
Episode 3

7 / Lighthouse

Nehemiah drove down from the house in silence. He kept trying to

think of something to say to Cody about his grandfatherʼs death. But

none of the words he could think of seemed like the right words. So

he concentrated on the narrow curving road — which was more of a

trail — that led down to the lighthouse.

Most of the trail was hemmed in on both sides by elm trees. At each

gap in the trees, the ocean could be seen growing closer and closer.

The choppy waters of the Atlantic sent row upon row of whitecaps in

a futile assault against the shoreline, trying to beat back the land.

The trail turned to gravel underneath the Hummerʼs wheels.

Nehemiah pulled up on the north side of the lighthouse where a

small shed  had been built. He thought the shed was likely the home

of the lighthouse keeper — perhaps one of his ancestors — on stormy

nights in years gone by. Now, run down and weary looking, it leaned

into the sturdily-built stone lighthouse.

From the front seat, Cody craned his neck to see the top of the

lighthouse. The base of the structure and several feet up was made of

stone. Nehemiah guessed the lantern room at the top was about two

hundred feet from the ground.

As they got out, Nehemiah wondered what he would possibly do with

an old book — if he found it. Even if it could lead to him finding the

document known as the Correction, what good would it be? He

would still have to locate twelve other people — who may or may not

want to cooperate. And who knew where they were or even if they

knew anything about their familyʼs history. Despite Eliʼs faith,

Nehemiah thought it was far more likely for someone to forget an old

family story about a historical document no matter how amazing that

story might be. He sighed. He would keep his promise to his father.

He would go to the lighthouse, find the book, put it somewhere safe,

and put this whole matter about the correction behind him. That was

the least he could do.

“Come on,” he said.

Cody ran ahead to the lighthouse while Nehemiah looked in the trunk

of his Hummer for some gear. All he came up with was a rappelling

cord and a flashlight. He took the flashlight. The rappelling cord was

useless, unless he planned to climb up the side of the lighthouse.

“Itʼs locked,” Cody said as he stood with his hand against the wooden

door.

Nehemiah examined the lock. It was a rusty padlock that looked like

it hadnʼt been used in ages. It would probably be futile to try looking

for the key. “Watch out,” he said. He rammed the old wooden door

with his foot. It shattered on impact, splintering into several pieces

and raising a cloud of dust and snow. A row of black-capped

chickadees perched on the side of the lighthouse chirruped loudly,

protesting the ruckus. They flew away.

Nehemiah flicked on the flashlight as he stepped into the dim interior

of the lighthouse. The winter sunlight that came in from the lantern

room was aided by several narrow windows. A spiral staircase

stretched from the ground level and disappeared somewhere two

hundred feet up near the entrance to the lantern room. A glance

down, and Nehemiah could see that the floor was dusty. It looked like

no one had stepped foot inside the place in years.

“Where would a book be hidden in a lighthouse?” Cody asked mostly

to himself.

“Depends on whether or not they were actually trying to hide it,”

Nehemiah said. He swung the flashlight right and le  examining

everything on the ground level. “Doesnʼt look like thereʼs a place to

hide something in here.”

“We should check at the top,” Cody said heading for the staircase.

“No, we should check the house,” said Nehemiah.

“You mean the little shed?”

“Yeah. If someone actually lived here for a while, they would most

likely hide something there.”

“But thereʼs no door to the shed,” Cody said.

“There has to be a door,” said Nehemiah. He led the way back outside

and they trudged around to the wooden structure. Sure enough, the

three sides of the wooden shed were without an entrance.

“See,” said Cody, as Nehemiah examined the fourth side of the

structure which was attached to — not just leaning against — the

lighthouse wall.

“Well, we know what that means,” said Nehemiah. “The door is on

the inside — a hidden door.”

Back inside, Nehemiah examined the stone interior. “Look for a line

that runs straight across multiple stones,” he said. A er a few minutes

of painstaking searching, he located a set of stones that were

di erent from the rest. They were cleaner and brighter — indicating

that they had been placed in more recently compared to the rest of

the structure. “Found it,” said Nehemiah. “Now we have to look for a

trigger.”

