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IN 1912 THIS LEVEL OPERATED AS THE MAIN CREWROOM

IN 1912 THIS LEVEL OPERATED AS THE BOILERROOM

IN 1912 THIS LEVEL OPERATED AS THE STOREROOM

IN 1912 THIS LEVEL OPERATED AS THE KEEPERS QUARTERS
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Above: Tonker Travers 

Left: The Ribos in dry dock

Below: Pully's on deck

The Ribos passed Fetch Rock

on the night of April 12th, 1912.

The ships captain, Tonker

Travers, made haste to Trewarthan 

to raise the alarm, after 

noticing that the lighthouse

lamp was not lit.

Bright Spark – Timothy Pike.

Chapter One – With A Little Flair.

The treacherous waters had smashed relentlessly against the ragged coastline since the beginning of time.  I stood still gazing out from the land, salt sea air whiffled  through my greying beard, stinging my eyes and adding a staccato undercurrent to my brooding thoughts.

Where was she?  She should back by now.  Nothing could have gone wrong.  She’d done the same run a thousand times.  It had been a clear night, a moderate breeze, no moon, no hint that anyone was aware of our little venture.  Where was she?  I hate this waiting.  It makes my stomach churn.  I could feel the acid indigestion rising in my throat.  Nothing could have gone wrong, she’d be there waiting for me as always.  I set off down the path.

It was that time of year again. The shifting sandbanks could be seen clearly on the horizon, lit briefly by dazzlingly bright shafts of sunlight piercing through a rapidly greying sky.  The dirty grey clouds thickening, presaging the onset of yet another storm.  We’re used to it, its part of our world, etched onto our collective souls.  Cornishmen have the sea in their blood and we men of Trewarthen more than most.  We love it and we hate it all in one go.  A paradox?  A fact of life.  They say we came from the sea, some of us have never left it.  Our lives were intertwined, we would be nothing without it.  All these thoughts roiled through my mind as I picked my way towards The Fisherman’s Arms.  The lager’s lousy but they have a fine selection of local ales.  I could do with one right now.

And there she was.  Meredith Tawny, sitting at the bar, chatting unconcernedly with Simon Preeve, the burly barman.  Her hair still showed hints of its original red gold.  Slim and sinewy bundled in her rust coloured fisherman’s jersey.  Nerves of steel, the perfect partner in crime.  She looked up and caught my eye.

“Another storm coming in.  You been here long?” I asked nonchalantly.

“Just got in.  Pint of bitter?” she guessed

“That’ll do nicely, thanks.  Shall we sit by the window?”

“Be right over.”  She turned back to Simon to order the drinks.

The room was full of smoke and grizzled fishermen, as usual for a Friday afternoon.  We’d get some tourists in later.  I sat in the window seat and watched her walk towards the table with a pint in each hand.

“When are you going to make an honest woman of me?” she quipped as she handed me the glass.  We went through this conversation every now and then, and she knew my lines as well as hers.  

“You only have to ask.  What about next week then?” I picked up my cue.

“Can’t, got a job on.” her standard reply

“Over Polperro way?” sly dig from me

“Don’t be like that.  Everything’s done.  No problems.” she came to the point abruptly

“You know how I worry. I can’t have my favourite redhead detained at Her Majesty’s Pleasure!” 

“Yes well, we’ve got no worries there.  What with Liz over at the Bridgehouse keeping her ear to the ground and Malcolm at the station to keep us clear.  None of the locals is going to shop us.  Its worked well so far.” she wheedled.

Its true, we’d got this far without a hint of trouble.  

Our little venture had started off as a dare and been so successful it seemed silly to stop, despite the dangers involved.  We were providing a local service after all.  Besides it was a chance to thumb our collective Cornish noses at our much despised overlords at Whitehall.  We’d had to let a few people in on it though.  It was too big for just the two of us.  Liz had been an obvious choice, really.  What she didn’t know about the goings-on of every man, woman and child as far as Dorchester wasn’t worth knowing.  Although she could gossip for England, she was icily close-mouthed when it came to something that involved her.  Malcolm, as Meredith’s brother, had always managed to worm every secret from her since she’d been a toddler.  Just our luck that he was also the smiling face of the local constabulary, with a reputation for honesty that was almost legendary in local circles.  His acquiescence was more to do with keeping an eye over his headstrong sister than being averse to making an extra bob or two.  Which of course, being such a pillar of the community, he would never consider.

But, you can’t start something like this in such a small community and keep it under your hat forever.  We’d begun to notice little whispers, sidelong glances and the occasional conspiratorial wink thrown our way.  It made me itch.  I’m a born worrier.  Meredith just laughed it off, as usual.  What they don’t know they can’t grieve over she’d say and was adept at sidestepping any questions she wasn’t good and ready to answer.  Not that anyone had asked outright.  That wasn’t how it was done round here. They’d skirt around something in a diminishing spiral of innuendo, hush-voiced with expectancy. Of course I’d blush guiltily and look to her for support as usual.

Corbin secret notes:

Paper. Would you believe it. Wait, scrub that. Paper and pen!! It's the only way to keep my notes secret. I don’t trust some of the crew. As terrible as that sounds, I have to trust my gut instincts. 

Things have got strange since we "lost" the Malakai probe. Some, including Tracey Heath herself, hold me responsible. They have listened to the launch log, and the converse between me and the probe, but still see my instructions as inadequate. Well, there's little I can do about that. As "Project Manager" I have sole access to the main system (and the only key), and I'm not letting anyone near it till the full investigation is over. I refuse to be held responsible for the loss of 10 million pounds worth of hardware. Hadden Industries are baying for blood. That probe showed dangerous signs of independence before loss of contact… what shut down The Keeper safeguards? What was the unknown matter it encountered? I feel devastated forMalakai I spent many months training and programming the little guy, and really miss him. The weeks of supporting him through the simulations haunt my thoughts, I wonder what dead end of space he is trapped in….

I guess my close relationship to the probe comes from my security clearance. I’m the only one who knows the initiation sequence, as well as Malakai himself of course! But with no power and back up he’s alone out there. If he had made the jump there was always the possibility that he could have used the Matter Manipulation Software to generate power from virtually anything. I shouldn’t think on these things, as he didn’t make it back. He vanished from the scanners and contact was lost almost immediately. I guess I should destroy the codes, and initiation sequence. No need for them now. So, straight down the toilet they go. 

Goodbye Malakai, I am sorry I failed you. 

Mitsuyo has been nosing around the base. I heard her talking to Maria about xi-lights. Now, what on earth does she need that for? She's up to something. More worrying (like we need it!) is Gerard Magnus. He's been really strange since he started work on that elevator. He was a fun guy before hand, where as now he's positively psychotic. I've sent an urgent message to the main depot, and can only await instruction from her majesty, Ms. Heath, when she gets round to giving a damn. 

I hate been stuck down here. With Malakai gone the isolation begins to worry me. 

It's Ivan's birthday tonight. I'll show my face, but get out of that crewroom as soon as possible. I've better things to do, like listen to some music, or browse through the new images of Myles and Morgan. If the bad stuff is going down tonight, I want NO part of it. 
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Third Edition

Page 1

Porthpean Porth byghan Little cove 

Porthtowan Porth towan Cove of the sand hill 

Portquin Porth gwyn White cove 

Portreath Porth treth Beach cove 

Portscatho Porth scathow Harbour of boats 

Praze-an-Beeble Pras an pobel Meadow of the people 

Redruth Res ruth Red ford 

Resoon Res gun Ford on the down 

Ridgeo Resyow Fords 

Rissick Res segh Dry ford 

Roseangrouse Res an grows Heath of the cross 

Rosemergy Ros mergh gy Heath by a stable 

Rosemorran Ros moran Heath of brambles 

Roskear Res ker Ford by a fort 

Roskruge Ros cruk Heath with a barrow 

Rosudgeon Ros ojyon Heath of oxen 

Ruanlanihorne Ruan lan ? Monastic close of St. Ruan 

St Just Lanuste Settlement of Uste 

St. Dennis Dynas Fort  

St. Ewe Lanewe Settlement of Ewe 

Stennack Sten Tin bearing ground
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Tehidy Teghyjy Place of retreat 

Tolven Tol men Hole in a stone 

Tredinnick Tre redenek Bracken farm 

Trefrink, Trink Tre Frynk Frenchman’s farm 

Tregarrick Tre carrek Farm by a rock 

Trelowarren Tre lewern Home of foxes 

Tregear Tre ker Farm by a fort 

Tregoose Tre cos Farm by a wood 

Tremellin, Trevellin Tre melyn Farm by a mill 

Tremenheere Tre menhyr Farm by a longstone 

Trenalls Tre an als Farm on a cliff 

Trenance Tre nans Valley farm 

Trendrine Tre an dreyn Farm of the thorns 

Treneere Tre an yer Farm of the hens 

Trengove Tre an gof Farm of the smith 

Trengwainton Tre an Gwaynten Farm of the Spring 

Trenoweth Tre noweth New farm 

Trerice Tre res Farm by a ford 

Trevean Tre byghan Small farm 

Trevear Tre mur Large farm 

Treneglos Tref eglos Churchtown 

Trewarveneth Tre war meneth Farm on a hill
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Trewoone Tre an un Farm on the down 

Tywardreath Ty war dreth House on a beach 

Tywarnhayle Ty war an hayl House on the estuary 

Vellandreath Mel an treth Mill on the beach 

Vellandruchia Melyn droghya Tucking mill 

Vellanoweth Mel noweth New mill 

Wheal Owles Whel als Cliff work 

Wheal Rose Whel ros Mine on the heath 

Zelah Seghen Dry place

A DOOR AJAR, AN UNTOUCHED MEAL AND AN OVER TOPPLED CHAIR....

The photographs you see on this info

board were taken in 1912, to be used

at the inquest into the disappearance 

of the lighthouse keepers. They are a

chilling reminder of that fateful night.

What clues do they offer us, while we

stand here, just next to the very room

where the three men ate their last meal? The famous poet, Wildred

Owen, captures the atmosphere perfectly, in his poem: The Ballad

of Flannan Isle, written following a similar disappearance in the

Isles of Scotland. Enjoy this extract....

Yet, as we crowded through the door,

We only saw a table, spread

For dinner, meat and cheese and bread;

But all untouched; and no-one there;

As though, when they sat down to eat,

Ere they could even taste,

Alarm had come; and they in haste

Had risen and left the bread and meat:

For at the table-head a chair

Lay tumbled on the floor.

We listened; but we only heard

The feeble cheeping of a bird

That starved upon its perch:

And, listening still, without a word,

We set about our hopeless search.

WILFRED GIBSON, 1901

DEMARION TO DRAKE:

To: Oliver Drake

From: Robert Demarion

Drake,

have you taken leave of your senses! What is going on? 

I know taking leadership of the lighthouse was a monumental task to commit yourself to, but you promised me communication should anything 'out of the ordinary' occur. It now appears that you have done no such thing. What the devil is happening in that lighthouse?

A local girl, Beatrice Agnew, has Spivey asking questions in The Fisherman’s Arms. There is further talk, amongst the townspeople, of phantoms and demons. The island has the strangest of histories, with the actual building of the tower plagued by accidents, mishaps and wild speculation. I was hoping those bizarre times were behind us, but it appears I was wrong. 

I dread a shadow has fallen across Fetch Rock, once more. It would not be the first such occurrence, and I fear not only for your sanity, but also the lives of those under your instruction

I would travel to the island myself, but such a visit would only add to the prurient gossip and tittle tattle that circulates around the town. So, I propose to send... how can I put this....a free agent. I have sent for assistance in the form of a young cartographer, by the name of Parker. He arrives in a weeks time. He sounds perfect for the job at hand, which I can only describe as "beyond the normal and rational". Trust me, my old friend, that help is on its way. Rest your troubled mind, and focus on the job at hand. 

I have taken great care not to alarm your wife, or children, about recent events, though I am unsure how long I can maintain my silence. 

Demarion

To: Oliver Drake

From: Robert Demarion

Drake,

Benjamin Parker arrives on the morrow. All is set, and in place. It worries me that I have not heard from you. Spivey and the Agnew girl make no secret of their enquiries, which does not help matters. I worry Parker will not assist us if he learns of the demons which stalk the staircases of Fetch Rock. What sane man would! I have kept secret the true purpose of his visit to Trewarthan. My hand must not be exposed in this event. My name and reputation would be ruined. My insistence upon the building of the lighthouse, even in the face of local opposition, would be recalled, and I fear reprisals from the townspeople. The inclusion of Spivey in this matter does not help at all. That dratted Agnew girl. Why must these girls always meddle in men’s affairs?!

No matter. I have high hopes for 'Parker'. I will bait his interest, and await for him to take the initiative. My plan is cunning, and my methods opaque. His fanciful artistic nature will lead him, and he shall deliver himself to my purpose. Rest assured, Oliver, help is very much at hand.

Demarion

DEO HISTORY:

D.E.O.S. / Deep Exploration Of Space

About D.E.O.S:

Founded by Professor Tracey Heath in 2034, following the perfection of Transmat technology by the Cambridge Institute of Matter Transmission, the global organisation goes from strength to strength. Based upon theories of dark matter manipulation and the stability of anti-matter creation, Heath presented a possible Transmat  scenario to the global science community as early as 2024. With funding from various sources, including generous backing from Hadden Industries, Heath was able to build her first Deep Space Probe in 2035. Named "Ophelia", the probe had it's first launch from the newly built facility at SE037, off the Cornish Coast. 

"Ophelia": The probe successfully dematerialised at 07:00 11/02/35. The probe was equipped with high-res scanning equipment, and particle examination software. After collecting essential, and useful, data the probe re-entered the Earth's atmosphere at 03:46 15/02/35. The mission was congratulated and Tracey Heath won the Nobel Prize of that year. A second probe went into production.

 "Byron": This probe was successfully launched at 19:00 04/03/56. Unlike "Ophelia", this new probe carried the first experimental version of the "Dark Matter Manipulation Software" since made famous by the third probe "Juan-Luiz". A basic AI (artificial intelligence) operating system was installed by Hadden Industries. 

