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    To my parents who never stop believing in me and encouraging me to dream big.
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Dear Reader, 
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This book is a retelling of Anne of Green Gables by Lucy Maud Montgomery and includes elements from the second and third books of the original series. I stayed true to the personalities and themes of the original as best as I could. However, some liberties were taken in certain circumstances to enhance the overall story. This book was so much fun to write, and I can’t wait to hear what you think about Anne and Gilbert. 

This book includes topics such as growing up in foster care, death of a parental figure, car crashes, and minor incidences of alcohol consumption which may be difficult topics for some readers.

Best wishes, 

Luci
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Chapter 1 - Anne  
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“You can do that all by yourself?” I turned toward my left and scanned the crowd for Phillipa Gordon’s blond curls. I could hear her from across Redmond University’s quad, so I knew she was here somewhere. It was probably the last nice October day, and the quad was full of students enjoying the weather before the cold front rolled in. 

Finally, I spotted Phillipa with her arms crossed as she sat at a table under a large maple tree. She was surrounded by a small group of sophomore boys. Phillipa looked as hopelessly bored as she had the day I met her during freshman orientation four years ago. However, the group of guys didn’t hear the sarcasm in her voice as she spoke again. “Your mother must be so proud.” 

I smiled to myself and made my way toward my best friend. “Hey, Phil.” I sat down across from her at the table and motioned to the sophomores. “Making new friends again?” 

“Of course! Nathan was telling me all about his amazing achievements on the football field.” Phillipa smiled mischievously and her eyes twinkled. “I was just about to tell him about my toe fungus. You know, the one you told me to get checked out by a doctor?” 

“Oh, yes.” Immediately, I understood what Phillipa was doing and played along. “You really should get it looked at. It might be contagious. You can never tell with fungus like that. Has it turned green yet?”  

Suddenly, all of Phillipa’s wanna-be boyfriends mumbled that they were late for class and disappeared around the corner of the science building. Phillipa smiled and rolled her eyes. 

“Ha! They didn’t even stick around long enough to hear what color my fungus is. What a shame.” Phillipa laughed as she flipped her long hair over her shoulder.

I shook my head and unzipped my backpack to pull out my notebook. “That game never gets old.” 

“You would think at some point the boys would figure out that we make stuff up just to get rid of them.” Phillipa rolled her eyes and turned to focus back on her laptop.

Phillipa Gordon was the type of girl everyone stopped to stare at when she entered the room. She had gorgeous golden curls and bright green eyes that had caused practically the entire male population of Redmond University to fall madly in love with her ever since she had stepped foot on campus. During our second week at Redmond, we had created an amusing game to see how fast we could get guys to run away from her by making up absurd stories to gross them out. 

“Are you ever going to get to know any of them? You might find one you like.” I pulled one of my textbooks from my backpack and set it next to my notebook on the table. 

Phillipa pursed her lips and raised an eyebrow at me. “Hmm, we’ll have to see. What about you? Are you going to put poor Gilbert out of his misery anytime soon?” 

I scoffed. “I have no idea what you are talking about.”

“Uh-huh. That boy has been head over heels for you since before I met you. You should at least talk to him before he leaves for medical school in a few months.” 

“You’re crazy. We’re just friends.” I rolled my eyes. “Besides, Gilbert isn’t going far for medical school. He’ll still be around on the weekends.”

Gilbert and I were good friends now. We had finally talked at the end of high school, and I had realized how silly it was to hold a grudge against him. We had a lot in common. We liked the same kinds of books, had the same type of humor, and had the same taste in desserts. However, we did disagree on a few subjects. I still teased him about the band he had hired for the fall dance back in high school. Wade’s Rebels were still as horrible now as they were back then.

Phillipa shook her head. “I think this is a conversation you need to have with Gilbert eventually. Neither of you are on the same page about your relationship or medical school. The closest medical school is like two and half hours away from Avonlea.” 

