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ANNE OF GREEN GABLES
STORY OF THE PLAY

Mark Twain, the celebrated humorist, was so
taken with the quaint charm of L. M. Montgomery’s
tremendously popular novel that upon reading it
for the first time he literally rushed to endorse it.
“In ‘Anne of Green Gables’ you will find the dear-
est and most moving and delightful girl since the
immortal Alice.” And for years this fascinating
book has headed the list of best sellers. It has heen
printed and reprinted, has been made twice as a
movie, once as a silent picture and only recently as a
talkie, but it has remained for the distinguished dra-
matist, Alice Chadwicke, to make the first and only
dramatization of this magically beautiful story.
Green Gables is the home of lovable Matthew Cuth-
bert and his stern sister, Marilla Cuthbert. Marilla
has never been known to thaw out. Nobody suspects
that beneath her hard exterior there lurks a soft and
tender heart. When Matthew, after a great deal of
reflection, finally decides to adopt an orphan boy to
help with his farm work, Marilla grudgingly con-
sents. Through a rattlebrained friend of theirs, one
Nancy Spencer, they agree to take a boy from The
Hopeton Orphanage. Marilla makes ready to re-
eeive the boy and Matthew drives to the station to
get him. Fancy his consternation when he finds little
Anne Shirley waiting for him! There has been a
mistake and Anne has been sent to Green Gables
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4 STORY OF THE PLAY

in lieu of the boy whom the Cuthberts plan to adopt.
There is nothing else to do but to take Anne home
and let her stay, at least over night. But from the
instant Anne and Matthew meet a strong attach-
ment grows up between the little orphan and the
man who has been starving for affection without
realizing it. Anne, with her vivid imagination, her
charitable viewpoint, her refreshing simplicity,
touches the old bachelor’s heart. But not so with
Marilla. She determines to send Anne back to the
orphanage the following day. But she reckons with-
out Anne, who is so enchanted by everything at
Green Gables and who cries and begs and pleads
so hard to remain that even Marilla, “just to please
Matthew, of course,” finally gives in and consents.
The comedy that ensues through Anne’s many un-
fortunate mistakes caused bv her all too vivid imag-
ination, her loyalty to Matthew and Marilla, her
attachment for her bosom friend, Diana Barry, her
feud with Gilbert Blythe, the wealthiest boy in
town, the episode of Marilla’s old amethyst brooch
and many more heart-warming incidents are finely
woven into this play. Anne is the sort of part that
every young girl will adore playing, and the other
parts offer splendid opportunities to the various
members of the cast. Marilla is a great part for a
character actress, as is Mrs. Rachel Lynde, who
lives on the adjoining farm. Then there is young
Josie Pye, a lad named Moody Spurgeon and,
among the many others, Matthew Cuthbert, Anne’s
kindred spirit. The play breathes of youth, is thor-
oughly modern in spirit, very simple to prepare and
present and Miss Chadwicke has written into it such
an abundance of warmth, wit and motion that it be-
comes an endless delight. “Anne of Green Gables”
will pack your theatres to their capacity, and your
audiences will request you to repeat it again and
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again. It is entirely different from any play you have
ever selected, and one that will bring added laurels
to each and every group fortunate enough to secure

it.



TO

L. M. MONTGOMERY,

who created the most lovable heroing

the world of fiction has ever known,

this play is most earnestly dedicated.
ALricE CHADWICKE.



CAST OF CHARACTERS

ANNE SHIRLEY, an orphan, our adorable young
heroine.

FLorENCE REMSEN, Superintendent of The Hope-
ton Orphanage.

MINNIE STEARN, an attendant at the orphanage.

MRs. ALEXANDER SPENCER, who has a difficult time
talking.

MartuEw CUTHBERT, Anne’s champion and a “kin-
dred spirit.”

MariLLa CUTHBERT, his sister, who refuses to thaw
out.

Mgs. RacHEL LYNDE, who loves to give advice.

Mgrs. BARRY, @ wealthy matron.

DiaNA Barry, her daughter, who becomes Anne’s
bosom friend.

Mgs. ALLAN, the new Minister’s charming wife.

JosiE PYE, in Anne’s class at school.

Mooby SPURGEON, another schoolmate.

GILBERT BLYTHE, the wealthiest boy in town.

IRA MILLS, @ wealthy business man.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT ONE

ScenNE I: The reception room of The Hopeton
Orphan Asylum. Noon of a day in early sum-
mer.
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8 CAST OF CHARACTERS—Continued

ScENE 11: The sitting room of the Cuthberts’ home
at Green Gables, Avonlea. Late afternoon of
the following day.

ACT TWO

The same. The following September; afternoon.

ACT THREE

SceENE 1: The same. Two years later; an afternoon
in April.

SceNE I1: The same. Two months later; an evening
in June.

TiME: The present.



DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS

FLoRENCE REMSEN: A tdll, imposing appearing
woman in her early forties. She is the Superin-
tendent of the asylum. Wears a stiffly starched
white uniform, the sort that :dqraduate nurse
affects; no cap. Her shoes and stockings are
also white. She is immaculately groomed and
gives the impression of being highly efficient.
Although she is strict about having her orders
Iobeyed, she is, by nature, kindly and benevo-
ent.

MINNIE STEARN : She is all that her name implies;
possessed of a forbidding aspect, she is most
unpleasant in manner, intolerant in her view-
pownt and is inclined to be irritated by the
slightest happening. Thirty-eight years of age,
she is tall and thin—the typical old maid.
Wears a severely plain dress of blue gingham,
the sort that an undergraduate nurse would
wear. Black shoes. Horn-rimmed glasses add
to her dour appearance.

ANNE SHIRLEY is i her middle teens, but because
of her frail build and slight stature, she may be
played by an older girl who possesses all of
the attributes of extreme youth. Then, too,
make up and youthful dress cause her to ap-
pear extremely juvenile. Grave and solemn in
manner, there is about her an aura of elfish
charm, a whimsical something that completely
envelops her. Life is terribly serious to ANNE
SHIRLEY, a fact that causes her to draw heavily

9



10 DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS

upon her imagination. She must be played with
utter simplicity. The more natural she is the
more her audiences will love her and take her
10 their hearts. Her hair is parted in the center
and hangs down her back in two long braids.
There are several freckles cn her nose and a
disturbing few on other parts of her face.

MRs. ALEXANDER SPENCER: A short, stout woman
in her early fifties. She is obviously a small
town housewife with a kind heart and a desire
to help others. She is dressed in a coat suit that
has long since been outmoded, a hat with a few
colored flowers on it; carries a purse and an
umbrella.

MariLia CUTHBERT: A tall, well-built woman in
her late forties. She is a woman of rigid con-
science who has her own ideas as to the fitness
of things. Her hair is streaked with grey and
is gathered in a small knot at the back with a
few wire hairpins to hold the knot in place.
MariLLA is always neat and tidy, but there is
never an attempt at ostentation. Her gingham
housedress is made along conventional lines.
Her black shoes are of the buttoned type. She
has her knitting and knitting needles in her
hand. Beneath her stern exterior there is a
human quality lurking and trying to make itself
evident, but MARILLA spends her life trying to
hide this from the world. Her real nature is
masked by a gruffness, a strictness that is diffi-
cult to penetrate.

