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			ANNE OF GREEN GABLES

			L.M. MONTGOMERY is now widely recognized as a major twentieth-century author, one whose best-selling books remain hugely popular and influential all over the world three-quarters of a century after her death. Born in Clifton (now New London), Prince Edward Island, in 1874, into a family whose ancestors had emigrated to Canada from Scotland and England, she was raised in nearby Cavendish by her maternal grandparents following the death of her mother and spent a year during her adolescence with her father and his new family in Saskatchewan. Raised in a household that distrusted novels but prized poetry and oral storytelling, she began to write during childhood, although few examples of her juvenilia survive. She received a teaching certificate from Prince of Wales College (Charlottetown) and, after one year of teaching school, took undergraduate courses in English literature for a year at Dalhousie University (Halifax) but did not have the financial resources to complete her degree. During this time, she began publishing essays, short fiction, and poems in North American periodicals. In 1898, after two more years of teaching school, she returned to Cavendish to take care of her widowed grandmother and to write full-time, soon earning more from her pen than she had teaching school. With the exception of a nine-month stint on the staff of the Halifax Daily Echo, where her duties included writing a weekly column entitled “Around the Table,” Montgomery remained in Cavendish until 1911, when the death of her grandmother freed her to marry a Presbyterian minister. After a honeymoon in England and Scotland, she and her husband moved to southern Ontario, where she divided her time between writing, motherhood, and the responsibilities that came with her position as a minister’s wife.

			Her first novel, Anne of Green Gables (1908), the benchmark against which her remaining body of work is measured, was followed by twenty-three additional books, including ten more featuring Anne Shirley: Anne of Avonlea (1909), Chronicles of Avonlea (1912), Anne of the Island (1915), Anne’s House of Dreams (1917), Rainbow Valley (1919), Further Chronicles of Avonlea (1920), Rilla of Ingleside (1921), Anne of Windy Poplars (1936), Anne of Ingleside (1939), and The Blythes Are Quoted, completed shortly before her death but not published in its entirety until 2009. During her distinguished career, she was made a Fellow of the British Royal Society of Arts, was named one of the twelve greatest women in Canada by the Toronto Star, and became an Officer of the Order of the British Empire. When she died in 1942, apparently by her own hand, her obituary in the Globe and Mail declared that her body of work “showed no lessening of that freshness and simplicity of style that characterized Anne of Green Gables.” Since her death, several volumes of collected periodical pieces have been published, as have over a dozen volumes of journals, letters, essays, and scrapbooks. Both Ontario and Prince Edward Island are home to numerous tourist sites and archival collections, and her books continue to be adapted for stage and screen.

			J. COURTNEY SULLIVAN is the New York Times best-selling author of the novels Saints for All Occasions, The Engagements, Maine, and Commencement. Maine was named a 2011 Time magazine Best Book of the Year and a Washington Post Notable Book. The Engagements was one of People magazine’s Top Ten Books of 2013 and an Irish Times Best Book of the Year, and it has been translated into seventeen languages. She has contributed to The New York Times Book Review, the Chicago Tribune, New York magazine, Elle, Glamour, Allure, Real Simple, and O, The Oprah Magazine, among many other publications. She lives in Brooklyn, New York.

			BENJAMIN LEFEBVRE is the director of L.M. Montgomery Online. He is the editor of several books, including an edition of Montgomery’s rediscovered final book, The Blythes Are Quoted (2009), and the three-volume critical anthology The L.M. Montgomery Reader (2013–15), which won the 2016 PROSE Award from the Association of American Publishers. He lives in Kitchener, Ontario.
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			TO THE MEMORY OF

			My Father and Mother

		

	
		
			
			The good stars met in your horoscope,

			Made you of spirit and fire and dew.

			—BROWNING
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			Foreword

			My first copy of Anne of Green Gables was an illustrated picture book, a Christmas gift from my parents when I was six or seven. The oversize blue hardcover did not contain the actual text of Lucy Maud Montgomery’s 1908 classic. It offered no hint of the title character’s remarkable voice. Instead, Anne and the people of Avonlea were depicted in fluffy watercolors, everyone’s heads a bit too big for their bodies.

			The book was not one of my favorites. Something about it seemed fusty, and something else about it gave me the creeps. When I wanted to read, which I so often did, it stayed behind on the shelf, passed over in favor of Ivy Cottage or James and the Giant Peach. But occasionally I’d pull Anne of Green Gables down and stare at the cover, as if knowing that this inconsequential object would someday play a larger role in my life. (Or maybe I only concocted the thought in retrospect, like when you look back on the moment you met your best friend and imagine it tinged in light.)

