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Thanks to Brighton Secondary School and 
Shakespeare because we borrowed some of 
his quotes.  
 
We are indebted to Rebekah Rath, who wrote 
the poetry for our chapter headings. 
 
Dedication to the children - We would like to 
dedicate this book to the children of the 
Women’s and Children’s Hospital. We hope 
to entertain you with our story and we wish 
you all the best in your recovery and 
wellbeing.
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Chapter One 
Annabelle 

!
!
!

!
!
!

!
Silver, sweet, with grace you speak, 

And wishes and dreams follow through, 
To dance with glee or fly with ease, 

A new world waits for you. 
!

!
!

“What the heck am I doing here?” I said 

out loud.!
I was sprawled in the bottom of what looked 
like a straw basket. I stood up and nearly fell 
over. 
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The basket rocked back and forth so wildly 
that I had to grab onto the edge to stop falling 
over. The world loomed below me, and I 
literally mean the world. I was standing in a 
basket that was two hundred metres up in the 
air. I nearly screamed. Underneath was a 
beautiful landscape so bright it made my eyes 
hurt. I saw moss green fields stretching for 
kilometres and lakes so clean and blue that 
you could see to the bottom from the basket. 
There were snow-capped mountains in the 
distance that looked like they were out of a 
fairytale. Come to think of it, the whole thing 
looked like every landscape that’s ever been 
described in a fairytale. 
Below me sprawled a village. It was a 
collection of wooden huts with thatch rooves, 
like something fresh out of the middle ages. 
I wondered dimly if I had gone insane. 
A rush of wind whistled past my ears and I 
looked up. I saw red, blue and yellow colours 
and my head swam. I was in a hot air balloon. 
I sat down heavily and closed my eyes. How 
on earth did I get here? I thought back to the 
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last thing I remembered doing… something 
about blowing the whistle and then…wait… 
 
It was closing time in the Adelaide Zoo. I was 
finishing my rounds, Vincent still clinging to 
my shoulder. He was part of our endangered 
species program: a Smith’s Dwarf 
Chameleon from South Africa – and for 
some reason had decided to become my 
permanent adornment, not that I minded 
much. I had just passed the lions and was 
continuing on to the bear and monkey’s 
exhibit when my foot hit a small object that 
made a tinkling sound. I looked down and 
found a small silver whistle. I picked it up, 
dusted it off and placed it in my pocket. I 
then passed the bear’s enclosure and the 
emu’s enclosure, making sure everything 
was right. Then I made my way down to the 
administration building to clock off. 
I stopped in the bathroom on the way and 
washed my hands. I was about to leave when 
the idea had come to me. I turned and 
walked back over to the sink, pulled out the 
whistle and washed it off. I lifted it to my lips 
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and blew. It had a sweet, clear sound. 
Suddenly I was overcome with extreme 
nausea and… 

 
… Ended up in the hot air balloon. 
Come to think of it, where was the whistle? I 
needed the whistle. I had read books saying 
that someone could be knocked on the head 
and go crazy and if you knocked them on the 
head again, they went back to normal. I 
wondered if that same theory could be 
applied here. Blow the whistle once, you go 
crazy and start seeing things, blow it again 
and you can get back to your job in the zoo. 
Let’s face it; no one gets inexplicably 
transported by a magical whistle. For one 
thing, magic did not exist. For another, 
teleportation had not been invented yet. I 
needed that whistle. 
With my eyes still closed, I felt around the 
basket. My hands grasped straw and dirt. I 
opened my eyes, frustrated, and let out a 
small scream. Then I saw a thing at the edge 
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of the basket. It was a brown-green thing 
wearing a waistcoat and a top hat. 
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Chapter Two 
Elliot 

!
!
!
!

!
!
!
!

!
Flying high above the sky, 

Tethered strands of fiery heat, 
That wift and waft aside, 

Stranded safely, here we meet. 
 
 

