

    
        
          The Lighthouse Keepers Promise

        

        
        
          Abi Thomas

        

        
          Published by Abi Thomas, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPERS PROMISE

    

    
      First edition. December 29, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Abi Thomas.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233116629

    

    
    
      Written by Abi Thomas.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Abi Thomas

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          A Most Improper Duchess

          
        
          
	          The Contractual Kiss

          
        
          
	          Whispers Beneath The Corset

          
        
          
	          The Contractual Kiss

          
        
          
	          The Language of Silence

          
        
          
	          The Gull & Lantern

          
        
          
	          The Lighthouse Keepers Promise

          
        
          
	          The Weight of Ink

          
        
          
	          The Weight of Smoke & Silk

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Abi Thomas

The Lighthouse Keepers Promise

Chapter 1: An Inheritance of Stone and Salt

Chapter 2: The Keeper of Blackthorn Light

Chapter 3: “You Don’t Belong Here”

Chapter 4: The Gull & Lantern

Chapter 5: First Watch

Chapter 6: The Language of Lenses

Chapter 7: Tides and Timetables

Chapter 8: Whispers in Greywick

Chapter 9: A Storm Too Small for Ships

Chapter 10: The Weight of a Lantern

Chapter 11: Footsteps on the Stairs

Chapter 12: The Wreck of the Aurora

Chapter 13: Ghosts in the Fog

Chapter 14: Mrs Penwell’s Teapot

Chapter 15: The Letter from London

Chapter 16: “I Wasn’t the Only One Who Died”

Chapter 17: Sky Like Shattered Glass

Chapter 18: Two Lights, One Signal

Chapter 19: The Rescue

Chapter 20: Warmth in a Stone Room

Chapter 21: What the Sea Took

Chapter 22: Sun After Rain

Chapter 23: Clara’s Gloves

Chapter 24: The Choice at the Cliff’s Edge

Chapter 25: Silence Between Heartbeats

Chapter 26: A Keeper’s Oath

Chapter 27: The Mending of Maps

Chapter 28: The Proposal of Practical Things

Chapter 29: The Promise on the Cliffs

Chapter 30: A Light Shared

Sign up for Abi Thomas's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Gull & Lantern

Also By Abi Thomas

About the Author


Prologue: The Last Light

Cornwall, October 1860

The storm did not announce itself. It simply arrived—tearing the cloak of twilight from the cliffs and hurling itself against the stone tower of Harrow Light as though the sea itself had grown teeth.

Silas Harrow, lighthouse keeper these past thirty-two years, did not flinch.

He stood at the base of the spiral stairs, oilskin coat dripping onto worn floorboards, one hand braced against the cold stone wall.

His breath came slow and measured—the way a man breathes when he knows his lungs are failing but refuses to let the wind win.

Above him, the great Fresnel lens turned, its beam slicing through the black like a blade through fog.

Good.

The light still held.

That was all that mattered.

He climbed.

Each step was a negotiation with time, with gravity, with the ache in his chest that had grown teeth of its own.

By the time he reached the lantern room, rain lashed the glass panes like frantic fingers.

The sea below was no longer water—it was chaos given form, swallowing boulders whole, spitting foam high enough to kiss the tower’s crown.

Silas lit the wick.

Trimmed the flame.

Checked the clockwork.

Routine was Armour, and he wore it well.

Back in his quarters, he sat at the small writing desk, the journal open before him.

His hand trembled—not from fear, but from the simple truth that his body was done.

Still, he wrote:

October 27th, 1860. Gale force nine, possibly ten. The Aurora passed west at dusk, flying low. Told them not to go—Captain wouldn’t listen. God keep them. If I don’t last the night, let the light be tended. There’s a girl in London—Eveline. My brother’s child. Stubborn as the cliffs. She’d understand this place. If anyone inherits this duty, let it be her. Not for wealth, but for the quiet courage it asks.

