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IlepeamoBa

Kuwnra xanancekoi nucemennuili Jlroci Mortromepi “Anne of Green
Gables” naBHO cTala KJIACHKOIO aMEpHUKaHCBKOi JiTeparypu. Bona mo-
CTIMHO MEPEeBUAAETHCS, 11 LMTYIOTh MOBAXKHI aBTOPH, ii Tepoi KUBYTh Ha
KiHO- 1 TesleeKpaHax, [HTepHer-caiitax. PoMan npuBadiioe Termm rymo-
POM, JKUTTEBOIO MYAPICTIO, AYIIEBHOO IIUPICTIO TOJIOBHUX TepoiB. YKpa-
{HCPKOMY YHTaueBi, IpoTe, el pomaH Mayo Bijomuid. OOuparoun came
[I0 KHUTY, aBTOPU TIOCIOHMKA HaMarajiucs PO3KPUTH JUIsi YKPaTHCHKHX
CTY/ICHTIB, aHIJIOMOBHO1 YHTAIBKOI ayTUTOPIi JITepaTypHUH, KyITBTypOJIO-
TIYHUH 1 TyXOBHO-MOPAJIBHHM ITOTSHITIAT IIEOTO TBOPY.

[TociOHuK y mepury 4epry mpu3HAuYeHWH Ui CTYICHTIB, 11O BHBYA-
I0Th AQHIJIIACHKY MOBY SIK CHEIallbHICTh, 1 MOYKE BHKOPHUCTOBYBATHCS SIK
Ii] Yac ayIUTOPHUX 3aHSTh, TaK i JJsl caMOCTiIHHOT poOOTH. ABTOPH CIIO-
JiBarOTHCS, IO BiH TakoX OyJe KOPHUCHUM YCIM, XTO YUTA€ aHTIMIHCHKOIO
MOBOIO 1 0a’kae MiABUIIUTHU CBili MOBHUH PiBEHb.

Mera mociOHMKa — JONOMOITH YUTa4aM MaKCHUMalbHO PO3KPUTH
Juist cebe OaraTtuil XyJOXHIM Ta MOBHHM IOTEHIIAJl pOMaHy, HABYUTHUCS
CTIpUIIMaTH JIITEpaTypHUH TBIp B HOT0 KYyJIBTYPOJIOTIYHOMY 1 4aCOBOMY
KOoHTeKCTi. OpHUTiHaJIBHUIA TEKCT POMaHy OPTaHi30BaHO B TPUHAIIATH
PO3iITiB, KOXKEH 3 KX MICTUTh MOBHI Ta KYJIBTYypPOJIOTIUHI IPUMITKH 10
TEKCTY, CIIMCOK JIEKCHYHUX OMHUIIb, 110 PEKOMEHAYIOThCS AJIs1 BUBYCHHS
1 oIpaLtOBaHHs, KOMIIEKC BIIPaB, TECTIB 1 3aBAaHb. YOTUpHAALSTHH PO3-
IJ1 € y3aranabHIOIUNM.

[TociOHMK TakoX MICTUTH JIOBIJIKY IPO aBTOpa, MOKaKYMK reorpadiy-
HUX HAa3B 1 CJIOBHHMK Ha3B POCIHH, 1110 3yCTPIUalOThCS B TEKCTI.

Kommuiekc BrpaB, TeCTiB 1 3aBAaHb B KOKHOMY PO3ILTI CKIAJAETHCS
i3 4oTHUpHOX YacTHH. Lle mepenTeKcToBI MUTaHHS, METOIO SIKUX € MOTHU-
BYBaHHS YMTa4a i MiATOTOBKA HOTo /10 MPOOJIeMaTHKN TEKCTY; TECTOBI 3a-
BJIaHHS Ha PO3YMIHHS NIPOYMTAHOTO; MOBHI BIPABH; ITUTAHHS 1 3aBIaHHS
JUIs OOTOBOPEHHS TOMIH, MIHOBUX 0Ci0, IpOOIeMaTHKA pOMaHy, aBTOp-
CBKOT'O CTHJIIO.

Ilix gac poOOTH Ham TEKCTOM POMaHY aBTOPH TMOCIOHHWKA BYIUTHIH
SIK TOJIOBHI WOTO TpH crennivHi pucH, Ha SKi TTOBUHEH 3Ba)KaTW YUTad
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JUIsl aIEKBaTHOTO CIPUIHATTS TBOPY — pOMaH OyB HAIlMCAHUII HAa IOYATKY
XX CTOMTTS; BiH HAIMCAHWHM KaHAIChKOIO ITMChbMEHHHUIIEIO; BIH 3HAYHOIO
MIpOI0 BiioOpaxkae KyJIbTYpOJIOTIYHHA KOHTEKCT MOJIOJUX POKIB camoi
MMMChMEHHMIN. TOMY TIpY MiJATOTOBIII KOMEHTAapiB, JISKCHYHHUX BIIPaB, 3a-
BIaHb 7151 OOTOBOPEHHS BUABMIIOCS Ba)KIMBUM 3pOOUTH aKLEHT Ha CTH-
JICTUYHUX OCOONMBOCTAX JICKCUKH, NMPHUBEPHYTH yBary 1o creuugiku
aMEepHKaHO-KaHAJICBKOTO BapiaHTa, 3pOOMTH [Jsl YuTada 3pO3yMiTUM
CIIEKTp JIiTepaTypHUX yrnomoOaHb camol MUCBMEHHHMII, Ha SKi BOHA TIO-
CHJIAETHCSL.

