U] B - Rfs - 154 F
Facy cllunt Aontgosntery

EHRT B LB WEEE S F




(] &8 - Rfe - 404 F
:i)m[y C‘f{ﬂu«/ Cff’/(m{ymnwfy

FaS e S P

MR E T B S

O BN AR O R

AR #ath B B CERE
Boah FXA K F
ER¥%

PR AR A AR
Fig - - dbm - M




EHEMGBE (CIP) EiE

sl e IS RAREA O FEFSA
(Montgomery, L. M.) #; BHEEETLENFELEE — L
W iR E B RATR, 20115

ISBN 978-7-5100-3238-7

[. @% 1. ©%F: @8- [l OEE—IE—NEEY
@)LE L F—KEAR—MER—IAK V.OH3194: I

o [ A% P 4 CIP Bidfa 4% 7-(2011)56 028064 =

o allpe g A
() Foy - ik - SR F
BHEET L ERERELS i
boh 2 C0x b moed) HIRRAT
BT 88 5
S B gt 200083

AE S ER R BR 2 =) BN
R BLER R B e, 1 S BRI ERR
KRS 010-84897777)
BB A

FFA: 880x1230 1/32 ERZk: 14.25 7 495000
2011465 A% 1/ 2011 4 5 A58 1 IKENK
ISBN 978-7-5100-3238-7 /H * 1104
EMr: 25.80 70
http://www.wpcsh.com.cn
http://www.wpcsh.com



BE R EREFES, S2ERIGENSE k. BBt
IRIRISEE, NREERLFEZR, —HBWE, MEANR?

T EREEAFN RS, X MR, BOAFRT L
JTHBATLUES; XNE DA, RAERENEK S, R
AR EES B LS.

wim, HFEHHRZXEMN, EERIRREB

RERFEMT RN HELELTFEAD, REGHE . RMTHIR,
HEABUEGER . M- Hpikism T RRmA.

BT S, HEAFERL. WIREVELR, AT
R RERT AR R, R AR, AAMEBEEANE. RER
e 4%, T “|mF” o RO “®mF7, AFEEZS.
PIEFn, WlP—E T AFLAX ARG EGHNRA, BT
THRREARNET, RiMprARRRE, (RSB 784 EE?
—IREBTS50EMLILL, —ARM T ZILAREREE, i
Bk, BREHE? “HIEIE, AR, 7 NEREMPE, S5 IEXR
HIERIR.

AENBHTCRA, RRES SRR L PRETIR: XN
FICECULEF AT, OGP RIS, e R EHEm, Xt
BEBRIREWA D AW RPN EEUSIBRZLE, BT HEH
HRE, LMREER.

EEAENBREEE, MEHRSAHZER. E5 M.

BE TTERm” 2, BROCRERZA.



Chapter 1 Mrs. Rachel Lynde Is Surprised..........coceeereeeieenincncinenieene 1
BB BUIRMIERARIZ =B o 1
Chapter 2 Matthew Cuthbert Is Surprised...........cccoeiniiniennccincceens 13
B DR HARFRIZ =B oo 13
Chapter 3 Marilla Cuthbert Is Surprised...........cocovveverieniiinieieneniececrees 34
B=F HIRB-FH TR = s 34
Chapter 4 Morning at Green Gables ..........ccceeeveeeneninenenenieenesieeeenene 44
FPIEE SR RIGITESR oo 44
Chapter 5 Anne’s HiStOTY .....c.coueueririeiniiiniiieiccieieeeee s 54
SBHEE BGRIIIEIE oottt 54
Chapter 6 Marilla Makes up Her Mind..........cccocovieviniiiniiiiieeeeeeeee 63
oy GRS A O T S — 63
Chaptet 7 Anne Says Het PEayerS. . sossssvssmsssesssssssmmovaonensossnssvsssosssasiss 71
BETE PRI oo 71
Chapter 8 Anne’s Bringing-up Is Begun...........ccoooriiiiiiiniiiiiiniiincee 77
NE XLV BIRTIE T oo 77
Chapter 9 Mrs. Rachel Lynde Is Properly Horrified..........ccoccoeirininnnene 90
BN BYIRIRIER AT AR covoonssrosersimmsssassssvonsssrnsssssssiassssspassass 90
Chapter 10| ANDE’S APOLODY cosussussusmssssossasssnsnsssssmenssossssssssmosssmsasonsissuesss 101
BB ATE GPRIRIEHIL ..ot 101
Chapter 11 Anne’s Impressions of Sunday School.............ccccoeveeeeenennee 112
B —F IR F HARREI R e 112
Chapter 12 A Solemn Vow and Promise .............cccceeeverenenneneenceennees 120
Bt I S G e 120
Chapter 13 The Delights of Anticipation.............cccoeeeereneninerencineeenns 129
BB IEEIIPIR e 129



