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For the first time ever, a young adult novel about the teen years of L.M. Montgomery, the author
who brought us ANNE OF GREEN GABLES. Fourteen-year-old Lucy Maud Montgomery --
Maud to her friends -- has a dream: to go to college and become a writer, just like her idol,
Louisa May Alcott. But living with her grandparents on Prince Edward Island, she worries that
this dream will never come true. Her grandfather has strong opinions about a woman's place in
the world, and they do not include spending good money on college. Luckily, she has a teacher
to believe in her, and good friends to support her, including Nate, the Baptist minister's stepson
and the smartest boy in the class. If only he weren't a Baptist; her Presbyterian grandparents
would never approve. Then again, Maud isn't sure she wants to settle down with a boy -- her
dreams of being a writer are much more important. But life changes for Maud when she goes
out West to live with her father and his new wife and daughter. Her new home offers her another
chance at love, as well as attending school, but tensions increase as Maud discovers her
stepmother's plans for her, which threaten Maud's future -- and her happiness forever.

From School Library JournalGr 7 Up—This book, based on the early teen years of Lucy Maud
Montgomery, opens in 1889, when the "Anne of Green Gables" author is 14. Motherless and
with an absent father, Maud lives with her strict maternal grandparents in picturesque
Cavendish, Prince Edward Island. Though life at home is full of obligations and duties, Maud
finds distraction and excitement with her tight-knit circle of friends. She excels in school and
aspires to be a published writer, though her options are severely limited because of her gender.
As her grandparents remind her, Maud's goal should be to obtain a suitable husband. The story
follows Maud as she reluctantly leaves the island for the newly developing territory of
Saskatchewan to live with her father and his new family and then returns to her beloved
Cavendish when things sour. The novel ends in 1892, but an addendum provides a summary of
Maud's later years. Fishbane's admiration for Montgomery is apparent throughout, and her
writing is reminiscent of the author's. The third-person narrative is filled with vivid descriptions of
the natural beauty of the island and the untamed yet scenic Saskatchewan. Secondary
characters are fully drawn and their interactions detailed and rich. Fishbane effectively evokes
Maud's loneliness at having no true place to call home, despite her rather large extended family.
Notwithstanding a cluttered start—too many characters are introduced at once, and a "cast of
characters" at the outset is daunting—the tale quickly finds its footing as a compelling and
informative tale of a beloved author. VERDICT An engaging addition that will appeal to more
than just fans of L.M. Montgomery.—Melissa Kazan, Horace Mann School, NYReviewA
Huffington Post Canada Selection: "Great Books for Kids in Summer 2017"One of Toronto
Public Library’s Great Reads for Youth 2018Selection 2018 – BookRiot 50 Must-Read Canadian



Children’s and YA BooksSelection – OLA Forest Teen Committee’s 2018 Summer Reading
List"Fishbane's affection for her subject shines through, making the character of Maud herself
come alive for readers. An engaging depiction of an ambitious young woman . . . Maud is highly
recommended for teen and adult readers." --National Reading Campaign"[T]here's nothing
dated about the relentless lack of understanding and warmth [Maud] experienced in her family
life, something Fishbane conveys with aplomb." --The Toronto Star"An engaging addition that
will appeal to more than just fans of L.M. Montgomery." --School Library Journal"... Maud will
serve as a gateway to the world of Montgomery, which, even after more than a century, is in no
danger of being exhausted." --Quill & Quire"Fishbane places her readers in the historical and
geographical environs of the teenage Montgomery and enhances their understanding of one of
Canada’s most beloved authors." --CM Magazine"Fishbane's historical research is thorough and
comes out beautifully in the narrative. . . . [T]he spirit of Montgomery's writing breathes subtly
within the pages." --Historical Novel SocietyAbout the AuthorMELANIE J. FISHBANE holds an
M.F.A. in Writing for Children and Young Adults from the Vermont College of Fine Arts and an
M.A. in History from Concordia University. With over seventeen years' experience in children's
publishing, she lectures internationally on children's literature and L.M. Montgomery, whom she
has been obsessed with since she first read Anne of Green Gables in Grade Six. Melanie
teaches English at Humber College in Toronto, Ontario and is one of the contributor in the essay
collection, L.M. Montgomery's Rainbow Valleys: The Ontario Years 1911-1942. Melanie lives in
Toronto with her partner and their cat, Merlin. Maud is her first novel. You can follow Melanie on
Twitter @MelanieFishbane and like her on Facebook.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All
rights reserved. She couldn’t breathe. Sweat pooled under the weight of her long hair, soaking
her lace collar. The thin gold ring she always wore on her right hand strangled her swelling index
finger. She tried twisting it, but it was stuck. “Stop fidgeting, Maud,” her grandmother whispered
as she discreetly nudged Maud’s grandfather, who was dozing through Reverend Archibald’s
sermon on the prodigal son. Grandfather grunted awake. “Honestly, I’m surprised at the both of
you. This is no way for a Macneill to behave in church.” Grandfather sat straighter, and Maud
cleared her throat so she wouldn’t laugh. Of course the heat did not fuss Grandma Macneill.
Just like the black net that hid her graying hair, she was able to hide her emo- tions: an ability
Grandma was always reminding Maud she sorely lacked. Grandma said Maud was too
sensitive, wearing her feelings on the surface like the red sand on the Island shore. And
Grandma was most likely right. She was right about everything. Maud muttered an apology,
taking a quick look back at the rest of the congregation at Cavendish’s Presbyterian Church from
their pew, always second from the front on the left-hand side. The Clarks, Simpsons, and
Macneills were all present, as they were every Sunday, to give thanks—and also to take note of
who was present, who was absent, and who was caught sleeping during the reverend’s sermon.
Maud loved to think about how she might describe them if she put them in one of her
stories. They were most definitely watching her—particularly the clan matriarchs, Mrs. Elvira
Simpson and Mrs. Matilda Clark. Maud had seen them stare at her when she had followed her



grandpar- ents into church that morning. Maud knew what they were thinking. Hadn’t she left
Cavendish rather suddenly over some business with that schoolteacher Miss “Izzie” Robinson
six months ago? It was certainly no surprise the flighty, overly sensitive (and frankly queer) child
of the dearly departed Clara Macneill and her irresponsible husband, Hugh John Montgomery,
would act that way. There was no escaping it; it was in her blood. It was true that Maud had left
six months ago to live with her Aunt Emily and Uncle John Malcolm Montgomery in Malpeque
and then with her Aunt Annie and Uncle John Campbell in Park Corner. What wasn’t true were
the particular circumstances people believed—and there was nothing she could do about
it. Now Maud was back with her Grandma and Grandfather Macneill, her mother’s parents, on
their farm in Cavendish, Prince Edward Island, a small village of about forty families, on the
North Shore, where everyone knew everyone’s business. She had spent the summer with her
merry Campbell cousins, but now was back to Grandma’s lectures, uncomfortable dresses, and
a new school year with a new teacher. Maud stared ahead at a straw hat of lush summer
flowers sit- ting on top of a mound of curly blond hair. Underneath it was her best friend, Mollie,
who had the privilege of sitting in her par- ents’ pew in the front row with the new teacher. Miss
Gordon appeared to be listening attentively to the reverend’s sermon. She had just arrived in
Cavendish that week, after the last teacher, Miss Robinson, had finally left during the summer.
Maud hoped she would get a chance to prove herself to the new teacher. Even though her
grandfather had strong feelings about women teachers (“another confounded female teacher,”
Maud had heard him mutter as they passed Miss Gordon on the way into the church that
morning), a teacher still held an important place in the com- munity: people respected your
opinion—something Maud had learned the hard way earlier that year. Mollie turned her head
discreetly to catch Maud’s eye and, in her typical overdramatic fashion, mimed fanning herself.
Maud returned the action with an overly dramatic grin, earning a firm tsk from her grandmother.
Maud stifled a giggle and gazed out the window, which overlooked the slope of the western hill,
and tried to imagine a cool breeze blowing through the chapel, clearing away the judgment. She
longed to run down to the red sandy shore, strip off her stockings—she didn’t even want to think
about what was happening to her poor black stockings—and jump into the Gulf. The air was as
stifling as what awaited her when she got home: an afternoon of reading the Bible in quiet
contemplation and the arrival of her mother’s brother, Uncle John Franklin, and his family for
supper—although at least her cousin Lu would be there. Maud turned her attention to the front.
She had no idea what Reverend Archibald was talking about; her thoughts drifted back to what
Mollie had said before church—that she had news. Mollie always had the best news. Resisting
the urge to tap her best friend on the shoulder, Maud quickly looked over at her cousin Pensie,
sitting in the pew across the aisle. At sixteen, Pensie could wear her wavy auburn hair in the
latest fashion on top of her head, and she sported fringe bangs that accentuated her long chin
and big brown eyes. Alas, being only fourteen, Maud wasn’t allowed to put her hair up, and she
was forced to live under the weight of it. Thankfully, Grandma had allowed her to tie it in two little
ribbons clipped behind her head so it was off her face. At long last, the service came to an end.



Had her grandmother not been there, Maud would have pushed through the congrega- tion and
raced down the stairs, where there was space to breathe. As it was Sunday—and Grandma was
there—Maud walked with what she hoped was graceful civility, as befitted a child of the Macneill
clan, to the cemetery in front of the church, manag- ing to find the welcome shade of a tree while
she waited for her friends . . . and Mollie’s news. Maud leaned her head against the coarse bark
and closed her eyes, trying to shut out the murmurs of people filing their way out of the church,
but she couldn’t help but overhear the talk around her. “I heard she had hysterics in the
schoolyard,” Mrs. Simpson said. “That’s what my daughter Mamie told me.” Of course Mamie
would tell her mother some falsehood. She was one of the girls that followed Maud’s nemesis,
Clemmie Macneill. “I’m not surprised, given . . . everything,” Mrs. Clark said. “I hope that new
school teacher knows how to handle an emotional child like Maud Montgomery.” “It’s the
Montgomery side, I’m sure,” Mrs. Simpson said. Maud scraped at the tree. How dare they speak
about Father when he wasn’t here to defend himself! She was both a Montgomery and a
Macneill, which was why she would not lower herself by marching over to those women and
telling them to mind their own business. No. She would pretend to ignore them. “You certainly
got out quickly,” a familiar voice said. Maud opened her eyes and sighed. “That heat was
unbearable, Pensie. I couldn’t stand it any longer.”Read more
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PENGUIN TEEN CANADAan imprint of Penguin Random House Canada Young Readers,a
Penguin Random House CompanyFirst published 2017Copyright © Melanie J. Fishbane,
2017This young adult novel based on the teenage years of L.M. Montgomery is authorized by
Heirs of L.M. Montgomery Inc.“L.M. Montgomery” is a trademark of Heirs of L.M. Montgomery
Inc.“Anne of Green Gables” and other indicia of “Anne” are trademarks and Canadian official
marks of the Anne of Green Gables Licensing Authority Inc.All rights reserved. Without limiting
the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored
in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means (electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise), without the prior written permission of both
the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.Cover design by Lisa JagerCover
image © Pawaris Pattan009 /Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in PublicationFishbane,
Melanie, authorMaud : a novel inspired by the life of L.M. Montgomery / Melanie
Fishbane.Issued in print and electronic formats.1. Montgomery, L. M. (Lucy Maud), 1874-1942—
Juvenile fiction.I. Title.PS8611.I835M38 2017 jC813’.6
C2016-905204-4C2016-905205-2Library of Congress Control Number: 2016948322v4.1aIn
memory ofZaida Myer ShawI want to do something splendid before I go into my castle,
something heroic or wonderful that won’t be forgotten after I’m dead. I don’t know what, but I’m
on the watch for it, and mean to astonish you all some day. I think I shall write books, and get rich
and famous, that would suit me, so that is my favorite dream.—Louisa May Alcott, Little
WomenBut from childhood my one wish and ambition was to write. I never had any other or
wished to have.—L.M. MontgomeryContentsCoverTitle PageCopyrightDedicationEpigraphCast
of CharactersBook OneChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter FourChapter
FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter ElevenChapter
TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenChapter SixteenChapter
SeventeenChapter EighteenChapter NineteenChapter TwentyChapter Twenty-oneChapter
Twenty-twoChapter Twenty-threeBook TwoChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter
FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter
ElevenChapter TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenChapter
SixteenChapter SeventeenChapter EighteenChapter NineteenChapter TwentyChapter Twenty-
oneChapter Twenty-twoChapter Twenty-threeChapter Twenty-fourChapter Twenty-fiveBook
ThreeChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter
SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter ElevenChapter TwelveReferencesMore
About Maud and Her TimesWhat Happened to Maud’s FriendsFurther ReadingIn
GratitudeCAST OF CHARACTERSCharacters listed here appear in the novel and are not
reflective of the real L.M. Montgomery’s complete family tree.LUCY MAUD MONTGOMERY
writer and passionate dreamer; daughter of Hugh John Montgomery and Clara Woolner
MacneillHER PARENTSHUGH JOHN MONTGOMERY Maud’s father, politician, auctioneer;



also husband to Mary Ann McRae and son of Senator “Big Donald” MontgomeryCLARA
WOOLNER MACNEILL MONTGOMERY (DECEASED) (1853–1876) Maud’s much-loved
mother; daughter of Lucy and Alexander Macneill; died of tuberculosis when Maud was twenty-
one months oldMAUD’S FATHER’S FAMILY: THE MONTGOMERYS(in order of
appearance)SENATOR “BIG DONALD” MONTGOMERY Maud’s grandfather; appointed to the
Senate of Canada in 1873 when Prince Edward Island joined ConfederationHUGH JOHN
MONTGOMERY Maud’s fatherMARY ANN MCRAE MONTGOMERY Maud’s stepmotherKATIE
MONTGOMERY Maud’s half-sisterBRUCE MONTGOMERY Maud’s half-brother; born while she
was in Prince AlbertMAUD’S MOTHER’S FAMILY: THE MACNEILLS(in order of
appearance)LUCY WOOLNER MACNEILL Maud’s maternal grandmother;
postmistressALEXANDER MACNEILL Maud’s maternal grandfather; farmer and
postmasterUNCLE JOHN FRANKLIN MACNEILL Maud’s uncle; Clara’s oldest brother;
farmerLUCY (LU) MACNEILL Uncle John Franklin’s oldest daughter; Maud’s cousin and
friendMRS. MARY BUNTAIN MACNEILL Maud’s cousin and Pensie’s motherMAUD’S BOSOM
FRIENDS(in order of appearance)MOLLIE (AMANDA) MACNEILL Maud’s third cousin and best
friend; one of the Four MusketeersPENSIE MACNEILL Maud’s second cousin and best
friendLAURA PRITCHARD Will Pritchard’s younger sister; Maud’s best friend in Prince
AlbertMAUD’S SUITORS(in order of appearance)NATE (SNIP) SPURR LOCKHART son of Mrs.
Nancy Lockhart Spurr and stepson to the Baptist minister, Reverend John Church Spurr; one of
the Four MusketeersWILL PRITCHARD older brother to LauraJOHN MUSTARD Prince Albert’s
high school teacher; friend of Maud’s stepmother, Mary Ann McRae from OntarioOF THE
ISLANDTHE CAMPBELLS (PARK CORNER)AUNT ANNIE LAURA MACNEILL CAMPBELL
Maud’s favorite aunt; Clara’s older sisterUNCLE JOHN CAMPBELL Maud’s other favorite uncle;
farmerANNIE AND JOHN CAMPBELL’S CHILDREN AND MAUD’S FIRST COUSINS Clara,
Stella, George, Fredericka (Frede)THE MACNEILL MONTGOMERYS (MALPEQUE)AUNT
(MARY) EMILY MACNEILL MONTGOMERY Maud’s aunt; Clara’s youngest sister; took care of
Maud when Clara diedUNCLE JOHN MALCOLM MONTGOMERY Maud’s uncle and her
father’s cousinCAVENDISH SCHOOL(in order of appearance)MISS HATTIE GORDON new
school teacher; Maud’s first advocateMISS “IZZIE” ROBINSON Maud’s old school teacherJACK
(SNAP) LAIRD Nate Lockhart’s best friend; one of the Four MusketeersCLEMMIE MACNEILL
Maud’s archnemesis and fair-weather friendANNIE MACNEILL Clemmie’s sometimes best
friend; Maud’s nemesisNELLIE CLARK, MAMIE SIMPSON followers of Clemmie and Annie
(respectively)AUSTIN LAIRD Jack’s energetic, exuberant younger brotherCAVENDISH
VILLAGERS(in order of appearance)REVEREND W.P. ARCHIBALD minister of the Cavendish
Presbyterian ChurchMRS. ELVIRA SIMPSON member of the Presbyterian ChurchMRS.
MATILDA CLARK member of the Presbyterian ChurchMRS. NANCY LOCKHART SPURR Nate
Lockhart’s mother; Maud’s organ teacher; wife of Baptist minister, Reverend John Church
SpurrOF PRINCE ALBERTTHE MCTAGGARTS(in order of appearance)MR. JOHN
MCTAGGART Mary Ann McRae Montgomery’s stepfather; Hugh John Montgomery’s father-in-



law; land agent for Prince AlbertMRS. MARY MCTAGGART Mary Ann McRae Montgomery’s
motherANNIE MCTAGGART Mary Ann McRae Montgomery’s younger stepsisterTHE
PRITCHARDS/KENNEDYS(in order of appearance)AUNT KENNEDY Laura and Will’s aunt;
lives next door to the Montgomery’sRICHARD PRITCHARD Will and Laura’s father; rancher and
businessmanMRS. CHRISTINE GUNN PRITCHARD Will and Laura’s motherTHE STOVELS(in
order of appearance)MRS. MARY MACKENZIE STOVEL Mary Ann McTaggart’s niece; director
of the Prince Albert Presbyterian Church’s Christmas concertDR. STOVEL Prince Albert dentist;
just married to Mrs. Stovel and interested in Maud’s writingPRINCE ALBERT HIGH SCHOOL(in
order of appearance)TROUBLEMAKERS Tom Clark, Arthur Jardine, Bertie Jardine, Willie
MacBeath, Joe MacDonald, Douglas MaveetyFRANK ROBERTSON Will Pritchard’s
friendPRINCE ALBERT TOWN MEMBERS(in order of appearance)EDITH (EDIE) SKELTON
Montgomery family’s maid and Maud’s friend; from Battleford, SaskatchewanLOTTIE STEWART
Maud’s friend from churchALEXENA MACGREGOR Maud’s friend from churchANDREW
AGNEW one of Laura Pritchard’s suitors; helps his father manage the local storeJ.D. MAVEETY
editor and publisher of the Prince Albert TimesREVEREND ROCHESTER takes over the
Presbyterian Church after Reverend Jardine leaves; organizes the weekly Bible StudyMRS.
ROCHESTER wife of the Presbyterian minister; organizes the Sunday SchoolBOOK ONEMaud
of CavendishCAVENDISH, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND, 1889–1890For lands have personalities
just as well as human beings; and to know that personality you must live in the land and
companion it, and draw sustenance of body and spirit from it; so only can you really know a land
and be known of it.—L.M. Montgomery, “The Alpine Path”CHAPTER ONEShe couldn’t breathe.
Sweat pooled under the weight of her long hair, soaking her lace collar. The thin gold ring she
always wore on her right hand strangled her swelling index finger. She tried twisting it, but it was
stuck.“Stop fidgeting, Maud,” her grandmother whispered as she discreetly nudged Maud’s
grandfather, who was dozing through Reverend Archibald’s sermon on the prodigal son.
Grandfather grunted awake. “Honestly, I’m surprised at the both of you. This is no way for a
Macneill to behave in church.” Grandfather sat straighter, and Maud cleared her throat so she
wouldn’t laugh.Of course the heat did not fuss Grandma Macneill. Just like the black net that hid
her graying hair, she was able to hide her emotions: an ability Grandma was always reminding
Maud she sorely lacked. Grandma said Maud was too sensitive, wearing her feelings on the
surface like the red sand on the Island shore. And Grandma was most likely right. She was right
about everything.Maud muttered an apology, taking a quick look back at the rest of the
congregation at Cavendish’s Presbyterian Church from their pew, always second from the front
on the left-hand side. The Clarks, Simpsons, and Macneills were all present, as they were every
Sunday, to give thanks—and also to take note of who was present, who was absent, and who
was caught sleeping during the reverend’s sermon. Maud loved to think about how she might
describe them if she put them in one of her stories.They were most definitely watching her—
particularly the clan matriarchs, Mrs. Elvira Simpson and Mrs. Matilda Clark. Maud had seen
them stare at her when she had followed her grandparents into church that morning.Maud knew



what they were thinking. Hadn’t she left Cavendish rather suddenly over some business with that
schoolteacher Miss “Izzie” Robinson six months ago? It was certainly no surprise the flighty,
overly sensitive (and frankly queer) child of the dearly departed Clara Macneill and her
irresponsible husband, Hugh John Montgomery, would act that way. There was no escaping it; it
was in her blood.It was true that Maud had left six months ago to live with her Aunt Emily and
Uncle John Malcolm Montgomery in Malpeque and then with her Aunt Annie and Uncle John
Campbell in Park Corner. What wasn’t true were the particular circumstances people believed—
and there was nothing she could do about it.Now Maud was back with her Grandma and
Grandfather Macneill, her mother’s parents, on their farm in Cavendish, Prince Edward Island, a
small village of about forty families, on the North Shore, where everyone knew everyone’s
business. She had spent the summer with her merry Campbell cousins, but now was back to
Grandma’s lectures, uncomfortable dresses, and a new school year with a new teacher.Maud
stared ahead at a straw hat of lush summer flowers sitting on top of a mound of curly blond hair.
Underneath it was her best friend, Mollie, who had the privilege of sitting in her parents’ pew in
the front row with the new teacher. Miss Gordon appeared to be listening attentively to the
reverend’s sermon. She had just arrived in Cavendish that week, after the last teacher, Miss
Robinson, had finally left during the summer. Maud hoped she would get a chance to prove
herself to the new teacher. Even though her grandfather had strong feelings about women
teachers (“another confounded female teacher,” Maud had heard him mutter as they passed
Miss Gordon on the way into the church that morning), a teacher still held an important place in
the community: people respected your opinion—something Maud had learned the hard way
earlier that year.Mollie turned her head discreetly to catch Maud’s eye and, in her typical
overdramatic fashion, mimed fanning herself. Maud returned the action with an overly dramatic
grin, earning a firm tsk from her grandmother. Maud stifled a giggle and gazed out the window,
which overlooked the slope of the western hill, and tried to imagine a cool breeze blowing
through the chapel, clearing away the judgment. She longed to run down to the red sandy shore,
strip off her stockings—she didn’t even want to think about what was happening to her poor
black stockings—and jump into the Gulf. The air was as stifling as what awaited her when she
got home: an afternoon of reading the Bible in quiet contemplation and the arrival of her mother’s
brother, Uncle John Franklin, and his family for supper—although at least her cousin Lu would
be there.Maud turned her attention to the front. She had no idea what Reverend Archibald was
talking about; her thoughts drifted back to what Mollie had said before church—that she had
news. Mollie always had the best news.Resisting the urge to tap her best friend on the shoulder,
Maud quickly looked over at her cousin Pensie, sitting in the pew across the aisle. At sixteen,
Pensie could wear her wavy auburn hair in the latest fashion on top of her head, and she sported
fringe bangs that accentuated her long chin and big brown eyes. Alas, being only fourteen,
Maud wasn’t allowed to put her hair up, and she was forced to live under the weight of it.
Thankfully, Grandma had allowed her to tie it in two little ribbons clipped behind her head so it
was off her face.At long last, the service came to an end. Had her grandmother not been there,



