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ANNE OF GREEN GABLES

CHAPTER I. Mrs. Rachel Lynde is Surprised

Mrs. Rachel Lynde lived just where the Avonlea mesad dipped down into a little hollow,
fringed with alders and ladies' eardrops and tsatby a brook that had its source away back in the
woods of the old Cuthbert place; it was reputeleéa@n intricate, headlong brook in its earlier seur
through those woods, with dark secrets of pool eascade; but by the time it reached Lynde's
Hollow it was a quiet, well-conducted little streafar not even a brook could run past Mrs. Rachel
Lynde's door without due regard for decency andoden; it probably was conscious that Mrs.
Rachel was sitting at her window, keeping a shag en everything that passed, from brooks and
children up, and that if she noticed anything odaut 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 pfaho can attend closely to their neighbor's
business by dint of neglecting their own; but MRaichel Lynde was one of those capable creatures
who can manage their own concerns and those of éthies into the bargain. She was a notable
housewife; her work was always done and well dehe; "ran" the Sewing Circle, helped run the
Sunday-school, and was the strongest prop of therdBhAid Society and Foreign Missions
Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abdant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window,
knitting "cotton warp" quilts—she had knitted sigteof them, as Avonlea housekeepers were wont
to tell in awed voices—and keeping a sharp eyenemtain road that crossed the hollow and wound
up the steep red hill beyond. Since Avonlea ocalipidittle triangular peninsula jutting out intceth
Gulf of St. Lawrence with water on two sides ofahybody who went out of it or into it had to pass
over that hill road and so run the unseen gauotistrs. Rachel's all-seeing eye.

She was sitting there one afternoon in early Jihe.sun was coming in at the window warm and
bright; the orchard on the slope below the housg iwa bridal flush of pinky-white bloom, hummed
over by a myriad of bees. Thomas Lynde—a meele litthn whom Avonlea people called "Rachel
Lynde's husband"—was sowing his late turnip seedhenhill field beyond the barn; and Matthew
Cuthbert ought to have been sowing his on the dighrook field away over by Green Gables. Mrs.
Rachel knew that he ought because she had heardehifgeter Morrison the evening before in
William J. Blair's store over at Carmody that heamteto sow his turnip seed the next afternoon.rPete
had asked him, of course, for Matthew Cuthbert hader been known to volunteer information
about anything in his whole life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at half-paste¢hon the afternoon of a busy day, placidly
driving over the hollow and up the hill; moreovke wore a white collar and his best suit of clothes
which was plain proof that he was going out of Alean and he had the buggy and the sorrel mare,
which betokened that he was going a considerald@amte. Now, where was Matthew Cuthbert
going and why was he going there?

Had it been any other man in Avonlea, Mrs. Racteftly putting this and that together, might
have given a pretty good guess as to both questiutsMatthew so rarely went from home that it
must be something pressing and unusual which wasgtaim; he was the shyest man alive and
hated to have to go among strangers or to any ptaeee he might have to talk. Matthew, dressed up
with a white collar and driving in a buggy, was sihing that didn't happen often. Mrs. Rachel,
ponder as she might, could make nothing of it agrdalfternoon's enjoyment was spoiled.

"“I'll just step over to Green Gables after tea &ind out from Marilla where he's gone and wh
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the worthy woman finally concluded. "He doesn't gratly go to town this time of year and he
NEVER visits; if he'd run out of turnip seed he Wwinit dress up and take the buggy to go for more;
he wasn't driving fast enough to be going for atalocYet something must have happened since last
night to start him off. I'm clean puzzled, that'kat; and | won't know a minute's peace of mind or
conscience until | know what has taken Matthew Gethout of Avonlea today."

Accordingly after tea Mrs. Rachel set out; she hatl far to go; the big, rambling, orchard-
embowered house where the Cuthberts lived wasrd goarter of a mile up the road from Lynde's
Hollow. To be sure, the long lane made it a gooal flether. Matthew Cuthbert's father, as shy and
silent as his son after him, had got as far awalheapossibly could from his fellow men without
actually retreating into the woods when he fountdedhomestead. Green Gables was built at the
furthest edge of his cleared land and there it wahis day, barely visible from the main road @on
which all the other Avonlea houses were so sociahliyated. Mrs. Rachel Lynde did not call living
in such a place LIVING at all.

"It's just STAYING, that's what,” she said as shepped along the deep-rutted, grassy lane
bordered with wild rose bushes. "It's no wonder thlaw and Marilla are both a little odd, living
away back here by themselves. Trees aren't muclpamyn though dear knows if they were there'd
be enough of them. I'd ruther look at people. Tcsbee, they seem contented enough; but then, |
suppose, they're used to it. A body can get usehything, even to being hanged, as the Irishman
said."

With this Mrs. Rachel stepped out of the lane ihi® backyard of Green Gables. Very green and
neat and precise was that yard, set about on deensih great patriarchal willows and the otherhwit
prim Lombardies. Not a stray stick nor stone wabdaseen, for Mrs. Rachel would have seen it if
there had been. Privately she was of the opiniahMarilla Cuthbert swept that yard over as often a
she swept her house. One could have eaten a medheofground without overbrimming the
proverbial peck of dirt.

Mrs. Rachel rapped smartly at the kitchen door stegped in when bidden to do so. The kitchen
at Green Gables was a cheerful apartment—or woalee tbeen cheerful if it had not been so
painfully clean as to give it something of the aaa@ce of an unused parlor. Its windows looked east
and west; through the west one, looking out onbek yard, came a flood of mellow June sunlight;
but the east one, whence you got a glimpse of kbenb white cherry-trees in the left orchard and
nodding, slender birches down in the hollow by tineok, was greened over by a tangle of vines.
Here sat Marilla Cuthbert, when she sat at allaglwslightly distrustful of sunshine, which seemed
to her too dancing and irresponsible a thing fevaald which was meant to be taken seriously; and
here she sat now, knitting, and the table behimdvas laid for supper.

Mrs. Rachel, before she had fairly closed the dbad taken a mental note of everything that was
on that table. There were three plates laid, so Maxilla must be expecting some one home with
Matthew to tea; but the dishes were everyday diahdsthere was only crab-apple preserves and one
kind of cake, so that the expected company couldbeoany particular company. Yet what of
Matthew's white collar and the sorrel mare? Mrschighwas getting fairly dizzy with this unusual
mystery about quiet, unmysterious Green Gables.

"Good evening, Rachel," Marilla said briskly. "Thgsa real fine evening, isn't it? Won't you sit
down? How are all your folks?"

Something that for lack of any other name mightch#ed friendship existed and always had
existed between Marilla Cuthbert and Mrs. Rachel,spite of—or perhaps because of—their
dissimilarity.

Marilla was a tall, thin woman, with angles andhett curves; her dark hair showed some gray
streaks and was always twisted up in a hard litet behind with two wire hairpins stuck
aggressively through it. She looked like a womamarirow experience and rigid conscience, which
she was; but there was a saving something aboumbath which, if it had been ever so slightly
developed, might have been considered indicativees#nse of humor.

"We're all pretty well,” said Mrs. Rachel. "I wam# of afraid YOU weren't, though, when | saw
Matthew starting off today. | thought maybe he \gasg to the doctor's."

Marilla's lips twitched understandingly. She hagented Mrs. Rachel up; she had known tha
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sight of Matthew jaunting off so unaccountably wibbk too much for her neighbor's curiosity.

"Oh, no, I'm quite well although | had a bad he&eagesterday,” she said. "Matthew went to
Bright River. We're getting a little boy from armpbian asylum in Nova Scotia and he's coming on the
train tonight."

If Marilla had said that Matthew had gone to Brigtiver to meet a kangaroo from Australia Mrs.
Rachel could not have been more astonished. Shaataally stricken dumb for five seconds. It was
unsupposable that Marilla was making fun of het,Mts. Rachel was almost forced to suppose it.

"Are you in earnest, Marilla?" she demanded whdpevceturned to her.

"Yes, of course," said Marilla, as if getting bdysm orphan asylums in Nova Scotia were part of
the usual spring work on any well-regulated Avorferan instead of being an unheard of innovation.

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

"What on earth put such a notion into your headtte"demanded disapprovingly.
This had been done without her advice being askedi must perforce be disapproved.

"Well, we've been thinking about it for some timelainter in fact," returned Marilla. "Mrs.
Alexander Spencer was up here one day before @tassand she said she was going to get a little
girl from the asylum over in Hopeton in the sprimder cousin lives there and Mrs. Spencer has
visited here and knows all about it. So Matthew ahdve talked it over off and on ever since. We
thought we'd get a boy. Matthew is getting up iargeyou know—he's sixty—and he isn't so spry as
he once was. His heart troubles him a good dea. yau know how desperate hard it's got to be to
get hired help. There's never anybody to be hadhmse stupid, half-grown little French boys; asd a
soon as you do get one broke into your ways anghtasomething he's up and off to the lobster
canneries or the States. At first Matthew suggegtsting a Home boy. But | said 'no’ flat to that.
"They may be all right—I'm not saying they're nots+-bo London street Arabs for me," | said. 'Give
me a native born at least. There'll be a risk, atten who we get. But I'll feel easier in my minwda
sleep sounder at nights if we get a born Canadsmih the end we decided to ask Mrs. Spencer to
pick us out one when she went over to get heelgtfl. We heard last week she was going, so we
sent her word by Richard Spencer's folks at Carntodying us a smart, likely boy of about ten or
eleven. We decided that would be the best age—mbdgh to be of some use in doing chores right
off and young enough to be trained up proper. Wamie give him a good home and schooling. We
had a telegram from Mrs. Alexander Spencer today—+fail-man brought it from the station—
saying they were coming on the five-thirty traimight. So Matthew went to Bright River to meet
him. Mrs. Spencer will drop him off there. Of coeiishe goes on to White Sands station herself."

Mrs. Rachel prided herself on always speaking hednshe proceeded to speak it now, having
adjusted her mental attitude to this amazing pegceews.

"Well, Marilla, I'll just tell you plain that | thik you're doing a mighty foolish thing—a risky tgin
that's what. You don't know what you're gettinguYe bringing a strange child into your house and
home and you don't know a single thing about himwloat his disposition is like nor what sort of
parents he had nor how he's likely to turn out. Whwas only last week | read in the paper how a
man and his wife up west of the Island took a batyad an orphan asylum and he set fire to the house
at night—set it ON PURPOSE, Marilla—and nearly uihem to a crisp in their beds. And | know
another case where an adopted boy used to suagtse—they couldn't break him of it. If you had
asked my advice in the matter—which you didn't Mayilla—I'd have said for mercy's sake not to
think of such a thing, that's what."

This Job's comforting seemed neither to offendta@arm Marilla. She knitted steadily on.

"l don't deny there's something in what you saychea I've had some qualms myself. But
Matthew was terrible set on it. | could see that|] gave in. It's so seldom Matthew sets his mind o
anything that when he does | always feel it's miy da give in. And as for the risk, there's risks i
pretty near everything a body does in this worlderE's risks in people's having children of theino
if it comes to that—they don't always turn out wélhd then Nova Scotia is right close to the Island
It isn't as if we were getting him from England the States. He can't be much different fi
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ourselves."

"Well, I hope it will turn out all right,” said MtsRachel in a tone that plainly indicated her palinf
doubts. "Only don't say | didn't warn you if he hsitGreen Gables down or puts strychnine in the
well—I heard of a case over in New Brunswick whaneorphan asylum child did that and the whole
family died in fearful agonies. Only, it was a girlthat instance."

"Well, we're not getting a girl," said Marilla, at poisoning wells were a purely feminine
accomplishment and not to be dreaded in the caaebof. "I'd never dream of taking a girl to bring
up. | wonder at Mrs. Alexander Spencer for doindiit there, SHE wouldn't shrink from adopting a
whole orphan asylum if she took it into her head."

Mrs. Rachel would have liked to stay until Mattheame home with his imported orphan. But
reflecting that it would be a good two hours astdzefore his arrival she concluded to go up tlaeliro
to Robert Bell's and tell the news. It would cerhaimake a sensation second to none, and Mrs.
Rachel dearly loved to make a sensation. So shHeherself away, somewhat to Marilla's relief, for
the latter felt her doubts and fears reviving uritierinfluence of Mrs. Rachel's pessimism.

"Well, of all things that ever were or will be!"agjulated Mrs. Rachel when she was safely out in
the lane. "It does really seem as if | must be miieg. Well, I'm sorry for that poor young one aral n
mistake. Matthew and Marilla don't know anythingabchildren and they'll expect him to be wiser
and steadier that his own grandfather, if so be'sver had a grandfather, which is doubtful. Ihsee
uncanny to think of a child at Green Gables somelibgre's never been one there, for Matthew and
Marilla were grown up when the new house was buifithey ever WERE children, which is hard to
believe when one looks at them. | wouldn't be &t tirphan's shoes for anything. My, but | pity him,
that's what."

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

CHAPTER II. Matthew Cuthbert is surprised

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

"The little birds sang as if it were
The one day of summer in all the year."

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

Matthew dreaded all women except Marilla and Mraclel; he had an uncomfortable feeling that
the mysterious creatures were secretly laughirtgnat He may have been quite right in thinking so,
for he was an odd-looking personage, with an ungdigure and long iron-gray hair that touched his
stooping shoulders, and a full, soft brown beardctvihne had worn ever since he was twenty. In fact,
he had looked at twenty very much as he lookedst, $acking a little of the grayness.

When he reached Bright River there was no sigmgfteain; he thought he was too early, so he
tied his horse in the yard of the small Bright Riietel and went over to the station house. Thg lon
platform was almost deserted; the only living aneatin sight being a girl who was sitting on a pile
of shingles at the extreme end. Matthew, barelyngahat it WAS a girl, sidled past her as quickly
as possible without looking at her. Had he lookedcbuld hardly have failed to notice the te
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rigidity and expectation of her attitude and expr@s. She was sitting there waiting for something
or somebody and, since sitting and waiting wasothilg thing to do just then, she sat and waited with
all her might and main.

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

"The five-thirty train has been in and gone halflaour ago," answered that brisk official. "But
there was a passenger dropped off for you—a {iitle She's sitting out there on the shingles kieas
her to go into the ladies' waiting room, but siferimed me gravely that she preferred to stay oetsid
"There was more scope for imagination,’ she sdid'sS case, | should say."

"I'm not expecting a girl," said Matthew blanklyt's a boy I've come for. He should be here. Mrs.
Alexander Spencer was to bring him over from Nowgatia for me."

The stationmaster whistled.

"Guess there's some mistake," he said. "Mrs. Spexacee off the train with that girl and gave her
into my charge. Said you and your sister were adggter from an orphan asylum and that you
would be along for her presently. That's all | knabout it—and | haven't got any more orphans
concealed hereabouts."

"l don't understand,” said Matthew helplessly, wighthat Marilla was at hand to cope with the
situation.

"Well, you'd better question the girl," said that&in-master carelessly. "I dare say she'll be &ble
explain—she's got a tongue of her own, that's tertdaybe they were out of boys of the brand you
wanted."

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

She had been watching him ever since he had pdssednd she had her eyes on him now.
Matthew was not looking at her and would not haaenswhat she was really like if he had been, but
an ordinary observer would have seen this: A abiildbout eleven, garbed in a very short, very tight
very ugly dress of yellowish-gray wincey. She waréaded brown sailor hat and beneath the hat,
extending down her back, were two braids of veigkthdecidedly red hair. Her face was small,
white and thin, also much freckled; her mouth veagé and so were her eyes, which looked green in
some lights and moods and gray in others.

So far, the ordinary observer; an extraordinaryeole might have seen that the chin was very
pointed and pronounced; that the big eyes wereofudpirit and vivacity; that the mouth was sweet-
lipped and expressive; that the forehead was bapadfull; in short, our discerning extraordinary
observer might have concluded that no commonplaaéishabited the body of this stray woman-
child of whom shy Matthew Cuthbert was so ludictgusraid.

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

"l suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Greeml€s?" she said in a peculiarly clear, sweet
voice. "I'm very glad to see you. | was beginnioge afraid you weren't coming for me and | was
imagining all the things that might have happereedrevent you. | had made up my mind that if you
didn't come for me to-night I'd go down the traokthat big wild cherry-tree at the bend, and climb
up into it to stay all night. | wouldn't be a bftad, and it would be lovely to sleep in a wildecty-
tree all white with bloom in the moonshine, domuyhink? You could imagine you were dwelling in
marble halls, couldn't you? And | was quite sura wwuld come for me in the morning, if you didn't
to-night.”

Matthew had taken the scrawny little hand awkwamdliis; then and there he decided what to do.
He could not tell this child with the glowing eytsat there had been a mistake; he would take her
home and let Marilla do that. She couldn't bed¢fBright River anyhow, no matter what mistake
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been made, so all questions and explanations ragjltell be deferred until he was safely back at
Green Gables.

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

"Oh, | can carry it," the child responded cheeyfullt isn't heavy. I've got all my worldly goods i
it, but it isn't heavy. And if it isn't carried jost a certain way the handle pulls out—so I'ddrdteep
it because | know the exact knack of it. It's atrarely old carpet-bag. Oh, I'm very glad you've
come, even if it would have been nice to sleepwild cherry-tree. We've got to drive a long piece,
haven't we? Mrs. Spencer said it was eight miles.glad because | love driving. Oh, it seems so
wonderful that I'm going to live with you and betpto you. I've never belonged to anybody—not
really. But the asylum was the worst. I've only ibée it four months, but that was enough. | don't
suppose you ever were an orphan in an asylum, scao't possibly understand what it is like. It's
worse than anything you could imagine. Mrs. Spese@t it was wicked of me to talk like that, but |
didn't mean to be wicked. It's so easy to be wick#hout knowing it, isn't it? They were good, you
know—the asylum people. But there is so little scégr the imagination in an asylum—only just in
the other orphans. It was pretty interesting togme things about them—to imagine that perhaps the
girl who sat next to you was really the daughtea dielted earl, who had been stolen away from her
parents in her infancy by a cruel nurse who diefdreeshe could confess. | used to lie awake at
nights and imagine things like that, because | 'didave time in the day. | guess that's why I'm so
thin—I AM dreadful thin, ain't I? There isn't a gion my bones. | do love to imagine I'm nice and
plump, with dimples in my elbows."

With this Matthew's companion stopped talking, lyasecause she was out of breath and partly
because they had reached the buggy. Not another didrshe say until they had left the village and
were driving down a steep little hill, the road tpair which had been cut so deeply into the soft, soi
that the banks, fringed with blooming wild cherrgds and slim white birches, were several feet
above their heads.

The child put out her hand and broke off a brarichill plum that brushed against the side of the
buggy.

"Isn't that beautiful? What did that tree, leanmg from the bank, all white and lacy, make you
think of?" she asked.

"Well now, | dunno,"” said Matthew.

"Why, a bride, of course—a bride all in white wahlovely misty veil. I've never seen one, but |
can imagine what she would look like. | don't eeepect to be a bride myself. I'm so homely nobody
will ever want to marry me—unless it might be agign missionary. | suppose a foreign missionary
mightn't be very particular. But | do hope that goday | shall have a white dress. That is my highes
ideal of earthly bliss. | just love pretty clothésid I've never had a pretty dress in my life thean
remember—but of course it's all the more to loakviard to, isn't it? And then | can imagine that I'm
dressed gorgeously. This morning when | left thduas | felt so ashamed because | had to wear this
horrid old wincey dress. All the orphans had to mtb&m, you know. A merchant in Hopeton last
winter donated three hundred yards of wincey toatg@um. Some people said it was because he
couldn't sell it, but I'd rather believe that itsvaut of the kindness of his heart, wouldn't youf?ew
we got on the train | felt as if everybody mustlbeking at me and pitying me. But | just went to
work and imagined that | had on the most beauphle blue silk dress—because when you ARE
imagining you might as well imagine something wosthile—and a big hat all flowers and nodding
plumes, and a gold watch, and kid gloves and bddedt cheered up right away and | enjoyed my
trip to the Island with all my might. | wasn't at Isick coming over in the boat. Neither was Mrs.
Spencer although she generally is. She said sh@&tliade to get sick, watching to see that | didn't
fall overboard. She said she never saw the beaedbr prowling about. But if it kept her from bgin
seasick it's a mercy | did prowl, isn't it? And &mied to see everything that was to be seen on that
boat, because | didn't know whether I'd ever hawvether opportunity. Oh, there are a lot more
cherry-trees all in bloom! This Island is the blaest place. | just love it already, and I'm so dlad
going to live here. I've always heard that Princlevard Island was the prettiest place in the world,
and | used to imagine | was living here, but | meeally expected | would. It's delightful when you
imaginations come true, isn't it? But those reddsoare so funny. When we got into the train at
Charlottetown and the red roads began to flash Ipasked Mrs. Spencer what made them red
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she said she didn't know and for pity's sake nasstoher any more questions. She said | must have
asked her a thousand already. | suppose | hadbtwdiow you going to find out about things if you
don't ask questions? And what DOES make the rcstf®'r

"Well now, | dunno," said Matthew.

"Well, that is one of the things to find out somagi Isn't it splendid to think of all the thingeth
are to find out about? It just makes me feel gtadd alive—it's such an interesting world. It woutd
be half so interesting if we know all about evemytfy would it? There'd be no scope for imagination
then, would there? But am | talking too much? Peapé always telling me | do. Would you rather |
didn't talk? If you say so I'll stop. | can STOPeasmh make up my mind to it, although it's diffictilt

Matthew, much to his own surprise, was enjoyingdaih Like most quiet folks he liked talkative
people when they were willing to do the talkingrttselves and did not expect him to keep up his end
of it. But he had never expected to enjoy the spmé a little girl. Women were bad enough in all
conscience, but little girls were worse. He detdste way they had of sidling past him timidly, it
sidewise glances, as if they expected him to gotiiden up at a mouthful if they ventured to say a
word. That was the Avonlea type of well-bred littl. But this freckled witch was very different,
and although he found it rather difficult for hiswer intelligence to keep up with her brisk mental
processes he thought that he "kind of liked hetteh& So he said as shyly as usual:

"Oh, you can talk as much as you like. | don't niind

"Oh, I'm so glad. | know you and | are going to gking together fine. It's such a relief to talk
when one wants to and not be told that childrerulshbe seen and not heard. I've had that said to me
a million times if | have once. And people laughha because | use big words. But if you have big
ideas you have to use big words to express thewenttayou?"

"Well now, that seems reasonable," said Matthew.

"Mrs. Spencer said that my tongue must be hungaemtiddle. But it isn't—it's firmly fastened at
one end. Mrs. Spencer said your place was namegh@ables. | asked her all about it. And she said
there were trees all around it. | was gladder tneer. | just love trees. And there weren't anyllat a
about the asylum, only a few poor weeny-teeny thiogt in front with little whitewashed cagey
things about them. They just looked like orphamsrtbelves, those trees did. It used to make me want
to cry to look at them. | used to say to them, '@y POOR little things! If you were out in a great
big woods with other trees all around you anddittiosses and Junebells growing over your roots and
a brook not far away and birds singing in you bhas; you could grow, couldn't you? But you can't
where you are. | know just exactly how you fedtlditrees.’ | felt sorry to leave them behind this
morning. You do get so attached to things like,tdan't you? Is there a brook anywhere near Green
Gables? | forgot to ask Mrs. Spencer that."

"Well now, yes, there's one right below the house."

"Fancy. It's always been one of my dreams to liearra brook. | never expected | would, though.
Dreams don't often come true, do they? Wouldri¥eitice if they did? But just now | feel pretty
nearly perfectly happy. | can't feel exactly pettiebappy because—well, what color would you call
this?"

She twitched one of her long glossy braids overthier shoulder and held it up before Matthew's
eyes. Matthew was not used to deciding on the tihkadies' tresses, but in this case there caubdn’
much doubt.

"It's red, ain't it?" he said.

The girl let the braid drop back with a sigh theemed to come from her very toes and to exhale
forth all the sorrows of the ages.

"Yes, it's red," she said resignedly. "Now you sé®/ | can't be perfectly happy. Nobody could
who has red hair. | don't mind the other thingsyaech—the freckles and the green eyes and my
skinniness. | can imagine them away. | can imatfia¢ | have a beautiful rose-leaf complexion and
lovely starry violet eyes. But | CANNOT imagine thrad hair away. | do my best. | think to myself,
'Now my hair is a glorious black, black as the rdaseving.' But all the time | KNOW it is just plain
red and it breaks my heart. It will be my lifeloagrrow. | read of a girl once in a novel who he
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lifelong sorrow but it wasn't red hair. Her hair svpure gold rippling back from her alabaster
brow. What is an alabaster brow? | never could éod Can you tell me?"

"Well now, I'm afraid | can't," said Matthew, whaaw getting a little dizzy. He felt as he had once
felt in his rash youth when another boy had entlied on the merry-go-round at a picnic.

"Well, whatever it was it must have been sometimiog because she was divinely beautiful. Have
you ever imagined what it must feel like to be daly beautiful?"

"Well now, no, | haven't," confessed Matthew ingemsly.

"l have, often. Which would you rather be if youdhthe choice—divinely beautiful or dazzlingly
clever or angelically good?"

"Well now, I—I don't know exactly."

"Neither do I. | can never decide. But it doesretkenmuch real difference for it isn't likely I'Ver
be either. It's certain I'll never be angelicallyod. Mrs. Spencer says—oh, Mr. Cuthbert! Oh, Mr.
Cuthbert!! Oh, Mr. Cuthbert!!!"

That was not what Mrs. Spencer had said; neithértia child tumbled out of the buggy nor had
Matthew done anything astonishing. They had simplynded a curve in the road and found
themselves in the "Avenue."

The "Avenue," so called by the Newbridge peoples watretch of road four or five hundred yards
long, completely arched over with huge, wide-spiegdapple-trees, planted years ago by an
eccentric old farmer. Overhead was one long cambynowy fragrant bloom. Below the boughs the
air was full of a purple twilight and far ahead langpse of painted sunset sky shone like a grea ros
window at the end of a cathedral aisle.

Its beauty seemed to strike the child dumb. Sheel@dack in the buggy, her thin hands clasped
before her, her face lifted rapturously to the whiplendor above. Even when they had passed out
and were driving down the long slope to Newbridge sever moved or spoke. Still with rapt face
she gazed afar into the sunset west, with eyesé#vatisions trooping splendidly across that glawin
background. Through Newbridge, a bustling littldage where dogs barked at them and small boys
hooted and curious faces peered from the windowey tirove, still in silence. When three more
miles had dropped away behind them the child hadspoken. She could keep silence, it was
evident, as energetically as she could talk.

"l guess you're feeling pretty tired and hungry dtMew ventured to say at last, accounting for her
long visitation of dumbness with the only reasoncbeld think of. "But we haven't very far to go
now—only another mile."

She came out of her reverie with a deep sigh aokkld at him with the dreamy gaze of a soul that
had been wondering afar, star-led.

"Oh, Mr. Cuthbert," she whispered, "that place wme through—that white place—what was it?"

"Well now, you must mean the Avenue," said Mattredter a few moments' profound reflection.
"Itis a kind of pretty place."

"Pretty? Oh, PRETTY doesn't seem the right wordge. Nor beautiful, either. They don't go far
enough. Oh, it was wonderful—wonderful. It's thestfithing | ever saw that couldn't be improved
upon by imagination. It just satisfies me here"—slié one hand on her breast—"it made a queer
funny ache and yet it was a pleasant ache. Dideyeu have an ache like that, Mr. Cuthbert?"

"Well now, | just can't recollect that | ever had."

"l have it lots of time—whenever | see anything alby beautiful. But they shouldn't call that
lovely place the Avenue. There is no meaning i@ like that. They should call it—let me see—
the White Way of Delight. Isn't that a nice imadina name? When | don't like the name of a place
or a person | always imagine a new one and alwagk bf them so. There was a girl at the asylum
whose name was Hepzibah Jenkins, but | always imeddher as Rosalia DeVere. Other people may
call that place the Avenue, but | shall always dathe White Way of Delight. Have we really only
another mile to go before we get home? I'm gladlandorry. I'm sorry because this drive has
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so pleasant and I'm always sorry when pleasangshemd. Something still pleasanter may come
after, but you can never be sure. And it's so off.eencase that it isn't pleasanter. That has been m
experience anyhow. But I'm glad to think of getthmgme. You see, I've never had a real home since |
can remember. It gives me that pleasant ache agsito think of coming to a really truly home. Oh,
isn't that pretty!"

They had driven over the crest of a hill. Belownthevas a pond, looking almost like a river so
long and winding was it. A bridge spanned it midwanyd from there to its lower end, where an
amber-hued belt of sand-hills shut it in from tlakdblue gulf beyond, the water was a glory of many
shifting hues—the most spiritual shadings of croand rose and ethereal green, with other elusive
tintings for which no name has ever been found. v&bthe bridge the pond ran up into fringing
groves of fir and maple and lay all darkly trangloicin their wavering shadows. Here and there a
wild plum leaned out from the bank like a whiteetigirl tip-toeing to her own reflection. From the
marsh at the head of the pond came the clear, fublyrsweet chorus of the frogs. There was a little
gray house peering around a white apple orcharm slape beyond and, although it was not yet quite
dark, a light was shining from one of its windows.

"That's Barry's pond," said Matthew.

"Oh, I don't like that name, either. | shall calHlet me see—the Lake of Shining Waters. Yes,
that is the right name for it. | know because @ thrill. When | hit on a name that suits exactly i
gives me a thrill. Do things ever give you a till

Matthew ruminated.

"Well now, yes. It always kind of gives me a thitil see them ugly white grubs that spade up in
the cucumber beds. | hate the look of them."

"Oh, | don't think that can be exactly the samealkifi a thrill. Do you think it can? There doesn't
seem to be much connection between grubs and ddiletsning waters, does there? But why do other
people call it Barry's pond?"

"l reckon because Mr. Barry lives up there in thatise. Orchard Slope's the name of his place. If
it wasn't for that big bush behind it you could &reen Gables from here. But we have to go over the
bridge and round by the road, so it's near halfle further."

"Has Mr. Barry any little girls? Well, not so velittle either—about my size."
"He's got one about eleven. Her name is Diana."
"Oh!" with a long indrawing of breath. "What a pectly lovely name!"

"Well now, | dunno. There's something dreadful heatsh about it, seems to me. I'd ruther Jane or
Mary or some sensible name like that. But when Biaas born there was a schoolmaster boarding
there and they gave him the naming of her and hedclaer Diana."

"l wish there had been a schoolmaster like thatirsdovhen | was born, then. Oh, here we are at
the bridge. I'm going to shut my eyes tight. I'mvas afraid going over bridges. | can't help
imagining that perhaps just as we get to the mjdtky'll crumple up like a jack-knife and nip &0
| shut my eyes. But | always have to open themafbwhen | think we're getting near the middle.
Because, you see, if the bridge DID crumple upMant to SEE it crumple. What a jolly rumble it
makes! | always like the rumble part of it. Isn'splendid there are so many things to like in this
world? There we're over. Now I'll look back. Goadht, dear Lake of Shining Waters. | always say
good night to the things I love, just as | wouldoople. | think they like it. That water looksibg
was smiling at me."

When they had driven up the further hill and aroarabrner Matthew said:
"We're pretty near home now. That's Green Gables-eV

"Oh, don't tell me," she interrupted breathlesshtching at his partially raised arm and shutting
her eyes that she might not see his gesture. "egjuass. I'm sure I'll guess right."

She opened her eyes and looked about her. Theyomeitge crest of a hill. The sun had set some
time since, but the landscape was still clear enrttellow afterlight. To the west a dark churches
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rose up against a marigold sky. Below was a litldey and beyond a long, gently-rising slope
with snug farmsteads scattered along it. From ananother the child's eyes darted, eager and
wistful. At last they lingered on one away to thedt,| far back from the road, dimly white with
blossoming trees in the twilight of the surroundimgods. Over it, in the stainless southwest sky, a
great crystal-white star was shining like a lamguwoidance and promise.

"That's it, isn't it?" she said, pointing.
Matthew slapped the reins on the sorrel's backdedly.
"Well now, you've guessed it! But | reckon Mrs. 8per described it so's you could tell.”

"No, she didn't—really she didn't. All she said htigust as well have been about most of those
other places. | hadn't any real idea what it loolidesl But just as soon as | saw it | felt it wasnfe.
Oh, it seems as if | must be in a dream. Do yowmkmy arm must be black and blue from the elbow
up, for I've pinched myself so many times todayefigMittle while a horrible sickening feeling would
come over me and I'd be so afraid it was all ardréghen I'd pinch myself to see if it was real—Uunti
suddenly | remembered that even supposing it whsaodream 1'd better go on dreaming as long as |
could; so | stopped pinching. But it IS real andrev@early home."

With a sigh of rapture she relapsed into silencatthew stirred uneasily. He felt glad that it would
be Marilla and not he who would have to tell thigifwof the world that the home she longed for was
not to be hers after all. They drove over Lyndedldidv, where it was already quite dark, but not so
dark that Mrs. Rachel could not see them from hiedew vantage, and up the hill and into the long
lane of Green Gables. By the time they arrivedhat house Matthew was shrinking from the
approaching revelation with an energy he did natewstand. It was not of Marilla or himself he was
thinking of the trouble this mistake was probablging to make for them, but of the child's
disappointment. When he thought of that rapt lijjeing quenched in her eyes he had an
uncomfortable feeling that he was going to asdishardering something—much the same feeling
that came over him when he had to kill a lamb d¢iraaany other innocent little creature.

The yard was quite dark as they turned into it tiedpoplar leaves were rustling silkily all round
it.

"Listen to the trees talking in their sleep," shieispered, as he lifted her to the ground. "Whag nic
dreams they must have!"

Then, holding tightly to the carpet-bag which camea "all her worldly goods," she followed him
into the house.

CHAPTER Ill. Marilla Cuthbert is Surprised

Marilla came briskly forward as Matthew opened doer. But when her eyes fell of the odd little
figure in the stiff, ugly dress, with the long liaiof red hair and the eager, luminous eyes, she
stopped short in amazement.

"Matthew Cuthbert, who's that?" she ejaculated. &v&hs the boy?"
"There wasn't any boy," said Matthew wretchediyhéile was only HER."
He nodded at the child, remembering that he hadmexen asked her name.

"No boy! But there MUST have been a boy," insiskéarilla. "We sent word to Mrs. Spencer to
bring a boy."

"Well, she didn't. She brought HER. | asked théimtamaster. And | had to bring her home. She
couldn't be left there, no matter where the mistake come in."

"Well, this is a pretty piece of business!" ejatcethMarilla.
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During this dialogue the child had remained silém; eyes roving from one to the other, all the
animation fading out of her face. Suddenly she sekta grasp the full meaning of what had been
said. Dropping her precious carpet-bag she spramgpafd a step and clasped her hands.

"You don't want me!" she cried. "You don't want bexause I'm not a boy! | might have expected
it. Nobody ever did want me. | might have knowmwds all too beautiful to last. | might have known
nobody really did want me. Oh, what shall | do? dfaing to burst into tears!"

Burst into tears she did. Sitting down on a chairthe table, flinging her arms out upon it, and
burying her face in them, she proceeded to crynstpr Marilla and Matthew looked at each other
deprecatingly across the stove. Neither of themwkmdhat to say or do. Finally Marilla stepped
lamely into the breach.

"Well, well, there's no need to cry so about it."

"Yes, there IS need!" The child raised her headldyj revealing a tear-stained face and trembling
lips. "YOU would cry, too, if you were an orphandamad come to a place you thought was going to
be home and found that they didn't want you becauwse weren't a boy. Oh, this is the most
TRAGICAL thing that ever happened to me!"

Something like a reluctant smile, rather rusty frdomg disuse, mellowed Marilla's grim
expression.

"Well, don't cry any more. We're not going to tywwu out-of-doors to-night. You'll have to stay
here until we investigate this affair. What's yoame?"

The child hesitated for a moment.
"Will you please call me Cordelia?" she said eagerl
"CALL you Cordelia? Is that your name?"

"No-0-0, it's not exactly my name, but | would lote be called Cordelia. It's such a perfectly
elegant name."

"l don't know what on earth you mean. If Cordedia'i your name, what is?"

"Anne Shirley," reluctantly faltered forth the ownef that name, "but, oh, please do call me
Cordelia. It can't matter much to you what you oadl if I'm only going to be here a little while,rca
it? And Anne is such an unromantic name."

"Unromantic fiddlesticks!" said the unsympatheti@afifla. "Anne is a real good plain sensible
name. You've no need to be ashamed of it."

"Oh, I'm not ashamed of it," explained Anne, "ohlike Cordelia better. I've always imagined that
my name was Cordelia—at least, | always have efyatars. When | was young | used to imagine it
was Geraldine, but | like Cordelia better now. Butou call me Anne please call me Anne spelled
with an E."

"What difference does it make how it's spelledXedsMarilla with another rusty smile as she
picked up the teapot.

"Oh, it makes SUCH a difference. It LOOKS so muaten When you hear a name pronounced
can't you always see it in your mind, just as Was printed out? | can; and A-n-n looks dreadiut,
A-n-n-e looks so much more distinguished. If yoorily call me Anne spelled with an E | shall try to
reconcile myself to not being called Cordelia."

"Very well, then, Anne spelled with an E, can yell tis how this mistake came to be made? We
sent word to Mrs. Spencer to bring us a boy. Weeest no boys at the asylum?"

"Oh, yes, there was an abundance of them. But $frencer said DISTINCTLY that you wanted a
girl about eleven years old. And the matron said #fought | would do. You don't know how
delighted | was. | couldn't sleep all last night joy. Oh," she added reproachfully, turning to
Matthew, "why didn't you tell me at the stationttijau didn't want me and leave me there? If | Hadn’
seen the White Way of Delight and the Lake of Stgriivaters it wouldn't be so hart
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"What on earth does she mean?" demanded Mar#langtat Matthew.

"She—she's just referring to some conversation ae dn the road,” said Matthew hastily. "I'm
going out to put the mare in, Marilla. Have teadyewhen | come back."

"Did Mrs. Spencer bring anybody over besides yadtitinued Marilla when Matthew had gone
out.

"She brought Lily Jones for herself. Lily is onliyéd years old and she is very beautiful and had
nut-brown hair. If I was very beautiful and had-bubwn hair would you keep me?"

"No. We want a boy to help Matthew on the farm. il would be of no use to us. Take off your
hat. I'll lay it and your bag on the hall table."

Anne took off her hat meekly. Matthew came backsentgly and they sat down to supper. But
Anne could not eat. In vain she nibbled at the ¢h@ad butter and pecked at the crab-apple preserve
out of the little scalloped glass dish by her pl&tee did not really make any headway at all.

"You're not eating anything," said Marilla sharpsying her as if it were a serious shortcoming.
Anne sighed.

"I can't. I'm in the depths of despair. Can youvala¢n you are in the depths of despair?"
"I've never been in the depths of despair, so tcay," responded Marilla.

"Weren't you? Well, did you ever try to IMAGINE yavere in the depths of despair?"
“No, | didn't."

"Then | don't think you can understand what ike lilt's very uncomfortable feeling indeed. When
you try to eat a lump comes right up in your thraad you can't swallow anything, not even if it was
a chocolate caramel. | had one chocolate caranoel oo years ago and it was simply delicious. I've
often dreamed since then that | had a lot of cladeataramels, but | always wake up just when I'm
going to eat them. | do hope you won't be offenblechuse | can't eat. Everything is extremely nice,
but still I cannot eat.”

"l guess she's tired," said Matthew, who hadn'kepasince his return from the barn. "Best put her
to bed, Marilla."

Marilla had been wondering where Anne should betpuied. She had prepared a couch in the
kitchen chamber for the desired and expected bot.dthough it was neat and clean, it did not seem
quite the thing to put a girl there somehow. B #pare room was out of the question for such a
stray waif, so there remained only the east gabbenr Marilla lighted a candle and told Anne to
follow her, which Anne spiritlessly did, taking hbeat and carpet-bag from the hall table as she
passed. The hall was fearsomely clean; the litillelegchamber in which she presently found herself
seemed still cleaner.

Marilla set the candle on a three-legged, threeexad table and turned down the bedclothes.
"l suppose you have a nightgown?" she questioned.
Anne nodded.

"Yes, | have two. The matron of the asylum madenttier me. They're fearfully skimpy. There is
never enough to go around in an asylum, so thirgslavays skimpy—at least in a poor asylum like
ours. | hate skimpy night-dresses. But one canndreat as well in them as in lovely trailing ones,
with frills around the neck, that's one consolation

"Well, undress as quick as you can and go to bédome back in a few minutes for the candle. |
daren't trust you to put it out yourself. You'delik set the place on fire."

When Marilla had gone Anne looked around her wistfuThe whitewashed walls were so
painfully bare and staring that she thought theysthache over their own bareness. The floor was
bare, too, except for a round braided mat in thediei such as Anne had never seen before. In one
corner was the bed, a high, -fashioned one, with four dark, I-turned posts. In the other cort
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was the aforesaid three-corner table adorned wi#t, aed velvet pin-cushion hard enough to turn
the point of the most adventurous pin. Above itdanlittle six-by-eight mirror. Midway between
table and bed was the window, with an icy white imusill over it, and opposite it was the wash-
stand. The whole apartment was of a rigidity ndveodescribed in words, but which sent a shiver to
the very marrow of Anne's bones. With a sob shéilhaliscarded her garments, put on the skimpy
nightgown and sprang into bed where she burrowed &wnward into the pillow and pulled the
clothes over her head. When Marilla came up for Ithet various skimpy articles of raiment
scattered most untidily over the floor and a cartampestuous appearance of the bed were the only
indications of any presence save her own.

She deliberately picked up Anne's clothes, plabemntneatly on a prim yellow chair, and then,
taking up the candle, went over to the bed.

"Good night," she said, a little awkwardly, but moikindly.
Anne's white face and big eyes appeared over ttieldibes with a startling suddenness.

"How can you call it a GOOD night when you knovmtist be the very worst night I've ever had?"
she said reproachfully.

Then she dived down into invisibility again.

Marilla went slowly down to the kitchen and proceddo wash the supper dishes. Matthew was
smoking—a sure sign of perturbation of mind. Helsel smoked, for Marilla set her face against it
as a filthy habit; but at certain times and seasengelt driven to it and them Marilla winked aeth
practice, realizing that a mere man must have sanefor his emotions.

"Well, this is a pretty kettle of fish," she saidathfully. "This is what comes of sending word
instead of going ourselves. Richard Spencer's follige twisted that message somehow. One of us
will have to drive over and see Mrs. Spencer toowyrthat's certain. This girl will have to be sent
back to the asylum."”

"Yes, | suppose so," said Matthew reluctantly.
"You SUPPOSE so! Don't you know it?"

"Well now, she's a real nice little thing, Marilld's kind of a pity to send her back when she's so
set on staying here."

"Matthew Cuthbert, you don't mean to say you tivirgkought to keep her!"

Marilla's astonishment could not have been greathratthew had expressed a predilection for
standing on his head.

"Well, now, no, | suppose not—not exactly," stameteMatthew, uncomfortably driven into a
corner for his precise meaning. "l suppose—we cbaldly be expected to keep her."

"l should say not. What good would she be to us?"
"We might be some good to her," said Matthew subljdamd unexpectedly.

"Matthew Cuthbert, | believe that child has bewédtyou! | can see as plain as plain that you want
to keep her."

"Well now, she's a real interesting little thinggrsisted Matthew. "You should have heard her talk
coming from the station.”

"Oh, she can talk fast enough. | saw that at olitenothing in her favour, either. | don't like
children who have so much to say. | don't want goihan girl and if | did she isn't the style I'd Ipic
out. There's something | don't understand aboutN@rshe's got to be despatched straight-way back
to where she came from."

"l could hire a French boy to help me," said Matthéand she'd be company for you."
"I'm not suffering for company,” said Marilla shigrt"And I'm not going to keep her."
"Well now, it's just as you say, of course, Matrfllsaid Matthew rising and putting his pipe aw
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"I'm going to bed."

To bed went Matthew. And to bed, when she had putlishes away, went Marilla, frowning most
resolutely. And up-stairs, in the east gable, &lnheart-hungry, friendless child cried herself t
sleep.

CHAPTER IV. Morning at Green Gables

It was broad daylight when Anne awoke and sat uped, staring confusedly at the window
through which a flood of cheery sunshine was pauand outside of which something white and
feathery waved across glimpses of blue sky.

For a moment she could not remember where sheRiras.came a delightful thrill, as something
very pleasant; then a horrible remembrance. This @een Gables and they didn't want her because
she wasn't a boy!

But it was morning and, yes, it was a cherry-treduill bloom outside of her window. With a
bound she was out of bed and across the floor. gsisbed up the sash—it went up stiffly and
creakily, as if it hadn't been opened for a longeti which was the case; and it stuck so tight that
nothing was needed to hold it up.

Anne dropped on her knees and gazed out into the dwrning, her eyes glistening with delight.
Oh, wasn't it beautiful? Wasn't it a lovely plac&®pose she wasn't really going to stay here! She
would imagine she was. There was scope for imagimétere.

A huge cherry-tree grew outside, so close thabatsghs tapped against the house, and it was so
thick-set with blossoms that hardly a leaf was éodeen. On both sides of the house was a big
orchard, one of apple-trees and one of cherry-tadss showered over with blossoms; and their grass
was all sprinkled with dandelions. In the gardelowewere lilac-trees purple with flowers, and their
dizzily sweet fragrance drifted up to the windowtba morning wind.

Below the garden a green field lush with clovepsid down to the hollow where the brook ran and
where scores of white birches grew, upspringindyadut of an undergrowth suggestive of delightful
possibilities in ferns and mosses and woodsy thggserally. Beyond it was a hill, green and
feathery with spruce and fir; there was a gap where the gray gable end of the little house stk h
seen from the other side of the Lake of Shiningéftatvas visible.

Off to the left were the big barns and beyond thaway down over green, low-sloping fields, was
a sparkling blue glimpse of sea.

Anne's beauty-loving eyes lingered on it all, takeverything greedily in. She had looked on so
many unlovely places in her life, poor child; bhistwas as lovely as anything she had ever dreamed.

She knelt there, lost to everything but the lowedsmaround her, until she was startled by a hand on
her shoulder. Marilla had come in unheard by thalksdreamer.

"It's time you were dressed," she said curtly.

Marilla really did not know how to talk to the cothjland her uncomfortable ignorance made her
crisp and curt when she did not mean to be.

Anne stood up and drew a long breath.
"Oh, isn't it wonderful?" she said, waving her haodthprehensively at the good world outside.

"It's a big tree," said Marilla, "and it blooms gtebut the fruit don't amount to much never—small
and wormy."

"Oh, | don't mean just the tree; of course it'elg—yes, it's RADIANTLY lovely—it blooms as i
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it meant it—but | meant everything, the garden #relorchard and the brook and the woods, the
whole big dear world. Don't you feel as if you jisted the world on a morning like this? And | can
hear the brook laughing all the way up here. Haue gver noticed what cheerful things brooks are?
They're always laughing. Even in winter-time I'veald them under the ice. I'm so glad there's a
brook near Green Gables. Perhaps you think it dossake any difference to me when you're not
going to keep me, but it does. | shall always tixeemember that there is a brook at Green Gables
even if | never see it again. If there wasn't eokrtd be HAUNTED by the uncomfortable feeling
that there ought to be one. I'm not in the depthslespair this morning. | never can be in the
morning. Isn't it a splendid thing that there armmgs? But | feel very sad. I've just been imagjn
that it was really me you wanted after all and thafs to stay here for ever and ever. It was atgre
comfort while it lasted. But the worst of imaginitigings is that the time comes when you have to
stop and that hurts."

"You'd better get dressed and come down-stairsnandr mind your imaginings," said Marilla as
soon as she could get a word in edgewise. "Bregidagiting. Wash your face and comb your hair.
Leave the window up and turn your bedclothes baek the foot of the bed. Be as smart as you can.”

Anne could evidently be smart to some purpose liervgas down-stairs in ten minutes' time, with
her clothes neatly on, her hair brushed and braigedface washed, and a comfortable consciousness
pervading her soul that she had fulfilled all Mar8 requirements. As a matter of fact, howeveg, sh
had forgotten to turn back the bedclothes.

"I'm pretty hungry this morning," she announcedshs slipped into the chair Marilla placed for
her. "The world doesn't seem such a howling wildesras it did last night. I'm so glad it's a sumghi
morning. But | like rainy mornings real well, todll sorts of mornings are interesting, don't you
think? You don't know what's going to happen thtoulge day, and there's so much scope for
imagination. But I'm glad it's not rainy today besa it's easier to be cheerful and bear up under
affliction on a sunshiny day. | feel that | havg@od deal to bear up under. It's all very well¢ad
about sorrows and imagine yourself living througkem heroically, but it's not so nice when you
really come to have them, is it?"

"For pity's sake hold your tongue,"” said Marill&ou talk entirely too much for a little girl."

Thereupon Anne held her tongue so obediently andbtighly that her continued silence made
Marilla rather nervous, as if in the presence afsthing not exactly natural. Matthew also held his
tongue,—but this was natural,—so that the mealavaery silent one.

As it progressed Anne became more and more abstiaeating mechanically, with her big eyes
fixed unswervingly and unseeingly on the sky owddite window. This made Marilla more nervous
than ever; she had an uncomfortable feeling thatewthis odd child's body might be there at the
table her spirit was far away in some remote dioyaland, borne aloft on the wings of imagination.
Who would want such a child about the place?

Yet Matthew wished to keep her, of all unaccourgdhings! Marilla felt that he wanted it just as
much this morning as he had the night before, drad he would go on wanting it. That was
Matthew's way—take a whim into his head and clmg tvith the most amazing silent persistency—
a persistency ten times more potent and effectuigd very silence than if he had talked it out.

When the meal was ended Anne came out of her eeaed offered to wash the dishes.
"Can you wash dishes right?" asked Marilla disfuuist

"Pretty well. I'm better at looking after childretimough. I've had so much experience at that. It's
such a pity you haven't any here for me to loo&rdaft

"I don't feel as if | wanted any more children twk after than I've got at present. YOU'RE
problem enough in all conscience. What's to be deite you | don't know. Matthew is a most
ridiculous man."

"l think he's lovely," said Anne reproachfully. "He so very sympathetic. He didn't mind how
much | talked—he seemed to like it. | felt thatiees a kindred spirit as soon as ever | saw him."

"You're both queer enough, if that's what you miegrkindred spirits," said Marilla with a sniff.
"Yes, you may wash the dishes. Take plenty of hattewy and be sure you dry them well. I've
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enough to attend to this morning for I'll have tovel over to White Sands in the afternoon and see
Mrs. Spencer. You'll come with me and we'll setileat's to be done with you. After you've finished
the dishes go up-stairs and make your bed."

Anne washed the dishes deftly enough, as Marilla idpt a sharp eye on the process, discerned.
Later on she made her bed less successfully, #rhskl never learned the art of wrestling with a
feather tick. But is was done somehow and smoottoech; and then Marilla, to get rid of her, told
her she might go out-of-doors and amuse herseilfdinter time.

Anne flew to the door, face alight, eyes glowing e very threshold she stopped short, wheeled
about, came back and sat down by the table, ligtitghow as effectually blotted out as if some one
had clapped an extinguisher on her.

"What's the matter now?" demanded Marilla.

"l don't dare go out," said Anne, in the tone ahartyr relinquishing all earthly joys. "If | can't
stay here there is no use in my loving Green Galled if | go out there and get acquainted with all
those trees and flowers and the orchard and thekbifth not be able to help loving it. It's hard
enough now, so | won't make it any harder. | wargd out so much—everything seems to be calling
to me, 'Anne, Anne, come out to us. Anne, Annewaat a playmate'—hbut it's better not. There is no
use in loving things if you have to be torn fronenh is there? And it's so hard to keep from loving
things, isn't it? That was why | was so glad whémolught | was going to live here. | thought I'dvba
so many things to love and nothing to hinder met. tBat brief dream is over. | am resigned to my
fate now, so | don't think I'll go out for fearl Ijet unresigned again. What is the name of that
geranium on the window-sill, please?"

"That's the apple-scented geranium."

"Oh, | don't mean that sort of a name. | meangusame you gave it yourself. Didn't you give it a
name? May | give it one then? May | call it—let mee—Bonny would do—may | call it Bonny
while I'm here? Oh, do let me!"

"Goodness, | don't care. But where on earth isémse of naming a geranium?"

"Oh, I like things to have handles even if they andy geraniums. It makes them seem more like
people. How do you know but that it hurts a gerarsufeelings just to be called a geranium and
nothing else? You wouldn't like to be called nothiout a woman all the time. Yes, | shall call it
Bonny. | named that cherry-tree outside my bedredndow this morning. | called it Snow Queen
because it was so white. Of course, it won't alwagy/s blossom, but one can imagine that it isjtcan
one?"

"I never in all my life saw or heard anything tauafiher," muttered Marilla, beating a retreat down
to the cellar after potatoes. "She is kind of iesting as Matthew says. | can feel already that I'm
wondering what on earth she'll say next. She'licasting a spell over me, too. She's cast it over
Matthew. That look he gave me when he went out eaétything he said or hinted last night over
again. | wish he was like other men and would thlkgs out. A body could answer back then and
argue him into reason. But what's to be done witlaa who just LOOKS?"

Anne had relapsed into reverie, with her chin in lends and her eyes on the sky, when Marilla
returned from her cellar pilgrimage. There Mariéé& her until the early dinner was on the table.

"l suppose | can have the mare and buggy thisrafter, Matthew?" said Marilla.
Matthew nodded and looked wistfully at Anne. Mariihtercepted the look and said grimly:

"I'm going to drive over to White Sands and setties thing. I'll take Anne with me and Mrs.
Spencer will probably make arrangements to sendaek to Nova Scotia at once. I'll set your tea
out for you and I'll be home in time to milk thenem"

Still Matthew said nothing and Marilla had a sen$daving wasted words and breath. There is
nothing more aggravating than a man who won'thalkk—unless it is a woman who won't.

Matthew hitched the sorrel into the buggy in duaetiand Marilla and Anne set off. Matthew
opened the yard gate for them and as they drowvdystbrough, he said, to nobody in particular as it
seemed
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"Little Jerry Buote from the Creek was here thisrmiog, and | told him | guessed I'd hire him for
the summer."

Marilla made no reply, but she hit the unlucky sbsuch a vicious clip with the whip that the fat
mare, unused to such treatment, whizzed indignadalyn the lane at an alarming pace. Marilla
looked back once as the buggy bounced along andisswaggravating Matthew leaning over the
gate, looking wistfully after them.

CHAPTER V. Anne's History

"Do you know," said Anne confidentially, "I've made my mind to enjoy this drive. It's been my
experience that you can nearly always enjoy thihgsu make up your mind firmly that you will. Of
course, you must make it up FIRMLY. | am not gotoghink about going back to the asylum while
we're having our drive. I'm just going to think abdhe drive. Oh, look, there's one little earlyidwi
rose out! Isn't it lovely? Don't you think it musé glad to be a rose? Wouldn't it be nice if roses
could talk? I'm sure they could tell us such lovi#liyngs. And isn't pink the most bewitching color i
the world? | love it, but | can't wear it. Redhedgeople can't wear pink, not even in imagination.
Did you ever know of anybody whose hair was red mélee was young, but got to be another color
when she grew up?"

"No, | don't know as | ever did," said Marilla miessly, "and | shouldn't think it likely to happen
in your case either."

Anne sighed.

"Well, that is another hope gone. 'My life is afpet graveyard of buried hopes.' That's a sentence
I read in a book once, and | say it over to comfioyself whenever I'm disappointed in anything."

"l don't see where the comforting comes in mysakjd Marilla.

"Why, because it sounds so nice and romanticgsist| were a heroine in a book, you know. | am
so fond of romantic things, and a graveyard fulbafied hopes is about as romantic a thing as one
can imagine isn't it? I'm rather glad | have onee &ve going across the Lake of Shining Waters
today?"

"We're not going over Barry's pond, if that's wiygau mean by your Lake of Shining Waters.
We're going by the shore road.”

"Shore road sounds nice," said Anne dreamily.t"&sinice as it sounds? Just when you said 'shore
road' | saw it in a picture in my mind, as quicktlaat! And White Sands is a pretty name, too; but |
don't like it as well as Avonlea. Avonlea is a lyvaame. It just sounds like music. How far isat t
White Sands?"

"It's five miles; and as you're evidently bent afking you might as well talk to some purpose by
telling me what you know about yourself."

"Oh, what | KNOW about myself isn't really worthliteg,” said Anne eagerly. "If you'll only let
me tell you what | IMAGINE about myself you'll thirit ever so much more interesting."

"No, | don't want any of your imaginings. Just ystick to bald facts. Begin at the beginning.
Where were you born and how old are you?"

"l was eleven last March," said Anne, resigningsk#rto bald facts with a little sigh. "And | was
born in Bolingbroke, Nova Scotia. My father's nawees Walter Shirley, and he was a teacher in the
Bolingbroke High School. My mother's name was Bei8hirley. Aren't Walter and Bertha lovely
names? I'm so glad my parents had nice names.uldvie a real disgrace to have a father named—
well, say Jedediah, wouldn't it
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"l guess it doesn't matter what a person's nanas ibng as he behaves himself,” said Marilla,
feeling herself called upon to inculcate a good aseful moral.

"Well, | don't know." Anne looked thoughtful. "la€ in a book once that a rose by any other name
would smell as sweet, but I've never been ablestieve it. | don't believe a rose WOULD be as nice
if it was called a thistle or a skunk cabbage.gmase my father could have been a good man even if
he had been called Jedediah; but I'm sure it wbala been a cross. Well, my mother was a teacher
in the High school, too, but when she married falihee gave up teaching, of course. A husband was
enough responsibility. Mrs. Thomas said that theyeaa pair of babies and as poor as church mice.
They went to live in a weeny-teeny little yellowus® in Bolingbroke. I've never seen that house, but
I've imagined it thousands of times. | think it mbave had honeysuckle over the parlor window and
lilacs in the front yard and lilies of the vallaeysi inside the gate. Yes, and muslin curtains lithal
windows. Muslin curtains give a house such anlawas born in that house. Mrs. Thomas said | was
the homeliest baby she ever saw, | was so scrawdytiay and nothing but eyes, but that mother
thought | was perfectly beautiful. | should thinkn@ther would be a better judge than a poor woman
who came in to scrub, wouldn't you? I'm glad she satisfied with me anyhow, | would feel so sad
if I thought | was a disappointment to her—becasise didn't live very long after that, you see. She
died of fever when | was just three months oldo Mdsh she'd lived long enough for me to remember
calling her mother. | think it would be so sweesty 'mother,’ don't you? And father died four days
afterwards from fever too. That left me an orphad #olks were at their wits' end, so Mrs. Thomas
said, what to do with me. You see, nobody wantecewan then. It seems to be my fate. Father and
mother had both come from places far away and & well known they hadn't any relatives living.
Finally Mrs. Thomas said she'd take me, thoughwhe poor and had a drunken husband. She
brought me up by hand. Do you know if there is Bmg in being brought up by hand that ought to
make people who are brought up that way better diiaer people? Because whenever | was naughty
Mrs. Thomas would ask me how | could be such agiddvhen she had brought me up by hand—
reproachful-like.

"Mr. and Mrs. Thomas moved away from Bolingbrokevtarysville, and | lived with them until |
was eight years old. | helped look after the Thowktakiren—there were four of them younger than
me—and | can tell you they took a lot of lookingeaf Then Mr. Thomas was killed falling under a
train and his mother offered to take Mrs. Thomad #re children, but she didn't want me. Mrs.
Thomas was at HER wits' end, so she said, whao twith me. Then Mrs. Hammond from up the
river came down and said she'd take me, seeing Ihaady with children, and | went up the river to
live with her in a little clearing among the stumjiswas a very lonesome place. I'm sure | could
never have lived there if | hadn't had an imagoratMr. Hammond worked a little sawmill up there,
and Mrs. Hammond had eight children. She had twinse times. | like babies in moderation, but
twins three times in succession is TOO MUCH. | thlds. Hammond so firmly, when the last pair
came. | used to get so dreadfully tired carryirentrabout.

