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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 GHOST OF THE GUN BATTERY

          

        

      

    

    
      THE GHOST OF THE GUN BATTERY

      Something is moaning on the headland at Point Peron — and whatever it is, it empties a school camp in under an hour.

      Barry Carter is fourteen, constitutionally unable to lie to his mother, and — as the framed commendation on the HQ wall attests — President of the Safety Bay Six. When Year Nine camp ends two days early after an unearthly sound drives twenty-six boys and two teachers from their bunks, Barry knows, with the reluctant certainty of a boy who has been right about this sort of thing before, that his Easter holidays are gone.

      Back on the foreshore with the Safety Bay Six gang — Annie with her seaweed-coloured notebook, Kath with her weather-eye, Vic with his improving statistics, and Rose Sheridan armed at all times with the loudest voice on the coast — set out to find the source. What they find is layered: a ghost that was built, and beneath everything, a soldier named Tom Moss who walked out to his watch on an April night in 1943, never came back, and has been quietly blamed by his town ever since.

      Equal parts detective story, wartime mystery, and love letter to the coast of Western Australia, The Ghost of the Gun Battery is a novel about the people nobody watched — and what happens when six kids decide that somebody should.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. The Moan in the Dark

      

      
        2. The Man on the Spot, Again

      

      
        3. The Sound Telegraph

      

      
        4. Latchett

      

      
        5. The Microfilm Machine

      

      
        6. Mossy’s Button

      

      
        7. The Sweetheart

      

      
        8. Holes

      

      
        9. The Decision

      

      
        10. Into the Tunnels

      

      
        11. The Vigil

      

      
        12. The Breathing

      

      
        13. The Morning After

      

      
        14. The Sea Lion

      

      
        15. The Bricked Vent

      

      
        16. Why Build a Ghost?

      

      
        17. The Accusation Problem

      

      
        18. The Letters

      

      
        19. The Riddle

      

      
        20. The Flagstaff

      

      
        21. Latchett Closes

      

      
        22. The Watch

      

      
        23. The Bathtub and the Tide

      

      
        24. The Soak

      

      
        25. Eileen

      

      
        26. Anzac Day

      

      
        27. The For Lease Sign

      

    

    
      
        READER REVIEWS

      

      
        Author Biography

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            THE MOAN IN THE DARK

          

        

      

    

    
      The army had built the camp at Point Peron in 1942, and the army built things to last. Sixty years of school groups had thrown everything childhood could supply at the long limestone dormitories — and the dormitories had absorbed all of it without complaint, the way a jetty absorbs weather. The walls were half a metre thick. The window frames were steel. The light switches were the heavy black kind that went down with a clack you could feel in your teeth, and when Mr Hale turned them off at nine o’clock sharp, the dark that arrived was a 1942 dark, total and disciplined, with no streetlight anywhere in it.

      By day, the camp had history the way other places had weather. It was simply the climate. The dormitories had been barracks; the mess hall had fed gunners; and on the last afternoon the whole of Year Nine was walked up the ridge in a straggling crocodile to the gun emplacements themselves, where Miss Prentice — whose subject was English but whose love was plainly this — stood them in the wind and gave them the war.

      The guns were long gone, she said, but the concrete remembered: the great ring mounts, the magazines sunk cool into the hill, the observation posts with their letterbox slits trained on the Sound, where men had watched all night, every night, for years, because in 1943 this had been the front door of a country at war, and somebody had to mind it. Dougie, from the back, asked loudly whether anyone had ever been blown up, was told no, and lost interest on the spot, the war having failed to meet his standards. Barry stood at the slit of the observation post for a while, looking at the sea through a rectangle of 1942, and found he could not entirely make himself leave. The sea through that slit looked different. The sea through that slit looked watched.

      In the main corridor by the office hung the camp’s photographs — decades of them, school groups fading left to right, from last year’s colour back through the orange prints of the seventies to a few grey wartime frames of young men in uniform, standing about where the basketball court now stood. Barry, on the last afternoon, gave the corridor the thirty seconds every camper gave it and moved on, because the bell had gone for tea, and history, at fourteen, gave way to sausages.

      That night the wind swung into the north-east after dark, and stayed there.

      

      Barry Carter lay in that dark on the fourth night of the Year Nine camp and listened to Dougie hold court.

      Dougie held court every night. It was less a habit than a form of government. He had the bunk nearest the door — claimed on the first afternoon by the simple method of sitting on it — and from that throne he issued opinions, rulings, and after lights-out, ghost stories, delivered in the flat confident voice of a boy who has never once been frightened of anything and wants that noted in the minutes.

      ‘And they never found him,’ Dougie was saying, for the third night running. ‘The soldier. True story. Walked out of this exact camp one night during the war and never came back. My uncle told me. They reckon on certain nights you can still hear him out there.’

      ‘Hear him doing what?’ said a small voice from the far end. The small voice belonged to Nathan Pyke, who had been regretting this camp since the bus.

      ‘Moaning,’ said Dougie, with relish. ‘What else would he be doing?’

      Barry, two bunks along, kept his observations to himself. He had spent a summer learning the price of observations. He had also spent a summer learning their value, and the framed letter on the shed wall at home said so in official language — but a boy who has been wrong in public as magnificently as Barry had once been wrong in public develops a professional caution. He noted, privately, that Dougie’s story changed every night. The soldier had been a sergeant on Monday, an officer on Tuesday, and was now just ‘the soldier’. The moaning had migrated from the beach to the dunes to ‘out there’, delivered with a wave at the whole peninsula. Annie would have eaten the story alive in four lines of block capitals. Barry merely filed it, rolled over, and tried to ignore the broken spring in his bunk, positioned by the army in 1942 directly under his left shoulder blade with military precision.

