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Author’s Note
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Anne Girl and Forever Anne were not the first books I’d ever written, but they were the first two I ever considered publishing. Both of these books and their characters hold a very special place in my heart. So, when their first book birthday came around, I wanted to do something to celebrate them. 

One of the most common questions I get from readers is why I choose to write two shorter books instead of one “normal” length book. My response is usually something like this: I have inattentive ADHD, and I write the books I wish had been around when I was younger. To put it simply, keeping my books under 130 pages and writing two books instead of one just makes sense to my brain, my characters, and the stories I want to tell. I want to make my books accessible for those who have learning differences like I do, no matter what those learning differences are. However, several of my readers have reached out to ask if I would consider publishing a special edition that includes both books. Therefore, the idea of a special edition to celebrate Anne Girl’s and Forever Anne’s first book birthday came to be. 

I am not looking to change my writing process in the future, and all of the Midwestern Bookish Belles will still get two books each. However, special editions will likely contain both books in one edition for those who wish to read the series in this way.

I know this is odd and not how things are usually done in the publishing world, but I’m okay with that. Throughout the Midwestern Bookish Belles series, the Belles learn how to be themselves, how to stand up for what they believe in, and how to trust their own decisions. And what kind of author would I be if I didn’t take those lessons to heart and use them in my own life? So, I hope you enjoy this special edition of Forever Anne Girl as much as I enjoyed writing it. 

Best wishes, 

Luci Taylor
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Anne Girl: A Clean Young Adult Anne of Green Gables Retelling
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Dear Reader,
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Anne Girl is a retelling of Anne of Green Gables by Lucy Maud Montgomery and includes elements from the first two 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. I hope you enjoy reading this adaptation as much as I enjoyed writing it. 

This book includes topics such as growing up in foster care, the death of a parental figure, and childhood neglect which may be difficult topics for some readers. 

Best wishes, 

Luci
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Chapter 1 – Anne
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There was nothing I hated more than being the new kid on the first day of school. Well, okay, maybe green beans and talking in front of the class. But, if I was being honest, green beans and all kinds of vegetables are detestable. And having all those eyes on me when I was presenting in class made me want to crawl into bed to pull the covers over my head and never speak to anyone ever again. 

As a kid who had spent almost seventeen years in the foster care system, I had plenty of experience being the weird, new kid on the first day of school. This would be my fourth school and fifth foster care placement in the last five years alone.  

This latest placement wasn’t so terrible. I glanced back over to the home that stood half-hidden at the other end of the long gravel driveway. It was a modest two-story white house with green trim and a small porch with a swing. The lilac bushes and irises in the front yard were impeccably taken care of by my new foster mom. My new foster dad kept the matching white barn that stood off to the side spotless as well. They even had a little black kitten, and I adore cats. 

The problem was I could see myself living in a house like this and even enjoying it. But I knew better. I only had a few months left in the foster care system, and then the Cuthberts would ask me to leave. They only had to keep me until I graduated high school in May. 

It would be for the best. I wouldn’t have to answer to any foster parents or social workers who thought they knew better than me. I would buy a one-way bus ticket to Chicago and say goodbye to this chapter of my life forever. I wouldn’t be the tall, skinny, homely girl who lived on the charity of others. I would enroll in college, get a job, and take care of myself. But, first, I needed to survive the first day of my senior year of high school.   

A school bus pulled around the corner and stopped next to the mailbox that read “Green Gables.” I loved the name of the little farm and thought it added an air of intrigue to an otherwise sleepy house. I had only been at Green Gables for about a week, but the quaint house and the yard full of maple trees gave me a little thrill whenever I looked at them and whispered the name to myself. I took one last look at the house and yard before climbing onto the bus. 

There were only a few kids already in their seats. Green Gables was one of the farthest farms from the high school and I was one of the first stops along the bus route. The other kids stared at me. They were too quiet in my opinion. Like they were waiting for me to pick a seat, so they could judge me on where I decided to sit. 

After what felt like a decade, but in reality, was just thirty seconds, I picked an empty seat near the middle of the bus. I had learned that this was probably the safest seat for me to choose. If I sat too far back, I would be labeled a troublemaker for the rest of the year, but sitting too close to the bus driver would deem me a teacher’s pet. I’ve been through this a few times now and most public schools follow the same unspoken rules. 

