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      The Gang

      

      **Barry Carter** (14) — ginger curly hair. The one who makes the calls. Rose’s Brother. POV anchor and de facto leader. Steady, observant, the most reliable. Dry humour, rarely performs it. Close third person defaults to his perspective.

      

      **Rose Carter** (12–13, blonde wavy hair. Barry's younger sister) — The comic engine. The one who arrives first and talks to everyone. Fast mouth, genuine heart underneath. Manages people with cheerful social efficiency.

      

      **Annie** (14) — dark hair, writing in the notebook. Pen in hand, always. The investigator. Notebook at all times, entries in BLOCK CAPITALS. Files the Section 41 review correctly and faster than a heritage lawyer. The Heritage Council's legal team addresses her as if she was an adult and has no idea she's fourteen.

      

      **Kath** (14) — red hair. The one who reads the water. Sea-rescue trained. Flat procedural voice when the situation is serious. Checks with her father before committing to a dive — and her father's response is a model of how that conversation can go right.

      

      **Vic** (~13–14) — lighter tousled hair. The one with odd equipment in his pockets. Inventor. The Brick has moved from a joke to a taken-for-granted piece of kit; he carries it and manages radio contact throughout. Documents the chain of custody on the recovery with his phone. The Brick works again. Nobody mentions this.

      

      **Pip Fenwick** (9) — smallest. Dark hair in a ponytail. Nine years old and very much present despite being non-voting.Formally joins the gang late in the series, by vote, after three books of corner-chair attrition. Has been writing a parallel account of all five cases in her purple exercise book — *What the Pelican Saw: An Account of Seven Cases, by Pip Fenwick*. The book exists at the end of Book 6.

      

      **Mossy (Michael)** (80s) — Seawall fixture. Saw the lighthouse signal for the first time twenty-five years ago and has been watching it. Provides the initial referral (he points at the lighthouse in book 6 the way he pointed at the wreck in Book 5). Makes the formal Marine Safety report in Fremantle with Snow. At the relighting ceremony, says quietly to no one in particular: *All right, Lofty. That's it, then.*

      

      **Snow** — Ancient fisherman. Seventeen years old in 1959 when a man with good shoes paid him two pounds to carry equipment to the lighthouse and say nothing about it. Has kept that secret for sixty-three years. Tells Pip when she asks correctly.

      

      **Nan** — Bay Fryer. Has a secret batter recipe - its secret is sweet paprika. Closes on a Friday for the first time in thirty years to attend the lighthouse relighting..

      

      **Gerald** — Opinionated Pelican. Occupies the boat ramp departure board. And Gerald, entirely correctly, on his post most days — watching with the air of a creature who has been to better dinners than this one but is keeping his options open. Cannot be moved by argument, authority, or clipboard. Attends the lighthouse relighting ceremony on a rock. Constantly assesses the ambient fish and chip situation and remaines with the gang for reasons of his own. Never magical, never explained.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE LAMP ON LASSITER POINT

          

        

      

    

    
      The lighthouse at Lassiter Point has been decommissioned since 1986. The Heritage Council believes the shire owns it. The shire believes the Heritage Council does. No one has paid for maintenance since 2003, and the Fresnel lens has been sitting in the dark ever since.

      Until it wasn’t.

      At two in the morning, the lamp comes on. Forty minutes exactly. Old Mossy, who has sat on the Rockingham seawall long enough to remember how the coast used to sound, has seen it before — three years ago, before the Meridian barge grounded; in 2009, before the Carnac diver who was never found. Each time, the light, and then disaster. He calls in the only people he trusts with a pattern he can’t explain.

      The Safety Bay Six — Barry, Annie, Kath, Vic, and Rose — are meant to be on holidays. They take the case anyway. Pip Fenwick, aged nine, opens her purple exercise book to a fresh page and begins: ‘The Lamp on Lassiter Point: A Complete Account, with Pelican.’