      The dormitory settled by degrees. Somebody’s torch clicked off under a blanket. Somebody whispered the day’s last insult and received the day’s last reply. The wind, a steady north-easter since teatime, worked at the steel window frames and found them as stubborn as everything else the army had left behind.

      Barry was almost asleep when the moan began.

      It came in under the wind, at first, the way a tide comes in under a jetty — so gradually that Barry’s first conscious thought was not there is a sound but that sound has been going for a while. Low. Steady. Then rising, slowly, the way no wind rises, climbing through a register the wind has never owned and holding there, off the headland, in the dark, wrong.

      Barry lay perfectly still and felt every hair on his arms stand up and consult its neighbour.

      The sound climbed once more, wavered like something taking a breath, and stopped.

      For three full seconds, the dormitory held the silence of twenty-six boys pretending to be asleep at the top of their lungs.

      Then it broke, all at once, the way a wave breaks.

      Somebody screamed. Somebody else screamed at the scream. Nathan Pyke went from horizontal to the top of his wardrobe by a route nobody afterwards could reconstruct, including Nathan. Three torches came on and swung wildly across the ceiling like searchlights in a war film, illuminating in turn: a poster about water safety; Simon Greer wearing his pillow as a helmet; and the entirely empty bunk by the door.

      Barry was the only one looking at the empty bunk, and so Barry was the only one who saw the truth of the night, glowing under it like a coal.

      Dougie was beneath his bed. All of him. He had got there before the first scream — got there, the evidence suggested, somewhere around the second rise of the moan, with a speed and decision that would have won him state selection in any sport conducted at floor level. From the darkness under the bunk his voice issued, pitched carefully loud enough for the room.

      ‘Keep your heads,’ said the voice from under the bed. ‘It’s probably nothing.’

      The dormitory door banged open and the lights came down on the room with their 1942 clack. Mr Hale stood in the doorway in a dressing-gown, and one look at his face cancelled every prepared excuse in the room. Mr Hale was not wearing the expression teachers wear for boys mucking about after lights-out. Mr Hale was wearing the expression of a man who has just heard something on a dark headland, and behind him in the corridor stood Miss Prentice, torch still in her hand, wearing the same one.

      ‘Everyone stay in your bunks,’ said Mr Hale, in a voice aimed at steady and arriving just short of it. ‘It’s the wind in the old fortifications. It does that.’

      ‘Has it done it before, sir?’ asked Barry, with genuine professional interest.

      There was a pause of exactly the wrong length.

      ‘Lights out in two minutes,’ said Mr Hale.

      

      Nobody slept. The moan came twice more before three in the morning, fainter each time as the wind backed off, and each performance was received by twenty-six boys lying rigid as sleepers on a railway line, plus one boy under a bed, who had announced he was ‘checking the floor for draughts’ and then, on the grounds of thoroughness, stayed.

      At seven o’clock, over breakfast, the teachers conferred in the doorway of the mess hall in the low voices of adults deciding something. At eight, Mr Hale stood up and announced, in tones suggesting this had been the plan all along, that the camp would be concluding two days early owing to ‘facility issues’, and that the buses would arrive at ten.

      The cheer that went up could be heard, witnesses later claimed, in Rockingham.

      The bus ride home was the happiest scene of mass hysteria Barry had ever been part of. Half the bus was celebrating early release as if the war itself had ended; the other half was retelling the night at a volume and accuracy that degraded with every kilometre; and the two halves were the same twenty-six boys, swapping sides by the minute. Dougie, restored to his throne on the back seat, was already explaining that he personally had remained calm throughout — ‘someone had to’ — and the terrible thing, Barry reflected, was that by Friday everyone would believe him. Everyone except the one boy who had been looking at the empty bunk.

      Barry sat near the front, beside his own bag, and did not join in.

      He had heard the moan with his own ears, along with twenty-seven other people, two of them teachers. By any reasonable accounting, that should have settled the question of belief before it could even be asked. And yet something in him — some organ developed over the previous summer, somewhere between the heart and the stomach, whose only function was to detect approaching trouble of a very particular shape — had begun, quietly, to ache.

      As the bus swung out past the last of the peninsula, Barry looked back. The headland lay green and innocent in the morning sun, the old gun emplacements just visible on the ridge like grey teeth in the scrub, and the sea beyond it doing nothing at all, in the way that always meant the most.

      The man on the spot reports what he sees, thought Barry, with a sinking heart.

      He had a feeling he knew exactly what he was going to spend his Easter holidays doing.
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            THE MAN ON THE SPOT, AGAIN

          

        

      

    

    
      The strange thing — the thing Barry would want noted, if anyone ever wrote the history of being him — was that this time he had witnesses, and it made no difference at all.

      He laid it out for his parents over tea on the first night home, calmly, in order, the way Annie had taught him. A sound off the headland. Twenty-six boys. Two teachers. Camp closed two days early. His mother heard him out with her full attention, said, ‘How awful, love — were you scared?’ in a voice of complete sympathy, and then added, in the same breath, that wind did funny things around old buildings, that teachers had to be careful these days about everything, and that early buses probably suited the school anyway, with Easter so close. His father said the camp’s pipes had most likely had it since the war, and that he wasn’t paying for a fifth day they didn’t use, so fair enough.

      ‘Mr Hale heard it,’ said Barry. ‘Miss Prentice heard it.’

      ‘Of course they did, love,’ said his mum, clearing his plate, and the conversation moved on to whether Bruce the bin needed taking out, the answer to that question being, eternally, yes.

      Barry took the bin out and stood with it a moment at the kerb in the dusk.

      ‘You’d believe me,’ he told it.

      Bruce, a sound listener, said nothing.

      The discovery waiting for Barry that week was one no adult had ever thought to warn him
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