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Chapter 1 

The Storm, September 4th, 1921 

 

The storm sprung up from nowhere, whipping the Atlantic into a frenzy and 

throwing the Darling Jane about like an angry child.  The six man crew had lowered the 

sails and the anchor to try and ride the storm out.  But in the sheets of driving rain and 

howling winds, a rogue wave had slammed the small deck.  Beneath the pounding water 

the anchor had been torn away, taking the stanchion and part of the deck with it. 

Jeremiah LaFell rushed out with Captain Tom Koch, hammering pieces of canvas 

into place to keep the water out.  Below deck the automatic bilge pumps had died, and 

the other four men were working the manuals vigorously. 

Their lives depended on the pumps. 

Their lives depended on the canvas. 

Death rode the waves waiting for the opportunity to claim them all. 

A spar was shattered as a wall of water crashed down and smashed into Jeremiah’s 

back.  The man collapsed onto the deck, and Tom grabbed him by the back of his oilskin 

and dragged him to the cabin door.  Tom gasped for breath as another wave swept 

across the deck and tried to rip Jeremiah from his hand. 

Tom kept his grip though managing to get both of them back to the relative safety of 

the inside of the boat.  

He kicked the door closed, let go of Jeremiah and set the latch.  Tom heard the 

steady, high-pitched whine of the pumps as he stripped off his and then Jeremiah’s 

jacket.  The young man’s face was deathly pale, his lips blue.  A groan slipped out of 

Jeremiah’s mouth as Tom dragged him to his bunk.   



With a grunt, Tom managed to get him onto the thick wool blankets and rolled him 

on his side.  Tom lifted the back of Jeremiah’s cable-knit sweater and looked at the 

bruise already forming in a thick, diagonal line across his back.  Tom leaned forward, 

put his ear against Jeremiah’s cold flesh and listened. 

The heartbeat was strong.  The man’s ribs were more than likely broken, but the 

heartbeat was strong. 

Tom let out a sigh of relief, lowered Jeremiah’s sweater and returned his attention to 

the Darling Jane. 

Holding onto whatever he could Tom made his way down to the hold.  In the 

flickering light of a single hurricane lamp, the Stanley brothers worked one pump while 

Edward and Jack worked the other.  In spite of the chill in the hold, the men had 

stripped down to pants and boots.  Their torsos and arms glistened with sweat and bilge 

water.  Expressions full of grim determination sat like masks upon their faces, hair 

plastered to their heads. 

“How goes it?” Tom called out. 

“It goes, Tom,” said Charles, the eldest of the Stanley brothers.   

No one looked at him. 

Tom stared hard at the men, and then he said, “Frederick.” 

Frederick Stanley looked at him briefly, a hint of terror flitting across his face.  

“Tom?” 

“Take a spell with Jeremiah,” Tom said, climbing down into the hold and gently 

moving the young man aside.  “Spar came down across his back.  Keep an eye on him.” 

“Alright, Tom,” Frederick said.   

Tom took hold of the pump handle and started working. 



Soon his fisherman’s arms were burning, his lungs screaming for oxygen.  Most of 

Tom’s thirty years had been spent working boats along the coast of Maine with the brief 

exception of four years in France and Belgium fighting the Germans as a volunteer with 

the Canadians. 

But never had Tom felt death upon him more than when he stood true at the bilge 

pump. 

The wind raised its voice, the sound drowning out Tom’s own thoughts and up 

above, the sound of splintered wood breaking free.  Was it the jib boom, or worse, part 

of the main mast. But there was something not quite right in the tone of the breaking 

wood.  It had sounded almost like gunfire, and for an instant he was back in the 

trenches, and the mud of France. 

A moment later Jeremiah and Frederick appeared at the hold.  Both of the men 

looked dazed. But when they saw the bilge pumps they shook their heads and climbed 

down.  Jeremiah nodded to Charles, who tiredly stepped aside.  Frederick did the same 

to Jack, but the old sailor merely shook his head.   

