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      “Widow’s Point simmers, bubbles, and boils over in the most seductive, troubling, and finally throat-gripping manner possible, and along the way neatly solves the problem of how to handle the fate of a first-person narrator of a tale remarkable for accelerating dread. Richard and Billy Chizmar have given us a cold and delicious treat.”

      
        — Peter Straub

        New York Times bestselling author

        of Ghost Story and In the Night Room

      

      

      “The spirit of William Hope Hodgson is alive and well in Widow’s Point, a briny ghost story infused with sinister new life by Richard and Billy Chizmar. If you’re looking for a tale that has you reconsidering that trip to the coast while telling yourself those whispers from ’neath your bed are simply the wind, you’ve found it. Widow’s Point is a chilling addition to the haunted house subgenre.”

      
        —Kealan Patrick Burke

        Bram Stoker Award-winning author

        of Sour Candy and Kin

      

      

      “With Widow’s Point, the Chizmars deliver a fantastic new take on several old tropes, making the sea and haunted house stories scary again. A masterful, atmospheric and genuinely frightening ghost story. I loved it.”

      
        —Brian Keene,

        Grandmaster Award winning author

        of The Complex and End of the Road
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      Video/audio footage #1A

      (10:14am, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      The sound of muffled coughing over a dark screen.

      After a moment, the lens cap is removed and we see the first shaky images of a hotel room. The accommodations are stark. A narrow bed that appears to have been slept in, a cheap pressed-wood coffee table covered in notebooks and an open laptop, a tattered reading chair tucked away in the far corner, and a bedside end table littered with a half-dozen empty beer bottles.

      Another bout of coughing and then a man’s voice: “Testing one, two, three, four…”

      The camera angle shifts as the man swings around to face the front of the room. Ugly curtains, the color of spoiled mustard, are closed against the morning sunlight. The water-damaged door is chained shut.

      “…five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten.”

      The screen goes dark and silent.

      

      Video/audio footage #2A

      (2:53pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      Jumbled footage taken from a slow-moving vehicle:

      Boulder-strewn fields dotted with the occasional barn or farmhouse giving way to…

      …a busy cobblestone street lined with quaint, brick-sided shops. A bakery. A fish market. A two-story bookstore. Restaurants and pubs with colorful names like The Rusty Scupper and The Spitfire Arms Alehouse and Durty Nelly’s etched across their glass-windowed fronts. A car horn blows somewhere behind us and we speed up as…

      …the main street ends, revealing a bustling port to the east, a maze of filthy docks scurrying with activity stretching out as far as the eye can see. Lobster boats stacked with tied-down traps. Scallop boats with their claw-like dredges at rest. Fleets of fishing vessels unloading their catch: halibut, haddock, herring, and swordfish.

      The vehicle pulls to a sudden stop on the shoulder of the roadway and the image goes blurry.

      “And there she is, ladies and gentlemen.”

      The camera focuses and zooms in on something far in the distance—and we can just make out the upper third of a lighthouse jutting high above the trees. Its ancient lens sparkles in the late afternoon sunlight.

      “My God…she’s beautiful.”

      The car pulls back onto the roadway. The screen goes blank.

      

      Video/audio footage #3A

      (4:47pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      We hear the roar of crashing waves and see a narrow strip of sandy beach at the bottom of the screen. The rest of the frame is filled with sparkling blue ocean and bright cloudless sky. The camera pans to our left and the soft sands begin to give way to jagged clusters of surf-splashed rocks, which in turn gradually morph into seaside cliffs. The rock face grows higher and begins to tower above us as the camera’s eye widens and wanders further down the coast. At the apex of the precipice, where the cliffs stand tallest, rests a lonely lighthouse, its rough stone walls faded and worn smooth from years of tumultuous weather and neglect. A thick line of trees encroaches a short distance behind it, as if standing guard. Between the forest and the lighthouse, sunlight glints off the chain link and razor wire of a formidable security fence.

      The camera zooms close on the lighthouse and the picture falls out of focus. The man takes a moment to readjust and the lighthouse sharpens into vivid detail. His off-screen voice trembles: “This is it, ladies and gentlemen. This is it.”
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      Video/audio footage #4A

      (5:49pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      The man holds the video camera in his left hand and grips the steering wheel with his right. The road, and calling it a road is charitable at best, is unpaved dirt and gravel, and the camera POV is unsteady. Mostly we see bouncing images of the interior dashboard and snippets of blue sky through a dirty windshield. The Rolling Stones’ “Sympathy for the Devil” plays at low volume on the radio.

      After another thirty seconds, we hear the squeal of brakes in need of repair and the car swings in a wide circle—giving us a shaky glimpse of a stone lighthouse standing atop a grassy point of land—and comes to a stop facing rocky cliffs that drop perilously to the Atlantic Ocean below. The ocean here is dark and rough and foreboding, even on this clear day.

      The man turns off the engine and we immediately hear the whine of the wind through his open window. In the foreground, an old man with thinning gray hair, thick glasses, and a wrinkled apple of a face shuffles into view.

      The man recording exits the car, still pointing the camera at the old man, and we see a hand enter the top corner of the screen as the driver flips a wave.

      “Hello,” he yells above the wind, walking toward the old man.

      Up ahead, we watch the old man shuffling his way toward us through the blowing grass. His body is so frail, it appears as if the wind might steal him away and send him kiting over the distant cliffs. At first, we believe he is smiling. As we draw closer, we realize we are wrong, and the old man is scowling. It’s not a pretty sight—like a skeletal corpse grinning from inside a moldy coffin.

      “Turn that damn camera off,” the old man growls.

      The picture is immediately replaced with a blurry patch of brown and green grass as the camera is lowered.

      “Okayyy, we’ll just edit that out later,” the man says to himself off-camera.

      And then in a louder voice: “Sorry, I didn’t think it would—”

      

      Video/audio footage #5A

      (6:01pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      The screen comes to life again and we see the stone lighthouse off in the distance and hear the muffled crash of waves pounding the shoreline. It’s evident from the swaying view of the lighthouse and the intense howl of the wind that the camera is now affixed to a tripod and positioned somewhere close to the edge of the cliffs.

      The man walks on-screen, carrying a knapsack and what looks like a remote control of some sort. He appears to be in his mid-forties, shaggy blond hair, neat dark-framed glasses, artfully scuffed boots, pressed jeans, and a gray sweatshirt. He stares directly at the camera, green eyes squinting against the wind, and sidesteps back and forth, searching for the proper positioning.

      He settles on a spot just in time to witness a particularly violent gust of wind defeat the tripod.

      “Shit,” he blurts out, and sprints toward the camera—as it leans hard to the left and crashes to the ground.

      There is a squawk of static and the screen goes blank.

      

      Video/audio footage #6A

      (6:04pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      The video switches on, and we see the man standing in the foreground of the lighthouse, pointing the remote at the camera. The image is steadier this time around. The man slides the remote into the back pocket of his jeans and clears his throat.

      “Okay, only have a few minutes, folks. Mr. Parker is in quite the hurry to get out of here. He’s either playing the role of hesitant and anxious lighthouse owner to the extreme and faking his discomfort, or he’s genuinely unnerved and wants to be pretty much anywhere else but here on the property his family has owned for over a century now.”

      He leans over, his hands disappearing just off-screen, and returns holding the knapsack, which he places close on the ground at his side. He stands with an erect but relaxed posture and folds his hands together in front of him.

      “My name is Thomas Livingston, bestselling author of Shattered Dreams, Ashes to Ashes, and eleven other bestselling non-fiction volumes of the supernatural. I’m here today on the windswept coast of Harper’s Cove at the far northern tip of Nova Scotia standing at the foot of the legendary Widow’s Point Lighthouse.

      “According to historical records, the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, originally named for the large number of ships that crashed in the rocky shallows below before its existence, was erected in the summer and autumn of 1838 by Franklin Washburn II, proprietor of the largest fishing and gaming company in Nova Scotia.”

      Livingston’s face grows somber.

      “There is little doubt that the Widow’s Point Lighthouse led to a sharp decrease in the number of nautical accidents off her shoreline—but at what cost? Legend and literally centuries of first-hand accounts seem to reinforce the belief that the Widow’s Point Lighthouse is cursed…or perhaps an even more apt description…haunted.

      “The legend was born when three workers were killed during the lighthouse’s construction, including the young nephew of Mr. Washburn II, who plunged to his death from the lighthouse catwalk during the final week of work. The weather was clear that day, the winds offshore and light. All safety precautions were in place. The tragic accident was never explained.

      “The dark fortunes continued when the lighthouse’s first keeper, a by all accounts ‘steadfast individual’ named Ian Gallagher went inexplicably mad during one historically violent storm and strangled his wife to death before taking his own life by cutting his wrists with a carving knife. Mr. Washburn II claimed that Gallagher must have suffered some type of ‘mental breakdown’ and took full responsibility for his hiring and the resulting tragedy.

      “But many of the townspeople of Harper’s Cove felt that something darker—something beyond human control—was at work here.

      “There had long been whispers—usually slurred, unguarded moments late at night in the various Harper’s Cove pubs—about the unsettling incidents that had plagued the lighthouse’s construction. Few of the workers went so far as to utter words such as ‘haunted’ or ‘cursed’—not in the very beginning—but the most commonly expressed sentiment was the belief that ‘something was wrong with that place.’

      “In the decades that followed, nearly two dozen additional mysterious deaths occurred within the confines—or on the nearby grounds—of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, including cold-blooded murder, suicide, unexplained accidents and disappearances, the mass-slaughter of an entire family in 1933, and even rumors of devil worship and human sacrifice.

      “After the gruesome abomination in 1933, in which the cold-blooded murderer of the Collins family left behind a letter claiming he was ‘instructed’ to kill by a ghostly visitor, the most recent owner of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, seafood tycoon Robert James Parker—yes, the grandfather of Mr. Ronald Parker, the camera-shy gentleman you glimpsed earlier—decided to cease operations and shutter the lighthouse permanently.

      “Or so he believed…

      “Because in 1985, Parker’s eldest son, Ronald’s father, entered into an agreement with the United Artists film studio from Hollywood, California, to allow the studio to film a movie both inside the lighthouse and on the surrounding acreage. The movie, a gothic thriller entitled Rosemary’s Spirit, was filmed over a period of six weeks from mid-September to the first week of November. Despite the lighthouse’s menacing reputation, the filming went off without a hitch…until the final week of shooting, that is…when supporting actress Lydia Pearl hung herself from the polished iron guard railing that encircles the catwalk high atop the lighthouse.

      “Trade publications reported that Ms. Pearl was despondent following a recent break-up with her professional baseball playing fiancé, Roger Barthelme. But locals here believed differently. They believed with great conviction that, after all those long years of silent slumber, the Widow’s Point curse had reawakened and claimed another victim.

      “When not even a year later, in the summer of 1986, two young girls went missing in the vicinity of the lighthouse, the whispers grew to an outcry.

      “Regardless of the reasoning, the lighthouse was once again shuttered tight against the elements two years later in 1988, and for the first time a security fence was erected around the property, making the lighthouse accessible only by scaling the over one-hundred-and-fifty-foot high cliffs that line its eastern border along the Atlantic.

      “So…in other words, no human being has been inside the Widow’s Point Lighthouse in nearly thirty years…”

      Livingston takes a dramatic pause, then steps closer to the camera, his face clenched and square-jawed.

      “…until now. Until today.

      “That’s right—tonight, for the first time in over three decades, someone will enter and spend the night in the dark heart of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. That someone is me, Thomas Livingston.

      “After months of spirited—pardon the pun—discussion and negotiation, I have been able to secure arrangements to spend an entire weekend inside the legendary lighthouse. The ground rules are simple. Today is Friday, July 11, in the year of 2017. It is…”

      He checks his wristwatch.

      “…6:09pm Eastern Standard Time on Friday evening. In a matter of minutes, Mr. Ronald Parker, current proprietor of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, will escort me through the only entrance or exit, and once I am safely inside, he will close and lock the door behind me…”

      Livingston bends down, comes back into view holding a heavy chain and padlock.

      “…using these.”

      He holds the chain and padlock up to the camera for another dramatic beat, then drops them unseen to the ground.

      “I will be permitted to take inside only enough food and water to last me three days and three nights, as well as a lantern, flashlight, sanitary supplies, two notebooks and pens, along with this video camera and tripod, and several extra batteries. In addition, this…”

      Backing up a couple steps, Livingston reaches down into his knapsack and quickly comes up with a small machine in his right hand.

      “…Sony Digital Voice Recorder, capable of recording over one thousand hours of memory with a battery life of nearly ninety-six hours without a single charging. And, yes, please consider that an official product placement for the Sony Corporation.”

      He laughs—and we get a glimpse of the handsome and charming author pictured on the dust jacket of one of his books—and then he returns the voice recorder to his knapsack.

      “I will not be allowed a cell phone or a computer of any kind. Absolutely no Internet access. No way to communicate, or should anything go wrong, no way to request assistance. I will be completely cut off from the outside world for three long and hopefully eventful nights.”

      We hear the bark of an angry voice from off-screen, and a startled Livingston’s eyes flash in that direction. He looks back at the camera, shaking his head, a bemused expression on his face.