“The empty vessel makes the 

loudest sound.” 
I sighed and checked my pocket watch, 
smiling as the sun glinted and shone 
on the golden, untarnished metal. It 
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was close to thirty minutes past the 
thirteenth hour. I had been above the 
Transcendence valleys for almost five 
hours and I still wasn’t tired of the soft 
emerald grasses and pale grey 
mountains. I could see the houses of 
Grace Village scattered amongst the 
wheat fields, white picket fences and 
twisting dirt paths. It seemed peaceful 
and quiet down there. Up in the 
balloon, the rushing air of the burner 
muted the sounds of the birds and the 
noises from below. It did not feel as 
though I had been up there for five 
hours on the route from Grace Village 
to the Jacobin Mountains. Two 
hundred metres off the ground, this 
was ten minutes worth of 
contemplating life and logic. This was 
not five hours of walking around in 
circles around a hot air balloon basket. 
“Time ... thou ceaseless…” I began, and 
was immediately and unexpectedly 
knocked to the bottom of the basket by 
a flailing bundle of limbs, or what I 
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assumed were limbs. The bundle 
grunted and attempted to lift itself up. 
I squirmed, trying to wiggle out from 
under the… well… whatever it was.  
“Do you mind?!” I snapped, “I was in 
the process of quoting Shakespeare!” I 
received no answer from the bundle so 
I grabbed hold of the plaited wicker 
edge of the basket and pulled myself 
up, grumbling with the effort. I was 
about to open my mouth and begin my 
tirade when something to the left 
caught my eye. Lying on the bottom of 
the basket about a foot away from me 
was a shining silver object. From 
where I stood swaying with the 
basket’s motion, I could see the 
sparkles of light upon the metal from 
the sun. One thought entered my 
mind. Sparkles. I dived for the object 
and stuffed it into the pocket of my 
waistcoat, conscious that it probably 
belonged to the bundle that had landed 
on me. Speaking of the bundle, it had 
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formed the shape of a human being, to 
be specific, of a woman.  
“What the heck am I doing here?” the 
woman questioned. That was what I 
wanted to know. What the heck was 
this woman doing here, in this balloon, 
with me? She seemed to be confused 
and slightly panicked, and she 
obviously had not heard my earlier 
outburst or noticed me at all. I decided 
the best plan of action for me was to 
stand and wait. From her khaki shorts 
and button-up shirt, not to mention 
her interesting hairstyle, I could see 
that she was not from Transcendence, 
or any place that I knew of.  
The woman sat down and seemed to be 
thinking very hard about something, 
reminding me of the reason I had gone 
flying in the first place. I was 
contemplating life and logic.  
The woman straightened up suddenly 
and began desperately searching the 
bottom of my flying vessel. Her eyes 
opened revealing large dark brown 
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pools of panic. Her red-lipped mouth 
opened and she screamed. 
“What the heck are you?” she 
exclaimed. 
“I’m noticing a certain theme within 
your language use,” I remarked, 
ignoring her question. This seemed to 
irritate her, for reasons I could not 
fathom. She seemed a bit put out, 
hesitating before replying with just as 
much fire as before. 
“Do you have a problem with the way I 
speak?” 
I shrugged and scratched my ear, 
considering my answer. 
“Well, no, not particularly, but I dislike 
the continuous usage of swear words.” 
“Whatever, fine. Anyway, what the he 
... Just, what are you?” 
“I say, woman, consider me stumped! 
Have you never set eyes on a goblin 
before? How curious, how very 
curious” The woman smirked and 
crossed her arms. 
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“A goblin? Yeah, I live next to one back 
home. He owns the fish ‘n’ chips shop 
down the road,” she answered 
sarcastically, “No, I have never seen a 
goblin before, and my name is not 
‘woman,’ it’s Annabelle! ” 
“Well then, Annabelle, consider 
yourself honoured. You are speaking to 
a most esteemed goblin at this 
moment,” I stated smugly, “Now, what 
in Transcendence is that thing?” I 
pointed to a small long snake like 
creature by her feet. The woman 
looked down, and her eyes 
immediately brightened. 
“Vincent!” she cried animatedly. I 
raised an eyebrow. She was attached to 
this creature, this ugly scaly thing? 
“It’s a chameleon, goblin! Have you 
never set eyes on a chameleon before?” 
she asked. Fascinating, I thought, 
she’s sending my words right back at 
me. It is almost admirable, but not 
quite.  
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“I cannot say I have, but I am always 
open to new learning opportunities. 
Now what are you doing here, if I may 
go back to that subject?” The woman 
seemed to remember what she had 
been searching for. 
“The whistle! Have you seen a 
whistle?” I swallowed and put my hand 
over my waistcoat pocket where I 
could feel the thin hard object. I 
reached in and took out the whistle, 
uncomfortably aware of her intense 
glare following my actions. 
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Chapter Three 
Annabelle 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
Strangling limbs whose calm 

embrace, 
Deflect the light of Sol, 

Lost amongst this dense parade, 
The hunting will take its toll. 

 
 
 

I made a wild grab for the whistle. 