Maud would have pushed through the congregation and raced down the stairs, where there was
space to breathe. As it was Sunday—and Grandma was there—Maud walked with what she
hoped was graceful civility, as befitted a child of the Macneill clan, to the cemetery in front of the
church, managing to find the welcome shade of a tree while she waited for her friends…and
Mollie’s news.Maud leaned her head against the coarse bark and closed her eyes, trying to shut
out the murmurs of people filing their way out of the church, but she couldn’t help but overhear
the talk around her.“I heard she had hysterics in the schoolyard,” Mrs. Simpson said. “That’s what
my daughter Mamie told me.”Of course Mamie would tell her mother some falsehood. She was
one of the girls that followed Maud’s nemesis, Clemmie Macneill.“I’m not surprised, given…
everything,” Mrs. Clark said. “I hope that new school teacher knows how to handle an emotional
child like Maud Montgomery.”“It’s the Montgomery side, I’m sure,” Mrs. Simpson said.Maud
scraped at the tree. How dare they speak about Father when he wasn’t here to defend himself!
She was both a Montgomery and a Macneill, which was why she would not lower herself by
marching over to those women and telling them to mind their own business. No. She would
pretend to ignore them.“You certainly got out quickly,” a familiar voice said.Maud opened her
eyes and sighed. “That heat was unbearable, Pensie. I couldn’t stand it any longer.”“That’s not a
dignified way to behave,” Pensie said, in a perfect imitation of Maud’s grandmother, right down to
the very stern look, but they couldn’t keep straight faces for very long and started giggling.Close
cousins who lived only a few minutes’ walk from each other, Maud and Pensie had been friends
their whole lives, sometimes writing letters more than twice a day, which Maud kept in the small
trunk at the foot of her bed. But since Maud had been away, and Pensie was no longer attending
school, the letters were becoming less frequent. They rarely quarreled, but Maud wondered if
anything was wrong. Just now, though, Pensie was behaving the same as she always had.
Everything would go back to normal now that she was back, Maud reassured herself.“I was
beginning to think that the reverend was going to keep us cooped up in that heat all day.” Maud
looked past her cousin’s shoulder to see Mollie smiling at her as she walked up toward them.
“Oh, look—there’s Mollie,” and she smiled back. She and Mollie had been sitting together at
school since they were eight years old; right before Maud had been sent to Malpeque, they’d
made a solemn vow of friendship. Mollie’s real name was Amanda, but they had nicknamed
each other last fall when they formed a secret club with Jack Laird and the Baptist minister’s
stepson, Nate Spurr. Maud was Pollie and Jack and Nate were Snap and Snip.“Maudie!” Mollie
cried out and reached around Pensie to give Maud a hug. Maud hugged her friend back, and
tried to suppress a stab of jealousy when she felt the small bustle at the back of Mollie’s summer
dress. Maud had read in the Young Ladies’ Journal that the big bustle—a separate piece of
clothing that attached to one’s waistband from the back, giving it extra flare—had become stylish
again. Maud would have loved to have one on her dress, but according to Grandma, bustles
were wasteful—“all that material.”“When are you going to give up those juvenile nicknames?”
Pensie said, when they had pulled apart.Mollie puffed under her plush hat.Ever since Pensie
had started wearing a corset the previous year, she had begun to put on airs like she knew



everything. It was confusing because sometimes Pensie seemed like the girl Maud grew up with,
and then other times it was as if she was entering into that great divide where all she cared
about was finding a husband. But it was too hot for quarrels.“Never!” Maud said. “We love them,
don’t we, Mollie?” In response, Mollie hugged her again, even more fiercely. Maud couldn’t help
but wonder if Mollie was doing it more for Pensie’s benefit than hers.“Why don’t I have a
nickname?” Maud’s cousin Lu said, coming up behind Mollie.“You do, my dear cousin. Your full
name is Lucy and I call you Lu,” Maud said.Lu beamed.“Did you see Jack Laird?” Mollie asked,
taking Maud’s hand. Pensie frowned down at their hands, and Maud discreetly let go. It was too
hot to hold hands anyway. “He looks nice today.”“Amanda Macneill,” Pensie said, using Mollie’s
given name. “You’re terrible.”“You’re not much better,” Maud teased. “Your mother informed
Grandma when she last came for tea that Quill Rollings is calling.”Pensie flushed. “He was
asking after Mother.”Maud and Mollie exchanged a smile.“I don’t know why you all care,” Lu said.
Being only almost-twelve, Lu didn’t find boys all that interesting.Mollie tried to smoothly change
the subject. “The new teacher is so lovely. She has big plans for our class and is nothing like that
stuck-up Miss Robinson. Oh, I’m sorry Maud…”Heat tickled Maud’s cheeks—and it wasn’t from
the weather.“It will be all right, Maudie,” Pensie said, putting her arm around Maud’s shoulders.
This time Mollie frowned, but Maud didn’t move. “I suspect the school board would not have
hired her if they didn’t think her suitable.”But they had hired the last one too.“Mother is giving me
the signal,” Lu said and waved goodbye. “I’ll see you this afternoon.”“Good, now I can give you
this.” Mollie opened her Bible and pulled out a folded piece of paper—a letter! This must have
been the “news” she was talking about.Pensie moved over to Maud’s left to block any possible
prying eyes. “You need to be careful,” she whispered. Maud suppressed the urge to sigh. She
wished her old friend could just be curious about the letter’s contents, and not so proper.“That’s
why I waited for Lu to go,” Mollie said.They all loved Lu, but she was known to accidentally allow
things to slip, and then her father would tell Maud’s grandparents. Uncle John Franklin was her
mother’s older brother, but he treated Maud like she was a poor country cousin, dependent upon
them for the rest of her life. During family gatherings he either ignored her, or insulted her.
Neither was tolerable. But seeing the familiar handwriting of the sender, Maud forgot all about
that and was overcome with a fluttery feeling. Thank goodness Mollie had waited.Maud shoved
the letter into her Bible.More people were beginning to head home for Sunday dinner. Uncle
John Franklin, Lu, and the rest of the family would be over at the homestead soon enough and
then the long, dull afternoon would begin.“Maud,” Grandma called from the church steps,
Grandfather plodding down behind her. “Don’t be too long.”“Yes, Grandma,” Maud said.“That’s
what I’m talking about. I’m just as curious as you are about that letter, but you need to be careful
that your grandmother doesn’t see it, Maudie,” Pensie said. “I already had to be away from you
this summer. I would hate for you to be sent away again.”Pensie had missed her! Maud
embraced her. “I don’t want to be away from you ever again. I promise to be careful,” she
said.Pensie took a step back and seemed to be looking around for someone. Maud pushed
away the feeling that her dearest cousin didn’t want to return her embrace, but then Pensie said,



“There’s Mother. She’ll be expecting me. I’ll see you for our walk tomorrow and you can tell me
about school.” By the way she said “school,” Maud knew exactly what (or who) Pensie was
talking about—the precious secret of who had authored the letter now in Maud’s Bible. Maud
expected Pensie to hug her again, but she didn’t. Maybe she was just hot.Mollie and Maud
walked through the cemetery’s grassy path toward Cavendish’s main road. Mollie lived down the
hill, near the hollow.“Thank you for being the messenger,” Maud said.“He gave it to Jack to give
to me,” Mollie said. “Jack said that he was adamant you receive it before school begins.”“The
intrigue,” Maud said, making sure the letter was still safely tucked in her Bible.Mollie giggled. “I
tried to get Jack to at least hint, but he was silent as the morning sunrise.” Mollie liked to talk in
metaphors.They stopped at the edge of the cemetery.Maud loved it here at the crossroads,
where she could see much of Cavendish. The spot overlooked the red road south to the North
Shore and the other one east, connecting her home. Down the hill, facing west past the hollow
and Mollie’s home, was Laird’s Hill, the Cavendish Hall and Baptist church.“Sadly, it will have to
wait,” Maud said, her gazing floating upon a particular tombstone.Mollie held Maud’s hand.
“Have you visited since you returned?”Maud nodded. “It was the first thing I did. But you know
how I love my little rituals.”“It is why I adore you.” They hugged, and then Mollie said, “The first
day of school promises to be interesting.”“It certainly does,” Maud murmured, watching Mollie
walk down the hill.CHAPTER TWOMaud tried walking in quiet reverence to her mother’s
tombstone, but her mind kept wandering to the next day at school. While she was thrilled to be
back with Mollie and Lu—and, yes, possibly the person who had crafted the letter safely tucked
in her Bible—Maud was also quite nervous about how she and the new teacher, Miss Gordon,
would get along.Last year, Maud had been delighted when she heard that the school trustees
had chosen Miss Izzie Robinson to be Cavendish’s first lady teacher. Of course, back then not
everyone in the community had been. There was much talk about women being unable to
handle a classroom as well as a man—particularly with the older boys.And for Grandfather, it
was even more than that. He thought that teaching was a man’s profession—a profession that
was certainly beneath a Macneill. When Maud once revealed that she might want to teach, he
had pronounced that “no Macneill would lower herself to be little more than a nanny.”Then,
somehow Miss Robinson convinced Grandma to allow her to board with them. It wasn’t unusual:
teachers often did. Her grandparents made money from the farm, and running the post office out
of their kitchen, but the additional boarding income was also helpful. But Miss Robinson’s sour
disposition and Grandfather’s tendency to insult was sure to cause difficulty. And it did.One
evening a month after Miss Robinson had started living with them, Grandfather made some
suggestion that Miss Robinson couldn’t keep order in the classroom, which was a half-truth, as
Miss Robinson could only keep the boys in check if she threatened a whipping.“If you were one
of my students, Mr. Macneill, I might show you how I deal with impertinence,” she said.“The
impertinence is your unladylike tone,” Grandfather said.“How about some more peas?” Grandma
held the bowl out to her husband.“I’ll take some,” Maud said. Grandma gave her the bowl and
she took an extra helping. “These are delicious!”“Thank you, Maud.” Grandma nodded over her



spectacles approvingly.“You should come and inspect my class yourself,” Miss Robinson went
on. “Maybe you would actually learn something, such as how to be hospitable.”Grandfather
banged the jug of apple cider he had been pouring on the table and some of the juice spilled
onto Grandma’s linen tablecloth. Maud flinched.“Miss Robinson,” Grandma said. “I hear your
brother will be coming to visit. You know he also stayed with us last year.”This had the desired
effect, as Miss Robinson loved talking about her brother, and the quarrel was appeased for the
present.But things between Grandfather and Miss Robinson continued to unravel, which meant
things got worse for Maud at school. Miss Robinson would pick on Maud any chance she could
and, as much as the young girl tried not to cry in front of everyone, somehow her teacher knew
exactly what to say. When Maud told Grandma, she was advised to stop crying and listen to her
elders.Everything had escalated last March, when Miss Robinson asked the class to memorize
and interpret a poem. Maud had spent much of the week practicing so Miss Robinson wouldn’t
be able to find fault.After Nate had given his excellent recitation and interpretation of Tennyson’s
“Sir Lancelot and Queen Guinevere,” Clemmie fumbled through her passage so badly Miss
Robinson took over and interpreted the poem herself.Maud was barely listening; her turn was
next, and she was quite nervous.“Do you not agree, Maud?” Miss Robinson said.Maud recoiled.
The class went still. Maud desperately tried to think.“I suppose you think I’m incorrect,” Miss
Robinson went on. “You know you have an expressive face that tells us everything you’re
thinking.”Maud stared at her boots. At least her teacher wouldn’t see her face, or the tears.“Like
your grandfather, you think you are all high and mighty and superior. If you know so much, you
should be able to do your reading now without any errors.”It was as if a toad had gone to sleep
on Maud’s tongue. She couldn’t remember anything. Miss Robinson smiled triumphantly and
told Maud to sit down.After school, Maud ran upstairs to her room to write the whole ordeal in
her journal. Sitting on her bed, Maud wrote as if it burned her to write, but it would scorch her if
she didn’t. As the words mingled with the anger, the world around her shifted and Maud moved
past Miss Robinson, finding herself on the edge of her dream world. Her bones ached, her eyes
burned, her shoulders screamed, but she kept writing until she lost herself and found her way
back.After a very awkward dinner, where Maud couldn’t swallow her meal from nerves,
Grandma called Maud into the parlor. Miss Robinson sat proudly on the green sofa, and the soft
lamplight highlighted her grandparents’ disappointment. It was considered bad manners to
challenge a teacher.“Did you forget your lessons today?” Grandma said.“No, ma’am.”“She lies,”
Miss Robinson said. “You stood there gaping like one of your grandfather’s fish.”“That would be
your sour disposition,” Grandfather said. Maud knew better than to think he was standing up for
her; this was one of his insults.“Alexander, please,” Grandma said, and clasped her hands on her
lap. “Maud may be flighty and irresponsible, but I’ve never known her to lie, Miss Robinson.”For a
fleeting moment, Maud wondered if maybe Grandma would stand up for her. Reverend
Archibald was always talking about God’s miracles; perhaps this would be one of them.“Maud,”
Grandma said. “Please explain what happened in a calm and rational way.”“I knew my lesson,”
Maud said, as if each word was sparked with venom. “But Miss Robinson did not give me the



opportunity to speak.”“Maud.” Grandma peered over her spectacles. “I said calmly and
rationally.”“But you don’t understand, Grandma!” Maud said, hating the childish whine creeping
into her voice. “I did know it, but she had startled me so badly the words completely left my head.
I knew it! I knew it!”“You don’t speak to your grandmother that way,” Grandfather said, without
raising his voice. The sound curdled Maud’s stomach, bringing forth the inevitable tears.“Miss
Robinson,” Grandma said, standing up. “I’m sorry for my granddaughter’s conduct.” She glared at
Maud. “She knows better than to allow her emotions to get the better of her.”There was no mercy.
Her grandparents would always be ashamed of her.Miss Robinson’s pruned mouth twisted into
an almost smile. “She’s at that age, Mrs. Macneill. Young ladies need to know their place.”Neither
grandparent acknowledged Miss Robinson’s remark, but Maud’s grandmother did ask the
teacher to leave the room. Satisfied, Miss Robinson smoothed down her skirt and went
upstairs.Grandma waited until they heard the creaking of Miss Robinson’s door shutting before
she spoke. “Sit down, Maud,” she said, handing her granddaughter a tissue. “You handled that
poorly.”“I know,” Maud said, blowing her nose. “But I couldn’t help it. She treated me so
abominably!”“Shh,” Grandma said. “Honestly, the way you talked to her…”Grandfather didn’t
speak; raising children was woman’s work.“We must protect ourselves, Maud, from gossip,” she
continued. “That woman is already going around town spreading falsehoods. You’re old enough
to understand the damage that can happen to a family if people get the wrong idea.” Grandma
was talking about Father.“Your grandfather and I will talk it over, and we’ll give you our verdict,”
Grandma said.Maud stood up. It was as if a gnarled, twisted root was suffocating her when she
remembered what had happened in school. And what would happen if she returned. “I can’t go
back there,” she said quietly.“You can if we make you,” Grandfather said.Maud opened up her
mouth to speak, but her grandmother held her hand up as if to silence her. “True, Alexander. But.”
She patted Maud’s hand and dropped her own back on her lap. “I’m not sure it is the best course
of action. Now, go upstairs, and we will discuss it.”Maud listened to her grandmother and went
upstairs and waited. She wrote in her journal of how unjustly accused she had felt and how she
would never forgive her teacher.No one said anything for a few days, and for once, her
grandparents let Maud stay home from school. Maud helped her grandmother with the chores
and at the post office. She took long walks through the cow path she called Lover’s Lane, her
favorite place, and waited. She wanted to ask what “verdict” her grandparents had rendered, but
they were silent.A few days later a letter arrived from Aunt Emily in Malpeque indicating she
would be “willing to take in Maud for a little while.”“It is settled,” Grandma said, folding the letter in
half. “You are to leave school and we’ll make arrangements with Emily. She’s had some trouble
lately with the children, and I suspect she would love the help. You’ll stay there until we decide
how to deal with—” she paused—“her.”Of course they hadn’t even considered sending Maud to
Saskatchewan to live with Father. He couldn’t take Maud when he left the Island after her mother
died. He had sold his general store in Clifton and went to visit Maud’s aunt in Boston. He had
come back twice: once when Maud was nine, and then again when she was eleven, but she had
not seen him since. He wrote to her, of course, and Maud even had a new baby sister, Katie.



While he hadn’t said it, Maud knew one day he would come for her.Now, as Maud stood in front
of her mother’s grave, she wondered if Father would have even taken her. From his letters, it
didn’t appear to be a good time. He had originally moved to Prince Albert to run his
auctioneering business. But Father had big dreams and went into government too, becoming a
forest ranger and homestead investigator. His supervisor had accused Father of being in a
“conflict of interest” for continuing to run his auctioneering business while also performing his
other duties, so he and his new wife were living in Battleford, Saskatchewan. In his letters, Father
had told Maud that his requests for a transfer back to Prince Albert, where he had purchased his
beautiful home, Eglintoune Villa, were consistently denied. It wasn’t fair! Father worked so hard.
Why couldn’t his supervisor see that?At least she could comfort herself by visiting Mother’s
grave. Maud stood quietly in front of the white-and-gray-peppered tombstone. Maud loved the
graveyard with its old tombstones of Cavendish’s founders, ancient clans from the Old World
communing together. Everyone in Cavendish was practically related. Her grandparents often
murmured one had to be careful if you didn’t want to marry your kin—as was the custom with
some. By their tone, it was clear they didn’t put themselves in that category.Maud had
memorized every deep crevice of her mother’s tombstone: the hand with its index finger pointed
up to the sky, the “God is Love” inscription, and the often quoted hymn for the dead:“Yet again
we hope to meet thee, / When the day of life is fled,” she read out loud.Even her mother’s
tombstone showed how much Grandfather and Grandma had disapproved of Father. The hymn
was about a dearly departed sister, not a beloved wife and mother. Mother died when she was
twenty-three years old, almost eight years older than Maud was now. Father loved Mother, but
no one ever talked about how her parents met. No one ever talked about why they married so
quickly. No one ever talked about Mother at all. One day, Maud would be reunited with Father
and he would tell her about her mother, about their courtship and her life with them before
Mother died. One day, she would have a family and a place to call home.When her mother died,
there had been no one else to take care of Maud. Her mother’s brother, Uncle John Franklin
Macneill (Lu’s father), had his family; and Clara’s sister, Maud’s Aunt Annie Campbell, had hers;
so the responsibility fell to Maud’s sixteen-year-old aunt, Emily. Maud wondered if that was why
Emily now had such a sour disposition; she certainly had picked up her talent for insults from
Grandfather. But when Maud was younger, Emily had been kind to her, willing to answer
questions about heaven and if Mother was happy where she was.Standing there with the wind
and the low moan of the sea, Maud allowed herself to dwell in memory. No one believed Maud
when she told them that she remembered Mother’s funeral. It was all Maud had of her
mother.Maud had been just twenty-one months old when it happened, but she could remember
every detail. Father crying beside the casket, his dark hair combed neatly, beard trim, his eyes
sad and dull. Her mother looked beautiful, pale, like a queen sleeping. Maud had used that exact
description in her piece of verse about a queen who had been poisoned by an evil villain. She
was calling it “The Queen’s Betrayal.” It was very dramatic.The warm wind whistled, and she
looked up to see it wasn’t the wind at all. Nate Spurr strode toward her from the Haunted Woods



—appearing almost as if by magic. Maud felt that flutter again and turned her face to the shore
so he couldn’t tell she was excited to see him. Being the Baptist minister’s stepson, he would
have attended the Baptist Church, on the other side of the woods. It must have let out a few
minutes ago.They hadn’t spoken since she left last winter, and Maud had wondered if he was
still angry with her because she’d refused to tell him why she had to leave. She had given him a
message through Mollie in a letter when she was away, telling him where she was, and she’d
hoped he would write. They were friends, after all. She never did get a letter back, but the note
he’d sent through Mollie showed he had forgiven her. Hands shaking, Maud quickly opened her
Bible to read the note before he reached her:Dear Polly,A quick message to welcome you back
to school. Things were certainly not as interesting with you gone. Now we can get into all sorts of
trouble.SnipMaud didn’t quite know what he meant by “trouble,” but the last thing she needed
was her grandparents finding another reason to send her away again.“Polly.”Nate was the
smartest boy in school. He’d grown since Maud had last seen him. His ears still stuck out a bit,
but his short brown hair curled around them in an appealing way. He had intense gray eyes and
a square jaw with a dimple in his chin. He was thin but strong, and looked at you as if he knew
your whole story. This always made her nervous.Maud dropped her gaze and, trying to keep
things light, reverted back to an old joke of theirs. “Hello, Snip. Is that Pollie with a y or ie?” Part of
the nickname game Maud, Mollie, Jack, and Nate had played involved Nate insisting that her
nickname be spelled with a y instead of an ie, as Maud preferred.“Why, a y, of course!” Nate
grinned. “It is the only dignified way of spelling it.”“It is not,” she responded on cue. “You know
that ie is the only way.”Nate cleared his throat. “I see you got my note,” he said.“Yes, but only
just.” She slipped the letter back into the Bible. “I haven’t had time to respond.” Maud noticed
how Nate hugged a book under his arm. He was dressed in his Sunday best—a fine dark
waistcoat—but his brown cap, worn backwards the way she liked it, made him appear more like
himself.“Will I receive an answer tomorrow?” he said.“Perhaps,” Maud said. “If you tell me what
you’re holding in your hand…”He pulled out the hardcover book he had been carrying and
showed it to her. “I must confess, Mollie told Jack you might be here, so I thought I would give it a
chance.”“Really,” Maud said, getting the courage to look him in the eye.“Yes. I read this book over
the summer and thought you would enjoy it.”“How would you know what I enjoy?”Nate chuckled.
“I know you, Lucy Maud Montgomery.” He paused. “More than you know.”Maud’s whole body
ached to take it, but she only read the title: Undine by Fouqué. The title was familiar. It took her a
moment to place it. “This is the book Jo is reading at the beginning of Little Women!”He grinned.
“I remember last spring you had mentioned being curious about it, so I bought a copy when I
went with my stepfather to Charlottetown in early summer. While Little Women is a silly girl’s book
—”“It is not a silly girl book—” Maud said, ready to defend her favorite novel, but then stopped
when she realized he was teasing her—as usual.He held it out to her. The book was made of
rich navy blue cloth. On the cover was an elegantly robed mermaid with flowing hair, cradled in
seaweed.Nate Spurr had thought of her.“Take it,” he said, stretching the book out to her. “I look
forward to hearing your opinion.”She fiddled with her ring. “I don’t know.”“I left you some of my



