
 

 
John hunkered down for the night. The winds ferocity increased into an unrelenting din. Hailstones 
pummeled across the western face of the slate roof. It became so unsettling that he cracked the door open 
peering into the maelstrom. The crashing surf tempted him to witness it all from the lighthouse turret. 

He grabbed his flashlight and opened the heavy door on the cottages east side. The turbulence practically 
ripped it from his hands. Debris flew everywhere as he inched his way along the damp stone walls of the 
cottage. He was drenched in the few feet he had run to the tower, closing the heavy door behind him. 
  
Ignoring his arthritic knee he climbed the sheer staircase only pausing at the levels with windows. Little 
could be seen through the downpour. Upon reaching the top the lightning increased in intensity. 
Unremitting cracks of thunder followed in the wake of continuous flashes. It lit up the few tortured trees 
on the island as they strained against the hurricane winds. He peered out to the lake and swore he saw a 
small sailboat struggling in the distance.  

An explosive flash and roar delivered him to his knees, his eardrums nearly punctured from the volume 
and pressure of a direct hit on the tower. What saved him was the lightning rod that carried the deadly 
current through a thick copper cable dispersing it into the ground far below. 

Disoriented he raised his head to a frightening silhouette on the other side of the glass enclosure. A dark 
figure stood on the walkway, its black eyes reflecting the white forks dancing in that hellish sky. John 
knew it was Merrick, a flash revealed an evil smile as the figure raised an arm, pointing to the south, 
towards the mystery building. What the hell, John thought, this has to be a nightmare? 

Another bolt lit up the sky and the figure disappeared. John walked the entire circumference peering 
through the windows, but no one was there. He stepped out into the fierce wind, gripping the railing and 
looking down to see if the spectre had fallen. There was no crumpled body on the stone below. He looked 
back to the lake, there was no boat in sight. So, the grim keeper has made an appearance, he thought, at 
least in my imagination. 

John slowly staggered down the steep stairs. His tortured inner ear testing his hearing and equilibrium. He 
gripped the railings fully expecting to walk into another cloud of freezing air as he had weeks before. It 



didn’t happen and he stumbled back into the cottage shaking off the rain and sitting at the old table. He 
poured himself a tepid coffee from his thermos. 

Despite being alone he shouted above the din. “Okay William, if you are indeed the murderer my long-
dead partner was referring to you, you can leave me now. I've had enough of your supernatural bullshit.” 

But as John recovered from his ordeal he had to ask himself. Was William the murderer, or was that vision 
trying to tell him something else? The entity had pointed south towards the old stone building. Was there 
something John had missed in his investigation. 

The rain had subsided, as had the ringing in his ears, yet the wind continued to build. He felt compelled 
to step back outside. He stood at the edge of the old garden suddenly the wind dropped to nothing. All fell 
silent, all but the crashing waves. He gazed westward and could see the crashing froth of a mountainous 
surf as it assaulted the island whose protective boulders and stone kept the lake at bay. 

He felt icy fingers grip his right hand but could see no one. and then another stronger grip took his left. 
They tugged, pulling him in the direction of the waves. He acquiesced, despite being terrified, the detective 
instincts kicked in, he wanted to see where these spirits would lead him. It was along the path to the west 
side of the island. He stumbled through the dark until he and his escorts stood at the water’s edge. The 
building fury of the surf crashed and thundered into the huge boulders and driftwood scattered along the 
shoreline.  

Abruptly his captors released him and carried on into the pounding surf. He stared in wonder as the two 
figures suddenly took shape when stepping into the water. The spray clung to the invisible cloak of the 
spirits creating a semi-transparent outline of a man, and a woman.  

They turned to face John and the man picked her up. She went limp in his arms. Like a rag doll her limbs 
hung lifeless, one leg twisted grotesquely, arms dangling. The man then turned and began walking back 
towards John. When the pair was just a feet away a lightning burst illuminated their water shrouded 
figures. Close enough for John to see the crushed forehead of the young woman. He knew without a doubt 
that this was Lou and Rebecca, this is what had happened on that fateful night. 

Without warning an invisible cloud of cold passed through and around him. It charged in the direction of 
the ghostly pair. The water once again giving shape to the apparition of a figure wielding what looked like 
a walking staff. It swung the weapon through the pair  and all three dissipated in a burst of spray, showering 
John with electrically charged particles that felt hot on his skin, stinging his eyes. He fell to his knees 
washing his face with the surf to relieve the burning.  

John staggered back to the cottage, shivering more from his experience than the elements. He was 
convinced it was Lou struggling in from the maelstrom with Rebecca’s lifeless body in his arms. So 
William had not murdered Rebecca. But John also believed the frigid entity that had passed through him 
and assaulted the pair was William Merrick’s ghost. 

How in God’s name can I put this in my report? They’ll suspect I’m in cahoots with that ad-man David 
Riley, creating stories of ghosts to boost tourism. 
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