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CHAPTER I
MRS. RACHEL LYNDE IS SURPRISED

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

There are plenty of people in Avonlea
and out of it, who can attend closely to
their neighbor’s business by dint of neglect-
ing their own?; but Mrs. Rachel Lynde was
one of those capable creatures who can man-
age 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,
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1

' B taHHOM TIpe/iioxe-
HUU fOr UCTIONB3YETCS
KakK COl03, KOTOPbI
03HAYAET «[TOTOMY 4TO»
WK «TaK Kak». OH
BBOIMT MIPUYMHY WK
00BSICHEHUE TOTO, YTO
OBIIIO CKA3aHO paHee.

2 Ecmb MHoYcecmeo
arodeil, Kax ¢ Asonau,
mak u 3a e20 npedeaa-
Mu, Komopsie Mozym
GHUMAMEAbHO CAe0umd
3a deaamu ceoux co-
cedeil, 3a cuém mozo,
4mo npenebpezarom
cobcmeeHHbIMU.

+ By dint of — 310
(pazeonornueckoe
BBIpaXEeHHUE, 03Ha-
Jarolee «ocpe-
CTBOM», «3a CUET».
OHO BBOJUT CMOCOD,
C MOMOILIBIO KOTOPO-
TO YTO-TO JIeNTaeTCsl.
DTO BbIpaXeHUE
4acTO UCTIOIb3YeTCsI
B (hOpMaJILHOI 1 JTH-
TepaTypHOI pedu.
«Neglecting» —
TepYHIUI, TIaroJ

C OKOHYaHHUEM -ing,
KOTOPBIii UCTIOJb-
3yeTcs TmocJie mpef-
nora «by dint of» nist
ONMUCaHUS AEUCTBUS
(TipeHeOperarsb).
Tepynauii yacto
UCTIONb3YeTCs Toce
MIPEeJIOTOB 7T 000-
3HAYCHUSI IeCTBUSI.
«Their own» — 31ech
«OWN» HCTIONB3YeTCS
KaK MeCToMMe-

HUe, 3aMeHsIIolIee
CYIIIECTBUTETbHOE
«business», 4TOObI
n30exaTh MoBTOPE-
HUA. 3HAUCHUE —
«CBOM COOCTBEHHbBIE
aena».
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3

«Ought to have
been» — 310 hopma
MOJIAJTBHOTO TJIaroja
ought to B couera-
HUMY C TIepHEeKTHBIM
Present Perfect
Continuous. Ona
yKa3bIBaeT Ha JIeii-
CTBUE, KOTOPOE
TIOJKHO OBLITO
MIPOUCXOAUTD B MPO-
LIJTOM, HO He TIPo-
UCXOMMIIO (MU, TIO
KpaiiHeit Mepe, 3To
TMPEAIOJaranoch).
006 ynorpedieHun
dopmbl ought cm.
Ircii

+ «Have been» — yka-
3bIBAeT Ha TN -
TeJIbHOE JIeficTBIE,
KOTOPOE OJKHO
ObLIO TIPOUCXOIUTD
B MIPOIIIOM.
«Sowing» — repyH-
NIU, yKa3bIBAIOLIUI
Ha nieiicTBre (1moces),
KOTOPOE J0JLKHO
OBbLIIO IPOUCXONUTh
B TeUEHHE OIpere-
JEHHOTO BPEMEHH.

* B 3TOM NpeIoXeHn!
ucnosbsyercst Complex
Object. [TogpoOHee

cm. I'C 56

3 3a 6cto ceoro Hcuzny
Mb>moio Kambepm nu-
K020a He caaguics mem,
umo6vL 006p060.16HO
coobuamo Kaxky-iubo
unghopmauuro.

» Koncrpykuus had
never been known —
310 hopma rmporie-
LIEero COBEPIIEHHOTO
BPEMEHHU B MACCHB-
HoM 3asore (Past
Perfect Passive).
Past Perfect (had ...
been) ucnosb3yercs,
4TOGBI yKa3aTh HA
NIENCTBYE, KOTOPOE
HUKOT/Ia HE MTPOUCXO-
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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 knit-
ted sixteen of them, as Avonlea housekeep-
ers 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 life5.

