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    Chapter 1 — The Lighthouse Keeper

    Nula had kept the lamp for nineteen winters, and in all that time the sea had never once surprised her. It rose, it fell, it threw its weather at the rocks and took it back again, and the light turned above it like a slow, patient eye.

    On the night this story begins, a small boat came out of the fog where no boat should have been.


    Chapter 2 — A Passenger

    The boat carried one passenger and no oars. The passenger was a boy of perhaps twelve, asleep, wrapped in a coat far too large for him, with a brass key tied at his wrist by a length of red thread.

    Nula brought him in from the cold and set the kettle on, and waited for the sea to explain itself, which it never did.


    Chapter 3 — The Key

    The key fit nothing in the lighthouse. Nula tried every lock she owned, and a few she had forgotten she owned, and the key turned in none of them.

    The boy, when he woke, could not say where he had come from. He remembered a door, he said, and a room full of clocks, and a voice telling him to hold on to the key no matter what.


    Chapter 4 — The Storm

    The storm arrived three days later, the worst in a generation. The lamp threw its light into a wall of rain and the wind found every gap in the old stone and sang through it like a choir of ghosts.

    In the middle of it, the boy stood at the window and pointed, and there in the dark was a door standing upright on the water, its frame glowing faintly, waiting.


    Chapter 5 — The Door

    They rowed out with a plank for an oar and the boy's key held tight. The door did not move as they approached; it simply grew, until it was taller than the lighthouse and older than the rocks.

    The key went in. The lock, which had not existed a moment before, accepted it. And the door swung open onto a room full of clocks, all of them stopped at the same hour.


    Chapter 6 — Morning

    In the morning the sea was flat and innocent and the door was gone. So was the boy. On the sill of the lighthouse window lay the brass key and the length of red thread, and nothing else.

    Nula kept the key on a nail beside the lamp, and she kept the light, and if the sea ever explained itself she was not there to hear it. Some doors, she decided, are meant only to be opened once.
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