BR Oi#

Chapter 14 Anne’s Confession ...........cccvueeruereeririeesieneesieseseeeseessseeseeaenns 137
BEAPIRE LIRAIH T oo 137
Chapter 15 A Tempest in the School Teapot .........ccccceeveieveecrnerieeieienee. 150
B HE FREIINEL oo 150
Chapter 16 Diana Is Invited to Tea with Tragic Results........................... 173
BANE BEBNUBSINRE, UEREZ s 173
Chapter 17 A New Interest in Life........c.ccooovieieiiiininiiiicceccen, 190
L e e SR Sl D OO 190
Chapter 18 Anne to the ReSCUE..........ccoiriiriieiieccee e 200
BHNE FEHELZFFRETF oo ssesesssiesesssiaeen 200
Chapter 19 A Concert, a Catastrophe and a Confession ..............c.cco.cu..... 215,
FBAHNE —BERS. —HKESFEHA e, 215
Chapter 20 A Good Imagination Gone Wrong ......... et 233
B BB IIHIERTE e 233
Chapter 21 A New Departure in Flavorings ............cccccceeeeenene. e 243
B PR FETIH s 243
Chapter 22 Anne Is Invited Out to Tea ........ccecevvverenieiiinenieieeicieieens 259
BT TE RRBIBITE LA e 259
Chapter 23 Anne Comes to Grief in an Affair of Honor...........ccccocennnee. 265
B = RIRIRAETE e 265
Chapter 24 Miss Stacy and Her Pupils Get up a Concert..............c..o........ 275
B E RPN A AT E R R 275
Chapter 25 Matthew Insists on Puffed Sleeves..........ccccovveeiiciiiciniennnnn, 282
BAITE DBINBUT EMEIIEIF .....o. oo cemmncimescnssssnsasenmssinsassrsssenses 282
Chapter 26 The Story Club Is Formed...........ccoovevveieivicieierecceceeee 298
B A INTE AL T oo 298
Chapter 27 Vanity and Vexation of Spirit...........ccccoeeveevcieieeieeeiieieeenene. 309
B BRI o 309
Chapter 28 An Unfortunate Lily Maid..........cccoocoverireiiieinieiieeeceeenes 320
B AINE REMI T B DL s 320
Chapter 29 An Epoch in Anne’s Life.........cccccovvivieieiiiiciiceccceeeee 332
N R I 73 e SR O o TN 332
Chapter 30 The Queen’s Class Is Organized ...........ccccoevvreerecreeennenenne. 346



o5 RUIBHLIE

A E ZERIEBOL T oot 346
Chapter 31 Where the Brook and River Meet..........ccccecueeeriecrecreerecnennen. 364
Bt MR ERITZICZAL oo 364
Chapter 32 The Pass List IS Out..........ccocoeiviiiiiininincincenncneeceeeceee 374
BT IR ..o iissssionmssismssiisisasiosississunsiassnsamsssanssrsarerens 374
Chapter 33 The Hotel Concert .........cccoecveuirieiirinieicirnrenecseceneeeeees 386
B =B T TE IR D e sseeessisss st 386
Chapter 34 A QUeen’s Girl .......cccceeueirerieineniiieeisese e 401
B BREB L s 401
Chapter 35 The Winter at QUEEN’S........cccoueerueuirereneieieenieesree e 412
BT HE BRI HR I e 412
Chapter 36 The Glory and the Dream..........ccccocevievencninenerieireneseenes 419
BEAINEE KRG s 419
Chapter 37 The Reaper Whose Name Is Death...........cccocveerereiinnennnnes 428
Bt BT IR ....oooeeveeeeee e 428
Chapter 38 The Bend in the Road............ccoeveeniinineniiinincncicecceenen 438
BB = \E UK TR ....ooooeeeceeeecriscneiee s 438