The sea gives nothing freely. But the light? The light is ours to give.

The pen slipped from his fingers. Outside, a wave struck the base of the tower with a sound like thunder breaking bone.

Silas Harrow closed his eyes.

Not in surrender—but in watchfulness.

Even in death, a keeper listens for ships.

And the light turned on.
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Chapter 1: An Inheritance of Stone and Salt
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The coach dropped her two miles short of Greywick.

“You’ll walk from here, miss,” the driver said, not unkindly, but with the finality of a man who’d seen too many city folk vanish into the cliffs like mist.

“The road’s washed out near the bend.

And truth be told, the villagers don’t take kindly to strangers after dark.”

Eveline Harrow paid him without protest, though her gloves were frayed at the cuffs and her reticule held less than five shillings.

She adjusted the strap of her valise—stuffed with three changes of mourning black, a hairbrush, and Uncle Silas’s solicitor’s letter—and stepped onto the rain-slicked road.

The wind hit her like a rebuke.

It came off the sea in great, salt-laden gusts, tearing at her bonnet ribbons and whipping the hem of her dress against her boots.

Cornwall in November was not kind to the unprepared.

But Eveline had stopped being kind to herself months ago, when the last of her father’s debts had scattered what remained of her family like dandelion seeds.

Now, at twenty-four, she had nothing but a name, a modest inheritance, and the curious fact that an uncle she’d met only once—as a child at a seaside picnic she barely remembered—had left her a lighthouse.

Harrow Light, the letter had called it.

Yours to keep or sell, as you see fit.

She had seen fit to come.

The path down to Greywick was steep, winding through gorse and granite, the cliffs rising on one side and falling away on the other into a churning grey void.

The sea roared below, a constant, hungry presence.

She clutched the valise tighter.

There was no turning back—not for lack of wanting, but because retreat felt like another kind of drowning.

By the time she reached the village, dusk had bled into true dark.

Greywick huddled against the cliffs like a child seeking shelter—crooked cottages of slate and whitewash, chimneys puffing thin smoke into the wind, narrow lanes slick with rain and fish scales.

Lanterns glowed weakly behind curtained windows, but the streets were empty.

A dog barked from a yard.

A door creaked shut.

She walked toward the only sign of life: a crooked inn with a swinging sign that read The Gull & Lantern.

The hinges groaned as she pushed the door open.

Warmth. The smell of peat smoke, stew, and wet wool.

And silence.

Every eye in the room turned to her—fishermen with faces like weathered rock, women in faded shawls, and a boy polishing tankards behind the bar.

They did not smile. They did not speak. They simply watched, as if waiting to see whether she’d dissolve in the damp or prove herself solid.

Eveline lifted her chin.

“I’m looking for Harrow Light.”

A murmur rippled through the room.

An older woman near the fire set down her knitting.

“That’s Silas Harrow’s place.”

“I’m his niece,” Eveline said.

“Eveline Harrow.”

The woman—broad-shouldered, silver-haired, with eyes that missed nothing—rose slowly.

“I’m Mrs Penwell. I run this inn.”

She studied Eveline a moment longer, then nodded toward the stairs. “You’ll be wanting a room tonight. The lighthouse isn’t fit for a lady.”

“I intend to stay there,” Eveline said.

Mrs Penwell’s eyebrows lifted, but she did not argue.

Instead, she poured a cup of tea from a pot on the hearth and handed it to her.

“Drink. You’re chilled to the bone.”

Eveline accepted it gratefully.

The warmth spread through her fingers, then her chest. For the first time in weeks, she felt something like steadiness.

“Your uncle passed three weeks back,” Mrs Penwell said quietly.

“Found him in his chair, journal open, pen in hand. Peaceful, they say. But the light never went out.”

Eveline’s throat tightened.

She had not known Silas well, but the thought of him sitting alone in that tower, tending a flame for strangers while his own life guttered out—it undid something in her.