Mrs. MILDRED BARRY: A4 fine-appearing woman in
her late forties. She is cultured and refined in
manner, possessed of a lovely smile and a frank
and sincere nature.

Mgs. RacBEL LYNDE: 4 tall, thin, angular woman
of uncertain years. She is the village busybody
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and is never so happy as when prying into other
people’s affairs.

MatTHEW CUTHBERT: He is a short man in his late
fifties. The top of his head is entirely bald and
the remaining fringe of hair on the sides is
pure white. Generous, charitable, benevolent,
his kindly nature is reflected in his face. The
world would be an easier place to live in if there
were more Matthews. Diffident and shy, he has
seldom dared to wemture an opinion and has
been completely under MARILLA’S dominance.

Josie PyYE: A tall, gangling girl of fifteen. She is at
that awkward age when she appears to be even
gawkier than she really is. She giggles con-
stantly and tries to assume a most superior
manner. She is at her best when relating a
choice piece of gossip. Her hair hangs in one
long braid down her back and is tied with a
ribbon.

GiieerT BLYTHE: A manly and fine-looking boy of
about sixteen. GILBERT is possessed of an ex-
tremely attractive personality, and in spite of
the fact that he is all boy and enjoys playing
pranks, he is sincere and refined in manner,
intelligent and of good breeding.

Diana Barry: A pretty girl about the same age as
ANNE. She, too, may be played by an older girl
who looks younger because of her small size.
DiaNA is inclined to be plump. She is of an
affectionate nature, earnest and sincere, but
lacks ANNE's great imagination.

Moopy SpurGeoN: A4 tall, awkward appearing boy
of fifteen. MooDY has a permanent expression
of sadness on his face and never has been
known to smile.

Mrs. ALLAN: A gracious and charming woman in
her early thirties. She has a ready smile and a
Sne understanding of humanity.
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Ira MiILLs is a6 tall, pow:yully built man in his early
fifties, pompous and distinguished in appear-
ance.



Anne Of Green Gables

ACT ONE
SceNE 1

SceNE: The reception room of The Hopeton Or-
phan Asylum.

TiMEe: Noon of a day in early summer.

SET: Just @ small corner of the room is shown, so
that it may be set inside the big set that stands
for the rest of the play. The inset consists of a
coudle of plan wings with a door over Right
wilh interior backing. A small wooden bench
and a table with three straight-backed chairs
surrounding it is all the furniture that is neces-
sary.

AT Rise oF CUrTAIN: FLORENCE REMSEN, a tall,
imposing appearing woman in her early forties,
sits in chair behind table. She is the Superin-
tendent of the asylum. Wears a stiffly starched
white umiform, the sort that a graduate nurse
affects; no cap. Her shoes and stockings are
also white. She is immaculately groomed and
gives the impression of being highly efficient.
Although she is strict about having her orders
obeyed, she is, by nature, kindly and benevolent.
The instant the Curtain rises, FLORENCE
crosses to door R

3



14 ANNE OF GREEN GABLES  acr!

FLoreNcE. (Calling off r. loudly) Miss Minnie!
Oh, Miss Minnie! What is delaying you?

MinNIE. (Off stage R.; nervously) I’'m here, Miss
Remsen. I'll be right in.

(FLORENCE retraces her steps to behind table and
resumes her seat in chair. MINNIE STEARN en-
ters r., carrying @ few letters in her hand. She
is all that her name implies; possessed of a for-
bidding aspect, she is most unpleasant 1n man-
ner, intolerant in her viewpoint and is inclined
to be irritated by the slightest happening.
Thirty-eight years of age, she is tall and thin—
the typical old maid. Wears a severely plain
dress of blue gingham, the sort that an under-
graduate nurse would wear. Black shoes. Horn-
rimmed glasses add to her dour appearance.)

FLORENCE. (Looking at MINNIE as the latter en-
ters) Oh, you've brought the mail, I see.

MiNNIE. (Comes to R. of table, handing the let-
ters to FLORENCE; complainingly) I'm so terribly
upset it’s a wonder I remembered to think of the
mail. Anybody else in my position wouldn’t have.

FLORENCE. (Inspecting the letters) Why, what’s
the matter now?

MiNNIE. (Savagely) The same thing that’s al-
ways the matter. It’s that Anne.

FLORENCE. (Opening one of the letters and re-
moving same from envelope) You mean Anne
Shirley? (MINNIE nods angrily.) Why, what has
she done now?

MiNNIE. (Angrily) You mean what hasn’t she
done. T haven’t had one peaceful day since that girl
was admitted into this orphanage. And, what’s
more, I don’t ever expect to have if she’s allowed to
stay here.

FLORENCE. (Looking up from her letter; calmly)
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But that’s not answering my question, Miss Minnie.
Has Anne been impertinent to you?

MINNIE. (Reluctantly) No, can’t say that she has.
But I wouldn’t mind that so much. It’s that terrific
imagination of hers. I've never seen anything like
the way that Anne can imagine things. (Vigorous-
ly) T’ve gotten so now that every time I see that girl
1 start to boil inside just like jam. (She sinks onto
chair r. of table.)

FLORENCE. (Replacing letter in envelope and sigh-
ing wearily) Poor Anne! (A sympathetic expression
on her face.)

MINNIE. (Savagely) Poor Anne? Poor me, you
mean. I’m the one who has to bear the brunt of her
flights of fancy. I'm the one who has to go among
the children and quiet them after Anne Shirley has
almost scared them out of their wits.

FLORENCE. (Returning to her letters and opening
another one) It’s true that Anne has a most vivid
imagination. But I'm hoping that with the proper
encouragement and because of her gratitude to us
she will soon stop all that and think of things in a
normal way.

MiNNIE. (Tartly) Humph! You and I won't live
to see that day—if it ever does come.

FLORENCE. (Protesting) Oh, come, Miss Minnie.

MiINNIE. (Breaking wn firmly) 1 tell you I know
what I'm talking about. Didn’t you hear the dis-
turbance inside a few minutes ago?

Frorence. Why, I heard several of the children
scream, but after that everything was quiet.

MinNIE. (Proudly) Thanks to me! If I hadn’t
gone inside when I did and quieted their fears some
of the little children would be trying to get outside
by now.

Frorence. Well, for goodness sake, what hap-
pened?

Minnie. It was Anne again, of course. You re-
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member that silver bracelet with the little jade stone
set in it that Katie Barth wears?

FrLoreNCE. Of course. She’s had it ever since she
first came here. It’s an inexpensive little trifle,

MinNIE. The excitement that Anne caused among
the children over that bracelet wasn’t trifling, you
may be sure.

Frorence. Why, what did Anne do to Katie?

MinnNIE. It seems that Katie mislaid her bracelet
and asked Anne if she had seen it. Anne became
quite thoughtful for a moment and then her imag-
ination started to work. She gathered all the chil-
dren around her and half frightened them to death.

FLORENCE. (In troubled tones) But how?