“No!” the goblin said. “Sparkles,” he 
added defensively. 
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“Give me the whistle!” I yelled. “Now!” 
“No…it’s my shiny!” The goblin 
sounded like a pre-schooler now. He 
pouted. 
I blinked. “Your what?” 
“My shiny!” He exclaimed. He held it 
at arm’s length away from me. 
“I need the whistle to get back!” I 
protested. I was not going to lose the 
whistle to this goblin, or whatever it 
was. Also, I needed to make sure 
Vincent got back home with me. 
“So?” The goblin raised an eyebrow. 
“Look, give it here.” I held out my 
hand, adopting a pleasant tone. Or, at 
least, what I thought was a pleasant 
tone. 
“No!” The goblin was back to looking 
like a pre-schooler. 
“Give it here!” I reached for it and 
scrabbled at his wrist. The goblin 
bared his teeth and growled. I glared at 
him and jumped for the whistle, 
rocking the basket. 
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Both of us immediately had to grab the 
straw edge of the vessel. It rocked 
wildly for a few seconds, nearly 
throwing both of us off. When it 
stopped, I found Vincent clinging to 
my ankle and was relieved to see he 
had not fallen out. Regaining my 
composure I confronted the goblin 
once more. 
“Now give me the whistle!” I said to 
the goblin firmly. 
The goblin laughed nervously. “Oh 
bother, I believe we are in…um… quite 
unfortunate circumstances from now 
on.” 
“What did you do?” I asked 
dangerously. 
“Well…you see… it may have fallen 
from my hand. Out of the hot air 
balloon.” The goblin said very slowly, 
enunciating every syllable as if he 
expected to be hit any second. 
He wasn’t disappointed. 
My hand curled into a fist and I 
punched his shoulder. Hard. 
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“Ow,” he said, unhappily, rubbing his 
shoulder. “What in Transcendence was 
that for?” 
“That was my ride home! I have a life! 
My sister’s wedding is tomorrow and 
this chameleon needs to get home! I 
have to be at work and I...Can. Not. Be. 
Here. Right. Now!” I stopped to take a 
breath. “I’m really sorry that I 
interrupted your little pleasure cruise 
with my small crisis of not knowing 
where on Earth I am, oh wait, are we 
even on Earth? Are we in the Milky 
Way? In the universe?” I added 
sarcastically. The goblin tried to 
interrupt but I talked over the top of 
him, “Doesn’t matter! I want to get off 
this balloon, find the whistle and-” 
There was a loud scraping sound and 
we both looked up. 
A tree loomed above us, the biggest I 
had ever seen. It was enormous, but 
instead of marvelling at its beauty as I 
would normally, I groaned inwardly. 
The balloon was trapped amongst the 
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branches of this gigantic tree! I made 
an extremely drawn out, frustrated 
noise. The goblin raised his eyebrow at 
me again and I glared at him. Again. 
“Well? Get us down!” I said through 
gritted teeth. I’m not normally angry, 
but everything about the goblin 
irritated me. 
He sighed. “It is going to take a good 
twenty minutes.” When he wasn’t 
shrieking about sparkles, he spoke 
with a posh accent that I found got on 
my nerves. 
“I don’t care, I just want to get down to 
the ground, find the whistle and get off 
this-“ 
“I know.” The goblin said, finally 
looked slightly irritated. 
I threw myself into the bottom of the 
basket to wait for him to steer us out. 
 

*** 
 
Twenty minutes later we were both on 
the ground. 
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I started sifting through the dirt to find 
the whistle. The goblin watched with a 
bored expression. 
After ten minutes of no success, I 
eventually turned around and yelled, 
“Don’t you have a metal detector or 
something?” 
“A what?” His posh accent, I decided, 
was maddening. 
“Do you have a metal detector, or any 
other method to find out if the whistle 
is still here?” I asked slowly in one 
breath. 
“Unfortunately, I do not possess any 
means to find out whether the object 
you desire is in the vicinity.” 
I sighed. “Well, that’s just perfect.” 
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Chapter Four 
Elliot 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
A hunt, a quest, a plan to retrieve, 

A question, a hope that leads the way, 
With muddled phrases and banished 

pride, 
A melody chimes to save the day 

 
 
 