			The summer I turned nine, I acquired the real thing, unadorned and unabridged. I cannot remember where. Most likely, I was with my father, either at the Little Book Room, a heavenly children’s bookshop in my hometown, or else, at the grocery store, in the aisle of mass-market paperbacks where I usually ended up when instructed to go get the milk.

			Unlike my fancy hardcover version, this one was small, with thin gray pages and no illustrations. Between its flimsy covers existed a world that would enchant me for decades to come and a literary heroine to whom I’d relate more than any other.

			I read Anne of Green Gables at bedtime with my parents, and then alone with a flashlight under the covers, long after I was supposed to have gone to sleep. This was 1990 in the suburbs of Boston, yet Anne—an orphan sent accidentally to the Prince Edward Island farm of Matthew and Marilla Cuthbert, who had requested a boy—felt more relevant to me than any Sweet Valley twin or member of the Baby-Sitters Club. (Though don’t get me wrong. I loved them too.)

			Eleven years old when first we meet her, Anne (“spelled with an e”) Shirley is the patron saint of girls who ask too many questions. I could relate. What are you, writing a book? a friend’s mother had snapped at me, exasperated by my inquisitiveness, one day that same summer. Little did she know, the answer was yes.

			Anne’s boundless imagination often gets her into trouble, but it also makes everything around her more compelling. She possesses the sort of empathy one only gains from spending a lot of time pondering the lives of others. Anne is quirky, odd, over-the-top. But I was the kind of child who projected emotions onto ladybugs and inanimate objects, so to me it made perfect sense to see her pause and consider a geranium’s point of view.

			Anne’s creative mind transforms the mundane, turning Barry’s pond into the Lake of Shining Waters and the Avenue into the White Way of Delight. Everything in nature—the trees, the fields, the sky—is beautiful, as seen through the eyes of Anne, who finds beauty wherever she looks.

			“Isn’t it splendid there are so many things to like in this world?” she says.

			And, “It’s been my experience that you can nearly always enjoy things if you make up your mind firmly that you will.”

			Yet Anne is no Goody Two-shoes. She can hold a grudge like the best of them. When her boat sinks and Gilbert Blythe rescues her, she is almost moved to like him until she remembers the offending incident two years prior, when he embarrassed her by calling her “Carrots” and she was forced to bring her slate down on his head.

			What moved me most when I first read the book was the fact that Anne was not saccharine-sweet like some of the female characters I’d encountered in novels up until then. Nor was she wicked, like certain others. Instead, she was a mixture, like me. She loved and hated in equal measure. She made lots of mistakes, though never the same one twice. (Ever since reading that particular detail, I have endeavored to do the same.)

			“For Anne to take things calmly would have been to change her nature,” Montgomery writes. “The pleasures and pains of life came to her with trebled intensity. Marilla felt this and was vaguely troubled over it, realizing that the ups and downs of existence would probably bear hardly on this impulsive soul and not sufficiently understanding that the equally great capacity for delight might more than compensate.”

			Long after other books from childhood faded from memory, Anne and her story stayed clear in my mind and kept showing up in my life. In college, I met a girl named Laura who would go on to be one of my closest friends. A die-hard Anne fan, she was in possession of the excellent Anne of Green Gables miniseries on VHS. We watched it when we felt homesick or needed a boost, sitting cross-legged on the floor of her dorm room, reciting our favorite lines. (Many years later, when I got engaged, Laura’s first response was to suggest a bachelorette party on Prince Edward Island.)

			Anne of Green Gables provides a language, a terminology perfectly suited for a certain type of girl. The type who is passionate about the world and its beauty and other people, and as such is never entirely satisfied. At thirty-five, I still speak in Anne-isms: I seek out kindred spirits. I appreciate bosom friends. On a bad day, I’m in the depths of despair.

			When I read the book again now, I appreciate the adult characters more, all of them so vividly drawn. Rachel Lynde, the judgmental busybody neighbor with, it turns out, a very large heart. Matthew, painfully shy and wonderfully kind. And especially Marilla, who loves Anne fiercely but usually tries not to show it, and when she does try, finds it hard to express after living a life devoid of sentimentality.

			To reread this book is to be transported back to Green Gables in an instant. Fully knowing the outcome, I’m still breathless with worry when Marilla’s broach goes missing and she won’t allow Anne to attend the picnic.

			Now the writing itself stands out to me. There is such pleasure to be found in a line like, “In geometry Anne met her Waterloo.” Or a chapter entitled Matthew Insists on Puffed Sleeves.

			As a novelist, I cherish the idea of how a simple story of female lives, closely observed, can contain the world. I see the book’s feminism now, so ahead of its time. When the first female teacher comes to Avonlea, Mrs. Lynde says it’s “a dangerous innovation.” In fact, it marks a shift in both the cultural tide and Anne’s own life. Anne wants to know why women can’t be ministers. She revels in having ambitions. She isn’t boy-crazy like many of the girls around her. In her view, female friendship trumps romance any day.