"l lived up river with Mrs. Hammond over two yeamnd then Mr. Hammond died and Mrs.
Hammond broke up housekeeping. She divided hedremilamong her relatives and went to the
States. | had to go to the asylum at Hopeton, Isecaobody would take me. They didn't want me at
the asylum, either; they said they were over-cralvade it was. But they had to take me and | was
there four months until Mrs. Spencer came."

Anne finished up with another sigh, of relief thime. Evidently she did not like talking about her
experiences in a world that had not wanted her.

"Did you ever go to school?" demanded Marilla, tugrthe sorrel mare down the shore road.

"Not a great deal. | went a little the last yeatdyed with Mrs. Thomas. When | went up river we
were so far from a school that | couldn't walknitwinter and there was a vacation in summer, so |
could only go in the spring and fall. But of coutsgent while | was at the asylum. | can read prett
well and | know ever so many pieces of poetry off Heart—'The Battle of Hohenlinden' and
'Edinburgh after Flodden,' and 'Bingen of the Rhiaed most of the 'Lady of the Lake' and most of
"The Seasons' by James Thompson. Don't you justdoetry that gives you a crinkly feeling up and
down your back? There is a piece in the Fifth Read&he Downfall of Poland'—that is just full of
thrills. Of course, | wasn't in the Fifth Readerws only in the Fourth—Dbut the big girls used to
lend me theirs to read
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"Were those women—Mrs. Thomas and Mrs. Hammond—gogou?" asked Marilla, looking at
Anne out of the corner of her eye.

"0-0-0-h," faltered Anne. Her sensitive little faseddenly flushed scarlet and embarrassment sat
on her brow. "Oh, they MEANT to be—I know they meém be just as good and kind as possible.
And when people mean to be good to you, you doimdrmeery much when they're not quite—
always. They had a good deal to worry them, youkris very trying to have a drunken husband,
you see; and it must be very trying to have twineé times in succession, don't you think? Buel fe
sure they meant to be good to me."

Marilla asked no more questions. Anne gave hergelo a silent rapture over the shore road and
Marilla guided the sorrel abstractedly while shegered deeply. Pity was suddenly stirring in her
heart for the child. What a starved, unloved life siad had—a life of drudgery and poverty and
neglect; for Marilla was shrewd enough to read letwthe lines of Anne's history and divine the
truth. No wonder she had been so delighted atrhgppct of a real home. It was a pity she had to be
sent back. What if she, Marilla, should indulge tlaw's unaccountable whim and let her stay? He
was set on it; and the child seemed a nice, tedelitle thing.

"She's got too much to say," thought Marilla, "sbe might be trained out of that. And there's
nothing rude or slangy in what she does say. $uydike. It's likely her people were nice folks."

The shore road was "woodsy and wild and loneso®@a.'the right hand, scrub firs, their spirits
quite unbroken by long years of tussle with thef guhds, grew thickly. On the left were the steep
red sandstone cliffs, so near the track in plabes @ mare of less steadiness than the sorrel might
have tried the nerves of the people behind her.batthe base of the cliffs were heaps of surf-worn
rocks or little sandy coves inlaid with pebblesiath ocean jewels; beyond lay the sea, shimmering
and blue, and over it soared the gulls, their pisiffashing silvery in the sunlight.

"Isn't the sea wonderful?" said Anne, rousing frehong, wide-eyed silence. "Once, when | lived
in Marysville, Mr. Thomas hired an express wagod ok us all to spend the day at the shore ten
miles away. | enjoyed every moment of that dayna¥/¢ had to look after the children all the time.
lived it over in happy dreams for years. But tHisre is nicer than the Marysville shore. Aren'tsino
gulls splendid? Would you like to be a gull? | thinwould—that is, if | couldn't be a human girl.
Don't you think it would be nice to wake up at ss@rand swoop down over the water and away out
over that lovely blue all day; and then at nighflydback to one's nest? Oh, | can just imagineetiys
doing it. What big house is that just ahead, pl@ase

"That's the White Sands Hotel. Mr. Kirke runs it bhe season hasn't begun yet. There are heaps
of Americans come there for the summer. They thindk shore is just about right."

"I was afraid it might be Mrs. Spencer's placejd anne mournfully. "I don't want to get there.
Somehow, it will seem like the end of everything."

CHAPTER VI. Marilla Makes Up Her Mind

Get there they did, however, in due season. Mren&gr lived in a big yellow house at White
Sands Cove, and she came to the door with surpnidevelcome mingled on her benevolent face.

"Dear, dear,"” she exclaimed, "you're the last féliss looking for today, but I'm real glad to see
you. You'll put your horse in? And how are you, &fh

“I'm as well as can be expected, thank you," samheAsmilelessly. A blight seemed to have
descended on her.

"l suppose we'll stay a little while to rest therma said Marilla, "but | promised Matthew I'd be
home early. The fact is, Mrs. Spencer, there's legumeer mistake somewhere, and I've come over to
see where it is. We send word, Matthew and I, far Yo bring us a boy from the asylum. We t
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your brother Robert to tell you we wanted a boydeerleven years old."

"Marilla Cuthbert, you don't say so!" said Mrs. 8per in distress. "Why, Robert sent word down
by his daughter Nancy and she said you wanted la-didn't she Flora Jane?" appealing to her
daughter who had come out to the steps.

"She certainly did, Miss Cuthbert," corroboratedrglJane earnestly.

"I'm dreadful sorry,"” said Mrs. Spencer. "It's foad; but it certainly wasn't my fault, you see, $1is
Cuthbert. | did the best | could and | thought Iswallowing your instructions. Nancy is a terrible
flighty thing. I've often had to scold her well foer heedlessness."

"It was our own fault," said Marilla resignedly. ‘8\should have come to you ourselves and not
left an important message to be passed along bg wfomouth in that fashion. Anyhow, the mistake
has been made and the only thing to do is to sight. Can we send the child back to the asylum? |
suppose they'll take her back, won't they?"

"l suppose so," said Mrs. Spencer thoughtfully,t"bdon't think it will be necessary to send her
back. Mrs. Peter Blewett was up here yesterday,siiedwas saying to me how much she wished
she'd sent by me for a little girl to help her. MPeter has a large family, you know, and she fihds
hard to get help. Anne will be the very girl foruyd call it positively providential.”

Marilla did not look as if she thought Providenadimuch to do with the matter. Here was an
unexpectedly good chance to get this unwelcomeaorpif her hands, and she did not even feel
grateful for it.

She knew Mrs. Peter Blewett only by sight as a kelafewish-faced woman without an ounce of
superfluous flesh on her bones. But she had heandro"A terrible worker and driver," Mrs. Peter
was said to be; and discharged servant girls eagsbme tales of her temper and stinginess, and her
family of pert, quarrelsome children. Marilla feltqualm of conscience at the thought of handing
Anne over to her tender mercies.

"Well, I'll go in and we'll talk the matter oveishe said.

"And if there isn't Mrs. Peter coming up the lahés tblessed minute!" exclaimed Mrs. Spencer,
bustling her guests through the hall into the pamdiere a deadly chill struck on them as if the ai
had been strained so long through dark green, lglasawn blinds that it had lost every particle of
warmth it had ever possessed. "That is real lufikywe can settle the matter right away. Take the
armchair, Miss Cuthbert. Anne, you sit here ondtieman and don't wiggle. Let me take your hats.
Flora Jane, go out and put the kettle on. Goodradten, Mrs. Blewett. We were just saying how
fortunate it was you happened along. Let me intcedyou two ladies. Mrs. Blewett, Miss Cuthbert.
Please excuse me for just a moment. | forgot td-teta Jane to take the buns out of the oven."

Mrs. Spencer whisked away, after pulling up thedsi Anne sitting mutely on the ottoman, with
her hands clasped tightly in her lap, stared at Bdesvett as one fascinated. Was she to be given int
the keeping of this sharp-faced, sharp-eyed won&ne?felt a lump coming up in her throat and her
eyes smarted painfully. She was beginning to baidashe couldn't keep the tears back when Mrs.
Spencer returned, flushed and beaming, quite capafblaking any and every difficulty, physical,
mental or spiritual, into consideration and segthinout of hand.

"It seems there's been a mistake about this fifitle Mrs. Blewett," she said. "I was under the
impression that Mr. and Miss Cuthbert wanted #elitfirl to adopt. | was certainly told so. But it
seems it was a boy they wanted. So if you're gtithe same mind you were yesterday, | think she'll
be just the thing for you."

Mrs. Blewett darted her eyes over Anne from heddab.
"How old are you and what's your name?" she denthnde

"Anne Shirley," faltered the shrinking child, noarthg to make any stipulations regarding the
spelling thereof, "and I'm eleven years old."

"Humph! You don't look as if there was much to yBut you're wiry. | don't know but the wiry
ones are the best after all. Well, if | take yow'{idhave to be a good girl, you know—good and gmar
and respectful. I'll expect you to earn your kesap] no mistake about that. Yes, | suppose | mig

9/4/201:



Page23 of 14z

well take her off your hands, Miss Cuthbert. Théys awful fractious, and I'm clean worn out
attending to him. If you like | can take her rigfdme now."

Marilla looked at Anne and softened at sight of ¢héd's pale face with its look of mute misery—
the misery of a helpless little creature who fiitdelf once more caught in the trap from whichatlh
escaped. Marilla felt an uncomfortable convictibatt if she denied the appeal of that look, it wioul
haunt her to her dying day. More-over, she did fasticy Mrs. Blewett. To hand a sensitive,
"highstrung"” child over to such a woman! No, shaldmot take the responsibility of doing that!

"Well, | don't know," she said slowly. "I didn'tys#éhat Matthew and | had absolutely decided that
we wouldn't keep her. In fact | may say that Matthe disposed to keep her. | just came over to find
out how the mistake had occurred. | think I'd beteke her home again and talk it over with
Matthew. | feel that | oughtn't to decide on angthivithout consulting him. If we make up our mind
not to keep her we'll bring or send her over to smuorrow night. If we don't you may know that she
is going to stay with us. Will that suit you, MBlewett?"

"l suppose it'll have to," said Mrs. Blewett ungoarsly.

During Marilla's speech a sunrise had been dawoimgnne's face. First the look of despair faded
out; then came a faint flush of hope; her eyes gteep and bright as morning stars. The child was
quite transfigured; and, a moment later, when Nrgencer and Mrs. Blewett went out in quest of a
recipe the latter had come to borrow she spraranaflew across the room to Marilla.

"Oh, Miss Cuthbert, did you really say that perhgps would let me stay at Green Gables?" she
said, in a breathless whisper, as if speaking aloight shatter the glorious possibility. "Did you
really say it? Or did | only imagine that you did?"

"l think you'd better learn to control that imadioa of yours, Anne, if you can't distinguish
between what is real and what isn't," said Madhassly. "Yes, you did hear me say just that and no
more. It isn't decided yet and perhaps we will dade to let Mrs. Blewett take you after all. She
certainly needs you much more than | do."

"I'd rather go back to the asylum than go to livighvher," said Anne passionately. "She looks
exactly like a—like a gimlet."

Marilla smothered a smile under the conviction #hiahe must be reproved for such a speech.

"A little girl like you should be ashamed of talgirso about a lady and a stranger," she said
severely. "Go back and sit down quietly and holdntongue and behave as a good girl should."

"I'll try to do and be anything you want me, if yibonly keep me," said Anne, returning meekly to
her ottoman.

When they arrived back at Green Gables that evedaghew met them in the lane. Marilla from
afar had noted him prowling along it and guesssdrotive. She was prepared for the relief she read
in his face when he saw that she had at least htdaagk Anne back with her. But she said nothing,
to him, relative to the affair, until they were batut in the yard behind the barn milking the cows.
Then she briefly told him Anne's history and theuteof the interview with Mrs. Spencer.

"l wouldn't give a dog | liked to that Blewett womasaid Matthew with unusual vim.

"I don't fancy her style myself,” admitted Marilldut it's that or keeping her ourselves, Matthew.
And since you seem to want her, | suppose I'm wgii-or have to be. I've been thinking over the
idea until I've got kind of used to it. It seemsaat of duty. I've never brought up a child, espkgia
girl, and | dare say I'll make a terrible mess tofBut I'll do my best. So far as I'm concerned,
Matthew, she may stay."

Matthew's shy face was a glow of delight.

"Well now, | reckoned you'd come to see it in thight, Marilla,” he said. "She's such an
interesting little thing."

"It'd be more to the point if you could say she waasseful little thing,"” retorted Marilla, "butll'l
make it my business to see she's trained to beAnat mind, Matthew, you're not to go interfering
with my methods. Perhaps an old maid doesn't knomtnabout bringing up a child, but | guess
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knows more than an old bachelor. So you just leageto manage her. When 1 fail it'll be time
enough to put your oar in."

"There, there, Marilla, you can have your own wagld Matthew reassuringly. "Only be as good
and kind to her as you can without spoiling hekind of think she's one of the sort you can do
anything with if you only get her to love you."

Marilla sniffed, to express her contempt for Mattteopinions concerning anything feminine, and
walked off to the dairy with the palils.

"I won't tell her tonight that she can stay," shflected, as she strained the milk into the creamer
"She'd be so excited that she wouldn't sleep a.wWidcilla Cuthbert, you're fairly in for it. Did yo
ever suppose you'd see the day when you'd be adagati orphan girl? It's surprising enough; but not
so surprising as that Matthew should be at theobotf it, him that always seemed to have such a
mortal dread of little girls. Anyhow, we've decided the experiment and goodness only knows what
will come of it."

CHAPTER VII. Anne Says Her Prayers

When Marilla took Anne up to bed that night shel siffly:

"Now, Anne, | noticed last night that you threw yalothes all about the floor when you took
them off. That is a very untidy habit, and | cadfow it at all. As soon as you take off any adiclf
clothing fold it neatly and place it on the ch&ihaven't any use at all for little girls who atereat.”

"l was so harrowed up in my mind last night thdtdn't think about my clothes at all,” said Anne.
"I'll fold them nicely tonight. They always made dg that at the asylum. Half the time, though, I'd
forget, I'd be in such a hurry to get into bed raod quiet and imagine things."

"You'll have to remember a little better if youstaere," admonished Marilla. "There, that looks
something like. Say your prayers now and get im.'b

"l never say any prayers," announced Anne.
Marilla looked horrified astonishment.

"Why, Anne, what do you mean? Were you never tatgisay your prayers? God always wants
little girls to say their prayers. Don't you knowavGod is, Anne?"

"God is a spirit, infinite, eternal and unchandea His being, wisdom, power, holiness, justice,
goodness, and truth,™ responded Anne promptlyggibty.

Marilla looked rather relieved.

"So you do know something then, thank goodnessirémot quite a heathen. Where did you learn
that?"

"Oh, at the asylum Sunday-school. They made us lgexr whole catechism. | liked it pretty well.
There's something splendid about some of the wdrd&ite, eternal and unchangeable.’ Isn't that
grand? It has such a roll to it—just like a big amgplaying. You couldn't quite call it poetry, |
suppose, but it sounds a lot like it, doesn't it?"

"We're not talking about poetry, Anne—we are tagkabout saying your prayers. Don't you know
it's a terrible wicked thing not to say your prayewvery night? I'm afraid you are a very bad little

girl."

"You'd find it easier to be bad than good if youdhad hair," said Anne reproachfully. "People
who haven't red hair don't know what trouble issMrhomas told me that God made my hair red ON
PURPOSE, and I've never cared about Him since. @&ndhow I'd always be too tired at night
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bother saying prayers. People who have to look aftens can't be expected to say their prayers.
Now, do you honestly think they can?"

Marilla decided that Anne's religious training mbstbegun at once. Plainly there was no time to
be lost.

"You must say your prayers while you are under oof,rAnne."

"Why, of course, if you want me to," assented Aoheerfully. "I'd do anything to oblige you. But
you'll have to tell me what to say for this oncdteA| get into bed I'll imagine out a real nicexper
to say always. | believe that it will be quite irgsting, now that I come to think of it."

"You must kneel down," said Marilla in embarrassinen
Anne knelt at Marilla's knee and looked up gravely.

"Why must people kneel down to pray? If | reallynted to pray I'll tell you what I'd do. I'd go out
into a great big field all alone or into the dedpep, woods, and I'd look up into the sky—up—up—
up—into that lovely blue sky that looks as if theras no end to its blueness. And then I'd just FEEL
a prayer. Well, I'm ready. What am | to say?"

Marilla felt more embarrassed than ever. She h&ehded to teach Anne the childish classic,
"Now | lay me down to sleep." But she had, as lenémd you, the glimmerings of a sense of
humor—which is simply another name for a sensétioé$s of things; and it suddenly occurred to her
that that simple little prayer, sacred to whitegdlzhildhood lisping at motherly knees, was entirel
unsuited to this freckled witch of a girl who knend cared nothing bout God's love, since she had
never had it translated to her through the meditiruman love.

"You're old enough to pray for yourself, Anne," stad finally. "Just thank God for your blessings
and ask Him humbly for the things you want."

"Well, I'l do my best," promised Anne, burying htace in Marilla's lap. "Gracious heavenly
Father—that's the way the ministers say it in chuso | suppose it's all right in private prayen't
it?" she interjected, lifting her head for a moment

"Gracious heavenly Father, | thank Thee for the White
Way of Delight and the Lake of Shining Waters an d Bonny
and the Snow Queen. I'm really extremely gratefu | for
them. And that's all the blessings | can think o fjust
now to thank Thee for. As for the things | want,

they're so numerous that it would take a great d eal of
time to name them all so | will only mention the two
most important. Please let me stay at Green Gabl es;

and please let me be good-looking when | grow up

| remain,

"Yours respectfully,
Anne Shirley.

"There, did | do all right?" she asked eagerlytiggtup. "I could have made it much more flowery
if I'd had a little more time to think it over."

Poor Marilla was only preserved from complete qula by remembering that it was not
irreverence, but simply spiritual ignorance on thart of Anne that was responsible for this
extraordinary petition. She tucked the child uped, mentally vowing that she should be taught a
prayer the very next day, and was leaving the radtm the light when Anne called her back.

"I've just thought of it now. | should have sailimen’ in place of 'yours respectfully,” shouldn't
I?—the way the ministers do. I'd forgotten it, bdiélt a prayer should be finished off in some way,
so | put in the other. Do you suppose it will makey difference?"

"I—I don't suppose it will," said Marilla. "Go tdeep now like a good child. Good night."

"l can only say good night tonight with a clear soience," said Anne, cuddling luxuriously down
among her pillows
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Marilla retreated to the kitchen, set the candialff on the table, and glared at Matthew.

"Matthew Cuthbert, it's about time somebody adopted child and taught her something. She's
next door to a perfect heathen. Will you believat tthe never said a prayer in her life till ton®hl
send her to the manse tomorrow and borrow the Be#dpe Day series, that's what I'll do. And she
shall go to Sunday-school just as soon as | casayae suitable clothes made for her. | foreseel that
shall have my hands full. Well, well, we can't ggbugh this world without our share of troubleel’
had a pretty easy life of it so far, but my times lkame at last and | suppose I'll just have to ntlh&e
best of it."

CHAPTER VIII. Anne's Bringing-up Is Begun

For reasons best known to herself, Marilla did teitAnne that she was to stay at Green Gables
until the next afternoon. During the forenoon sketkthe child busy with various tasks and watched
over her with a keen eye while she did them. Bymsbe had concluded that Anne was smart and
obedient, willing to work and quick to learn; heosh serious shortcoming seemed to be a tendency
to fall into daydreams in the middle of a task &mdet all about it until such time as she was glyar
recalled to earth by a reprimand or a catastrophe.

When Anne had finished washing the dinner dishesssiddenly confronted Marilla with the air
and expression of one desperately determined ta tba worst. Her thin little body trembled from
head to foot; her face flushed and her eyes dilateidithey were almost black; she clasped her sand
tightly and said in an imploring voice:

"Oh, please, Miss Cuthbert, won't you tell me itiyare going to send me away or not? I've tried to
be patient all the morning, but | really feel thaiannot bear not knowing any longer. It's a drabdf
feeling. Please tell me."

"You haven't scalded the dishcloth in clean hotewas | told you to do," said Marilla immovably.
"Just go and do it before you ask any more questidnne."

Anne went and attended to the dishcloth. Then sherred to Marilla and fastened imploring eyes
of the latter's face. "Well," said Marilla, unaltie find any excuse for deferring her explanation
longer, "l suppose | might as well tell you. Matthand | have decided to keep you—that is, if you
will try to be a good little girl and show yoursejfateful. Why, child, whatever is the matter?"

"I'm crying," said Anne in a tone of bewildermetitcan't think why. I'm glad as glad can be. Oh,
GLAD doesn't seem the right word at all. | was giédut the White Way and the cherry blossoms—
but this! Oh, it's something more than glad. I'mhappy. I'll try to be so good. It will be uphillonk,
| expect, for Mrs. Thomas often told me | was deafsdy wicked. However, I'll do my very best. But
can you tell me why I'm crying?"

"l suppose it's because you're all excited and wankp," said Marilla disapprovingly. "Sit down
on that chair and try to calm yourself. I'm afrgiml both cry and laugh far too easily. Yes, you can
stay here and we will try to do right by you. Yowsh go to school; but it's only a fortnight till
vacation so it isn't worth while for you to stagfbre it opens again in September."

"What am | to call you?" asked Anne. "Shall | alwasay Miss Cuthbert? Can | call you Aunt
Marilla?"

"No; you'll call me just plain Marilla. I'm not udéo being called Miss Cuthbert and it would make
me nervous."

"It sounds awfully disrespectful to just say Maxjll protested Anne.
"l guess there'll be nothing disrespectful in itydu're careful to speak respectfully. Everybody,
young and old, in Avonlea calls me Marilla excdm minister. He says Miss Cutht—when he

9/4/201:



Page27 of 14z
thinks of it."

"I'd love to call you Aunt Marilla," said Anne wistly. "I've never had an aunt or any relation at
all—not even a grandmother. It would make me feseif & really belonged to you. Can't | call you
Aunt Marilla?"

"No. I'm not your aunt and | don't believe in aadlipeople names that don't belong to them."
"But we could imagine you were my aunt.”

"I couldn't,” said Marilla grimly.

"Do you never imagine things different from whagytreally are?" asked Anne wide-eyed.
"No."

"Oh!" Anne drew a long breath. "Oh, Miss—Marillagvia much you miss!"

"l don't believe in imagining things different fromhat they really are," retorted Marilla. "When
the Lord puts us in certain circumstances He dbesean for us to imagine them away. And that
reminds me. Go into the sitting room, Anne—be suer feet are clean and don't let any flies in—
and bring me out the illustrated card that's onnttamtelpiece. The Lord's Prayer is on it and you'll
devote your spare time this afternoon to learnirgfiby heart. There's to be no more of such prayi
as | heard last night."

"l suppose | was very awkward," said Anne apolagdiy, "but then, you see, I'd never had any
practice. You couldn't really expect a person typrery well the first time she tried, could you? |
thought out a splendid prayer after | went to lpest, as | promised you | would. It was nearly asglo
as a minister's and so poetical. But would youelveliit? | couldn't remember one word when | woke
up this morning. And I'm afraid I'll never be albtethink out another one as good. Somehow, things
never are so good when they're thought out a setbmed Have you ever noticed that?"

"Here is something for you to notice, Anne. Whealllyou to do a thing | want you to obey me at
once and not stand stock-still and discourse aibaiust you go and do as | bid you."

Anne promptly departed for the sitting-room acrthss hall; she failed to return; after waiting ten
minutes Marilla laid down her knitting and marctegter her with a grim expression. She found Anne
standing motionless before a picture hanging onvthl between the two windows, with her eyes
astar with dreams. The white and green light sédhithrough apple trees and clustering vines outside
fell over the rapt little figure with a half-unelly radiance.

"Anne, whatever are you thinking of?" demanded Masharply.
Anne came back to earth with a start.

"That," she said, pointing to the picture—a ratlimid chromo entitled, "Christ Blessing Little
Children"—"and | was just imagining | was one oéti—that | was the little girl in the blue dress,
standing off by herself in the corner as if shendibelong to anybody, like me. She looks lonelg an
sad, don't you think? | guess she hadn't any fathenother of her own. But she wanted to be
blessed, too, so she just crept shyly up on thsidritof the crowd, hoping nobody would notice
her—except Him. I'm sure | know just how she feler heart must have beat and her hands must
have got cold, like mine did when | asked you ¢buld stay. She was afraid He mightn't notice her.
But it's likely He did, don't you think? I've be&ging to imagine it all out—her edging a littlearer
all the time until she was quite close to Him; ainen He would look at her and put His hand on her
hair and oh, such a thrill of joy as would run ower! But | wish the artist hadn't painted Him so
sorrowful looking. All His pictures are like that,you've noticed. But | don't believe He couldliga
have looked so sad or the children would have lbaémid of Him."

"Anne," said Marilla, wondering why she had not ko into this speech long before, "you
shouldn't talk that way. It's irreverent—positivaiseverent.”

Anne's eyes marveled.
"Why, | felt just as reverent as could be. I'm sud@n't mean to be irreverent."
"Well | don't suppose you c—but it doesn't sound right to talk so familiarlyoaib such things
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And another thing, Anne, when | send you after gbing you're to bring it at once and not fall
into mooning and imagining before pictures. Remantbat. Take that card and come right to the
kitchen. Now, sit down in the corner and learn fratyer off by heart."

Anne set the card up against the jugful of apptssdms she had brought in to decorate the dinner-
table—Marilla had eyed that decoration askance,Haat said nothing—propped her chin on her
hands, and fell to studying it intently for seveséént minutes.

"l like this," she announced at length. "It's béalt I've heard it before—I heard the
superintendent of the asylum Sunday school sayeit once. But | didn't like it then. He had such a
cracked voice and he prayed it so mournfully. llyelelt sure he thought praying was a disagreeable
duty. This isn't poetry, but it makes me feel jirst same way poetry does. 'Our Father who art in
heaven hallowed be Thy name.' That is just likena bf music. Oh, I'm so glad you thought of
making me learn this, Miss—Marilla."

"Well, learn it and hold your tongue,” said Maridibortly.

Anne tipped the vase of apple blossoms near entupkstow a soft kiss on a pink-cupped bud,
and then studied diligently for some moments longer

"Marilla,” she demanded presently, "do you thinlatth shall ever have a bosom friend in
Avonlea?"

"A—a what kind of friend?"

"A bosom friend—an intimate friend, you know—a fgdlindred spirit to whom | can confide my
inmost soul. I've dreamed of meeting her all mg.lifnever really supposed | would, but so many of
my loveliest dreams have come true all at once peahaps this one will, too. Do you think it's
possible?"

"Diana Barry lives over at Orchard Slope and shbtut your age. She's a very nice little girl, and
perhaps she will be a playmate for you when sheesohrome. She's visiting her aunt over at
Carmody just now. You'll have to be careful how yahave yourself, though. Mrs. Barry is a very
particular woman. She won't let Diana play with #tile girl who isn't nice and good."

Anne looked at Marilla through the apple blossohes,eyes aglow with interest.

"What is Diana like? Her hair isn't red, is it? Qhhope not. It's bad enough to have red hair
myself, but | positively couldn't endure it in asoon friend."

"Diana is a very pretty little girl. She has blamkes and hair and rosy cheeks. And she is good and
smart, which is better than being pretty."

Marilla was as fond of morals as the Duchess in #éoiand, and was firmly convinced that one
should be tacked on to every remark made to a @il was being brought up.

But Anne waved the moral inconsequently aside aized only on the delightful possibilities
before it.

"Oh, I'm so glad she's pretty. Next to being béalutineself—and that's impossible in my case—it
would be best to have a beautiful bosom friend. EVhieved with Mrs. Thomas she had a bookcase
in her sitting room with glass doors. There werany books in it; Mrs. Thomas kept her best china
and her preserves there—when she had any presenkesp. One of the doors was broken. Mr.
Thomas smashed it one night when he was slightibxicated. But the other was whole and | used to
pretend that my reflection in it was another litgiel who lived in it. | called her Katie Mauricand
we were very intimate. | used to talk to her by lloer, especially on Sunday, and tell her evergthin
Katie was the comfort and consolation of my lifeeWsed to pretend that the bookcase was
enchanted and that if | only knew the spell | conen the door and step right into the room where
Katie Maurice lived, instead of into Mrs. Thomakekles of preserves and china. And then Katie
Maurice would have taken me by the hand and lecoatento a wonderful place, all flowers and
sunshine and fairies, and we would have lived tlhengpy for ever after. When | went to live with
Mrs. Hammond it just broke my heart to leave Kdfigurice. She felt it dreadfully, too, | know she
did, for she was crying when she kissed me goodthyeugh the bookcase door. There was no
bookcase at Mrs. Hammond's. But just up the rivigtla way from the house there was a long gr
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little valley, and the loveliest echo lived theleechoed back every word you said, even if you
didn't talk a bit loud. So | imagined that it waitde girl called Violetta and we were great figts
and | loved her almost as well as | loved Katie kta+—not quite, but almost, you know. The night
before | went to the asylum | said good-bye to ¥fita, and oh, her good-bye came back to me in
such sad, sad tones. | had become so attached tloalhé hadn't the heart to imagine a bosom friend
at the asylum, even if there had been any scopenfigination there."

"l think it's just as well there wasn't," said Miidrily. "I don't approve of such goings-on. You
seem to half believe your own imaginations. It v well for you to have a real live friend to put
such nonsense out of your head. But don't let Basry hear you talking about your Katie Maurices
and your Violettas or she'll think you tell storles

"Oh, | won't. | couldn't talk of them to everybodyheir memories are too sacred for that. But |
thought I'd like to have you know about them. Qiokl, here's a big bee just tumbled out of an apple
blossom. Just think what a lovely place to live—aimapple blossom! Fancy going to sleep in it when
the wind was rocking it. If | wasn't a human girthink I'd like to be a bee and live among the
flowers."

"Yesterday you wanted to be a sea gull,” sniffedillda " think you are very fickle minded. | told
you to learn that prayer and not talk. But it seemgossible for you to stop talking if you've got
anybody that will listen to you. So go up to yooom and learn it."

"Oh, | know it pretty nearly all now—all but judid last line."

"Well, never mind, do as | tell you. Go to your ne@nd finish learning it well, and stay there until
| call you down to help me get tea."

"Can | take the apple blossoms with me for compapieaded Anne.

"No; you don't want your room cluttered up withvilers. You should have left them on the tree in
the first place."

"l did feel a little that way, too," said Anne.Kind of felt | shouldn't shorten their lovely livéy
picking them—I wouldn't want to be picked if | weas apple blossom. But the temptation was
IRRESISTIBLE. What do you do when you meet withiraesistible temptation?"

"Anne, did you hear me tell you to go to your ro6m?
Anne sighed, retreated to the east gable, andbgat th a chair by the window.

"There—I know this prayer. | learned that last seoe coming upstairs. Now I'm going to imagine
things into this room so that they'll always stayagined. The floor is covered with a white velvet
carpet with pink roses all over it and there arksilk curtains at the windows. The walls are hung
with gold and silver brocade tapestry. The furr@tis mahogany. | never saw any mahogany, but it
does sound SO luxurious. This is a couch all heaptdgorgeous silken cushions, pink and blue and
crimson and gold, and | am reclining gracefullyionl can see my reflection in that splendid big
mirror hanging on the wall. | am tall and regahdalin a gown of trailing white lace, with a pearl
cross on my breast and pearls in my hair. My tsaafimidnight darkness and my skin is a clear ivory
pallor. My name is the Lady Cordelia Fitzgerald., Masn't—I can't make THAT seem real."

She danced up to the little looking-glass and pker® it. Her pointed freckled face and solemn
gray eyes peered back at her.

"You're only Anne of Green Gables," she said ediyieand | see you, just as you are looking
now, whenever | try to imagine I'm the Lady CordeBut it's a million times nicer to be Anne of
Green Gables than Anne of nowhere in particulatt "

She bent forward, kissed her reflection affectielyatand betook herself to the open window.

"Dear Snow Queen, good afternoon. And good afterradear birches down in the hollow. And
good afternoon, dear gray house up on the hillohaer if Diana is to be my bosom friend. | hope
she will, and | shall love her very much. But | masver quite forget Katie Maurice and Violetta.
They would feel so hurt if | did and I'd hate tathanybody's feelings, even a little bookcasesyoft
a little echo girl's. | must be careful to rememtbem and send them a kiss every d
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Anne blew a couple of airy kisses from her fingestpast the cherry blossoms and then, with her
chin in her hands, drifted luxuriously out on a sédaydreams.

CHAPTER IX. Mrs. Rachel Lynde Is Properly
Horrified

Anne had been a fortnight at Green Gables befoe Mmde arrived to inspect her. Mrs. Rachel,
to do her justice, was not to blame for this. Aegevand unseasonable attack of grippe had confined
that good lady to her house ever since the occadiber last visit to Green Gables. Mrs. Rachel was
not often sick and had a well-defined contemptdeople who were; but grippe, she asserted, was
like no other illness on earth and could only bterpreted as one of the special visitations of
Providence. As soon as her doctor allowed her tchpufoot out-of-doors she hurried up to Green
Gables, bursting with curiosity to see Matthew amarilla's orphan, concerning whom all sorts of
stories and suppositions had gone abroad in Avonlea

Anne had made good use of every waking momentaifftrtnight. Already she was acquainted
with every tree and shrub about the place. Shedisvered that a lane opened out below the apple
orchard and ran up through a belt of woodland; simel had explored it to its furthest end in all its
delicious vagaries of brook and bridge, fir coppace wild cherry arch, corners thick with fern, and
branching byways of maple and mountain ash.

She had made friends with the spring down in thiéoWwe—that wonderful deep, clear icy-cold
spring; it was set about with smooth red sandst@mesrimmed in by great palm-like clumps of
water fern; and beyond it was a log bridge overituek.

That bridge led Anne's dancing feet up over a wdold# beyond, where perpetual twilight
reigned under the straight, thick-growing firs asmtuces; the only flowers there were myriads of
delicate "June bells,” those shyest and sweetesivamidland blooms, and a few pale, aerial
starflowers, like the spirits of last year's blaaso Gossamers glimmered like threads of silver gmon
the trees and the fir boughs and tassels seemdtetdriendly speech.

All these raptured voyages of exploration were miadde odd half hours which she was allowed
for play, and Anne talked Matthew and Marilla ha#faf over her discoveries. Not that Matthew
complained, to be sure; he listened to it all vétiwordless smile of enjoyment on his face; Marilla
permitted the "chatter" until she found herselfdratg too interested in it, whereupon she always
promptly quenched Anne by a curt command to hotddregue.

Anne was out in the orchard when Mrs. Rachel camaedering at her own sweet will through the
lush, tremulous grasses splashed with ruddy evesumghine; so that good lady had an excellent
chance to talk her iliness fully over, describingery ache and pulse beat with such evident
enjoyment that Marilla thought even grippe mustndriits compensations. When details were
exhausted Mrs. Rachel introduced the real reasberotall.

"I've been hearing some surprising things aboutammiiMatthew."

"l don't suppose you are any more surprised theam Imyself,” said Marilla. "I'm getting over my
surprise now."

"It was too bad there was such a mistake," said Rexhel sympathetically. "Couldn't you have
sent her back?"

"l suppose we could, but we decided not to. Mattheak a fancy to her. And | must say | like her
myself—although | admit she has her faults. Theskoseems a different place already. She's a real
bright little thing."

Marilla said more than she had intended to say vdenbegan, for she read disapproval in Mrs.
Rachel's expressio
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"It's a great responsibility you've taken on yolifSesaid that lady gloomily, "especially when
you've never had any experience with children. Ymn't know much about her or her real
disposition, | suppose, and there's no guessingaohild like that will turn out. But | don't watd
discourage you I'm sure, Marilla."

"I'm not feeling discouraged," was Marilla's drgpense, "when | make up my mind to do a thing
it stays made up. | suppose you'd like to see Atlheall her in."

Anne came running in presently, her face sparkiuitty the delight of her orchard rovings; but,
abashed at finding the delight herself in the ueeigd presence of a stranger, she halted confusedly
inside the door. She certainly was an odd-lookititg Icreature in the short tight wincey dress she
had worn from the asylum, below which her thin lsgemed ungracefully long. Her freckles were
more numerous and obtrusive than ever; the wind ro#ited her hatless hair into over-brilliant
disorder; it had never looked redder than at thahent.

"Well, they didn't pick you for your looks, thatsire and certain,” was Mrs. Rachel Lynde's
emphatic comment. Mrs. Rachel was one of thoseglit#li and popular people who pride
themselves on speaking their mind without fearamof. "She's terrible skinny and homely, Marilla.
Come here, child, and let me have a look at yowfubheart, did any one ever see such freckles?
And hair as red as carrots! Come here, child, I'say

Anne "came there," but not exactly as Mrs. Rachxgleeted. With one bound she crossed the
kitchen floor and stood before Mrs. Rachel, heefacarlet with anger, her lips quivering, and her
whole slender form trembling from head to foot.

"l hate you," she cried in a choked voice, stamiagfoot on the floor. "I hate you—I hate you—
| hate you—" a louder stamp with each assertiohatfed. "How dare you call me skinny and ugly?
How dare you say I'm freckled and redheaded? Yewaude, impolite, unfeeling woman!"

"Anne!" exclaimed Marilla in consternation.

But Anne continued to face Mrs. Rachel undauntedBad up, eyes blazing, hands clenched,
passionate indignation exhaling from her like anagphere.

"How dare you say such things about me?" she regeaghemently. "How would you like to have
such things said about you? How would you like eatddd that you are fat and clumsy and probably
hadn't a spark of imagination in you? | don't datedo hurt your feelings by saying so! | hopeurh
them. You have hurt mine worse than they were buer before even by Mrs. Thomas' intoxicated
husband. And I'll NEVER forgive you for it, neverver!"

Stamp! Stamp!
"Did anybody ever see such a temper!" exclaimedtrédfied Mrs. Rachel.

"Anne go to your room and stay there until | conme"said Marilla, recovering her powers of
speech with difficulty.

Anne, bursting into tears, rushed to the hall deteynmed it until the tins on the porch wall
outside rattled in sympathy, and fled through th# and up the stairs like a whirlwind. A subdued
slam above told that the door of the east gableblead shut with equal vehemence.

"Well, | don't envy you your job bringing THAT uparilla,” said Mrs. Rachel with unspeakable
solemnity.

Marilla opened her lips to say she knew not whadpaflogy or deprecation. What she did say was
a surprise to herself then and ever afterwards.

"You shouldn't have twitted her about her lookscHd."

"Marilla Cuthbert, you don't mean to say that yoe apholding her in such a terrible display of
temper as we've just seen?" demanded Mrs. Raafighemntly.

"No," said Marilla slowly, "I'm not trying to excesher. She's been very naughty and I'll have to
give her a talking to about it. But we must makewénces for her. She's never been taught what is
right. And you WERE too hard on her, Rach
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Marilla could not help tacking on that last sentsrithough she was again surprised at herself for
doing it. Mrs. Rachel got up with an air of offexddgignity.

"Well, | see that I'll have to be very careful whatay after this, Marilla, since the fine feelingfs
orphans, brought from goodness knows where, hawe tconsidered before anything else. Oh, no,
I'm not vexed—don't worry yourself. I'm too sorr fyou to leave any room for anger in my mind.
You'll have your own troubles with that child. Bifityou'll take my advice—which | suppose you
won't do, although I've brought up ten children d@ndied two—you'll do that 'talking to' you
mention with a fair-sized birch switch. | shouldnth THAT would be the most effective language for
that kind of a child. Her temper matches her hguéss. Well, good evening, Marilla. | hope you'l
come down to see me often as usual. But you cap&ce me to visit here again in a hurry, if I'm
liable to be flown at and insulted in such a fashils something new in MY experience."

Whereat Mrs. Rachel swept out and away—if a fat eomwho always waddled COULD be said
to sweep away—and Marilla with a very solemn faembk herself to the east gable.

On the way upstairs she pondered uneasily as td stteaought to do. She felt no little dismay
over the scene that had just been enacted. Howtun&de that Anne should have displayed such
temper before Mrs. Rachel Lynde, of all people! Mhdarilla suddenly became aware of an
uncomfortable and rebuking consciousness thatedhenbre humiliation over this than sorrow over
the discovery of such a serious defect in Annespatition. And how was she to punish her? The
amiable suggestion of the birch switch—to the éficy of which all of Mrs. Rachel's own children
could have borne smarting testimony—did not appedlarilla. She did not believe she could whip
a child. No, some other method of punishment madbhnd to bring Anne to a proper realization of
the enormity of her offense.

Marilla found Anne face downward on her bed, cryimigerly, quite oblivious of muddy boots on
a clean counterpane.

"Anne," she said not ungently.
No answer.
"Anne," with greater severity, "get off that bedstminute and listen to what | have to say to you."

Anne squirmed off the bed and sat rigidly on achaside it, her face swollen and tear-stained and
her eyes fixed stubbornly on the floor.

"This is a nice way for you to behave. Anne! Argwt ashamed of yourself?"
"She hadn't any right to call me ugly and redheddetorted Anne, evasive and defiant.

"You hadn't any right to fly into such a fury aradktthe way you did to her, Anne. | was ashamed
of you—thoroughly ashamed of you. | wanted you éhdve nicely to Mrs. Lynde, and instead of
that you have disgraced me. I'm sure | don't kndw wou should lose your temper like that just
because Mrs. Lynde said you were red-haired andehonvou say it yourself often enough.”

"Oh, but there's such a difference between sayitlgng yourself and hearing other people say it,"
wailed Anne. "You may know a thing is so, but y@an't help hoping other people don't quite think it
is. | suppose you think | have an awful temper, bobuldn't help it. When she said those things
something just rose right up in me and choked r#AD to fly out at her."

"Well, you made a fine exhibition of yourself | niisay. Mrs. Lynde will have a nice story to tell
about you everywhere—and she'll tell it, too. Itsveadreadful thing for you to lose your temper like
that, Anne."

"Just imagine how you would feel if somebody tolmuyto your face that you were skinny and
ugly," pleaded Anne tearfully.

An old remembrance suddenly rose up before Maidlze had been a very small child when she
had heard one aunt say of her to another, "Whéyalpe is such a dark, homely little thing." M&il
was every day of fifty before the sting had goneasuhat memory.

"l don't say that | think Mrs. Lynde was exactlght in saying what she did to you, Anne," :

9/4/201:



Page33 of 14z

admitted in a softer tone. "Rachel is too outspolBari that is no excuse for such behavior on your
part. She was a stranger and an elderly persomgndsitor—all three very good reasons why you
should have been respectful to her. You were rudesaucy and"—Marilla had a saving inspiration
of punishment—"you must go to her and tell her go@ very sorry for your bad temper and ask her
to forgive you."

"l can never do that," said Anne determinedly aadly. "You can punish me in any way you like,
Marilla. You can shut me up in a dark, damp dungetabited by snakes and toads and feed me
only on bread and water and | shall not complaurt. IRannot ask Mrs. Lynde to forgive me."

"We're not in the habit of shutting people up inrkdaamp dungeons,” said Marilla drily,
"especially as they're rather scarce in Avonleda.dwologize to Mrs. Lynde you must and shall and
you'll stay here in your room until you can tell yeu're willing to do it."

"I shall have to stay here forever then," said Ammurnfully, "because | can't tell Mrs. Lynde I'm
sorry | said those things to her. How can I? I'mMN\$arry. I'm sorry I've vexed you; but I'm GLAD |
told her just what | did. It was a great satisf@ctil can't say I'm sorry when I'm not, can I? m'ta
even IMAGINE I'm sorry."

"Perhaps your imagination will be in better workiogler by the morning," said Matrilla, rising to
depart. "You'll have the night to think over yownduct in and come to a better frame of mind. You
said you would try to be a very good girl if we keu at Green Gables, but | must say it hasn't
seemed very much like it this evening."

Leaving this Parthian shaft to rankle in Anne'statp bosom, Marilla descended to the kitchen,
grievously troubled in mind and vexed in soul. 8l&s as angry with herself as with Anne, because,
whenever she recalled Mrs. Rachel's dumbfoundedtenance her lips twitched with amusement
and she felt a most reprehensible desire to laugh.

CHAPTER X. Anne's Apology

Marilla said nothing to Matthew about the affairathevening; but when Anne proved still
refractory the next morning an explanation had ¢ontade to account for her absence from the
breakfast table. Marilla told Matthew the wholergtdaking pains to impress him with a due sense of
the enormity of Anne's behavior.

"It's a good thing Rachel Lynde got a calling dovaie's a meddlesome old gossip,” was
Matthew's consolatory rejoinder.

"Matthew Cuthbert, I'm astonished at you. You krivat Anne's behavior was dreadful, and yet
you take her part! | suppose you'll be saying tieixig that she oughtn't to be punished at all!"

"Well now—no—not exactly," said Matthew uneasilyréckon she ought to be punished a little.
But don't be too hard on her, Marilla. Recollece dasn't ever had anyone to teach her right.
You're—you're going to give her something to esdna you?"

"When did you ever hear of me starving people igmod behavior?" demanded Marilla
indignantly. "She'll have her meals regular, afdcéirry them up to her myself. But she'll stay up
there until she's willing to apologize to Mrs. Lyndnd that's final, Matthew."

Breakfast, dinner, and supper were very silent sseédr Anne still remained obdurate. After each
meal Marilla carried a well-filled tray to the eagble and brought it down later on not noticeably
depleted. Matthew eyed its last descent with adliemieye. Had Anne eaten anything at all?

When Marilla went out that evening to bring the sofnom the back pasture, Matthew, who had
been hanging about the barns and watching, slipgedhe house with the air of a burglar and crept
upstairs. As a general thing Matthew gravitatedvben the kitchen and the little bedroom off the
hall where he slept; once in a while he venturecburfortably into the parlor or sitting room wh
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the minister came to tea. But he had never beetaitpsn his own house since the spring he
helped Marilla paper the spare bedroom, and thatfaua years ago.

He tiptoed along the hall and stood for severalut@is outside the door of the east gable before he
summoned courage to tap on it with his fingersthed open the door to peep in.

Anne was sitting on the yellow chair by the windgazing mournfully out into the garden. Very
small and unhappy she looked, and Matthew's heateshim. He softly closed the door and tiptoed
over to her.

"Anne," he whispered, as if afraid of being overdedhow are you making it, Anne?"
Anne smiled wanly.

"Pretty well. | imagine a good deal, and that hetppass the time. Of course, it's rather lonesome.
But then, | may as well get used to that."

Anne smiled again, bravely facing the long yearsaditary imprisonment before her.

Matthew recollected that he must say what he hadecm say without loss of time, lest Marilla
return prematurely. "Well now, Anne, don't you thiyou'd better do it and have it over with?" he
whispered. "It'll have to be done sooner or layey know, for Marilla's a dreadful deter-mined
woman—dreadful determined, Anne. Do it right oféaly, and have it over."

"Do you mean apologize to Mrs. Lynde?"

"Yes—apologize—that's the very word," said Mattheagerly. "Just smooth it over so to speak.
That's what | was trying to get at."

"l suppose | could do it to oblige you," said Antheughtfully. "It would be true enough to say |
am sorry, because | AM sorry now. | wasn't a birysdast night. | was mad clear through, and |
stayed mad all night. | know | did because | wokethree times and | was just furious every time.
But this morning it was over. | wasn't in a tempaymore—and it left a dreadful sort of goneness,
too. | felt so ashamed of myself. But | just couldnink of going and telling Mrs. Lynde so. It widu
be so humiliating. | made up my mind I'd stay sinithere forever rather than do that. But still—I'd
do anything for you—if you really want me to—"

"Well now, of course | do. It's terrible loneson@aahstairs without you. Just go and smooth things
over—that's a good girl."

"Very well," said Anne resignedly. "I'll tell Matd as soon as she comes in I've repented.”

"That's right—that's right, Anne. But don't tell Nk | said anything about it. She might think |
was putting my oar in and | promised not to do.that

"Wild horses won't drag the secret from me," pradi®\nne solemnly. "How would wild horses
drag a secret from a person anyhow?"

But Matthew was gone, scared at his own succesdledehastily to the remotest corner of the
horse pasture lest Marilla should suspect whatateldeen up to. Marilla herself, upon her return to
the house, was agreeably surprised to hear aipkawaice calling, "Marilla" over the banisters.

"Well?" she said, going into the hall.
"I'm sorry | lost my temper and said rude thingsd #m willing to go and tell Mrs. Lynde so."

"Very well." Marilla’'s crispness gave no sign of nelief. She had been wondering what under the
canopy she should do if Anne did not give in. tBke you down after milking."

Accordingly, after milking, behold Marilla and Anwealking down the lane, the former erect and
triumphant, the latter drooping and dejected. Balfway down Anne's dejection vanished as if by
enchantment. She lifted her head and steppedylighthg, her eyes fixed on the sunset sky and an
air of subdued exhilaration about her. Marilla Hdhte change disapprovingly. This was no meek
penitent such as it behooved her to take into tasgmce of the offended Mrs. Lynde.

"What are you thinking of, Anne?" she asked shai
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"I'm imagining out what | must say to Mrs. Lyndayiswered Anne dreamily.

This was satisfactory—or should have been so. Bautild could not rid herself of the notion that
something in her scheme of punishment was goingvasknne had no business to look so rapt and
radiant.

Rapt and radiant Anne continued until they wereh@ very presence of Mrs. Lynde, who was
sitting knitting by her kitchen window. Then thaedi@ance vanished. Mournful penitence appeared on
every feature. Before a word was spoken Anne sugdeent down on her knees before the
astonished Mrs. Rachel and held out her hands tieisegy .

"Oh, Mrs. Lynde, | am so extremely sorry," she saith a quiver in her voice. "I could never
express all my sorrow, no, not if | used up a whditdionary. You must just imagine it. | behaved
terribly to you—and I've disgraced the dear friendatthew and Marilla, who have let me stay at
Green Gables although I'm not a boy. I'm a dreddfuicked and ungrateful girl, and | deserve to be
punished and cast out by respectable people farbévemas very wicked of me to fly into a temper
because you told me the truth. It WAS the truttergwvord you said was true. My hair is red and I'm
freckled and skinny and ugly. What | said to yowswiaie, too, but | shouldn't have said it. Oh, Mrs.
Lynde, please, please, forgive me. If you refuseilit be a lifelong sorrow on a poor little orphan
girl, would you, even if she had a dreadful tempét?, | am sure you wouldn't. Please say you
forgive me, Mrs. Lynde."

Anne clasped her hands together, bowed her heddyaited for the word of judgment.

There was no mistaking her sincerity—it breatheawery tone of her voice. Both Marilla and
Mrs. Lynde recognized its unmistakable ring. Bug fhrmer under-stood in dismay that Anne was
actually enjoying her valley of humiliation—was edwng in the thoroughness of her abasement.
Where was the wholesome punishment upon which lglagilla, had plumed herself? Anne had
turned it into a species of positive pleasure.

Good Mrs. Lynde, not being overburdened with petioap did not see this. She only perceived
that Anne had made a very thorough apology andemséntment vanished from her kindly, if
somewhat officious, heart.

"There, there, get up, child," she said hearti@f tourse | forgive you. | guess | was a little too
hard on you, anyway. But I'm such an outspokengmer¥ou just mustn't mind me, that's what. It
can't be denied your hair is terrible red; but ewna girl once—went to school with her, in fact—
whose hair was every mite as red as yours whemwakeg/oung, but when she grew up it darkened to
a real handsome auburn. | wouldn't be a mite ssegnf yours did, too—not a mite."

"Oh, Mrs. Lynde!" Anne drew a long breath as steerto her feet. "You have given me a hope. |
shall always feel that you are a benefactor. Otguld endure anything if | only thought my hair
would be a handsome auburn when | grew up. It wbaldo much easier to be good if one's hair was
a handsome auburn, don't you think? And now may byt into your garden and sit on that bench
under the apple-trees while you and Marilla arkingl? There is so much more scope for imagination
out there."

"Laws, yes, run along, child. And you can pick autpeet of them white June lilies over in the
corner if you like."

As the door closed behind Anne Mrs. Lynde got lbyisip to light a lamp.

"She's a real odd little thing. Take this chair,rili& it's easier than the one you've got; | jksep
that for the hired boy to sit on. Yes, she certaisl an odd child, but there is something kind of
taking about her after all. | don't feel so surpdisat you and Matthew keeping her as | did—nor so
sorry for you, either. She may turn out all rigtf course, she has a queer way of expressing
herself—a little too—well, too kind of forcible, ywoknow; but she'll likely get over that now that
she's come to live among civilized folks. And thiear temper's pretty quick, | guess; but thereés on
comfort, a child that has a quick temper, just élap and cool down, ain't never likely to be sly or
deceitful. Preserve me from a sly child, that's e the whole, Marilla, | kind of like her."

When Marilla went home Anne came out of the fragtanlight of the orchard with a sheaf of
white narcissi in her hand
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"l apologized pretty well, didn't I?" she said pdbuas they went down the lane. "I thought since |
had to do it | might as well do it thoroughly."

"You did it thoroughly, all right enough," was Méails comment. Marilla was dismayed at finding
herself inclined to laugh over the recollectione3$tad also an uneasy feeling that she ought tal scol
Anne for apologizing so well; but then, that wakiaulous! She compromised with her conscience by
saying severely:

"l hope you won't have occasion to make many maoh sipologies. | hope you'll try to control
your temper now, Anne."

"That wouldn't be so hard if people wouldn't twie rabout my looks," said Anne with a sigh. "I
don't get cross about other things; but I'm SQlto€being twitted about my hair and it just makes
me boil right over. Do you suppose my hair willlhede a handsome auburn when | grow up?"

"You shouldn't think so much about your looks, Anfra afraid you are a very vain little girl."

"How can | be vain when | know I'm homely?" proggstAnne. "l love pretty things; and | hate to
look in the glass and see something that isn'typréit makes me feel so sorrowful—just as | feel
when | look at any ugly thing. | pity it becausésit't beautiful.”

"Handsome is as handsome does," quoted Marillee Had that said to me before, but | have my
doubts about it," remarked skeptical Anne, sniffatdier narcissi. "Oh, aren't these flowers switet!
was lovely of Mrs. Lynde to give them to me. | hawe hard feelings against Mrs. Lynde now. It
gives you a lovely, comfortable feeling to apolagand be forgiven, doesn't it? Aren't the stanghbri
tonight? If you could live in a star, which one Mayou pick? I'd like that lovely clear big one awa
over there above that dark hill."

"Anne, do hold your tongue," said Marilla, thoroliglvorn out trying to follow the gyrations of
Anne's thoughts.

Anne said no more until they turned into their damne. A little gypsy wind came down it to meet
them, laden with the spicy perfume of young dew-feets. Far up in the shadows a cheerful light
gleamed out through the trees from the kitchenrae@® Gables. Anne suddenly came close to Marilla
and slipped her hand into the older woman's halrd.pa

"It's lovely to be going home and know it's homg&he said. "l love Green Gables already, and |
never loved any place before. No place ever sedikedhome. Oh, Marilla, I'm so happy. | could
pray right now and not find it a bit hard."

Something warm and pleasant welled up in Marilleart at touch of that thin little hand in her
own—a throb of the maternity she had missed, pethdp very unaccustomedness and sweetness
disturbed her. She hastened to restore her semsatiaheir normal calm by inculcating a moral.

"If you'll be a good girl you'll always be happyn#e. And you should never find it hard to say
your prayers."

"Saying one's prayers isn't exactly the same thmgraying,” said Anne meditatively. "But I'm
going to imagine that I'm the wind that is blowiag there in those tree tops. When | get tired ef th
trees I'll imagine I'm gently waving down here Iretferns—and then I'll fly over to Mrs. Lynde's
garden and set the flowers dancing—and then I'iviglo one great swoop over the clover field—and
then I'll blow over the Lake of Shining Waters amgple it all up into little sparkling waves. Oh,
there's so much scope for imagination in a windl'lbnot talk any more just now, Marilla."

"Thanks be to goodness for that," breathed Mainlldevout relief.

CHAPTER XI. Anne's Impressions of Sunday-School
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"Well, how do you like them?" said Marilla.

Anne was standing in the gable room, looking solgrahthree new dresses spread out on the bed.
One was of snuffy colored gingham which Marilla Hagken tempted to buy from a peddler the
preceding summer because it looked so serviceahke;was of black-and-white checkered sateen
which she had picked up at a bargain counter inMinéer; and one was a stiff print of an ugly blue
shade which she had purchased that week at a Cyrstare.

She had made them up herself, and they were alerabkie—plain skirts fulled tightly to plain
waists, with sleeves as plain as waist and skattayht as sleeves could be.

"I'l imagine that | like them," said Anne soberly.

"l don't want you to imagine it," said Marilla, efided. "Oh, | can see you don't like the dresses!
What is the matter with them? Aren't they neateedn and new?"

"Yes."
"Then why don't you like them?"
"They're—they're not—pretty," said Anne reluctantly

"Pretty!" Marilla sniffed. "l didn't trouble my heaabout getting pretty dresses for you. | don't
believe in pampering vanity, Anne, I'll tell youathright off. Those dresses are good, sensible,
serviceable dresses, without any frills or furbedabout them, and they're all you'll get this summe
The brown gingham and the blue print will do you dohool when you begin to go. The sateen is for
church and Sunday school. I'll expect you to kémprt neat and clean and not to tear them. | should
think you'd be grateful to get most anything afterse skimpy wincey things you've been wearing."

"Oh, | AM grateful," protested Anne. "But I'd beegvso much gratefuller if—if you'd made just
one of them with puffed sleeves. Puffed sleevessaréashionable now. It would give me such a
thrill, Marilla, just to wear a dress with puffetteves."

"Well, you'll have to do without your thrill. | hatt any material to waste on puffed sleeves. Ikhin
they are ridiculous-looking things anyhow. | pretiee plain, sensible ones."

"But I'd rather look ridiculous when everybody ely®es than plain and sensible all by myself,"
persisted Anne mournfully.

"Trust you for that! Well, hang those dresses edisefup in your closet, and then sit down and
learn the Sunday school lesson. | got a quartestp fMr. Bell for you and you'll go to Sunday school
tomorrow," said Marilla, disappearing downstairsigh dudgeon.

Anne clasped her hands and looked at the dresses.

"l did hope there would be a white one with puffddeves," she whispered disconsolately. "I
prayed for one, but | didn't much expect it on thedount. | didn't suppose God would have time to
bother about a little orphan girl's dress. | knéa just have to depend on Marilla for it. Well,
fortunately | can imagine that one of them is abwrwhite muslin with lovely lace frills and three-
puffed sleeves."

The next morning warnings of a sick headache ptedeMarilla from going to Sunday-school
with Anne.

"You'll have to go down and call for Mrs. Lynde, W& she said. "She'll see that you get into the
right class. Now, mind you behave yourself propeByay to preaching afterwards and ask Mrs.
Lynde to show you our pew. Here's a cent for ctthec Don't stare at people and don't fidget. llisha
expect you to tell me the text when you come home."