Annabelle was angry, that much 

was obvious. I was not in the best of 
moods either. It was all part of my 
sparkle withdrawal. That whistle had 
been the shiniest object I had found in 
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months. It was my pride and joy; in the 
short ten minutes I had known it.  
“You know, I can’t believe you!” the 
aggravated woman screeched. Her 
voice echoed around the trees. 
“What can you not believe?” I asked, 
not quite understanding. Her dark 
brown eyes flashed with a fire I had 
seen in my mother’s eyes when I stole 
her sparkling diamond comb as a 
child. 
“You’ve ruined everything!”  
I gawked at her. I had most definitely 
not ruined everything. I was having a 
lovely day, and she just had to appear 
and knock me flat. 
“You’re very cantankerous, do you 
realise this?” I asked, turning away and 
searching the ground once again for 
the whistle.  
“Cantankerous? Are you kidding me? 
Nobody uses the word ‘cantankerous’ 
anymore!” she yelled. I rolled my eyes 
and looked at the chameleon sitting on 
her shoulder. 
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“Well, I do, and Vincy does too,” I 
stated sulkily. Annabelle looked 
quickly at the reptile on her shoulder. 
“What, the chameleon?” 
“Yes, the chameleon. I speak 
chameleon.” I did not really, but it was 
worth seeing the incredulous 
expression on her face. Not wanting to 
go into another debate with her, I 
asked her another question. 
“Why is this creature with you anyway, 
is he your pet?” Annabelle’s face 
softened and she lifted Vincent from 
her shoulder. I took note of her change 
in manner and told myself to speak 
about the chameleon when I wanted 
her to calm down.  
“He’s a Smith’s Dwarf Chameleon, a 
very endangered species. They are only 
found in South Africa, but you 
wouldn’t know where that is, I guess.” 
She sighed and ran her hand along the 
spiky ridge on it’s back. “His owner 
transported him to Australia for the 
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Adelaide Zoo where I work. I’m meant 
to be looking after him.” 
I formed a sympathetic look on my 
face and nodded. Most of those words 
had gone over my head. ‘Australia’ and 
‘Adelaide’ mean nothing to me at all. 
‘Zoo’ as well, was something I had 
never heard of. 
“So, as well as my sister’s wedding, I 
also have to get the incredibly 
endangered animal back to the safety 
of captivity. Do you comprehend, you 
old-fashioned goblin-thing?” 
“The name is Elliot, Elliot Pinkerton-
Plum.” I pushed out my chest and 
placed my fists on my hips, striking a 
heroic pose, something that was 
completely wasted on Annabelle. 
“Fine, Elliot Pinkerton-Plum, are you 
going to help me find this whistle, or 
not?” 
I blew out a frustrated breath. 
“Of course I am. I have the finest 
tracking skills in Transcendence,” I 
said proudly. 
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“You’ve said that name a few times 
now. ‘Transcendence’, is that the name 
of this place?” she questioned 
curiously. I nodded eagerly, pleased 
that she was catching on.  
“Now, about my tracking skills. My 
esteemed late father taught them to 
me- may he rest in peace- who in turn 
was taught by his honourable late 
father-in-law, may my deepest 
respectful wishes follow him into the 
underworld. Sir Hannibal of the 
Transcendence Knights taught him 
this admirable skill, something I will 
never forget in my family history, of 
which there are seventeen volumes. Of 
course, as you may or may not know, 
the skills of tracking are an art, highly 
regarded by some of the richest and 
worthiest nobles of the land. I once 
received a medallion from the Duke of 
Heatherton for tracking his darling 
Chihuahua…” I trailed off, realising 
that Annabelle was no longer listening. 
“I… ” 
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“Shut up!” she cut me off harshly, then 
added, “Listen.” I listened. I heard a 
pleasant melodic sound resonating 
through the forest. 
“I’ve heard that before,” Annabelle 
whispered. I looked at her waiting for 
her to remember. 
“The whistle!” she cried. 
“Well, this is a satisfying turn of 
events.” 
Annabelle made an exasperated noise 
that sounded an awful lot like ‘idiot’. I 
decided to ignore this rudeness, 
putting it down to a lesser education. I 
did, however, have to follow the sound 
of the whistle with her, as I was 
desperate to find my shiny object. 
Shininess was a weakness of mine, a 
weakness of all goblins in fact. My 
grandmother had stabbed my 
grandfather to death with a sparkling 
jeweled dagger, just because he had 
tried to touch it.  
Annabelle began walking quickly in the 
direction of the sound, so I ran to catch 
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up, taking long strides to stay by her 
side. Long was an overstatement, as I 
was only as tall as her shoulder.  
“Can you go any slower?” Annabelle 
snapped. I tutted and shook my head. 
“The lady doth protest too much, 
methinks.” 
“Shakespeare? Really?” 
I nodded and pulled a small book from 
my left waistcoat pocket. I showed the 
leather-bound cover to the woman 
beside me.  
“The Pocket Book of Shakespeare,” she 
read. “Interesting. It suits your 
personality,” she added dryly.  

*** 
 

We followed the whistle’s fluty sound 
in silence, deciding that it would not 
do to insult each other any more than 
necessary. 
“You there!” a voice yelled from behind 
us. Annabelle and I swung around and 
stared at the man who had spoken. He 
was dressed in ragged cloth trousers 
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and a dirty white button up shirt. 
Annabelle got straight to the point. 
“Have you heard or seen a silver 
whistle?” she asked, her facial 
expression serious. 
“Aye, not ten minutes ago,” answered 
the man, “I was walkin’ over yonder 
when I found such a whistle. Passed it 
on to a wealthy tradesman I did. 
Seemed quite glad to have it, he did.” 
“Where did that tradesman go?” I 
prompted. The man thought for a 
moment. 
“He was from the village just south of 
‘ere, I believe.” 
Annabelle turned to me. 
“Looks like we’ll be going to the village, 
then.” 
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Chapter Five 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
A twisted path of trades and sales 

Exhausted, we blaze our trail, 
With voices bellowed in anger great, 

Two lovers in despair do wail. 
 