			In the relationship with Gilbert that she so resists, even as we can see where it might be headed, Anne doesn’t play dumb to get the boy but instead sees him as a fierce intellectual rival. (It is possible that the term frenemy itself originated with Anne and Gilbert: “What would she do without their inspiring rivalry? Would not work, even at a co-educational college with a real degree in prospect, be rather flat without her friend the enemy?”)

			The book’s last pages hint at the worries of adulthood looming—the failing bank, the threat of losing the farm. In the books in the series that follow, Anne wrestles with all these things, as well as with the constraints of work and marriage and motherhood.

			As she grows up, so, too, do her admirers.

			A few years back, my parents sold my childhood home. I told them I didn’t want to keep a thing. All my beloved books were given away, and for a time, that was fine by me.

			But now I am expecting my first child, a boy. (My friend Laura has suggested we name him Gilbert Blythe Junior. In text messages and emails, she refers to him exclusively as GBJ.) As soon as I knew I was pregnant, I started rebuilding my collection. The first book I bought was Anne of Green Gables, an edition that is beautiful, and complete. One I hope to read with my son someday, seeing it anew through his eyes.

			Who knows what he will be like, or whether he will see himself reflected in the story. I hope, like Anne, he’ll be a sensitive, appreciative soul, who even on the darkest of days can look out over the ocean and say, “Dear old world, you are very lovely, and I am glad to be alive in you.”

			J. COURTNEY SULLIVAN

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Recently, during a whirlwind, late-winter visit to Prince Edward Island, I did what I always do when I’m there: I talked with people I met about L.M. Montgomery and her best-known novel, Anne of Green Gables. An undergraduate student who’d grown up in Atlantic Canada told me that of course he knew who Anne was—he’d just never read or seen any version of the texts in which she appears. An employee at a store devoted exclusively to Anne souvenirs, where an internationally successful television miniseries version of the book plays on an apparently endless loop all day, insisted that there was a “direct correlation” between Montgomery and Anne but added that she hadn’t cared for a more recent adaptation of the book because it “didn’t follow the story.” From where we were standing, I could see in the distance two theaters across the street from each other where two highly successful musicals featuring Anne had been performed for years, and I wondered how tourists and locals chose between them. When I returned to my bed-and-breakfast, I logged onto Facebook, where yet another self-proclaimed Anne fan announced her intention to boycott any new television adaptation of the book because she didn’t believe any version could improve on “the original”—by which she meant the 1980s miniseries, not the book. And on my flight home, my seatmate, who appeared incredibly well-informed about Montgomery’s books even though she said she hadn’t read any of them in decades, asked me if I had any suggestions about how members of her community could attract more tourists to one of the schoolhouses where Montgomery had once taught.

			Anne of Green Gables, then, is that rare type of story: one that exists in multiple forms simultaneously, each attracting a large number of devotees. Montgomery’s novel, which has never been out of print in English, has also been translated into three dozen languages, transformed into two dozen abridgments for young readers, and adapted numerous times for stage and screen. Today, when people claim to be fans of Anne of Green Gables or to know the story, they may be referring to any of these versions of the text. Indeed, in this age of social media, you don’t need to look too far to see evidence of viewers who are devotedly attached to the 1980s miniseries but who have never read the book. This can get complicated when online users create Internet memes that take quotations from Anne television productions and attribute them wrongly to Montgomery and when viewers travel to Green Gables Heritage Place in Cavendish, Prince Edward Island, and express confusion and disappointment because the house and the landscape don’t look like the “real” place they’ve seen on television, which they don’t realize is in Ontario.

			But whether Anne of Green Gables is read in print or ebook form; listened to as an audiobook or a musical soundtrack; watched as a play, a live-action television event, a YouTube serial, or an animated series; engaged with in the form of a commodity or a tourist attraction; or discussed in person or online, the story is one to which numerous readers, viewers, and users have become profoundly attached. Since I started participating in real-life and virtual Montgomery communities more than two decades ago, I have heard and read innumerable accounts of people whose lives have been changed immeasurably because of Anne of Green Gables. Moreover, although Montgomery’s books tend now to be shelved in the children’s section of bookstores and libraries, and although some publishers seem to assume that the sole audience for all her books consists of girls under the age of twelve, in reality, those who read, watch, engage with, or talk about Anne of Green Gables are people of all ages, all genders and sexual orientations, as well as all nationalities and linguistic groups. And while naysayers dismiss the story as bland, innocent fare for the young, the ways that scholars, readers, viewers, and users have found meaning in this story are as diverse as they are complex. All of this makes this Penguin Classics Deluxe Edition of the novel, released to coincide with the seventy-fifth anniversary of Montgomery’s death, not only timely but also entirely necessary, both for returning readers and for those about to discover Montgomery’s novel for the first time.

