
  

LITERATURE 
 
Creative SAC, Outcome 4, on D.H. Lawrence’s The Fox/The Captain’s Doll/The Ladybird 
 
The Orchard 
 
 
They had intended to keep the orchard, to uphold his father’s tradition.  At first, it appeared that 
things would turn out well; they made their living selling apples.  Annabelle grasped each fresh, 
crisp green apple in the clear morning light, plucking the sweet delights from the rows of trees, each 
neatly aligned upon the bright grassy flats, their golden leaves glistening in the morning dew.  They 
fell, spherical and perfect into the curve of her soft pink hands as she collected them, sweet, cloying. 
 
It did not last long.  Once the first fine season had withered, the next simply did not arrive.  She 
found herself growing tired of scraping inedible produce from the countless muddy beds.  Most 
apples refused to ripen, remaining sour and repulsive, and those that did manage to mature 
seemed to rot before she could retrieve them, growing putrid under the harsh sun.  Each fruit 
carcass was a constant frustration to Annabelle, and with every new discovery her brow furrowed, 
her dark eyes growing cold and closed as she squinted beneath the blistering summer sun.  Her 
dark brown curls dried and bleached beneath the relentless sun, her pale skin growing red from the 
constant exposure.  She continued tirelessly, morning and afternoon, slipping into strategic routine 
with her thin and delicate frame poised precariously above the decomposing matter that suffocated 
the once fertile gardens.  It being her duty to maintain the property, Annabelle distanced herself 
from her heart’s complaints. 

 
Initially prosperous and producing fine yield, the orchard had paid for its own labour.  The young 
couple were left seemingly free to tend to their own personal triumphs, their hobbies and ideals; 
basking in one another’s company without the need for proper engagement, they remained content 
with their new endeavour.  But it seemed that the apples themselves were opposed to their 
satisfaction, and as the crops ran dry, so did their good fortune.  The pair were forced to discharge 
many of their staff, until only one remained; their young stable hand to keep the horses, groomed 
and closeted within the hard wooden stable to the corner of the property. 

 
Being her husband, it was Edward who first began to fulfil the necessary chores, but he often grew 
ill, standing exhausted under the acrid sunlight and spending much of his time tending to the horses 
instead.  Much of the work was left to Annabelle herself, as she scoured each row of trees for a 
single fresh apple, ripened, ready to be picked.  But most of her attempts were hopeless, and as the 
irritation at the sterility of her surrounds grew, the ties that held Annabelle and her husband together 
too began to grind at her soul. They grew colder, ignorant.  She was angered by his constant 
complaining and his inability to work long hours in the fields. At first she tried consistently to remedy 
it, but each time she grew impatient.  The wild and intense fragments of her heart opposed 
themselves like small shining daggers against his very presence, and she was repulsed by his 
simple existence.  So she separated herself from him.  The two wandered the mazes of apple trees 
alone and distant, staggering through the rows as if trapped within a labyrinth from which they would 
obtain no escape, forced further into placid isolation.  Even now, she did not miss him.  Her 
recollections of the vivid scene as he had departed, at the end of their third spring grew distant as 
she remained - attending to loose ends that would never be tied.  Already before being drafted, he 
had convinced himself that attempting to yield any substantial crop was hopeless.  Now, the war 
had engulfed him.   She lay in waiting. 



  

II 
 
It was a mild morning, hinting only slightly at the treacherous heat that she knew was to come.  
Annabelle stooped to pick up the remains of yet another useless fruit.  Her deep brown eyes looked 
up and widened, sighing vehemently at the sight of the blackened and ashen crows perched upon 
the bare and baron branches of each tree she had neatly trimmed the morning previously.  Still, she 
remained in her placid and half-musing state, unable to muster the motivation to remove herself 
from her post.  Instead, she continued her incessant wandering permitting herself to experience only 
the structured paths that she had known so many times.  She no longer expected to find anything 
fresh amongst the trampled and irrevocable shrubbery, yet she so longed to experience the 
bittersweet excitement that she had once known when she had received the round body of each 
pleasant, ripened crisp apple with a devoted intensity, biting through its bright skin to taste the 
plump and saccharine flesh beneath.  It seemed to her that nothing was more valuable, and for that 
she could do nothing else but continue her relentless search.  Each clipped row, however, delivered 
nothing but continuous disappointment.  There was simply nothing left.  Reaching the end of 
another barren aisle, she turned quickly the sharp corner, to continue her hunt. 
 