MiINNIE. She told them that the bracelet came
from China and that she was certain the Emperor
of China wanted it back because it was once the
property of a famous ruler. She even manufactured
the name of a Chinese Empress whom, she claimed,
owned Katie’s bracelet originally.

FLoreNCE. (Frowning) But there’s nothing about
that to frighten anybody.

MinNNIE. (Ewnjoying herself hugely) Oh, isn't
there just? Wait until you hear the rest of her tale.
Anne impressed on them that the Emperor of China
insisted on having the bracelet back and that he
had sent a Chinese killer right here to the orphanage
to kill each and every one of them until he dis-
covered the bracelet and was able to take it back to
China.

FLORENCE. (Rising) But that is absurd.

MINNIE. (Rising and facing her; firmly) Not to
the children, it wasn’t. Anne has such a convincing
manner when her imagination starts to work that
she’d impress grown-ups, to say nothing of a group
of little ones. You should have seen them. They
were livid with terror.
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FLORENCE. (Resuming her seat) T'll have to
speak to Anne about this.

MINNIE. (Scornfully) Much good that’ll do. I've
been speaking to her ever since she came here. I
just scolded her severely for frightening the other
children so outrageously and what d’you suppose
her answer was?

FLoreNCE. I don’t know, I'm sure, but I hope she
was duly penitent.

MinnNiIE. Penitent, nothing! She just looked di-
rectly at me and said that she hoped some day I'd
enlarge the scope of my imagination. (Drops down
on her chair and shakes her head indignantly) 1 tell
you, Miss Remsen, if you don’t get Anne Shirley
out of here I'm going to have a complete nervous
break-up.

FLORENCE. (Removing a letter from an envelope
and scanning the letter hastily) Hello! What'’s this?
Why, it’s from that nice Mrs. Spencer.

MINNIE. (Interested) The one who adopted little
Peter Stevenson a few weeks ago?

Frorence. (Nodding assent and continuing to
read her letter) That’s right. (Astonished) Why,
she’s coming here today to get another child.

MinNIE. (Eagerly) A little sister for Peter, per-
haps?

FrLorENCE. (Shaking her head “no”) No, this is
for a friend of hers. She wants a girl to send to a
family named Cuthbert. She’ll tell me all about it
when she arrives here, and that ought to be any mo-
ment now.

MinnNie. (Eagerly) D’you suppose she’d take
Anne Shirley off of our hands? Oh, if she only
would I’d begin to believe in miracles again.

FLorRENCE. (Thoughtfully) Well—I don’t know.
I suppose we might convince Mrs. Spencer that
Anne is just the girl for her, but do you know, Miss
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Minnie, I'd rather hate to see Anne leave. I know
I’d be lonesome for her.

MinNNIE. (Amazed) You’d—what?

FroreNcCE. She’s had such a hard time ever since
her infancy, my dear. And she’s always worked so
hard. Nothing is ever too much for Anne to attempt.

MinNIE. (Witheringly) You're right about that.
And all of her attempts end the same way—destruc-
tively. She heads the list of folks who make mis-
takes permanently.

FLoreNCE. But she’s such a whimsical little thing,
and she does try. I'm sure that she doesn’t upset
the other children deliberately. (Loud frightened
SCREAMS are heard off r.)

ANNE. (Off r.; commanding) Stop that! Stop it,
I say. Stand still and be quiet. (MINNIE and FLoRr-
ENCE jump up quickly.)

FLoreNCE. (Bewnldered) 1 wonder what’s going
on out there? Go and see, will you, please, Miss
Minnie?

MiNNIE. (Determined) 1 can tell you in advance
what’s happening. Anne has the other children up-
set again. (She crosses to door Rr., then turns and
faces FroreEnce) Oh, how I wish I was superin-
tendent of this place for just one hour. That would
give me time ennugh to put Anne Shirley out of
here. (She exits quickly. FLORENCE resumes her
seat behind table, picks up her letter and starts to
read it again, a thoughtful expression on her face.)

ANNE. (Off Rr.; tearfully) But it wasn’t my
fault—really it wasn’t, Mise Minnie. Haven't you
any imagination?

MinNIE (Off r.; loud and commanding) Let go
of her at once and come with me. It’s time Miss
Remsen took a hand in things. (FLORENCE rises and
faces door R. MINNIE comes through door Rr., liter-
ally dragging ANNE with her. ANNE SHIRLEY is in
her middle teens, but because of her frail build and
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slight stature she may be played by an older girl
who possesses all of the attributes of extreme youth.
Then, too, make up and youthful dress cause her to
appear extremely juvemle. Grave and solemn in
manner, there is about her an aura of elfish charm,
a whimsical something that completely envelops her.
Life is terribly serious to ANNE SHIRLEY, @ fact
that causes her to draw heavily upon her imagina-
tion. She must be played with utter simplicity. The
more natural she is the more her audiences will love
her and take her to their hearts. Her hair is parted
in the center and langs down her back in two long
braids. There are several freckles on her nose and a
disturbing few on other parts of her face. Her
dress is severely simple and plain in design. It is
made of some inexpensive homespun and is very
drab in color. The sleeves are tight and plain. It 1s
the sort of dress that a very poor child would wear
and proclaims her extreme youth. Her stockings are
cheap and ribbed. Flat-heeled black slippers com-
plete her outfit.)

ANNE. (Tearfully, as MINNIE drags her to R. of
table) 1 didn’t do anything—honest I didn’t, Miss
Florence.

FLoRENCE. (To Minnig) I'll attend to this, Miss
Minnie. Release Anne, please.

MiINNIE. (Withdrawing her hand from ANNE's
arm; irately) Humph! Nice carryings on here, I
must say!

FLorRENCE. (Motioning 1.) Stand over there,
Anne, and tell me what this is all about.

ANNE. (Crossing L. to front of bench) It’s not
about anything, Miss Florence—really it’s not. I'm
afraid I'm just hopelessly old-fashioned. (Sighs
wearily.)

FLORENCE. (Bewildered) What?

ANNE. (Looking directly at FLORENCE) It’s just
that I never can get Teenie Williams to wash her-
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self properly, and I'm afraid I don’t like children
much unless they’re more or less washed.

MiNNIE. (Exasperated) Well, I never!

FrLoreNcE. Sit down, Anne. You, too, Miss Min-
nie. (ANNE sits on bench L. MINNIE sits R. of table.
FLORENCE resumes seat behind table) Now tell me
the details of this latest uprising.

MINNIE. (Before ANNE has a chance to speak)
Poor Teenie Williams has her skin rubbed off and
the other children were afraid the same thing would
happen to them.

ANNE. (Shaking her head wearily) 1 try so hard
to instil Teenie with the desire to be more antiseptic
but I'm afraid I don’t make much headway. She
just seems to enjoy being mediocum.

FLORENCE. (Restraining a desire to laugh) You
mean mediocre, Anne.

ANNE. (Gratefully) Oh, Miss Florence, you al-
ways know exactly what I mean. That’s why you’re
so conducive.

MiINNIE. (Aghast) What’s that?

