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CHAPTER 1 

BREAKING FREE 
 

The rain poured down quickly just beyond the large window pane. Annabel 

followed a droplet with her eyes as it traced a maze from the top of the 

heavy framed glass to the bottom, finally disappearing out of sight. Why did 

the droplet choose that particular path? Annabel was the curious type. 

There were so many choices and diversions along the way. At times it 

would join with another drop, traveling together for a bit, only to separate a 

few inches down, resuming its journey alone.   

 Annabel’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of her school 

master’s voice. “Annabel, are you more fascinated by the events on the 

lawn than the recitation of your fellow classmate?” Master Granger looked 

more amused than annoyed, but the student reciting did not share his 

sentiment.  

 For the fourteen years of Annabel’s life, she was never one to keep her 

opinions to herself, much to the dismay of her exceedingly proper parents. 

She answered in a slow, steady voice. “I apologize, Master Granger. But if 

my fellow classmate would only speak with a more interesting tone, I might 

be more inclined to listen.” She then let out a long, bored sigh.  



 

 

 Philip Wellington’s face burned red at this insult. He and Annabel had 

grown up together in the wealthy farming town of Danbury in Vermont. 

Located near the major waterway, Philip’s grandparents had made their 

fortune in the merchant trade business, and the Turner’s Cherry Orchard 

was one of their primary customers.  

 Though their families were often in the same social circles, being tight 

business associates, these strong-headed firstborns found little on which 

they agreed.  

 “You have reached a new level of impolite, Annabel Turner! Master 

Granger, you cannot possibly let her speak like that to me! When my 

grandfather hears about this—” 

 “Now, Philip, calm down. I am sure that Annabel has a very good 

explanation.” Master Granger walked over to Annabel’s table and handed 

her a sheet of paper. “Miss Turner, if you would please write an explanation 

tonight of your behavior in no less than one hundred words, this outburst 

will be forgotten.”  

 Annabel replied politely, “As you wish, Sir.” Looking over at Philip to 

see his reaction, she added, “Although, writing about that dull presentation 

might be just as miserable as listening to it. I am sure that even the 

explorers Lewis and Clark themselves would be put to sleep by that mind-

numbing rehashing of their own recent expeditions.”  

 As she expected, Philip’s frustration was beyond him, and he clenched 

his sandy blonde hair in his fists. He let out a large exclamation, causing the 

rest of the students in the class to allow their amusement to slip out in 

hushed giggles.  

 As they were dismissed from the roomy, comfortable parlor that had 

been converted into a school room, Madeline Conway leaned over to 

Annabel and sighed. “I am not sure why you are set against Philip 
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Wellington. I would listen to him drone on about explorers all day if he 

would only look my way for a moment.”  

 “That is simply because you are caught under his spell, Madeline. The 

fact that a boy is handsome does not make him an excellent orator.” She 

was disgusted at the thought. “It merely means he has good breeding.” 

Annabel swung her books over her shoulder and held the heavy, wooden 

door for her friend. 

 “Excellent orator or not, he sure is pleasant to the eyes. I know he is a 

couple of years older than us, but I think he would make a brilliant 

husband!” Madeline and Annabel huddled under the front porch awning 

until they had situated their coats over their heads. They decided to wait 

until the rain subsided a touch before braving the weather. “Though you 

torment him endlessly, Annabel, I think that he actually enjoys your 

attention.”  

 Annabel shook her head at the thought. “Oh Madeline, that is 

nonsense. You and I have grown up together, and I would hope that by 

now you could see past his outward appearance. He never has any desire to 

do the right thing. He simply chooses to do whatever will make him look 

good in the eyes of others.”  

 Madeline just laughed. Annabel could see her friend was not 

convinced, so she continued. “He is never sincere in his flattery, he only 

does his work when he knows the teacher is watching, and he tells the 

wildest, most artificial stories to make people envy him.” 

 “His stories are exciting, Annabel, you must allow him that. Do you 

remember when he told us about the fishing trip where he saved the lives 

of three of his cousins?” Madeline’s eyes glowed. “He is so brave!” 

 “Brave? The event never happened! The only thing he would venture 

to save is his own reputation.” Annabel looked up at the sky, hoping the 

clouds would soon break, growing tired of the conversation. “I will never 



 

 

forget when he humiliated little Olivia. Do you remember when he replaced 

the present she had made for Master Granger with a frog? He never did 

come to her defense as the teacher scolded her! He just roared with 

laughter.”  

 Madeline shrugged the comment aside. “Annabel, that was years ago. 

Little boys are bound to do foolish things. To his defense, he never did 

admit it.” 

 Annabel knew that in Madeline’s eyes, Philip Wellington was like a god 

and could do no wrong, but she pressed further, trying to speak reason into 

her heart. “Yes, but older boys should know better. At almost seventeen 

Philip is practically a man, and yet he still behaves as a spoiled child. Do I 

need to remind you of the way he slandered poor Janet just last week? 

 “Janet is a silly girl, Annabel, and she was not thinking very clearly. She 

must have misunderstood his intentions,” Madeline defended. Annabel was 

about to reply when the discussion was interrupted by a voice from behind 

them. 

 “Would you like me to carry your books, Miss Conway? The weather 

today is not fit for a lady such as yourself.” Madeline blushed when she 

realized it was none other than the charming Philip Wellington. One look at 

the pouring rain caused her to step away from her friend and offer her hand 

to the speaker.  

 “Why thank you, Philip, you are very kind.” Tossing a shy smile back 

to Annabel that showed her girlish excitement, Madeline headed off with 

Philip, who intentionally ignored the other lady in his presence. Annabel did 

not give them a moment’s glance, not a bit impressed by Philip’s sudden act 

of chivalry.  

 The home the students exited was a part of the large Wellington estate 

that belonged to Philip’s Grandfather, Master Warren Wellington. He was a 

distinguished aged man who demanded respect wherever he went. 