Jack’s grin that had significantly fewer teeth than he had started his adult life with 

and he said, “Not me, Charlie.  Look to Edward.  I’ve a spell I can do as yet.” 

Edward stumbled away as Frederick took his place. 

“You staying true, Tom?” Jack asked with a laugh. 

“Of course,” Tom said, grinning through the pain.  “We always have, haven’t we, 

Jack?” 

“True as true north, Tom.  True as true north.” 

Charles and Edward sat roughly on the edge of the hold.  Their arms hung limply 

down, and Tom could see blisters had broken open on their palms. 



Blisters are a small price if we make it out of this storm, Tom thought.  He could 

feel the same forming on his own hands, and he tried to ignore them. 

He spared a glance at Jeremiah, and he was surprised at how quickly the young man 

worked the pump.   

Perhaps the fear is masking the pain, Tom thought. 

Charles stood up, said something to Edward, who nodded, and then the elder Stanley 

slipped back into the quarters.  Edward dropped his chin to his chest.  A moment later 

Charles reappeared, his face ashen as he looked at his brother, then to Jeremiah, and 

finally to Tom. 

“Tom,” Charles said in a hoarse voice. 

“Aye?” Tom managed. 

“Could you step back to the galley for a moment?”   

The look in Charles’ eyes and the pinched expression on his face told Tom the man 

was fighting back panic. 

“Sure enough.  Edward?” 

Edward nodded, stood up with difficulty and took over for Tom. 

Charles stepped aside to let Tom go past. 

The wind continued its mad howl beyond the shivering ship, and the two men 

walked unsteadily. 

“What is it, Charles?” Tom asked. 

Charles shook his head and pointed towards the bunks. 

In the dim light Tom squinted, and then he staggered back, not from the motion of 

the ship, but out of sheer horror. 

Jeremiah lay dead in his bunk, a single bullet hole in his temple. 



Frederick was on the floor, Tom’s own pistol in the young man’s hand.  Most of the 

back of his head was gone, sprayed across the table where they’d eaten so many meals 

together. 

“Who’s at the pumps, Captain?” Charles asked in a low whisper.  “Who is at the 

damned pumps?” 

Tom opened his mouth to answer, but a wave smashed in the cabin door and 

silenced him.  As his legs went out from under him and the Darling Jane started her 

death roll, Tom repeated Charles’ question. 

Who is at the damned pumps? 

  



Chapter 2 

Ashore 

 

Tom awoke to the sensation of someone shaking him and it took him a brief moment 

to realize his body was shivering violently. 

Daylight, he thought as he forced himself into a sitting position.   

He was on a beach. A look around the long, dark sand showed him scattered parts of 

his ship.  As Tom surveyed the beach, he realized he was alone. 

His crew was missing. 

And what of the dead?  Fear ripped through him and brought his cold driven shakes 

to a stop for the briefest of moments.  The memory of Jeremiah and Frederick’s corpses, 

the realization that both of the dead men had been manning the pumps when the 

Darling Jane had been knocked asunder, put a hitch in his breath. 

With a groan, he forced himself to his feet.  Shivering, he turned around, his clothes 

like ice against his flesh.  He looked out upon flat sand walled in by rolling dunes and 

pale grass.  A small white house stood on a slight crest.  The boards were freshly painted, 

the single window set in the center of the house.  Dark green trim framed out the glass 

and the corners of the house.  The roof was slate and smoke curled out of the brick 

chimney. 

Warmth.  A fire, thank God, Tom thought.  He staggered forward, legs barely 

responding.  His teeth chattered violently, and he made his way painfully up to the 

house.  He followed a narrow path through the grass which wound its way around the 

left of the house.  As he turned the corner, he saw a child looking at him in surprise. 



The door to the house was open, a woman standing there.  She wore a long black 

dress with a shawl of dark red wrapped around her shoulders.  She was a beautiful 

woman, her face strong and the look on her face mirrored the child’s surprise. 

