

    
        
          The Secret of the Old Lighthouse

        

        
        
          Stories for kids, Volume 9

        

        
        
          Benjamin Rivers

        

        
          Published by Moonlight Quill Press, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE SECRET OF THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE

    

    
      First edition. July 4, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Benjamin Rivers.

    

    
    
      Written by Benjamin Rivers.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Summer Arrival

Chapter 2: The Strange Warning

Chapter 3: Footprints in the Sand

Chapter 4: The Hidden Journal

Chapter 5: Clues Beneath the Waves

Chapter 6: The Shadowy Stranger

Chapter 7: The Secret Tunnel

Chapter 8: The Lighthouse Legend

Chapter 9: The Stormy Discovery

Chapter 10: The Light Shines Again

Sign up for Benjamin Rivers's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young dreamer who has ever gazed at a lighthouse and wondered what stories its light has witnessed through the years.
 
To the curious explorers who believe that every old building, weathered map, and forgotten path holds the promise of an unforgettable adventure.
 
May this story inspire you to face every challenge with courage, treasure your friendships, and discover that the greatest riches are found in wisdom, kindness, and the history we preserve for those who come after us. As you journey with Emma, Noah, and Lily, may you always remember that even the smallest light can guide others through the darkest storms.
 
Keep exploring, keep asking questions, and never stop believing that extraordinary discoveries await those who seek them with brave hearts and open minds.
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Chapter 1: The Summer Arrival
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Emma Carter pressed her forehead against the car window and watched the scenery rush by. The busy streets and tall buildings of the city had disappeared hours ago. Now the road wound through green hills, open fields, and stretches of forest. Every few minutes she caught glimpses of sparkling blue water in the distance.

"We're almost there," her mother said from the front seat.

"How much longer?" Noah asked for what felt like the hundredth time.

Emma rolled her eyes at her younger brother. At nine years old, Noah had an endless supply of energy and questions.

"Dad said twenty minutes ten minutes ago," Noah complained.

"That's because you're counting every second," Emma replied.

Their father laughed. "Actually, your mother is right. Seabreeze is just around the next bend."

The name itself sounded exciting to Emma. Seabreeze. She had imagined it for weeks ever since her parents announced they would be spending the summer in the small coastal town. Her grandmother had recently inherited a cottage there from a distant relative and offered to let the family stay while she arranged repairs.

Emma had spent countless evenings looking at maps and photos online. She knew Seabreeze was famous for its beaches, fishing boats, and dramatic ocean cliffs. It seemed like the perfect place for an adventure.

The road curved sharply, and suddenly the town came into view.

Emma gasped.

The ocean stretched endlessly across the horizon, shimmering beneath the afternoon sun. White waves rolled toward a golden shoreline. Small colorful houses dotted the landscape, their roofs painted in shades of blue, red, and green. Fishing boats bobbed gently in a harbor near the center of town.

"It's beautiful," Emma whispered.

Noah pressed his face against the opposite window.

"Whoa!"

The car descended a hill toward Seabreeze. As they approached, Emma noticed people walking along the streets carrying fishing nets, baskets, and beach umbrellas. The town looked peaceful and friendly.

Then something caught her eye.

Far beyond the harbor, standing atop a rocky cliff, was a tall white tower.

Emma sat up straighter.

"What is that?"

Her father glanced in the rearview mirror.

"The lighthouse."

Emma couldn't look away.

Even from a distance, the structure seemed different from everything around it. The paint had faded with age. Dark stains marked its sides. The windows appeared empty and lifeless.

Most striking of all was its location.

The lighthouse stood alone on a rugged cliff overlooking the sea. Jagged rocks surrounded its base. Waves crashed against them with bursts of white foam.

Unlike the cheerful houses and bustling harbor, the lighthouse felt isolated.

Lonely.

Almost forgotten.

"Is it still used?" Emma asked.

Her father shook his head.

"No. It was abandoned years ago."

"Why?"

"I'm not sure."

Emma continued staring at it as the car rolled into town.

Something about the old tower fascinated her immediately.

It seemed to be watching over Seabreeze like a silent guardian from another time.

A few minutes later they arrived at their cottage.

The small house stood near the edge of town, surrounded by wildflowers and a white picket fence. The ocean was visible from the front porch.

Noah jumped out of the car before it had fully stopped.

"Race you to the door!"

He sprinted across the yard.

Emma followed more slowly, still thinking about the lighthouse.

The cottage felt cozy inside. Wooden floors creaked beneath their feet. Seashell decorations hung on the walls. Large windows let in plenty of sunlight.

As their parents unpacked, Emma wandered upstairs to choose her room.

She selected a bedroom overlooking the ocean.

When she looked out the window, she smiled.

In the distance, she could still see the lighthouse.

Its white silhouette stood against the blue sky.

Almost as if it had been waiting for her.

The next morning Emma woke early.

Sunlight streamed through the curtains, and the sound of gulls drifted through the open window.

For a moment she forgot where she was.

Then she remembered.