Waiting Patiently     5 

 

Annabel’s earliest memories at the school were of him entering 

unannounced, causing everyone in the school room to freeze, hoping for 

approval.  

 The house was as grand and stately as its owner, and oversized—at 

least in Annabel’s mind—in comparison to the charming New England 

countryside. Filled with plush upholstered furniture and richly adorned 

windows, it was a very comfortable location for these fortunate children to 

receive their private education.  

 The privileged students, having mostly grown up together on this 

country lane, sometimes acted more like siblings than classmates. 

Disagreements often arose during their studies, causing the parents to 

intervene and make peace. Some older members of the town said the 

children behaved this way purposely in order to gain the attention of their 

otherwise preoccupied parents. Others argued that the wealthy, spoiled 

children gained much of their pride and arrogance naturally from their 

parental role models and acted these behaviors out amongst each other. 

 The walk home was tedious with the rain and the mud splashing on 

her shoes. Annabel gathered her straight brown hair into her hands and 

tucked it inside of her coat. She wished the carriage had been available to 

take her home, but the wheel was being repaired, and she was sentenced to 

endure the wet mile that lay before her.   

 The dismal weather combined with Madeline’s blatant disregard for her 

opinion caused a dark cloud to settle over her countenance, and the subject 

of her dreary thoughts was the arrogance of her rival. Philip Wellington, a 

boy born into one of the highest societies in the state, charmed young and 

old alike, but Annabel, wise beyond her years, had always seen through this 

facade. She simply did not understand why her classmates craved such vain 

and empty flattery. She had grown up observing him manipulate the hearts 



 

 

of girls by praising them with his lips but mocking them with his eyes. She 

felt this was outright dishonorable, the worst of offenses.  

 Though he always behaved tastefully in the presence of adults, Philip’s 

rude and course joking in private made him a favorite of the school boys.  

 Kicking a muddy rock out of her path, Annabel mumbled her 

frustrations. “One day, I will get my chance to upset him publicly, thereby 

shattering the perfect image he has with everyone in authority. They will all 

finally agree with me, that he is nothing but a rat.” 

 Her writing assignment came easily to her later that evening, having a 

way with words. After filling her ink, she began effortlessly:  

 Master Granger, I sincerely apologize for my lack of attention to Philip 

Wellington’s oration on the subject matter at hand. His monotonous tone of voice 

and lack of enthusiasm for an otherwise fascinating topic lost my interest entirely.  

 Sir, you work tirelessly to give us an excellent education, for which I am very 

thankful, and you receive very little gratitude and appreciation for your efforts. It 

simply pains me to watch a student such as Philip Wellington butcher your fine 

work by such a poor presentation of fascinating material. The latest explorations of 

Mr. Lewis and Mr. Clark should be presented with as much interest as the 

adventures themselves contained.  

 None the less, my inattention was not called for. I will, in the future, attempt to 

keep my eyes fixed straight ahead, though I cannot give an oath that I will be able 

to keep my mind fixed on the material if Philip insists on delivering it with such a 

dreadful tone.  

 Respectfully, Annabel Turner. 
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 Folding the paper neatly and placing it with her books, Annabel 

headed to the supper table, with a look of complete satisfaction on her face. 

 

~*~*~*~*~ 

 

 As a thin sliver of light peeked its head into the bedroom, Annabel 

rolled over, smiling as a sweet New England breeze filled her with warmth. 

Spring was on its way. Pulling back the thin laced curtain that had been 

waving hello, she gazed onto the field of green stretched before her. 

Annabel loved Sundays, and it was an ideal morning for a ride.  

 Haphazardly throwing on her riding clothes and tossing her hair into a 

cap, Annabel crept quietly out of the two-story farm house, not wanting to 

disturb her parents, and hurried down to the stable. It was situated beyond 

the fields and just behind the red barn. Her stable boy did not work on 

Sundays, so after a few moments of preparations which she thoroughly 

enjoyed, she had readied her strong brown horse for a beautiful sunrise 

adventure.  

 “All right, Avery. Where do you want to explore this morning?” Avery 

shook his mane with indifference. Annabel supposed she would take the 

path through the fields into the orchard to see if the blossoms had 

developed any further. Her parents owned acres of fruit trees, mostly 

cherry. As their fruit was frequently in demand in the New England area, 

her family was situated nicely near the upper end of society. Though their 

wealth did not stretch back as far in a generational sense as some, her father 

was a keen businessman and had established their family quite well.  

 Mrs. Turner had struggled to conceive a child, and Annabel was born 

after they were both older and settled into their ways. An only child, there 

was nothing Annabel lacked as far as comfort was concerned. The business 



 

 

kept both of her parents extremely busy, however, and much of her time 

growing up was spent alone. 

 The air was brisk as it tossed around the few strands of hair that still 

lingered outside her cap. Annabel loved the freedom that riding provided. 

Galloping through the countryside gave her a chance to be liberated from 

rules, over-bearing and self-absorbed parents, and showy neighbors.  

 Most of her classmates were happy with the high life they lived and did 

not care to reason deeply about motives and agendas, so she kept the 

children at a comfortable distance and spent most of her spare time with 

Avery and her books. Due to the number of household hands their family 

employed around the farm, spare time was something Annabel never 

lacked.   

 Annabel noticed a robin flying out of a tree near the stream that ran in 

the middle of the orchard. She hoped it had left its eggs unguarded for a 

moment. Dismounting Avery, Annabel reached high for a tree branch and 

threw her long legs effortlessly over to the other side. A few feet higher and 

her curiosity was greeted with success. Two tiny eggs were nestled 

unharmed in their cozy bed of branches.  

 “Avery,” she said to her friend with a sigh, “I rather envy these little 

birds. They will soon hatch out of their eggs, learn to fly, and then leave, 

only to follow the same cycle. They do not have to spend their days proving 

themselves to anyone or pretending to be something they are not. Their 

lives are simple, honest. If only everyone could be this way.” She looked 

around for the mother and father birds who were most likely nearby. 

