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Before the castle, I designed the Clear Buccaneer – a full-scale, glass-bottomed pirate 
ship. Guests sat in the hull and stared through the glass at sea monsters and 
underwater caves.  

Since the Buccaneer’s opening Tim and I had come down a few times to inspect the 
queue. We were walking towards the dock one Tuesday afternoon – February 22, 
actually – when it happened. It was the end of a particularly hot Gold Coast summer 
and I remember sweating in my shirtsleeves as we waited for the pirate ship to return 
from its journey around the Historyville River. The ship was pulling in and the girl on 
the dock was tying the rope to the iron bracket on the hull. The rope was supposed to 
be made of hemp so it would snap easily if the ship drifted away from the dock, but 
the hemp rope had recently been replaced with a nylon one to save money.  

So after the girl tied the ship to the dock, the nylon rope stretched instead of tearing, 
and the bracket was pulled off the hull. It hit a young woman in the chest. It was about 
the size of a laundry basket.  

The woman had been standing at the front of the queue with her husband. They were 
putting on sunscreen and she passed him the bottle before she got hit. 

An ambulance was parked on Pioneer Street, about 50 metres away, but the woman 
was already gone. 

A guy in the crowd had twisted his ankle. A paramedic asked if he wanted to go to 
hospital. He said no. They gave him an icepack. 

It was about 4pm. We closed the park early. 

We’d had a few accidents before. Years ago, I was mortified when my first 
rollercoaster malfunctioned, leaving a woman and her two daughters stuck at the top 
of a loop for nearly three hours. They said later they couldn’t stop thinking what 
would happen if their harnesses opened or the brakes switched off and the cart slid 
back down. I put a cushion against the wall in my living room and stood on my head 
for as long as I could. I only made it to an hour before it felt like every vessel in my 
head would burst. 

Another guy a few years back climbed over a fence and entered the restricted area 
under a rollercoaster. He was nearly decapitated when the riders passed over him and 
a woman’s legs smacked into his head. He broke her legs. His friend, who was 
waiting for him on the other side of the fence, said the guy went in to get his wallet, 
which had fallen out of his pocket while he was on the ride. Someone in the queue 
said it looked like the guy was trying to grab the rider’s feet. I don’t know. We never 
found the wallet. 

So anyway, the Bureau of Fair Ride Inspections sent some people over to check the 
pirate ship and question the captain. After the police-tape was taken down, the Clear 



Luke     The Carillon 

 TEXT Special Issue 30: Creative Writing as Research IV, October 2015  3 
eds Nigel Krauth, Donna Lee Brien, Ross Watkins, Anthony Lawrence, Dallas Baker and Moya Costello 

Buccaneer stayed closed for a fortnight while park maintenance replaced the rope and 
the bracket.  

At 11 o’clock one night, a few days after the pirate ship was reopened, a fire broke 
out in Fantasyland Castle. 

 

 

 

 

The castle is Fantasyland’s centrepiece, perched on a hill in the middle of Fable 
Forest. You can see it from pretty much anywhere in the park, even though it’s scaled 
down to 30 metres. It used to house a restaurant called The Grimm’s Grill, where the 
wait staff dressed as peasants and served lemonade in clay mugs.  

Hawthorne rang me at 2am and told me about the fire. I think he stayed at the park all 
night. He’s been our director for 15 years and almost every day he goes into the park 
and chats to customers while he waits in line for the rides.  

He called an emergency Dreamscaper meeting. The Dreamscapers being a team of 
twenty artists, designers and engineers who invent Rohan Brothers Movieland’s rides. 
Our office is backstage, disguised by Cyber City’s Ministry of Transport. Costumes 
are in the basement. Every morning the staff come in from the parking lot and 
emerge, dressed as elves and cowboys and robots, into the park.  

Hawthorne was waiting for us in the meeting room the next morning, drinking a long 
black while he stared out the window at the smoking wreck of the castle. Like I said, 
you can see it from anywhere. 

He said the fire was all over the news. Attendance figures had already taken a dive 
after the Buccaneer incident. Management were talking cuts.  

He put my division in charge of redesigning the castle. The original had been around 
since the park opened in 1987. Hawthorne said the new one had to be fresh, exciting. 

