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Barbara Simoniti is a poet, writer and translator. She is a member of the 

Slovene Writers’ Association, Slovenian Association of Literary Translators, 

Slovene PEN Centre, Slovenska matica and the Slovene Section of IBBY. She 

has translated over 30 books from social sciences, international relations 

and history, art history, cultural heritage and conservation work. She 

received much acclaim for her fantasy story Marshlanders, she has been 

the frequent guest at talks and readings in schools, libraries, bookshops 

and literary festivals both in Slovenia and abroad. She has also published 

the four poetry collections Windstillness, Golden Rain, Solstice and Water, 

as well as the book titled Distances, her doctorate titled Nonsense that was 

reworked into a theoretical book, and the picture book called Andrew 

Sleepless. 
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Getting a wormy apple has always been a rotten deal. – 

Well, it depends. Our latest book, Archibald: Agitation in 

Apple Grove by Barbara Simoniti is a colourful fantasy 

about the secret world of Codling Moths that live in a 

beautiful orchard called Apple Grove. The apple-trees 

there have just begun to bloom and another adventurous 

summer looms large before the readers' eyes. The main 

character, Archibald, is such a worm, or, rather, a 

caterpillar originating from the distinguished family of 

Codling Moths. Before he can finally be transformed into a 

splendid moth at the end of summer, he must gnaw out 

nine fretwork houses from ripening apples, with all the 

family members and friends in tow, according to the 

requirements of their traditional Great Apple Order of 

Things. As a consequence, their summer is rife with 

adventures, upheavals and a general agitation to the last, when their fantastic transformation runs 

full circle. – Needless to say, eating an apple will never be the same for all the young readers who 

embark upon the adventures of Archibald in Apple Grove. 

Format: 16.5 x 24cm, colour print, hardcover 

No. of pages: 152 
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Reading Sample 

ARCHIBALD 

Chapter One: Spring in Apple Grove 

On the edge of a bustling town where the peoples’ gardens lead out into fields and pastures, there 

stands a great big orchard. In this orchard grow tall fruit trees that are planted and arranged into 

neat lines. Most the trees there are apple trees and that is why the orchard is known as Apple Grove. 

On the other side of the orchard, behind the trees, there is a lively stream that wends its way 

through a patch of thick bushes, while behind the stream a mighty forest can be found. 

The trees in Apple Grove are so very old that their trunks are all furrowed and scarred from the 

changing of the seasons. In winter their trunks look like black horns, forked and twisted and 

contorted by the cold and raging storms. Motionlessly waiting for warmer days covered in a blanket 

of ice. Only here and there do gusts of wind howl and blow through their branches, otherwise all is 

silent. 

But when the snow melts in spring, life returns to Apple Grove. The sun’s rays get stronger every day 

that passes and the days become warm, banishing morning frosts from the orchard. The ground 

beneath the trees is covered in a carpet of last year’s grass that has been crushed by the snow. Then 

the earth awakens under the first rays of spring sun and pop up yellow primroses, white snowdrops 

and purple crocuses.  Like colourful darning needles that pierce the dull brown surroundings and 

create a floral pattern that is then completed with a green carpet of grass within just a few days.  

The winter silence is chased away by sprightly and energetic birdsong. The birds flutter among the 

treetops and look for the perfect spot to make their nests. The long, persistent song of the first 

cuckoo rings out from the nearby forest. Spring is officially here! 

On the boughs of the apple trees, pinkish white buds appear that, under the warm sun, open up into 

happy little blossoms. From a distance, each tree looks like a large bouquet of flowers. But if you take 

a closer look, the trees are in fact a hubbub of lively activity. When a spring breeze blows through 

Apple Grove, it carries the sweet fragrance of flowering trees far and wide, enticing all sorts of 

visitors to the orchard. 

The first to arrive are the fat little bumblebees that buzz around the apple trees still drowsy from 

their winter slumber. In their black and yellow fuzzy coats they jostle around the blossoms, making 

their way from one flower to another, filling their pollen baskets and feasting on their first spring 

meal. Then come the brown, striped worker bees who diligently collect the pollen, foraging for food 

after the long winter that has left them oh-so hungry. When they get back home to their hive, they 

will transform their sweet cargo into honey that will be stored for all the year long. Next to arrive in 

the apple trees are light winged frolicsome butterflies, yellow and white and multi-coloured as well, 

who come to sip on sweet nectar. Soon, the red ants emerge from their anthill at the base of the tree 

and climb up to the bottom branches where they hunt for fresh treats to enjoy. Plenty of earwigs and 

spiders and inquisitive gnats join them. 
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Slowly, the apple trees in Apple Grove stop flowering and the mischievous wind begins gently 

plucking the little white petals from its blossoming branches. When the wind picks up and a gust of 

wind blows, whole clouds of pink snow tumble from the trees. Meanwhile, the fresh green leaves on 

its boughs get bigger and bigger every day. They burst forth, spreading out until they envelop the 

entire tree. The branches of the apple tree have now finally become a cosy and pleasant place to be. 

With each day the air becomes warmer and the leaves sway in the wind like sails of a magnificent 

ship that is navigating the blue skies. 