 The only quality time Annabel spent with her parents was when they 

attended a party or social engagement together. During these events, 

Annabel was paraded around, fussed over, and expected to quietly smile 

and listen to the conversations without having an opinion for herself, unless 

asked. Her parents used these parties as opportunities to expand the 
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influence of their business. Even in her younger years, Annabel’s adorable 

dimples and witty comments were highly entertaining to the guests in the 

room. Because her parents viewed her pristine behavior and delicate 

features as a valuable marketing asset, the investment they placed in her 

education was far above the standards of the day.  

 Annabel, however, was always thankful when she was released early for 

bed. She would take a candle and retreat into a book. This was the one 

luxury she asked of her parents, and they gladly obliged, knowing that a new 

novel would keep her out of their way. Her most recent novel was Pride and 

Prejudice which, though written to an older audience, contained very witty 

dialog that she thoroughly enjoyed. 

 Not wanting to disturb the nest any longer, Annabel turned to climb 

down, but the full sun blinded her through the trees and reminded her that 

she had been gone far too long.  

 “Time to go, Avery!” Annabel directed with a small kick of her heel. 

After returning Avery to his stall, she rubbed her hands together to remove 

some dirt and lifted her long riding skirt so she would not be hindered by it. 

She raced up to the house, hoping to freshen up before a confrontation 

with her parents ensued.  

 “Young lady!” her father’s voice boomed deeply from behind her. 

“Where have you been? You completely missed breakfast, and you do not 

look the least bit ready for church.” 

 “I was riding, sir, and lost track of time,” Annabel answered her father, 

hoping to get through this lecture quickly.  

 “Thanks to your thoughtless behavior, we will be late for church. 

Honestly, Annabel, if this happens again, we will take away that horse of 

yours until you are more responsible with your handling of it! Now get in 

the carriage and we will talk about this later.” Mr. Turner moved to walk 



 

 

away when Mrs. Turner appeared in the hallway. Though she was always 

perfectly put together, her face showed the strain of the morning.  

 “Annabel, there you are. Look at you! You are absolutely covered in 

filth. Do you know where we need to be in just a short amount of time?” 

Her obvious disgust at Annabel’s attire was written all over her face.  

 “Yes, ma’am. I can get ready quickly. I will be right down.” Annabel 

started to run to her room, but her father’s strong, outstretched arm 

stopped her. 

 “There is absolutely no time for that, Annabel. We are already late as it 

is, thanks to your dawdling. You must go as you are.” Mrs. Turner 

disagreed, arguing that it would be humiliating to be seen in church with 

such a disheveled daughter. “It would be equally humiliating to walk in late, 

Elizabeth. Besides, I found out that the Andersons began sitting in our 

seats while we were visiting family last month, and they must not think that 

they have established themselves there.” 

 “I see your point, Edward, but please do look at her! It appears that we 

have dragged some beggar off the streets! I would rather not go at all than 

be seen with her this morning.” Turning to Annabel, she asked, “What are 

we to do with you? When will you learn to act your age?” Mrs. Turner then 

suggested to her husband, “We could say she is sick and had to stay at 

home. That would at least produce sympathy rather than aversion.” 

 “That would not be good, Elizabeth, because our little mischief maker 

would be frolicking around all afternoon and everyone would think we were 

dishonest,” Edward reasoned. 

 “We could keep her inside today and send her tomorrow to school 

with a little cough.” Again directing her attention to her daughter, she 

scolded, “Look at your hands, Annabel! How did you get dirt under your 

nails? Have you not bathed?” 
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 “There was a robin’s nest in the orchard that I wanted to see, Mother. 

I simply climbed a little to get a better look. The eggs were darling, and I 

am sure they will be hatching soon.” Annabel’s enthusiasm was not 

matched by her parents, who gazed at her with contempt as though a 

complete stranger were prattling on in a different language all together.  

 Ignoring her daughter entirely, Mrs. Turner looked with exasperation 

at her husband and pleaded, “Please, Edward, do not let us be seen with her 

like this at church. The very thought humiliates me to no end. I can just 

imagine us sitting behind the Countrymans, with their daughters in perfect 

order, pin curls in their hair and little gloved hands folded on their laps.”  

 Mrs. Turner waved her hands in the air as if to erase the image of the 

other family. “It would be more than I could bear. Let us take a moment 

for her to run up and at least change. I can straighten her hair and wash her 

face on the way. There has not been as much rain of late, so perhaps the 

path is solid and we can take the shorter route through the orchard.” 

 This idea was acceptable to her husband, and Annabel was instructed 

to run upstairs with her mother to change, as quickly as possible. Annabel 

took a deep breath as Mrs. Turner hastily fastened her corset. Her mother 

chose a modest, dark blue dress with a matching bonnet, parasol, and 

gloves. When her ensemble was acceptably arranged, the threesome made 

their way to church in the carriage that was waiting for them. On the way, 

Annabel’s mother attempted to brush the clump of tangles that had grown 

in her daughter’s hair, fussing about the mess with every angry tug.  

 Annabel was feeling more cross than ever as her hair was being yanked 

into submission. A dark cloud now over-shadowed the sunshine that her 

early ride had given her. Though she was nearing the end of her fourteenth 

year, a young lady in the world’s eyes, her parents fussed over her as though 

she were still a child. Out of annoyance, Annabel finally started a 



 

 

conversation she felt would surely develop into a lively debate. “We had a 

very interesting moral dilemma this morning, did we not, Father?” 

 “To which dilemma are you referring?” Edward Turner asked, not 

removing his eyes from the paper he was studying. 

 “Is it more honorable to be late to church, disrespecting the minister 

and all those in attendance; to arrive unkempt, disrespecting God by not 

giving Him our best; or to lie about the matter entirely, thus disrespecting 

the Bible and its commands?”  

