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C h a p t e r  I

Mrs. raChel lynde Is surprIsed

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

There are plenty of people in avonlea and out of it, who 
can attend closely to their 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 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 
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“cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as 
avonlea housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices—
and keeping a sharp eye on the main road that crossed the 
hollow and wound up the steep red hill beyond. since 
avonlea occupied a little triangular peninsula jutting out 
into the Gulf of st. lawrence with water on two sides of it, 
anybody who went out of it or into it had to pass over that 
hill road and so run the unseen gauntlet of Mrs. rachel’s 
all-seeing eye.

she was sitting there one afternoon in early June. The 
sun was coming in at the window warm and bright; the 
orchard on the slope below the house was in a bridal flush 
of pinky-white bloom, hummed over by a myriad of bees. 
Thomas lynde—a meek little man whom avonlea people 
called “rachel lynde’s husband”—was sowing his late 
turnip seed on the hill field beyond the barn; and Matthew 
Cuthbert ought to have been sowing his on the big red 
brook field away over by Green Gables. Mrs. Rachel knew 
that he ought because she had heard him tell peter Morrison 
the evening before in William J. Blair’s store over at Carmody 
that he meant to sow his turnip seed the next afternoon. 
peter had asked him, of course, for Matthew Cuthbert had 
never been known to volunteer information about anything 
in his whole life.

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

had it been any other man in avonlea, Mrs. rachel, deftly 
putting this and that together, might have given a pretty good 
guess as to both questions. But Matthew so rarely went from 



5

home that it must be something pressing and unusual which 
was taking him; he was the shyest man alive and hated to 
have to go among strangers or to any place where he might 
have to talk. Matthew, dressed up with a white collar and 
driving in a buggy, was something that didn’t happen often. 
Mrs. rachel, ponder as she might, could make nothing of it 
and her afternoon’s enjoyment was spoiled.

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

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

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

MaTTheW CuThBerT Is surprIsed

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

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

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

Matthew dreaded all women except Marilla and Mrs. rachel; 
he had an uncomfortable feeling that the mysterious creatures 
were secretly laughing at him. he may have been quite right 
in thinking so, for he was an odd-looking personage, with an 
ungainly figure and long iron-gray hair that touched his 
stooping shoulders, and a full, soft brown beard which he 
had worn ever since he was twenty. In fact, he had looked 
at twenty very much as he looked at sixty, lacking a little of 
the grayness.
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When he reached Bright river there was no sign of any 
train; he thought he was too early, so he tied his horse in the 
yard of the small Bright river hotel and went over to the 
station house. The long platform was almost deserted; the 
only living creature in sight being a girl who was sitting on 
a pile of shingles at the extreme end. Matthew, barely noting 
that it was a girl, sidled past her as quickly as possible 
without looking at her. had he looked he could hardly have 
failed to notice the tense rigidity and expectation of her 
attitude and expression. she was sitting there waiting for 
something or somebody and, since sitting and waiting was 
the only thing to do just then, she sat and waited with all her 
might and main.

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

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

“I’m not expecting a girl,” said Matthew blankly. “It’s a boy 
I’ve come for. he should be here. Mrs. alexander spencer 
was to bring him over from nova scotia for me.”

The stationmaster whistled.
“Guess there’s some mistake,” he said. “Mrs. spencer 

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

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