
Orphan Anne Shirley is taken to Green Gables by 
mistake – Marilla and Matthew Cuthbert wanted to 
adopt a boy to help on the farm. But Anne would 

love to stay . . .

For a moment she could not remember where she was. First came 
a delightful thrill, as of something very pleasant; then a horrible 
remembrance. This was Green Gables and they didn’t want her 
because she wasn’t a boy!

But it was morning and, yes, it was a cherry-tree in full bloom 
outside of her window  . . .  Anne dropped on her knees and 
gazed out into the June morning, her eyes glistening with delight. 
Oh, wasn’t it beautiful? Wasn’t it a lovely place? Suppose she 
wasn’t really going to stay here! She would imagine she was. 
There was scope for imagination here . . .

Below the garden a green field lush with clover sloped down to 
the hollow where the brook ran and where scores of white birches 
grew, upspringing airily out of an undergrowth suggestive of 
delightful possibilities in ferns and mosses and woodsy things 
generally. Beyond it was a hill, green and feathery with spruce 
and fir; there was a gap in it where the grey gable end of the 
little house she had seen from the other side of the Lake of 
Shining Waters was visible.

Off to the left were the big barns and beyond them, away down 
over green, low-sloping fields, was a sparkling blue glimpse of sea.

Anne’s beauty-loving eyes lingered on it all, taking everything 
greedily in; she had looked on so many unlovely places in her  
life, poor child; but this was as lovely as anything she had  
ever dreamed.
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