%_

& BU/RMBRAKIZ—IR @180

Chapter 1 Mrs. Rachel Lynde is Surprised
-8 BUORMKBRRAKREZ—1Z

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

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

housewife; her work was always done and

FEVIR « I KA A
B FHE /DA L, DY
RFEARME . NZRak
5K AR 3 e THD BRI AR o 3T H oK Y
/NRBIE AL . /MR b K
B AR ESET T, BT VF
2 RMKREN N R . AL, =
PMEREIMER TN, FOEF
TR T . VFEALIEHZ
MREER AN BIZRIE, RIS R R i i
/MR BB E AL, BIFRER
FIEVIUR « KEERNH AL E T Al
FI R B 6 REH SN —1],
MWINR B TR T it S ——
R B EAEMARIENESE, A
FNKEAN, RRASLL.

S ER PPN S
R AR A, BB T 48 LB
AREKH. MEVIR - KERAA
XK R IMRHBAF . fn] A
wiEEZMKEEE, wREBKS
k, TR, BRTHBEKSS
BHRT “Ba/hL”, HEEH
FRU AR, KISHFHRB )

er lapo



ot i3 RUIBNLIR

well done; she “ran” the Sewing Circle,
helped run the Sunday-school, and was the
strongest prop of the Church Aid Society
and Foreign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with
all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to
sit for hours at her kitchen window, knitting
“cotton warp” quilts — she had knitted
sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeepers
. R,
were wont to tell in awed voices — and
keeping a sharp eye on the main road that
crossed the holl %and wound up the steep
red hill beyon%l% Since Avonlea occupied a
little triangular penijli)g
the Gulf of St. Lawrence with water on two

jutting out into

sides of it, anybody who went out of it or
into it had to pass over that hill road and so
run the unseen gauntlet of Mrs. Rachel’s
all-seeing eye.

She was sitting there one afternoon in
early June. !hhe sun was coming in at the
window warm and bright; the orchard on
the slope below the house was in a bridal
flush of pinky-white bloom, hummed over

by a myriad of bees.|[Tho )% A

: aqxiqi(‘ litﬂei hlan wholm ﬁamglé
.‘“?:alled “Rachel Lynde’s husband” — was
ip seed on the hill field
Matthew Cuthbert
ought to have been sowing his on the big

sowing his late t
beyond the bzirm
My

red brook field _3\\}/ay over by Green Gables.
—= N~

Mrs. R@béﬂmew that he ought, because

she had heard him tell PetéF Kortts

evening before in William_J. Blgir’s store
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over at Carmody that he meant to sow his
turnip seed the next afternoon. Peter had
asked him, of course, for Matthew Cuthbert
had never been known to volunteer
information about anything in his whole
life.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at
half-past three on the afternoon of a busy
day, placidly driving over the hollow and
up the hill; moreover, he wore a white
collar and his best suit of clothes, which
was plain proof that he was going out of
Avonlea; and he had the buggy and the
sorrazm,' which betokened that he was
g>oirng7a considerable distance. Now where
was Matthew Cuthbert going, and why was
he going there?

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

“I’1l just step over to Green Gables after

tea and find out from I!Iﬂa where he’s
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gone and why,” the worthy woman finally
concluded. “He doesn’t generally go to
town this time of year and he never visits; if
he’d run out of turnip seed he wouldn’t
dress up and take the buggy to go for more;
he wasn’t driving fast enough to be going
for a doctor. Yet something must have
happened since last night to start him off.
I’m clean puzzled, that’s what, and I won’t
know a minute’s peace of mind or
conscience until I know what has taken
Matthew Cuthbert out of Avonlea today.”
Accordingly, after tea Mrs. Rachel set
out; she had not far to go; the big, rgrgtli\ g
b %&%%%ifpl')owered house where the
[~ rg’hved was a scant quarter of a
mile up the road from Lynde’s Hollow. To
be sure, the long lane made it a good deal
further. Matthew Cuthbert’s father, as shy
and silent as his son after him, had got as
far away as he possibly could from his
fellow men without actually retreating into
the woods when he founded his homestead.
Green Gables was built at the furthest edge
of his cleared land and there it was to this
day, barely visible from the main road
along which all the other Avonlea houses
were so sociably situated. Mrs. Rachel
Lynde did not call living in such a place
living at all.
“It’s just staying, that’s what,” she said
as she stepped along the deep-rutted,
lane

Ho” EAL NEHH L ARG T 3R
O, “HR TR DB AR
W, MMRABEIT K. BERIEH
P HsE T EIE, SUTLAE O
Ja, HESELRFR? EREFKR
R NE AWML IKENE? B
Dl—ERMEBRZERETHAF
%, mEFEEAME. MEHEE

MHRERE, K2t AFLT.”