 
 

“What do you mean you sold it?” I 

asked incredulously. 
“For the fifth time I mean,” said the 
man impatiently, “that it didn’t work 
so I sold it!” 
“What do you mean by ‘didn’t work’?” 
I asked, frustrated. 
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“As I’ve already told you five times 
previously, I believed it to be the 
Wilful Whistle of Transcendence.” 
“What is the Wilful-”? 
“I’ve already told you that!” The man 
yelled. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, you 
must leave! You’re making all my 
customers depart with your horrid 
language and loud exclamations!” 
“You’re kicking us out?” 
“Yes!” The man seemed delighted I 
was finally getting it. “Get out and 
don’t come back.” 
How was it even possible to say that 
with a smile on your face? I glared at 
the man. It wasn’t my fault. I didn’t 
exactly choose to come to this place, 
and it was little annoying to hear how 
supposedly wonderful the whistle was 
that had temporarily messed up my 
entire, perfectly scheduled life. This 
whole place was hectic and I wanted to 
get home as soon as possible. 
“Okay.” I said, making a conscious 
effort to be pleasant. “If you tell me 
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who you sold it to, I will leave your 
store.” 
The man’s smile brightened. “I sold it 
to Lëod, the troll who lives three blocks 
down the road.” 
 
Ten minutes later, Elliot and I were 
knocking on the door of Lëod’s home. 
An angry she-troll answered the door. 
She was huge and I had to tilt my head 
straight back just to look at her. 
She wasn’t what I had expected at all. 
Trolls looked rather like giant humans, 
except they had grey skin and only a 
few strands of hair. This particular 
she-troll was over eight feet tall. 
“Hello,” I said, speaking first before 
she could tell us to go away. “We’re 
looking for Lëod. Does he live here?” 
The woman looked me up and down 
before breathing in very deeply, like 
she was about to yell. I took an 
involuntary step backwards. 
“HOW DARE YOU DARKEN THIS 
DOORSTEP WITH THE MENTION 
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OF HIS NAME? IF YOU EVEN KNEW 
THE HALF OF WHAT I’VE BEEN 
THROUGH, YOU’D SEE THAT LËOD 
IS THE BANE OF MY EXISTENCE 
AND A PATHETIC EXCUSE FOR A 
TROLL, IF I EVER SAW HIM EVER 
AGAIN I WOULD…” She trailed off 
uncertainly. Then she shook her head 
and continued on, “IF YOU EVER 
COME HERE AGAIN, I WILL NOT 
ANSWER THE DOOR!” She slammed 
the door shut in our faces. 
Elliot looked slightly shell-shocked. He 
retreated back out onto the street, but 
I was not dissuaded. I needed to get 
home and this troll had information I 
required. Also, I was feeling a bit 
reckless. I pounded on the door for a 
good five minutes before she opened it 
and loomed out again. 
“I just wanted to ask, where is he 
now?” 
“Up the next street, then down to the 
left,” she answered politely. “NOW GO 
AWAY AND NEVER DARKEN THIS 
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DOORSTOP AGAIN!” She slammed 
the door shut in my face. Again. I was 
starting to sense a theme. 
Elliot and I ended up at Lëod’s hideout 
two minutes later. 
“Hi, Lëod, do you happen to have the 
whistle that you bought approximately 
half an hour ago?” 
Lëod gave a huge sigh. “Unfortunately, 
I do not possess the whistle any 
longer.” 
“Why?” 
Lëod gave another huge sigh. “Well… 
when Agatha and I were young, we 
were desperately in love and were 
married after only a month of courting, 
despite our families thinking we were a 
tad… hasty. After a while, the 
excitement of married life wore off and 
now we are stuck with each other. 
Trolls mate for life you know, but I 
only wished that I had chosen any 
other troll. I hate to complain but she 
is a very difficult person to live with. 
Anyway, what I really meant to say was 
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that she has the whistle. Oh, but if only 
I had…” 
 
“Right. So, your wife has the whistle?” 
I said. I glanced at Elliot, who was 
blinking quickly as if that was too 
much information to take in at once. I 
personally, had just tuned out after 
“Well”. 
“Yes…but-“ The man seemed ready to 
launch into another long explanation. 
“No time for explanations! We’re on a 
schedule!” I said quickly. 
 
Elliot and I walked down the road 
grimly back to the she-troll. 
“Have you lost the ability to talk?” I 
asked him. 
“Why in Transcendence would you 
think that?” Elliot said. 
“Because you’re not talking to anyone 
we’ve met!” 
“Why should I? I would like to 
mention, however, that Vincy thinks 
you’re being rather rude.” 
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Just when I was starting to get used to 
this guy he went and said something 
crazy! He thinks he knows what 
Vincent thinks? Absolutely ridiculous! 
“Well, anyway. Can you talk to the troll 
for me?” 
“If you wish it, fine!” 
 
Elliot knocked on the door of the she-
troll’s house. 
She opened it immediately. I rolled my 
eyes. Typical, as soon as it’s Elliot, 
people are happy to see him. 
“What can I do for you?” She said 
pleasantly, completely ignoring me. 
“Madame, my companion Annabelle 
and I came past earlier inquiring about 
your ex-husband?” He made the last 
word sound like a question. “Well, 
there was a specific reason for our 
visit.” 
The she-troll raised an eyebrow. I 
smiled; Elliot was good. 
For a goblin, that is. 
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“Madame, I must inform you that the 
whistle your husband presented to you 
earlier this afternoon-“ 
“That old thing?” She closed her eyes 
thinking. “I threw it out.” 
“Oh, that’s great. Just great!” I said. 
“Annabelle…” Elliot said warningly. 
“Come on Elliot, we’re leaving.” 
I stormed down the garden path and 
waited by the gate for Elliot to follow. 
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Chapter Six 
Elliot 