MoBHi BrpaBH 1 3aBJIaHHS € PI3HUMH 32 CBOTM PiBHEM i CIIPSIMOBaHicC-
Ti0. Lle BnpaBr Ha KOMEHTYBaHHSA, BUOIp JEKCUYHOI OJUHHII, CHHOHIMIIO,
CJIOBOTBOPCHHS, 3HAWICHHS BiNMOBITHWKIB, BXKXKUBAHHSI MPUHMEHHUKIB,
KpocBopz, nepeknaz Tomo. CTyIeHTH 3a0X04yI0ThCs 0 aKTUBHOI podoTn
3 TI[yMauyHUM CJIOBHHKOM.

3aBgaHHs O OOTOBOPEHHS TEKCTY MICTSATh MUTAHHA UL JUCKYCil B
mapax i rpynax, KOMEHTYBaHHS, XapaKTEPUCTHUKY MEPCOHAXKIB, MUTaHH,
IO CTOCYIOThCA MTPOOIEMaTuKy POMaHy, 0COOINBOCTEH aBTOPCHKOTO CTH-
10, 3aBAaHHS U1 PO3BUTKY MHCEMHOro MoBJeHHs. Lls rpyma 3aBaaHb
CTIpSIMOBaHa Ha PO3BUTOK KOMYHIKaTHBHUX HABUYOK CTYJCHTIB 1 HABYaH-
Hs IX OCHOB aHaJi3y XyJO)KHBOTO TeKCTy. [InTaHHs [bOTO PO3LTY CTUMY-
JIFOIOTh CTYJICHTIB 10 BUCJIOBJICHHS OCOOMCTOrO BIJIHOLICHHS JI0 IPOOJIe-
MAaTUKH POMaHy, HOro repois.

ITix gac po6OTH 3 TEKCTOM pPOMaHy, pO3pOOKH BIIPAB, 3aBIaHb, KOMEH-
TapiB, UIA TIIyMa4eHHsS JIGKCHKA aBTOPH MOCIOHWKAa BUKOPHCTOBYBAIH
cinoBuuku: The Shorter Oxford Dictionary on Historical Principles. 4th
edition, 1985; Oxford Advanced Learner’s Dictionary of Current English.
Seventh edition. Oxford University Press, 2005; Cambridge International
Dictionary of English. Cambridge University Press, 1995; The New
Webster’s Dictionary of the English Language. International Edition.
1997; a Takoxx Encyclopedia BRITANNICA CD 2000 Deluxe i 1oBiakoBi
pecypcu robanbroi mepesxi IHTEPHET.

ABTtopu OyayTh BASIYHI BCIM, XTO TPAIOE 3 IUM MMOCIOHUKOM, 32 Bif-
TYKH Ta TMPOTO3UIIii MOA0 HOTO 3MICTY 1 €(DEKTHBHOCTI.



Lucy Maud Montgomery
(1874-1942)

Lucy Maud Montgomery, a Canadian
romantic novelist, is best known for “Anne
of Green Gables” (1908), a charming story
of a spirited, unconventional orphan girl
who finds a home with an elderly couple.
The book is based on the author’s own girl-
hood experiences and on the rural life and
traditions of Prince Edward Island. After the
publication of the book, L. M. Montgomery
achieved international success with both
adults and children.

Lucy Maud Montgomery was born in
Canada on November 30, 1874, to 21-year old Clara Macneill Montgom-
ery and 33-year old Hugh John Montgomery, a storekeeper. Maud was
born to a long and proud line of ancestors with Scots-Irish-English herit-
age. She later used the stories of her ancestors in her novels.

In 1876 Maud’s mother died of consumption and the girl was left in
the care of her mother’s large family, particularily her grandparents, Alex-
ander and Lucy Woolner Macneill. Maud began writing poetry and keep-
ing a diary at the age of nine.

In 1887 her father remarried a woman named Mary Ann, whom Maud
grew to despise. The family settled in Saskatoon. Maud’s stepmother used
her as a slave for her step-siblings. In Saskatoon Maud also had her three
publications.

In 1891 Maud went back to the island. She spent several months with
her Campbell cousins and finished school in Cavendish.

In 1892-93 Maud took a teachers’ training course at Prince of Wales
College, in Charlottetown. There she was strongly encouraged to continue
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her literary ambitions. In 1894 Maud began teaching at Bideford. She en-
joyed teaching there and earned enough money from the job to pay for a
year of univeristy. In 1896 she attended Dalhousie University, in Halifax
for a year. For the first time she earned money for some of her publica-
tions and was greatly encouraged by that. That year was her model for
Anne’s education at Redmond.

In 1897 Maud taught at Belmont and became secretly engaged to her
cousin, Edwin Simpson. That engagement was brought on by the deep de-
pression that she suffered that year. In 1898 she fell deeply in love with
the son of the family she was boarding with, Herman Leard. She was torn
between the two men. Edwin infuriated her, and the thought of physical
contact with him depressed her, yet intellectually he stimulated her. She
felt passionately about Herman and was obviously tempted by him, yet
was uninspired by his mind. She refused to marry either man. Her grand-
father died and she was called home to live with her grandmother, whom
she found to be very strict.

