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General Notes:

1.

Not all font formats are compatible with all software. For example:
Some current software does not recognize fonts in the Type 1 format.
Some software does not natively embed .otf format OpenType fonts
in a PDF. OpenType features are not universally recognized.

. The type size has been adjusted so that the height of the lower-case

letters, such as the ‘x” and ‘0’, is approximately the same for all fonts.

. Paragraph appearance will vary depending on the particular combi-

nation of software, line length, type size, and the text itself.

. When evaluating typefaces for use in prin, it is best to use a printed

copy, preferably from the same process that will be used for the final
book. The characters displayed on a computer screen are usually dis-
torted a little to better fit the pixel grid and improve readability. The
on-screen appearance can vary considerably with different operating
systems and viewing software.

. Before making a final selection, please verify that the typeface contains

the styles, fonts, and glyphs that are required.

. The fonts used in this book were found to have no major errors that

should affect functionality, but no guarantees are made as to fitness for
any particular use or in regard to future performance or availability.
Please verify compatibility of fonts, software, and printing processes
before investing the time required to format a complete book.

. The version of Nimbus Roman No. 9 featured in this PDF is an older

digitization of Times Roman made by URW for Linotype and sub-
sequently made available as a free font. Because a version of Times is
installed on practically every system, it can be used as a reference.

. All fonts featured in this PDF are free-libre and can be used with neg-

ligible or no restrictions.
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders
and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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 cas-
cade; but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet,
well-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, 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
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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 coming 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 be-
yond the barn; and Matthew Cuthbert ought to have been sow-
ing 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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talk. Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and driving in a
buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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 I 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that's what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It's no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company,
though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd
ruther 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
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her window, keep-
ing a sharp eye on everything that passed, from brooks and chil-
dren up, and that if she noticed anything odd or out of place she
would never rest until she had ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who can
attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting
their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable crea-
tures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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
afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up
the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of
clothes, which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 tak-
ing 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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as
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she might, could make nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoy-
ment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Hol-
low. 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 ac-
tually 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear
knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther look at
people. To be sure, they seem contented enough; but then, I sup-
pose, 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
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable house-
wife; 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 Mis-
sions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant
time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cotton
warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea
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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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to vol-
unteer information about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something 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 Marilla 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 hed 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 I 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were thered be enough of
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of
neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of
those capable creatures who can manage their own concerns
and those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable
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 For-
eign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as
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Avonlea housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices—and
keeping a sharp eye on the main road that crossed the hol-
low 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 coming in at the window warm and bright; the or-
chard 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 Cuth-
bert 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 ]. 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his
best suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something 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 Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off.
I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living
at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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 Hol-
low it was a quiet, well-conducted 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 neighbours’ business by dint of
neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of
those capable creatures who can manage their own con-
cerns and those of other folks into the bargain. She was
a notable 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 So-
ciety and Foreign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs.
Rachel found abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen
window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted six-
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teen 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 penin-
sula 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 coming 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 Avon-
lea 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
Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the
hollow and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar
and his best suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he
was going out of Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the
sorrel mare, which betokened that he was going a consid-
erable 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
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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 something
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 Marilla 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 doc-
tor. Yet something must have happened since last night to
start him off. I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 retreat-
ing 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her win-
dow, 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 neighbours’ business by dint
of neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one
of those capable creatures who can manage their own
concerns and those of other folks into the bargain. She
was a notable 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 window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts—she
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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 coming 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 Avon-
lea 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the
hollow and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar
and his best suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he
was going out of Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the
sorrel mare, which betokened that he was going a consid-
erable 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
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pretty good guess as to both questions. But Matthew so
rarely went from home that it must be something press-
ing 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.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 doc-
tor. Yet something must have happened since last night
to start him off. I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 re-
treating 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’'s what,” she said as she stepped
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who
can attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable
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 For-
eign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them,
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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 coming 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 eve-
ning 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his
best suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen
often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could make noth-
ing of it and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off.
I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living
at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped
along the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her window, keep-
ing a sharp eye on everything that passed, from brooks and chil-
dren up, and that if she noticed anything odd or out of place she
would never rest until she had ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who can
attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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
afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up
the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of
clothes, which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 tak-
ing 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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as
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she might, could make nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoy-
ment was spoiled.