 
 
 
 
 
 

A peaceful calm arises, 
Settling the raging storm, 

The swell now carries the ships in, 
Heading towards port and dawn 

 
 
 

I watched Annabelle storm away 

from the house and turned back to the 
she-troll. 
“Sorry about her, she is a wee bit 
cantankerous,” I apologised on her 
behalf. I marvelled at the fact that she 
accepted my usage of the word without 
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complaint, unlike my unwilling 
companion. 
“Where did you throw the whistle 
out?” I asked gently, taking a different 
approach to Annabelle. The she-troll 
seemed to deflate with relief at my 
softer tone. She inclined her head 
towards the top of the road. 
“Up there, a pile of rubbish. That’s 
where I threw it. But be careful, there 
are pirates around, and they do not 
take kindly to goblins like you.” 
“You have my esteemed thanks.” I 
bowed in a gentlemanly fashion and 
walked towards Annabelle where she 
stood outside the gate. 
“In the rubbish pile up there,” I told 
her, pointing. She turned and began to 
run to where my finger pointed, her 
beloved chameleon gripping onto her 
shoulder. A new sense of desperation 
descended upon me and, I too felt the 
need to run towards my prize. I needed 
that whistle, that shining silver 
glinting whistle. My booted feet 
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thudded on the cobblestones and the 
wind gushed past my face. Annabelle 
was taller than me and she reached the 
pile first, daintily but randomly pulling 
pieces of rubbish away in search of the 
whistle. Over-powered by my need for 
the sparkly item, I climbed straight 
onto the rubbish and began digging 
through the stinking damp objects. I 
was conscious of my expensive 
trousers becoming dirty and the 
sleeves of my dress shirt greying, but it 
no longer mattered.  
“It’s not here,” Annabelle cried in 
dismay. 
“It has to be,” I growled. 
“Elliot, look.” I looked up from the 
rubbish and followed her eyes. A tiny 
girl was skipping slowly away, holding 
something in her little hand. 
“She has it, I am sure,” Annabelle 
whispered. 
“Get her.” The two of us raced after the 
child, yelling at her to come back. The 
girl stopped skipping and jumped 
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around to face us, her yellow plaits 
swinging around with her. 
“Yes?” she asked sweetly. 
“The whistle, give it to me!” I snapped. 
Annabelle looked quickly at me, 
seemingly surprised by my harsh 
manner.  
“No, please, give it to me,” Annabelle 
said lightly. It seemed that now the 
being nice trick was working in her 
favour over me, and the little girl 
pulled the whistle from her pocket. 
Annabelle took the whistle from the 
girl’s pale hand and the girl ran off. My 
companion stood staring at the 
musical object in her hand. 
“Annabelle,” I began in a whiny voice. 
She looked at me softly with a 
sympathy that seemed extremely out 
of character from her. 
“I’m sorry, Elliot, but I really must get 
home. My sister’s wedding is 
tomorrow and I have to be there for 
her.” 
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I looked at the ground and kicked a 
loose piece of cobblestone 
despondently and tried another tactic. 
“Vincy doesn’t want to go…” 
She looked at me, both thinly shaped 
eyebrows raised. 
“No, I think he wants to come home 
with me, actually.” The chameleon on 
her shoulder looked at me with beady 
eyes. The expression in his eyes looked 
as though he agreed with his sarcastic 
carer. Traitor. 
“Why is this wedding so important to 
you anyway?” I asked resentfully. 
Annabelle took a deep breath and 
stroked Vincent’s scales distractedly. 
“Iris, that’s my sister, has always been 
a bit of a recluse. She met this amazing 
guy three years ago and it was basically 
love at first sight. I’ve never been a 
good elder sister to her and I was never 
there when she needed me. I missed 
her eighteenth birthday because I was 
working at the zoo. Our parents died 
last year in a plane crash and since 
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then I’ve tried to be kinder to her and 
more caring. She’s asked me to be her 
maid of honour, and I agreed because 
it’s the first thing she’s ever asked me 
to do. Don’t you see Elliot? I have to be 
there.”  
I became aware that I was standing 
with my mouth wide open. This was a 
strong woman. If my parents died, I 
would be heartbroken, and probably as 
good as dead myself. I looked at the 
whistle longingly, eager to reach out 
and snatch it from her hand. But my 
heart ruled over my mind, and I stood 
back in defeat. 
“Go,” I murmured quietly, “Go home 
and be with your sister.” Annabelle 
looked surprised at my sudden 
surrender, but she smiled and did not 
complain. She put her hand on my 
shoulder, turned and began to walk 
away. 
I took out my pocket watch and 
admired its sparkling surface. This was 
what I lived for: Sparkles and 
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Shakespeare. My life suddenly seemed 
pretty insignificant.  
“We’ve hit the jackpot, boys,” a gruff 
voice sounded behind me, “we’ve 
found ourselves a goblin.” 
The last thing I heard was Annabelle’s 
cry. 
“Elliot!” 
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Chapter Seven 
Annabelle 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Courage and strength, of heart and 
mind, 

A purity that could not be denied, 
Will take success from thieving knaves 

And rescue the one most prized. 
 