And yet here was Matthew Cuthbert, at
half-past three on the afternoon of a busy




JIrocu Mog MouTromepu. OHH 13 3eJI€HbIX KphIi

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 today.”

Accordingly after tea Mrs. Rachel set
out; she had not far to go; the big, ram-
bling, orchard-embowered house where the
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TIMJTO Ha MPOTSKEHU
BCeii )KU3HU M3ThIO
IO OTIpeeIEHHOTO
MOMEHTA B MpOo-
LIJIOM.
* Been known — nac-
cuBHas opma,
roKa3bIBaroLas,
YTO KTO-TO APYroit
HMKOTJIa HE BOCIIPHU-
HUMaJI WK He 3HaJ
€ro TaKuM.
I'naron to volunteer
B JAHHOM KOH-
TEKCTe 03HavaeT
«100pOBOJILHO
MPEIOCTABUTh> UK
«CO0OLIUTH» UH(OP-
Marluio.

¢ Ecau 6v1 5mo 6bL1 Kmo-
mo dpyeoii 6 Asonau,
muccuc Peiiuea, 106x0
Conocmaesisi mo u 3mo,
Mo2aa 0l 0060.16HO
mouno omeemums Ha
o0ba eonpoca.

1. Had it been any other
man in Avonlea

DTO ycIoOBHAst KOH-
CTPYKILIUSI C UHBEPCUEH.
B o0b1uHOM TIOpSiIKE
CJIOB OHA BBITJIsZIENA ObI
Kak «If it had been any
other man in Avonlea».
3mech MHBEPCUST UC-
MOJIb3yeTCst 1Ist GoJtee
(opmanbHOTO MK
JIUTEPATYPHOTO CTUJISL.
KoHctpykuust had

it been (npoteniee
COBEPLIEHHOE BpeMsi

B YCJIOBHOM HaKJIO-
HEHMU) YKa3bIBaeT

Ha HepeaibHOE YCI0BUe
B ITPOIILIOM, TO €CTh
TUMOTETUYECKYIO
CUTYaINIO, KOTOpast

He TIPOU3O0IILTA.

2. Might have given

a pretty good guess as to
both questions:

Might have given yka3sbl-
BacT Ha BO3MOXHOCTb

B MPOIIIOM, KOTOpast
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TaK 1 He pean3oBa-
Jack. DTO O3HAYAET,

YTO B THITOTETUIECKOM
cuTyauuu Muccuc Peit-
4eJt MOTJIa OBl cieNaTh
MPEeaToIOXEHHUE.

As to both questions
03HAYaeT «OTHOCUTEJb-
HO 000MX BOTIPOCOB»,
YTOUHSISI, YTO OHA MOTJIa
Obl OTBETUTH Ha 00a.

7 Ecau 6ot y ne2o
3aKOHUUAUCH CeMeHa
penbl, OH Obl He cmaa
HapAYNcamuvcs u exams 3a
HUMU HA IKUNAdNCE.

DT0 YCIIOBHOE MPeJIokKe-
HUE CMEIIaHHOTO TUTIA
(Mixed Conditional),
HCTIONB3YeTCs1, KOra
YCIIOBUE OTHOCHTCS K
TMPOLLJIOMY, A Pe3yJib-

TaT — K HACTOSIIIIEMY VTN
00LIEMY BPEMEHHU.

DT0 MOAYEePKUBAET, YTO
Niaxe TIPY BBITIOJTHEHUH
YCJIOBHSI B TIPOLLLIOM,
XapaKkTepHOe TTOBe-
JIEHUE WU Pe3yabTaT
0CTagTCs HEM3MEHHBIM
B HACTOSIIIIEM MJIU
0011IeM KOHTEKCTe.

1. If he’d run out of
turnip seed:

3nech MCTIONb3YeTCsI
Past Perfect (he had run
out), 4TO yKa3bIBaeT Ha
YCJIOBHE B TIPOIILIOM, KO-
TOPOE MOIJIO TPOU30ITH,
HO He TIPOK30IILIO.

2. He wouldn’t dress up
and take the buggy to go
for more:

31ech UCTIONB3YeTCst
would + 6a3oBas dopma
raarona (wouldn’t dress
up and take), uTo
YKa3bIBaeT Ha Pe3yJIbTaT
B HACTOSILLIEM WU
00111eM BpeMeHU.