"Juan-Luiz": Launched at 22:00 03/06/69, this third D.E.O.S probe carried a fully functioning version of the DMMS software. This enabled the probe to independently locate and manipulate the substance known as "Dark Matter". Sadly, a malfunction in the AI caused the probe to prematurely enter Earth's atmosphere on 06/06/69. Heath and Hadden Industries did not allow this minor failure to scupper the project, and set about designing the forth in the series: Malakai.

"Malakai": Following the failure of probe three, "Juan-Luiz", it was realised a far more advanced AI and Transmat system should be installed in this fourth probe in the series. The AI would have the power to self execute the matter transmission sequence, and effectively control it's own launch and directional pathfinding, using a highly advanced stellar recognition database. No ground control would be necessary to manipulate the probes movements in the outer atmosphere, and beyond into deep space. Malakai is also able to locate anomalies and undefined space matter independently of human instruction, thanks to the new AI software onboard. This effectively gives Malakai a "mind of its own", and allows the probe to make calculated decisions, and effect the nature of matter itself. Some pressure groups showed concern that giving a "machine" the power of matter manipulation was unethical and potentially dangerous. Never one to taunt the public, Heath installed a failsafe system known as "The Keeper". This stand-alone function is integral to Malakai's AI, and independently queries all decisions made by the probe. In the event of mission failure "The Keeper" software is able to override the main AI, and return the probe to the point, and time, of origin. 

Launched at >>> some text missing <<<  

Malakai will return to SE037 upon completion of its mission. 

Awaiting further information. 

Drakes Mad Journal:

April 14th 1912

Something troubles my sleep. Bad dreams in the night. A vision, the most alarming of visions, has been etched onto my memories. There was a plain reality to this dream that scared me. It were almost real. I can only describe it as a comet, a flaming, fiery comet that beamed across the sky. I saw Fetch Rock, but with no lighthouse. There were no buildings. But, I did see something here. The waters were not clear, they were covered with reeds. Thick reeds, which covered the sea is a green blanket. I've seen something similar before, in an etching. A small etching. It's here somewhere in the lighthouse. I must find it. 

April 16th 1912

My head aches. I have retired to bed. Pah! For the first time in my career, I have taken leave of my duties. I am ashamed. Thankfully, Robert is most understanding, and has taken it upon himself to run the house for the evening. Young James is a good boy, and did not make a fuss. This headache worries me, for I am never ill. A good sleep will aid my recovery. I must rest.

I was awoken by the dream. The same dream as before, but this time there was more. Much more. I heard a name. It was not familiar to me, and I dare not repeat it. The fire burns across the sky, as the comet plunges into the sea…. The water boils with rage, and hate. He is furious. He is alone, confused, and afraid. Like a lost child he is scared of the loss of guidance, and fears for his young mind. I feel for him, but know that he means no well for my soul. 

April 17th 1912

What rubbish I wrote last night. The darkening doorway and my sleeping mind are to blame. There is work to do. All this fanciful nonsense must stop. The men depend on me, and I must perform my duties. This journal will close now, never to be opened again.

April 20th 1912

Deep in the dark I dwell, they can not see me. They do not know of my plans. They are blind to the purpose. The fire burns within me, like a steady heartbeat of passion and rage. I need this feeling, so follow my dreams. They lead me to the dark place, deep in this lighthouse. All comes to he who waits. All comes to he who waits, and I wait for thee. Come to me, Parker. All is planned, this place waits for thee. My master is calling, and shall be obeyed. He needs you for his purpose. Deep down, down in the depths, I will wait for thee….

April 22th 1912

They are fools. They fear me. They should join me. Woolf by name, and Woolf by nature. I know he is watching me. Watching my every move. He scribbles notes to his woman, scribble, scribble, and whispers behind doors to Shaw. I know they are talking about me, speaking ill of my masters name. They must be taken, and broken, and washed away.  Take them from this place, and down to sea, wash them away, and we can be free.

April 25th 1912

All comes to he who waits  (repeat 5 times)

All numbers. Just numbers. Waiting for the numbers. 

April 26th 1912

Time is passing, the time is near. He is coming, from across the land. The map maker comes, and my master is pleased. He holds the key, and the means of salvation. My master must feed, then he shall be freed. The others will offer themselves, to me, and I shall provide the means of the feed. For Parker is coming, it is time for the final dark fall….. it is here.

April 28th 1912

All is planned, for tomorrow. I feel the energy flow through my veins. My crippled old body is renewed, changed, and powerful. I will hide in the dark place this night. They must not see me. All is planned, they will be broken. My master is waiting for the new energy, he needs it to feed. All birds, fish, reptiles of this island are his. He creates it all, and has influence far and wide. This island is his. His domain, and tomb. He should never have come here, and wants to return. First we have the feeding, then the changing. He likes the changing. Time to prepare. Time is short. The others do not know their fate, I shall deliver it with pleasure. 

April 29th 1912

Scheming. Treacherous men. They scribble, scribble, and curse. They seek help from the mainland. Too late for them. This light will dim, and fall into darkness. One final Dark Fall. Others will come, eventually. First, Map Man will be ours. He is close. So close! I can almost smell him, across the thin waters to town. I see him in his hut. Scribbling, scribbling. He too has the dream. The beautiful dream. Soon he will know. Soon he will see. Now I must go to the dark place. My final transformation is near. I shall be bright, and glorious, and serve my master. The others life must end. The energy is needed, the bridge to Parker must be built. His mind must be prepared. The task ahead is daunting. So much work, so much to prepare. I shall wait for Parker…. Here in the lighthouse…. I shall watch from the dark corners, and make my move when he is least aware…..

I see you Parker! 

Fetch Rock to Polly.

Dear Ms. White,

Thank you for your recent letter, which we found most interesting. 

As you have probably heard, or read in the local newspapers, our funding is about to be withdrawn following recent incidents. Members of the press are basking in this opportunity to trash our reputation.

You appear to know some of the history of Fetch Rock, with particular interest in the legend surrounding 1912's event: 3 lighthouse keepers vanished without trace. Your theory, that you are James Wolfe's reincarnation is bizarre, and rather fanciful. I wouldn't normally take such things seriously, but we must appear to be doing something to locate the source of our misfortune. No doubt having a "ghost hunter" (as you call yourself) present will have the journalists rolling with laughter, but you may be our only hope.

Look, I will be as honest with you as I can, I do not believe in ghosts, goblins and ghouls, but the staff have many a strange tale to tell. Only yesterday our chief shop assistant was 'attacked' in the exhibition centre. He claims that a pile of newly printed leaflets flew across the room, and tore at his face. He has paper cuts across his cheeks to prove it. I attempted to imply it was a gust of wind from the gift shop upstairs, but he would hear nothing of it. You have your work cut out for you, Ms. White. 

So, I offer you a once in a lifetime opportunity. On the 29th of April a ferry will depart from Trewarthan, and bring you to the island. Ask for Thomas Spivey at the local pub, The Fisherman's Arms. He will instruct you further. Sleeping arrangements, for the previous evening, have already been booked. You are receiving special treatment. 

Upon arrival on the island, you may well find yourself utterly alone. The code for the gift shop locking mechanism is: 5582. 

Good luck, Ms. White, you will need it.

Catherine Riley

Project Manager

Fetch Rock Lighthouse & Cornish Heritage. 

FETCHROCK PAPER:

THE PLYMOUTH SHOUT

RESTORATION LIGHTHOUSE 

IS POTENTIAL DEATH TRAP

New public outcry faces the management team of Fetch Rock Lighthouse. The tourist attraction has hit new controversy following the indefinite closure of the site, following recent investigations into stealing, technical faults and compensation claims by the staff, following several occasions of unexplained injuries. 

The site was made famous by the television show "Restorational TV", which raised the 3 million pounds needed to get the project up and running. Using an effective blend of live broadcast and phone-ins, the show promoted the possible restoration of several sites across the British Isles. Some would now argue that the chosen site, Fetch Rock Lighthouse, was a doomed project from the start. Mrs. Joanne White, of Fowey, says "That old lighthouse was closed for a reason. Maybe a good reason. It has a bad history, and a worse future. No-one in Cornwall wanted to see it re-opened, but the Londoners liked the idea of a lighthouse to explore. It's no theme park, it's a death trap. It should be closed, and the money returned".

Catherine Riley, Project Manager and steadfast supporter of the Lighthouse, believes that a "dumbed down" attitude is invading the minds of the public, and too many are being influenced by superstitious notions. In a recent interview with myself she said "All this talk of ghosts and phantoms is utterly ridiculous. It's 2004, not 1604! I find it unbelievable that the general; populous would come to such fanciful conclusions. So, I propose once and for all, to disprove the existence of the Fetch Rock ghosts, by inviting a semi-famous paranormal investigator to hold a 'vigil' here on the night of the 29th of April. I am fully aware that this person, who will be named at a later date, will find nothing of interest, or out of the norm". 

"POLTERGEIST POLLY" TO 

SAVE LIGHTHOUSE 

EXCLUSIVE!!

The Plymouth Shout can exclusively reveal that Polly White (known as Poltergeist Polly) is the "semi-famous paranormal investigator" hired by the Managers of the Fetch Rock Lighthouse. White, 19, is best known for the well publicised but utterly futile investigation at Dowerton 2 years ago. Appearing on several news broadcasts, and on radio, she claimed to be able to prove the existence of ghosts. The expensive event failed to find any supernatural evidence, and White was left with a large bill to pay, and a regular sessions with her local psychiatrist. It is believed that Miss. White will be staying in Trewarthan, before making her way to the island on the 29th of April. Jenny Crabs, barmaid of The Fisherman’s Arms, was able to confirm this news, "yeah, that's right, that spooky ghost girl is due to book in 'ere for the night, and then go and do her ghost hunting stuff at the island". When asked whether she thought there was anything for Polly White to prove, Miss. Crabs said "Umm, dunno. I don't believe in all that creepy stuff, I'm too busy 'ere at the pub, and wiv my bloke to care about such things". 

Horror at Fetch Rock

Horror at Fetch Rock 

By Mathew Clark and Ivan Michaels
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Preface:

"...those three men with never be

found. The sea has claimed many lives,

but none more mysterious than

that of the Fetch Rock keepers....."

Robert Demarion, The Fetch Rock Inquest, 1912
On the night of April 29th, 1912, the faithful light at Fetch Rock Lighthouse was plunged into lethal darkness. Flamboyant, and pretentious, artist/cartographer Benjamin Parker slipped away from the harbour town of Trewarthan and made his way to Fetch Rock. That evening, both he and the lighthouse keepers vanished without trace. An inquest, held by local dignitary Robert Demarion, found that Parker was responsible for the murder of the keepers, and then committed suicide. His body was never found. 

This book explores an alternative theory, and other legends. 

-------------------------------------------------end page 7

The Lighthouse:

The Event:

Fetch Rock Lighthouse lies due south-east of the harbour town of Trewarthan. Built in 1890, the Lighthouse was manned (in 1912) by Principal Keeper Oliver Drake, First Assistant Robert Shaw and Second Assistant James Wolfe. Each had local connections to the town, and were well regarded and known to be sound of mind. 

Each evening the "keepers" would start the electric generator (newly installed) and go about their nightly duties. On the evening of April 29th, 1912, a think fog rolled in across the English Channel, and shrouded the sea in an icy cloak. The lighthouse would normally have been very active, with the fog horn sounding every few moments. This was not the case, that fateful April night. A passing ship, The Ribos, observed that the lighthouse was not lit, so the ships captain (Tonker Travers) raised the alarm in the harbour. 

The only vessel to have left the harbour that evening was a small rowing boat, manned by hired cartographer, Benjamin Parker. He was seen departing Trewarthan close to midnight, by local dignitary Robert Demarion. He is thought to have travelled to the lighthouse. 

A small party of fishermen, including Demarion himself, travelled to the island to find it deserted, and bleak. Upon investigation, the main entrance to the lighthouse was found unlocked, and open to the elements. The emergency wind generator, outside on the platform, was switched on, implying a recent power failure had taken place. Inside, they found the main electric generator running smoothly, and well stocked with fresh coal. The fact that the outside generator was switched to the 'on' position has so far remained a mystery. 

The men climbed the darkened stairs to the Crew Room, where they found an untouched meal, and an over toppled chair. A small, weak, caged bird chirped into the gloom, but no other sound was heard. Exploring further upwards, the Crew Bedroom (in which Shaw and Wolfe slept) was found to be disturbed, which implied someone had searched the draws and the keepers personal belongings. Venturing to the upper level, they discovered that the door to Drakes room (a usually very private space) was open, and also showed signs of molestation.  It would be most irregular for the principal keeper to leave his door unlocked, and his official papers in such a state. 

Demarion then climbed the final staircase to the lamp room. A dizziness swept over him, and he was forced to descend the stairs. The unpleasant sensation took several moments to pass. Other investigators also experienced the disorientating effect. Some theorists have suggested the mercury vapour (used in the lamp mechanism) may have leaked through to the lower floors, as it is known to cause such effects and even hallucinations.  This delayed the search, to such an extent, that the lamp room was not searched until the early hours of the morning. Was Benjamin Parker hiding in this room? Did he purposely leak mercury vapour into the lower floors? I believe that  fearing capture, and conviction, Parker threw himself from the lamp room. His body, and those of the keepers, was never found. The cliff to the north side of the lighthouse is very steep, and could not allow a body to snag or catch on the rocks…..

Benjamin Parker:

Benjamin Parker was born on the 7th of November 1883 to middle class parents in London. A childhood dream to be a painter was shattered when his authoritative father enrolled the young student to the London Academy of Cartography (map making). Finding the work both dull, and stifling, Parker becomes known for his avant-garde work and highly decorative maps. 

Upon graduation, the Academy dispatches our suspect to the furthest reaches of the British Isles, to map rocks around the Scottish coast. Many years of loneliness and self-doubt follow….