“I’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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 I
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 Cuth-
berts 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 so-
ciably situated. Mrs. Rachel Lynde did not call living in such a
place living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though
dear knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I’d ruther
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,
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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-conducted little stream, for
not even a brook could run past Mrs. Rachel Lynde’s door
without due rcgard for deccncy and decorum; it probably
was conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her window,
kecping a sharp eye on cvcrything that passcd, from brooks
and children up, and that if she noticed :mything odd or
out of placc 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 neighbours’ business by
dint of neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was
one of those capable creatures who can manage their own
concerns and those of other folks into the bargain. She was
a notable housewife; her work was always done and well
done; she “ran” the Sewing Circle, hclpcd run the Sunday—
school, and was the strongest prop of the Church Aid So-
ciety and Foreign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs.
Rachel found abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen
window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted six-
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teen of them, as Avonlea housckccpers 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 penin-
sula 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
gauntlct of Mrs. Rachel’s ail—seeing eye.

She was sitting there one afternoon in early June. The
sun was coming in at the window warm and bright; the
orchard on the s]opc below the house was in a bridal
flush of pinky—white bloom, hummed over by a myriad
of bees. Thomas Lynde—a meck little man whom Avon-
lea people called “Rachel Lynde’s husband™—was sowing
his late turnip seed on the hill field bcyond 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidiy driving over the
hollow and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar
and his best suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he
was going out of Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the
sorrel mare, which betokened that he was going a consid-
erable distance. Now, where was Matthew Cuthbert going
and why was he going there?

Had it been any other man in Avonlea, Mrs. Rachel,
dcftiy putting this and that togcthcr, might have given a
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pretty good guess as to both questions. But Matthew so
rarely went from home that it must be something press-
ing and unusual which was taking him; he was the shyest
man alive and hated to have to €0 among strangers or to
any p]ace 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 en-
joyment was spoi]ed.

“Tll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman
finally concluded. “He doesn’t generally g0 to town this
time ofyear 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 doc-
tor. Yet something must have happened since last night to
start him off. I'm clean puzzied 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, ramb]ing, 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 ]ong 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
possihly could from his fellow men without actually re-
treating 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders
and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted
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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting
their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable crea-
tures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 window, 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
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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, any-
body 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 coming 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
Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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a buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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 con-
science 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company,
though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd
ruther 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”
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who
can attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable
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 For-
eign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them,
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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 Avon-
lea 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 coming 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 be-
cause she had heard him tell Peter Morrison the evening be-
fore 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something 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 Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off.
I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped
along the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose
bushes. “It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little
odd, living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much
company, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
M dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting
their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable crea-
tures who can manage their own concerns and those of other folks
into the bargain. She was a notable housewife; her work was al-
ways done and well done; she “ran” the Sewing Circle, helped run
the Sunday-school, and was the strongest prop of the Church Aid So-
ciety and Foreign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel
found abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avon-
lea 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
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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 af-
ternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up the
hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of clothes,
which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 something that
didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could make
nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.
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“I’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Hol-
low. 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear
knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther 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 Lombardies. Not a stray stick nor stone was to be seen,
for Mrs. Rachel would have seen it if there had been. Privately she
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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 cas-
cade; but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet,
well-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those ca-
pable creatures who can manage their own concerns and those
of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts
—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeepers
From Anne of Green Gables by Lucy Maud Montgomery. L. C.Page & Co., 1908.
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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 triangu-
lar 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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to vol-
unteer information about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off. 'm
clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 fur-
thest 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-

pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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 cas-
cade; but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet,
well-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable house-
wife; 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 Mis-
sions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant
time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cot-
ton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea
housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices—and keeping a
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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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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talk. Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and driving in a
buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off. I'm
clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 fel-
low 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of
them. I'd ruther look at people. To be sure, they seem con-
tented enough; but then, I suppose, they’re used to it. A body



Fanwood Text

12.5/15 x 23.5

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
abcdefghijklmnopgrstuvwxyz

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
0123456789 ffl ff fh A *?1%&;:.
0123456789