“Sarah,” the woman said.  “Come inside, child.” 

The girl nodded once.  Her large, blue eyes remained locked on Tom even as she 

slipped around the woman. 

“You’re from the wreck?” the woman asked. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” Tom said.  He clutched his arms to his stomach. 

“Come in, then,” she said as she stepped aside.  “Some of your crew have made it 

here as well.” 

It took a moment for her words to make any sort of impact, and he was already in the 

house when they did. 

Tom came to a stop.  Tears of joy filled his eyes as he looked upon Charles, Jack, and 

Edward.  The men were wrapped in old blankets, mugs in their hands and they were 

turned part way to look at him.  They smiled broadly as they sat on the floor near the 

fire. 

“Sarah, a blanket for the Captain,” the woman said.  “Captain, your clothes.  They’re 

soaking wet, and your boots have half the beach’s sand on them.” 

“I’m sorry,” Tom managed to murmur.  The woman came over and helped him 

remove his clothing.  Then she wrapped the quilt around him and led him to the others.  

She kept a gentle, but firm hand on his arm.  Jack reached up, as did Charles, and Tom 

sat between them.  Edward leaned forward, took a stave out of the wooden box and put 

it in the hearth. 

Sarah appeared with a large clay mug hot to the touch and filled with spiced rum. 



“Thank you, child,” Tom whispered.  He took a long, painful sip, but the warmth of 

the drink and the liquor spread out through his belly.  Tom looked at the woman who 

had come to stand by the fire, pushing the embers under the fresh wood with a poker.  

“May I know your name?” 

“Kathleen,” the woman said.  “Kathleen Sullivan.” 

“Thank you, Kathleen,” Tom said.  “Thank you so much.” 

“You’re welcome,” Kathleen said with a smile.  “Now warm up, Captain.  Sarah and I 

must away for a bit.  I’d like to see you warm and refreshed upon my return.  Here in my 

home you are under my care.  Rest easy.” 

Tom nodded and took another drink.  The fire warmed his cold flesh, and he closed 

his eyes as he listened to the logs snap and crack as they burned in the hearth. 

  



Chapter 3 

The Darling Jane 

 

“How are you feeling, Tom?” Jack asked. 

“Cold,” Tom answered.  “Cold and tired.” 

“Too long in the water,” Edward said in a knowingly. 

“But we’re mighty glad you’re here,” Jack said.  “We were worried you were lost.” 

“I must have washed up after the three of you,” Tom said.  He looked in his mug and 

saw he was nearly done with the rum.  He decided to make what was left, last.  “I don’t 

even know how I got out of the Darling Jane.” 

“Well,” Jack said, “I can tell you I got out when the main hatch snapped off, and the 

Atlantic rushed in.” 

Edward nodded his agreement.  “Aye, Tom.  Both Jack and I managed to make it out 

through it.” 

“Same with me,” Charles said.  “When the storm took the cabin door off of the hinges 

I made it out.  I suspect the water carried you out, luckily.” 

“Yes,” Tom said.  He took a small sip, savoring the rum.  A memory flashed through 

his mind, and he straightened up.  “What about Frederick and Jeremiah?” 

“What about them?” Jack asked after a minute. 

“They were dead, but at the pumps,” Tom managed to say.  He looked at his 

crewmen. 

Charles shook his head.  “No, Tom.  We left Jack and Edward at the pumps alone and 

went to check on my brother and Jeremiah.  It looked as though Frederick went mad in 

the storm and shot Jeremiah and himself.” 



“But I remember them at the pumps,” Tom insisted.  He turned his attention to Jack.  

“You and Edward were at the pumps, but Jeremiah and Frederick both came in.” 

“No, Tom,” Jack said in a low and calm voice.  “The last time Jeremiah was at the 

pumps was just before the two of you went up to patch the hole in the deck, after the 

anchor and stanchion were carried away.” 

Tom’s head started to hurt, and he closed his eyes.  “But I remember it.  I remember 

it clearly.” 