ANNE. (Gravely) Miss Florence understands me
because she allows her imagination to have so much
scope. (To FLORENCE; ardently) You're the only
kindred spirit I've met since I came to the orphan-
age.

MINNIE (Bristling indignantly) Well, 1 like that!
Kindred spirit, indeed!

ANNE. (Apologetically) 1 didn’t mean that as
anything unkind, Miss Minnie. I'm certain you
could be as nice as Miss Florence—that is, almost
as nice, if you'd just use your imagination more
freely.

MinNiIE (Beside herself with anger) Indeed!
My imagination suits me, young lady. I have enough
of it.

ANNE. (Gravely) Oh, but we mustn’t ever be
satisfied with ourselves. If we are we never can
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girdle our ambitions. (To FrorenNce) One must
always keep striving for perfection. I always try to
like people and be matey. Of course, when you'’re
still young you can’t do that so easily. And then,
again, there are times when we’re all inclined to be
disappointed too quickly. (MINNIE registers dis-
gust.)

FLORENCE. Anne, I want to—

ANNE. (Breaking in garrulously) Don’t you think
one suffers more when they are grown up, Miss
Florence? Especially if they are old and sensitive
like you and me?

MinNIE. (Stiffly) Humph!

FrLoreNCE. Listen to me, Anne. How would you
like to leave here?

ANNE. (Rising; slowly) Leave here? You mean
you're going to take me away with you when you
go on your vacation? Oh, Miss Florence, that would
be simply thrilling!

FrLorRENCE. (Shaking her head “no”) No, that
wasn’t what I meant. Mrs. Alexander Spencer is
coming here today to pick out a little girl. She’s go-
ing to place the girl in a good home and have her
legally adopted.

ANNE. (Excited) Oh, isn’t that wonderful? Did
you say her husband’s name is Alexander?

Frorence. That’s right.

ANNE. (Clapping her hands together delightedly)
Then he must be a leader among men, because I've
read of an Alexander in history. I wonder if they
were related ? I'm certain that anybody named Alex-
ander would be sure to have great scope for imag-
ination.

FLORENCE. (Silencing her with a gesture) The
girl Mrs. Spencer takes won’t live with the Spen-
cers. She is to be placed with a family by the name
of Cuthbert.

ANNE. (Gravely) 1 wonder what their first names
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are and if they’d be kindred spirits? Oh, Miss
Florence, I do so want people to like me.

MinNIE. (Scornfully) 1 don’t see why you don’t
do something about it, then, instead of getting into
all sorts of scrapes and being a burden to every-
body.

AyNNE. (T earfully) Oh, have I been a burden to
you, Miss Florence? If I have been, I'm so sorry.
I haven’t meant to be. Perhaps I'm just too inten-
sive. (Crosses to fust 1. of FLORENCE.)

MinnNie. (Tartly) You're too everything, if you
ask me.

FLORENCE. (To MINNIE; reprovingly) That will
do, Miss Minnie. (To ANNE) Of course you haven'’t
been a burden, Anne. But you must try to curb your
enthusiasms.

ANNE. (Forlornly) 1 do try, but I'm afraid it’s
hopeless. You see, I'm so homely, and when I look
in the mirror I always become conscious of how
trying it must be for folks to have such an ugly
person around. Then I start in to imagine I'm
beautiful and—

FLORENCE. (Breaking in hastily) We haven't
much time to decide, Anne. Do you want to go with
Mrs. Spencer if she’ll take you?

ANNE. (Ecgerly) Do you think she’d allow me
to go to school and let me have a dress with puffed
sleeves? All my life I've longed for a dress with
puffed sleeves.

Minnie. Why, the idea! Such foolishness!

FLORENCE. (In kindly tones) I'll ask Mrs. Spen-
cer if she thinks the Cuthberts would be kind to you.
In the meantime it wouldn’t do any harm for you
to put on your hat and pack your few things so that
you could leave at short notice.

ANNE. (Radiantly) Oh, Miss Florence, you’re the
most remarkable person I’ve ever met. I feel just as
though life were opening up before me at last and
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I am about to emerge on a great adventure. Don’t
you think I ought to change my name before I leave
here?

MINNIE. (Aghast) Change your name? What
for?

ANNE. (Rapturously) I'd so like to have a name
that’s romantical—something like Cordelia. I've
often imagined that I was Cordelia Sl.irley instead
of Anne, and a handsome knight in armor was at-
tracted by my name and rode up on a purple horse—

MiNNIE. (Breaking in quickly) Who ever heard
of a purple horse?

ANNE. (Ruefully) Well, of course, Miss Minnie,
if you just won’t use your imagination, I'm afraid
I could never help you.

MIiINNIE. (Irately) You help me, eh? That’s good,
that is. You'd better start trying to help yourself,
Miss.

FLORENCE. (Smiling kindly at ANNE) You get
ready, Anne, and I'll call you when I want you to
meet Mrs. Spencer. And remember, you're to be on
your good behavior the rest of the day.

ANNE. (Joyously) Oh, you needn’t worry about
that, Miss Florence. I'll be as quiet as we always
pretend to be when Miss Minnie comes through the
dormitory to see if we are asleep. (Laughs lightly;
skips out r.)

MiINNIE. (Scornfully) Purple horse! Cordelia
Shirley! What next? (DOORBELL rings off r.)

FLorENCE. That must be Mrs. Spencer now. Will
you let her in, please, Miss Minnie?

MINNIE. (Rising and crossing to door r.) 1 sure-
ly hope Anne behaves herself and doesn’t get into
any scrapes while Mrs. Spencer is here. (Exits Rr.
FLORENCE pats at her hair and rises, coming down
stage to below table c. MINNIE enters R. and stands
just above door; loudly) Mrs. Alexander Spencer to
see Miss Remsen.
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(MRrs. ALEXANDER SPENCER, @ short, stout woman
in her early fifties, enters r., breathing heavily.
She is obviously a small town housewife with
a kind heart and a desire to help others. She is
dressed in a coat suit that has long since been
outmoded, a hat with a few colored flowers on
it; carries o purse and an umbrella.)

FLORENCE. (As MRrs. SPENCER enters) It’s so nice
seeing you again, Mrs. Spencer. Sit down, won’t
you? (Indicates chair behind table) I hope you're
well and enjoying your adopted son.

Mgrs. SPENCER. (Crossing up to behind table and
sitting) I’'m as well as can be expected but I suffer
somethin’ terrible from shortness o’ breath. (FLor-
ENCE sits L. of table. MINNIE takes over and sits R.
of table. MRrs. SPENCER faces MinnieE) Did you
ever suffer from that?

FLorENCE. (Pointedly) Hardly. Miss Minnie has
had a few ailments, but shortness of breath has
never been among them. (MINNIE darts an angry
glance at FLORENCE.)

Mgs. SpENCER. (Complaining) Mr. Spencer says
he never can notice that I'm short of breath, but you
know how men are. Just ’cause J don’t go ’round
complainin’ all the time he thinks I'm as healthy as
can be,

FLORENCE. (In businesslike tones) Now, about
this girl your friend wants to adopt. Did she tell you
just how old she wants the girl to be?