It was then that she saw him.  He was young, perhaps younger even younger than she herself and 
his ruddy face appeared to be smeared lightly with dirt.  Intrigued by the stable hand’s energetic 
youthfulness, she remained still.  He looked at her, and she looked down, embarrassed. When she 
raised her head once more, their eyes met.  Annabelle felt an iced fire ripple right through her veins 
and touch every part of her, filling her with some internal warmth that not even the harsh summer 
sun that had begun to emerge at the afternoon’s break could provide her.  She remained silent and 
still, drawing only breath, as their eyes met and they were unified.  She felt herself being forced to 
deliver a part of herself to him and she closed her eyes.  No longer could she smell the putrid scent 
of her decaying surrounds; all that she could sense was him, and his odour.  It drew her towards 
him, and she was left powerless.  She was afraid, but she could not move and she could not retrace 
her steps.  He held her there, striking her with his very existence and his very being and she was 
powerless.  She stood paralysed, unable to move.  She opened her eyes once more, and they 
widened further in fear as they connected with his once again.  He smiled. 
 
“Hello.”  His voice was melodic and colourful.  It traced her insides softly, caressing each part of her.  
His voice.  It was serene yet bright, sweet and knowing.  It swept her up and echoed through her 
very soul, forcing her to remain still.  She was mesmerised by his very presence, unable to detach 
herself from all that he was.  She had never been this close to him before, yet she felt as if she had 
known him and this voice.  She felt as if she had known him in her dreams.  He took every part of 
her, she focused on him and placed him in the centre of her mind, and the soft tones of his voice 
filled her periphery, engulfed every part of her and lifted her high above the decaying matter and all 
that tied her to it.  It was through his voice, wild and alive, that she was released.  She was no 
longer afraid. 
 
“Hello”, Annabelle replied cautiously.  The smile did not fall from his face and she felt his own 
youthful light-hearted happiness reflect sharply in her wide, dark eyes.  It was as if he had opened 
them once more.  She was puzzled, as she did not know how she could not have noticed him prior 
to this moment.  After all, he returned to the orchard every day, residing in the stable and tending to 
the horses. 
 
“I’m sorry if I scared you.  I’m Bennett.  I don’t think we were ever properly introduced”, he mused; a 
half smirk sprawled across his ruddy face.  There was a smug vigour about him, and Annabelle 
found herself drawn to his strong and sturdy frame, captivated by his partly dishevelled appearance 
and his lack of appreciation for the trim form she insisted on keeping.  Her own simple and plain 
dress clung tightly to her angled shoulders, suffocating her in cold and bleak shades of grey.  The 
itchy fabric pressed tirelessly against her skin, but  



  

she felt as if she could not escape from it.  She could not submit to the disorderly and tousled 
appearance that often comes when one is left to live alone.  But peering upon him now, she felt no 
detest for his muddy tan slacks, stretched across his broad and muscular legs.  He was strong, with 
a sturdy build.  Thick, golden, unkempt locks fell loosely and wildly from his head, falling before his 
bright and youthful eyes.  They had a certain spark about them that seemed to invite Annabelle into 
them; cool lagoons beckoning to her as she battled against the white light of the sun.  She had 
never known eyes of such a brilliant blue before.  She remained speechless, watching him intently, 
as he edged closer.  He seemed to have retained his youthfulness, while hers blistered endlessly, 
wearing in the continuous heat. 
 
“No.  No, it’s alright.  I’m Annabelle” 

 
“I don’t think we were ever properly introduced.  Well now is as good a time as any”, he smiled a 
curious smile, retaining his youthful charm.  Annabelle began to relax into his presence, but all the 
while she could not remove herself from the clutches of his spell.  It seemed to have taken hold of 
her, and now she had grown certain that she would never be released. 