      “Okay, folks, it’s time to begin my journey, or shall I say, our journey, as I will be recording all of my innermost thoughts and observations in an effort to take you, my readers, along with me. The next time I appear on camera, I will be entering the legendary—some say, haunted—Widow’s Point Lighthouse. Wish me luck. I may need it.

      “And cut…”
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      Video/audio footage #7A

      (6:12pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      Livingston is carrying the video camera in his hand, and we share his shaky POV as he slowly approaches the lighthouse.

      Mr. Parker remains off-screen, but we hear his gravelly voice: “Eight o’clock Monday morning. I’ll be here not a minute later.”

      “That will be perfect. Thank you.”

      The lighthouse door draws nearer, large and weathered and constructed of heavy beams of scarred wood, most likely from an ancient ship, as Livingston’s research had once unearthed. The men stop when they reach the entrance.

      “And you’re certain you can’t be convinced otherwise?” the old man asks.

      Livingston turns to him—and we finally get a close-up of the reclusive Mr. Parker, an antique crone of a man, his knobby head framed by the blue-gray sea behind him—and Livingston laughs. “No, no. Everything will be fine, I promise.”

      The old man grunts in reply.

      The camera swings back toward the lighthouse and is lowered. We catch a fleeting glimpse of Livingston’s knapsack hanging from his shoulder and then, resting on the ground at the foot of the entrance, a dirty white cooler with handles by which to carry or drag it. Livingston leans down and takes hold of one plastic handle.

      “Then I wish you Godspeed,” the old man says.

      The camera is lifted once again and focused on the heavy wooden door. A wrinkled, liver-spotted hand swims into view holding a key. The key is inserted into an impossible-to-see keyhole directly beneath an oversized, ornate doorknob and, with much effort, turned.

      The heavy door opens with a loud sigh, and we can practically hear the ancient air escaping.

      “Whew, musty,” Livingston says with a cough, and we watch his hand reach on-screen and push the door all the way open with a loud creak—into total darkness.

      “Aye. She’s been breathing thirty years of dead air now.”

      Livingston pauses—perhaps it’s the mention of “dead air” that slows his pace—before re-gripping the cooler’s plastic handle and stepping inside.

      At the exact moment that Livingston crosses the threshold into the lighthouse, unbeknownst to him, the video goes blank. Entirely blank—with the exception of a time code in the lower left corner of the screen, which at that moment reads: 6:14pm.

      “I’ll see you Monday morning,” Livingston says.

      The old man doesn’t respond, simply nods and closes the door in Livingston’s face. The screen is already dark, so we do not see this; instead, we hear it with perfect clarity and finality.

      Then we listen as the key is once again turned in the lock and the heavy chain is wrestled into place. After a moment of silence, the loud click of a padlock snapping shut is followed by a final tug on the chain.

      Then, there is only silence…

      …until a rustle of clothing whispers in the darkness and there comes the thud of the cooler being set down at Livingston’s feet.

      “And so it begins, ladies and gentlemen, our journey into the heart of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. I will now climb the two hundred and sixty-eight spiraling stairs to the living quarters, lantern in one hand, camera in the other. I will return a short time later this evening for food and water supplies, after some initial exploration.”

      We hear the sound of ascending footsteps.

      “Originally built in 1838, the Widow’s Point Lighthouse is two hundred and seven feet tall, constructed of stone, mostly granite taken from a nearby quarry, and positioned some seventy-five yards from the sheer cliffs which tower above the stormy Atlantic…”
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      Video/audio footage #8A

      (6:30pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      We hear Livingston’s heavy breathing and notice the time code—6:30pm—appear in the lower left corner. The rest of the screen remains dark.

      “Two hundred sixty-six…two hundred sixty-seven…two hundred sixty-eight. And with that, we have reached the pinnacle, ladies and gents, and just in time, too. Your faithful host is feeling rather…spent, I have to admit.”

      Even without a video feed, we can almost picture Livingston dropping his knapsack and holding up the lantern to survey his home for the next three nights.

      “Well, as you can certainly see for yourselves, Mr. Parker spoke the truth when he claimed this place was in a severe state of ill repair. In fact, he may have managed to underestimate the pathetic condition of the Widow’s Point living quarters.”

      A pause and once again we can envision Livingston turning in a slow circle, eyes adjusting to the shadows.

      “But regardless of her haggard condition you can almost feel the sense of something alive here inside the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. The air is thick and stagnant, but it’s as if the stillness and the silence possess a kind of substance, a holding of its breath, if you will, a waiting.

      “Reporters and readers alike have asked me for years what I consider to be the most powerful haunt I have ever visited. My response prior to this day has always been the infamous Belasco House tucked away in the hills of Upstate New York. It will be fascinating to see if my response remains the same after this weekend.”

      A deep sigh.

      “I believe I shall now rest for a moment, then venture upward to explore the lantern room and perhaps even the catwalk if it appears sturdy enough before returning downstairs for my food and water supplies. Once I’ve straightened up a bit and established proper housekeeping, I will return to you with a further update.

      “I also promise to discuss the mysterious incidents I referenced earlier—and many more—in greater and more graphic detail once I have made myself at home.”

      The sound of shuffling footsteps.

      “But, first, before I go…lord in heaven…it’s but a solitary window…let us just gaze upon this magnificent sight for a moment.”

      Livingston’s voice takes on a tone of genuine awe. The phony theatrics are gone; he means every word he is saying.

      “Resplendent mother ocean as far as the eye can see…and beyond. The vision is almost enough to render me speechless.” A chuckle. “Almost.”

      The time code disappears—and the video ends.

      

      Voice recorder entry #1B

      (7:27pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      Well, this is rather strange and unfortunate. After I last left you, I returned downstairs and brought up a day’s ration of food and water, then spent considerable time cleaning and straightening in preparation for the weekend. Once these tasks were completed, I settled down for some rest and to double-check the video footage I had shot earlier.

      The first batch of videos was fine, if a little rough around the edges, but then I came to the seventh video…and discovered a problem. I was shocked to find that while the audio portion of the recording worked fine, the video portion appeared to have somehow malfunctioned once I entered the lighthouse. And I do mean as soon as I stepped inside.

      I proceeded to check the camera lens and conduct several test videos, all with the same result—the audio function appears to be operating in perfect order, while video capabilities are disabled. I admit I find the whole matter more puzzling than troubling or unsettling, even with the rather bizarre timing of the issue.

      Perhaps, something inside the camera was broken when the wind knocked it down earlier by the cliffs. Or…perhaps the otherworldly influence that is rumored to dwell here inside the Widow’s Point Lighthouse has already made its presence known. I suppose only time will tell.

      In the meantime, this Sony—hear that, folks, Sony—digital voice recorder will serve my purpose here just fine.

      

      Voice recorder entry #2B

      (8:03pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      Just in case inquiring minds want to know what else I have inside my knapsack, let’s do a quick inventory of its contents.

      

      (Sound of zipper opening)

      

      Let’s see. We have two changes of clothes. Clean socks. An old deck of playing cards. A flashlight. Two rolls of toilet paper, which I pray I won’t need. Imodium pills please work your magic. A set of utensils: fork, spoon, butter knife. Salt and pepper shakers. Deodorant. Toothbrush and toothpaste. Tissues. Hand sanitizer. Eye drops. Chewing gum. Toothpicks. A paperback collection of George Orwell essays in case I get bored. And, of course, my Sonyyyy voice recorder, which I am using right now to record this.

      And that’s it. Nothing hidden up my sleeve, folks.

      

      Voice recorder entry #3B

      (8:36pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      Good evening. I’ve just taken my first dinner here in Widow’s Point—a simple affair; a ham-and-swiss sandwich slathered with mustard, side of fresh fruit, and for dessert, a thin slice of homemade carrot cake. Next I finished organizing my copious notes.

      Now it’s time for another brief history lesson.

      Earlier, I referenced more than a handful of disturbing incidents that have taken place in and around the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. I also promised to discuss in further detail many of the lesser-known tragedies and unexplained occurrences that have become part of the lighthouse’s checkered history. In time, I will do exactly that.

      However, for the sake of simplicity, I will first discuss the three or four most recent and widely-known stories involving the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. I will do so in chronological order.

      I referenced earlier the 1933 mass murder of the entire Collins family. What I did not mention were the gory details. On the night of September 4, 1933, lighthouse keeper Patrick Collins invited his brother-in-law and three local men to the lighthouse for an evening of card playing and whiskey. This was a monthly tradition, so it did not prove particularly troublesome to Patrick’s wife, Abigail, or their two children, Delaney, age twelve, and Stephen, age eight. As often was the case, they spent the evening in the adjacent bedroom playing board games and reading.

      One of the men whom Patrick invited that night was a close friend of his brother-in-law’s, a worker from the nearby docks. Joseph O’Leary was, by all accounts, a quiet man. A lifelong bachelor, O’Leary was perhaps best known in town as the man who had once single-handedly foiled a bank robbery when the would-be robber ran out of the bank and directly into O’Leary’s formidable chest. O’Leary simply wrapped up the thug in a suffocating bear-hug until the authorities arrived.

      According to Collins’ brother-in-law and the other two surviving card players—Joshua Tempe, bookkeeper, and Donald Garland, fisherman—the night of September 4 was fairly typical of one of their get-togethers. Collins and Tempe both drank too much and their games became sloppy and their voices slurred and louder as the night wore on. On the other hand, the brother-in-law ate too many peanuts and strips of spicy jerky, and as usual, there were complaints voiced about his equally spicy flatulence. O’Leary was his quiet, affable self throughout the evening, and if any one observation could be made regarding the man, it was agreed by the others that O’Leary experienced a stunning run of good luck during the second half of the game.

      By evening’s end, a short time after midnight, the vast majority of the coins on the table were stacked in front of O’Leary, with a grumbling Donald Garland finishing a distant second. The men shrugged on their coats, bid each other goodnight, descended the winding staircase in a slow, staggered parade, and returned to their respective homes and beds.

      All except Joseph O’Leary.

      When he reached his rented flat on Westbury Avenue, O’Leary went directly to his kitchen table, where he sat for just over an hour and composed the now-infamous, rambling, handwritten letter explaining that earlier in the night, while taking a break from card-playing to visit the bathroom, he had experienced an unsettling—though admittedly, thrilling and liberating—supernatural occurrence.

      To relieve yourself in 1933 in the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, you had to descend to what was commonly (albeit crudely) referred to as the Shit Room. Once you found yourself in this isolated and dimly-lit chamber, you tended to do your business as quickly as possible for it was a genuinely eerie setting and not designed for one’s comfort.

      It was here, inside the Shit Room, that O’Leary claims the ghostly, transparent image of a beautiful young woman wearing a flowing white bed-robe appeared before him—at first frightening him with her spectral whisperings before ultimately seducing him with both words and embrace.

      Afterward, O’Leary returned to his friends and the card game in a daze. His letter claimed it felt as if he had dreamt the entire incident.

      Dreamlike or not, once O’Leary finished composing his letter, he rose from the kitchen table, took down the heaviest hammer from his workbench, returned to the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, where earlier he had purposely failed to lock the door behind him as was usually the custom, ascended the two hundred and sixty-eight steps—and bludgeoned each member of the Collins family to death in their beds.

      Once the slaughter was complete, he strolled outside onto the catwalk—perhaps to rendezvous with his ghostly lover now that the task she had burdened him with was complete—and climbed over the iron railing and simply stepped off into the starless night.

      O’Leary’s body was found early the next morning by a local fisherman, shattered on the rocky ground below. Shortly after, the authorities arrived and a much more gruesome discovery was made inside the lighthouse.

      

      Voice recorder entry #4B

      (9:41pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      It occurs to me that, in lieu of the malfunctioning camera, I should probably take a few moments to describe my surroundings here inside Widow’s Point, not only so that my potential listeners can form an accurate picture inside their minds, but also so that I can do much of the same in the months ahead when I sit down to compose my book.

      Picture, if you will, a three-story structure waiting for you at the top of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse’s long, twisting staircase. Many years ago, when the lighthouse was still in operation, the staircase first opened into what was known as the living quarters, a surprisingly spacious and comfortable area usually divided into a master bedroom, a smaller second bedroom, a sitting room, and a functioning kitchen, which included a narrow dining table.

      All such amenities have long been removed from the Widow’s Point Lighthouse and now what remains is a cluttered storage area of the most disgusting nature. Mildewed cardboard boxes stuffed with crumbling books and newspapers, stacks of rotting timber and rusted metal rods, ancient corroded gear shifts the size of automobile tires, decaying empty fuel barrels and dust-shrouded, turn-of-the-century pieces of ruined furniture cover almost every square foot of this level. Perhaps, most disturbing of all, is the pile of mold-streaked mannequin limbs that lay tangled together in one dark corner. What in the world they are doing here I don’t even want to imagine. Oh, and one final note of discomfort: there are rats nesting here, I am quite positive.