In 1903 Maud formed a strong bond with her cousin Frede Campbell,
a friendship that would provide comfort to her for many years. She started
writing “Anne of Green Gables”.

In 1906 she became engaged to Reverand Ewan Macdonald. Although
there was no deep love between the two, Maud was encouraged by that
light at the end of the tunnel that was her life with her grandmother.

In 1908 “Anne” was published and 19 000 copies were sold in five
months. Maud got hundreds of fan letters, including one from Mark
Twain, which she kept under her pillow.

In 1911 her grandmother died, giving her freedom to marry Ewan.
Maud and Ewan spent their honeymoon in Scotland and England. They
moved to Leaksdale, Ontario. Maud’s first son, Chester, was born in 1912.
Her second son, Hugh Alexander, who was born in 1914, died at birth. A
year later Maud gave birth to Stuart.

In 1919 Maud was devastated by the sudden death of Frede Campbell.
Ewan suffered a nervous breakdown, believing that he was condemned
to hell. Maude was thrown into depression, while trying to hide her hus-
band’s sickness from members of his church.

In the meantime Maud continued writing. Her novels and books of po-
etry were published, among them “Chronicles of Avonlea” (1912), “The

-7 -



Golden Road” (1913), “Anne of the Island” (1915), “The Watchman and
Other Poems” (1916), “Anne’s House of Dreams” (1917), “Rainbow Val-
ley” (1919), “Rilla of Ingleside” (1921), “Emily of New Moon” (1923),
“Emily Climbs” (1925), “The Blue Castle” (1926), “Emily’s Quest”
(1927), “Magic for Marigold” (1929), “A Tangled Web” (1931), “Pat of
Silver Bush” (1933), “Anne of Windy Poplars” (1936), “Jane of Latern
Hill” (1937) and others.

Maud was already a famous person. In 1919 “Anne of Green Gables”
was made into a film. Maud became a Fellow of the British Royal Society
of Arts. In 1927 she was presented to the Prince of Wales, Prince George
and the British Prime Minister.

In 1935 the family moved to Journey’s End, in Toronto. Maud was
made a Companion of the Order of the British Empire and elected to the
Literary and Artistic Institute in France. In 1936 Cavendish was desig-
nated a national park as a shrine to “Anne of Green Gables”.

Lucy Maud Montgomery died on 24 April, 1942. She is buried in
Cavendish.

In Ukraine the characters of Montgomery’s “Anne of Green Gables”
are known chiefly thanks to the video sequel under the same title (“Sul-
livan Entertainment”, 1985) with Megan Follows, Colleen Dewhurst and
Richard Farnsworth.



UnitI
Chapters 1-2

PRE-READING DISCUSSION SECTION

1. Why do people want to adopt children? What are the most common
motives behind the decision to adopt a child? Do people adopt children
only when they can’t have their own children?

2. In your opinion, what age is the best for adoption? Give your rea-
sons.

3. Do you think that adopting a child is a risky step? Why/why not?
Where does the risk lie?

4. Do you think adopted children should be told that they were adopt-
ed? Why/why not?

5. Do you agree that only a family can make a child happy? What can
a family give a child that an orphanage can not?

CHAPTERI
Mrs. Rachel Lynde is Surprised

Mrs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road dipped
down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and ladies’ eardrops and tra-
versed by a brook that had its source away back in the woods of the old
Cuthbert place; it was reputed to be an intricate, headlong brook in its
earlier course through those woods, with dark secrets of pool and cascade;
but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet, well-conduct-
ed little stream, for not even a brook could run past Mrs. Rachel Lynde’s
door without due regard for decency and decorum; it probably was con-
scious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her window, keeping a sharp eye
on everything that passed, from brooks and children up, and that if she
noticed anything odd or out of place she would never rest until she had
ferreted out the whys and wherefores thereof.

There are plenty of people in Avonlea and out of it, who can attend
closely to their neighbor’s business by dint of neglecting their own; but
Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable creatures who can manage
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their own concerns and those of other folks into the bargain. She was a no-
table housewife; her work was always done and well done; she “ran” the
Sewing Circle, helped run the Sunday-school', and was the strongest prop
of the Church Aid Society? and Foreign Missions Auxiliary®. Yet with all
this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen win-
dow, knitting “cotton warp” quilts* — she had knitted sixteen of them, as
Avonlea housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices — and keeping
a sharp eye on the main road that crossed the hollow and wound up the
steep red hill beyond. Since Avonlea occupied a little triangular peninsula
jutting out into the Gulf of St. Lawrence with water on two sides of it,
anybody who went out of it or into it had to pass over that hill road and so
run the unseen gauntlet of Mrs. Rachel’s all-seeing eye.

She was sitting there one afternoon in early June. The sun was com-
ing in at the window warm and bright; the orchard on the slope below
the house was in a bridal flush of pinky-white bloom, hummed over by a
myriad of bees. Thomas Lynde — a meek little man whom Avonlea people
called “Rachel Lynde’s husband” — was sowing his late turnip seed on
the hill field beyond the barn; and Matthew Cuthbert ought to have been
sowing his on the big red brook field away over by Green Gables. Mrs.
Rachel knew that he ought because she had heard him tell Peter Morrison
the evening before in William

J. Blair’s store over at Carmody that he meant to sow his turnip seed
the next afternoon. Peter had asked him, of course, for Matthew Cuth-
bert had never been known to volunteer information about anything in his
whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on the after-
noon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up the hill; more-
over, he wore a white collar and his best suit of clothes, which was plain

'Sunday school — HezinbHA [IKOJIA TIPU LIEPKBI.