BIXHE, WBIET R, FEVIRK
P ANEHTTER T . EKE R AR L
RAERIZR LSRRI AT . AR
BRAE R bd B AR R ALK K 5 7 &
PRAE SR (AN 1/4 SR, AT
38 17 5 A B A /0N B 4 75 38
TALERE. S8 - FHarHR
PR A )L — FE i A ) 2
LN BREAREAEMKE, 3
XA AR 3 I AR AT RE i
FIE B BN 2 o SRiiEER
YA TT BRI Bk i . AR ICH
R & BEXATHER EHEZEA
FE. HEVUR HERANIER,
EEXFHT, WARA ERE
i

[ gk

“ﬁEZ‘EiZE./\ ﬁ&ﬁ%%%
e, FEVIRKNEETFHEEA,
PibiEEER/NE b, B S AE

grassy bordered with wild



%_

rose-bushes. “It’s no wonder Matthew and
Marilla are both a little odd, living away
back here by themselves. Trees aren’t
much company, though dear knows if they
were there’d be enough of them. I'd ruther
look at people. To be sure, they seem
contented enough; but then, I suppose,
they’re used to it. A body can get used to
anything, even to being hanged, as the
Irishman said.”

With this Mrs. Rachel stepped out of the
lane into the backyard of Green Gables.
Very green and neat and precise was that
yard, set about on one side with grea
patriarchal ﬂ@ and the other with p%‘(é(
Ei& 7Qombardies. Notas tick nor stone was
to be seen, for Mrs.
seen it if there had been. Privately she was
of the opinion that Marilla Cuthbert swept
that yard as often as she swept her house.

achel would have

One could have eaten a meal off the ground
without overbrimming the proverbial peck
of dirt. S p

Mrs. Rachel raﬁﬁé smartly at the
kitchen door and stepped in when bidden to
do so. The kitchen at Green Gables was a
cheerful apartment — or would have been
cheerful if it had not been so painfully
clean as to give it something of the
Its
windows looked east and west; through the

appearance of an unused parlor.

west one, looking out on the back yard,
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the east one, whence you got a glimpse of
the bloom-white cherry trees in the left
orchard and nodding, slender birches down
in the hollow by the brook, was greened
over by a tangle of vin’éMre sat Marilla
Cuthbert, when shﬁe\sit at all, always
slightly distrustful of sunshine, which
seemed to her too dancing and
irresponsible a thing for a world which was
meant to be taken seriously; and here she
sat now, knitting, and the table behind her
was laid for supper.

Mrs. Rachel, before she had fairly closed
the door, had taken a mental note of
everything that was on that table. There
were three plates laid, so that Marilla must
be expecting some one home with Matthew
to tea; but the dishes were everyday dishes
and there was only crab-apple pl:e_s/éi@s
and one kind of cake, so that the expected
company could not be any particular
company. Yet what q’t; ,/_I!Iatthew’s white
collar and the sorrel mare? Mrs. Rachel
was getting fairly dizzy with this unusual
mystery about quiet, unmysterious Green
Gables.

- C“Good-evening, Rachel,” Marilla said
Won't you sit down? How are all your
folks?”

Something that for lack of any other
name might be called friendship existed

and always had existed between Marilla
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Cuthbert and Mrs. Rachel, in spite of — or
perhaps because of — their dissimilarity.

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

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

Marilla’s lips twitched understandingly.
She had expected Mrs. Rachel up; she had
known that the sight of Matthew jaunting
off so unaccountably would be too rHE
for her neighbor’s curiosity.

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

If Marilla had said that Matthew had
gone to Bright River to meet a kangaroo
from Australia Mrs. Rachel could not have
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R

been more astonished. She was actually
stricken dumb for five seconds. It was
unsupposable that Marilla was making fun
of her, but Mrs. Rachel was almost forced
to suppose it.

Marilla?” she

demanded when voice returned to her.