thoughts inside.” He flipped open the front cover to show his notations. Maud did the same thing
to her books, as though she was having a personal conversation with the author.“You’ve read it,”
she said.“Yes,” he said. She twisted her ring.“I don’t think it is proper for me to receive a gift from
you.”Nate stepped forward. “Would it help if it was only a loan?” The book lay innocently on the
palms of his hands.A loan. No one—not even Grandma—could say anything about someone
lending her a book. Even if it was from the Baptist minister’s stepson.“All right,” she said, taking it
from him, their fingers lightly brushing over the spine’s curved edges. “If it is only a loan.”“Of
course,” he said. “There’s really nothing like starting a new story, is there, Maud?”CHAPTER
THREEMaud read over the letter she had just finished writing to Nate and gazed out at her
grandfather’s apple orchard. It was the morning of the first day of school and she wanted
everything to be perfect.After she and Nate had parted, Maud returned home just in time for
Sunday dinner and didn’t pay much attention to her cousins, irritating Lu, who finally said in a
burst of impatience, “Your head’s in the clouds again, Maud.” To which her Uncle John Franklin
responded, “That’s what comes from all of that reading.”But Maud was thinking about what her
response would be. She did a lot of thinking about writing before she actually put pencil to paper.
Paper was scarce, and Grandma thought it wasteful if Maud wrote something only to throw it
away. So, Maud would walk or think, imagining what she might write, and then take some of the
letter bills left in the post office to write on. But the letter to Nate was going to be on stationery or
writing paper, so she couldn’t make any mistakes.Maud did lose herself in Grandfather’s retelling
of “Cape LeForce,” which he often did during family gatherings. He might be a bit gruff, but
Grandfather could spin a story so well that he transported everyone to the old shores of the
Island a century ago, when the murderous French pirates brawled over their prized gold. She
planned to try her own version of the old Island tale one day.Maud had written about all of this in
her journal during her morning writing ritual, before she started her letter to Nate. Similar to Jo
March in Little Women, Maud imagined herself writing sweeping epics and articles for
newspapers, or traveling to the great cities of the world, and making something of herself. She
would be independent, no longer relying upon her family—people such as her Uncle John
Franklin—and having to worry about what they thought of her.Sometimes Maud would write
about the weather, practicing the various ways one could describe the wind. Other times she
confided certain feelings, feelings she dared not share with anyone. Feelings about being sent
away, or how angry she got sometimes at her grandparents.They didn’t understand that she
needed to become independent, and that that meant getting a good education. Unless you
wanted to be in service, the only respectable option for young women was to teach. While
Maud’s grandparents believed in education, the only person in the family who was sent to
college was her mother’s oldest brother, Uncle Leander George, now a minister in New
Brunswick. It was clear in her family; higher education was for boys only. Maud was sure there
was no expectation she would go to college. Her “scribbling” was barely tolerated.And, after the
Izzie Robinson catastrophe six months ago, it was easier to dream than to convince Grandfather
it was worthwhile educating girls. Maybe if she was good in school and showed him what she



could do he would change his mind.“Maud.” Grandma opened the old wooden door, wearing her
starched, drab-gray dress and crisp white apron. Maud put her pencil down. “You were scribbling
again, weren’t you?” She sighed. “You’re going to be late.”“I was just finishing,” Maud said.
Grandma shut the door. Closing her journal, Maud stood up and straightened her new green
dress, trying to ignore how small the bustle was. When Maud had returned from her Campbell
cousins’ home last week, Grandma inspected Maud’s old calico dress—which had almost
reached her knees—and declared there was no way a granddaughter of hers would be wearing
a dress that looked like something you wore on dusting day. They had spent the last few days
making clothes “practical,” meaning only a slight bustle no one could even detect.Hugging her
journal to her chest, Maud walked over to the oak bedside table and safely tucked it underneath
a pile of linens in the drawer, locking it shut. Her parents’ photos sat on top. Mother was wearing
a beautiful lace bodice, her light brown hair piled high in a luscious braid. Maud wondered what
her Mother had been thinking then. She would have understood Maud’s desire for a dress with a
grand bustle.She read over the note she had written that morning:Dear Snip,I can only imagine
the sort of trouble you mean, but I shall endeavor to stay out of it.Sincerely,PollieAs Maud placed
it inside her copy of Little Women and put the book in her school satchel, she had a daring idea.
Maybe she would inspire Nate to read her favorite novel with her note!Surveying herself in the
mirror one last time, she finished by putting on the gold ring Aunt Annie had given to her on her
twelfth birthday and went to join her grandmother in the kitchen.CHAPTER FOURMaud and Lu
met Mollie at the bottom of the lane, which was across the road from Maud’s grandparents’ farm.
Maud was sorry Lu was there because she really wanted to tell Mollie about her conversation
with Nate at the cemetery, the contents of his letter—and her rather daring response.“I’m so glad
you’re home.” Mollie wrapped her arms around Maud and gave her a hug so tight she had to
keep her hat from falling. “It was like this summer had no sun with you gone.”“There were so
many nights where I wished you were with me.” Maud sighed.“I had to sit with Mamie,” Mollie
said. “And that meant having to contend with Clemmie Macneill. And she and Mamie are tight as
ever.”Clemmie and Maud had been friends once. While Maud was cautious of the girl’s
friendship at first, Clemmie seemed interested in Maud’s poems and stories, and Maud
appreciated anyone who showed interest in her writing. But after Nate and Maud discovered
their mutual love of literature, and Jack and Mollie joined in to make a foursome, Clemmie
stopped talking to her. And when she did talk to Maud, she was cruel. Maud refused to admit the
betrayal still smarted.“How dreadful,” Maud said. “I wonder if she is speaking to Annie or if they
are having one of their fights.” Annie was Clemmie’s best friend and—depending upon the
weather—her rival.“They were speaking when I last saw them, but with those two you never
know. They’re as fickle as my brother, Hammie, when choosing fishing bait.” Sometimes Mollie’s
metaphors made sense, sometimes they didn’t.“It would be easier if you were all friendly,” Lu
said, stumbling over some red stones while trying to catch up with them.“Why do you care?”
Mollie asked.Lu sniffed. “I don’t want any more trouble. For you, I mean, Maud.”Maud didn’t
either, but she also didn’t need her cousin reminding her of what had happened.“If we’re any



later, we’re going to miss all of the news,” Mollie said.“And we can’t have that.” Maud laughed.
Mollie prided herself on always knowing the latest gossip. When Maud was away, Mollie had
sent her fat letters detailing “all the news” so Maud wouldn’t miss a thing.The new one-room
schoolhouse—built within the last five years—stood on the edge of the road, arched by trees.
The sun shone through the leaves, giving the school a halo glow and warming Maud’s itchy
nerves.“Yes,” Mollie said, pointing to three schoolmates all made up with frills and curls. “Those
three are as tight as Mother’s quilting stitches.”Maud ignored the small pang when she saw
Clemmie—whose mother certainly didn’t subscribe to Grandma’s philosophy of a discreet bustle
—Mamie, and a spoiled, puffed, frilly-sleeved thing named Annie.“Oh, look, there’s Snip and
Snap!” Mollie said, pointing to Nate and Jack. Finally, the Four Musketeers were reunited.“I’ll see
you later, Maud,” Lu said, walking on ahead to some girls her own age playing in the
clearing.“What do you think, Pollie?” Mollie whispered. “Do you think Nate will be your nine
stars?”A popular game around school was that if you counted nine stars for nine nights in a row,
the first boy who shook your hand would be the one you married. After a number of attempts, the
only thing Maud and Mollie had succeeded in was laughing. It was all just as well; if they had
succeeded, Maud was sure she would inevitably shake Nate’s hand, and that was the last thing
she needed: as Grandma had warned her long ago, a good Presbyterian didn’t associate with
Baptists, and Nate was most certainly a Baptist.“Good day, Mollie.” Nate paused and winked at
Maud, who blushed. “Polly.”“How are things, Polly—with a y?” Jack said. Maud smiled at him. He
was generally a quiet boy, but he had a solid nature, and lovely light brown hair and green
eyes.“It’s ie,” she said. “Happy to be back.”“That’s our tree,” Mollie said, pointing to the birch tree
the Four Musketeers always sat under. “Clemmie, Mamie, Nellie, and Annie are standing there
on purpose.”“We can go sit somewhere else,” Jack said.“No,” Mollie said. “It’s the principle. We
need to fight for our territory, just like when my brother thinks he can take the last piece of
pie.”Maud couldn’t quite see how pie represented one’s territory, but she understood the
sentiment. “Come along, boys, we’ve got a tree to save.”The boys casually saluted and followed
a few steps behind.“I believe you are lost,” Mollie said, approaching the girls lounging on the
tree’s trunk.“We wanted to give Maud a nice warm welcome,” Clemmie said, in a not-so-
welcoming tone. “Welcome back, Maud. Did you have fun? Get some well-deserved rest and
relaxation while we toiled away with Miss Robinson?”The name of last year’s teacher made
Maud want to pull the curl right out of Clemmie’s hair, but instead she took a deep breath. This
called for a technique that her Aunt Annie was always recommending: you catch more flies with
honey than vinegar.“Clemmie!” Maud marched right over and hugged the girl, a little too tightly.
Clemmie’s whole body went rigid. “I didn’t know how much you cared!” Maud pulled away and
put on her best smile.Clemmie flushed and looked from Maud to Nate. “Will we be seeing you at
choir practice tonight, Nate?”“It’s my stepfather’s choir, Clemmie. Of course I’ll be there,” he
said.Clemmie harrumphed and marched inside with Annie, Mamie, and Nellie in tow.“Good
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PARENTSHUGH JOHN MONTGOMERY Maud’s father, politician, auctioneer; also husband to
Mary Ann McRae and son of Senator “Big Donald” MontgomeryCLARA WOOLNER MACNEILL
MONTGOMERY (DECEASED) (1853–1876) Maud’s much-loved mother; daughter of Lucy and
Alexander Macneill; died of tuberculosis when Maud was twenty-one months oldMAUD’S
FATHER’S FAMILY: THE MONTGOMERYS(in order of appearance)SENATOR “BIG DONALD”
MONTGOMERY Maud’s grandfather; appointed to the Senate of Canada in 1873 when Prince
Edward Island joined ConfederationHUGH JOHN MONTGOMERY Maud’s fatherMARY ANN
MCRAE MONTGOMERY Maud’s stepmotherKATIE MONTGOMERY Maud’s half-sisterBRUCE
MONTGOMERY Maud’s half-brother; born while she was in Prince AlbertMAUD’S MOTHER’S
FAMILY: THE MACNEILLS(in order of appearance)LUCY WOOLNER MACNEILL Maud’s
maternal grandmother; postmistressALEXANDER MACNEILL Maud’s maternal grandfather;
farmer and postmasterUNCLE JOHN FRANKLIN MACNEILL Maud’s uncle; Clara’s oldest
brother; farmerLUCY (LU) MACNEILL Uncle John Franklin’s oldest daughter; Maud’s cousin and
friendMRS. MARY BUNTAIN MACNEILL Maud’s cousin and Pensie’s motherMAUD’S BOSOM
FRIENDS(in order of appearance)MOLLIE (AMANDA) MACNEILL Maud’s third cousin and best



friend; one of the Four MusketeersPENSIE MACNEILL Maud’s second cousin and best
friendLAURA PRITCHARD Will Pritchard’s younger sister; Maud’s best friend in Prince
AlbertMAUD’S SUITORS(in order of appearance)NATE (SNIP) SPURR LOCKHART son of Mrs.
Nancy Lockhart Spurr and stepson to the Baptist minister, Reverend John Church Spurr; one of
the Four MusketeersWILL PRITCHARD older brother to LauraJOHN MUSTARD Prince Albert’s
high school teacher; friend of Maud’s stepmother, Mary Ann McRae from OntarioOF THE
ISLANDTHE CAMPBELLS (PARK CORNER)AUNT ANNIE LAURA MACNEILL CAMPBELL
Maud’s favorite aunt; Clara’s older sisterUNCLE JOHN CAMPBELL Maud’s other favorite uncle;
farmerANNIE AND JOHN CAMPBELL’S CHILDREN AND MAUD’S FIRST COUSINS Clara,
Stella, George, Fredericka (Frede)THE MACNEILL MONTGOMERYS (MALPEQUE)AUNT
(MARY) EMILY MACNEILL MONTGOMERY Maud’s aunt; Clara’s youngest sister; took care of
Maud when Clara diedUNCLE JOHN MALCOLM MONTGOMERY Maud’s uncle and her
father’s cousinCAVENDISH SCHOOL(in order of appearance)MISS HATTIE GORDON new
school teacher; Maud’s first advocateMISS “IZZIE” ROBINSON Maud’s old school teacherJACK
(SNAP) LAIRD Nate Lockhart’s best friend; one of the Four MusketeersCLEMMIE MACNEILL
Maud’s archnemesis and fair-weather friendANNIE MACNEILL Clemmie’s sometimes best
friend; Maud’s nemesisNELLIE CLARK, MAMIE SIMPSON followers of Clemmie and Annie
(respectively)AUSTIN LAIRD Jack’s energetic, exuberant younger brotherCAVENDISH
VILLAGERS(in order of appearance)REVEREND W.P. ARCHIBALD minister of the Cavendish
Presbyterian ChurchMRS. ELVIRA SIMPSON member of the Presbyterian ChurchMRS.
MATILDA CLARK member of the Presbyterian ChurchMRS. NANCY LOCKHART SPURR Nate
Lockhart’s mother; Maud’s organ teacher; wife of Baptist minister, Reverend John Church
SpurrOF PRINCE ALBERTTHE MCTAGGARTS(in order of appearance)MR. JOHN
MCTAGGART Mary Ann McRae Montgomery’s stepfather; Hugh John Montgomery’s father-in-
law; land agent for Prince AlbertMRS. MARY MCTAGGART Mary Ann McRae Montgomery’s
motherANNIE MCTAGGART Mary Ann McRae Montgomery’s younger stepsisterTHE
PRITCHARDS/KENNEDYS(in order of appearance)AUNT KENNEDY Laura and Will’s aunt;
lives next door to the Montgomery’sRICHARD PRITCHARD Will and Laura’s father; rancher and
businessmanMRS. CHRISTINE GUNN PRITCHARD Will and Laura’s motherTHE STOVELS(in
order of appearance)MRS. MARY MACKENZIE STOVEL Mary Ann McTaggart’s niece; director
of the Prince Albert Presbyterian Church’s Christmas concertDR. STOVEL Prince Albert dentist;
just married to Mrs. Stovel and interested in Maud’s writingPRINCE ALBERT HIGH SCHOOL(in
order of appearance)TROUBLEMAKERS Tom Clark, Arthur Jardine, Bertie Jardine, Willie
MacBeath, Joe MacDonald, Douglas MaveetyFRANK ROBERTSON Will Pritchard’s
friendPRINCE ALBERT TOWN MEMBERS(in order of appearance)EDITH (EDIE) SKELTON
Montgomery family’s maid and Maud’s friend; from Battleford, SaskatchewanLOTTIE STEWART
Maud’s friend from churchALEXENA MACGREGOR Maud’s friend from churchANDREW
AGNEW one of Laura Pritchard’s suitors; helps his father manage the local storeJ.D. MAVEETY
editor and publisher of the Prince Albert TimesREVEREND ROCHESTER takes over the



Presbyterian Church after Reverend Jardine leaves; organizes the weekly Bible StudyMRS.
ROCHESTER wife of the Presbyterian minister; organizes the Sunday SchoolBOOK ONEMaud
of CavendishCAVENDISH, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND, 1889–1890For lands have personalities
just as well as human beings; and to know that personality you must live in the land and
companion it, and draw sustenance of body and spirit from it; so only can you really know a land
and be known of it.—L.M. Montgomery, “The Alpine Path”BOOK ONEMaud of
CavendishCAVENDISH, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND, 1889–1890For lands have personalities
just as well as human beings; and to know that personality you must live in the land and
companion it, and draw sustenance of body and spirit from it; so only can you really know a land
and be known of it.—L.M. Montgomery, “The Alpine Path”BOOK ONEMaud of
CavendishCAVENDISH, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND, 1889–1890For lands have personalities
just as well as human beings; and to know that personality you must live in the land and
companion it, and draw sustenance of body and spirit from it; so only can you really know a land
and be known of it.—L.M. Montgomery, “The Alpine Path”BOOK ONEMaud of
CavendishCAVENDISH, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND, 1889–1890For lands have personalities
just as well as human beings; and to know that personality you must live in the land and
companion it, and draw sustenance of body and spirit from it; so only can you really know a land
and be known of it.—L.M. Montgomery, “The Alpine Path”CHAPTER ONEShe couldn’t breathe.
Sweat pooled under the weight of her long hair, soaking her lace collar. The thin gold ring she
always wore on her right hand strangled her swelling index finger. She tried twisting it, but it was
stuck.“Stop fidgeting, Maud,” her grandmother whispered as she discreetly nudged Maud’s
grandfather, who was dozing through Reverend Archibald’s sermon on the prodigal son.
Grandfather grunted awake. “Honestly, I’m surprised at the both of you. This is no way for a
Macneill to behave in church.” Grandfather sat straighter, and Maud cleared her throat so she
wouldn’t laugh.Of course the heat did not fuss Grandma Macneill. Just like the black net that hid
her graying hair, she was able to hide her emotions: an ability Grandma was always reminding
Maud she sorely lacked. Grandma said Maud was too sensitive, wearing her feelings on the
surface like the red sand on the Island shore. And Grandma was most likely right. She was right
about everything.Maud muttered an apology, taking a quick look back at the rest of the
congregation at Cavendish’s Presbyterian Church from their pew, always second from the front
on the left-hand side. The Clarks, Simpsons, and Macneills were all present, as they were every
Sunday, to give thanks—and also to take note of who was present, who was absent, and who
was caught sleeping during the reverend’s sermon. Maud loved to think about how she might
describe them if she put them in one of her stories.They were most definitely watching her—
particularly the clan matriarchs, Mrs. Elvira Simpson and Mrs. Matilda Clark. Maud had seen
them stare at her when she had followed her grandparents into church that morning.Maud knew
what they were thinking. Hadn’t she left Cavendish rather suddenly over some business with that
schoolteacher Miss “Izzie” Robinson six months ago? It was certainly no surprise the flighty,
overly sensitive (and frankly queer) child of the dearly departed Clara Macneill and her



irresponsible husband, Hugh John Montgomery, would act that way. There was no escaping it; it
was in her blood.It was true that Maud had left six months ago to live with her Aunt Emily and
Uncle John Malcolm Montgomery in Malpeque and then with her Aunt Annie and Uncle John
Campbell in Park Corner. What wasn’t true were the particular circumstances people believed—
and there was nothing she could do about it.Now Maud was back with her Grandma and
Grandfather Macneill, her mother’s parents, on their farm in Cavendish, Prince Edward Island, a
small village of about forty families, on the North Shore, where everyone knew everyone’s
business. She had spent the summer with her merry Campbell cousins, but now was back to
Grandma’s lectures, uncomfortable dresses, and a new school year with a new teacher.Maud
stared ahead at a straw hat of lush summer flowers sitting on top of a mound of curly blond hair.
Underneath it was her best friend, Mollie, who had the privilege of sitting in her parents’ pew in
the front row with the new teacher. Miss Gordon appeared to be listening attentively to the
reverend’s sermon. She had just arrived in Cavendish that week, after the last teacher, Miss
Robinson, had finally left during the summer. Maud hoped she would get a chance to prove
herself to the new teacher. Even though her grandfather had strong feelings about women
teachers (“another confounded female teacher,” Maud had heard him mutter as they passed
Miss Gordon on the way into the church that morning), a teacher still held an important place in
the community: people respected your opinion—something Maud had learned the hard way
earlier that year.Mollie turned her head discreetly to catch Maud’s eye and, in her typical
overdramatic fashion, mimed fanning herself. Maud returned the action with an overly dramatic
grin, earning a firm tsk from her grandmother. Maud stifled a giggle and gazed out the window,
which overlooked the slope of the western hill, and tried to imagine a cool breeze blowing
through the chapel, clearing away the judgment. She longed to run down to the red sandy shore,
strip off her stockings—she didn’t even want to think about what was happening to her poor
black stockings—and jump into the Gulf. The air was as stifling as what awaited her when she
got home: an afternoon of reading the Bible in quiet contemplation and the arrival of her mother’s
brother, Uncle John Franklin, and his family for supper—although at least her cousin Lu would
be there.Maud turned her attention to the front. She had no idea what Reverend Archibald was
talking about; her thoughts drifted back to what Mollie had said before church—that she had
news. Mollie always had the best news.Resisting the urge to tap her best friend on the shoulder,
Maud quickly looked over at her cousin Pensie, sitting in the pew across the aisle. At sixteen,
Pensie could wear her wavy auburn hair in the latest fashion on top of her head, and she sported
fringe bangs that accentuated her long chin and big brown eyes. Alas, being only fourteen,
Maud wasn’t allowed to put her hair up, and she was forced to live under the weight of it.
Thankfully, Grandma had allowed her to tie it in two little ribbons clipped behind her head so it
was off her face.At long last, the service came to an end. Had her grandmother not been there,
Maud would have pushed through the congregation and raced down the stairs, where there was
space to breathe. As it was Sunday—and Grandma was there—Maud walked with what she
hoped was graceful civility, as befitted a child of the Macneill clan, to the cemetery in front of the



church, managing to find the welcome shade of a tree while she waited for her friends…and
Mollie’s news.Maud leaned her head against the coarse bark and closed her eyes, trying to shut
out the murmurs of people filing their way out of the church, but she couldn’t help but overhear
the talk around her.“I heard she had hysterics in the schoolyard,” Mrs. Simpson said. “That’s what
my daughter Mamie told me.”Of course Mamie would tell her mother some falsehood. She was
one of the girls that followed Maud’s nemesis, Clemmie Macneill.“I’m not surprised, given…
everything,” Mrs. Clark said. “I hope that new school teacher knows how to handle an emotional
child like Maud Montgomery.”“It’s the Montgomery side, I’m sure,” Mrs. Simpson said.Maud
scraped at the tree. How dare they speak about Father when he wasn’t here to defend himself!
She was both a Montgomery and a Macneill, which was why she would not lower herself by
marching over to those women and telling them to mind their own business. No. She would
pretend to ignore them.“You certainly got out quickly,” a familiar voice said.Maud opened her
eyes and sighed. “That heat was unbearable, Pensie. I couldn’t stand it any longer.”“That’s not a
dignified way to behave,” Pensie said, in a perfect imitation of Maud’s grandmother, right down to
the very stern look, but they couldn’t keep straight faces for very long and started giggling.Close
cousins who lived only a few minutes’ walk from each other, Maud and Pensie had been friends
their whole lives, sometimes writing letters more than twice a day, which Maud kept in the small
trunk at the foot of her bed. But since Maud had been away, and Pensie was no longer attending
school, the letters were becoming less frequent. They rarely quarreled, but Maud wondered if
anything was wrong. Just now, though, Pensie was behaving the same as she always had.
Everything would go back to normal now that she was back, Maud reassured herself.“I was
beginning to think that the reverend was going to keep us cooped up in that heat all day.” Maud
looked past her cousin’s shoulder to see Mollie smiling at her as she walked up toward them.
“Oh, look—there’s Mollie,” and she smiled back. She and Mollie had been sitting together at
school since they were eight years old; right before Maud had been sent to Malpeque, they’d
made a solemn vow of friendship. Mollie’s real name was Amanda, but they had nicknamed
each other last fall when they formed a secret club with Jack Laird and the Baptist minister’s
stepson, Nate Spurr. Maud was Pollie and Jack and Nate were Snap and Snip.“Maudie!” Mollie
cried out and reached around Pensie to give Maud a hug. Maud hugged her friend back, and
tried to suppress a stab of jealousy when she felt the small bustle at the back of Mollie’s summer
dress. Maud had read in the Young Ladies’ Journal that the big bustle—a separate piece of
clothing that attached to one’s waistband from the back, giving it extra flare—had become stylish
again. Maud would have loved to have one on her dress, but according to Grandma, bustles
were wasteful—“all that material.”“When are you going to give up those juvenile nicknames?”
Pensie said, when they had pulled apart.Mollie puffed under her plush hat.Ever since Pensie
had started wearing a corset the previous year, she had begun to put on airs like she knew
everything. It was confusing because sometimes Pensie seemed like the girl Maud grew up with,
and then other times it was as if she was entering into that great divide where all she cared
about was finding a husband. But it was too hot for quarrels.“Never!” Maud said. “We love them,