I slowly turned to study the other students as the bus continued down the road to other farms. None of the others looked like they could be seniors. Made sense. Most seniors I knew either had their own cars or friends to get a ride with, but that was another thing about being a foster kid. I had no one to buy me a car when I turned sixteen over a year ago, and I didn’t know anyone else my age in Avonlea. 

Mrs. Hammond had let me drive her car when I had turned sixteen. But she had only allowed me to use it to chauffer her annoying eight-year-old twins around town as they went from one after-school activity to another. Mrs. Hammond basically made me their unpaid nanny during the seven months that I had lived with them.  

Two stops went by and a few more students climbed on board. But they all looked like freshmen or sophomores until the third stop after Green Gables. I made eye contact with a girl who looked a little older than the others with black curly hair and big blue eyes. I felt my old familiar thrill and I shivered when the girl climbed aboard the bus and made a beeline for my seat. The dark-haired girl sat down next to me, and a bright smile broke out across her face. “Hello! You must be Anne, right?” The girl flipped her glossy dark curls over her shoulder. 

I nodded. “Yes. Anne Shirley. How did you know my name?” I tilted my head slightly confused. 

“Avonlea’s a small town.” The girl shrugged. “Besides, Rachel Lynde called my mom yesterday, and my mom told me all about this new girl named Anne who was living with the Cuthberts. I was told she had red hair and was also a senior. As soon as I saw you, I knew it was you.”

That sounded reasonable. Rachel Lynde was a close friend of Marilla’s, my new foster mom. I had met her the day after I had arrived at Green Gables. I wasn’t too sure what I thought about her yet. Rachel Lynde worked at the community center and her family owned the only restaurant on Main Street in Avonlea. She was a short woman with round cheeks and short hair, always styled in a neat bob. She wore her reading glasses on a chain around her neck and had looked me over with a critical eye that day in the cozy Green Gables kitchen. Was it a good thing that Rachel Lynde had talked about me to others in Avonlea? I couldn’t be sure either way.

“Oh.” I forced a smile. “Of course. You probably know everyone in Avonlea. Besides, I think I’m the only redhead on the bus this morning.”

“Yup. Everyone knows everyone in Avonlea.”

“I don’t know anyone yet, and I never visited Avonlea before. So even though it’s a small school, I think I will probably get lost at some point today.” I sounded half-joking, half-serious as I twisted my braid around my fingers. I had wrestled my long red hair into a braid this morning. But despite the prodding of my social worker, I always played with it during the day, no matter what.

“I can show you around! My name is Diana Barry.” Diana’s eyes lit up. 

I was stunned. “Really? You want to show me around the school? Are you a senior too?” Didn’t Diana have her own friends that she would want to catch up with? 

“Of course! I don’t mind at all, and yeah. I’m a senior too.” 

“Are you sure?” I asked one more time, just to be certain. 

Diana’s smile grew even bigger. “Yeah. It’s no biggie. Usually, I drive my dad’s old truck to school, but it died last week. So, I’m stuck on the bus until my cousin has time to come over and fix it. He’s the town mechanic. Hey, what classes are you taking?” 

I handed Diana the schedule my social worker had printed off the computer a couple of days ago after she registered me as a student at Avonlea High School. The social worker had picked all of my classes without allowing me any input, but I was used to that. 

Diana took her own schedule out of her backpack. I was relieved to see Diana was in four of my seven classes and we had the same block for lunch. At least this way, Diana didn’t have to go out of her way too much to help me and maybe we could end up being friends of some sort. 

Diana put her schedule away and showed me a funny video she had seen on YouTube the day before. I laughed and found another video she hadn’t seen yet. Before I knew it, the school bus stopped, and it was time to meet Avonlea High School.
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Chapter 2 – Anne
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I looked around to get a better feel for the school and the students. It’s always a good idea to get a feel for the environment whenever you start at a new school. The one-story brick building had a faded red roof and peeling brown trim. The gymnasium sat off in the distance to the right with a track and a football field slightly visible from the bus lane where I stood with Diana. There was also a large electronic sign out front that blinked back and forth between “Avonlea High School” and “Welcome Back, Students!” Teenagers stood around in packs of three or four, talking and laughing with each other as they carried backpacks and lunch bags. 