 
 

I woke up later with a headache. I 

sat up groggily and held up my hands 
to my head. 
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Elliot was gone. Either the pirates had 
run off with him, or he had simply 
disappeared. I shook my head 
mentally. No, he wouldn’t do that. 
Which meant those men had him.  
Pirates! I realised, grimacing. That 
she-troll had warned Elliot about 
them, and we had still strolled right 
into them. They obviously weren’t 
interested in me, but they had taken 
Elliot. 
I felt the whistle in my pocket. I should 
go home with Vincent now, avoid any 
more trouble or any more incidents 
where the whistle could go missing. 
Only, it felt wrong. I’ve always had a 
good sense of justice and Elliot’s 
disappearance was something I felt 
responsible for. I had to help him. 
Except, I really wanted to go home. 
This place was crazy and I still wasn’t 
sure that I wasn’t schizophrenic. 
Well, too bad. I was indirectly 
responsible for Elliot’s kidnapping and 
I was going to help. 
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As I stood up my head felt like it was 
splitting open. I groaned, but forced 
myself to ignore the pain. I needed to 
find Elliot and giving in to a stupid 
headache was not going to help him. 
I found Vincent two metres away, 
hiding under a large log, his skin 
turned brown. I picked him up and he 
scuttled back up to my shoulder gladly. 
Big wuss, I thought fondly, then put 
my attention back to the task at hand.  
I walked along the road, hoping I’d 
come to something that could give me 
some sort of a clue as to where Elliot 
might be. 
At the end of the road, the houses and 
trees disappeared, the road broadened 
and I caught my first glimpse of the 
ocean. 
Rows of ships crowded the harbour 
and I walked along the dock, gaping at 
the scenery. The ocean was so blue, a 
ridiculous thing for an Australian to 
say, but it was true! The ocean was so 
clear and clean; it reminded me of the 
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lakes I had seen in the beautiful vista 
that could be seen from the hot air 
balloon. 
I scanned the ships for the pirate flag 
and immediately spotted it among the 
other green and red flags. The skull 
and crossbones were obviously a 
universal symbol. 
I made my way over to the ship and 
stared at the deck. There had to be at 
least thirty pirates on the ship, dressed 
up with black eye-patches and red 
bandanas. Some of them were wearing 
furry hats instead of bandanas. After a 
closer look, I was appalled to see that 
they were actually dead animals.  
I continued my optical sweep of the 
ship. My eyes passed over the centre.  
Elliot was bound around the chest and 
legs to the mast. 
His head was slumped on his chest and 
his eyes were closed. His waistcoat 
buttons were undone and his top hat 
was missing. He was quite clearly 
unconscious. As I watched, one of the 
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pirates coughed near him and his head 
sprang up. He struggled against the 
ropes, violently and all the pirates 
laughed. 
“Dirty little…” Someone swore at the 
pirates behind me. I spun around to 
face the she-troll, yes; I knew her name 
was Agatha, but still! 
“Agatha!” I put on my fake happy face 
that I normally reserve for dealing with 
little children feeding the animals in 
the children’s zoo. “What on Earth are 
you doing here?” 
Agatha pointed to Elliot. “I’m here to 
help him. I like Elliot. There’s 
something about him…” Agatha’s eyes 
went dreamy. 
“Spare me the detail,” I said, as we 
didn’t have time for them; we needed 
to get Elliot out. I needed to get Elliot 
out. Then I could stop feeling so darn 
guilty! 
“You create a distraction, I’ll get Elliot 
out.” Agatha said. 
“What?” I said, confused. 
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“It’s called an escape plan.” She said, 
acting like I was extremely dumb. 
“I know what an escape plan is!” I 
nearly yelled, “I just don’t know how to 
create a distraction… you know what? 
I’ll go on board. I’ll be quieter on 
board.” 
Agatha pouted. I think she liked the 
idea of seeing Elliot and being his 
female knight in shining armour. 
“After we get Elliot, I am going straight 
back home,” I said reassuringly. 
“Home?” Agatha was confused. Right, 
I hadn’t told her I didn’t actually live in 
Transcendence. 
“I live in Australia, not 
Transcendence,” I told her. 
“Ah, everything makes sense now.” 
Agatha smiled at me. 