“Too long in the water, Tom,” Edward said.  “It’s happened before, you know it as 

well as I.” 

Tom opened his mouth to answer, but then he closed it. 

Edward was right, of course.  Strange things happened when you were too long in the 

water, especially when it was as cold as the Atlantic.  Stories were told of men, and by 

men, who had half drowned and seen the gates of Heaven or the gates of Hell.  Loved 

ones, both living and dead, had been in the water with them.  Others had been able to 

remember their entire lives from the moment they took their first breath to the last whiff 

of tobacco before the ship had gone down or they had been swept overboard. 

Stranger things have happened, Tom thought. 

He sighed and then he took another sip.  

“Charles,” Tom asked, “how long have you been here?” 

Charles flashed a look at Jack and Jack let out a laugh. 

“We don’t know for sure, Tom,” Jack said with a broad grin.  “It feels like years, but 

I’m sure it’s been only a few hours since the ship went down.” 

  



Chapter 4 

Awake in the House 

 

Tom sat alone as his crewmen slept peacefully on the floor in front of the fireplace.  

Still naked beneath the quilt, he made his way cautiously to the hearth to add another 

log onto the embers.  He stoked the fire for a moment with the poker. 

Tom paused and held the tool up.  It’s brass.  Curious. 

Tom shook his head and put it back.  He turned around and stepped carefully over 

Jack.  The weathered old sailor snored, and Charles coughed.  Edward alone remained 

silent as he slept. 

Tom smiled at the men, still pleased they were alive. 

But I lost Jeremiah and Frederick, Tom thought.  Homicide and suicide. 

He frowned as he bent over and picked his mug up from the floor.  Kathleen and the 

girl were still out.  No clock hung on the walls, and Tom felt as if time stood still around 

him. 

He walked to the small sink, placed the mug on the counter beside it and looked out 

the window. 

The beach was surprisingly bare, the remains of the Darling Jane gone. 

Tom shook his head.  He hadn’t heard anyone, and he certainly hadn’t heard any 

horses.  No one could have just carried it away.  Not without help.  I would have heard. 

He turned away from the window with a frown.  He pulled the blanket  tighter 

around him as he walked to the window on the door’s left.  The tall grass swayed in a 

light wind, and Tom caught sight of a pair of men standing a short distance away.   

They stared at the house. 



Tom squinted to get a better look at them. 

“Sweet Mary Mother of God!” he shouted as he stumbled back. 

Jack was on his feet in an instant, and Charles and Edward followed closely.  Jack 

caught hold of Tom and turned him around. 

“What is it, Tom?” Jack asked as Charles and Edward stepped to the window.  

“What’s wrong?” 

“Jeremiah,” Tom said in a whisper.  He tried to turn around, but Jack kept a firm 

grip on his shoulders.  “I saw Jeremiah and Frederick.  They’re in the dunes.” 

  



Chapter 5 

Can it be True? 

 

“I know I saw them!” Tom snapped. 

He sat on a chair with a fresh mug of hot, spiced rum. 

The other men stood around him.  The fire cracked, the sound suddenly harsh and 

obscene to Tom’s ears although he didn’t know why. 

When he had finally turned to look out of the window again, Jeremiah and Frederick 

had been gone. 

Or rather never there according to the three other men. 

“Tom,” Jack said. 

Tom glared at him.  “Don’t give me any lip, Jack.  I know what I saw.” 

“They’re dead,” Jack continued.  “How could you have seen dead men?” 

“How did I see them on the Darling Jane?”  Tom replied.  “I don’t know, but I did.  

And so did you, Charles.” 

Charles Stanley returned Tom’s look.  “Captain, my brother and Jeremiah were dead 

before she went down.” 

Tom seethed and clutched the hot mug in his hands. 

The door to the house opened, and Kathleen and Sarah walked in.  A set of twin boys, 

looking wet and bedraggled followed them in.  The boys were young, perhaps four or 

five.  The clothes they wore were curious, much like the clothes Tom had worn as a boy. 