Mgs. SPENCER. She didn’t tell me anythin’. T ain’t
seen Marilla Cuthbert in ages. You see, she lives
miles away from me. But Nancy, you know, Nancy
Spencer—she’s my husband’s niece and a most
flighty girl if there ever was one, though I shouldn’t
say it considerin’ that she’s a relation— (Pauses and
breathes heavily) Oh, dear, U'm all out o’ breath. I
just can’t hardly talk at all.
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FLORENCE. (Anxiously) Are these Cuthberts in a
position to take care of a girl and educate her?

Mgrs. SpeENcER. (Nodding vigorously) Oh, yes,
indeedy. Matthew Cuthbert has a tremendous farm
and is quite well fixed.

MiNNiIE. (Lagerly) And does his wife want to
take a little girl to raise?

Mgrs. SpeNCER. (Chuckling heartily) His wife?
Matthew Cuthbert ain’t got any wife. He has a sis-
ter, name o’ Marilla. She runs Matthew’s life for
him and never would allow him to even see a girl,
much less court one. Whatever Marilla says goes.
She runs the roost. I'd tell you more about her if I
wasn’t so short o’ breath and didn’t find it so hard
to talk.

Frorence. What sort of disposition has Miss
Cuthbert, Mrs. Spencer?

Mgrs. SpENCER. (Enjoying herself hugely) The
wrong sort. If there ever was a person whose milk
o’ human kindness got soured in her veins when she
was young, her name is Marilla Cuthbert. If she
ever forgot to be glum and stern she’d be so angry
she’s never forgive herself. Now, Matthew, her
brother, is just the opposite—but it don’t do no
good, 'cause he’s never expressed an opinion o’ his
own in all his life—he wouldn’t dare. (Taking a
deep breath) Oh, dear, I wish it wasn’t so hard for
me to say a few words. I'd like to tell you more.

MinNIE. (Leaning forward; eagerly) Of course
it’s just possible that this Miss Cuthbert has
changed since you last saw her, Mrs. Spencer, isn’t
it?

Mrs. SpeNCER. (Witheringly) Change? Marilla
Cuthbert change? I’d like to see the person who
could make her over! I'm not sayin’ that she’s not
a respectable, hard-woixin’ woman who never
misses a church service and contributes regular to
The Ladies’ Aid. She ain’t never had any gayety in
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her life and she ain’t never goin’ to let anybody
round her have any, neither.

MinNiE. (Hastily) A very proper spirit, I'm sure.
She sounds like the very sort of person who’ll be
successful with a girl like Anne.

Mrs. SPENCER. (Suspiciously) Anne? What
kinda girl is she? Nothin’ wrong with her, is there?
I ain’t aimin’ to do anythin’ that’s goin’ to bring
Marilla’s wrath down on my head. If Nancy wasn’t
such a rattle-brained girl I'd have made her tell me
just what sort of a girl Marilla wants. (Taking a
deep breath) Oh, dear, I wish it wasn’t so hard for
me to talk. (To Frorence) I don’t want to send
Marilla any girl that ain’t well-behaved and lady-
like. You understand.

FLORENCE. (Reassuringly) You've nothing to
worry about on that score, I assure you, Mrs. Spen-
cer. Anne is a perfect little lady. True, she does talk
a lot—

Mgrs. SpENCER. (Breaking in quickly) She does?
I'd say that’s in her favor. I wish I could talk as
much as I'd like to. (Sighs heavily.)

FLORENCE. (Proudly) Anne has only been with us
for four months, but she’s a very hard worker. She
never shirks a responsibility. She is always anxious
to bathe the other children and wash them—

MINNIE. (Breaking in firmly) Yes, indeed. I can
vouch for that. She’s so thorough when she bathes
the children that she rubs their skin off.

Mgs. Spencer. Well, she’ll have plenty o’ chores
to do at the Cuthberts. They have a mighty big place
called Green Gables, and Marilla keeps it as clean
as snow. She told that Nancy to give me a message,
but o’ course Miss Nancy forgot all about what it
was. It’s a wonder she remembered to tell me that
Marilla wants to adopt a girl. (Taking a deep
breath) Oh, dear, I just have the most awful pain
every time I try to say a few words.
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FLORENCE. (Rising) Perhaps you’d better bring
Anne in now, Miss Minnie. I’'m sure Mrs. Spencer
will fall in love with her at first sight.

MiNNIE. (Rising; with pretended warmth) I'm
sure she will. And the more she sees of the little
dear the more she’ll love her. She’s so restful and
quiet. (Loud GLASS CRASH is heard off r., fol-
dowed by the SCREAMS of several voices.)

Mrs. SPENCER. (Rising; alarmed) Mercy days,
what was that?

ANNE. (Off Rr.; tearfully) Oh, Miss Florence, I
didn’t mean to do it, honest I didn’t. It just hap-
pened. (MINNIE and FLORENCE exchange anxious
glances.)

Mrs. SpENCER. Who's that? (ANNE rushes on
breathlessly, . She has donned a faded sailor hat
that is most becoming.)

FLORENCE. (As she sees ANNE; anxiously) What
is it, Anne? What’s happened?

ANNE. (Coming over to L. of FLORENCE; tear-
fully) Oh, Miss Florence, I'm afraid I'll have to
stay here now and work for you forever to make up
for breaking your favorite vase.

MinniE. (Irately) You broke that glass vase on
the mantel ?

ANNE. (Tearfully) Yes. You see, I was so elated
about going to a home of my own and being able to
go to school and everything that my imagination
just started running riot. I fancied that I was a
great queen and that I was giving a farewell party
to all my loyal subjects. Of course I had to have a
scepter, so I just picked up that tall vase and started
to wave it around, when suddenly it fell out of my
hand and crashed to the floor in a million pieces—
Oh, it was just too tragical for words.

FLorENCE. (Placing an arm around ANNE com-
fortingly) Well, you mustn’t feel too badly about it,
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Anne. After all, it’s not as though you broke it pur-
posely.

ANNE. (Swmiling through her tears) Oh, Miss
Florence, you're just an angel. I'll never forget you
—never. (MINNIE darts an anxious look at FLOR-
ENCE and clears her throat significantly.)

FLorRENCE. (Hastily) This is Mrs. Spencer, Anne.
She’s going to take you away with her if she likes
you. (MINNIE crosses and looks off R. MRs. SPEN-
CER comes down R. to below table.)

ANNE. (Crossing to L. of Mgrs. SPENCER and
smiling up at her) Oh, I know I'm going to like you
because you're a kindred spirit. Do you suppose the
lady you’re going to take me to will let me have a
dress with puffed sleeves?

MRrs. SPENCER. (Bewildered) Puffed sleeves?
Well, I can’t say as to that. She’ll have plenty for
you to do, that I can tell you.

ANNE. (Enthusiastically) Oh, I won’t mind that.
Where does she live, this lady?

Mgrs. SPENCER. At Avonlea in a big house that
has always been called Green Gables.

