
16 Peter DeLaurier 

MATTHEW. We're pretty near home now. That's Green Gables 
over-

ANNE. (Hiding her eyes from his pointing:) Oh, don't tell me. Let me 
guess. I'm sure I'll guess right. 

(She opens them and looks around at several possible houses. Picks 
one:) 

That's it, isn't it? 

MATTHEW. (Delighted:) Well now, you've guessed it! 

ANNE. Just as soon as I saw it I felt it was home. 

(They trot on. She leans her head on MATTHEW's shoulder. 
With growing unease, he watches her in her dream. They turn 
into the yard.) 

MATTHEW. Whoa. 

(Buggy stops. Mare whinnies.) 

Well ... Here we are. 

(Music tag. They get out. ANNE regards the house, then takes 
her carpetbag and follows him into the kitchen. Sharp sound-tea 
kettle, maybe? -and light shift exterior to interior as MARILLA 
enters to meet them and stops short in amazement.) 

Scene 2 

MARILLA. Matthew Cuthbert, who's that? Where's the boy? 

MATTHEW. There wasn't any boy. There was only .. . her. 

MARILLA. There must have been a boy! We sent word to Mrs. Spen­
cer to bring a boy. 

MATTHEW. Well, she didn't. She brought her. I had to bring her 
home, Marilla, no matter where the mistake had come in. 

MARILLA. Well, this is a pretty piece of business! 

(They both turn to look at ANNE who has been watching them 
through this. She suddenly drops her carpetbag.) 
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ANNE. You don't want me! You don't want me because I'm not a 
boy! Oh, I should have known. Nobody ever did want me. 

(She falls on the floor, lies across a rug and cries.) 

MARILLA. Well, there's no need to cry so about it. 

ANNE. Yes, there is need! Oh, this is the most tragical thing that ever 
happened to me! 

MARILLA. Well, don't cry any more. We're not going to turn you 
out-of-doors tonight. You'll have to stay here until we investigate 
this affair. What's your name? 

(ANNE gets to her knees.) 

ANNE. Could you please call me Cordelia? 

MARILLA. Call you Cordelia? Is that your name? 

ANNE. No-o-o, it's not exactly my name, but I would love to be 
called Cordelia. 

MARILLA. I don't know what on earth you mean. If Cordelia isn't 
your name, what is? 

ANNE. Anne Shirley. Oh, but, please call me Cordelia. It can't mat­
ter much to you what you call me if I'm only going to be here a little 
while. 

MARILLA. Fiddlesticks! Anne is a real good plain sensible name. 

ANNE. (Disappointed. Standing and moving to MARILLA:) Ohhh. If 
you have to call me Anne please call me Anne spelled with an E. 

MARILLA. What difference does it make how it's spelled? 

ANNE. Oh, it makes such a difference. It looks so much nicer. If you 
won't call me Cordelia, please, please call me Anne with an E. 

MARILLA. Very well, then, Anne with an E, can you tell us how 
this mistake happened? Were there no boys at the asylum? 

ANNE. Oh, yes. But Mrs. Spencer said distinctly that you wanted a 
girl about twelve years old. I couldn't sleep all last night for joy. (To 
MATTHEW:) Oh, why didn't you leave me at the station? If I hadn't 