 Annabel took pleasure in watching her father’s face twist with 

frustration as he mentally processed the lash that was just made against his 

character. Annabel only wished she could see her mother’s face, but she 

was behind her, putting the final pins in her hair. She could tell by the 

forcefulness of the stabbing that Mrs. Turner was equally unpleased.  

 “Really, Father,” Annabel continued in her most sincere tone, “it is an 

important thing for a young lady to learn, morally speaking.”  

 “It is more important, morally speaking, for a daughter to learn 

obedience and how to obey her father and mother, you ill-mannered child. 

If you had been ready as we asked, we would not have had the moral 

dilemma to begin with! It is high time you learned your place in this family, 

and it is not in your place to question the decisions made by your father and 

mother!”  

 The rage on his face was greater than Annabel had seen in a long time, 

and she considered backing down, but her pride would not allow it. 

“Father, it is natural for someone my age to occasionally misbehave, but 

when I watch as you and mother discuss the possibility of acting equally 

disobedient to God and His commands, how am I to learn the proper way 

to live?” 

 “The proper way to live, young lady, is to learn your place. One more 

outburst of accusation like that from you and, Lord help me, you will be 
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severely punished!” This put an end to the conversation, though Annabel 

knew the punishment would never come. It never had.  

 They arrived at the church exactly on time, thanks to the shorter path. 

Mr. and Mrs. Turner pasted on their artificial smiles, and one look from her 

mother told Annabel that she expected her daughter to do the same.  

 

~*~*~*~*~ 

 

 Annabel arrived at school earlier than normal and decided to wait 

outside for Madeline. It was a calm spring morning, and she took her time 

examining the flowers that had started to bloom. First the blue and yellow 

crocuses, then the pale lilies, and finally the bright purple irises.  

 From her location on the white spacious porch, she could watch the 

students enter unnoticed. She was able to observe her friend walking side-

by-side down the lane once again with Philip Wellington. Madeline was 

leaning her head back in laughter as though he had just made a very witty 

comment, and he seemed pleased with himself for gaining such a robust 

reaction.  

 Annabel almost jumped up to take her friend’s arm and walk into class 

when she noticed Madeline pull some papers out of her bag and hand them 

to Phillip. He thanked her sincerely and then politely motioned that she go 

ahead of him into the home.  

 As they passed Annabel’s position on the porch, Philip’s eyes caught 

hers, and at first Annabel saw what appeared to be guilt cross his face. It 

was quickly composed to a forcefully polite grin as he tilted his head at her. 

Annabel did not offer a smile in return, but instead, squinted her eyes at 

him in a look of distrust. 

 She was eager to get Madeline’s attention during class, but their teacher 

was insistent that there be no talking during the other students’ recitations. 



 

 

All year they had spent researching individual topics, and during the final 

presentations, Master Granger would not allow anyone to interrupt with 

even the slightest whisper. The following afternoon, they would each turn 

in a report based on the year-long study. Annabel had finished her report 

weeks earlier, but many of the other students were scrambling at the last 

moment to complete theirs on time. 

 When they were finally released on a break, Annabel walked slowly up 

to Madeline and said casually, “I see that you have your wish. After years of 

pining, it appears that Phillip Wellington has finally noticed you.”  

 Madeline blushed and examined her shoes. She whispered, “I can 

hardly believe it, Annabel. I have been watching him since we were 

children, and he has scarcely said three words to me, even though our 

families are close friends. I did not even know if he remembered my name, 

and now…” Madeline’s voice trailed off as she looked over in Phillip’s 

direction where he was sharing a humorous tale of the weekend with his 

eager listeners.  

 Annabel had always known of her friend’s strong feelings for Philip, 

and up until this time, she had always tried to dissuade her. Looking at her 

dove eyes and quiet smile, Annabel did not know what to say next. 

 “Well, why the sudden change in his behavior? Did he say?” Annabel 

questioned, hoping for some good explanation. 

 “Oh, no, Annabel, and you know I would never ask. But oh, after 

church, our families went on a walk together, and rather than running ahead 

with my brothers, he stayed behind for a few moments to ask me what I 

thought of the weather!” Madeline sighed as though he had asked her to be 

his bride. 

 Annabel looked over at Philip suspiciously. She tried to remain positive 

in her tone while she asked, “What were those papers you were handing 

him this morning?” 
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 The look on the accused’s face told Annabel all she needed to know, 

even though it was obvious that Madeline was not about to betray a 

confidence. “What papers?” 

 “The papers you handed Philip this morning before class.” When her 

friend hesitated, Annabel pressed further. “I was on the porch waiting for 

you, and I saw you give him something. I am just curious; quite certain they 

were not love notes—” 

 Madeline blushed. “Oh, Annabel! Goodness, no!”  

 Annabel persisted with her questioning. “What then?” 

 “Well, those papers,” Madeline stammered, “I was just letting him 

borrow some of my notes. He was saying that I take very good notes. I am 

such a good student, you see. So that is what they were, just notes.” As 

Madeline looked at Annabel, her eyes were confessing something 

completely different than what her mouth was professing. Annabel decided 

she would not push the issue any further at that point. She would need to 

get her information in a less direct way.  

 Later that afternoon, while the other students frantically worked to 

finish their reports, Annabel readied her horse for a ride through the 

country. She was very pleased with herself for having been so diligent in her 

studies. As she rode through the crisp air, ready to jump a hedge on the side 

of the lane, Avery suddenly stopped on his path and made a hard turn to 

the left, refusing to leap. Bewildered, Annabel looked frantically to all sides 

to determine the reason. Then, below the hedge, she spied Philip, 

concentrating attentively on some matter at hand. He did not appear to 

have even heard the sound of the horse behind him.  