ANNE. (Clapping her hands together delightedly)
Green Gables! Oh, what a gorgeous name. I can
just picture it. The house once belonged to a King
and Queen. She was real beautiful with pure gold
hair that rippled back from her alabaster brow
and— (Pausing; gravely) What is an alabaster
brow, anyhow ? I never have been able to find out.

MiNNIE. (Greatly upset) Tch! Tch! I'd better go
and see if the others are all right. I don’t want them
to cut their hands on that broken glass. (Exits r.)

Mrs. SpENCER. (Smiling) Well, I can see that
you are a great talker, Anne. You do use a lot o’ big
words, too, don’t you? Strange as it may seem, I
like to hear you talk.

ANNE. (Smiling happily) Oh, I'm so glad. I know’
you and I are going to get along together just fine,
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It’s such a relief to talk when one wants to and not
be told that young folks should be seen and not
heard. I've had that said to me a million times. And
folks laugh at me because I use big words. But if
one has big ideas they have to use big words to ex-
press them, don’t they?

MRs. SPENCER. (Dubiously) 1 can’t say that I'm
sure how Miss Cuthbert will take to you, Anne. It
might be that you’ll be able to talk her down, but I
doubt it. She hasn’t got much to say, but when she
does speak everybody jumps.

ANNE. Oh, I'm sure I'll like her. From your des-
cription she sounds as though she has a definite per-
sonality. That always appeals strongly to me. I don’t
like people who are wishy-washy, do you?

Mgrs. SpENCER. (Doubtfully) Marilla is definite,
all right, but I can’t be sure how you’ll get on to-
gether. However, there’d be the same risk no matter
who I sent to her, and since she’s asked for a girl it
might as well be you, I suppose. (Taking a deep
breath) 1f 1 wasn’t so short o’ breath I'd ask you a
lot more questions.

Frorence. (Tactfully) T’'m sure Anne will tell
you anything you want to know during your jour-
ney.

Mgs. SpENCER. I'll send a telegram to Matthew to
meet your train at the other end.

ANNE. (Greatly awed) You—you mean that I'm
going to ride on a train all by myself? (MRrs. SpeEN-
CER nods.) Oh, how perfectly beautiful! I'll imagine
that it’s my own fiery chariot and that I'm going
forth to find out about all the things that I’ve asked
questions about and that nobody could ever answer.
There must be a thousand of them. And I'll just
imagine that I have on a dress with the widest
puffed sleeves that any girl ever had and that every-
body is admiring me for my beauty. Of course, I
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know that I’'m ugly and that nobody will ever marry
me except, maybe, a forecign missionary.

FLORENCE. (Lxchanging an amused glance with
Mrs. SpEncEr) Why, Anne, what makes you think
a foreign missionary would marry you?

ANNE. (Gravely) Well, I don’t suppose they can
afford to be too fussy. Don’t you agree with me,
Mrs. Spencer? Oh, when I think of getting on a
train it makes me feel glad to be alive. It’s such an
interesting world, isn’t it? There’ll be so much scope
for imagination on this trip. But am I talking too
much? I can stop when I make up my mind to, al-
though I'll admit it is a bit difficult.

(WARN Curtain.)

Mgs. SPENCER. (Astonished) 1 never heard the
beat of it. I believe she could even talk my Alex-
ander down. And he thinks that I talk too much.
(Crossing to door r.) Well, come along, child.
You'd better get talked out now because I don’t
know that you’ll have time to talk when Marilla
Cuthbert once puts you to work. (Chuckles and
exiis R.)

ANNE. (Throwing her arms around FLORENCE
and hugging her) Goodbye, dear Miss Florence.
Parting is such sweet sorrow. I'd better go quickly,
for I'm afraid I'm going to cry. I'll write to you
whenever I can and—and— Oh, dear, it’s all so
conducive. (Stifles a sob, rushes ®r. and exits quick-
ly.)

FroreNCE. (Crossing and calling off r.) Goodbye,
Anne. Do try to be a good girl and mind what folks
tell you. Goodbye, Mrs. Spencer. (She waves off r.
several times, then crosses to below table.)

MINNIE. (As she enters R.; joyfully) She’s say-
ing her goodbyes now to the children. In a few min-
utes we’ll be rid of her forever.

FLORENCE. (As though thinking aloud) Poor
Anne! Poor little orphan! I can’t help but pity her.
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MINNIE. (R. of FLORENCE; tartly) I pity the poor
Cuthberts who are going to take her in. She’ll make
their lives miserable with her eternal chatter.

FLORENCE. (Smiling) Well, there’s one thing that
even you’ll have to admit, Miss Minnie.

MINNIE. (Skeptically) What’s that?

FLORENCE. (Firmly) Wherever Anne Shirley is
there’ll never be a dull moment. (She laughs lightly
as the Curtain falls swiftly to denote a lapse of time.
Avutnor’s Note: The wnstant the Curtain fall,,
MinNIE and FLORENCE éxit hastily. The small inset
and the furniture used in the above scene are re-
moved as quickly as possible so that the Curtain
need only remain lowered for a very short interval.
There must not be a long wait.)

END OF SCENE 1
SCENE II

SceNE: The sitting room of the Cuthberts’ home,
Green Gables, Avonlea.

TiMe: Late afternoon of the following day.

DescripTioN OF SET: A spacious room that is
replete with a quaint atmosphere. All of the
furniture and furnishings have been handed
down from previous gemerations. It is the type
of room that we were ushered into when we
first visited our grandparents as children. A
soft carpet covers the floor, with a few rag rugs
over it to hide the worn places. In the rear wall,
direct Center, is an arch that leads out to a
hailway; an interior backing. Through the arch
and off Right leads to the exterior; through the
arch and off Left leads to the bedrooms and up-
stasrs portion of the house. In the Left wall are
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two doors, both with interior backings. The
door well upstage, 1.2, leads to a seldom-used
parlor, while the door down stage, 1.1, leads to
the dining room and kitchen. A screen door in
the Center of the Right wall leads out to a
balustrade; garden or exterior backing. A door-
bell ring off stage up Right. (Note: This
should be an old-fashioned bell—the sort that
jangles.) Near rear wall and Right of arch is
a stand table covered with a doily. A family
album rests on the table. In extreme upper Left
corner is a whatnot with several miscellaneous
articles in it. A rocking chair near rear wall and
Left of arch. In extreme lower Right wadll a
bult-in settee with a few cushions on it. An
armchair in extreme lower Left corner. Well
down stage and Right of Center is a round
table with three old-fashioned chairs surround-
ing it. On an angle with this table, but Left of
Center, a real old sofa with a few cushions to
decorate it. An overstuffed hassock just below
sofa. Most of the chairs in the room have anti-
macassars on their backs. Old-fashioned oil
paintings in wooden boxes on the walls, family
portraits, bric-a-brac ormaments to dress the
stage at the discretion of the director. All
LIGHTS on stage full up. LIGHTS outside of
screen door to denote waning daylight. The
room is scrupulously clean and has a homey
charm to be found only among people who are
attached to their dwellings.