			The basic details of Montgomery’s birth and early life are fairly well known: she was born Lucy Maud Montgomery in Clifton (now New London), Prince Edward Island, on November 30, 1874, and was raised by her maternal grandparents in the nearby village of Cavendish after the death of her mother, except for a year in her teens with her father and his new family in Prince Albert, Saskatchewan. But the tone of her retrospective accounts of her childhood depended on her mood and her awareness of audience. In versions that she wrote for the public, some of which revealed so little about her that commentators couldn’t even tell that “L.M. Montgomery” was a woman, her childhood in Cavendish involved a wholesome mix of school, church, friendships, books, and daydreams; in others, particularly in journals that she intended for publication after her death, she acknowledged that her grandparents had cared for her in a material sense but mourned the fact that their age and reserve had made it difficult for them to connect with her emotionally. She grew up surrounded by two sets of extended family members, but she still felt like an orphan in some ways, something she emphasized when she dedicated Anne of Green Gables to the memory of her parents: the death of her mother in early childhood left a void that she never recovered from fully, and although she and her father corresponded regularly until his death in 1900, she had known since adolescence that she couldn’t count on him in terms of either personal or financial support. And although her extended families prized oral storytelling highly, they seemed, by her account, perplexed by and dismissive of her ambition to be a writer.

			Montgomery was raised in a culture in which basic education was considered important for both boys and girls, but her gender proved to be an impediment to accessing higher education. Her maternal grandfather not only refused to contribute financially to her year of teacher training, but also, once she’d earned her teaching credential, he wouldn’t allow her to borrow a horse and buggy to enable her to apply for teaching positions in person. For young men and women in Montgomery’s era, teaching in a one-room schoolhouse was an acceptable way to earn a living, in most cases in anticipation of something else: for boys, a university degree that would prepare them for a career, and for girls, a suitable marriage. Montgomery did not rule out romance or marriage, but she went against convention in that she taught school primarily to earn money to finance a university education on her own, and her desire for further studies was to support her ambitions as a writer. As it happened, she could afford only one year at Dalhousie University in Halifax, where she took a special undergraduate course in English literature.

			Many accounts of Montgomery’s writing career begin with Anne of Green Gables and seem to presume that she simply lucked out with a winning formula that happened to strike a chord with readers. But long before writing that best-selling book, she published hundreds of short stories, poems, and essays in a wide range of North American periodicals: women’s magazines like The Smart Set and Munsey’s of New York, farm papers like The Family Herald and Weekly Star of Montreal, religious papers like The Christian Advocate of New York, and children’s magazines like The Youth’s Companion of Boston and Golden Days for Boys and Girls of Philadelphia. Whether she was writing for women, for boys, for girls, or for a general audience, she made a point of studying the market in order to make her work appeal to as wide an audience as possible. She also learned an important lesson in determination: whenever a submission was sent back with an icy rejection slip, she sent it out again, often multiple times, until it found a home. In these periodical pieces, most of which have not yet been collected in book form, Montgomery tested and perfected all the components that would make Anne of Green Gables such a success: stories about the foibles of hardworking individuals living in rural communities, strangers creating friendship and kinship ties, and relationships between creatively minded young people and crusty adults who initially are set in their ways, as well as poems in which she practiced her powers of description and worked through philosophical and moral concepts. Not only did Montgomery learn how to write fiction and poetry that people wanted to read, but also she perfected the art of writing material that would appeal to adults and young people simultaneously. A ledger that she kept of her earnings shows that, with time, she earned far more from selling work to magazines than she had teaching full-time in a one-room schoolhouse.

			And so, by the time she wrote Anne of Green Gables sometime around 1905, at the age of thirty, she’d been earning a living exclusively from her pen for almost a decade. As she writes in her retrospective article “How I Began,” included in this Penguin Classics Deluxe Edition, Montgomery first created the character of an orphan girl sent by mistake to an elderly couple who requested a boy in anticipation of writing a seven-chapter serial for a Sunday-school periodical. She’d written numerous stories for religious periodicals of her era, most of them along fairly conventional lines, depicting earnest young protagonists learning important lessons about some form of suitable behavior. Yet there was something about this red-headed waif that took over her imagination and demanded to be free of the restrictions of Sunday-school periodical fare. And so, through the character of Anne Shirley, Montgomery created a book that focused on a young character yet was free of the predictable didacticism that most periodicals for young people demanded.