 
“I hope you won’t be too bothered if I tell you that this meeting wasn’t mere chance.  I had to come 
and find you, to let you know…one of the horses, Flynn.  It seems that he may be growing ill.  I 
would…I would encourage you to, perhaps come and take a look?”  His voice was rich and pure, 
and with his rush of words Annabelle felt her veins fill with their sweet and sickly warmth. 

 
“Oh, well then, of course I’ll come”, she replied, her brow furrowing in confusion and her eyes 
widening in surprise.  She had never spent much time near the stables; she had never felt the need.  
Before Edward’s departure, her duties had confined her mainly to the house.  He was the one who 
frequented the stables; quite frankly, she had grown to fear them.  He led her to the crease in the 
earth, and together they climbed the slight hill, erected at the edge of the orchard.  Annabelle felt as 
if he was guiding her with his scent, as she closed her dark eyes and followed the fluid trail of his 
presence, half-musing.  It seemed that the heat had lessened somewhat, and Annabelle found that 
she could bear the journey across the dried plains that splayed sharply outwards from her cottage. 

 
Upon reaching the stable, she paused. 
 
The large, sturdy structure stood loomed above her; it cast a shadow upon them both and she felt 
as if it might collapse and crush her at any moment.  The reddened wood was not polished.  
Instead, she could see the rough pattern sprawled across the hastily arranged wooden planks, as 
they poked out at odd angles.  Annabelle shivered in its cold silhouette, and once again her brow 
furrowed, her mouth drawn.  She did not wish to go inside, feeling as if she did not belong there.  
She stood still, unable to move as fear ripped right through her, but he was not waiting.  
 
Quickly, she attempted to regain composure and began to follow him around the side of the stable, 
towards the entrance.  The opening was small and narrow as a few beams had fallen dangerously 
in an attempt to block their path.  Annabelle felt once again as if she were intruding, as if this was 
not her place, but she pressed on in the hope of following Bennett.  His scent was still strong and 
she felt entrenched within it. It carried her into the darkness, towards the centre of the stable where 
it was dim and cold. 
 
Suddenly, her heart crumbled and her mind went numb.  A flood of depression and melancholy 
stupor washed over her, and she was left to freeze.  She could no longer smell the young boy’s 
scent, and she could no longer see anything.  Her dark eyes widened as she attempted to reach 
about frantically but she felt as if she could not move as the darkness thrust itself upon her.  The 
blackness clasped a cold hand around her throat, icy nails pressing against her skin and piercing 
the folds, until she became paralysed.  The boy’s melodious voice was lost. 



  

He grabbed her hand, and she felt the warmth burst through her body once more, pricking her with 
a fiery intensity and scalding her skin.  She opened her eyes. 
 
“Come with me, he’s just in here.” 
 
He led her towards a small pen in the corner of the stable, barely visible against the blackened 
surrounds.  A large, shining black stallion cowered in the corner of the pen.  It’s broad and muscular 
legs stood pulsating in the shadows cast by the drooping beams above.  Despite the lack of light, 
the horse’s coat still managed to reflect a sincere lustre that took Annabelle by surprise, causing her 
to gasp in delight.  She found the majestic beast beautiful, standing lean and tall. 

 
Suddenly, the horse lifted his head, and her eye caught his.  She was awestruck and again, it 
seemed as if she was unable to move.  There was a certain familiarity in the beast’s glare; though 
frightful and afraid, it stared at her with a knowing conviction.  The horse seemed to stare directly 
into her soul and in doing so, she felt as if it, like the young boy, knew every inch and every part of 
her. 

 
“He’s barely been eating, and he is becoming more distant.  I fear that it might be related to your 
husband’s departure.  I used to feed him spare apples as a treat, but recently, the only ones I have 
been able to find have been too sour or too rotted for him to enjoy.  I’m scared that if things continue 
in this way, he won’t be with us much longer.” 
 