2 Church Aid Society — Ha teputopii KOJMHIIHIX OPUTAHCHKUX KOJOHIH 1O BCHOMY
CBITI Oy/M 3aCHOBaHI TOBAapPUCTBA, METOIO SKUX Oyjia MiCIOHEpChKA JisUTBHICTh 1 JIOTIOMO-
ra y po3BUTKY BJIAacHOI [IEPKOBHOI CTPYKTYpH Ha JaHiil Tepurtopii. AHrikaHceka [{epkBa
Kanamgu Bxe y 1893 poui Masia okpeMy opraizaiito, Xoda (popMaibHO BOHA 3aJIHIIAIACS
YACTUHOI AHIIIKAHCHKOT IIepKBU AHIIIIT 10 1959 poky.

3Foreign Missions Auxiliary — ¢isian MicioHepchKoi Micii.

4%“cotton warp” quilts — cTro0ani KoBaApY Ha OABOBHSIHIM OCHOBI.
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proof that he was going out of Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the
sorrel mare, which betokened that he was going a considerable distance.
Now, where was Matthew Cuthbert going and why was he going there?

Had it been any other man in Avonlea, Mrs. Rachel, deftly putting this
and that together, might have given a pretty good guess as to both questions.
But Matthew so rarely went from home that it must be something pressing
and unusual which was taking him; he was the shyest man alive and hated
to have to go among strangers or to any place where he might have to talk.
Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and driving in a buggy, was some-
thing that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could
make nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“I’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from Ma-
rilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally concluded. “He
doesn’t generally go to town this time of year and he never visits; if he’d
run out of turnip seed he wouldn’t dress up and take the buggy to go for
more; he wasn’t driving fast enough to be going for a doctor. Yet something
must have happened since last night to start him off. I’'m clean puzzled’,
that’s what, and [ won’t know a minute’s peace of mind or conscience until
I know what has taken Matthew Cuthbert out of Avonlea today”.

Accordingly after tea Mrs. Rachel set out; she had not far to go; the
big, rambling, orchard-embowered house where the Cuthberts lived was
a scant quarter of a mile up the road from Lynde’s Hollow. To be sure, the
long lane made it a good deal further. Matthew Cuthbert’s father, as shy
and silent as his son after him, had got as far away as he possibly could
from his fellow men without actually retreating into the woods when he
founded his homestead. Green Gables was built at the furthest edge of his
cleared land and there it was to this day, barely visible from the main road
along which all the other Avonlea houses were so sociably situated. Mrs.
Rachel Lynde did not call living in such a place /iving at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what”, she said as she stepped along the
deeprutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no won-
der Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away back here by

ST’m clean puzzled — Byxusaunst Gpopm npuciiBaukiB 6e3 cydikcy —ly xapakrepHo
VIS PO3MOBHOI MOBH B aMEPHKAHCHKOMY 1 KaHaJCbkoMy BapiaHTax. [logiOHe BXKMBaHHS
4acTo 3yCTPIYa€ThCS B POMAHI.
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themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear knows® if they were
there’d be enough of them. I’d ruther’7 look at people. To be sure, they
seem contented enough; but then, I suppose, they’re used to it. A body can
get used to anything, even to being hanged, as the Irishman said®.”

With this Mrs. Rachel stepped out of the lane into the backyard of
Green Gables. Very green and neat and precise was that yard, set about
on one side with great patriarchal willows and the other with prim Lom-
bardies. Not a stray stick nor stone was to be seen, for Mrs. Rachel would
have seen it if there had been. Privately she was of the opinion that Ma-
rilla Cuthbert swept that yard over as often as she swept her house. One
could have eaten a meal off the ground without overbrimming the prover-
bial peck of dirt’.

Mrs. Rachel rapped smartly at the kitchen door and stepped in when
bidden to do so. The kitchen at Green Gables was a cheerful apartment —
or would have been cheerful if it had not been so painfully clean as to give
it something of the appearance of an unused parlor. Its windows looked
east and west; through the west one, looking out on the back yard, came a
flood of mellow June sunlight; but the east one, whence you got a glimpse
of the bloom white cherry-trees in the left orchard and nodding, slender
birches down in the hollow by the brook, was greened over by a tangle of
vines. Here sat Marilla Cuthbert, when she sat at all, always slightly dis-
trustful of sunshine, which seemed to her too dancing and irresponsible a
thing for a world which was meant to be taken seriously; and here she sat
now, knitting, and the table behind her was laid for supper.

Mrs. Rachel, before she had fairly closed the door, had taken a mental
note of everything that was on that table. There were three plates laid, so

®dear knows — Buryk ‘dear’ BUKOPUCTOBY€ETHCsI B PO3MOBHIif MOBI ITPH BHCJIOBIIFOBaH-
Hi eMoLii (31UBYBaHHs, PO3PATOBAHOCTI, KaJIOCTI TOIO), Hanpukian, Oh dear! Dear me!
®pa3y ‘dear knows’ moxkHa nepexiiacti sik “bor cBimok!”

" ruther (mpocropiune) = rather — HamucaHHs BifoOpakae MPOCTOPIUHY BHMOBY
HEPCOHAXY.