      What they find is not one mystery but three, threaded through sixty years and three centuries of coast: a marine archaeologist diving before dawn with yellow watertight cases; an eighty-one-year-old woman whose great-grandfather resigned from the lighthouse in 1948 and never explained why; and a 1663 Dutch East India Company vessel — the Haringvliet, lost on the outer reef with its navigational instruments sealed in bronze tubes — that someone found, hid, and has been signalling the location of ever since.

      Against them: a bureaucratic obstruction running through the fishing cooperative, the Heritage Council’s forms division, and one Phil Cosgrove, who has more titles than authority and has been filing the wrong objection on the right schedule for four years.

      The sixth book in Patrick Maher’s Safety Bay Six series, The Lamp on Lassiter Point is a story about what the coast remembers — and about the patience required to leave things in the right place so the right people will eventually come. Rich with maritime history, procedural wit, and the particular warmth of a community that looks after its own, it is one of Maher’s finest.

      Gerald, the pelican, has opinions about all of this. Mostly about chips.
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      The lamp had been dark for thirty-eight years, which was long enough that most people in Rockingham had stopped noticing it.

      Barry noticed it because Mossy pointed at it on the last Sunday before school went back, when Barry had come down to the foreshore to return a borrowed winch handle and found the old man sitting on the seawall with his tea going cold and his attention fixed on the southern headland.

      'What are you looking at?' Barry said.

      Mossy didn't turn around. 'Lassiter Point.'

      Barry looked. The point was a low rocky headland about a kilometre south of the boat ramp, stubbled with scrub and capped by a squat white lighthouse that had been decommissioned before Barry was born. The tower caught the afternoon light and threw it back. Nothing moved on it.

      'I can see the lighthouse,' Barry said. 'Is something happening to it?'

      'Something happened to it last night.' Mossy picked up his mug, found it cold, and put it down again. 'Around two in the morning. Light came on in the lantern room. Stayed on about forty minutes.'

      Barry looked at the lighthouse again. From this distance it was thumb-sized, white paint peeling at the drum. The lantern room at the top was dark glass and oxidised copper.

      'Are you sure it wasn't a reflection?'

      Mossy gave him the look he reserved for people who said things like that.

      'Right,' Barry said. 'Sorry. Did you call anyone?'

      'Who would I call? Marine Safety decommissioned it in 1986. Council inherited it. Council gave it to the Heritage Office. Heritage Office lost the file.' He picked up his mug again, remembered, and set it down. 'Three different people own different pieces of that headland and none of them own the building. I tried to report it once before, about six years ago. Woman on the phone said it wasn't their problem and gave me another number. That number didn't work.'

      Barry sat on the seawall beside him. The afternoon was flat and still, the Sound glassy, Penguin Island sitting low on the horizon. From the shed behind them he could hear Rose's voice carrying on about something and Vic's defensive murmur in reply. The smell of chips from the Bay Fryer drifted across the forecourt.

      'When was the last time before that?' Barry said. 'That the light came on.'

      Mossy was quiet for a moment. 'I'd have to think.'

      Which meant he already knew and was deciding whether to say it.

      Barry waited.

      'March,' Mossy said. 'Three years ago. About a week before they found the Meridian barge on the Point Francis reef.' He paused. 'And before that, two thousand and nine. The week before the diving accident off Carnac Island. Diver never found.' He paused again. 'And before that, about 1998. Week before the Keane fishing boat went over in a storm that nobody predicted.'

      The hairs on Barry's arms went up. He kept his voice level. 'You've been watching it.'

      'I've been watching everything from this wall for a long time,' Mossy said. 'It's a habit you get into.'

      Barry looked at the lighthouse again. White and still against the pale blue afternoon sky.

      'Same duration each time?' he said.

      Mossy looked at him sideways. 'About forty minutes. Give or take.'

      Barry stood up. 'I'll get the others.'

      

      Rose heard it first and said: 'Someone's living in there.'