 Annabel patted Avery calmly on the neck to quiet him down, and then 

she peered over the hedge to get a better look. Philip was copying 

something carefully. Annabel guessed that her suspicions of his false 

kindness were correct. Madeline, overwhelmed by the positive attention she 



 

 

received from him, quickly set aside her solid morals to finish writing his 

report, which he was now copiously copying into his own handwriting. Not 

wanting to be seen, she led Avery away and fled quickly from the scene—

her mind in a whirl of confusion. 

 She wanted, of course, to turn him in at once, defrauding his character 

publicly as she had always desired. It was a perfect opportunity. She could 

sneak up on him, snag the papers, and race on her horse to the school 

house, finally producing the evidence she needed for his lack of integrity.  

 As simple as this plan sounded in her mind, she wavered because of 

the fault it would also place on her friend. Not speaking the truth in this 

situation went against every thread of her being, but her loyalty to her 

friend, whom she knew had been manipulated, was very strong—so strong, 

in fact, that she walked about for quite some time, trying to decipher a way 

to bring justice to Philip without incriminating Madeline.  

 Annabel’s sense of right and wrong knew that Madeline was also to 

blame for the cheating. She never should have agreed, no matter how 

handsome the enticer had been. How could she have been so silly to lower 

herself in this way? Why were people never as honest and forthright as they 

ought to be? Why was she surrounded by others who consistently lowered 

themselves to the situation at hand if it selfishly raised their position in the 

minds of their acquaintances? 

 For this reason, Annabel determined that she would not sink to this 

level of dishonesty, regardless of how it affected her relationship with her 

friend. Besides, it might help Madeline out in the long run to learn this 

lesson now before greater harm was done.  

 Unfortunately, Philip had already left by the time Annabel returned, 

and she was forced to think of an alternative plan. 

 The morning arrived when the papers were due, and Annabel met 

Madeline at her home, hoping to walk together to discuss the situation on 
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the way. Much to her dismay, she was informed that Madeline and Philip 

had already left for school. Madeline’s parents seemed very pleased that 

their daughter had such a suitable escort, and it took every bit of strength 

inside of Annabel to keep from exposing them right then and there.  

 She ran as fast as she could, hoping to catch up to the couple before 

they reached their destination. She arrived, out of breath, just in time to see 

them chatting outside the door. Philip was saying something charming, and 

Madeline seemed spellbound with every word.  

 “Madeline!” Annabel called out. “Madeline! Hello there,” she waved, 

hoping to break the spell. 

 Madeline looked annoyed that her conversation was interrupted. Philip 

excused himself, not wanting to be around the approaching girl who was 

immune to his charismatic magnetism.  

 Madeline stepped nearer to her friend. “Hello, Annabel! Oh, this is the 

most wonderful thing that has ever happened to me! Philip is the most 

polite, charming, handsome boy in the entire world, and he is directing all 

his attention on me!” Noticing her listener’s lack of enthusiasm, she 

continued, “I do wish you would approve of Philip, Annabel. He really is 

such a wonderful person.” 

 Annabel could not hold her tongue any longer, and she burst out, “I 

know what you did, Madeline! I saw him with the papers. I saw him 

copying them. How could you? You must know he is just using you!” 

 Madeline’s previously flushed face turned pale white, and she stood 

there speechless. “How…?” 

 Annabel further explained, “I was riding yesterday afternoon and saw 

him copying your handwriting by the hedge. We cannot let him get away 

with cheating, Madeline. You say he is such a wonderful person, but 

wonderful people do not cheat.” 

 “Oh, Annabel, you cannot say anything about this to anyone—” 



 

 

 “I know that you would be incriminated also, Madeline, but perhaps 

we can think of a way to keep your name out of it.” 

 Madeline tossed that comment aside and declared, “Oh, I am not 

concerned about myself, Annabel. I know that what I did was wrong and I 

would be willing to suffer the consequences if needed. Philip, on the other 

hand, well, he trusts me, Annabel. He confided in me that he needed my 

help, and I was more than happy to oblige. I would be devastated if his 

solid reputation was tarnished on my account.” 

 Annabel was at a loss as to how to respond. All this time she was 

thinking of how she would best protect her friend, and here she found that 

Madeline was even more naive than she thought! How could this girl even 

consider defending the boy who was obviously playing with her emotions 

just to use her? Could she not see it? 

 Madeline had been talking, but Annabel did not hear a word of it, until 

she concluded, “So you see, Annabel, I knew you would not tell. You 

understand. Right, dear friend? Thank you!” With that, Madeline turned and 

hurried into class, leaving her listener standing in dismay. 

 Annabel watched silently as all the students handed in their papers, one 

by one. She looked intently into Philip’s face as he turned in his lie, but his 

expression did not show a hint of remorse. Annabel was absolutely 

conflicted in how to proceed. She knew that Madeline would not admit to 

the offense if it meant incriminating her idol, and Annabel had no proof 

otherwise. 

 During their mid-morning break, Annabel did not want to endure the 

company of Madeline, so she slipped away quietly, needing time to think by 

herself. She walked into the spacious gardens and found a concealed bench 

where she would be left alone with her thoughts.  

 It did not take long, however, for her solace to be spoiled by the sound 

of rowdy boys, no doubt carelessly tearing through the new blooms. 
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Annabel sunk lower into her place, not wanting to be observed. From their 

voices, she could tell it was Philip Wellington and his band of loyal 

followers. 

 One of the older boys, Andrew Heart, was laughing. “I cannot believe 

you did it, Philip! When you told us your plan to get her to write your paper 

for you, I thought for sure you were out of your mind. There was no way 

that solid child would fall for your scheme.” 

 “I had her eating out of my hand like a baby, Andrew. You should 

know by now that I always get what I want.” Philip grabbed a handful of 

flowers and began tearing off the petals recklessly. 

 Another younger boy whole-heartedly agreed. “Leave it to Philip to 

succeed in everything he does. It would not surprise me if he ended up 

being president of the United States one of these days!”  