8 as the Irishman said — ipianani € aiioBuMu ocobaMu GaraTboX aHEKIOTIB, 00’ €K-
TOM KapTiB 1 ipoHii 3 OOKy aHIVIINIIIB i aMEPHUKAHIIIB.

°without overbrimming the proverbial peck of dirt — nocunanHst Ha Bizomi npukas-
ku “Everyone must eat a peck of dirt before they die” 1 “A little dirt never hurt anyone™;
OCTaHHSI IPUKA3Ka BXMBAETHCS 110 BITHOIICHHIO JI0 TXKi, 110 Brajia Ha MiUIorYy.
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that Marilla must be expecting someone home with Matthew to tea; but
the dishes were everyday dishes and there was only crab-apple preserves
and one kind of cake, so that the expected company could not be any par-
ticular company. Yet what of Matthew’s white collar and the sorrel mare?
Mrs. Rachel was getting fairly dizzy with this unusual mystery about qui-
et, unmysterious Green Gables.

“Good evening, Rachel,” Marilla said briskly. “This is a real fine
evening, isn’t it? Won’t you sit down? How are all your folks?”

Something that for lack of any other name might be called friendship
existed and always had existed between Marilla Cuthbert and Mrs. Ra-
chel, in spite of — or perhaps because of — their dissimilarity.

Marilla was a tall, thin woman, with angles and without curves; her
dark hair showed some gray streaks and was always twisted up in a hard
little knot behind with two wire hairpins stuck aggressively through it.
She looked like a woman of narrow experience and rigid conscience,
which she was; but there was a saving something about her mouth which,
if it had been ever so slightly developed, might have been considered in-
dicative of a sense of humor.

“We’re all pretty well,” said Mrs. Rachel. “I was kind of afraid you
weren’t, though, when I saw Matthew starting off today. I thought maybe
he was going to the doctor’s.”

Marilla’s lips twitched understandingly. She had expected Mrs. Ra-
chel up; she had known that the sight of Matthew jaunting off so unac-
countably would be too much for her neighbor’s curiosity.

“Oh, no, I’'m quite well although I had a bad headache yesterday,” she
said. “Matthew went to Bright River. We’re getting a little boy from an
orphan asylum in Nova Scotia and he’s coming on the train tonight.”

If Marilla had said that Matthew had gone to Bright River to meet a
kangaroo from Australia Mrs. Rachel could not have been more aston-
ished. She was actually stricken dumb for five seconds. It was unsup-
posable that Marilla was making fun of her, but Mrs. Rachel was almost
forced to suppose it.

“Are you in earnest, Marilla?”” she demanded when voice returned to
her. “Yes, of course,” said Marilla, as if getting boys from orphan asylums
in Nova Scotia were part of the usual spring work on any well-regulated
Avonlea farm instead of being an unheard of innovation.

- 13 -



Mrs. Rachel felt that she had received a severe mental jolt. She
thought in exclamation points. A boy! Marilla and Matthew Cuthbert of
all people adopting a boy! From an orphan asylum! Well, the world was
certainly turning upside down! She would be surprised at nothing after
this! Nothing!

“What on earth put such a notion into your head?” she demanded dis-
approvingly.

This had been done without her advice being asked, and must perforce
be disapproved.

“Well, we’ve been thinking about it for some time — all winter in fact,”
returned Marilla. “Mrs. Alexander Spencer was up here one day before
Christmas and she said she was going to get a little girl from the asylum
over in Hopeton in the spring. Her cousin lives there and Mrs. Spencer
has visited her and knows all about it. So Matthew and I have talked it
over off and on ever since. We thought we’d get a boy. Matthew is get-
ting up in years, you know — he’s sixty — and he isn’t so spry as he once
was. His heart troubles him a good deal. And you know how desperate
hard it’s got to be to get hired help. There’s never anybody to be had but
those stupid, half-grown little French boys; and as soon as you do get one
broke into your ways and taught something he’s up and off to the lobster
canneries or the States!®. At first Matthew suggested getting a Home boy.
But I said ‘no’ flat to that. ‘They may be all right — I’'m not saying they’re
not — but no London street Arabs for me,’ I said. ‘Give me a native born
at least. There’ll be a risk, no matter who we get. But I'll feel easier in my
mind and sleep sounder at nights if we get a born Canadian.” So in the end
we decided to ask Mrs. Spencer to pick us out one when she went over to
get her little girl. We heard last week she was going, so we sent her word
by Richard Spencer’s folks at Carmody to bring us a smart, likely boy of
about ten or eleven. We decided that would be the best age — old enough
to be of some use in doing chores right off and young enough to be trained
up proper. We mean to give him a good home and schooling. We had a

0as soon as you do get one broke into your ways and taught something he’s up
and off to the lobster canneries or the States — i TiTbKHM TH IPUBYMUII HOTO O MOPSIIKY
1 HABYMII YOMYCB, BiH Y)K€ 3aXOAMBCS iXaTH MPAIIOBATH Ha 3aBOJH, JIe KOHCEPBYIOTh OMa-
piB, un y llIrarn.

- 14 -



telegram from Mrs. Alexander Spencer today — the mail-man brought it
from the station — saying they were coming on the five-thirty train tonight.
So Matthew went to Bright River to meet him. Mrs. Spencer will drop
him off there. Of course she goes on to White Sands station herself.”