don’t we, Mollie?” In response, Mollie hugged her again, even more fiercely. Maud couldn’t help
but wonder if Mollie was doing it more for Pensie’s benefit than hers.“Why don’t I have a
nickname?” Maud’s cousin Lu said, coming up behind Mollie.“You do, my dear cousin. Your full
name is Lucy and I call you Lu,” Maud said.Lu beamed.“Did you see Jack Laird?” Mollie asked,
taking Maud’s hand. Pensie frowned down at their hands, and Maud discreetly let go. It was too
hot to hold hands anyway. “He looks nice today.”“Amanda Macneill,” Pensie said, using Mollie’s
given name. “You’re terrible.”“You’re not much better,” Maud teased. “Your mother informed
Grandma when she last came for tea that Quill Rollings is calling.”Pensie flushed. “He was
asking after Mother.”Maud and Mollie exchanged a smile.“I don’t know why you all care,” Lu said.
Being only almost-twelve, Lu didn’t find boys all that interesting.Mollie tried to smoothly change
the subject. “The new teacher is so lovely. She has big plans for our class and is nothing like that
stuck-up Miss Robinson. Oh, I’m sorry Maud…”Heat tickled Maud’s cheeks—and it wasn’t from
the weather.“It will be all right, Maudie,” Pensie said, putting her arm around Maud’s shoulders.
This time Mollie frowned, but Maud didn’t move. “I suspect the school board would not have
hired her if they didn’t think her suitable.”But they had hired the last one too.“Mother is giving me
the signal,” Lu said and waved goodbye. “I’ll see you this afternoon.”“Good, now I can give you
this.” Mollie opened her Bible and pulled out a folded piece of paper—a letter! This must have
been the “news” she was talking about.Pensie moved over to Maud’s left to block any possible
prying eyes. “You need to be careful,” she whispered. Maud suppressed the urge to sigh. She
wished her old friend could just be curious about the letter’s contents, and not so proper.“That’s
why I waited for Lu to go,” Mollie said.They all loved Lu, but she was known to accidentally allow
things to slip, and then her father would tell Maud’s grandparents. Uncle John Franklin was her
mother’s older brother, but he treated Maud like she was a poor country cousin, dependent upon
them for the rest of her life. During family gatherings he either ignored her, or insulted her.
Neither was tolerable. But seeing the familiar handwriting of the sender, Maud forgot all about
that and was overcome with a fluttery feeling. Thank goodness Mollie had waited.Maud shoved
the letter into her Bible.More people were beginning to head home for Sunday dinner. Uncle
John Franklin, Lu, and the rest of the family would be over at the homestead soon enough and
then the long, dull afternoon would begin.“Maud,” Grandma called from the church steps,
Grandfather plodding down behind her. “Don’t be too long.”“Yes, Grandma,” Maud said.“That’s
what I’m talking about. I’m just as curious as you are about that letter, but you need to be careful
that your grandmother doesn’t see it, Maudie,” Pensie said. “I already had to be away from you
this summer. I would hate for you to be sent away again.”Pensie had missed her! Maud
embraced her. “I don’t want to be away from you ever again. I promise to be careful,” she
said.Pensie took a step back and seemed to be looking around for someone. Maud pushed
away the feeling that her dearest cousin didn’t want to return her embrace, but then Pensie said,
“There’s Mother. She’ll be expecting me. I’ll see you for our walk tomorrow and you can tell me
about school.” By the way she said “school,” Maud knew exactly what (or who) Pensie was
talking about—the precious secret of who had authored the letter now in Maud’s Bible. Maud



expected Pensie to hug her again, but she didn’t. Maybe she was just hot.Mollie and Maud
walked through the cemetery’s grassy path toward Cavendish’s main road. Mollie lived down the
hill, near the hollow.“Thank you for being the messenger,” Maud said.“He gave it to Jack to give
to me,” Mollie said. “Jack said that he was adamant you receive it before school begins.”“The
intrigue,” Maud said, making sure the letter was still safely tucked in her Bible.Mollie giggled. “I
tried to get Jack to at least hint, but he was silent as the morning sunrise.” Mollie liked to talk in
metaphors.They stopped at the edge of the cemetery.Maud loved it here at the crossroads,
where she could see much of Cavendish. The spot overlooked the red road south to the North
Shore and the other one east, connecting her home. Down the hill, facing west past the hollow
and Mollie’s home, was Laird’s Hill, the Cavendish Hall and Baptist church.“Sadly, it will have to
wait,” Maud said, her gazing floating upon a particular tombstone.Mollie held Maud’s hand.
“Have you visited since you returned?”Maud nodded. “It was the first thing I did. But you know
how I love my little rituals.”“It is why I adore you.” They hugged, and then Mollie said, “The first
day of school promises to be interesting.”“It certainly does,” Maud murmured, watching Mollie
walk down the hill.CHAPTER ONEShe couldn’t breathe. Sweat pooled under the weight of her
long hair, soaking her lace collar. The thin gold ring she always wore on her right hand strangled
her swelling index finger. She tried twisting it, but it was stuck.“Stop fidgeting, Maud,” her
grandmother whispered as she discreetly nudged Maud’s grandfather, who was dozing through
Reverend Archibald’s sermon on the prodigal son. Grandfather grunted awake. “Honestly, I’m
surprised at the both of you. This is no way for a Macneill to behave in church.” Grandfather sat
straighter, and Maud cleared her throat so she wouldn’t laugh.Of course the heat did not fuss
Grandma Macneill. Just like the black net that hid her graying hair, she was able to hide her
emotions: an ability Grandma was always reminding Maud she sorely lacked. Grandma said
Maud was too sensitive, wearing her feelings on the surface like the red sand on the Island
shore. And Grandma was most likely right. She was right about everything.Maud muttered an
apology, taking a quick look back at the rest of the congregation at Cavendish’s Presbyterian
Church from their pew, always second from the front on the left-hand side. The Clarks,
Simpsons, and Macneills were all present, as they were every Sunday, to give thanks—and also
to take note of who was present, who was absent, and who was caught sleeping during the
reverend’s sermon. Maud loved to think about how she might describe them if she put them in
one of her stories.They were most definitely watching her—particularly the clan matriarchs, Mrs.
Elvira Simpson and Mrs. Matilda Clark. Maud had seen them stare at her when she had followed
her grandparents into church that morning.Maud knew what they were thinking. Hadn’t she left
Cavendish rather suddenly over some business with that schoolteacher Miss “Izzie” Robinson
six months ago? It was certainly no surprise the flighty, overly sensitive (and frankly queer) child
of the dearly departed Clara Macneill and her irresponsible husband, Hugh John Montgomery,
would act that way. There was no escaping it; it was in her blood.It was true that Maud had left
six months ago to live with her Aunt Emily and Uncle John Malcolm Montgomery in Malpeque
and then with her Aunt Annie and Uncle John Campbell in Park Corner. What wasn’t true were



the particular circumstances people believed—and there was nothing she could do about it.Now
Maud was back with her Grandma and Grandfather Macneill, her mother’s parents, on their farm
in Cavendish, Prince Edward Island, a small village of about forty families, on the North Shore,
where everyone knew everyone’s business. She had spent the summer with her merry Campbell
cousins, but now was back to Grandma’s lectures, uncomfortable dresses, and a new school
year with a new teacher.Maud stared ahead at a straw hat of lush summer flowers sitting on top
of a mound of curly blond hair. Underneath it was her best friend, Mollie, who had the privilege of
sitting in her parents’ pew in the front row with the new teacher. Miss Gordon appeared to be
listening attentively to the reverend’s sermon. She had just arrived in Cavendish that week, after
the last teacher, Miss Robinson, had finally left during the summer. Maud hoped she would get a
chance to prove herself to the new teacher. Even though her grandfather had strong feelings
about women teachers (“another confounded female teacher,” Maud had heard him mutter as
they passed Miss Gordon on the way into the church that morning), a teacher still held an
important place in the community: people respected your opinion—something Maud had
learned the hard way earlier that year.Mollie turned her head discreetly to catch Maud’s eye and,
in her typical overdramatic fashion, mimed fanning herself. Maud returned the action with an
overly dramatic grin, earning a firm tsk from her grandmother. Maud stifled a giggle and gazed
out the window, which overlooked the slope of the western hill, and tried to imagine a cool
breeze blowing through the chapel, clearing away the judgment. She longed to run down to the
red sandy shore, strip off her stockings—she didn’t even want to think about what was
happening to her poor black stockings—and jump into the Gulf. The air was as stifling as what
awaited her when she got home: an afternoon of reading the Bible in quiet contemplation and
the arrival of her mother’s brother, Uncle John Franklin, and his family for supper—although at
least her cousin Lu would be there.Maud turned her attention to the front. She had no idea what
Reverend Archibald was talking about; her thoughts drifted back to what Mollie had said before
church—that she had news. Mollie always had the best news.Resisting the urge to tap her best
friend on the shoulder, Maud quickly looked over at her cousin Pensie, sitting in the pew across
the aisle. At sixteen, Pensie could wear her wavy auburn hair in the latest fashion on top of her
head, and she sported fringe bangs that accentuated her long chin and big brown eyes. Alas,
being only fourteen, Maud wasn’t allowed to put her hair up, and she was forced to live under the
weight of it. Thankfully, Grandma had allowed her to tie it in two little ribbons clipped behind her
head so it was off her face.At long last, the service came to an end. Had her grandmother not
been there, Maud would have pushed through the congregation and raced down the stairs,
where there was space to breathe. As it was Sunday—and Grandma was there—Maud walked
with what she hoped was graceful civility, as befitted a child of the Macneill clan, to the cemetery
in front of the church, managing to find the welcome shade of a tree while she waited for her
friends…and Mollie’s news.Maud leaned her head against the coarse bark and closed her eyes,
trying to shut out the murmurs of people filing their way out of the church, but she couldn’t help
but overhear the talk around her.“I heard she had hysterics in the schoolyard,” Mrs. Simpson



said. “That’s what my daughter Mamie told me.”Of course Mamie would tell her mother some
falsehood. She was one of the girls that followed Maud’s nemesis, Clemmie Macneill.“I’m not
surprised, given…everything,” Mrs. Clark said. “I hope that new school teacher knows how to
handle an emotional child like Maud Montgomery.”“It’s the Montgomery side, I’m sure,” Mrs.
Simpson said.Maud scraped at the tree. How dare they speak about Father when he wasn’t here
to defend himself! She was both a Montgomery and a Macneill, which was why she would not
lower herself by marching over to those women and telling them to mind their own business. No.
She would pretend to ignore them.“You certainly got out quickly,” a familiar voice said.Maud
opened her eyes and sighed. “That heat was unbearable, Pensie. I couldn’t stand it any
longer.”“That’s not a dignified way to behave,” Pensie said, in a perfect imitation of Maud’s
grandmother, right down to the very stern look, but they couldn’t keep straight faces for very long
and started giggling.Close cousins who lived only a few minutes’ walk from each other, Maud
and Pensie had been friends their whole lives, sometimes writing letters more than twice a day,
which Maud kept in the small trunk at the foot of her bed. But since Maud had been away, and
Pensie was no longer attending school, the letters were becoming less frequent. They rarely
quarreled, but Maud wondered if anything was wrong. Just now, though, Pensie was behaving
the same as she always had. Everything would go back to normal now that she was back, Maud
reassured herself.“I was beginning to think that the reverend was going to keep us cooped up in
that heat all day.” Maud looked past her cousin’s shoulder to see Mollie smiling at her as she
walked up toward them. “Oh, look—there’s Mollie,” and she smiled back. She and Mollie had
been sitting together at school since they were eight years old; right before Maud had been sent
to Malpeque, they’d made a solemn vow of friendship. Mollie’s real name was Amanda, but they
had nicknamed each other last fall when they formed a secret club with Jack Laird and the
Baptist minister’s stepson, Nate Spurr. Maud was Pollie and Jack and Nate were Snap and
Snip.“Maudie!” Mollie cried out and reached around Pensie to give Maud a hug. Maud hugged
her friend back, and tried to suppress a stab of jealousy when she felt the small bustle at the
back of Mollie’s summer dress. Maud had read in the Young Ladies’ Journal that the big bustle—
a separate piece of clothing that attached to one’s waistband from the back, giving it extra flare—
had become stylish again. Maud would have loved to have one on her dress, but according to
Grandma, bustles were wasteful—“all that material.”“When are you going to give up those
juvenile nicknames?” Pensie said, when they had pulled apart.Mollie puffed under her plush
hat.Ever since Pensie had started wearing a corset the previous year, she had begun to put on
airs like she knew everything. It was confusing because sometimes Pensie seemed like the girl
Maud grew up with, and then other times it was as if she was entering into that great divide
where all she cared about was finding a husband. But it was too hot for quarrels.“Never!” Maud
said. “We love them, don’t we, Mollie?” In response, Mollie hugged her again, even more fiercely.
Maud couldn’t help but wonder if Mollie was doing it more for Pensie’s benefit than hers.“Why
don’t I have a nickname?” Maud’s cousin Lu said, coming up behind Mollie.“You do, my dear
cousin. Your full name is Lucy and I call you Lu,” Maud said.Lu beamed.“Did you see Jack



Laird?” Mollie asked, taking Maud’s hand. Pensie frowned down at their hands, and Maud
discreetly let go. It was too hot to hold hands anyway. “He looks nice today.”“Amanda Macneill,”
Pensie said, using Mollie’s given name. “You’re terrible.”“You’re not much better,” Maud teased.
“Your mother informed Grandma when she last came for tea that Quill Rollings is calling.”Pensie
flushed. “He was asking after Mother.”Maud and Mollie exchanged a smile.“I don’t know why you
all care,” Lu said. Being only almost-twelve, Lu didn’t find boys all that interesting.Mollie tried to
smoothly change the subject. “The new teacher is so lovely. She has big plans for our class and
is nothing like that stuck-up Miss Robinson. Oh, I’m sorry Maud…”Heat tickled Maud’s cheeks—
and it wasn’t from the weather.“It will be all right, Maudie,” Pensie said, putting her arm around
Maud’s shoulders. This time Mollie frowned, but Maud didn’t move. “I suspect the school board
would not have hired her if they didn’t think her suitable.”But they had hired the last one
too.“Mother is giving me the signal,” Lu said and waved goodbye. “I’ll see you this
afternoon.”“Good, now I can give you this.” Mollie opened her Bible and pulled out a folded piece
of paper—a letter! This must have been the “news” she was talking about.Pensie moved over to
Maud’s left to block any possible prying eyes. “You need to be careful,” she whispered. Maud
suppressed the urge to sigh. She wished her old friend could just be curious about the letter’s
contents, and not so proper.“That’s why I waited for Lu to go,” Mollie said.They all loved Lu, but
she was known to accidentally allow things to slip, and then her father would tell Maud’s
grandparents. Uncle John Franklin was her mother’s older brother, but he treated Maud like she
was a poor country cousin, dependent upon them for the rest of her life. During family gatherings
he either ignored her, or insulted her. Neither was tolerable. But seeing the familiar handwriting
of the sender, Maud forgot all about that and was overcome with a fluttery feeling. Thank
goodness Mollie had waited.Maud shoved the letter into her Bible.More people were beginning
to head home for Sunday dinner. Uncle John Franklin, Lu, and the rest of the family would be
over at the homestead soon enough and then the long, dull afternoon would begin.“Maud,”
Grandma called from the church steps, Grandfather plodding down behind her. “Don’t be too
long.”“Yes, Grandma,” Maud said.“That’s what I’m talking about. I’m just as curious as you are
about that letter, but you need to be careful that your grandmother doesn’t see it, Maudie,”
Pensie said. “I already had to be away from you this summer. I would hate for you to be sent
away again.”Pensie had missed her! Maud embraced her. “I don’t want to be away from you ever
again. I promise to be careful,” she said.Pensie took a step back and seemed to be looking
around for someone. Maud pushed away the feeling that her dearest cousin didn’t want to return
her embrace, but then Pensie said, “There’s Mother. She’ll be expecting me. I’ll see you for our
walk tomorrow and you can tell me about school.” By the way she said “school,” Maud knew
exactly what (or who) Pensie was talking about—the precious secret of who had authored the
letter now in Maud’s Bible. Maud expected Pensie to hug her again, but she didn’t. Maybe she
was just hot.Mollie and Maud walked through the cemetery’s grassy path toward Cavendish’s
main road. Mollie lived down the hill, near the hollow.“Thank you for being the messenger,” Maud
said.“He gave it to Jack to give to me,” Mollie said. “Jack said that he was adamant you receive it



before school begins.”“The intrigue,” Maud said, making sure the letter was still safely tucked in
her Bible.Mollie giggled. “I tried to get Jack to at least hint, but he was silent as the morning
sunrise.” Mollie liked to talk in metaphors.They stopped at the edge of the cemetery.Maud loved
it here at the crossroads, where she could see much of Cavendish. The spot overlooked the red
road south to the North Shore and the other one east, connecting her home. Down the hill,
facing west past the hollow and Mollie’s home, was Laird’s Hill, the Cavendish Hall and Baptist
church.“Sadly, it will have to wait,” Maud said, her gazing floating upon a particular
tombstone.Mollie held Maud’s hand. “Have you visited since you returned?”Maud nodded. “It
was the first thing I did. But you know how I love my little rituals.”“It is why I adore you.” They
hugged, and then Mollie said, “The first day of school promises to be interesting.”“It certainly
does,” Maud murmured, watching Mollie walk down the hill.CHAPTER ONEShe couldn’t
breathe. Sweat pooled under the weight of her long hair, soaking her lace collar. The thin gold
ring she always wore on her right hand strangled her swelling index finger. She tried twisting it,
but it was stuck.“Stop fidgeting, Maud,” her grandmother whispered as she discreetly nudged
Maud’s grandfather, who was dozing through Reverend Archibald’s sermon on the prodigal son.
Grandfather grunted awake. “Honestly, I’m surprised at the both of you. This is no way for a
Macneill to behave in church.” Grandfather sat straighter, and Maud cleared her throat so she
wouldn’t laugh.Of course the heat did not fuss Grandma Macneill. Just like the black net that hid
her graying hair, she was able to hide her emotions: an ability Grandma was always reminding
Maud she sorely lacked. Grandma said Maud was too sensitive, wearing her feelings on the
surface like the red sand on the Island shore. And Grandma was most likely right. She was right
about everything.Maud muttered an apology, taking a quick look back at the rest of the
congregation at Cavendish’s Presbyterian Church from their pew, always second from the front
on the left-hand side. The Clarks, Simpsons, and Macneills were all present, as they were every
Sunday, to give thanks—and also to take note of who was present, who was absent, and who
was caught sleeping during the reverend’s sermon. Maud loved to think about how she might
describe them if she put them in one of her stories.They were most definitely watching her—
particularly the clan matriarchs, Mrs. Elvira Simpson and Mrs. Matilda Clark. Maud had seen
them stare at her when she had followed her grandparents into church that morning.Maud knew
what they were thinking. Hadn’t she left Cavendish rather suddenly over some business with that
schoolteacher Miss “Izzie” Robinson six months ago? It was certainly no surprise the flighty,
overly sensitive (and frankly queer) child of the dearly departed Clara Macneill and her
irresponsible husband, Hugh John Montgomery, would act that way. There was no escaping it; it
was in her blood.It was true that Maud had left six months ago to live with her Aunt Emily and
Uncle John Malcolm Montgomery in Malpeque and then with her Aunt Annie and Uncle John
Campbell in Park Corner. What wasn’t true were the particular circumstances people believed—
and there was nothing she could do about it.Now Maud was back with her Grandma and
Grandfather Macneill, her mother’s parents, on their farm in Cavendish, Prince Edward Island, a
small village of about forty families, on the North Shore, where everyone knew everyone’s



business. She had spent the summer with her merry Campbell cousins, but now was back to
Grandma’s lectures, uncomfortable dresses, and a new school year with a new teacher.Maud
stared ahead at a straw hat of lush summer flowers sitting on top of a mound of curly blond hair.
Underneath it was her best friend, Mollie, who had the privilege of sitting in her parents’ pew in
the front row with the new teacher. Miss Gordon appeared to be listening attentively to the
reverend’s sermon. She had just arrived in Cavendish that week, after the last teacher, Miss
Robinson, had finally left during the summer. Maud hoped she would get a chance to prove
herself to the new teacher. Even though her grandfather had strong feelings about women
teachers (“another confounded female teacher,” Maud had heard him mutter as they passed
Miss Gordon on the way into the church that morning), a teacher still held an important place in
the community: people respected your opinion—something Maud had learned the hard way
earlier that year.Mollie turned her head discreetly to catch Maud’s eye and, in her typical
overdramatic fashion, mimed fanning herself. Maud returned the action with an overly dramatic
grin, earning a firm tsk from her grandmother. Maud stifled a giggle and gazed out the window,
which overlooked the slope of the western hill, and tried to imagine a cool breeze blowing
through the chapel, clearing away the judgment. She longed to run down to the red sandy shore,
strip off her stockings—she didn’t even want to think about what was happening to her poor
black stockings—and jump into the Gulf. The air was as stifling as what awaited her when she
got home: an afternoon of reading the Bible in quiet contemplation and the arrival of her mother’s
brother, Uncle John Franklin, and his family for supper—although at least her cousin Lu would
be there.Maud turned her attention to the front. She had no idea what Reverend Archibald was
talking about; her thoughts drifted back to what Mollie had said before church—that she had
news. Mollie always had the best news.Resisting the urge to tap her best friend on the shoulder,
Maud quickly looked over at her cousin Pensie, sitting in the pew across the aisle. At sixteen,
Pensie could wear her wavy auburn hair in the latest fashion on top of her head, and she sported
fringe bangs that accentuated her long chin and big brown eyes. Alas, being only fourteen,
Maud wasn’t allowed to put her hair up, and she was forced to live under the weight of it.
Thankfully, Grandma had allowed her to tie it in two little ribbons clipped behind her head so it
was off her face.At long last, the service came to an end. Had her grandmother not been there,
Maud would have pushed through the congregation and raced down the stairs, where there was
space to breathe. As it was Sunday—and Grandma was there—Maud walked with what she
hoped was graceful civility, as befitted a child of the Macneill clan, to the cemetery in front of the
church, managing to find the welcome shade of a tree while she waited for her friends…and
Mollie’s news.Maud leaned her head against the coarse bark and closed her eyes, trying to shut
out the murmurs of people filing their way out of the church, but she couldn’t help but overhear
the talk around her.“I heard she had hysterics in the schoolyard,” Mrs. Simpson said. “That’s what
my daughter Mamie told me.”Of course Mamie would tell her mother some falsehood. She was
one of the girls that followed Maud’s nemesis, Clemmie Macneill.“I’m not surprised, given…
everything,” Mrs. Clark said. “I hope that new school teacher knows how to handle an emotional



child like Maud Montgomery.”“It’s the Montgomery side, I’m sure,” Mrs. Simpson said.Maud
scraped at the tree. How dare they speak about Father when he wasn’t here to defend himself!
She was both a Montgomery and a Macneill, which was why she would not lower herself by
marching over to those women and telling them to mind their own business. No. She would
pretend to ignore them.“You certainly got out quickly,” a familiar voice said.Maud opened her
eyes and sighed. “That heat was unbearable, Pensie. I couldn’t stand it any longer.”“That’s not a
dignified way to behave,” Pensie said, in a perfect imitation of Maud’s grandmother, right down to
the very stern look, but they couldn’t keep straight faces for very long and started giggling.Close
cousins who lived only a few minutes’ walk from each other, Maud and Pensie had been friends
their whole lives, sometimes writing letters more than twice a day, which Maud kept in the small
trunk at the foot of her bed. But since Maud had been away, and Pensie was no longer attending
school, the letters were becoming less frequent. They rarely quarreled, but Maud wondered if
anything was wrong. Just now, though, Pensie was behaving the same as she always had.
Everything would go back to normal now that she was back, Maud reassured herself.“I was
beginning to think that the reverend was going to keep us cooped up in that heat all day.” Maud
looked past her cousin’s shoulder to see Mollie smiling at her as she walked up toward them.
“Oh, look—there’s Mollie,” and she smiled back. She and Mollie had been sitting together at
school since they were eight years old; right before Maud had been sent to Malpeque, they’d
made a solemn vow of friendship. Mollie’s real name was Amanda, but they had nicknamed
each other last fall when they formed a secret club with Jack Laird and the Baptist minister’s
stepson, Nate Spurr. Maud was Pollie and Jack and Nate were Snap and Snip.“Maudie!” Mollie
cried out and reached around Pensie to give Maud a hug. Maud hugged her friend back, and
tried to suppress a stab of jealousy when she felt the small bustle at the back of Mollie’s summer
dress. Maud had read in the Young Ladies’ Journal that the big bustle—a separate piece of
clothing that attached to one’s waistband from the back, giving it extra flare—had become stylish
again. Maud would have loved to have one on her dress, but according to Grandma, bustles
were wasteful—“all that material.”“When are you going to give up those juvenile nicknames?”
Pensie said, when they had pulled apart.Mollie puffed under her plush hat.Ever since Pensie
had started wearing a corset the previous year, she had begun to put on airs like she knew
everything. It was confusing because sometimes Pensie seemed like the girl Maud grew up with,
and then other times it was as if she was entering into that great divide where all she cared
about was finding a husband. But it was too hot for quarrels.“Never!” Maud said. “We love them,
don’t we, Mollie?” In response, Mollie hugged her again, even more fiercely. Maud couldn’t help
but wonder if Mollie was doing it more for Pensie’s benefit than hers.“Why don’t I have a
nickname?” Maud’s cousin Lu said, coming up behind Mollie.“You do, my dear cousin. Your full
name is Lucy and I call you Lu,” Maud said.Lu beamed.“Did you see Jack Laird?” Mollie asked,
taking Maud’s hand. Pensie frowned down at their hands, and Maud discreetly let go. It was too
hot to hold hands anyway. “He looks nice today.”“Amanda Macneill,” Pensie said, using Mollie’s
given name. “You’re terrible.”“You’re not much better,” Maud teased. “Your mother informed