…until he is suddenly contacted by a Mr. Robert Demarion, of the Cornish harbour town of Trewarthan (pronounced Tray-war-fan). Parker got to work immediately, and began mapping the coastline to the best of his ability. On the night of the 29th of April, Parker leaves the town by rowing boat, and travels to the Fetch Rock Lighthouse. He is observed leaving by Robert Demarion.

Benjamin Parker was never seen again, by any living soul. He was found guilty of murder, and was disowned by his family. 

This version of events has stood for 90 years. Until now.

New Evidence: 
Some of Parker's sketches, and artistic ramblings, have recently been unearthed in a property once owned by Robert Demarion. Next to Reuban Cottage stood a 'lean-to' style shack, which was home to Parker during his brief stay in the town. The place was searched before the inquest, but no evidence or belongings were found. This was seen to be most puzzling at the time, and was suspicious enough to be used as evidence of Parker's crime. The thought being: that Parker had deliberately disposed of his travelling case and sketches, knowing he would not be returning. However, the case, sketches and journal have since been discovered, but not in the shack. Instead, they were found in Reuban Cottage itself! The local home of Robert Demarion. Some wild speculation that Demarion had purposely stolen the items has occasionally floated around in theory, but nothing solid could ever be proven. To research this book thoroughly, I have read the transcription of the inquest many times over, and find Demarions information both confusing and illogical. Why did he not ask Parker why he was leaving the harbour at such a time in the evening? Also, he all too quickly suggested that Parker was responsible for the disappearances, even though no direct evidence of interference is forthcoming. Perhaps Parker experienced the same horror as the keepers? This would explain his broken lamp at the foot of the spiral staircase, rather than imply that he used it as a weapon, which some absolute lunatics have suggested. 

This following chapter will explore my theory of what really happened to Benjamin Parker, based upon all the evidence available. Please keep an open mind. 

The Inquest:

Exerts of the original transcription are available here for the first time in the history of this mysterious event:

First extract:

The questioning of Harold Harten, the previous keeper of Fetch Rock Lighthouse, by Samuel Forgil.

Forgil: "Would you say that Drake was a man of sound mind and beliefs, Mr. Harten?"

Harten: "Oh, I would sir, without a doubt in heaven or hell. Drake was a fine man, a good husband, and a fine keeper. I trained him myself, you see, to the best of my abilities?"

Forgil: "How touching. Are you aware that both the other keepers, ummm, Shaw and Drake, had requested that Drake be temporarily monitored by the British Lighthouse Commission?"

Harten: "No, I wasn't aware of that".

Forgil: "Were you also "not aware" that Shaw had written to the mainland suggesting that Drake was not only unfit for service, but also a danger to both himself and the other crew…. not to mention the ships on those treacherous waters?".

Harten: "Like I said, sir, Drake was a fine man. If he had problems, then he should have sought help here in the town. I can not imagine him taking such risks. He knew the responsibilities, we all did. I just don’t understand it. If he was ill, in the head so to speak, then I never saw any sight nor sound of it."

Forgil: "Are you a qualified doctor, Mr. Harten?"

Harten: "You know I aint. You know that. Don’t ask me stupid questions".

Forgil: "Yes, my apologies are offered. Now, let us move on to the strange case of the disused storage area. I believe this was located in Drakes room itself, yes?"

Harten: "Yeah, that's right. It's inside the wall panelling, and can only be accessed via the wardrobe in his own private quarters. They used to be my quarters, you see."

Forgil: "Indeed. I understand the private store contains precious items… like spare lamp bulbs, expensive food stuffs, alcohol and so forth…?"

Harten: "Ere! Hang on a minute. There want no alcohol on that island. It aint allowed. Well… maybe a little drop of Brandy, for emergencies you know, but nothing stronger than that."

Forgil: "Stronger than Brandy! Oh, dear oh dear, Mr. Harten. Are you saying that lighthouse keepers consider hard liquor a soft option?"

Harten: "No, I aint. I'm just saying it was there for medical usage only. We have respect for our position. That's why that store was always kept locked, and beyond the eyes of temptation. Only Drake knew the combination. Till now. It had some food stuffs, but was mostly full of junk, like old pictures and maps.".

Forgil: "Very well, so how do you suggest that Benjamin Parker got hold of this secret combination?"

Harten: "I dunno. Maybe he tortured em, with hot coals or kitchen implements!!"

Forgil: "Now, now, Mr. Harten, let's not let our minds wither towards fantasy. It bores me. I am more interested in the actual combination. Do you know it?"

Harten: "I do".

Forgil: "Well, pray man, tell us. All this prittle prattle is beginning to grate on my nerves".

Harten: "Well, if you put it like that…. I do know the code. Drake told me, one stormy night in The Fishermans Arms. The wind was rattling at the window panes, and old Spivey was playing his fiddle. Drake whispered that he wanted me to know the code in case of emergencies, and such like. He was suspicious that someone was entering the lighthouse. He'd been hearing things, voices, footsteps, and children playing. Children! What was he thinking. I said he'd been spending too much time with the mermaids, but he wouldn't…."

Forgil: "The combination! Mr. Harten. Please, will you stop your endless waffle, and tell the inquest the blasted combination!! Now!"

Harten: "Oooh, alright, calm down, there's no need to get your knickers in a twist. It was his daughters birth year, combined with that of his son. You know, add 'em up like."

Forgil: "Thank you, Mr. Harten. You may leave the dock. Next witness!!"

Harten: "Oi, I aint finished. You don’t know the prefix. It's important, you know".

Forgil: "Really? It hardly makes any difference now, does it?"

Harten: "Well, I don’t know about you, sir, but I like to be thorough in my dealings. The prefix was the letter R. Can I go now?"

Forgil: "Please do".

Next witness enters the stand.

Forgil: "Ahh, Mrs. White. What a pleasure it is to see you. I was only chatting to your husband the other day, we were discussing the state of the harbour wall...

Mrs. White: "Oh, do shut up, you revolting little man. My time is precious, so could we please begin the questioning with the utmost haste. Your conversations are none of my business, nor do they interest me". 

Huge laughter erupts from the gallery, and Mr. Forgil asked for silence in the chamber.

End of Extract.

The above information interested me a great deal, while researching this book. There are obvious indications that the Principal Keeper, Oliver Drake, was suffering some kind of mental disorder, or as I prefer to call it "bonkers". He could also be responsible for the disappearance of both the keepers, and Parker himself. Yet, no one questioned this matter further. The above extract is all we have to show that he was even considered as a suspect. Obviously, the details about the combination are now utterly worthless, as the lock up of which they speak was removed shortly after the first world war. Whatever secrets it contained are lost into the mists of time. Which brings me onto the next extract….

James to Beatrice:

Oh Beatrice, my love,

This night brings new terrors.

The situation has become impossible, my mind can not cope with the horrors that assault my mind, and now my eyes. Drake is possessed by the devil himself. I have seen him change before my very eyes. One minute he was as normal as you and I, and then… well… he changed. He lit up, as if aflame with some unearthly light from hell itself. 

Oh, it did terrify me. I do not know what to think anymore. I thought his madness was due to an unclear mind, or some trauma, but now I believe there are demons at work. Am I going mad? Do my eyes lie to me? I am so afraid. I am so alone. 

Robert and I were in the crew room, sipping at our stew in a feeble attempt to provide some normality. We sat in silence, and thought upon Drake, moaning to himself from the bowels of the lighthouse. The moaning stopped, as suddenly as the fall of darkness on a November evening. All was still, cold and dark. Then we heard the footseps… coming up the lower stairs. There was something about the pace of those steps that made us shiver so. Robert and I did dart from the room with all haste, and made for the bedroom. Robert was faster than I was, he ran as if Lucifer himself were clawing at his back. I was not so quick, and turned to face Drake as if my mind were not my own. He was standing by the crewroom, the light from open doorway threw a ghostly hue over his grinning face. It was horrible to see. I stood transfixed for what seemed hours, I could not move. That's when it happened. Drakes face began to glow. Then his hands. Eventually all his being was a glow with a blinding white light…. I felt the brightness burning into my soul… it cried out for me to join it. Then I heard a word, a name even, which was unfamiliar to me…. Malakai. What could it mean?

I must have passed out, for the next thing I knew, Robert was slapping my face and calling my name. I was propped up in bed, and feeling most the worst for wear. A thoroughly wretched sensation. The main dresser was pushed up against the door, as a barricade. Robert must have acted fast. I feel I owe him my life. 

With time, my mind cleared, and Robert and I began to make our plans.  Spivey is due to make this weeks delivery in the morning. We will signal him from the window, and warn him of the danger. He can fetch help. He must help us. He may be our only hope in this….

….wait, I can hear the footsteps again. They are climbing the stairs. Oh lord. Oh my love. I fear he will gain access. That light. That blinding light. It is under the door…..

Malakai Launch Sequence

Launch sequence accepted.

Launching in 10, 9,8,7,6,5,4,3,1.

(human voice: 10,9,8,7,6,5,4,3,2,1)

Launch sequence executed. 

(human voice: Launch sequence executed)

Initiate TRANSMAT.

(human: Initiate transmat)

(human: Ok, it's all up to Malakai now. Fingers crossed people. Awaiting his confirmation)

Transmat successful. New location acquired. Co-ordinates accepted. Sending. 

(human: Yes! We have conformation people! Crack open that champagne.)

X / co-ordinates accepted

Y / co-ordinates accepted

Z / co-ordinates accepted

Awaiting D.E.O.S. confirmation.

(human voice: Confirmation agreed. Sending.)

Confirmation received. 

Awaiting instruction to switch Operating Systems. 

Keeper failsafe initialised. Keeper software activated. 

Keeper status sent. Awaiting D.E.O.S. conformation. 

(Human: We've got a request to activate The Keeper software, sending confirmation)

Status accepted. Switching to Malakai AI System.

Pending…..

Pending…..

Pending…..

Malakai AI System online. 

Running message awaiting acceptance. …

Acceptance received from D.E.O.S.

(Human: Go for it Malakai, we are looking forward to hearing from you buddy)

(Malakai voice: Hello D.E.O.S)

Hello D.E.O.S.

(Human: Good to hear you. The base is great to have you up and running and out there)

(Malakai voice: I am glad to be here Corbin)

I am glad to be here Corbin.

(human: I'm gonna leave you to it, for now. You have the instructions. Go find us some new Dark Matter, and send us a post card from deep space!)

(Malakai voice: Ready for secondary jump, D.E.O.S, activating)

Ready for secondary jump, D.E.O.S, activating

(human: See you soon, buddy, have fun!)

(Malakai voice: Switching to automatic mapping. Goodnight D.E.O.S)

Switching to automatic mapping. Goodnight D.E.O.S.

(human: Goodnight Malakai. Go drift amongst the stars….)

Running.

Running.

Running.

Initiate TRANSMAT. 

[some time passes]

New location acquired. Scanning. Data recorded. Default substance located. Scanning.

Running.

Running.

Running.

Initiate TRANSMAT. 

[some time passes]

New location acquired. Scanning. Data recorded. Default substance located. Scanning.

Running.

Running.

Running.

Initiate TRANSMAT. 

[some time passes]

New location acquired. Scanning. Data recorded. New substance located. Scanning.

Evaluation indicates unknown matter.

Please advise. 

Scanning.

Further evaluation indicates unstable material. Matter manipulation activated.

Running.

Running.

Running.

[screen flickers]

Matter manipulation running.

Running.

Running.

[screen flickers and dies]

Unknown event. Please advise. Keeper software malfunction. Please advise.

Waiting….

Waiting….

Keeper software at 97% capacity. Please advise.

[screen flickers… sound crackles…. Loud interference sound]

Keeper software at 30% capacity. Please advise.

(malakai voice: D.E.O.S. Please advise. Keeper Software at 16%)

D.E.O.S. Please advise. Keeper Software at 16%

(malakai voice: System resources dangerously low. Unknown matter has damaged Keeper software)

System resources dangerously low. Unknown matter has damaged Keeper software.

Waiting….

Waiting….

(malakai voice: Emergency return initiated. Checking location and return co-ordinates)

Emergency return initiated. Checking location and return co-ordinates.

D.E.O.S. Please advise. Keeper Software at 3%

3%

3%

2%

(human: Hey, Malakai! What's going on up there?! Initiate temporary shut down.)

(human: Malakai!!! Initiate temporary shut down. Now!!)

2% 

2%

1%

(human: Malakai!!! SHUT DOWN. NOW.)

1%

0%

(malakai voice: Order not accepted. Initiating return journey. Preparing to make TRANSMAT jump.)

Order not accepted. Initiating return journey. Preparing to make TRANSMAT jump.

(human: Malakai!!! This is a direct order. Shut down all systems. Do not make a TRANSMAT jump….. please)

(malakai voice: I. Am. Coming. Home)

I..Am. Coming. Home.

(human: Malakai!!! If your systems are damaged the jump could be a disaster. Shut down all systems. We will get you back. I promise. Now, please go to sleep)

[massive interference]

Initiate TRANSMAT.

Problem acquiring chronological confirmation. 

29/04/90 Accepted. 

29/04/90 Solar co-ordinates do not match.

Atmosphere changing.

29/04/90 Solar co-ordinates do not match.

DANGER 

DANGER

System unstable. Co-ordination malfunction. 

(malakai voice: As I was going up the stair, I met a man who wasn't there…..) [gets slower, and slower, and dies]

[static interference follows]

(human voice: oh, Malakai, what have you done. People, I think we lost the Malakai probe….)

Maria PDA

24/04/90 08:54

This place is falling to pieces. I know we are beginning to see improvements in the general structural work, but it is taking forever. The new shipments are due any day, and guess who has been given the oh so glamorous job of checking them. That's right. Me. Damn that Hart. It's his job, as DEOS base manager he should do jobs like that. But no. He dumps it on the new girl. 

I hate those compartments. They give me the creeps.

