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SCENE 1: The Light That Never Fails
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The wind howled across the cliffs, dragging salt and mist through the cracks in the stone. The lighthouse stood alone, its beam slicing through the fog like a blade - steady, unwavering and ancient.

No one had lived here in years - not officially.

But the light never failed.

Jonas arrived just after dusk, his boots crunching over gravel, his coat soaked through. The keeper’s log had gone silent weeks ago, and the supply boat returned with its crates untouched. The town sent him to investigate, although no one volunteered.

The door creaked open. The air inside was warm, faintly metallic, tinged with oil and something older - something like rusted memory.

The spiral staircase wound upward, each step groaning beneath his weight. Paint peeled from the walls. The windows were fogged. The light above still turned, slowly and deliberately, casting its beam across the black sea.

Jonas reached the top. The lantern room was empty, with no sign of the keeper. There was no sign of struggle, just the great lens, rotating with mechanical grace, powered by something unseen.

He opened the logbook. The last entry was dated three weeks before.

“The sea is louder now. It speaks when the light turns. I do not answer.”

Jonas frowned. He flipped the page. It was blank.

Outside, the fog thickened. The beam swept across the waves. For a moment, Jonas thought he saw something in the water - tall, still, watching.

The light turned again. The figure was gone.

But the sea whispered.

Then Jonas realized: the lighthouse was not empty.
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Scene 2: The Keeper's Quarters
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Jonas descended the spiral staircase, each step echoing like a heartbeat in the hollow tower. The fog outside pressed against the windows, thick and unmoving, as if the sea itself refused to let go.

He reached the keeper’s quarters; the door was ajar.

Inside, the room was neat - too neat. The bed was made, the desk cleared, the oil lamp full. A mug sat on the windowsill, untouched, its contents long cold.

Jonas scanned the room. No signs of struggle... no signs of departure. Just absence.

He opened the drawer beneath the desk. Inside lay a bundle of letters, tied with twine. The handwriting was tight, deliberate. He unfolded one.

“The light must never fail. It is not for ships. It is for what waits beneath.”

Jonas frowned. He read another.

“I see it now, when the beam turns. Not a shape. A hunger. It watches. It waits. It remembers.”

The final letter was dated the day the logbook ended.

“I cannot leave. I cannot sleep. The light must turn. If it stops, it will rise.”

Jonas felt the chill deepen. He looked toward the lantern room above, its beam still sweeping the sea. He understood now: the keeper hadn’t abandoned the lighthouse. He had become part of it.

Jonas turned to the window. The fog parted for a moment. There, just beyond the reach of the beam, something vast and still floated on the water - its surface smooth, its edges indistinct, its presence undeniable.

The light turned. The shape vanished.

Jonas whispered, “It’s watching me now.”
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