‘We need movement,’ he said. ‘Sounds and lights. Fireworks.’ 

His phone rang. 

‘More importantly,’ he said, ‘we need the fucking thing back up as quickly as 
possible. And it needs to be cheap. Dirt cheap.’  

He said we should try to recycle the parts of the castle that were still standing. The 
fire had spread slowly because the castle was made of steel frames and reinforced 
concrete covered with gypsum plaster. Two towers and part of the wall had survived. 

Hawthorne’s phone kept ringing.  

‘Remember,’ he said. ‘Fast. Cheap. Fireworks.’ He ran out of the room. 

Everyone started gossiping about the fire. I was worried about what Hawthorne had 
said about cuts. I knew I wasn’t his favourite. I was the oldest member of the team 
and I’d got the job straight out of uni. Maybe I wasn’t exactly cutting-edge. 
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Tim came in late. I filled him in. He looked worried. He wasn’t in Hawthorne’s good 
books either. He has great ideas, but they’re preceded by long stretches of 
procrastination. He designs his own T-shirts on the Internet and claims to be an expert 
in ancient metal-making; says he smelted his own sword out of iron ore in a kiln 
under his house fired by damp sheep manure. I’ve never seen it. 

Still, he’s the only Dreamscaper I talk to outside work. I never liked hanging out with 
large groups of friends. I tend to have one sort of intense friendship at a time. That’s 
partly the reason why my last girlfriend and I broke up – we never had any other 
friends. Just the dogs. Julie used to train seeing-eye dog puppies. For a year or so 
we’d teach a Labrador to pick up our car keys and stand on its legs to open the fridge, 
and then we’d take it back to the seeing-eye dog people and they’d give it to a blind 
person. Eventually, our relationship ended up in sync with this cycle of puppies, 
because they calmed Julie down. She never shouted when the puppies were in the 
room.  

I never shouted, full stop. Whenever Julie got upset an almost supernatural calm 
would descend on me. I never raised my voice, even at the end. I could never confront 
her directly – instead, I pretended to mishear things, failed to react. 

She was my first girlfriend, and when we broke up nearly 10 years later I felt like I 
was back at square one in a lot of ways. When I looked back on my life it seemed so 
narrow. I guess it happens to a lot of guys my age when a long relationship ends – 
they look around and realise they’ve concentrated on work their whole lives and they 
have no social safety net to fall back on because they always thought of friendships as 
secondary. I saw it with my dad. He always wanted to buy a little cottage out in the 
bush when he retired, maybe the Blue Mountains, but he was a cautious man and after 
he and my mum got divorced he invested in a business. I don’t think he had anyone he 
felt comfortable discussing the idea with properly (although I did warn him it wasn’t 
sustainable). He lost everything. He was trying to play it safe. 

 

 

 

 

I spent the morning organising my division and messing around with blueprints. As 
Senior Concept Designer, I’m in charge of developing new ideas. When Management 
need a new ride, the other designers and I spend a month or two brainstorming and 
writing proposals.  

After lunch I took a walk through Fable Forest. It was Wednesday, so there weren’t 
many people around. Through the trees I could see a construction worker in a cherry 
picker beside the remains of the castle’s clock tower. The fire had destroyed the 
tower’s wall on one side, leaving a spiral staircase exposed like the inside of a 
seashell. The conical roof had caved in and the clock-face was charred and cracked.  

The clock tower used to house a carillon, a set of 47 bells that played a different 
Rohan Brothers movie theme song every half hour. The songs were played 
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automatically, by clockwork: a series of wooden gears turned a giant cylindrical 
barrel with pegs sticking out of it. The pegs struck wires attached to the bells. The 
mechanism was a replica of the sixteenth-century carillon in the belfry of Bruges. I 
guess it sounds kind of lame, but it used to be my favourite thing in the park. 

Only the bells survived the fire – the clockwork had all disintegrated – so the man in 
the cherry picker was lifting them out of the tower. 