Grandma when she last came for tea that Quill Rollings is calling.”Pensie flushed. “He was
asking after Mother.”Maud and Mollie exchanged a smile.“I don’t know why you all care,” Lu said.
Being only almost-twelve, Lu didn’t find boys all that interesting.Mollie tried to smoothly change
the subject. “The new teacher is so lovely. She has big plans for our class and is nothing like that
stuck-up Miss Robinson. Oh, I’m sorry Maud…”Heat tickled Maud’s cheeks—and it wasn’t from
the weather.“It will be all right, Maudie,” Pensie said, putting her arm around Maud’s shoulders.
This time Mollie frowned, but Maud didn’t move. “I suspect the school board would not have
hired her if they didn’t think her suitable.”But they had hired the last one too.“Mother is giving me
the signal,” Lu said and waved goodbye. “I’ll see you this afternoon.”“Good, now I can give you
this.” Mollie opened her Bible and pulled out a folded piece of paper—a letter! This must have
been the “news” she was talking about.Pensie moved over to Maud’s left to block any possible
prying eyes. “You need to be careful,” she whispered. Maud suppressed the urge to sigh. She
wished her old friend could just be curious about the letter’s contents, and not so proper.“That’s
why I waited for Lu to go,” Mollie said.They all loved Lu, but she was known to accidentally allow
things to slip, and then her father would tell Maud’s grandparents. Uncle John Franklin was her
mother’s older brother, but he treated Maud like she was a poor country cousin, dependent upon
them for the rest of her life. During family gatherings he either ignored her, or insulted her.
Neither was tolerable. But seeing the familiar handwriting of the sender, Maud forgot all about
that and was overcome with a fluttery feeling. Thank goodness Mollie had waited.Maud shoved
the letter into her Bible.More people were beginning to head home for Sunday dinner. Uncle
John Franklin, Lu, and the rest of the family would be over at the homestead soon enough and
then the long, dull afternoon would begin.“Maud,” Grandma called from the church steps,
Grandfather plodding down behind her. “Don’t be too long.”“Yes, Grandma,” Maud said.“That’s
what I’m talking about. I’m just as curious as you are about that letter, but you need to be careful
that your grandmother doesn’t see it, Maudie,” Pensie said. “I already had to be away from you
this summer. I would hate for you to be sent away again.”Pensie had missed her! Maud
embraced her. “I don’t want to be away from you ever again. I promise to be careful,” she
said.Pensie took a step back and seemed to be looking around for someone. Maud pushed
away the feeling that her dearest cousin didn’t want to return her embrace, but then Pensie said,
“There’s Mother. She’ll be expecting me. I’ll see you for our walk tomorrow and you can tell me
about school.” By the way she said “school,” Maud knew exactly what (or who) Pensie was
talking about—the precious secret of who had authored the letter now in Maud’s Bible. Maud
expected Pensie to hug her again, but she didn’t. Maybe she was just hot.Mollie and Maud
walked through the cemetery’s grassy path toward Cavendish’s main road. Mollie lived down the
hill, near the hollow.“Thank you for being the messenger,” Maud said.“He gave it to Jack to give
to me,” Mollie said. “Jack said that he was adamant you receive it before school begins.”“The
intrigue,” Maud said, making sure the letter was still safely tucked in her Bible.Mollie giggled. “I
tried to get Jack to at least hint, but he was silent as the morning sunrise.” Mollie liked to talk in
metaphors.They stopped at the edge of the cemetery.Maud loved it here at the crossroads,



where she could see much of Cavendish. The spot overlooked the red road south to the North
Shore and the other one east, connecting her home. Down the hill, facing west past the hollow
and Mollie’s home, was Laird’s Hill, the Cavendish Hall and Baptist church.“Sadly, it will have to
wait,” Maud said, her gazing floating upon a particular tombstone.Mollie held Maud’s hand.
“Have you visited since you returned?”Maud nodded. “It was the first thing I did. But you know
how I love my little rituals.”“It is why I adore you.” They hugged, and then Mollie said, “The first
day of school promises to be interesting.”“It certainly does,” Maud murmured, watching Mollie
walk down the hill.CHAPTER ONEShe couldn’t breathe. Sweat pooled under the weight of her
long hair, soaking her lace collar. The thin gold ring she always wore on her right hand strangled
her swelling index finger. She tried twisting it, but it was stuck.“Stop fidgeting, Maud,” her
grandmother whispered as she discreetly nudged Maud’s grandfather, who was dozing through
Reverend Archibald’s sermon on the prodigal son. Grandfather grunted awake. “Honestly, I’m
surprised at the both of you. This is no way for a Macneill to behave in church.” Grandfather sat
straighter, and Maud cleared her throat so she wouldn’t laugh.Of course the heat did not fuss
Grandma Macneill. Just like the black net that hid her graying hair, she was able to hide her
emotions: an ability Grandma was always reminding Maud she sorely lacked. Grandma said
Maud was too sensitive, wearing her feelings on the surface like the red sand on the Island
shore. And Grandma was most likely right. She was right about everything.Maud muttered an
apology, taking a quick look back at the rest of the congregation at Cavendish’s Presbyterian
Church from their pew, always second from the front on the left-hand side. The Clarks,
Simpsons, and Macneills were all present, as they were every Sunday, to give thanks—and also
to take note of who was present, who was absent, and who was caught sleeping during the
reverend’s sermon. Maud loved to think about how she might describe them if she put them in
one of her stories.They were most definitely watching her—particularly the clan matriarchs, Mrs.
Elvira Simpson and Mrs. Matilda Clark. Maud had seen them stare at her when she had followed
her grandparents into church that morning.Maud knew what they were thinking. Hadn’t she left
Cavendish rather suddenly over some business with that schoolteacher Miss “Izzie” Robinson
six months ago? It was certainly no surprise the flighty, overly sensitive (and frankly queer) child
of the dearly departed Clara Macneill and her irresponsible husband, Hugh John Montgomery,
would act that way. There was no escaping it; it was in her blood.It was true that Maud had left
six months ago to live with her Aunt Emily and Uncle John Malcolm Montgomery in Malpeque
and then with her Aunt Annie and Uncle John Campbell in Park Corner. What wasn’t true were
the particular circumstances people believed—and there was nothing she could do about it.Now
Maud was back with her Grandma and Grandfather Macneill, her mother’s parents, on their farm
in Cavendish, Prince Edward Island, a small village of about forty families, on the North Shore,
where everyone knew everyone’s business. She had spent the summer with her merry Campbell
cousins, but now was back to Grandma’s lectures, uncomfortable dresses, and a new school
year with a new teacher.Maud stared ahead at a straw hat of lush summer flowers sitting on top
of a mound of curly blond hair. Underneath it was her best friend, Mollie, who had the privilege of



sitting in her parents’ pew in the front row with the new teacher. Miss Gordon appeared to be
listening attentively to the reverend’s sermon. She had just arrived in Cavendish that week, after
the last teacher, Miss Robinson, had finally left during the summer. Maud hoped she would get a
chance to prove herself to the new teacher. Even though her grandfather had strong feelings
about women teachers (“another confounded female teacher,” Maud had heard him mutter as
they passed Miss Gordon on the way into the church that morning), a teacher still held an
important place in the community: people respected your opinion—something Maud had
learned the hard way earlier that year.Mollie turned her head discreetly to catch Maud’s eye and,
in her typical overdramatic fashion, mimed fanning herself. Maud returned the action with an
overly dramatic grin, earning a firm tsk from her grandmother. Maud stifled a giggle and gazed
out the window, which overlooked the slope of the western hill, and tried to imagine a cool
breeze blowing through the chapel, clearing away the judgment. She longed to run down to the
red sandy shore, strip off her stockings—she didn’t even want to think about what was
happening to her poor black stockings—and jump into the Gulf. The air was as stifling as what
awaited her when she got home: an afternoon of reading the Bible in quiet contemplation and
the arrival of her mother’s brother, Uncle John Franklin, and his family for supper—although at
least her cousin Lu would be there.Maud turned her attention to the front. She had no idea what
Reverend Archibald was talking about; her thoughts drifted back to what Mollie had said before
church—that she had news. Mollie always had the best news.Resisting the urge to tap her best
friend on the shoulder, Maud quickly looked over at her cousin Pensie, sitting in the pew across
the aisle. At sixteen, Pensie could wear her wavy auburn hair in the latest fashion on top of her
head, and she sported fringe bangs that accentuated her long chin and big brown eyes. Alas,
being only fourteen, Maud wasn’t allowed to put her hair up, and she was forced to live under the
weight of it. Thankfully, Grandma had allowed her to tie it in two little ribbons clipped behind her
head so it was off her face.At long last, the service came to an end. Had her grandmother not
been there, Maud would have pushed through the congregation and raced down the stairs,
where there was space to breathe. As it was Sunday—and Grandma was there—Maud walked
with what she hoped was graceful civility, as befitted a child of the Macneill clan, to the cemetery
in front of the church, managing to find the welcome shade of a tree while she waited for her
friends…and Mollie’s news.Maud leaned her head against the coarse bark and closed her eyes,
trying to shut out the murmurs of people filing their way out of the church, but she couldn’t help
but overhear the talk around her.“I heard she had hysterics in the schoolyard,” Mrs. Simpson
said. “That’s what my daughter Mamie told me.”Of course Mamie would tell her mother some
falsehood. She was one of the girls that followed Maud’s nemesis, Clemmie Macneill.“I’m not
surprised, given…everything,” Mrs. Clark said. “I hope that new school teacher knows how to
handle an emotional child like Maud Montgomery.”“It’s the Montgomery side, I’m sure,” Mrs.
Simpson said.Maud scraped at the tree. How dare they speak about Father when he wasn’t here
to defend himself! She was both a Montgomery and a Macneill, which was why she would not
lower herself by marching over to those women and telling them to mind their own business. No.



She would pretend to ignore them.“You certainly got out quickly,” a familiar voice said.Maud
opened her eyes and sighed. “That heat was unbearable, Pensie. I couldn’t stand it any
longer.”“That’s not a dignified way to behave,” Pensie said, in a perfect imitation of Maud’s
grandmother, right down to the very stern look, but they couldn’t keep straight faces for very long
and started giggling.Close cousins who lived only a few minutes’ walk from each other, Maud
and Pensie had been friends their whole lives, sometimes writing letters more than twice a day,
which Maud kept in the small trunk at the foot of her bed. But since Maud had been away, and
Pensie was no longer attending school, the letters were becoming less frequent. They rarely
quarreled, but Maud wondered if anything was wrong. Just now, though, Pensie was behaving
the same as she always had. Everything would go back to normal now that she was back, Maud
reassured herself.“I was beginning to think that the reverend was going to keep us cooped up in
that heat all day.” Maud looked past her cousin’s shoulder to see Mollie smiling at her as she
walked up toward them. “Oh, look—there’s Mollie,” and she smiled back. She and Mollie had
been sitting together at school since they were eight years old; right before Maud had been sent
to Malpeque, they’d made a solemn vow of friendship. Mollie’s real name was Amanda, but they
had nicknamed each other last fall when they formed a secret club with Jack Laird and the
Baptist minister’s stepson, Nate Spurr. Maud was Pollie and Jack and Nate were Snap and
Snip.“Maudie!” Mollie cried out and reached around Pensie to give Maud a hug. Maud hugged
her friend back, and tried to suppress a stab of jealousy when she felt the small bustle at the
back of Mollie’s summer dress. Maud had read in the Young Ladies’ Journal that the big bustle—
a separate piece of clothing that attached to one’s waistband from the back, giving it extra flare—
had become stylish again. Maud would have loved to have one on her dress, but according to
Grandma, bustles were wasteful—“all that material.”“When are you going to give up those
juvenile nicknames?” Pensie said, when they had pulled apart.Mollie puffed under her plush
hat.Ever since Pensie had started wearing a corset the previous year, she had begun to put on
airs like she knew everything. It was confusing because sometimes Pensie seemed like the girl
Maud grew up with, and then other times it was as if she was entering into that great divide
where all she cared about was finding a husband. But it was too hot for quarrels.“Never!” Maud
said. “We love them, don’t we, Mollie?” In response, Mollie hugged her again, even more fiercely.
Maud couldn’t help but wonder if Mollie was doing it more for Pensie’s benefit than hers.“Why
don’t I have a nickname?” Maud’s cousin Lu said, coming up behind Mollie.“You do, my dear
cousin. Your full name is Lucy and I call you Lu,” Maud said.Lu beamed.“Did you see Jack
Laird?” Mollie asked, taking Maud’s hand. Pensie frowned down at their hands, and Maud
discreetly let go. It was too hot to hold hands anyway. “He looks nice today.”“Amanda Macneill,”
Pensie said, using Mollie’s given name. “You’re terrible.”“You’re not much better,” Maud teased.
“Your mother informed Grandma when she last came for tea that Quill Rollings is calling.”Pensie
flushed. “He was asking after Mother.”Maud and Mollie exchanged a smile.“I don’t know why you
all care,” Lu said. Being only almost-twelve, Lu didn’t find boys all that interesting.Mollie tried to
smoothly change the subject. “The new teacher is so lovely. She has big plans for our class and



is nothing like that stuck-up Miss Robinson. Oh, I’m sorry Maud…”Heat tickled Maud’s cheeks—
and it wasn’t from the weather.“It will be all right, Maudie,” Pensie said, putting her arm around
Maud’s shoulders. This time Mollie frowned, but Maud didn’t move. “I suspect the school board
would not have hired her if they didn’t think her suitable.”But they had hired the last one
too.“Mother is giving me the signal,” Lu said and waved goodbye. “I’ll see you this
afternoon.”“Good, now I can give you this.” Mollie opened her Bible and pulled out a folded piece
of paper—a letter! This must have been the “news” she was talking about.Pensie moved over to
Maud’s left to block any possible prying eyes. “You need to be careful,” she whispered. Maud
suppressed the urge to sigh. She wished her old friend could just be curious about the letter’s
contents, and not so proper.“That’s why I waited for Lu to go,” Mollie said.They all loved Lu, but
she was known to accidentally allow things to slip, and then her father would tell Maud’s
grandparents. Uncle John Franklin was her mother’s older brother, but he treated Maud like she
was a poor country cousin, dependent upon them for the rest of her life. During family gatherings
he either ignored her, or insulted her. Neither was tolerable. But seeing the familiar handwriting
of the sender, Maud forgot all about that and was overcome with a fluttery feeling. Thank
goodness Mollie had waited.Maud shoved the letter into her Bible.More people were beginning
to head home for Sunday dinner. Uncle John Franklin, Lu, and the rest of the family would be
over at the homestead soon enough and then the long, dull afternoon would begin.“Maud,”
Grandma called from the church steps, Grandfather plodding down behind her. “Don’t be too
long.”“Yes, Grandma,” Maud said.“That’s what I’m talking about. I’m just as curious as you are
about that letter, but you need to be careful that your grandmother doesn’t see it, Maudie,”
Pensie said. “I already had to be away from you this summer. I would hate for you to be sent
away again.”Pensie had missed her! Maud embraced her. “I don’t want to be away from you ever
again. I promise to be careful,” she said.Pensie took a step back and seemed to be looking
around for someone. Maud pushed away the feeling that her dearest cousin didn’t want to return
her embrace, but then Pensie said, “There’s Mother. She’ll be expecting me. I’ll see you for our
walk tomorrow and you can tell me about school.” By the way she said “school,” Maud knew
exactly what (or who) Pensie was talking about—the precious secret of who had authored the
letter now in Maud’s Bible. Maud expected Pensie to hug her again, but she didn’t. Maybe she
was just hot.Mollie and Maud walked through the cemetery’s grassy path toward Cavendish’s
main road. Mollie lived down the hill, near the hollow.“Thank you for being the messenger,” Maud
said.“He gave it to Jack to give to me,” Mollie said. “Jack said that he was adamant you receive it
before school begins.”“The intrigue,” Maud said, making sure the letter was still safely tucked in
her Bible.Mollie giggled. “I tried to get Jack to at least hint, but he was silent as the morning
sunrise.” Mollie liked to talk in metaphors.They stopped at the edge of the cemetery.Maud loved
it here at the crossroads, where she could see much of Cavendish. The spot overlooked the red
road south to the North Shore and the other one east, connecting her home. Down the hill,
facing west past the hollow and Mollie’s home, was Laird’s Hill, the Cavendish Hall and Baptist
church.“Sadly, it will have to wait,” Maud said, her gazing floating upon a particular



tombstone.Mollie held Maud’s hand. “Have you visited since you returned?”Maud nodded. “It
was the first thing I did. But you know how I love my little rituals.”“It is why I adore you.” They
hugged, and then Mollie said, “The first day of school promises to be interesting.”“It certainly
does,” Maud murmured, watching Mollie walk down the hill.CHAPTER TWOMaud tried walking
in quiet reverence to her mother’s tombstone, but her mind kept wandering to the next day at
school. While she was thrilled to be back with Mollie and Lu—and, yes, possibly the person who
had crafted the letter safely tucked in her Bible—Maud was also quite nervous about how she
and the new teacher, Miss Gordon, would get along.Last year, Maud had been delighted when
she heard that the school trustees had chosen Miss Izzie Robinson to be Cavendish’s first lady
teacher. Of course, back then not everyone in the community had been. There was much talk
about women being unable to handle a classroom as well as a man—particularly with the older
boys.And for Grandfather, it was even more than that. He thought that teaching was a man’s
profession—a profession that was certainly beneath a Macneill. When Maud once revealed that
she might want to teach, he had pronounced that “no Macneill would lower herself to be little
more than a nanny.”Then, somehow Miss Robinson convinced Grandma to allow her to board
with them. It wasn’t unusual: teachers often did. Her grandparents made money from the farm,
and running the post office out of their kitchen, but the additional boarding income was also
helpful. But Miss Robinson’s sour disposition and Grandfather’s tendency to insult was sure to
cause difficulty. And it did.One evening a month after Miss Robinson had started living with
them, Grandfather made some suggestion that Miss Robinson couldn’t keep order in the
classroom, which was a half-truth, as Miss Robinson could only keep the boys in check if she
threatened a whipping.“If you were one of my students, Mr. Macneill, I might show you how I deal
with impertinence,” she said.“The impertinence is your unladylike tone,” Grandfather said.“How
about some more peas?” Grandma held the bowl out to her husband.“I’ll take some,” Maud said.
Grandma gave her the bowl and she took an extra helping. “These are delicious!”“Thank you,
Maud.” Grandma nodded over her spectacles approvingly.“You should come and inspect my
class yourself,” Miss Robinson went on. “Maybe you would actually learn something, such as
how to be hospitable.”Grandfather banged the jug of apple cider he had been pouring on the
table and some of the juice spilled onto Grandma’s linen tablecloth. Maud flinched.“Miss
Robinson,” Grandma said. “I hear your brother will be coming to visit. You know he also stayed
with us last year.”This had the desired effect, as Miss Robinson loved talking about her brother,
and the quarrel was appeased for the present.But things between Grandfather and Miss
Robinson continued to unravel, which meant things got worse for Maud at school. Miss
Robinson would pick on Maud any chance she could and, as much as the young girl tried not to
cry in front of everyone, somehow her teacher knew exactly what to say. When Maud told
Grandma, she was advised to stop crying and listen to her elders.Everything had escalated last
March, when Miss Robinson asked the class to memorize and interpret a poem. Maud had
spent much of the week practicing so Miss Robinson wouldn’t be able to find fault.After Nate
had given his excellent recitation and interpretation of Tennyson’s “Sir Lancelot and Queen