Nothing too unusual so far. Diana threaded her arm through mine and pulled me through the crowd to the open doors. I guess Diana’s taking the task of being my tour guide seriously. 

“That’s the music room. The art room is down that hall. The cafeteria is to the right.” Diana pointed to various rooms as we walked down the hall.

“I don’t think I am going to be able to remember all this. I might need a map!” I felt slightly dizzy from all the information.

Diana laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. AHS isn’t that big. There isn’t even a second floor. Here we are! Miss Stacy’s room. She’s our Homeroom, Creative Writing, and English teacher. She’s the best teacher in Avonlea.” Diana pulled me inside. 

Miss Stacy, or at least the woman I assumed was Miss Stacy, wrote something on the whiteboard, but turned around when another student asked her a question. Miss Stacy had chestnut brown hair pulled back into a ponytail and laugh lines around her eyes. She wore pale pink glasses that matched her blouse. Her eyes were warm and friendly, and I liked her right away. I always relied on my instinct with people, and I was instantly aware that Miss Stacy was someone I would get along splendidly with. I always got a thrill down my spine when I knew I had met a kindred spirit. 

Diana, still with her arm through mine, led me over to the seating chart hanging on the wall near the door. I couldn’t believe my luck. Miss Stacy had assigned Diana to the seat in front of mine. Maybe Avonlea High School wasn’t going to be that bad after all. I felt my hope rise just a little, and I found my seat just as the first bell rang.

Miss Stacy called the room to attention. “Happy first day of senior year, everyone!” Miss Stacy smiled at the few groans that went up around the room. Miss Stacy proceeded to take attendance and start a discussion about the code of conduct. I listened and signed the forms when Miss Stacy instructed us where to add our signatures.

When the bell rang, Diana walked out of the classroom with me. She pointed down the hall where I could see several more classrooms in between the horde of students who were shouting and laughing as they moved to their next class.

“I have my graphic design class now, and the computer lab is on the other side of the building, or else I would walk you to the biology lab. But it’s only a few doors down on the right. You can’t miss it.” Diana frowned slightly.

“Don’t worry. I’ll be fine, and I’ll meet you back here for Creative Writing next period.” 

Diana’s smile returned, and she headed in the opposite direction. I started toward the biology lab. I think I just made a friend. Like a real friend for the first time. Diana hadn’t asked about my foster care status or about what it is like having no parents. My excitement bubbled up again, and this time, I had trouble holding it in. Suddenly, I collided with something solid. 

“Ow!” My notebook, my signed copy of the Code of Conduct packet, and my pencil case fell out of my hands as I instinctively reached for my throbbing nose. I touched it gingerly to scan for any blood as I looked up. 

I quickly realized what, or rather whom, I had run into. It was a boy, but not just any boy. A boy with chocolate brown eyes, wavy brown hair, and a smirk on his exceptionally handsome face. I felt my heart flutter as I looked up at him, which was soon replaced with a pang of irritation.

“I’m so sorry! Are you okay?” the boy asked. “You’re the new girl, right?”

Still holding my nose, I replied in an extremely unattractive and nasally voice. “I’m fine. And yeah, I’m the new girl.” I bent over to pick up my things to hide my face. I knew my cheeks must be as red as my hair right now. I really hated it when that happened during embarrassing moments. And I had way too many embarrassing moments to count.

“Let me help! My name is Gilbert. I’m sorry about running into you.” He bent down to help me. 

“No, thank you.” I rushed to grab all my things before he had a chance to help, but the boy picked up my notebook anyway. Goosebumps erupted across my forearms as his fingers brushed mine when he passed the notebook back to me. I felt my face grow even warmer and redder. 

Gilbert smirked at me again. I felt a twinge of annoyance at this boy and his ridiculous smirk. He must be the Golden Boy. All small, midwestern towns had at least one. He was the varsity athlete. The one who would end up marrying his high school sweetheart and go on to buy a little house in town with a white picket fence, have 2.5 kids, and a dog. The Golden Boy was beloved by the whole town and all the high school girls tripped over each other to get his attention. 