Mrs. Rachel prided herself on always speaking her mind; she proceed-
ed to speak it now, having adjusted her mental attitude to this amazing
piece of news. “Well, Marilla, I’ll just tell you plain that I think you’re
doing a mighty foolish thing — a risky thing, that’s what. You don’t know
what you’re getting. You’re bringing a strange child into your house and
home and you don’t know a single thing about him nor what his disposi-
tion is like nor what sort of parents he had nor how he’s likely to turn out.
Why, it was only last week I read in the paper how a man and his wife up
west of the Island'! took a boy out of an orphan asylum and he set fire to
the house at night — set it on purpose, Marilla — and nearly burnt them to a
crisp in their beds. And I know another case where an adopted boy used to
suck the eggs — they couldn’t break him of it. If you had asked my advice
in the matter — which you didn’t do, Marilla —

I’d have said for mercy’s sake not to think of such a thing, that’s
what.”

This Job’s comforting'? seemed neither to offend nor to alarm Marilla.

She knitted steadily on.

“I don’t deny there’s something in what you say, Rachel. I’ve had
some qualms myself. But Matthew was terrible set on it. I could see that,
so I gave in. It’s so seldom Matthew sets his mind on anything that when

"Tsland — (tyr i mani) ocrpis Ipunua Exyapaa (quB. A Guide to the Geographical
Names Appearing in the Novel B KiHIlI KHUTH).

12 Job’s comforting — loB — GibieiichbKuii IEPCOHAK, IO BiAPI3HABCS BEIMYE3HOIO T10-
O0yKHICTIO 1 OarodecTsM. 3a 1i cBOI SIKOCTI BiH OyB HAaropo/PKeHUH yciMa MarepiajbHU-
MU Onarami i mactsam. 3a 3rojoto bora SIxse CaraHa IoYMHa€E )KOPCTOKO BHIIPOOOBYBATH
ToBa, 106 Ai3HATHCS, HACKUIBKU IUPUM € HOro Onarodectsi. AJe ¥ micis BrpaTu Oarar-
CTBa, JiTei i BmacHOro 310poB’s loB He 3pikaeThes SIxBe. beamexxHa Bipa B Boxky MuiticTsb
3pobuia loBa HemepeBeplIeHHM CUMBOJOM TepmiHHs. Tpoe npy3iB loBa mpuxomsiTh 10
HBOTO, 11100 BTILINTH HOTO, ajie JIMIIE CepsITh HEBUHHOTO CTPAXKIAIBIII CBOIMH Hecmpa-
BE/UIMBMMH Hio3pamu. [licis 3akiHueHHs BUnpoOyBaHb loBy moBepraeThesi ioro Garar-
CTBO, 1 BiH y CITOKOI JO)KUBA€E CBOE YKUTTS, OTOUCHHUN PigHUMHU 1 Onusbkumu. Bupas “Job’s
comforting” cTOCY€ThCs JFOJMHY, KA HAMAra€ThCsl 1108 IbOPUTH BaC, ajiec HACTIPAB/Ii J10-
csirae MPOTUIISKHOTO Pe3yJIbTaTy.
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he does I always feel it’s my duty to give in. And as for the risk, there’s
risks in pretty near everything a body does in this world. There’s risks
in people’s having children of their own if it comes to that — they don’t
always turn out well. And then Nova Scotia is right close to the Island.
It isn’t as if we were getting him from England or the States. He can’t be
much different from ourselves.”

“Well, I hope it will turn out all right,” said Mrs. Rachel in a tone that
plainly indicated her painful doubts. “Only don’t say I didn’t warn you
if he burns Green Gables down or puts strychnine in the well — I heard
of a case over in New Brunswick where an orphan asylum child did that
and the whole family died in fearful agonies. Only, it was a girl in that
instance.”

“Well, we’re not getting a girl,” said Marilla, as if poisoning wells
were a purely feminine accomplishment and not to be dreaded in the
case of a boy. “I’d never dream of taking a girl to bring up. I wonder at
Mrs. Alexander Spencer for doing it. But there, she wouldn’t shrink from
adopting a whole orphan asylum if she took it into her head.”

Mrs. Rachel would have liked to stay until Matthew came home with
his imported orphan. But reflecting that it would be a good two hours at
least before his arrival she concluded to go up the road to Robert Bell’s
and tell the news. It would certainly make a sensation second to none, and
Mrs. Rachel dearly loved to make a sensation. So she took herself away,
somewhat to Marilla’s relief, for the latter felt her doubts and fears reviv-
ing under the influence of Mrs. Rachel’s pessimism.

“Well, of all things that ever were or will be!” ejaculated Mrs. Rachel
when she was safely out in the lane. “It does really seem as if I must be
dreaming. Well, I'm sorry for that poor young one and no mistake. Mat-
thew and Marilla don’t know anything about children and they’ll expect
him to be wiser and steadier than his own grandfather, if so be he’s ever
had a grandfather, which is doubtful. It seems uncanny to think of a child
at Green Gables somehow; there’s never been one there, for Matthew and
Marilla were grown up when the new house was built — if they ever were
children, which is hard to believe when one looks at them. I wouldn’t be
in that orphan’s shoes for anything. My, but I pity him, that’s what.”

So said Mrs. Rachel to the wild rose bushes out of the fulness of her
heart; but if she could have seen the child who was waiting patiently at
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the Bright River station at that very moment her pity would have been
still deeper and more profound.