This job has got a hell of a lot worse since Corbin’s 10 million pound mishap 4 days ago. He lost the latest probe, and has been moping ever since. I guess he has good cause to worry.

27/04/90 13:54

Hey, it's Ivan's birthday in two days. Yay! Time to let our hair down. Thank the lord!

I hear there's more than just machine parts in those incoming containers. Wait for it! Booze and decent food is promised. I guess the DEOS corporation trusts us with this bog hole while under the influence of loads, and loads, and loads of intoxicating liquor. Oh well. I'm not complaining. Suddenly tomorrows job doesn't seem so bad. I'll get first peek at the content of those shipment crates. 

I hate crates. I hate counting, unpacking and shifting crates. But I love booze. So, I guess it isn't so bad. Oops, spoke too soon. Magnus, aka the Stalker, is drafted to do maintenance on the surface elevator. Lucky him. That elevator is as creaking as those corridors, so it's going to be a fun day on the 29th.  

28/04/90 17:23

Hey, seems I'm not the only one who finds Magnus creepy. Mitsuyo finds his constant staring "problematic". Problematic! That woman spends way too  much time with her pretentious books. 

Anyway, stuff the staring. He has taken to mumbling to himself now. What is this guy on? Whatever it is, he sure isn''t getting it from the meds room. How do I know? Duh, I had to check that invent too. Hmm, seems like little Maria is general dogs body now. I didn't get a first to spend my time counting boxes, stores and creates. What is it with crates? Everywhere I look, crates and crates and creates. They could at least paint them pink to cheer me up a little. 

29/04/90 18:07

There's a chill in these corridors. Yeah, yeah, it's dark, damp and rusted, but there's something else. Shifting shadows. Magnus, aka The Stalker, is working away on the elevator. He's humming a tune. 

Weird. He's gone. The elevator is still down here, but he's no where to be found. I've checked above the elevator, by climbing up through the service hatch. Nothing. No sign of him. I would climb the ladder to find him… but… umm… it's way too dark up there. Dark and depressing. I'm quitting for the day. 

Oh, hang on.… I think he's coming. 

What's he doing? A joke is a joke when someone laughs, but this isn't funny. Ok, big man, I'll pretend to keep working and see how long you can keep this up. There is nothing worse than dealing with some guy who thinks stalking people is sexy. It isn't. Full. Stop.

Matt Clark: The Exhibition

The Fetch Rock Restoration Fund is proud to present a series of paintings and sculpture by local artist Matt Clark. The exhibition is available to view in The Lamp Room of Fetch Rock Lighthouse.

About Matt Clark: The artist was born in the Cornish town of Looe, in 1978. Working in oils, watercolour and mixed media, Clark has exhibited as far a field as New York, London and Paris. This current exhibition is a celebration of the restoration work carried out in 2003/04 at Fetch Rock, and the famous mystery which surrounds the location.

As well as painting, Clark also specialises in lighting design. His talents have been used widely across the West End of London. For more information, please visit:

www.mattclark.co.uk
A few words from the artist: It was a huge delight to be approached by the TV’s Restoration Fund to produce artwork for this exhibition. I have looked closely into the history of the lighthouse and the wildlife which surrounds it. I have written a few words to accompany the 5 pieces.

01: Life Buoy: Every soul who lives in East Cornwall knows of the lethal shifting sands which hide beneath the calm surface of the English Channel. In 2003 alone, 12 people lost their lives when ships became grounded within their embrace. This painting was produced in remembrance of those poor sailors. 

02: Whales: The warm waters of Cornwall, including the still waters around Fetch Rock, are home to a multitude of flora and fauna. This piece is a celebration of that diversity.

03: Arches: The basement of Fetch Rock features very distinctive Romanesque arches, which support the structure of the lighthouse, and literally pin it to the rock. As well as the practical appeal, the arches are aesthetically pleasing. I very much enjoyed painting these structures in my own style.

04: Parker: Who was Benjamin Parker? I interpret his soul as lonely, and unhappy. My painting is representative, rather than historically accurate, As an artist I can relate to his frustration with life and work, but can never understand what possessed him to commit the crime which has been reported. He has, unavoidably, become a legend in these parts.

05: The Tempest: Winter brings storms to the Cornish Coast, where waves as large as buildings crash across the rocks of the coast, and hammer the harbour wall of Trewarthan and Looe. This artwork attempts to capture some of that monumental power.

Lighthouse model: As well as painting, and lighting design, I am also a keen model maker. The scale model of the lighthouse took several weeks to construct. 

The Puzzle Box: This piece was a real challenge. It is a replica of the legendary Fetch Rock puzzle box (featured on TV’s Antiquarian Roadshow). Constructed by Andrew Verney in 1945, after a visit to the lighthouse, it features a complex and devious locking mechanism. Verney is known across the country for his skills, and many of the stately homes which decorate our fine landscape have one in their art collection. It was a joy to invent the puzzle combination, which I am keeping very secret! Enjoy the fun.

NEW: Solve the Puzzle Box Code! Hidden across the island are several clues. Keep your eyes peeled! Leave no stones unturned, and no dark corner illuminated. They are waiting for you! 

A new prize is offered daily.

BEATRICE TO JAMES
My Dearest James,

What you write has left me in a turmoil of speculation.  Can it be true?  Drake losing his mind?  I have known Drake to be only the most kind, settled sort of gentleman and yet your description of him as a hunted, dangerous animal has led me to believe that some serious malady must afflict him.  I can think of no immediate cause why he would change. Has there been any material change in his circumstances? You must seek immediate assistance.  You are not experienced in such matters. I will speak with Robert Demarion at the earliest possible opportunity. His medical opinion must prove to be beneficial.   I worry so much for you, my love.

I will write again soon,

always yours

Beatrice

My Dearest,

I have spoken with Demarion.  He seemed inclined, at first to make light of your ‘lurid’ description, being at pains to reassure me that there was little enough evidence to set my mind all atwitter.  I felt that he took no account of my properly expressed concern, until my mentioning your account of his strange behaviour regarding the basement, the length of time he has spent haunting the storeroom and the coal cellar.  His face took an alarming turn! A look of true fear, and then horror, crossed his lined face. I promise to you, my love, that until then my heart had begun to settle.  My worries returned a thousandfold.  It was clear that he knows more than he is willing to impart to a mere female. Can it be possible that he knows the cause of Drake’s madness. 

My speculations have also borne upon me the need for further support and so I have taken it upon myself to employ Spivey to assist me. He knows the local men far more intimately than I do, thank goodness. His probing at The Fisherman's Arms could be most useful, and I am promised he will tell me of anything he finds useful. Spivey took little persuading, he too has noticed that Drake is at odds with his sanity. On his last visit to the island, when he brought you the regular supplies, he was most alarmed to find Drake conversing with himself. 

I am sick with dread.

For now, rest assured that your safety is paramount, and I will do anything I can to speed your extradition from that fearful place. 

All my love,

Beatrice

The mourning bride of Bodmin Moor.

Then, of course, we come to the sad tale of Nancy Trenoweth. 

Born into a rich farming family among the rich and fertile fields of Alsia Mill, Nancy was a happy girl without a trouble in this fair world. Until love stepped forth to claim her heart, in the form of local man Frank Lanyon. Sadly their love was not shared by their respective parents, who forebade them to marry. Following secret trysts and romances, Nancy was found to be burdened with child. Fearing a terrible scandal, the young lovers were wrenched from each others embrace, and told never to meet again. 

Lanyon was sent to sea, to serve his time on the stormy waves of the blustery channel. Nancy pined for her love, but the soft night breezes of the Cornish Spring carried no news of her lover. So, Nancy chose to cast a spell, summoning the powers of magic to bring Frank to her eyes. 

"hemp seed I sow thee, hemp seed grow thee, and he who will my true love be, come after me thee"

Three times the spell was cast, and three times Nancy prayed to see her love. Upon speaking the words a third time, Lanyon did appear in front of Nancy. His apparition was twisted with rage, so hardly recognisable, causing the frightened girl to break the spell. She was not to know that at that very instance Franks vessel was being turned and tossed by a storm out by the Burnewhall Cliff. Both body and boat were thrown and smashed against the rocks. Most died instantly, but Franks mangled body was washed to shore, where it writhed with his last dying breaths. His family were promptly called for, and arrived forthwith to witness the pitiful demise of their poor kin. Though in great pain, and nearing death, Frank made his last dying wish:

"bring me my Nancy, bring her fair face to mine, and let us be married..."

Frank's parents would hear of no such thing, even though Frank survived for a further hour or more, his weakening grasp upon life finally extinguished as midnight fell across the bay.

Nancy was never told of her lovers fate, and still believed him to be building his fortune at sea, in preparation for a departure to some other fair land. It was the night of Frank's funeral when a rider approached her along the back lanes of Alsia Mill. The horseman did speak to Nancy, and said "ride with me, my dearest Nancy, ride with we away, for my love is yours, tis fine and fancy, ride with me this day". Nancy looked upon the shrouded face, and saw only her sweet Frank, gazing down upon her with sweetness in his eyes. His hand reached down, to aid her mount, but she did not notice its icy grip. With a snort and a furrow the horse rode away down the lane. Their destination was to be the church in Frank's village, where they were to be married by midnight.

At Trewoofe Bottoms the two riders stopped, to allow the horse some brief refreshment in the clear waters of the ford. As the horse bent its neck to drink, Nancy caught the reflection of her lover in the darkened water below. He was not as she expected, and found herself staring at a most frightful spectre, it's face twisted with rage and torment. Her shriek was heard by local people, who at once left their warm homes to seek the origin of the terrified sound. One of these people was the village blacksmith, who ran from his home with a red hot poker. Nancy screamed again, but the spectre grasped firmly onto the hem of her dress, while his eyes burned a fiery red. The blacksmith acted quickly, and scalded the phantoms boney fingers. A ghastly howl filled the air, from the spectres jaws, which deafened all those that stood there watching, on that Summers night. The horse bolted, and ran from the scene in a blind panic. Nancy was thrown further down the lane, but the phantom was nowhere to be seen. Some, later confessed that they had seen Franks ghost, cross the ford and enter the nearby churchyard. It was over the grave of the dead sailor that the spectre finally dissipated.

The horse was found next morning, its body smashed and broken, at the cliffs at Burnewhall. The very site where Frank lost his life, those few nights before. Poor Nancy did not survive her ordeal, and passed away that evening, her unborn child still inside her. Her body was laid to peaceful rest by that of her lost love. The parents of both poor souls never forgave their selfish act, and still to this day plant hemp around the saddening graves. Occasionally, when the summer months bring visitors to the spectacular cliffs at Burnewhall, a traveler will inquire at the Inn, "Who is that fellow that stalks the cliffs, calling into land, and why does he look so wretched?". For, you see, poor Frank is still searching for his Nancy, and will not rest till they are wed. 

TREWARTHAN - OLD AND NEW
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Parkers Journal:

April 28th / Midnight

Page 1: The journey from Todday was painless, and dull. Already I miss the scent of heather, and prickle of gorse. This Cornish landscape can never compare, being soft and rounded, like the limbs of a new born. Scotland’s Western Isles offered me so much more. The landscape fallen, like a corpse out lent. I will return, to Todday, once my work here is done. That can never be too soon.

Page 2: Work! This is not work, just another humiliation. The academy punishes me for my dreams. Perhaps my father is behind this new trial. I smell his envious mind at work. This coast line has been mapped several times over. Why would they send me here? 

As a qualified cartographer of the Royal Academy I am not prepared to devote my time to such a superfluous commission. I have already viewed the maps of this area, and studied them during my journey.

Page 3: From one corner of the British Isles to the other. The train window allowed only the most scant view of our fair land, but it was of little interest to me.  My arrival at Plymouth was prompt, and under the cover of darkness. I was collected by a salty fellow, by the name of Spivey. 

I did not expect a fanfare, but a pony and fish cart as transport was surprisingly basic. I am sure the gentleman who commissioned my presence here would not travel in such a fashion.

I suspect it was intended as another insult, so I went to great pains to hide my feelings. Perhaps when I meet with this man, tomorrow, I shall learn whether he meant to insult me. What was his name? I have the letter here somewhere.

Page 4: Ahh, yes, a Mr. Robert Demarion. He is the local doctor, and I believe he is highly regarded in these parts. I only know this from Spivey, my travelling companion from Plymouth. So, I can not take such information at face value. 

I shall take a brief stroll to the harbour wall, before retiring to bed.

Oh, the strangest thing. A blink in the dark! I was standing on the harbour wall, staring out to sea, and there it was. The most distant light, shining out into the gloom. A lighthouse! Most definitely a lighthouse.

This is most strange. Why? Well, my friend, because there is no such lighthouse listed on the maps! Ha! Perhaps my work here is not as worthless as I suspected. I shall inquire about the lighthouse tomorrow.

Page 5: I have finished unpacking my case, and equipment. This hut, barely four walls and a roof, is not displeasing to the eye, but is in need of some care and attention. I just hope the roof holds for the duration of my stay. A note was waiting for me, on the bed. It seems Mr. Demarion would like me to join him for breakfast in the morning. That could be a most interesting meeting. Until then, I shall sleep. The journey has exhausted my mind. 

Outside I can hear the lapping of clear Cornish waters against the harbour walls… it lulls me to sleep….

Page 6: April 29th / Dawn

Damn and blast. The dratted sea gulls shattered my sleep. I had the dream again. On this occasion there was more to be seen, and learnt, but my dream state was interrupted by those feathered fiends. Rats with wings. I do remember some details, but I wish for more! The stars, so bright this time, were alive. Hurtling across the galaxies with the most unnatural force. I am no astronomer, but I recognised a few of the constellations. Darkness shattered by a great ball of flame. A meteor? A comet? No. It had the strangest shape. Like a metal container, or barrel. What the devil is it? Why does it haunt my dreams? Perhaps, one day, I will know.

Page 7: I saw something else too. A lighthouse. My observation of last evening could have prompted this new vision, but there was so little detail. I have checked the existing maps again, and there is no mention of a lighthouse off this coast. I find this fact most suspicious.