I rolled my eyes and changed the subject. “Are you ready for midterms next week?” 

“As ready as I will be.” Phillipa skimmed through her social psychology textbook. “I can’t believe we are seniors already, can you?” 

“No. It seems like just yesterday that I saved you from a different group of unwanted guys during freshman orientation.”  

“If you hadn’t asked me to sit with you at lunch that first day, I don’t know if I would have stayed at Redmond. I was an East Coast Barbie looking for the closest shopping mall and could only find the local supermarket.” Phillipa laughed again.

“And look at you now! What would your mother say?” I gasped dramatically and Phillipa rolled her eyes. 

“She would be extremely disappointed in my behavior. I can wash and iron my own laundry and cook my own dinner! She would be horrified that her little East Coast, Prep School Princess can take care of herself.” 

I laughed at the memory of teaching Phillipa how to use the washing machine in her dorm and the stove in the little kitchen at Green Gables. Diana and I had fun teaching Phillipa the most basic tasks around the house. In turn, Phillipa had regaled us with stories of living with the upper crust of East Coast society, the world of prep schools, and business deals made over brunch. 

I sighed and glanced up at the clouds in the sky. Now, we were seniors and about to graduate. Change was coming, but I hoped things would stay the same for as long as possible. I had finally found the home I had always wanted, and I didn’t want to have to say goodbye to the life I had built at Redmond and in Avonlea. 

“Change won’t be so bad. Besides, I’m not sure that I want to return to the East Coast.” It was like Phillipa could read my thoughts. I turned to look at my best friend. 

“Really? You think you might stay?” I felt a small sliver of optimism bubble up at the thought of Phillipa sticking around Avonlea, or at least Illinois. 

Phillipa shrugged. “Maybe? I’m not sure yet. I’m thinking about going to grad school for my school psychologist license. I would have to convince my parents, though. Plus, I imagine Diana and Fred will announce their engagement soon, and I want to be around to help plan the wedding.” 

“What are you talking about?” I sighed again and looked down at my textbook. 

“Oh, come on. They’ve been together for three years now, and I know that you know they talk about getting married all the time.” 

Diana was my best friend, and Diana and Fred made a cute couple. I was superbly happy that she had found a guy she loved. “It’ll happen soon, I’m sure. But not for a while. I don’t think she wants to get married right away.” I went back to flipping through my textbook and tried to focus on my upcoming midterms. 

Phillipa didn’t respond. Maybe she picked up on the internal tornado that was sweeping through my mind. It was threatening to topple the foundation that I had spent the last four years building. That was the problem with being best friends with a psychology major. She always seemed to know what I was thinking. 

We worked in silence for a while until the alarm on my phone went off. I had to head to the Blythe farm soon if I wanted to be on time for dinner. I put my textbook and notebook back into my backpack and promised to see Phillipa tomorrow night for our infamous trivia night at the Lynde Family Restaurant and Grille. 

As I drove home to Avonlea, I contemplated what Phillipa had said. Change was coming whether I liked it or not. Diana and Fred would get married, eventually. Phillipa might stay in Illinois, or she might not. Gilbert was going to medical school, of course. And I would get a job, somewhere. I had no idea what to do about my lack of plans for myself, but I did know that everything would be all right. I wouldn’t let us drift too far apart. I just wouldn’t.
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Chapter 2 - Anne  


[image: ]


I drove up the long driveway of the Blythe farm and felt myself relax. I pushed away thoughts about life after graduation and tried to focus on enjoying the next few hours with the Blythes. Joan Blythe was a fantastic cook. She made the absolute best lasagna that I have ever eaten. Her husband, John, didn’t talk much. But when he did, he often shared stories about growing up with Matthew and Marilla. I loved listening to his stories and imagining the three of them as kids running around Avonlea together. 