¢ Ruther siBsteTcst o-

HETUYECKOI Bapuanuein
cyioBa rather, Komopoe

6
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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 them-
selves. 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 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
over-brimming the proverbial peck of dirt.’
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Mrs. Rachel rapped smartly at the kitchen
door and stepped in when bidden to do so.
The kitchen at Green Gables was a cheer-
ful 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 parlor. 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 ir-
responsible a thing for a world which was
meant to be taken seriously; and here she
sat now, knitting, and the table behind her
was laid for supper.

Mrs. Rachel, before she had fairly closed
the door, had taken a mental note of eve-
rything that was on that table. There were
three plates laid, so that Marilla must be
expecting some one home with Matthew to
tea; but the dishes were everyday dishes and
there was only crab-apple 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?”
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ompabscaem 0cobeHHo-
CMU paze08opHoll peu
nepcoxadiceil u MecmHblil
akyenm uau ouanexm.
Would rather + riaron
(0e3 «to») IprMeHsIeTCst
UTST BBIPaKEHUSI
TIPEITIOYTEHUST OTHOTO
NeVCTBUS Hall IPYTUM.

¥ Mocro 6bL10 6b1
noecmo npamo ¢

3emau, He npeeblulasn
npecaogymoii mepol
2pA3u, KOMOpYIo K00bl
Kaxcowtii doaxcen
CHeCIMb 3a HCU3HD.

» Koncrpykuwus could
have + V3 (TpeTbst
(opma riarona)
HCTIOJB3YETCS ISt
BBIPaKEHHUS BO3MOXK-~
HOCTH B IPOILLIOM,
KOTOpast TaK 1 He
OblTa pea30BaHa.
31ech one 03Hava-

eT «KTO-TO» WK
«J11000¥ YeI0BeK»,

a could have eaten —
«MOT ObI ITOECTh».
Without BBOTMT OT-
pULaTeTbHOE YCIIO-
BHUE, MOKa3bIBaoIIee,
YTO JeUCTBHE MOTJIO
OBITh BBIMTOJIHEHO, HE
TMPEBBILIIast ONpe/ie-
JIEHHOTO TIpejieia.
Over-brimming o3Ha-
YaeT «IePEeTTOTHUTE
WU <TIPEBBICUTDY.

B nanHom ciyvae
HMMeeTCs B BULY
MPEBBILIEHUE HEKOM
MeTahopryecKoit
WM JONYCTUMOI
HOPMBI.

The proverbial peck of
dirt — 3T0 OTChLI-

Ka K MOCJIOBHIIE,
COIJIACHO KOTOPOit
KaXIblil YeJI0BEK 3a
CBOIO XKM3Hb ChEIaeT
peck of dirt. Proverbial
MOTYEPKUBAET, YTO
3T0 00pa3HOe BbIpa-
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XEeHHUE, XOPOILO U3-
BECTHOE B KYJIBTYDE.

10 VcoBHOE Mpeio-
JKEHUE B TAHHOM TIpU-
Mepe UMEeT CJI0XKHYIO
CTPYKTYDY X OTHOCUTCSI
K TPETheMY THITY YCJIOB-
HbIx npemioxkenuii (Third
Conditional), koTopbrit
UCIOJIb3YeTCs [UTs BbI-
PaKeHHUST HepeaTbHbIX
WUJTH TUTTOTETHIECKIX
CUTYaLIiA B TIPOLLIOM,
KOTOpbIE He TIPOU3OIILTH.
1. OcHoBHas yacTh
(main clause):

«Might have been
considered indicative of
a sense of humor.»

DTa yacTb yKa3blBaeT Ha
BO3MOXHBII Pe3yIbTAT
B TIPOIIIIOM, KOTOPbIiA
MOT ObI TPOU30UTH

TPV BBITIOJTHEHUH
ycoBust. Mcrionb3yercst
KOHCTpyKuUus might have
+ V3 (might have been
considered), uTOObI BbIpa-
3UTb BO3MOXKHOCTb WU
BEPOSITHOCTD, KOTOpAst
TaK 1 He PeaTi30BaIach.
2. YcnoBHast YacTh
(if-clause):

“If it had been ever so
slightly developed »

DT0 ycIoBHasI YaCTh

B (hopme Past Perfect
(had + V3) (had been
developed), koTopasi
UCTIONB3YeTCs s 000-
3HAYCHUS HepeaTbHOro
WY TUTIOTETHYECKOTO
YCJIOBUSI B TIPOLIIJIOM.