I gave a small huff. I had no interest in getting pulled into the drama that always followed the Golden Boy regardless of how good-looking he was. I was getting out of the small-town life as soon as I graduated, and I wouldn’t look back. I straightened my shoulders and stepped around him to continue down the hall.

“I’m headed to Biology. Where are you going?” He easily caught up to me in the hallway.

“Biology.” I didn’t look at him. 

“Great! We can walk together.”

Of course, first, he almost broke my nose and then we ended up in the same class. Really? Why did the universe insist on punishing me? 

Gilbert pushed open the door to the Biology lab, and I followed right behind him as the bell rang. A bald man with a scowl and the largest mustache that I had ever seen stood at the front of the room. Mr. Phillips, I guessed, based on the writing on the whiteboard behind him, held a large stack of packets in his hands and glanced over at us as we walked in. 

“Finally, the last two stragglers made it. I hope this won’t be a daily occurrence.” 

I immediately disliked Mr. Phillip’s snarky tone. He was not going to be a kindred spirit, that’s for sure. 

“Nope, it won’t Mr. Phillips. It was my fault. I wasn’t watching where I was going, and I knocked all of Anne’s things to the ground. It took a few moments to pick them up.” Gilbert shrugged nonchalantly. 

Great. Everyone in this freakishly small town already knew my name and I didn’t know anyone. 

Mr. Phillips nodded. “Very well, then. You two can have the last table over there.” He pointed to the only empty lab table at the end of the back row. I flew over to my seat without looking at anyone and Gilbert sat down to my left. 

I tried to concentrate on Mr. Phillips as he talked about the syllabus and what kinds of projects and experiments the class would conduct throughout the year. I really did. But sitting next to Gilbert was incredibly distracting. 

I deliberately avoided looking him in the eye when he leaned over and asked to borrow a pencil. I handed one over without taking my eyes off the syllabus. Then, when he dropped his water bottle and it rolled under my chair, I picked it up and set it between us without even a glance at him. He also managed to lose his eraser and then his pen before the end of class. Why does he even come to class if he can’t be bothered to bring his own supplies? 

When the bell rang, I grabbed my things and was the first one out the door. Science was never my best subject on a good day, but sitting next to Gilbert wouldn’t make it any easier. He was the clumsiest and most exasperating boy I had ever met, and his absurd smirk set my teeth on edge. 
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Chapter 3 – Gilbert
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I wasn’t used to trying to get a girl to pay attention to me. And I’m not just saying that to sound cool either. Most of the time, I had the opposite problem. I had to find ways to get girls to leave me alone. But there was something about that Anne girl. I wanted her to pay attention to me. But why? 

I felt a strange sensation in my stomach, and I knew I was doing what my mom would call “brooding over it.” But, for some reason, I couldn’t figure out what was wrong with me. I was so distracted by thoughts of my stomach and my new redheaded lab partner, that I hardly noticed Charlie and Fred, my two best buddies, coming over to my lab table. 

Fred Wright and Charlie Sloane had been my friends since elementary school, and I trusted them with everything. But they never missed an opportunity to get on my case, especially about girls. I knew I had to get my act together if I didn’t want Fred to constantly bring up Anne for the next few days. 

“I do not like that look on your face.” Fred groaned when the two other boys found their way over to me. Charlie shook his head. I started for the door of the science lab, knowing that Fred wasn’t going to let this go anytime soon. 

“What? This is my normal face. You’re just used to looking at your own face in the mirror every morning.” I shrugged. Even to me, that sounded lame. Maybe Fred would move on and forget all this? 

“Uh-huh. You have a thing for the new girl, don’t ya?” 

I chose not to respond, but it was pointless because Fred just continued.

“If you want a shot with the new girl, you will need better moves than whatever I just witnessed in class. Remember when everyone told you to stick with swimming because you sucked at baseball? Watching you and Anne in class today was even more painful than watching you hold a bat.” 

Fred made a dramatic show of wincing at the memories of my first and last season on the Avonlea Little League team. Charlie, who had also been on the team years ago, chuckled. He spoke up after he stopped for a breath. “I don’t think she even wanted to look at you, let alone would have given you her number if you asked.” Charlie wheezed from laughing so hard. 