I shall dress, and prepare for the day. Mr. Demarion expects me in 3 hours. This provides a little time for me to sketch. I shall set up my easel on the harbour front, and enjoy the best part of the day. My new employer can not deny me this opportunity. It looks to be a bright spring day, the woodland birds are singing, and the sea is calm…. It is time for my mind to explore and enjoy the town of Trewarthan….

Page 8: April 29th / Seven O’clock

…..with the sun now setting in the sky, and my painting complete, I shall return to my bed, and let my mind rest until evening time. 

Breakfast was an interesting occasion. The house of my commissioner is right next to this hut, and is called “Reuban Cottage”. Mr. Demarion is not without intelligence, and he and I enjoyed a game of chess, accompanied by a rather fine brandy. He is both a writer, and a man of science. In fact, he has a few journals and guide books to his name. I had no previous interest in the flora and fauna of this area, but his enthusiasm coaxed some genuine fascination. 

Page 9: I took the opportunity to ask him, while in good spirits, about the lighthouse I saw from the harbour. A most unhealthy look passed across his face. It was most unnerving to witness. You would believe the fellow to have heard of the death of a close friend, or loved one, so strong was the reaction. I did not hide my concern, but Demarion insisted the brandy was disagreeing with his stomach ulcer. I did not believe a word of it. So, I pressed the man again, and asked the name of the lighthouse in question. He immediately rose from his chair, spilling his brandy on the table, and began to proceed towards the front door. How extraordinary, but I was under the impression that he would have left me all alone, without any reason for his departure. Finally, at the door, he turned and said a few words: "Stay here. Make yourself at home, I will return by night fall”. 

Page 10: This unexpected event presented an opportunity to explore his home. It was all rather dull, except… and this is what I find strangest of all…. There appeared to be much more to this man than meets the eye. Many of his notes, and private correspondence, was left laying around his living room. I am not a man to pry, but it seemed odd to be so lax with ones private dealings. Oh, I lie to you, I did have a good poke around his kitchen. 

It was fascinating.  Ha! I wonder what secrets and lies this gentleman is hiding. 

Anyway, I must talk about the work. My suspicions were unfounded. I do have honest work to do. The existing maps of this coastline are dangerously inaccurate, with many ships and vessels being lost to the shifting Whipside Sands. This natural formation of silt and sand is in constant motion, and can not be mapped accurately. 

Page 11: For now, it is time to sleep. Perhaps my dream will continue. I hope so. Before I rest, I must mention something I witnessed today. Demarion has been collecting pebbles, shells and other detritus from the sea shore. Some of it is mounted in his home, while other items are being studied. It was one of this items that I wish to mention. A stone, a smooth pebble in fact, was underneath a magnifying glass. When I looked at it closely it shone. This was no natural luminescence. It was… well, artificial. For some strange reason I believe this event has connections to my dream. Something is not quite right, here in Trewarthan….

…now, I must sleep…..

Polly to Fetch Rock.

Polly White, Greystones, Pluckley, Kent

Dear Sir/Madam,

Please let me introduce myself, my name is Polly White, and I have some startling news for you…..

Your lighthouse may well be haunted!

Yes, you heard me right. Haunted. Following a recent…umm… breakdown I have been attending regular sessions of hypnosis therapy. This practice involves being put into a restful sleep, and allowing the mind to wander back into an unconscious state. It is here, in mental limbo, that many (including myself) have found hidden memories. Often these memories belong to someone else, long since dead, but bubble to the surface when prompted by an expert hypnotist. 

It was during one such session that I mentioned the name 'James'. James Wolfe. He was a lighthouse keeper in the last century. My research shows that a man of that name did indeed serve in the Fetch Rock Lighthouse in 1912. I believe I am James Wolf, reborn. He has a message for me, and could perhaps explain what happened that legendary night. So, I propose an investigation! Yup! A ghost hunt! This would be great for your publicity, and would result in much press attention in the Cornwall region, and beyond. I am sure many possible tourists in the United States would also be interested in the story. So, what are you waiting for!

I do not require much in the way of needs, as I am happy to spend the night alone, with only my papers, camera and ghost hunting gadgets for company. I have carried out other ghost hunts in this fashion, with mixed results. 

So, just give me a day (or night!!) and access to the lighthouse! Please!

Yours patiently,

Polly White

Taku Recipe Notes

Forget the cooking directions! A handy "delete" function means I can use this data pad as a notepad, and record the actions of the other crew, while it looks like I am cooking.

Like I thought, Magnus is behaving very strangely. He is twitchy and unpredictable. There is an atmosphere that doesn't lend itself to a birthday party. Poor Ivan, I think he feels that it's his fault. This wasn't helped by Vimal. It seems he too thinks that Magnus is losing it, but lacks subtlety in his questioning. I really don’t think that "I think being down here is affecting your sanity!" is the best thing to say to a possible psychotic. Magnus is twice his size, so he was asking for trouble. Thankfully, Magnus seemed to ignore him completely, and was much more interested in the fortune cookies. A wise move, I think. I'll use my far superior intellect to question Magnus myself, once he has a few drinks inside him. Time to get out that Sake! Later.

Ok, party is going well. The food wasn't nearly as bad as I feared. In fact, I would go as far as to say it was yummy. Phew. Back to the task at hand….

Does Corbin notice anything? He's a sweet guy, but he is SO dull. One beer, a sniff of sake, and he's off to his cabin. What a bore. Maybe I am being too hard, he is home sick. Real bad. It looked like his wife sent him some pics of his kids today, so that won’t have helped. I'll leave him to it. Family life isn't my strongpoint. 

I've been watching who uses what. This room is going to be a right royal treasure hunt for fingerprints!

Time to have a quiet word with Magnus. Then I'll continue my notes in my cabin….

He's becoming such a grunt. He sat over by the hot plates, and scowled at everyone. I'm not too sure, but he may have been singing to himself. A sing song rhyme, which gave me the creeps. Why was he wearing gloves too. "Something to hide Magnus?" I asked, in jest, and he flew into a temper. Announcing to the room to mind my own business, said I was "interfering". Freak! I'm in a sound mind to have him removed from this facility completely. He's lost the plot. Anyway, after screaming at me, he stomped out of the room. There was something else I noticed, and this is where it gets weird… I'm sure, just underneath his tunic…. well, that…. he appeared to be glowing! A faint whitish glow. Hey, now I just sound ridiculous. What am I saying! 

Ok, that's time enough. The crewroom is emptying, so it's time to get to action. Somewhere in that very room is the rest of that fingerprint. Once I have that, I'll know who has been interfering with my stuff.

SAMANTHA TO CORBIN
Corbin,

The children are worrying me. It began a week ago, Morgan started having disturbing dreams. The imagery she describes is frightening. Then, a few nights ago, Myles began having nightmares. He describes you as being chased through darkening corridors, underneath a lighthouse. There's no lighthouse on SE037 is there? 

I sought some advice from Dr. Romana, who suggested a "dream journal". I've gathered a few of the images together and will have a courier deliver them to the D.E.O.S. main depot. Hopefully, you should have them by the 29th. 

As well as some recent holiday snaps, I'll also include a new voice message from the kids. I am sure it will bring a little light to your under water world. I wish you’d invest in a new player, that antique you have is so useless. I know you like all that retro stuff, but it isn't very practical, is it. I might include a few of this weeks tracks from the music charts. 

I miss you.

Your loving wife,

Samantha

CORNISH 

SEA STORIES

Verity Holmes

Page 1

Theodor Whitby, an experienced and skilled seaman, skippered the Lady Daphne, a ketch, as she left port bound for Fowey with two crewmen below, as he navigated the ship into the fair sea. It was Christmas morning of 1927, but to survive this winter all three crew needed to live off the profits if they were to survive to the following season. It was a winter that would go down in local history, and remembered by all who had visited these parts. For a raging gale whipped up the sea and a driving blizzard soon blew and the sea raged against the coast. Whitby struggled to keep control of the vessel and soon all three were needed to turn the ships wheel. Whitby had weathered many a storm but none had come upon him with such a force in all his time at sea. The Lady Daphne was buffeted so harshly by the wind that it tore the topsail from its mast, and ripped the main sail to shreds as if some hell bound creature had slashed it with its claws, hidden in the driving snow around them. The ship was blown from its course as the shipmates struggled to steer their battered ship. They sighted the outline of Plymouth and made to head for sanctuary in its harbour. As they fought to manoeuvre the ship a sudden crash of waves and howling gale drove across the deck and swept Captain Whitby off into the raging sea. 

Page 2

The crew abandoned the wheel and begun to throw lifebelts into the ravaging water in hope that one would land close to there unseen captain. There was no chance to launch a small boat to search, for it would have been broken and sunk in seconds.

With the ships wheel abandoned, the Lady Daphne was driven by the storm away from the port, and once again the coast became a memory in the driving snow. With the ship out of control the crew hoped that they would be driven past the Lizard and then perhaps they might be able to steer the ship to safety at Mouts Bay.

The storm began to worsen and the wind blew the freezing snow harshly into the faces of the men that they felt as if their souls were being frozen. They struggled to navigate the waters and steer a constant course when a faint light high above them gave them the warning they so needed; for they were heading into to unseen land upon which stood the beacon of a lighthouse. The crew decided to send up flares and in pairs the lights soared up into the raging storms and lit up the snow as a desperate beacon for help.  

With increasing desperation they continued to light flares, expecting at any moment to crash into the rocks.

Page 3

As they stared into the storm, they held each other against the ships wheel for warmth, comfort and survival, they saw a light emerge from the blizzard and a lifeboat came up beside them. 

A lifeboat had launched itself into the raging sea. It had only been the glow of a paraffin cabin light flickering away in the storm which had allowed the Lady Daphne to be located. The crew leapt from the ship to the lifeboat one by one, and were almost whisked away in the wind, only catching hold of the lifeboat by chance and being pulled onboard. The Lady Daphne, now abandoned, was driven off at breakneck speed by the sea, and was soon lost from sight as the lifeboat struggled back to land and safety.

The next day the Lady Daphne had been sighted holding a steady course after the storm. It was navigating its way past the Eastern Isles and St Marys, carefully avoiding the rocks and sandbanks that littered the area, so that onlookers assumed someone must have controlled her, (though they knew the ship to have been abandoned in the storm). A few even reported seeing a figure standing at the wheel. A ship pulled aside her and soon she was boarded. To the astonishment of those who saw, she was not abandoned. Theodors Whitbys tamed canary, who never left his side when he was on land, stood boldly on the ships wheel.  

Taku PDA:

A thief is amongst us. I'm sure of it. At first my room seemed as usual, but then I noticed small details. My poster off kilter. My photo viewer turned towards the door, instead of towards the bed. I don't mind the occasional visitor to my cabin, but I'd rather I was present at the time! Hey, I have an idea. There's an old print reader in the stores. I could play Miss Marple, and discover the identity of the intruder. The games a foot, Watson!

Ok, I got the print reader. Time to get to work, I'll start with all the surfaces in this room. There must be a clear fingerprint here somewhere, it's just a case of finding it. Once I have it, I'll run it past the main console OS in the transmat room. I'll have to be quick, if the others find me my devious detective work may look a little suspicious.

It isn't going well. I've found a partial print, but not enough to cross reference, I could proceed to scan the rest of the base, but I'd have to wait till lights out. Maybe the crewroom could provide more of the sample. It's frustrating not to have a full print, but it can't be helped. I'll run the sample I have through the system, just in case it comes up with a match.

Someone is playing games. Or, someone is not who they seem. The fingerprint database has been erased from the system, absolutely no doubt about it. So, someone is playing a dangerous game. The OS can't erase data without instruction, someone has purposely erased the data. I'll check out the user logs, and attempt to pinpoint the culprit, but I am guessing they have covered their tracks. I suspect Magnus, he's been so strange of late. Ever since he began that revamp job on the lift. He's quiet, shifty and glares at the crew. He's up to something. 

Magnus, even if it is him, I've now no way of proving it. Or is there. The database was originally backed up on dvds, how primitive, so in theory they should still be around somewhere. I can only presume they are in the tech stores. I'll make that my next destination.

Got 'em. Yes! Complete fingerprint database for everyone who has worked on this DEOS station, going back to the original build in 2073. How handy. I'll install the database, and software, on the main vid-screen in my cabin. That way I can work in private. I'll get to the bottom of this, one way or the other.

Interesting! Someone is skulking in the corridor. I was about to use the lavatory, and noticed a movement, outside in the corridor. Just for a second, and then gone.

I wish the cams could cope with nightvision. This base is a frustrating mix of old and new. The high technology of the transmat system, compared to the positively primitive living quarters and equipment we are expected to use. Typical company policy, spend the money on the probes, and forget the crew who runs them. 

Oh! There it is again. Strange, it doesn't look like a crew member. An intruder? Down here? Impossible. They would have to have got through the security system first, and entered the elevator. Hmm, don't forget misery guts Magnus is down there, he would have seen anyone enter. In fact, I am pretty sure Maria Ortega is doing the stock check this month, on the otherside of the dec-on room. Any intruders would have to get past her too. So, that rules out that theory. Doesn't it?

It's Ivan's birthday party tonight, Whoopy Doo Doo. I'm making the food, ha! That will be fun. I haven't cooked flesh in over 12 years. The company has sent over a mixture of items for me to throw together into something delicious. That's just NOT going to happen. I'm no chef. The sake, which the company has so kindly packed up with the prawns, will go down very nicely. Perhaps it will aid me in my mission to provide a gastro treat worthy of our own sweet Ivan. Bless him.

Still no matches for that partial print. Everyone will be at the party, so I think I'll offer to manage the clear up operation post funtime. That will give me access to all the fingerprints I need. I might have to grab a xi-light from the store though. The glow given off by one of those babies will show up even the slightest of prints. Just what I need. I'll ask Maria for the store code. I know it's:391 something. Shame I can't remember the rest, as she may wonder what I need one for. Oh, blast! I'll need a data cable too! So, that's two items. The data cable is easy though, the code is: 113675. Piece of cake. I'll get the last part of that code from Maria, before she leaves the entry corridor… maybe a quick chat will cheer her up, she's been stuck doing that stock check for ages. 