			In fact, although Anne of Green Gables is now viewed as one of the most successful English-language children’s books of all time, Montgomery was inconsistent about whether she’d written it for children or for adults. In one account, she expressed genuine surprise that a book she’d seen as appealing primarily to adolescent girls had become such a hit with readers of all ages, genders, and backgrounds, while in another, she denied that she’d ever written the book for children at all. Montgomery’s ambivalence about her target audience—or, rather, her awareness of multiple audiences—is woven right into the book, with the narrator, describing Anne Shirley for the first time in chapter two, making a distinction between an “ordinary observer” who sees Anne at a surface level (“Her face was small, white and thin, also much freckled; her mouth was large and so were her eyes, that looked green in some lights and moods and gray in others”) and a “discerning extraordinary observer” who can see past these surfaces and who “might have concluded that no commonplace soul inhabited the body of this stray woman-child of whom shy Matthew Cuthbert was so ludicrously afraid.”

			In short, Montgomery creates these two types of “observers” as shorthand for two possible ways of understanding the story: one type of reader who accepts Anne as she appears, as the reader of a didactic, moral story for girls is invited to do (whether or not such a reader is a young girl), and another who is invited to delve behind the overt layers of the text in search of resistance, contradictions, gaps, silences, allusions to earlier texts, and counternarratives. Montgomery brought not only her vast experience as a writer for popular magazines to the table when writing Anne of Green Gables but also drew on her experience as a voracious reader of nineteenth-century texts from the United Kingdom and the United States, peppering her novel with allusions to and quotations from the works of authors like Shakespeare, Browning, Byron, Wordsworth, Tennyson, Whittier, and Pope, as well as the Bible and the Book of Common Prayer. For instance, in chapter five, when Anne recounts her experience with school, she mentions several poems that she has memorized, two of which—Caroline Sheridan Norton’s “Bingen on the Rhine” and Sir Walter Scott’s “The Lady of the Lake”—are quoted later in the book. Montgomery’s choice of epigraph for the novel—“The good stars met in your horoscope, / Made you of spirit and fire and dew”—would seem, for an “ordinary” observer, simply to reinforce Anne’s vivacity as a character. “Discerning extraordinary” readers familiar with the poem in question, Robert Browning’s “Evelyn Hope,” will recognize that the title character is a sixteen-year-old girl who has died and that the poem is spoken by an enamored man who is three times her age. Readers who know the details of Browning’s poem may wonder about this odd choice of an epigraph, but Montgomery’s familiarity with nineteenth-century British poetry suggests that this choice invites such readers to read between the lines of this seemingly happy story.

			To my mind, the inclusion of both an “ordinary observer” and a “discerning extraordinary observer” within the text suggests that Montgomery had some idea that she was addressing adult and child readers simultaneously. A child reader who is trained to see protagonists of children’s books as role models of good behavior will find Anne a rather complex character—one who, as a child, sees delight in the natural world and is spontaneously expressive in terms of her friendships and her rivalries, yet who seems increasingly fixated on what it means to be “good” as she grows older. An adult reader is invited to see Anne’s childlike exuberance nostalgically and relate more to Marilla and Matthew, whose placid lives of steady routine are disrupted completely by the arrival of this child. Adult readers may sympathize with Marilla’s difficulties to understand Anne and her attempts to mold Anne into a younger version of herself, always in control of her emotions. They may be startled, as is Marilla, by the truths Anne utters about faith and communion with nature as something from the heart rather than from habit. They may, like Marilla, be “shrewd enough to read between the lines of Anne’s history and divine the truth.” And they may see humor in Anne’s earnestness and sincerity and in what she cannot see due to her limited perspective as a child.

			Margaret Atwood, writing about Anne of Green Gables as a crossover book, suggests that “it may be the ludicrous escapades of Anne that render the book so attractive to children, but it is the struggles of Marilla that give it resonance for adults.” In a way, this is due to the fact that, while Anne does mature as she grows up throughout this novel, it is Marilla who undergoes the most profound change. The woman who begins the novel feeling “slightly distrustful of sunshine” learns not only to tolerate Anne but also to love her—to experience a kind of motherhood within a family of choice, rather than a biological family of circumstance. In a sense, then, the book calls on adult readers to heed Marilla’s example and to embrace all that Anne has to offer about using the imagination to improve the real.

			While it makes sense now to approach Anne of Green Gables as a crossover text, one that reads differently as a children’s book and as adult fiction, it is also worth noting that, while a few reviewers of the book saw it as appealing to adults and children simultaneously when it was released in 1908, most reviewers took the book for granted as a novel for adults. “Anne is indeed a most interesting and entertaining person, and she might well be placed with the best character creations in recent fiction,” said The Canadian Magazine of Toronto. “It is, in our opinion, the most fascinating book of the season,” declared the Montreal Daily Star, and “it is impossible for readers to guess even vaguely the treat that awaits them in its perusal.” American newspapers were equally enthusiastic about the book’s appeal to adult readers: “It could have been written only by a woman of deep and wide sympathy with child nature, one able to look beyond the trammels of conventionality and discover the hidden jewel uncut and unpolished,” stated the Boston Herald, to which the New York Observer added, “Often as the pages are turned, the reader is made to laugh at the quaint sayings and queer doings of Anne and often too some sweet and tender touch brings a lump to the throat and a dimness to the eyes”—this reader, presumably, being an adult.