      Okay, onward and upward. Located on the next level, in what was traditionally known as the Watch Room or Service Room where fuel and other supplies were stored and where the lighthouse keeper often stood watch, is my home for the next three nights. While this singular room has been cleared of most of its clutter, it does not appear to have actually been cleaned in nearly a century. The wood-beamed floor is covered in a filthy film of dust and grime and littered with rat droppings. Immense spider-webs decorate the walls and drape the scattered pieces of old furniture. From my current vantage point, if I look to my right, I see an antique dresser that would be worth five-figures were it in acceptable condition. At the base of it, on the floor, sits my sleeping bag, knapsack, and other supplies. If I glance to my left, I find a coffee table that may actually have a sliver of life remaining within its warped surface. Behind it, on the wall, a previous Widow’s Point visitor has carved their initials into one of the support beams: DC. I can’t help but wonder who this DC once was: Man? Woman? Child? Were they happy here in Widow’s Point? Were they frightened?

      And finally, if I gaze straight ahead, into the deep shadows stretching to the far side of the room, I glimpse the dark yawning mouth of the staircase.

      Taking that final stretch of stairway to the highest level of the lighthouse, I would reach the glassed-in housing of the lantern room. Encircling the lantern room is Widow’s Point’s infamous catwalk, scene of so many unexplained and tragic occurrences. Constructed of cast iron, this elevated walkway is said to offer the grandest seaside view in all of Nova Scotia, perhaps the entire Eastern seaboard.

      And with that tantalizing tidbit, ladies and gentlemen, your tour of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse is now complete.

      

      Voice recorder entry #5B

      (10:59pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      It’s late and I can barely keep my eyes open. I’m rather exhausted from the day’s events, so I bid you all a fair goodnight and pleasant dreams. I pray my own slumber passes uninterrupted, as I am planning for an early start in the morning. Exciting times ahead.

      

      Voice recorder entry #6B

      (4:51am, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      (Mumbling)

      

      I can’t. I don’t want to. They’re…my friends.

      

      Voice recorder entry #7B

      (7:14am, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Good morning and what a splendid morning it is!

      If I sound particularly rested and cheerful for a man who has just spent the night in a filthy, abandoned, and reputedly haunted lighthouse, it’s because indeed I am. Rested and cheerful, that is.

      Trust me, folks, I’m as surprised as you are.

      My night didn’t begin in very promising fashion. Although I tucked myself into my sleeping bag and dimmed the lantern shortly after eleven o’clock, I found myself still wide-awake at half past midnight. Why? I’m not entirely certain. Perhaps excitement. Perhaps trepidation. Or perhaps simply the surprising coldness of the lighthouse floor, felt deep in my bones even through my overpriced sleeping bag. Even now there remains a clammy chill in the air.

      I lay there all that time and listened to the lighthouse whisper its secrets to me and a singular thought echoed inside my exhausted brain: what was I hoping to find here?

      It’s a question I had been asked many times in the days leading up to this adventure—by Mr. Ronald Parker and my literary agent and even my ex-wife, just to name a few—and never once had I been able to come up with a response that rang with any measure of authenticity.

      Until last night, that is, when—during my unexpected bout of insomnia, as I lay there on the chilly floor, wondering if what I was hearing…the distant hollow clanking of heavy metal chains somewhere below me and the uneven scuffling of stealthy footfalls on the dusty staircase…were reality or imagination—the answer to this question occurred to me with startling clarity.

      What was I hoping to find here?

      Inarguable proof that the Widow’s Point Lighthouse was haunted? Incontrovertible evidence that nothing supernatural had ever dwelled within the structure, all the stories and legends nothing more than centuries-old campfire tales and superstition?

      The answer that occurred to me was none of the above—and all of the above.

      I realized I didn’t care what I found here in the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. For once, I wasn’t looking for a book deal or a movie option. I wasn’t looking for fame or fortune.

      I was simply looking for the truth.

      And with that liberating revelation caressing my conscience, my eyes slid closed and I fell into a deep and peaceful sleep.

      

      Voice recorder entry #8B

      (7:27am, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      There are nearly a dozen books and countless websites devoted to the grim history of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. In 2001, a student filmmaker from Boston College spent almost nine months creating an in-depth documentary focusing on the various tragedies surrounding the infamous landmark. The ninety-minute film, entitled The Curse of Widow’s Point, premiered at the Sundance Film Festival in Park City, Utah, and won several awards, including the prestigious Audience Award. You can still watch it today on DVD and several on-demand television channels.

      Only a handful of these resources have attempted to explore the origin of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse curse. Francis Dobbs, in his seminal volume, The Devil’s Den, claimed that the original owner of the lighthouse, Franklin Washburn II, was a man of unscrupulous business practices and even more corrupt personal integrity. It was rumored that Washburn was responsible for the murder of his older brother while just a teenager laboring on his father’s fishing fleet, as well as several unfortunate business associates in later years. Washburn was also a well-known womanizer, unrepentant gambler, and a violent drunk. Dobbs claimed that it was from Washburn’s own dark heart that the curse was born.

      Harper’s Cove’s first librarian and acclaimed historian, Wilma Forsyth, respectfully disagrees with Mr. Dobb’s assertion. She claimed the stones themselves that made up the Widow’s Point Lighthouse were responsible for its bad fortune. The enormous slabs of granite were taken from a nearby quarry owned by a local man by the name of Gerald McClernan. McClernan and his wife, Mildred, were respected members of their church and prominent business owners. Mildred operated one of the two original bakeries in Harper’s Cove. What the townspeople didn’t discover until years later is that the McClernans were sexual deviants with a penchant for drugging and imprisoning many of the young runaways they encountered at the seaside docks. When they were finally caught, more a stroke of luck than any kind of police investigation, the McClernans had a fourteen-year-old girl chained in their basement. She had been repeatedly raped and tortured. Wilma Forsyth, a devout Protestant, believed with unwavering conviction that the evil found within the McClernan household was transferred to the Widow’s Point Lighthouse along with the stones from the quarry.

      But perhaps the most popular claim comes from longtime Nova Scotia resident and noted Native American historian, Walter Logan. He believed that the tract of land known as Widow’s Point was originally part of a sacred burial ground protected by one of the Micmac Indian tribe’s “protection prayers.” These prayers were designed to ensure that the deceased would not be disturbed on their “walk to the spirit world.” If the spirits were interrupted and not allowed to rest, legend had it they would not be able to find their way and would be cursed to roam the land forever.

      I’ve written extensive notes involving these theories and several others, which I will discuss at a later time. As for my own thoughts regarding the origin of the Widow’s Point curse, I can only say this: time will tell.

      

      Voice recorder entry #9B

      (8:39am, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Now that I’ve completed my morning exercises and taken a bit of breakfast, it’s time for another history lesson.

      As I already noted in my opening segment—and I’ll try not to repeat myself too much—Hollywood came calling to the town of Harper’s Cove in September of 1985. More specifically, Hollywood came to the Widow’s Point Lighthouse.

      Although town officials and a handful of local merchants were enthusiastic about the financial rewards Harper’s Cove stood to gain from the production, the vast majority of the townspeople expressed extreme unease—and even anger—when they learned that the subject matter of the film so closely paralleled the lighthouse’s tragic history. It was one thing to rent out the lighthouse for a motion picture production, but a horror film? And a ghost story at that? It felt morally wrong to many of the longtime residents of Harper’s Cove. It felt dangerous. A handful of women from the Harper’s Cove Library Association even gathered and picketed outside the movie set, but they soon gave up after a week of unnaturally harsh weather drove them inside.

      Rosemary’s Spirit was budgeted at just over eight million dollars. The film starred Garrett Utley and Britney Longshire, both coming off modest hits for the United Artists studio. Popular daytime television actress, Lydia Pearl, appeared in a supporting role, and by many accounts, stole the movie with her inspired and daring performance.

      The film’s director, Henry Rothchild, was quoted as saying, “Lydia was such a lovely young woman and she turned in the performance of a lifetime. She showed up on set each day full of energy and wonderfully prepared, and I have no doubt that she would have gone on to amazing things. The whole thing is unimaginable and tragic.”

      Executive producer, Doug Sharretts, of Gunsmoke fame, added: “There were no signs of distress. I had breakfast with Lydia the day it happened. We sat outside and watched the sunlight sparkle across the ocean. She was enchanting. She loved it here. She was excited to shoot her final scenes later that evening. And she was confident that she and Roger would work out their problems and be married. There were no signs. Nothing.”

      The rest of the cast and crew are on record with similar statements regarding Miss Pearl and the events of the night of November 3, 1985. Lydia was, by all accounts, in fine spirits, well liked and respected, and her death came as a shock to everyone involved in the film.

      However, there was one dissenting voice and it belonged to Carlos Pena, Rosemary’s Spirit’s renowned director of photography. At the time of Lydia Pearl’s death, Pena was one of the few members of the crew who refused to comment on record. Most people attributed this to Pena’s reticent nature. He was that rare individual in Hollywood: a modest and private man in a very public business.

      Fifteen years later, dying of lung cancer at his home in Mexico, it was a different story, as Pena told a reporter from Variety: “I’ve worked on over a hundred films and I’ve never witnessed anything like it. It still haunts me to this day.

      “The rest of the cast and crew were on lunch break and I thought I was alone in the lighthouse. I was going over the next scene, pacing out camera shots and thinking about changing the angle on camera number two when I heard someone whispering from the level below me. I was surprised but I figured it was just one of the actors running their lines. After a few minutes, the whispering grew in volume and intensity, to the point where I couldn’t concentrate any longer, so I went to investigate.

      “Some of the crew had constructed a makeshift break room on the next level down. It was cramped quarters but there was enough room for a small refrigerator and a handful of uncomfortable chairs.

      “I was surprised to find the room in total darkness when I reached the doorway. The lights had been on not ten minutes earlier when I’d passed by on my way up to the set. I figured once the person heard my footfalls, they would stop running lines and call out to me, but they didn’t. The whispering continued unabated. It was a woman’s voice, and now that I could make out the words she was saying, it chilled me. Whoever this was, hidden here in the darkness, she wasn’t running lines; she was having a conversation—with herself.

      “Uneasy, I reached inside the doorway and turned on the light, and I was shocked to see Lydia Pearl standing in the far corner facing the wall. The whispering continued despite my intrusion.

      “I called out to her: ‘Lydia? I’m sorry to interrupt.’

      “She didn’t respond. I walked closer, my heart beating faster in my chest.

      “‘Is everything okay?’ I was almost upon her now.

      “Again, there was no response. Just that frenzied whispering, as though she were arguing with herself. She stood with a rigid posture, but with her arms dangling at her sides.

      “Once I was close enough, being careful not to startle her, I softly called her name and reached out and placed a hand gently on her shoulder—and she whirled on me, a rattlesnake-quick hand lunging out to claw at my eyes. I back-stepped in shock, blocking her advance.

      “Her face is what I best remember, even now in my dreams. It was twisted in rage. Spittle hanging from her drawn lips. Teeth bared. Her eyes were the worst. They were impossibly large and unlike any human eyes I had ever seen. They were feral and burning with unimaginable hatred. This woman I barely knew wanted to kill me, wanted to devour me.

      “And then, as quickly as it had begun, it was over. Her face relaxed, arms lowered, and she drew back, blinking rapidly, as if awakening from a dream. Her eyes seemed to regain focus and she saw me standing there in front of her, quite a sight, I am sure. She sobbed, ‘I’m…I’m sorry,’ and ran from the room, brushing against me as she fled. I remember her skin was ice cold where she had touched me.

      “Later that evening, when news of her suicide reached me at my hotel, I was not surprised. I was sad, but not surprised.

      “I’ve never spoken of this before and I never will again.”

      According to William Marshall, the reporter from Variety, Carlos Pena had grasped his rosary in his hands and crossed himself numerous times while recounting this unsettling story. Six weeks later, he was dead.

      

      Voice recorder entry #10B

      (10:06am, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Well, as fortune would have it, I now know who carved “DC” into the wall of my living quarters. I was poking around downstairs in a stack of old newspapers and shipping logs, seeing if there might be anything of interest relating to Widow’s Point history, and I stumbled upon an old diary.

      Scuffed brown leather and spotted with mold, but unlike most everything else in that immense pile of detritus, in fairly readable condition. Scrawled on the inside cover in faded but legible ink was the name Delaney Collins. That’s right, the twelve-year-old daughter of the ill-fated Collins family.

      The initial entry is short and rather sweet:

      
        February 7

        My name is Delaney. I am 12 years old and I live in a lighthouse in Harper’s Cove, Nova Scotia with my mother and father and brother Stephen. My family moved here almost a year ago and I love it here. I can see the ocean and the trees and sometimes it feels like I can see forever from up this high. The only thing I don’t like are all the stairs. Momma says it won’t be so bad when I’m older and my legs are longer, but I’m not so sure about that.

        

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Voice recorder entry #11B

      (11:24am, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Hello again. I’ve spent the past hour or so scribbling in my notebook and skimming the diary I found. As to be expected when the author is a twelve-year-old girl living in close quarters with her family, most of the entries are limited to sophomoric ruminations and juvenile complaints. Case in point:

      
        February 24

        Stephen is such a brat. He’s smelly and selfish and mean but he never gets in trouble. It’s always my fault. Especially where Father is concerned. I know he wishes I was a boy, too. Sometimes, I wish I was an only child.