Guinevere,” Clemmie fumbled through her passage so badly Miss Robinson took over and
interpreted the poem herself.Maud was barely listening; her turn was next, and she was quite
nervous.“Do you not agree, Maud?” Miss Robinson said.Maud recoiled. The class went still.
Maud desperately tried to think.“I suppose you think I’m incorrect,” Miss Robinson went on. “You
know you have an expressive face that tells us everything you’re thinking.”Maud stared at her
boots. At least her teacher wouldn’t see her face, or the tears.“Like your grandfather, you think
you are all high and mighty and superior. If you know so much, you should be able to do your
reading now without any errors.”It was as if a toad had gone to sleep on Maud’s tongue. She
couldn’t remember anything. Miss Robinson smiled triumphantly and told Maud to sit down.After
school, Maud ran upstairs to her room to write the whole ordeal in her journal. Sitting on her bed,
Maud wrote as if it burned her to write, but it would scorch her if she didn’t. As the words mingled
with the anger, the world around her shifted and Maud moved past Miss Robinson, finding
herself on the edge of her dream world. Her bones ached, her eyes burned, her shoulders
screamed, but she kept writing until she lost herself and found her way back.After a very
awkward dinner, where Maud couldn’t swallow her meal from nerves, Grandma called Maud into
the parlor. Miss Robinson sat proudly on the green sofa, and the soft lamplight highlighted her
grandparents’ disappointment. It was considered bad manners to challenge a teacher.“Did you
forget your lessons today?” Grandma said.“No, ma’am.”“She lies,” Miss Robinson said. “You
stood there gaping like one of your grandfather’s fish.”“That would be your sour disposition,”
Grandfather said. Maud knew better than to think he was standing up for her; this was one of his
insults.“Alexander, please,” Grandma said, and clasped her hands on her lap. “Maud may be
flighty and irresponsible, but I’ve never known her to lie, Miss Robinson.”For a fleeting moment,
Maud wondered if maybe Grandma would stand up for her. Reverend Archibald was always
talking about God’s miracles; perhaps this would be one of them.“Maud,” Grandma said. “Please
explain what happened in a calm and rational way.”“I knew my lesson,” Maud said, as if each
word was sparked with venom. “But Miss Robinson did not give me the opportunity to
speak.”“Maud.” Grandma peered over her spectacles. “I said calmly and rationally.”“But you don’t
understand, Grandma!” Maud said, hating the childish whine creeping into her voice. “I did know
it, but she had startled me so badly the words completely left my head. I knew it! I knew it!”“You
don’t speak to your grandmother that way,” Grandfather said, without raising his voice. The
sound curdled Maud’s stomach, bringing forth the inevitable tears.“Miss Robinson,” Grandma
said, standing up. “I’m sorry for my granddaughter’s conduct.” She glared at Maud. “She knows
better than to allow her emotions to get the better of her.”There was no mercy. Her grandparents
would always be ashamed of her.Miss Robinson’s pruned mouth twisted into an almost smile.
“She’s at that age, Mrs. Macneill. Young ladies need to know their place.”Neither grandparent
acknowledged Miss Robinson’s remark, but Maud’s grandmother did ask the teacher to leave
the room. Satisfied, Miss Robinson smoothed down her skirt and went upstairs.Grandma waited
until they heard the creaking of Miss Robinson’s door shutting before she spoke. “Sit down,
Maud,” she said, handing her granddaughter a tissue. “You handled that poorly.”“I know,” Maud



said, blowing her nose. “But I couldn’t help it. She treated me so abominably!”“Shh,” Grandma
said. “Honestly, the way you talked to her…”Grandfather didn’t speak; raising children was
woman’s work.“We must protect ourselves, Maud, from gossip,” she continued. “That woman is
already going around town spreading falsehoods. You’re old enough to understand the damage
that can happen to a family if people get the wrong idea.” Grandma was talking about
Father.“Your grandfather and I will talk it over, and we’ll give you our verdict,” Grandma
said.Maud stood up. It was as if a gnarled, twisted root was suffocating her when she
remembered what had happened in school. And what would happen if she returned. “I can’t go
back there,” she said quietly.“You can if we make you,” Grandfather said.Maud opened up her
mouth to speak, but her grandmother held her hand up as if to silence her. “True, Alexander. But.”
She patted Maud’s hand and dropped her own back on her lap. “I’m not sure it is the best course
of action. Now, go upstairs, and we will discuss it.”Maud listened to her grandmother and went
upstairs and waited. She wrote in her journal of how unjustly accused she had felt and how she
would never forgive her teacher.No one said anything for a few days, and for once, her
grandparents let Maud stay home from school. Maud helped her grandmother with the chores
and at the post office. She took long walks through the cow path she called Lover’s Lane, her
favorite place, and waited. She wanted to ask what “verdict” her grandparents had rendered, but
they were silent.A few days later a letter arrived from Aunt Emily in Malpeque indicating she
would be “willing to take in Maud for a little while.”“It is settled,” Grandma said, folding the letter in
half. “You are to leave school and we’ll make arrangements with Emily. She’s had some trouble
lately with the children, and I suspect she would love the help. You’ll stay there until we decide
how to deal with—” she paused—“her.”Of course they hadn’t even considered sending Maud to
Saskatchewan to live with Father. He couldn’t take Maud when he left the Island after her mother
died. He had sold his general store in Clifton and went to visit Maud’s aunt in Boston. He had
come back twice: once when Maud was nine, and then again when she was eleven, but she had
not seen him since. He wrote to her, of course, and Maud even had a new baby sister, Katie.
While he hadn’t said it, Maud knew one day he would come for her.Now, as Maud stood in front
of her mother’s grave, she wondered if Father would have even taken her. From his letters, it
didn’t appear to be a good time. He had originally moved to Prince Albert to run his
auctioneering business. But Father had big dreams and went into government too, becoming a
forest ranger and homestead investigator. His supervisor had accused Father of being in a
“conflict of interest” for continuing to run his auctioneering business while also performing his
other duties, so he and his new wife were living in Battleford, Saskatchewan. In his letters, Father
had told Maud that his requests for a transfer back to Prince Albert, where he had purchased his
beautiful home, Eglintoune Villa, were consistently denied. It wasn’t fair! Father worked so hard.
Why couldn’t his supervisor see that?At least she could comfort herself by visiting Mother’s
grave. Maud stood quietly in front of the white-and-gray-peppered tombstone. Maud loved the
graveyard with its old tombstones of Cavendish’s founders, ancient clans from the Old World
communing together. Everyone in Cavendish was practically related. Her grandparents often



murmured one had to be careful if you didn’t want to marry your kin—as was the custom with
some. By their tone, it was clear they didn’t put themselves in that category.Maud had
memorized every deep crevice of her mother’s tombstone: the hand with its index finger pointed
up to the sky, the “God is Love” inscription, and the often quoted hymn for the dead:“Yet again
we hope to meet thee, / When the day of life is fled,” she read out loud.Even her mother’s
tombstone showed how much Grandfather and Grandma had disapproved of Father. The hymn
was about a dearly departed sister, not a beloved wife and mother. Mother died when she was
twenty-three years old, almost eight years older than Maud was now. Father loved Mother, but
no one ever talked about how her parents met. No one ever talked about why they married so
quickly. No one ever talked about Mother at all. One day, Maud would be reunited with Father
and he would tell her about her mother, about their courtship and her life with them before
Mother died. One day, she would have a family and a place to call home.When her mother died,
there had been no one else to take care of Maud. Her mother’s brother, Uncle John Franklin
Macneill (Lu’s father), had his family; and Clara’s sister, Maud’s Aunt Annie Campbell, had hers;
so the responsibility fell to Maud’s sixteen-year-old aunt, Emily. Maud wondered if that was why
Emily now had such a sour disposition; she certainly had picked up her talent for insults from
Grandfather. But when Maud was younger, Emily had been kind to her, willing to answer
questions about heaven and if Mother was happy where she was.Standing there with the wind
and the low moan of the sea, Maud allowed herself to dwell in memory. No one believed Maud
when she told them that she remembered Mother’s funeral. It was all Maud had of her
mother.Maud had been just twenty-one months old when it happened, but she could remember
every detail. Father crying beside the casket, his dark hair combed neatly, beard trim, his eyes
sad and dull. Her mother looked beautiful, pale, like a queen sleeping. Maud had used that exact
description in her piece of verse about a queen who had been poisoned by an evil villain. She
was calling it “The Queen’s Betrayal.” It was very dramatic.The warm wind whistled, and she
looked up to see it wasn’t the wind at all. Nate Spurr strode toward her from the Haunted Woods
—appearing almost as if by magic. Maud felt that flutter again and turned her face to the shore
so he couldn’t tell she was excited to see him. Being the Baptist minister’s stepson, he would
have attended the Baptist Church, on the other side of the woods. It must have let out a few
minutes ago.They hadn’t spoken since she left last winter, and Maud had wondered if he was
still angry with her because she’d refused to tell him why she had to leave. She had given him a
message through Mollie in a letter when she was away, telling him where she was, and she’d
hoped he would write. They were friends, after all. She never did get a letter back, but the note
he’d sent through Mollie showed he had forgiven her. Hands shaking, Maud quickly opened her
Bible to read the note before he reached her:Dear Polly,A quick message to welcome you back
to school. Things were certainly not as interesting with you gone. Now we can get into all sorts of
trouble.SnipMaud didn’t quite know what he meant by “trouble,” but the last thing she needed
was her grandparents finding another reason to send her away again.“Polly.”Nate was the
smartest boy in school. He’d grown since Maud had last seen him. His ears still stuck out a bit,



but his short brown hair curled around them in an appealing way. He had intense gray eyes and
a square jaw with a dimple in his chin. He was thin but strong, and looked at you as if he knew
your whole story. This always made her nervous.Maud dropped her gaze and, trying to keep
things light, reverted back to an old joke of theirs. “Hello, Snip. Is that Pollie with a y or ie?” Part of
the nickname game Maud, Mollie, Jack, and Nate had played involved Nate insisting that her
nickname be spelled with a y instead of an ie, as Maud preferred.“Why, a y, of course!” Nate
grinned. “It is the only dignified way of spelling it.”“It is not,” she responded on cue. “You know
that ie is the only way.”Nate cleared his throat. “I see you got my note,” he said.“Yes, but only
just.” She slipped the letter back into the Bible. “I haven’t had time to respond.” Maud noticed
how Nate hugged a book under his arm. He was dressed in his Sunday best—a fine dark
waistcoat—but his brown cap, worn backwards the way she liked it, made him appear more like
himself.“Will I receive an answer tomorrow?” he said.“Perhaps,” Maud said. “If you tell me what
you’re holding in your hand…”He pulled out the hardcover book he had been carrying and
showed it to her. “I must confess, Mollie told Jack you might be here, so I thought I would give it a
chance.”“Really,” Maud said, getting the courage to look him in the eye.“Yes. I read this book over
the summer and thought you would enjoy it.”“How would you know what I enjoy?”Nate chuckled.
“I know you, Lucy Maud Montgomery.” He paused. “More than you know.”Maud’s whole body
ached to take it, but she only read the title: Undine by Fouqué. The title was familiar. It took her a
moment to place it. “This is the book Jo is reading at the beginning of Little Women!”He grinned.
“I remember last spring you had mentioned being curious about it, so I bought a copy when I
went with my stepfather to Charlottetown in early summer. While Little Women is a silly girl’s book
—”“It is not a silly girl book—” Maud said, ready to defend her favorite novel, but then stopped
when she realized he was teasing her—as usual.He held it out to her. The book was made of
rich navy blue cloth. On the cover was an elegantly robed mermaid with flowing hair, cradled in
seaweed.Nate Spurr had thought of her.“Take it,” he said, stretching the book out to her. “I look
forward to hearing your opinion.”She fiddled with her ring. “I don’t know.”“I left you some of my
thoughts inside.” He flipped open the front cover to show his notations. Maud did the same thing
to her books, as though she was having a personal conversation with the author.“You’ve read it,”
she said.“Yes,” he said. She twisted her ring.“I don’t think it is proper for me to receive a gift from
you.”Nate stepped forward. “Would it help if it was only a loan?” The book lay innocently on the
palms of his hands.A loan. No one—not even Grandma—could say anything about someone
lending her a book. Even if it was from the Baptist minister’s stepson.“All right,” she said, taking it
from him, their fingers lightly brushing over the spine’s curved edges. “If it is only a loan.”“Of
course,” he said. “There’s really nothing like starting a new story, is there, Maud?”CHAPTER
TWOMaud tried walking in quiet reverence to her mother’s tombstone, but her mind kept
wandering to the next day at school. While she was thrilled to be back with Mollie and Lu—and,
yes, possibly the person who had crafted the letter safely tucked in her Bible—Maud was also
quite nervous about how she and the new teacher, Miss Gordon, would get along.Last year,
Maud had been delighted when she heard that the school trustees had chosen Miss Izzie



Robinson to be Cavendish’s first lady teacher. Of course, back then not everyone in the
community had been. There was much talk about women being unable to handle a classroom
as well as a man—particularly with the older boys.And for Grandfather, it was even more than
that. He thought that teaching was a man’s profession—a profession that was certainly beneath
a Macneill. When Maud once revealed that she might want to teach, he had pronounced that “no
Macneill would lower herself to be little more than a nanny.”Then, somehow Miss Robinson
convinced Grandma to allow her to board with them. It wasn’t unusual: teachers often did. Her
grandparents made money from the farm, and running the post office out of their kitchen, but the
additional boarding income was also helpful. But Miss Robinson’s sour disposition and
Grandfather’s tendency to insult was sure to cause difficulty. And it did.One evening a month
after Miss Robinson had started living with them, Grandfather made some suggestion that Miss
Robinson couldn’t keep order in the classroom, which was a half-truth, as Miss Robinson could
only keep the boys in check if she threatened a whipping.“If you were one of my students, Mr.
Macneill, I might show you how I deal with impertinence,” she said.“The impertinence is your
unladylike tone,” Grandfather said.“How about some more peas?” Grandma held the bowl out to
her husband.“I’ll take some,” Maud said. Grandma gave her the bowl and she took an extra
helping. “These are delicious!”“Thank you, Maud.” Grandma nodded over her spectacles
approvingly.“You should come and inspect my class yourself,” Miss Robinson went on. “Maybe
you would actually learn something, such as how to be hospitable.”Grandfather banged the jug
of apple cider he had been pouring on the table and some of the juice spilled onto Grandma’s
linen tablecloth. Maud flinched.“Miss Robinson,” Grandma said. “I hear your brother will be
coming to visit. You know he also stayed with us last year.”This had the desired effect, as Miss
Robinson loved talking about her brother, and the quarrel was appeased for the present.But
things between Grandfather and Miss Robinson continued to unravel, which meant things got
worse for Maud at school. Miss Robinson would pick on Maud any chance she could and, as
much as the young girl tried not to cry in front of everyone, somehow her teacher knew exactly
what to say. When Maud told Grandma, she was advised to stop crying and listen to her
elders.Everything had escalated last March, when Miss Robinson asked the class to memorize
and interpret a poem. Maud had spent much of the week practicing so Miss Robinson wouldn’t
be able to find fault.After Nate had given his excellent recitation and interpretation of Tennyson’s
“Sir Lancelot and Queen Guinevere,” Clemmie fumbled through her passage so badly Miss
Robinson took over and interpreted the poem herself.Maud was barely listening; her turn was
next, and she was quite nervous.“Do you not agree, Maud?” Miss Robinson said.Maud recoiled.
The class went still. Maud desperately tried to think.“I suppose you think I’m incorrect,” Miss
Robinson went on. “You know you have an expressive face that tells us everything you’re
thinking.”Maud stared at her boots. At least her teacher wouldn’t see her face, or the tears.“Like
your grandfather, you think you are all high and mighty and superior. If you know so much, you
should be able to do your reading now without any errors.”It was as if a toad had gone to sleep
on Maud’s tongue. She couldn’t remember anything. Miss Robinson smiled triumphantly and



told Maud to sit down.After school, Maud ran upstairs to her room to write the whole ordeal in
her journal. Sitting on her bed, Maud wrote as if it burned her to write, but it would scorch her if
she didn’t. As the words mingled with the anger, the world around her shifted and Maud moved
past Miss Robinson, finding herself on the edge of her dream world. Her bones ached, her eyes
burned, her shoulders screamed, but she kept writing until she lost herself and found her way
back.After a very awkward dinner, where Maud couldn’t swallow her meal from nerves,
Grandma called Maud into the parlor. Miss Robinson sat proudly on the green sofa, and the soft
lamplight highlighted her grandparents’ disappointment. It was considered bad manners to
challenge a teacher.“Did you forget your lessons today?” Grandma said.“No, ma’am.”“She lies,”
Miss Robinson said. “You stood there gaping like one of your grandfather’s fish.”“That would be
your sour disposition,” Grandfather said. Maud knew better than to think he was standing up for
her; this was one of his insults.“Alexander, please,” Grandma said, and clasped her hands on her
lap. “Maud may be flighty and irresponsible, but I’ve never known her to lie, Miss Robinson.”For a
fleeting moment, Maud wondered if maybe Grandma would stand up for her. Reverend
Archibald was always talking about God’s miracles; perhaps this would be one of them.“Maud,”
Grandma said. “Please explain what happened in a calm and rational way.”“I knew my lesson,”
Maud said, as if each word was sparked with venom. “But Miss Robinson did not give me the
opportunity to speak.”“Maud.” Grandma peered over her spectacles. “I said calmly and
rationally.”“But you don’t understand, Grandma!” Maud said, hating the childish whine creeping
into her voice. “I did know it, but she had startled me so badly the words completely left my head.
I knew it! I knew it!”“You don’t speak to your grandmother that way,” Grandfather said, without
raising his voice. The sound curdled Maud’s stomach, bringing forth the inevitable tears.“Miss
Robinson,” Grandma said, standing up. “I’m sorry for my granddaughter’s conduct.” She glared at
Maud. “She knows better than to allow her emotions to get the better of her.”There was no mercy.
Her grandparents would always be ashamed of her.Miss Robinson’s pruned mouth twisted into
an almost smile. “She’s at that age, Mrs. Macneill. Young ladies need to know their place.”Neither
grandparent acknowledged Miss Robinson’s remark, but Maud’s grandmother did ask the
teacher to leave the room. Satisfied, Miss Robinson smoothed down her skirt and went
upstairs.Grandma waited until they heard the creaking of Miss Robinson’s door shutting before
she spoke. “Sit down, Maud,” she said, handing her granddaughter a tissue. “You handled that
poorly.”“I know,” Maud said, blowing her nose. “But I couldn’t help it. She treated me so
abominably!”“Shh,” Grandma said. “Honestly, the way you talked to her…”Grandfather didn’t
speak; raising children was woman’s work.“We must protect ourselves, Maud, from gossip,” she
continued. “That woman is already going around town spreading falsehoods. You’re old enough
to understand the damage that can happen to a family if people get the wrong idea.” Grandma
was talking about Father.“Your grandfather and I will talk it over, and we’ll give you our verdict,”
Grandma said.Maud stood up. It was as if a gnarled, twisted root was suffocating her when she
remembered what had happened in school. And what would happen if she returned. “I can’t go
back there,” she said quietly.“You can if we make you,” Grandfather said.Maud opened up her



mouth to speak, but her grandmother held her hand up as if to silence her. “True, Alexander. But.”
She patted Maud’s hand and dropped her own back on her lap. “I’m not sure it is the best course
of action. Now, go upstairs, and we will discuss it.”Maud listened to her grandmother and went
upstairs and waited. She wrote in her journal of how unjustly accused she had felt and how she
would never forgive her teacher.No one said anything for a few days, and for once, her
grandparents let Maud stay home from school. Maud helped her grandmother with the chores
and at the post office. She took long walks through the cow path she called Lover’s Lane, her
favorite place, and waited. She wanted to ask what “verdict” her grandparents had rendered, but
they were silent.A few days later a letter arrived from Aunt Emily in Malpeque indicating she
would be “willing to take in Maud for a little while.”“It is settled,” Grandma said, folding the letter in
half. “You are to leave school and we’ll make arrangements with Emily. She’s had some trouble
lately with the children, and I suspect she would love the help. You’ll stay there until we decide
how to deal with—” she paused—“her.”Of course they hadn’t even considered sending Maud to
Saskatchewan to live with Father. He couldn’t take Maud when he left the Island after her mother
died. He had sold his general store in Clifton and went to visit Maud’s aunt in Boston. He had
come back twice: once when Maud was nine, and then again when she was eleven, but she had
not seen him since. He wrote to her, of course, and Maud even had a new baby sister, Katie.
While he hadn’t said it, Maud knew one day he would come for her.Now, as Maud stood in front
of her mother’s grave, she wondered if Father would have even taken her. From his letters, it
didn’t appear to be a good time. He had originally moved to Prince Albert to run his
auctioneering business. But Father had big dreams and went into government too, becoming a
forest ranger and homestead investigator. His supervisor had accused Father of being in a
“conflict of interest” for continuing to run his auctioneering business while also performing his
other duties, so he and his new wife were living in Battleford, Saskatchewan. In his letters, Father
had told Maud that his requests for a transfer back to Prince Albert, where he had purchased his
beautiful home, Eglintoune Villa, were consistently denied. It wasn’t fair! Father worked so hard.
Why couldn’t his supervisor see that?At least she could comfort herself by visiting Mother’s
grave. Maud stood quietly in front of the white-and-gray-peppered tombstone. Maud loved the
graveyard with its old tombstones of Cavendish’s founders, ancient clans from the Old World
communing together. Everyone in Cavendish was practically related. Her grandparents often
murmured one had to be careful if you didn’t want to marry your kin—as was the custom with
some. By their tone, it was clear they didn’t put themselves in that category.Maud had
memorized every deep crevice of her mother’s tombstone: the hand with its index finger pointed
up to the sky, the “God is Love” inscription, and the often quoted hymn for the dead:“Yet again
we hope to meet thee, / When the day of life is fled,” she read out loud.Even her mother’s
tombstone showed how much Grandfather and Grandma had disapproved of Father. The hymn
was about a dearly departed sister, not a beloved wife and mother. Mother died when she was
twenty-three years old, almost eight years older than Maud was now. Father loved Mother, but
no one ever talked about how her parents met. No one ever talked about why they married so



quickly. No one ever talked about Mother at all. One day, Maud would be reunited with Father
and he would tell her about her mother, about their courtship and her life with them before
Mother died. One day, she would have a family and a place to call home.When her mother died,
there had been no one else to take care of Maud. Her mother’s brother, Uncle John Franklin
Macneill (Lu’s father), had his family; and Clara’s sister, Maud’s Aunt Annie Campbell, had hers;
so the responsibility fell to Maud’s sixteen-year-old aunt, Emily. Maud wondered if that was why
Emily now had such a sour disposition; she certainly had picked up her talent for insults from
Grandfather. But when Maud was younger, Emily had been kind to her, willing to answer
questions about heaven and if Mother was happy where she was.Standing there with the wind
and the low moan of the sea, Maud allowed herself to dwell in memory. No one believed Maud
when she told them that she remembered Mother’s funeral. It was all Maud had of her
mother.Maud had been just twenty-one months old when it happened, but she could remember
every detail. Father crying beside the casket, his dark hair combed neatly, beard trim, his eyes
sad and dull. Her mother looked beautiful, pale, like a queen sleeping. Maud had used that exact
description in her piece of verse about a queen who had been poisoned by an evil villain. She
was calling it “The Queen’s Betrayal.” It was very dramatic.The warm wind whistled, and she
looked up to see it wasn’t the wind at all. Nate Spurr strode toward her from the Haunted Woods
—appearing almost as if by magic. Maud felt that flutter again and turned her face to the shore
so he couldn’t tell she was excited to see him. Being the Baptist minister’s stepson, he would
have attended the Baptist Church, on the other side of the woods. It must have let out a few
minutes ago.They hadn’t spoken since she left last winter, and Maud had wondered if he was
still angry with her because she’d refused to tell him why she had to leave. She had given him a
message through Mollie in a letter when she was away, telling him where she was, and she’d
hoped he would write. They were friends, after all. She never did get a letter back, but the note
he’d sent through Mollie showed he had forgiven her. Hands shaking, Maud quickly opened her
Bible to read the note before he reached her:Dear Polly,A quick message to welcome you back
to school. Things were certainly not as interesting with you gone. Now we can get into all sorts of
trouble.SnipMaud didn’t quite know what he meant by “trouble,” but the last thing she needed
was her grandparents finding another reason to send her away again.“Polly.”Nate was the
smartest boy in school. He’d grown since Maud had last seen him. His ears still stuck out a bit,
but his short brown hair curled around them in an appealing way. He had intense gray eyes and
a square jaw with a dimple in his chin. He was thin but strong, and looked at you as if he knew
your whole story. This always made her nervous.Maud dropped her gaze and, trying to keep
things light, reverted back to an old joke of theirs. “Hello, Snip. Is that Pollie with a y or ie?” Part of
the nickname game Maud, Mollie, Jack, and Nate had played involved Nate insisting that her
nickname be spelled with a y instead of an ie, as Maud preferred.“Why, a y, of course!” Nate
grinned. “It is the only dignified way of spelling it.”“It is not,” she responded on cue. “You know
that ie is the only way.”Nate cleared his throat. “I see you got my note,” he said.“Yes, but only
just.” She slipped the letter back into the Bible. “I haven’t had time to respond.” Maud noticed



how Nate hugged a book under his arm. He was dressed in his Sunday best—a fine dark
waistcoat—but his brown cap, worn backwards the way she liked it, made him appear more like
himself.“Will I receive an answer tomorrow?” he said.“Perhaps,” Maud said. “If you tell me what
you’re holding in your hand…”He pulled out the hardcover book he had been carrying and
showed it to her. “I must confess, Mollie told Jack you might be here, so I thought I would give it a
chance.”“Really,” Maud said, getting the courage to look him in the eye.“Yes. I read this book over
the summer and thought you would enjoy it.”“How would you know what I enjoy?”Nate chuckled.
“I know you, Lucy Maud Montgomery.” He paused. “More than you know.”Maud’s whole body
ached to take it, but she only read the title: Undine by Fouqué. The title was familiar. It took her a
moment to place it. “This is the book Jo is reading at the beginning of Little Women!”He grinned.
“I remember last spring you had mentioned being curious about it, so I bought a copy when I
went with my stepfather to Charlottetown in early summer. While Little Women is a silly girl’s book
—”“It is not a silly girl book—” Maud said, ready to defend her favorite novel, but then stopped
when she realized he was teasing her—as usual.He held it out to her. The book was made of
rich navy blue cloth. On the cover was an elegantly robed mermaid with flowing hair, cradled in
seaweed.Nate Spurr had thought of her.“Take it,” he said, stretching the book out to her. “I look
forward to hearing your opinion.”She fiddled with her ring. “I don’t know.”“I left you some of my
thoughts inside.” He flipped open the front cover to show his notations. Maud did the same thing
to her books, as though she was having a personal conversation with the author.“You’ve read it,”
she said.“Yes,” he said. She twisted her ring.“I don’t think it is proper for me to receive a gift from
you.”Nate stepped forward. “Would it help if it was only a loan?” The book lay innocently on the
palms of his hands.A loan. No one—not even Grandma—could say anything about someone
lending her a book. Even if it was from the Baptist minister’s stepson.“All right,” she said, taking it
from him, their fingers lightly brushing over the spine’s curved edges. “If it is only a loan.”“Of
course,” he said. “There’s really nothing like starting a new story, is there, Maud?”CHAPTER
TWOMaud tried walking in quiet reverence to her mother’s tombstone, but her mind kept
wandering to the next day at school. While she was thrilled to be back with Mollie and Lu—and,
yes, possibly the person who had crafted the letter safely tucked in her Bible—Maud was also
quite nervous about how she and the new teacher, Miss Gordon, would get along.Last year,
Maud had been delighted when she heard that the school trustees had chosen Miss Izzie
Robinson to be Cavendish’s first lady teacher. Of course, back then not everyone in the
community had been. There was much talk about women being unable to handle a classroom
as well as a man—particularly with the older boys.And for Grandfather, it was even more than
that. He thought that teaching was a man’s profession—a profession that was certainly beneath
a Macneill. When Maud once revealed that she might want to teach, he had pronounced that “no
Macneill would lower herself to be little more than a nanny.”Then, somehow Miss Robinson
convinced Grandma to allow her to board with them. It wasn’t unusual: teachers often did. Her
grandparents made money from the farm, and running the post office out of their kitchen, but the
additional boarding income was also helpful. But Miss Robinson’s sour disposition and