" Ecau 661 Mapuaaa
ckazaaa, wmo M>mmoio
noexaa ¢ bpaiim-Pueep
ecmpevampy Kenzypy

u3 Aécmpaauu, muccuc
Peiiuea ne moeaa oot
Oblmb Ooaee nopajcena.
1. If Marilla had said
that Matthew had

gone to Bright River to
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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 expe-
rience 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 in-
dicative of a sense of humor.'’

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

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

If Marilla had said that Matthew had
gone to Bright River to meet a kangaroo
from Australia Mrs. Rachel could not have
been more astonished.!! She was actually
stricken dumb for five seconds. It was un-
supposable that Marilla was making fun of
her, but Mrs. Rachel was almost forced to
suppose it.
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“Are you in earnest, Marilla?” she de-
manded when voice returned to her.

“Yes, of course,” said Marilla, as if get-
ting 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 be-
ing 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 Hopeton in the spring. Her
cousin lives there and Mrs. Spencer has vis-
ited here 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 Home
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meet a kangaroo from
Australia:

DTO yCIOBHAs YacTh
TIPEeUTIOXEHUSI,
MOCTPOEHHasI 10 Tpe-
ThEMY THITY YCIIOBHBIX
npemnoxenuii (Third
Conditional). Wc-
TMOJTb3YeTCsT KOHCTPYK-
uus Past Perfect (had
said, had gone), 4TOOBI
BBIPA3UTh HepeaJbHOE
WJIU TUTIOTETUYECKOE
YCJIOBHE B MPOIILIOM.
Had said yka3biBaeT Ha
TUTIOTETUYECKOE YT-
BepxkaeHne Mapusuibl,
a had gone — na neii-
cTBUe MaThlO, KOTOpOE
MOTJIO OBI UMETh MECTO,
ecJiu Obl 3TO yTBEPXKJIe-
HMe ObLIO MPaBIoii.

2. Mrs. Rachel could
not have been more
astonished:

DTO IJ1aBHas YacTh
MpeIJIOXEHUS, BbIpa-
JKaloIast TAIOTeTHIC-
CKUI pe3yabTar B Ipo-
oM. Mcnons3oBanue
could not have + V3
(been) ykaspiBaeT Ha
HEBO3MOXHOCTb ObITh
6osiee MopaxEHHOI
MIpU YCTIOBUH, UTO YT-
BepKIeHUe Mapuiibl
ObLTO OBI MTPaBIOiA.
More astonished
YKa3bIBaeT Ha CTeNeHb
VAUBIEHUS, TOTYEPKU-
Basl, uTo Muccuc Peii-
yeJt Obl1a Obl KpaiiHe
YAUBIEHA.

12 dpasoBslii T1aron,
O3HaYyaloUIMii
TIIATEbHOE
00CyXIeHNE KaKoro-
71100 BOIPOCA WK
MpOOJIEMBI.

13 VeroitunBoe
BbIpaKeHue,
obo3Havalolee
HeperyJsipHble,
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MepuoanYecKue
NeCTBUS.

4 UnromaTnyeckoe
BbIpaXEHUE,
O3Havarolee, YTo
4eJI0BEK CTAHOBUTCS
crapiire.

15 to speak one’s mind —
YCTOUMBOE BbIpaXxe-
HUe, 03HAYAIOLLEE, YTO
YeJI0BEK OTKPBITO BbI-
CKa3bIBAET CBOU MbICIIU
1 4yBCTBA, HE CKPbIBAsI
uX.
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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 today—the mail-man brought it from
the station—saying they were coming on the
five-thirty train tonight. So Matthew went
to Bright River to meet him. Mrs. Spencer
will drop him off there. Of course she goes
on to White Sands station herself.”