“How awful!” Annabelle exclaimed, recoiling at the mention of her husband and ripping her eyes 
from the beast’s steady gaze to place them once again upon the young man.  His expression had 
changed from one of casual contentment and interest to one of deep and sincere concern. His love 
for the animal was evident to Annabelle, and quiet apprehension swam through the blue pools of his 
eyes, creating flashing waves that echoed throughout her soul and the gloomy corner where they 
stood. 

 
“I was hoping that, perhaps, you might try and help me to coax him outside, into the light.  

Perhaps if he were to see the sunlight, or if I were to take him out riding for a while he could begin to 
recover”, Bennett explained, stepping into the narrow shaft of light created suddenly, streaming 
through the hole a broken board had left in the stable’s side.  She noticed again his eyes, glistening 
superbly in the thin ray created as the high heat reached in to the cool cavern and struck his face.  
She felt enlightened by his soft glow, his golden hair illuminated once more. 
 
“Well I suppose anything is worth a try”, she pondered.  “I wish that I could ride with you, but I’m 
afraid I was never taught how to.” 
 
He was quiet for a moment.  “I didn’t think you had.  You’ve never been too frequent in the stables 
before.  I’ve watched you, though, sometimes when I’ve finished my work.  I’ve spent time, just 
watching as you search for apples.  Do you ever really find what you’re looking for, out there in the 
fields?” 

 
He remained partly bathed in the flaxen light as the bemused look returned to his face.  As he 
peered upon her now, Annabelle found herself growing uncomfortable.  His playful scrutiny pained 
her, and she wanted to move away, but she did not want to forgo the light and descend into the 
darkness once more; it was only in his presence that she could feel safe.  It was only with his aid 
that she could truly see. 

 
Annabelle became aware of her dependency as she became aware of the thickening darkness, 
clouding and surrounding her all at once.  For fear of being suffocated, she broke the short silence. 

 
“Well, should we attempt to get him out, then?” she asked, shivering. 
 



  

Bennett opened the gate to the pen, and called softy to the stallion.  At first, it seemed that the 
horse would not be willing to come, but keeping its eyes fixed on Annabelle, it began to step forth, 
towards the shard of light which still darted across the grey concrete floor of the stable.  Bennet 
smiled gently as he continued to pull Flynn from his pen.  
 
The horse’s hooves slapped noisily across the hard surface, the sound of his footsteps ascending 
the stable’s walls and catching in the dark depths of the roof, echoing effortlessly as the trio made 
their way towards the entrance.  She glanced around quickly, noticing the rifle that clung to a loose 
board in the wall. 

 
All at once, Annabelle lost sight of the opening and felt herself being overcome by the darkness 
once more.  She could hear Flynn and Bennet moving away from her, but she felt as if she could not 
follow them.  She tried to call out, but again but it was as if her voice no longer worked.  She thrust 
her arms forward, thrashing about in the darkness as it began to take hold of her.  Again she felt the 
icy fear creep through her skin and encompass her very being.  She screamed inside herself, and 
pushed at the walls of her skin, begging the darkness to release her but she was trapped within the 
maze of her bones and her blood.  The blackness around her morphed to a deep blood red as the 
darkness suffocated her, but through the thickets of the gloom she could sense the young boy’s 
familiar scent.  It seemed to be drawing her closer and closer, away from the darkness.  She longed 
to be back at his side, and to smell his now familiar scent once more. 

 
Suddenly, she felt herself being pulled towards the entrance and thrown forth into the light, removed 
once again from the clutch of the blackness that had held her so fast.  She was puzzled, and in the 
white light she felt as if she still could not see, standing blindly among the curves and dips of her 
dusty surrounds.  Eventually her vision returned and she focused once more on the handsome 
young stable hand and the beautifully poised stallion.  The stallion stood tall above her, his 
muscular form and ashen coat glistening in the mid-afternoon light. 

 
“How is he?” Annabelle asked Bennett, as he busied himself, retrieving a saddle from a hook on the 
side of the rickety building. 