Anne started off irreproachable, arrayed in thié Black-and-white sateen, which, while decent as
regards length and certainly not open to the chafgskimpiness, contrived to emphasize every
corner and angle of her thin figure. Her hat wéittle, flat, glossy, new sailor, the extreme pladss
of which had likewise much disappointed Anne, wiaal [permitted herself secret visions of ribbon
and flowers. The latter, however, were suppliedotefAnne reached the main road, for being
confronted halfway down the lane with a golden fyeof winc-stirred buttercups and a glory of w

9/4/201:



Page38 of 14z

roses, Anne promptly and liberally garlanded hemntith a heavy wreath of them. Whatever other
people might have thought of the result it satésfienne, and she tripped gaily down the road,
holding her ruddy head with its decoration of parid yellow very proudly.

When she had reached Mrs. Lynde's house she fdwatdlady gone. Nothing daunted, Anne
proceeded onward to the church alone. In the psinehfound a crowd of little girls, all more or less
gaily attired in whites and blues and pinks, addstaring with curious eyes at this stranger inrthe
midst, with her extraordinary head adornment. Aeanlittle girls had already heard queer stories
about Anne. Mrs. Lynde said she had an awful tempary Buote, the hired boy at Green Gables,
said she talked all the time to herself or to tiees and flowers like a crazy girl. They lookedat
and whispered to each other behind their quarterfmbody made any friendly advances, then or
later on when the opening exercises were over amAound herself in Miss Rogerson's class.

Miss Rogerson was a middle-aged lady who had taaghtinday-school class for twenty years.
Her method of teaching was to ask the printed questfrom the quarterly and look sternly over its
edge at the particular little girl she thought oughanswer the question. She looked very often at
Anne, and Anne, thanks to Marilla's drilling, anseg promptly; but it may be questioned if she
understood very much about either question or answe

She did not think she liked Miss Rogerson, andfslierery miserable; every other little girl in the
class had puffed sleeves. Anne felt that life veadly not worth living without puffed sleeves.

"Well, how did you like Sunday school?" Marilla wad to know when Anne came home. Her
wreath having faded, Anne had discarded it in &me] so Marilla was spared the knowledge of that
for a time.

"l didn't like it a bit. It was horrid."
"Anne Shirley!" said Marilla rebukingly.

Anne sat down on the rocker with a long sigh, kdssee of Bonny's leaves, and waved her hand to
a blossoming fuchsia.

"They might have been lonesome while | was awaye' explained. "And now about the Sunday
school. | behaved well, just as you told me. Mrgnde was gone, but | went right on myself. | went
into the church, with a lot of other little girland | sat in the corner of a pew by the window eitfile
opening exercises went on. Mr. Bell made an awfiaihg prayer. | would have been dreadfully tired
before he got through if | hadn't been sitting bgttwindow. But it looked right out on the Lake of
Shining Waters, so | just gazed at that and imabaiesorts of splendid things."

"You shouldn't have done anything of the sort. ¥bould have listened to Mr. Bell."

"But he wasn't talking to me," protested Anne. 'Mas talking to God and he didn't seem to be
very much inter-ested in it, either. | think he ulgbt God was too far off though. There was a long
row of white birches hanging over the lake and shashine fell down through them, ‘way, ‘'way
down, deep into the water. Oh, Marilla, it was likdeautiful dream! It gave me a thrill and | just
said, 'Thank you for it, God,' two or three times."

"Not out loud, | hope," said Marilla anxiously.

"Oh, no, just under my breath. Well, Mr. Bell didtghrough at last and they told me to go into the
classroom with Miss Rogerson's class. There were aiher girls in it. They all had puffed sleeves.
tried to imagine mine were puffed, too, but | cauldWhy couldn't I? It was as easy as could be to
imagine they were puffed when | was alone in tret gable, but it was awfully hard there among the
others who had really truly puffs.”

"You shouldn't have been thinking about your sleemeSunday school. You should have been
attending to the lesson. | hope you knew it."

"Oh, yes; and | answered a lot of questions. MisgdRson asked ever so many. | don't think it was
fair for her to do all the asking. There were lbtwanted to ask her, but | didn't like to because |
didn't think she was a kindred spirit. Then all tiker little girls recited a paraphrase. She asked
if | knew any. | told her I didn't, but | could riée, 'The Dog at His Master's Grave' if she likEdat's
in the Third Royal Reader. It isn't a really trulgligious piece of poetry, but it's so sad .
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melancholy that it might as well be. She said iulgo't do and she told me to learn the nineteenth
paraphrase for next Sunday. | read it over in dinafterwards and it's splendid. There are two lines
in particular that just thrill me.

"Quick as the slaughtered squadrons fell
In Midian's evil day.'

"l don't know what 'squadrons' means nor 'Midiaither, but it sounds SO tragical. | can hardly
wait until next Sunday to recite it. I'll practiceall the week. After Sunday school | asked Miss
Rogerson—because Mrs. Lynde was too far away—tar she your pew. | sat just as still as | could
and the text was Revelations, third chapter, seamabthird verses. It was a very long text. If lsvea
minister I'd pick the short, snappy ones. The sarmas awfully long, too. | suppose the minister had
to match it to the text. | didn't think he was &ibteresting. The trouble with him seems to be hea
hasn't enough imagination. | didn't listen to hiemywwmuch. I just let my thoughts run and | thought
the most surprising things."

Marilla felt helplessly that all this should be rstly reproved, but she was hampered by the
undeniable fact that some of the things Anne had|, specially about the minister's sermons and
Mr. Bell's prayers, were what she herself had yahlbught deep down in her heart for years, but had
never given expression to. It almost seemed tal@rthose secret, unuttered, critical thoughts had
suddenly taken visible and accusing shape and farrthe person of this outspoken morsel of
neglected humanity.

CHAPTER XII. A Solemn Vow and Promise

It was not until the next Friday that Marilla hedha story of the flower-wreathed hat. She came
home from Mrs. Lynde's and called Anne to account.

"Anne, Mrs. Rachel says you went to church lastd@yrwith your hat rigged out ridiculous with
roses and buttercups. What on earth put you upich a caper? A pretty-looking object you must
have been!"

"Oh. | know pink and yellow aren't becoming to mieg'jan Anne.

"Becoming fiddlesticks! It was putting flowers oowr hat at all, no matter what color they were,
that was ridiculous. You are the most aggravatmglt'

"l don't see why it's any more ridiculous to wdamfers on your hat than on your dress," protested
Anne. "Lots of little girls there had bouquets pdron their dresses. What's the difference?"

Marilla was not to be drawn from the safe conchete dubious paths of the abstract.

"Don't answer me back like that, Anne. It was vsitly of you to do such a thing. Never let me
catch you at such a trick again. Mrs. Rachel shgstisought she would sink through the floor when
she saw you come in all rigged out like that. Stiedn't get near enough to tell you to take them of
till it was too late. She says people talked abibsbmething dreadful. Of course they would think |
had no better sense than to let you go deckedkauthat."

"Oh, I'm so sorry," said Anne, tears welling inter keyes. "I never thought you'd mind. The roses
and buttercups were so sweet and pretty | tholmgytd look lovely on my hat. Lots of the little Igir
had artificial flowers on their hats. I'm afraidgnl'going to be a dreadful trial to you. Maybe you'd
better send me back to the asylum. That would foible | don't think | could endure it; most likel
would go into consumption; I'm so thin as it isyysee. But that would be better than being a tmial
you."

"Nonsense," said Marilla, vexed at herself for hgunade the child cry. "I don't want to send you
back to the asylum, I'm sure. All | want is thauyshould behave like other little girls and not @
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yourself ridiculous. Don't cry any more. I've gont® news for you. Diana Barry came home this
afternoon. I'm going up to see if | can borrow atghattern from Mrs. Barry, and if you like yourca
come with me and get acquainted with Diana."

Anne rose to her feet, with clasped hands, thes t&él glistening on her cheeks; the dish towe sh
had been hemming slipped unheeded to the floor.

"Oh, Marilla, I'm frightened—now that it has comm lactually frightened. What if she shouldn't
like me! It would be the most tragical disappointrnef my life."

"Now, don't get into a fluster. And | do wish yowwdn't use such long words. It sounds so funny
in a little girl. I guess Diana'll like you well engh. It's her mother you've got to reckon withshe
doesn't like you it won't matter how much Dianasldé she has heard about your outburst to Mrs.
Lynde and going to church with buttercups roundrymat | don't know what she'll think of you. You
must be polite and well behaved, and don't makechypur startling speeches. For pity's sake,ef th
child isn't actually trembling!"

Anne WAS trembling. Her face was pale and tense.

"Oh, Marilla, you'd be excited, too, if you wereilgg to meet a little girl you hoped to be your
bosom friend and whose mother mightn't like yohg said as she hastened to get her hat.

They went over to Orchard Slope by the short cudsecthe brook and up the firry hill grove. Mrs.
Barry came to the kitchen door in answer to Mdslknock. She was a tall black-eyed, black-haired
woman, with a very resolute mouth. She had thetegiom of being very strict with her children.

"How do you do, Marilla?" she said cordially. "Conme And this is the little girl you have
adopted, | suppose?"”

"Yes, this is Anne Shirley," said Marilla.

"Spelled with an E," gasped Anne, who, tremuloud excited as she was, was determined there
should be no misunderstanding on that importarnitpoi

Mrs. Barry, not hearing or not comprehending, mesbklook hands and said kindly:
"How are you?"

"I am well in body although considerable rumpled inpspirit, thank you ma'am,"” said Anne
gravely. Then aside to Marilla in an audible whisp&here wasn't anything startling in that, was
there, Marilla?"

Diana was sitting on the sofa, reading a book wklod dropped when the callers entered. She was
a very pretty little girl, with her mother's blagyes and hair, and rosy cheeks, and the merry
expression which was her inheritance from her fathe

"This is my little girl Diana," said Mrs. Barry. 'IBna, you might take Anne out into the garden and
show her your flowers. It will be better for youath straining your eyes over that book. She reads
entirely too much—" this to Marilla as the littlé&rlg went out—"and | can't prevent her, for hehtat
aids and abets her. She's always poring over a.boolglad she has the prospect of a playmate—
perhaps it will take her more out-of-doors."

Outside in the garden, which was full of mellow setlight streaming through the dark old firs to
the west of it, stood Anne and Diana, gazing bdhét each other over a clump of gorgeous tiger
lilies.

The Barry garden was a bowery wilderness of flowdn&h would have delighted Anne's heart at
any time less fraught with destiny. It was encitichy huge old willows and tall firs, beneath which
flourished flowers that loved the shade. Prim, tHghgled paths neatly bordered with clamshells,
intersected it like moist red ribbons and in theldbéetween old-fashioned flowers ran riot. There
were rosy bleeding-hearts and great splendid cnnpsonies; white, fragrant narcissi and thorny,
sweet Scotch roses; pink and blue and white colnesband lilac-tinted Bouncing Bets; clumps of
southernwood and ribbon grass and mint; purple AdadiEve, daffodils, and masses of sweet
clover white with its delicate, fragrant, featheprays; scarlet lightning that shot its fiery lanower
prim white mus-flowers; a garden it was where sunshine lingeredl lzees hummed, and winc
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beguiled into loitering, purred and rustled.

"Oh, Diana," said Anne at last, clasping her haamis speaking almost in a whisper, "oh, do you
think you can like me a litttle—enough to be my badoiend?"

Diana laughed. Diana always laughed before sheespok

"Why, | guess so," she said frankly. "I'm awfulllad you've come to live at Green Gables. It will
be jolly to have somebody to play with. There ismy other girl who lives near enough to play with,
and I've no sisters big enough.”

"Will you swear to be my friend forever and eved@manded Anne eagerly.

Diana looked shocked.

"Why it's dreadfully wicked to swear," she saidukingly.

"Oh no, not my kind of swearing. There are two kingbu know."

"I never heard of but one kind," said Diana doulbtfu

"There really is another. Oh, it isn't wicked dt Hljust means vowing and promising solemnly."
"Well, 1 don't mind doing that," agreed Diana, egkd. "How do you do it?"

"We must join hands—so," said Anne gravely. "It bugo be over running water. We'll just
imagine this path is running water. I'll repeat tiah first. | solemnly swear to be faithful to my
bosom friend, Diana Barry, as long as the sun andmshall endure. Now you say it and put my
name in."

Diana repeated the "oath" with a laugh fore andTdfen she said:

"You're a queer girl, Anne. | heard before that yeere queer. But | believe I'm going to like you
real well."

When Marilla and Anne went home Diana went withnthas for as the log bridge. The two little
girls walked with their arms about each other. g brook they parted with many promises to spend
the next afternoon together.

"Well, did you find Diana a kindred spirit?" askbthrilla as they went up through the garden of
Green Gables.

"Oh yes," sighed Anne, blissfully unconscious oy aarcasm on Marilla's part. "Oh Marilla, I'm
the happiest girl on Prince Edward Island this veigment. | assure you I'll say my prayers with a
right good-will tonight. Diana and | are going toild a playhouse in Mr. William Bell's birch grove
tomorrow. Can | have those broken pieces of cthaadre out in the woodshed? Diana's birthday is
in February and mine is in March. Don't you thihkttis a very strange coincidence? Diana is going
to lend me a book to read. She says it's perfepligndid and tremendously exciting. She's going to
show me a place back in the woods where rice Igiesv. Don't you think Diana has got very soulful
eyes? | wish | had soulful eyes. Diana is goingech me to sing a song called 'Nelly in the Hazel
Dell." She's going to give me a picture to put mprmy room; it's a perfectly beautiful picture, she
says—a lovely lady in a pale blue silk dress. Aisgwnachine agent gave it to her. | wish | had
something to give Diana. I'm an inch taller thamara, but she is ever so much fatter; she says she'd
like to be thin because it's so much more gracdfut, I'm afraid she only said it to soothe my
feelings. We're going to the shore some day toggathells. We have agreed to call the spring down
by the log bridge the Dryad's Bubble. Isn't thaesfectly elegant name? | read a story once about a
spring called that. A dryad is sort of a grown-ap, | think."

"Well, all I hope is you won't talk Diana to dedtsaid Marilla. "But remember this in all your
planning, Anne. You're not going to play all theé nor most of it. You'll have your work to do and
it'll have to be done first."

Anne's cup of happiness was full, and Matthew cditst® overflow. He had just got home from a
trip to the store at Carmody, and he sheepishigyored a small parcel from his pocket and handed it
to Anne, with a deprecatory look at Maril
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"I heard you say you liked chocolate sweeties, gotlyou some," he said.

"Humph," sniffed Marilla. "It'll ruin her teeth andtomach. There, there, child, don't look so
dismal. You can eat those, since Matthew has gowegat them. He'd better have brought you
peppermints. They're wholesomer. Don't sicken yalfiesating all them at once now."

"Oh, no, indeed, | won't," said Anne eagerly. "jukt eat one tonight, Marilla. And | can give
Diana half of them, can't I? The other half wilstea twice as sweet to me if | give some to hes. It'
delightful to think | have something to give her."

"l will say it for the child,” said Marilla when Are had gone to her gable, "she isn't stingy. I'm
glad, for of all faults | detest stinginess in ald&hDear me, it's only three weeks since she cand,
it seems as if she'd been here always. | can'timaabe place without her. Now, don't be looking |
told-you-so, Matthew. That's bad enough in a worbanjt isn't to be endured in a man. I'm perfectly
willing to own up that I'm glad | consented to kebp child and that I'm getting fond of her, buhdo
you rub it in, Matthew Cuthbert."

CHAPTER XIlI. The Delights of Anticipation

"It's time Anne was in to do her sewing," said Mariglancing at the clock and then out into the
yellow August afternoon where everything drowsethim heat. "She stayed playing with Diana more
than half an hour more'n | gave her leave to; am she's perched out there on the woodpile talking
to Matthew, nineteen to the dozen, when she knavfegtly well she ought to be at her work. And
of course he's listening to her like a perfect yinmever saw such an infatuated man. The more she
talks and the odder the things she says, the ma&sedelighted evidently. Anne Shirley, you come
right in here this minute, do you hear me!"

A series of staccato taps on the west window broéAgime flying in from the yard, eyes shining,
cheeks faintly flushed with pink, unbraided hafeaming behind her in a torrent of brightness.

"Oh, Marilla," she exclaimed breathlessly, "thegging to be a Sunday-school picnic next week—
in Mr. Harmon Andrews's field, right near the ladeShining Waters. And Mrs. Superintendent Bell
and Mrs. Rachel Lynde are going to make ice creanmktof it, Marilla—ICE CREAM! And, oh,
Marilla, can | go to it?"

"Just look at the clock, if you please, Anne. Winae did | tell you to come in?"

"Two o'clock—but isn't it splendid about the picnMarilla? Please can | go? Oh, I've never been
to a picnic—I've dreamed of picnics, but I've nevér

"Yes, | told you to come at two o'clock. And it'gjaarter to three. I'd like to know why you didn't
obey me, Anne."

"Why, | meant to, Marilla, as much as could be. Bo have no idea how fascinating Idlewild is.
And then, of course, | had to tell Matthew abow flicnic. Matthew is such a sympathetic listener.
Please can | go?"

"You'll have to learn to resist the fascinationdie-whatever-you-call-it. When | tell you to come
in at a certain time | mean that time and not halhour later. And you needn't stop to discoursh wi
sympathetic listeners on your way, either. As f@ picnic, of course you can go. You're a Sunday-
school scholar, and it's not likely I'd refusedbyou go when all the other little girls are gaihg

"But—Dbut," faltered Anne, "Diana says that everypaoaust take a basket of things to eat. | can't
cook, as you know, Marilla, and—and—I don't mindngpto a picnic without puffed sleeves so
much, but I'd feel terribly humiliated if | had go without a basket. It's been preying on my mind
ever since Diana told me."

"Well, it needn't prey any longer. I'll bake yobasket.'
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"Oh, you dear good Marilla. Oh, you are so kinan®. Oh, I'm so much obliged to you."

Getting through with her "ohs" Anne cast hersetbiMarilla's arms and rapturously kissed her
sallow cheek. It was the first time in her whofe lkihat childish lips had voluntarily touched M&xi
face. Again that sudden sensation of startling svess thrilled her. She was secretly vastly pleased
at Anne's impulsive caress, which was probably¢ason why she said brusquely:

"There, there, never mind your kissing nonsendesdbner see you doing strictly as you're told. As
for cooking, | mean to begin giving you lessonstirat some of these days. But you're so
featherbrained, Anne, I've been waiting to seeoifi'¢ sober down a little and learn to be steady
before | begin. You've got to keep your wits abgui in cooking and not stop in the middle of things
to let your thoughts rove all over creation. Nowt gut your patchwork and have your square done
before teatime."

"I do NOT like patchwork," said Anne dolefully, hiimg out her workbasket and sitting down
before a little heap of red and white diamonds witbigh. "I think some kinds of sewing would be
nice; but there's no scope for imagination in patatk. It's just one little seam after another and y
never seem to be getting anywhere. But of couedther be Anne of Green Gables sewing
patchwork than Anne of any other place with nothingdo but play. | wish time went as quick
sewing patches as it does when I'm playing withnBjahough. Oh, we do have such elegant times,
Marilla. | have to furnish most of the imaginatidnut I'm well able to do that. Diana is simply etf
in every other way. You know that little piece aht across the brook that runs up between our farm
and Mr. Barry's. It belongs to Mr. William Bell, dmight in the corner there is a little ring of wehi
birch trees—the most romantic spot, Marilla. Diearad | have our playhouse there. We call it
Idlewild. Isn't that a poetical name? | assure gdaok me some time to think it out. | stayed awak
nearly a whole night before | invented it. Therstjas | was dropping off to sleep, it came like an
inspiration. Diana was ENRAPTURED when she heard/# have got our house fixed up elegantly.
You must come and see it, Marilla—won't you? Weehgreat big stones, all covered with moss, for
seats, and boards from tree to tree for shelved.wfenhave all our dishes on them. Of course, they'r
all broken but it's the easiest thing in the wdaddmagine that they are whole. There's a pieca of
plate with a spray of red and yellow ivy on it tieespecially beautiful. We keep it in the padod
we have the fairy glass there, too. The fairy glasas lovely as a dream. Diana found it out in the
woods behind their chicken house. It's all fullraihbows—just little young rainbows that haven't
grown big yet—and Diana's mother told her it wasken off a hanging lamp they once had. But it's
nice to imagine the fairies lost it one night whikay had a ball, so we call it the fairy glass. teiv
is going to make us a table. Oh, we have namedlittlat round pool over in Mr. Barry's field
Willowmere. | got that name out of the book Diaeatlme. That was a thrilling book, Marilla. The
heroine had five lovers. I'd be satisfied with oweuldn't you? She was very handsome and she went
through great tribulations. She could faint as easynything. I'd love to be able to faint, wouidn'
you, Marilla? It's so romantic. But I'm really vehgalthy for all I'm so thin. | believe I'm getting
fatter, though. Don't you think | am? | look at mpows every morning when | get up to see if any
dimples are coming. Diana is having a new dressemath elbow sleeves. She is going to wear it to
the picnic. Oh, | do hope it will be fine next Wediday. | don't feel that | could endure the
disappointment if anything happened to prevent menfgetting to the picnic. | suppose I'd live
through it, but I'm certain it would be a lifelorsgrrow. It wouldn't matter if | got to a hundred
picnics in after years; they wouldn't make up fassimg this one. They're going to have boats on the
Lake of Shining Waters—and ice cream, as | told. yduave never tasted ice cream. Diana tried to
explain what it was like, but | guess ice creamrie of those things that are beyond imagination.”

"Anne, you have talked even on for ten minutes thy tlock," said Marilla. "Now, just for
curiosity's sake, see if you can hold your tongueate same length of time."

Anne held her tongue as desired. But for the reft@week she talked picnic and thought picnic
and dreamed picnic. On Saturday it rained and stré&ed herself up into such a frantic state lest it
should keep on raining until and over Wednesday kharilla made her sew an extra patchwork
square by way of steadying her nerves.

On Sunday Anne confided to Marilla on the way hdmen church that she grew actually cold all
over with excitement when the minister announcedpilenic from the pulpit.

"Such a thrill as went up and down my back, Marillaon't think I'd ever really believed un
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then that there was honestly going to be a pidmouldn't help fearing I'd only imagined it. But
when a minister says a thing in the pulpit you juste to believe it."

"You set your heart too much on things, Anne," ddatilla, with a sigh. "I'm afraid there'll be a
great many disappointments in store for you thrdifgh

"Oh, Marilla, looking forward to things is half thgleasure of them," exclaimed Anne. "You
mayn't get the things themselves; but nothing camgnt you from having the fun of looking forward
to them. Mrs. Lynde says, 'Blessed are they wheetxpothing for they shall not be disappointed.’
But | think it would be worse to expect nothingrha be disappointed.”

Marilla wore her amethyst brooch to church that dayusual. Marilla always wore her amethyst
brooch to church. She would have thought it rat@erilegious to leave it off—as bad as forgetting
her Bible or her collection dime. That amethystdato was Marilla's most treasured possession. A
seafaring uncle had given it to her mother whouim thad bequeathed it to Marilla. It was an old-
fashioned oval, containing a braid of her mothéwsr, surrounded by a border of very fine
amethysts. Marilla knew too little about preciotisngs to realize how fine the amethysts actually
were; but she thought them very beautiful and wasys pleasantly conscious of their violet
shimmer at her throat, above her good brown saéss] even although she could not see it.

Anne had been smitten with delighted admirationmsige first saw that brooch.

"Oh, Marilla, it's a perfectly elegant brooch. Inddknow how you can pay attention to the sermon
or the prayers when you have it on. | couldn'idw. | think amethysts are just sweet. They aretwha
| used to think diamonds were like. Long ago, befohad ever seen a diamond, | read about them
and | tried to imagine what they would be likehbught they would be lovely glimmering purple
stones. When | saw a real diamond in a lady'soimgday | was so disappointed | cried. Of coutse, i
was very lovely but it wasn't my idea of a diamowdll you let me hold the brooch for one minute,
Marilla? Do you think amethysts can be the soulgaufd violets?"

CHAPTER XIV. Anne's Confession

ON the Monday evening before the picnic Marilla eatlown from her room with a troubled face.

"Anne," she said to that small personage, who Waflisg peas by the spotless table and singing,
"Nelly of the Hazel Dell" with a vigor and expressithat did credit to Diana's teaching, "did yoa se
anything of my amethyst brooch? | thought | stucknimy pincushion when | came home from
church yesterday evening, but | can't find it angveh"

"I—I saw it this afternoon when you were away a #kid Society,"” said Anne, a little slowly. "I
was passing your door when | saw it on the cuslson,went in to look at it."

"Did you touch it?" said Marilla sternly.
"Y-e-e-s," admitted Anne, "l took it up and | pirthie on my breast just to see how it would look."

"You had no business to do anything of the so.éry wrong in a little girl to meddle. You
shouldn't have gone into my room in the first placel you shouldn't have touched a brooch that
didn't belong to you in the second. Where did youi?"

"Oh, | put it back on the bureau. | hadn't it omaute. Truly, | didn't mean to meddle, Marilla. |
didn't think about its being wrong to go in and tny the brooch; but | see now that it was and I'l
never do it again. That's one good thing aboutimever do the same naughty thing twice."

"You didn't put it back," said Marilla. "That broodsn't anywhere on the bureau. You've taken it
out or something, Anne."

"l did put it back," said Anne quickly—pertly, M#la thought. "I don't just remember whether |
stuck it on the pincushion or laid it in the chinay. But I'm perfectly certain | put it back
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"Il go and have another look," said Marilla, deténing to be just. "If you put that brooch back
it's there still. If it isn't I'll know you didn'that's all!"

Marilla went to her room and made a thorough searohonly over the bureau but in every other
place she thought the brooch might possibly bavds not to be found and she returned to the
kitchen.

"Anne, the brooch is gone. By your own admission yeere the last person to handle it. Now,
what have you done with it? Tell me the truth atearDid you take it out and lose it?"

"No, | didn't," said Anne solemnly, meeting Marilangry gaze squarely. "I never took the brooch
out of your room and that is the truth, if | washt® led to the block for it—although I'm not very
certain what a block is. So there, Marilla."

Anne's "so there" was only intended to emphasizeabgertion, but Marilla took it as a display of
defiance.

"l believe you are telling me a falsehood, Annég said sharply. "I know you are. There now,
don't say anything more unless you are preparddllitthe whole truth. Go to your room and stay
there until you are ready to confess."

"Will | take the peas with me?" said Anne meekily.
"No, I'll finish shelling them myself. Do as | bydu."

When Anne had gone Marilla went about her everasfgs in a very disturbed state of mind. She
was worried about her valuable brooch. What if Atiael lost it? And how wicked of the child to
deny having taken it, when anybody could see sh& imave! With such an innocent face, too!

"l don't know what | wouldn't sooner have had happthought Marilla, as she nervously shelled
the peas. "Of course, | don't suppose she meastedd it or anything like that. She's just taketoit
play with or help along that imagination of hereeSnust have taken it, that's clear, for there 'hasn
been a soul in that room since she was in it, ol story, until | went up tonight. And the brdoc
is gone, there's nothing surer. | suppose she dwsitland is afraid to own up for fear she'll be
punished. It's a dreadful thing to think she téfilsehoods. It's a far worse thing than her fit of
temper. It's a fearful responsibility to have aldhin your house you can't trust. Slyness and
untruthfulness—that's what she has displayed. ladet feel worse about that than about the brooch.
If she'd only have told the truth about it | woutdnind so much."

Marilla went to her room at intervals all throudtetevening and searched for the brooch, without
finding it. A bedtime visit to the east gable prodd no result. Anne persisted in denying that she
knew anything about the brooch but Marilla was dhly more firmly convinced that she did.

She told Matthew the story the next morning. Mattlveas confounded and puzzled; he could not
so quickly lose faith in Anne but he had to adrittcircumstances were against her.

"You're sure it hasn't fell down behind the buréau&s the only suggestion he could offer.

"I've moved the bureau and I've taken out the drawed I've looked in every crack and cranny"
was Marilla's positive answer. "The brooch is gand that child has taken it and lied about it. Bhat
the plain, ugly truth, Matthew Cuthbert, and we Imigs well look it in the face."

"Well now, what are you going to do about it?" Nhettv asked forlornly, feeling secretly thankful
that Marilla and not he had to deal with the sitwatHe felt no desire to put his oar in this time.

"She'll stay in her room until she confesses," $84adilla grimly, remembering the success of this
method in the former case. "Then we'll see. Perlagis be able to find the brooch if she'll onlyite
where she took it; but in any case she'll haveetedverely punished, Matthew."

"Well now, you'll have to punish her," said Matthewaching for his hat. "I've nothing to do with
it, remember. You warned me off yourself."

Marilla felt deserted by everyone. She could narego to Mrs. Lynde for advice. She went up to
the east gable with a very serious face and leftith a face more serious still. Anne steadfastly
refused to confess. She persisted in assertingstmathad not taken the brooch. The child
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evidently been crying and Marilla felt a pang diypihich she sternly repressed. By night she was,
as she expressed it, "beat out."

"You'll stay in this room until you confess, Annéou can make up your mind to that," she said
firmly.

"But the picnic is tomorrow, Marilla," cried Ann&You won't keep me from going to that, will
you? You'll just let me out for the afternoon, woydu? Then I'll stay here as long as you like
AFTERWARDS cheerfully. But | MUST go to the picriic.

"You'll not go to picnics nor anywhere else unbolyve confessed, Anne."
"Oh, Marilla," gasped Anne.
But Marilla had gone out and shut the door.

Wednesday morning dawned as bright and fair agpfessly made to order for the picnic. Birds
sang around Green Gables; the Madonna lilies igénden sent out whiffs of perfume that entered in
on viewless winds at every door and window, anddeased through halls and rooms like spirits of
benediction. The birches in the hollow waved joyiahds as if watching for Anne's usual morning
greeting from the east gable. But Anne was noeawindow. When Marilla took her breakfast up to
her she found the child sitting primly on her bpdle and resolute, with tight-shut lips and gleamin
eyes.

"Marilla, I'm ready to confess."

"Ah!" Marilla laid down her tray. Once again her timed had succeeded; but her success was very
bitter to her. "Let me hear what you have to santiAnne."

"l took the amethyst brooch," said Anne, as if edjpgy a lesson she had learned. "l took it just as
you said. | didn't mean to take it when | wentBaut it did look so beautiful, Marilla, when | pindét
on my breast that | was overcome by an irresistiateptation. | imagined how perfectly thrilling it
would be to take it to Idlewild and play | was thady Cordelia Fitzgerald. It would be so much
easier to imagine | was the Lady Cordelia if | lmdeal amethyst brooch on. Diana and | make
necklaces of roseberries but what are roseberaegpared to amethysts? So | took the brooch. |
thought | could put it back before you came homeent all the way around by the road to lengthen
out the time. When | was going over the bridge setthe Lake of Shining Waters | took the brooch
off to have another look at it. Oh, how it did shin the sunlight! And then, when | was leaningrove
the bridge, it just slipped through my fingers—sadawvent down—down—down, all purply-
sparkling, and sank forevermore beneath the Lakeéhafing Waters. And that's the best | can do at
confessing, Marilla."

Marilla felt hot anger surge up into her heart agdihis child had taken and lost her treasured
amethyst brooch and now sat there calmly recitimg details thereof without the least apparent
compunction or repentance.

"Anne, this is terrible," she said, trying to spaaimly. "You are the very wickedest girl | ever
heard of."

"Yes, | suppose | am," agreed Anne tranquilly. "Arkhow I'll have to be punished. It'll be your
duty to punish me, Marilla. Won't you please geaivier right off because I'd like to go to the p@ni
with nothing on my mind."

"Picnic, indeed! You'll go to no picnic today, An&hirley. That shall be your punishment. And it
isn't half severe enough either for what you'veadon

"Not go to the picnic!" Anne sprang to her feet ahatiched Marilla's hand. "But you PROMISED
me | might! Oh, Marilla, | must go to the picnichdt was why | confessed. Punish me any way you
like but that. Oh, Marilla, please, please, letgoeo the picnic. Think of the ice cream! For amyth
you know | may never have a chance to taste i@ntegain."”

Marilla disengaged Anne's clinging hands stonily.

"You needn't plead, Anne. You are not going togloaic and that's final. No, not a wort
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Anne realized that Marilla was not to be moved. Slasped her hands together, gave a piercing
shriek, and then flung herself face downward onbi@, crying and writhing in an utter abandonment
of disappointment and despair.

"For the land's sake!" gasped Marilla, hastenimmgnfthe room. "I believe the child is crazy. No
child in her senses would behave as she doese lisgh she's utterly bad. Oh dear, I'm afraid Rach
was right from the first. But I've put my hand ke tplow and | won't look back."

That was a dismal morning. Marilla worked fiercelyd scrubbed the porch floor and the dairy
shelves when she could find nothing else to dothéeithe shelves nor the porch needed it—but
Marilla did. Then she went out and raked the yard.

When dinner was ready she went to the stairs aflddcAnne. A tear-stained face appeared,
looking tragically over the banisters.

"Come down to your dinner, Anne."

"l don't want any dinner, Marilla,” said Anne, safddy. "I couldn't eat anything. My heart is
broken. You'll feel remorse of conscience somedlaxpect, for breaking it, Marilla, but | forgive
you. Remember when the time comes that | forgive. Y8ut please don't ask me to eat anything,
especially boiled pork and greens. Boiled pork amdens are so unromantic when one is in
affliction."

Exasperated, Marilla returned to the kitchen andr@d out her tale of woe to Matthew, who,
between his sense of justice and his unlawful syhypaith Anne, was a miserable man.

"Well now, she shouldn't have taken the brooch,ilMaror told stories about it," he admitted,
mournfully surveying his plateful of unromantic gand greens as if he, like Anne, thought it a food
unsuited to crises of feeling, "but she's suchitke lihing—such an interesting little thing. Doydu
think it's pretty rough not to let her go to therpc when she's so set on it?"

"Matthew Cuthbert, I'm amazed at you. | think Ile¢ her off entirely too easy. And she doesn't
appear to realize how wicked she's been at all-sthdtat worries me most. If she'd really felt sorry
it wouldn't be so bad. And you don't seem to realizneither; you're making excuses for her al th
time to yourself—I can see that."

"Well now, she's such a little thing," feebly regted Matthew. "And there should be allowances
made, Marilla. You know she's never had any briggip."

"Well, she's having it now" retorted Marilla.

The retort silenced Matthew if it did not convinigien. That dinner was a very dismal meal. The
only cheerful thing about it was Jerry Buote, tivedh boy, and Marilla resented his cheerfulnesa as
personal insult.

When her dishes were washed and her bread spongedsber hens fed Marilla remembered that
she had noticed a small rent in her best black &w@avl when she had taken it off on Monday
afternoon on returning from the Ladies' Aid.

She would go and mend it. The shawl was in a bokentrunk. As Marilla lifted it out, the
sunlight, falling through the vines that clustetéickly about the window, struck upon something
caught in the shawl—something that glittered aratldpd in facets of violet light. Marilla snatched
at it with a gasp. It was the amethyst brooch, mantp a thread of the lace by its catch!

"Dear life and heart," said Marilla blankly, "whddes this mean? Here's my brooch safe and sound
that | thought was at the bottom of Barry's pondatéver did that girl mean by saying she took it
and lost it? | declare | believe Green Gables sitobed. | remember now that when | took off my
shawl Monday afternoon | laid it on the bureau dominute. | suppose the brooch got caught in it
somehow. Well!"

Marilla betook herself to the east gable, broochand. Anne had cried herself out and was sitting
dejectedly by the window.

"Anne Shirley," said Marilla solemnly, "I've justdnd my brooch hanging to my black lace shi
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Now | want to know what that rigmarole you told thés morning meant.”

"Why, you said you'd keep me here until | confessezgturned Anne wearily, "and so | decided to
confess because | was bound to get to the pictimught out a confession last night after | went t
bed and made it as interesting as | could. Andd gaver and over so that | wouldn't forget iutB
you wouldn't let me go to the picnic after all,adbmy trouble was wasted."

Marilla had to laugh in spite of herself. But henscience pricked her.

"Anne, you do beat all! But | was wrong—I see thatv. | shouldn't have doubted your word
when I'd never known you to tell a story. Of couiisevasn't right for you to confess to a thing you
hadn't done—it was very wrong to do so. But | drgee to it. So if you'll forgive me, Anne, I'll
forgive you and we'll start square again. And n@wygpurself ready for the picnic.”

Anne flew up like a rocket.
"Oh, Marilla, isn't it too late?"

"No, it's only two o'clock. They won't be more thamll gathered yet and it'll be an hour before
they have tea. Wash your face and comb your hdirpan on your gingham. I'll fill a basket for you.
There's plenty of stuff baked in the house. Arldyet Jerry to hitch up the sorrel and drive yowdo
to the picnic ground.”

"Oh, Marilla," exclaimed Anne, flying to the washastl. "Five minutes ago | was so miserable |
was wishing I'd never been born and now | wouldm&nge places with an angel!"

That night a thoroughly happy, completely tired-dutne returned to Green Gables in a state of
beatification impossible to describe.

"Oh, Marilla, I've had a perfectly scrumptious tingcrumptious is a new word | learned today. |
heard Mary Alice Bell use it. Isn't it very expreag® Everything was lovely. We had a splendid tea
and then Mr. Harmon Andrews took us all for a rowtbe Lake of Shining Waters—six of us at a
time. And Jane Andrews nearly fell overboard. Sles feaning out to pick water lilies and if Mr.
Andrews hadn't caught her by her sash just in ibk of time she'd fallen in and prob'ly been
drowned. | wish it had been me. It would have bs&ch a romantic experience to have been nearly
drowned. It would be such a thrilling tale to télhd we had the ice cream. Words fail me to describ
that ice cream. Marilla, | assure you it was sublim

That evening Marilla told the whole story to Matthever her stocking basket.

"I'm willing to own up that | made a mistake," stencluded candidly, "but I've learned a lesson. |
have to laugh when [ think of Anne's 'confessiattiough | suppose | shouldn't for it really was a
falsehood. But it doesn't seem as bad as the ethald have been, somehow, and anyhow I'm
responsible for it. That child is hard to underdtam some respects. But | believe she'll turn dut a
right yet. And there's one thing certain, no howgkever be dull that she's in."

CHAPTER XV. A Tempest in the School Teapot

"What a splendid day!" said Anne, drawing a longdth. "Isn't it good just to be alive on a day
like this? | pity the people who aren't born yet foissing it. They may have good days, of course,
but they can never have this one. And it's splesrdtill to have such a lovely way to go to school
by, isn't it?"

"It's a lot nicer than going round by the road;ttlsaso dusty and hot,” said Diana practically,
peeping into her dinner basket and mentally calmgaf the three juicy, toothsome, raspberry tarts
reposing there were divided among ten girls howyniates each girl would have.

The little girls of Avonlea school always pooleaithlunches, and to eat three raspberry tarts all
alone or even to share them only with one's basholvould have forever and ever branded as "a
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mean" the girl who did it. And yet, when the tawsre divided among ten girls you just got
enough to tantalize you.

The way Anne and Diana went to school WAS a prety. Anne thought those walks to and from
school with Diana couldn't be improved upon evenrbggination. Going around by the main road
would have been so unromantic; but to go by Loveaise and Willowmere and Violet Vale and the
Birch Path was romantic, if ever anything was.

Lover's Lane opened out below the orchard at G&avries and stretched far up into the woods to
the end of the Cuthbert farm. It was the way byohkhhe cows were taken to the back pasture and
the wood hauled home in winter. Anne had nameditel's Lane before she had been a month at
Green Gables.

"Not that lovers ever really walk there,” she expda to Marilla, "but Diana and | are reading a
perfectly magnificent book and there's a Lover'sd.a it. So we want to have one, too. And it's a
very pretty name, don't you think? So romantic! ¥da't imagine the lovers into it, you know. I like
that lane because you can think out loud thereowitpeople calling you crazy."

Anne, starting out alone in the morning, went ddwawer's Lane as far as the brook. Here Diana
met her, and the two little girls went on up thedainder the leafy arch of maples—"maples are such
sociable trees," said Anne; "they're always rugtiéamd whispering to you"—until they came to a
rustic bridge. Then they left the lane and walkedtgh Mr. Barry's back field and past Willowmere.
Beyond Willowmere came Violet Vale—a little greemgle in the shadow of Mr. Andrew Bell's big
woods. "Of course there are no violets there nodnhe told Marilla, "but Diana says there are
millions of them in spring. Oh, Marilla, can't ygust imagine you see them? It actually takes away
my breath. | named it Violet Vale. Diana says sk&en saw the beat of me for hitting on fancy
names for places. It's nice to be clever at somegthsn't it? But Diana named the Birch Path. She
wanted to, so | let her; but I'm sure | could héaend something more poetical than plain Birch Path
Anybody can think of a name like that. But the Bifeath is one of the prettiest places in the world,
Marilla."

It was. Other people besides Anne thought so wheg stumbled on it. It was a little narrow,
twisting path, winding down over a long hill stratghrough Mr. Bell's woods, where the light came
down sifted through so many emerald screens thedstas flawless as the heart of a diamond. It was
fringed in all its length with slim young bircheshite stemmed and lissom boughed; ferns and
starflowers and wild lilies-of-the-valley and sedrtufts of pigeonberries grew thickly along it;dan
always there was a delightful spiciness in theaad music of bird calls and the murmur and laugh of
wood winds in the trees overhead. Now and thenmi@ht see a rabbit skipping across the road if
you were quiet—which, with Anne and Diana, happeabdut once in a blue moon. Down in the
valley the path came out to the main road and itheas just up the spruce hill to the school.

The Avonlea school was a whitewashed building, lowthe eaves and wide in the windows,
furnished inside with comfortable substantial addtfioned desks that opened and shut, and were
carved all over their lids with the initials andetoglyphics of three generations of school children
The schoolhouse was set back from the road anddbéhivas a dusky fir wood and a brook where
all the children put their bottles of milk in theoming to keep cool and sweet until dinner hour.

Marilla had seen Anne start off to school on thestfiday of September with many secret
misgivings. Anne was such an odd girl. How woule gjet on with the other children? And how on
earth would she ever manage to hold her tongu@glsichool hours?

Things went better than Marilla feared, howevern@&icame home that evening in high spirits.

"l think I'm going to like school here," she annoad. "I don't think much of the master, through.
He's all the time curling his mustache and makipgseat Prissy Andrews. Prissy is grown up, you
know. She's sixteen and she's studying for theaeo&r examination into Queen's Academy at
Charlottetown next year. Tillie Boulter says thesteais DEAD GONE on her. She's got a beautiful
complexion and curly brown hair and she does isaiglegantly. She sits in the long seat at the back
and he sits there, too, most of the time—to expgh@nlessons, he says. But Ruby Gillis says she saw
him writing something on her slate and when Priesd it she blushed as red as a beet and giggled,;
and Ruby Gillis says she doesn't believe it hadhang to do with the lesson."

"Anne Shirley, don't let me hear you talking abgatrr teacher in that way again,” said Mar
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sharply. "You don't go to school to criticize thaster. | guess he can teach YOU something, and
it's your business to learn. And | want you to ustind right off that you are not to come home
telling tales about him. That is something | wamtourage. | hope you were a good girl."

"Indeed | was," said Anne comfortably. "It wasrdtisard as you might imagine, either. | sit with
Diana. Our seat is right by the window and we aakldown to the Lake of Shining Waters. There
are a lot of nice girls in school and we had scriimg fun playing at dinnertime. It's so nice toéa
a lot of little girls to play with. But of courselike Diana best and always will. | ADORE DianamI'
dreadfully far behind the others. They're all ie flith book and I'm only in the fourth. | feel thifls
kind of a disgrace. But there's not one of them swah an imagination as | have and | soon found
that out. We had reading and geography and Can&istory and dictation today. Mr. Phillips said
my spelling was disgraceful and he held up my datéhat everybody could see it, all marked over. |
felt so mortified, Marilla; he might have been palito a stranger, | think. Ruby Gillis gave me an
apple and Sophia Sloane lent me a lovely pink eatld 'May | see you home?' on it. I'm to give it
back to her tomorrow. And Tillie Boulter let me wdger bead ring all the afternoon. Can | have
some of those pearl beads off the old pincushidhergarret to make myself a ring? And oh, Marilla,
Jane Andrews told me that Minnie MacPherson toldieg she heard Prissy Andrews tell Sara Gillis
that | had a very pretty nose. Marilla, that is finst compliment | have ever had in my life anduyo
can't imagine what a strange feeling it gave meillahave | really a pretty nose? | know youdllt
me the truth."

"Your nose is well enough," said Marilla shortlyec®etly she thought Anne's nose was a
remarkable pretty one; but she had no intentiaelohg her so.

That was three weeks ago and all had gone smosthlfar. And now, this crisp September
morning, Anne and Diana were tripping blithely dotkwe Birch Path, two of the happiest little girls
in Avonlea.

"I guess Gilbert Blythe will be in school todaygdid Diana. "He's been visiting his cousins over in
New Brunswick all summer and he only came homer8ayunight. He's AW'FLY handsome, Anne.
And he teases the girls something terrible. Hetjurshents our lives out.”

Diana's voice indicated that she rather liked havier life tormented out than not.

"Gilbert Blythe?" said Anne. "Isn't his name that/stten up on the porch wall with Julia Bell's
and a big 'Take Notice' over them?"

"Yes," said Diana, tossing her head, "but I'm dueedoesn't like Julia Bell so very much. I've
heard him say he studied the multiplication talyldér freckles."

"Oh, don't speak about freckles to me," implorech@n"lt isn't delicate when I've got so many.
But | do think that writing take-notices up on thall about the boys and girls is the silliest ever.
should just like to see anybody dare to write mgneaip with a boy's. Not, of course," she hastened
to add, "that anybody would."

Anne sighed. She didn't want her name written wgt.iByas a little humiliating to know that there
was no danger of it.

"Nonsense," said Diana, whose black eyes and gtossges had played such havoc with the hearts
of Avonlea schoolboys that her name figured onpgbech walls in half a dozen take-notices. "It's
only meant as a joke. And don't you be too sure pame won't ever be written up. Charlie Sloane is
DEAD GONE on you. He told his mother—his MOTHER hieshiyou—that you were the smartest girl
in school. That's better than being good looking."

"No, it isn't," said Anne, feminine to the cored"rather be pretty than clever. And | hate Charlie
Sloane, | can't bear a boy with goggle eyes. Ibaeywrote my name up with his I'd never GET over
it, Diana Barry. But it IS nice to keep head of yolass."

"You'll have Gilbert in your class after this," dddiana, "and he's used to being head of his dlass,
can tell you. He's only in the fourth book althougs nearly fourteen. Four years ago his father wa
sick and had to go out to Alberta for his healtld &ilbert went with him. They were there three
years and Gil didn't go to school hardly any utitdy came back. You won't find it so easy to keep
head after this, Anne
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"I'm glad," said Anne quickly. "I couldn't realleél proud of keeping head of little boys and girls
of just nine or ten. | got up yesterday spellingulétion.' Josie Pye was head and, mind you, she
peeped in her book. Mr. Phillips didn't see her—wlaes looking at Prissy Andrews—but | did. | just
swept her a look of freezing scorn and she gotdss a beet and spelled it wrong after all.”

"Those Pye girls are cheats all round," said Diemignantly, as they climbed the fence of the
main road. "Gertie Pye actually went and put hdk tmbttle in my place in the brook yesterday. Did
you ever? | don't speak to her now."

When Mr. Phillips was in the back of the room hegrPrissy Andrews's Latin, Diana whispered to
Anne,

"That's Gilbert Blythe sitting right across thelaifom you, Anne. Just look at him and see if you
don't think he's handsome."

Anne looked accordingly. She had a good chance &odfor the said Gilbert Blythe was absorbed
in stealthily pinning the long yellow braid of Rul@illis, who sat in front of him, to the back ofrhe
seat. He was a tall boy, with curly brown hair,uistp hazel eyes, and a mouth twisted into a teasing
smile. Presently Ruby Gillis started up to takeuan g0 the master; she fell back into her seat with
little shriek, believing that her hair was pulledtdy the roots. Everybody looked at her and Mr.
Phillips glared so sternly that Ruby began to &@ibert had whisked the pin out of sight and was
studying his history with the soberest face inwlweld; but when the commotion subsided he looked
at Anne and winked with inexpressible drollery.

"l think your Gilbert Blythe IS handsome," confid@ahne to Diana, "but | think he's very bold. It
isn't good manners to wink at a strange girl."

But it was not until the afternoon that things iegalegan to happen.

Mr. Phillips was back in the corner explaining algem in algebra to Prissy Andrews and the rest
of the scholars were doing pretty much as theysgldaeating green apples, whispering, drawing
pictures on their slates, and driving crickets based to strings, up and down aisle. Gilbert Blythe
was trying to make Anne Shirley look at him andirigi utterly, because Anne was at that moment
totally oblivious not only to the very existence @Gilbert Blythe, but of every other scholar in
Avonlea school itself. With her chin propped on hands and her eyes fixed on the blue glimpse of
the Lake of Shining Waters that the west windoworaféd, she was far away in a gorgeous
dreamland hearing and seeing nothing save her avmde&vful visions.

Gilbert Blythe wasn't used to putting himself oatrhake a girl look at him and meeting with
failure. She SHOULD look at him, that red-hairedrily girl with the little pointed chin and the big
eyes that weren't like the eyes of any other gidvonlea school.

Gilbert reached across the aisle, picked up theaér@ihne's long red braid, held it out at arm's
length and said in a piercing whisper:

"Carrots! Carrots!"
Then Anne looked at him with a vengeance!

She did more than look. She sprang to her feetbhight fancies fallen into cureless ruin. She
flashed one indignant glance at Gilbert from eyd®se angry sparkle was swiftly quenched in
equally angry tears.

"You mean, hateful boy!" she exclaimed passionatétpw dare you!"

And then—thwack! Anne had brought her slate dowrGilbert's head and cracked it—slate not
head—clear across.

Avonlea school always enjoyed a scene. This wasspecially enjoyable one. Everybody said
"Oh" in horrified delight. Diana gasped. Ruby Gillivho was inclined to be hysterical, began to cry.
Tommy Sloane let his team of crickets escape hiogather while he stared open-mouthed at the
tableau.

Mr. Phillips stalked down the aisle and laid hisithdeavily on Anne's shoulde
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"Anne Shirley, what does this mean?" he said angAihne returned no answer. It was asking too
much of flesh and blood to expect her to tell befthe whole school that she had been called
"carrots.” Gilbert it was who spoke up stoutly.

"It was my fault Mr. Phillips. | teased her."
Mr. Phillips paid no heed to Gilbert.

"l am sorry to see a pupil of mine displaying sactemper and such a vindictive spirit,” he said in
a solemn tone, as if the mere fact of being a poipiiis ought to root out all evil passions frone th
hearts of small imperfect mortals. "Anne, go arahdton the platform in front of the blackboard for
the rest of the afternoon.”

Anne would have infinitely preferred a whipping tttis punishment under which her sensitive
spirit quivered as from a whiplash. With a whitet §ace she obeyed. Mr. Phillips took a chalk
crayon and wrote on the blackboard above her head.

"Ann Shirley has a very bad temper. Ann Shirley niearn to control her temper,” and then read
it out loud so that even the primer class, who @ottikead writing, should understand it.

Anne stood there the rest of the afternoon with lkbgend above her. She did not cry or hang her
head. Anger was still too hot in her heart for thad it sustained her amid all her agony of
humiliation. With resentful eyes and passion-redeis she confronted alike Diana's sympathetic
gaze and Charlie Sloane's indignant nods and Bysis malicious smiles. As for Gilbert Blythe, she
would not even look at him. She would NEVER lookamh again! She would never speak to him!!

When school was dismissed Anne marched out withhdeehead held high. Gilbert Blythe tried to
intercept her at the porch door.

"I'm awfully sorry | made fun of your hair, Annehe whispered contritely. "Honest | am. Don't be
mad for keeps, now."

Anne swept by disdainfully, without look or signtodaring. "Oh how could you, Anne?" breathed
Diana as they went down the road half reproachfuiblf admiringly. Diana felt that SHE could
never have resisted Gilbert's plea.

"l shall never forgive Gilbert Blythe,” said Ann&nily. "And Mr. Phillips spelled my name
without an e, too. The iron has entered into my,doiana."”

Diana hadn't the least idea what Anne meant butisberstood it was something terrible.

"You mustn't mind Gilbert making fun of your haishe said soothingly. "Why, he makes fun of
all the girls. He laughs at mine because it's ackblHe's called me a crow a dozen times; andémev
heard him apologize for anything before, either."

"There's a great deal of difference between bemlfea a crow and being called carrots,” said
Anne with dignity. "Gilbert Blythe has hurt my fésjs EXCRUCIATINGLY, Diana."

It is possible the matter might have blown overhaitt more excruciation if nothing else had
happened. But when things begin to happen thegr®o keep on.

Avonlea scholars often spent noon hour picking garivir. Bell's spruce grove over the hill and
across his big pasture field. From there they cdwlelp an eye on Eben Wright's house, where the
master boarded. When they saw Mr. Phillips emergfiregefrom they ran for the schoolhouse; but
the distance being about three times longer tharV¥ight's lane they were very apt to arrive there,
breathless and gasping, some three minutes tao late

On the following day Mr. Phillips was seized witmeo of his spasmodic fits of reform and
announced before going home to dinner, that heldhexpect to find all the scholars in their seats
when he returned. Anyone who came in late wouldueshed.

All the boys and some of the girls went to Mr. Befipruce grove as usual, fully intending to stay
only long enough to "pick a chew." But spruce gowae seductive and yellow nuts of gum
beguiling; they picked and loitered and strayed as usual the first thing that recalled them to a
sense of the flight of time was Jimmy Glover shagitirom the top of a patriarchal old sprt
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"Master's coming."

The girls who were on the ground, started first arhaged to reach the schoolhouse in time but
without a second to spare. The boys, who had tggleihastily down from the trees, were later; and
Anne, who had not been picking gum at all but wasaering happily in the far end of the grove,
waist deep among the bracken, singing softly tedlgrwith a wreath of rice lilies on her hair &s i
she were some wild divinity of the shadowy placeas latest of all. Anne could run like a deer,
however; run she did with the impish result that ekiertook the boys at the door and was swept into
the schoolhouse among them just as Mr. Phillipsiwadise act of hanging up his hat.

Mr. Phillips's brief reforming energy was over; #en't want the bother of punishing a dozen
pupils; but it was necessary to do something te $a&s word, so he looked about for a scapegoat and
found it in Anne, who had dropped into her seaspgay for breath, with a forgotten lily wreath
hanging askew over one ear and giving her a p#atiguakish and disheveled appearance.

"Anne Shirley, since you seem to be so fond oftibnes’ company we shall indulge your taste for it
this afternoon,” he said sarcastically. "Take thflesvers out of your hair and sit with Gilbert
Blythe."

The other boys snickered. Diana, turning pale pitl, plucked the wreath from Anne's hair and
squeezed her hand. Anne stared at the mastetusisefl to stone.

"Did you hear what | said, Anne?" queried Mr. Rpdlsternly.
"Yes, sir," said Anne slowly "but | didn't suppog®u really meant it."

"l assure you | did"—still with the sarcastic irdteon which all the children, and Anne especially,
hated. It flicked on the raw. "Obey me at once."

For a moment Anne looked as if she meant to disoblegn, realizing that there was no help for it,
she rose haughtily, stepped across the aislepsat deside Gilbert Blythe, and buried her faceean h
arms on the desk. Ruby Gillis, who got a glimpset @fs it went down, told the others going home
from school that she'd "acksually never seen angthike it—it was so white, with awful little red
spots in it."

To Anne, this was as the end of all things. It Wwad enough to be singled out for punishment from
among a dozen equally guilty ones; it was wordéetstibe sent to sit with a boy, but that that boy
should be Gilbert Blythe was heaping insult oniinjto a degree utterly unbearable. Anne felt that
she could not bear it and it would be of no userytoHer whole being seethed with shame and anger
and humiliation.

At first the other scholars looked and whispered giggled and nudged. But as Anne never lifted
her head and as Gilbert worked fractions as ifwhsle soul was absorbed in them and them only,
they soon returned to their own tasks and Anne fagotten. When Mr. Phillips called the history
class out Anne should have gone, but Anne did motenand Mr. Phillips, who had been writing
some verses "To Priscilla" before he called theg;lavas thinking about an obstinate rhyme still and
never missed her. Once, when nobody was lookintpe@itook from his desk a little pink candy
heart with a gold motto on it, "You are sweet," asighped it under the curve of Anne's arm.
Whereupon Anne arose, took the pink heart gingsgtyveen the tips of her fingers, dropped it on the
floor, ground it to powder beneath her heel, arsimeed her position without deigning to bestow a
glance on Gilbert.

When school went out Anne marched to her deskntateusly took out everything therein, books
and writing tablet, pen and ink, testament andharéttic, and piled them neatly on her cracked slate.

"What are you taking all those things home for, AhhDiana wanted to know, as soon as they
were out on the road. She had not dared to asfjubstion before.

"l am not coming back to school any more," said &nbiana gasped and stared at Anne to see if
she meant it.

"Will Marilla let you stay home?" she asked.

"She'll have to," said Anne. "I'll NEVER go to sahdo that man again
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"Oh, Anne!" Diana looked as if she were ready tp ¢t do think you're mean. What shall | do?
Mr. Phillips will make me sit with that horrid GextPye—I know he will because she is sitting alone.
Do come back, Anne."

"I'd do almost anything in the world for you, Dighaaid Anne sadly. "I'd let myself be torn limb
from limb if it would do you any good. But | camlb this, so please don't ask it. You harrow up my
very soul."

"Just think of all the fun you will miss," mourn&lana. "We are going to build the loveliest new
house down by the brook; and we'll be playing baltt week and you've never played ball, Anne. It's
tremendously exciting. And we're going to learneavrsong—Jane Andrews is practicing it up now;
and Alice Andrews is going to bring a new Pansykbnext week and we're all going to read it out
loud, chapter about, down by the brook. And youkiyou are so fond of reading out loud, Anne."

Nothing moved Anne in the least. Her mind was mape She would not go to school to Mr.
Phillips again; she told Marilla so when she gahleo

"Nonsense," said Marilla.

"It isn't nonsense at all," said Anne, gazing atiNéawith solemn, reproachful eyes. "Don't you
understand, Marilla? I've been insulted.”

"Insulted fiddlesticks! You'll go to school tomowaas usual."

"Oh, no." Anne shook her head gently. "I'm not goback, Marilla. I'll learn my lessons at home
and I'll be as good as | can be and hold my toragiuie time if it's possible at all. But | will hgo
back to school, | assure you."

Marilla saw something remarkably like unyieldinglgbornness looking out of Anne's small face.
She understood that she would have trouble in oveirgg it; but she re-solved wisely to say nothing
more just then. "Il run down and see Rachel abbtiis evening,” she thought. "There's no use
reasoning with Anne now. She's too worked up areddh idea she can be awful stubborn if she takes
the notion. Far as | can make out from her storg, Rhillips has been carrying matters with a rather
high hand. But it would never do to say so to Wé#rjust talk it over with Rachel. She's sent ten
children to school and she ought to know somethimgut it. She'll have heard the whole story, too,
by this time."

Marilla found Mrs. Lynde knitting quilts as induistusly and cheerfully as usual.
"l suppose you know what I've come about," she, salitle shamefacedly.
Mrs. Rachel nodded.

"About Anne's fuss in school, | reckon," she sdidllie Boulter was in on her way home from
school and told me about it." "I don't know whatdo with her," said Marilla. "She declares she
won't go back to school. | never saw a child sokedrup. I've been expecting trouble ever since she
started to school. | knew things were going too atimdo last. She's so high strung. What would you
advise, Rachel?"