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
abcdefghijklmnopqrstuvwxyz

0123456789 fi flff i ffl *?1%&;..
0123456789

Roman, Italic
casc case frac kern Inum numr
pnum smcp subs sups
otf

TOC



CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of
neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of
those capable creatures who can manage their own concerns
and those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable
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 For-
eign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them,
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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 coming 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hol-
low and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his
best suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 col-
lar and driving in a buggy, was something that didn’t happen
often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could make noth-
ing of it and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“I’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off.
I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 situ-
ated. Mrs. Rachel Lynde did not call living in such a place
living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped
along the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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 cas-
cade; but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet,
well-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable house-
wife; 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 Mis-
sions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant
time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cot-
ton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea
housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices—and keeping a
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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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“I'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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. 'm clean puzzled
that’s what, and I 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 fel-
low 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of

them. I'd ruther look at people. To be sure, they seem con-
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed by a brook that had its source
away back in the woods of the old Cuthbert place; it was re-
puted 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-
conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, 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
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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 coming 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
Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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talk. Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and driving in a
buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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 I won’t know a minute’s peace of mind or con-
science 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that's what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It's no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company,
though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd
ruther 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
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders
and ladies’ eardrops and traversed by a brook that had its source
away back in the woods of the old Cuthbert place; it was re-
puted 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-
conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sit-
ting 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 neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those ca-
pable creatures who can manage their own concerns and those
of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, 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
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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 coming 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
Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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talk. Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and driving in a
buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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 I 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 fur-
thest 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company,
though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd
ruther 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
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of
neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable house-
wife; 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 Mis-
sions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant
time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cotton
warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea
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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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something 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 Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off. 'm
clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her win-
dow, 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 fer-
reted out the whys and wherefores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it,
who can attend closely to their neighbours’ business by
dint of neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was
one of those capable creatures who can manage their own
concerns and those of other folks into the bargain. She
was a notable 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 window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts—
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she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeep-
ers 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 coming 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 ]. 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
Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the
hollow and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar
and his best suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he
was going out of Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the
sorrel mare, which betokened that he was going a consid-
erable 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
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pretty good guess as to both questions. But Matthew so
rarely went from home that it must be something press-
ing 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 enjoy-
ment was spoiled.

“I'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find
out from Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy
woman finally concluded. “He doesn’t generally go to town
this time of year and he newver 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 I 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 re-
treating 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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 cas-
cade; but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet,
well-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable house-
wife; 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 Mis-
sions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant
time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cot-
ton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea
housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices—and keeping a
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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 coming 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
Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon'’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off. I'm
clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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
tellow men without actually retreating into the woods when
he founded his homestead. Green Gables was built at the fur-
thest 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that's what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’'s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there'd be enough of
them. I'd ruther look at people. To be sure, they seem con-
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of
neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of
those capable creatures who can manage their own concerns
and those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable
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 For-
eign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them,
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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 coming 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his
best suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something 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 Marilla 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. 'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I won’t know a min-
ute’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 living
at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped
along the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours” business by dint of
neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of
those capable creatures who can manage their own concerns
and those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable
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 For-
eign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them,
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as Avonlea housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices—
and keeping a sharp eye on the main road that crossed the hol-
low 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 coming 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often.
Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could make nothing of it
and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off. I'm
clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders
and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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 cas-
cade; but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet,
well-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, 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
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on the main road that crossed the hollow and wound up the
steep red hill beyond. Since Avonlea occupied a little triangu-
lar 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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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. 'm clean puzzled
that’s what, and I 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 fur-
thest 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of
them. I’d ruther look at people. To be sure, they seem con-
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed by a brook that had its source
away back in the woods of the old Cuthbert place; it was re-
puted 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-
conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting
their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable crea-
tures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 window, 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
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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, any-
body 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 coming 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 be-
yond the barn; and Matthew Cuthbert ought to have been sow-
ing 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 after-
noon. Peter had asked him, of course, for Matthew Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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 put-
ting 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 tak-
ing 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,
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was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as
she might, could make nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoy-
ment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla where he’s gone and why,;” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 hap-
pened since last night to start him off. I'm clean puzzled that’s
what, and I 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 visi-
ble 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It's no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’'t much company,
though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd
ruther 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”
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
M dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting
their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable creatures
who can manage their own concerns and those of other folks into
the bargain. She was a notable 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 window, 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
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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 af-
ternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up the
hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of clothes,
which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 something that
didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could make
nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.
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“T’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Hol-
low. 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away back
here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear knows
if they were there’d be enough of them. I’d ruther 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 Lombardies. Not a stray stick nor stone was to be seen,
for Mrs. Rachel would have seen it if there had been. Privately she
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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
window, 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