      'Nobody's living in there,' Annie said, without looking up from her notebook. 'It's been decommissioned since 1986. There's no water connection and no power. Even if someone broke in they'd have to carry everything up.'

      'So someone carries everything up.'

      'To send a signal from a lighthouse with no light source.' Annie turned a page. 'A lighthouse with no light source that apparently has a light source.'

      'Could be a generator,' Vic said. He was sitting on the upturned hull of the gang's inflatable with his knees up, picking at a loose piece of rubber. 'Small petrol generator, LED array. You could run a pretty decent light off a hundred-watt setup.'

      'In a lighthouse,' Rose said. 'Where nobody's supposed to be.'

      'In a lighthouse,' Vic agreed, 'where nobody's supposed to be.' He seemed to find this more interesting than alarming. 'The question is the signal. If you're running a private light source in a decommissioned lighthouse, you're not doing it for fun. The frequency, the duration, the timing — there's a pattern somewhere or there isn't.'

      Annie wrote something in capitals in her notebook and underlined it twice. Barry couldn't see what it was but he could guess: PATTERN.

      Kath had been standing at the shed door, looking south. She turned back now, her expression the thoughtful one rather than the flat procedural one, which meant the situation had not yet reached the category she was privately calibrating against.

      'The Meridian barge,' she said. 'That was before my time, but Dad worked on the salvage survey. He mentioned it once. Said the barge was where it was because the skipper thought he had clearance from the point and didn't.' She paused. 'If someone's running a private navigational signal from that lighthouse — something that vessels are actually reading as an aid to navigation — they could guide a boat straight onto the rocks.'

      The shed went quiet.

      From the corner chair, Pip Fenwick said: 'Or straight off them.'

      Everyone looked at her. Pip was nine and technically not a member of anything, and she occupied the corner chair by a process of attrition that had been ongoing since Book Three of her own private account of events, which she kept in a purple exercise book and which nobody had been permitted to read. She was currently eating a cold chip from a paper cone and looking at the map on the shed wall.

      'If you know where the rocks are,' Pip said, 'and you know what signal means safety, then a light from the lighthouse could mean safety. If you're the right boat.'

      Annie stopped writing. She looked at Pip.

      'Pip,' she said, with the particular tone she used for contributions that she had been about to arrive at herself and was slightly annoyed to have pre-empted, 'that's not wrong.'

      'Thank you,' Pip said.

      Barry looked at the map. Lassiter Point sat at the southern end of the bay, the rocks fanning out from the headland in a shallow arc. In deep water — proper blue-chart deep water — the arc was navigable on the eastern line if you knew it. If you didn't know it, and you were running on a misread bearing, you'd put your hull on the outer shelf and stay there.

      'So either the signal is for someone specific,' Barry said, 'or it's a warning, or it's something else entirely that we're not seeing yet.'

      'That covers most possibilities,' Rose said.

      'It does,' Barry agreed. 'Which is why we need more information before we decide what we're doing.'

      He looked around the shed. Kath was watching him with the calm attention she brought to anything that had the shape of a safety problem. Vic was already sketching something in the margin of whatever he'd been reading — Barry could see a rough lighthouse cross-section taking shape. Annie had filled another line in her notebook.

      Rose had her hand up.

      'Yes,' Barry said.

      'Are we taking the case?' Rose said. 'Because if we're taking the case I want to go on record as saying the lighthouse idea is extremely good and I was in favour of it from the start.'

      'Nobody's said we're taking anything,' Barry said.

      'Mossy pointed at it,' Rose said. 'Mossy pointing at things is basically a referral. He pointed at the wreck and we got Lofty's ledger and sixty-five years of justice. He pointed at the lighthouse. I'm just saying.'

      Barry couldn't argue with that. The logic was sound.

      'We'll start with what we know,' he said. 'Which is not much. Mossy saw the light last night. Before that, three times in the last twenty-five years, each time before something went wrong on the water.' He paused. 'We need to know who owns the lighthouse, who has access to the headland, and whether anyone else saw it last night. Then we'll see what we've got.'