"Well, since you've asked my advice, Marilla," sais. Lynde amiably—Mrs. Lynde dearly
loved to be asked for advice—"I'd just humor hdittke at first, that's what I'd do. It's my beligfat
Mr. Phillips was in the wrong. Of course, it doésio to say so to the children, you know. And of
course he did right to punish her yesterday fomgiway to temper. But today it was different. The
others who were late should have been punishedethisagvAnne, that's what. And | don't believe in
making the girls sit with the boys for punishmdhtisn't modest. Tillie Boulter was real indignant.
She took Anne's part right through and said allstigolars did too. Anne seems real popular among
them, somehow. | never thought she'd take with teemwell."

"Then you really think I'd better let her stay hofveaid Marilla in amazement.

"Yes. That is | wouldn't say school to her agaitilishe said it herself. Depend upon it, Marilla,
she'll cool off in a week or so and be ready endogio back of her own accord, that's what, while,
you were to make her go back right off, dear knovksit freak or tantrum she'd take next and make
more trouble than ever. The less fuss made therbatt my opinion. She won't miss much by
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going to school, as far as THAT goes. Mr. Philipst any good at all as a teacher. The order he
keeps is scandalous, that's what, and he negleetgaung fry and puts all his time on those big
scholars he's getting ready for Queen's. He'd nlearee got the school for another year if his uncle
hadn't been a trustee—THE trustee, for he justsi¢lael other two around by the nose, that's what. |
declare, | don't know what education in this Isl&doming to."

Mrs. Rachel shook her head, as much as to sayeifnsre only at the head of the educational
system of the Province things would be much bett@naged.

Marilla took Mrs. Rachel's advice and not anotherdvwas said to Anne about going back to
school. She learned her lessons at home, did leeeshand played with Diana in the chilly purple
autumn twilights; but when she met Gilbert Blythretbe road or encountered him in Sunday school
she passed him by with an icy contempt that wasmbthawed by his evident desire to appease her.
Even Diana's efforts as a peacemaker were of nib Avene had evidently made up her mind to hate
Gilbert Blythe to the end of life.

As much as she hated Gilbert, however, did she baaa, with all the love of her passionate little
heart, equally intense in its likes and dislikese@vening Marilla, coming in from the orchard with
a basket of apples, found Anne sitting along byetlst window in the twilight, crying bitterly.

"Whatever's the matter now, Anne?" she asked.

"It's about Diana," sobbed Anne luxuriously. "l é@iana so, Marilla. | cannot ever live without
her. But | know very well when we grow up that Daawill get married and go away and leave me.
And oh, what shall | do? | hate her husband—I Juste him furiously. I've been imagining it all
out—the wedding and everything—Diana dressed invgngarments, with a veil, and looking as
beautiful and regal as a queen; and me the briddsmih a lovely dress too, and puffed sleeves, bu
with a breaking heart hid beneath my smiling faked then bidding Diana goodbye-e-e—" Here
Anne broke down entirely and wept with increasiitteness.

Marilla turned quickly away to hide her twitchingcke; but it was no use; she collapsed on the
nearest chair and burst into such a hearty anduahpgal of laughter that Matthew, crossing thalyar
outside, halted in amazement. When had he hearilaMaugh like that before?

"Well, Anne Shirley," said Marilla as soon as sloeld speak, "if you must borrow trouble, for
pity's sake borrow it handier home. | should thyoki had an imagination, sure enough.”

CHAPTER XVI. Diana Is Invited to Tea with Tragic
Results

OCTOBER was a beautiful month at Green Gables, whenbirches in the hollow turned as
golden as sunshine and the maples behind the drevene royal crimson and the wild cherry trees
along the lane put on the loveliest shades of dadand bronzy green, while the fields sunned
themselves in aftermaths.

Anne reveled in the world of color about her.

"Oh, Marilla,” she exclaimed one Saturday morniogming dancing in with her arms full of
gorgeous boughs, "I'm so glad I live in a world vehthere are Octobers. It would be terrible if we
just skipped from September to November, wouldf'tLiook at these maple branches. Don't they
give you a thrill—several thrills? I'm going to deate my room with them."

"Messy things," said Marilla, whose aesthetic semas not noticeably developed. "You clutter up
your room entirely too much with out-of-doors stuihne. Bedrooms were made to sleep in."

"Oh, and dream in too, Marilla. And you know onen @ream so much better in a room where
there are pretty things. I'm going to put theseghsun the old blue jug and set them on my tal
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"Mind you don't drop leaves all over the stairsnthEm going on a meeting of the Aid Society at
Carmody this afternoon, Anne, and | won't likely Hi@me before dark. You'll have to get Matthew
and Jerry their supper, so mind you don't forggiubthe tea to draw until you sit down at the ¢abl
as you did last time."

"It was dreadful of me to forget," said Anne apatgally, "but that was the afternoon | was trying
to think of a name for Violet Vale and it crowdetther things out. Matthew was so good. He never
scolded a bit. He put the tea down himself and saiccould wait awhile as well as not. And | told
him a lovely fairy story while we were waiting, Be didn't find the time long at all. It was a befalit
fairy story, Marilla. | forgot the end of it, sonhade up an end for it myself and Matthew said he
couldn't tell where the join came in."

"Matthew would think it all right, Anne, if you td&oa notion to get up and have dinner in the
middle of the night. But you keep your wits abowouythis time. And—I don't really know if I'm
doing right—it may make you more addlepated thagr-exbut you can ask Diana to come over and
spend the afternoon with you and have tea here."

"Oh, Marilla!" Anne clasped her hands. "How perfgdbvely! You ARE able to imagine things
after all or else you'd never have understood Hesvlbnged for that very thing. It will seem soeic
and grown-uppish. No fear of my forgetting to the tea to draw when | have company. Oh, Marilla,
can | use the rosebud spray tea set?"

"No, indeed! The rosebud tea set! Well, what nexo& know | never use that except for the
minister or the Aids. You'll put down the old browea set. But you can open the little yellow crock
of cherry preserves. It's time it was being useghaw—I believe it's beginning to work. And you
can cut some fruit cake and have some of the ce@d snaps."

"l can just imagine myself sitting down at the he&dhe table and pouring out the tea," said Anne,
shutting her eyes ecstatically. "And asking Didnehe takes sugar! | know she doesn't but of course
I'll ask her just as if | didn't know. And then psing her to take another piece of fruit cake and
another helping of preserves. Oh, Marilla, it's@derful sensation just to think of it. Can | tdler
into the spare room to lay off her hat when sheasihAnd then into the parlor to sit?"

"No. The sitting room will do for you and your coany. But there's a bottle half full of raspberry
cordial that was left over from the church sodm dther night. It's on the second shelf of thingi
room closet and you and Diana can have it if y&e,liand a cooky to eat with it along in the
afternoon, for | daresay Matthew'll be late comim¢p tea since he's hauling potatoes to the véssel

Anne flew down to the hollow, past the Dryad's Bletdnd up the spruce path to Orchard Slope, to
ask Diana to tea. As a result just after Marilla liaiven off to Carmody, Diana came over, dressed
in HER second-best dress and looking exactly asptoper to look when asked out to tea. At other
times she was wont to run into the kitchen withknacking; but now she knocked primly at the front
door. And when Anne, dressed in her second bestim$y opened it, both little girls shook hands as
gravely as if they had never met before. This wmahtsolemnity lasted until after Diana had been
taken to the east gable to lay off her hat and tiehsat for ten minutes in the sitting room, tives
position.

"How is your mother?" inquired Anne politely, juss if she had not seen Mrs. Barry picking
apples that morning in excellent health and spirits

"She is very well, thank you. | suppose Mr. Cuthliehauling potatoes to the LILY SANDS this
afternoon, is he?" said Diana, who had ridden doaviMr. Harmon Andrews's that morning in
Matthew's cart.

"Yes. Our potato crop is very good this year. | éagpur father's crop is good too."
"It is fairly good, thank you. Have you picked masfyyour apples yet?"

"Oh, ever so many," said Anne forgetting to be digd and jumping up quickly. "Let's go out to
the orchard and get some of the Red Sweetings,aDMarilla says we can have all that are left on
the tree. Marilla is a very generous woman. She sa could have fruit cake and cherry preserves
for tea. But it isn't good manners to tell your gamy what you are going to give them to eat, so |
won't tell you what she said we could have to dridkly it begins with an R and a C and it's bri
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red color. | love bright red drinks, don't you? Vhaste twice as good as any other color."

The orchard, with its great sweeping boughs that teethe ground with fruit, proved so delightful
that the little girls spent most of the afternooniti sitting in a grassy corner where the frostl ha
spared the green and the mellow autumn sunshigertid warmly, eating apples and talking as hard
as they could. Diana had much to tell Anne of whkant on in school. She had to sit with Gertie Pye
and she hated it; Gertie squeaked her pencil altithe and it just made her—Diana's—blood run
cold; Ruby Gillis had charmed all her warts awaye's you live, with a magic pebble that old Mary
Joe from the Creek gave her. You had to rub theswaith the pebble and then throw it away over
your left shoulder at the time of the new moon #rewarts would all go. Charlie Sloane's name was
written up with Em White's on the porch wall and Bkthite was AWFUL MAD about it; Sam
Boulter had "sassed" Mr. Phillips in class and Rhillips whipped him and Sam's father came down
to the school and dared Mr. Phillips to lay a handone of his children again; and Mattie Andrews
had a new red hood and a blue crossover with tasseit and the airs she put on about it were
perfectly sickening; and Lizzie Wright didn't spek Mamie Wilson because Mamie Wilson's
grown-up sister had cut out Lizzie Wright's growmsister with her beau; and everybody missed
Anne so and wished she's come to school againGdhdrt Blythe—

But Anne didn't want to hear about Gilbert Blytise jumped up hurriedly and said suppose they
go in and have some raspberry cordial.

Anne looked on the second shelf of the room pabtrtythere was no bottle of raspberry cordial
there. Search revealed it away back on the top. ghahe put it on a tray and set it on the tabléhvei
tumbler.

"Now, please help yourself, Diana," she said piglitd don't believe I'll have any just now. | don'
feel as if | wanted any after all those apples.”

Diana poured herself out a tumblerful, looked sthtight-red hue admiringly, and then sipped it
daintily.

"That's awfully nice raspberry cordial, Anne," steid. "I didn't know raspberry cordial was so
nice."

"I'm real glad you like it. Take as much as you tvém going to run out and stir the fire up. There
are so many responsibilities on a person's minchwitney're keeping house, isn't there?"

When Anne came back from the kitchen Diana waskarinher second glassful of cordial; and,
being entreated thereto by Anne, she offered nticpéar objection to the drinking of a third. The
tumblerfuls were generous ones and the raspberdyatavas certainly very nice.

"The nicest | ever drank," said Diana. "It's evermsuch nicer than Mrs. Lynde's, although she
brags of hers so much. It doesn't taste a bitHés."

"l should think Marilla's raspberry cordial wouldgb'ly be much nicer than Mrs. Lynde's," said
Anne loyally. "Marilla is a famous cook. She isitny to teach me to cook but | assure you, Diana, it
is uphill work. There's so little scope for imagdina in cookery. You just have to go by rules. The
last time | made a cake | forgot to put the flowr liwas thinking the loveliest story about you and
me, Diana. | thought you were desperately ill vathallpox and everybody deserted you, but | went
boldly to your bedside and nursed you back to hiecl then | took the smallpox and died and | was
buried under those poplar trees in the graveyaddyan planted a rosebush by my grave and watered
it with your tears; and you never, never forgotfitiend of your youth who sacrificed her life fooy.

Oh, it was such a pathetic tale, Diana. The tasmsrained down over my cheeks while | mixed the
cake. But | forgot the flour and the cake was andisfailure. Flour is so essential to cakes, you
know. Marilla was very cross and | don't wondan & great trial to her. She was terribly mortified
about the pudding sauce last week. We had a pludipg for dinner on Tuesday and there was half
the pudding and a pitcherful of sauce left overriNdasaid there was enough for another dinner and
told me to set it on the pantry shelf and cover ilheant to cover it just as much as could be, Bjian
but when | carried it in | was imagining | was anadof course I'm a Protestant but | imagined | was
a Catholic—taking the veil to bury a broken heartcloistered seclusion; and | forgot all about
covering the pudding sauce. | thought of it nextmitg and ran to the pantry. Diana, fancy if you
can my extreme horror at finding a mouse drowneithan pudding sauce! | lifted the mouse out with
a spoon and threw it out in the yard and then lhedsthe spoon in three waters. Marilla was
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milking and | fully intended to ask her when shenean if I'd give the sauce to the pigs; but when
she did come in | was imagining that | was a ffasy going through the woods turning the trees red
and yellow, whichever they wanted to be, so | naheught about the pudding sauce again and
Marilla sent me out to pick apples. Well, Mr. andsMChester Ross from Spencervale came here that
morning. You know they are very stylish people,eesplly Mrs. Chester Ross. When Marilla called
me in dinner was all ready and everybody was atdhke. | tried to be as polite and dignified as |
could be, for | wanted Mrs. Chester Ross to thinkak a ladylike little girl even if | wasn't preity
Everything went right until | saw Marilla coming thithe plum pudding in one hand and the pitcher
of pudding sauce WARMED UP, in the other. Dianatttvas a terrible moment. | remembered
everything and | just stood up in my place andedt®d out 'Marilla, you mustn't use that pudding
sauce. There was a mouse drowned in it. | forgaeltoyou before." Oh, Diana, | shall never forget
that awful moment if | live to be a hundred. Mrdhe&Ster Ross just LOOKED at me and | thought |
would sink through the floor with mortification. 8lis such a perfect housekeeper and fancy what she
must have thought of us. Marilla turned red as Ifiue she never said a word—then. She just carried
that sauce and pudding out and brought in somwe/isénay preserves. She even offered me some, but
I couldn't swallow a mouthful. It was like heapiogals of fire on my head. After Mrs. Chester Ross
went away, Marilla gave me a dreadful scolding. Wbiana, what is the matter?"

Diana had stood up very unsteadily; then she sahdwmain, putting her hands to her head.
"I'm—I'm awful sick," she said, a little thicklyl-~l—must go right home."

"Oh, you mustn't dream of going home without yaa,t cried Anne in distress. "I'll get it right
off—I'll go and put the tea down this very minute."

"l must go home," repeated Diana, stupidly but aeteedly.

"Let me get you a lunch anyhow," implored Anne.t'tree give you a bit of fruit cake and some of
the cherry preserves. Lie down on the sofa fottke Wwhile and you'll be better. Where do you feel
bad?"

"I must go home," said Diana, and that was allwbeld say. In vain Anne pleaded.

"l never heard of company going home without tea® mourned. "Oh, Diana, do you suppose
that it's possible you're really taking the smallpéf you are I'll go and nurse you, you can depamnd
that. I'll never forsake you. But | do wish youtdystill after tea. Where do you feel bad?"

"I'm awful dizzy," said Diana.

And indeed, she walked very dizzily. Anne, withreeaf disappointment in her eyes, got Diana's
hat and went with her as far as the Barry yarddefiben she wept all the way back to Green Gables,
where she sorrowfully put the remainder of the bbasgy cordial back into the pantry and got tea
ready for Matthew and Jerry, with all the zest goatof the performance.

The next day was Sunday and as the rain poured dotenrents from dawn till dusk Anne did not
stir abroad from Green Gables. Monday afternoonillasent her down to Mrs. Lynde's on an
errand. In a very short space of time Anne camadlyack up the lane with tears rolling down her
cheeks. Into the kitchen she dashed and flung liéase downward on the sofa in an agony.

"Whatever has gone wrong now, Anne?" queried Maiill doubt and dismay. "I do hope you
haven't gone and been saucy to Mrs. Lynde again."

No answer from Anne save more tears and stormieiso

"Anne Shirley, when | ask you a question | wanb&answered. Sit right up this very minute and
tell me what you are crying about."

Anne sat up, tragedy personified.

"Mrs. Lynde was up to see Mrs. Barry today and NBatry was in an awful state," she wailed.
"She says that | set Diana DRUNK Saturday and Benhome in a disgraceful condition. And she
says | must be a thoroughly bad, wicked little gl she's never, never going to let Diana plal wit
me again. Oh, Marilla, I'm just overcome with woe."

Marilla stared in blank amazeme
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"Set Diana drunk!" she said when she found here:didnne are you or Mrs. Barry crazy? What
on earth did you give her?"

"Not a thing but raspberry cordial,” sobbed Annienéver thought raspberry cordial would set
people drunk, Marilla—not even if they drank thieg tumblerfuls as Diana did. Oh, it sounds so—
so—like Mrs. Thomas's husband! But | didn't measebher drunk."

"Drunk fiddlesticks!" said Marilla, marching to ttsgtting room pantry. There on the shelf was a
bottle which she at once recognized as one contasome of her three-year-old homemade currant
wine for which she was celebrated in Avonlea, altftocertain of the stricter sort, Mrs. Barry among
them, disapproved strongly of it. And at the same tMarilla recollected that she had put the bottle
of raspberry cordial down in the cellar insteadnahe pantry as she had told Anne.

She went back to the kitchen with the wine bottldnér hand. Her face was twitching in spite of
herself.

"Anne, you certainly have a genius for getting itrtmuble. You went and gave Diana currant wine
instead of raspberry cordial. Didn't you know tliffedence yourself?"

"l never tasted it," said Anne. "l thought it wdsetcordial. | meant to be so—so—hospitable.
Diana got awfully sick and had to go home. Mrs.rBaold Mrs. Lynde she was simply dead drunk.
She just laughed silly-like when her mother askedwhat was the matter and went to sleep and slept
for hours. Her mother smelled her breath and kriieewgas drunk. She had a fearful headache all day
yesterday. Mrs. Barry is so indignant. She will @ebelieve but what | did it on purpose.”

"l should think she would better punish Diana feing so greedy as to drink three glassfuls of
anything," said Marilla shortly. "Why, three of g®big glasses would have made her sick even if it
had only been cordial. Well, this story will be i@enhandle for those folks who are so down on me
for making currant wine, although | haven't madg for three years ever since | found out that the
minister didn't approve. | just kept that bottle sickness. There, there, child, don't cry. | cae& as
you were to blame although I'm sorry it happenet so

"I must cry,” said Anne. "My heart is broken. Thars in their courses fight against me, Marilla.
Diana and | are parted forever. Oh, Marilla, ldittireamed of this when first we swore our vows of
friendship."

"Don't be foolish, Anne. Mrs. Barry will think bett of it when she finds you're not to blame. |
suppose she thinks you've done it for a silly jokesomething of that sort. You'd best go up this
evening and tell her how it was."

"My courage fails me at the thought of facing Dianiajured mother," sighed Anne. "l wish you'd
go, Marilla. You're so much more dignified thami.aLikely she'd listen to you quicker than to me."

"Well, I will," said Marilla, reflecting that it wald probably be the wiser course. "Don't cry any
more, Anne. It will be all right."

Marilla had changed her mind about it being alhtigy the time she got back from Orchard Slope.
Anne was watching for her coming and flew to thechaloor to meet her.

"Oh, Marilla, 1 know by your face that it's been nse," she said sorrowfully. "Mrs. Barry won't
forgive me?"

"Mrs. Barry indeed!" snapped Marilla. "Of all thereasonable women | ever saw she's the worst.
| told her it was all a mistake and you werenblmme, but she just simply didn't believe me. Ahd s
rubbed it well in about my currant wine and howdldvays said it couldn't have the least effect on
anybody. | just told her plainly that currant wiwasn't meant to be drunk three tumblerfuls at & tim
and that if a child | had to do with was so greédysober her up with a right good spanking."”

Marilla whisked into the kitchen, grievously didted, leaving a very much distracted little soul in
the porch behind her. Presently Anne stepped orghkaded into the chill autumn dusk; very
determinedly and steadily she took her way dowough the sere clover field over the log bridge
and up through the spruce grove, lighted by a lidlle moon hanging low over the western woods.
Mrs. Barry, coming to the door in answer to a tirkiabck, found a white-lipped eager-eyed suppliant
on the doorstey
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Her face hardened. Mrs. Barry was a woman of stiregudices and dislikes, and her anger was
of the cold, sullen sort which is always hardesbvercome. To do her justice, she really believed
Anne had made Diana drunk out of sheer malice pispeand she was honestly anxious to preserve
her little daughter from the contamination of fnttintimacy with such a child.

"What do you want?" she said stiffly.
Anne clasped her hands.

"Oh, Mrs. Barry, please forgive me. | did not mean-to—intoxicate Diana. How could 1? Just
imagine if you were a poor little orphan girl th&td people had adopted and you had just one bosom
friend in all the world. Do you think you would oxicate her on purpose? | thought it was only
raspberry cordial. | was firmly convinced it waspherry cordial. Oh, please don't say that you tvon'
let Diana play with me any more. If you do you veitiver my life with a dark cloud of woe."

This speech which would have softened good Mrsdeigiheart in a twinkling, had no effect on
Mrs. Barry except to irritate her still more. Shasasuspicious of Anne's big words and dramatic
gestures and imagined that the child was makingfurer. So she said, coldly and cruelly:

"l don't think you are a fit little girl for Diant associate with. You'd better go home and behave
yourself."

Anne's lips quivered.

"Won't you let me see Diana just once to say fali@ishe implored.

"Diana has gone over to Carmody with her fatheaid 8/rs. Barry, going in and shutting the door.
Anne went back to Green Gables calm with despair.

"My last hope is gone," she told Marilla. "I wermd and saw Mrs. Barry myself and she treated me
very insultingly. Marilla, 1 do NOT think she iswell-bred woman. There is nothing more to do
except to pray and | haven't much hope that thdd'Imuch good because, Marilla, | do not believe
that God Himself can do very much with such aniobst person as Mrs. Barry."

"Anne, you shouldn't say such things" rebuked N&ratriving to overcome that unholy tendency
to laughter which she was dismayed to find growipgn her. And indeed, when she told the whole
story to Matthew that night, she did laugh heaiNgr Anne's tribulations.

But when she slipped into the east gable beforeggm bed and found that Anne had cried herself
to sleep an unaccustomed softness crept into ber fa

"Poor little soul,” she murmured, lifting a loosérlcof hair from the child's tear-stained face. ithe
she bent down and kissed the flushed cheek oniltbe/p

CHAPTER XVII. A New Interest in Life

THE next afternoon Anne, bending over her patchvatrthe kitchen window, happened to glance
out and beheld Diana down by the Dryad's Bubbl&kd@og mysteriously. In a trice Anne was out
of the house and flying down to the hollow, astbnmient and hope struggling in her expressive eyes.
But the hope faded when she saw Diana's dejectad@wance.

"Your mother hasn't relented?" she gasped.
Diana shook her head mournfully.

"No; and oh, Anne, she says I'm never to play wih again. I've cried and cried and | told her it
wasn't your fault, but it wasn't any use. | hadresteeh a time coaxing her to let me come down and
say goo-bye to you. She said | was only to stay ten minatesshe's timing me by the cloc
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"Ten minutes isn't very long to say an eternalvieglein,” said Anne tearfully. "Oh, Diana, will
you promise faithfully never to forget me, the frieof your youth, no matter what dearer friends may
caress thee?"

"Indeed | will," sobbed Diana, "and I'll never haarother bosom friend—I don't want to have. |
couldn't love anybody as | love you."

"Oh, Diana," cried Anne, clasping her hands, "do ¥®VE me?"
"Why, of course | do. Didn't you know that?"

"No." Anne drew a long breath. "I thought you LIKERe of course but | never hoped you
LOVED me. Why, Diana, | didn't think anybody coutile me. Nobody ever has loved me since |
can remember. Oh, this is wonderful! It's a rayigtit which will forever shine on the darkness of a
path severed from thee, Diana. Oh, just say it agezen."

"I love you devotedly, Anne," said Diana stanclignd | always will, you may be sure of that."

"And | will always love thee, Diana," said Anne,lamonly extending her hand. "In the years to
come thy memory will shine like a star over my lignife, as that last story we read together says.
Diana, wilt thou give me a lock of thy jet-blacks$ses in parting to treasure forevermore?"

"Have you got anything to cut it with?" queried Déa wiping away the tears which Anne's
affecting accents had caused to flow afresh, analniag to practicalities.

"Yes. I've got my patchwork scissors in my aprowckat fortunately,” said Anne. She solemnly
clipped one of Diana's curls. "Fare thee well, relolzed friend. Henceforth we must be as strangers
though living side by side. But my heart will exe faithful to thee.”

Anne stood and watched Diana out of sight, moulyfuaving her hand to the latter whenever she
turned to look back. Then she returned to the hawosea little consoled for the time being by this
romantic parting.

"It is all over," she informed Marilla. "I shall mer have another friend. I'm really worse off than
ever before, for | haven't Katie Maurice and Vitdetow. And even if | had it wouldn't be the same.
Somehow, little dream girls are not satisfying atiereal friend. Diana and | had such an affecting
farewell down by the spring. It will be sacred iny rmemory forever. | used the most pathetic
language | could think of and said 'thou' and ‘th&&ou' and 'thee' seem so much more romantic
than 'you.' Diana gave me a lock of her hair amddbing to sew it up in a little bag and wear it
around my neck all my life. Please see that itugda with me, for | don't believe I'll live verphg.
Perhaps when she sees me lying cold and dead Wedoidrs. Barry may feel remorse for what she
has done and will let Diana come to my funeral.”

"l don't think there is much fear of your dyinggrief as long as you can talk, Anne," said Marilla
unsympathetically.

The following Monday Anne surprised Marilla by cargidown from her room with her basket of
books on her arm and hip and her lips primmed tgarine of determination.

"I'm going back to school,” she announced. "Thatlighere is left in life for me, now that my
friend has been ruthlessly torn from me. In sch@aln look at her and muse over days departed.”

"You'd better muse over your lessons and sumsd Brilla, concealing her delight at this
development of the situation. "If you're going bdokschool | hope we'll hear no more of breaking
slates over people's heads and such carryingsedrav® yourself and do just what your teacher tells
you."

"I'll try to be a model pupil," agreed Anne doldyul"There won't be much fun in it, | expect. Mr.
Phillips said Minnie Andrews was a model pupil dhdre isn't a spark of imagination or life in her.
She is just dull and poky and never seems to hayaod time. But | feel so depressed that perhaps it
will come easy to me now. I'm going round by thadol couldn't bear to go by the Birch Path all
alone. | should weep bitter tears if | did."

Anne was welcomed back to school with open arms.itagination had been sorely missec
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games, her voice in the singing and her dramatictyain the perusal aloud of books at dinner
hour. Ruby Gillis smuggled three blue plums overhter during testament reading; Ella May
MacPherson gave her an enormous yellow pansy et fine covers of a floral catalogue—a species
of desk decoration much prized in Avonlea schooplfa Sloane offered to teach her a perfectly
elegant new pattern of knit lace, so nice for trimgraprons. Katie Boulter gave her a perfume bottle
to keep slate water in, and Julia Bell copied adhgbn a piece of pale pink paper scalloped on the
edges the following effusion:

When twilight drops her curtain down
And pins it with a star

Remember that you have a friend
Though she may wander far.

"It's so nice to be appreciated,” sighed Anne mapisly to Marilla that night.

The girls were not the only scholars who "appredather. When Anne went to her seat after
dinner hour—she had been told by Mr. Phillips toasth the model Minnie Andrews—she found on
her desk a big luscious "strawberry apple.” Annegba it up all ready to take a bite when she
remembered that the only place in Avonlea wherawdierry apples grew was in the old Blythe
orchard on the other side of the Lake of Shiningéfa Anne dropped the apple as if it were a red-
hot coal and ostentatiously wiped her fingers onhandkerchief. The apple lay untouched on her
desk until the next morning, when little Timothy dvews, who swept the school and kindled the fire,
annexed it as one of his perquisites. Charlie $saslate pencil, gorgeously bedizened with striped
red and yellow paper, costing two cents where argipencils cost only one, which he sent up to her
after dinner hour, met with a more favorable reicgptAnne was graciously pleased to accept it and
rewarded the donor with a smile which exalted ihédtuated youth straightway into the seventh
heaven of delight and caused him to make suchulearfors in his dictation that Mr. Phillips kept
him in after school to rewrite it.

But as,

The Caesar's pageant shorn of Brutus' bust
Did but of Rome's best son remind her more,

so the marked absence of any tribute or recognitmm Diana Barry who was sitting with Gertie
Pye embittered Anne's little triumph.

"Diana might just have smiled at me once, | thirdhe mourned to Marilla that night. But the next
morning a note most fearfully and wonderfully twigtand folded, and a small parcel were passed
across to Anne.

Dear Anne (ran the former)

Mother says I'm not to play with you or talk to yeuen in school. It isn't my fault and don't be
cross at me, because | love you as much as eweissl you awfully to tell all my secrets to and |
don't like Gertie Pye one bit. | made you one @& tlew bookmarkers out of red tissue paper. They
are awfully fashionable now and only three girlsaihool know how to make them. When you look
at it remember

Your true friend
Diana Barry.

Anne read the note, kissed the bookmark, and dikpeta prompt reply back to the other side of
the school.

My own darling Diana:—

Of course | am not cross at you because you hawbdyp your mother. Our spirits can commune. |
shall keep your lovely present forever. Minnie Aes is a very nice little girl—although she has no
imagination—but after having been Diana's busurenfti| cannot be Minnie's. Please excuse
mistakes because my spelling isn't very good y#toagh much improoved.

Yours until death us do pe
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Anne or Cordelia Shirley.
P.S. | shall sleep with your letter under my pilltamight. A. OR C.S.

Marilla pessimistically expected more trouble sifene had again begun to go to school. But
none developed. Perhaps Anne caught somethingedhibdel" spirit from Minnie Andrews; at least
she got on very well with Mr. Phillips thencefortBhe flung herself into her studies heart and soul,
determined not to be outdone in any class by GilB&the. The rivalry between them was soon
apparent; it was entirely good natured on Gilbertg; but it is much to be feared that the sarmgth
cannot be said of Anne, who had certainly an usprmorthy tenacity for holding grudges. She was
as intense in her hatreds as in her loves. Shedwmilstoop to admit that she meant to rival Gtlber
in schoolwork, because that would have been to@elatdge his existence which Anne persistently
ignored; but the rivalry was there and honors tiateéd between them. Now Gilbert was head of the
spelling class; now Anne, with a toss of her loed braids, spelled him down. One morning Gilbert
had all his sums done correctly and had his nanitéewron the blackboard on the roll of honor; the
next morning Anne, having wrestled wildly with dewls the entire evening before, would be first.
One awful day they were ties and their names watiew up together. It was almost as bad as a
take-notice and Anne's mortification was as evidastGilbert's satisfaction. When the written
examinations at the end of each month were heldtispense was terrible. The first month Gilbert
came out three marks ahead. The second Anne bediyhfive. But her triumph was marred by the
fact that Gilbert congratulated her heartily beftire whole school. It would have been ever so much
sweeter to her if he had felt the sting of his defe

Mr. Phillips might not be a very good teacher; auiupil so inflexibly determined on learning as
Anne was could hardly escape making progress uaerkind of teacher. By the end of the term
Anne and Gilbert were both promoted into the figthss and allowed to begin studying the elements
of "the branches"—by which Latin, geometry, Frenahd algebra were meant. In geometry Anne
met her Waterloo.

"It's perfectly awful stuff, Marilla," she groane'm sure I'll never be able to make head ordéil
it. There is no scope for imagination in it at 8. Phillips says I'm the worst dunce he ever saw
it. And Gil—I mean some of the others are so sratitt It is extremely mortifying, Marilla.

"Even Diana gets along better than | do. But | domhd being beaten by Diana. Even although we
meet as strangers now | still love her with an INEXGUISHABLE love. It makes me very sad at
times to think about her. But really, Marilla, ocen't stay sad very long in such an interestingdyor
can one?"

CHAPTER XVIII. Anne to the Rescue

ALL things great are wound up with all things HttlAt first glance it might not seem that the
decision of a certain Canadian Premier to includece Edward Island in a political tour could have
much or anything to do with the fortunes of litleane Shirley at Green Gables. But it had.

It was a January the Premier came, to addressyas supporters and such of his nonsupporters as
chose to be present at the monster mass meetidgrh€harlottetown. Most of the Avonlea people
were on Premier's side of politics; hence on tightnof the meeting nearly all the men and a goodly
proportion of the women had gone to town thirtyaribway. Mrs. Rachel Lynde had gone too. Mrs.
Rachel Lynde was a red-hot politician and coultiave believed that the political rally could be
carried through without her, although she was @ndpposite side of politics. So she went to town
and took her husband—Thomas would be useful initaplfter the horse—and Marilla Cuthbert
with her. Marilla had a sneaking interest in po$itiherself, and as she thought it might be her only
chance to see a real live Premier, she promptly tpteaving Anne and Matthew to keep house until
her return the following day.

Hence, while Marilla and Mrs. Rachel were enjoyihgmselves hugely at the mass meeting, #
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and Matthew had the cheerful kitchen at Green Gadlle¢o themselves. A bright fire was glowing
in the old-fashioned Waterloo stove and blue-whibst crystals were shining on the windowpanes.
Matthew nodded over a FARMERS' ADVOCATE on the safal Anne at the table studied her
lessons with grim determination, despite sundrytfuliglances at the clock shelf, where lay a new
book that Jane Andrews had lent her that day. Badeassured her that it was warranted to produce
any number of thrills, or words to that effect, ahahe's fingers tingled to reach out for it. Buath
would mean Gilbert Blythe's triumph on the morrodvnne turned her back on the clock shelf and
tried to imagine it wasn't there.

"Matthew, did you ever study geometry when you wergchool?"
"Well now, no, | didn't," said Matthew, coming aithis doze with a start.

"l wish you had,"” sighed Anne, "because then ydig€dable to sympathize with me. You can't
sympathize properly if you've never studied itislicasting a cloud over my whole life. I'm such a
dunce at it, Matthew."

"Well now, | dunno," said Matthew soothingly. "l ggs you're all right at anything. Mr. Phillips
told me last week in Blair's store at Carmody tyat was the smartest scholar in school and was
making rapid progress. 'Rapid progress' was hig wards. There's them as runs down Teddy
Phillips and says he ain't much of a teacher, lgutels he's all right."

Matthew would have thought anyone who praised Amag "all right.”

"I'm sure I'd get on better with geometry if only Wwouldn't change the letters,” complained Anne.
"l learn the proposition off by heart and then haves it on the blackboard and puts different Istter
from what are in the book and | get all mixed ugloh't think a teacher should take such a mean
advantage, do you? We're studying agriculture now lave found out at last what makes the roads
red. It's a great comfort. | wonder how Marilla avics. Lynde are enjoying themselves. Mrs. Lynde
says Canada is going to the dogs the way thingseing run at Ottawa and that it's an awful warning
to the electors. She says if women were allowedgbte we would soon see a blessed change. What
way do you vote, Matthew?"

"Conservative," said Matthew promptly. To vote Gansitive was part of Matthew's religion.

"Then I'm Conservative too," said Anne decidedim"glad because Gil—because some of the
boys in school are Grits. | guess Mr. Phillips IS too because Prissy Andrews's father is ond, a
Ruby Gillis says that when a man is courting heagbvhas to agree with the girl's mother in religion
and her father in politics. Is that true, Matthew?"

"Well now, | dunno," said Matthew.
"Did you ever go courting, Matthew?"

"Well now, no, | dunno's | ever did," said Matthewho had certainly never thought of such a
thing in his whole existence.

Anne reflected with her chin in her hands.

"It must be rather interesting, don't you think,tMaw? Ruby Gillis says when she grows up she's
going to have ever so many beaus on the stringhamd them all crazy about her; but | think that
would be too exciting. I'd rather have just ondis right mind. But Ruby Gillis knows a great deal
about such matters because she has so many l@gssshd Mrs. Lynde says the Gillis girls have
gone off like hot cakes. Mr. Phillips goes up te sgissy Andrews nearly every evening. He says it i
to help her with her lessons but Miranda Sloangtuslying for Queen's too, and | should think she
needed help a lot more than Prissy because slex's@wnuch stupider, but he never goes to help her
in the evenings at all. There are a great manyhin this world that | can't understand very well,
Matthew."

"Well now, | dunno as | comprehend them all my§el€knowledged Matthew.

"Well, | suppose | must finish up my lessons. | Wwatlow myself to open that new book Jane lent
me until I'm through. But it's a terrible temptatjoMatthew. Even when | turn my back on it | caa se
it there just as plain. Jane said she cried hesseltf over it. | love a book that makes me cry. But
think I'll carry that book into the sitting roomciock it in the jam closet and give you the kewyd
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you must NOT give it to me, Matthew, until my lessare done, not even if | implore you on my
bended knees. It's all very well to say resist tatign, but it's ever so much easier to residtybu
can't get the key. And then shall | run down théacend get some russets, Matthew? Wouldn't you
like some russets?"

"Well now, | dunno but what | would," said Matthewho never ate russets but knew Anne's
weakness for them.

Just as Anne emerged triumphantly from the celiién wer plateful of russets came the sound of
flying footsteps on the icy board walk outside dnel next moment the kitchen door was flung open
and in rushed Diana Barry, white faced and bresshieith a shawl wrapped hastily around her head.
Anne promptly let go of her candle and plate in &erprise, and plate, candle, and apples crashed
together down the cellar ladder and were foundhatbiottom embedded in melted grease, the next
day, by Marilla, who gathered them up and thankedcsnthe house hadn't been set on fire.

"Whatever is the matter, Diana?" cried Anne. "Hasrymother relented at last?"

"Oh, Anne, do come quick," implored Diana nervousMinnie May is awful sick—she's got
croup. Young Mary Joe says—and Father and Motleaaay to town and there's nobody to go for
the doctor. Minnie May is awful bad and Young Mdne doesn't know what to do—and oh, Anne,
I'm so scared!"

Matthew, without a word, reached out for cap andtcslipped past Diana and away into the
darkness of the yard.

"He's gone to harness the sorrel mare to go to Qdynfior the doctor," said Anne, who was
hurrying on hood and jacket. "I know it as wellibte'd said so. Matthew and | are such kindred
spirits | can read his thoughts without words &t al

"l don't believe he'll find the doctor at Carmodggbbed Diana. "I know that Dr. Blair went to
town and | guess Dr. Spencer would go too. YoungyMae never saw anybody with croup and Mrs.
Lynde is away. Oh, Anne!"

"Don't cry, Di," said Anne cheerily. "I know exagtivhat to do for croup. You forget that Mrs.
Hammond had twins three times. When you look dfiexe pairs of twins you naturally get a lot of
experience. They all had croup regularly. Just tilhitget the ipecac bottle—you mayn't have any a
your house. Come on now."

The two little girls hastened out hand in hand aodied through Lover's Lane and across the
crusted field beyond, for the snow was too deegdddy the shorter wood way. Anne, although
sincerely sorry for Minnie May, was far from beimgensible to the romance of the situation and to
the sweetness of once more sharing that romanbeavkiindred spirit.

The night was clear and frosty, all ebony of shadowl silver of snowy slope; big stars were
shining over the silent fields; here and theredaek pointed firs stood up with snow powdering thei
branches and the wind whistling through them. Atireight it was truly delightful to go skimming
through all this mystery and loveliness with yoosbm friend who had been so long estranged.

Minnie May, aged three, was really very sick. St dn the kitchen sofa feverish and restless,
while her hoarse breathing could be heard all tvehouse. Young Mary Joe, a buxom, broad-faced
French girl from the creek, whom Mrs. Barry had aed to stay with the children during her
absence, was helpless and bewildered, quite in@mdhthinking what to do, or doing it if she
thought of it.

Anne went to work with skill and promptness.

"Minnie May has croup all right; she's pretty bbdt I've seen them worse. First we must have lots
of hot water. | declare, Diana, there isn't mo@nth cupful in the kettle! There, I've filled it,ugnd,
Mary Joe, you may put some wood in the stove. ltdeant to hurt your feelings but it seems to me
you might have thought of this before if you'd amagination. Now, I'll undress Minnie May and
put her to bed and you try to find some soft fldreieths, Diana. I'm going to give her a dose of
ipecac first of all.”

Minnie May did not take kindly to the ipecac butmenhad not brought up three pairs of twins
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nothing. Down that ipecac went, not only once, imainy times during the long, anxious night
when the two little girls worked patiently over tleffering Minnie May, and Young Mary Joe,
honestly anxious to do all she could, kept up aimgafire and heated more water than would have
been needed for a hospital of croupy babies.

It was three o'clock when Matthew came with a dodtor he had been obliged to go all the way to
Spencervale for one. But the pressing need fostasgie was past. Minnie May was much better and
was sleeping soundly.

"I was awfully near giving up in despair," explaih&nne. "She got worse and worse until she was
sicker than ever the Hammond twins were, even dke pair. | actually thought she was going to
choke to death. | gave her every drop of ipecabai bottle and when the last dose went down | said
to myself—not to Diana or Young Mary Joe, becaud®lh't want to worry them any more than they
were worried, but | had to say it to myself justéieve my feelings—'This is the last lingeringpleo
and | fear, tis a vain one.' But in about threeutes she coughed up the phlegm and began to get
better right away. You must just imagine my rel@dctor, because | can't express it in words. You
know there are some things that cannot be expresseadrds."”

"Yes, | know," nodded the doctor. He looked at Aaseaf he were thinking some things about her
that couldn't be expressed in words. Later on, lvewéne expressed them to Mr. and Mrs. Barry.

"That little redheaded girl they have over at Cetitls is as smart as they make 'em. | tell you she
saved that baby's life, for it would have beenl&te by the time | got there. She seems to havdla s
and presence of mind perfectly wonderful in a cbildher age. | never saw anything like the eyes of
her when she was explaining the case to me."

Anne had gone home in the wonderful, white-frostedter morning, heavy eyed from loss of
sleep, but still talking unweariedly to Matthewthey crossed the long white field and walked under
the glittering fairy arch of the Lover's Lane maple

"Oh, Matthew, isn't it a wonderful morning? The Vdotooks like something God had just
imagined for His own pleasure, doesn't it? Thosedrlook as if | could blow them away with a
breath—pouf! I'm so glad | live in a world whereeth are white frosts, aren't you? And I'm so glad
Mrs. Hammond had three pairs of twins after alshe hadn't | mightn't have known what to do for
Minnie May. I'm real sorry | was ever cross withdViHammond for having twins. But, oh, Matthew,
I'm so sleepy. | can't go to school. | just knogouldn't keep my eyes open and I'd be so stupitll Bu
hate to stay home, for Gil—some of the others galt head of the class, and it's so hard to get up
again—although of course the harder it is the nsatesfaction you have when you do get up, haven't
you?"

"Well now, | guess you'll manage all right," saicatthew, looking at Anne's white little face and
the dark shadows under her eyes. "You just go tighted and have a good sleep. I'll do all the
chores.”

Anne accordingly went to bed and slept so long smehdly that it was well on in the white and
rosy winter afternoon when she awoke and descetwddak kitchen where Marilla, who had arrived
home in the meantime, was sitting knitting.

"Oh, did you see the Premier?" exclaimed Anne ateotfWhat did he look like Marilla?"

"Well, he never got to be Premier on account ofitiés,"” said Marilla. "Such a nose as that man
had! But he can speak. | was proud of being a Guatee. Rachel Lynde, of course, being a
Liberal, had no use for him. Your dinner is in ten, Anne, and you can get yourself some blue
plum preserve out of the pantry. | guess you'reghurMatthew has been telling me about last night.
| must say it was fortunate you knew what to deolldn't have had any idea myself, for | never saw
a case of croup. There now, never mind talkingytili've had your dinner. | can tell by the look of
you that you're just full up with speeches, buyth&eep."

Marilla had something to tell Anne, but she did tedt it just then for she knew if she did Anne's
consequent excitement would lift her clear outh® tegion of such material matters as appetite or
dinner. Not until Anne had finished her saucerloklplums did Marilla say:

"Mrs. Barry was here this afternoon, Anne. She edrib see you, but | wouldn't wake you up.
She says you saved Minnie May's life, and she lig serry she acted as she did in that affair of
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currant wine. She says she knows now you didn'tnnteaset Diana drunk, and she hopes you'll
forgive her and be good friends with Diana agaiou'ye to go over this evening if you like for Diana
can't stir outside the door on account of a bad sbe caught last night. Now, Anne Shirley, foy'git
sake don't fly up into the air."

The warning seemed not unnecessary, so upliftecharidl was Anne's expression and attitude as
she sprang to her feet, her face irradiated wietfldme of her spirit.

"Oh, Marilla, can | go right now—without washing nayshes? I'll wash them when | come back,
but I cannot tie myself down to anything so unrotitaas dishwashing at this thrilling moment."

"Yes, yes, run along," said Marilla indulgently. iAe Shirley—are you crazy? Come back this
instant and put something on you. | might as welll o the wind. She's gone without a cap or wrap.
Look at her tearing through the orchard with har kaeaming. It'll be a mercy if she doesn't catch
her death of cold."

Anne came dancing home in the purple winter twiligisross the snowy places. Afar in the
southwest was the great shimmering, pearl-like idpaof an evening star in a sky that was pale
golden and ethereal rose over gleaming white spacéslark glens of spruce. The tinkles of sleigh
bells among the snowy hills came like elfin chinleough the frosty air, but their music was not
sweeter than the song in Anne's heart and onper li

"You see before you a perfectly happy person, Ngtishe announced. "I'm perfectly happy—
yes, in spite of my red hair. Just at present lehawsoul above red hair. Mrs. Barry kissed me and
cried and said she was so sorry and she could megay me. | felt fearfully embarrassed, Marilla,
but I just said as politely as | could, 'l havehard feelings for you, Mrs. Barry. | assure youefar
all that | did not mean to intoxicate Diana and d¢efarth | shall cover the past with the mantle of
oblivion.' That was a pretty dignified way of spegakwasn't it, Marilla?"

"l felt that | was heaping coals of fire on Mrs.rBes head. And Diana and | had a lovely
afternoon. Diana showed me a new fancy crochetskier aunt over at Carmody taught her. Not a
soul in Avonlea knows it but us, and we pledgedl@ran vow never to reveal it to anyone else.
Diana gave me a beautiful card with a wreath oésam it and a verse of poetry:

"If you love me as | love you
Nothing but death can part us two.

"And that is true, Marilla. We're going to ask Nhillips to let us sit together in school againd an
Gertie Pye can go with Minnie Andrews. We had &gaht tea. Mrs. Barry had the very best china
set out, Marilla, just as if | was real compangah't tell you what a thrill it gave me. Nobody eve
used their very best china on my account befored e had fruit cake and pound cake and
doughnuts and two kinds of preserves, Marilla. M. Barry asked me if | took tea and said 'Pa,
why don't you pass the biscuits to Anne?' It mestdvely to be grown up, Marilla, when just being
treated as if you were is so nice."

"l don't know about that," said Marilla, with a éfisigh.

"Well, anyway, when | am grown up," said Anne dedly, "I'm always going to talk to little girls
as if they were too, and I'll never laugh when theg big words. | know from sorrowful experience
how that hurts one's feelings. After tea Diana lam@de taffy. The taffy wasn't very good, | suppose
because neither Diana nor | had ever made anyéediuana left me to stir it while she buttered the
plates and | forgot and let it burn; and then wivenset it out on the platform to cool the cat wdlke
over one plate and that had to be thrown away.tiBaitmaking of it was splendid fun. Then when |
came home Mrs. Barry asked me to come over as afiércould and Diana stood at the window and
threw kisses to me all the way down to Lover's Ldr&ssure you, Marilla, that | feel like praying
tonight and I'm going to think out a special braralv prayer in honor of the occasion."
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CHAPTER XIX. A Concert a Catastrophe and a
Confession

"MARILLA, can | go over to see Diana just for a mte?" asked Anne, running breathlessly down
from the east gable one February evening.

"l don't see what you want to be traipsing abotraflark for," said Marilla shortly. "You and
Diana walked home from school together and thendstiown there in the snow for half an hour
more, your tongues going the whole blessed timeketly-clack. So | don't think you're very badly
off to see her again."

"But she wants to see me," pleaded Anne. "Shedrasthing very important to tell me."
"How do you know she has?"

"Because she just signaled to me from her window. Wdve arranged a way to signal with our
candles and cardboard. We set the candle on thdowirsill and make flashes by passing the
cardboard back and forth. So many flashes meanarcéhing. It was my idea, Marilla."

"I'll warrant you it was," said Marilla emphaticall"’And the next thing you'll be setting fire toeth
curtains with your signaling nonsense."

"Oh, we're very careful, Marilla. And it's so inésting. Two flashes mean, 'Are you there?' Three
mean 'yes' and four 'no." Five mean, 'Come ovesoas as possible, because | have something
important to reveal.' Diana has just signaled figshes, and I'm really suffering to know whasit'i

"Well, you needn't suffer any longer," said Mar#larcastically. "You can go, but you're to be back
here in just ten minutes, remember that."

Anne did remember it and was back in the stipuléitee, although probably no mortal will ever
know just what it cost her to confine the discussid Diana's important communication within the
limits of ten minutes. But at least she had madelgese of them.

"Oh, Marilla, what do you think? You know tomorras/Diana's birthday. Well, her mother told
her she could ask me to go home with her from dcaond stay all night with her. And her cousins
are coming over from Newbridge in a big pung sldiglgo to the Debating Club concert at the hall
tomorrow night. And they are going to take Diand ame to the concert—if you'll let me go, that is.
You will, won't you, Marilla? Oh, | feel so excitéd

"You can calm down then, because you're not gofiogi're better at home in your own bed, and as
for that club concert, it's all nonsense, andeligiirls should not be allowed to go out to sucltgdaat
all.”

"I'm sure the Debating Club is a most respectatterd pleaded Anne.

"I'm not saying it isn't. But you're not going tedin gadding about to concerts and staying out all
hours of the night. Pretty doings for children. 8orprised at Mrs. Barry's letting Diana go."

"But it's such a very special occasion,” mourneaéron the verge of tears. "Diana has only one
birthday in a year. It isn't as if birthdays we@mon things, Marilla. Prissy Andrews is going to
recite 'Curfew Must Not Ring Tonight." That is sueclyood moral piece, Marilla, I'm sure it would do
me lots of good to hear it. And the choir are gdiaging four lovely pathetic songs that are pretty
near as good as hymns. And oh, Marilla, the ministeggoing to take part; yes, indeed, he is; he's
going to give an address. That will be just abdwet $ame thing as a sermon. Please, mayn't | go,
Marilla?"

"You heard what | said, Anne, didn't you? Takeyaftir boots now and go to bed. It's past eight."

"There's just one more thing, Marilla," said Anméth the air of producing the last shot in her
locker. "Mrs. Barry told Diana that we might slaaghe spare-room bed. Think of the honor of your
little Anne being put in the spare-room bed."

"It's an honor you'll have to get along without. t8ded, Anne, and don't let me hear another word
out of you."
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When Anne, with tears rolling over her cheeks, ade sorrowfully upstairs, Matthew, who had
been apparently sound asleep on the lounge dunegvhole dialogue, opened his eyes and said
decidedly:

"Well now, Marilla, | think you ought to let Anneod'

"I don't then," retorted Marilla. "Who's bringingi$ child up, Matthew, you or me?"
"Well now, you," admitted Matthew.

"Don't interfere then."

"Well now, | ain't interfering. It ain't interferqito have your own opinion. And my opinion is that
you ought to let Anne go."

"You'd think | ought to let Anne go to the moorsife took the notion, I've no doubt" was Marilla's
amiable rejoinder. "I might have let her spend thght with Diana, if that was all. But | don't
approve of this concert plan. She'd go there amnchoeold like as not, and have her head filled up
with nonsense and excitement. It would unsettleften week. | understand that child's disposition
and what's good for it better than you, Matthew."

"l think you ought to let Anne go," repeated Matthfrmly. Argument was not his strong point,
but holding fast to his opinion certainly was. Mlargave a gasp of helplessness and took refuge in
silence. The next morning, when Anne was washirgg ltteakfast dishes in the pantry, Matthew
paused on his way out to the barn to say to Maaijain:

"I think you ought to let Anne go, Marilla.”

For a moment Marilla looked things not lawful toutéered. Then she yielded to the inevitable and
said tartly:

"Very well, she can go, since nothing else'll pegsu.”
Anne flew out of the pantry, dripping dishclothhiand.
"Oh, Marilla, Marilla, say those blessed words adai

"l guess once is enough to say them. This is Matthdoings and | wash my hands of it. If you
catch pneumonia sleeping in a strange bed or cooun@f that hot hall in the middle of the night,
don't blame me, blame Matthew. Anne Shirley, yoditpping greasy water all over the floor. | never
saw such a careless child."

"Oh, | know I'm a great trial to you, Marilla," seiAnne repentantly. "I make so many mistakes.
But then just think of all the mistakes | don't reaklthough | might. I'll get some sand and scrpb u
the spots before | go to school. Oh, Marilla, myarthevas just set on going to that concert. | never
was to a concert in my life, and when the othdsdalk about them in school | feel so out of ibw
didn't know just how | felt about it, but you seatthew did. Matthew understands me, and it's so
nice to be understood, Marilla."

Anne was too excited to do herself justice as ssdas that morning in school. Gilbert Blythe
spelled her down in class and left her clear ousight in mental arithmetic. Anne's consequent
humiliation was less than it might have been, hawein view of the concert and the spare-room
bed. She and Diana talked so constantly about dagl that with a stricter teacher than Mr. Phdlip
dire disgrace must inevitably have been their parti

Anne felt that she could not have borne it if shd hot been going to the concert, for nothing else
was discussed that day in school. The Avonlea Dap&lub, which met fortnightly all winter, had
had several smaller free entertainments; but tlais W be a big affair, admission ten cents, incdid
the library. The Avonlea young people had been tmiag for weeks, and all the scholars were
especially interested in it by reason of older lbeos and sisters who were going to take part.
Everybody in school over nine years of age expettem, except Carrie Sloane, whose father shared
Marilla's opinions about small girls going out tight concerts. Carrie Sloane cried into her grammar
all the afternoon and felt that life was not wditing.

For Anne the real excitement began with the disahied school and increased therefrom
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crescendo until it reached to a crash of positostasy in the concert itself. They had a "perfectly
elegant tea;" and then came the delicious occupafidressing in Diana's little room upstairs. Rian
did Anne's front hair in the new pompadour styld amne tied Diana's bows with the especial knack
she possessed; and they experimented with atHaklst dozen different ways of arranging their back
hair. At last they were ready, cheeks scarlet 3ed glowing with excitement.

True, Anne could not help a little pang when shetiasted her plain black tam and shapeless,
tight-sleeved, homemade gray-cloth coat with Defeinty fur cap and smart little jacket. But she
remembered in time that she had an imaginatiorcantti use it.

Then Diana's cousins, the Murrays from Newbridgene; they all crowded into the big pung
sleigh, among straw and furry robes. Anne revefethe drive to the hall, slipping along over the
satin-smooth roads with the snow crisping undertmaers. There was a magnificent sunset, and the
snowy hills and deep-blue water of the St. Lawre@o#éf seemed to rim in the splendor like a huge
bow! of pearl and sapphire brimmed with wine and.fiTinkles of sleigh bells and distant laughter,
that seemed like the mirth of wood elves, came fewery quarter.

"Oh, Diana," breathed Anne, squeezing Diana's matiehand under the fur robe, "isn't it all like a
beautiful dream? Do | really look the same as uslideel so different that it seems to me it must
show in my looks."

"You look awfully nice," said Diana, who having fuseceived a compliment from one of her
cousins, felt that she ought to pass it on. "Yogoetthe loveliest color.”

The program that night was a series of "thrillst' & least one listener in the audience, and, as
Anne assured Diana, every succeeding thrill waliéhrthan the last. When Prissy Andrews, attired
in a new pink-silk waist with a string of pearlsoab her smooth white throat and real carnations in
her hair—rumor whispered that the master had detheway to town for them for her—"climbed
the slimy ladder, dark without one ray of light,he shivered in luxurious sympathy; when the choir
sang "Far Above the Gentle Daisies" Anne gazedhatctiling as if it were frescoed with angels;
when Sam Sloane proceeded to explain and illustkey Sockery Set a Hen" Anne laughed until
people sitting near her laughed too, more out ehmathy with her than with amusement at a
selection that was rather threadbare even in Aegrd@d when Mr. Phillips gave Mark Antony's
oration over the dead body of Caesar in the mastttstirring tones—Ilooking at Prissy Andrews at
the end of every sentence—Anne felt that she casland mutiny on the spot if but one Roman
citizen led the way.

Only one number on the program failed to interest When Gilbert Blythe recited "Bingen on the
Rhine" Anne picked up Rhoda Murray's library bookl aead it until he had finished, when she sat
rigidly stiff and motionless while Diana clapped lhands until they tingled.

It was eleven when they got home, sated with digiip, but with the exceeding sweet pleasure of
talking it all over still to come. Everybody seemasieep and the house was dark and silent. Anne
and Diana tiptoed into the parlor, a long narrownnoout of which the spare room opened. It was
pleasantly warm and dimly lighted by the embera @ife in the grate.

"Let's undress here," said Diana. "It's so nicewsadn."

"Hasn't it been a delightful time?" sighed Annetuapusly. "It must be splendid to get up and
recite there. Do you suppose we will ever be as@etb it, Diana?"

"Yes, of course, someday. They're always wantimghliy scholars to recite. Gilbert Blythe does
often and he's only two years older than us. OmeAmow could you pretend not to listen to him?
When he came to the line,

"THERE'S ANOTHER, not A SISTER,

he looked right down at you."

"Diana," said Anne with dignity, "you are my bosdrend, but | cannot allow even you to speak
to me of that person. Are you ready for bed? Lret'sa race and see who'll get to the bed first."

The suggestion appealed to Diana. The two littletemtlad figures flew down the long room,
through the spa-room door, and bounded on the bed at the same mo#uesh the—somethin—
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moved beneath them, there was a gasp and a cryseamebody said in muffled accents:

"Merciful goodness!"

Anne and Diana were never able to tell just how thet off that bed and out of the room. They
only knew that after one frantic rush they foundrtiselves tiptoeing shiveringly upstairs.

"Oh, who was it—WHAT was it?" whispered Anne, heeth chattering with cold and fright.

"It was Aunt Josephine,” said Diana, gasping wéthghter. "Oh, Anne, it was Aunt Josephine,
however she came to be there. Oh, and | know shéeaviurious. It's dreadful—it's really dreadful—
but did you ever know anything so funny, Anne?"

"Who is your Aunt Josephine?"

"She's father's aunt and she lives in Charlotteto8hre's awfully old—seventy anyhow—and |
don't believe she was EVER a little girl. We wexpecting her out for a visit, but not so soon. She'
awfully prim and proper and she'll scold dreadfalyout this, | know. Well, we'll have to sleep with
Minnie May—and you can't think how she kicks."

Miss Josephine Barry did not appear at the eaphdast the next morning. Mrs. Barry smiled
kindly at the two little girls.

"Did you have a good time last night? | tried taysawake until you came home, for | wanted to
tell you Aunt Josephine had come and that you whaltk to go upstairs after all, but | was so tired
fell asleep. | hope you didn't disturb your aungria."

Diana preserved a discreet silence, but she and Archanged furtive smiles of guilty amusement
across the table. Anne hurried home after breakdadt so remained in blissful ignorance of the
disturbance which presently resulted in the Baoydehold until the late afternoon, when she went
down to Mrs. Lynde's on an errand for Marilla.

"So you and Diana nearly frightened poor old Misar to death last night?" said Mrs. Lynde
severely, but with a twinkle in her eye. "Mrs. Bamwas here a few minutes ago on her way to
Carmody. She's feeling real worried over it. OldsMBarry was in a terrible temper when she got up
this morning—and Josephine Barry's temper is ne,jokcan tell you that. She wouldn't speak to
Diana at all."