 Andrew let out a roaring laugh and declared, “But he would need to 

find some woman to write all of his speeches for him!”  

 Everyone found this comment amusing, and another asked, “But how 

did you manage, Philip? She is such a sensible girl, and so close to Annabel. 

You would think she would have suspected.” 

 “Sensible girl, you say?” asked Philip, walking tall as he spoke. “What 

makes a girl sensible? Does she know her parts of speech and sums? Oh 

yes, but simple knowledge does not make one sensible. She is as silly as the 

rest of her sex, willing to give up everything for a dashing individual, like 

myself. They fall like flies, one by one.” Throwing the final petal to the 

ground, he concluded, “Eventually, they all fall.” 

 “All?” Andrew challenged. “I hardly think Annabel Turner would ever 

fall for your little schemes, Philip. I think she officially has you beat.”  

 Philip’s good humor was soiled by this comment, but he replied, “We 

are strong, Andrew. They will all fall eventually—including Annabel 

Turner—who will one day raise her own white flag in surrender. You have 



 

 

so much to learn, Andrew. They are the weaker sex in every area. Weaker in 

strength, weaker in mind, and weaker in willpower. Their frail emotions toss 

them about like lost sheep. Madeline was a simply perfect example. Just 

observe her disposition over the next few days when I do not speak another 

kind word to her. She will certainly sail into immediate depression and 

despair—the feeble creature!” 

 Annabel had heard enough, her heart boiling and churning like a frenzy 

within her. She jumped out of her hiding spot, stood on the bench, and 

declared, towering over the boys, “How dare you, Philip Wellington! How 

dare you! You are nothing but an egotistical, over-confident fake, and I will 

see to it that you are discovered!” 

 “Ah, our noblewoman, Annabel, to the rescue. Just what exactly do 

you have in mind? I suppose you will run to Madeline and try to convince 

her that my intentions were not sincere?” Philip did not seem concerned 

with this harmless threat. 

 “You speak so confidently, Philip, but wait until you are discovered. 

With my own eyes I saw you copying Madeline’s notes yesterday, and I was 

just now determining the best way to bring you to justice so that the world 

would know once for all that you are a fraud. Your time on your throne is 

coming to an end, to be sure, and you will one day wish you had never 

sparked the fury of Annabel Turner!”  

 With this dramatic proclamation, Annabel flew off like a flash, eager to 

speak to the school master before Philip had a chance to form a reply. Her 

face was hot, her pulse beat like a wild animal. As she dashed into the room, 

she caught her teacher off-guard.  

 “Master Granger! There is something of great importance I must speak 

with you about!” Not waiting for a reply, she hastily and passionately 

continued, “You see, Philip Wellington is a fraud, a liar, and must be put to 
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justice. He deceives the hearts of unsuspecting girls to get what he wants, 

and then he tosses them aside like rubbish.” 

 Annabel did not know if she was making any impact on her teacher, so 

she raised the volume and leaned forward on his desk. “Just this week, he 

has deceived my dear friend into thinking that she means the world to him, 

thereby manipulating her into writing his paper for him. I then saw him 

with my own eyes copying the paper into his own penmanship, turning it in 

as his own work. Just now, I witnessed him bragging to several others about 

the whole affair. Please see that he is severely scolded and receives a just 

punishment!” Completely out of breath, Annabel collapsed onto a chair, 

awaiting what she hoped would be an equally passionate response from her 

teacher. 

 Her hope was not fulfilled. He ever so calmly set down his papers, 

removed his glasses, wiped them clean with a cloth, and then looked over 

his desk at the accuser. He waited for what seemed like an eternity, 

gathering his thoughts before he spoke very coolly. “Annabel, this is a very 

harsh accusation that you bring against your classmate. I understand that 

you and Philip do not get along, but do you really think that this is the way 

to get revenge?” 

 Annabel was stunned. This was not the response she was seeking. 

“What I have said is true, sir.” 

 Master Granger continued, “This paper represents an entire year of 

work, Annabel, and if a student were to cheat, he would be held back a 

grade, if not also kicked out of the school entirely. This charge will not be 

taken lightly and will be looked into thoroughly. However, as you know, 

Proverbs 18:17 says, ‘He that pleadeth his cause first seemeth just; but his 

neighbor cometh and searcheth him out.’ I assume that you know what this 

means.” Annabel nodded. “Explain it to me,” Master Granger insisted. 



 

 

 Annabel said meekly, “That verse means that the first person to say 

their accusation seems to be correct, but it is wise to hear both sides of the 

story. But Master Granger, I saw it happen with my own eyes. You know 

that Philip will lie about the incident, and Madeline, she is so enraptured 

with him that she would do anything for him, perhaps even lie herself.” 

 Master Granger stood at his desk. “Then let us hope that for your sake 

you are mistaken about the integrity of your friend, because if you are 

found to be the one at fault, this will not go well with you.” With that, 

Master Granger picked up his papers and stoically walked out, leaving the 

young girl speechless in her chair. 

 

~*~*~*~*~ 

 The events that followed were worse than Annabel could have 

imagined. Master Granger called the parents and children involved into a 

meeting that evening, and each side presented its case. It was not surprising 

that Philip denied having cheated, but to Annabel’s intense dismay, 

Madeline also chose to take sides against her and lied about having written 

his paper. This blow to their friendship would have been devastating 

enough, but the disapproval of all the adults in the room heaped on an even 

heavier load. Accusations were thrown at her left and right, and she was not 

allowed a moment to reply. 

 Mr. Conway was offended at the way his daughter, Madeline, was 

being treated. “How could you even begin to perceive that my child would 

act in such a dishonest way? What would cause you to bring such serious 

accusations against your own classmates? You must have a very devious 

mind to invent such a wicked scheme. You are an adversary to your friends 

and to this community.” 