114 Anne of Green Gables

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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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
afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up
the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of
clothes, which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 something
that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could
make nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.
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“I’11 just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Hol-
low. 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear
knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther look at
people. To be sure, they seem contented enough; but then, I sup-
pose, 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 Lombardies. Not a stray stick nor stone was to be seen,
for Mrs. Rachel would have seen it if there had been. Privately she
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts
—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeepers
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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 trian-
gular 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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something 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 Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off.
I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours” business by dint of
neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of
those capable creatures who can manage their own concerns
and those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable
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 For-
eign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them,



122 Anne of Green Gables

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, any-
body 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 coming 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 eve-
ning 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his
best suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something 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 Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off.
I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living
at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders
and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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 cas-
cade; but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet,
well-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, 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
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on the main road that crossed the hollow and wound up the
steep red hill beyond. Since Avonlea occupied a little triangu-
lar 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 coming 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 be-
yond the barn; and Matthew Cuthbert ought to have been sow-
ing 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 any-
thing in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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talk. Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and driving in a
buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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 con-
science 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 fel-
low 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company,
though dear knows if they were there’'d be enough of them. I'd
ruther 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
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders
and ladies’ eardrops and traversed by a brook that had its source
away back in the woods of the old Cuthbert place; it was re-
puted 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-
conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sit-
ting 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, 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
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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 coming 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 be-
yond the barn; and Matthew Cuthbert ought to have been sow-
ing 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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talk. Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and driving in a
buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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 I won't know a minute’s peace of mind or con-
science 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 fel-
low 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that's what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It's no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren't much company,
though dear knows if they were there’'d be enough of them. I'd
ruther 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
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CHAPTER ONE

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 traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who
can attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable
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 For-
eign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them,
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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 Avon-
lea 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 coming in at the window warm and bright; the or-
chard 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 Cuth-
bert 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 Cuthbert 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 afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his
best suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often.
Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could make nothing of it
and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off.
I'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living
at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped
along the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose
bushes. “It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts
—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeepers
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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 triangu-
lar 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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“I'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off. I'm
clean puzzled that’s what, and I 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders
and ladies’ eardrops and traversed by a brook that had its source
away back in the woods of the old Cuthbert place; it was re-
puted 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-
conducted little stream, for not even a brook could run past Mrs.
Rachel Lynde’s door without due regard for decency and deco-
rum; it probably was conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 window, 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
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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, any-
body 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 coming 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 be-
yond the barn; and Matthew Cuthbert ought to have been sow-
ing 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 ]. 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 any-
thing in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“I’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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. 'm clean puzzled
that’s what, and I won’t know a minute’s peace of mind or con-
science 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
tounded 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company,
though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd
ruther 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.”
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main
M road dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with
alders and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious
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 neighbours’ business by dint of ne-
glecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable house-
wife; 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 Mis-
sions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant
time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cotton
warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea
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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 coming 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 ]. 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 Cuthbert had never been known to vol-
unteer information about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something 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 Marilla 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 I 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
living away back here by themselves. Trees aren't much com-
pany, though dear knows if they were there’d be enough of
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her window, keep-
ing a sharp eye on everything that passed, from brooks and chil-
dren up, and that if she noticed anything odd or out of place she
would never rest until she had ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who can
attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting
their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable crea-
tures who can manage their own concerns and those of other folks
into the bargain. She was a notable housewife; her work was al-
ways 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 window,
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