"It wasn't Diana's fault,” said Anne contritelyt Was mine. | suggested racing to see who would
get into bed first."

"I knew it!" said Mrs. Lynde, with the exultatiorf a correct guesser. "I knew that idea came out of
your head. Well, it's made a nice lot of troublgtts what. Old Miss Barry came out to stay for a
month, but she declares she won't stay anotheadys going right back to town tomorrow, Sunday
and all as it is. She'd have gone today if theyicctiave taken her. She had promised to pay for a
guarter's music lessons for Diana, but now sheierthined to do nothing at all for such a tomboy.
Oh, | guess they had a lively time of it there thiserning. The Barrys must feel cut up. Old Miss
Barry is rich and they'd like to keep on the gomid ®f her. Of course, Mrs. Barry didn't say jusitt
to me, but I'm a pretty good judge of human natilmat's what."

"I'm such an unlucky girl," mourned Anne. "I'm alygagetting into scrapes myself and getting my
best friends—people I'd shed my heart's blood fate-them too. Can you tell me why it is so, Mrs.
Lynde?"

"It's because you're too heedless and impulsivig,cthat's what. You never stop to think—
whatever comes into your head to say or do yowsalp it without a moment's reflection.”

"Oh, but that's the best of it," protested Anneorffgthing just flashes into your mind, so exciting,
and you must out with it. If you stop to think iver you spoil it all. Haven't you never felt that
yourself, Mrs. Lynde?"

No, Mrs. Lynde had not. She shook her head sagely.
"You must learn to think a little, Anne, that's wh@he proverb you need to go by is 'Look before
you leaf—especially into spa-room beds.'
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Mrs. Lynde laughed comfortably over her mild joket Anne remained pensive. She saw nothing
to laugh at in the situation, which to her eyesesped very serious. When she left Mrs. Lynde's she
took her way across the crusted fields to OrchéogdeS Diana met her at the kitchen door.

"Your Aunt Josephine was very cross about it, wadm@?" whispered Anne.

"Yes," answered Diana, stifling a giggle with arpeghensive glance over her shoulder at the
closed sitting-room door. "She was fairly dancinghwage, Anne. Oh, how she scolded. She said |
was the worst-behaved girl she ever saw and thapangnts ought to be ashamed of the way they
had brought me up. She says she won't stay arslfenl don't care. But Father and Mother do."

"Why didn't you tell them it was my fault?" demadd&nne.

"It's likely I'd do such a thing, isn't it?" saiddha with just scorn. "I'm no telltale, Anne Shytle
and anyhow | was just as much to blame as you."

"Well, I'm going in to tell her myself," said Anmesolutely.
Diana stared.
"Anne Shirley, you'd never! why—she'll eat you aliv

"Don't frighten me any more than | am frightenetiiplored Anne. "I'd rather walk up to a
cannon's mouth. But I've got to do it, Diana. ltsway fault and I've got to confess. I've had pcacti
in confessing, fortunately."

"Well, she's in the room," said Diana. "You canigaf you want to. | wouldn't dare. And | don't
believe you'll do a bit of good."

With this encouragement Anne bearded the lionsrdén—that is to say, walked resolutely up to
the sitting-room door and knocked faintly. A sh&@wme in" followed.

Miss Josephine Barry, thin, prim, and rigid, wasttkmg fiercely by the fire, her wrath quite
unappeased and her eyes snapping through her igotted glasses. She wheeled around in her
chair, expecting to see Diana, and beheld a whited girl whose great eyes were brimmed up with a
mixture of desperate courage and shrinking terror.

"Who are you?" demanded Miss Josephine Barry, witbheremony.

“I'm Anne of Green Gables," said the small visitmulously, clasping her hands with her
characteristic gesture, "and I've come to confégsu please."

"Confess what?"

"That it was all my fault about jumping into bed gau last night. | suggested it. Diana would
never have thought of such a thing, | am sure. ®iara very ladylike girl, Miss Barry. So you must
see how unjust it is to blame her."

"Oh, | must, hey? | rather think Diana did her ghaf the jumping at least. Such carryings on in a
respectable house!"

"But we were only in fun,” persisted Anne. "l thigku ought to forgive us, Miss Barry, now that
we've apologized. And anyhow, please forgive Diand let her have her music lessons. Diana's
heart is set on her music lessons, Miss Barry,ldaebw too well what it is to set your heart on a
thing and not get it. If you must be cross with@mg, be cross with me. I've been so used in my earl
days to having people cross at me that | can entinmech better than Diana can."”

Much of the snap had gone out of the old lady's dyethis time and was replaced by a twinkle of
amused interest. But she still said severely:

"l don't think it is any excuse for you that youre@nly in fun. Little girls never indulged in that
kind of fun when | was young. You don't know whaisito be awakened out of a sound sleep, after a
long and arduous journey, by two great girls coningnce down on you."

"I don't KNOW, but | can IMAGINE," said Anne eagerl"I'm sure it must have been very
disturbing. But then, there is our side of it tblave you any imagination, Miss Barry? If you he
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just put yourself in our place. We didn't know #neras anybody in that bed and you nearly scared
us to death. It was simply awful the way we felhdAthen we couldn't sleep in the spare room after
being promised. | suppose you are used to sleepisgare rooms. But just imagine what you would
feel like if you were a little orphan girl who hadver had such an honor."

All the snap had gone by this time. Miss Barry attjulaughed—a sound which caused Diana,
waiting in speechless anxiety in the kitchen ow@std give a great gasp of relief.

"I'm afraid my imagination is a little rusty—it'® dong since | used it," she said. "l dare say your
claim to sympathy is just as strong as mine. ltdafpends on the way we look at it. Sit down heck an
tell me about yourself."

"I am very sorry | can't,” said Anne firmly. "I wiillike to, because you seem like an interesting
lady, and you might even be a kindred spirit altffoyou don't look very much like it. But it is my
duty to go home to Miss Marilla Cuthbert. Miss MiariCuthbert is a very kind lady who has taken
me to bring up properly. She is doing her best,itostvery discouraging work. You must not blame
her because | jumped on the bed. But before | do Wwish you would tell me if you will forgive
Diana and stay just as long as you meant to in feah

"l think perhaps | will if you will come over andlk to me occasionally,” said Miss Barry.

That evening Miss Barry gave Diana a silver barmykecelet and told the senior members of the
household that she had unpacked her valise.

"I've made up my mind to stay simply for the sakegetting better acquainted with that Anne-
girl," she said frankly. "She amuses me, and atimg of life an amusing person is a rarity."

Marilla's only comment when she heard the story, Wasold you so." This was for Matthew's
benefit.

Miss Barry stayed her month out and over. She wami@ agreeable guest than usual, for Anne
kept her in good humor. They became firm friends.

When Miss Barry went away she said:

"Remember, you Anne-girl, when you come to town'seto visit me and I'll put you in my very
sparest spare-room bed to sleep."”

"Miss Barry was a kindred spirit, after all," Angenfided to Marilla. "You wouldn't think so to
look at her, but she is. You don't find it rightt@u first, as in Matthew's case, but after a wiie
come to see it. Kindred spirits are not so scasceused to think. It's splendid to find out thare so
many of them in the world."

CHAPTER XX. A Good Imagination Gone Wrong

Spring had come once more to Green Gables—theihéaatpricious, reluctant Canadian spring,
lingering along through April and May in a successof sweet, fresh, chilly days, with pink sunsets
and miracles of resurrection and growth. The majpléover's Lane were red budded and little curly
ferns pushed up around the Dryad's Bubble. Awainupe barrens, behind Mr. Silas Sloane's place,
the Mayflowers blossomed out, pink and white stdrsweetness under their brown leaves. All the
school girls and boys had one golden afternoonegitp them, coming home in the clear, echoing
twilight with arms and baskets full of flowery spoi

"I'm so sorry for people who live in lands wherer#hare no Mayflowers," said Anne. "Diana says
perhaps they have something better, but there cbud@ anything better than Mayflowers, could
there, Marilla? And Diana says if they don't knowawthey are like they don't miss them. But | think
that is the saddest thing of all. | think it woldd TRAGIC, Marilla, not to know what Mayflowers
are like and NOT to miss them. Do you know whdtimk Mayflowers are, Marilla? | think they mt
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be the souls of the flowers that died last sumnmek this is their heaven. But we had a splendid
time today, Marilla. We had our lunch down in a bigpssy hollow by an old well—such a
ROMANTIC spot. Charlie Sloane dared Arty Gillisjtonp over it, and Arty did because he wouldn't
take a dare. Nobody would in school. It is very FAGNABLE to dare. Mr. Phillips gave all the
Mayflowers he found to Prissy Andrews and | heard to say 'sweets to the sweet.' He got that out
of a book, | know; but it shows he has some imagnal was offered some Mayflowers too, but |
rejected them with scorn. | can't tell you the pals name because | have vowed never to let iscros
my lips. We made wreaths of the Mayflowers andtpetn on our hats; and when the time came to
go home we marched in procession down the road,byvéwo, with our bouquets and wreaths,
singing 'My Home on the Hill." Oh, it was so thritl, Marilla. All Mr. Silas Sloane's folks rushedto
to see us and everybody we met on the road stoppedtared after us. We made a real sensation."

"Not much wonder! Such silly doings!" was Marillagssponse.

After the Mayflowers came the violets, and Violeal® was empurpled with them. Anne walked
through it on her way to school with reverent stepsl worshiping eyes, as if she trod on holy
ground.

"Somehow," she told Diana, "when I'm going througgre | don't really care whether Gil—
whether anybody gets ahead of me in class or ngtwBen I'm up in school it's all different and |
care as much as ever. There's such a lot of diffeXanes in me. | sometimes think that is why I'm
such a troublesome person. If | was just the oneeAibhwould be ever so much more comfortable,
but then it wouldn't be half so interesting."

One June evening, when the orchards were pink difesd again, when the frogs were singing
silverly sweet in the marshes about the head oL#ke of Shining Waters, and the air was full & th
savor of clover fields and balsamic fir woods, Amwnas sitting by her gable window. She had been
studying her lessons, but it had grown too darkde the book, so she had fallen into wide-eyed
reverie, looking out past the boughs of the Snoved&dy once more bestarred with its tufts of
blossom.

In all essential respects the little gable chamlias unchanged. The walls were as white, the
pincushion as hard, the chairs as stiffly and ydifoupright as ever. Yet the whole character of the
room was altered. It was full of a new vital, potsipersonality that seemed to pervade it and to be
guite independent of schoolgirl books and dresaésribbons, and even of the cracked blue jug full
of apple blossoms on the table. It was as if @ldheams, sleeping and waking, of its vivid occtipan
had taken a visible although unmaterial form and tagestried the bare room with splendid filmy
tissues of rainbow and moonshine. Presently Macilme briskly in with some of Anne's freshly
ironed school aprons. She hung them over a chdisahdown with a short sigh. She had had one of
her headaches that afternoon, and although thehpailgone she felt weak and "tuckered out," as she
expressed it. Anne looked at her with eyes limpiith wympathy.

"l do truly wish | could have had the headache auryplace, Marilla. | would have endured it
joyfully for your sake."

"l guess you did your part in attending to the warkl letting me rest," said Marilla. "You seem to
have got on fairly well and made fewer mistakesithaual. Of course it wasn't exactly necessary to
starch Matthew's handkerchiefs! And most peoplenmiey put a pie in the oven to warm up for
dinner take it out and eat it when it gets hoteast of leaving it to be burned to a crisp. But that
doesn't seem to be your way evidently."

Headaches always left Marilla somewhat sarcastic.

"Oh, I'm so sorry," said Anne penitently. "I netbought about that pie from the moment | put it
in the oven till now, although I felt INSTINCTIVELYhat there was something missing on the dinner
table. | was firmly resolved, when you left me imacge this morning, not to imagine anything, but
keep my thoughts on facts. | did pretty well uhgdut the pie in, and then an irresistible temptati
came to me to imagine | was an enchanted prin¢egsup in a lonely tower with a handsome knight
riding to my rescue on a coal-black steed. So ith&iow | came to forget the pie. | didn't know |
starched the handkerchiefs. All the time | wasimgrl was trying to think of a name for a new islan
Diana and | have discovered up the brook. It'sntlest ravishing spot, Marilla. There are two maple
trees on it and the brook flows right around it.I&dt it struck me that it would be splendid tal dal
Victoria Island because we found it on the Quekinteday. Both Diana and | are very loyal. But
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sorry about that pie and the handkerchiefs. | warite be extra good today because it's an
anniversary. Do you remember what happened thidagayear, Marilla?"

"No, | can't think of anything special.”

"Oh, Marilla, it was the day | came to Green Gableshall never forget it. It was the turning point
in my life. Of course it wouldn't seem so importémtyou. I've been here for a year and I've been so
happy. Of course, I've had my troubles, but onelis@down troubles. Are you sorry you kept me,
Marilla?"

“No, | can't say I'm sorry," said Marilla, who sainges wondered how she could have lived
before Anne came to Green Gables, "no, not exacilyy. If you've finished your lessons, Anne, |
want you to run over and ask Mrs. Barry if shetld me Diana's apron pattern.”

"Oh—it's—it's too dark," cried Anne.

"Too dark? Why, it's only twilight. And goodnessokvs you've gone over often enough after
dark."

"I'll go over early in the morning,” said Anne edge"l'll get up at sunrise and go over, Marilla."

"What has got into your head now, Anne Shirleyahtthat pattern to cut out your new apron this
evening. Go at once and be smart too."

"Il have to go around by the road, then," saich@ntaking up her hat reluctantly.
"Go by the road and waste half an hour! I'd likeatch you!"

"I can't go through the Haunted Wood, Marilla,"ectiAnne desperately.

Marilla stared.

"The Haunted Wood! Are you crazy? What under thepg is the Haunted Wood?"
"The spruce wood over the brook," said Anne in ésp#ér.

"Fiddlesticks! There is no such thing as a haumtedd anywhere. Who has been telling you such
stuff?"

"Nobody," confessed Anne. "Diana and | just imadinbe wood was haunted. All the places
around here are so—so—COMMONPLACE. We just got timsor our own amusement. We began
it in April. A haunted wood is so very romantic, Mia. We chose the spruce grove because it's so
gloomy. Oh, we have imagined the most harrowinggbi There's a white lady walks along the
brook just about this time of the night and wrirg hands and utters wailing cries. She appears
when there is to be a death in the family. Andghest of a little murdered child haunts the comngr
by Idlewild; it creeps up behind you and lays ibddcfingers on your hand—so. Oh, Marilla, it gives
me a shudder to think of it. And there's a headfean stalks up and down the path and skeletons
glower at you between the boughs. Oh, Marilla, blda't go through the Haunted Wood after dark
now for anything. I'd be sure that white things Wdoreach out from behind the trees and grab me."

"Did ever anyone hear the like!" ejaculated Marildho had listened in dumb amazement. "Anne
Shirley, do you mean to tell me you believe alt thicked nonsense of your own imagination?"

"Not believe EXACTLY," faltered Anne. "At least,don't believe it in daylight. But after dark,
Marilla, it's different. That is when ghosts walk."

"There are no such things as ghosts, Anne."

"Oh, but there are, Marilla," cried Anne eagerlykriow people who have seen them. And they are
respectable people. Charlie Sloane says that hisdgrother saw his grandfather driving home the
cows one night after he'd been buried for a yeau Know Charlie Sloane's grandmother wouldn't
tell a story for anything. She's a very religiousrman. And Mrs. Thomas's father was pursued home
one night by a lamb of fire with its head cut offrging by a strip of skin. He said he knew it wass t
spirit of his brother and that it was a warningvieuld die within nine days. He didn't, but he died
two years after, so you see it was really true. Raddy Gillis say—"
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"Anne Shirley," interrupted Marilla firmly, "I nevevant to hear you talking in this fashion again.
I've had my doubts about that imagination of yaight along, and if this is going to be the outcome
of it, | won't countenance any such doings. Yagdlright over to Barry's, and you'll go throughttha
spruce grove, just for a lesson and a warning to ymd never let me hear a word out of your head
about haunted woods again."

Anne might plead and cry as she liked—and didhfarterror was very real. Her imagination had
run away with her and she held the spruce grovmantal dread after nightfall. But Marilla was
inexorable. She marched the shrinking ghost-seemdo the spring and ordered her to proceed
straightaway over the bridge and into the duskyee#s of wailing ladies and headless specters
beyond.

"Oh, Marilla, how can you be so cruel?" sobbed Ariéhat would you feel like if a white thing
did snatch me up and carry me off?"

"Il risk it," said Marilla unfeelingly. "You knowl always mean what | say. I'll cure you of
imagining ghosts into places. March, now."

Anne marched. That is, she stumbled over the bragigewent shuddering up the horrible dim path
beyond. Anne never forgot that walk. Bitterly didesrepent the license she had given to her
imagination. The goblins of her fancy lurked in Bvehadow about her, reaching out their cold,
fleshless hands to grasp the terrified small gitbvnad called them into being. A white strip ofchir
bark blowing up from the hollow over the brown ftoaf the grove made her heart stand still. The
long-drawn wail of two old boughs rubbing againatle other brought out the perspiration in beads
on her forehead. The swoop of bats in the darkoessher was as the wings of unearthly creatures.
When she reached Mr. William Bell's field she feetoss it as if pursued by an army of white things,
and arrived at the Barry kitchen door so out ofabirehat she could hardly gasp out her request for
the apron pattern. Diana was away so that she bagkecuse to linger. The dreadful return journey
had to be faced. Anne went back over it with shygise preferring to take the risk of dashing her
brains out among the boughs to that of seeing &ewhing. When she finally stumbled over the log
bridge she drew one long shivering breath of relief

"Well, so nothing caught you?" said Marilla unsyrheically.

"Oh, Mar—Marilla," chattered Anne, "I'll b-b-be citttented with c-c-commonplace places after
this."

CHAPTER XXI. A New Departure in Flavorings

"Dear me, there is nothing but meetings and pastinghis world, as Mrs. Lynde says," remarked
Anne plaintively, putting her slate and books doswnthe kitchen table on the last day of June and
wiping her red eyes with a very damp handkerchi#fasn't it fortunate, Marilla, that | took an extra
handkerchief to school today? | had a presentirientit would be needed."

"l never thought you were so fond of Mr. Philliget you'd require two handkerchiefs to dry your
tears just because he was going away," said Marilla

"l don't think | was crying because | was reallyvaoy fond of him," reflected Anne. "I just cried
because all the others did. It was Ruby Gillistetait. Ruby Gillis has always declared she hated M
Phillips, but just as soon as he got up to makddrmswell speech she burst into tears. Then all the
girls began to cry, one after the other. | triechtdd out, Marilla. | tried to remember the time .Mr
Phillips made me sit with Gil—with a, boy; and ttime he spelled my name without an e on the
blackboard; and how he said | was the worst dureever saw at geometry and laughed at my
spelling; and all the times he had been so hom@isarcastic; but somehow | couldn't, Marilla, &nd
just had to cry too. Jane Andrews has been talflan@ month about how glad she'd be when Mr.
Phillips went away and she declared she'd nevet altear. Well, she was worse than any of us
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had to borrow a handkerchief from her brother—airse the boys didn't cry—because she hadn't
brought one of her own, not expecting to need lit, Rarilla, it was heartrending. Mr. Phillips made
such a beautiful farewell speech beginning, 'Theethas come for us to part.' It was very affecting.
And he had tears in his eyes too, Marilla. Oh,ltl deeadfully sorry and remorseful for all the tisne
I'd talked in school and drawn pictures of him oy state and made fun of him and Prissy. | can tell
you | wished I'd been a model pupil like Minnie Aadis. She hadn't anything on her conscience.
The girls cried all the way home from school. GaBioane kept saying every few minutes, 'The time
has come for us to part,” and that would start fisagain whenever we were in any danger of
cheering up. | do feel dreadfully sad, Marilla. Bute can't feel quite in the depths of despair with
two months' vacation before them, can they, M&ikand besides, we met the new minister and his
wife coming from the station. For all | was feelisg bad about Mr. Phillips going away | couldn't
help taking a little interest in a new ministerulb1? His wife is very pretty. Not exactly regally
lovely, of course—it wouldn't do, | suppose, fomaister to have a regally lovely wife, because it
might set a bad example. Mrs. Lynde says the neirssivife over at Newbridge sets a very bad
example because she dresses so fashionably. Ounimester's wife was dressed in blue muslin with
lovely puffed sleeves and a hat trimmed with rodesie Andrews said she thought puffed sleeves
were too worldly for a minister's wife, but | dilmhake any such uncharitable remark, Marilla,
because | know what it is to long for puffed sleevResides, she's only been a minister's wife for a
little while, so one should make allowances, sho'tlithey? They are going to board with Mrs. Lynde
until the manse is ready."

If Marilla, in going down to Mrs. Lynde's that eweg, was actuated by any motive save her
avowed one of returning the quilting frames she badowed the preceding winter, it was an
amiable weakness shared by most of the Avonlealpedfpany a thing Mrs. Lynde had lent,
sometimes never expecting to see it again, camee tibat night in charge of the borrowers thereof.
A new minister, and moreover a minister with a wifas a lawful object of curiosity in a quiet kttl
country settlement where sensations were few anoefaveen.

Old Mr. Bentley, the minister whom Anne had foumadHKing in imagination, had been pastor of
Avonlea for eighteen years. He was a widower wherdme, and a widower he remained, despite
the fact that gossip regularly married him to thiigt, or the other one, every year of his sojotmn.
the preceding February he had resigned his chargel@parted amid the regrets of his people, most
of whom had the affection born of long intercoufse their good old minister in spite of his
shortcomings as an orator. Since then the Avonlearch had enjoyed a variety of religious
dissipation in listening to the many and variousdidates and "supplies" who came Sunday after
Sunday to preach on trial. These stood or fellhgyjudgment of the fathers and mothers in Isral; b
a certain small, red-haired girl who sat meeklytha corner of the old Cuthbert pew also had her
opinions about them and discussed the same inwithl Matthew, Marilla always declining from
principle to criticize ministers in any shape omfo

"l don't think Mr. Smith would have done, Matthewéas Anne's final summing up. "Mrs. Lynde
says his delivery was so poor, but | think his wdaallt was just like Mr. Bentley's—he had no
imagination. And Mr. Terry had too much; he letuih away with him just as | did mine in the matter
of the Haunted Wood. Besides, Mrs. Lynde sayshaslogy wasn't sound. Mr. Gresham was a very
good man and a very religious man, but he toldn@my funny stories and made the people laugh in
church; he was undignified, and you must have sdigneity about a minister, mustn't you, Matthew?
| thought Mr. Marshall was decidedly attractive;t brs. Lynde says he isn't married, or even
engaged, because she made special inquiries aboutihd she says it would never do to have a
young unmarried minister in Avonlea, because hehmigarry in the congregation and that would
make trouble. Mrs. Lynde is a very farseeing wonmsmit she, Matthew? I'm very glad they've called
Mr. Allan. | liked him because his sermon was iesting and he prayed as if he meant it and not just
as if he did it because he was in the habit oMits. Lynde says he isn't perfect, but she says she
supposes we couldn't expect a perfect ministesdoen hundred and fifty dollars a year, and anyhow
his theology is sound because she questioned ldmughly on all the points of doctrine. And she
knows his wife's people and they are most respleciafid the women are all good housekeepers.
Mrs. Lynde says that sound doctrine in the mangowl housekeeping in the woman make an ideal
combination for a minister's family."

The new minister and his wife were a young, pleatsred couple, still on their honeymoon, and
full of all good and beautiful enthusiasms for theiosen lifework. Avonlea opened its heart to them
from the start. Old and young liked the frank, afideyoung man with his high ideals, and the brj

9/4/201:



Page78 of 14z

gentle little lady who assumed the mistress-shifhefmanse. With Mrs. Allan Anne fell promptly
and wholeheartedly in love. She had discoveredhendindred spirit.

"Mrs. Allan is perfectly lovely," she announced ddenday afternoon. "She's taken our class and
she's a splendid teacher. She said right away idhé& think it was fair for the teacher to ask thie
guestions, and you know, Marilla, that is exactlyawl've always thought. She said we could ask her
any question we liked and | asked ever so manygdiod at asking questions, Marilla."

"l believe you" was Marilla's emphatic comment.

"Nobody else asked any except Ruby Gillis, and a$leed if there was to be a Sunday-school
picnic this summer. | didn't think that was a vemoper question to ask because it hadn't any
connection with the lesson—the lesson was abouieDemthe lions' den—but Mrs. Allan just smiled
and said she thought there would be. Mrs. Allan &dsvely smile; she has such EXQUISITE
dimples in her cheeks. | wish | had dimples in rgeks, Marilla. I'm not half so skinny as | was
when | came here, but | have no dimples yet. Kd perhaps | could influence people for good. Mrs.
Allan said we ought always to try to influence otlpeople for good. She talked so nice about
everything. | never knew before that religion wasksa cheerful thing. | always thought it was kind
of melancholy, but Mrs. Allan's isn't, and I'd like be a Christian if | could be one like her. |
wouldn't want to be one like Mr. Superintendentl Bel

"It's very naughty of you to speak so about Mr.|Bedaid Marilla severely. "Mr. Bell is a real
good man."

"Oh, of course he's good," agreed Anne, "but henlbeeem to get any comfort out of it. If | could
be good I'd dance and sing all day because | vaas @ it. | suppose Mrs. Allan is too old to dance
and sing and of course it wouldn't be dignifiechiminister's wife. But | can just feel she's glad's
a Christian and that she'd be one even if she agmtltb heaven without it."

"l suppose we must have Mr. and Mrs. Allan up ® semeday soon," said Marilla reflectively.
"They've been most everywhere but here. Let meMNed. Wednesday would be a good time to have
them. But don't say a word to Matthew about it, ifone knew they were coming he'd find some
excuse to be away that day. He'd got so used t@bhtley he didn't mind him, but he's going to find
it hard to get acquainted with a new minister, amgew minister's wife will frighten him to death.”

"I'll be as secret as the dead," assured Anne. 8BuMarilla, will you let me make a cake for the
occasion? I'd love to do something for Mrs. Alland you know | can make a pretty good cake by
this time."

"You can make a layer cake," promised Marilla.

Monday and Tuesday great preparations went onegrGGables. Having the minister and his wife
to tea was a serious and important undertaking Mailla was determined not to be eclipsed by any
of the Avonlea housekeepers. Anne was wild withtertent and delight. She talked it all over with
Diana Tuesday night in the twilight, as they satlwnbig red stones by the Dryad's Bubble and made
rainbows in the water with little twigs dipped in balsam.

"Everything is ready, Diana, except my cake whioh to make in the morning, and the baking-
powder biscuits which Marilla will make just beforatime. | assure you, Diana, that Marilla and |
have had a busy two days of it. It's such a respibig having a minister's family to tea. | newsent
through such an experience before. You shouldsgstour pantry. It's a sight to behold. We're going
to have jellied chicken and cold tongue. We're &wehtwo kinds of jelly, red and yellow, and
whipped cream and lemon pie, and cherry pie, ameetlkinds of cookies, and fruit cake, and
Marilla's famous yellow plum preserves that shepkeespecially for ministers, and pound cake and
layer cake, and biscuits as aforesaid; and newdbsed old both, in case the minister is dyspeptic
and can't eat new. Mrs. Lynde says ministers aspajytic, but | don't think Mr. Allan has been a
minister long enough for it to have had a bad eéftechim. | just grow cold when | think of my layer
cake. Oh, Diana, what if it shouldn't be good! éaned last night that | was chased all around by a
fearful goblin with a big layer cake for a head."

"It'll be good, all right," assured Diana, who wasery comfortable sort of friend. "I'm sure that
piece of the one you made that we had for lunddlewild two weeks ago was perfectly elegant.”

"Yes; but cakes have such a terrible habit of hgrout bad just when you especially want thet
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be good," sighed Anne, setting a particularly vibellsamed twig afloat. "However, | suppose |
shall just have to trust to Providence and be oatefput in the flour. Oh, look, Diana, what a éby
rainbow! Do you suppose the dryad will come outrafte go away and take it for a scarf?"

"You know there is no such thing as a dryad," €imha. Diana's mother had found out about the
Haunted Wood and had been decidedly angry oveisita result Diana had abstained from any
further imitative flights of imagination and did nibink it prudent to cultivate a spirit of beliefren
in harmless dryads.

"But it's so easy to imagine there is," said Ariievzery night before | go to bed, | look out of my
window and wonder if the dryad is really sittingdecombing her locks with the spring for a mirror.
Sometimes | look for her footprints in the dew e tmorning. Oh, Diana, don't give up your faith in
the dryad!"

Wednesday morning came. Anne got up at sunriseusecshe was too excited to sleep. She had
caught a severe cold in the head by reason ofdigbslithg in the spring on the preceding evening; but
nothing short of absolute pneumonia could have duesh her interest in culinary matters that
morning. After breakfast she proceeded to makechlke. When she finally shut the oven door upon
it she drew a long breath.

"I'm sure | haven't forgotten anything this timeafilla. But do you think it will rise? Just suppose
perhaps the baking powder isn't good? | used itobuhe new can. And Mrs. Lynde says you can
never be sure of getting good baking powder nowsdalyen everything is so adulterated. Mrs.
Lynde says the Government ought to take the magiebut she says we'll never see the day when a
Tory Government will do it. Marilla, what if thabke doesn't rise?"

"We'll have plenty without it" was Marilla's unimgsioned way of looking at the subject.

The cake did rise, however, and came out of the agelight and feathery as golden foam. Anne,
flushed with delight, clapped it together with leyef ruby jelly and, in imagination, saw Mrs. Alla
eating it and possibly asking for another piece!

"You'll be using the best tea set, of course, N&lilshe said. "Can | fix the table with ferns and
wild roses?"

"I think that's all nonsense," sniffed Marilla. "my opinion it's the eatables that matter and not
flummery decorations."

"Mrs. Barry had HER table decorated," said Annepwias not entirely guiltless of the wisdom of
the serpent, "and the minister paid her an elegamipliment. He said it was a feast for the eye as
well as the palate."”

"Well, do as you like," said Marilla, who was qudetermined not to be surpassed by Mrs. Barry
or anybody else. "Only mind you leave enough roonthie dishes and the food."

Anne laid herself out to decorate in a manner dtat a fashion that should leave Mrs. Barry's
nowhere. Having abundance of roses and ferns amdyaartistic taste of her own, she made that tea
table such a thing of beauty that when the miniated his wife sat down to it they exclaimed in
chorus over it loveliness.

"It's Anne's doings," said Marilla, grimly just; @/\nne felt that Mrs. Allan's approving smile was
almost too much happiness for this world.

Matthew was there, having been inveigled into thgyponly goodness and Anne knew how. He
had been in such a state of shyness and nervousrasdsslarilla had given him up in despair, but
Anne took him in hand so successfully that he natas the table in his best clothes and white colla
and talked to the minister not uninterestingly. éer said a word to Mrs. Allan, but that perhaps
was not to be expected.

All went merry as a marriage bell until Anne's lagake was passed. Mrs. Allan, having already
been helped to a bewildering variety, declinediit Marilla, seeing the disappointment on Anne's
face, said smilingly:

"Oh, you must take a piece of this, Mrs. Allan. &rmade it on purpose for yot
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"In that case | must sample it," laughed Mrs. Allaalping herself to a plump triangle, as did also
the minister and Marrilla.

Mrs. Allan took a mouthful of hers and a most perugxpression crossed her face; not a word did
she say, however, but steadily ate away at it. IMasaw the expression and hastened to taste the
cake.

"Anne Shirley!" she exclaimed, "what on earth daiiyut into that cake?"

"Nothing but what the recipe said, Marilla,” cridehne with a look of anguish. "Oh, isn't it all
right?"

"All right! It's simply horrible. Mr. Allan, don'try to eat it. Anne, taste it yourself. What flavay
did you use?"

"Vanilla," said Anne, her face scarlet with mouddtion after tasting the cake. "Only vanilla. Oh,
Marilla, it must have been the baking powder. | hgdsuspicions of that bak—"

"Baking powder fiddlesticks! Go and bring me thétleoof vanilla you used.”

Anne fled to the pantry and returned with a smaltlb partially filled with a brown liquid and
labeled yellowly, "Best Vanilla."

Marilla took it, uncorked it, smelled it.

"Mercy on us, Anne, you've flavored that cake WWMKODYNE LINIMENT. | broke the liniment
bottle last week and poured what was left into Ehemnpty vanilla bottle. | suppose it's partly my
fault—I should have warned you—but for pity's sakey couldn't you have smelled it?"

Anne dissolved into tears under this double disgrac

"l couldn't—I had such a cold!" and with this slzérliy fled to the gable chamber, where she cast
herself on the bed and wept as one who refuses toimmforted.

Presently a light step sounded on the stairs ametlsody entered the room.

"Oh, Marilla," sobbed Anne, without looking up,mil'disgraced forever. | shall never be able to
live this down. It will get out—things always dotgmut in Avonlea. Diana will ask me how my cake
turned out and | shall have to tell her the triitbhall always be pointed at as the girl who flaacdba
cake with anodyne liniment. Gil—the boys in schail never get over laughing at it. Oh, Marilla, if
you have a spark of Christian pity don't tell matthmust go down and wash the dishes after ttiis. |
wash them when the minister and his wife are gbné,l cannot ever look Mrs. Allan in the face
again. Perhaps she'll think I tried to poison ns. Lynde says she knows an orphan girl who tried
to poison her benefactor. But the liniment isnispoous. It's meant to be taken internally—although
not in cakes. Won't you tell Mrs. Allan so, Maritla

"Suppose you jump up and tell her so yourself,d samerry voice.
Anne flew up, to find Mrs. Allan standing by herdysurveying her with laughing eyes.

"My dear little girl, you mustn't cry like this,'he said, genuinely disturbed by Anne's tragic face.
"Why, it's all just a funny mistake that anybodygimi make."

"Oh, no, it takes me to make such a mistake," Aaite forlornly. "And | wanted to have that cake
so nice for you, Mrs. Allan."

"Yes, | know, dear. And | assure you | appreciatenkindness and thoughtfulness just as much as
if it had turned out all right. Now, you mustn'tycany more, but come down with me and show me
your flower garden. Miss Cuthbert tells me you havdtle plot all your own. | want to see it, foim
very much interested in flowers."

Anne permitted herself to be led down and comforteflecting that it was really providential that
Mrs. Allan was a kindred spirit. Nothing more wasdsabout the liniment cake, and when the guests
went away Anne found that she had enjoyed the ageniore than could have been expected,
considering that terrible incident. Nevertheles® sighed deepl
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"Marilla, isn't it nice to think that tomorrow isreew day with no mistakes in it yet?"

"I'l warrant you'll make plenty in it," said Mald. "I never saw your beat for making mistakes,
Anne."

"Yes, and well | know it," admitted Anne mournfulRBut have you ever noticed one encouraging
thing about me, Marilla? | never make the sameakestwice."

"I don't know as that's much benefit when you'veagis making new ones."

"Oh, don't you see, Marilla? There must be a ltmithe mistakes one person can make, and when
| get to the end of them, then I'll be through wiliem. That's a very comforting thought."”

"Well, you'd better go and give that cake to thgspisaid Marilla. "It isn't fit for any human tate
not even Jerry Boute."

CHAPTER XXII. Anne is Invited Out to Tea

"And what are your eyes popping out of your headuabNow?" asked Marilla, when Anne had
just come in from a run to the post office. "Hawwiydiscovered another kindred spirit?" Excitement
hung around Anne like a garment, shone in her dyedled in every feature. She had come dancing
up the lane, like a wind-blown sprite, through thellow sunshine and lazy shadows of the August
evening.

"No, Marilla, but oh, what do you think? | am irst to tea at the manse tomorrow afternoon! Mrs.
Allan left the letter for me at the post office.sfdook at it, Marilla. 'Miss Anne Shirley, Green
Gables.' That is the first time | was ever calliss.' Such a thrill as it gave me! | shall cherish
forever among my choicest treasures."

"Mrs. Allan told me she meant to have all the meralzé her Sunday-school class to tea in turn,"”
said Marilla, regarding the wonderful event verplyp "You needn't get in such a fever over it. Do
learn to take things calmly, child."

For Anne to take things calmly would have beenhange her nature. All "spirit and fire and
dew," as she was, the pleasures and pains ofdifeedo her with trebled intensity. Marilla feltghi
and was vaguely troubled over it, realizing tha tips and downs of existence would probably bear
hardly on this impulsive soul and not sufficientipderstanding that the equally great capacity for
delight might more than compensate. Therefore Macibnceived it to be her duty to drill Anne into
a tranquil uniformity of disposition as impossilaled alien to her as to a dancing sunbeam in one of
the brook shallows. She did not make much headasyhe sorrowfully admitted to herself. The
downfall of some dear hope or plan plunged Anne fdieeps of affliction." The fulfillment thereof
exalted her to dizzy realms of delight. Marilla haldhost begun to despair of ever fashioning this
waif of the world into her model little girl of daume manners and prim deportment. Neither would
she have believed that she really liked Anne muwttebas she was.

Anne went to bed that night speechless with mibegause Matthew had said the wind was round
northeast and he feared it would be a rainy dayotoow. The rustle of the poplar leaves about the
house worried her, it sounded so like patteringdaps, and the full, faraway roar of the gulf, to
which she listened delightedly at other times, hgvits strange, sonorous, haunting rhythm, now
seemed like a prophecy of storm and disaster toall snaiden who particularly wanted a fine day.
Anne thought that the morning would never come.

But all things have an end, even nights beforedtine on which you are invited to take tea at the
manse. The morning, in spite of Matthew's predittjovas fine and Anne's spirits soared to their
highest. "Oh, Marilla, there is something in meaypdhat makes me just love everybody | see," she
exclaimed as she washed the breakfast dishes. d¥ot know how good | feel! Wouldn't it be nice
if it could last? | believe | could be a model chif | were just invited out to tea every day. Bif,
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Marilla, it's a solemn occasion too. | feel so auws. What if | shouldn't behave properly? You
know | never had tea at a manse before, and I'msa that | know all the rules of etiquette,
although I've been studying the rules given in Btiguette Department of the Family Herald ever
since | came here. I'm so afraid I'll do somettsilly or forget to do something | should do. Wolttld
be good manners to take a second helping of amythyou wanted to VERY much?"

"The trouble with you, Anne, is that you're thinggitoo much about yourself. You should just think
of Mrs. Allan and what would be nicest and mosteagble to her," said Marilla, hitting for once in
her life on a very sound and pithy piece of advigene instantly realized this.

"You are right, Marilla. I'll try not to think abaounyself at all.”

Anne evidently got through her visit without anyisas breach of "etiquette," for she came home
through the twilight, under a great, high-sprunyg gloried over with trails of saffron and rosy cthu
in a beatified state of mind and told Marilla dficait it happily, sitting on the big red-sandstotad s
at the kitchen door with her tired curly head inrMa's gingham lap.

A cool wind was blowing down over the long harviésids from the rims of firry western hills and
whistling through the poplars. One clear star howgr the orchard and the fireflies were flittingeov
in Lover's Lane, in and out among the ferns andingsboughs. Anne watched them as she talked
and somehow felt that wind and stars and fireflieye all tangled up together into something
unutterably sweet and enchanting.

"Oh, Marilla, I've had a most FASCINATING time. eédl that | have not lived in vain and | shall
always feel like that even if | should never beitied to tea at a manse again. When | got there Mrs.
Allan met me at the door. She was dressed in tlee®st dress of pale-pink organdy, with dozens of
frills and elbow sleeves, and she looked just éikeeraph. | really think I'd like to be a ministewife
when | grow up, Marilla. A minister mightn't mindymmed hair because he wouldn't be thinking of
such worldly things. But then of course one woudgtdto be naturally good and I'll never be that, so
| suppose there's no use in thinking about it. Spewple are naturally good, you know, and others
are not. I'm one of the others. Mrs. Lynde saysfiilnof original sin. No matter how hard | try tme
good | can never make such a success of it as thbeeare naturally good. It's a good deal like
geometry, | expect. But don't you think the trysahard ought to count for something? Mrs. Allan is
one of the naturally good people. | love her passiely. You know there are some people, like
Matthew and Mrs. Allan that you can love right efthout any trouble. And there are others, like
Mrs. Lynde, that you have to try very hard to loveu know you OUGHT to love them because they
know so much and are such active workers in thecthiout you have to keep reminding yourself of
it all the time or else you forget. There was arotlittle girl at the manse to tea, from the White
Sands Sunday school. Her name was Laurette Braahelyshe was a very nice little girl. Not exactly
a kindred spirit, you know, but still very nice. WWlad an elegant tea, and | think | kept all thesudf
etiquette pretty well. After tea Mrs. Allan playadd sang and she got Lauretta and me to sing too.
Mrs. Allan says | have a good voice and she saysidt sing in the Sunday-school choir after this.
You can't think how | was thrilled at the mere tgbtu I've longed so to sing in the Sunday-school
choir, as Diana does, but | feared it was an horomuld never aspire to. Lauretta had to go home
early because there is a big concert in the WhatedS Hotel tonight and her sister is to recite.at i
Lauretta says that the Americans at the hotel giveoncert every fortnight in aid of the
Charlottetown hospital, and they ask lots of theité/ISands people to recite. Lauretta said she
expected to be asked herself someday. | just gaizleer in awe. After she had gone Mrs. Allan and |
had a heart-to-heart talk. | told her everything-etwthMrs. Thomas and the twins and Katie Maurice
and Violetta and coming to Green Gables and mybtesuover geometry. And would you believe it,
Marilla? Mrs. Allan told me she was a dunce at getyntoo. You don't know how that encouraged
me. Mrs. Lynde came to the manse just before ] &&ftl what do you think, Marilla? The trustees
have hired a new teacher and it's a lady. Her nariss Muriel Stacy. Isn't that a romantic name?
Mrs. Lynde says they've never had a female teashekvonlea before and she thinks it is a
dangerous innovation. But | think it will be spléthdo have a lady teacher, and | really don't sae h
I'm going to live through the two weeks before sahmegins. I'm so impatient to see her."
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CHAPTER XXIIl. Anne Comes to Grief in an Affair of
Honor

Anne had to live through more than two weeks, dgmppened. Alimost a month having elapsed
since the liniment cake episode, it was high tioreher to get into fresh trouble of some sortlelitt
mistakes, such as absentmindedly emptying a paskiof milk into a basket of yarn balls in the
pantry instead of into the pigs' bucket, and wajkatean over the edge of the log bridge into the
brook while wrapped in imaginative reverie, notlisebeing worth counting.

A week after the tea at the manse Diana Barry ggvarty.
"Small and select,” Anne assured Marilla. "Justdinks in our class."

They had a very good time and nothing untoward éapg until after tea, when they found
themselves in the Barry garden, a little tired bftlaeir games and ripe for any enticing form of
mischief which might present itself. This presentgk the form of "daring."

Daring was the fashionable amusement among thel@éa@mall fry just then. It had begun among
the boys, but soon spread to the girls, and alkiliethings that were done in Avonlea that summer
because the doers thereof were "dared" to do theatdWill a book by themselves.

First of all Carrie Sloane dared Ruby Gillis tondti to a certain point in the huge old willow tree
before the front door; which Ruby Gillis, albeit mortal dread of the fat green caterpillars with
which said tree was infested and with the fearef inother before her eyes if she should tear her
new muslin dress, nimbly did, to the discomfituffetlee aforesaid Carrie Sloane. Then Josie Pye
dared Jane Andrews to hop on her left leg arourdgdrden without stopping once or putting her
right foot to the ground; which Jane Andrews ganigsd to do, but gave out at the third corner and
had to confess herself defeated.

Josie's triumph being rather more pronounced tloal gaste permitted, Anne Shirley dared her to
walk along the top of the board fence which bounttedgarden to the east. Now, to "walk" board
fences requires more skill and steadiness of heddhael than one might suppose who has never
tried it. But Josie Pye, if deficient in some gtial that make for popularity, had at least a rahtand
inborn gift, duly cultivated, for walking board fees. Josie walked the Barry fence with an airy
unconcern which seemed to imply that a little thiilge that wasn't worth a "dare." Reluctant
admiration greeted her exploit, for most of theeotbirls could appreciate it, having suffered many
things themselves in their efforts to walk fencéssie descended from her perch, flushed with
victory, and darted a defiant glance at Anne.

Anne tossed her red braids.

"l don't think it's such a very wonderful thingwalk a little, low, board fence," she said. "l knaw
girl in Marysville who could walk the ridgepole afroof."

"I don't believe it," said Josie flatly. "I don'telieve anybody could walk a ridgepole. YOU
couldn't, anyhow."

"Couldn't I?" cried Anne rashly.

"Then | dare you to do it," said Josie defiantlyddre you to climb up there and walk the ridgepole
of Mr. Barry's kitchen roof."

Anne turned pale, but there was clearly only orniegtho be done. She walked toward the house,
where a ladder was leaning against the kitchen. rabbfthe fifth-class girls said, "Oh!" partly in
excitement, partly in dismay.

"Don't you do it, Anne," entreated Diana. "Youdlllfoff and be killed. Never mind Josie Pye. It
isn't fair to dare anybody to do anything so daogs!"

"I must do it. My honor is at stake,” said Anneesohly. "I shall walk that ridgepole, Diana, or
perish in the attempt. If | am killed you are tovbamy pearl bead ring."

Anne climbed the ladder amid breathless silencmegathe ridgepole, balanced herself uprightly
on that precarious footing, and started to walk@l, dizzily conscious that she was uncomfort:

9/4/201:



Page84 of 14z

high up in the world and that walking ridgepolesswt a thing in which your imagination helped
you out much. Nevertheless, she managed to taleadesteps before the catastrophe came. Then she
swayed, lost her balance, stumbled, staggeredfahdliding down over the sun-baked roof and
crashing off it through the tangle of Virginia cpee beneath—all before the dismayed circle below
could give a simultaneous, terrified shriek.

If Anne had tumbled off the roof on the side up ethshe had ascended Diana would probably
have fallen heir to the pearl bead ring then aedethFortunately she fell on the other side, whieee
roof extended down over the porch so nearly togtmind that a fall therefrom was a much less
serious thing. Nevertheless, when Diana and ther gfinls had rushed frantically around the house—
except Ruby Gillis, who remained as if rooted te tiround and went into hysterics—they found
Anne lying all white and limp among the wreck androf the Virginia creeper.

"Anne, are you killed?" shrieked Diana, throwingde#f on her knees beside her friend. "Oh,
Anne, dear Anne, speak just one word to me ananeelif you're killed."

To the immense relief of all the girls, and espéciaf Josie Pye, who, in spite of lack of
imagination, had been seized with horrible visiohs future branded as the girl who was the cause
of Anne Shirley's early and tragic death, Annedszgily up and answered uncertainly:

"No, Diana, | am not killed, but | think | am rerrdd unconscious."

"Where?" sobbed Carrie Sloane. "Oh, where, Anne€fof® Anne could answer Mrs. Barry
appeared on the scene. At sight of her Anne toesttamble to her feet, but sank back again with a
sharp little cry of pain.

"What's the matter? Where have you hurt yoursel&étanded Mrs. Barry.

"My ankle," gasped Anne. "Oh, Diana, please findirytather and ask him to take me home. |
know | can never walk there. And I'm sure | couithwp so far on one foot when Jane couldn't even
hop around the garden."

Marilla was out in the orchard picking a panfulssimmer apples when she saw Mr. Barry coming
over the log bridge and up the slope, with Mrs.ridéeside him and a whole procession of littlesgirl
trailing after him. In his arms he carried Anne,ost head lay limply against his shoulder.

At that moment Marilla had a revelation. In the dewl stab of fear that pierced her very heart she
realized what Anne had come to mean to her. Shddwmave admitted that she liked Anne—nay,
that she was very fond of Anne. But now she knewleshurried wildly down the slope that Anne
was dearer to her than anything else on earth.

"Mr. Barry, what has happened to her?" she gaspemte white and shaken than the self-
contained, sensible Marilla had been for many years

Anne herself answered, lifting her head.

"Don't be very frightened, Marilla. | was walkinget ridgepole and | fell off. | expect | have
sprained my ankle. But, Marilla, | might have brokely neck. Let us look on the bright side of
things."

"l might have known you'd go and do something @f slort when | let you go to that party,” said
Marilla, sharp and shrewish in her very relief. ity her in here, Mr. Barry, and lay her on the sofa
Mercy me, the child has gone and fainted!"

It was quite true. Overcome by the pain of herripjlAnne had one more of her wishes granted to
her. She had fainted dead away.

Matthew, hastily summoned from the harvest fieldswstraightway dispatched for the doctor, who
in due time came, to discover that the injury wasarserious than they had supposed. Anne's ankle
was broken.

That night, when Marilla went up to the east gableere a white-faced girl was lying, a plaintive
voice greeted her from the bed.

"Aren't you very sorry for me, Marilla®
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"It was your own fault," said Marilla, twitching dm the blind and lighting a lamp.

"And that is just why you should be sorry for megld Anne, "because the thought that it is all my
own fault is what makes it so hard. If | could biihon anybody | would feel so much better. But
what would you have done, Marilla, if you had belaned to walk a ridgepole?"

"I'd have stayed on good firm ground and let themedway. Such absurdity!" said Marilla.
Anne sighed.

"But you have such strength of mind, Marilla. | bait. | just felt that | couldn't bear Josie Pye's
scorn. She would have crowed over me all my lifadA think | have been punished so much that
you needn't be very cross with me, Marilla. It's adit nice to faint, after all. And the doctorhme
dreadfully when he was setting my ankle. | won'ab&e to go around for six or seven weeks and I'll
miss the new lady teacher. She won't be new any ragrthe time I'm able to go to school. And
Gil—everybody will get ahead of me in class. Olam an afflicted mortal. But I'll try to bear it all
bravely if only you won't be cross with me, Marifla

"There, there, I'm not cross,” said Marilla. "Y@uan unlucky child, there's no doubt about that;
but as you say, you'll have the suffering of itréleow, try and eat some supper.”

"Isn't it fortunate I've got such an imaginatiors2lild Anne. "It will help me through splendidly, |
expect. What do people who haven't any imaginatdonwhen they break their bones, do you
suppose, Marilla?"

Anne had good reason to bless her imagination ragimge and oft during the tedious seven weeks
that followed. But she was not solely dependenitoS8he had many visitors and not a day passed
without one or more of the schoolgirls droppingarbring her flowers and books and tell her all the
happenings in the juvenile world of Avonlea.

"Everybody has been so good and kind, Marilla,he@jAnne happily, on the day when she could
first limp across the floor. "It isn't very pleasaa be laid up; but there is a bright side tdMarilla.
You find out how many friends you have. Why, evamp&intendent Bell came to see me, and he's
really a very fine man. Not a kindred spirit, ofucse; but still | like him and I'm awfully sorryelver
criticized his prayers. | believe now he really slo@ean them, only he has got into the habit ofrgpyi
them as if he didn't. He could get over that ifitake a little trouble. | gave him a good broaat Hi
told him how hard | tried to make my own little yate prayers interesting. He told me all about the
time he broke his ankle when he was a boy. It deesn so strange to think of Superintendent Bell
ever being a boy. Even my imagination has its Bmfor | can't imagine THAT. When | try to
imagine him as a boy | see him with gray whiskersd spectacles, just as he looks in Sunday school,
only small. Now, it's so easy to imagine Mrs. Allas a little girl. Mrs. Allan has been to see me
fourteen times. Isn't that something to be proudMdrilla? When a minister's wife has so many
claims on her time! She is such a cheerful peredmat/e visit you, too. She never tells you it'sryou
own fault and she hopes you'll be a better giraocount of it. Mrs. Lynde always told me that when
she came to see me; and she said it in a kind pftinat made me feel she might hope I'd be a better
girl but didn't really believe | would. Even Jostge came to see me. | received her as politely as |
could, because | think she was sorry she daredmalk a ridgepole. If | had been killed she would
had to carry a dark burden of remorse all her ifeana has been a faithful friend. She's been over
every day to cheer my lonely pillow. But oh, | diz# so glad when | can go to school for I've heard
such exciting things about the new teacher. The glt think she is perfectly sweet. Diana says she
has the loveliest fair curly hair and such faséitateyes. She dresses beautifully, and her sleeve
puffs are bigger than anybody else's in Avonlearwther Friday afternoon she has recitations and
everybody has to say a piece or take part in aglied. Oh, it's just glorious to think of it. Josige
says she hates it but that is just because Josisdiittle imagination. Diana and Ruby Gillis and
Jane Andrews are preparing a dialogue, called 'AnMg Visit,' for next Friday. And the Friday
afternoons they don't have recitations Miss Stakgd them all to the woods for a 'field' day arey/th
study ferns and flowers and birds. And they havgsjgal culture exercises every morning and
evening. Mrs. Lynde says she never heard of suctgg@n and it all comes of having a lady teacher.
But | think it must be splendid and | believe | kffiad that Miss Stacy is a kindred spirit."

"There's one thing plain to be seen, Anne," saidilla"and that is that your fall off the Barry
roof hasn't injured your tongue at a
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CHAPTER XXIV. Miss Stacy and Her Pupils Get Up a
Concert

It was October again when Anne was ready to go baachool—a glorious October, all red and
gold, with mellow mornings when the valleys weiiedl with delicate mists as if the spirit of autumn
had poured them in for the sun to drain—amethysarlp silver, rose, and smoke-blue. The dews
were so heavy that the fields glistened like cluftisilver and there were such heaps of rustlingdea
in the hollows of many-stemmed woods to run crisisisough. The Birch Path was a canopy of
yellow and the ferns were sear and brown all albnghere was a tang in the very air that inspired
the hearts of small maidens tripping, unlike spaisiftly and willingly to school; and it WAS jolly
to be back again at the little brown desk besidenBj with Ruby Gillis nodding across the aisle and
Carrie Sloane sending up notes and Julia Bell pgssi"chew" of gum down from the back seat.
Anne drew a long breath of happiness as she shedgeer pencil and arranged her picture cards in
her desk. Life was certainly very interesting.

In the new teacher she found another true and iehiénd. Miss Stacy was a bright, sympathetic
young woman with the happy gift of winning and holgithe affections of her pupils and bringing
out the best that was in them mentally and moralgyne expanded like a flower under this
wholesome influence and carried home to the adgiltatthew and the critical Marilla glowing
accounts of schoolwork and aims.

"I love Miss Stacy with my whole heart, Marilla. &is so ladylike and she has such a sweet voice.
When she pronounces my name | feel INSTINCTIVELYttshe's spelling it with an E. We had
recitations this afternoon. | just wish you coulavl been there to hear me recite 'Mary, Queen of
Scots.' | just put my whole soul into it. Ruby @Giltold me coming home that the way | said the,line
'Now for my father's arm," she said, 'my womanarhfarewell,' just made her blood run cold."

"Well now, you might recite it for me some of thakays, out in the barn," suggested Matthew.

"Of course | will," said Anne meditatively, "butlon't be able to do it so well, | know. It won't be
S0 exciting as it is when you have a whole schobkédiore you hanging breathlessly on your words. |
know | won't be able to make your blood run cold."

"Mrs. Lynde says it made HER blood run cold to #ee=boys climbing to the very tops of those
big trees on Bell's hill after crows' nests lasid&y,” said Marilla. "I wonder at Miss Stacy for
encouraging it."

"But we wanted a crow's nest for nature study,"l@&red Anne. "That was on our field afternoon.
Field afternoons are splendid, Marilla. And Misa@&texplains everything so beautifully. We have to
write compositions on our field afternoons and itevthe best ones."

"It's very vain of you to say so then. You'd bet&tryour teacher say it."

"But she DID say it, Marilla. And indeed I'm notimaabout it. How can | be, when I'm such a
dunce at geometry? Although I'm really beginningee through it a little, too. Miss Stacy makes it
so clear. Still, I'll never be good at it and |@ssyou it is a humbling reflection. But | love timig
compositions. Mostly Miss Stacy lets us chooseawn subjects; but next week we are to write a
composition on some remarkable person. It's haghtmse among so many remarkable people who
have lived. Mustn't it be splendid to be remarkadohel have compositions written about you after
you're dead? Oh, | would dearly love to be remdekdhkthink when | grow up I'll be a trained nurse
and go with the Red Crosses to the field of baitlea messenger of mercy. That is, if | don't goasut
a foreign missionary. That would be very romankiof one would have to be very good to be a
missionary, and that would be a stumbling block. Ndee physical culture exercises every day, too.
They make you graceful and promote digestion."

"Promote fiddlesticks!" said Marilla, who honesthought it was all nonsens
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But all the field afternoons and recitation Fridaysl physical culture contortions paled before a
project which Miss Stacy brought forward in Novembiéhis was that the scholars of Avonlea school
should get up a concert and hold it in the halCtmistmas Night, for the laudable purpose of hejpin
to pay for a schoolhouse flag. The pupils one dhthking graciously to this plan, the preparations
for a program were begun at once. And of all theited performers-elect none was so excited as
Anne Shirley, who threw herself into the undertgkineart and soul, hampered as she was by
Marilla's disapproval. Marilla thought it all raféolishness.

"It's just filling your heads up with nonsense aaking time that ought to be put on your lessons,"
she grumbled. "I don't approve of children's gettirp concerts and racing about to practices. It
makes them vain and forward and fond of gadding."

"But think of the worthy object,” pleaded Anne. 'thag will cultivate a spirit of patriotism,
Marilla."

"Fudge! There's precious little patriotism in th®ughts of any of you. All you want is a good
time."

"Well, when you can combine patriotism and fun,tignall right? Of course it's real nice to be
getting up a concert. We're going to have six chesuand Diana is to sing a solo. I'm in two
dialogues—'The Society for the Suppression of @bssid 'The Fairy Queen.' The boys are going to
have a dialogue too. And I'm to have two recitagjdvarilla. | just tremble when | think of it, biits
a nice thrilly kind of tremble. And we're to havetableau at the last—'Faith, Hope and Charity.'
Diana and Ruby and | are to be in it, all drapedimte with flowing hair. I'm to be Hope, with my
hands clasped—so—and my eyes uplifted. I'm goingractice my recitations in the garret. Don't be
alarmed if you hear me groaning. | have to groarthendingly in one of them, and it's really havd t
get up a good artistic groan, Marilla. Josie Pysulkky because she didn't get the part she wanted i
the dialogue. She wanted to be the fairy queent Whbald have been ridiculous, for who ever heard
of a fairy queen as fat as Josie? Fairy queens beustender. Jane Andrews is to be the queen and |
am to be one of her maids of honor. Josie sayslshlies a red-haired fairy is just as ridiculousaas
fat one, but I do not let myself mind what Josigssd'm to have a wreath of white roses on my hair
and Ruby Gillis is going to lend me her slippersdaese | haven't any of my own. It's necessary for
fairies to have slippers, you know. You couldn'agime a fairy wearing boots, could you? Especially
with copper toes? We are going to decorate thewithl creeping spruce and fir mottoes with pink
tissue-paper roses in them. And we are all to mardtvo by two after the audience is seated, while
Emma White plays a march on the organ. Oh, Matlilkaow you are not so enthusiastic about it as |
am, but don't you hope your little Anne will digjinsh herself?"

"All I hope is that you'll behave yourself. I'll ieartily glad when all this fuss is over and yidagl
able to settle down. You are simply good for noghjost now with your head stuffed full of
dialogues and groans and tableaus. As for youmumngs a marvel it's not clean worn out."

Anne sighed and betook herself to the back yar@y evhich a young new moon was shining
through the leafless poplar boughs from an appemrwestern sky, and where Matthew was
splitting wood. Anne perched herself on a block &alded the concert over with him, sure of an
appreciative and sympathetic listener in this imstaat least.