I rolled my eyes at both of them. “Oh, shut up. I have plenty of game. And I might suck at baseball, but I am going to win State this year in swimming. Which is more than you two losers can say about the baseball team next spring.” I was used to Fred and Charlie razzing me about my lack of coordination on the baseball diamond. If I trash-talk their team enough, they will move on from Anne, eventually.

“Yeah, yeah, we know you’re the strongest swimmer this side of the Mississippi River. But the newspaper guy last year who wrote that article about you has never witnessed your lame moves. If he had, he wouldn’t have called you ‘Avonlea’s Greatest Hidden Talent’.” Fred’s response only made Charlie laugh harder. I glared at Fred as we walked into the locker room to change for gym class. 

We played flag football in gym, so Fred and Charlie soon lost interest in the girl from Biology. I had trouble doing the same thing. The entire day, I felt myself looking around for a glimpse of Anne’s red hair. I kept trying to think of a reason to talk to her again, but I couldn’t find one. 

At lunch, I strategically sat where I could see her out of the corner of my eye. At one point, I could’ve sworn her table was talking about me. Diana Barry and Jane Andrews both looked over at me at the same time, but Anne never turned around. At the end of the day, I tried to catch her in the hallway, but lost her in the crowd when Diana Barry pulled Anne out the door that led to the school bus loading zone. I sighed and headed towards my truck in the front parking lot. I was brooding again.

Did I blow my chances with Anne already? I did run into her in the hallway. That wasn’t the best first impression. But I did help her pick up her stuff and explained everything to Mr. Phillips. That had to score me a couple of points in Anne’s book, right? I was going to have to get creative. I would make Anne look at me. Then, maybe she would talk to me. 
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Chapter 4 — Anne
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I headed back towards Miss Stacy’s classroom after running out of the biology lab to get away from my lab partner. I was ready to focus on my favorite subjects, Creative Writing and English. I had both classes with Miss Stacy back-to-back. Hopefully, I could shake off what happened in Biology and avoid Gilbert for the rest of the day. If I could do that, my day might get back on track. 

I gave a small sigh of relief as I turned the corner to Miss Stacy’s room and saw Diana waiting, as promised, by the door. I had half-wondered if she would remember. At least one part of my day was going well. When Diana caught sight of me, she waved frantically for me to join her. 

“Anne, we get to sit together again! I already looked at the seating chart. Come on, I’ll show you!” Diana led me to my assigned seat. 

I couldn’t believe my luck. Sitting next to Diana made up for the less-than-ideal seating arrangements in Biology. I tried to focus back on Diana as she continued talking. 

“I started a design on the new computer program that the school bought this year. The program is amazing. I designed this green dress with a sweetheart neckline and lots of flounces.” Diana described the dress in great detail as we waited for the bell to ring. “I think this program is going to change how I view fashion going forward. I think I’ll have to try to convince my dad to buy a subscription for me to use at home!” 

After the bell rang, I discovered that Diana had been correct about Miss Stacy. I had already read a couple of the assigned books for the year, but I didn’t mind reading them again. Every time I reread a book, it was like catching up with old friends. And Miss Stacy was marvelous to listen to as she described the assignments for the upcoming year in both English and Creative Writing class.

“She is the best teacher I’ve ever had,” I declared as I walked with Diana to lunch. “She understands literature and writing so well, and I can’t wait to get started. She’s my favorite teacher so far, but I guess she doesn’t have much competition yet. Mr. Phillips is awful. He almost reminds me of one of my foster parents from years ago...” I shivered at the memory. 

Diana nodded. “Art is more my creative outlet, but I had to sign up for Creative Writing when I found out that she was teaching it. She’s the best.” 

Diana led the way through the cafeteria to a table near the windows. Two other girls joined us after a few minutes, and Diana introduced me to both of them. Jane Andrews was a short, petite girl with mousy brown hair and red glasses. Jane was a quiet and thoughtful girl, while her best friend, Ruby Gillis, could not have been more different. Ruby had bright blue eyes, straight blond hair, and was taller than all the other girls in the school, including me. Ruby loved all kinds of gossip and talked nonstop. I liked them immediately. Ruby might be in one of my morning classes, but I couldn’t remember for certain. 

The four of us soon found out we had a lot in common. We all loved the popular TV show Heather Takes on New York. We all agreed Miss Stacy was our favorite teacher. And we all agreed pancakes were better than waffles. I began to relax until I realized what morning class I shared with Ruby. 

