

    
        
          Another Mystery at the Battery Point Lighthouse

        

        
        
          Susan Hart

        

        
          Published by Susan Hart, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ANOTHER MYSTERY AT THE BATTERY POINT LIGHTHOUSE

    

    
      First edition. June 25, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Susan Hart.

    

    
    
      Written by Susan Hart.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Another Mystery at the Battery Point Lighthouse

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Sign up for Susan Hart's Mailing List

Further Reading: A Frenzy of Pumpkins: A Cozy Mystery

About the Publisher


Another Mystery at the Battery Point Lighthouse

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The spring storms came early that year, pounding the rocky coast of Crescent City with a ceaseless gray violence. Townsfolk had always said the sea around Battery Point Lighthouse could eat a man whole and spit out only rumors, but they never expected it to become quite so literal. The body surfaced at low tide, tangled in kelp and snagged on the black volcanic boulders beneath the lighthouse promenade, where high school sweethearts sometimes made out and old-timers came to reminisce about the pre-tsunami days. 

It took the police three weeks to identify the man, by which time most had assumed he was a wayward tourist or a fisherman from farther up the coast. When the coroner finally managed to piece together enough details—a silver money clip engraved with "J.D.B." and a battered press pass half-soaked in brine—the news hit the town with the force of a rogue wave. The dead man was James Barker, the only investigative reporter for The Crescent Current, which these days was less a "paper" than a grumpy blog run from the editor's kitchen table.

Robert "Bob" Hart, who'd traded in his badge for a creaky PI license ten years prior, read about the discovery over burnt eggs and black coffee at the Lighthouse Diner. He had a professional interest in the morbid, and an unprofessional one in anything involving gold, legends, or danger within a twenty-mile radius. When his phone rang, vibrating energetically across the speckled Formica, he already knew who it would be.

Bob listened to the editor's frantic voice and took notes while a waitress named Crystal topped up his cup and offered him a refilled sense of purpose. "He was working on something big—top secret," the editor said. "He said people were watching him. And now he's fish food."

After breakfast, Bob tramped through the mist to The Crescent Current's office, which doubled as the editor's living room and smelled strongly of cat and coffee grounds. The walls were plastered with old front pages and a single faded photograph of a much younger James Barker, smiling nervously beside a mayor now serving time for embezzlement.

The editor, a stooped woman in a rainbow cardigan who insisted on being called "Chief," handed Bob a dented flash drive. "He told me to give you this if anything happened. Said you'd know what to do."

Bob thanked her and pocketed the flash drive. Before leaving, he asked if James had any enemies. The Chief snorted. "This is Crescent City. We have more grudges than we do stoplights."

Back at his cluttered office above the bait shop, Bob plugged the flash drive into his ancient desktop and clicked through a folder labeled "Sea Witch." There were scanned documents, emails, and a voice memo James had recorded in the hoarse whisper of a man who knew secrets were dangerous: "I’m getting close to something. They know I’m looking. It’s all about the wreck. The Sea Witch didn’t go down by accident. Someone’s been moving gold ever since."

The Sea Witch had been the skeleton at the heart of Crescent City’s local lore for a hundred and thirty years. Some said she’d gone down with a cargo hold full of smuggled gold; others claimed it was opium, or dynamite, or exotic animals for a vanished circus. Bob’s own grandfather had dined out for decades on the rumor that Jesse James faked his death and shipped out west to claim the sunken loot.

Bob scrolled through the files, piecing together a timeline: James had started asking questions at the harbor, then at the Historical Society, then at a string of seedy waterfront bars. His last few emails grew increasingly frantic: “They followed me home. Saw a light out by the lighthouse at 2AM. I think it’s bigger than I thought. Tell Bob Hart.”

Bob leaned back in his cracked vinyl chair and stared out the window at the fog, thick as chowder, rolling in from the harbor. He was no stranger to trouble, but this felt different. James had been careful, maybe the last person in town anyone would call reckless.

All that was left of him now was a bundle of notes, a recording, and a nervous cat that had taken up residence at the Current, and was now well fed and loved.

Bob finished the last of his coffee, grabbed his coat, and set out for the Battery Point Lighthouse. The sea crashed relentless below, and behind the warning signs and rusted chain link, a fresh set of tire tracks marred the road to the old keeper’s house. Someone else had been there that morning, and they had left in a hurry.

The first clue in the chain. The first thread to pull. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two


[image: ]


Bob knew the rumors would start before the body was even cold, and the only way to get close to the truth was to chase the stories back to their source. He buttoned his coat against the salt wind and hit every dockside watering hole and greasy spoon on Front Street, ears pricked for any mention of James's name or the Sea Witch's gold. Most people had an opinion, and all of them were willing to share it as long as Bob kept his coffee cup filled or bought a pitcher for the table.

"You know what I think?" said Doris from the chowder shack, ladling out steaming bowls for the lunch crowd. "I think he got too close to something. People around here, they don't like it when you stir up the past. Especially not that old shipwreck business. My granddad said men got shot over less."

Bob smiled politely and tried the chowder, which tasted like fish bones and pepper and secrets. Doris leaned in, lowering her voice to a stage whisper. "But if you want the real story, ask Pete. He's been hunting that gold since before you moved here. Swears he saw something the night the reporter went missing—lights out on the breaker rocks. Says it was men, not ghosts, but I've never seen Pete sober after dark."

Bob thanked Doris and made his way down to the public pier, at the end of a long, wave washed jetty. There, Pete was hunched over the railing, casting squid jigs into the bruised water, a battered thermos at his feet and a cigarette glued to his bottom lip. He wore a mariner's cap with a decades-old tuna derby patch, and he greeted Bob like an old poker rival who owed him money.

"Heard you’re asking about Barker," Pete said, not looking up from his line. "Hell of a way to go—tangled in weeds, chewed to ribbons. But you know what I think? I think he found something. Or someone found him finding something."

Pete jerked the pole back, reeled in an empty hook, and spat over the side. "A couple nights before they fished him out, I see him down here. He wasn't alone. Two tall fellas, city types. Didn't look like they belonged. One had an accent, sounded like Brooklyn or Jersey. They argued about where the wreck was, whether it was even real. Reporter got spooked, left in a hurry. But those other guys—" Pete winked theatrically, "they stuck around. Asked all kinds of questions. About tides, and caves, and... where a man might buy a gun."

Bob took mental notes. "You get a good look at them?"

Pete shrugged. "One had a suit you could use as a tent. Other wore sunglasses at night, like a vampire. They said they were 'documentary guys' but I know a goon when I see one. They stayed at that dive motel behind the mini-mart. Manager's cousin is my niece."

Bob slipped Pete a five
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