CHAPTER I
Matthew Cuthbert is surprised

Matthew Cuthbert and the sorrel mare jogged comfortably over the
eight miles to Bright River. It was a pretty road, running along between
snug farmsteads, with now and again a bit of balsamy fir wood to drive
through or a hollow where wild plums hung out their filmy bloom. The
air was sweet with the breath of many apple orchards and the meadows
sloped away in the distance to horizon mists of pearl and purple; while

“The little birds sang as if it were

The one day of summer in all the year.”"?

Matthew enjoyed the drive after his own fashion, except during the
moments when he met women and had to nod to them — for in Prince
Edward island you are supposed to nod to all and sundry you meet on the
road whether you know them or not.

Matthew dreaded all women except Marilla and Mrs. Rachel; he had
an uncomfortable feeling that the mysterious creatures were secretly
laughing at him. He may have been quite right in thinking so, for he was
an odd-looking personage, with an ungainly figure and long iron-gray hair
that touched his stooping shoulders, and a full, soft brown beard which he
had worn ever since he was twenty. In fact, he had looked at twenty very
much as he looked at sixty, lacking a little of the grayness.

When he reached Bright River there was no sign of any train; he
thought he was too early, so he tied his horse in the yard of the small
Bright River hotel and went over to the station house. The long platform
was almost deserted; the only living creature in sight being a girl who was
sitting on a pile of shingles at the extreme end. Matthew, barely noting
that it was a girl, sidled past her as quickly as possible without looking at
her. Had he looked he could hardly have failed to notice the tense rigid-
ity and expectation of her attitude and expression. She was sitting there

B Psxu 3 moemu “The Vision of Sir Launfal” amepukancskoro nmoera XIX cromitrs
JIx. P. Jloyena (James Lowell).
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waiting for something or somebody and, since sitting and waiting was the
only thing to do just then, she sat and waited with all her might and main.

Matthew encountered the stationmaster locking up the ticket office
preparatory to going home for supper, and asked him if the five-thirty
train would soon be along.

“The five-thirty train has been in and gone half an hour ago,” an-
swered that brisk official. “But there was a passenger dropped off for
you — a little girl. She’s sitting out there on the shingles. I asked her to go
into the ladies’ waiting room, but she informed me gravely that she pre-
ferred to stay outside. ‘There was more scope for imagination,’ she said.
She’s a case, I should say.”

“I’'m not expecting a girl,” said Matthew blankly. “It’s a boy I’ve
come for. He should be here. Mrs. Alexander Spencer was to bring him
over from Nova Scotia for me.”

The stationmaster whistled.

“Guess there’s some mistake,” he said. “Mrs. Spencer came off the
train with that girl and gave her into my charge. Said you and your sister
were adopting her from an orphan asylum and that you would be along
for her presently. That’s all I know about it — and I haven’t got any more
orphans concealed hereabouts.”

“I don’t understand,” said Matthew helplessly, wishing that Marilla
was at hand to cope with the situation.

“Well, you’d better question the girl,” said the station-master careless-
ly. “I dare say she’ll be able to explain — she’s got a tongue of her own,
that’s certain. Maybe they were out of boys of the brand you wanted.”

He walked jauntily away, being hungry, and the unfortunate Matthew
was left to do that which was harder for him than bearding a lion in its
den' — walk up to a girl — a strange girl — an orphan girl — and demand of
her why she wasn’t a boy. Matthew groaned in spirit as he turned about
and shuffled gently down the platform towards her.

She had been watching him ever since he had passed her and she had
her eyes on him now. Matthew was not looking at her and would not have
seen what she was really like if he had been, but an ordinary observer

'“to beard a lion in its den — BizBinaTy BBy 0cO0y 3 METOKO KUHYTH 1l BUKJIHUK
YH JIOMOT'THCS IPUXUIIBHOCTI.
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would have seen this: A child of about eleven, garbed in a very short, very
tight, very ugly dress of yellowish-gray wincey!®. She wore a faded brown
sailor hat'é and beneath the hat, extending down her back, were two braids
of very thick, decidedly red hair. Her face was small, white and thin, also
much freckled; her mouth was large and so were her eyes, which looked
green in some lights and moods and gray in others.

So far, the ordinary observer; an extraordinary observer might have
seen that the chin was very pointed and pronounced; that the big eyes
were full of spirit and vivacity; that the mouth was sweet-lipped and ex-
pressive; that the forehead was broad and full; in short, our discerning
extraordinary observer might have concluded that no commonplace soul
inhabited the body of this stray woman-child of whom shy Matthew Cuth-
bert was so ludicrously afraid.

Matthew, however, was spared the ordeal of speaking first, for as soon
as she concluded that he was coming to her she stood up, grasping with
one thin brown hand the handle of a shabby, old-fashioned carpet-bag; the
other she held out to him.

“I suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Green Gables?” she
said in a peculiarly clear, sweet voice. “I’m very glad to see you. I was
beginning to be afraid you weren’t coming for me and I was imagining
all the things that might have happened to prevent you. I had made up
my mind that if you didn’t come for me to-night I’d go down the track
to that big wild cherry-tree at the bend, and climb up into it to stay all
night. [ wouldn’t be a bit afraid, and it would be lovely to sleep in a wild
cherry-tree all white with bloom in the moonshine, don’t you think? You
could imagine you were dwelling in marble halls, couldn’t you? And I
was quite sure you would come for me in the morning, if you didn’t to-
night.”