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

Mrs. Rachel felt that she had received a
She thought in
exclamation points. A boy! Marilla and
Matthew Cuthbert of all people adopting a
boy! From an orphan asylum! Well, the

severe mental jolt.

world was certainly turning upside down!
She would be surprised at nothing after
this! Nothing!

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

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

“Well, we’ve been thinking about it for
some time — all winter in fact,” returned
Marilla. “Mrs. Alexander Spencer was up
here one day before Christmas and she said
she was going to get a little girl from the
asylum over in Hopetoun in the s
cousin lives there and Mrs. Sp%rée has
visited here and knows all about it. So
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Matthew and I have talked it over off and
on ever since. We thought we’d get a boy.
Matthew is getting up in years,,y @w -
he’s sixty — and he isn’t so spx’}@%he once
was. His heart troubles him a good deal.
And you know how desperate hard it’s got
to be to get hired help. There’s never
anybody to be had but those stupid,
half-grown little French boys; and as soon
as you do get one broke into your ways and
taught something he’s up and off to the

‘g_;}- ter _canneries or the States. At first

Matthew suggested getting a Home boy.
But I said ‘no’ flat to that. ‘They may be all
right — I’'m not saying they’re not — but no
London street Arabs for mg,’ I said. ‘Give
me a native born at ly gt 7gfni"eare:’ll be a risk,

no matter who we get. But I'll feel easier in
my mind and sleep ¢ sounde" at nlghts if we
get a born Canadian.’ So in the end we
decided to ask Mrs. Spencer to pick us out
one when she went over to get her little
girl. We heard last week she was going, so
we sent her word by Richard Spencer’s
folks at Carmody to bring us a smart, likely
boy of about ten or eleven. We decided that
would be the best age — old enough to be of
some use in doing chores right off and
young enough to be trained up proper. We
mean to give him a goog2 E\me and
schooling. We had a telegram from Mrs.

Alexander Spencer today — the mail man
brought it from the station — saying they

—& BUURMBRAKEZ IR OE830

8. HELETHEL, #HEL 60
BT, BRI T, CRERA
Koo PRtENE AT L.
JEE R (1 0 A 0 S T 2 B 1 v [ /S
B FREMAIAE TG,
H—RFHATT, BALT J4F
WL, BAMPIEET. £,
DB MSEE A LR TR — 1
AR RS, FEE T &L
e, BBUMMAT—MAT, |2
AR B Sk (1 (9 Bl 7 4R SETR JLEE
AT ZDBEFFFMIMEKRK H
Zl. BUCITRHERA KK, TR
MEXRILIEHBEREESE, B L
NREENTBCOHIBESE . FTEL, 3T
TR ERNRES G 1. L
AW E LT, ik AH S
o, HEAE—A 10 B LA, K
A B ) 55 % o FATBEAFIXAN RS
BAE, BEAeD LAl —Luf s
i XEEERZEMMEE . EAT
b —MEBN K, ik L
Fo HRUBZEMNEIHR T Wik
RANHHEIR, BORALAHE T A0
KEEF]. ik, SEEAm R4
AL T, TR IE R\ & ik AEAR
LT %, BRT, RAZELAT
AYESH FE.”



iR RUIBNZIR

were coming on the five-thirty train
tonight. So Matthew went to Bright River
to meet him. Mrs. Spencer will drop him
off there. Of course she goes on to White
Sands station herself.”

Mrs. Rachel prided herself on always
speaking her mind; she proceeded to speak
it now, having adjusted her mental attitude
to this amazing piece of news.

“Well, Marilla, I'll just tell you plain that
I think you’re doing a mighty foolish thing
— arisky thing, that’s what. You don’t know
what you’re getting. You’re bringing a
strange child into your house and home,
and you don’t know a single thing about
him nor what his disposition is like nor
what sort of parents he had nor how he’s
likely to turn out. Why, it was only last
week I read in the paper how a man and his
wife up west of the Island took a boy out of
an orphan asylum and he set fire to the
house at night — set it on purpos, Marilla —
and nearly burnt them to a crisp in their
beds. And I know another case where an
adopted boy used to suck the eggs — they
couldn’t break him of it. If you had asked
my advice in the matter — which you didn’t
do, Marilla — I’d have said for mercy’s sake
not to think of such a thing, that’s what.”

This Job’s comforting seemed neither to
offend nor to alarm Marilla. She knitted
steadily on.

“I don’t deny there’s something in what
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