 
“He seems to be okay.  I think that a ride in the afternoon sun will do him good, perhaps put some 
life back into his tired old bones”, Bennet laughed casually, smiling at Annabelle with his peculiar 
smile.  Annabelle longed again for him to approach and reach her.  She felt as if he was not close 
enough, and yearned to feel his touch once more. 

 
“Thankyou for helping me”, he continued in a sincere manner, coming closer to her as if he could 
understand her thoughts.  He grabbed her hand again, and she felt his electricity pulse through her 
veins, and awaken her mind. She did not want him to leave, but he pulled away from her and 
walked towards the stallion.  Annabelle did not move. 

 
“I’ll take him out now, into the forest.  I’ll inform you again if he gets any worse, but even just being 
out in the light, it seems that he has improved”, Bennett marvelled, as he adjusted the saddle one 
final time and then proceeded to mount the horse. 

 
Annabelle remained silent, watching him intently.  She longed to ride with him, to descend into the 
forest and to feel the wind rush around her, hit her face and back, but she knew that she could not 
go.  Not yet.  She had to continue to the fields.  She lifted her eyes to Bennett’s once more, and 
held them there.  Even as he prepared to leave, she could feel his scent drifting from her.  He 
lowered his eyes, and mounted the horse.  He began to ride, forcing Flynn to canter down the 
mountain in an odd, yet liberated fashion.  As the boy and the horse rushed away from Annabelle, 
she felt a lonely senselessness set into her soul; one that she had never fully realised or 
appreciated.  She felt dizzy. 

 
She walked back towards the cottage, wanting only to sleep.  The smell of the putrid apples rotting 
in the acrid summer sun filled her nostrils once more, and she noticed that his scent was no  



  

longer obvious to her.  Now that it had gone, she felt as if she could not even remember it clearly.  
As she stumbled down the uneven worn and dilapidated hills, brown in the dry heat, her memory 
seemed to blur.  Her recollection of the young stable hand seemed already distorted and she 
submitted once more to the feeling of routine as she crossed the orchard, unsteady and nauseas. 
 
Crossing the grassy flats, she looked down, glancing upon a tiny foreign object.  Annabelle pulled 
herself nearer to the small, colourful item lying helpless in the dismal vegetation.  Before her was an 
apple.  It was small, yet ripe and the same crisp green that had once been so familiar to her.  
Annabelle reached down to pick up the fruit, and cupped it once more in her small, soft hands.  
Holding it gently between her fingers, she turned towards the cottage, and made her way home. 

 
III 

 
Annabelle sat waiting and watching from the cottage window.  From her post, she could see two 
small figures, prancing about on tip of the hill, remotely distant.  Though she could not see them 
clearly, she could just register the blurred outline of the two, stud and man, perched above the 
orchard in the glorious autumn light.  The sight seemed to play at her heartstrings and she felt utter 
joy fill her as she observed their curious dance.  She felt that she wanted to join them. 
 
Taking a small red cape from a hook at the cottage door, she stooped low to lace her shoes.  
Recently, she had begun to dress more casually, and she wore a loose white dress with no stiff 
corset, adorned with small pockets of lace.  She felt ready to ride. 
 
Annabelle wanted to ride.  She yearned to feel the vigorous winds whipping at her back, feel it 
swimming through her chestnut hair.  She wished so greatly that it made her heart ache that she 
could rush through the forest at astonishing speeds, imagining the flash of intense and 
incandescent greens, browns and oranges of the earth that would envelope her.  Annabelle was 
impatient; she would wait no longer. 
 
She hobbled across the now lustrous plains, her eyes luminous and radiant with anticipation, as if 
she were a young child about to encounter a new game.  Autumn had taken hold, and it seemed 
that the myriad of golden shades that surrounded her were contagious, sprinkling their mirth 
throughout the surroundings and filling her with an irresistible warmth.  No longer did the sun beat at 
her like a young bird flaps its wings, unable to escape the confines of the nest.  Instead, each ray 
stroked at her young face in a gentle symphony, leaving her cheeks rosy and full.  His scent was 
strong in the morning glow, and she followed it. 
 