The sugar-loving bumblebees are now so full of food that they don’t even feel like flying away. They 

linger and flit around nearby fields with their pollen-laden coats, lounging lazily in poppy flowers and 

on daisies. The worker bees, on the other hand, have brushed off the pollen, each loaded up with 

pollen and flown to flower-filled fields elsewhere. The butterflies with sparkling wings of white and 

yellow and multi-coloured wings have also said goodbye to the apple trees that are turning green. 

They are becoming more and more curious, looking for new blossoms in neighbouring gardens and 

choosily sampling different nectars every day. 

The wise ants have given up on the daily strenuous climb up the tree trunk since they now have 

plenty of tasty things to choose from down on the ground in the jungle that is the grassy field. No 

earwigs are to be seen in the lush greenery, so comfortable they are enjoying themselves. During the 

night, the spiders weave their silky webs in the forks of branches. They are trying catch little ants or 

gnats in these webs, but often only awaken to tiny drops of morning dew. Meanwhile, the pesky 

gnats fly higher and higher, getting further away into the blue sky above the orchard treetops. 

It seems like the bushy apple trees from Apple Grove will be left to their own devices over the warm 

summer. But this is not the case, instead, this is the time when their boughs begin to transform into 

lively streets and avenues for new summer residents. 

* 

Chapter Two: The Big Day 

Through the porthole window shone the inquisitive sun – first one ray, then another – and in an 

instant the room was bathed in light. The first ray made its way carefully along the bed, the second 

along the nightstand, the third along the table and the fourth along the armchair. By then, Archibald 

had to wake up. 

He cautiously began to open one eye. My, my, how bright it is already! He quickly shut it again. He 

might have even been able to continue sleeping, if his stomach hadn’t begun to growl dreadfully. I’m 

hungry, come on, the day has already begun! 

Archibald of Apple Grove gave a big yawn and started stretching: first the three pairs of arms on his 

chest, then the three pairs of arms on his tummy and finally his white body, all the way down to the 

tip of his tail. – It’s not so easy being an apple worm, your body is long and made up of lots of 

segments which you need to stretch properly every morning to be ready to face the challenges of the 

day. And in addition to this, today is the big day! 

Three more stretches and then Archibald hopped out of bed. He started by taking off his white night 

shirt. He gripped the bottom edge and lifted it up like a bag, up, up, up and over his head. Then he 
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reached for his glasses that were on the night stand, carefully opening them up and putting them on. 

He completed his routine by putting on a green vest with many buttons and – without fastening the 

many buttons – made his way to the table. He piled a big breakfast onto his plate and took a bite out 

of a slightly stale apple core. The fact that the piece of fruit was brown and shrivelled didn’t even 

bother him, he was too hungry to care. He chewed it thinking that it was the best bit of apple he had 

ever eaten. 

When there wasn’t a single crumb of his breakfast left, he rubbed his tummy and decided it was time 

to button up his green vest. He began at the bottom with the first buttonhole above the tails of his 

vest, moving his fingers upwards from one button to the next as though he was following a steep 

train track, one that he was so familiar with that he knew it by heart. While he was buttoning up his 

vest, he carefully surveyed his apple home as though he was seeing it for the first time. 

The circular room was spacious and nicely decorated. Under the window stood his bed and by its side 

he had a nightstand on which he always made a snack before going to bed. He was frequently 

awoken during the night by the moonlight shining upon him and he would always find that he was 

hungry when he awoke. On the other side of the room stood a round table with a comfy armchair 

beside it and, by the opposite wall, there was a kitchen cupboard with shelves for all his little knick-

knacks. 

His home looked just like a home for an apple worm from the Fairapple family should. All the 

furniture was carved out perfectly, all the surfaces were level and all the edges were smooth. Only 

the walls of the carefully cut away apple had begun to take on a brownish hue and the little home no 

longer smelt of the deliciously fresh Bramley. For this reason, Archibald took a closer look around the 

room. 

“Holy apple core, everything is done!” he exclaimed. “And just when it is looking its best, I have to 

leave,” he added with a sigh and began taking his belongings from the shelf, piling them into a big 

duffel bag made out of a leaf. “But what can you do, that is the life of an apple worm!” he mumbled 

to himself. 

He zipped up the bag and threw 

it across his shoulder. He then 

wrapped his travel cape around 

himself and left his little house 

without a single glance back. He 

left the door wide open, even 

locking it made no sense any 

more. The empty and withered 

apple house would only be 

useful to a straggling traveller 

seeking shelter from the rain.  

Outside, Archibald welcomed 

the new and sunny day. Looking 

like sails, the large leaves of the 

apple trees glistened with evening dew and a light morning breeze had begun to slowly dry them. 
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The green sails rustled and cast long shadows along the silver bark. Archibald looked about 

inquisitively. A brand new world had opened up around him. The wide branch of Sunny Ledge was 

decidedly tempting, calling to him to get going and make his way along the bark path. But despite the 

many new things to see, he kept stopping and looking back. 