Seabreeze.

Summer vacation.

Adventure.

She quickly got dressed and hurried downstairs.

Noah was already eating breakfast.

"You're late," he said through a mouthful of toast.

Emma glanced at the clock.

It was barely seven-thirty.

"No normal person calls this late."

Their mother laughed.

"Well, your brother has been awake since six."

"Because I wanted to explore."

Emma grinned.

"So do I."

After breakfast their parents gave them permission to walk around town as long as they stayed together.

The siblings eagerly set off.

The streets of Seabreeze were even more charming than Emma had imagined.

Flower boxes decorated windows.

Small shops sold handmade crafts, ice cream, and fishing supplies.

The salty scent of the ocean filled the air.

As they walked toward the harbor, Noah pointed excitedly at everything.

"Look at that boat!"

"And those crabs!"

"And that giant pelican!"

Emma laughed.

"Try not to explode from excitement."

"No promises."

The harbor was busy with activity.

Fishermen unloaded their catches.

Tourists snapped photographs.

Children played near the docks.

Emma enjoyed watching the boats, but her attention kept drifting toward the distant cliff.

Toward the lighthouse.

Finally she pointed at it.

"Do you know anything about that place?" she asked a fisherman mending a net.

The man looked up.

For a brief moment his smile faded.

"The old lighthouse?"

Emma nodded.

The fisherman cleared his throat.

"Not much to tell."

"It looks interesting."

"I suppose."

He returned his attention to the net.

The conversation was clearly over.

Emma frowned.

That had been strange.

She and Noah continued exploring.

Later they stopped at a bakery to buy cookies.

The elderly woman behind the counter smiled warmly as she handed them their treats.

Emma decided to try again.

"Ma'am, do you know why the lighthouse was abandoned?"

The woman's cheerful expression changed instantly.

"Oh."

She glanced toward the window.

"The lighthouse."

"Yes."

"It's very old."

Emma waited.

The woman seemed uncomfortable.

"Most people don't go there anymore."

"Why not?"

The baker hesitated.

Then she forced a smile.

"You children should spend your summer enjoying the beach instead."

Before Emma could ask another question, the woman turned to help a different customer.

Emma and Noah exchanged puzzled looks.

"That was weird," Noah said.

"Very weird."

The more Emma asked about the lighthouse, the more unusual people's reactions became.

Some changed the subject.

Others claimed not to know anything.

A few simply walked away.

It was as though the entire town had agreed not to discuss it.

And that only made Emma more curious.

That afternoon the siblings explored the beach.

The shoreline stretched for miles in both directions.

Waves rolled onto the sand in rhythmic patterns.

Seagulls soared overhead.

For a while Emma forgot about mysteries and simply enjoyed the day.

She and Noah built a sandcastle large enough to impress even the most serious architect.

Then they searched for seashells.

Then they skipped stones across shallow water.

Eventually they reached a section of beach closer to the cliffs.

The lighthouse appeared much larger from here.

Emma stopped walking.

The tower rose high above them.

Its weathered walls showed years of exposure to storms and sea winds.

Broken fencing surrounded the property.

Tall grass swayed around the base.

No signs of life were visible.

Yet Emma couldn't shake the feeling that the place wasn't truly abandoned.

It felt too important.

Too mysterious.

"What are you staring at?" Noah asked.

"The lighthouse."

"It does look creepy."

"Creepy?"

"A little."

Emma studied it carefully.

The empty windows resembled dark eyes.

The tower's shadow stretched across the cliff.

Despite the bright sunshine, the lighthouse seemed wrapped in secrets.

"I wonder what happened there."

Noah shrugged.

"Maybe nothing."

Emma wasn't convinced.

Something about the town's reaction suggested otherwise.

A loud crash interrupted her thoughts.

A wave smashed against the rocks below the cliff.

Spray exploded into the air.

The power of the ocean was incredible.

Emma imagined lighthouse keepers standing watch during storms, guiding ships safely through dangerous waters.

What stories must that tower hold?

What had it witnessed over the years?

The questions multiplied inside her mind.

That evening the family ate dinner at a seafood restaurant overlooking the harbor.

As the sun began to set, golden light reflected across the water.

The atmosphere was cheerful.

People laughed and chatted around them.

Emma waited until halfway through the meal.

Then she decided to ask her parents.

"Have you noticed how everyone acts when you mention the lighthouse?"

Her father looked up.

"A little."

"It's strange."

"What do you mean?" her mother asked.

Emma explained her conversations with the fisherman and baker.

Noah nodded eagerly.

"They looked nervous."

Their parents exchanged glances.

"Maybe it's just a local legend," their father suggested.

"What kind of legend?"

"No idea."

Emma leaned forward.

"Don't you think it's suspicious?"

Her mother smiled.

"You've read too many mystery books."

"Maybe."

"But sometimes an old lighthouse is simply an old lighthouse."

Emma wasn't satisfied.

She knew there was more to the story.

She could feel it.

The next few days passed quickly.

The family settled
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