She was close to him now, and she could make out his fine features once more.  His strong and 
sturdy legs tensed as he prepared the horse to ride.  She felt the need to call out to him, and inform 
him of her arrival but there was no need.  He turned around immediately, and she felt herself being 
drawn to him like a magnet to steel. 
 
“Annabelle, I was just preparing Flynn for a ride.” 

 
His voice retained its harmonic purity, and filled her once again, drenching her with its mellifluous 
warmth.  She was overtaken by his spell once again, yet she now felt increasingly comfortable; as if 
she could trust every part of him to restrain from wronging her. 
 
“I do wish so very much to ride with you today”, she confessed to the young stable hand, her eyes 
scanning his broad and sturdy build, his brown, smudged appearance that made him look as if he 
had been playing in the dirt.  Still, his youthfulness did not repulse her, and she continued to raise 
her eyes to his face.  Their eyes met once more, their gazes locked symphoniously in an embrace.  
His lustrous blue eyes penetrated hers and she felt lost within him once more.  It was as if his soul 
was whispering out to hers, catching her within its net. 



  

“Yes”, he replied, never allowing their connection to falter.  He reached out his hand to her, clasping 
hers with the same invigorating spark.  She felt the warmth tirade through her veins again, and she 
closed her eyes, lost again in his presence. 
 
In one swift motion, Bennett lifted Annabelle onto the saddle which lay perched upon the beast’s 
firm back.  Nerves fluttered through her like tiny sparrows begging to escape the walls of her 
insides.  The young man then lifted himself onto the saddle, holding onto the reigns stiffly.  
Annabelle was caught between the stud’s sturdy neck, and the virile youth behind her.  She could 
feel the man’s rugged form pressing against her back, his muscles toned from tireless strenuous 
work.  Then, a sudden rush of excitement as the horse began to run. 

 
“Hold on”, Bennet yelled, his voice pushing against the harsh rush of air that hit at her face and 
pulled at her hair.  He pressed against her forcefully, so that she would not fall as the black stallion 
continued to gain speed, rushing across the flattened scrub near the stable and down again, to the 
forest below.  Annabelle could sense the rush of colour violating her sides as they pressed on, the 
beast’s tenacious hooves penetrating the cleft of the earth with exasperating force as it continued. 
 
The horse’s legs were finely sculptured, muscles rippling as it pushed consistently against the 
foliage beneath.  Annabelle found herself gasping for air as the cold wind whipped against her 
cheeks, with furious force, rendering them flushed.  Despite the cool air, she was not cold, as the 
stable hand’s broad chest leant against her back.   She felt as if it were possible now to embody the 
warm rush of colours around her and, half delirious, she clung to the stallion’s stiff neck.  The 
horse’s hooves threw up mud as it ran, splattering across her white dress, but she did not mind.  
She was free. 

 
Suddenly, the horse burst forth, through the glorious smear of harmonious hue, into a slight cleared 
plateau, slowing to a halt in the centre of a circle of trees. 
 
Annabelle and Bennett removed themselves from the saddle.  Neither of them spoke.  Annabelle 
came to realise that she was standing in a small clearing framed by a selection of fine and lustrous 
apple trees.  Each of the trees held numerous fruits, each fruit ripe and brilliant green; all except 
one.  Hanging delicately from the bough of the largest tree on the margins was one golden apple, 
luminous, appearing in stunning contrast to the dark sap beneath.  She was awestruck, mesmerised 
by it. 
 
Silently edging closer, she reached out her hand ready to touch the apple.  She felt that its bright 
colour might sting her, and she almost pulled her hand back in fright as she pressed her pink 
fingertips to the skin of the fruit, but it did not harm her.  She plucked it from its post, sinking her 
teeth directly into the white flesh of the apple, kept perfect, pristine and untouched beneath the rind 
for so long.  The sickly sweet taste rifled through her like a wildfire, taking hold of her every 
movement and action, overpowering her and yet completing her simultaneously.  It mirrored the 
candied scent of the young stable hand.  She knew this taste, she longed for it.  She knew it just as 
the youth knew her. 
 