"Well now, | reckon it's going to be a pretty gooohcert. And | expect you'll do your part fine,"
he said, smiling down into her eager, vivacioutelitace. Anne smiled back at him. Those two were
the best of friends and Matthew thanked his staasyna time and oft that he had nothing to do with
bringing her up. That was Marilla's exclusive dutyit had been his he would have been worried
over frequent conflicts between inclination anddsduty. As it was, he was free to, "spoil Anne"—
Marilla's phrasing—as much as he liked. But it vsa$ such a bad arrangement after all; a little
"appreciation” sometimes does quite as much gooédllathe conscientious "bringing up" in the
world.

9/4/201:



Page88 of 14z
CHAPTER XXV. Matthew Insists on Puffed Sleeve:

Matthew was having a bad ten minutes of it. He ¢@de into the kitchen, in the twilight of a cold,
gray December evening, and had sat down in the bmodaorner to take off his heavy boots,
unconscious of the fact that Anne and a bevy oShbBoolmates were having a practice of "The Fairy
Queen" in the sitting room. Presently they camegiog through the hall and out into the kitchen,
laughing and chattering gaily. They did not seethiat, who shrank bashfully back into the shadows
beyond the woodbox with a boot in one hand andadjdck in the other, and he watched them shyly
for the aforesaid ten minutes as they put on capsjackets and talked about the dialogue and the
concert. Anne stood among them, bright eyed anchaed as they; but Matthew suddenly became
conscious that there was something about her diftérom her mates. And what worried Matthew
was that the difference impressed him as being 8ongethat should not exist. Anne had a brighter
face, and bigger, starrier eyes, and more delitedtures than the other; even shy, unobservant
Matthew had learned to take note of these thingsthe difference that disturbed him did not cansis
in any of these respects. Then in what did it ifisi

Matthew was haunted by this question long afterdinks had gone, arm in arm, down the long,
hard-frozen lane and Anne had betaken herselftddeks. He could not refer it to Marilla, who, he
felt, would be quite sure to sniff scornfully arehrark that the only difference she saw between Anne
and the other girls was that they sometimes kegit tiongues quiet while Anne never did. This,
Matthew felt, would be no great help.

He had recourse to his pipe that evening to hetpdiudy it out, much to Marilla's disgust. After
two hours of smoking and hard reflection Matthevivad at a solution of his problem. Anne was not
dressed like the other girls!

The more Matthew thought about the matter the rherevas convinced that Anne never had been
dressed like the other girls—never since she hadectm Green Gables. Marilla kept her clothed in
plain, dark dresses, all made after the same umgapattern. If Matthew knew there was such a
thing as fashion in dress it was as much as hebdidhe was quite sure that Anne's sleeves did not
look at all like the sleeves the other girls ware recalled the cluster of little girls he had seen
around her that evening—all gay in waists of red blue and pink and white—and he wondered
why Marilla always kept her so plainly and sobeybyned.

Of course, it must be all right. Marilla knew besid Marilla was bringing her up. Probably some
wise, inscrutable motive was to be served ther8oy.surely it would do no harm to let the child
have one pretty dress—something like Diana Barwagé wore. Matthew decided that he would
give her one; that surely could not be objecteds@n unwarranted putting in of his oar. Christmas
was only a fortnight off. A nice new dress wouldtbe very thing for a present. Matthew, with a sigh
of satisfaction, put away his pipe and went to lvekije Marilla opened all the doors and aired the
house.

The very next evening Matthew betook himself toriaaly to buy the dress, determined to get the
worst over and have done with it. It would be, Bl &ssured, no trifling ordeal. There were some
things Matthew could buy and prove himself no mbeargainer; but he knew he would be at the
mercy of shopkeepers when it came to buying asgirkss.

After much cogitation Matthew resolved to go to $ailawson's store instead of William Blair's.
To be sure, the Cuthberts always had gone to Willglair's; it was almost as much a matter of
conscience with them as to attend the Presbyteharch and vote Conservative. But William Blair's
two daughters frequently waited on customers tlagek Matthew held them in absolute dread. He
could contrive to deal with them when he knew dyashat he wanted and could point it out; but in
such a matter as this, requiring explanation ams$@ltation, Matthew felt that he must be sure of a
man behind the counter. So he would go to Lawsuaisye Samuel or his son would wait on him.

Alas! Matthew did not know that Samuel, in the r@oexpansion of his business, had set up a lady
clerk also; she was a niece of his wife's and & dashing young person indeed, with a huge,
drooping pompadour, big, rolling brown eyes, andast extensive and bewildering smile. She was
dressed with exceeding smartness and wore sevangle bracelets that glittered and rattled and
tinkled with every movement of her hands. Mattheaswovered with confusion at finding her there
at all; and those bangles completely wrecked his atione fell swooy
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"What can | do for you this evening, Mr. Cuthbert@iss Lucilla Harris inquired, briskly and
ingratiatingly, tapping the counter with both hands

"Have you any—any—any—well now, say any gardensakstammered Matthew.

Miss Harris looked somewhat surprised, as well siight, to hear a man inquiring for garden
rakes in the middle of December.

"l believe we have one or two left over,” she sadmlt they're upstairs in the lumber room. I'll go
and see." During her absence Matthew collecteddatiered senses for another effort.

When Miss Harris returned with the rake and chdlgrfimquired: "Anything else tonight, Mr.
Cuthbert?" Matthew took his courage in both hanas$ @plied: "Well now, since you suggest it, |
might as well—take—that is—look at—buy some—somgskad."

Miss Harris had heard Matthew Cuthbert called &ttt now concluded that he was entirely crazy.
"We only keep hayseed in the spring,” she explalatily. "We've none on hand just now."

"Oh, certainly—certainly—just as you say," stamndetmhappy Matthew, seizing the rake and
making for the door. At the threshold he recolldcthat he had not paid for it and he turned
miserably back. While Miss Harris was counting big change he rallied his powers for a final
desperate attempt.

"Well now—if it isn't too much trouble—I might asel—that is—I'd like to look at—at—some
sugar.”

"White or brown?" queried Miss Harris patiently.
"Oh—well now—brown," said Matthew feebly.

"There's a barrel of it over there,” said Miss litarshaking her bangles at it. "It's the only kinel
have."

“I'l—I'll take twenty pounds of it," said Matthewyith beads of perspiration standing on his
forehead.

Matthew had driven halfway home before he was ks onan again. It had been a gruesome
experience, but it served him right, he thought,clammitting the heresy of going to a strange store
When he reached home he hid the rake in the tagd)dut the sugar he carried in to Marilla.

"Brown sugar!" exclaimed Marilla. "Whatever possgbyou to get so much? You know | never
use it except for the hired man's porridge or blagit cake. Jerry's gone and I've made my cakg lon
ago. It's not good sugar, either—it's coarse amk-d&Villiam Blair doesn't usually keep sugar like
that."

"I—I thought it might come in handy sometime," sMdtthew, making good his escape.

When Matthew came to think the matter over he detithat a woman was required to cope with
the situation. Marilla was out of the question. Matv felt sure she would throw cold water on his
project at once. Remained only Mrs. Lynde; for ofather woman in Avonlea would Matthew have
dared to ask advice. To Mrs. Lynde he went accgigjrand that good lady promptly took the matter
out of the harassed man's hands.

"Pick out a dress for you to give Anne? To be swdl. I'm going to Carmody tomorrow and I'll
attend to it. Have you something particular in n?iméb? Well, I'll just go by my own judgment then.
| believe a nice rich brown would just suit AnnadaNilliam Blair has some new gloria in that's real
pretty. Perhaps you'd like me to make it up for, beo, seeing that if Marilla was to make it Anne
would probably get wind of it before the time amaisthe surprise? Well, I'll do it. No, it isn'traite
of trouble. | like sewing. I'll make it to fit myiece, Jenny Gillis, for she and Anne are as likenas
peas as far as figure goes."

"Well now, I'm much obliged,” said Matthew, "and—earl dunno—nbut I'd like—I think they
make the sleeves different nowadays to what they ts be. If it wouldn't be asking too much I—I'd
like them made in the new way
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"Puffs? Of course. You needn't worry a speck mdreugit, Matthew. I'll make it up in the very
latest fashion," said Mrs. Lynde. To herself shéeablwhen Matthew had gone:

"It'll be a real satisfaction to see that poor @¢hitearing something decent for once. The way
Marilla dresses her is positively ridiculous, teatlhat, and I've ached to tell her so plainly aetoz
times. I've held my tongue though, for | can seeilMadoesn't want advice and she thinks she knows
more about bringing children up than | do for &lé's an old maid. But that's always the way. Folks
that has brought up children know that there's aia fand fast method in the world that'll suit every
child. But them as never have think it's all agmpknd easy as Rule of Three—just set your three
terms down so fashion, and the sum'll work out exirrBut flesh and blood don't come under the
head of arithmetic and that's where Marilla Cuthlmeakes her mistake. | suppose she's trying to
cultivate a spirit of humility in Anne by dressihgr as she does; but it's more likely to cultivertey
and discontent. I'm sure the child must feel thifedince between her clothes and the other gaig'.
to think of Matthew taking notice of it! That mas waking up after being asleep for over sixty
years."

Marilla knew all the following fortnight that Matéw had something on his mind, but what it was
she could not guess, until Christmas Eve, when Myside brought up the new dress. Marilla
behaved pretty well on the whole, although it isyvikely she distrusted Mrs. Lynde's diplomatic
explanation that she had made the dress becausieeMavas afraid Anne would find out about it too
soon if Marilla made it.

"So this is what Matthew has been looking so mystsrover and grinning about to himself for
two weeks, is it?" she said a little stiffly butdamantly. "I knew he was up to some foolishnessllWe
| must say | don't think Anne needed any more @és@skmade her three good, warm, serviceable
ones this fall, and anything more is sheer extramag. There's enough material in those sleeves
alone to make a waist, | declare there is. Youdt pamper Anne's vanity, Matthew, and she's as vai
as a peacock now. Well, | hope she'll be satiddieldst, for | know she's been hankering aftere¢hos
silly sleeves ever since they came in, althoughrsher said a word after the first. The puffs have
been getting bigger and more ridiculous right alotiey're as big as balloons now. Next year
anybody who wears them will have to go through erdgideways."

Christmas morning broke on a beautiful white woldhad been a very mild December and people
had looked forward to a green Christmas; but jasiugh snow fell softly in the night to transfigure
Avonlea. Anne peeped out from her frosted gabledain with delighted eyes. The firs in the
Haunted Wood were all feathery and wonderful; tirehes and wild cherry trees were outlined in
pearl; the plowed fields were stretches of snowyplies; and there was a crisp tang in the air that
was glorious. Anne ran downstairs singing until\igice reechoed through Green Gables.

"Merry Christmas, Marilla! Merry Christmas, Mattheilgn't it a lovely Christmas? I'm so glad it's
white. Any other kind of Christmas doesn't seenh, @d@es it? | don't like green Christmases. They're
not green—they're just nasty faded browns and g\t makes people call them green? Why—
why—Matthew, is that for me? Oh, Matthew!"

Matthew had sheepishly unfolded the dress frompéaper swathings and held it out with a
deprecatory glance at Marilla, who feigned to betemptuously filling the teapot, but nevertheless
watched the scene out of the corner of her eye awtither interested air.

Anne took the dress and looked at it in revereleinse. Oh, how pretty it was—a lovely soft
brown gloria with all the gloss of silk; a skirt tvidainty frills and shirrings; a waist elaborately
pintucked in the most fashionable way, with adittlffle of filmy lace at the neck. But the sleeves
they were the crowning glory! Long elbow cuffs, afmbve them two beautiful puffs divided by rows
of shirring and bows of brown-silk ribbon.

"That's a Christmas present for you, Anne," saidthMav shyly. "Why—why—Anne, don't you
like it? Well now—well now."

For Anne's eyes had suddenly filled with tears.

"Like it! Oh, Matthew!" Anne laid the dress overchair and clasped her hands. "Matthew, it's
perfectly exquisite. Oh, | can never thank you gfol.ook at those sleeves! Oh, it seems to me this
must be a happy drean
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"Well, well, let us have breakfast,” interrupted ila. "I must say, Anne, | don't think you needed
the dress; but since Matthew has got it for yoe,that you take good care of it. There's a habraib
Mrs. Lynde left for you. It's brown, to match theegls. Come now, sit in."

"I don't see how I'm going to eat breakfast,” sa&idne rapturously. "Breakfast seems so
commonplace at such an exciting moment. I'd ratbast my eyes on that dress. I'm so glad that
puffed sleeves are still fashionable. It did seerme that I'd never get over it if they went outobe
| had a dress with them. I'd never have felt gadgsfied, you see. It was lovely of Mrs. Lynde to
give me the ribbon too. | feel that | ought to beeay good girl indeed. It's at times like this sorry
I'm not a model little girl; and | always resolet | will be in future. But somehow it's hard t@riy
out your resolutions when irresistible temptaticosne. Still, | really will make an extra effort eft
this."

When the commonplace breakfast was over Diana aggpeerossing the white log bridge in the
hollow, a gay little figure in her crimson ulstémne flew down the slope to meet her.

"Merry Christmas, Diana! And oh, it's a wonderfuhrdtmas. I've something splendid to show
you. Matthew has given me the loveliest dress, BWCH sleeves. | couldn't even imagine any
nicer."

"I've got something more for you," said Diana bikzdsly. "Here—this box. Aunt Josephine sent
us out a big box with ever so many things in it—émd is for you. I'd have brought it over lastimig
but it didn't come until after dark, and | neveelfeery comfortable coming through the Haunted
Wood in the dark now."

Anne opened the box and peeped in. First a catd wibr the Anne-girl and Merry Christmas,"
written on it; and then, a pair of the daintietitdikid slippers, with beaded toes and satin band
glistening buckles.

"Oh," said Anne, "Diana, this is too much. | mustdreaming."

"I call it providential," said Diana. "You won't ha to borrow Ruby's slippers now, and that's a
blessing, for they're two sizes too big for youd @nwould be awful to hear a fairy shuffling. Jesi
Pye would be delighted. Mind you, Rob Wright webnftrte with Gertie Pye from the practice night
before last. Did you ever hear anything equal &7h

All the Avonlea scholars were in a fever of exciemthat day, for the hall had to be decorated
and a last grand rehearsal held.

The concert came off in the evening and was a prnoced success. The little hall was crowded; all
the performers did excellently well, but Anne whe bright particular star of the occasion, as even
envy, in the shape of Josie Pye, dared not deny.

"Oh, hasn't it been a brilliant evening?" sighech@nwhen it was all over and she and Diana were
walking home together under a dark, starry sky.

"Everything went off very well," said Diana pradlly. "I guess we must have made as much as
ten dollars. Mind you, Mr. Allan is going to sena @account of it to the Charlottetown papers."

"Oh, Diana, will we really see our names in prititthakes me thrill to think of it. Your solo was
perfectly elegant, Diana. | felt prouder than yad when it was encored. | just said to myselfjsit
my dear bosom friend who is so honored."™

"Well, your recitations just brought down the hausene. That sad one was simply splendid.”

"Oh, | was so nervous, Diana. When Mr. Allan calked my name | really cannot tell how | ever
got up on that platform. | felt as if a million eygere looking at me and through me, and for one
dreadful moment | was sure | couldn't begin atHflen | thought of my lovely puffed sleeves and
took courage. | knew that | must live up to thoseges, Diana. So | started in, and my voice seemed
to be coming from ever so far away. | just feltelig parrot. It's providential that | practiced #os
recitations so often up in the garret, or I'd néwere been able to get through. Did | groan alitf)

"Yes, indeed, you groaned lovely," assured Dii
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"l saw old Mrs. Sloane wiping away tears when ld@wn. It was splendid to think | had touched
somebody's heart. It's so romantic to take pad @oncert, isn't it? Oh, it's been a very memorable
occasion indeed."

"Wasn't the boys' dialogue fine?" said Diana. "&ittBlythe was just splendid. Anne, | do think
it's awful mean the way you treat Gil. Wait tilkdll you. When you ran off the platform after the
fairy dialogue one of your roses fell out of yowirh | saw Gil pick it up and put it in his breast
pocket. There now. You're so romantic that I'm sume ought to be pleased at that."

"It's nothing to me what that person does," saiché\ioftily. "I simply never waste a thought on
him, Diana."

That night Marilla and Matthew, who had been ouaitooncert for the first time in twenty years,
sat for a while by the kitchen fire after Anne fygahe to bed.

"Well now, | guess our Anne did as well as anyhaf,” said Matthew proudly.

"Yes, she did," admitted Marilla. "She's a brighile, Matthew. And she looked real nice too. I've
been kind of opposed to this concert scheme, bauppose there's no real harm in it after all.
Anyhow, | was proud of Anne tonight, although I'et going to tell her so."

"Well now, | was proud of her and | did tell her ‘6are she went upstairs,” said Matthew. "We
must see what we can do for her some of these N&yd)a. | guess she'll need something more than
Avonlea school by and by."

"There's time enough to think of that," said MarilfShe's only thirteen in March. Though tonight
it struck me she was growing quite a big girl. Mcgnde made that dress a mite too long, and it
makes Anne look so tall. She's quick to learn agddss the best thing we can do for her will be to
send her to Queen's after a spell. But nothing beeshid about that for a year or two yet."

"Well now, it'll do no harm to be thinking it oveif and on," said Matthew. "Things like that are
all the better for lots of thinking over."

CHAPTER XXVI. The Story Club Is Formed

Junior Avonlea found it hard to settle down to huamd existence again. To Anne in particular
things seemed fearfully flat, stale, and unproféahbfter the goblet of excitement she had been
sipping for weeks. Could she go back to the formeet pleasures of those faraway days before the
concert? At first, as she told Diana, she did eatly think she could.

"I'm positively certain, Diana, that life can nevs quite the same again as it was in those olden
days," she said mournfully, as if referring to aiqpe of at least fifty years back. "Perhaps after a
while I'll get used to it, but I'm afraid concedpoil people for everyday life. | suppose that tsyw
Marilla disapproves of them. Marilla is such a seleswoman. It must be a great deal better to be
sensible; but still, I don't believe I'd really wato be a sensible person, because they are so
unromantic. Mrs. Lynde says there is no danger pfener being one, but you can never tell. | feel
just now that | may grow up to be sensible yet. Berthaps that is only because I'm tired. | simply
couldn't sleep last night for ever so long. | jlzst awake and imagined the concert over and over
again. That's one splendid thing about such affait's so lovely to look back to them."

Eventually, however, Avonlea school slipped badk its old groove and took up its old interests.
To be sure, the concert left traces. Ruby Gillid &mma White, who had quarreled over a point of
precedence in their platform seats, no longertsthteasame desk, and a promising friendship ofthre
years was broken up. Josie Pye and Julia Bell aidapeak” for three months, because Josie Pye had
told Bessie Wright that Julia Bell's bow when sbé up to recite made her think of a chicken jerking
its head, and Bessie told Julia. None of the Sleaveuld have any dealings with the Bells, because
the Bells had declared that the Sloanes had tocdhnwao in the program, and the Sloanes
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retorted that the Bells were not capable of dohglittle they had to do properly. Finally, Charlie
Sloane fought Moody Spurgeon MacPherson, becausm8purgeon had said that Anne Shirley
put on airs about her recitations, and Moody Spamgeas "licked”; consequently Moody Spurgeon's
sister, Ella May, would not "speak” to Anne Shirldj the rest of the winter. With the exception of
these trifling frictions, work in Miss Stacy's létkingdom went on with regularity and smoothness.

The winter weeks slipped by. It was an unusuallidmiinter, with so little snow that Anne and
Diana could go to school nearly every day by wayhef Birch Path. On Anne's birthday they were
tripping lightly down it, keeping eyes and earsriaamid all their chatter, for Miss Stacy had told
them that they must soon write a composition onWikter's Walk in the Woods," and it behooved
them to be observant.

"Just think, Diana, I'm thirteen years old todagarked Anne in an awed voice. "l can scarcely
realize that I'm in my teens. When | woke this niognit seemed to me that everything must be
different. You've been thirteen for a month, sapmose it doesn't seem such a novelty to you as it
does to me. It makes life seem so much more irttegedn two more years I'll be really grown up.
It's a great comfort to think that I'll be ableuse big words then without being laughed at."

"Ruby Gillis says she means to have a beau asa®oehe's fifteen," said Diana.

"Ruby Gillis thinks of nothing but beaus," said Andisdainfully. "She's actually delighted when
anyone writes her name up in a take-notice fostadl pretends to be so mad. But I'm afraid thahis a
uncharitable speech. Mrs. Allan says we should meake uncharitable speeches; but they do slip
out so often before you think, don't they? | simpgn't talk about Josie Pye without making an
uncharitable speech, so | never mention her atvalli may have noticed that. I'm trying to be as
much like Mrs. Allan as | possibly can, for | thiske's perfect. Mr. Allan thinks so too. Mrs. Lynde
says he just worships the ground she treads ostaEdoesn't really think it right for a ministerstet
his affections so much on a mortal being. But tH&iana, even ministers are human and have their
besetting sins just like everybody else. | had sarcinteresting talk with Mrs. Allan about besagtin
sins last Sunday afternoon. There are just a favgshit's proper to talk about on Sundays andithat
one of them. My besetting sin is imagining too madid forgetting my duties. I'm striving very hard
to overcome it and now that I'm really thirteenhagas I'll get on better."

"In four more years we'll be able to put our hair'wsaid Diana. "Alice Bell is only sixteen and she
is wearing hers up, but I think that's ridiculoushall wait until I'm seventeen."

"If I had Alice Bell's crooked nose," said Anne aiedlly, "I wouldn't—but there! | won't say what
| was going to because it was extremely unchagtaBésides, | was comparing it with my own nose
and that's vanity. I'm afraid | think too much abmy nose ever since | heard that compliment about
it long ago. It really is a great comfort to me.,@hana, look, there's a rabbit. That's something t
remember for our woods composition. | really thile woods are just as lovely in winter as in
summer. They're so white and still, as if they wastkeep and dreaming pretty dreams."

"I won't mind writing that composition when its tintomes," sighed Diana. "I can manage to write
about the woods, but the one we're to hand in Mpimsigerrible. The idea of Miss Stacy telling us to
write a story out of our own heads!"

"Why, it's as easy as wink," said Anne.

"It's easy for you because you have an imagindtmetorted Diana, "but what would you do if you
had been born without one? | suppose you havegauposition all done?"

Anne nodded, trying hard not to look virtuously qatent and failing miserably.

"l wrote it last Monday evening. It's called 'Thealbus Rival; or In Death Not Divided.' | readat t
Marilla and she said it was stuff and nonsensenThead it to Matthew and he said it was fine.{Tha
is the kind of critic | like. It's a sad, sweetrstol just cried like a child while | was writingd.ilt's
about two beautiful maidens called Cordelia Montemay and Geraldine Seymour who lived in the
same village and were devotedly attached to edwdr.oCordelia was a regal brunette with a coronet
of midnight hair and duskly flashing eyes. Geradédimas a queenly blonde with hair like spun gold
and velvety purple eyes."

"I never saw anybody with purple eyes," said Didnbiously.
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"Neither did 1. | just imagined them. | wanted sdhieg out of the common. Geraldine had an
alabaster brow too. I've found out what an alabdstew is. That is one of the advantages of being
thirteen. You know so much more than you did wheun were only twelve."

"Well, what became of Cordelia and Geraldine?" dsRé&na, who was beginning to feel rather
interested in their fate.

"They grew in beauty side by side until they webdeen. Then Bertram DeVere came to their
native village and fell in love with the fair Gedale. He saved her life when her horse ran awaly wit
her in a carriage, and she fainted in his arms l@ndarried her home three miles; because, you
understand, the carriage was all smashed up. df@gwather hard to imagine the proposal because |
had no experience to go by. | asked Ruby Gillishié knew anything about how men proposed
because | thought she'd likely be an authoritylendubject, having so many sisters married. Ruby
told me she was hid in the hall pantry when Malcélndres proposed to her sister Susan. She said
Malcolm told Susan that his dad had given him #renfin his own name and then said, "What do you
say, darling pet, if we get hitched this fall?" ABdsan said, "Yes—no—I don't know—Ilet me see'—
and there they were, engaged as quick as thatl &dn't think that sort of a proposal was a very
romantic one, so in the end | had to imagine it autwell as | could. | made it very flowery and
poetical and Bertram went on his knees, althoughyRGillis says it isn't done nowadays. Geraldine
accepted him in a speech a page long. | can talll yook a lot of trouble with that speech. | retero
it five times and | look upon it as my masterpieBertram gave her a diamond ring and a ruby
necklace and told her they would go to Europe fovealding tour, for he was immensely wealthy.
But then, alas, shadows began to darken over pia¢iir. Cordelia was secretly in love with Bertram
herself and when Geraldine told her about the ezigagt she was simply furious, especially when
she saw the necklace and the diamond ring. Allaffilecction for Geraldine turned to bitter hate and
she vowed that she should never marry BertramsBeatpretended to be Geraldine's friend the same
as ever. One evening they were standing on th@émder a rushing turbulent stream and Cordelia,
thinking they were alone, pushed Geraldine overhitiek with a wild, mocking, 'Ha, ha, ha.' But
Bertram saw it all and he at once plunged intocilneent, exclaiming, 'l will save thee, my peerless
Geraldine.' But alas, he had forgotten he couklmiin, and they were both drowned, clasped in each
other's arms. Their bodies were washed ashore ait@nwards. They were buried in the one grave
and their funeral was most imposing, Diana. It'stTaech more romantic to end a story up with a
funeral than a wedding. As for Cordelia, she wasane with remorse and was shut up in a lunatic
asylum. I thought that was a poetical retributiontier crime."

"How perfectly lovely!" sighed Diana, who belongtx Matthew's school of critics. "I don't see
how you can make up such thrilling things out ofiyown head, Anne. | wish my imagination was
as good as yours."

"It would be if you'd only cultivate it," said Annegheeringly. "I've just thought of a plan, Diana.
Let you and me have a story club all our own anitevatories for practice. I'll help you along until
you can do them by yourself. You ought to cultivaberr imagination, you know. Miss Stacy says so.
Only we must take the right way. | told her abdwg Haunted Wood, but she said we went the wrong
way about it in that."

This was how the story club came into existencevds limited to Diana and Anne at first, but
soon it was extended to include Jane Andrews ariyy Rillis and one or two others who felt that
their imaginations needed cultivating. No boys watewed in it—although Ruby Gillis opined that
their admission would make it more exciting—andheaxember had to produce one story a week.

"It's extremely interesting,"” Anne told Marilla. 8Eh girl has to read her story out loud and then
we talk it over. We are going to keep them all edtyr and have them to read to our descendants. We
each write under a nom-de-plume. Mine is RosamomahtMorency. All the girls do pretty well.
Ruby Gillis is rather sentimental. She puts too mlavemaking into her stories and you know too
much is worse than too little. Jane never putstsoause she says it makes her feel so silly when sh
had to read it out loud. Jane's stories are exiyesamsible. Then Diana puts too many murders into
hers. She says most of the time she doesn't knaav wwhdo with the people so she kills them off to
get rid of them. | mostly always have to tell thevrhat to write about, but that isn't hard for I've
millions of ideas."

"l think this ston-writing business is the foolishest yet," scoffedrifa "You'll get a pack o
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nonsense into your heads and waste time that siheutdit on your lessons. Reading stories is bad
enough but writing them is worse."

"But we're so careful to put a moral into them Bdgrilla,” explained Anne. "l insist upon that. All
the good people are rewarded and all the bad aresuétably punished. I'm sure that must have a
wholesome effect. The moral is the great thing. Mian says so. | read one of my stories to him and
Mrs. Allan and they both agreed that the moral @xllent. Only they laughed in the wrong places.
| like it better when people cry. Jane and Rubyastihalways cry when | come to the pathetic parts.
Diana wrote her Aunt Josephine about our club ardAunt Josephine wrote back that we were to
send her some of our stories. So we copied outdbour very best and sent them. Miss Josephine
Barry wrote back that she had never read anythingmsusing in her life. That kind of puzzled us
because the stories were all very pathetic andstlexerybody died. But I'm glad Miss Barry liked
them. It shows our club is doing some good in tleeldv Mrs. Allan says that ought to be our object
in everything. | do really try to make it my objdait | forget so often when I'm having fun. | hdpe
shall be a little like Mrs. Allan when | grow upolyou think there is any prospect of it, Marilla?"

"l shouldn't say there was a great deal" was Mesilencouraging answer. "I'm sure Mrs. Allan
was never such a silly, forgetful little girl asware."

"No; but she wasn't always so good as she is ntvergl said Anne seriously. "She told me so
herself—that is, she said she was a dreadful neéeftien she was a girl and was always getting into
scrapes. | felt so encouraged when | heard that.visry wicked of me, Marilla, to feel encouraged
when | hear that other people have been bad arthimi®us? Mrs. Lynde says it is. Mrs. Lynde says
she always feels shocked when she hears of anyanéhaving been naughty, no matter how small
they were. Mrs. Lynde says she once heard a ministefess that when he was a boy he stole a
strawberry tart out of his aunt's pantry and sheenbad any respect for that minister again. Now, |
wouldn't have felt that way. I'd have thought thatvas real noble of him to confess it, and I'd dhav
thought what an encouraging thing it would be foia#i boys nowadays who do naughty things and
are sorry for them to know that perhaps they mayvgip to be ministers in spite of it. That's howv I
feel, Marilla."

"The way | feel at present, Anne," said Marilles that it's high time you had those dishes washed.
You've taken half an hour longer than you shoulthwil your chattering. Learn to work first and
talk afterwards."

CHAPTER XXVII. Vanity and Vexation of Spirit

Marilla, walking home one late April evening from &id meeting, realized that the winter was
over and gone with the thrill of delight that sgrinever fails to bring to the oldest and saddest as
well as to the youngest and merriest. Marilla wasgiven to subjective analysis of her thoughts and
feelings. She probably imagined that she was thinkibout the Aids and their missionary box and
the new carpet for the vestry room, but under theiections was a harmonious consciousness of red
fields smoking into pale-purply mists in the derlm sun, of long, sharp-pointed fir shadows falling
over the meadow beyond the brook, of still, crimboded maples around a mirrorlike wood pool,
of a wakening in the world and a stir of hiddengesl under the gray sod. The spring was abroad in
the land and Marilla's sober, middle-aged step hgdder and swifter because of its deep, primal
gladness.

Her eyes dwelt affectionately on Green Gables,ipgehrough its network of trees and reflecting
the sunlight back from its windows in several ditdoruscations of glory. Marilla, as she picked her
steps along the damp lane, thought that it wadyraagatisfaction to know that she was going home
to a briskly snapping wood fire and a table nicglyead for tea, instead of to the cold comfortldf o
Aid meeting evenings before Anne had come to G(eeinles.

Consequently, when Marilla entered her kitchen fanehd the fire black out, with no sign of Anne
anywhere, she felt justly disappointed and irrdateéhe had told Anne to be sure and have tea |
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at five o'clock, but now she must hurry to take loéfr second-best dress and prepare the meal
herself against Matthew's return from plowing.

"I'll settle Miss Anne when she comes home," saatiN& grimly, as she shaved up kindlings with
a carving knife and with more vim than was strigtgcessary. Matthew had come in and was waiting
patiently for his tea in his corner. "She's gaddoffj somewhere with Diana, writing stories or
practicing dialogues or some such tomfoolery, aeden thinking once about the time or her duties.
She's just got to be pulled up short and suddehisrsort of thing. | don't care if Mrs. Allan dosay
she's the brightest and sweetest child she evev.kBee may be bright and sweet enough, but her
head is full of nonsense and there's never any kigpwhat shape it'll break out in next. Just assoo
as she grows out of one freak she takes up witthandBut there! Here | am saying the very thing |
was so riled with Rachel Lynde for saying at thd fiday. | was real glad when Mrs. Allan spoke up
for Anne, for if she hadn't | know I'd have saidraihing too sharp to Rachel before everybody.
Anne's got plenty of faults, goodness knows, andbéeit from me to deny it. But I'm bringing her up
and not Rachel Lynde, who'd pick faults in the Ar@abriel himself if he lived in Avonlea. Just the
same, Anne has no business to leave the houséhlikevhen | told her she was to stay home this
afternoon and look after things. | must say, withhar faults, | never found her disobedient or
untrustworthy before and I'm real sorry to find kemow."

"Well now, | dunno," said Matthew, who, being patieand wise and, above all, hungry, had
deemed it best to let Marilla talk her wrath oubimtlered, having learned by experience that she got
through with whatever work was on hand much quickenot delayed by untimely argument.
"Perhaps you're judging her too hasty, Marilla. Deall her untrustworthy until you're sure she has
disobeyed you. Mebbe it can all be explained—Anagajseat hand at explaining."

"She's not here when | told her to stay," retoiatilla. "I reckon she'll find it hard to explain
THAT to my satisfaction. Of course | knew you'dddier part, Matthew. But I'm bringing her up, not
you."

It was dark when supper was ready, and still no sigAnne, coming hurriedly over the log bridge
or up Lover's Lane, breathless and repentant wétnge of neglected duties. Marilla washed and put
away the dishes grimly. Then, wanting a candlediot lher way down the cellar, she went up to the
east gable for the one that generally stood on Artable. Lighting it, she turned around to seeéAnn
herself lying on the bed, face downward among thews.

"Mercy on us," said astonished Marilla, "have yeeib asleep, Anne?"

"No," was the muffled reply.

"Are you sick then?" demanded Marilla anxiouslyingoover to the bed.

Anne cowered deeper into her pillows as if desimiusiding herself forever from mortal eyes.

"No. But please, Marilla, go away and don't lookreg. I'm in the depths of despair and | don't care
who gets head in class or writes the best compaosdr sings in the Sunday-school choir any more.
Little things like that are of no importance nowchase | don't suppose I'll ever be able to go
anywhere again. My career is closed. Please, Magt away and don't look at me."

"Did anyone ever hear the like?" the mystified Manvanted to know. "Anne Shirley, whatever is
the matter with you? What have you done? Get nighthis minute and tell me. This minute, | say.
There now, what is it?"

Anne had slid to the floor in despairing obedience.
"Look at my hair, Marilla," she whispered.

Accordingly, Marilla lifted her candle and lookedrstinizingly at Anne's hair, flowing in heavy
masses down her back. It certainly had a very gaappearance.

"Anne Shirley, what have you done to your hair? Wtly GREEN!"

Green it might be called, if it were any earthlyare-a queer, dull, bronzy green, with streaks here
and there of the original red to heighten the dhasffect. Never in all her life had Marilla seen
anything so grotesque as Anne's hair at that mar
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"Yes, it's green," moaned Anne. "l thought nothbogld be as bad as red hair. But now | know it's
ten times worse to have green hair. Oh, Marillay ftle know how utterly wretched | am."

"I little know how you got into this fix, but | meato find out," said Marilla. "Come right down to
the kitchen—it's too cold up here—and tell me jubtt you've done. I've been expecting something
gueer for some time. You haven't got into any sefap over two months, and | was sure another one
was due. Now, then, what did you do to your hair?"

"l dyed it."
"Dyed it! Dyed your hair! Anne Shirley, didn't ydanow it was a wicked thing to do?"

"Yes, | knew it was a little wicked," admitted Anfi8ut | thought it was worth while to be a little
wicked to get rid of red hair. | counted the cddarilla. Besides, | meant to be extra good in other
ways to make up for it."

"Well," said Marilla sarcastically, "if I'd decidatiwas worth while to dye my hair I'd have dyed it
a decent color at least. | wouldn't have dyedeegt"

"But | didn't mean to dye it green, Marilla,” preted Anne dejectedly. "If | was wicked | meant to
be wicked to some purpose. He said it would turnhaiy a beautiful raven black—he positively
assured me that it would. How could | doubt hisdydiarilla? | know what it feels like to have your
word doubted. And Mrs. Allan says we should newmspgct anyone of not telling us the truth unless
we have proof that they're not. | have proof noweegr hair is proof enough for anybody. But |
hadn't then and | believed every word he said IMRTLY."

"Who said? Who are you talking about?"
"The peddler that was here this afternoon. | botigdye from him."

"Anne Shirley, how often have | told you never & dne of those Italians in the house! | don't
believe in encouraging them to come around at all."

"Oh, | didn't let him in the house. | rememberedatwou told me, and | went out, carefully shut
the door, and looked at his things on the stepid®@eshe wasn't an Italian—he was a German Jew.
He had a big box full of very interesting thingsldre told me he was working hard to make enough
money to bring his wife and children out from GenynaHe spoke so feelingly about them that it
touched my heart. | wanted to buy something from to help him in such a worthy object. Then all
at once | saw the bottle of hair dye. The peddied & was warranted to dye any hair a beautiful
raven black and wouldn't wash off. In a trice | sawyself with beautiful raven-black hair and the
temptation was irresistible. But the price of thetle was seventy-five cents and | had only fifty
cents left out of my chicken money. | think the gled had a very kind heart, for he said that, geein
it was me, he'd sell it for fifty cents and thatswast giving it away. So | bought it, and as sasrhe
had gone | came up here and applied it with anhaldorush as the directions said. | used up the
whole bottle, and oh, Marilla, when | saw the dfeadolor it turned my hair | repented of being
wicked, | can tell you. And I've been repentingresiace."

"Well, | hope you'll repent to good purpose,” shldrilla severely, "and that you've got your eyes
opened to where your vanity has led you, Anne. @esesl knows what's to be done. | suppose the
first thing is to give your hair a good washing aee if that will do any good."

Accordingly, Anne washed her hair, scrubbing itorimusly with soap and water, but for all the
difference it made she might as well have beenrguputs original red. The peddler had certainly
spoken the truth when he declared that the dye dmiulvash off, however his veracity might be
impeached in other respects.

"Oh, Marilla, what shall | do?" questioned Annetéars. "I can never live this down. People have
pretty well forgotten my other mistakes—the liniheake and setting Diana drunk and flying into a
temper with Mrs. Lynde. But they'll never forgeisthThey will think | am not respectable. Oh,
Marilla, 'what a tangled web we weave when firstpractice to deceive.' That is poetry, but it tgetr
And oh, how Josie Pye will laugh! Marilla, | CANNCOface Josie Pye. | am the unhappiest girl in
Prince Edward Island."

Anne's unhappiness continued for a week. Duringtthree she went nowhere and shampooec
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hair every day. Diana alone of outsiders knew #tialfsecret, but she promised solemnly never to
tell, and it may be stated here and now that sipe tker word. At the end of the week Marilla said
decidedly:

"It's no use, Anne. That is fast dye if ever themes any. Your hair must be cut off; there is no
other way. You can't go out with it looking likeatt'

Anne's lips quivered, but she realized the bittethtof Marilla's remarks. With a dismal sigh she
went for the scissors.

"Please cut it off at once, Marilla, and have ieo\vOh, | feel that my heart is broken. This ishsuc
an unromantic affliction. The girls in books loseit hair in fevers or sell it to get money for som
good deed, and I'm sure | wouldn't mind losing ray In some such fashion half so much. But there
is nothing comforting in having your hair cut o#d¢ause you've dyed it a dreadful color, is thera? |
going to weep all the time you're cutting it offitiwon't interfere. It seems such a tragic thing.

Anne wept then, but later on, when she went ugstaid looked in the glass, she was calm with
despair. Marilla had done her work thoroughly artbid been necessary to shingle the hair as closely
as possible. The result was not becoming, to thatease as mildly as may be. Anne promptly turned
her glass to the wall.

"I'll never, never look at myself again until myithgrows," she exclaimed passionately.
Then she suddenly righted the glass.

"Yes, | will, too. I'd do penance for being wick#tht way. I'll look at myself every time | come to
my room and see how ugly | am. And | won't try neagine it away, either. | never thought | was
vain about my hair, of all things, but now | knowvas, in spite of its being red, because it was so
long and thick and curly. | expect something wiblpen to my nose next."

Anne's clipped head made a sensation in schodiefotlowing Monday, but to her relief nobody
guessed the real reason for it, not even Josievidya, however, did not fail to inform Anne that she
looked like a perfect scarecrow.

"l didn't say anything when Josie said that to rdahe confided that evening to Marilla, who was
lying on the sofa after one of her headaches, ‘lmeca thought it was part of my punishment and |
ought to bear it patiently. It's hard to be toldiyook like a scarecrow and | wanted to say somgthi
back. But | didn't. | just swept her one scornfudk and then | forgave her. It makes you feel very
virtuous when you forgive people, doesn't it? | méa devote all my energies to being good after
this and | shall never try to be beautiful agaif.cOurse it's better to be good. | know it is, kls
sometimes so hard to believe a thing even whenkypow it. | do really want to be good, Marilla,
like you and Mrs. Allan and Miss Stacy, and growtafbe a credit to you. Diana says when my hair
begins to grow to tie a black velvet ribbon aroungd head with a bow at one side. She says she
thinks it will be very becoming. | will call it an@od—that sounds so romantic. But am | talking too
much, Marilla? Does it hurt your head?"

"My head is better now. It was terrible bad thigeafoon, though. These headaches of mine are
getting worse and worse. I'll have to see a dagb@ut them. As for your chatter, | don't know that
mind it—I've got so used to it."

Which was Marilla's way of saying that she likech&ar it.

CHAPTER XXVIII. An Unfortunate Lily Maid

"OF course you must be Elaine, Anne," said Diahaollld never have the courage to float down
there."

"Nor I," said Ruby Gillis, with a shiver. "I domtiind floating down when there's two or three o
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in the flat and we can sit up. It's fun then. Butié down and pretend | was dead—I just couldn't.
I'd die really of fright."

"Of course it would be romantic,” conceded JanerAws, "but | know | couldn't keep still. I'd be
popping up every minute or so to see where | walsifanwasn't drifting too far out. And you know,
Anne, that would spoil the effect."

"But it's so ridiculous to have a redheaded Eldingurned Anne. "I'm not afraid to float down
and I'd love to be Elaine. But it's ridiculous jtis¢ same. Ruby ought to be Elaine because sl is s
fair and has such lovely long golden hair—Elaind @l her bright hair streaming down,' you know.
And Elaine was the lily maid. Now, a red-hairedgmer cannot be a lily maid."

"Your complexion is just as fair as Ruby's," saidia earnestly, "and your hair is ever so much
darker than it used to be before you cut it."

"Oh, do you really think so?" exclaimed Anne, flighsensitively with delight. "I've sometimes
thought it was myself—but | never dared to ask aweyfor fear she would tell me it wasn't. Do you
think it could be called auburn now, Diana?"

"Yes, and | think it is real pretty,” said Dianaoking admiringly at the short, silky curls that
clustered over Anne's head and were held in plg@Jery jaunty black velvet ribbon and bow.

They were standing on the bank of the pond, belogh&d Slope, where a little headland fringed
with birches ran out from the bank; at its tip veasmall wooden platform built out into the water fo
the convenience of fishermen and duck hunters. Rafy Jane were spending the midsummer
afternoon with Diana, and Anne had come over tg pligh them.

Anne and Diana had spent most of their playtimé sbenmer on and about the pond. Idlewild was
a thing of the past, Mr. Bell having ruthlessly datvn the little circle of trees in his back pastur
the spring. Anne had sat among the stumps and weptyithout an eye to the romance of it; but she
was speedily consoled, for, after all, as she arh@said, big girls of thirteen, going on fourteen
were too old for such childish amusements as plag®®, and there were more fascinating sports to
be found about the pond. It was splendid to fightfout over the bridge and the two girls learned t
row themselves about in the little flat-bottomedyddir. Barry kept for duck shooting.

It was Anne's idea that they dramatize Elaine. Thag studied Tennyson's poem in school the
preceding winter, the Superintendent of Educatiavirig prescribed it in the English course for the
Prince Edward Island schools. They had analyzedoargkd it and torn it to pieces in general until i
was a wonder there was any meaning at all left iiori them, but at least the fair lily maid and
Lancelot and Guinevere and King Arthur had becoraey veal people to them, and Anne was
devoured by secret regret that she had not beenibh@amelot. Those days, she said, were so much
more romantic than the present.

Anne's plan was hailed with enthusiasm. The giald discovered that if the flat were pushed off
from the landing place it would drift down with tlcerrent under the bridge and finally strand itself
on another headland lower down which ran out atraecin the pond. They had often gone down like
this and nothing could be more convenient for pigyklaine.

"Well, I'll be Elaine," said Anne, yielding reluctily, for, although she would have been delighted
to play the principal character, yet her artisénse demanded fithess for it and this, she felt, he
limitations made impossible. "Ruby, you must bed<&rthur and Jane will be Guinevere and Diana
must be Lancelot. But first you must be the brathand the father. We can't have the old dumb
servitor because there isn't room for two in tla When one is lying down. We must pall the barge
all its length in blackest samite. That old blabkwl of your mother's will be just the thing, Diaha

The black shawl having been procured, Anne spreaddr the flat and then lay down on the
bottom, with closed eyes and hands folded ovebhreast.

"Oh, she does look really dead,” whispered RubyisGilervously, watching the still, white little
face under the flickering shadows of the birchésmakes me feel frightened, girls. Do you suppose
it's really right to act like this? Mrs. Lynde sapst all play-acting is abominably wicked."

"Ruby, you shouldn't talk about Mrs. Lynde," saidn& severely. "It spoils the effect because this
is hundreds of years before Mrs. Lynde was borne Jgou arrange this. It's silly for Elaine to
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talking when she's dead."”

Jane rose to the occasion. Cloth of gold for cetdhere was none, but an old piano scarf of
yellow Japanese crepe was an excellent substAugite lily was not obtainable just then, but the
effect of a tall blue iris placed in one of Anniskled hands was all that could be desired.

"Now, she's all ready," said Jane. "We must kiss dqweet brows and, Diana, you say, 'Sister,
farewell forever,” and Ruby, you say, 'Farewellestvsister," both of you as sorrowfully as you
possibly can. Anne, for goodness sake smile &.littlou know Elaine 'lay as though she smiled.
That's better. Now push the flat off."

The flat was accordingly pushed off, scraping rdygiver an old embedded stake in the process.
Diana and Jane and Ruby only waited long enougtedoit caught in the current and headed for the
bridge before scampering up through the woods,sactiee road, and down to the lower headland
where, as Lancelot and Guinevere and the King, Wexe to be in readiness to receive the lily maid.

For a few minutes Anne, drifting slowly down, engalythe romance of her situation to the full.
Then something happened not at all romantic. Taiebggan to leak. In a very few moments it was
necessary for Elaine to scramble to her feet, pgher cloth of gold coverlet and pall of blackest
samite and gaze blankly at a big crack in the bottd her barge through which the water was
literally pouring. That sharp stake at the landiragl torn off the strip of batting nailed on thet.fla
Anne did not know this, but it did not take herdoto realize that she was in a dangerous plight. At
this rate the flat would fill and sink long befatecould drift to the lower headland. Where were th
oars? Left behind at the landing!

Anne gave one gasping little scream which nobodyr éeard; she was white to the lips, but she
did not lose her self-possession. There was onecehajust one.

"I was horribly frightened," she told Mrs. Allangmext day, "and it seemed like years while the
flat was drifting down to the bridge and the watsing in it every moment. | prayed, Mrs. Allan,
most earnestly, but | didn't shut my eyes to pfay) knew the only way God could save me was to
let the flat float close enough to one of the beiggies for me to climb up on it. You know the pile
are just old tree trunks and there are lots of «aoid old branch stubs on them. It was properawy, pr
but | had to do my part by watching out and rigketlwknew it. | just said, 'Dear God, please téhe
flat close to a pile and I'll do the rest,' ovedaver again. Under such circumstances you dank th
much about making a flowery prayer. But mine wasnaared, for the flat bumped right into a pile for
a minute and | flung the scarf and the shawl ovgishoulder and scrambled up on a big providential
stub. And there | was, Mrs. Allan, clinging to theippery old pile with no way of getting up or
down. It was a very unromantic position, but | didhink about that at the time. You don't think
much about romance when you have just escapeddnatery grave. | said a grateful prayer at once
and then | gave all my attention to holding on tigar | knew | should probably have to depend on
human aid to get back to dry land."

The flat drifted under the bridge and then promynk in midstream. Ruby, Jane, and Diana,
already awaiting it on the lower headland, sawsagpear before their very eyes and had not a doubt
but that Anne had gone down with it. For a moméetytstood still, white as sheets, frozen with
horror at the tragedy; then, shrieking at the topsheir voices, they started on a frantic run up
through the woods, never pausing as they crosseantin road to glance the way of the bridge.
Anne, clinging desperately to her precarious folathsaw their flying forms and heard their shrieks.
Help would soon come, but meanwhile her positios wa&ery uncomfortable one.

The minutes passed by, each seeming an hour tonfoetunate lily maid. Why didn't somebody
come? Where had the girls gone? Suppose they h@ddaone and all! Suppose nobody ever came!
Suppose she grew so tired and cramped that sheé bold on no longer! Anne looked at the wicked
green depths below her, wavering with long, oiladtws, and shivered. Her imagination began to
suggest all manner of gruesome possibilities to her

Then, just as she thought she really could not entlhie ache in her arms and wrists another
moment, Gilbert Blythe came rowing under the bridgelarmon Andrews's dory!

Gilbert glanced up and, much to his amazement,|behéttle white scornful face looking down
upon him with big, frightened but also scornfulyegyes.
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"Anne Shirley! How on earth did you get there?'exelaimed.

Without waiting for an answer he pulled close te glile and extended his hand. There was no help
for it; Anne, clinging to Gilbert Blythe's hand,rambled down into the dory, where she sat, drabbled
and furious, in the stern with her arms full of pihing shawl and wet crepe. It was certainly
extremely difficult to be dignified under the cirogtances!

"What has happened, Anne?" asked Gilbert, takinghigp oars. "We were playing Elaine"
explained Anne frigidly, without even looking atrhrescuer, "and | had to drift down to Camelot in
the barge—I mean the flat. The flat began to leadk laclimbed out on the pile. The girls went for
help. Will you be kind enough to row me to the lzg®"

Gilbert obligingly rowed to the landing and Annésahining assistance, sprang nimbly on shore.

"I'm very much obliged to you," she said haughéisyshe turned away. But Gilbert had also sprung
from the boat and now laid a detaining hand oralner.

"Anne," he said hurriedly, "look here. Can't wedmod friends? I'm awfully sorry | made fun of
your hair that time. | didn't mean to vex you ar@hly meant it for a joke. Besides, it's so long.ag
think your hair is awfully pretty now—honest | deet's be friends."

For a moment Anne hesitated. She had an odd, nawgkened consciousness under all her
outraged dignity that the half-shy, half-eager egpion in Gilbert's hazel eyes was something that
was very good to see. Her heart gave a quick, ditdembeat. But the bitterness of her old griesan
promptly stiffened up her wavering determinatiohaf scene of two years before flashed back into
her recollection as vividly as if it had taken @agesterday. Gilbert had called her "carrots" aad h
brought about her disgrace before the whole schter.resentment, which to other and older people
might be as laughable as its cause, was in noallhited and softened by time seemingly. She hated
Gilbert Blythe! She would never forgive him!

"No," she said coldly, "I shall never be friendgtwyou, Gilbert Blythe; and | don't want to be!"

"All right!" Gilbert sprang into his skiff with aangry color in his cheeks. "I'll never ask you & b
friends again, Anne Shirley. And | don't care aithe

He pulled away with swift defiant strokes, and Anment up the steep, ferny little path under the
maples. She held her head very high, but she wasciaus of an odd feeling of regret. She almost
wished she had answered Gilbert differently. Ofrseuhe had insulted her terribly, but still—!
Altogether, Anne rather thought it would be a rfel@sit down and have a good cry. She was really
quite unstrung, for the reaction from her frighttamamped clinging was making itself felt.

Halfway up the path she met Jane and Diana rudiacy to the pond in a state narrowly removed
from positive frenzy. They had found nobody at @rchSlope, both Mr. and Mrs. Barry being away.
Here Ruby Gillis had succumbed to hysterics, and le# to recover from them as best she might,
while Jane and Diana flew through the Haunted Wad across the brook to Green Gables. There
they had found nobody either, for Marilla had gémé&armody and Matthew was making hay in the
back field.

"Oh, Anne," gasped Diana, fairly falling on therfar's neck and weeping with relief and delight,
"oh, Anne—we thought—you were—drowned—and we fdte | murderers—because we had
made—you be—Elaine. And Ruby is in hysterics—ohnérhow did you escape?"

"I climbed up on one of the piles," explained Amearily, "and Gilbert Blythe came along in Mr.
Andrews's dory and brought me to land.”

"Oh, Anne, how splendid of him! Why, it's so romaht said Jane, finding breath enough for
utterance at last. "Of course you'll speak to hitarahis."

"Of course | won't," flashed Anne, with a momentagyurn of her old spirit. "And | don't want
ever to hear the word 'romantic' again, Jane Ansglrém awfully sorry you were so frightened, girls.
It is all my fault. | feel sure | was born under amucky star. Everything | do gets me or my deares
friends into a scrape. We've gone and lost youref& flat, Diana, and | have a presentiment that
we'll not be allowed to row on the pond any mo
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Anne's presentiment proved more trustworthy thagsgmtiments are apt to do. Great was the
consternation in the Barry and Cuthbert househeltusn the events of the afternoon became known.

"Will you ever have any sense, Anne?" groaned Néaril

"Oh, yes, I think | will, Marilla,” returned Anneptimistically. A good cry, indulged in the grateful
solitude of the east gable, had soothed her neamdsrestored her to her wonted cheerfulness. "I
think my prospects of becoming sensible are brighoev than ever.”

"l don't see how," said Marilla.

"Well," explained Anne, "I've learned a new anduadile lesson today. Ever since | came to Green
Gables I've been making mistakes, and each miskale helped to cure me of some great
shortcoming. The affair of the amethyst brooch duree of meddling with things that didn't belong
to me. The Haunted Wood mistake cured me of lettmgimagination run away with me. The
liniment cake mistake cured me of carelessnes®dking. Dyeing my hair cured me of vanity. |
never think about my hair and nose now—at least; seldom. And today's mistake is going to cure
me of being too romantic. | have come to the caiolu that it is no use trying to be romantic in
Avonlea. It was probably easy enough in towered €atrhundreds of years ago, but romance is not
appreciated now. | feel quite sure that you wilbis®ee a great improvement in me in this respect,
Marilla."

"I'm sure | hope so," said Marilla skeptically.

But Matthew, who had been sitting mutely in hisraar laid a hand on Anne's shoulder when
Marilla had gone out.

"Don't give up all your romance, Anne," he whisgkesayly, "a little of it is a good thing—not too
much, of course—but keep a little of it, Anne, keelfitle of it."

CHAPTER XXIX. An Epoch in Anne's Life

Anne was bringing the cows home from the back pashy way of Lover's Lane. It was a
September evening and all the gaps and clearingseinvoods were brimmed up with ruby sunset
light. Here and there the lane was splashed withuit for the most part it was already quite shagdow
beneath the maples, and the spaces under thediesfilled with a clear violet dusk like airy wine.
The winds were out in their tops, and there is weeter music on earth than that which the wind
makes in the fir trees at evening.

The cows swung placidly down the lane, and Annad them dreamily, repeating aloud the
battle canto from MARMION—which had also been pdrtheir English course the preceding winter
and which Miss Stacy had made them learn off bytheand exulting in its rushing lines and the
clash of spears in its imagery. When she camesttiribs:

The stubborn spearsmen still made good
Their dark impenetrable wood,

she stopped in ecstasy to shut her eyes that gdijiet thie better fancy herself one of that heroic
ring. When she opened them again it was to beh@ddcoming through the gate that led into the
Barry field and looking so important that Anne andy divined there was news to be told. But betray
too eager curiosity she would not.

"Isn't this evening just like a purple dream, Diariamakes me so glad to be alive. In the mornings
| always think the mornings are best; but when gagenomes | think it's lovelier still."

"It's a very fine evening," said Diana, "but olnave such news, Anne. Guess. You can have three
guesses.
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"Charlotte Gillis is going to be married in the ctiu after all and Mrs. Allan wants us to decorate
it," cried Anne.

"No. Charlotte's beau won't agree to that, becaobedy ever has been married in the church yet,
and he thinks it would seem too much like a fundta too mean, because it would be such fun.
Guess again."

"Jane's mother is going to let her have a birthuiayy?"
Diana shook her head, her black eyes dancing watiiment.

"l can't think what it can be," said Anne in despdinless it's that Moody Spurgeon MacPherson
saw you home from prayer meeting last night. Did"he

"I should think not," exclaimed Diana indignantly wouldn't be likely to boast of it if he did, the
horrid creature! | knew you couldn't guess it. Matihad a letter from Aunt Josephine today, and
Aunt Josephine wants you and me to go to town eesday and stop with her for the Exhibition.
There!"

"Oh, Diana," whispered Anne, finding it necessaryeian up against a maple tree for support, "do
you really mean it? But I'm afraid Marilla won'tt lme go. She will say that she can't encourage
gadding about. That was what she said last weelhwhee invited me to go with them in their
double-seated buggy to the American concert aiWhde Sands Hotel. | wanted to go, but Marilla
said I'd be better at home learning my lessonssanglould Jane. | was bitterly disappointed, Didna.
felt so heartbroken that | wouldn't say my prayehen | went to bed. But | repented of that and got
up in the middle of the night and said them."

"I'll tell you," said Diana, "we'll get Mother tcsk Marilla. She'll be more likely to let you go the
and if she does we'll have the time of our liveanéA. I've never been to an Exhibition, and it's so
aggravating to hear the other girls talking abdnirt trips. Jane and Ruby have been twice, and
they're going this year again."

"I'm not going to think about it at all until | kmowhether | can go or not," said Anne resolutely.
"If | did and then was disappointed, it would bersthan | could bear. But in case | do go I'm very
glad my new coat will be ready by that time. Maritidn't think | needed a new coat. She said my
old one would do very well for another winter armtt | ought to be satisfied with having a new
dress. The dress is very pretty, Diana—navy blueraade so fashionably. Marilla always makes my
dresses fashionably now, because she says shétdiotesm to have Matthew going to Mrs. Lynde to
make them. I'm so glad. It is ever so much easi®etgood if your clothes are fashionable. At least
it is easier for me. | suppose it doesn't make sudtference to naturally good people. But Matthew
said | must have a new coat, so Marilla boughtvaliopiece of blue broadcloth, and it's being made
by a real dressmaker over at Carmody. It's to be &aturday night, and I'm trying not to imagine
myself walking up the church aisle on Sunday inmaw suit and cap, because I'm afraid it isn't right
to imagine such things. But it just slips into myndhin spite of me. My cap is so pretty. Matthew
bought it for me the day we were over at Carmotig dne of those little blue velvet ones thatalte
the rage, with gold cord and tassels. Your newisategant, Diana, and so becoming. When | saw
you come into church last Sunday my heart swellgd pride to think you were my dearest friend.
Do you suppose it's wrong for us to think so mulbbua our clothes? Marilla says it is very sinful.
But it is such an interesting subject, isn't it?"

Marilla agreed to let Anne go to town, and it wasaaged that Mr. Barry should take the girls in
on the following Tuesday. As Charlottetown wastthiniles away and Mr. Barry wished to go and
return the same day, it was necessary to makeyaeegly start. But Anne counted it all joy, and was
up before sunrise on Tuesday morning. A glance fnemwindow assured her that the day would be
fine, for the eastern sky behind the firs of thauhted Wood was all silvery and cloudless. Through
the gap in the trees a light was shining in thetaresgable of Orchard Slope, a token that Diana was
also up.