Grandfather’s tendency to insult was sure to cause difficulty. And it did.One evening a month
after Miss Robinson had started living with them, Grandfather made some suggestion that Miss
Robinson couldn’t keep order in the classroom, which was a half-truth, as Miss Robinson could
only keep the boys in check if she threatened a whipping.“If you were one of my students, Mr.
Macneill, I might show you how I deal with impertinence,” she said.“The impertinence is your
unladylike tone,” Grandfather said.“How about some more peas?” Grandma held the bowl out to
her husband.“I’ll take some,” Maud said. Grandma gave her the bowl and she took an extra
helping. “These are delicious!”“Thank you, Maud.” Grandma nodded over her spectacles
approvingly.“You should come and inspect my class yourself,” Miss Robinson went on. “Maybe
you would actually learn something, such as how to be hospitable.”Grandfather banged the jug
of apple cider he had been pouring on the table and some of the juice spilled onto Grandma’s
linen tablecloth. Maud flinched.“Miss Robinson,” Grandma said. “I hear your brother will be
coming to visit. You know he also stayed with us last year.”This had the desired effect, as Miss
Robinson loved talking about her brother, and the quarrel was appeased for the present.But
things between Grandfather and Miss Robinson continued to unravel, which meant things got
worse for Maud at school. Miss Robinson would pick on Maud any chance she could and, as
much as the young girl tried not to cry in front of everyone, somehow her teacher knew exactly
what to say. When Maud told Grandma, she was advised to stop crying and listen to her
elders.Everything had escalated last March, when Miss Robinson asked the class to memorize
and interpret a poem. Maud had spent much of the week practicing so Miss Robinson wouldn’t
be able to find fault.After Nate had given his excellent recitation and interpretation of Tennyson’s
“Sir Lancelot and Queen Guinevere,” Clemmie fumbled through her passage so badly Miss
Robinson took over and interpreted the poem herself.Maud was barely listening; her turn was
next, and she was quite nervous.“Do you not agree, Maud?” Miss Robinson said.Maud recoiled.
The class went still. Maud desperately tried to think.“I suppose you think I’m incorrect,” Miss
Robinson went on. “You know you have an expressive face that tells us everything you’re
thinking.”Maud stared at her boots. At least her teacher wouldn’t see her face, or the tears.“Like
your grandfather, you think you are all high and mighty and superior. If you know so much, you
should be able to do your reading now without any errors.”It was as if a toad had gone to sleep
on Maud’s tongue. She couldn’t remember anything. Miss Robinson smiled triumphantly and
told Maud to sit down.After school, Maud ran upstairs to her room to write the whole ordeal in
her journal. Sitting on her bed, Maud wrote as if it burned her to write, but it would scorch her if
she didn’t. As the words mingled with the anger, the world around her shifted and Maud moved
past Miss Robinson, finding herself on the edge of her dream world. Her bones ached, her eyes
burned, her shoulders screamed, but she kept writing until she lost herself and found her way
back.After a very awkward dinner, where Maud couldn’t swallow her meal from nerves,
Grandma called Maud into the parlor. Miss Robinson sat proudly on the green sofa, and the soft
lamplight highlighted her grandparents’ disappointment. It was considered bad manners to
challenge a teacher.“Did you forget your lessons today?” Grandma said.“No, ma’am.”“She lies,”



Miss Robinson said. “You stood there gaping like one of your grandfather’s fish.”“That would be
your sour disposition,” Grandfather said. Maud knew better than to think he was standing up for
her; this was one of his insults.“Alexander, please,” Grandma said, and clasped her hands on her
lap. “Maud may be flighty and irresponsible, but I’ve never known her to lie, Miss Robinson.”For a
fleeting moment, Maud wondered if maybe Grandma would stand up for her. Reverend
Archibald was always talking about God’s miracles; perhaps this would be one of them.“Maud,”
Grandma said. “Please explain what happened in a calm and rational way.”“I knew my lesson,”
Maud said, as if each word was sparked with venom. “But Miss Robinson did not give me the
opportunity to speak.”“Maud.” Grandma peered over her spectacles. “I said calmly and
rationally.”“But you don’t understand, Grandma!” Maud said, hating the childish whine creeping
into her voice. “I did know it, but she had startled me so badly the words completely left my head.
I knew it! I knew it!”“You don’t speak to your grandmother that way,” Grandfather said, without
raising his voice. The sound curdled Maud’s stomach, bringing forth the inevitable tears.“Miss
Robinson,” Grandma said, standing up. “I’m sorry for my granddaughter’s conduct.” She glared at
Maud. “She knows better than to allow her emotions to get the better of her.”There was no mercy.
Her grandparents would always be ashamed of her.Miss Robinson’s pruned mouth twisted into
an almost smile. “She’s at that age, Mrs. Macneill. Young ladies need to know their place.”Neither
grandparent acknowledged Miss Robinson’s remark, but Maud’s grandmother did ask the
teacher to leave the room. Satisfied, Miss Robinson smoothed down her skirt and went
upstairs.Grandma waited until they heard the creaking of Miss Robinson’s door shutting before
she spoke. “Sit down, Maud,” she said, handing her granddaughter a tissue. “You handled that
poorly.”“I know,” Maud said, blowing her nose. “But I couldn’t help it. She treated me so
abominably!”“Shh,” Grandma said. “Honestly, the way you talked to her…”Grandfather didn’t
speak; raising children was woman’s work.“We must protect ourselves, Maud, from gossip,” she
continued. “That woman is already going around town spreading falsehoods. You’re old enough
to understand the damage that can happen to a family if people get the wrong idea.” Grandma
was talking about Father.“Your grandfather and I will talk it over, and we’ll give you our verdict,”
Grandma said.Maud stood up. It was as if a gnarled, twisted root was suffocating her when she
remembered what had happened in school. And what would happen if she returned. “I can’t go
back there,” she said quietly.“You can if we make you,” Grandfather said.Maud opened up her
mouth to speak, but her grandmother held her hand up as if to silence her. “True, Alexander. But.”
She patted Maud’s hand and dropped her own back on her lap. “I’m not sure it is the best course
of action. Now, go upstairs, and we will discuss it.”Maud listened to her grandmother and went
upstairs and waited. She wrote in her journal of how unjustly accused she had felt and how she
would never forgive her teacher.No one said anything for a few days, and for once, her
grandparents let Maud stay home from school. Maud helped her grandmother with the chores
and at the post office. She took long walks through the cow path she called Lover’s Lane, her
favorite place, and waited. She wanted to ask what “verdict” her grandparents had rendered, but
they were silent.A few days later a letter arrived from Aunt Emily in Malpeque indicating she



would be “willing to take in Maud for a little while.”“It is settled,” Grandma said, folding the letter in
half. “You are to leave school and we’ll make arrangements with Emily. She’s had some trouble
lately with the children, and I suspect she would love the help. You’ll stay there until we decide
how to deal with—” she paused—“her.”Of course they hadn’t even considered sending Maud to
Saskatchewan to live with Father. He couldn’t take Maud when he left the Island after her mother
died. He had sold his general store in Clifton and went to visit Maud’s aunt in Boston. He had
come back twice: once when Maud was nine, and then again when she was eleven, but she had
not seen him since. He wrote to her, of course, and Maud even had a new baby sister, Katie.
While he hadn’t said it, Maud knew one day he would come for her.Now, as Maud stood in front
of her mother’s grave, she wondered if Father would have even taken her. From his letters, it
didn’t appear to be a good time. He had originally moved to Prince Albert to run his
auctioneering business. But Father had big dreams and went into government too, becoming a
forest ranger and homestead investigator. His supervisor had accused Father of being in a
“conflict of interest” for continuing to run his auctioneering business while also performing his
other duties, so he and his new wife were living in Battleford, Saskatchewan. In his letters, Father
had told Maud that his requests for a transfer back to Prince Albert, where he had purchased his
beautiful home, Eglintoune Villa, were consistently denied. It wasn’t fair! Father worked so hard.
Why couldn’t his supervisor see that?At least she could comfort herself by visiting Mother’s
grave. Maud stood quietly in front of the white-and-gray-peppered tombstone. Maud loved the
graveyard with its old tombstones of Cavendish’s founders, ancient clans from the Old World
communing together. Everyone in Cavendish was practically related. Her grandparents often
murmured one had to be careful if you didn’t want to marry your kin—as was the custom with
some. By their tone, it was clear they didn’t put themselves in that category.Maud had
memorized every deep crevice of her mother’s tombstone: the hand with its index finger pointed
up to the sky, the “God is Love” inscription, and the often quoted hymn for the dead:“Yet again
we hope to meet thee, / When the day of life is fled,” she read out loud.Even her mother’s
tombstone showed how much Grandfather and Grandma had disapproved of Father. The hymn
was about a dearly departed sister, not a beloved wife and mother. Mother died when she was
twenty-three years old, almost eight years older than Maud was now. Father loved Mother, but
no one ever talked about how her parents met. No one ever talked about why they married so
quickly. No one ever talked about Mother at all. One day, Maud would be reunited with Father
and he would tell her about her mother, about their courtship and her life with them before
Mother died. One day, she would have a family and a place to call home.When her mother died,
there had been no one else to take care of Maud. Her mother’s brother, Uncle John Franklin
Macneill (Lu’s father), had his family; and Clara’s sister, Maud’s Aunt Annie Campbell, had hers;
so the responsibility fell to Maud’s sixteen-year-old aunt, Emily. Maud wondered if that was why
Emily now had such a sour disposition; she certainly had picked up her talent for insults from
Grandfather. But when Maud was younger, Emily had been kind to her, willing to answer
questions about heaven and if Mother was happy where she was.Standing there with the wind



and the low moan of the sea, Maud allowed herself to dwell in memory. No one believed Maud
when she told them that she remembered Mother’s funeral. It was all Maud had of her
mother.Maud had been just twenty-one months old when it happened, but she could remember
every detail. Father crying beside the casket, his dark hair combed neatly, beard trim, his eyes
sad and dull. Her mother looked beautiful, pale, like a queen sleeping. Maud had used that exact
description in her piece of verse about a queen who had been poisoned by an evil villain. She
was calling it “The Queen’s Betrayal.” It was very dramatic.The warm wind whistled, and she
looked up to see it wasn’t the wind at all. Nate Spurr strode toward her from the Haunted Woods
—appearing almost as if by magic. Maud felt that flutter again and turned her face to the shore
so he couldn’t tell she was excited to see him. Being the Baptist minister’s stepson, he would
have attended the Baptist Church, on the other side of the woods. It must have let out a few
minutes ago.They hadn’t spoken since she left last winter, and Maud had wondered if he was
still angry with her because she’d refused to tell him why she had to leave. She had given him a
message through Mollie in a letter when she was away, telling him where she was, and she’d
hoped he would write. They were friends, after all. She never did get a letter back, but the note
he’d sent through Mollie showed he had forgiven her. Hands shaking, Maud quickly opened her
Bible to read the note before he reached her:Dear Polly,A quick message to welcome you back
to school. Things were certainly not as interesting with you gone. Now we can get into all sorts of
trouble.SnipMaud didn’t quite know what he meant by “trouble,” but the last thing she needed
was her grandparents finding another reason to send her away again.“Polly.”Nate was the
smartest boy in school. He’d grown since Maud had last seen him. His ears still stuck out a bit,
but his short brown hair curled around them in an appealing way. He had intense gray eyes and
a square jaw with a dimple in his chin. He was thin but strong, and looked at you as if he knew
your whole story. This always made her nervous.Maud dropped her gaze and, trying to keep
things light, reverted back to an old joke of theirs. “Hello, Snip. Is that Pollie with a y or ie?” Part of
the nickname game Maud, Mollie, Jack, and Nate had played involved Nate insisting that her
nickname be spelled with a y instead of an ie, as Maud preferred.“Why, a y, of course!” Nate
grinned. “It is the only dignified way of spelling it.”“It is not,” she responded on cue. “You know
that ie is the only way.”Nate cleared his throat. “I see you got my note,” he said.“Yes, but only
just.” She slipped the letter back into the Bible. “I haven’t had time to respond.” Maud noticed
how Nate hugged a book under his arm. He was dressed in his Sunday best—a fine dark
waistcoat—but his brown cap, worn backwards the way she liked it, made him appear more like
himself.“Will I receive an answer tomorrow?” he said.“Perhaps,” Maud said. “If you tell me what
you’re holding in your hand…”He pulled out the hardcover book he had been carrying and
showed it to her. “I must confess, Mollie told Jack you might be here, so I thought I would give it a
chance.”“Really,” Maud said, getting the courage to look him in the eye.“Yes. I read this book over
the summer and thought you would enjoy it.”“How would you know what I enjoy?”Nate chuckled.
“I know you, Lucy Maud Montgomery.” He paused. “More than you know.”Maud’s whole body
ached to take it, but she only read the title: Undine by Fouqué. The title was familiar. It took her a



moment to place it. “This is the book Jo is reading at the beginning of Little Women!”He grinned.
“I remember last spring you had mentioned being curious about it, so I bought a copy when I
went with my stepfather to Charlottetown in early summer. While Little Women is a silly girl’s book
—”“It is not a silly girl book—” Maud said, ready to defend her favorite novel, but then stopped
when she realized he was teasing her—as usual.He held it out to her. The book was made of
rich navy blue cloth. On the cover was an elegantly robed mermaid with flowing hair, cradled in
seaweed.Nate Spurr had thought of her.“Take it,” he said, stretching the book out to her. “I look
forward to hearing your opinion.”She fiddled with her ring. “I don’t know.”“I left you some of my
thoughts inside.” He flipped open the front cover to show his notations. Maud did the same thing
to her books, as though she was having a personal conversation with the author.“You’ve read it,”
she said.“Yes,” he said. She twisted her ring.“I don’t think it is proper for me to receive a gift from
you.”Nate stepped forward. “Would it help if it was only a loan?” The book lay innocently on the
palms of his hands.A loan. No one—not even Grandma—could say anything about someone
lending her a book. Even if it was from the Baptist minister’s stepson.“All right,” she said, taking it
from him, their fingers lightly brushing over the spine’s curved edges. “If it is only a loan.”“Of
course,” he said. “There’s really nothing like starting a new story, is there, Maud?”CHAPTER
TWOMaud tried walking in quiet reverence to her mother’s tombstone, but her mind kept
wandering to the next day at school. While she was thrilled to be back with Mollie and Lu—and,
yes, possibly the person who had crafted the letter safely tucked in her Bible—Maud was also
quite nervous about how she and the new teacher, Miss Gordon, would get along.Last year,
Maud had been delighted when she heard that the school trustees had chosen Miss Izzie
Robinson to be Cavendish’s first lady teacher. Of course, back then not everyone in the
community had been. There was much talk about women being unable to handle a classroom
as well as a man—particularly with the older boys.And for Grandfather, it was even more than
that. He thought that teaching was a man’s profession—a profession that was certainly beneath
a Macneill. When Maud once revealed that she might want to teach, he had pronounced that “no
Macneill would lower herself to be little more than a nanny.”Then, somehow Miss Robinson
convinced Grandma to allow her to board with them. It wasn’t unusual: teachers often did. Her
grandparents made money from the farm, and running the post office out of their kitchen, but the
additional boarding income was also helpful. But Miss Robinson’s sour disposition and
Grandfather’s tendency to insult was sure to cause difficulty. And it did.One evening a month
after Miss Robinson had started living with them, Grandfather made some suggestion that Miss
Robinson couldn’t keep order in the classroom, which was a half-truth, as Miss Robinson could
only keep the boys in check if she threatened a whipping.“If you were one of my students, Mr.
Macneill, I might show you how I deal with impertinence,” she said.“The impertinence is your
unladylike tone,” Grandfather said.“How about some more peas?” Grandma held the bowl out to
her husband.“I’ll take some,” Maud said. Grandma gave her the bowl and she took an extra
helping. “These are delicious!”“Thank you, Maud.” Grandma nodded over her spectacles
approvingly.“You should come and inspect my class yourself,” Miss Robinson went on. “Maybe



you would actually learn something, such as how to be hospitable.”Grandfather banged the jug
of apple cider he had been pouring on the table and some of the juice spilled onto Grandma’s
linen tablecloth. Maud flinched.“Miss Robinson,” Grandma said. “I hear your brother will be
coming to visit. You know he also stayed with us last year.”This had the desired effect, as Miss
Robinson loved talking about her brother, and the quarrel was appeased for the present.But
things between Grandfather and Miss Robinson continued to unravel, which meant things got
worse for Maud at school. Miss Robinson would pick on Maud any chance she could and, as
much as the young girl tried not to cry in front of everyone, somehow her teacher knew exactly
what to say. When Maud told Grandma, she was advised to stop crying and listen to her
elders.Everything had escalated last March, when Miss Robinson asked the class to memorize
and interpret a poem. Maud had spent much of the week practicing so Miss Robinson wouldn’t
be able to find fault.After Nate had given his excellent recitation and interpretation of Tennyson’s
“Sir Lancelot and Queen Guinevere,” Clemmie fumbled through her passage so badly Miss
Robinson took over and interpreted the poem herself.Maud was barely listening; her turn was
next, and she was quite nervous.“Do you not agree, Maud?” Miss Robinson said.Maud recoiled.
The class went still. Maud desperately tried to think.“I suppose you think I’m incorrect,” Miss
Robinson went on. “You know you have an expressive face that tells us everything you’re
thinking.”Maud stared at her boots. At least her teacher wouldn’t see her face, or the tears.“Like
your grandfather, you think you are all high and mighty and superior. If you know so much, you
should be able to do your reading now without any errors.”It was as if a toad had gone to sleep
on Maud’s tongue. She couldn’t remember anything. Miss Robinson smiled triumphantly and
told Maud to sit down.After school, Maud ran upstairs to her room to write the whole ordeal in
her journal. Sitting on her bed, Maud wrote as if it burned her to write, but it would scorch her if
she didn’t. As the words mingled with the anger, the world around her shifted and Maud moved
past Miss Robinson, finding herself on the edge of her dream world. Her bones ached, her eyes
burned, her shoulders screamed, but she kept writing until she lost herself and found her way
back.After a very awkward dinner, where Maud couldn’t swallow her meal from nerves,
Grandma called Maud into the parlor. Miss Robinson sat proudly on the green sofa, and the soft
lamplight highlighted her grandparents’ disappointment. It was considered bad manners to
challenge a teacher.“Did you forget your lessons today?” Grandma said.“No, ma’am.”“She lies,”
Miss Robinson said. “You stood there gaping like one of your grandfather’s fish.”“That would be
your sour disposition,” Grandfather said. Maud knew better than to think he was standing up for
her; this was one of his insults.“Alexander, please,” Grandma said, and clasped her hands on her
lap. “Maud may be flighty and irresponsible, but I’ve never known her to lie, Miss Robinson.”For a
fleeting moment, Maud wondered if maybe Grandma would stand up for her. Reverend
Archibald was always talking about God’s miracles; perhaps this would be one of them.“Maud,”
Grandma said. “Please explain what happened in a calm and rational way.”“I knew my lesson,”
Maud said, as if each word was sparked with venom. “But Miss Robinson did not give me the
opportunity to speak.”“Maud.” Grandma peered over her spectacles. “I said calmly and



rationally.”“But you don’t understand, Grandma!” Maud said, hating the childish whine creeping
into her voice. “I did know it, but she had startled me so badly the words completely left my head.
I knew it! I knew it!”“You don’t speak to your grandmother that way,” Grandfather said, without
raising his voice. The sound curdled Maud’s stomach, bringing forth the inevitable tears.“Miss
Robinson,” Grandma said, standing up. “I’m sorry for my granddaughter’s conduct.” She glared at
Maud. “She knows better than to allow her emotions to get the better of her.”There was no mercy.
Her grandparents would always be ashamed of her.Miss Robinson’s pruned mouth twisted into
an almost smile. “She’s at that age, Mrs. Macneill. Young ladies need to know their place.”Neither
grandparent acknowledged Miss Robinson’s remark, but Maud’s grandmother did ask the
teacher to leave the room. Satisfied, Miss Robinson smoothed down her skirt and went
upstairs.Grandma waited until they heard the creaking of Miss Robinson’s door shutting before
she spoke. “Sit down, Maud,” she said, handing her granddaughter a tissue. “You handled that
poorly.”“I know,” Maud said, blowing her nose. “But I couldn’t help it. She treated me so
abominably!”“Shh,” Grandma said. “Honestly, the way you talked to her…”Grandfather didn’t
speak; raising children was woman’s work.“We must protect ourselves, Maud, from gossip,” she
continued. “That woman is already going around town spreading falsehoods. You’re old enough
to understand the damage that can happen to a family if people get the wrong idea.” Grandma
was talking about Father.“Your grandfather and I will talk it over, and we’ll give you our verdict,”
Grandma said.Maud stood up. It was as if a gnarled, twisted root was suffocating her when she
remembered what had happened in school. And what would happen if she returned. “I can’t go
back there,” she said quietly.“You can if we make you,” Grandfather said.Maud opened up her
mouth to speak, but her grandmother held her hand up as if to silence her. “True, Alexander. But.”
She patted Maud’s hand and dropped her own back on her lap. “I’m not sure it is the best course
of action. Now, go upstairs, and we will discuss it.”Maud listened to her grandmother and went
upstairs and waited. She wrote in her journal of how unjustly accused she had felt and how she
would never forgive her teacher.No one said anything for a few days, and for once, her
grandparents let Maud stay home from school. Maud helped her grandmother with the chores
and at the post office. She took long walks through the cow path she called Lover’s Lane, her
favorite place, and waited. She wanted to ask what “verdict” her grandparents had rendered, but
they were silent.A few days later a letter arrived from Aunt Emily in Malpeque indicating she
would be “willing to take in Maud for a little while.”“It is settled,” Grandma said, folding the letter in
half. “You are to leave school and we’ll make arrangements with Emily. She’s had some trouble
lately with the children, and I suspect she would love the help. You’ll stay there until we decide
how to deal with—” she paused—“her.”Of course they hadn’t even considered sending Maud to
Saskatchewan to live with Father. He couldn’t take Maud when he left the Island after her mother
died. He had sold his general store in Clifton and went to visit Maud’s aunt in Boston. He had
come back twice: once when Maud was nine, and then again when she was eleven, but she had
not seen him since. He wrote to her, of course, and Maud even had a new baby sister, Katie.
While he hadn’t said it, Maud knew one day he would come for her.Now, as Maud stood in front