“A trigger?” said Cody.

“Yes. Something that moves this block of stone,” said Nehemiah. He

scrutinized the wall. A thin line ran down from the three-foot square

block of stone embedded in the wall and into the floor. Nehemiah

crawled along the floor following the line.

“Here,” he said, placing his hand on a single small stone brick in the

floor. “This one is just like those on the wall. You wonʼt notice it if

youʼre not looking for it. And you canʼt step on it by accident either.”

“Canʼt step on it?” asked Cody.

“Yeah, like this,” said Nehemiah. He took the flashlight and jammed it

down on the square block. It clicked and moved downward by half an

inch.

“Look at the wall!” said Cody excitedly.

8 / Hole in the Wall

The block of recently laid stones slowly moved aside, grinding as it

went, spilling flecks of dirt, dust, and grime onto the lighthouse floor.

Nehemiah walked over and shone the light into the cavity. “Itʼs a

tunnel,” he said. “And I guess you come out in the shed on the other

end. Looks pretty safe, but itʼs too small for me to get in.”

“Iʼll do it,” said Cody grabbing the flashlight and placing his head and

shoulders in the tunnel.

“Be careful,” Nehemiah warned. “Go slow, and tell me if you see

anything. Look for a book.”

“What if there are hundreds of books, Dad?”

“Looks like you have your work cut out for you, then,” Nehemiah

chuckled.

Cody crawled deeper into the tunnel until Nehemiah could only see

the strange shadows caused by the flashlight. “See anything yet?”

“Just dirt…and more dirt,” Cody called. And then a short time later he

announced, “Iʼm at the end.”

Nehemiah heard something that sounded like Codyʼs shoes hitting a

wooden floor. “Okay, what do you see now?” he called out.

“Itʼs an empty room with a wooden table and some cabinets.”

“Okay, check the cabinets,” said Nehemiah. He heard a sound like a

table being dragged across a floor, and then Cody sneezing from the

dust.

Cody climbed on the table and checked the cabinets, got down,

dragged the table again, climbed back on, sneezed, and checked

some more cabinets. “Itʼs like that book I read, 100 Cabinets, Dad,” he

called as he jumped down o  the table to drag it again. “There are a

lot of cabinets.”

“Oh,” said Nehemiah. Some minutes went by, then he heard scu ling

and Cody dragging the table again. “Anything?” he called

“Nothing, and Iʼm done with the cabinets,” Cody said.

Nehemiah was silent.

Suddenly, he heard Cody saying, “Hey…wait a minute.” More table

dragging, more scu ling noises. “What are you doing now?”

Nehemiah asked.

“Thereʼs a hole in the ground underneath where the table was,” Cody

called. He seemed to be moving things. Nehemiah was finding it hard

to wait.

Suddenly, he could see the beam from the flashlight bouncing as

Cody came back to the tunnel. “I got it,” he said. “I got it.” He climbed

back into the tunnel and kept talking. “Whoever hid it was smart,

Dad. It was like sleight of hand — ʻlook at my le  hand while I trick

you with my right.ʼ You see, all those cabinets were so obvious.

Everybody hides things in cabinets. But this was hidden in a chest

buried under the table.”

“Come on out, Cody,” Nehemiah said. “Where did you learn all that

stu  about sleight of hand?”

“In another book.”

More sounds of scu ling, and then the beam of the flashlight

bounced into view again. “I got it,” said Cody. Itʼs not a book, though.

Itʼs a box.”

“Maybe a book is in it,” said Nehemiah.

Cody shoved a dust-covered wooden box out of the tunnel. It was

about nine inches long, two inches thick, and six inches across.

Nehemiah grabbed it and started to brush the dust o , as Cody

climbed out of the hole in the wall showering the floor with ancient

dust and dirt that clung to his jacket.

Nehemiah froze as he heard the familiar click of a handgun being

cocked a few feet away.

“Uh…, Dad,” Cody said slowly.

“Donʼt move, Cody,” Nehemiah whispered. He carefully put the box

down on the stone ground and slowly turned around, still crouched,

and keeping his hands in plain view to face their surprise guest.