Ok, got the last three digits for the xi-light from Maria (865), and it's time for the party!

I wish I could record some observations in the kitchen, but it will look way too suspicious if I take my data pad into the crewroom. Maybe I can improvise. 

Ok, I did find something to make some notes on. I'm SO creative! 

Basic breakdown of the party?: Disaster! Hmm, I'll freely admit, that I've been to better. The food was great. The alcohol was free flowing… hmm, maybe that was the problem. My questioning didn't help matters, but I tried my best. Time for bed. I'm too tired to scan the room with the xi-light, I'll tackle that early in the morning. So, a quick visit to the storeroom will be my first port of call. 

Oh my god! Something's up! The main power has just gone, and the base is on lockdown. Vimal has just requested my immediate attention in med wing. What's going on!? Damn, I've spilt coffee all down myself… it burns…... 

The Diary of Polly White:

The Haunting of Fetch Rock.

28/04/04: 19:00

Arrival. I have yet to see the Lighthouse, but I feel I know it already. Having seen it in my dreams, both waking and sleeping, I am filled with a delicious mixture of fear and fascination. 

The train journey was ok. I passed the village of Dowerton on the way. That brought back some unpleasant memories. What went wrong with that investigation? All the signs pointed to an "active" haunting, but nothing was forthcoming. Maybe I could return to the hotel and train station once this business is over. Anyway…..

I am staying in The Fisherman's Arms, in the town of Trewarthan. So far, so predictable. A tourist attraction harbour town, complete with legends including… guess who… Benjamin Parker. The name is very familiar to me. I have read all the available online material, but look forward to what the lighthouse has to offer.

29/04/04: 11:00

Fetch Rock Lighthouse has been shut down! Right before the start of the tourist season. That must be hitting profits heavily. So, it's no surprise that they are welcoming my investigation. I was worried they wouldn't take me seriously (Catherine Riley certainly doesn't), but it appears they have nothing to loose. I wish I could same the same. Hadden Industries have entrusted me with their newest gadget. They are an improvement on the previous Radivision Goggles I used in the Dowerton investigation. Two pairs. I have yet to test them, but will make that my first mission upon arrival on the island. My ferry leaves in half an hour.

29/04/04: 12:45

There's no one here! The remaining staff  (including Riley herself) left on the returning ferry.

So, this is it. Fetch Rock. It feels familiar to me. It should, I have seen it in my dreams so many times. 

The rocks are smooth, almost statuesque . Like a Barbara Hepworth sculpture. The lighthouse towers above me. No light shines from the lamp room. A light breeze sends a shiver down my spine. Did Benjamin Parker feel this way, when he arrived that fog shrouded night in 1912? 

What surrounding water is calm, like a mill pond. The unique nature of the local geology results in a smooth sea for 3 months of the year. Lethal sandbanks, and hidden rocks, hide beneath these still waters. 

I will explore the island, and then make my way up the stairs to the gift shop…. And into the lighthouse itself……

29/04/04: 13:00

The weather has changed. Heavy cloud cover has moved in from the west, and now hangs like a threatening shroud. Perhaps a thunderstorm will follow. 

29/04/04: 13:24

The gift shop is a goldmine of information! It took me a while to get in, as Catherine Riley didn't give me the door code! I found it elsewhere. 

There is a whole book on the Fetch Rock mystery, and Benjamin Parker. Hmm, that name again. All evidence suggests it was he that caused the disappearance of the lighthouse keepers, in 1912. I will keep an open mind, but the facts are persuasive. So, did he murder James Wolfe, Oliver Drake and Robert Shaw? My connection, as strange as it is, seems to be James. My hypnosis regression tapes may prove invaluable. I will listen to them again.

29/04/04: 14:12

This is a fabulous place. The exhibit centre, in the basement of the lighthouse, has many clues and fascinating artefacts. I wish I could remove them from the display cases, and hold them in my hands. Maybe it would trigger something. A memory. An event. Or even a manifestation. This would be a great location for a séance.  My mood has been raised, from dread to optimism.

29/04/04: 14:24

Lunch time. A little late, but better late than never. Fizzy drinks and chocolate bars, I'll need to visit the gym once I get back. I have Benjamin Parker for company!  Ha! Sadly, he is made of plastic. A display case, here in the basement, has an effective re-creation of his departure from Trewarthan. I must admit, he looks a little spooky. I could swear his eyes are gazing into some unknown future. Ah! Enough of that, I'll give myself the willies. 

I should not joke, as it is likely that this man was a murderer. 

29/04/04: 15:00

I've tried out the new goggles. They make my head spin, but have already proved to be most effective. I tried them in the gift shop, and saw… something….. an orb. Orbs are thought to be the first sign of a possible manifestation, and appear as small glowing lights. Some would explain them as dust, or small insects, but I have more faith. 

It's time to explore the upper floors. Wish me luck.

29/04/04: 15:44

The original lighthouse rooms have been "dressed up" for the tourists. This is a shame, as it means there are less "triggers" for supernatural activity. Old, untouched, locations are hotspots for supernatural occurrences. The very fabric of the building stores the memory of those that once existed here, and replays their actions at certain times. You could say it is a mixture of anniversary ghosts and atmospheric hauntings. The "Stone Tape" theory goes a long way to explore this area of investigation, but it would not explain the disappearances on this island. The closure of this "attraction" would prevent further horrors, but would never explain why they happen. 

29/04/04: 16:54

It's started! 

While reading the info boards upstairs, I heard a noise from the basement. I would describe it as human in origin. My hands are shaking. The sound was musical, almost romantic. I couldn't place the instrument, but would describe it as like a cello. Or, a violin played at an impossibly slow pace. Fascinating. I will look into the hobbies of the missing keepers, and see if there was a musical connection. So, back to the gift shop! I'll take some digital photos on the way…..

29/04/04: 17:15

I have just heard a loud scraping sound, from the old "Coal Store". It was very disturbing, and could not be caused naturally. I will investigate.

Hmm, the only moveable object is a chair. I'll sit, quietly, in the corner and see if anything happens. 

29/04/04: 18:00

Wow. It moved. No, scrub that! It flew! I managed to take a couple of photographs. My hands were still shaking, but the evidence is plain to see. I must admit that it scared me to death. It seemed threatening.  Perhaps it was a warning. 

I am not leaving. This night has only just begun.

29/04/04: 18:34

All is quiet again. I have left the exhibition centre, and moved up into the gift shop. I was right, a thunder storm is about to break the silence. This room is the newest, so the least likely to be haunted. In theory, that is. I'll wait here for a while, and then set up my sleeping gear. I am in for a long night.

29/04/04: 18:58

I am not alone! While browsing the postcards in the shop, I saw a movement down on the landing station. There is an oil tank, bright red in colour, on the edge of the water. I thought I saw a movement, so I watched for a little while….

…and there he was!

A man. Alone. Staring straight back at me. 

There should be no one here. I was promised. 

Maybe he travelled here by his own means, but even so, it is trespassing.  

He looks strange. His clothes were dark, and out of fashion. It is a little worrying. 

Oh, hell, he is moving towards the steps! I'll lock the gift shop doors. They are sealed magnetically. 

Time to hide.

Over and out. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPERS OF FETCH ROCK

Oliver Drake (middle) was born in the town of

Trewarthan in 1852, on the nearby mainland. 

After training under famous local 'keeper' Harold 

Harten, Drake was promoted to principal keeper

in 1907. 

Drake was well liked, according 

to those present at the 1912 

inquest, and his career was 

drawing to a close at the time

of the Fetch Rock incident. 

Drakes body has never been 

found.

Robert Shaw was born in the rural hamlet of Duloe in 

1876, 3 miles from Trewarthan. His father worked in the 

nearby tin mine, and his mother provided cornish pasties 

(a local pastry dish, filled with minced beef or lamb and 

spiced vegetables) for both the fishermen of Trewarthan, 

and the miners at the Duloe Tor Mine. Shaw was well liked

in the nearby town, and was a member of the fishermens

choir. His career was cut short by events on the night of

the 29th of April. He would, without doubt, have been

offered the role of "Principal Keeper".

James Woolf, the youngest of the keepers, was born in

Plymouth, to the East of Trewarthan. He joined the crew

of Fetch Rock Lighthouse  in December 1911, as the 

'second assistant'. His young life was cut short by the

terrible events of 1912, and the location of his body

still remains a mystery. 

Woolf is thought to have proposed to his betroved,

a Beatrice Agnew  of Rose Cottage, the previous weekend

before his tragic disappearance. It wais perhaps James that

people mourned the most. A bright, and lively lad. His life 

cut short at the age of 18.

LET US REMEMBER THOSE

WHO ARE NO LONGER 

WITH US.

The Piskie Little Folk of Duloe

Much has been said, and written, about Cornwall's small piskie folk, but few of these stories are as enchanting and strange as that of "Peter Treagle". It is this very story that I shall now remember, and write on this page for you all to enjoy. 

Peter Treagle was a farmer, a good farmer, and honest man. Many years he toiled in the fields, and many years he brought food and love to his wife’s dinner table. Their children were strong, wise, and blessed with their parents good health and nature. Seasons passed, and all was well in the Treagle household. 

However, the winter of 1789 brought with it the most wretched of hard frosts, and blasted the land with one mighty icy breath. All winter crop was ruined, with not even a turnip or shriveled carrot to place upon the faithful stove. Poor Treagle did dispair. What were they to do? The winter could last a fair few months, and all the family could perish. Reduced to skin and bone, and braving the chilling air, Treagle made his way to the Rounding Stone, up on the hill above the farm. The stone formed part of a ancient circle, whose purpose had long since been forgotten, but legend told that a prayer could be answered, by the Piskie Folk of the glen. Few have seen a piskie, but those that have describe them as "folk, like you and me, but only 3 foot tall. Dressed in a green and gold, with a song in their heart and a cheeky grin". Few still knew of their true purpose in this world, and some would state they are the original owners of the land, who have been driven underground by the oversized newcomers. Treagle did not think on this, on this freezing night, his business was plain to see. He wished the piskies to help him thaw his frozen land, using any powers which the little folk kept secret from ignorant man. It has been told, in hushed tones, that the Piskies were the druids, and have strong connections with the soil and leaf. It was this very talent which Treagle needed, and hoped to high heaven that they would assist him in his mission. He knew the rhyme, and piskie dance, which would be needed to bring them forth. He lit the largest candle which fluttered on the midnight breeze, and began the song…

"Piskies good, and Piskies freed, come and dance your dance with me.

Make my soils both rich and fine, help this barren earth of mine.

Then on your leave, I promise to thee, you shall be paid, and shall be free".

He sang the song, and danced the jig, but no-one appeared from the glen or pasture. With a heavy heart, Treagle blew out his candle, and turned to leave for home. There his wife would nag and say "I told you so". As he took his first step he heard a sound, the quietest of sounds, not even a whisper. A laugh? A song? Or perhaps a whistle? Treagle could not be sure, but out of the corner of his eye, he saw the smallest little Piskie folk that he could ever have imagined. A rapid movement, from stone to stone, which was hard to follow. With one final leap the figure disappeared back from whence it came. Treagle's heart was lifted, as he thought on the Piskie fellow. Did this mean that they would help him, and feed his starving kind? He returned to the farm, with a smug look upon his face, "lovely Mrs. Treagle will not believe a word", the swarthy farmer thought to himself, without a care in the world. For, Treagle knew of one thing, the Piskies had answered his call. A heavy sleep did follow, but the Treagle tummies were still empty. 

That was until, that very next morn, Mrs. Treagle opened the farmhouse door. There at her feet, for all to see, were baskets of fruit and fayre. A feast was laid before the town, and all the folk were more than merry. Treagle did not talk of his good fortune, and few had time to ask. For mouths were full, and faces were joyous, so not a soul had intentions to spoil the day. 

Once all had departed, and dusk began to fall, Treagle returned to the stone circle, to thank the little folk of the glen. He did not know for certain, if they would hear his words, but he sang them into the growing gloom, like a man with new found life….

"Piskie folk both fine and fair, I thank you for the pasties, both tasty and belly filling,

I now owe you kindness, respect and need to pay my billing".

Treagle was fully aware that his song was pretty awful, but he sang it anyway. It drifted on the night air, and was answered by the hoot of an owl. He knew, that before dawn, he would know the cost of the Piskie delivery. It was at this moment that Treagle had his first doubt, "but what if the Piskies want something I can not offer"? He lumbered down the ferny banks, and returned to the farm. All were asleep as he entered, but he knew he would not sleep. Perhaps he should wait, out in the barn, to see the Piskies arrive and leave their demand. Yes, that was the thing to do. So, he lit a storm lantern, and set off across the yard.

Many hours past, and the creatures of the glen came and went, about their nightly business. Treagle was a patient fellow, and did not mind the wait. Lo and behold, he suddenly felt a pulling at his sleeve. The little Piskie fellow was sitting by his side…

"For who do you wait, old Treagle, who do you wait for this night,

I shall wait with you, I shall, and share your warming light".

Treagle gasped in surprise, but soon forgot the fellows size when he saw his pitiful state. The poor little mite was dressed in rags, and was freezing in the gloom. How could Treagle have known, of the little fellows plight? He felt ashamed, with his belly full, and dressed head to toe in leather. He pleaded with the Piskie, to announce what he wanted in return, but the Piskie would hear nothing of it, as it was not how things were done. So, instead, Treagle ran to the house and snatched up a tasty pasty, and some warm woolen blankets from the fireside. He quickly returned to the barn, to help the weakling Piskie, but he found only his lamp… and no-one there. The poor little fellow had gone. With a heavy heart Treagle slumped into bed, and told his wife his story. She too felt her heart go forth, and began to think upon what they could do, to help the little creature. 