Kathleen closed the door as Sarah led the boys to the hearth.  Charles stepped aside 

and smiled down at the children as they passed. 

“Is everything well?” Kathleen asked.  She looked from Jack to Tom. 



Tom shook his head.  “No, Ma’am.  I saw two of my men out there in the dunes, but 

Jack here is sure I didn’t.” 

“Jack?” she said. 

“Ma’am,” Jack said with a nod.  “My Captain is upset.  Before our ship sank...well, 

two of the crew were already dead.” 

“They were dead,” Tom said, “but they were still manning the bilge pumps.” 

“Are you feeling well, Captain?” Kathleen asked.  Her voice was sincere, concern 

evident on her face.   

“No,” Tom snapped.  “I appreciate you taking us in, Ma’am, but I am not feeling well.  

I saw two of my crew dead, but alive.  I lost my ship and nearly my life.  I don’t know 

where I am, or even what time it is.  Hell, I don’t even have any clothes on!” 

“Please, Captain,” Kathleen said in a calm voice, “please.  There are children in the 

room.” 

Tom flushed with embarrassment as he saw the eyes of the children on him. 

He cleared his throat.  “I’m sorry, children.  Please forgive me.” 

The children nodded. 

“Come, Captain,” Kathleen said.  “My home is small, but come over to the kitchen 

and perhaps we can speak in lower tones?” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” Tom said. 

“We’ll help with the children, Ma’am,” Charles said. 

“Thank you, Charles,” Kathleen said with a smile.  “Captain?” 

Tom followed her the short distance to the small sink, and he noticed for the first 

time a length of rope hanging from left to right.  Tucked up and away on the right was a 

long piece of light blue fabric with hooks.   



Kathleen untied a small ribbon and drew the homemade curtain along the line. 

Tom and the woman stood separated from the others. 

She turned and faced him.  Her eyes, Tom saw, were a deep green. 

“Over the years, Captain,” she said, “there have been many who have come into my 

home.  They’ve lost their way or merely come in from a storm.  Some of them have been 

quite mad and needed help.  Others have simply accepted the warmth and 

companionship I offer.  Which one are you?” 

Tom blinked and shook his head.  “What do you mean, Ma’am?” 

“It is a simple and honest question,” Kathleen replied.  “Are you mad and in need of 

help, or will you accept the companionship to be found here?” 

“The companionship,” Tom answered.  He felt confused and looked out of the 

window over the sink. 

“What?” he murmured. 

The sky was dark.  Not the darkness of night but rather the chilling dark of a storm. 

The waves smashed into the beach and scattered foam up onto the thick snow. 

Tom shook his head. 

“What is it, Tom?” Kathleen asked. 

“When did it snow?” he asked.  He turned to look at her.  “When did it snow?” 

The wind howled around the house and rattled its timbers. 

“I don’t know,” Kathleen said, and Tom could hear the honesty in her voice.  “I don’t 

pay any attention to the weather, anymore.” 

“What?” Tom asked.  It was one of the stupidest statements he had ever heard.  It 

was a city folk statement, not one to be heard from a woman who lived on the coast. 

“The weather means nothing to me,” she said. 



“But the ocean?” Tom said.  “What if it surges?  What will you do?” 

“Do?” she asked.  “I will do nothing, Captain.  The waves won’t touch this house.  

They never have and they never will.” 

“You can’t know what the ocean will do,” Tom said, suddenly angry.  “How can 

you?!” 

“I do.  You may call it faith, if you like, Captain.  For me it is fact.  I have no faith.” 

Tom shook his head.  His thoughts raced, and he couldn’t keep track of them.  He 

had a question but lost it.  Something important. 

Lightning flashed outside, and Tom looked. 

A curiously dressed man stood on the beach. 

“Oh,” Kathleen said, “the poor dear.  You will excuse me, Captain?” 