*** 
 
Twenty minutes later, I was onboard 
the ship, soaking wet after having no 
other option than to swim out to it. 
Agatha was on the docks with Vincent. 
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She was advertising Vincent’s amazing 
colour-changing characteristics. About 
half the pirates left the ship to go down 
to Agatha and Vincent’s stall. The rest 
stayed with Elliot, but none were 
facing his way. I could hear them 
taking bets from the base of the ship. 
I started to climb up the side of the 
ship, silently thanking all the camps I’d 
ever gone on at school for helping me 
with climbing walls. 
I jumped over the railing of the ship 
and crossed as quickly and as quietly 
as I could to the mast. I ducked behind 
it and got out the knife Agatha had 
given me, expecting any minute for 
someone to walk over and say “Excuse 
me, just what do you think you’re 
doing?” 
I sawed through the first rope, then the 
second. It seemed to go quiet for a 
minute and I stopped, fearing the men 
had heard me and that I would soon 
join Elliot, with no whistle at all. 
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Then they all screamed, “Yeah!” and 
laughed. I let out a breath that I hadn’t 
realised I’d been holding and sawed 
through another three ropes. I heard 
footsteps start coming towards me and 
anxiously put the knife to the last rope. 
Back, forth, back, forth. I heard the 
footsteps come closer. I sawed faster 
and faster… and the rope snapped. 
Elliot fell face forward on the deck and 
half the pirates that were still on the 
ship turned around in surprise. I ran 
around the mast and grabbed Elliot by 
the back of his waistcoat. He sprang to 
his feet. 
We both ran to the edge of the ship 
and jumped overboard, swam to the 
edge of the dock and climbed ashore. 
Elliot nearly fell back into the water 
but I grabbed his arm and we raced 
over to Agatha and Vincent, who were 
already hastily packing up. 
I grabbed Vincent and Agatha grabbed 
Elliot, who was looking very weak all of 
a sudden. 
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We all ran from the dock as quickly as 
we could, pursued by an angry mob of 
pirates. 
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Chapter Eight 
Elliot 

 
 

Parting ways between two friends, 
Make grown men weep in sorrow, 

Should we meet again another time, 
We’ll greet, reminisce, and dream for 

tomorrow. 
 
 
 

We lost the pirates about ten 

minutes later when we hid inside a 
fenced-off garden of violets. Agatha 
was panting and Annabelle was 
turning Vincent over in her hands and 
seemed to be checking if he was okay. I 
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laughed, the stress of the day finally 
catching up to me. 
“That. Was. Ridiculous,” I panted. 
“Yeah, totally,” Annabelle laughed, 
placing her chameleon back on her 
shoulder. 
“Well, I have to get home. I have a 
soufflé waiting for me,” Agatha said, 
“But it was a pleasure meeting both of 
you, especially you Elliot.” I saw 
Annabelle hide a smile behind her 
hand. I was confused by Agatha’s 
specific mention of me, but I put it 
aside as a good education and a sign of 
respect towards me.  
“I too am delighted to have met you, 
dear lady,” I replied, obviously 
pleasing her with my gentlemanly 
charms. 
Agatha left and then it was just me and 
Annabelle standing in the garden, 
along with Vincent the oh-so-
important chameleon. 
“Well, this is goodbye, I guess,” 
Annabelle murmured. I nodded. She 
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took the whistle from her pocket and 
looked at it. 
“Thank you, Elliot, for everything.” I 
nodded silently again. Annabelle went 
to turn away, but hesitated and turned 
back. She came towards me and 
enveloped me in an awkward hug. The 
action shocked me, but I hugged her 
back. 
“I felt something pressed into my 
hand, something cold. I looked down 
and saw a polished silver pendant in 
the shape of a leaf. It glinted in the 
setting sun that shone from the west.  
“I know how much you like shiny 
things,” Annabelle stated, grinning. I 
saw her eyes well up with tears, but she 
wiped them away and composed 
herself with a deep breath. 
“Got any Shakespeare for me,” she 
asked jokingly. 
“Good night, good night! Parting is 
such sweet sorrow, that I shall say 
good night till it be morrow,” I quoted. 
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She nodded and brought the whistle to 
her lips. She blew it and disappeared.  
I began my long walk back to my 
abandoned hot air balloon, the empty 
vessel that would, most surely, be 
silent.  

*** 
 

Annabelle 
I looked in the mirror of my house. It 
was the day of my sister’s wedding and 
I felt excitement brewing in the pit of 
my stomach. I looked radiant. The 
hairdresser had done a brilliant job on 
my hair and my dress was stunningly 
elegant. I lifted up the silver chain and 
looped it around my neck. My eyes 
grew sad. Attached to the chain was 
the silver whistle. As my hand grasped 
it, I whispered, “So I can always go 
back.” 
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Farewell! God knows when we shall 
meet again. 

– William Shakespeare

!
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Zookeeper Annabelle had 
an ordinary life. Not 
boring, not 
extraordinary, but 
notably unremarkable. 
That is until a little silver 
whistle drops her into a 
whole new world to take 
her on a crazy adventure. 
 
Now, with the help of an 
obsessive goblin and an 
endangered chameleon, 
Annabelle sets out to find 
a way back home to her 
family and her old life. 
On the way she will find 
herself questioning what 
matters most to her, and 
what she will have to give 
up to get home. 