        

      And yet another work of poetic grace:

      
        April 9

        Justin Appleby is such a jerk. First he tells me he thinks I’m beautiful and he likes me. Then he tells his friends that I won’t leave him alone and he hates me. He won’t dare say it to my face. If he does he’ll get a punch in the nose.

        

      Indeed, the innocence of youth, ladies and gentlemen. I don’t imagine I will be finding much of note in this journal, but it’s an extraordinary discovery, nonetheless. Lunch soon and then another history lesson, this one even more scandalous than the last.

      

      Voice recorder entry #12B

      (11:49am, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Did I mention that several times now I’ve heard the echo of footsteps in this lonely place? Last night and twice again this morning. I’m fairly convinced that it’s not my imagination, but if that is truly the case, then what is it that I’m hearing? The Widow’s Point Lighthouse, all these years later, still settling into the rocky earth below? The harsh Atlantic wind searching for entry and creeping its way inside these heavy stone walls? Hungry rats scavenging for food? Restless spirits?

      

      Voice recorder entry #13B

      (12:17pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      I’m honestly not sure what to make of this. I was sitting here finishing up my notes when I decided some fresh air would serve me well. I left my notebook open to the page I was working on and went out onto the catwalk for perhaps fifteen minutes. Twenty at the most. When I returned, I found something unexpected awaiting me. Somehow, in my absence, my notebook had been turned to the next page, which should have been unwritten upon. Instead, I found three words printed there in careful block, capital letters:

      
        WE ARE HERE

      

      To hell with the spook show clichés, folks, I have goosebumps crawling all over my arms. My spine is tingling. I have no rational explanation for what has just occurred. I only wish the video camera was working so I could record it.

      

      Voice recorder entry #14B

      (1:01pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Okay, now that my head has stopped spinning long enough for me to organize my thoughts, it’s time for another story from the lighthouse’s illustrious past.

      Not even a year after the much-publicized and controversial death of Hollywood starlet, Lydia Pearl, the Widow’s Point Lighthouse was once again thrust into the spotlight when the nine-year-old twin daughters of real estate tycoon Harlan Ellington disappeared on the afternoon of July 7, 1986.

      Mr. Ellington and his family—wife, Lorraine, beautiful and poised and very old money, and daughters, Katrina and Danielle, every bit as striking as their mother—were spending the summer in Harper’s Cove to be closer to Mr. Ellington’s brother in nearby Cambridge. This arrangement also allowed Mr. Ellington to investigate numerous potential real estate acquisitions, including the long abandoned Rocky Point golf course and the acreage of land upon which the Widow’s Point Lighthouse was situated.

      Rumor had it that Mr. Ellington was putting tremendous pressure on the Parker family to sell so he could develop the land into an exclusive gated community with the finest seaside views in all of Nova Scotia. Rumor also had it that a representative of the Parker family had repeatedly told Harlan Ellington to go fuck himself.

      Despite the Parkers’ belligerent refusals to entertain even the most lucrative of offers, most Harper’s Cove locals were extremely welcoming to the Ellington family. Many would claim this was simply good old Nova Scotia hospitality at work while the more pessimistic among them would claim that the townspeople simply smelled out-of-town money. Mrs. Ellington was widely known as a big spender in the downtown shops and boutiques, and Mr. Ellington was praised as a generous tipper in the many pubs and restaurants.

      On the day of the twins’ disappearance, Mr. Ellington and his wife met with Steven and Jennifer Kepnes, husband and wife hotel owners from nearby Reston. The two couples sat down for a lengthy and lavish lunch in downtown Harper’s Cove, and then took a stroll together in nearby Grant Park. By all accounts it was a lovely and productive afternoon.

      Or so they thought.

      What the Ellingtons didn’t realize is that at roughly the same time that dessert was being served, their nanny, a local girl named Sheri Delmonico (still hungover from celebrating her nineteenth birthday the night before) was falling asleep on the antique sofa in their rented house on Tupelo Lane, leaving the twins unsupervised.

      When the Ellingtons returned home later that afternoon, they found their now frantic nanny circling the house and calling out for the girls. While Mrs. Ellington scolded the sobbing nanny for her blatant irresponsibility, Mr. Ellington quickly searched the interior of the house. Having no luck, he canvassed outside in the yard and finally poked his head inside the open garage, which is when he noticed that the girls’ bicycles were missing.

      Feeling a misguided sense of relief, he told his wife and the nanny to remain outside in case the girls returned before he did, and then he got back into his car and drove away to find them.

      Ellington had originally chosen the rental house on Tupelo Lane for two major reasons: it was fully furnished in a style his family was accustomed to and it was located just a mile and a half from the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. He immediately steered in the direction of the lighthouse with the hope of eliminating it as the girls’ destination. He shuddered as he drove, picturing the sheer cliffs and jagged rocks awaiting below.

      His heart sank when he reached the end of the loose gravel road and spotted the pair of bicycles lying on their sides in the grassy field halfway between the lighthouse and the cliffs.

      Ellington slammed on the brakes and ran from his car, calling out for the girls. When there came no answer, he immediately went to the lighthouse and checked the old wooden door. It was locked tight and posted with a large NO TRESPASSING sign. Then, his heart feeling like it would rip right out of his chest (as he later recounted to his wife), he carefully approached the edge of the cliff and peered over. He stared for several minutes, almost mesmerized by the crashing waves on the rocks below. Finally, he backed away, whispering a prayer of thanks that he hadn’t found his daughters’ savaged bodies bobbing in the surf, and lit out to search the surrounding woods.

      A short time later, exhausted and drenched in sweat, he returned to his car and sped home to call the police.

      While a pair of stone-faced detectives interviewed Mr. and Mrs. Ellington and the still sobbing nanny back at the house, more than a dozen officers searched the lighthouse—with begrudging permission from the Parker family—and nearby grounds for the girls. The search, which by then had extended to the waters bordering Harper’s Cove as well, continued for the remainder of the day and throughout the night, but the police failed to turn up a single clue indicating what had happened.

      The next morning, the twins’ disappearance was the lead story on both local news channels and counter-talk in every restaurant in town. The whispers started immediately. The curse was back. Widow’s Point had taken two more lives.

      By mid-afternoon, missing posters featuring the girls smiling faces had gone up on light posts and storefront windows. Scores of townspeople had joined in on the search.

      One such local, Bethany Deerfield, when interviewed by a particularly ambitious Channel Two reporter as she trudged through the woods, said, “We have to find those darling girls. They were always so polite and cheerful when they came into my store. Always laughing and singing. My goodness, they had such beautiful voices.”

      But they never did find them.

      While the police went to great lengths to make it clear that the investigation was still ongoing and they were still in the midst of interviewing several people of interest, the physical search was called off three days later. Harper’s Cove wasn’t that big of a town and there were only so many places they could scour.

      Undeterred and desperate, Mr. and Mrs. Ellington hired an out-of-town private detective to continue the search, but he too gave up after a number of weeks, unable to justify taking any more money from the bereaved parents.

      The girls were just…gone.

      In the days that followed, many townspeople reported seeing Mr. Ellington roaming the woods and fields around Widow’s Point. One particular night, the police responded to a trespassing call only to find Mr. Ellington reeking of alcohol and trying to break into the lighthouse’s front door with a rusty crowbar. Both of his hands were bleeding. Tears streaked his gaunt face. “I can hear them inside,” he slurred. “I can hear my girls singing.” The responding officers felt pity for him. They shared a thermos of hot coffee from their patrol car with Mr. Ellington and drove him home to his wife’s custody.

      A week later, the Ellingtons left Harper’s Cove for good and moved back to their estate in Bangor, Maine. In the months that followed, Mr. Ellington often complained of nightmares involving the lighthouse to his wife. He claimed that, in the dreams, his girls were alive and trapped inside and struggling to break free. Mrs. Ellington also experienced these nightmares, but she never once admitted this to her husband. She knew he was suffering enough. When Mr. Ellington was tragically killed three years later in an automobile accident, Mrs. Ellington moved to South Carolina to live with her only sister, where both of them spent the remainder of their years as widows.

      

      Voice recorder entry #15B

      (1:36pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Of all the stories and legends involving the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, the story of the Ellington twins troubles me the most. Yes, more than the murders and the suicides and the accidents. Two beautiful innocent little girls, just nine years old and with their entire lives stretched out ahead of them, vanished without a trace. What happened to them? Where did they go? How it is possible that not a single clue was left behind? It’s almost too much to bear.

      I am astonished to find that I am now famished. After the notebook incident, my stomach was a roiling mess. But I know I need to keep my strength up. I’ll return shortly with another tale after lunch.

      

      Voice recorder entry #16B

      (2:07pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      My God, was I ever wrong about the diary. Listen to this:

      
        May 11

        If I see her again I’m telling Momma. I know what she’ll say. There is no such thing as ghosts, Delaney Jane Collins. But I don’t care. I have to tell someone. I don’t want to go to sleep. I’m scared.

        

      And this:

      
        May 13

        I saw her again last night in the corner of the bedroom. The lady in white. This time she was squirming around on the floor and her mouth was open like she was screaming but nothing was coming out. She was on her back and kept grabbing at her throat like she was choking on something. After flopping around like that for a while she stopped and went still. This time I was brave and didn’t hide my face under the covers and I saw her body disappear. One minute she was there and the next minute she was gone. I’m telling Momma after school today.

        

      And finally this:

      
        May 14

        I was right. I told her everything. About how my bedroom gets so cold before it happens and how sometimes I can see my breath. I told her about the lady with the curly hair in the white nightdress and what happens to her on the floor. I even told Momma how I watched her disappear the other night. None of it mattered. You’re too old to be having nightmares, Delaney Jane. It’s just your imagination, Delaney Jane, no more Legend of Sleepy Hollow for you. There is no such thing as ghosts. Why didn’t your brother see her too when he sleeps in the same room as you? I should have known better.

        

      I’m nearly speechless. A miracle, I know. The historical value of this journal cannot be understated.

      

      Voice recorder entry #17B

      (2:21pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Despite the tragic and mysterious disappearance of the Ellington twins in the summer of 1986, the Widow’s Point Lighthouse—save for a handful of additional NO TRESPASSING signs set about the perimeter—remained unguarded and largely accessible to the general public. It wasn’t until almost two years later, during the late summer of 1988, that the ten-foot-tall security fence was erected and local authorities began regular patrols.

      Here is why:

      In the spring of 1988, fifteen-year-old Michael Risley had just finished his freshman year at Harper’s Cove High School. Michael wasn’t considered particularly popular or unpopular. In fact, he wasn’t considered much at all. Even in a school as small as Harper’s Cove, he was largely invisible.

      Because of this, no one knew of Michael Risley’s fascination—his outright obsession—with the occult and the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. No one knew that he had spent countless hours in the local library doing research and talking to the old-timers down at the docks about the turn-of-the-century legends regarding devil worship taking place in the woods surrounding the lighthouse.

      And, because of this, no one knew that Michael Risley had spent much of his freshman year performing his own satanic rituals in those same woods, sacrificing dozens of small animals, on several occasions even going so far as to drink their blood.

      By the time July rolled around that summer, Michael was ready to graduate from small animals and move on to bigger things. On the night of a Thursday full moon, he snuck out of his house after bedtime, leaving a note for his parents on the foyer table, and met two younger kids—Tabitha Froehling, age fourteen, and Benjamin Lawrence, age thirteen—at the end of his street. Earlier in the day, Michael had promised them beer and cigarettes and dared them to accompany him to the old lighthouse at midnight. Every small town has a haunted house and for the children of Harper’s Cove, it had always been—and always would be—the Widow’s Point Lighthouse.

      The three of them walked side-by side down the middle of First Street, their shadows from the bright moonlight trailing behind them. They walked slowly and silently, backpacks slung across their shoulders. It was an idyllic postcard scene, full of youthful promise and innocence.

      Early the next morning, Michael Risley’s mother read the note her son had left on the foyer table the night before. She managed to call out once to her husband before fainting to the hardwood floor. A frantic Mr. Risley bound down the stairs, carried his wife to the living room sofa, read the note grasped in her right hand, and immediately called 911.

      The police found Michael and the other two children exactly where the note had told them they would be. A break in the thick forest formed a natural, circular clearing. A fire pit ringed in small stones was still smoldering in the center of the clearing. Tabitha and Benjamin lay sprawled on their backs not far from the fire. Strange symbols, matching the symbols adorning many nearby trees, had been carved into their foreheads with a sharp knife. Both of their throats had been cut, their chests sliced open. Their hearts were missing. Deep, ragged bite marks covered their exposed legs.

      Michael was discovered several hundred yards away—at the base of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse—naked and incoherent. The officer in charge claimed in his written report that it was like looking at a “devil on earth.” Michael had used the other children’s blood to paint every inch of his body red. Then, he had consumed portions of both hearts.

      According to the note he had left, Michael believed that once this final ritual was completed, he would be “taken in by the Dark Lord and spirited away to a better place to live for eternity.”

      Instead, at some point during the long and bloody night, Michael Risley’s sanity had snapped, and the only place he was spirited away to was the mental hospital in nearby Coffman’s Corner.