The doctor who had been taking care of the now dead Eli stood in the

lighthouse doorway, a gun in his hand, a smug expression on his face.

He pointed the gun at Nehemiah. “Give me the book.”

Nehemiah stalled. “How nice of you to meet us here, Doctor,” he said.

Inside, he was furious at himself for not taking the hints.

“Just give me the book and this meeting wonʼt take long,” the doctor

said. He took a step inside the lighthouse door.

“The book doesnʼt belong to you,” Nehemiah said.

The doctor pointed the gun at Cody. “The book or the boy,” he said.

Nehemiahʼs heart burned in his chest. But he didnʼt dare move to

seize the gun from his belt.

Cody stepped toward the box, keeping a wary eye on the gun. He

nudged the box across the floor to the gunman.

“Cody, donʼt,” Nehemiah hissed. He hated being checkmated like this

— backed into a corner between a book, a gun barrel, and a boyʼs life.

“Give it to me now,” the doctor demanded again.

Cody hesitated. “Dad, heʼs gonna kill us.” The boyʼs voice had

dropped to a whisper.

Nehemiah slowly rose from his crouched position. The doctor jerked

the gun back towards him. “You, stay on your knees.”

“No,” Nehemiah said, careful not to make any sudden moves. He was

on eye level with the doctor now. “What makes you think I have the

book?” he said.

A flicker of doubt crossed the doctorʼs face. He glanced at the box on

the ground by Codyʼs foot.

Good, thought Nehemiah. The idea was to get the doctor to drop his

guard, just for a second — enough time for him to reach around, grab

his gun, and fire a shot. But not yet. He had to be careful. He didnʼt

want anything to happen to Cody in the crossfire.

“I heard what your father told you,” the doctor said. “The book is in

the lighthouse.”

So, he placed a bug in the ceiling, Nehemiah thought remembering

how strangely the doctor had acted just before he le . “But we donʼt

have a book here, do we?” he said. “All we have is…this empty box.”

He kicked the box gently, hoping that it sounded hollow.

The doctor looked down at the box and then glanced over his

shoulder out the door. The snow was beginning to come down again.

9 / Battle

Someone must be waiting on him, thought Nehemiah.

The doctor raised his gun again and pointed it at Nehemiah. “Then

where is the book?” he said.

“I have no more of an idea than you do,” said Nehemiah calmly.

The doctor looked at the tunnel and took a step forward. “You found

the tunnel. Go get the book.” He motioned toward the dark entrance

with his free hand.

An idea began to form in Nehemiahʼs head. “Cody, get in the tunnel,”

he said calmly.

Cody looked at him.

“Do it,” said Nehemiah.

“Tell him to get the book,” the doctor said.

“Go and look for the book,” Nehemiah said. “Donʼt come out till I call

you.”

Cody nodded and picked up the flashlight on the ground. He looked

at his dad and at the gunman standing by the door, and then

scrambled back into the tunnel.

Before Nehemiah could make his next move, a blur of movement

behind the gunman caught his attention. He didnʼt waste time trying

to figure out what it was. He ducked and seized his gun from his belt.

He expected the gunman to fire, so he didnʼt stay still. He rolled

across the cold, hard earth and popped back up on his knees, his gun

at the ready.

He wasnʼt sure if he should be surprised at what he saw.

Melanie stood in the doorway, a handgun in one hand and her other

arm wrapped around the doctorʼs neck in a vice-grip. Her eyes shone

like blue fire. “I knew he was up to no good,” she said.

Nehemiah breathed a sigh of relief. “Cody, you can come out now,” he

called.

Taking the handcu s out of his back pocket, he pinned the doctor to

the ground and cu ed his wrists.

“You canʼt arrest me. You have no jurisdiction here, O icer Dunn,” the

doctor spat.

How does he know my name? Nehemiah thought. Who is this guy? A

dozen questions spun through Nehemiahʼs mind. He heaved the

doctor up and shoved him against the wall.

Cody climbed out of the tunnel.

“We canʼt stay here,” said Melanie. “We need to go now.”

“I know,” said Nehemiah. “A er I get some answers from him.” He

turned his attention to the doctor. “Who are you working for?” he

demanded.