DiscovereDp AT Rise: MAriLLA CUTHBERT, ¢ fall,

well-built woman in her late forties, stands at
screen door R., looking off stage. She is a
woman of rigid conscience who has her own
ideas as to the fitness of things. Her hair is
streaked with grey and is gathered in a small
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knot at the back with a few wire hairpins to
hold the knot in place. MARILLA is always neat
and tidy, but there is never an attempt at osten-
tation. Her gingham housedress is made along
conventional lines. Her black shoes are of the
buttoned type. She has her knitting and knit-
ting needles in her hand. Beneath her stern
exterior there is a human quality lurking and
trying to make itself evident, but MARILLA
spends her life trying to hide this from the
world. Her real nature is masked by a gruff-
ness, a strictness that is difficult to penetrate.
The instant the Curtain rises, MARILLA pushes
the screen door open.

MarLrA. (Calling off r. loudly) Mrs. Barry—
Oh, Mrs. Barry! Won't you come in and set for
awhile?

Mgrs. Barry. (Off ) Well, I'll come in, but I
can’t stay long. I'm on my way to the station.

(MARILLA crosses over to just below sofa L. of c.
Mgrs. MiLDRED BARRY, a fine-appearing woman
in her late forties, enters through screem door
R. She is cultured and refined in manner, pos-
sessed of a lovely smile and a frank and sincere
nature. Her summer frock is decidedly becom-
ing and her hat and all of her accessories are
in excellent taste.)

MariLra. (As Mrs. BArry enters) Do set for
awhile. Matthew’s not here today.

Mgrs. Barry. (As she crosses to L. of table r.c.
and sits; knowingly) You're the second person to
acquaint me with that fact. I met Mrs. Lynde as I
was driving along, Miss Marilla.

MARILLA. (Aghast) How on earth did Rachel
Lynde know that Matthew wasn’t here? (Angrily)
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Tl at’s a foolish question to ask. That woman knows
wliat a body is doing before they even think of do-
ing it.

Mgs. BArry. She does seem to know a great deal.

MariLLa. (Sitting on sofa; irately) She’s the
worst busybody I ever saw. You’d think that with
eight children to care for she’d have enough to do
to keep her mind out of other folks’ affairs.

Mrs. Barrv. (Soothingly) 1 wouldn’t let Mrs.
Rachel worry me if I were you.

MariLLa.  (Loudly and excitedly) She don’t
worry me. I never give her a thought. But I do hate
to have folks prying into my business. (Anxiously)
Did she tell you why Matthew isn’t at home to-
day?

:}[\,/IRS. Barry. (Shaking her head “no”) No, she
didn’t. I only stopped to taik to her for a minute or
so.

MariLLA. (Relievedly) Thank fortune she hasn’t
found out yet what Matthew’s errand is. But she
will, of course. Just give her time and she’ll find out
anything.

Mgs. Barry. I just won’t allow her to upset me.

MariLLA, (Angrily) T've never had any time for
her since the first time I met her years ago. She
took one look at me and told me I was ugly. I've
never forgotten it.

Mgs. Barry. (Sympathetically) What a dreadful
thing for one person to say to another,

MARrILLA. (Clearing her throat as though ashamed
of her outburst) Humph! Not that I lay claim to
beauty or ever think about it. There are other things
in this world outside of that.

Mgs. Barry. Indeed there are. I always try to
avoid Mrs. Lynde as much as possible.

MariLLA. (Tartly) ’Tain’t possible, far as I'm
concerned. She’s always sticking her nose in here
when she ain’t wanted.
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(Mgrs. RacueL LyNDE, a tall, thin, angular woman
of uncertain years, sticks her head in through
screen door R. She is the village busybody and
is never so happy as when prying into other
people’s affairs. Wears an outmoded coat suit
of a forgotten era, a small hat is perched on the
back of her head for comedy effect and she car-
ries a large purse and a parasol.)

RAcHEL. (In high, shrill tones) May I come in?
I won’t be disturbin’ you, will I?

MariLrA. (Grudgingly) No, of course not. Come
in, Rachel.

MRrs. Barry. (Rising) 1 was just going.

RacHEL. (Coming down to R. of table r.c.) On
your way to the station to meet your Diana, ain’t
you, Missus Barry?

Mgrs. Barry. (Nodding assent) Yes, my daughter
is arriving home today. She’s had a lovely trip, ac-
cording to her letters. I'll be so happy to have her
with me again. (MARILLA attacks her knitting vig-
orously.)

RacHEL. (Dropping into chair R. of table L.c.)
That’s what you’d oughta have here in your house,
Marilla. A little girl. It would be comp’ny for you.

MARILLA. (As though the very idea were poison-
ous) A girl in my house? A girl to break things and
scatter crumbs over everything and that I'd have to
spend my life cleaning up after? No, sir-ee! I've
never seen the girl yet that I'd tolerate.

RacuEL. (Placing her parasol and purse on table
R.c.) Reckon you'd get used to havin’ a girl here
after awhile if you had to.

MariLLA. (Jumping up; vigorously) Reckon I
just wouldn’t. And there’s no sense in talking about
it, ’cause it will never be. (To Mgrs. BArrY) ’Scuse
me. I've got to do something in the kitchen. I’ll be
right back. (Crosses and exits hastily L.1.)
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RacHEL. (Complainingly) Humph! Marilla sure
is sot in her ways, ain’t she? It’s caused her a heap
o’ unhappiness. Now, if she had come to me for ad-
vice—

Mrs. Barry. (Breaking in quickly) You'll have
to excuse me, Mrs. Lynde. (Rises) I don’t want to
miss Diana’s train. (Staris up stage.)

RAcCHEL. (Rising; eagerly) Just a minute, Missus
Barry. (Her voice halts MRrs. BARRY, who turns and
faces her) Did Marilla tell you where Matthew
went today?

Mgrs. Barry. No, she didn’t. And of course I
wouldn’t ask her.

RacHEL. (Anziously) Didn’t she even drop a
hint?

Mrs. Barry. (Shaking her head “no”) Not even
a hint. And truthfully, I'm not at all curious.

RAcHEL. (Disappointed) 1 ain’t curious, neither,
but I’d just like to know. Must be somethin’ terrible
unusual for Matthew Cuthbert to get himself all
cleaned up an’ put on his best store clothes on a
weekday. I ain’t never known him to do it before.

Mgs. Barry. (Crossing up to door Rr.; pointedly)
I’'m sure Miss Marilla won’t mind telling you where
he went and why, when you ask her about it.

RacHEL. (Crossing up to behind table ®r.c. and
facing Mrs. Barry) We-el, I don’t know as to that.
Marilla can be mighty persnicketty when she wants
to be, which she usually does. That woman is so
mean by nature that when she puts up sweet pickles
they turn sour without her doin’ a thing about it.

Mgrs. Barry. (Stiffly) I've always found her to be
most affable.

RacHEL. (Nodding vigorously) Ain’t that what I
just said ? She’s so strict an’ stern like that folks just
shun her. I’'m the only friend she has, an’ that’s
’cause I'm so easy-goin’.

Mgzs. Barry. (Icily) Tell Miss Marilla that 1
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couldn’t wait, please. Good afternoon. (She exits
quickly r.)