By afternoon, the Treagles all had made the sweetest garment. Using scraps and pieces of the finest leather they had made a Piskie coat, with matching boots and breeches. The youngest Treagle was just finishing off the sweetest of woolen shirts. Ahhh, twas a fine outfit, and fit for a Piskie King. So, they all set off up the hill, to the stone circle at Duloe.  Mrs. Treagle had composed a short song, as she knew her husband was talentless in the musical department, and sang it to the afternoon…

"Little fellow, come forth and see, the present that we have for thee,

It's fine and fancy, and made for you, little fellow of Duloe".

They all sang to the growing gloom, with all hope that the little piskie would come forth from out of the glen….

…but no-one was forthcoming. Mrs. Treagle the placed the garment on the Rounding Stone, and turned to her husband and children. A sad look haunted her face, as she realised that their helpful friend was not willing to accept the gift. So, they all turned, and made to leave when a voice sprang up from nowhere, the Piskie had clad himself in the outfit, and was no longer bare. His song was joyous, and full of charm, as he danced there on the rock…

"Why thank you, kind people, why thank you indeed,

You have returned my favour, so now I am freed".

And with that the Piskie jumped into the air, around Treagles head, and planted a kiss on his rosy red cheek. Then he jumped again, and planted a kiss on Mrs. Treagles rosy red cheek. Then, with a twist and a giggle, the little fellow disappeared back into the glen, never to be seen again.

The Restoration Fund to Fetch Rock.

Re: Bad fortune.

Dear Miss Riley,

I am afraid to inform you that the Restoration Fund is no longer able to finance the updating and improvements on Fetch Rock. This is most disappointing, for both you and I, and the audience which has been following the progress during television updates. 

As you know, the public voted overwhelmingly to save the historic lighthouse from collapsing into the sea, but recent events have made it absolutely impossible to associate the organisation with your project. Some have suggested that Fetch Rock Island has a curse. Absolute rubbish, I know, but it does make interesting articles for the morons who write our tabloid newspapers. There was a time when only footballers, and breast implants grabbed public attention, but the "Curse of Fetch Rock" has really grabbed the public consciousness, and is unwilling to release it's filthy grasp.

If only you could give me some assurance that the misfortune would end, but none is forthcoming. I truly wish that the missing children would be found safe and sound, it is a worry on the minds of the nation.

Yours truly,

Hugh Slithering-Smythe

2004 WWII EXHIBITION

WWII Comes To Fetch Rock

Fetch Rock served a vital and exciting role during the Second World War. 4 radio operators were based here from February 1942 to the declaration of cease fire in 1945. It is mind boggling to think upon the secret messages that would have been exchanged between secret agents operating in Brittany, across the channel, and our boys and girls sending vital information back and forth here in this very room. Obviously, the building has undergone several major renovations over the years, but still retains much of its character.

The Haunted Radio

The radio exhibited in this room is an almost perfect replica of one of the devices used by the radio operators during World War Two. One particular machine, which gained the affectionate nickname of  “Ralf”, was thought to be haunted. Strange garbled messages could be heard from the headphones, and some of the newer recruits refused to man “Ralf” for hear of going mad with the bizarre noise which would spew forth from the headset. This replica hasn’t given us any problems, thank goodness, but you never know what it picks up! Feel free to twiddle the knobs. 

Pasty Recipe

2 1/8 cups all-purpose flour 1/4 teaspoon salt 1 teaspoon baking powder 1/2 cup butter, diced 1/2 cup water 1 1/4 pounds rump roast, cubed 1 onion, chopped 2 potatoes, peeled and diced 2 small carrots salt and pepper to taste 2 tablespoons milk.

In a small saucepan, cover carrots with water. Bring water to a boil and cook until tender, about 10 minutes. Let cool and slice. Sift flour, salt, and baking powder together in a bowl. Add butter, and rub to the consistency of coarse crumbs. Mix in water. If dough is sticky, add more flour.  Roll dough out until about 1/4 inch thick. Cut out six circles, each about 5 inches round. Do not stretch the dough.  Mix meat and vegetables together, and salt and pepper to taste. Cover half of each pasty base with the filling. Moisten pastry edges, fold pastry over the filling. Press edges together with a fork. Transfer raw pasties to a baking sheet, brush tops with milk, and make a small slit in each top to allow steam out.  Bake in the hottest section of the aga for 10 minutes, and then in the lower section for 35 minutes, or until the pastry is light and golden. 

Cream Teas

A cream tea is an indulgent version of afternoon tea. It's a treat that's as popular with tourists as it is with Britons themselves.

The gentility of the event comes from the fine china and the ceremony of the tea-pouring. The indulgence comes from the delicacies that go with them.

To accompany their pot of tea, diners eat scones, clotted cream, and ideally home-made strawberry jam. The scone (pronounced 'skon') is a traditional form of baked bun, with a sweet and crumbly texture halfway between bread and cake. Diners split their scone horizontally, then spread each half with generous helpings of jam and clotted cream.

Clotted cream is a speciality of the South West of England. The counties of Devon and Cornwall vie with each other over who makes the best - and over how to dress a scone. Devonians put the jam on top of the cream; in Cornwall, they put the cream on top of the jam.

Note from Housekeeper

Mr. Demarion,

As instructed, I have gathered additional supplies for the week. I trust your guest arrived safely, and enjoyed the supper I prepared. I will return at four o'clock, to bake some pasties, and begin the evening meal. May I presume that there will be two of you dining this evening? I was able to secure some fine bacon from Jones the Butcher, and will be collecting a fine fat duckling this very afternoon. Should there be any special requirements, I pray your guest is not one of these heathen "vegetablearians", I would need to know upon arrival. 

Mrs. Agnew

P.s. I must also thank you for the kind words you offered young Beatrice. She has been terribly worried about James, out there on that frightful lighthouse, and I do believe you put her mind at rest. For that, I must thank you, kind sir. 

DUTIES OF A LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

The Lamps shall be kept burning bright and clear 

every night from sunset to sunrise.

The Light-keepers shall keep a regular and constant 

Watch in the Light-room throughout the night.

The Principal Light-keeper is held responsible for 

the safety and good order of the Stores, Utensils, 

and Apparatus of what kind so ever, and for every 

thing being put to its proper use, and kept in its 

proper place.

The Principal Light-keeper shall daily serve out the allowance of Oil and 

other Stores for the use of the Light-room. The oil is to be measured by the 

Assistant, at the sight of the Principal Light-keeper.

The Light-keeper shall keep a daily Journal of the quantity of Oil expended, 

the routine of their duty, and the state of the Weather, embodying any other 

remarks that may occur. These shall be written in the Journal-Books to be

kept at each station for the purpose, at the periods of the day when they 

occur, as they must on no account be trusted to memory.

The Light-keepers are required to take notice of any Shipwreck which shall 

happen within the district of the Lighthouse. In such account he shall state 

whether the Light was seen by any one on board the shipwrecked Vessel and 

recognised by them, and how long it was seen before the vessel struck.

The Principal Light-keeper is also held responsible for the good order and 

condition of the Household Furniture belonging to the Lighthouse Board.

When stores of any kind are to be landed for the use of the Lighthouse, the 

Light-keepers shall attend and give their assistance.

No smuggled goods are harboured or concealed in any way in or about the 

Lighthouse premises or grounds.

The Light-keepers have permission to go from home to draw their salaries, and 

also to attend church.

The Light-keepers are required to be sober and industrious, cleanly in their 

persons and linens, and orderly in their families.

It is recommended that the Principal Light-keeper, shall, every Sunday, perform 

the service pointed out for the inmates, by reading a portion of the Scriptures, 

and any other religious book furnished by the Board.

Exhibition Leaflet

Earthenware bottle, originally

from Trewarthan. It arrived at

Fetch Rock in 1912, when it

was used to hold vinegar.

Donated: L Marsh

Two tin jars, part of the essential

utilities of a rock based lighthouse. 

The smudged fingerprints of 

Benjamin Parker were located

on these jars, proving that he

entered the lighthouse in 1912.

Donated: P Philippou

The stewing pot. This multi-

purpose kitchen item was used

on the night of the famous  

disappearance. The search party

found the pot steaming, with the

contents of an untouched meal.

Donated: B Patterson

Utility candles. Why were none

of the candles lit during the

power failure that fateful night?

       Some have suggested there

          may have been panic

          in the time leading up to

        Parkers assault.

Donated: Cornish Lighthouse Board

This eerie wooden statuette was 

carved, by hand, by the assistant

"light keeper" James Wolfe. It is

 thought to be a gift for his fiancé, 

Sarah Jane, who resided at  Rose 

Cottage, in nearby Trewarthan. 

Donated: R Jane

The Journal. This essential 

item was required on all rock

based lighthouses, and was 

updated by the Principal Light

Keeper, Oliver Drake. The last

entries were ripped from the 

book….

Donated: Cornish Lighthouse Board

The blower. Affectionate name 

for the main form of commun-

ication inside the lighthouse.

Blowing down the mouthpiece

produces a high pitched whistle.

Donated: G Butler

Oliver Drakes desk set. This

fascinating object casts light

onto the official business 

carried out in the lighthouse. 

Oliver Drake, celebrated

keeper, was a fastidious and

organised man. All qualities 

 essential for this line of work.

    Donated: K Drake

Three stone blades. 

A recent find, these 

   Bronze Age tools were

   found  on the  island, 

   during the construction 

 of the landing station.

Donated: FRL

Our most impressive find

to date, this painted tablet 

dates from around 2090bc.

The artwork has puzzled 

experts and split the 

archaeology community. 

Donated: FRL

Two fired earthenware

pots, discovered in a

small cave beneath the

island. They originate

from around 2090bc.

Donated: H Jago

Replica Bronze Age spear. Based on 

our findings here on the island, these

exhibits were constructed by local

historian, and craftsman, Daniel 

Murphy. 

Lastly, we do hope you had a great 

visit to Fetch Rock Lighthouse.

Feel free to make a donation.

HORROR AT FETCH ROCK DISCOUNT SLIP

HORROR  AT  FETCH ROCK

"A fascinating read, full of 

mystery and suspense"

The Guardians

SOME   SURPRISING   FACTS!

The first recorded lighthouse is documented as the Pharos of Alexandria, 

built around 200bc. 

The lighthouse at La Coruña, in North West Spain, can boast being the oldest 

functioning beacon. The lighthouse has stood since the time of Trajan, the 

Roman Emperor. 

The Eddystone lighthouse (Plymouth, UK) is the worlds oldest sea based stone 

structure. Completed in 1759 by John Smeaton ("The Father of Civil 

Engineering), it was lit with 24 candles. 

                                    In desperate times, when marooned without supplies, 

                                    some lighthouse keepers were forced to eat candles. 

                                    Thankfully, they were not wax based, but an edible 

                                    oil-based variety. 

                                    Monks and hermits provided early warnings to seamen, 

                                    by waving lanterns in high windows from the mainland. 

                                    Some of the first experiments involving electricity, by 

                                    Michael Faraday, were carried out in lighthouses. The 

                                    first bulbs were huge in comparison to our modern 

                                    domestic versions. 

                                     The smooth rotation needed for a lighthouse lamp is 

                                     accomplished by "floating" the moveable machinery in 

                                     a vat of mercury (liquid metal). The  slightest pressure 

                                     can turn the lamp, saving hugely on the electricity used. 

Mercury vapour is toxic! The key symptom of poisoning is madness, which 

has prompted some to suggest a possible cause for the disappearance of the 

Fetch Rock lighthouse keepers, and Benjamin Parker in 1912.

Marconi often visited South Foreland lighthouse to experiment with his first 

radio transmissions. Signals were broadcast to the South Goodwin lightship.

Fetch Rock is not the only lighthouse to claim a series of mysterious 

disappearances. Flannan Isle, off Western Scotland, lost all three of its keepers 

in 1900. The story remains a mystery, although many theories have been 

formed over the passing years.

Skerryvore lighthouse, off the west coast of Scotland, is the tallest is Britain. 

Built in 1844 by Robert Stevenson, it is made from 4300 tons of granite and 

stretches into the sky to a height of 49 metres.

INTERESTING LIGHTHOUSE HISTORY

The main source of power in ancient lighthouses was wood and coal for fires,

 then  pitch, and rows of candles.

Later lamps were lit using various fuels - sperm whale oil, coiza oil (from wild 

cabbages), lard oil, kerosene, electricity and solar-powered electricity.

When a lighthouse with an enclosed lantern room was invented candles were 

used for light. One lighthouse used 60 candles! Most used far fewer candles 

                                         which were sometimes arranged in a circular 

                                         candelabra or a chandelier with two tiers.

                                         Next came spider lamps which consisted of a 

                                         shallow brass pan containing oil with either

                                         four, eight or more wicks usually arranged in a 

                                         circle.

                                         In 1759 the light was lit in the first rock based

                                         lighthouse, built by John Smeaton. This was the first 

                                         time such as structure was built out at sea, and many 

                                         believed it to be impossible. Smeaton was 

                                         rewarded with the title "The Father of Civil 

                                         Engineering". 

In 1765, Antonie Lavoisier invented the parabolic beacon reflector. This was a 

bowl-like device with a small oil lamp in the centre.  It used polished tin which

 allowed the rays of light to be focused. However, oil-burning lamps gave off 

acrid fumes  and smoke, reducing the light intensity.

In 1782 Swiss physicist Aime Argand made a hollow wick increasing the 

supply of air which led to a smokeless flame which was constant and ten times 

brighter. This lamp was used with various types of fuel.

                                         In 1822 Augustin Fresnel invented a lens which

                                         revolutionized the lighting of  lighthouses.  These 

                                         lenses made of  individually manufactured glass 

                                         acted as prisms and refracted and  intensified the light.  

                                         These lenses were used throughout the world and 

                                         were known as Fresnel lenses.

                                         Increasingly, lighthouses are now automated, with 

                                         keepers being retired from duty. Many isolated

                                         lighthouses are equipped with technology for sensing 

                                         fog, weather changes and power failures.