“Anne, you were late for Biology this morning, and you were with Gilbert when you walked in. I saw it myself. What happened?” Ruby leaned forward, hoping to get all the juicy details. I saw Diana’s eyes bug out and her jaw drop at Gilbert’s name. Even Jane dropped her fork and left her brownie uneaten.

“Gilbert? As in Gilbert Blythe?” Diana’s eyes grew even wider. 

“The star of the swim team? The future Homecoming King? The hottest guy in school?” Jane asked as if there were more than one Gilbert Blythe in Avonlea. Which, I really hoped wasn’t the case. One Gilbert Blythe was bad enough. 

“I wasn’t late. I came in as the bell rang.” I bristled. “I ran into Gilbert in the hallway, literally, and my stuff went everywhere. It was no big deal.” But judging from the looks on their faces, they disagreed.    

Ruby rubbed her hands together. “That’s so cute, almost like out of a movie or a musical. I wish I could get Gilbert’s attention like that.” 

I scoffed. “Oh please. It wasn’t cute at all. My nose was all red and puffy from running into him and my papers were everywhere. Besides he isn’t my type.”

“What do you mean not your type? He’s super hot, athletic, and a decent guy. If that’s not your type, I’ll take him.” Ruby crossed her arms.

“Well, don’t look now, but he is totally looking at you.” Diana gave me a smug look. I just rolled my eyes but didn’t get a chance to respond because the bell rang. We all packed up the rest of our lunches and headed toward our afternoon classes. 
The rest of the afternoon passed smoothly. Diana was also in my Geometry class and Study Hall. Ruby was in my United States History class, and Jane was in my French class. And I had no further run-ins with Golden Boy Gilbert. By the end of the day, I was surprised at the idea that I may have enjoyed my first day of school for once. I felt like pinching myself to see if I was dreaming.
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Chapter 5 – Anne
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After the school bus dropped me off at the end of Green Gables’ gravel driveway, I felt lighter and happier. I think Diana might actually want to be my friend. How crazy was that? And Ruby and Jane seemed nice too. Was it just this morning that I stood here waiting for the bus? It all felt like a weird out-of-body experience. But I thought Avonlea would be an okay place to spend my last year. It didn’t seem like wishful thinking anymore. 

My new foster mother, Marilla Cuthbert, was cleaning the kitchen when I walked into the house. Marilla was always scrubbing something, and I didn’t understand why. However, it was better than Mrs. Gray’s quirks when I had lived with her. I shivered again at the thought of Mrs. Gray, her seven cats, and the collection of litter boxes and ashtrays left all over the house but were rarely cleaned out. 

“Hello. How was the first day of school?” Marilla set down the sponge that she had been using to scrub her kitchen cabinets to look at me. Marilla was a few inches taller than me with a small face and a small mouth. Her gray hair was always pulled back into a tight bun with not a single strand of hair out of place. A couple of times, I wondered if she ever got a headache from how tight the bun was wrapped around her head, but I didn’t dare ask.

Marilla had been kind to me so far, which was a relief. I had plenty of experience with foster parents who hadn’t been nice. I knew I had to be at least polite, so Marilla wouldn’t call my social worker, and I wouldn’t get sent away again. I was now determined that this would be my last foster placement before I left the system in the spring.

“It went better than I expected.” I slid into a seat at the kitchen table. “I think I might have made a few friends. Diana Barry, Jane Andrews, and Ruby Gillis.” 

Marilla nodded and handed me an apple for an afternoon snack. “That’s good. The Barrys and the Andrewses are good people. The Gillises are solid folks too, even if some of the Gillis girls tend to be a bit overly dramatic.” Marilla returned to her scrubbing. 

I nodded and bit into the apple. I finished chewing. “Yeah, they were nice and showed me around the school. They even let me eat lunch with them. I think they’re going to talk to me again tomorrow too.” 

I hesitated for a moment. Should I bring up the events from Biology? Nope, it didn’t seem right to talk about it in case Marilla made a bigger deal out of it like the girls had done at lunch.

“I’m sure they will. Dinner will be ready in a couple of hours. Matthew is working out in the back fields today, but
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