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

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

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

“I don’t deny there’s something in what
you say, Rachel. I’'ve had some qualms my-
self. But Matthew was terrible set on it.
I could see that, so I gave in. It’s so seldom
Matthew sets his mind on anything that
when he does I always feel it’s my duty to
give in. And as for the risk, there’s risks in
pretty near everything a body does in this
world. There’s risks in people’s having chil-
dren of their own if it comes to that—they
don’t always turn out well. And then Nova
Scotia is right close to the Island. It isn’t
as if we were getting him from England
or the States. He can’t be much different
from ourselves.”

“Well, I hope it will turn out all right,”
said Mrs. Rachel in a tone that plainly in-
dicated her painful doubts. “Only don’t say
I didn’t warn you if he burns Green Gables
down or puts strychnine in the well—I heard
of a case over in New Brunswick where an
orphan asylum child did that and the whole
family died in fearful agonies. Only, it was
a girl in that instance.”

“Well, we’re not getting a girl,” said
Marilla, as if poisoning wells were a purely

© © © 0 0 0 0 0 0 00000000 000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 00000000000 000000000000 00

16 D10 MpeaIoXeHne
OTHOCHTCSI K TPEThEMY
THITY YCJIOBHBIX
npenioxenuit (Third
Conditional), koTopbrii
HCTOIb3YeTCs ISt
BbIPAKEHHs] THIOTETH-
YeCKHX CHTYaIuii B Po-
IIOM M HX BO3MOKHbBIX
pe3yJibTaToB, KOTOpPbIE
He MPOM30LLTH.

If + Past Perfect (if you
had asked) - ycioBHast
4acTb,

would have + V3 (I’d
have said) ~ rnaBHas
YacTh, OMUCHIBAIOLIAS
TUTTOTETUYECKUIA
Ppe3yJbTar.

7 Dmo ymewenue om
JDicoba kaszaaocs,

Hu 00uMCano, Hu
mpesoxcuio Mapuaay.
Neither mipuMeHsICTCS
KOr1a HE0OX0IMMO
CKa3aTh, YTO HU OJIMH
U3 JIByX BapUAHTOB WJIN
NIEVCTBUIA HE SIBIISIETCS
HUCTUHHBIM. DTO YacTo
MEePEBOANTCS Ha pyC-
CKUIA KaK «HU... HU».
B KoHCTpyKLIMK
neither... nor... iepBoe
JIeMCTBUE WU COCTOSI-
HME UIET 1ocJe neither,
a BTOpoe — TOCIIe Hor.
B naHHOM mpeuioxe-
HUU 3TO BbIpaKEeHUE
03HayaeT, YTo Jei-
CTBME HE BbI3bIBAET HU
OJTHOTO U3 yKa3aHHbIX
3dexToB.

11
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18 BeipaxeHue second
fo none o3HavaeT
«HETIPeB30IICHHbIi1»
WK Ty4LINii B CBOEM
poze». OHO UCTIONB3Y-
ercs, 4 TOOBI Moyep-
KHYTb, YTO YTO-TO WJIN
KTO-TO HE yCTyTaeTr
HUKOMY U HE UMEET
PaBHBIX.
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feminine accomplishment and not to be
dreaded in the case of a boy. “I’'d never
dream of taking a girl to bring up. I wonder
at Mrs. Alexander Spencer for doing it. But
there, she wouldn’t shrink from adopting
a whole orphan asylum if she took it into
her head.”

Mrs. Rachel would have liked to stay
until Matthew came home with his imported
orphan. But reflecting that it would be a
good two hours at least before his arrival
she concluded to go up the road to Robert
Bell’s and tell the news. It would certainly
make a sensation second to none'®, and
Mrs. Rachel dearly loved to make a sensa-
tion. So she took herself away, somewhat to
Marilla’s relief, for the latter felt her doubts
and fears reviving under the influence of
Mrs. Rachel’s pessimism.

“Well, of all things that ever were or will
be!” ejaculated Mrs. Rachel when she was
safely out in the lane. “It does really seem
as if T must be dreaming. Well, I'm sorry
for that poor young one and no mistake.
Matthew and Marilla don’t know anything
about children and they’ll expect him to be
wiser and steadier that his own grandfather,
if so be’s he ever had a grandfather, which
is doubtful. It seems uncanny to think of a
child at Green Gables somehow; there’s never
been one there, for Matthew and Marilla were
grown up when the new house was built—if
they ever were children, which is hard to
believe when one looks at them. I wouldn’t
be in that orphan’s shoes for anything. My,
but I pity him, that’s what.”