 Mrs. Wellington blamed Annabel’s parents. “Your parents never taught 

you to hold your tongue, and now you have acted rashly and ruined your 
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family’s reputation. When everyone has heard of what you have done, you 

will receive your just rewards. Accusing my child, indeed! You are the one 

who stands awaiting judgment now.” 

 Mrs. Conway asked, “Was it jealousy? Was it envy? Was it mere spite? 

Whatever caused you to behave in such an immoral way must have been 

from the devil himself.”  

 Mr. Wellington took his accusations even further. “This is just the start 

of other devious plans, I am sure. A bad apple spoils the bunch. We cannot 

allow her to be taught amongst our children, thus spoiling their excellent 

character and education. Who will she accuse next? Perhaps the teacher 

himself!” 

 The taunting and verbal torment went on as such, and Annabel’s 

parents remained quiet, absorbing all that was said, but not offering a word 

in her defense. She pleaded to them with her eyes, hoping for an advocate, 

someone to defend her cause, but none was found. Edward and Elizabeth 

Turner were cold, motionless, and hard. 

 At long last, the meeting drew to an end, and they asked Annabel if she 

had an explanation for her actions. Words had been swirling through her 

mind like a raging river, and yet deciding which to throw out was a 

challenge. Her emotions were swelling inside and the tears that she had 

been pushing back were about to escape. The rock in her chest was heavy 

and hot, and yet she did not want to cry.  

 Annabel took a deep breath, trying to think clearly. Though she 

attempted to contain herself, her emotions won the battle. Casting her 

finger toward her classmates she exploded, “They are the liars, for I am 

innocent!”  

 Jumping up she ran to Madeline. “Admit it! Admit it! You know this is 

a lie!” Wild with excitement, Annabel took a hold of her friend, the dam of 

tears having broken, and pleaded, “He is not worth it, Madeline. Please 



 

 

admit this wrong doing now.” Her words finally ceased and were replaced 

with passionate sobs. 

 Mr. Conway hastily grabbed Annabel and threw her into the arms of 

her father, who did not offer any comfort. “Take your daughter out of here, 

Edward,” he demanded, his pride and protection joining forces against her. 

“That wild thing is no longer welcome here!” Mr. Turner solemnly rose, 

took Annabel by the shirt collar, and led her out of the room, into the 

carriage, and like a common pet, commanded her to stay. The tears fell 

quickly now that she was alone, and she mourned the events that had 

transpired. 

 How long she was made to wait, she did not know, but when her 

parents returned to the carriage, they entered stoically, not making a noise. 

The only sound heard on the journey home was the occasional grunt of the 

driver as he directed the horses. Upon entering the house, Annabel heard 

her mother release the cook from her duties, explaining that they were not 

going to be dining that night; their appetites had been spoiled by the events 

of the evening. Annabel washed her face and hands, smoothed back her 

hair, and went into the drawing room where her parents were speaking with 

hushed tones. 

 Annabel pleaded gently, “Please believe me. I did see him cheat. 

Madeline even admitted it to me. And all of the other boys, they heard it 

too—”  

 “Silence,” Mr. Turner commanded, his voice echoing off the walls of 

the room. “You have said enough for the evening. You plead your case and 

were found to be in error. This conversation is over.” 

 “Oh, Father, when have I been dishonest?” Annabel demanded to 

know, losing all self-control by the outrage she felt at the inaccurate picture 

that had been painted of her that day. “Have I been marked with this 

character flaw? When have I lied? When have I been deceitful? They spoke 
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all sorts of evil about me that are simply not true, and you know I am in the 

right!” 

 “What I know, young lady, is that your rash and malicious temper has 

caused the events of tonight. You have no one to blame but yourself. Had 

you held your tongue to begin with, and taken control of your irrational 

emotions and prideful judgment on humanity, we would not be in this 

situation at all.” 

 Mr. Turner’s voice changed from a scolding tone to a patronizing one. 

“Our family has been friends with the Wellingtons for years. They own the 

largest seaside distribution in this area, and I have worked tirelessly to 

maintain a top-notch business relationship with them to provide for you in 

the lavish way that I have. In one foolish act, you may have ruined 

everything!”  

 Turning his head from her and lifting his hand, he directed, “Leave us. 

Your mother and I must discuss your future, as you are no longer deemed 

worthy to return to that school. You have ruined the reputation of your 

entire family. Go think on this, if you will, and perhaps you will return to us 

in a more humble manner than you are now.” 

 Looking for a hint of compassion, Annabel looked at Mrs. Turner and 

whispered, “Mother—” but turning her head away, the woman did not even 

acknowledge her child. 

 Annabel took one last look at her parents, from one to the other, 

barely believing the coldness that was being cast toward her. It was obvious 

to this young one that they cared for their pride more than their flesh and 

blood, and she was now ranked lowest in the home. 

 Leaving the room, Annabel went to the stables, not wanting to be 

under the same roof as the company that emotionally abandoned her. 

Mounting Avery, she rode as fast as she could, her thoughts racing even 

faster. As she felt the wind whip away the tears that stung her cheeks, her 



 

 

despair changed to anger. There would be no lesson on humility learned 

this evening from her experience. 

 Annabel first thought of her parents. For fourteen years, she followed 

their rules, dressing as they decided, eating when she was called, completing 

her lessons perfectly and on-time, and living up to their expectations. 

Speaking her mind on occasion was a mere drop of rebelliousness in a 

bucket of pristine behavior. Yet, in all this submission she had not won 

their hearts; for there was no room, she deducted, in hearts that were 

already so full of love for their own egos.  

 Thus angrily severing the thin emotional ties she had made to her 

parents, Annabel contemplated the futility of friendships. Surely in vain she 

had considered her friend’s feelings. If she had not wavered in her 

commitment to seek out justice, she would have had the proof she needed 

to unmask Philip’s dishonesty. Instead, she hesitated, acting against her own 

conscience, and to what end? Did she gain a closer relationship? By no 

means! It only showed the shallowness of friendship and the injustice of the 

world. Annabel vowed that she must first be true to her own self and her 

own desires. 