Tom nodded.  He kept his eyes on the man.  Again the sky lit up with electricity and 

Tom could see the man was old, perhaps in his sixties.   

Tom heard the door close.  Charles said something Tom didn’t quite catch and the 

little boys laughed. 

Still Tom looked out the window and watched as Kathleen appeared.  She walked 

through the wind and the snow.  The curious winter lightning danced across the waves 

to give an otherworldly aura to the enraged Atlantic. 

Tom’s heart missed a beat. 

He could see the wind whipping the waves. 

Yet neither Kathleen’s hair nor her clothes moved. 

Nor did the man’s long jacket. 

As the woman reached the man and extended her hand, two figures rounded a dune 

and approached her. 



Frederick and Jeremiah. 

Jeremiah said something and Kathleen shook her head as she gestured towards the 

house. 

Frederick pointed at Tom and spoke. 

Kathleen turned, saw Tom and after a moment she nodded. 

In horror, Tom watched his dead crewmen advance upon the house. 

  



Chapter 6 

A Talk 

 

Tom shook uncontrollably. 

He sat once more before the hearth, his back to the flames and the quilt wrapped 

around him protectively. 

Sarah and the two boys as well as Charles and Edward, and Jeremiah and Frederick 

were on the other side of the curtain by the sink.  Occasionally the children laughed 

while Jeremiah sang a bit of doggerel to them.  The other men were silent. 

Tom faced Kathleen and Jack. 

Besides Tom, the newcomer sat wrapped in a worn, woolen blanket.   The old man 

sat still, his face composed as he sipped from a clay mug identical to Tom’s own. 

“My name is Kathleen,” Kathleen said.  “And you both, much like the rest of us here, 

are dead.” 

Tom’ shaking increased and he found he could no longer hold his mug. 

Jack leaned forward and took it deftly before Tom’s traitorous hands could spill the 

drink. 

The newcomer cleared his throat.  “Dead?” 

“Yes.” 

“I don’t…” the man shook his head.  “I don’t remember dying.  The last thing I can 

remember was taking a walk on the beach -.” 

“Few of us remember the dying, Michael,” Kathleen said. 

“How do you know my name?” he asked her. 



“This beach is mine,” she answered.  “I know all who die near it.  I have been here a 

terribly, terribly long time.” 

“And so you knew I was a Captain,” Tom said.  “I didn’t tell you.  I thought perhaps 

my men had.” 

“No, Tom,” Jack said. 

“Why didn’t you tell me I was dead?” Tom said.  Anger rushed through him.  “Jack?  

Why didn’t you tell me I was dead?” 

“I wouldn’t let him,” Kathleen said.  She put a hand out on Jack’s shoulder.  “You 

were lost for a long time, Tom.” 

Tom frowned.  “What do you mean?” 

“When the Darling Jane went down, Tom,” Jack said, “we all drowned.  When we 

awoke on the beach, it wasn’t just me and Edward and Charles, but it was Frederick and 

Jeremiah too.  While Edward and I weren’t sure as to what was going on, well, Charles 

was.  He remembered seeing his brother and Jeremiah dead, so it didn’t take long for us 

to figure out we were dead too.” 

“I saw them all when Sarah and I had finished our walk,” Kathleen said.  “We usually 

walk the Coast Road when a death is coming.  I can feel them, but I’m never sure as to 

where the dead will be.” 

“We all walked the beach and the Coast Road when Kathleen found us,” Jack said.  

“You weren’t with us, Tom, and Kathleen knew you were dead somewhere.  You were 

lost.  Every day we went out and looked for you, but you never arrived.” 

Tom shook his head.  “I washed up with parts of the Darling Jane.  I saw them.” 

“Another wreck, I’m afraid,” Kathleen said.  “And long after you and yours were lost 

at sea, Tom.” 



“How long?” Tom asked. 

“A long time, Captain,” Jack answered. 

“When did you die?” Joseph asked. 

“We died in 1921,” Jack said. 

