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The Hammerhead Light was a tower of stone. It stood hard and high on the headland, rising up from the outermost edge of the
   cliffs like a white monument. Sometimes, when the afternoon sun shone low in the west, it caught the weathered stone and the
   tower glowed warmly against the dark storm-clouds and the sea. Sometimes, when the fog came up from the south or the white spume spun before the
   wind, the great pillar loomed out of the mist like a tombstone for doomsday. And sometimes in the still moonlight it floated
   magically on the water.



For the Light stood on Hammerhead Point — a huge chunk of rock that was shaped like a sledgehammer, with a long narrow handle
   leading back to the mainland. It was a perilous link. On either side the sea had cut the cliffs straight down like walls.
   On fine days the waves hissed and sneered far down around the base of rocks that ringed the Hammerhead, and on windy days
   they rose up and battered the headland until it shook.



At times like that, when the sea was at the peak of its fury, it swept right over the Hammerhead Handle, for there were places
   where the link was only five or six metres wide — like a neck, a causeway, a slender bony rib. Then the rocks ran with shining runnels and the water streamed back over
   the edge of the cliffs in white wind-blown veils.



The light was very old. For over a hundred years it had stood there on the Hammerhead as if it had risen up out of the rock.
   It guarded the entrance to Snapper Bay. Once the little jetty in the Bay had been as busy as a port, and a fleet of weather-beaten
   old ketches had come dipping down The Narrows regularly with all kinds of cargo from Adelaide. But now the ships were gone
   and only fishermen came and went through the dangerous entrance, looking for crayfish along the rocky coast.



The passage was scarcely more than seventy metres wide. It curved in past a great outcrop of granite called Anvil Rock that
   reared out of the water on the seaward side of the Hammerhead. Then the deepwater channel came right in under the Point and swung round into the safety of Snapper Bay. On the other side of the channel there
   was a terrible jumble of rocks where the waves boiled yeastily day and night. The fishermen called it the Dragon’s Mouth —
   a vicious place with a million teeth that tore at the hull of a boat like a chip-mill mauling a log. It was a graveyard of
   little wrecks.



The light on the tower was dead now. Experts from Adelaide had examined the lighthouse and had said that it was not needed
   any more. They had surveyed the southern coast of Australia all the way from Kangaroo Island to Bass Strait and checked the
   position of dozens of different places: the Murray Mouth, the Ninety Mile Beach, and Cape Jaffa; Beachport, Robe, and Port
   MacDonnell; Rivoli Bay, Carpenter Rocks, and Cape Northumberland. Then they had put a smart new automatic beacon on Anvil
   Rock and closed down the Hammerhead Light. The lighthouse keepers had moved to other places and their houses in the town had been sold. The room at
   the bottom of the lighthouse tower had been abandoned just as it was, and the big wooden door had been locked. Even the stone
   seat outside had been left to weather away.



The people of Snapper Bay were very angry. They jeered at the men from Adelaide who had never understood what the lighthouse
   meant to the town. Old Axel Jorgensen said that this was because they used their heads and not their hearts, and because they
   lived jammed up together in a big heap in Adelaide, like a clump of chicken lice. They had never seen the Hammerhead Light
   in the twilight with the full moon balanced on top of it like a monstrous golden orange; they had never seen the tower at
   midnight, as black as coal against the scudding clouds and the gloom; they had never seen it gleaming brightly in the summer sunrise. They had never lived in Snapper Bay.



But the Adelaide men refused to listen to pleading arguments. There was no point in being sentimental about a decaying old
   lighthouse, they said. It was doomed in any case. For the sea was gnawing away like a million white ants, undercutting the
   Hammerhead. Already there were big cracks in the walls of the tower and they were getting wider every year. When the waves
   from the winter storms thundered against the Point the whole headland trembled like a building struck by an earthquake. One
   day, the experts said, the peninsula would crash headlong into the sea — head, neck, tower, and all. For that reason the Hammerhead
   Light should be demolished before it became a menace to everyone. It would be best to put it away. With gelignite!
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