The other construction workers were erecting a wooden fence shaped like a giant 
hedge around the moat. I showed them my ID and they gave me a hardhat. I sat on a 
bench in front of the castle and watched the cleaners skim ash out of the moat with 
pool scoops. The smoke had stained the Swan Boats grey. Real swans used to swim in 
the moat but they muddied the water, so park maintenance planted junipers along the 
bank. Swans hate junipers. 

The left side of the castle was completely gutted. The two remaining towers on the 
right side were tall and cylindrical. One of them had a circle of columns around the 
first floor. A spiral staircase wound around the other.  

Because of the moat, the new castle would have to be the same size as the old one. 
The simplest solution would be to build out from the surviving section – maybe add 
two identical towers on the other side. But an ideal castle would be asymmetrical, so 
it would look different from every angle.  

I didn’t want to go back to the office. I don’t always work well in groups. Even up to 
my late teens I was afraid of talking to the cashiers at supermarkets, and I got pretty 
thin because I kept putting off buying food. I remember how people I used to see all 
the time would tell Julie stories, after only meeting her a few times, that they’d never 
told me. So I would learn about them indirectly, through her. 

I found myself imagining the husband of the woman who’d been hit by the bracket—
let’s call him Dave – sneaking over the perimeter with a jerry can. I imagined him 
crouching at the base of a tower with a match and then running back over the 
drawbridge – if only we’d made it retractable! – and standing in the forest, watching 
the slow, heavy sweeps of flame as our castle fell.  

I felt sick. I knew it was irrational to think Dave had set the castle on fire. The police 
never found any traces of accelerants. But I couldn’t help thinking he’d taken revenge 
for what had happened to his wife. 

 

 

 

 

I worked late and when I got home I took out my M&Ms tube. 

I started losing my sex drive about two years ago. I stopped feeling things so strongly. 
I was circumcised at birth – even though I can’t remember my family ever going to 
church – and my penis often feels dried out. The head rubs and burns against my 
pants. I guess it got desensitised.  
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About six months ago I read on the Internet about all these other guys who were 
experiencing the same problem. I was sceptical of course. There was some pretty 
weird stuff out there. But I found this site about uncircumcision. Foreskin restoration. 
You can get your foreskin back with surgery, or you can do it yourself, by stretching 
it. Apparently some Jewish men even had underground operations on their foreskins 
to avoid detection in Nazi Germany. 

There are a dozen or so devices on the Internet, but I didn’t want to buy one because I 
felt weird about it, and anyway I figured it probably wouldn’t work. So I made my 
own, just to see what would happen. When I was a kid I had buckteeth and I used to 
press them against the bedhead every night so I wouldn’t have to get braces. It’s kind 
of like that. I use one of those coloured tubes M&Ms come in. I used to keep a couple 
of them in the bottom drawer of my desk for when I got hungry at work. The tube’s 
ten centimetres long and has a diameter of about three centimetres. I place the end 
over my glans and then fold my foreskin over the end of the tube. Then I hold the skin 
in place with medical tape, which I bought at the chemist. Then I pull on the other end 
of the tube to create the right amount of tension. I do this for three or four minutes, 
and then I give myself a break for a minute or two. I repeat this procedure five times. 
There are lots of other things you can use instead, such as film canisters, eggcups, 
candle snuffers or trumpet mouthpieces. It took me a while to get it right. It’s 
uncomfortable, but it’s not supposed to be painful. I was impatient in the beginning 
and I kept stretching the skin too far, until it was red and tender. But I’ve already seen 
a growth of about a centimetre, so I should be done in another six months. Some 
people say it’s just a placebo effect, but it’s really making a difference. It feels so 
much more protected. There’s no more dryness or itching. Some days I wrap an 
elastic band around the end of the foreskin, to hold it in place over the glans. The 
skin’s not long enough to stay there by itself yet. 

When I finally got to sleep that night I had this dream where the old castle was sitting 
intact on its hill, and then this other, sort of blurry castle, which I instantly knew was 
the castle that I myself was going to create in the near future, sort of descended, 
upside-down, onto the first one, and the crenulations on their towers and walls fit 
together as neatly as zippers, and I grabbed the second castle and tried to pull it off the 
first one so I could examine it and see what it looked like, exactly, but the two castles 
were stuck tight, and no matter how hard I pulled on the things I couldn’t get them to 
unzip. 