			These early reviews of Anne of Green Gables reveal another type of crossover, too—between best-selling books that make a big splash with readers before disappearing into oblivion and books that endure with the reading public. This book sold so well as soon as it was published in June 1908 that its publisher, the L.C. Page Company of Boston, could barely reprint it fast enough to meet the increasing demand; according to an ad Page published in The Publishers’ Weekly, the book had sold 310,000 copies by July 1915. Moreover, Page postponed the publication of Montgomery’s first sequel, Anne of Avonlea, for several months because the initial book continued to sell so well. But a review in the Toronto Globe (which would merge with the Mail and Empire in the 1930s to become the Globe and Mail) suggests an alternate reading of the book’s popularity:

			The craze for problem novels has at present seized a large section of the reading public, and it must be confessed that several recent stories have not been healthy reading, and can serve no useful purpose that we can see. In these days of unhealthy literature it is, however, a real pleasure to come across a story so pure and sweet as Anne of Green Gables, by L.M. Montgomery. . . . Anne of Green Gables is worth a thousand of the problem stories with which the bookshelves are crowded to-day, and we venture the opinion that this simple story of rural life in Canada will be read and reread when many of the more pretentious stories are all forgotten. There is not a dull page in the whole volume. . . .

			In a journal entry published four months after the publication of the novel, reflecting on the book’s outstanding success thus far, Montgomery expressed disbelief that a book that she’d seen as “such a simple little tale” had “scored out” so well “in the busy world.” But what she’d seen as the book’s limitations turned out to be a major draw for readers: a book that featured believable characters in a believable setting but that stopped short of trying to solve contemporary problems. It was also a novel that would have been seen as slightly out of step with the bustling metropolises of 1908, set in an idyllic rural locale sometime in the last decades of the nineteenth century. In fact, the temporal setting of the book is left so open that readers attempting to nail down a concrete chronology across all the books featuring Anne Shirley have to contend with too many contradictory details about politics, technology, current events, and fashion. Rather than write historical fiction, Montgomery wrote stories that were old-fashioned enough to appeal to the nostalgia of adult readers for their own childhoods.

			With the publication of Anne of Green Gables, the book that established her critical reputation, Montgomery met her ambition to be not only a writer of short stories and poems but also a novelist. While she did not particularly enjoy the public’s attention toward her personally, she was delighted by the strong reviews and stunned by her first royalty checks, even though the royalty rate offered to her by her publisher was far below the standard rate. But with the success of this first book came the pressure to meet continued public demand. L.C. Page’s request for a first sequel came with the acceptance of Anne of Green Gables and so had little to do with the sales success of the first book, but while Anne of Avonlea, about Anne’s career as a schoolteacher, did equally well when it appeared in September 1909, she could not produce books fast enough for her enterprising and exploitative publisher. She put aside what would be her fourth published book, The Story Girl (1911), in order to follow Page’s suggestion and expand a five-chapter serial, “Una of the Garden,” into her third book, Kilmeny of the Orchard, published in April 1910. For her fifth book, Page suggested that she rewrite some of her best periodical stories in order to connect them to Anne and Avonlea, which she agreed to do even before the event that galvanized a sequence of major changes in her personal life: the death of her maternal grandmother, in March 1911, which freed her to marry the Reverend Ewan Macdonald, to whom she had been secretly engaged for five years, and then move with him to rural Ontario after their honeymoon in England and Scotland.

			Her married life in Ontario consisted of writing, motherhood, housekeeping, and church work. Chronicles of Avonlea appeared in June 1912, followed by The Golden Road, a sequel to The Story Girl, in September 1913. Although she was devastated by the declaration of war in Europe in August 1914 and lived on tenterhooks for the duration of the conflict overseas, she carried on with her work on Anne of the Island, focusing on Anne’s four years at Redmond College, published in July 1915. By then, increasingly dissatisfied with Page, especially for his refusal to publish a volume of her poems, Montgomery left his company in 1916 and entered into a new arrangement for joint publication with McClelland and Stewart in Toronto and the Frederick A. Stokes Company in New York, publishing The Watchman and Other Poems in November 1916, followed by three novels about Anne’s married life: Anne’s House of Dreams (1917), Rainbow Valley (1919), and Rilla of Ingleside (1921), the latter title focusing on Anne’s grown children during the Great War. After several court battles with L.C. Page about her right to place later books with other publishing companies, Montgomery jumped at the chance, in January 1919, for him to buy out all remaining rights to her seven books for a flat fee of $17,800. While she felt victorious over the money she’d received and the promise of never having to deal with Page again, there were two complications to her victory. First, as soon as the papers had been signed, Page turned right around and sold the film rights to Anne of Green Gables for $40,000, thus cheating Montgomery out of her 50 percent share and preventing her from having any kind of involvement with the silent film, which was released in November 1919. Second, Page manipulated her into agreeing to the publication of Further Chronicles of Avonlea (1920), using leftovers from the volume of short stories she’d published eight years later. When he disregarded the conditions that Montgomery had included as part of the agreement, she took him to court, fighting for eight years to get the book taken off the market out of concern that it was damaging her literary reputation.