Matthew had taken the scrawny little hand awkwardly in his; then and
there he decided what to do. He could not tell this child with the glowing
eyes that there had been a mistake; he would take her home and let Ma-
rilla do that. She couldn’t be left at Bright River anyhow, no matter what

S wincey — jierka HaniBuiepcTsiHa aaHelb.
1o sailor hat — »xiHOUMI COIOM’SIHHI KaIleIIOMIOK 3 HU3BKOK TYJIEH0 1 By3bKUMH a0
HITHSTUMU TTOJISIMH.
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mistake had been made, so all questions and explanations might as well
be deferred until he was safely back at Green Gables.

“I’'m sorry I was late,” he said shyly. “Come along. The horse is over
in the yard. Give me your bag.”

“Oh, I can carry it,” the child responded cheerfully. “It isn’t heavy.
I’ve got all my worldly goods in it, but it isn’t heavy. And if it isn’t
carried in just a certain way the handle pulls out — so I’d better keep it
because | know the exact knack of it. It’s an extremely old carpet-bag.
Oh, I’'m very glad you’ve come, even if it would have been nice to sleep
in a wild cherry-tree. We’ve got to drive a long piece, haven’t we? Mrs.
Spencer said it was eight miles. I'm glad because I love driving. Oh, it
seems so wonderful that ’'m going to live with you and belong to you.
I’ve never belonged to anybody — not really. But the asylum was the
worst. [’ve only been in it four months, but that was enough. I don’t
suppose you ever were an orphan in an asylum, so you can’t possibly
understand what it is like. It’s worse than anything you could imagine.
Mrs. Spencer said it was wicked of me to talk like that, but I didn’t mean
to be wicked. It’s so easy to be wicked without knowing it, isn’t it? They
were good, you know — the asylum people. But there is so little scope
for the imagination in an asylum — only just in the other orphans. It was
pretty interesting to imagine things about them — to imagine that perhaps
the girl who sat next to you was really the daughter of a belted earl, who
had been stolen away from her parents in her infancy by a cruel nurse
who died before she could confess. I used to lie awake at nights and
imagine things like that, because I didn’t have time in the day. I guess
that’s why I’m so thin — [ am dreadful thin, ain’t I? There isn’t a pick on
my bones'’. I do love to imagine I’m nice and plump, with dimples in
my elbows.”

With this Matthew’s companion stopped talking, partly because she
was out of breath and partly because they had reached the buggy. Not an-
other word did she say until they had left the village and were driving
down a steep little hill, the road part of which had been cut so deeply into
the soft soil, that the banks, fringed with blooming wild cherry-trees and
slim white birches, were several feet above their heads.

"There isn’t a pick on my bones (po3moBHe) — MeHe 1 YIMIIHYTH HEMae 3a 1110.
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The child put out her hand and broke off a branch of wild plum that
brushed against the side of the buggy.

“Isn’t that beautiful? What did that tree, leaning out from the bank, all
white and lacy, make you think of?” she asked.

“Well now, I dunno'®,” said Matthew.

“Why, a bride, of course — a bride all in white with a lovely misty
veil. I’ve never seen one, but I can imagine what she would look like. |
don’t ever expect to be a bride myself. ’'m so homely'" nobody will ever
want to marry me — unless it might be a foreign missionary. I suppose a
foreign missionary mightn’t be very particular. But I do hope that some
day I shall have a white dress. That is my highest ideal of earthly bliss. I
just love pretty clothes. And I’ve never had a pretty dress in my life that I
can remember — but of course it’s all the more to look forward to, isn’t it?
And then I can imagine that I’'m dressed gorgeously. This morning when
I left the asylum I felt so ashamed because I had to wear this horrid old
wincey dress. All the orphans had to wear them, you know. A merchant in
Hopeton last winter donated three hundred yards of wincey to the asylum.
Some people said it was because he couldn’t sell it, but I’d rather believe
that it was out of the kindness of his heart, wouldn’t you? When we got on
the train I felt as if everybody must be looking at me and pitying me. But |
just went to work and imagined that [ had on the most beautiful pale blue
silk dress — because when you are imagining you might as well imagine
something worth while — and a big hat all flowers and nodding plumes,
and a gold watch, and kid gloves and boots. I felt cheered up right away
and I enjoyed my trip to the Island with all my might. I wasn’t a bit sick
coming over in the boat. Neither was Mrs. Spencer although she generally
is. She said she hadn’t time to get sick, watching to see that I didn’t fall
overboard. She said she never saw the beat of me for prowling about®.
But if it kept her from being seasick it’s a mercy I did prowl, isn’t it?
And I wanted to see everything that was to be seen on that boat, because
I didn’t know whether I’d ever have another opportunity. Oh, there are

18T dunno (npocropiune) = I don’t know — MoBa MeTbO Bi/Ipi3HSETCS BIAXUICHHIMI
BiJl TpaMaTHYHUX HOPM. Lle € XxapakTepHHM JyIst IPOCTOPIYYS i AiaJIeKTiB.

“homely (amep., KaHa., IPUHU3INBO) — HEKPACHBHI, HEMOKa3HHH (PO 30BHIIIHICTB).

2 She said she never saw the beat of me for prowling about (po3moBue) — Bona
CKa3aJa, 1110 HIKOJIM He 0aymia TaKy IPOHO3Y SK SI.
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