      A week later, the security fence was in place.

      

      Voice recorder entry #18B

      (3:19pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      On a whim, I took the video camera out onto the catwalk a short time ago and gave it another try. It’s such a gorgeous afternoon, the sun high in a cloudless sky, the ocean, unusually calm for this time of year, sparkling like a crush of fine emeralds scattered across a tabletop. I spotted a pair of cruise ships steaming south on the horizon. Later, a parade of fishing vessels hauling the day’s catch will journey past on their way back to port.

      I filmed the entirety of this spectacle and tested the footage when I returned below. Alas, the screen remained blank.

      

      Voice recorder entry #19B

      (3:45pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      The diary of young Delaney Collins continues to prove most captivating.

      
        June 2

        Nobody else sees it. Nobody else feels it. Something isn’t right about this place. Sometimes I smell bad smells like something is rotten or dead and then it’s just gone. Sometimes I see things from the corner of my eye like shadows that move when they shouldn’t. Sometimes I feel like someone is watching me. Or even touching me. This morning after breakfast I came into the bedroom to get my book from my nightstand and when I turned around I saw the rocking chair in the corner moving all by itself. I couldn’t move. It felt like I couldn’t breathe. I stood there and watched it rock back and forth and then Stephen came running into the room for his shoes and all of a sudden the chair stopped moving. It’s like I’m the only one it wants to see and feel it.

        

      

      Voice recorder entry #20B

      (3:58pm, Friday, July 11, 2017)

      

      Perhaps it is the diary affecting my subconscious, but twice now in the past hour I’m almost certain I’ve witnessed inanimate objects moving all on their own. First, it was my toothbrush and then it was my flashlight. Both barely glimpsed in my peripheral vision.

      Between these occurrences and the earlier message scrawled in my notebook, I now feel confident stating: I am not alone.

      

      Voice recorder entry #21B

      (4:06pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      One more quick story and then I’ll head downstairs for additional supplies.

      The years that followed Michael Risley’s grisly encounter with the Widow’s Point Lighthouse were relatively peaceful and uneventful. There were, of course, the occasional incidents—usually during the summer or around Halloween—involving rebellious teenagers infiltrating the fence under the influence of either alcohol or testosterone, but aside from these scattered episodes, Widow’s Point remained largely undisturbed, its spectral presence lying dormant.

      Until the spring of 2007, that is, almost two decades after the shocking murders of teenagers Tabitha Froehling and Benjamin Lawrence.

      Clifford McGee was a third year student at Colby College in Waterville, Maine. He was, by the testimony of many of his classmates and professors, a passionate and devoted student. He was well liked by his peers and often the first person they turned to for advice or tutoring. McGee was also the Captain of the Colby rugby team, and while he certainly held many interests at the prestigious liberal arts school, photography was his main passion.

      During the fall semester of his junior year, McGee had begun to assemble a portfolio of photographs focusing on abandoned structures, with the intent of capturing “the sensations of loneliness and desperation within a still photograph,” a direct quote according to his professor of photography, Gabriel Green. “Cliff was an extraordinary student,” explained Green. “He scoured some of Maine’s most depressed regions in an attempt to fulfill his goal, but he was always left wanting more. He told me one afternoon that he was on a quest, a quest to capture the impossible. That mission statement neatly sums up Clifford McGee. He was an explorer at heart.”

      On November 17, 2007, McGee’s two roommates woke up late on a rainy Saturday morning and were surprised to find McGee already awake and gone. He was a notorious night owl and late sleeper. McGee’s camera equipment was missing from his bedside desk, as was his Subaru hatchback from the student parking lot.

      Upon discovering his empty parking spot on their way to the cafeteria, one of the roommates immediately texted McGee: Hey, man, where the hell are you?

      His response ninety minutes later: Left 4 wknd, photo proj, think I found what I need

      That was the last time either of Clifford McGee’s roommates ever heard from him.

      The next morning, Kenny Penrod, a veteran Harper’s Cove fisherman, phoned the police department to report an unusual sighting. While steaming north, he happened to glance at the Widow’s Point Lighthouse and he was positive that he’d spotted a solitary figure standing on the lighthouse catwalk. “I grabbed my binoculars and saw him clear as day,” Penrod told the officer who took the call. “He was standing real still up there. Almost like he was a goddam scarecrow or something.”

      The local police were no strangers to reports such as this. Even with the security fence in place, phone calls regarding strange sightings and occurrences at the lighthouse—from pranksters and frightened townspeople alike—came into the office with some degree of regularity. Despite the high frequency of false alarms, the police dutifully checked out each and every one of these reports. Some of the officers were simply doing their nine-to-five jobs, while others were admittedly curious, and still others believed in the stories and legends and felt a responsibility to the town to help keep whatever spirits lurked within the lighthouse at bay.

      The officer who responded to Kenny Penrod’s phone call fell into the latter category. His name was Richard Mellon, a third generation Harper’s Cove police officer. He had heard all the stories, often enough that he had most of them committed to memory, and he believed them.

      According to Officer Mellon, he arrived at the Widow’s Point Lighthouse at 11:27 that morning and found a late model tan Subaru with Maine license plates parked just outside the security fence. He called it in to the station and asked them to run the tag. Then, he exited his patrol car and once he determined that no one was inside the Subaru, he proceeded to search the fence-line. After a few minutes, he located a lower section of the fence bordering the tree-line that appeared to have been breached with wire cutters. He radioed the station again, explaining the situation and requesting back-up, and notified them that he was going to enter the lighthouse grounds.

      Officer Mellon crawled through the hole in the fence, ripping the sleeve of his uniform shirt on one of the jagged edges. Once he got to his feet, he walked toward the front of the lighthouse calling out as he did. His right hand rested on his holstered sidearm.

      There was no response.

      Once he had circled around to the front side of the lighthouse, he stopped and looked up, using his hands to shield his eyes from the morning sun. But it was too bright and he couldn’t get a good look at the catwalk above him.

      He called out again. Nothing.

      That’s when he noticed the door to the lighthouse standing open. He called out a third time and when no one answered, he slowly approached, hand resting on his sidearm again.

      Mellon carefully examined the door, was surprised to find no signs of damage or tampering, and proceeded inside.

      He later admitted that while he was indeed nervous to enter the lighthouse, he was also buzzing with excitement and adrenaline. He couldn’t believe he was getting a chance to explore Widow’s Point first-hand. His brothers were going to turn green with jealousy.

      Once inside, he quickly switched on his flashlight. As soon as he determined that no one was hiding on the lower floor, he started making his way up the spiral staircase. Halfway to the top, he thought he heard something—a rustling sound—so he pulled his sidearm and continued at a slower pace.

      On the upper levels he completed a thorough search, then holstered his weapon. He claimed, “It was as if no one had been inside there for years. There wasn’t a trace of anyone.”

      So he wasn’t expecting what he encountered a couple minutes later when he opened the small glass door and walked out on the catwalk.

      He heard Clifford McGee before he saw him.

      Click click click

      The young student was standing ramrod straight on the narrow catwalk facing the ocean just as Kenny Penrod had reported. Even as Officer Mellon approached, McGee remained perfectly, eerily still—except for his right pointer finger, which obsessively triggered the camera he was holding up to his eye.

      Click click click

      Officer Mellon called out to McGee twice and when he didn’t respond, the policeman eased up next to him and reached for the camera. The moment his fingers touched the Nikon, McGee sprang to life.

      He let out a guttural roar, and clutching the camera protectively to his chest with one hand, he pivoted and began clawing at Officer Mellon’s eyes with his other hand.

      Mellon, in his written report, claimed there was no question in his mind that Clifford McGee would have killed him if he hadn’t unholstered his sidearm and used it to knock the student unconscious.

      When McGee revived almost an hour later, he was handcuffed and locked in the backseat of a patrol car. Not that it mattered. His eyes were open but he was completely catatonic.

      Three days later, thirty miles away in Cambridge Hospital, surrounded by family and under police guard, Clifford McGee remained unresponsive.

      In the meantime, detectives had examined McGee’s Nikon and found the 128MB memory card completely full. Over 5,000 photographs.

      The initial shots were of the exterior of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, taken from various angles and viewpoints and with a wide range of lenses. After that came a selection of images from the lighthouse interior: haunting shots of the spiraling staircase, close-ups and portraits of the ancient stone walls, mesmerizing photos of dust motes dancing in beams of sunlight. All capturing a remote sense of decay and despair.

      That’s when things got strange.

      The next batch of photographs appeared to present a series of identical shots of the Atlantic Ocean and distant horizon. Hundreds, one after the other, exactly the same. Only when a fishing boat entered the frame from the right side and slowly worked its way across the next group of photographs did it become apparent that Clifford McGee had taken the same photograph over and over again.

      When the sky in the photos slowly faded to dusk, then to nighttime dark, then gradually brightened again to burgeoning dawn, the detectives realized the extent of McGee’s obsession: he had stood on the catwalk and taken the same photograph for a period of almost twenty-four hours, only stopping when Officer Richard Mellon had arrived at the lighthouse and interrupted him.

      Almost as if Clifford McGee had spotted something lurking beneath the distant waters that no one else could see.

      Two weeks later, the Parker family hired workers to add coils of razor-sharp barbwire to the top of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse security fence.
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      Voice recorder entry #22B

      (4:56pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      You’ll have to excuse my labored breathing, as you are kindly accompanying me to the bottom of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse to retrieve additional water supplies, traversing the same spiral staircase once climbed by killer and actress alike.

      I can feel history here with each step I take. The atmosphere feels similar to a leisurely stroll at dusk through the grassy hills of Gettysburg, another haunted region where history and death lock arms and dance for all to see. A spectacle of names and dates flittering through your mind, while you construct a façade of mournful respect, all while secretly wishing to have borne witness to the ancient slaughter. A macabre thought, most certainly, but also an undeniable truth. Interstate rubberneckers don’t clog traffic due to frivolous curiosity; rather, they can’t help themselves, hoping to be fortunate enough to see a splash of scarlet blood on the roadside or a glimpse of mangled flesh. After all, the scores of spectators that crowded into the ancient coliseums didn’t come for the popcorn.

      Navigating these endless stairs, I must admit I feel a closer kinship with Lydia Pearl and Joseph O’Leary than I ever have with any fallen soldier of the Civil War. Why is this the case? Perhaps it is simply the nature of time and urban legends…or perhaps it is just the nature of the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. Ghosts surround me here.

      

      Voice recorder entry #23B

      (5:14pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      I’ve just tested several bottles of water from the cooler and discovered something rather alarming. The water has a salty tang to it. Subtle but present nonetheless. The bottles were purchased from a grocery store just yesterday afternoon, and the water I consumed last night and earlier today suffered no such issue. Perhaps I’m a victim of my own overblown imagination, or perhaps it’s just an unexpected effect of the salty air here on the Nova Scotia coast. Regardless, I can’t help but wonder and I can’t help but tell you all about it. After all, my own voice is—and always has been (chuckles)—my greatest companion.

      

      Voice recorder entry #24B

      (5:32pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Ninety-one, ninety-two, ninety-three…

      

      Voice recorder entry #25B

      (5:54pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      My goodness, I am winded. The journey down these twisting stairs felt endless, but the voyage back up feels like forever and a half, as my late father was wont to say. I tried counting the two hundred and-sixty-eight steps, as I did during my initial summit yesterday, but kept losing count. I swear to you I have climbed over five hundred stairs by now.

      To add to my sense of displacement, I can hear the unmistakable rumblings of a storm approaching outside. Odd, as the skies were crystal clear just hours ago. I had been particularly meticulous about checking the local weather reports in the days leading up to this adventure. Each and every online report called for clear days and pleasant nights. Oh, well, no matter, a storm will only add to the mounting atmosphere.

      

      Voice recorder entry #26B

      (6:04pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      Many of the historical volumes I studied about the Widow’s Point Lighthouse discussed the frequent storms that favor this particular section of the Nova Scotia coastline. More than one author claimed that during the most violent of these storms, you could actually feel the old stone lighthouse trembling on its foundation. I chalked this observation up to showmanship and hyperbole, but boy was I mistaken.

      When I finally reached the lantern room after what felt like an eternity of climbing, I was stunned at the vision that greeted me outside. Heavy rain lashed the lighthouse windows. The once-crystal skies were now boiling with fast-moving, dark, roiling clouds. Jagged shards of lightning stabbed at the horizon. Angry whitecaps danced across the churning sea. The wind was howling and I could feel in the very bones of the lighthouse the surging waves crashing onto the rocky shore at the base of the cliffs.

      I stared in awe—and yes, I admit, a sliver of encroaching fear. I have never witnessed the sky or sea in such a state.