Tom closed his eyes as the world swam around him. 

“This is a fever dream, isn’t it?” Tom asked.  Stars exploded against his eyelids.  “I’m 

sick with a fever from being in the water too long.  I’ll open my eyes and be in a bed 

somewhere.  I’ll be in bed back home.  Yes.  I’m home with a fever.  The weather was too 

bad to take the Darling Jane out.” 

“Are you mad?” Kathleen asked in a sharp voice. 

His eyes snapped open. 

“Are you mad?” she demanded.  “If you are, you have no place here with us.  I’ve 

three children to watch over now, and I’ll not have you frightening them with queer 

ideas and a bad temper.  Do you understand me?” 

Tom nodded, not quite sure what else to do. 

“Excellent,” she said. 

“The boys,” Tom asked in a low voice.  “The clothes they’re wearing.” 

“Yes,” Kathleen said.  “They died before you, Captain, and I have been searching for 

them ever since.  They were playing with their parents on the beach, and when their 

parents looked away, well, the boys thought it would be great fun to get their stockings 

wet.” 

“Riptide,” Michael said in a low voice.  The man shook his head and looked at 

Kathleen.   



“I don’t believe it,” Tom said.  “How can I believe it?  What about Heaven?  What 

about Hell?” 

“What about them, Captain?” Kathleen asked.  Her voice grew cold. 

“Aren’t we supposed to go to one or the other?” he asked. 

“Captain,” she said slowly, “I have been here for three hundred and forty-one years.” 

Tom shook his head.  “You’re lying.” 

“Oh Tom,” Jack said with a moan. 

“Lying?” Kathleen asked.  “Does this look like I am lying, Captain?” 

Suddenly her face transformed. 

The skin was flayed back, and the bone revealed.  Teeth shattered and blood poured 

from wounds deep and terrible.  Her clothes were torn and the flesh rent.  Her hair was 

a tangled mess, and the crown of her scalp was gone.  A rough circle cut out. 

Tom, who had seen a great many terrible things while on the battle lines of the Great 

War, turned and vomited seawater and rum onto the wooden floor.  He wiped his mouth 

with the back of his hand before he straightened up. 

Kathleen looked whole and well once more. 

“When the Abenaki raided up into Wells my husband was working the fields.  I had 

come here with my sister-in-law to look for shells in the shallows.  My daughter loved 

shells.  The Abenaki found us and stole away my sister-in-law, for she was much 

younger than myself.  I was too old,” Kathleen said grimly, “and resisted far too much.  

The Indians scalped me alive and left me here to die.  Which I did.” 

Tom said nothing as he listened to her and tasted bile in his mouth. 

“I know what it is like to be alone, Tom,” she said.  Her tone softened.  “I do not wish 

for you to be alone.  If you cannot understand you are dead, however, I will not allow 



you to remain in my home.  You have a choice, and it is a plain choice.  Will you live 

among us in good fellowship, or will you live alone in the bitter cold beyond these 

walls?” 

“This place isn’t real,” Tom said, standing up uncertainly.  His legs sought to betray 

him.  “This place isn’t real.  I am sick.  I am sick.  A fever consumes me.” 

Tom stumbled to the door and Kathleen took a step towards him. 

“Back!” he snarled.  “Back!  I know not what you are.  Dream or demon.  You will not 

trap me here.  I shall not remain in this place.  You seek to draw me away, to my death.” 

“Tom,” she said in a low voice.  “You cannot go out there.” 

“Do not attempt to stop me,” Tom spat.  “I will go and awaken.  Outside of this house 

is sanity.  Within it, destruction.  Madness.  Lunacy.” 

He looked around at the phantoms.  Shadows created by his mind. 

They must be from my imagination.  They cannot be real.  Cannot possibly be real. 

Tom took hold of the doorknob, twisted it and rushed out into darkness.  He could 

see nothing as rain struck his face and he plunged deeper into the dunes. 

*  *  * 
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