So said Mrs. Rachel to the wild rose
bushes out of the fulness of her heart; but
if she could have seen the child who was




JIrocu Mog MouTromepu. OHH 13 3eJI€HbIX KphIi

waiting patiently at the Bright River station
at that very moment her pity would have
been still deeper and more profound.

CHAPTER II
MATTHEW CUTHBERT IS SURPRISED

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

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

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

Matthew dreaded all women except Marilla
and Mrs. Rachel; he had an uncomfortable
feeling that the mysterious creatures were
secretly laughing at him. He may have been
quite right in thinking so, for he was an
odd-looking personage, with an ungainly fig-
ure and long iron-gray hair that touched his
stooping shoulders, and a full, soft brown
beard which he had worn ever since he was
twenty. In fact, he had looked at twenty
very much as he looked at sixty, lacking a
little of the grayness.
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2

! Tot doancen kueamo
6cem, K020 ecmpevaeutd
Ha dopoze, HE3ABUCUMO
om mozo, 3Haeulb Au nol
ux uau Hem.

Whether BBORUT asib-
TepHATUBHOE YCIIOBHUE,
03Hayasd «JI» I
«HE3aBUCHMO OT TOTO».
KoHcrpykuust whether
... OF NOt NCTIONIb3YEeTCS,
YyTOOBI IBHO YKa3aTh

Ha 06e BO3MOXKHOCTHU
(«TaK 3TO WJIM HET»),
MOAYEPKUBAs, YTO
NIEMCTBUE BBITOJTHSETCS
B II060M ciydae. OnHa-
KO or not 106aBJIsieTcst
OMIIMOHAJIBHO: €r0
MOXHO OITYCTHTb, €CITI
MojipazyMeBaloTcs 0oe
aJIbTEPHATUBBI, U 3TO
MOHSITHO U3 KOHTEKCTA.

13
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2 Ecau 6bt on
nocmompe., oH 6ps0

au Ovl He 3amemua
HanpANCEHHYI0
Henooeu3cHocmo

u oxcudanue 6 eé noze

U GbIPAdCEHUU AUUA.

DTO MpeuIoXeHe
MPENCTABISET CO00i
YCJIOBHOE TPeJIJI0OKEeHIe
Tpetbero Tuna (Third
Conditional), koTopoe
OIMUCHIBACT TUTIOTETUYC-
CKYIO CUTYalIUIO B ITPO-
LIJIOM ¥ €€ BO3MOXHBII
pesyJibTar, KOTOpPbIii He
TIPOU3OILEN.

1. Had he looked:

DTO MHBEPCHUST YCIOB-
HOTO TIPEITOKEHMSI
TPEThEro TUMA, Iie
TIOPSITIOK CJIOB U3MEHEH:
«Had he looked» BMmecTo
«If he had looked».

Past Perfect (had
looked) ucronbsyercst
TUTS BBIpaKEHUST He-
peabHOTO YCIOBUS B
MPOIILIIOM (OH He I0-
CcMOTpe).

2. He could hardly have
failed to notice:

I'maBHast yacTb npen-
JIOXEHUST BBIpAXaeT
TUIMOTETUYECKUI
DE3YNIbTaT, KOTOPBIi
MOT OBbI TIPOU30MTH,
ecJiu Obl yCII0B1E ObLTO
BBITIOJTHEHO.

Could have + V3 (failed)
WCTIONB3YeTCS ISt
BBIPAXEHUST BO3MOXKHO-
CTU WJIU BEPOSITHOCTU

B Mpouuiom, a hardly
YCUJIMBAET OTPULIAHUE,
0003Havast, YTO OH TTOY-
TH HaBepHsIKa 3aMeTUIT
OBl 3TO.

3 B 9TOM npeuiokeHuK
ucronb3yercs Complex
Object. [TonpoGHee cM.
I'Cs6
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When he reached Bright River there was
no sign of any train; he thought he was too
early, so he tied his horse in the yard of
the small Bright River hotel and went over
to the station house. The long platform was
almost deserted; the only living creature in
sight being a girl who was sitting on a pile
of shingles at the extreme end. Matthew,
barely noting that it was a girl, sidled past
her as quickly as possible without looking
at her. Had he looked he could hardly
have failed to notice the tense rigidity and
expectation of her attitude and expression.?
She was sitting there waiting for something
or somebody and, since sitting and waiting
was the only thing to do just then, she sat
and waited with all her might and main.