      

      Voice recorder entry #27B

      (6:22pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      The June 17 entry from the Collins diary is equal parts fascinating and troubling, the perfect accompaniment for a stormy night. Listen for yourself:

      
        I snuck down to the beach during this morning’s low tide. I know I shouldn’t have. Father has warned me that it’s dangerous and Momma has made me promise at least a hundred times to never go down there without her or Father but I was angry and bored and wanted to be alone. Stupid boys! It took me almost an hour to walk past the cliffs to the park and down the cut-away onto the beach. And then almost another hour to walk back to the bottom of the cliffs. The cliffs were so high I couldn’t even see the lighthouse from where I was standing. The beach there was empty and covered in shells and driftwood and rocks. I found one piece of driftwood that looked like a big seagull but I knew I couldn’t take it home with me. That just made me even madder. I couldn’t see what the big deal was about the beach. It didn’t look dangerous. It looked like a normal beach to me. And then I noticed the cave in the cliff face. Maybe twenty feet up. Momma says I’m too curious for my own good and I guess she was right this time because I didn’t even think about it. I climbed right up there. The rocks were wet and slippery but I reached the cave in no time at all. The cave wasn’t very big. Father would have had to bend down to walk inside but there was plenty of room for me. I didn’t go in very far because it was dark and wet and I was scared to go any further without a lantern. The walls were all shiny and dripping and it smelled funny too. Like rotten fish and seaweed. Now that I was up there it didn’t seem like such a good idea after all. I was about to turn around and leave when I saw the drawings all over the wall. I couldn’t tell what they were supposed to be. They weren’t like the Indian drawings in caves that I learned about in school. Buffalo and deer and bear. Most of these looked more like symbols. One looked like a gigantic octopus but with thirteen huge tentacles. I counted them. And then I noticed what was piled on the floor underneath the drawings. It looked like bones. And skulls. Too many to even think about counting. For a minute I thought I might pee in my shorts so I started right out of there but before I made it back into the daylight I heard a voice behind me. I was scared half to death and the waves were pretty loud but I know the voice was real. It was an old man’s voice and at first it was just laughing. When it finally spoke, it sounded like someone who had smoked stinky cigars his whole life and it said: ‘They’re coming for you, girl. They’re coming for all of you.’ I was still shaking almost two hours later when I got home and Momma punished me for going off without telling her where I was going but I didn’t care. I was just glad to be home safe and sound. I’m never telling anyone what I saw and heard in that cave. And I’m never going back to that beach again.

        

      

      Voice recorder entry #28B

      (7:15pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      I’ve somehow managed to lose my flashlight. I carried it with me during my earlier journey down the staircase and I’m certain I brought it back with me upstairs. I clearly recall placing it next to my sleeping bag while I prepared dinner. But now it’s gone. I’ve looked everywhere. Puzzling to say the least.

      

      Voice recorder entry #29B

      (8:12pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      First my flashlight, and now I’m hearing things again. Twice in the past hour, I could’ve sworn I heard the faint strains of a child singing somewhere below me. Each time I moved to the doorway to listen, and each time the singing ceased. Perhaps the ghosts of Widow’s Point and the storm are playing tricks on this old boy. Despite my initial sense of unease, I’m grateful for the experience. It will make a fine addition to my notes.

      Still no sign of that blasted flashlight.

      

      Voice recorder entry #30B

      (8:24pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      There! Can you hear it? A banging, like someone knocking on the floor right underneath me, and—

      

      (Loud staccato rapping)

      

      There it is again!

      I’m not imagining it.

      Can you hear it?

      

      Voice recorder entry #31B

      (9:07pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      I find myself becoming obsessed with young Delaney Collins. Her diary is extraordinary, almost as if I have been gifted a magical peephole that gazes directly upon the past. I have come to admire this young lady, as well as fear for her. I already know the final chapter to her story, and I dread each subsequent entry, as I realize it draws us one day closer to the end. Her end. And still I can’t stop myself.

      
        July 11

        I don’t care what anyone says. Ghosts are real. Tonight when I was brushing my hair for bed, two hundred strokes for luck, Momma always says, in front of my mirror, I saw her again. The lady in white. I had closed my eyes and was counting out loud 197, 198, 199, 200. When I got to the end I opened my eyes and I was no longer staring at myself in the mirror. Instead, it was her in her white nightgown and she was smiling at me. But it didn’t look like a happy smile. It looked like a hungry smile like she wanted to jump right out of the mirror and eat me. I screamed and fell back out of my chair onto the floor and Father came running. I told him I thought I had seen a mouse or a rat and he just laughed and patted my back and called me his silly girl. After he left I peeked in the mirror again but it was just me in the reflection. Who is she? What does she want? Why am I the only one who can see her? I wish I was older and braver and could find out the answers.

        

      

      Voice recorder entry #32B

      (9:57pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      What a night it has been! First, the unexpected arrival of the storm and the disappearance of my flashlight. Then, the mysterious singing and knocking sounds. Perhaps most exciting of all, and I know precisely how trite this sounds, I now feel certain that someone is watching me. Several times I have sensed something…a presence…directly behind me. I have felt it. Yet each time I’ve turned to find nothing but shadows. I’m sure my colleagues would find great pleasure if they could witness my skittish behavior.

      I’ve lectured and written ad nauseam about the psychic energy that is often trapped inside houses of haunted repute, especially those places where violent crimes have occurred. I now feel that energy here in the Widow’s Point Lighthouse. And it’s getting stronger.

      It’s not yet ten o’clock and I’m already tucked inside my sleeping bag, hoping for an early night. I can hardly see the floor in front of me. The lantern, although in fine working order last night, has proven a poor replacement for my flashlight, as the flame tends to extinguish within minutes of each lighting. Whether this is the result of a malicious gust or geist, I cannot say, but my temporary home certainly has a draft that I hadn’t noticed before. And it’s a chilly draft at that. I had been told that the summer heat would be retained in this old stone monolith, but it seems as if the ocean winds blow colder inside the lighthouse than outside.

      Speaking of outside, the storm continues to rage. If anything, it’s grown stronger as the night has progressed. Every few moments, lightning slashes the sky, illuminating the room around me with a startling brilliance before plunging it back into darkness. I can’t help but wonder if—

      

      (A long, silent beat followed by a beeping sound)

      

      Well, what do you know, ladies and gentlemen, the video camera appears to have come back to life.
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      Video/audio footage #9A

      (10:06pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      As the video switches on, the screen is flooded with murky shadows. Only the time-code can be seen. Then we hear a muted crash of thunder and a flash of lightning illuminates the lighthouse living quarters. A few seconds later, the lightning is gone and we are greeted again by darkness.

      “Initially, I dismissed what I was seeing as a trick of the lightning, but then I realized that the blinking red light at my feet was coming from the video camera. When I heard the beep of the battery, I immediately retrieved the camera and ran a series of rapid tests. For whatever reason, it seems to be working just fine now.

      “I’m thinking perhaps I jarred something when I moved the camera after dinner or—JESUS, WHAT WAS THAT?!”

      The video shifts and we hear heavy breathing growing more rapid by the moment. Then the rustle of footsteps, moving cautiously at first, but gaining urgency. The echo of boots slapping pavement quickly transitions to boots clanging against metal as Livingston ascends the stairs and ventures outside onto the lighthouse’s catwalk.

      We hear the door being yanked open and are overpowered by the cacophony of the storm. Wind howls, rain lashes, thunder roars. Skeletal fingers of lightning dance across the violent sea.

      Livingston moves closer to the iron railing and points the camera at the ocean below. Enormous swells crash on the rocks below, sending sprays of whitewater high into the night. The camera zooms closer—and Livingston gasps.

      “My God, do you see it?!” His voice is swallowed by the wind. “Someone needs to help them!”

      The screen goes blank.

      

      Video/audio footage #10A

      (10:50pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      We see Thomas Livingston’s haggard face staring back at us. His hair is dripping wet and he’s shivering. His bloodshot eyes dart nervously around the room. For the moment, the lantern is lit, bathing his skin in a glistening orange glow.

      He looks at the camera for maybe thirty seconds but doesn’t say anything. We can see him searching for his words. Finally:

      “I know what I heard. And I know what I saw.”

      He sounds as if he might break into tears.

      “I heard it crashing upon the rocks.”

      He glances at the ground, steels himself, then looks back at the camera and continues.

      “It was a massive ship. At least two hundred feet long. And it broke into a thousand pieces when it hit the rocks. It was an awful sound. Dozens of men…thrashed and tossed upon the rocks…impaled on splintered planks…flailing and drowning in the waves. I can still hear their screams.

      “I recorded all of it, I’m certain of that. I knew what I was witnessing wasn’t possible, but I saw what I saw and I kept the camera rolling…”

      A deep breath.

      “But there’s nothing there now. I checked the video after I returned inside and changed into dry clothes. I checked it a dozen times. There’s nothing there.”

      He looks up at the camera and the brash showman we saw earlier is gone.

      “You can hear the thunder and the crash of the waves. You can see the lightning flash and the ocean below…but there’s no ship anywhere to be seen. No bodies. No screams.”

      Livingston rubs his eyes with his fists.

      “I offer no explanation, ladies and gentlemen, because I have none.”
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      Video/audio footage #11A

      (11:16pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      The video turns on and once again we see a shaky image of the churning ocean at the base of the cliffs. The rain has slowed, but the wind is gusting and shards of lightning still decorate the sky.

      “It’s taken me the better part of an hour to summon the courage to come out here again.”

      The camera zooms in for a closer view. Waves crash onto an empty shoreline.

      “The ship is gone.”

      The camera zooms back out.

      “But I know what I saw.”

      After a moment, the camera lowers and we hear footsteps on the catwalk, then a loud clanging.

      “What the…?”

      The camera shifts as Livingston bends down and steadies on the object he almost tripped over.

      The missing flashlight.

      “Jesus.”

      

      Voice recorder entry #33B

      (11:33pm, Saturday, July 12, 2017)

      

      I must sleep now, if such a thing is possible in my current state. I’ve had enough adventure—or shall I say misadventure—for one day. Do you remember earlier when I said I was only here for the truth? Well, that was a fucking lie.

      

      Voice recorder entry #34B

      (1:12am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Sleep eludes me thus far, so I’ve returned to the diary. I honestly don’t know if I can bear to read much further. This is dreadful.

      
        July 29

        I’m going to talk to Momma again today. I have to. Last night was the worst ever. It felt like a nightmare but I know it really happened. I had fallen asleep early because I was so tired from the hike Father took us on to explore the woods. We saw deer and rabbits and squirrels and even caught tadpoles with our hands in a pond we came across. It was a fun day and other than a nervous moment when I thought I saw one of the symbols from the cave carved onto a tree trunk nothing scary happened. I even ate two portions of Momma’s meatloaf at dinner and was sound asleep not long after. But then something woke me in the middle of the night. I don’t know if it was a noise or if I felt something. All I know is that I opened my eyes and the room was silent and at first all I could see was darkness. Then my eyes started to get used to the dark and I could make out the outlines of furniture in the room. I moved my head a little and saw another shape much closer. It was Stephen and he was standing at the foot of my bed. He was standing perfectly still staring at me and he was holding Father’s hunting knife in his hand. I whispered his name but he didn’t move or say anything. It was like he was in a trance or sleepwalking. Uncle Phillip is a sleepwalker so I know a lot about it. I called his name again and when Stephen didn’t answer I got out of bed very slowly. My heart was beating so hard I could hear it. I crept up on him and tried to reach for the knife but he tugged it away before I could stop him. I kept saying his name over and over again and I finally slapped him right on the face and he woke up. He blinked his eyes like he didn’t know where he was and then dropped the knife and started crying. At first I thought it was because I had slapped him but he kept saying ‘I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry’ over and over again so I think it was because of the knife. He looked like he might get sick. We promised to not tell Father and Momma and I let him sleep in bed with me for the rest of the night. He fell asleep after a little while with his head on my shoulder. But I didn’t sleep a wink.

        

      

      Voice recorder entry #35B

      (3:12am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Sound of footsteps descending the stairway)

      

      Sixty-eight, sixty-nine, seventy, seventy-one, seventy-two, seventy-three…

      

      Voice recorder entry #36B

      (3:35am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Two-sixty-six, two-sixty-seven, two-sixty-eight.

      

      (Shuffling of footsteps as Livingston reaches the bottom, turns around, and immediately starts climbing again)

      

      One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen…

      

      Voice recorder entry #37B

      (4:09am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      …two hundred and ninety-nine, three hundred, three hundred and one, three hundred and two, three hundred and three, three hundred and four, three hundred and five…

      

      (Livingston’s voice is monotone, deliberate, as if he has been hypnotized)

      

      Voice recorder entry #38B

      (6:42am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      The night was endless, a nightmare. If I slept at all, I don’t remember. The hours passed in a fever dream. At one point, I heard someone crying, a woman, but was too frightened to get up and investigate. A short time later I thought I saw something moving in the doorway, the pale outline of a person, but it vanished when I fumbled with the lantern. It’s so cold in here I can’t stop shivering, even inside my sleeping bag. My entire body aches, and my feet are filthy and tattered, as if I‘ve walked a great distance without my shoes.

      I need to eat and drink, but I’m too exhausted.

      

      Voice recorder entry #39B

      (7:29am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      It occurs to me now that someone might be playing a cruel and elaborate joke. Either that old bastard Parker or perhaps my bitch of an ex-wife. To what end, I haven’t the slightest idea, but I don’t know what else it could be.