Upon seeing his work, even he had to admit to himself that he had done a good job. His very first 

house had turned out marvellously. But there were still so many apples on the Bushy Bramley in 

Apple Grove! With this in mind, Archibald began to eagerly look around while hurrying along the bark 

of Sunny Ledge – which juicy, ripe apple should be his next home? Even better – even juicier – and 

soon! 

* 

Chapter Three: Archibald Fairapple and His Family in the Bushy Bramley 

The little house in which Archibald Fairapple was born was a big, yellow apple that hung on a branch 

of the Bushy Bramley. This apple tree in Apple Grove was carefully chosen by his mother, Phillipina 

Fairapple from the Crooked Pippin, before she set down the egg with her unborn son in the most 

beautiful flower in Sunny Ledge. When Archibald hatched out of the egg as a caterpillar, he was 

already in the centre of a magnificent apple. And as Bramleys ripen very early on in the season, at the 

very start of summer, Archibald was already big and strong while his worm friends in the other trees 

of Apple Grove had barely begun to hatch. 

Apple worms are not just any old animals, despite their small size. They may live a solitary life, each 

hidden away in their own little house, but the soon begin to realise who they actually are – the most 

important family in the apple world! As they are very proud of their heritage, the inhabitants of each 

type of tree share the same surname. Therefore the Fairapple family could be found on the Bushy 

Bramley while the Applerose family was in the Crooked Pippin. All things considered, there are quite 

a few apple worms on each and every one of the trees, especially when they stuck together, which 

was customary for the apple worms in Apple Grove. – But that isn’t even the most remarkable thing 

about them!  

When a youngling hatches from the egg as a white caterpillar, they are already skilled experts of their 

profession, that is to chew and gnaw and bite 

their way through apples. Archibald was also 

born as a Fairapple who mastered all the skills 

of a proper apple worm: how to start eating 

away at the centre of a young apple so that it 

continued to grow uninterrupted, thereby 

providing him with both food and a place to 

live. And that is why apple worms don’t ever 

have to go to school... – But that still isn’t 

even the most remarkable thing about them! 

Once upon a time, a long, long time ago, apple worms where quite different animals. They only 

thought about themselves and how and where to get the best food in the quickest way. That is why 

they quarrelled and fought ferociously over each apple on a tree. When the strongest brute won, he 
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greedily chomped his way into the centre and devoured everything he could get his mouth on. In the 

mean time, the envious worms would munch the apple from the outside until all that was left was a 

ravaged apple core. 

These primitive savages lived in these remnants of apples and were constantly competing to see who 

could eat the most. And since they would destroy the apples so very quickly, the still unripe apples 

would drop from the trees, causing widespread hunger and famine among them. In the end, the 

family of barbarians died out and faded into oblivion, with barely a memory of them remaining. What 

they left was only the expression ‘apple core’, which, till this day, the apple worms still use as 

exclamations, roars and outcries when they are agitated or excited. The apple core is simply the 

skeleton left over after an apple is greedily devoured, which is to remind them of the hunger, 

unhappiness and destruction that was present back then. 

But nowadays things are quite different, nowadays the apple worms of Apple Grove are known for 

(and have been known for quite some time) being peace-loving and wise animals coming from a long 

line of noble worms. Only by being so honourable can a new harvest of delicious apples ripen on the 

boughs of the apple trees and new additions to the apple worm family can found in them, year after 

year. On top of all this, the news about their exceptional carving skills spread far and wide. They each 

nibble on their apple slowly and carefully so that it can continue to ripen and grow, carving out a 

pretty little house in which they can live comfortably and happily. – And that is the most remarkable 

thing about apple worms. 

Since Bramleys are some of the first apples to ripen in the orchard, the Bramley apple worms are 

held up as an example for all the other little worms to follow. And into this respected Fairapple 

family in Apple Grove was born the caterpillar Archibald. 
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CHILDREN FICTION/PROSE 

HAIR ON SKIN (in the making) 

Written by: Barbara Simoniti 

Illustrations by: Klara Jager 

In her new fairy tale, Barbara Simoniti is able to masterfully 

extract a range of minature impressions hidden in a seemingly 

insignificant event and submerge the reader in the richness of 

words and language. Inviting the reader into his own little world 

is Jake, who is home alone one night. Well, he is not entirely 

alone; he is being kept company by a very much alive group of 

household items. While the little boy is sprawled out in the 

armchair, the chair is stretching itself to loosen its springs, while 

the clock is getting cross and wringing its hands about as it was 

getting so late. Yes, it was time for bed. He had a wash, and as 

he was drying himself with a grumpy and crumpled towel, he 

flinched as something tickled him on his back. But there was 

nothing there. What could that strange sensation be? While 

reading a book later on, the tickling sensation became so strong that it made him jump up out of bed, 

and he and his book both land on the floor. The doorbell rang 

not long after. It was his uptight neighbour coming to complain 

about the noise, but standing behind him, Jake recognised a 

bright face and long hair that shone like the sun. He thought 

back to the morning, to the encounter he had with a long-haired 

girl on the staircase and picking up apples that had fallen all over 

the floor. Had the boy finally solved the mystery of the strand of 

hair tickling him on his back? 
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