			Montgomery’s court battles stood in the way of her plan, after the publication of Rilla of Ingleside in fall 1921, to move forward from the Anne characters. In the years that followed, she would continue to publish best-selling work, including her celebrated Emily trilogy, beginning with Emily of New Moon (1923), and the comedies The Blue Castle (1926) and A Tangled Web (1931). But when Anne of Green Gables was made into a second motion picture in 1934, Montgomery decided it was time for her to recoup some of the money she’d lost. In the latter years of her life, she wrote three final books about Anne that filled in some of the gaps between the ones published decades earlier: Anne of Windy Poplars (1936, appearing as Anne of Windy Willows in the United Kingdom), about Anne as the principal of Summerside High School prior to her marriage; Anne of Ingleside (1939), about Anne as the mother of young children; and finally The Blythes Are Quoted, an experimental book that traced Anne and her family from the years preceding the First World War to the start of the Second World War. Repeating the strategy she’d employed thirty years earlier, she revised existing stories about unrelated characters in order to mention Anne and her family members, but she also added vignettes featuring forty-one of her own poems, now attributed to Anne and to one of her sons, followed by dialogue between the members of the household. The manuscript was delivered to Montgomery’s publishers the very day of her death, which her family interpreted as a suicide, in April 1942, but partly because the book is much darker in tone than Anne of Green Gables and partly because of its unusual structure, it was shelved by Montgomery’s publishers and was not published in its entirety until 2009. Although Anne of Green Gables is by far Montgomery’s best-known book, it was due to continued interest in the character that she published eleven books in total featuring Anne, from childhood to old age.

			This Penguin Classics Deluxe Edition is important for another reason, too: namely, that Anne of Green Gables is a complex story that rewards multiple readings. Every time I read the book, I see something new—either because the passing of time has altered my perspective or because an adaptation for another medium has drawn my attention to details I hadn’t seen before as significant. It is also a story that rewards the work of readers who pay attention both to what Anne says and what she doesn’t say, to what the narrator draws attention to and what it understates. And so, whatever your age and whatever your prior experience with this story, I hope you will accept the invitation of the narrator and become a “discerning extraordinary observer,” delving into the details of a novel that is far from being a “simple little tale” at all, but rather, a novel that has been read—and reread—by people around the world for over a century, intrigued and fascinated by Montgomery’s unique literary creation.

			BENJAMIN LEFEBVRE
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			A Note on the Text

			This Penguin Classics Deluxe Edition of Anne of Green Gables reproduces the full text of the first impression of the book, dated April 1908 but not published until June of that year by the Boston firm L.C. Page and Company; a British reprint using the same plates was followed in 1925 by a separate British edition that made a number of minor changes to the novel. Starting in the mid-twentieth century, well-intentioned North American editors, when preparing reprint editions of this book and its sequels, Americanized Montgomery’s spelling, modernized hyphenation and punctuation, and made numerous non-substantive alterations, and it is this text that continues to be used for most North American reprints of the book today.

			Although the first edition was published in Boston, its text retained Montgomery’s choices of Canadian spellings (colour, centre, programme) and the hyphenation of time terms (to-day, to-morrow) and compounds (breakfast-table, horse-racing, ice-cream, and wood-shed). This edition retains all of these choices and lets stand inconsistencies, including the usage of “Lover’s Lane” vs. “Lovers’ Lane,” as well as archaic spellings with ligatures (æsthetic, Cæsar).

			While this edition reprints the full text of the first impression of the original edition, it does correct a number of typographical errors, some of which were corrected in later impressions, likely at Montgomery’s behest. These corrections are as follows, keyed to page and line numbers:
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							6.30 (here)

						
							
							Barnado] Barnardo

						
					

					
							
							60.27 (here)

						
							
							anl then] and then

						
					

					
							
							127.5 (here)

						
							
							forget,] forget,”

						
					

					
							
							140.31 (here)

						
							
							Ella May Macpherson] Ella May MacPherson
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			Moreover, in the table of contents, but not in the novel itself, Mrs. Lynde’s first name appears as “Rachael” in the title of chapters one and nine, an error that is not corrected in subsequent impressions, but that is corrected in this edition.