After I parked my car, I absentmindedly reached for my necklace like I always did whenever I thought about Matthew. It was a miniature silver daffodil. Marilla had given it to me the year after Matthew had passed away. She had told me Matthew planted daffodils in the window boxes every spring at Green Gables because it had been their mother’s favorite flower. Whenever I thought about Matthew, I still felt the ache I had right after he died. It wasn’t quite as sharp anymore, but I would never forget the first person who made me feel wanted and loved. 

“Anne! Anne!” I heard a voice shouting at me and I came back to the present. 

I climbed out of my car and looked up at the second-floor of the farmhouse where a girl’s head hung out of a window. 

I waved up to Gilbert’s little sister. “Hello Paula! What are you up to?” 

“I’m going to come down and show you my video of the choreography I made at recess today!” Paula didn’t wait for a response. She pulled her head back inside and slammed the window shut. 

I smiled and headed toward the door. Paula had turned ten a few weeks ago and had gotten an iPad as a birthday gift. She had wanted an iPad to record her dance routines because she had decided to focus on ballet as her extra circular activity recently. I had helped Joan upload Paula’s favorite music to the iPad the morning before the birthday party. 

I started to knock at the front door, but Paula threw it open and held up her iPad for me. I took it from her and watched the routine set to one of her favorite Taylor Swift songs. It was adorable.

“Is that Davy?” I watched as a little boy around the same age as Paula entered the frame behind her. 

Paula scowled and crossed her arms. “Yes. I didn’t know he was back there until after I was finished. He is so annoying. I’ll have to redo the video tomorrow and hope he doesn’t get in my way again. Can’t you tell your cousin to stay away from my videos when I’m filming?” 

I tried to hold back my smile as I handed back her iPad. “Davy is technically Marilla’s cousin’s son. And if I could get him to listen to me, I would. My life would be so much easier.” Davy Keith and his twin sister, Dora, had moved to Avonlea with their mother a few months ago after their father had died. I still felt terrible for them about having lost their father, but Davy was a little rascal. I often had to keep Davy and Paula as far away from each other as possible during my weekly tutoring sessions at the community center. They fought over absolutely everything and played pranks on each other constantly. 

Paula huffed as she held the front door open for me. “I can’t stand Davy Keith. He is my archnemesis.”

I couldn’t resist a small smile at Paula’s comment this time. 

I walked toward the cozy kitchen and saw Joan and John dancing around the kitchen to an old country song playing on the radio. I paused for a second to give them a moment and sighed wistfully. Gilbert’s parents were so sweet together. 

I heard someone come up behind me as Gilbert’s face suddenly appeared on my left when he put his chin on my shoulder. “Hello. Fancy running into you here. Are you going to stay to study after dinner?” 

I playfully pushed his face away. “Maybe. I haven’t decided yet. I only came for dinner tonight to get a slice of Joan’s famous lasagna and to hang out with Paula. I didn’t even know you were going to be here.” 

Paula pushed past both of us in the doorway and snorted. “Yup. Anne only came by so we could redo my video from recess, which was ruined by Davy-the-Menace.” I followed Paula into the kitchen.

Gilbert put his hand over his chest and staggered dramatically after us. “What? You mean you only hang out with me to get closer to my family? That hurts.” 

I rolled my eyes and reached around him to grab the plates. Paula found the silverware, and we started to set the table while Gilbert pretended to be wounded on the kitchen floor. John dipped Joan and she laughed as the song ended. I clapped for them as they took an exaggerated bow. 

“Anne, I’m so glad you could join us!” Joan picked up the lasagna pan to bring it to the table. “Gilbert, stop being dramatic and get the garlic bread.” Gilbert did as he was told and soon all five of us sat around the table talking and laughing. 

I felt right at home in the cheery atmosphere of the Blythe house since I had spent many nights at their dinner table over the past few years. I especially loved the laughter and good-natured teasing that came so easily here. When I was little, I had dreamed about having family dinners just like this. 

“How is Marilla?” Joan asked as she passed the garlic bread to me. I took a slice for my plate. Then I sneaked a small bite from the last
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