“I’ve come to see it,” she said.

“The lighthouse.”

“Aye,” Mrs Penwell said. “And you’ll find it just as he left it. Dust, journals, and all. But mind this, miss—you’re not the only keeper on this stretch.”

“Oh?”

“Blackthorn Light stands two miles east. The keeper’s name is Jonas Blackthorn.

Former sailor.

Keeps to himself.

And he’ll not thank you for meddling with the lights.”

“I’m not meddling,” Eveline said, more sharply than intended.

“I’ve inherited it. Legally.”

Mrs Penwell gave a small, knowing smile.

“Legality means little when the sea’s rising and only two men know how to keep the lamps burning.

But that’s not my worry.” She patted Eveline’s hand.

“Rest here tonight. Go up to Harrow Light in the morning. Daylight makes fools of us all—but it also shows the path clear.”

Eveline agreed, too tired to refuse.

Her room was small and clean, with a narrow bed and a window that looked out toward the cliffs. Through the glass, she could just make out two distant beams cutting through the night—one flickering slightly, the other steady as a heartbeat.

Harrow Light. Blackthorn Light.

Two sentinels.

Two secrets.

She unpacked her few belongings slowly, then opened the solicitor’s letter again, as if the words might have changed.

They hadn’t.

To my niece Eveline Harrow, I leave Harrow Light, its contents, and the duty it entails...

Duty.

Not a gift.

Not a refuge.

A duty.

She lay down fully clothed, listening to the wind claw at the shutters and the distant groan of the sea.

Sleep came fitfully, filled with dreams of spiralling stairs and a voice calling from the dark.

At dawn, she rose before the sun.

The morning air was sharp with brine and damp earth. She borrowed a woollen shawl from Mrs Penwell, who handed it over with a look that said, You’ll be back before supper.

But Eveline wasn’t so sure.

The path to Harrow Light climbed steeply from the village, past the churchyard where headstones leaned like tired sentries, and up toward the headland.

The lighthouse itself appeared suddenly—a squat tower of grey stone, its whitewash peeling, its lantern room dark now in the weak morning light.

Ivy clung to its sides like a memory refusing to let go.

The door was unlocked.

Inside, the air was cold and still, thick with the scent of oil, old paper, and salt.

A narrow staircase coiled upward into shadow.

To the right, a small sitting room: a threadbare armchair, a cold hearth, and a desk piled with ledgers and journals bound in leather.

She ran a finger along the desk.

Dust, yes—but undisturbed. As if time had paused the moment Silas Harrow stopped breathing.

In the drawer, she found it: a journal labelled 'Eveline', in a hand she didn’t recognise but felt in her bones.

Her hands trembled as she opened it. The first page read:

If you’re reading this, you’ve come. Good. This place doesn’t welcome the half-hearted.

She closed it gently. Not yet. She needed to see the light itself.

Up the stairs, each step groaning underfoot.

The higher she climbed, the louder the wind became—whistling through cracks, rattling the glass panes of the lantern room.

And there it was: the great Fresnel lens, gleaming even in dull light, its prisms catching the dawn in fractured gold.

She placed her palm against the cold glass. Below, the sea stretched endlessly, wild and indifferent.

She was alone.

But for the first time since her parents’ deaths, she didn’t feel lost.

She felt... placed.

As if the cliffs, the sea, and this stubborn tower of stone had been waiting for her.

A movement caught her eye.

Far to the east, along the headland, a figure stood outside the taller lighthouse.

Watching.

Jonas Blackthorn.

Even at this distance, she sensed his disapproval like a physical thing—a wall of silence between them.

She lifted her chin, just as she had in the inn.

Let him watch.

She was here to stay.
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Chapter 2: The Keeper of Blackthorn Light
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Eveline returned to The Gull & Lantern just past noon, her boots caked with mud and her fingers still cold from the stone walls of Harrow Light.

