can we have meat, just this once?” Windsong’s vegetarian diet was cramping my style.

“Guess what, wise guy?” She tousled my hair. “I brought a pepperoni one just for you.”

“Now yer talkin’!” Forest walked into the room and dropped into a leather recliner next to the TV.

Windsong set down her knitting needles and headed for the kitchen. “Sailor,” she yelled upstairs, “help me set the table!”

“Okay, Windsong!” Sailor called down. 

By the time we had our fill of pizza and a vegetable salad that Sadie whipped up, the sun began setting, turning the sky above Lake Michigan into a kaleidoscope of reds and oranges. 

“What say we have a fire by the lake?” Bert waited for a response to his bizarre idea.

GB shrugged. “I’m game. Who’s on hot chocolate duty?” 

So, there we sat, in the dark, in the freezing cold snow ... like idiots. 

It got quiet as we stared at the burning logs. I’m sure we each had our own memories from the past few years camping here, but for me, my thoughts drifted off to the mysteries we had solved at Point Beach. 

Windsong pulled a book from her satchel. “Kids, since we’re staying in this historical lighthouse, I thought we should learn about its history.”

She opened a book, titled, Wisconsin’s Haunted Lighthouses and began reading.


Keeper Andrew J. Allen, who was in charge of the station from 1889 to 1895, wrote the district inspector in 1892 announcing that his assistant had quit. “Mr. John F. Craig quit today...on account of him and me could not get along...he would not obey my orders or take my advice.” After settling at the station, Craig telegraphed for his “wife” in Kansas to join him. After she arrived, Keeper Allen noted, “Her mail came by the name of Carrie Spencer.

“Last evening,” Keeper Allen continued, “they commenced to dance jigs which shook the plaster and when ordered to stop they said they would do just as they pleased, but I stopped them. This morning I asked him to explain their conduct and character. He said he would quit, and I told him the quicker the better because I could not allow such doings. When he first came, he wanted to gamble with cards, but I would not have it done so long as I am Keeper.”


“He sounds pretty strict,” Sailor said.

“Does that remind you of someone we know?” Forest whispered. 

I nodded. He was referring to Ranger Rick.

“Those were some real shenanigans; I tell you what.” Bert gulped his hot chocolate a little too quickly, wincing in pain. 

Windsong peered at us over the top of the book. “Now, don’t be scared, but it says here that John Craig and Carrie Spencer haunt the lighthouse to this day. People reported hearing music and laughter in the middle of the night.”

“Cool!” Forest said. “Another mystery for you to solve, Dominic.” He patted me on the back, which made my cup of hot chocolate spill onto the ground. I crushed the empty cup with my boot.

“Interesting ...” Windsong turned the page. “It also says here there was a fire in 1962. The keeper’s quarters were greatly damaged. One coastguardsman was severely burned, and three families were forced to evacuate
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