
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, running 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.1'

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 un- 
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