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

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

“I’m not expecting a girl,” said Matthew
blankly. “It’s a boy I’'ve come for. He should
be here. Mrs. Alexander Spencer was to
bring him over from Nova Scotia for me.”

The stationmaster whistled.

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

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

“Well, you’d better question the girl,” said
the station-master carelessly. “I dare say*
she’ll be able to explain—she’s got a tongue
of her own, that’s certain. Maybe they were
out of boys of the brand you wanted.”

He walked jauntily away, being hungry,
and the unfortunate Matthew was left to do
that which was harder for him than beard-
ing a lion in its den—walk up to a girl—a
strange girl—an orphan girl—and demand of
her why she wasn’t a boy. Matthew groaned
in spirit as he turned about and shuffled
gently down the platform towards her.

She had been watching him ever since he
had passed her and she had her eyes on him
now. Matthew was not looking at her and
would not have seen what she was really like
if he had been, but an ordinary observer
would have seen this: A child of about
eleven, garbed in a very short, very tight,
very ugly dress of yellowish-gray wincey. She
wore a faded brown sailor hat and beneath
the hat, extending down her back, were two
braids of very thick, decidedly red hair. Her
face was small, white and thin, also much
freckled; her mouth was large and so were
her eyes, which looked green in some lights
and moods and gray in others.

So far, the ordinary observer; an ex-
traordinary observer might have seen that
the chin was very pointed and pronounced;
that the big eyes were full of spirit and

© © © 0 0 0 0 0 0 00000000 000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 00000000000 000000000000 00

4 PasroBopHoOE BbI-
paxeHHe, KOTOPOe
UCTIOJIB3YETCS ISt

TPEeANOIOKECHUA NI
BbICKa3bIBAHUA MHE-
HMS, 4aCTO B 3BHAYCHUU

«JIyMaro» UJin «I10-
Jrararo»

15
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J to make up one’s

mind — 3T0 uIMOMa-
TUYECKOE BhIpAKEHUE,
KOTOpOE O3HAYaeT
03HAYaeT «IPUHSITh pe-
LIEHWEe» WU «OTpene-
JIUTBHCS C BEIOOPOM»

¢ Ter-BoIpoc, KOTOPBIit
N00ABIISIETCS K YTBEPXK-
TIEHUIO, YTOOBI IO -
TOJIKHYTb cOOeCeTHMKA
K COTJIaCHIO WJIH TOJI-
TBEPIUTH CBOIO MBICITH

16
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vivacity; that the mouth was sweet-lipped
and expressive; that the forehead was broad
and full; in short, our discerning extraor-
dinary observer might have concluded that
no commonplace soul inhabited the body of
this stray woman-child of whom shy Matthew
Cuthbert was so ludicrously afraid.

Matthew, however, was spared the ordeal
of speaking first, for as soon as she con-
cluded that he was coming to her she stood
up, grasping with one thin brown hand the
handle of a shabby, old-fashioned carpet-bag;
the other she held out to him.

“I suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert
of Green Gables?” she said in a peculiarly
clear, sweet voice. “I’'m very glad to see you.
I was beginning to be afraid you weren’t
coming for me and I was imagining all the
things that might have happened to prevent
you. I had made up my mind® that if you
didn’t come for me to-night I'd go down
the track to that big wild cherry-tree at the
bend, and climb up into it to stay all night.
I wouldn’t be a bit afraid, and it would
be lovely to sleep in a wild cherry-tree all
white with bloom in the moonshine, don’t
you think%? You could imagine you were
dwelling in marble halls, couldn’t you? And
I was quite sure you would come for me in
the morning, if you didn’t to-night.”

Matthew had taken the scrawny little
hand awkwardly in his; then and there he
decided what to do. He could not tell this
child with the glowing eyes that there had
been a mistake; he would take her home and
let Marilla do that. She couldn’t be left at
Bright River anyhow, no matter what mis-
take had been made, so all questions and