      All of the water bottles I brought up with me last night are empty. And I certainly didn’t drink from them. I was too shaken to even take a sip. And the crackers and the cheese I carried up, all stale. The apples and the one remaining pear, rotten to the core. I need to somehow summon the energy to walk downstairs to the cooler. My mouth is so dry I can barely spit. My stomach is growling.
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      Voice recorder entry #40B

      (8:17am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      I’ve nearly reached the bottom, thank God. Just another couple dozen stairs.

      

      (Labored breathing)

      

      The video camera is once again malfunctioning. It was my intention to bring it with me to chronicle what I found below, but the camera wouldn’t even turn on this morning. I tried several times to no avail, leaving me with this crummy voice recorder—sorry, Sony, and go fuck yourself while you’re at it.

      

      (A deep breath and the sound of heavy footsteps on the stairway ceases)

      

      Thank God…after everything else that has occurred, I almost expected the cooler to be gone.

      

      (Cooler lid is lifted. A rustling of ice as a plastic bottle is lifted out. The snap of the cap being loosened and a loud gulp of water being swallowed, then—a chorus of violent gagging and vomiting)

      

      Voice recorder entry #41B

      (9:09am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      All of the water is contaminated. Pure salt water. Every goddam bottle. The caps were all sealed tight. This isn’t a joke. This isn’t a prank. This is…something else.

      All of the food has gone bad too. There are maggots in the lunchmeat. The fruit is rotten. The bread is brittle and spotted with mold.

      I’m so tired. I feel like I’m losing my mind.
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      Voice recorder entry #42B

      (9:48am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      I tried pounding on the front door, but no one came. Of course. The security gate is locked tight and won’t be opened again until tomorrow morning when old man Parker arrives. Next, I tried prying the door open with a piece of scrap metal but it wouldn’t budge. I searched for other means of escape but there’s nothing. This place is like a prison. I’m considering bringing down my sleeping bag, lantern, and the rest of my supplies and holing up down here until tomorrow morning. It somehow feels safer here on ground level.

      

      (A chortle of muffled laughter in the background)

      

      Now that I’ve calmed down, I’ve given the situation a lot of thought. I can survive just fine until tomorrow morning without food and water. I’ve done it before.

      

      (Another burst of laughter, which Livingston obviously doesn’t hear)

      

      I just have to keep my wits about me.

      

      (More laughter and then: “I’m coming, darling. I’m coming.” The voice belongs to a man, deep in tenor and tinged with an Irish accent. A loud, wet cracking is followed by guttural cries. The man laughs again and there are several more wet smacking sounds. Livingston takes no notice)

      

      Whether this is all somehow an elaborate ruse designed to make a fool of me or truly the work of whatever spirits inhabit the lighthouse, I don’t care anymore. I’ve already got what I came for. The videos and audiotapes I’ve made are pure gold. More than enough to seal another book deal. Toss in the other things I’ve witnessed and heard, and we most likely have a movie, as well. It’s pay day, folks, and just in time for me. Hell, I don’t even have to embellish that much this time around. The only thing I truly wonder is—

      

      (Livingston gasps)

      

      Get off of me! Get the fuck off of me!

      

      (Frantic footsteps pounding their way up the stairs, finally slowing after a number of minutes. Heavy breathing)

      

      Something grabbed me down there. I felt it on my shoulder…squeezing. Then I watched as a hank of my hair was pulled away from my head. But there was nothing there. My goddam hair was moving by itself.

      

      (Footsteps pick up the pace)

      

      How in God’s name have I not reached the top yet?

      

      (More footsteps)

      

      …one hundred and seventeen, one hundred and eighteen, one hundred and nineteen…one hundred and twenty…

      

      Voice recorder entry #43B

      (10:27am, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      …two hundred and sixty-six, two hundred and sixty-seven, two hundred and sixty-eight, two hundred and sixty-nine, two hundred and seventy…

      Dear God, what is happening?

      

      Voice recorder entry #44B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Note: from this point forward, the voice recorder’s time-code is corrupted for reasons unknown, displaying only 0:00 for the remainder of the recordings)

      

      There are things occurring here clearly beyond my comprehension. Forget the hundreds of impossibly extra stairs I just climbed to reach the living quarters. Forget the fact that I witnessed an ancient fishing vessel crash upon the rocks last night or watched my hair floating in mid-air right in front of my eyes this morning. Forget the cooler full of contaminated water and the piles of rotten food. None of that matters.

      But the bloody fucking hammer with the initials J.O. carved into its polished wooden handle I just found lying atop my sleeping bag is another story entirely.

      Get me the fuck out of here!

      

      Voice recorder entry #45B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      This can’t be real.

      

      Voice recorder entry #46B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Pulsating BEEP-BEEP-BEEP of a telephone busy signal)

      

      Come on, you son of a bitch!

      

      (Busy signal is silenced)

      

      Worthless piece of shit!

      

      (Deep sigh)

      

      Okay, fine, I admit it. I snuck in my cell phone. Big fucking deal. It was the one and only ground rule I broke, and I did it for security purposes. Not that it’s helped. Damn thing is useless. Despite the high ground, despite the cell tower not a mile down the road, and despite the four bars showing on my iPhone screen, I haven’t been able to connect on a single call. I even tried outside on the catwalk.

      Delaney Collins was right. Something is very fucked up here.

      

      Voice recorder entry #47B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      I’m sitting with my back against the wall, shaking so hard it feels as if I’m suffering from a seizure. The lantern is aglow for now, and I can see the entire room and the doorway from this position. But I can’t take my eyes off the bloody hammer.

      All I have to do is make it until eight o’clock tomorrow morning. I would tell you what time it is now, but my motherfucking watch has stopped working.
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      Voice recorder entry #48B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      I can barely still the tremors in my hands long enough to read. Just a handful of pages remain.

      
        August 9

        I am alone. Stephen refuses to talk about it no matter how much I try to make him feel safe. I don’t blame him. He’s just a kid and I can see how scared he is. Momma doesn’t believe me. Father isn’t an option. I think it’s the lighthouse doing this. It’s almost like it’s playing a game with me. I keep having dreams about someone chasing me through the lighthouse. Up and down the stairs. I’m crying and terrified and trying to hide but he keeps finding me. I can’t see who is chasing me but I know it’s someone bad. This is a bad place. Something is wrong with it. I don’t think people are meant to live here.

        

      

      Voice recorder entry #49B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      How is this storm still raging? How is it possible? It’s so dark outside, it feels like the end of the world.

      

      Voice recorder entry #50B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      If only I had some rope, I could tie it to the railing on the catwalk, secure the other end to my waist, and climb down to freedom. Or hang myself.

      

      Voice recorder entry #51B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      And with this final entry in the Delaney Collins diary, what’s left of my heart and mind shatter into a million pieces:

      
        September 4

        I think maybe my prayers have been answered and the ghosts are gone. It’s been almost three weeks since I’ve had a nightmare or seen or felt anything out of the ordinary. I’ve been sleeping better. Eating better. I no longer feel nervous or like I am jumping out of my skin. I forgot what it felt like to be this way. Even Momma has noticed. She says her happy little girl is back. Tonight is one of Father’s poker games. I love poker nights. I get to see Uncle Phillip and even with the door closed I can hear the naughty jokes and comments from the poker table. Momma says we can make ice cream sundaes after dinner and play games, just the three of us. I’m looking forward to a wonderful night!

        

      

      Voice recorder entry #52B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      That poor sweet innocent girl. Butchered at the hands of a madman.

      

      Voice recorder entry #53B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Defeated whisper)

      

      I came here for the money. Of course, I did. It’s always been about the money.

      

      Voice recorder entry #54B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      I’ve sat here like a coward long enough. The hammer isn’t real. It can’t be. I have to prove it once and for all.

      

      (Shuffling footsteps. Labored breathing)

      

      My God, how…? There’s hair stuck to it, torn bloody clumps of auburn hair. And pieces of skin and what looks like bone. My sleeping bag is soaked in blood.

      

      (Gasp)

      

      It’s so heavy. How strong would a man have to be to use this as a weapon? It feels evil…it feels…

      

      (Silence for the next nineteen minutes and forty seconds, and then we hear a loud thud as the hammer drops to the floor—followed by the sound of vomiting)
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      Voice recorder entry #55B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Crying)

      

      I…I saw her face. Her beautiful long red hair. I heard her screams and pleas for mercy. I saw her face explode when the hammer struck. Again and again and again. I felt the warm spray of her blood on my hands. I was there. Holding the hammer. Swinging the hammer. I killed her. Sweet Delaney.

      

      (Sobbing)

      

      Voice recorder entry #56B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Livingston can be heard mumbling and quietly laughing, his unsettling giggling interrupted by the occasional sob)

      

      Voice recorder entry #57B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Late last night and the night before, Tommyknockers, Tommyknockers, knocking at the door. I want to go out, don’t know if I can, ’cause I’m so afraid of the Tommyknocker man.

      

      Voice recorder entry #58B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Someone wrote in my notebook. For real this time. Okay, I lied before. Are you happy? I admit it. I fucking lied. Call it showmanship. Call it bullshit. I don’t care. But this is different. This is real. Just a few minutes ago I found my notebook open. My pen lying on top of it. Someone left me a message:

      
        WE ARE STILL HERE

      

      I swear to God I’m not lying this time. I wish I were.

      

      Voice recorder entry #59B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      It shouldn’t be night already. It can’t be. It wasn’t even ten in the morning when I was downstairs at the cooler. There’s no way that much time has passed. It’s not possible.

      

      Voice recorder entry #60B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Get off of me! Stop touching me!

      

      Voice recorder entry #61B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Crying)

      

      My eyeglasses are missing. I’m sitting here wide awake. I don’t understand how…but they’re gone.

      

      Voice recorder entry #62B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Crying)

      

      Someone…something…keeps touching my face. I can feel its breath on my neck.

      

      Voice recorder entry #63B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      It won’t stop. I can feel its hands on me, its cold relentless embrace. It’s crushing me. I can’t breathe. It’s drowning me. The lighthouse is drowning me.

      

      Voice recorder entry #64B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Sobbing)

      

      Please just leave me alone…

      

      Voice recorder entry #65B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Can you hear them singing? It’s the little girls. They’re getting closer.

      

      Voice recorder entry #66B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Unintelligible)

      

      Voice recorder entry #67B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      I want to go home. I want to leave this bad place and never come back. There’s evil here, in the walls, in the air. It lurks along the stairway and slumbers upon the catwalk. It breathes in the salt of the ocean and exhales darkness. It survives on the town’s fear. I can feel it oozing through the stone walls and slithering into my skin. It’s swimming in my veins. I can feel it. I can feel it eating my brain.

      

      Voice recorder entry #68B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      This. Is. Madness.

      

      Voice recorder entry #69B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Quiet sobbing)

      

      Everything’s gonna be okay. Everything’s gonna be okay.

      

      Voice recorder entry #70B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Widow’s Point, with its sheer cliffs and windswept ocean views, is one of the most picturesque scenic overlooks in all of Nova Scotia. It’s located a mere five minute drive from the town of Harper’s Cove, a thirty minute drive from neighboring Cambridge, and a zero minute drive from the depths of Hell.

      

      Voice recorder entry #71B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (A distant murmuring grows in volume and clarity and coalesces into a pair of young girls’ voices singing the nursery rhyme “This Old Man” in perfect melodic harmony)

      

      Voice recorder entry #72B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      I just discovered a crucifix in my back pocket. How it got there I have no fucking idea. I’m sitting with my back against the wall, and when I shifted my position I felt something poke me, almost like a bee sting. I reached back there and pulled out the crucifix. I wish to God I hadn’t. I’ve never seen anything like it before.

      It’s maybe three inches tall, carved out of dark stained wood. Jesus is naked and nailed to the cross. There are horns protruding from his head and he’s smiling at me with razor-sharp teeth. It’s hideous. It’s obscene.

      The lighthouse is taunting me.
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      Voice recorder entry #73B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (The deep Irish voice heard earlier…

      Yes, love, it’s done. Each one’s nothing but a bloody carcass on a bed sheet. Oh yes, darlin’, very bloody.

      What’s that? You want this one too?)

      

      Voice recorder entry #74B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      This is a bad place. I can feel it whispering inside my head. It wants to show me something…something terrible.

      

      Voice recorder entry #75B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      I wish you could see what I see swirling inside my head. There are serpents here. Circling the lighthouse. Beneath the ground, beneath the waves. There are ghosts here. And much worse. The lighthouse is an infinite coil with no end. There are no endings here. Only more stairs. It’s an eternal circle, spiraling, maddening. There is no death in Widow’s Point. I know that now.

      

      Voice recorder entry #76B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Screaming)

      

      Oh my God, it hurts!

      

      (Sobbing)

      

      Somehow I dozed and woke up with the most awful pain shooting through my leg. I rolled up my pant leg and found fucking teeth marks! Something bit me while I was sleeping! Oh Jesus, I have to stop the bleeding!

      

      Voice recorder entry #77B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Heavy breathing and the echo of loud footsteps)

      

      I’m going downstairs again. It has to be safer there. These stairs are fucking endless.