150 Anne of Green Gables

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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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
afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up
the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of
clothes, which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 something
that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could
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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
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Hol-
low. 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear
knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther look at
people. To be sure, they seem contented enough; but then, I sup-
pose, 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 Lombardies. Not a stray stick nor stone was to be seen,
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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 af-
ternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up the
hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of clothes,
which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 something that
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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
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Hol-
low. 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear
knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther look at
people. To be sure, they seem contented enough; but then, I sup-
pose, 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,
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her window, keep-
ing a sharp eye on everything that passed, from brooks and chil-
dren up, and that if she noticed anything odd or out of place she
would never rest until she had ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who can
attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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—
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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
afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up
the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of
clothes, which was plain 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 put-
ting 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
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with a white collar and driving in a buggy, was something 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
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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. 'm clean puzzled that’s what, and I
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 Cuth-
berts 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 with-
out actually retreating into the woods when he founded his home-
stead. 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 living at all.
“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear
knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I’d ruther look at
people. To be sure, they seem contented enough; but then, I sup-
pose, 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
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted
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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her win-
dow, 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting
their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable crea-
tures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts—she had

knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeepers were wont to
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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, any-
body 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 coming 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 be-
yond the barn; and Matthew Cuthbert ought to have been sow-
ing 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 any-
thing in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare, which be-
tokened 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“I’ll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla 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 I won’t know a minute’s peace of mind or con-
science 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 visi-
ble 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, liv-
ing away back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company,

though dear knows if they were there'd be enough of them. I'd
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her window, keep-
ing a sharp eye on everything that passed, from brooks and chil-
dren up, and that if she noticed anything odd or out of place she
would never rest until she had ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who can
attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting
their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable crea-
tures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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
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—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
coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to vol-
unteer information about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on the
afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up
the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of
clothes, which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 tak-
ing 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.



Mrs. Rachel Lynde Is Surprised 169

Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and driving in a buggy,
was something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as
she might, could make nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoy-
ment was spoiled.

“I'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Cuth-
berts 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 so-
ciably situated. Mrs. Rachel Lynde did not call living in such a
place living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though
dear knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther
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



Sorts Mill Goudy

11.4/16 X 25

ABCDEFGHIKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ

abcdefghijklmnopgrstuvwxyz
ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
0123456789 fi fl ff fh fll *?9%&;:.
0123456789

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
abcdefghijklmnopgrstuvwxyz
0123456780 fifl ff fi fll *1%&;..
0123456789

Roman, Italic
casc case dlig dnom frac hist kern liga
Inum numr smcp subs sups
otf ttf

TOC



CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders
and ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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 cas-
cade; but by the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was a quiet,
well-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 Auxil-
iary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit
for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts
—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeepers
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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 triangu-
lar 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 coming 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 Cuthbert had never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-past three on
the afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow
and up the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best
suit of clothes, which was plain 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
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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 something that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it and her after-
noon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“I'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out
from Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman
finally concluded. “He doesn’t generally go to town this time
of year and he newver 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 some-
thing must have happened since last night to start him off. I'm
clean puzzled that’s what, and I won’t know a minute’s peace
of mind or conscience until [ 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 fur-
thest 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along
the deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes.
“It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd,
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs. Rachel was sitting at her window, keep-
ing a sharp eye on everything that passed, from brooks and chil-
dren up, and that if she noticed anything odd or out of place she
would never rest until she had ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Avonlea and out of it, who can
attend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knit-

ted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeepers were wont to tell
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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
afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up
the hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of
clothes, which was plain 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 put-
ting 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
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up with a white collar and driving in a buggy, was something
that didn’t happen often. Mrs. Rachel, ponder as she might, could
make nothing of it and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

“T'll just step over to Green Gables after tea and find out from
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I
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 Cuth-
berts 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 so-
ciably situated. Mrs. Rachel Lynde did not call living in such a
place living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear
knows if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther look at
people. To be sure, they seem contented enough; but then, I sup-
pose, they're used to it. A body can get used to anything, even to
being hanged, as the Irishman said.”
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CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglect-
ing their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable
creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a notable 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 window,
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
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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 af-
ternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up the
hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of clothes,
which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 something that
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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
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Hol-
low. 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear
knows if they were there’'d be enough of them. I'd ruther look at
people. To be sure, they seem contented enough; but then, I sup-
pose, 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,