Anne was dressed by the time Matthew had the firammd had the breakfast ready when Marilla
came down, but for her own part was much too edditecat. After breakfast the jaunty new cap and
jacket were donned, and Anne hastened over the& lanod up through the firs to Orchard Slope. Mr.
Barry and Diana were waiting for her, and they wssren on the roas
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It was a long drive, but Anne and Diana enjoyedweinute of it. It was delightful to rattle along
over the moist roads in the early red sunlight wxas$ creeping across the shorn harvest fieldsairhe
was fresh and crisp, and little smoke-blue mistseduthrough the valleys and floated off from the
hills. Sometimes the road went through woods wheaples were beginning to hang out scarlet
banners; sometimes it crossed rivers on bridgesnize Anne's flesh cringe with the old, half-
delightful fear; sometimes it wound along a harbbore and passed by a little cluster of weather-
gray fishing huts; again it mounted to hills wherc&ar sweep of curving upland or misty-blue sky
could be seen; but wherever it went there was nafighterest to discuss. It was almost noon when
they reached town and found their way to "Beechwbtidvas quite a fine old mansion, set back
from the street in a seclusion of green elms aaddiring beeches. Miss Barry met them at the door
with a twinkle in her sharp black eyes.

"So you've come to see me at last, you Anne-gti¢ said. "Mercy, child, how you have grown!
You're taller than | am, | declare. And you're esermuch better looking than you used to be, too.
But | dare say you know that without being told."

"Indeed I didn't," said Anne radiantly. "I know I'not so freckled as | used to be, so I've much to
be thankful for, but | really hadn't dared to hdpere was any other improvement. I'm so glad you
think there is, Miss Barry." Miss Barry's house iasished with "great magnificence," as Anne told
Marilla afterward. The two little country girls weerather abashed by the splendor of the parlorevher
Miss Barry left them when she went to see aboutetin

"Isn't it just like a palace?" whispered Dianan&ver was in Aunt Josephine's house before, and I'd
no idea it was so grand. | just wish Julia Bellldogee this—she puts on such airs about her msther'
parlor.”

"Velvet carpet,” sighed Anne luxuriously, "and sdirtains! I've dreamed of such things, Diana.
But do you know | don't believe | feel very comtdste with them after all. There are so many things
in this room and all so splendid that there is ompg for imagination. That is one consolation when
you are poor—there are so many more things yoursagine about."

Their sojourn in town was something that Anne aiehB dated from for years. From first to last it
was crowded with delights.

On Wednesday Miss Barry took them to the Exhibiioounds and kept them there all day.

"It was splendid,” Anne related to Marilla later.dth never imagined anything so interesting. |
don't really know which department was the moseériggting. | think | liked the horses and the
flowers and the fancywork best. Josie Pye took firize for knitted lace. | was real glad she did.
And | was glad that | felt glad, for it shows I'mproving, don't you think, Marilla, when | can
rejoice in Josie's success? Mr. Harmon Andrews smmlond prize for Gravenstein apples and Mr.
Bell took first prize for a pig. Diana said she tigbt it was ridiculous for a Sunday-school
superintendent to take a prize in pigs, but | dee& why. Do you? She said she would always think
of it after this when he was praying so solemnliar& Louise MacPherson took a prize for painting,
and Mrs. Lynde got first prize for homemade butsed cheese. So Avonlea was pretty well
represented, wasn't it? Mrs. Lynde was there thgf dnd | never knew how much | really liked her
until I saw her familiar face among all those sgrans. There were thousands of people there, Marilla
It made me feel dreadfully insignificant. And MiBarry took us up to the grandstand to see the horse
races. Mrs. Lynde wouldn't go; she said horse gaeras an abomination and, she being a church
member, thought it her bounden duty to set a geadthele by staying away. But there were so many
there | don't believe Mrs. Lynde's absence woukt &e noticed. | don't think, though, that | outght
go very often to horse races, because they AREIgwhscinating. Diana got so excited that she
offered to bet me ten cents that the red horse dvevrt. | didn't believe he would, but | refused to
bet, because | wanted to tell Mrs. Allan all abewerything, and I felt sure it wouldn't do to th#r
that. It's always wrong to do anything you canlk tliee minister's wife. It's as good as an extra
conscience to have a minister's wife for your filieAnd | was very glad | didn't bet, because tlte re
horse DID win, and | would have lost ten centsy8o see that virtue was its own reward. We saw a
man go up in a balloon. I'd love to go up in adat, Marilla; it would be simply thrilling; and we
saw a man selling fortunes. You paid him ten cant$ a little bird picked out your fortune for you.
Miss Barry gave Diana and me ten cents each to tiawvéortunes told. Mine was that | would marry
a darl-complected man who was very wealthy, and | wouldgmss water to live. | looked carefu
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at all the dark men | saw after that, but | didaite much for any of them, and anyhow | suppose
it's too early to be looking out for him yet. Ohwias a never-to-be-forgotten day, Marilla. | was s
tired | couldn't sleep at night. Miss Barry putinshe spare room, according to promise. It was an
elegant room, Marilla, but somehow sleeping in @spoom isn't what | used to think it was. That's
the worst of growing up, and I'm beginning to realit. The things you wanted so much when you
were a child don't seem half so wonderful to yoewkou get them."

Thursday the girls had a drive in the park, anthénevening Miss Barry took them to a concert in
the Academy of Music, where a noted prima donnatevasng. To Anne the evening was a glittering
vision of delight.

"Oh, Marilla, it was beyond description. | was saiged | couldn't even talk, so you may know
what it was like. | just sat in enraptured silen@adame Selitsky was perfectly beautiful, and wore
white satin and diamonds. But when she began tplsiever thought about anything else. Oh, | can't
tell you how | felt. But it seemed to me that iutnever be hard to be good any more. | felt lide
when | look up to the stars. Tears came into myselat, oh, they were such happy tears. | was so
sorry when it was all over, and | told Miss Barrgidin't see how | was ever to return to common life
again. She said she thought if we went over taeltaurant across the street and had an ice cteam i
might help me. That sounded so prosaic; but to myprse | found it true. The ice cream was
delicious, Marilla, and it was so lovely and disggd to be sitting there eating it at eleven olclac
night. Diana said she believed she was born fgrliég. Miss Barry asked me what my opinion was,
but | said | would have to think it over very sersty before | could tell her what | really thougB8b
| thought it over after | went to bed. That is thest time to think things out. And | came to the
conclusion, Marilla, that | wasn't born for citydiand that | was glad of it. It's nice to be egtice
cream at brilliant restaurants at eleven o'cloakigitit once in a while; but as a regular thingédither
be in the east gable at eleven, sound asleep,aibk knowing even in my sleep that the stars were
shining outside and that the wind was blowing ie fins across the brook. | told Miss Barry so at
breakfast the next morning and she laughed. MissyBgenerally laughed at anything | said, even
when | said the most solemn things. | don't thinkked it, Marilla, because | wasn't trying to be
funny. But she is a most hospitable lady and tceageroyally."

Friday brought going-home time, and Mr. Barry dravéor the girls.

"Well, | hope you've enjoyed yourselves," said MBssry, as she bade them good-bye.
"Indeed we have," said Diana.

"And you, Anne-girl?"

"I've enjoyed every minute of the time," said Anttfgowing her arms impulsively about the old
woman's neck and kissing her wrinkled cheek. Dianald never have dared to do such a thing and
felt rather aghast at Anne's freedom. But Miss Baras pleased, and she stood on her veranda and
watched the buggy out of sight. Then she went laick her big house with a sigh. It seemed very
lonely, lacking those fresh young lives. Miss Bawgs a rather selfish old lady, if the truth must b
told, and had never cared much for anybody butetferShe valued people only as they were of
service to her or amused her. Anne had amusedahdrconsequently stood high in the old lady's
good graces. But Miss Barry found herself thinklags about Anne's quaint speeches than of her
fresh enthusiasms, her transparent emotions, ttlerwinning ways, and the sweetness of her eyes
and lips.

"l thought Marilla Cuthbert was an old fool whernéard she'd adopted a girl out of an orphan
asylum,” she said to herself, "but | guess she'didake much of a mistake after all. If I'd a cHilee
Anne in the house all the time I'd be a better lzgpier woman."

Anne and Diana found the drive home as pleasattieadrive in—pleasanter, indeed, since there
was the delightful consciousness of home waitinghatend of it. It was sunset when they passed
through White Sands and turned into the shore rBagond, the Avonlea hills came out darkly
against the saffron sky. Behind them the moon vsisg out of the sea that grew all radiant and
transfigured in her light. Every little cove alottge curving road was a marvel of dancing ripples.
The waves broke with a soft swish on the rockswelem, and the tang of the sea was in the strong,
fresh air.

"Oh, but it's good to be alive and to be going hdroeeathed Anne
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When she crossed the log bridge over the brookitisben light of Green Gables winked her a
friendly welcome back, and through the open do@mshthe hearth fire, sending out its warm red
glow athwart the chilly autumn night. Anne ran lodity up the hill and into the kitchen, where a hot
supper was waiting on the table.

"So you've got back?" said Marilla, folding up keitting.

"Yes, and oh, it's so good to be back," said Army®uysly. "I could kiss everything, even to the
clock. Marilla, a broiled chicken! You don't meansay you cooked that for me!"

"Yes, | did," said Marilla. "I thought you'd be hyny after such a drive and need something real
appetizing. Hurry and take off your things, andiMeve supper as soon as Matthew comes in. I'm
glad you've got back, | must say. It's been fedduésome here without you, and | never put in four
longer days."

After supper Anne sat before the fire between Mattland Marilla, and gave them a full account
of her visit.

"I've had a splendid time," she concluded hapfidyd | feel that it marks an epoch in my life. But
the best of it all was the coming home."

CHAPTER XXX. The Queens Class Is Organized

Marilla laid her knitting on her lap and leaned lbac her chair. Her eyes were tired, and she
thought vaguely that she must see about havinglasses changed the next time she went to town,
for her eyes had grown tired very often of late.

It was nearly dark, for the full November twilightid fallen around Green Gables, and the only
light in the kitchen came from the dancing red #&snm the stove.

Anne was curled up Turk-fashion on the hearthruagingy into that joyous glow where the
sunshine of a hundred summers was being distitlea the maple cordwood. She had been reading,
but her book had slipped to the floor, and now whs dreaming, with a smile on her parted lips.
Glittering castles in Spain were shaping themsebegf the mists and rainbows of her lively fancy;
adventures wonderful and enthralling were happetonger in cloudland—adventures that always
turned out triumphantly and never involved herdrapes like those of actual life.

Marilla looked at her with a tenderness that wawdder have been suffered to reveal itself in any
clearer light than that soft mingling of fireshiard shadow. The lesson of a love that should displa
itself easily in spoken word and open look was blaeilla could never learn. But she had learned to
love this slim, gray-eyed girl with an affectionl ahe deeper and stronger from its very
undemonstrativeness. Her love made her afraid iofjaenduly indulgent, indeed. She had an uneasy
feeling that it was rather sinful to set one's hsarintensely on any human creature as she had set
hers on Anne, and perhaps she performed a sortoaingcious penance for this by being stricter and
more critical than if the girl had been less deandr. Certainly Anne herself had no idea how Naaril
loved her. She sometimes thought wistfully that iNeawas very hard to please and distinctly lacking
in sympathy and understanding. But she always @tetke thought reproachfully, remembering
what she owed to Marilla.

"Anne," said Marilla abruptly, "Miss Stacy was hdirgs afternoon when you were out with
Diana."

Anne came back from her other world with a stad arsigh.

"Was she? Oh, I'm so sorry | wasn't in. Why digott call me, Marilla? Diana and | were only
over in the Haunted Wood. It's lovely in the woodsv. All the little wood things—the ferns and the
satin leaves and the crackerber—have gone to sleep, just as if somebody had tuttked away
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until spring under a blanket of leaves. | thinkvias a little gray fairy with a rainbow scarf that
came tiptoeing along the last moonlight night aitid Diana wouldn't say much about that, though.
Diana has never forgotten the scolding her mothge dier about imagining ghosts into the Haunted
Wood. It had a very bad effect on Diana's imagamatit blighted it. Mrs. Lynde says Myrtle Bellas
blighted being. | asked Ruby Gillis why Myrtle watighted, and Ruby said she guessed it was
because her young man had gone back on her. Rl tGinks of nothing but young men, and the
older she gets the worse she is. Young men anegllwell in their place, but it doesn't do to drag
them into everything, does it? Diana and | arekinig seriously of promising each other that we will
never marry but be nice old maids and live togetbezver. Diana hasn't quite made up her mind
though, because she thinks perhaps it would beendblmarry some wild, dashing, wicked young
man and reform him. Diana and | talk a great dbalaserious subjects now, you know. We feel that
we are so much older than we used to be that'tthecoming to talk of childish matters. It's such
solemn thing to be almost fourteen, Marilla. Misacy took all us girls who are in our teens down to
the brook last Wednesday, and talked to us abo8hi¢ said we couldn't be too careful what habits
we formed and what ideals we acquired in our tebesause by the time we were twenty our
characters would be developed and the foundatidnfda our whole future life. And she said if the
foundation was shaky we could never build anythieajly worth while on it. Diana and | talked the
matter over coming home from school. We felt exggnsolemn, Marilla. And we decided that we
would try to be very careful indeed and form resalele habits and learn all we could and be as
sensible as possible, so that by the time we wesaty our characters would be properly developed.
It's perfectly appalling to think of being twentyarilla. It sounds so fearfully old and grown upitB
why was Miss Stacy here this afternoon?"

"That is what | want to tell you, Anne, if you'lver give me a chance to get a word in edgewise.
She was talking about you."

"About me?" Anne looked rather scared. Then shghflid and exclaimed:

"Oh, | know what she was saying. | meant to telh,ydarilla, honestly | did, but | forgot. Miss
Stacy caught me reading Ben Hur in school yesteadt®ynoon when | should have been studying
my Canadian history. Jane Andrews lent it to mea$ reading it at dinner hour, and | had just got t
the chariot race when school went in. | was sinvpllg to know how it turned out—although | felt
sure Ben Hur must win, because it wouldn't be pagjustice if he didn't—so | spread the history
open on my desk lid and then tucked Ben Hur betwkerdesk and my knee. | just looked as if |
were studying Canadian history, you know, whileth# while | was reveling in Ben Hur. | was so
interested in it that | never noticed Miss Stacynotg down the aisle until all at once | just lookgul
and there she was looking down at me, so reprohbikéu | can't tell you how ashamed | felt,
Marilla, especially when | heard Josie Pye giggliMiss Stacy took Ben Hur away, but she never
said a word then. She kept me in at recess andddatk me. She said | had done very wrong in two
respects. First, | was wasting the time | oughth&we put on my studies; and secondly, | was
deceiving my teacher in trying to make it appeavak reading a history when it was a storybook
instead. | had never realized until that momentrilda that what | was doing was deceitful. | was
shocked. | cried bitterly, and asked Miss Stacfotgive me and I'd never do such a thing again; and
| offered to do penance by never so much as loo&ingen Hur for a whole week, not even to see
how the chariot race turned out. But Miss Stacy shie wouldn't require that, and she forgave me
freely. So | think it wasn't very kind of her torae up here to you about it after all.”

"Miss Stacy never mentioned such a thing to me,eAmmmd its only your guilty conscience that's
the matter with you. You have no business to bengaktorybooks to school. You read too many
novels anyhow. When | was a girl | wasn't so mughlbowed to look at a novel.”

"Oh, how can you call Ben Hur a novel when it'slyeasuch a religious book?" protested Anne.
"Of course it's a little too exciting to be propeading for Sunday, and | only read it on weekdays.
And | never read ANY book now unless either Misac8tor Mrs. Allan thinks it is a proper book for
a girl thirteen and three-quarters to read. Miscypmade me promise that. She found me reading a
book one day called, The Lurid Mystery of the HaghHall. It was one Ruby Gillis had lent me,
and, oh, Marilla, it was so fascinating and credpyust curdled the blood in my veins. But Miss
Stacy said it was a very silly, unwholesome boak] she asked me not to read any more of it or any
like it. 1 didn't mind promising not to read any radike it, but it was AGONIZING to give back that
book without knowing how it turned out. But my lof@ Miss Stacy stood the test and | did. It's
really wonderful, Marilla, what you can do when yreutruly anxious to please a certain persi
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"Well, I guess I'll light the lamp and get to wdrkaid Marilla. "I see plainly that you don't wdot
hear what Miss Stacy had to say. You're more isteckin the sound of your own tongue than in
anything else.”

"Oh, indeed, Marilla, | do want to hear it," cridghne contritely. "I won't say another word—not
one. | know | talk too much, but | am really tryitg overcome it, and although | say far too much,
yet if you only knew how many things | want to sayd don't, you'd give me some credit for it.
Please tell me, Marilla."

"Well, Miss Stacy wants to organize a class amogigadvanced students who mean to study for
the entrance examination into Queen's. She intémdsive them extra lessons for an hour after
school. And she came to ask Matthew and me if waldvitke to have you join it. What do you think
about it yourself, Anne? Would you like to go tog@u's and pass for a teacher?"

"Oh, Marilla!" Anne straightened to her knees afabped her hands. "It's been the dream of my
life—that is, for the last six months, ever sincebR and Jane began to talk of studying for the
Entrance. But | didn't say anything about it, bessausupposed it would be perfectly useless. Vd lo
to be a teacher. But won't it be dreadfully expeg@iMr. Andrews says it cost him one hundred and
fifty dollars to put Prissy through, and Prissy was dunce in geometry."

"l guess you needn't worry about that part of itheV Matthew and | took you to bring up we
resolved we would do the best we could for you giveé you a good education. | believe in a girl
being fitted to earn her own living whether sherelvas to or not. You'll always have a home at
Green Gables as long as Matthew and | are hereydiaddy knows what is going to happen in this
uncertain world, and it's just as well to be prepgarSo you can join the Queen's class if you like,
Anne."

"Oh, Marilla, thank you." Anne flung her arms abdérilla's waist and looked up earnestly into
her face. "I'm extremely grateful to you and Matthénd I'll study as hard as | can and do my very
best to be a credit to you. | warn you not to expeach in geometry, but | think | can hold my own
in anything else if | work hard."

"l dare say you'll get along well enough. Miss $taays you are bright and diligent.” Not for
worlds would Marilla have told Anne just what MiSsacy had said about her; that would have been
to pamper vanity. "You needn't rush to any extrakilling yourself over your books. There is no
hurry. You won't be ready to try the Entrance forear and a half yet. But it's well to begin inéim
and be thoroughly grounded, Miss Stacy says."

"l shall take more interest than ever in my studiew/," said Anne blissfully, "because | have a
purpose in life. Mr. Allan says everybody shouldda purpose in life and pursue it faithfully. Only
he says we must first make sure that it is a woptimpose. | would call it a worthy purpose to want
to be a teacher like Miss Stacy, wouldn't you, M&Ril think it's a very noble profession."

The Queen's class was organized in due time. GilBlgthe, Anne Shirley, Ruby Gillis, Jane
Andrews, Josie Pye, Charlie Sloane, and Moody SmmrgVlacPherson joined it. Diana Barry did
not, as her parents did not intend to send heruee@'s. This seemed nothing short of a calamity to
Anne. Never, since the night on which Minnie Maydhaad the croup, had she and Diana been
separated in anything. On the evening when the Qsietass first remained in school for the extra
lessons and Anne saw Diana go slowly out with ttheers, to walk home alone through the Birch
Path and Violet Vale, it was all the former could b keep her seat and refrain from rushing
impulsively after her chum. A lump came into herotit, and she hastily retired behind the pages of
her uplifted Latin grammar to hide the tears in éyes. Not for worlds would Anne have had Gilbert
Blythe or Josie Pye see those tears.

"But, oh, Marilla, | really felt that | had tastdte bitterness of death, as Mr. Allan said in his
sermon last Sunday, when | saw Diana go out al@ie"said mournfully that night. "I thought how
splendid it would have been if Diana had only bgeimg to study for the Entrance, too. But we can't
have things perfect in this imperfect world, as Mngnde says. Mrs. Lynde isn't exactly a comforting
person sometimes, but there's no doubt she saysat gany very true things. And | think the
Queen's class is going to be extremely interestiage and Ruby are just going to study to be
teachers. That is the height of their ambition. YRelys she will only teach for two years after she
gets through, and then she intends to be marraek days she will devote her whole life to teaclk
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and never, never marry, because you are paid ey dalateaching, but a husband won't pay you
anything, and growls if you ask for a share in ¢igg and butter money. | expect Jane speaks from
mournful experience, for Mrs. Lynde says that hathér is a perfect old crank, and meaner than
second skimmings. Josie Pye says she is just goingllege for education's sake, because she won't
have to earn her own living; she says of courses idifferent with orphans who are living on
charity—THEY have to hustle. Moody Spurgeon is goto be a minister. Mrs. Lynde says he
couldn't be anything else with a name like thdtve up to. | hope it isn't wicked of me, Marillaut
really the thought of Moody Spurgeon being a merishakes me laugh. He's such a funny-looking
boy with that big fat face, and his little blue syand his ears sticking out like flaps. But peshhe
will be more intellectual looking when he grows @harlie Sloane says he's going to go into politics
and be a member of Parliament, but Mrs. Lynde kallsnever succeed at that, because the Sloanes
are all honest people, and it's only rascals thabg in politics nowadays."

"What is Gilbert Blythe going to be?" queried MEjlseeing that Anne was opening her Caesar.

"l don't happen to know what Gilbert Blythe's anbit in life is—if he has any,” said Anne
scornfully.

There was open rivalry between Gilbert and Anne .nBrveviously the rivalry had been rather
onesided, but there was no longer any doubt thlite@iwas as determined to be first in class as
Anne was. He was a foeman worthy of her steel. ©lieer members of the class tacitly
acknowledged their superiority, and never dreanigéd/mg to compete with them.

Since the day by the pond when she had refuseadtém lto his plea for forgiveness, Gilbert, save
for the aforesaid determined rivalry, had evincedrecognition whatever of the existence of Anne
Shirley. He talked and jested with the other gielschanged books and puzzles with them, discussed
lessons and plans, sometimes walked home with orileeoother of them from prayer meeting or
Debating Club. But Anne Shirley he simply ignoradd Anne found out that it is not pleasant to be
ignored. It was in vain that she told herself vattoss of her head that she did not care. Deep down
her wayward, feminine little heart she knew that did care, and that if she had that chance of the
Lake of Shining Waters again she would answer défgrently. All at once, as it seemed, and to her
secret dismay, she found that the old resentmenhal cherished against him was gone—gone just
when she most needed its sustaining power. It wagain that she recalled every incident and
emotion of that memorable occasion and tried tbtfex old satisfying anger. That day by the pond
had witnessed its last spasmodic flicker. Anneizedlthat she had forgiven and forgotten without
knowing it. But it was too late.

And at least neither Gilbert nor anybody else, exain Diana, should ever suspect how sorry she
was and how much she wished she hadn't been sd pralihorrid! She determined to "shroud her
feelings in deepest oblivion," and it may be stadtede and now that she did it, so successfully that
Gilbert, who possibly was not quite so indifferasthe seemed, could not console himself with any
belief that Anne felt his retaliatory scorn. Thdyopoor comfort he had was that she snubbed Charlie
Sloane, unmercifully, continually, and undeservedly

Otherwise the winter passed away in a round ofsgleaduties and studies. For Anne the days
slipped by like golden beads on the necklace of/ds. She was happy, eager, interested; there were
lessons to be learned and honor to be won; delipbtfoks to read; new pieces to be practiced fer th
Sunday-school choir; pleasant Saturday afternobrtseamanse with Mrs. Allan; and then, almost
before Anne realized it, spring had come again tee@® Gables and all the world was abloom once
more.

Studies palled just a wee bit then; the Queenssclaft behind in school while the others scattere
to green lanes and leafy wood cuts and meadow bgwagked wistfully out of the windows and
discovered that Latin verbs and French exercisek duanehow lost the tang and zest they had
possessed in the crisp winter months. Even AnneGitieert lagged and grew indifferent. Teacher
and taught were alike glad when the term was erafetithe glad vacation days stretched rosily
before them.

"But you've done good work this past year," Misac$ttold them on the last evening, "and you
deserve a good, jolly vacation. Have the best §imecan in the out-of-door world and lay in a good
stock of health and vitality and ambition to cayou through next year. It will be the tug of waouy
know—the last year before the Entranc
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"Are you going to be back next year, Miss StacysKead Josie Pye.

Josie Pye never scrupled to ask questions; iniiktance the rest of the class felt grateful tg her
none of them would have dared to ask it of Misggthut all wanted to, for there had been alarming
rumors running at large through the school for seime that Miss Stacy was not coming back the
next year—that she had been offered a positioméngrade school of her own home district and
meant to accept. The Queen's class listened ihibesa suspense for her answer.

"Yes, | think | will," said Miss Stacy. "l thougtdf taking another school, but | have decided to
come back to Avonlea. To tell the truth, I've grosm interested in my pupils here that | found |
couldn't leave them. So I'll stay and see you thhou

"Hurrah!" said Moody Spurgeon. Moody Spurgeon haden been so carried away by his feelings
before, and he blushed uncomfortably every timéhbaght about it for a week.

"Oh, I'm so glad," said Anne, with shining eyesedD Stacy, it would be perfectly dreadful if you
didn't come back. | don't believe | could have tieart to go on with my studies at all if another
teacher came here."

When Anne got home that night she stacked all &eibboks away in an old trunk in the attic,
locked it, and threw the key into the blanket box.

"I'm not even going to look at a schoolbook in awa" she told Marilla. "I've studied as hard all
the term as | possibly could and I've pored ovat tteometry until | know every proposition in the
first book off by heart, even when the letters A&tEanged. | just feel tired of everything sensilid a
I'm going to let my imagination run riot for thersmer. Oh, you needn't be alarmed, Marilla. I'llyonl
let it run riot within reasonable limits. But | wiato have a real good jolly time this summer, for
maybe it's the last summer I'll be a little girlrdviLynde says that if | keep stretching out nesdryas
I've done this I'll have to put on longer skirthieSsays I'm all running to legs and eyes. And when
put on longer skirts | shall feel that | have teelup to them and be very dignified. It won't edento
believe in fairies then, I'm afraid; so I'm going believe in them with all my whole heart this
summer. | think we're going to have a very gay tianaRuby Gillis is going to have a birthday party
soon and there's the Sunday school picnic and iksianary concert next month. And Mr. Barry
says that some evening he'll take Diana and metovie White Sands Hotel and have dinner there.
They have dinner there in the evening, you knoweJandrews was over once last summer and she
says it was a dazzling sight to see the elecigittdi and the flowers and all the lady guests irhsuc
beautiful dresses. Jane says it was her first glémipto high life and she'll never forget it to kdgmng
day."

Mrs. Lynde came up the next afternoon to find ohywWarilla had not been at the Aid meeting on
Thursday. When Marilla was not at Aid meeting peokhew there was something wrong at Green
Gables.

"Matthew had a bad spell with his heart Thursdaydrilla explained, "and | didn't feel like
leaving him. Oh, yes, he's all right again now, Iheitakes them spells oftener than he used to'iend |
anxious about him. The doctor says he must be Waiefavoid excitement. That's easy enough, for
Matthew doesn't go about looking for excitementby means and never did, but he's not to do any
very heavy work either and you might as well tethtthew not to breathe as not to work. Come and
lay off your things, Rachel. You'll stay to tea?"

"Well, seeing you're so pressing, perhaps | mighivall, stay" said Mrs. Rachel, who had not the
slightest intention of doing anything else.

Mrs. Rachel and Marilla sat comfortably in the pashile Anne got the tea and made hot biscuits
that were light and white enough to defy even MRa&chel's criticism.

"l must say Anne has turned out a real smart gadifhitted Mrs. Rachel, as Marilla accompanied
her to the end of the lane at sunset. "She muatdveat help to you."

"She is," said Marilla, "and she's real steady elidble now. | used to be afraid she'd never get
over her featherbrained ways, but she has and ldntbie afraid to trust her in anything now."

"l never would have thought she'd have turned outvell that first day | was here three ye
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ago," said Mrs. Rachel. "Lawful heart, shall | et@mget that tantrum of hers! When | went home
that night | says to Thomas, says I, 'Mark my wopidsomas, Marilla Cuthbert'll live to rue the step
she's took.' But | was mistaken and I'm real giad. ¢ ain't one of those kind of people, Marillas
can never be brought to own up that they've madassake. No, that never was my way, thank
goodness. | did make a mistake in judging Annejtoweren't no wonder, for an odder, unexpecteder
witch of a child there never was in this world,tthavhat. There was no ciphering her out by thesul
that worked with other children. It's nothing shoftvonderful how she's improved these three years,
but especially in looks. She's a real pretty gat tp be, though | can't say I'm overly partiathat
pale, big-eyed style myself. | like more snap aontbi; like Diana Barry has or Ruby Gillis. Ruby
Gillis's looks are real showy. But somehow—I ddmibw how it is but when Anne and them are
together, though she ain't half as handsome, stkesrthem look kind of common and overdone—
something like them white June lilies she callscissus alongside of the big, red peonies, that's
what."

CHAPTER XXXI. Where the Brook and River Meet

Anne had her "good" summer and enjoyed it wholdkdfr. She and Diana fairly lived outdoors,
reveling in all the delights that Lover's Lane dahd Dryad's Bubble and Willowmere and Victoria
Island afforded. Marilla offered no objections tome's gypsyings. The Spencervale doctor who had
come the night Minnie May had the croup met Annéhathouse of a patient one afternoon early in
vacation, looked her over sharply, screwed up hiitm shook his head, and sent a message to
Marilla Cuthbert by another person. It was:

"Keep that redheaded girl of yours in the operaiisummer and don't let her read books until she
gets more spring into her step."

This message frightened Marilla wholesomely. Slagl enne's death warrant by consumption in it
unless it was scrupulously obeyed. As a result,eAhad the golden summer of her life as far as
freedom and frolic went. She walked, rowed, befratl dreamed to her heart's content; and when
September came she was bright-eyed and alert,anstep that would have satisfied the Spencervale
doctor and a heart full of ambition and zest oncean

"| feel just like studying with might and main,"elleclared as she brought her books down from
the attic. "Oh, you good old friends, I'm glad ®esyour honest faces once more—yes, even you,
geometry. I've had a perfectly beautiful summeryiNda and now I'm rejoicing as a strong man to
run a race, as Mr. Allan said last Sunday. Doddn'tAllan preach magnificent sermons? Mrs. Lynde
says he is improving every day and the first thirgknow some city church will gobble him up and
then we'll be left and have to turn to and breaknother green preacher. But | don't see the use of
meeting trouble halfway, do you, Marilla? | thirtkwould be better just to enjoy Mr. Allan while we
have him. If | were a man | think I'd be a ministEhey can have such an influence for good, ifrthei
theology is sound; and it must be thrilling to meaplendid sermons and stir your hearers' hearts.
Why can't women be ministers, Marilla? | asked Mrngnde that and she was shocked and said it
would be a scandalous thing. She said there miglieimale ministers in the States and she believed
there was, but thank goodness we hadn't got tostiage in Canada yet and she hoped we never
would. But | don't see why. | think women would readplendid ministers. When there is a social to
be got up or a church tea or anything else to mraigeey the women have to turn to and do the work.
I'm sure Mrs. Lynde can pray every bit as well apeSintendent Bell and I've no doubt she could
preach too with a little practice."

"Yes, | believe she could,” said Marilla dryly. 'Slloes plenty of unofficial preaching as it is.
Nobody has much of a chance to go wrong in Avonli#gl Rachel to oversee them."

"Marilla," said Anne in a burst of confidence, "bnt to tell you something and ask you what you
think about it. It has worried me terribly—on Sugddternoons, that is, when | think specially about
such matters. | do really want to be good; and wherwith you or Mrs. Allan or Miss Stacy | want
it more than ever and | want to do just what wapllshse you and what you would approve of.
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mostly when I'm with Mrs. Lynde | feel desperatelicked and as if | wanted to go and do the
very thing she tells me | oughtn't to do. | feegsgistibly tempted to do it. Now, what do you thisk
the reason | feel like that? Do you think it's hes=l'm really bad and unregenerate?"

Marilla looked dubious for a moment. Then she laaggh

"If you are | guess | am too, Anne, for Rachel oftas that very effect on me. | sometimes think
she'd have more of an influence for good, as ygwearself, if she didn't keep nagging people to do
right. There should have been a special commandaugibst nagging. But there, | shouldn't talk so.
Rachel is a good Christian woman and she means Wedke isn't a kinder soul in Avonlea and she
never shirks her share of work."

"I'm very glad you feel the same,” said Anne dedigle"It's so encouraging. | shan't worry so
much over that after this. But | dare say thetllother things to worry me. They keep coming up
new all the time—things to perplex you, you knowauyYsettle one question and there's another right
after. There are so many things to be thought amdrdecided when you're beginning to grow up. It
keeps me busy all the time thinking them over agciding what is right. It's a serious thing to grow
up, isn't it, Marilla? But when | have such gooierids as you and Matthew and Mrs. Allan and Miss
Stacy | ought to grow up successfully, and I'm suvéll be my own fault if | don't. | feel it's great
responsibility because | have only the one chalfidedon't grow up right | can't go back and begin
over again. I've grown two inches this summer, NarMr. Gillis measured me at Ruby's party. I'm
so glad you made my new dresses longer. That dasagone is so pretty and it was sweet of you to
put on the flounce. Of course | know it wasn't lseakcessary, but flounces are so stylish thisdiadl
Josie Pye has flounces on all her dresses. | kilblelable to study better because of mine. Ilshal
have such a comfortable feeling deep down in mydnaimout that flounce."

"It's worth something to have that,” admitted Maril

Miss Stacy came back to Avonlea school and fouhdhed pupils eager for work once more.
Especially did the Queen's class gird up theirddor the fray, for at the end of the coming year,
dimly shadowing their pathway already, loomed ugt fateful thing known as "the Entrance," at the
thought of which one and all felt their hearts sinto their very shoes. Suppose they did not pass!
That thought was doomed to haunt Anne through thlévg hours of that winter, Sunday afternoons
inclusive, to the almost entire exclusion of masald theological problems. When Anne had bad
dreams she found herself staring miserably at |isof the Entrance exams, where Gilbert Blythe's
name was blazoned at the top and in which heraatidppear at all.

But it was a jolly, busy, happy swift-flying winteBchoolwork was as interesting, class rivalry as
absorbing, as of yore. New worlds of thought, fegliand ambition, fresh, fascinating fields of
unexplored knowledge seemed to be opening outédinne's eager eyes.

"Hills peeped o'er hill and Alps on Alps aros e."

Much of all this was due to Miss Stacy's tactf@reful, broadminded guidance. She led her class
to think and explore and discover for themselves emcouraged straying from the old beaten paths
to a degree that quite shocked Mrs. Lynde and thed trustees, who viewed all innovations on
established methods rather dubiously.

Apart from her studies Anne expanded socially, Marilla, mindful of the Spencervale doctor's
dictum, no longer vetoed occasional outings. Thédiiag Club flourished and gave several
concerts; there were one or two parties almostingrgn grown-up affairs; there were sleigh drives
and skating frolics galore.

Betweentimes Anne grew, shooting up so rapidly Matilla was astonished one day, when they
were standing side by side, to find the girl wdketdahan herself.

"Why, Anne, how you've grown!" she said, almost elidyingly. A sigh followed on the words.
Marilla felt a queer regret over Anne's inches. Tdmdd she had learned to love had vanished
somehow and here was this tall, serious-eyed difiifeen, with the thoughtful brows and the
proudly poised little head, in her place. Marikwéd the girl as much as she had loved the chiit, b
she was conscious of a queer sorrowful sense sf Aasd that night, when Anne had gone to prayer
meeting with Diana, Marilla sat alone in the wintwilight and indulged in the weakness of a cry.
Matthew, coming in with a lantern, caught her @ntl gazed at her in such consternation that M
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had to laugh through her tears.

"l was thinking about Anne," she explained. "Slggsto be such a big girl—and she'll probably be
away from us next winter. I'll miss her terrible."

"She'll be able to come home often," comforted N&it, to whom Anne was as yet and always
would be the little, eager girl he had brought hdmen Bright River on that June evening four years
before. "The branch railroad will be built to Canmiydy that time."

"It won't be the same thing as having her herg¢helltime," sighed Marilla gloomily, determined to
enjoy her luxury of grief uncomforted. "But there-emcan't understand these things!"

There were other changes in Anne no less realttteaphysical change. For one thing, she became
much quieter. Perhaps she thought all the moredegined as much as ever, but she certainly talked
less. Marilla noticed and commented on this also.

"You don't chatter half as much as you used to,eAmor use half as many big words. What has
come over you?"

Anne colored and laughed a little, as she dropeedbok and looked dreamily out of the window,
where big fat red buds were bursting out on themeein response to the lure of the spring sunshine

"I don't know—I don't want to talk as much,"” shedsalenting her chin thoughtfully with her
forefinger. "It's nicer to think dear, pretty thdug and keep them in one's heart, like treasuman't
like to have them laughed at or wondered over. 8amhehow | don't want to use big words any
more. It's almost a pity, isn't it, now that I'nallg growing big enough to say them if | did waat t
It's fun to be almost grown up in some ways, batribt the kind of fun | expected, Marilla. There's
so much to learn and do and think that there tgn& for big words. Besides, Miss Stacy says the
short ones are much stronger and better. She mekesite all our essays as simply as possible. It
was hard at first. | was so used to crowding irttadl fine big words | could think of—and | thought
of any number of them. But I've got used to it reovd | see it's so much better."

"What has become of your story club? | haven'tthgau speak of it for a long time."

"The story club isn't in existence any longer. V@it time for it—and anyhow | think we had got
tired of it. It was silly to be writing about loxsnd murder and elopements and mysteries. Miss Stacy
sometimes has us write a story for training in cosion, but she won't let us write anything but
what might happen in Avonlea in our own lives, ai criticizes it very sharply and makes us
criticize our own too. | never thought my compasis had so many faults until | began to look for
them myself. | felt so ashamed | wanted to givealipgether, but Miss Stacy said | could learn to
write well if | only trained myself to be my ownwrest critic. And so | am trying to."

"You've only two more months before the Entransajd Marilla. "Do you think you'll be able to
get through?"

Anne shivered.

"l don't know. Sometimes | think I'll be all rightard then | get horribly afraid. We've studied hard
and Miss Stacy has drilled us thoroughly, but weymtaget through for all that. We've each got a
stumbling block. Mine is geometry of course, andelis Latin, and Ruby and Charlie's is algebra,
and Josie's is arithmetic. Moody Spurgeon saysebss fit in his bones that he is going to fail in
English history. Miss Stacy is going to give usrekzations in June just as hard as we'll have at the
Entrance and mark us just as strictly, so we'llensame idea. | wish it was all over, Marilla. luinés
me. Sometimes | wake up in the night and wondert\Wihdo if | don't pass.”

"Why, go to school next year and try again," saiarilta unconcernedly.

"Oh, | don't believe I'd have the heart for itwmibuld be such a disgrace to fail, especially i+&i
the others passed. And | get so nervous in an ewion that I'm likely to make a mess of it. | wish
had nerves like Jane Andrews. Nothing rattles her."

Anne sighed and, dragging her eyes from the witebesf the spring world, the beckoning day of
breeze and blue, and the green things upspringitigei garden, buried herself resolutely in her book
There would be other springs, but if she did natsed in passing the Entrance, Anne felt convinced
that she would never recover sufficiently to erjogm.
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CHAPTER XXXII. The Pass List Is Out

With the end of June came the close of the termthadclose of Miss Stacy's rule in Avonlea
school. Anne and Diana walked home that eveninfinfeerery sober indeed. Red eyes and damp
handkerchiefs bore convincing testimony to the that Miss Stacy's farewell words must have been
quite as touching as Mr. Phillips's had been ursil@ilar circumstances three years before. Diana
looked back at the schoolhouse from the foot ofsgireice hill and sighed deeply.

"It does seem as if it was the end of everythirugsth't it?" she said dismally.

"You oughtn't to feel half as badly as | do," s&idne, hunting vainly for a dry spot on her
handkerchief. "You'll be back again next wintert bsuppose I've left the dear old school forever—i
| have good luck, that is.”

"It won't be a bit the same. Miss Stacy won't kereéhnor you nor Jane nor Ruby probably. | shall
have to sit all alone, for | couldn't bear to harether deskmate after you. Oh, we have had jolly
times, haven't we, Anne? It's dreadful to thinkytresall over."

Two big tears rolled down by Diana's nose.

"If you would stop crying | could,” said Anne impingly. "Just as soon as | put away my hanky |
see you brimming up and that starts me off agamMis. Lynde says, 'If you can't be cheerful, be as
cheerful as you can.' After all, | dare say I'lllmeck next year. This is one of the times | KNOW I'
not going to pass. They're getting alarmingly freafu’

"Why, you came out splendidly in the exams Misc$gave."

"Yes, but those exams didn't make me nervous. Whkimk of the real thing you can't imagine
what a horrid cold fluttery feeling comes round hsart. And then my number is thirteen and Josie
Pye says it's so unlucky. | am NOT superstitioud Bknow it can make no difference. But still |
wish it wasn't thirteen."”

"l do wish | was going in with you," said Diana. 8idn't we have a perfectly elegant time? But |
suppose you'll have to cram in the evenings."

"No; Miss Stacy has made us promise not to openck lat all. She says it would only tire and
confuse us and we are to go out walking and nakthbout the exams at all and go to bed early. It's
good advice, but | expect it will be hard to follpgood advice is apt to be, | think. Prissy Andrews
told me that she sat up half the night every najliter Entrance week and crammed for dear life; and
| had determined to sit up AT LEAST as long asdide It was so kind of your Aunt Josephine to ask
me to stay at Beechwood while I'm in town."

"You'll write to me while you're in, won't you?"
"I'll write Tuesday night and tell you how the tiday goes," promised Anne.
"Il be haunting the post office Wednesday," voviidna.

Anne went to town the following Monday and on Weshteey Diana haunted the post office, as
agreed, and got her letter.

"Dearest Diana" [wrote Anne],

"Here it is Tuesday night and I'm writing this hretlibrary at Beechwood. Last night | was horribly
lonesome all alone in my room and wished so muchwere with me. | couldn't "cram" because I'd
promised Miss Stacy not to, but it was as hardgepkfrom opening my history as it used to be to
keep from reading a story before my lessons wenmaéal.

"This morning Miss Stacy came for me and we wenhto Academy, calling for Jane and Rt
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and Josie on our way. Ruby asked me to feel hedshand they were as cold as ice. Josie said |
looked as if | hadn't slept a wink and she didelidve | was strong enough to stand the grind ef th
teacher's course even if | did get through. Thesdimmes and seasons even yet when | don't feel tha
I've made any great headway in learning to likeeJBye!

"When we reached the Academy there were scoremidésts there from all over the Island. The
first person we saw was Moody Spurgeon sitting len steps and muttering away to himself. Jane
asked him what on earth he was doing and he sanbkeaepeating the multiplication table over and
over to steady his nerves and for pity's sake matterrupt him, because if he stopped for a moment
he got frightened and forgot everything he evernkneut the multiplication table kept all his facts
firmly in their proper place!

"When we were assigned to our rooms Miss Stacythidehve us. Jane and | sat together and Jane
was so composed that | envied her. No need of thkipiication table for good, steady, sensible
Jane! | wondered if | looked as | felt and if treyuld hear my heart thumping clear across the room.
Then a man came in and began distributing the Emglkamination sheets. My hands grew cold then
and my head fairly whirled around as | picked it dpst one awful moment—Diana, | felt exactly as
| did four years ago when | asked Marilla if | migstay at Green Gables—and then everything
cleared up in my mind and my heart began beatirgnagl forgot to say that it had stopped
altogether!—for | knew | could do something with AR paper anyhow.

"At noon we went home for dinner and then back radai history in the afternoon. The history
was a pretty hard paper and | got dreadfully mixpdn the dates. Still, | think | did fairly welbday.
But oh, Diana, tomorrow the geometry exam comesanff when | think of it it takes every bit of
determination | possess to keep from opening myli€Eué | thought the multiplication table would
help me any | would recite it from now till tomowamorning.

"l went down to see the other girls this evening. ®y way | met Moody Spurgeon wandering
distractedly around. He said he knew he had faiddstory and he was born to be a disappointment
to his parents and he was going home on the motramg; and it would be easier to be a carpenter
than a minister, anyhow. | cheered him up and pelsd him to stay to the end because it would be
unfair to Miss Stacy if he didn't. Sometimes | hawished | was born a boy, but when | see Moody
Spurgeon I'm always glad I'm a girl and not hisesis

"Ruby was in hysterics when | reached their boajdause; she had just discovered a fearful
mistake she had made in her English paper. Whenestwered we went uptown and had an ice
cream. How we wished you had been with us.

"Oh, Diana, if only the geometry examination weverd But there, as Mrs. Lynde would say, the
sun will go on rising and setting whether | fail ggometry or not. That is true but not especially
comforting. | think I'd rather it didn't go on iffiled!

"Yours devotedly,
"Anne"

The geometry examination and all the others wewr av due time and Anne arrived home on
Friday evening, rather tired but with an air of stemed triumph about her. Diana was over at Green
Gables when she arrived and they met as if theybbad parted for years.

"You old darling, it's perfectly splendid to seeauyisack again. It seems like an age since you went
to town and oh, Anne, how did you get along?"

"Pretty well, | think, in everything but the geometl don't know whether | passed in it or not and
| have a creepy, crawly presentiment that | diddM, how good it is to be back! Green Gables is the
dearest, loveliest spot in the world."

"How did the others do?"

"The girls say they know they didn't pass, butihkithey did pretty well. Josie says the geometry
was so easy a child of ten could do it! Moody Sporgstill thinks he failed in history and Charlie
says he failed in algebra. But we don't really kramwthing about it and won't until the pass list is
out. That won't be for a fortnight. Fancy livindaatnight in such suspense! | wish | could go teg
and never wake up until it is ove
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Diana knew it would be useless to ask how Gilbéytt# had fared, so she merely said:
"Oh, you'll pass all right. Don't worry."

"I'd rather not pass at all than not come out prettll up on the list," flashed Anne, by which she
meant—and Diana knew she meant—that success wedltcbmplete and bitter if she did not come
out ahead of Gilbert Blythe.

With this end in view Anne had strained every nedueing the examinations. So had Gilbert.
They had met and passed each other on the stoestea times without any sign of recognition and
every time Anne had held her head a little highmel wished a little more earnestly that she had made
friends with Gilbert when he asked her, and vowéittla more determinedly to surpass him in the
examination. She knew that all Avonlea junior wamudering which would come out first; she even
knew that Jimmy Glover and Ned Wright had a bethenquestion and that Josie Pye had said there
was no doubt in the world that Gilbert would bestfirand she felt that her humiliation would be
unbearable if she failed.

But she had another and nobler motive for wishimgla well. She wanted to "pass high" for the
sake of Matthew and Marilla—especially Matthew. Matv had declared to her his conviction that
she "would beat the whole Island." That, Anne fei4s something it would be foolish to hope for
even in the wildest dreams. But she did hope falyehat she would be among the first ten at least,
so that she might see Matthew's kindly brown eylearg with pride in her achievement. That, she
felt, would be a sweet reward indeed for all hedhaork and patient grubbing among unimaginative
equations and conjugations.

At the end of the fortnight Anne took to "hauntirtgé post office also, in the distracted company
of Jane, Ruby, and Josie, opening the Charlottetdaiines with shaking hands and cold, sinkaway
feelings as bad as any experienced during the iadraveek. Charlie and Gilbert were not above
doing this too, but Moody Spurgeon stayed resojudlay.

"l haven't got the grit to go there and look atager in cold blood," he told Anne. "I'm just going
to wait until somebody comes and tells me suddetigther I've passed or not."

When three weeks had gone by without the passpigearing Anne began to feel that she really
couldn't stand the strain much longer. Her appdaited and her interest in Avonlea doings
languished. Mrs. Lynde wanted to know what else gould expect with a Tory superintendent of
education at the head of affairs, and Matthew, ngotAnne's paleness and indifference and the
lagging steps that bore her home from the posteffivery afternoon, began seriously to wonder if he
hadn't better vote Grit at the next election.

But one evening the news came. Anne was sittifgeabpen window, for the time forgetful of the
woes of examinations and the cares of the worldshesdrank in the beauty of the summer dusk,
sweet-scented with flower breaths from the gardelovib and sibilant and rustling from the stir of
poplars. The eastern sky above the firs was flusaedy pink from the reflection of the west, and
Anne was wondering dreamily if the spirit of colooked like that, when she saw Diana come flying
down through the firs, over the log bridge, andhgslope, with a fluttering newspaper in her hand.

Anne sprang to her feet, knowing at once what gagier contained. The pass list was out! Her
head whirled and her heart beat until it hurt I&re could not move a step. It seemed an hour to her
before Diana came rushing along the hall and batetthe room without even knocking, so great
was her excitement.

"Anne, you've passed," she cried, "passed the VERST—you and Gilbert both—you're ties—
but your name is first. Oh, I'm so proud!"

Diana flung the paper on the table and herself anefs bed, utterly breathless and incapable of
further speech. Anne lighted the lamp, oversettirgmatch safe and using up half a dozen matches
before her shaking hands could accomplish the this&n she snatched up the paper. Yes, she had
passed—there was her name at the very top of aflisto hundred! That moment was worth living
for.

"You did just splendidly, Anne," puffed Diana, reeoing sufficiently to sit up and speak, for
Anne, starry eyed and rapt, had not uttered a wéiather brought the paper home from Bright R
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not ten minutes ago—it came out on the afterncain,tyou know, and won't be here till tomorrow
by mail—and when | saw the pass list | just rusbeer like a wild thing. You've all passed, every
one of you, Moody Spurgeon and all, although hetslitioned in history. Jane and Ruby did pretty
well—they're halfway up—and so did Charlie. Josist jscraped through with three marks to spare,
but you'll see she'll put on as many airs as ifdskedl. Won't Miss Stacy be delighted? Oh, Anne,
what does it feel like to see your name at the ledadpass list like that? If it were me | know ¢d
crazy with joy. | am pretty near crazy as it ist pou're as calm and cool as a spring evening."

"I'm just dazzled inside," said Anne. "l want toy sahundred things, and | can't find words to say
them in. | never dreamed of this—yes, | did tost jpnce! | let myself think ONCE, 'What if | should
come out first?' quakingly, you know, for it seensedvain and presumptuous to think | could lead
the Island. Excuse me a minute, Diana. | must igimt out to the field to tell Matthew. Then we'thg
up the road and tell the good news to the others."

They hurried to the hayfield below the barn wherattiew was coiling hay, and, as luck would
have it, Mrs. Lynde was talking to Marilla at tlamé fence.

"Oh, Matthew," exclaimed Anne, "I've passed and filst—or one of the first! I'm not vain, but
I'm thankful."

"Well now, | always said it," said Matthew, gaziagthe pass list delightedly. "I knew you could
beat them all easy."

"You've done pretty well, | must say, Anne," saidMa, trying to hide her extreme pride in Anne
from Mrs. Rachel's critical eye. But that good ssaild heartily:

"l just guess she has done well, and far be it freento be backward in saying it. You're a credit to
your friends, Anne, that's what, and we're all profiyou."

That night Anne, who had wound up the delightfuéming with a serious little talk with Mrs.
Allan at the manse, knelt sweetly by her open wim@oa great sheen of moonshine and murmured a
prayer of gratitude and aspiration that came sttgfigm her heart. There was in it thankfulness for
the past and reverent petition for the future; ahen she slept on her white pillow her dreams were
as fair and bright and beautiful as maidenhood irigiire.

CHAPTER XXXIIl. The Hotel Concert

"Put on your white organdy, by all means, Anneyiseldd Diana decidedly.

They were together in the east gable chamber;dmiisiwas only twilight—a lovely yellowish-
green twilight with a clear-blue cloudless sky. # bound moon, slowly deepening from her pallid
luster into burnished silver, hung over the Hauntabd; the air was full of sweet summer sounds—
sleepy birds twittering, freakish breezes, farawaices and laughter. But in Anne's room the blind
was drawn and the lamp lighted, for an importai¢tevas being made.

The east gable was a very different place from vithaad been on that night four years before,
when Anne had felt its bareness penetrate to theomaof her spirit with its inhospitable chill.
Changes had crept in, Marilla conniving at thenigresdly, until it was as sweet and dainty a nest as
a young girl could desire.

The velvet carpet with the pink roses and the @itk curtains of Anne's early visions had
certainly never materialized; but her dreams hait gace with her growth, and it is not probable she
lamented them. The floor was covered with a pretatting, and the curtains that softened the high
window and fluttered in the vagrant breezes werpabé-green art muslin. The walls, hung not with
gold and silver brocade tapestry, but with a daeyple-blossom paper, were adorned with a few
good pictures given Anne by Mrs. Allan. Miss Stagyhotograph occupied the place of honor, and
Anne made a sentimental point of keeping fresh dimiwon the bracket under it. Tonight a spike of
white lilies faintly perfumed the room like the dre of a fragrance. There was no "mahoc
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furniture,” but there was a white-painted bookdat= with books, a cushioned wicker rocker, a
toilet table befrilled with white muslin, a quairgilt-framed mirror with chubby pink Cupids and
purple grapes painted over its arched top, that tes@ang in the spare room, and a low white bed.

Anne was dressing for a concert at the White S&fatel. The guests had got it up in aid of the
Charlottetown hospital, and had hunted out allav&lable amateur talent in the surrounding ditstric
to help it along. Bertha Sampson and Pearl Clayh®fWhite Sands Baptist choir had been asked to
sing a duet; Milton Clark of Newbridge was to g&esiolin solo; Winnie Adella Blair of Carmody
was to sing a Scotch ballad; and Laura Spencepef&rvale and Anne Shirley of Avonlea were to
recite.

As Anne would have said at one time, it was "ancbpa her life," and she was deliciously athrill
with the excitement of it. Matthew was in the seteheaven of gratified pride over the honor
conferred on his Anne and Marilla was not far bdhialthough she would have died rather than
admit it, and said she didn't think it was verypeofor a lot of young folks to be gadding ovette
hotel without any responsible person with them.

Anne and Diana were to drive over with Jane Andrand her brother Billy in their double-seated
buggy; and several other Avonlea girls and boysewgwing too. There was a party of visitors
expected out from town, and after the concert psupas to be given to the performers.

"Do you really think the organdy will be best?" que ried Anne anxiously.
"l don't think it's as pretty as my blue-flowered m uslin—and it
certainly isn't so fashionable.”

"But it suits you ever so much better," said Diana . "It's so soft
and frilly and clinging. The muslin is stiff, and m akes you look too
dressed up. But the organdy seems as if it grew on you."

Anne sighed and yielded. Diana was beginning tehaveputation for notable taste in dressing,
and her advice on such subjects was much sougitt &the was looking very pretty herself on this
particular night in a dress of the lovely wild-rgsiek, from which Anne was forever debarred; but
she was not to take any part in the concert, s@ppgearance was of minor importance. All her pains
were bestowed upon Anne, who, she vowed, musthéocredit of Avonlea, be dressed and combed
and adorned to the Queen's taste.

"Pull out that frill a little more—so; here, let nie your sash; now for your slippers. I'm going to
braid your hair in two thick braids, and tie theaiftvay up with big white bows—no, don't pull out a
single curl over your forehead—just have the saft.pThere is no way you do your hair suits you so
well, Anne, and Mrs. Allan says you look like a Matha when you part it so. | shall fasten thisdittl
white house rose just behind your ear. There watsojoe on my bush, and | saved it for you."

"Shall | put my pearl beads on?" asked Anne. "Mattibrought me a string from town last week,
and | know he'd like to see them on me."

Diana pursed up her lips, put her black head onsae critically, and finally pronounced in favor
of the beads, which were thereupon tied around Arsiien milk-white throat.

"There's something so stylish about you, Anned €aana, with unenvious admiration. "You hold
your head with such an air. | suppose it's younrg | am just a dumpling. I've always been afddid
it, and now | know it is so. Well, | suppose | dhast have to resign myself to it."

"But you have such dimples," said Anne, smilingeaffonately into the pretty, vivacious face so
near her own. "Lovely dimples, like little dentsdream. | have given up all hope of dimples. My
dimple-dream will never come true; but so many gfdreams have that | mustn't complain. Am | all
ready now?"

"All ready," assured Diana, as Marilla appearedhi@ doorway, a gaunt figure with grayer hair
than of yore and no fewer angles, but with a muotes face. "Come right in and look at our
elocutionist, Marilla. Doesn't she look lovely?"

Marilla emitted a sound between a sniff and a grunt

"She looks neat and proper. | like that way ofrfikiner hair. But | expect she'll ruin that dr

9/4/201:



Pagell€ of 14z

driving over there in the dust and dew with it, ahtboks most too thin for these damp nights.
Organdy's the most unserviceable stuff in the warlghow, and | told Matthew so when he got it.
But there is no use in saying anything to Mattheswadays. Time was when he would take my
advice, but now he just buys things for Anne retgmsl and the clerks at Carmody know they can
palm anything off on him. Just let them tell hirthang is pretty and fashionable, and Matthew plunks
his money down for it. Mind you keep your skirtalef the wheel, Anne, and put your warm jacket
on."

Then Marilla stalked downstairs, thinking proudigvhsweet Anne looked, with that

"One moonbeam from the forehead to the crown"

and regretting that she could not go to the corfeagelf to hear her girl recite.
"I wonder if it IS too damp for my dress," said Ananxiously.

"Not a bit of it," said Diana, pulling up the wingdblind. "It's a perfect night, and there won't be
any dew. Look at the moonlight.”

"I'm so glad my window looks east into the sungsinsaid Anne, going over to Diana. "It's so
splendid to see the morning coming up over thosg halls and glowing through those sharp fir tops.
It's new every morning, and | feel as if | washeg vary soul in that bath of earliest sunshine. Oh,
Diana, | love this little room so dearly. | donttdw how I'll get along without it when | go to town
next month."

"Don't speak of your going away tonight," beggedmai. "I don't want to think of it, it makes me
so miserable, and | do want to have a good tine déliening. What are you going to recite, Anne?
And are you nervous?"

"Not a bit. I've recited so often in public | doniind at all now. I've decided to give 'The Maiden'
Vow." It's so pathetic. Laura Spencer is going it@ g comic recitation, but I'd rather make people
cry than laugh.”

"What will you recite if they encore you?"

"They won't dream of encoring me," scoffed Annepwtas not without her own secret hopes that
they would, and already visioned herself tellingtttdaw all about it at the next morning's breakfast
table. "There are Billy and Jane now—I hear theelhheCome on."

Billy Andrews insisted that Anne should ride on tiient seat with him, so she unwillingly
climbed up. She would have much preferred to siklvaith the girls, where she could have laughed
and chattered to her heart's content. There wasinoh of either laughter or chatter in Billy. Hesva
a big, fat, stolid youth of twenty, with a roundxpeessionless face, and a painful lack of
conversational gifts. But he admired Anne immenselyd was puffed up with pride over the
prospect of driving to White Sands with that slupright figure beside him.

Anne, by dint of talking over her shoulder to thedsgand occasionally passing a sop of civility to
Billy—who grinned and chuckled and never could kharf any reply until it was too late—contrived
to enjoy the drive in spite of all. It was a nidat enjoyment. The road was full of buggies, alubd
for the hotel, and laughter, silver clear, echoed Beechoed along it. When they reached the hiotel i
was a blaze of light from top to bottom. They weret by the ladies of the concert committee, one of
whom took Anne off to the performers' dressing rosmch was filled with the members of a
Charlottetown Symphony Club, among whom Anne fettdenly shy and frightened and countrified.
Her dress, which, in the east gable, had seemeédiaty and pretty, now seemed simple and plain—
too simple and plain, she thought, among all thes sind laces that glistened and rustled around her
What were her pearl beads compared to the diamoinidhe big, handsome lady near her? And how
poor her one wee white rose must look beside alhtithouse flowers the others wore! Anne laid her
hat and jacket away, and shrank miserably intoraezoShe wished herself back in the white room at
Green Gables.