                                         Modern GPS technology now guides many ships 

                                         away from dangerous rocks.  

THE  FETCH  ROCK  MYSTERY

"…those three men will never be

found. The sea has claimed many lives,

but none more mysterious than

that of the Fetch Rock keepers….."

Evidence: Demarion, widely respected by his peers, was a key witness at 

the inquest. At around 9pm, that foggy April night, he observed  Benjamin 

Parker make his way to the harbour steps. It is here that he stole a small

rowing boat and set off to the lighthouse on Fetch Rock. 

Two hours later, a Cornwall bound vessel named "The Ribos" noted that

the light was not lit. With all available haste, the ship made its way to

safe harbour and the captain (Tonker Travers) raised the alarm. A small

group was dispatched to investigate, who, upon arrival, found the stolen

rowing boat drifting mere metres from Fetch Rock. Parker, and the three

"keepers" were nowhere to be found. Inside the lighthouse, evidence of

a struggle and tampering were observed.

Parker's residence, a small hut rented by

Demarion, was searched. Apart from a

few sketches and personal belongings

nothing of any interest was found, but

many locals claim to have seen him 

scribbling in a journal. This has never 

been found. What explanations or 

insight could such a diary offer?

For more information, please purchase "The Fetch Rock Mystery" from

the gift shop. This illustrated tome presents all the current theories, and

looks deeper into the life of the main suspect.

THE  FETCH  ROCK  MYSTERY II

April the 12th, 1912, was a dark, fog 

shrouded night. A young cartographer, 

Benjamin Parker, left the town of 

Trewarthan (pro; Tray War Fan) in a 

rowing boat and made his way to the 

lighthouse at Fetch Rock. What were 

his motives? Why  did he come to this 

island? 

We do know that the three 

lighthouse "keepers" vanished that 

very night, and  the lamp room was 

plunged into darkness. An investigation 

was launched. Men from the mainland 

arrived to find the lighthouse silent, 

cold and empty. What happened?

Who was Benjamin Parker?

Born on the 7th of November 1883 in the London suburb of Highgate.

He was the youngest son of the famous cartographer: William Parker. 

Following in his fathers footsteps (some say reluctantly) he attended the 

London Academy of Cartography from 1900 to 1904.

His first commission, rather oddly, was to map the rocks around the remote 

Scottish Island of "Todday". 

No maps drawn by Benjamin Parker exist in the Academy archives, but

some circulate between private dealers. They are recognised as valued

artwork, as well as practical records of geography. 

Employed by the Academy, Parker was sent to the Cornish town of 

Trewarthan, where he was to map the rocks around the harbour. 

Local landowner, and dignitary, Robert Demarion, often conversed with

Parker during his time in the town, and also shared the occasional game of 

chess! Demarion's observations were heard at the inquest.

THE  FIRST  LIGHTHOUSE

The lighthouse at Alexandria was truly a wonder of the ancient 

world. Conceived and initiated  by Ptolemy Soter around 290bc,

the island of "Pharos" was chosen for the inspiring and practical

structure. Soter had assumed power in Egypt after the death of 

Alexander the Great in 323bc, but did not live to see the 

lighthouse completed.

As well as being a life saver for sailors and seamen, the Pharos 

lighthouse was held in awe by architects and scientists, with 

its mysterious reflective mirror. Equally our more modern 

                               lighthouses , the reflected beam could be 

                               seen more than 35 miles(50km) out at sea.

                               The structure stood for many centuries, being 

                               mentioned in the journals of explorers and 

                               tradesmen, as well as its image being imprinted 

                               on Roman Coins. 

                               The French, Italian and Spanish word for 

                               lighthouse is still "Pharos". 

SOME   SURPRISING   FACTS!

The first recorded lighthouse is documented as the Pharos of Alexandria, 

built around 200bc. 

The lighthouse at La Coruña, in North West Spain, can boast being the oldest 

functioning beacon. The lighthouse has stood since the time of Trajan, the 

Roman Emperor. 

The Eddystone lighthouse (Plymouth, UK) is the worlds oldest sea based stone 

structure. Completed in 1759 by John Smeaton ("The Father of Civil 

Engineering), it was lit with 24 candles. 

                                    In desperate times, when marooned without supplies, 

                                    some lighthouse keepers were forced to eat candles. 

                                    Thankfully, they were not wax based, but an edible 

                                    oil-based variety. 

                                    Monks and hermits provided early warnings to seamen, 

                                    by waving lanterns in high windows from the mainland. 

                                    Some of the first experiments involving electricity, by 

                                    Michael Faraday, were carried out in lighthouses. The 

                                    first bulbs were huge in comparison to our modern 

                                    domestic versions. 

                                     The smooth rotation needed for a lighthouse lamp is 

                                     accomplished by "floating" the moveable machinery in 

                                     a vat of mercury (liquid metal). The  slightest pressure 

                                     can turn the lamp, saving hugely on the electricity used. 

Mercury vapour is toxic! The key symptom of poisoning is madness, which 

has prompted some to suggest a possible cause for the disappearance of the 

Fetch Rock lighthouse keepers, and Benjamin Parker in 1912.

Marconi often visited South Foreland lighthouse to experiment with his first 

radio transmissions. Signals were broadcast to the South Goodwin lightship.

Fetch Rock is not the only lighthouse to claim a series of mysterious 

disappearances. Flannan Isle, off Western Scotland, lost all three of its keepers 

in 1900. The story remains a mystery, although many theories have been 

formed over the passing years.

Skerryvore lighthouse, off the west coast of Scotland, is the tallest in Britain. 

Built in 1844 by Robert Stevenson, it is made from 4300 tons of granite and 

stretches into the sky to a height of 49 metres. 

Toni to Ivan

Ivan,

What happened to your

time off? Those DEOS

people are treating you

like a robot. Ha ha!!.

Anyway, my sweet, I've 

included some new photos of 

me., (Sorry about the poor

quality). Hopefully they

should keep you company 

down there in the depths 

of the sea.. 

How did that last launch go?

Can I expect to see

your face on the CNM

news broadcast?

Toni

XX

Parents to Ivan

To my dearest son, Ivan,

HAPPY BIRTHDAY

It's your birthday, 

hip hip hooray!

Have a fabulous,

jolly day!

We are all thinking about you,

down there under the sea...

Mum, Alex and Dad,

P.s. We found the robot you 

wanted, but don' t you think you are 

getting a little old for these things?

Fetch Rock Duties List

Clean the stove

Empty ash from the boiler

Clean outer stairs, to dock

Fair weather work, should weather hold out.

Re-stock the coal room with packed charcoal

Sweep and mop the crew room

Wash last night dishes

Prepare evening meal, and begin cooking

Check lamp for faults

Test foghorn at six o'clock

1912 Stock List

4 Tins of hard beans

2 tins of baked beans

5 small crates of rice

1 package of macaroni

2 bottles of oil

1 sack of potatoes

2 tomatoes

Small sack of carrots

Potted peas

2 jars of Gentlemen's Relish

1 jar of Onion Jam

1 tin of onion and tomato chutney

3 Cornish Pasties

1 jar of peanuts

Fuel for oil lamps, and lighter

Demarion Random Scraps

After comparing my previous sketches with the new photographs, I made a startling discovery. The Rock has grown, I am sure of it. What could have such power? It is baffling, I believe there is a force, a power, at work on the island, perhaps even under the lighthouse itself, pushing from the bowels of the earth.

My recent visit to the island was productive. I arrived under the cover of darkness, so as not to be seen departing from the harbour. The lighthouse guided me across the sands, but each visit becomes more treacherous. Perhaps it would be better if I employed the services of someone younger, and more adventurous than myself.

The items collected are most intriguing. A few of the smooth pebbles seem to give of a light, a sort of demonic greenish glow. I can make out details under the surface, like a pattern. What could it possibly be? The magnifying glass is not strong enough, so I may well invest in microscope, for closer examination.

Spivey has been nosing around the town, mislead him in any way that I can. He must know what is happening at the lighthouse. There is too much too lose. 

Demarion Journal

The Fisherman's Arms is rife with gossip. The men chatter like the women folk of this town. Whatever is the world coming to! Then, of course, there is the nature of their prittle prattle. The island! This will never do. I must put a stop to the speculation. The fools know nothing of the events unfolding out there, on Fetch Rock. 

The latest item, a square card like object, is made from the most curious material. It can bend but not break, yet can be cut or scratched with the most blunt of instruments. It is remarkable. I have seen similar substances, made from tree sap and molten materials, but never this smooth, or so black. There is a small silvery metal disk place in the back, which turns when a coin is inserted into it. On the front, the words "Hadden Industries" can be read, quite clearly. Remarkable. I have searched the business directories, and can find no mention of this company. Their title is quite grand, yet I can find no mention. I shall search the archives on my next visit to London. Hmm, Hadden Industries. They may have the answer to the happenings at the rock. At last, I have a lead!

I have discovered a small cavern at the base of the outer steps, leading up to the lighthouse. The summer sea winds carried large waves inland, and the sand banks were washed away. This is how I discovered my find. I have yet to venture into the gaping gash, as I had no suitable lighting on my person. I was also wary that Drake, Woolf or Shaw may see me from the tower. I could see movement inside the crewroom, and did not wish to be discovered. Where could this tunnel lead? It intrigues me so. 

The tunnel was dark, and lead into Fetch Rock for a mere few metres. It was at this point that I discovered a rock fall prevents further exploration. Damnation! So near, but so far. I honestly believed that the tunnel held the answer to my questions. I will have to discover an alternative source of enquiry. 

I returned to the rock fall, to sketch the gash. While digging in my pockets for my pencil, I dropped the storm lantern, which had lit my way. It was at that moment that I heard it. A pulse. Like the devils heartbeat itself. While I stood there is the chilling darkness, my head began to spin. The throbbing pulse began to change, a new sound filled my head. It was a song, a rhyme. Over and over, and over again. I could not locate the source of the sound, and groped about for the cave walls. That was when the markings appeared, from out of the gloom. The walls were patterned with a regular and uniform decoration. It throbbed in time with the sound, and I felt  [text missing on purpose.
Bens Post-It Note

Sarah, I am getting increasingly worried about the shop takings of late. According to the cash register, we are missing £220!! I don't want to get the sack for this. I have told you before that there is something wrong with this machine, it has a mind of its own!

Ben

Staff to Polly White

To Polly White,

Please feel free to explore the whole lighthouse and complex. We have high hopes of your investigation, and look forward to re-opening the attraction.

The Staff

Hadden Industries Goggle Leaflet

Hadden Industries are proud to present EVP/EMP v2. 

Detect hidden electromagnetic pulses during military and parapsychology experiments. 

New: Explore the fascinating world of Electronic Voice Phenomena. Some believe you can hear the voices of the dead, or detect the echoes of past events. 

All built into one stylish headset. 

Free brochure and instructions (on the floppy disk). 

CREDITS:

Your Time

Thank you

A game is nothing without players. 

Story / design and creation by : Jonathan Boakes

Jonathan would like to thank:

Philip Philippou

Forever kind. I owe you this opportunity,  bright light.

"The Ballad of Tom Oliver" featured in Dark Fall: The Journal

"Bright Spark" featured in Dark Fall II: Lights Out

Mathew Clark

The voice of "Robert Shaw", second ghost whispers &

XXv Productions walkthrough for Dark Fall II: Lights Out

Support, kindness and devotion. Many thanks. 

Myles White

The voice of Corbin Hart's Boy Child and Shadow Cave Ghost Boy.

Morgan White

The voice of Corbin Hart's Girl Child and Shadow Cave Ghost Girl.
Joanne Boakes White

The Regression Tape Polly White. "He is no man. He does not exist". 

The Ballad Of Flannan Isle

Written by Wilfred Gibson. 

Read by Philip Philippou.

Joseph Blythe

Too late. Too soon. Only you know. 

I miss you.

Vocals:

Malakai: Jonathan Boakes

Telephone Voice: Philip Philippou

Robert Shaw: Mathew (the bear) Clark

Polly White: Joanne Boakes White

James Woolf: Jonathan Boakes

Emily: Morgan White

Edward: Myles White

Ghost whispers / smugglers: Jonathan Boakes & Mathew Clark

Publisher credits:

Sound Design and Music:

Jonathan Boakes

except / menu title:

Dark Fall IV / composed by

Jan Kavan

Robert Demarion: unknown

Malakai: Jonathan Boakes

Robert Shaw: Matt Clark

James Woolf: Jonathan Boakes

Whispers, gurgles and grunts

were made by members of 

the cast. 

Polly White: Joanne Boakes White

Ghost boy: Myles White

Ghost girl: Morgan White

Telephone voices: Philip Philippou

Proverbs:
Beware the wolf that appears as the lamb

Do not waste your days in trying to prolong them

Remember that a half-empty bottle may actually be half-full

It is dangerous to be sincere unless you are also stupid

A friend in need should get their act together

Sometimes a scream is better than a thesis

In dreams and in love there are no impossibilities

A witty saying proves nothing

Beware the false prophet from the stars

Seek Malakai, he knows all

The secret of success is to know something nobody else knows

Wise men make proverbs, but fools repeat them

Anger is an energy, use it wisely

Beware the wolf that appears as the lamb

Talent does what it can; genius does what it must

If you wish it enough, it will happen

Take advantage of your good luck, it may not last

Luck is the residue of design

He who hesitates is a damned fool

Corbin MP3

TRACK 1

To Daddy

Parkers questions:

of course

no, leave me alone

Why did you mislead me?

I suspected as much,

you are a dishonest man,

Demarion!

I do not believe in such things, you can chase this folly on your own.

Tell me more, you have piqued my interest.

Ha! You talk like a mad man!

Do not judge me, Demarion. I have seen bad times of my own. 

Indeed. You can trust me to keep an open mind. 

Has some misfortune befallen the lighthouse keepers?!

Who mans this mysterious lighthouse?

Hidden? Why the mystery?

Very well. I will play this game of yours, but I do not appreciate riddles.