			Montgomery’s essay “How I Began,” included in this volume as an appendix, was first published in The Canadian Bookman, a Toronto magazine, in April 1915. This essay is one of several autobiographical accounts that she published throughout her career and forms a basis for her longer celebrity memoir, “The Alpine Path,” published two years later in Everywoman’s World, another Toronto magazine. This essay is excerpted from my critical anthology The L.M. Montgomery Reader, Volume 1: A Life in Print (University of Toronto Press, 2013); Volume 3 of that work, subtitled A Legacy in Review (University of Toronto Press, 2015), contains the full text of 370 reviews of Montgomery’s twenty-four books, including those quoted in the introduction to this edition.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 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 neighbours’ business by dint of neglecting their own; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was one of those capable creatures who can manage their own concerns and those of other folks into the bargain. She was a notable housewife; her work was always done and well done; she “ran” the Sewing Circle, helped run the Sunday-school, and was the strongest prop of the Church Aid Society and Foreign Missions Auxiliary. Yet with all this Mrs. Rachel found abundant time to sit for hours at her kitchen window, knitting “cotton warp” quilts—she had knitted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeepers were wont to tell in awed voices—and keeping a sharp eye on the main road that crossed the hollow and wound up the steep red hill beyond. Since Avonlea occupied a little triangular peninsula jutting out into the Gulf of St. Lawrence, with water on two sides of it, anybody who went out of it or into it had to pass over that hill road and so run the unseen gauntlet of Mrs. Rachel’s all-seeing eye.

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

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

			Had it been any other man in Avonlea Mrs. Rachel, deftly putting this and that together, might have given a pretty good guess as to both questions. But Matthew so rarely went from home that it must be something pressing and unusual which was taking him; he was the shyest man alive and hated to have 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 to-day.”

			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 of them. I’d ruther look at people. To be sure, they seem contented enough; but then, I suppose, they’re used to it. A body can get used to anything, even to being hanged, as the Irishman said.”

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

			Mrs. Rachel rapped smartly at the kitchen door and stepped in when bidden to do so. The kitchen at Green Gables was a cheerful apartment—or would have been cheerful if it had not been so painfully clean as to give it something of the appearance of an unused parlour. Its windows looked east and west; through the west one, looking out on the back yard, came a flood of mellow June sunlight; but the east one, whence you got a glimpse of the bloom white cherry-trees in the left orchard and nodding, slender birches down in the hollow by the brook, was greened over by a tangle of vines. Here sat Marilla Cuthbert, when she sat at all, always slightly 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 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 every-day dishes and there was only crab-apple preserves and one kind of cake, so that the expected company could not be any particular company. Yet what of Matthew’s white collar and the sorrel mare? Mrs. Rachel was getting fairly dizzy with this unusual mystery about quiet, unmysterious Green Gables.

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

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

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

			“We’re all pretty well,” said Mrs. Rachel. “I was kind of afraid you weren’t, though, when I saw Matthew starting off to-day. 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 much for her neighbour’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 to-night.”

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

			“Are you in earnest, Marilla?” she demanded when voice returned to her.

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

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

			“What on earth put such a notion into your head?” she demanded 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 Hopetown in the spring. Her cousin lives there and Mrs. Spencer has visited her and knows all about it. So Matthew and I have talked it over off and on ever since. We thought we’d get a boy. Matthew is getting up in years, you know—he’s sixty—and he isn’t so spry as he once was. His heart troubles him a good deal. And you know how desperate hard it’s got to be to get hired help. There’s never anybody to be had but those stupid, half-grown little French boys; and as soon as you do get one broke into your ways and taught something he’s up and off to the lobster canneries or the States. At first Matthew suggested getting a Barnardo boy. But I said ‘no’ flat to that. ‘They may be all right—I’m not saying they’re not—but no London street Arabs for me,’ I said. ‘Give me a native born at least. There’ll be a risk, no matter who we get. But I’ll feel easier in my mind and sleep sounder at nights if we get a born Canadian.’ So in the end we decided to ask Mrs. Spencer to pick us out one when she went over to get her little girl. We heard last week she was going, so we sent her word by Richard Spencer’s folks at Carmody to bring us a smart, likely boy of about ten or eleven. We decided that would be the best age—old enough to be of some use in doing chores right off and young enough to be trained up proper. We mean to give him a good home and schooling. We had a telegram from Mrs. Alexander Spencer to-day—the mail-man brought it from the station—saying they were coming on the five-thirty train to-night. 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—a risky thing, that’s what. You don’t know what you’re getting. You’re bringing a strange child into your house and home and you don’t know a single thing about him nor
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