“Donʼt waste your time. Iʼm not telling you anything,” the doctor said.

He didnʼt seem at all flustered at being captured. A smug smile

crossed his lips.

“What else did you learn from Eli?” Nehemiah persisted.

“Obviously some things about this whole a air that you donʼt know

— and that I wonʼt tell you.”

“We need to go,” Melanie urged. “Take him with you if you want.”

Just then, they heard sounds — wheels in the snow, doors slamming.

“Too late,” said the doctor.

“Dad — ” Cody said stepping toward the entrance.

“Get back!” Nehemiah shouted.

Leaving the doctor lying on the ground, Nehemiah sprinted away

from the entrance. Melanie was close on his heels. As they passed the

door, he glimpsed at least four figures, dressed in black and wearing

ski masks approaching the lighthouse. They had guns.

Cody grabbed the box o  the floor.

Nehemiah looked around frantically for some place to hide, some

place where they could barricade themselves. They couldnʼt all

squeeze in the tunnel.

“The stairs,” shouted Melanie. “Go up the stairs!”

Cody dashed for the stone staircase that curved around the inside of

the lighthouse. Nehemiah wasnʼt sure that this was a good idea. They

would be exposed to bullets from below. But, at least theyʼd have a

good vantage point.

Just as his foot touched the first step, the black-clad gunmen burst

through the entrance.

“Freeze!” one of them shouted.

Cody stopped and looked. Melanie kept going. Nehemiah kept going.

“Go,” hissed Melanie.

Cody looked up. It was a long way to the top.

Nehemiah looked down. Three of the gunmen had their rifles at the

ready — AR-15s, Nehemiah could tell by looking at them. His and

Melanieʼs hand guns would be no match. One of the gunmen had

helped the doctor to his feet. The man who had spoken stood by the

entrance with his AR-15 pointed at Nehemiah.

“All we want is the book,” the doctor shouted, as one of his cohorts

helped him stand. “Give us the book and you go free. If not, you die.”

“No,” shouted Nehemiah. “Not till you tell us who you are and what

you want with it!” Under his breath he added to Melanie, “Keep

moving to the top.” He took another step up the staircase.

“Donʼt be foolish, Nehemiah,” the doctor said. “Youʼre outnumbered

and trapped.”

“Youʼre not getting the book,” Nehemiah said with finality.

Suddenly, a burst of gunfire sent a hail of bullets towards Nehemiah,

Melanie, and Cody. The bullets cracked and whizzed through the air,

ricocheting o  the stone walls of the lighthouse.

Cody screamed. Melanie ducked and fired back. Nehemiah didnʼt

flinch. These were warning shots. The gunmen didnʼt want blood and

neither did he.

When the gunfire stopped, the doctor called out, “Boy, drop that box

down here!”

Cody looked at Nehemiah who shook his head no.

“Just throw it down and save your life, and your daddyʼs life!”

“No!” Cody shouted back. He clutched the box tighter.

“Set the box down, Cody,” Nehemiah said.

Cody slowly set the box down on the step he was standing on.

“Now, go to the top.”

Cody turned and started climbing the staircase again.

“Cover him,” Nehemiah whispered to Melanie. “Iʼll get the box.”

Melanie stepped over the box and hastily followed Cody up the

staircase, keeping her handgun trained on the gunmen below.

Nehemiah waited as long as he could. Then he followed, snatching up

the box with one hand. And hurrying up the steps sideways with his

back to the wall, his gun pointed at the ground level.

The doctor who had been standing at the entrance made a motion

with his hand, and suddenly, the four other masked men charged the

staircase.

“Run!” shouted Nehemiah.

The loud crack of gunfire ripped through the dry, stale air of the

lighthouse. Bullets slammed into the stone walls, missing Nehemiah,

Melanie, and Cody by a hairʼs breadth. These werenʼt warning shots.

Nehemiah and Melanie paused their ascent to return fire — ducking

and stumbling on the stairs.

They were almost to the top when the air began to vibrate.

“Earthquake!” shouted Cody from the top where he was trying to

open the door to the lantern room.

Very bad timing, thought Nehemiah.

Continue reading next part 
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