It was then that the girl turned to face the young man as he stroked the side of the horse and 
watched her intently.  She wandered slowly towards him, and he lifted her up again, lifted her up to 
where she belongs. 
 
IV 
 
She had grown to despair the news.  Autumn had decayed and winter claimed its place, but it too 
had been overruled as spring set in.  Annabelle had watched in delight, a smile strewn across her 
face, as the orchard blossomed abundantly, and new and fresh fruit flourishing readily on each 
apple tree.  She had run freely through the rows, no longer confined by the walls of vegetation, the 
scent of spring filling her nostrils and mingling with that of the young stable hand.  She had visited  



  

Bennett readily, taking him and the strong stallion the sweet, saccharine apples that she collected at 
her pleasure. 
 
But, like all seasons, spring too must end.  Summer had begun its dutiful approach, and she felt it 
almost upon her.  The heat loomed above her heavily and on an afternoon less tolerable than most, 
she had received a letter.  Edward would return from the war, her husband would return to the 
orchard. 
 
Annabelle began to resent the thought of his arrival, but still the day edged closer, and as it did she 
was left with little time to sojourn with Bennett.  Her mind thrashed about relentlessly, screaming at 
time to stop pushing forth but it was useless, and eventually he did return. 

 
She first saw him across the orchard.  The sun had risen with a peculiar malice and to an 
uncustomary height for such a morning.  It was as if it had again taken its reign, sitting atop a 
perfectly blue velvet throne and encompassing all in its wrath. 

 
He was, at first, a small figure.  From afar, he reminded her of the bizarre dancing outline that she 
had viewed so frequently from opposing window, high above the orchard on the tip of the slope.  But 
as he approached, it was obvious that he was not the young stable man.  Instead, the returning 
soldier was warn, his expression hard and his body rigid.  As he drew nearer, Annabelle began to 
evaluate his face.  New patterns and lines had struck his cheeks; fresh contours like maps were 
carved into his skin.  His dark hair had begun to grey at the sides, though he couldn’t be older than 
thirty.  His appeared to be tanned; touched by the same sun that ruled over them both.  He walked 
in a stiff manner, through the rows of orchards, a familiar path.  He did not seem to notice the 
sudden abundance of colourful fruit around him. 

 
He approached the house with no apprehension, allowing her to see that his eyes were dull and 
black; distant.  They pierced through Annabelle’s skin, right to her core, pricking at her bones as if 
they were tiny knives or daggers seeking infinite revenge.  The dangers of the war had scarred his 
hardened face.  He remained outside, and she rushed out to meet him. 

 
“Annabelle”, he simply stated, his sharp voice cutting at her pink skin.  She remained silent as he 
observed her, now, though she could not read his expression. 

 
“How I did miss you”, he professed, his voice devoid of any emotion.  She felt as if she might cry, so 
she turned her widened eyes away, to stare at the hardening ground, defiant. 

 
“I missed you too”, she said, disdain echoing down her spine. 

 
He peered out at the orchard with a slow nod.  Annabelle felt as if he had drawn the colour out from 
the fields, removed the bright contrasts and hues from her reach.  It seemed that she could no 
longer find the pink of the flowers in the fields as they were bathed in white light that cast shadows 
of grey, the blue of the sky less intense. 

 
He turned swiftly, and began to tread the familiar path to the stable, his stable.  She followed 
behind, her footsteps quickening to match his abrupt pace as they rushed across the green plains 
towards the ram shackled building that stood atop the hill.  Annabelle searched for the sight of the 
young man, tending to the horse, but she did not see him there. 

 
They hurried along, husband and wife, and Annabelle felt that two people could not be more distant.  
They neared the proverbial structure as they climbed the slope and Edward stood to admire it a 
second.  With a simple nod he pressed on, towards the stables. 

 
“I want to see the horse”, he told her, monotonous. 