Mrs Penwell took one look at her and set a bowl of fish stew on the table without a word.

“You’ve seen it, then,” the innkeeper said, not a question.

“I have.” Eveline sat, pulling off her gloves.

“It’s smaller than I imagined. But solid.”

“Aye. Stone don’t lie.”

Mrs Penwell leaned against the counter, arms crossed.

“And the other one watched you the whole time, didn’t he?”

Eveline paused, spoon halfway to her mouth.

“You saw him too?”

“Everyone sees Jonas Blackthorn when he’s watching,” Mrs Penwell said dryly. “Like a gull on a buoy—still, sharp-eyed, waiting for something to surface.”

Eveline thought of the figure on the eastern headland—the straight line of his shoulders, the way he hadn’t moved even when the wind tore at his coat.

“He didn’t come closer.”

“Wouldn’t expect him to.”

Mrs Penwell poured tea into a chipped cup and slid it across the table.

“He hasn’t set foot in this village for near on five years. Not since the Aurora went down.”

“The Aurora?”

“The ship. Wrecked right off Stormcleft Point.

Half the crew drowned.

Jonas was aboard.

Only survivor.”

She lowered her voice.

“Says he should’ve died with them. Keeps that light burning like penance.”

Eveline’s chest tightened.

She thought of her uncle’s journal entry: ‘Told them not to go—Captain wouldn’t listen.

Had Silas tried to warn them?

Had Jonas blamed himself—and her uncle—ever since?

She finished her stew in silence, the weight of the past settling over her like sea fog.

That afternoon, she walked back to Harrow Light, this time with supplies: lamp oil from the village store (bought with the last of her coins), a loaf of dense bread, candles, and a bar of soap.

The shopkeeper had handed them over with a nod, less suspicious now that she’d stayed the night.

Word travelled fast in Greywick—even silence was a kind of speech.

Inside the lighthouse, she began in earnest.

She swept the main room, aired out the mattress in the tiny bedroom, and lit a fire in the hearth—first small, then steady.

She found her uncle’s oiling kit beneath the stairs, the brass tools neatly arranged, each handle worn smooth by decades of use.

She touched them reverently.

This was not just a house.

It was a craft.

As dusk fell, she climbed to the lantern room again.

The sky had cleared enough to reveal a sliver of moon, and the sea lay quieter, breathing rather than roaring.

She lit the lamp, wound the clockwork, and watched as the great lens began its slow, rhythmic turn—casting its beam out over the dark water like a promise.

It felt sacred.

Not just a job, but a vow.

She was still standing there when she saw him.

Jonas Blackthorn stood at the base of Harrow Light, arms crossed, his greatcoat dark against the twilight.

He hadn’t knocked.

Hadn’t called out.

He simply waited, as if daring her to acknowledge him first.

Eveline descended the stairs slowly, her pulse quickening.

By the time she reached the ground floor, she’d smoothed her skirts and squared her shoulders. She opened the door.

“You’re trespassing,” he said. His voice was low and rough, like unpolished stone.

“This is my property,” she replied.

“For now.”

His eyes—grey as the cliffs after rain—flicked past her into the dim interior.

“You don’t know how to tend the light.”

“I’m learning.”

“Learning gets ships wrecked.”

He stepped forward, just enough to loom in the doorway without crossing the threshold.

“That lens is calibrated to precise tolerances. One misaligned prism, one smudge on the glass, and the beam fractures. Sailors see false hope—and steer into rocks.”

She met his gaze evenly.

“Then teach me.”

He blinked, as if the request startled him.

“I don’t teach.”

“Then who does?”

She gestured toward Blackthorn Light, glowing steadily in the distance.

“You’re the only other keeper on this stretch. If something happens—if I make a mistake—people could die. Isn’t that what you’re afraid of?”

His jaw tightened.

For a moment, she thought he might turn and leave.

Instead, he said, “Be here at dawn. Bring your uncle’s
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