RacHEL. (Tossing her head indignantly) Humph.
(Inspects the top of table R.c. for dust, then crosses
up to extreme L. and examines the contents of the
whatnot in a prying manner, then goes over to R. of
arch and inspects the stand table, picking up the
album and opening same. MARILLA enters L.1, carry-
ing a geranium plant and also her knitting.)

MagriLLA. (Pausing in front of door L.1; harshly)
Well, Rachel?

RacHEL. (Closing album quickly and replacing it
on stand table and coming down to L. of table r.c.)
I—er—I was just lookin’ at that old album, Marilla.
(Sits on chair L. of table r.c.) I do hope nothin’ hap-
pens to Matthew on his long drive. You didn’t ask
my advice, o’ course, but if you had I'd o’ told you
not to let him go alone. (Settles back in her chair.)

MariLLA. (Crossing R. to below table r.c. and
placing plant on table) Nothing’s going to happen to
my brother. I'm expecting him home any minute
now. (Looking around anxiously) Where’s Mrs.
Barry?

RacuEL. (Irately) Gone to the station to meet
Diana. If she’d asked my advice, an’ o’ course she
didn’t, I'd have told her that little girls like Diana
oughta have somebody travel with them.

MARILLA. (Crossing back to sofa and sitting) I'm
sorry she didn’t wait. I wanted to give her that
plant for Diana. (Starts to knit industriously.)

RacueL. (Clearing her throat) Er—Matthew
musta gone quite a distance to stay away this long.

MariLra. (Without looking up from her knit-
ting) Yes, quite a distance. How is Mr. Lynde,
Rachel?

RacHEL. (Hastily) Oh, same as usual. (Eagerly)
I've never known Matthew to leave his work this
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way before. Must be somethin’ mighty important to
take him away.

Marivea. (Lightly) Yes, it must be.

RacHEL. (Agog with curiosity) 1 saw him drive
away early this mornin’.

MariLLA. (Stiffly) 1 know when he left, Rachel.

RacueL. ’Course you do. He wouldn’t o’ left
without your say so.

MariLLa. That’s where you’re wrong. Matthew
was more eager to leave than I was to have him go.

RAcHEL. (Astonished) Lan’s sake, I ain’t never
known Matthew to be eager ’bout anythin’. You
won’t mind tellin’ me where he’s gone and why, will
you, Marilla?

MaARILLA. (Putting down her knitting; resigned-
ly) 1 suppose I might as well tell you. You'll find
out anyhow. (Casually) Matthew’s gone over to
meet the train at Bright River. We're getting a child
from the orphanage at Hopeton.

RacHEL. (Jumping up as though she had been
shot) A child? You mean, a little girl?

MariieLA. (Firmly) I don’t mean anything of the
kind. How many times must I tell you that I
wouldn’t have a girl in my house? Matthew is
bringing a boy back with him.

RAcHEL. (Astonished) A boy—from an orphan-
age? Are—are you in earnest, Marilla?

MariLLA. (Calmly) Yes, of course I am.

Racaer. (Folding her hands in front of her;
thoroughly nonplussed) Gettin’ a boy from an or-
phan asylum! Well, I must sav! The world seems
to be turnin’ upside down. Nothin’ll ever surprise
me after this. Well!

MARIiLLA. (Quietly) T've—that is, we’ve been
thinking of it for some time; all winter, in fact. But
we didn’t decide definitely until a few weeks ago.

RacueL. (Crossing to R. of sofa) But what on
earth ever put such an idee into your head?
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MariLLA. Nancy Spencer was here a short time
ago and she told us that Mrs. Alexander Spencer
had adopted such a lovely boy from the Hopeton
Orphan Asylum. So Matthew and I have been talk-
ing it over. His heart bothers him at times. He’s get-
ting on in years.

RaAcHEL. (Agog with curiosity) But what’s Mat-
thew’s heart got to do with adoptin’ a boy?

MariLLA. Why, you know how hard it is to get
good farm help—in fact, it's almost impossible.
Boys all want to go to the city to work these days.
So we decided to take a boy to raise and let him
help with the farm work.

RacuEL. (Firmly) Well, Marilla, I'll just tell you
plain that I think you're doin’ a mighty risky thing
—mighty risky.

MARILLA. (Protesting) But—

RacuEeL. (Continuwing as though she hadn’t been
interrupted) You've no idee o’ what you're gettin’,
You're bringin’ a strange child into the house an’
you don’t know a single thing ’bout him nor what
his disposition’s like nor how he’s likely to turn out.

MaRrILLA. Yes, that’s true, but—

RacHEL. (Continuing hastily) Why, only last
week I was readin’ ’bout a boy who was adopted by
a family from an orphanage an’ he set fire to the
house at night—did it ’a’ purpose, too.

Magrirra. (Scoffing) That's silly. Nobody’s going
to set fire to our house.

RacueL. (Warningly) A body never knows, what
with the things you hear o’ nowadays. I know o’
another case where an adopted boy used to suck
the eggs. They just couldn’t break him o’ it. If you
had asked my advice in the matter, which you didn’t
do, I'd o’ said for mercy’s sake not to think o’ such
a thing—I most certainly would.

MaRILLA. (Resuming her knitting) I'll admit
there’s something in what you say, Rachel. But you
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see, it’s so seldom Matthew sets his mind on any-
thing that when he does I always feel it’s my duty to
give in. And he just longed to adopt an orphan. He
has for years.

RacuEL. (Dubiously) Well, I hope it'll turn out
all right, but ten chances to one it won’t. Only don’t
say I didn’t warn you if he causes you misery or
puts strychnine in the well. I read o’ a case where
an orphan asylum child did that, and before they
knew it the whole family died in fearful agonies.
Only it was a girl in this instance.

MariLra. (Complacently) Well, we're not getting
a girl, thank goodness. I'd never even consider tak-
ing a girl to bring up.

RacHEL. (Taking a step closer to sofa) Seems to
me you’d have wanted to go to the orphanage and
pick out your own boy.

MARriLLA. (Lightly) Oh, I'd trust to Mrs. Spen-
cer’s judgment. She’s right smart,

RacHEL. (Witheringly) Well, I wouldn’t trust
that Nancy in my sight, much less outa it. She’s so
flighty an’ rattle-brained! I've never met the like o’
her. (Shaking her head) 1 just can’t get over the
whole affair. Of all things that ever were or ever
will be! (Rushes up to ®. door, leaving her purse
and parasol on table r.c. and forgetting them in her
haste. She turns and faces MARILLA; firmly) It
seems uncanny, somehow, to think o’ a child at
Green Gables. But don’t say I didn’t warn you, Ma-
rilla. If you’d asked my advice—but there, you
didn’t. If it does turn out that you’re murdered in
your beds, don’t say that Rachel Lynde didn’t tell
you. (Tosses her head knowingly and exits . Ma-
RILLA heaves a worried sigh and attacks her knitting
vigorously, a worried expression on her face. MAT-
THEW CUTHBERT enters C. from R. and stands in
arch inspecting the room cautiously. He is a short
man in his late fifties. The top of his head is entirely
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