 Not realizing that she had committed herself to the same path her 

parents were on, she further mused on the subject of mankind in general. 

Madeline and Philip’s parents, her teacher, the other boys who could have 

come to her rescue, and everyone in her town attended church on Sundays, 

they all prayed to the same God and declared allegiance to an identical code 

of ethics, yet no one but herself chose to obey them. To her, it seemed that 

the entire community was filled with empty words and empty deeds—all 

done with selfish motives. Religion, she decided, was just a front for people 

to declare themselves holier than others—an absolute waste of time for 

someone like herself, who was already living an honorable life. 
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 Having detached herself thus from society as a whole, her pride was 

restored and stronger than ever. She led Avery back to the house and had a 

somewhat restless sleep, grappling internally with the emotions of leaving 

the life she had always known for whatever the future held. 

 

~*~*~*~*~ 

 

 Edward and Elizabeth Turner located a finishing school a day’s ride 

away for Annabel to attend in Bennington. She was to live with a handful of 

other girls and remain over the summer, coming home only for the 

holidays, and that only when requested. This news did not come as a 

surprise. Her parents had discussed finishing school in the past to refine her 

as a lady prior to her coming out into society. She had overheard them 

occasionally talking about an early marriage, desiring to locate a wealthy 

husband who would create helpful business connections, but she did not 

consider it a serious possibility.  

 Annabel took the decision to attend the Oliver Finishing School calmly 

and without debate, making only a few requests. It was granted that her 

horse would be boarded near the school and made available for rides at her 

disposal. Mr. and Mrs. Turner also agreed that her books and studies would 

continue uninterrupted with a tutor while she also mastered other domestic 

arts that would prepare her to be a suitable wife. 

 Her personal belongings were packed, and she spent her final days at 

home roaming through the orchards, not wishing to run into any of her 

betrayers. She was in no mood to see them again, having detached herself 

emotionally from everyone involved. It took tremendous strength to banish 

the feelings of loss that occasionally crept to the surface, but this girl was 

determined to feel nothing for those who felt nothing for her. 



 

 

 Her mother found that she did not have sufficient tools to finish filling 

Annabel’s new workbox and requested that her daughter ride into town to 

purchase the remaining items. Mrs. Turner wished she could go herself, but 

the seamstress was there finalizing the new wardrobe that Annabel would 

be taking to school, and she was needed to oversee the process.  

 Annabel nodded silently, made a list of the requested necessities, and 

left her house, hoping to accomplish her errand quietly and without 

drawing attention. All went as planned, and as she was riding home, she 

looked around at the countryside, saying goodbye to the well-known sights. 

She felt strangely numb. She had suspected some sort of nostalgia or 

gloom, but it did not come. She felt slightly sad at the idea of leaving all that 

was familiar, but her angry pride fiercely pushed it down. Her heart had 

been closed and her young years could not comprehend the reason why. 

 Patting Avery on the neck, she directed, “One more ride, boy, down 

the long lane. Ready? Go!” She prodded Avery and away they flew, as 

though running away from memories on which she did not want to dwell. 

As she made her way over a hill, another rider appeared, heading her 

direction. Recognizing him immediately as Philip Wellington, she quickened 

her pace, wanting to avoid the unwelcome confrontation. Philip, however, 

could not let a chance to gloat pass him by, and he situated his horse in 

such a way that Annabel was forced to slow and wait for him to pass. 

 “Well, well, what do I see? Could it be the famous Annabel Turner, the 

liar of our community?”  

 Philip’s teasing eyes tormented Annabel, but she coolly replied, “Please 

move your horse so I may pass.” 

 “Why are you in such a hurry, little one? Where are you going so 

quickly? Surely you did not intend to leave without saying goodbye to me.” 

Philip was greatly amusing himself, as a cat would toy with a caught mouse. 
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 “Indeed I did, Philip, for I do not believe that a person such as you 

deserves any kind of greeting at all, especially a goodbye. Besides, I am quite 

certain I could not hold my tongue, and your weak character would not be 

able to endure the verbal lashing I would inflict.” Annabel held her head up 

high and moved to pass. “So, if you will excuse me.” 

 Philip made it impossible for her to escape. “Still tough as nails, I see. 

Not even public humiliation and banishment could cause you to admit 

defeat?” 

 “I have not been defeated, Philip Wellington. On the contrary, I have 

been freed. Freed from the hypocrisy and wickedness of this perverse 

society. Freed from the bondage of my parents. Freed from the displeasing 

company of dishonest people like you. You have liberated me, Philip 

Wellington, and I hold against you no ill will. In fact, I hold only pity.” 

 “Pity?” Philip roared. “You must be out of your mind! I am rightly 

established in the best of society and can do whatever I wish! I am the one 

who is free!” 

 Annabel was thankful that she was able to reply in the manner she had 

rehearsed repeatedly in her mind, were she ever given the chance. “Oh, you 

have become enslaved and do not even know it. You have put yourself into 

the hands of the fickleness of mankind. For now, you are bound to a life of 

adoration from my former friend Madeline. If you begin to betray her now, 

she might repent of her lies and clear my name after all. Perhaps she is the 

real winner of this war.”  

 Philip fidgeted on his horse and countered, “Madeline is just a pawn in 

my game, and she will not keep me enslaved as you say. I am not as base as 

you think.” 

 “Time will tell, Philip. But for now, you have my pity. You had a 

choice between good and evil in that classroom, and you chose the way of 

evil. Yes, I pity you, and I fear for your eternal soul!” 



 

 

 With that bold statement which struck at the very core of Philip’s 

religious pride, Annabel swiftly guided Avery around the back side of his 

horse and galloped away, a smile forming on her lips for the first time in 

days. Freedom was an excellent feeling indeed, and she could not wait to 

see where it would take her!  

  