      'I'll do ownership,' Annie said. She had already written OWNERSHIP at the top of a new page.

      'I'll do the access track,' Kath said. 'There's a fire trail that goes out to the point. I want to see the ground.'

      'I'll do signals,' Vic said. 'Historical navigational light patterns for that station. Maritime Heritage keep records.'

      'And I'll talk to people at the jetty,' Rose said. 'See who was up at two in the morning and why.'

      Pip raised her hand.

      'You're nine,' Barry said.

      'I know,' Pip said. 'I was going to say I'll talk to Snow. He's on the seawall every morning before five. If anyone else saw the light, he'll know.' She finished her chip and folded the paper cone. 'Also I have questions for Mossy.'

      Barry looked at her.

      'Fine,' he said. 'Pip does Snow and Mossy.'

      From the corner chair, Pip produced her purple exercise book and opened it to a fresh page. Barry caught a glimpse of the heading she wrote at the top before she turned it slightly away from him. It read: The Lamp on Lassiter Point: A Complete Account, with Pelican.

      'Meeting's done,' Barry said. 'Back here at five.'

      He walked out of the shed onto the foreshore, and stood in the afternoon light looking south. The lighthouse was still white, still small, still apparently empty.

      But something had been in that lantern room at two in the morning.

      And from the way Mossy had been sitting when Barry found him — tea cold, hands flat on the seawall stones, eyes fixed south — the old man had been watching long before Barry arrived, and probably hadn't slept at all.
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      The seawall crowd at six in the morning was its own institution, governed by unwritten rules that Barry had been learning since he was small enough to sit on Mossy's knee and watch the tinnies come in.

      The first rule was that you didn't ask direct questions. You made a remark and waited, and if the person beside you had something to say they'd say it in their own time, and if they didn't they'd stare at the water instead, and that was also information.

      Barry made a remark about the lighthouse.

      'Seen it,' said the man next to him, a cray deckhand named Davo whose family had worked the Sound for three generations. He didn't look away from the water. 'Month ago, maybe. Week before that as well.'

      Barry kept his eyes on the horizon. 'Month ago?'

      'Yep.' Davo scratched the back of his neck. 'Forty minutes, give or take. My brother reckoned he saw it back in spring too, but he'd had a few so I didn't put much weight on that.' A pause. 'Same pattern though. Same duration.'

      'You log it anywhere?'

      Davo gave him a sideways look. 'Son, I've got four hundred cray pots, a boat that needs a new shaft seal, and a wife who wants a holiday in Bali. I don't log hobby lighthouses.'

      Fair enough.

      Further along the wall, Snow was in his usual position at the southern end — the spot he'd occupied every morning for as long as anyone could testify — with his bait bucket and his flask and the particular silence he wore like a good coat. He'd seen Pip arrive twenty minutes earlier and had already moved along one stone to make room for her, which was as close to a formal greeting as Snow got.

      Barry left them to it. Snow talked to Pip in a different register than he talked to anyone else — shorter sentences, fewer pauses — and Barry had learned not to interrupt it.

      
      Rose was at the jetty by seven.

      The jetty at this hour was fishermen, their kids, and a couple of tourists who'd read somewhere that sunrises were good here. Rose moved through it like a person who had grown up in the smell of brine and diesel, which she had, asking questions the way she'd learned from watching Annie: not the question you want answered, but the question before it.

      She asked about the fishing. She asked about the bait situation. She asked whether anyone had noticed the tides being unusual lately. And then, when three separate people had mentioned the water off Lassiter Point being a funny colour in the last fortnight, she asked why that might be.

      The fisherman she was talking to — an older woman named Pat who ran a small charter boat — frowned at the water for a moment.

      'Stirred up,' Pat said. 'Like something's been working the bottom out there. Wasn't a storm — sea's been flat. Could be a
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