Untitled 1013d

11/16 x 25

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTU VWXYZ
abcdefghijklmnopgrstuvwxyz
ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ

0123456789 fifl ff th fH *?!1%&;:.
0123456789

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
abcd@}fghzjklmnopqrstuvwxyz
ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
0123456789 fifl [ fhffl *21%& ;..
0123456789

Roman, Italic
c2sc case kern liga onum pnum smcp
otf

TOC



CHAPTER ONE

MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

rs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow, fringed with alders and
ladies’ eardrops and traversed 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-conducted 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 conscious 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 at-
tend closely to their neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting their
own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable creatures
who can manage their own concerns and those of other folks into
the bargain. She was a notable 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 So-
ciety and Foreign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel
found abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avon-
lea housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices—and keeping a

sharp eye on the main road that crossed the hollow and wound up
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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
coming 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 Cuthbert 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
afternoon of a busy day, placidly driving over the hollow and up the
hill; moreover, he wore a white collar and his best suit of clothes,
which was plain 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 put-
ting 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 something that
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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
Marilla where he’s gone and why,” the worthy woman finally con-
cluded. “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 I 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 Hol-
low. 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 living at all.

“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said as she stepped along the
deep-rutted, grassy lane bordered with wild rose bushes. “It’s no
wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, living away back
here by themselves. Trees aren’t much company, though dear knows
if they were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther 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
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rs. Rachel Lynde lived just
where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow,
fringed with alders and ladies’ ear-
drops and traversed 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 se-
crets of pool and cascade; but by
the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow
it was a quiet, well-conducted 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 conscious
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 no-
ticed anything odd or out of place
she would never rest until she had
ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Av-
onlea and out of it, who can attend
closely to their neighbours’ business
by dint of neglecting their own; but
Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage
their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She
was a notable 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 Aux-

iliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel
found abundant time to sit for hours
at her kitchen window, knitting “cot-
ton warp” quilts—she had knitted
sixteen of them, as Avonlea house-
keepers were wont to tell in awed
voices—and keeping a sharp eye on
the main road that crossed the hol-
low 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, any-
body 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 after-
noon in early June. The sun was
coming in at the window warm and
bright; the orchard on the slope be-
low 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 hus-
band”—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 be-
fore 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 Cuthbert had never been
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rs. Rachel Lynde lived just
where the Avonlea main
road dipped down into a little hol-
low, fringed with alders and ladies’
eardrops and traversed 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 se-
crets of pool and cascade; but by
the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow
it was a quiet, well-conducted little
stream, for not even a brook could
run past Mrs. Rachel Lynde’s door
without due regard for decency and
decorumy; it probably was conscious
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 no-
ticed anything odd or out of place
she would never rest until she had
ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Av-
onlea and out of it, who can attend
closely to their neighbours’ business
by dint of neglecting their own; but
Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage
their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She
was a notable 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 Aux-
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iliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel
found abundant time to sit for
hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “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 oc-
cupied 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 gaunt-
let of Mrs. Rachel’s all-seeing eye.

She was sitting there one after-
noon in early June. The sun was
coming in at the window warm and
bright; the orchard on the slope be-
low 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 be-
yond the barn; and Matthew Cuth-
bert 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-
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rs. Rachel Lynde lived just
where the Avonlea main
road dipped down into a little hol-
low, fringed with alders and ladies’
eardrops and traversed 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 se-
crets of pool and cascade; but by
the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow
it was a quiet, well-conducted 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 conscious
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 no-
ticed anything odd or out of place
she would never rest until she had
ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Av-
onlea and out of it, who can attend
closely to their neighbours’ business
by dint of neglecting their own; but
Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage
their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She
was a notable 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 Aux-