      

      Voice recorder entry #78B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      It wants to show me something ancient, something slumbering deep beneath the dark waters. The ocean is Its home and the lighthouse is Its beacon. The light shines not across the horizon, but downward, illuminating Its way home from the watery depths. The light house calls It and It shall come.

      And It shall come

      And It shall come

      And It shall come

      And It shall come

      And It shall come

      It is coming

      

      Voice recorder entry #79B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Livingston speaks for nine minutes and thirty-three seconds, but in a language unknown. He pauses frequently, as if listening for a response. No responses recorded)

      

      Voice recorder entry #80B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Our father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom come, thy will be done…

      

      (The following is spoken by Livingston in Hebrew, and has since been translated)

      

      …for rebellion is like the sin of divination, and arrogance like the evil of idolatry. Because I have rejected the word of the Lord, he has rejected me as king.

      We know that we are children of God, and that the whole of this world is under control of The Evil One.

      

      Voice recorder entry #81B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      This isn’t fucking possible. I was climbing down all this time. One foot after the other, spiraling downward and downward…

      …so how in the hell am I back upstairs in the living quarters again? I remember stepping off that final stair, seeing the cooler sitting there in the shadows, taking one more step—and then I was here.

      It’s not possible.

      None of this is possible.

      Widow’s Point isn’t going to let me leave.

      

      Voice recorder entry #82B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (A shrill buzzing)

      

      Jesus! You hear that?

      

      (Buzzing continues. Livingston can be heard rummaging through his knapsack)

      

      Come on, dammit!

      

      (Buzzing is silenced)

      

      Hello? Hello? I need help!

      

      (A disharmony of static followed by a man’s voice: “Hey there, Tommy Boy.” An audible gasp follows. “What’s the matter, son, cat got your tongue?” Livingston’s breathing becomes irregular and heavy)

      

      Da…dad?

      

      (“That’s right, Tommy Boy, it’s your old man.”)

      

      No, no, no, NO…this isn’t real…you’re…

      

      (“Oh, it’s real, all right. Now come give Daddy a hug.”)

      

      This isn’t happening. You’re…dead.

      

      (“Well, yes, that is true. I am dead. But you won’t be. You’ll never leave this place, Tommy Boy. You’ll be trapped here with the rest of them, night after night, just you and all of your shame and regret and failure.”)

      

      Shut up!

      

      (“Like father, like son, huh, Tommy Boy. Why do you think I drank so much? Why do you think I beat your mom? Why do you think I touched—”)

      

      SHUT UP!

      

      (The phone shatters against the wall leaving us with Livingston’s choked sobs)

      

      Voice recorder entry #83B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      My name is Thomas Livingston. I have been trapped inside the Widow’s Point Lighthouse for what feels like eternity. I no longer know if it is day or night or even what day it is. I have witnessed and felt things beyond any scientific explanation. I feel my sanity slipping away, drifting with the tide. If there is a God, He has no power here.

      

      Voice recorder entry #84B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      Where is Parker? Where is the sun? How long have I been here? The rain never stops. I should be starving to death, but the lighthouse gives me rats to eat.

      

      Voice recorder entry #85B

      (time unknown, Sunday, July 13, 2017)

      

      (Frantic footsteps)

      

      I’m going out on the catwalk. It’s my last hope.

      

      (The sound of a door opening, then hard wind and rain)

      

      I can’t stop the bleeding in my leg. I can’t stop the voices. They’re getting closer.

      

      (Thunder crashes)

      

      The bloody hammer disappeared from atop my sleeping bag. I hear the echo of heavy footsteps on the stairway. That means he’s coming for me now. Joseph O’Leary is still here. He never left. None of them did. If I can only make it until morning, I can—

    

  


  
    
      
        OFFICIAL POLICE REPORT

      

      

      
        FILE #173449-C-34

        DATE: July 15, 2017

        REPORTING OFFICER(S): Sgt. Carl Blevins; Sgt. Reginald Scales

      

      

      At 8:47am on Monday, July 14, 2017, the Harper’s Cove Police Department received a phone call from Mr. Ronald Parker, age eighty-one, reporting a missing person and summoning them to the Widow’s Point Lighthouse.

      Sgt. Scales and I arrived at the lighthouse grounds at approximately 8:59am. Mr. Parker greeted us at the security gate and directed us to park next to a red Ford pickup truck and a gray Mercedes sedan.

      Mr. Parker showed us identification and explained that the Mercedes belonged to a male in his mid-forties named Thomas Livingston. According to Mr. Parker, Mr. Livingston, a well-known author, had rented the lighthouse from Mr. Parker’s company for the purpose of paranormal research. The dates of the agreement ran from Friday evening, July 11 to Monday morning, July 14. Mr. Parker was contracted to return to the Widow’s Point Lighthouse at precisely 8am on Monday to unlock the front door and escort Mr. Livingston from the property.

      Pursuant to this agreement, Mr. Parker claimed that he arrived on Monday morning at approximately 7:50am and waited inside his truck until 8am. At that time, he unlocked the front door and called out for Mr. Livingston. When there was no response, he returned to his truck for a flashlight and entered the lighthouse.

      On the lower level, he found Mr. Livingston’s cooler still nearly full of food and water. He also noticed a puddle of dried vomit nearby on the floor.

      After repeatedly calling out to Mr. Livingston and receiving no response, Mr. Parker climbed the spiral staircase to the lighthouse’s living quarters. There he found a blood-soaked sleeping bag, a video camera, a lantern, and numerous other items belonging to Mr. Livingston. He also noticed a series of strange symbols which had been scrawled on the walls in what appeared to be blood.

      Before returning to the lower level, Mr. Parker searched the catwalk for Mr. Livingston. He found no sign of him, save for a Sony tape recorder located on the metal walkway. Mr. Parker did not touch the recorder and immediately returned to his truck where he called the authorities using his cell phone.

      After Sgt. Scales and I finished interviewing Mr. Parker, we searched the lighthouse in tandem. Failing to locate Mr. Livingston, we proceeded to search his unlocked vehicle—where we discovered numerous prescription pill bottles as well as a loaded handgun, all of which have been logged into Evidence—before searching the surrounding grounds and woods.

      At 9:31am, I summoned the Crime Lab, and Sgt. Scales and I began establishing a perimeter.

      As of today, thirty-one (31) items have been logged into Evidence, including the video camera and audio recorder. Additional analysis of the digital files found within the camera and dozens of audio files is underway.

      Weather conditions remain sunny and clear, and additional searching of the lighthouse grounds is currently underway.

      
        Sgt. Carl Blevins

        Badge 3B71925

      

    

  


  
    
      
        PSCYHOLOGICAL EVALUATION

      

      

      
        FILE #173449-C-34

        DATE: July 20, 2017

        ENLISTED PSYCHIATRIST: Bruce Adachi, M.D.

      

      

      The audio and video footage presented to me by the Harper’s Cove Police Department is to remain within their custody following the completion of my analysis.

      The subject, as he shall hence be known, exhibits a variety of identifiable symptoms. Hallucinations are common in the evidence. The subject seems to experience auditory (hearing a child singing), visual (the wrecked wooden ship), gustatory (tasting salt in the water), and tactile hallucinations (being touched, bitten). The subject even seems to experience a temporal hallucination, in which his perception of time becomes significantly skewed.

      Furthermore, it is evident that the subject experiences a multitude of delusions, primarily persecutory in nature. Often he can be identified as feeling as if he is being pursued or hunted by some impossible entity.

      In addition, one can also look to his disorganized speech and behavior. On numerous occasions the subject speaks in gibberish and other times he speaks without any logical thought flow patterns, typical traits of disorganized speech.

      In regards to his behavior, there are a multitude of strikingly unusual occurrences, including what seems to be the subject’s subconscious assumption of the identity belonging to a Mr. Joseph O’Leary, as well as that of his deceased father.

      To further add to the subject’s psychological profile, his memory seems notably impaired, often unable to recall what he has done just hours earlier (such as when he scales the stairs several times in the middle of the night and has no recollection of it the following morning).

      While the presence of what seems to be an additional personality is concerning, the subject has no record of any relevant disorder. He has employed a consistent therapist for the past decade, whom I am currently in contact with; however, their conversations primarily revolved around frequent bouts of depression, with no mention of any of the symptoms present in this evidence.

      My professional opinion is that the subject suffers from a form of dissociative disorder (schizophrenia). The subject’s disorder either went criminally undiagnosed, or (what I believe to be more likely) was so mild that it went unnoticed until something related to his recent isolation triggered it to become much more severe. The symptoms present and in conjunction with one another most definitely suggest dissociative disorder (schizophrenia) as the cause of the subject’s behavior, however, without the subject present and alive, no conclusive diagnosis can be made.

      This case is, and shall remain, ambiguous.

      

      
        From the Office of Bruce Adachi, M.D.
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        Excerpted from the September 10, 2017, Sunday edition of the Baltimore Sun:

      

      

      
        BESTSELLING AUTHOR’S MYSTERIOUS DISAPPERANCE REMAINS UNSOLVED

      

      

      Despite a puzzling lack of new evidence, Harper’s Cove Nova Scotia police detectives still consider bestselling author Thomas Livingston’s bizarre disappearance an active and ongoing investigation.

      Livingston was last seen on July 11, 2017 when he was granted entry to the infamous Widow’s Point Lighthouse for a three-night exploration of the paranormal. When the lighthouse’s owner, Roland Parker, returned on the morning of July 14 to escort Livingston off the premises, he discovered that the author was missing.

      Livingston left behind all of his belongings, as well as a series of disturbing video and audio recordings, which have led some medical professionals to claim that Livingston was suffering from an unusual case of schizophrenia.

      “We really don’t know any more than we did a couple months ago,” said Harper’s Cove Detective Paul Fry. “It’s been a long and frustrating process for all of us, but we aren’t giving up. We will keep searching for answers.”

      Lighthouse owner Roland Parker declined comment for this article, but the author’s ex-wife, Audrey Livingston, has been very outspoken when it comes to her husband. “Thomas was a troubled man,” she said. “He was suffering from severe mental and financial pressures, which he refused to seek help for. He was desperate for a hit, which is the only reason he went to Nova Scotia and that blasted lighthouse.”

      The Widow’s Point Lighthouse, located at the northeastern tip of Nova Scotia, was originally built in 1838 and has been the scene of dozens of mysterious deaths and unexplained disappearances over the past two centuries…

    

  


  
    
      
        Excerpted from the October 31, 2017 Reddit Ask Me Anything (AMA) with famed ghost hunter, Rob Elliott:

      

      

      TrkorTrt69: What is your opinion of the popular “Thomas Livingston was suffering from schizophrenia” school of thought?

      

      RobtheGhostHunter: It’s a bunch of shit, that’s my opinion. I’ve heard the audiotapes. To propose that Livingston was responsible for all those voices—his deceased father, Joseph O’Leary, the little girls’ singing—is preposterous. Typical closed-minded pseudo-academic thinking.

      Let me ask you this: if the whole thing was nothing more than a text-book schizophrenic episode, where is Thomas Livingston? How did he manage to disappear from a locked lighthouse?

      

      Hippiechick: Top or bottom? Which do you prefer?

      

      RobtheGhostHunter: Well, Hippiechick, I prefer it any way I can get it. How bout you?

      

      SpookyMulder1: What about the marijuana the cops found in Livingston’s backpack?

      

      RobtheGhostHunter: What about it? The guy liked to smoke a little weed once in awhile. So do I. The police tested it. It was mid-level shit and clean. He wasn’t hallucinating, he wasn’t having a bad trip. Hell, we don’t even know if he smoked any of it.

      

      JumpingJFlash: What do YOU think happened to Livingston?

      

      RobtheGhostHunter: I think Widow’s Point swallowed him whole. I think he’s still there in the lighthouse—with the rest of them.

      

      Deadmanwalking33: Are you still considering spending the night in Widow’s Point?

      

      RobtheGhostHunter: If I can get permission and do it legally, absolutely. As I’ve discussed elsewhere, I’ve been in talks with Ronald Parker for some time now. He’s not an easy dude to deal with, but I think we’re making progress.

      

      King13Kong: String cheese…bite it or peel it?

      RobtheGhostHunter: Chomp that shit like a hungry gator. And now I’m hungry. Thanks, Kong, thanks a lot.

      

      WVrednecksrule: Is it true that you might write a book about Livingston’s experience in Widow’s Point? Based on his notes and the tapes?

      

      RobtheGhostHunter: I can’t really comment on that at this time. Lawyers in fancy suits, ya know. More news soon.

      

      Moldymulder: What about the Delaney Collins diary? If it existed, why didn’t the police find it?

      

      RobtheGhostHunter: That’s assuming the police are telling the truth, right? Why haven’t they released the test results taken on the blood found on Livingston’s sleeping bag? Or the blood on the walls, for that matter? Why haven’t they released all of the videotapes? There’s a lot more to this story than meets the eye.

      

      Camelotfilms: With all that has happened in the Widow’s Point Lighthouse, why would you want to go there? Why risk your life?

      

      RobtheGhostHunter: Because it’s what I do. I’m an explorer, a seeker. Great discoveries are rarely achieved without great risk.
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