It was still worse on the platform of the big corideall of the hotel, where she presently found
herself. The electric lights dazzled her eyes,gbdume and hum bewildered her. She wished she
were sitting down in the audience with Diana andeJavho seemed to be having a splendid
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away at the back. She was wedged in between alathutn pink silk and a tall, scornful-looking
girl in a white-lace dress. The stout lady occaailyrturned her head squarely around and surveyed
Anne through her eyeglasses until Anne, acutelgitea of being so scrutinized, felt that she must
scream aloud; and the white-lace girl kept talkenglibly to her next neighbor about the "country
bumpkins" and "rustic belles" in the audience, ladly anticipating "such fun" from the displays of
local talent on the program. Anne believed thatwbeld hate that white-lace girl to the end of.life

Unfortunately for Anne, a professional elocution&ts staying at the hotel and had consented to
recite. She was a lithe, dark-eyed woman in a wdadgown of shimmering gray stuff like woven
moonbeams, with gems on her neck and in her dark $iae had a marvelously flexible voice and
wonderful power of expression; the audience weld wer her selection. Anne, forgetting all about
herself and her troubles for the time, listenechwdpt and shining eyes; but when the recitation
ended she suddenly put her hands over her facec@&i@ never get up and recite after that—never.
Had she ever thought she could recite? Oh, if dre wnly back at Green Gables!

At this unpropitious moment her name was callean&ww Anne—who did not notice the rather
guilty little start of surprise the white-lace gghve, and would not have understood the subtle
compliment implied therein if she had—got on hextfeand moved dizzily out to the front. She was
so pale that Diana and Jane, down in the audietesped each other's hands in nervous sympathy.

Anne was the victim of an overwhelming attack afget fright. Often as she had recited in public,
she had never before faced such an audience asatiisthe sight of it paralyzed her energies
completely. Everything was so strange, so brilliaaat bewildering—the rows of ladies in evening
dress, the critical faces, the whole atmosphere/a#lth and culture about her. Very different this
from the plain benches at the Debating Club, filkath the homely, sympathetic faces of friends and
neighbors. These people, she thought, would beilessccritics. Perhaps, like the white-lace girl,
they anticipated amusement from her "rustic" e$fofhe felt hopelessly, helplessly ashamed and
miserable. Her knees trembled, her heart fluttesetiprrible faintness came over her; not a word
could she utter, and the next moment she would Hadefrom the platform despite the humiliation
which, she felt, must ever after be her portioshi¢é did so.

But suddenly, as her dilated, frightened eyes gazgdver the audience, she saw Gilbert Blythe
away at the back of the room, bending forward witemile on his face—a smile which seemed to
Anne at once triumphant and taunting. In realityvds nothing of the kind. Gilbert was merely
smiling with appreciation of the whole affair inrggral and of the effect produced by Anne's slender
white form and spiritual face against a backgroohgalms in particular. Josie Pye, whom he had
driven over, sat beside him, and her face certaidg both triumphant and taunting. But Anne did
not see Josie, and would not have cared if she $lagl.drew a long breath and flung her head up
proudly, courage and determination tingling over lilee an electric shock. She WOULD NOT fail
before Gilbert Blythe—he should never be able togha at her, never, never! Her fright and
nervousness vanished; and she began her recithtorglear, sweet voice reaching to the farthest
corner of the room without a tremor or a breakf-Bessession was fully restored to her, and in the
reaction from that horrible moment of powerlessréssrecited as she had never done before. When
she finished there were bursts of honest applatusee, stepping back to her seat, blushing with
shyness and delight, found her hand vigorouslypeldsand shaken by the stout lady in pink silk.

"My dear, you did splendidly,” she puffed. "I'vedpecrying like a baby, actually | have. There,
they're encoring you—they're bound to have you Back

"Oh, | can't go," said Anne confusedly. "But yetrlist, or Matthew will be disappointed. He said
they would encore me."

"Then don't disappoint Matthew," said the pink lak@yghing.

Smiling, blushing, limpid eyed, Anne tripped baakdagave a quaint, funny little selection that
captivated her audience still further. The reghefevening was quite a little triumph for her.

When the concert was over, the stout, pink lady—wls the wife of an American millionaire—
took her under her wing, and introduced her to yaaly; and everybody was very nice to her. The
professional elocutionist, Mrs. Evans, came andtetiavith her, telling her that she had a charming
voice and "interpreted" her selections beautifullyen the white-lace girl paid her a languid little
compliment. They had supper in the big, beautifulgcorated dining room; Diana and Jane were
invited to partake of this, also, since they hatheowith Anne, but Billy was nowhere to be fou
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having decamped in mortal fear of some such ineitatHe was in waiting for them, with the
team, however, when it was all over, and the tlgels came merrily out into the calm, white
moonshine radiance. Anne breathed deeply, and tbimie the clear sky beyond the dark boughs of
the firs.

Oh, it was good to be out again in the purity aibehse of the night! How great and still and
wonderful everything was, with the murmur of the smunding through it and the darkling cliffs
beyond like grim giants guarding enchanted coasts.

"Hasn't it been a perfectly splendid time?" siglade, as they drove away. "l just wish | was a
rich American and could spend my summer at a handl wear jewels and low-necked dresses and
have ice cream and chicken salad every blessed'dagure it would be ever so much more fun than
teaching school. Anne, your recitation was simplgad, although | thought at first you were never
going to begin. | think it was better than Mrs. Bs's."

"Oh, no, don't say things like that, Jane," saiché\quickly, "because it sounds silly. It couldrét b
better than Mrs. Evans's, you know, for she isagssional, and I'm only a schoolgirl, with a éttl
knack of reciting. I'm quite satisfied if the peejlist liked mine pretty well."

"I've a compliment for you, Anne," said Diana. "l&ast | think it must be a compliment because
of the tone he said it in. Part of it was anyhowefe was an American sitting behind Jane and me—
such a romantic-looking man, with coal-black haidayes. Josie Pye says he is a distinguished
artist, and that her mother's cousin in Boston a@srimd to a man that used to go to school with him.
Well, we heard him say—didn't we, Jane?—'Who i$ ¢ivhon the platform with the splendid Titian
hair? She has a face | should like to paint.' Tinere, Anne. But what does Titian hair mean?"

"Being interpreted it means plain red, | guesgjgteed Anne. "Titian was a very famous artist who
liked to paint red-haired women."

"DID you see all the diamonds those ladies woraghexl Jane. "They were simply dazzling.
Wouldn't you just love to be rich, girls?"

"We ARE rich,"” said Anne staunchly. "Why, we hawegeen years to our credit, and we're happy
as queens, and we've all got imaginations, motesst Look at that sea, girls—all silver and shadow
and vision of things not seen. We couldn't enjsylaveliness any more if we had millions of dollars
and ropes of diamonds. You wouldn't change intoafrthose women if you could. Would you want
to be that white-lace girl and wear a sour lookyallr life, as if you'd been born turning up yoosa
at the world? Or the pink lady, kind and nice as ish so stout and short that you'd really no tgair
all? Or even Mrs. Evans, with that sad, sad lookeneyes? She must have been dreadfully unhappy
sometime to have such a look. You KNOW you wouldldhe Andrews!"

"I DON'T know—exactly," said Jane unconvinced.Hink diamonds would comfort a person for a
good deal."

"Well, | don't want to be anyone but myself, eveh go uncomforted by diamonds all my life,"
declared Anne. "I'm quite content to be Anne of@ar&ables, with my string of pearl beads. | know
Matthew gave me as much love with them as ever weghtMadame the Pink Lady's jewels."

CHAPTER XXXIV. A Queen's Girl

The next three weeks were busy ones at Green Gdble#®\nne was getting ready to go to
Queen's, and there was much sewing to be donemang things to be talked over and arranged.
Anne's outfit was ample and pretty, for Matthew $awhat, and Marilla for once made no objections
whatever to anything he purchased or suggestede-Mone evening she went up to the east gable
with her arms full of a delicate pale green materia

"Anne, here's something for a nice light dressyfou. | don't suppose you really need it; you've
plenty of pretty waists; but | thought maybe yolikd# something real dressy to wear if you w
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asked out anywhere of an evening in town, to aypartanything like that. | hear that Jane and
Ruby and Josie have got 'evening dresses,' asctiethem, and | don't mean you shall be behind
them. | got Mrs. Allan to help me pick it in towask week, and we'll get Emily Gillis to make it for
you. Emily has got taste, and her fits aren't tedpealed.”

"Oh, Marilla, it's just lovely," said Anne. "Thanjou so much. | don't believe you ought to be so
kind to me—it's making it harder every day for rnggb away."

The green dress was made up with as many tuckgile@nd shirrings as Emily's taste permitted.
Anne put it on one evening for Matthew's and Maisllbenefit, and recited "The Maiden's Vow" for
them in the kitchen. As Marilla watched the brigdmjmated face and graceful motions her thoughts
went back to the evening Anne had arrived at Gfgables, and memory recalled a vivid picture of
the odd, frightened child in her preposterous yebb-brown wincey dress, the heartbreak looking
out of her tearful eyes. Something in the memoought tears to Marilla's own eyes.

"l declare, my recitation has made you cry, MafilEaid Anne gaily stooping over Marilla's chair
to drop a butterfly kiss on that lady's cheek. "Nbwall that a positive triumph."

"No, | wasn't crying over your piece," said Marjllaho would have scorned to be betrayed into
such weakness by any poetry stuff. "l just coulthelp thinking of the little girl you used to be,
Anne. And | was wishing you could have stayed tieligirl, even with all your queer ways. You've
grown up now and you're going away; and you looktab and stylish and so—so—different
altogether in that dress—as if you didn't belongwonlea at all—and | just got lonesome thinking it
all over."

"Marilla!" Anne sat down on Marilla's gingham lagok Marilla’'s lined face between her hands,
and looked gravely and tenderly into Marilla's eyds not a bit changed—not really. I'm only just
pruned down and branched out. The real ME—back-h&rgust the same. It won't make a bit of
difference where | go or how much | change outwardt heart | shall always be your little Anne,
who will love you and Matthew and dear Green Gabilese and better every day of her life."

Anne laid her fresh young cheek against Marill@defl one, and reached out a hand to pat
Matthew's shoulder. Marilla would have given muabtjthen to have possessed Anne's power of
putting her feelings into words; but nature andithhad willed it otherwise, and she could only put
her arms close about her girl and hold her tenderlger heart, wishing that she need never let her

go.

Matthew, with a suspicious moisture in his eyeg,gnand went out-of-doors. Under the stars of
the blue summer night he walked agitatedly acriesyard to the gate under the poplars.

"Well now, | guess she ain't been much spoiled,riugtered, proudly. "I guess my putting in my
oar occasional never did much harm after all. Sémaart and pretty, and loving, too, which is better
than all the rest. She's been a blessing to ustherd never was a luckier mistake than what Mrs.
Spencer made—if it WAS luck. | don't believe it waasy such thing. It was Providence, because the
Almighty saw we needed her, | reckon."

The day finally came when Anne must go to town. &he Matthew drove in one fine September
morning, after a tearful parting with Diana andusmtearful practical one—on Marilla's side at least—
with Marilla. But when Anne had gone Diana dried tears and went to a beach picnic at White
Sands with some of her Carmody cousins, where shiived to enjoy herself tolerably well; while
Marilla plunged fiercely into unnecessary work &gt at it all day long with the bitterest kind of
heartache—the ache that burns and gnaws and camashbtitself away in ready tears. But that night,
when Marilla went to bed, acutely and miserablysmous that the little gable room at the end of the
hall was untenanted by any vivid young life andtured by any soft breathing, she buried her face i
her pillow, and wept for her girl in a passion obs that appalled her when she grew calm enough to
reflect how very wicked it must be to take on sowha sinful fellow creature.

Anne and the rest of the Avonlea scholars reached fjust in time to hurry off to the Academy.
That first day passed pleasantly enough in a wdfirexcitement, meeting all the new students,
learning to know the professors by sight and bessprted and organized into classes. Anne intended
taking up the Second Year work being advised tsaby Miss Stacy; Gilbert Blythe elected to do
the same. This meant getting a First Class teacheense in one year instead of two, if they were
successful; but it also meant much more and hasdek. Jane, Ruby, Josie, Charlie, and Mo
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Spurgeon, not being troubled with the stirringsaatbition, were content to take up the Second
Class work. Anne was conscious of a pang of loeeBrnwhen she found herself in a room with fifty
other students, not one of whom she knew, exceptal, brown-haired boy across the room; and
knowing him in the fashion she did, did not help hruch, as she reflected pessimistically. Yet she
was undeniably glad that they were in the samesclag old rivalry could still be carried on, and
Anne would hardly have known what to do if it haekh lacking.

"l wouldn't feel comfortable without it," she thdug "Gilbert looks awfully determined. | suppose
he's making up his mind, here and now, to win thedah What a splendid chin he has! | never
noticed it before. | do wish Jane and Ruby had gorfer First Class, too. | suppose | won't feel so
much like a cat in a strange garret when | get aieded, though. | wonder which of the girls here ar
going to be my friends. It's really an interestsmeculation. Of course | promised Diana that no
Queen's girl, no matter how much | liked her, stoeter be as dear to me as she is; but I've lots of
second-best affections to bestow. | like the lobkhat girl with the brown eyes and the crimson
waist. She looks vivid and red-rosy; there's thaepfair one gazing out of the window. She has
lovely hair, and looks as if she knew a thing oo @bout dreams. I'd like to know them both—know
them well—well enough to walk with my arm aboutithgaists, and call them nicknames. But just
now | don't know them and they don't know me, armabably don't want to know me particularly.
Oh, it's lonesome!"

It was lonesomer still when Anne found herself alam her hall bedroom that night at twilight.
She was not to board with the other girls, whohaldl relatives in town to take pity on them. Miss
Josephine Barry would have liked to board her,Begchwood was so far from the Academy that it
was out of the question; so Miss Barry hunted umarding-house, assuring Matthew and Marilla
that it was the very place for Anne.

"The lady who keeps it is a reduced gentlewomarplagned Miss Barry. "Her husband was a
British officer, and she is very careful what softboarders she takes. Anne will not meet with any
objectionable persons under her roof. The tab@el, and the house is near the Academy, in a quiet
neighborhood."

All this might be quite true, and indeed, proved#&so, but it did not materially help Anne in the
first agony of homesickness that seized upon Hee.|8oked dismally about her narrow little room,
with its dull-papered, pictureless walls, its smedh bedstead and empty book-case; and a horrible
choke came into her throat as she thought of herwhite room at Green Gables, where she would
have the pleasant consciousness of a great grilesutdoors, of sweet peas growing in the garden,
and moonlight falling on the orchard, of the brdmiow the slope and the spruce boughs tossing in
the night wind beyond it, of a vast starry sky, émel light from Diana's window shining out through
the gap in the trees. Here there was nothing ef fkmne knew that outside of her window was a hard
street, with a network of telephone wires shuttiog the sky, the tramp of alien feet, and a thodsan
lights gleaming on stranger faces. She knew thaingts going to cry, and fought against it.

"I WON'T cry. It's silly—and weak—there's the thitelar splashing down by my nose. There are
more coming! | must think of something funny togstbem. But there's nothing funny except what is
connected with Avonlea, and that only makes thingsse—four—five—I'm going home next
Friday, but that seems a hundred years away. Otth®ta is nearly home by now—and Marilla is at
the gate, looking down the lane for him—six—sevemght—oh, there's no use in counting them!
They're coming in a flood presently. | can't chapr—I don't WANT to cheer up. It's nicer to be
miserable!"

The flood of tears would have come, no doubt, hatdJnsie Pye appeared at that moment. In the
joy of seeing a familiar face Anne forgot that théwad never been much love lost between her and
Josie. As a part of Avonlea life even a Pye wasorek.

"I'm so glad you came up," Anne said sincerely.

"You've been crying," remarked Josie, with aggrianapity. "I suppose you're homesick—some
people have so little self-control in that respéee no intention of being homesick, | can telluyo
Town's too jolly after that poky old Avonlea. | waer how | ever existed there so long. You
shouldn't cry, Anne; it isn't becoming, for yoursecand eyes get red, and then you seem ALL red. I'd
a perfectly scrumptious time in the Academy todayr French professor is simply a duck. His
moustache would give you kerwollowps of the heldeve you anything eatable around, Anne?
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literally starving. Ah, | guessed likely Marillaldad you up with cake. That's why | called round.
Otherwise I'd have gone to the park to hear thel lpdany with Frank Stockley. He boards same place
as | do, and he's a sport. He noticed you in dladsy, and asked me who the red-headed girl was. |
told him you were an orphan that the Cuthbertsddpted, and nobody knew very much about what
you'd been before that."

Anne was wondering if, after all, solitude and searere not more satisfactory than Josie Pye's
companionship when Jane and Ruby appeared, eabhawitnch of Queen's color ribbon—purple
and scarlet—pinned proudly to her coat. As Josie nat "speaking" to Jane just then she had to
subside into comparative harmlessness.

"Well," said Jane with a sigh, "I feel as if I'd/did many moons since the morning. | ought to be
home studying my Virgil—that horrid old profess@vg us twenty lines to start in on tomorrow. But
| simply couldn't settle down to study tonight. Anmethinks | see the traces of tears. If you'enbe
crying DO own up. It will restore my self-respefdr | was shedding tears freely before Ruby came
along. | don't mind being a goose so much if sordgl®se is goosey, too. Cake? You'll give me a
teeny piece, won't you? Thank you. It has the Azahlea flavor."

Ruby, perceiving the Queen's calendar lying ontadbée, wanted to know if Anne meant to try for
the gold medal.

Anne blushed and admitted she was thinking of it.

"Oh, that reminds me," said Josie, "Queen's isetooge of the Avery scholarships after all. The
word came today. Frank Stockley told me—his unslerie of the board of governors, you know. It
will be announced in the Academy tomorrow."

An Avery scholarship! Anne felt her heart beat mqreckly, and the horizons of her ambition
shifted and broadened as if by magic. Before Jbam told the news Anne's highest pinnacle of
aspiration had been a teacher's provincial liceRsst Class, at the end of the year, and perHaps t
medal! But now in one moment Anne saw herself wignihe Avery scholarship, taking an Arts
course at Redmond College, and graduating in a govdnmortar board, before the echo of Josie's
words had died away. For the Avery scholarship wdsnglish, and Anne felt that here her foot was
on native heath.

A wealthy manufacturer of New Brunswick had died deft part of his fortune to endow a large
number of scholarships to be distributed amonguheous high schools and academies of the
Maritime Provinces, according to their respectitandings. There had been much doubt whether one
would be allotted to Queen's, but the matter wéttedeat last, and at the end of the year the grdu
who made the highest mark in English and Englisterature would win the scholarship—two
hundred and fifty dollars a year for four year®atimond College. No wonder that Anne went to bed
that night with tingling cheeks!

"I'll win that scholarship if hard work can do ishe resolved. "Wouldn't Matthew be proud if | got
to be a B.A.? Oh, it's delightful to have ambitiolism so glad | have such a lot. And there never
seems to be any end to them—that's the best @ifst.as soon as you attain to one ambition you see
another one glittering higher up still. It does mdike so interesting."

CHAPTER XXXV. The Winter at Queen's

Anne's homesickness wore off, greatly helped invtkaring by her weekend visits home. As long
as the open weather lasted the Avonlea students owgrto Carmody on the new branch railway
every Friday night. Diana and several other Avonfeang folks were generally on hand to meet
them and they all walked over to Avonlea in a mguayty. Anne thought those Friday evening
gypsyings over the autumnal hills in the crisp goldhir, with the homelights of Avonlea twinkling
beyond, were the best and dearest hours in theawinetk.
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Gilbert Blythe nearly always walked with Ruby Gilland carried her satchel for her. Ruby was a
very handsome young lady, now thinking herselfeais grown up as she really was; she wore her
skirts as long as her mother would let her andhéidhair up in town, though she had to take it down
when she went home. She had large, bright-blue, eyésilliant complexion, and a plump showy
figure. She laughed a great deal, was cheerfulgand-tempered, and enjoyed the pleasant things of
life frankly.

"But | shouldn't think she was the sort of girl l&&it would like," whispered Jane to Anne. Anne
did not think so either, but she would not havel sai for the Avery scholarship. She could not help
thinking, too, that it would be very pleasant tavd@uch a friend as Gilbert to jest and chatteh wit
and exchange ideas about books and studies andi@mbiGilbert had ambitions, she knew, and
Ruby Gillis did not seem the sort of person withowhsuch could be profitably discussed.

There was no silly sentiment in Anne's ideas camngr Gilbert. Boys were to her, when she
thought about them at all, merely possible goodreoies. If she and Gilbert had been friends she
would not have cared how many other friends hermdvith whom he walked. She had a genius for
friendship; girl friends she had in plenty; but $tzal a vague consciousness that masculine frigmdshi
might also be a good thing to round out one's cutmmes of companionship and furnish broader
standpoints of judgment and comparison. Not thateéAcould have put her feelings on the matter into
just such clear definition. But she thought thaGifbert had ever walked home with her from the
train, over the crisp fields and along the fernwhys, they might have had many and merry and
interesting conversations about the new world tha$ opening around them and their hopes and
ambitions therein. Gilbert was a clever young f&llavith his own thoughts about things and a
determination to get the best out of life and [t best into it. Ruby Gillis told Jane Andrews that
she didn't understand half the things Gilbert Bdy#aid; he talked just like Anne Shirley did when
she had a thoughtful fit on and for her part ski'tlithink it any fun to be bothering about books a
that sort of thing when you didn't have to. Frarigcgley had lots more dash and go, but then he
wasn't half as good-looking as Gilbert and shdyealuldn't decide which she liked best!

In the Academy Anne gradually drew a little circefriends about her, thoughtful, imaginative,
ambitious students like herself. With the "rose-“rgitl, Stella Maynard, and the "dream girl,"
Priscilla Grant, she soon became intimate, findiglatter pale spiritual-looking maiden to be toll
the brim of mischief and pranks and fun, while ¥nad, black-eyed Stella had a heartful of wistful
dreams and fancies, as aerial and rainbow-likeraseA own.

After the Christmas holidays the Avonlea studerdsegup going home on Fridays and settled
down to hard work. By this time all the Queen'sadats had gravitated into their own places in the
ranks and the various classes had assumed diatidctettled shadings of individuality. Certain $act
had become generally accepted. It was admittedtlieatnedal contestants had practically narrowed
down to three—Gilbert Blythe, Anne Shirley, and liewVilson; the Avery scholarship was more
doubtful, any one of a certain six being a possibilener. The bronze medal for mathematics was
considered as good as won by a fat, funny littleopntry boy with a bumpy forehead and a patched
coat.

Ruby Gillis was the handsomest girl of the yeathatAcademy; in the Second Year classes Stella
Maynard carried off the palm for beauty, with smialit critical minority in favor of Anne Shirley.
Ethel Marr was admitted by all competent judgebawee the most stylish modes of hair-dressing, and
Jane Andrews—plain, plodding, conscientious Janesiechoff the honors in the domestic science
course. Even Josie Pye attained a certain preepgnes the sharpest-tongued young lady in
attendance at Queen's. So it may be fairly stdtatiMiss Stacy's old pupils held their own in the
wider arena of the academical course.

Anne worked hard and steadily. Her rivalry with [§&iit was as intense as it had ever been in
Avonlea school, although it was not known in theselat large, but somehow the bitterness had gone
out of it. Anne no longer wished to win for the sa@f defeating Gilbert; rather, for the proud
consciousness of a well-won victory over a wortbgrhan. It would be worth while to win, but she
no longer thought life would be insupportable i€ shd not.

In spite of lessons the students found opportuitie pleasant times. Anne spent many of her
spare hours at Beechwood and generally ate heragutidners there and went to church with Miss
Barry. The latter was, as she admitted, growing lold her black eyes were not dim nor the vigc
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her tongue in the least abated. But she never shadpthe latter on Anne, who continued to be a
prime favorite with the critical old lady.

"That Anne-girl improves all the time," she said.det tired of other girls—there is such a
provoking and eternal sameness about them. Annashasany shades as a rainbow and every shade
is the prettiest while it lasts. | don't know tlsae is as amusing as she was when she was alaitild,
she makes me love her and | like people who makédoreethem. It saves me so much trouble in
making myself love them."

Then, almost before anybody realized it, spring bache; out in Avonlea the Mayflowers were
peeping pinkly out on the sere barrens where snosatiis lingered; and the "mist of green" was on
the woods and in the valleys. But in Charlottetdvanassed Queen's students thought and talked only
of examinations.

"It doesn't seem possible that the term is nearér,t said Anne. "Why, last fall it seemed so long
to look forward to—a whole winter of studies andsdes. And here we are, with the exams looming
up next week. Girls, sometimes | feel as if thosanes meant everything, but when | look at the big
buds swelling on those chestnut trees and the rhlaty air at the end of the streets they don't seem
half so important.”

Jane and Ruby and Josie, who had dropped in, didake this view of it. To them the coming
examinations were constantly very important indeél—more important than chestnut buds or
Maytime hazes. It was all very well for Anne, whasasure of passing at least, to have her moments
of belittling them, but when your whole future daged on them—as the girls truly thought theirs
did—you could not regard them philosophically.

"I've lost seven pounds in the last two weeks,hatjJane. "It's no use to say don't worry. | WILL
worry. Worrying helps you some—it seems as if yaravdoing something when you're worrying. It
would be dreadful if | failed to get my licenseeafyoing to Queen's all winter and spending so much
money."

"I don't care," said Josie Pye. "If | don't pass yeiar I'm coming back next. My father can afford
to send me. Anne, Frank Stockley says that ProfeBsonaine said Gilbert Blythe was sure to get
the medal and that Emily Clay would likely win tAgery scholarship."

"That may make me feel badly tomorrow, Josie," legyAnne, "but just now | honestly feel that
as long as | know the violets are coming out afpfridown in the hollow below Green Gables and
that little ferns are poking their heads up in Levéane, it's not a great deal of difference waeth
win the Avery or not. I've done my best and | berunderstand what is meant by the ‘joy of the
strife." Next to trying and winning, the best thisgirying and failing. Girls, don't talk about ens!
Look at that arch of pale green sky over those é®asd picture to yourself what it must look like
over the purply-dark beech-woods back of Avonlea."

"What are you going to wear for commencement, Jaasi®d Ruby practically.

Jane and Josie both answered at once and therdlvéteed into a side eddy of fashions. But Anne,
with her elbows on the window sill, her soft chéakl against her clasped hands, and her eyes filled
with visions, looked out unheedingly across citpfrand spire to that glorious dome of sunset sky
and wove her dreams of a possible future from tidean tissue of youth's own optimism. All the
Beyond was hers with its possibilities lurking tpsn the oncoming years—each year a rose of
promise to be woven into an immortal chaplet.

CHAPTER XXXVI. The Glory and the Dream

On the morning when the final results of all theminations were to be posted on the bulletin
board at Queen's, Anne and Jane walked down tketdingether. Jane was smiling and happy;
examinations were over and she was comfortably st had made a pass at least; ful
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considerations troubled Jane not at all; she hadaasing ambitions and consequently was not
affected with the unrest attendant thereon. Fompese a price for everything we get or take in this
world; and although ambitions are well worth hayitigey are not to be cheaply won, but exact their
dues of work and self-denial, anxiety and discoenagnt. Anne was pale and quiet; in ten more
minutes she would know who had won the medal andl tivd Avery. Beyond those ten minutes there
did not seem, just then, to be anything worth beilted Time.

"Of course you'll win one of them anyhow," said dawho couldn't understand how the faculty
could be so unfair as to order it otherwise.

"l have not hope of the Avery," said Anne. "Everglipsays Emily Clay will win it. And I'm not
going to march up to that bulletin board and lobk aefore everybody. | haven't the moral courage.
I'm going straight to the girls' dressing room. Yfaust read the announcements and then come and
tell me, Jane. And | implore you in the name of olgr friendship to do it as quickly as possiblel If
have failed just say so, without trying to brealgéntly; and whatever you do DON'T sympathize
with me. Promise me this, Jane."

Jane promised solemnly; but, as it happened, thiaseno necessity for such a promise. When they
went up the entrance steps of Queen's they foumdall full of boys who were carrying Gilbert
Blythe around on their shoulders and yelling at tbps of their voices, "Hurrah for Blythe,
Medalist!"

For a moment Anne felt one sickening pang of dedeat disappointment. So she had failed and
Gilbert had won! Well, Matthew would be sorry—helizeen so sure she would win.

And then!
Somebody called out:
"Three cheers for Miss Shirley, winner of the Avéry

"Oh, Anne," gasped Jane, as they fled to the girlsssing room amid hearty cheers. "Oh, Anne
I'm so proud! Isn't it splendid?"

And then the girls were around them and Anne wasénter of a laughing, congratulating group.
Her shoulders were thumped and her hands shakemougly. She was pushed and pulled and
hugged and among it all she managed to whispearte: J

"Oh, won't Matthew and Marilla be pleased! | musitevthe news home right away."

Commencement was the next important happening.ekkecises were held in the big assembly
hall of the Academy. Addresses were given, essegd, rsongs sung, the public award of diplomas,
prizes and medals made.

Matthew and Marilla were there, with eyes and daronly one student on the platform—a tall
girl in pale green, with faintly flushed cheeks astdrry eyes, who read the best essay and was
pointed out and whispered about as the Avery winner

"Reckon you're glad we kept her, Marilla?" whispkkatthew, speaking for the first time since he
had entered the hall, when Anne had finished h&xyes

"It's not the first time I've been glad,” retortdthrilla. "You do like to rub things in, Matthew
Cuthbert."

Miss Barry, who was sitting behind them, leanedviind and poked Marilla in the back with her
parasol.

"Aren't you proud of that Anne-girl? | am," shedsai

Anne went home to Avonlea with Matthew and Mariliat evening. She had not been home since
April and she felt that she could not wait anottlay. The apple blossoms were out and the world
was fresh and young. Diana was at Green Gablesé&b her. In her own white room, where Marilla
had set a flowering house rose on the window Aiile looked about her and drew a long breath of
happiness.

"Oh, Diana, it's so good to be back again. It'g@od to see those pointed firs coming out agi
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the pink sky—and that white orchard and the oldvr@ueen. Isn't the breath of the mint
delicious? And that tea rose—why, it's a song ahde and a prayer all in one. And it's GOOD to
see you again, Diana!"

"l thought you liked that Stella Maynard betterrthae," said Diana reproachfully. "Josie Pye told
me you did. Josie said you were INFATUATED with Her

Anne laughed and pelted Diana with the faded "Jiliee" of her bouquet.

"Stella Maynard is the dearest girl in the worletept one and you are that one, Diana," she said.
"l love you more than ever—and I've so many thitmell you. But just now | feel as if it were joy
enough to sit here and look at you. I'm tired,ihith—tired of being studious and ambitious. | mean t
spend at least two hours tomorrow lying out indhehard grass, thinking of absolutely nothing."

"You've done splendidly, Anne. | suppose you wba'teaching now that you've won the Avery?"

"No. I'm going to Redmond in September. Doesrsegm wonderful? I'll have a brand new stock
of ambition laid in by that time after three glar®y golden months of vacation. Jane and Ruby are
going to teach. Isn't it splendid to think we ait ghrough even to Moody Spurgeon and Josie Pye?"

"The Newbridge trustees have offered Jane theiodchlready," said Diana. "Gilbert Blythe is
going to teach, too. He has to. His father camirdfto send him to college next year, after alhe
means to earn his own way through. | expect hetltlye school here if Miss Ames decides to leave."

Anne felt a queer little sensation of dismayed gsep She had not known this; she had expected
that Gilbert would be going to Redmond also. Whauld she do without their inspiring rivalry?
Would not work, even at a coeducational collegd\aitreal degree in prospect, be rather flat without
her friend the enemy?

The next morning at breakfast it suddenly struckéithat Matthew was not looking well. Surely
he was much grayer than he had been a year before.

"Marilla," she said hesitatingly when he had goog &s Matthew quite well?"

"No, he isn't," said Marilla in a troubled tone.é&d had some real bad spells with his heart this
spring and he won't spare himself a mite. I've beah worried about him, but he's some better this
while back and we've got a good hired man, so bpirig he'll kind of rest and pick up. Maybe he
will now you're home. You always cheer him up."

Anne leaned across the table and took Marilla's flaher hands.

"You are not looking as well yourself as I'd like $ee you, Marilla. You look tired. I'm afraid
you've been working too hard. You must take a m®ty that I'm home. I'm just going to take this
one day off to visit all the dear old spots andthymmy old dreams, and then it will be your tuon t
be lazy while | do the work."

Marilla smiled affectionately at her girl.

"It's not the work—it's my head. I've got a painaften now—behind my eyes. Doctor Spencer's
been fussing with glasses, but they don't do megaaygl. There is a distinguished oculist coming to
the Island the last of June and the doctor sayastsee him. | guess I'll have to. | can't readew
with any comfort now. Well, Anne, you've done reall at Queen's | must say. To take First Class
License in one year and win the Avery scholarshiglwvell, Mrs. Lynde says pride goes before a
fall and she doesn't believe in the higher edunatib women at all; she says it unfits them for
woman's true sphere. | don't believe a word offeaking of Rachel reminds me—did you hear
anything about the Abbey Bank lately, Anne?"

"l heard it was shaky," answered Anne. "Why?"

"That is what Rachel said. She was up here ondagayveek and said there was some talk about
it. Matthew felt real worried. All we have savedinsthat bank—every penny. | wanted Matthew to
put it in the Savings Bank in the first place, bld¢ Mr. Abbey was a great friend of father's antilhe
always banked with him. Matthew said any bank whiiim at the head of it was good enough for
anybody.'
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"I think he has only been its nominal head for mgagrs,” said Anne. "He is a very old man; his
nephews are really at the head of the institution."

"Well, when Rachel told us that, | wanted Matth@adtaw our money right out and he said he'd
think of it. But Mr. Russell told him yesterday thhe bank was all right."

Anne had her good day in the companionship of thtedamr world. She never forgot that day; it
was so bright and golden and fair, so free fromdstaand so lavish of blossom. Anne spent some of
its rich hours in the orchard; she went to the Oiy@8ubble and Willowmere and Violet Vale; she
called at the manse and had a satisfying talk Mith Allan; and finally in the evening she wenthvit
Matthew for the cows, through Lovers' Lane to thelbpasture. The woods were all gloried through
with sunset and the warm splendor of it streamesindthrough the hill gaps in the west. Matthew
walked slowly with bent head; Anne, tall and ersaited her springing step to his.

"You've been working too hard today, Matthew," s@d reproachfully. "Why won't you take
things easier?"

"Well now, | can't seem to," said Matthew, as herad the yard gate to let the cows through. "It's
only that I'm getting old, Anne, and keep forgegtin Well, well, I've always worked pretty harddan
I'd rather drop in harness."

"If I had been the boy you sent for,"” said Annetfuity, "I'd be able to help you so much now and
spare you in a hundred ways. | could find it in h@art to wish | had been, just for that.”

"Well now, I'd rather have you than a dozen boysné\" said Matthew patting her hand. "Just
mind you that—rather than a dozen boys. Well nowguéss it wasn't a boy that took the Avery
scholarship, was it? It was a girl—my girl—my ghlat I'm proud of."

He smiled his shy smile at her as he went intoytivd. Anne took the memory of it with her when
she went to her room that night and sat for a lwhde at her open window, thinking of the past and
dreaming of the future. Outside the Snow Queenmiasily white in the moonshine; the frogs were
singing in the marsh beyond Orchard Slope. Anneagdwremembered the silvery, peaceful beauty
and fragrant calm of that night. It was the lagfhmibefore sorrow touched her life; and no lifever
quite the same again when once that cold, sanagifiguch has been laid upon it.

CHAPTER XXXVII. The Reaper Whose Name Is
Death

"Matthew—Matthew—what is the matter? Matthew, aoe gick?"

It was Marilla who spoke, alarm in every jerky wofhne came through the hall, her hands full of
white narcissus,—it was long before Anne could ltwe sight or odor of white narcissus again,—in
time to hear her and to see Matthew standing irptireh doorway, a folded paper in his hand, and
his face strangely drawn and gray. Anne droppedlbeers and sprang across the kitchen to him at
the same moment as Marilla. They were both tog la¢éore they could reach him Matthew had
fallen across the threshold.

"He's fainted," gasped Marilla. "Anne, run for Mart-quick, quick! He's at the barn."

Martin, the hired man, who had just driven homarfrthe post office, started at once for the
doctor, calling at Orchard Slope on his way to sklidand Mrs. Barry over. Mrs. Lynde, who was
there on an errand, came too. They found Anne aadlI¥distractedly trying to restore Matthew to
consciousness.

Mrs. Lynde pushed them gently aside, tried his gquésd then laid her ear over his heart. She
looked at their anxious faces sorrowfully and #eers came into her eye
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"Oh, Marilla," she said gravely. "I don't think—wan do anything for him."

"Mrs. Lynde, you don't think—you can't think Matthhés—is—" Anne could not say the dreadful
word; she turned sick and pallid.

"Child, yes, I'm afraid of it. Look at his face. W you've seen that look as often as | have you'll
know what it means."

Anne looked at the still face and there beheldstad of the Great Presence.

When the doctor came he said that death had betamtaneous and probably painless, caused in
all likelihood by some sudden shock. The secrethef shock was discovered to be in the paper
Matthew had held and which Martin had brought frtme office that morning. It contained an
account of the failure of the Abbey Bank.

The news spread quickly through Avonlea, and ajl tieends and neighbors thronged Green
Gables and came and went on errands of kindnessdatead and living. For the first time shy, quiet
Matthew Cuthbert was a person of central importatiee white majesty of death had fallen on him
and set him apart as one crowned.

When the calm night came softly down over Greenl&athe old house was hushed and tranquil.
In the parlor lay Matthew Cuthbert in his coffinslong gray hair framing his placid face on which
there was a little kindly smile as if he but slegreaming pleasant dreams. There were flowers about
him—sweet old-fashioned flowers which his mothed hdanted in the homestead garden in her
bridal days and for which Matthew had always ha#eret, wordless love. Anne had gathered them
and brought them to him, her anguished, tearless byrning in her white face. It was the last thing
she could do for him.

The Barrys and Mrs. Lynde stayed with them thahnidpiana, going to the east gable, where
Anne was standing at her window, said gently:

"Anne dear, would you like to have me sleep with yonight?"

"Thank you, Diana." Anne looked earnestly into fiend's face. "I think you won't misunderstand
me when | say | want to be alone. I'm not afraidaven't been alone one minute since it happened—
and | want to be. | want to be quite silent andetjand try to realize it. | can't realize it. HHiE time
it seems to me that Matthew can't be dead; anatther half it seems as if he must have been dead
for a long time and I've had this horrible dull agver since."

Diana did not quite understand. Marilla's impasstmyrief, breaking all the bounds of natural
reserve and lifelong habit in its stormy rush, sbeld comprehend better than Anne's tearless agony.
But she went away kindly, leaving Anne alone togkker first vigil with sorrow.

Anne hoped that the tears would come in solitudseémed to her a terrible thing that she could
not shed a tear for Matthew, whom she had lovethisch and who had been so kind to her, Matthew
who had walked with her last evening at sunsetvaasi now lying in the dim room below with that
awful peace on his brow. But no tears came at, fagen when she knelt by her window in the
darkness and prayed, looking up to the stars beyfmmdhills—no tears, only the same horrible dull
ache of misery that kept on aching until she feléap, worn out with the day's pain and excitement.

In the night she awakened, with the stillness &eddarkness about her, and the recollection of the
day came over her like a wave of sorrow. She caeelel Matthew's face smiling at her as he had
smiled when they parted at the gate that last egenshe could hear his voice saying, "My girl—my
girl that I'm proud of." Then the tears came anché\wept her heart out. Marilla heard her and crept
in to comfort her.

"There—there—don't cry so, dearie. It can't brimgy back. It—it—isn't right to cry so. | knew
that today, but | couldn't help it then. He'd alwdeen such a good, kind brother to me—but God
knows best."

"Oh, just let me cry, Marilla," sobbed Anne. "Theats don't hurt me like that ache did. Stay here
for a little while with me and keep your arm rouné—so. | couldn't have Diana stay, she's good and
kind and sweet—but it's not her sorrow—she's oateitt and she couldn't come close enough to my
heart to help me. It's our sorr—yours and mine. Oh, Marilla, what will we do withdum?"
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"We've got each other, Anne. | don't know whatddalif you weren't here—if you'd never come.
Oh, Anne, | know I've been kind of strict and havégth you maybe—but you mustn't think | didn't
love you as well as Matthew did, for all that. Invdo tell you now when | can. It's never been easy
for me to say things out of my heart, but at tiriles this it's easier. | love you as dear as if yoere
my own flesh and blood and you've been my joy amdfort ever since you came to Green Gables."

Two days afterwards they carried Matthew Cuthbeer diis homestead threshold and away from
the fields he had tilled and the orchards he haddand the trees he had planted; and then Avonlea
settled back to its usual placidity and even ate@r&ables affairs slipped into their old groove and
work was done and duties fulfilled with regularéty before, although always with the aching sense of
"loss in all familiar things." Anne, new to grighought it almost sad that it could be so—that they
COULD go on in the old way without Matthew. She fdmething like shame and remorse when she
discovered that the sunrises behind the firs aag#te pink buds opening in the garden gave her the
old inrush of gladness when she saw them—that Biansits were pleasant to her and that Diana's
merry words and ways moved her to laughter andesmithat, in brief, the beautiful world of
blossom and love and friendship had lost nonesopawer to please her fancy and thrill her heart,
that life still called to her with many insistertiges.

"It seems like disloyalty to Matthew, somehow, tadf pleasure in these things now that he has
gone," she said wistfully to Mrs. Allan one evenimnben they were together in the manse garden. "l
miss him so much—all the time—and yet, Mrs. Alltéim world and life seem very beautiful and
interesting to me for all. Today Diana said sonmahiunny and | found myself laughing. | thought
when it happened | could never laugh again. Amihehow seems as if | oughtn't to."

"When Matthew was here he liked to hear you laugthlze liked to know that you found pleasure
in the pleasant things around you," said Mrs. Algmtly. "He is just away now; and he likes to
know it just the same. | am sure we should not slunthearts against the healing influences that
nature offers us. But | can understand your feellnthink we all experience the same thing. We
resent the thought that anything can please us wbereone we love is no longer here to share the
pleasure with us, and we almost feel as if we waifaithful to our sorrow when we find our interest
in life returning to us."

"l was down to the graveyard to plant a rosebusiMatthew's grave this afternoon," said Anne
dreamily. "I took a slip of the little white Scotebsebush his mother brought out from Scotland long
ago; Matthew always liked those roses the best—iverg so small and sweet on their thorny stems.
It made me feel glad that | could plant it by hiaxgg—as if | were doing something that must please
him in taking it there to be near him. | hope he tases like them in heaven. Perhaps the soulls of a
those little white roses that he has loved so manmymers were all there to meet him. | must go
home now. Marilla is all alone and she gets lolywilight.”

"She will be lonelier still, | fear, when you go ayagain to college," said Mrs. Allan.

Anne did not reply; she said good night and wenwbt back to green Gables. Marilla was sitting
on the front door-steps and Anne sat down besideTie door was open behind them, held back by
a big pink conch shell with hints of sea sunseitsismooth inner convolutions.

Anne gathered some sprays of pale-yellow honeysuakt put them in her hair. She liked the
delicious hint of fragrance, as some aerial bertieticabove her every time she moved.

"Doctor Spencer was here while you were away," Masaid. "He says that the specialist will be
in town tomorrow and he insists that | must gonid dave my eyes examined. | suppose I'd better go
and have it over. I'll be more than thankful if than can give me the right kind of glasses to rswit
eyes. You won't mind staying here alone while mag, will you? Martin will have to drive me in
and there's ironing and baking to do."

"l shall be all right. Diana will come over for cgany for me. | shall attend to the ironing and
baking beautifully—you needn't fear that I'll starthe handkerchiefs or flavor the cake with
liniment."

Marilla laughed.

"What a girl you were for making mistakes in theaysl Anne. You were always getting into
scrapes. | did use to think you were possessegoDanind the time you dyed your haii
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"Yes, indeed. | shall never forget it,"” smiled Ant@uching the heavy braid of hair that was wound
about her shapely head. "l laugh a little now samet when | think what a worry my hair used to be
to me—nbut | don't laugh MUCH, because it was a vesl trouble then. | did suffer terribly over my
hair and my freckles. My freckles are really goard people are nice enough to tell me my hair is
auburn now—all but Josie Pye. She informed me y@myethat she really thought it was redder than
ever, or at least my black dress made it look redated she asked me if people who had red hair ever
got used to having it. Marilla, I've almost decidedyive up trying to like Josie Pye. I've made twha
would once have called a heroic effort to like e, Josie Pye won't BE liked."

"Josie is a Pye," said Marilla sharply, "so she'tchelp being disagreeable. | suppose people of
that kind serve some useful purpose in society) buist say | don't know what it is any more than |
know the use of thistles. Is Josie going to teach?"

"No, she is going back to Queen's next year. Svaedy Spurgeon and Charlie Sloane. Jane and
Ruby are going to teach and they have both gotaddshalane at Newbridge and Ruby at some place
up west."

"Gilbert Blythe is going to teach too, isn't he?"
"Yes"—briefly.

"What a nice-looking fellow he is," said Marillasdmntly. "I saw him in church last Sunday and he
seemed so tall and manly. He looks a lot like hibdr did at the same age. John Blythe was a nice
boy. We used to be real good friends, he and IpReasalled him my beau."

Anne looked up with swift interest.
"Oh, Marilla—and what happened?—why didn't you—"

"We had a quarrel. | wouldn't forgive him when Is&ed me to. | meant to, after awhile—but | was
sulky and angry and | wanted to punish him first. iéver came back—the Blythes were all mighty
independent. But | always felt—rather sorry. I"Wways kind of wished I'd forgiven him when | had
the chance.”

"So you've had a bit of romance in your life, tosgid Anne softly.

"Yes, | suppose you might call it that. You woutdinink so to look at me, would you? But you
never can tell about people from their outsideseriAvody has forgot about me and John. I'd
forgotten myself. But it all came back to me whesaw Gilbert last Sunday."

CHAPTER XXXVIII. The Bend in the road

Marilla went to town the next day and returnedhe evening. Anne had gone over to Orchard
Slope with Diana and came back to find Marilla lre tkitchen, sitting by the table with her head
leaning on her hand. Something in her dejectetlid#tistruck a chill to Anne's heart. She had never
seen Marilla sit limply inert like that.

"Are you very tired, Marilla?"

"Yes—no—I don't know," said Marilla wearily, loolgnup. "I suppose | am tired but | haven't
thought about it. It's not that."

"Did you see the oculist? What did he say?" askedefanxiously.

"Yes, | saw him. He examined my eyes. He saysitHagive up all reading and sewing entirely
and any kind of work that strains the eyes, artifcareful not to cry, and if | wear the glasse&sh
given me he thinks my eyes may not get any worsenanheadaches will be cured. But if | don't he
says I'll certainly be sto-blind in six months. Blind! Anne, just think of It
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For a minute Anne, after her first quick exclamatas dismay, was silent. It seemed to her that she
could NOT speak. Then she said bravely, but withtah in her voice:

"Marilla, DON'T think of it. You know he has givgrou hope. If you are careful you won't lose
your sight altogether; and if his glasses cure ymadaches it will be a great thing."

"l don't call it much hope," said Marilla bitterl{What am 1 to live for if | can't read or sew a d
anything like that? | might as well be blind—or deé&nd as for crying, | can't help that when | get
lonesome. But there, it's no good talking aboulfiyou'll get me a cup of tea I'll be thankfulml’
about done out. Don't say anything about this toare for a spell yet, anyway. | can't bear thikso
should come here to question and sympathize akaialut it."

When Marilla had eaten her lunch Anne persuadedohgo to bed. Then Anne went herself to the
east gable and sat down by her window in the dakmdone with her tears and her heaviness of
heart. How sadly things had changed since she d&tatthere the night after coming home! Then she
had been full of hope and joy and the future hakéa rosy with promise. Anne felt as if she had
lived years since then, but before she went tothedk was a smile on her lips and peace in het.hear
She had looked her duty courageously in the facefannd it a friend—as duty ever is when we
meet it frankly.

One afternoon a few days later Marilla came sloimlyrom the front yard where she had been
talking to a caller—a man whom Anne knew by sighSadler from Carmody. Anne wondered what
he could have been saying to bring that look toillaas face.

"What did Mr. Sadler want, Marilla?"

Marilla sat down by the window and looked at Anfibere were tears in her eyes in defiance of
the oculist's prohibition and her voice broke as shid:

"He heard that | was going to sell Green Gableshendants to buy it."

"Buy it! Buy Green Gables?" Anne wondered if shd haard aright. "Oh, Marilla, you don't mean
to sell Green Gables!"

"Anne, | don't know what else is to be done. Iveught it all over. If my eyes were strong | could
stay here and make out to look after things andagenwith a good hired man. But as it is | can't. |
may lose my sight altogether; and anyway I'll netfib to run things. Oh, | never thought I'd live t
see the day when I'd have to sell my home. Bugthimould only go behind worse and worse all the
time, till nobody would want to buy it. Every ceoft our money went in that bank; and there's some
notes Matthew gave last fall to pay. Mrs. Lyndeigels me to sell the farm and board somewhere—
with her | suppose. It won't bring much—it's snaaild the buildings are old. But it'll be enough for
me to live on | reckon. I'm thankful you're provitdéor with that scholarship, Anne. I'm sorry you
won't have a home to come to in your vacationg;sthadl, but | suppose you'll manage somehow."

Marilla broke down and wept bitterly.
"You mustn't sell Green Gables," said Anne resbjute

"Oh, Anne, | wish | didn't have to. But you can $eeyourself. | can't stay here alone. I'd go graz
with trouble and loneliness. And my sight would gbkrow it would."

"You won't have to stay here alone, Marilla. I8 Wwith you. I'm not going to Redmond."

"Not going to Redmond!" Marilla lifted her worn fadrom her hands and looked at Anne. "Why,
what do you mean?"

"Just what | say. I'm not going to take the sclsblgr. | decided so the night after you came home
from town. You surely don't think | could leave yalone in your trouble, Marilla, after all you've
done for me. I've been thinking and planning. Let tell you my plans. Mr. Barry wants to rent the
farm for next year. So you won't have any bothesrdlaat. And I'm going to teach. I've applied for
the school here—but | don't expect to get it fantlerstand the trustees have promised it to Gilbert
Blythe. But | can have the Carmody school—Mr. Blaild me so last night at the store. Of course
that won't be quite as nice or convenient as i&d the Avonlea school. But | can board home and
drive myself over to Carmody and back, in the wareather at least. And even in winter | can cc
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home Fridays. We'll keep a horse for that. Oh,ehi@ all planned out, Marilla. And I'll read to
you and keep you cheered up. You sha'n't be dudinr@some. And we'll be real cozy and happy here
together, you and 1."

Marilla had listened like a woman in a dream.

"Oh, Anne, | could get on real well if you were &gl know. But | can't let you sacrifice yourself
so for me. It would be terrible."

"Nonsense!" Anne laughed merrily. "There is no $&er. Nothing could be worse than giving up
Green Gables—nothing could hurt me more. We musp kbe dear old place. My mind is quite
made up, Marilla. I'm NOT going to Redmond; andM Aoing to stay here and teach. Don't you
worry about me a bit."

"But your ambitions—and—"

"I'm just as ambitious as ever. Only, I've changeal object of my ambitions. I'm going to be a
good teacher—and I'm going to save your eyesigbsidgs, | mean to study at home here and take a
little college course all by myself. Oh, I've dogesf plans, Marilla. I've been thinking them out &
week. | shall give life here my best, and | beligveill give its best to me in return. When 1 left
Queen's my future seemed to stretch out beforekaelstraight road. | thought I could see along it
for many a milestone. Now there is a bend indom't know what lies around the bend, but I'm going
to believe that the best does. It has a fascinatiots own, that bend, Marilla. | wonder how tload
beyond it goes—what there is of green glory and, sdfeckered light and shadows—what new
landscapes—what new beauties—what curves andahnitlssalleys further on."

"l don't feel as if | ought to let you give it ugaid Marilla, referring to the scholarship.

"But you can't prevent me. I'm sixteen and a Halistinate as a mule,' as Mrs. Lynde once told
me," laughed Anne. "Oh, Marilla, don't you go pityime. | don't like to be pitied, and there is no
need for it. I'm heart glad over the very thoughstaying at dear Green Gables. Nobody could love i
as you and | do—so we must keep it."

"You blessed girl!" said Marilla, yielding. "I feels if you'd given me new life. | guess | ought to
stick out and make you go to college—but | knoveuh't, so | ain't going to try. I'll make it up toy
though, Anne."

When it became noised abroad in Avonlea that Anmeey had given up the idea of going to
college and intended to stay home and teach thaseawgood deal of discussion over it. Most of the
good folks, not knowing about Marilla's eyes, thisughe was foolish. Mrs. Allan did not. She told
Anne so in approving words that brought tears eaplre to the girl's eyes. Neither did good Mrs.
Lynde. She came up one evening and found Anne amilldlsitting at the front door in the warm,
scented summer dusk. They liked to sit there wherntwilight came down and the white moths flew
about in the garden and the odor of mint filled diegvy air.

Mrs. Rachel deposited her substantial person up®istone bench by the door, behind which grew
a row of tall pink and yellow hollyhocks, with ang breath of mingled weariness and relief.

"l declare I'm getting glad to sit down. I've bemm my feet all day, and two hundred pounds is a
good bit for two feet to carry round. It's a grblssing not to be fat, Marilla. | hope you appaéei
it. Well, Anne, | hear you've given up your notioh going to college. | was real glad to hear it.
You've got as much education now as a woman caofnéortable with. |1 don't believe in girls going
to college with the men and cramming their heatlofl_atin and Greek and all that nonsense."

"But I'm going to study Latin and Greek just thenga Mrs. Lynde,” said Anne laughing. "I'm
going to take my Arts course right here at Greemdl&a and study everything that | would at
college.”

Mrs. Lynde lifted her hands in holy horror.
"Anne Shirley, you'll kill yourself."

"Not a bit of it. | shall thrive on it. Oh, I'm ngoing to overdo things. As 'Josiah Allen's wife,’
says, | shall be 'mejum'. But I'll have lots of igpéme in the long winter evenings, and I've no
vocation for fancy work. I'm going to teach ovelCarmody, you know.
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"l don't know it. | guess you're going to teachhtipere in Avonlea. The trustees have decided to
give you the school.”

"Mrs. Lynde!" cried Anne, springing to her feethir surprise. "Why, | thought they had promised
it to Gilbert Blythe!"

"So they did. But as soon as Gilbert heard thatyad applied for it he went to them—they had a
business meeting at the school last night, you krawd told them that he withdrew his application,
and suggested that they accept yours. He said beguiag to teach at White Sands. Of course he
knew how much you wanted to stay with Marilla, anchust say | think it was real kind and
thoughtful in him, that's what. Real self-sacrifigj too, for he'll have his board to pay at White
Sands, and everybody knows he's got to earn hiswayrthrough college. So the trustees decided to
take you. | was tickled to death when Thomas caomeehand told me."

"l don't feel that | ought to take it," murmured We "I mean—I don't think | ought to let Gilbert
make such a sacrifice for—for me."

"l guess you can't prevent him now. He's signedemawith the White Sands trustees. So it
wouldn't do him any good now if you were to refu€d.course you'll take the school. You'll get
along all right, now that there are no Pyes godogie was the last of them, and a good thing slse wa
that's what. There's been some Pye or other goidyonlea school for the last twenty years, and |
guess their mission in life was to keep schoollieexreminded that earth isn't their home. Bless my
heart! What does all that winking and blinkingla Barry gable mean?"

"Diana is signaling for me to go over," laughed AntiYou know we keep up the old custom.
Excuse me while | run over and see what she wants."

Anne ran down the clover slope like a deer, andptieared in the firry shadows of the Haunted
Wood. Mrs. Lynde looked after her indulgently.

"There's a good deal of the child about her ysioime ways."

"There's a good deal more of the woman about hethars," retorted Marilla, with a momentary
return of her old crispness.

But crispness was no longer Marilla's distinguightharacteristic. As Mrs. Lynde told her Thomas
that night.

"Marilla Cuthbert has got MELLOW. That's what."

Anne went to the little Avonlea graveyard the nex¢ning to put fresh flowers on Matthew's grave
and water the Scotch rosebush. She lingered theiledusk, liking the peace and calm of the little
place, with its poplars whose rustle was like Iénendly speech, and its whispering grasses growing
at will among the graves. When she finally lefaitd walked down the long hill that sloped to the
Lake of Shining Waters it was past sunset and atindea lay before her in a dreamlike afterlight—
"a haunt of ancient peace." There was a freshmeg®iair as of a wind that had blown over honey-
sweet fields of clover. Home lights twinkled outr&eand there among the homestead trees. Beyond
lay the sea, misty and purple, with its hauntingcaasing murmur. The west was a glory of soft
mingled hues, and the pond reflected them all ilh sifter shadings. The beauty of it all thrilled
Anne's heart, and she gratefully opened the gdtesrsoul to it.

"Dear old world," she murmured, "you are very lgvelnd | am glad to be alive in you."

Halfway down the hill a tall lad came whistling aofta gate before the Blythe homestead. It was
Gilbert, and the whistle died on his lips as heogmized Anne. He lifted his cap courteously, but he
would have passed on in silence, if Anne had rogisd and held out her hand.

"Gilbert," she said, with scarlet cheeks, "I wamthank you for giving up the school for me. It was
very good of you—and | want you to know that | agapate it."

Gilbert took the offered hand eagerly.

"It wasn't particularly good of me at all, Annewhs pleased to be able to do you some small
service. Are we going to be friends after this? ¢lgou really forgiven me my old fault
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Anne laughed and tried unsuccessfully to withdrawhand.

"l forgave you that day by the pond landing, altipou didn't know it. What a stubborn little goose
| was. I've been—I| may as well make a complete esgibn—I've been sorry ever since."

"We are going to be the best of friends," said &ilpjubilantly. "We were born to be good friends,
Anne. You've thwarted destiny enough. | know we leaip each other in many ways. You are going
to keep up your studies, aren't you? So am |. Cémegoing to walk home with you."

Marilla looked curiously at Anne when the lattetexed the kitchen.
"Who was that came up the lane with you, Anne?"
"Gilbert Blythe," answered Anne, vexed to find fet®lushing. "I met him on Barry's hill."

"I didn't think you and Gilbert Blythe were suchagbfriends that you'd stand for half an hour at
the gate talking to him," said Marilla with a dmpite.

"We haven't been—we've been good enemies. But we Hacided that it will be much more
sensible to be good friends in the future. Wereraadly there half an hour? It seemed just a few
minutes. But, you see, we have five years' losvemations to catch up with, Marilla."

Anne sat long at her window that night companiobgd glad content. The wind purred softly in
the cherry boughs, and the mint breaths came tprtolhe stars twinkled over the pointed firs ia th
hollow and Diana'’s light gleamed through the old.ga

Anne's horizons had closed in since the night sltedat there after coming home from Queen's;
but if the path set before her feet was to be masbe knew that flowers of quiet happiness would
bloom along it. The joy of sincere work and worggpiration and congenial friendship were to be
hers; nothing could rob her of her birthright ohdst or her ideal world of dreams. And there was
always the bend in the road!

God's in his heaven, all's right with the wofldvhispered Anne softly. softly.
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