191

iliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel
found abundant time to sit for
hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “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 occu-
pied a little triangular peninsula jut-
ting out into the Gulf of St. Lawrence
with water on two sides of it, any-
body 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 after-
noon in early June. The sun was
coming in at the window warm and
bright; the orchard on the slope be-
low 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 hus-
band”—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 be-
fore 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 Cuthbert had never been
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Mrs. Rachel Lynde lived just
where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow,
fringed with alders and ladies’ ear-
drops and traversed by a brook that
had its source away back in the woods
of the old Cuthbert place; it was re-
puted 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-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs.
Rachel was sitting at her window,
keeping a sharp eye on everything
that passed, from brooks and chil-
dren up, and that if she noticed any-
thing 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 Av-
onlea and out of it, who can attend
closely to their neighbours’ business
by dint of neglecting their own; but
Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage
their own concerns and those of other
folks into the bargain. She was a no-
table housewife; her work was al-
ways 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
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time to sit for hours at her kitchen
window, 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 Avon-
lea occupied a little triangular penin-
sula 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 after-
noon in early June. The sun was
coming in at the window warm and
bright; the orchard on the slope be-
low 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 hus-
band”—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 Mor-
rison 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 Cuthbert had
never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole
life.
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rs. Rachel Lynde lived just
where the Avonlea main
road dipped down into a little hol-
low, fringed with alders and ladies’
eardrops and traversed 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 se-
crets of pool and cascade; but by
the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow
it was a quiet, well-conducted 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 conscious
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 no-
ticed anything odd or out of place
she would never rest until she had
ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Av-
onlea and out of it, who can at-
tend closely to their neighbours’
business by dint of neglecting their
own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was
one of those capable creatures who
can manage their own concerns and
those of other folks into the bar-
gain. She was a notable 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
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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 keep-
ing 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 gaunt-
let of Mrs. Rachel’s all-seeing eye.
She was sitting there one after-
noon in early June. The sun was
coming in at the window warm and
bright; the orchard on the slope be-
low 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 Av-
onlea people called “Rachel Lynde’s
husband”—was sowing his late
turnip seed on the hill field be-
yond the barn; and Matthew Cuth-
bert 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 af-
ternoon. Peter had asked him, of
course, for Matthew Cuthbert had
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rs. Rachel Lynde lived just
where the Avonlea main
road dipped down into a little hol-
low, fringed with alders and ladies’
eardrops and traversed 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 se-
crets of pool and cascade; but by
the time it reached Lynde’s Hollow
it was a quiet, well-conducted 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 conscious
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 no-
ticed anything odd or out of place
she would never rest until she had
ferreted out the whys and where-
fores thereof.

There are plenty of people, in Av-
onlea and out of it, who can attend
closely to their neighbours’ business
by dint of neglecting their own; but
Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can manage
their own concerns and those of
other folks into the bargain. She
was a notable 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 Aux-
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iliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel
found abundant time to sit for
hours at her kitchen window, knit-
ting “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 oc-
cupied 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 after-
noon in early June. The sun was
coming in at the window warm and
bright; the orchard on the slope be-
low 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 hus-
band”—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 be-
fore 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 Cuthbert had never been
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rs. Rachel Lynde lived just
where the Avonlea main road
dipped down into a little hollow,
fringed with alders and ladies’ ear-
drops and traversed 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 se-
crets of pool and cascade; but by the
time it reached Lynde’s Hollow it was
a quiet, well-conducted 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 conscious that Mrs.
Rachel was sitting at her window,
keeping a sharp eye on everything
that passed, from brooks and chil-
dren up, and that if she noticed any-
thing 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 Av-
onlea and out of it, who can attend
closely to their neighbours’ business
by dint of neglecting their own; but
Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those
capable creatures who can man-
age their own concerns and those
of other folks into the bargain. She
was a notable 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 So-
ciety and Foreign Missions Auxiliary.
Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found
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abundant time to sit for hours at
her kitchen window, knitting “cot-
ton warp” quilts—she had knitted
sixteen of them, as Avonlea house-
keepers were wont to tell in awed
voices—and keeping a sharp eye on
the main road that crossed the hol-
low 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 after-
noon in early June. The sun was
coming in at the window warm and
bright; the orchard on the slope be-
low 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 hus-
band”—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 Morri-
son 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 Cuthbert had
never been known to volunteer infor-
mation about anything in his whole
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