 

 

 

The carousel in front of the castle has 36 horses with bells attached to their bridles. 
Originally each horse’s bridle was unique, but kids kept fighting over the one with the 
bells. Now they all have bells.  

It was a month or so after the fire and I was sitting in front of the carousel desperately 
trying to think of something because Hawthorne had given my division two days to 
submit a preliminary design. Tim was frantically throwing together something about 
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building the new parts of the castle completely out of stained glass. The others had a 
few sketchy ideas but nothing we could really work with.  

I was worried about Hawthorne. The park was in a bad place. Tim said the recession 
was keeping attendance figures down, like when all the old amusement parks in the 
US went bust after the depression. The Department of Health and Safety were fining 
us for safety violations at the dock, and Dave was suing the park for negligence. 
Three million. As the chief engineer of the pirate ship, I’d have to give evidence. Just 
thinking about it filled me with terror. 

I’d slept under my desk a few times, not because I really needed to – it just seemed 
like such a rigmarole to have to leave and get in the car and come back again in the 
morning. I didn’t really mind. I just wasn’t getting anywhere. 

And then, all at once, as I sat on the bench in front of the carousel, I found myself 
thinking that if the carousel were cut in half and the horses were removed, and the top 
half were positioned perpendicular to the bottom, their poles could interlock like the 
teeth of gears. 

And then I had the idea. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I suggested we turn the castle itself into a carillon. It’s pretty simple. The first tower is 
on a revolving platform. A large gear spins it by interlocking with its columns. The 
crenulations on top of the tower spin the other tower, which is suspended horizontally, 
supported by two iron frames. The horizontal tower plays the role of the barrel in the 
original carillon – as it rotates, its stairs strike a series of levers, which ring the bells. 

Hawthorne thought it was a great idea and after we’d drawn up some blueprints the 
builders started adjusting the turrets and reinforcing the towers’ walls. The only 
significant change they asked me to include was a flight of stairs leading to a platform 
inside the horizontal tower, where they installed a small restaurant, so guests could eat 
while they watched the tower spinning around them.  

Within six months the castle was reopened as Clockwork Keep and our attendance 
figures have slowly risen ever since. 

They tuned the castle to play a song from The Piano Tuner, my favourite Rohan 
Brothers film. It’s about a man who’s born with six fingers on each hand. He becomes 
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a social outcast because he’s so self-conscious about his fingers, and spends all his 
time in an abandoned theatre listening to classical records. He really loves music, but 
he’s never been able to play an instrument because his extra fingers get in the way. So 
he fills the old theatre with trumpets and flutes and clarinets and organs and bagpipes 
and violins and any other instrument you can think of. Then he takes them all apart 
and uses the pieces to make his own instrument – this crazy combination of tubing 
and harp strings and piano keys. It takes him a long time, because he has to try out a 
lot of prototypes, but eventually he creates this strangely beautiful machine that fits 
his fingers perfectly. He plays the song at the end of the movie to a sold-out crowd. 
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Research statement 

 

Research background 

Graphic elements are increasingly common in literary fiction, aided by developments 
in digital technology and the popularity of eBooks. Gutjahr (2001), McGann (1993) 
and Schiff (1998) show how images and typographic elements can contribute 
significantly to character development, setting, pacing, tone, theme and other key 
elements.  

 

Research contribution 

The Carillon explores new meaning potentials for the visual mode in literary fiction 
by combining two visual conventions: images serve as both illustrations and section 
markers. Symbols introduces each new scene, fulfilling a function traditionally 
performed by a title, heading or line break. By subverting convention, illustrations 
reflect the sense of momentum in the written text, while engendering a stronger sense 
of narrative cohesion. 

 

Research significance 

This work experiments with placement and sequence as a subversion of traditional 
ordering of illustrations, which conventionally appear beside or after the written 
description of the object they represent. Showing illustrations first produces a ‘dual 
time scheme’ and a sense of ‘implication’ of what will happen later (Sillars 1999). As 
such, The Carillon develops new ways to consider the form and function of 
illustration within a conventional short story. 
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