  

Again, she said nothing, but as they reached the stable entrance, she paused.  She could see the 
dark depths of the cavern calling to her, beckoning her to enter, but she was afraid of the blackness. 

 
Suddenly, her husband took her hand, pulling her in, through the opening in the wooden boards, 
and she was covered by the darkness again.  He let go, and she felt herself spiralling downwards, 
into the icy glare of the black and shadowed surrounds.  
 
 She screamed, calling for Bennett, but he did not come.  Annabelle felt the darkness clasp its cold 
hands around her throat once more, pressing freezing fingertips against her mouth, pinning her 
arms by her sizes and paralysing her again.  She was trapped.  She thrashed about desperately, 
hoping that the young stable hand might come and find her.  But he was not there. 

 
Suddenly, she heard Flynn scream and the smash of his heels against the cold concrete floor.  The 
beast burst through the stable’s rotting wall, leaving a large hole in its path.  The light burst in 
through the opening, yellow and piercing and the hand of darkness released her.  She rushed out of 
the stable, towards Flynn’s distressed cries, and saw her husband poised stiffly on the stallion’s 
back.  Edward’s black eyes were wide with fright as the horse thrashed about in the early afternoon 
heat, rearing and buckling its legs.  It was then that it took off, barrelling down the hill with enormous 
strength and at a tremendous pace.  Annabelle ran after them both, screaming, terrified.  All she 
could do was watch, as Flynn belted about angrily, trying to throw Edward from his broad back.  He 
rushed through the orchard, ripping through the trees, apples falling about, only to be trampled by 
his heavy stride.  A green pulp was all that remained, and it covered the orchard floor.  Everything 
the horse touched, it destroyed with its frustration.  All the girl could do was watch, awestruck. 

 
It was then that the beast succeeded, and after throwing the foreign man from its back it continued 
to run wildly through the rows of trees.  Edward fell to the ground with a heavy thud, landing on the 
bed of spoiled apples beneath and remaining still. 

 
The stallion, though, continued to dash across the fields.  As it neared a corner at the edge of the 
orchard, the horse reared once again, this time falling to the ground.  Annabelle gasped and, 
forgetting her husband, ran towards the defeated animal.  She could feel a sad sickness pouring 
into her heart as she reached Flynn, noticing that he was injured.  The horse was screaming in pain, 
and she sat down next to it and began to cry.  Rivers of salty water began to mix with the once 
sweet and fresh flesh of the apple beneath, as the tears welled in her dark, sorrowful eyes and fell 
down her paling cheeks. 

 
She did not notice Edward as he approached, carrying the rifle that he kept hanging on the stable 
wall.  He stood above her, watching her cry, and did not move as she looked up at him, her red 
gaze peering upon his black and distant eyes.  Her breathing slowed and calmed and her heart was 
left cold, her eyes and face devoid of emotion. 

 
Annabelle stood up once more, her mouth forming a thin line, and she reached out her hand to 
grasp the rifle.  It was cold, heavy, shedding no sympathy as she held it in her hands.  She lifted it, 
with some great effort, placing it above the dark horse that lay sprawled on the ground in a bed of 
destruction. 

 
She did not cry anymore.  Pointing the barrel directly at the beast’s head, her finger hovered over 
the trigger.  She observed with a new intensity the shiny and glistening coat, growing hot in the 
afternoon sun and his fearful beady eye.  Staring into the eye, she saw only herself and she could 
smell the stallion’s pain and fear.  Defeated in her heart, she closed her eyes, pulling the trigger, the 
noise of the shot echoing in her ears.  She felt that it pierced the core of her very soul, and the rifle 
felt as heavy as lead in her hands.  Her chest tightened. 

 
Dropping the gun, she turned to follow her husband back to the house.  Their house. 



  

Allowing him to walk ahead of her, the girl watched in solemn defeat as a single unripe apple fell to 
the dry ground below, mirroring the fall of her tears.  And they fell down her pale cheeks, just like the 
puerile fruit.  Before its time, before their time.  