of her mother’s grave, she wondered if Father would have even taken her. From his letters, it
didn’t appear to be a good time. He had originally moved to Prince Albert to run his
auctioneering business. But Father had big dreams and went into government too, becoming a
forest ranger and homestead investigator. His supervisor had accused Father of being in a
“conflict of interest” for continuing to run his auctioneering business while also performing his
other duties, so he and his new wife were living in Battleford, Saskatchewan. In his letters, Father
had told Maud that his requests for a transfer back to Prince Albert, where he had purchased his
beautiful home, Eglintoune Villa, were consistently denied. It wasn’t fair! Father worked so hard.
Why couldn’t his supervisor see that?At least she could comfort herself by visiting Mother’s
grave. Maud stood quietly in front of the white-and-gray-peppered tombstone. Maud loved the
graveyard with its old tombstones of Cavendish’s founders, ancient clans from the Old World
communing together. Everyone in Cavendish was practically related. Her grandparents often
murmured one had to be careful if you didn’t want to marry your kin—as was the custom with
some. By their tone, it was clear they didn’t put themselves in that category.Maud had
memorized every deep crevice of her mother’s tombstone: the hand with its index finger pointed
up to the sky, the “God is Love” inscription, and the often quoted hymn for the dead:“Yet again
we hope to meet thee, / When the day of life is fled,” she read out loud.Even her mother’s
tombstone showed how much Grandfather and Grandma had disapproved of Father. The hymn
was about a dearly departed sister, not a beloved wife and mother. Mother died when she was
twenty-three years old, almost eight years older than Maud was now. Father loved Mother, but
no one ever talked about how her parents met. No one ever talked about why they married so
quickly. No one ever talked about Mother at all. One day, Maud would be reunited with Father
and he would tell her about her mother, about their courtship and her life with them before
Mother died. One day, she would have a family and a place to call home.When her mother died,
there had been no one else to take care of Maud. Her mother’s brother, Uncle John Franklin
Macneill (Lu’s father), had his family; and Clara’s sister, Maud’s Aunt Annie Campbell, had hers;
so the responsibility fell to Maud’s sixteen-year-old aunt, Emily. Maud wondered if that was why
Emily now had such a sour disposition; she certainly had picked up her talent for insults from
Grandfather. But when Maud was younger, Emily had been kind to her, willing to answer
questions about heaven and if Mother was happy where she was.Standing there with the wind
and the low moan of the sea, Maud allowed herself to dwell in memory. No one believed Maud
when she told them that she remembered Mother’s funeral. It was all Maud had of her
mother.Maud had been just twenty-one months old when it happened, but she could remember
every detail. Father crying beside the casket, his dark hair combed neatly, beard trim, his eyes
sad and dull. Her mother looked beautiful, pale, like a queen sleeping. Maud had used that exact
description in her piece of verse about a queen who had been poisoned by an evil villain. She
was calling it “The Queen’s Betrayal.” It was very dramatic.The warm wind whistled, and she
looked up to see it wasn’t the wind at all. Nate Spurr strode toward her from the Haunted Woods
—appearing almost as if by magic. Maud felt that flutter again and turned her face to the shore



so he couldn’t tell she was excited to see him. Being the Baptist minister’s stepson, he would
have attended the Baptist Church, on the other side of the woods. It must have let out a few
minutes ago.They hadn’t spoken since she left last winter, and Maud had wondered if he was
still angry with her because she’d refused to tell him why she had to leave. She had given him a
message through Mollie in a letter when she was away, telling him where she was, and she’d
hoped he would write. They were friends, after all. She never did get a letter back, but the note
he’d sent through Mollie showed he had forgiven her. Hands shaking, Maud quickly opened her
Bible to read the note before he reached her:Dear Polly,A quick message to welcome you back
to school. Things were certainly not as interesting with you gone. Now we can get into all sorts of
trouble.SnipDear Polly,A quick message to welcome you back to school. Things were certainly
not as interesting with you gone. Now we can get into all sorts of trouble.SnipMaud didn’t quite
know what he meant by “trouble,” but the last thing she needed was her grandparents finding
another reason to send her away again.“Polly.”Nate was the smartest boy in school. He’d grown
since Maud had last seen him. His ears still stuck out a bit, but his short brown hair curled
around them in an appealing way. He had intense gray eyes and a square jaw with a dimple in
his chin. He was thin but strong, and looked at you as if he knew your whole story. This always
made her nervous.Maud dropped her gaze and, trying to keep things light, reverted back to an
old joke of theirs. “Hello, Snip. Is that Pollie with a y or ie?” Part of the nickname game Maud,
Mollie, Jack, and Nate had played involved Nate insisting that her nickname be spelled with a y
instead of an ie, as Maud preferred.“Why, a y, of course!” Nate grinned. “It is the only dignified
way of spelling it.”“It is not,” she responded on cue. “You know that ie is the only way.”Nate
cleared his throat. “I see you got my note,” he said.“Yes, but only just.” She slipped the letter back
into the Bible. “I haven’t had time to respond.” Maud noticed how Nate hugged a book under his
arm. He was dressed in his Sunday best—a fine dark waistcoat—but his brown cap, worn
backwards the way she liked it, made him appear more like himself.“Will I receive an answer
tomorrow?” he said.“Perhaps,” Maud said. “If you tell me what you’re holding in your hand…”He
pulled out the hardcover book he had been carrying and showed it to her. “I must confess, Mollie
told Jack you might be here, so I thought I would give it a chance.”“Really,” Maud said, getting the
courage to look him in the eye.“Yes. I read this book over the summer and thought you would
enjoy it.”“How would you know what I enjoy?”Nate chuckled. “I know you, Lucy Maud
Montgomery.” He paused. “More than you know.”Maud’s whole body ached to take it, but she
only read the title: Undine by Fouqué. The title was familiar. It took her a moment to place it. “This
is the book Jo is reading at the beginning of Little Women!”He grinned. “I remember last spring
you had mentioned being curious about it, so I bought a copy when I went with my stepfather to
Charlottetown in early summer. While Little Women is a silly girl’s book—”“It is not a silly girl book
—” Maud said, ready to defend her favorite novel, but then stopped when she realized he was
teasing her—as usual.He held it out to her. The book was made of rich navy blue cloth. On the
cover was an elegantly robed mermaid with flowing hair, cradled in seaweed.Nate Spurr had
thought of her.“Take it,” he said, stretching the book out to her. “I look forward to hearing your



opinion.”She fiddled with her ring. “I don’t know.”“I left you some of my thoughts inside.” He
flipped open the front cover to show his notations. Maud did the same thing to her books, as
though she was having a personal conversation with the author.“You’ve read it,” she said.“Yes,”
he said. She twisted her ring.“I don’t think it is proper for me to receive a gift from you.”Nate
stepped forward. “Would it help if it was only a loan?” The book lay innocently on the palms of his
hands.A loan. No one—not even Grandma—could say anything about someone lending her a
book. Even if it was from the Baptist minister’s stepson.“All right,” she said, taking it from him,
their fingers lightly brushing over the spine’s curved edges. “If it is only a loan.”“Of course,” he
said. “There’s really nothing like starting a new story, is there, Maud?”CHAPTER THREEMaud
read over the letter she had just finished writing to Nate and gazed out at her grandfather’s apple
orchard. It was the morning of the first day of school and she wanted everything to be
perfect.After she and Nate had parted, Maud returned home just in time for Sunday dinner and
didn’t pay much attention to her cousins, irritating Lu, who finally said in a burst of impatience,
“Your head’s in the clouds again, Maud.” To which her Uncle John Franklin responded, “That’s
what comes from all of that reading.”But Maud was thinking about what her response would be.
She did a lot of thinking about writing before she actually put pencil to paper. Paper was scarce,
and Grandma thought it wasteful if Maud wrote something only to throw it away. So, Maud would
walk or think, imagining what she might write, and then take some of the letter bills left in the
post office to write on. But the letter to Nate was going to be on stationery or writing paper, so
she couldn’t make any mistakes.Maud did lose herself in Grandfather’s retelling of “Cape
LeForce,” which he often did during family gatherings. He might be a bit gruff, but Grandfather
could spin a story so well that he transported everyone to the old shores of the Island a century
ago, when the murderous French pirates brawled over their prized gold. She planned to try her
own version of the old Island tale one day.Maud had written about all of this in her journal during
her morning writing ritual, before she started her letter to Nate. Similar to Jo March in Little
Women, Maud imagined herself writing sweeping epics and articles for newspapers, or traveling
to the great cities of the world, and making something of herself. She would be independent, no
longer relying upon her family—people such as her Uncle John Franklin—and having to worry
about what they thought of her.Sometimes Maud would write about the weather, practicing the
various ways one could describe the wind. Other times she confided certain feelings, feelings
she dared not share with anyone. Feelings about being sent away, or how angry she got
sometimes at her grandparents.They didn’t understand that she needed to become
independent, and that that meant getting a good education. Unless you wanted to be in service,
the only respectable option for young women was to teach. While Maud’s grandparents believed
in education, the only person in the family who was sent to college was her mother’s oldest
brother, Uncle Leander George, now a minister in New Brunswick. It was clear in her family;
higher education was for boys only. Maud was sure there was no expectation she would go to
college. Her “scribbling” was barely tolerated.And, after the Izzie Robinson catastrophe six
months ago, it was easier to dream than to convince Grandfather it was worthwhile educating



girls. Maybe if she was good in school and showed him what she could do he would change his
mind.“Maud.” Grandma opened the old wooden door, wearing her starched, drab-gray dress and
crisp white apron. Maud put her pencil down. “You were scribbling again, weren’t you?” She
sighed. “You’re going to be late.”“I was just finishing,” Maud said. Grandma shut the door. Closing
her journal, Maud stood up and straightened her new green dress, trying to ignore how small the
bustle was. When Maud had returned from her Campbell cousins’ home last week, Grandma
inspected Maud’s old calico dress—which had almost reached her knees—and declared there
was no way a granddaughter of hers would be wearing a dress that looked like something you
wore on dusting day. They had spent the last few days making clothes “practical,” meaning only a
slight bustle no one could even detect.Hugging her journal to her chest, Maud walked over to the
oak bedside table and safely tucked it underneath a pile of linens in the drawer, locking it shut.
Her parents’ photos sat on top. Mother was wearing a beautiful lace bodice, her light brown hair
piled high in a luscious braid. Maud wondered what her Mother had been thinking then. She
would have understood Maud’s desire for a dress with a grand bustle.She read over the note
she had written that morning:Dear Snip,I can only imagine the sort of trouble you mean, but I
shall endeavor to stay out of it.Sincerely,PollieAs Maud placed it inside her copy of Little Women
and put the book in her school satchel, she had a daring idea. Maybe she would inspire Nate to
read her favorite novel with her note!Surveying herself in the mirror one last time, she finished by
putting on the gold ring Aunt Annie had given to her on her twelfth birthday and went to join her
grandmother in the kitchen.CHAPTER THREEMaud read over the letter she had just finished
writing to Nate and gazed out at her grandfather’s apple orchard. It was the morning of the first
day of school and she wanted everything to be perfect.After she and Nate had parted, Maud
returned home just in time for Sunday dinner and didn’t pay much attention to her cousins,
irritating Lu, who finally said in a burst of impatience, “Your head’s in the clouds again, Maud.” To
which her Uncle John Franklin responded, “That’s what comes from all of that reading.”But Maud
was thinking about what her response would be. She did a lot of thinking about writing before
she actually put pencil to paper. Paper was scarce, and Grandma thought it wasteful if Maud
wrote something only to throw it away. So, Maud would walk or think, imagining what she might
write, and then take some of the letter bills left in the post office to write on. But the letter to Nate
was going to be on stationery or writing paper, so she couldn’t make any mistakes.Maud did
lose herself in Grandfather’s retelling of “Cape LeForce,” which he often did during family
gatherings. He might be a bit gruff, but Grandfather could spin a story so well that he transported
everyone to the old shores of the Island a century ago, when the murderous French pirates
brawled over their prized gold. She planned to try her own version of the old Island tale one
day.Maud had written about all of this in her journal during her morning writing ritual, before she
started her letter to Nate. Similar to Jo March in Little Women, Maud imagined herself writing
sweeping epics and articles for newspapers, or traveling to the great cities of the world, and
making something of herself. She would be independent, no longer relying upon her family—
people such as her Uncle John Franklin—and having to worry about what they thought of



her.Sometimes Maud would write about the weather, practicing the various ways one could
describe the wind. Other times she confided certain feelings, feelings she dared not share with
anyone. Feelings about being sent away, or how angry she got sometimes at her
grandparents.They didn’t understand that she needed to become independent, and that that
meant getting a good education. Unless you wanted to be in service, the only respectable option
for young women was to teach. While Maud’s grandparents believed in education, the only
person in the family who was sent to college was her mother’s oldest brother, Uncle Leander
George, now a minister in New Brunswick. It was clear in her family; higher education was for
boys only. Maud was sure there was no expectation she would go to college. Her “scribbling”
was barely tolerated.And, after the Izzie Robinson catastrophe six months ago, it was easier to
dream than to convince Grandfather it was worthwhile educating girls. Maybe if she was good in
school and showed him what she could do he would change his mind.“Maud.” Grandma opened
the old wooden door, wearing her starched, drab-gray dress and crisp white apron. Maud put
her pencil down. “You were scribbling again, weren’t you?” She sighed. “You’re going to be late.”“I
was just finishing,” Maud said. Grandma shut the door. Closing her journal, Maud stood up and
straightened her new green dress, trying to ignore how small the bustle was. When Maud had
returned from her Campbell cousins’ home last week, Grandma inspected Maud’s old calico
dress—which had almost reached her knees—and declared there was no way a granddaughter
of hers would be wearing a dress that looked like something you wore on dusting day. They had
spent the last few days making clothes “practical,” meaning only a slight bustle no one could
even detect.Hugging her journal to her chest, Maud walked over to the oak bedside table and
safely tucked it underneath a pile of linens in the drawer, locking it shut. Her parents’ photos sat
on top. Mother was wearing a beautiful lace bodice, her light brown hair piled high in a luscious
braid. Maud wondered what her Mother had been thinking then. She would have understood
Maud’s desire for a dress with a grand bustle.She read over the note she had written that
morning:Dear Snip,I can only imagine the sort of trouble you mean, but I shall endeavor to stay
out of it.Sincerely,PollieAs Maud placed it inside her copy of Little Women and put the book in
her school satchel, she had a daring idea. Maybe she would inspire Nate to read her favorite
novel with her note!Surveying herself in the mirror one last time, she finished by putting on the
gold ring Aunt Annie had given to her on her twelfth birthday and went to join her grandmother in
the kitchen.CHAPTER THREEMaud read over the letter she had just finished writing to Nate
and gazed out at her grandfather’s apple orchard. It was the morning of the first day of school
and she wanted everything to be perfect.After she and Nate had parted, Maud returned home
just in time for Sunday dinner and didn’t pay much attention to her cousins, irritating Lu, who
finally said in a burst of impatience, “Your head’s in the clouds again, Maud.” To which her Uncle
John Franklin responded, “That’s what comes from all of that reading.”But Maud was thinking
about what her response would be. She did a lot of thinking about writing before she actually put
pencil to paper. Paper was scarce, and Grandma thought it wasteful if Maud wrote something
only to throw it away. So, Maud would walk or think, imagining what she might write, and then



take some of the letter bills left in the post office to write on. But the letter to Nate was going to
be on stationery or writing paper, so she couldn’t make any mistakes.Maud did lose herself in
Grandfather’s retelling of “Cape LeForce,” which he often did during family gatherings. He might
be a bit gruff, but Grandfather could spin a story so well that he transported everyone to the old
shores of the Island a century ago, when the murderous French pirates brawled over their prized
gold. She planned to try her own version of the old Island tale one day.Maud had written about
all of this in her journal during her morning writing ritual, before she started her letter to Nate.
Similar to Jo March in Little Women, Maud imagined herself writing sweeping epics and articles
for newspapers, or traveling to the great cities of the world, and making something of herself.
She would be independent, no longer relying upon her family—people such as her Uncle John
Franklin—and having to worry about what they thought of her.Sometimes Maud would write
about the weather, practicing the various ways one could describe the wind. Other times she
confided certain feelings, feelings she dared not share with anyone. Feelings about being sent
away, or how angry she got sometimes at her grandparents.They didn’t understand that she
needed to become independent, and that that meant getting a good education. Unless you
wanted to be in service, the only respectable option for young women was to teach. While
Maud’s grandparents believed in education, the only person in the family who was sent to
college was her mother’s oldest brother, Uncle Leander George, now a minister in New
Brunswick. It was clear in her family; higher education was for boys only. Maud was sure there
was no expectation she would go to college. Her “scribbling” was barely tolerated.And, after the
Izzie Robinson catastrophe six months ago, it was easier to dream than to convince Grandfather
it was worthwhile educating girls. Maybe if she was good in school and showed him what she
could do he would change his mind.“Maud.” Grandma opened the old wooden door, wearing her
starched, drab-gray dress and crisp white apron. Maud put her pencil down. “You were scribbling
again, weren’t you?” She sighed. “You’re going to be late.”“I was just finishing,” Maud said.
Grandma shut the door. Closing her journal, Maud stood up and straightened her new green
dress, trying to ignore how small the bustle was. When Maud had returned from her Campbell
cousins’ home last week, Grandma inspected Maud’s old calico dress—which had almost
reached her knees—and declared there was no way a granddaughter of hers would be wearing
a dress that looked like something you wore on dusting day. They had spent the last few days
making clothes “practical,” meaning only a slight bustle no one could even detect.Hugging her
journal to her chest, Maud walked over to the oak bedside table and safely tucked it underneath
a pile of linens in the drawer, locking it shut. Her parents’ photos sat on top. Mother was wearing
a beautiful lace bodice, her light brown hair piled high in a luscious braid. Maud wondered what
her Mother had been thinking then. She would have understood Maud’s desire for a dress with a
grand bustle.She read over the note she had written that morning:Dear Snip,I can only imagine
the sort of trouble you mean, but I shall endeavor to stay out of it.Sincerely,PollieAs Maud placed
it inside her copy of Little Women and put the book in her school satchel, she had a daring idea.
Maybe she would inspire Nate to read her favorite novel with her note!Surveying herself in the



mirror one last time, she finished by putting on the gold ring Aunt Annie had given to her on her
twelfth birthday and went to join her grandmother in the kitchen.CHAPTER THREEMaud read
over the letter she had just finished writing to Nate and gazed out at her grandfather’s apple
orchard. It was the morning of the first day of school and she wanted everything to be
perfect.After she and Nate had parted, Maud returned home just in time for Sunday dinner and
didn’t pay much attention to her cousins, irritating Lu, who finally said in a burst of impatience,
“Your head’s in the clouds again, Maud.” To which her Uncle John Franklin responded, “That’s
what comes from all of that reading.”But Maud was thinking about what her response would be.
She did a lot of thinking about writing before she actually put pencil to paper. Paper was scarce,
and Grandma thought it wasteful if Maud wrote something only to throw it away. So, Maud would
walk or think, imagining what she might write, and then take some of the letter bills left in the
post office to write on. But the letter to Nate was going to be on stationery or writing paper, so
she couldn’t make any mistakes.Maud did lose herself in Grandfather’s retelling of “Cape
LeForce,” which he often did during family gatherings. He might be a bit gruff, but Grandfather
could spin a story so well that he transported everyone to the old shores of the Island a century
ago, when the murderous French pirates brawled over their prized gold. She planned to try her
own version of the old Island tale one day.Maud had written about all of this in her journal during
her morning writing ritual, before she started her letter to Nate. Similar to Jo March in Little
Women, Maud imagined herself writing sweeping epics and articles for newspapers, or traveling
to the great cities of the world, and making something of herself. She would be independent, no
longer relying upon her family—people such as her Uncle John Franklin—and having to worry
about what they thought of her.Sometimes Maud would write about the weather, practicing the
various ways one could describe the wind. Other times she confided certain feelings, feelings
she dared not share with anyone. Feelings about being sent away, or how angry she got
sometimes at her grandparents.They didn’t understand that she needed to become
independent, and that that meant getting a good education. Unless you wanted to be in service,
the only respectable option for young women was to teach. While Maud’s grandparents believed
in education, the only person in the family who was sent to college was her mother’s oldest
brother, Uncle Leander George, now a minister in New Brunswick. It was clear in her family;
higher education was for boys only. Maud was sure there was no expectation she would go to
college. Her “scribbling” was barely tolerated.And, after the Izzie Robinson catastrophe six
months ago, it was easier to dream than to convince Grandfather it was worthwhile educating
girls. Maybe if she was good in school and showed him what she could do he would change his
mind.“Maud.” Grandma opened the old wooden door, wearing her starched, drab-gray dress and
crisp white apron. Maud put her pencil down. “You were scribbling again, weren’t you?” She
sighed. “You’re going to be late.”“I was just finishing,” Maud said. Grandma shut the door. Closing
her journal, Maud stood up and straightened her new green dress, trying to ignore how small the
bustle was. When Maud had returned from her Campbell cousins’ home last week, Grandma
inspected Maud’s old calico dress—which had almost reached her knees—and declared there



was no way a granddaughter of hers would be wearing a dress that looked like something you
wore on dusting day. They had spent the last few days making clothes “practical,” meaning only a
slight bustle no one could even detect.Hugging her journal to her chest, Maud walked over to the
oak bedside table and safely tucked it underneath a pile of linens in the drawer, locking it shut.
Her parents’ photos sat on top. Mother was wearing a beautiful lace bodice, her light brown hair
piled high in a luscious braid. Maud wondered what her Mother had been thinking then. She
would have understood Maud’s desire for a dress with a grand bustle.She read over the note
she had written that morning:Dear Snip,I can only imagine the sort of trouble you mean, but I
shall endeavor to stay out of it.Sincerely,PollieDear Snip,I can only imagine the sort of trouble
you mean, but I shall endeavor to stay out of it.Sincerely,PollieAs Maud placed it inside her copy
of Little Women and put the book in her school satchel, she had a daring idea. Maybe she would
inspire Nate to read her favorite novel with her note!Surveying herself in the mirror one last time,
she finished by putting on the gold ring Aunt Annie had given to her on her twelfth birthday and
went to join her grandmother in the kitchen.CHAPTER FOURMaud and Lu met Mollie at the
bottom of the lane, which was across the road from Maud’s grandparents’ farm. Maud was sorry
Lu was there because she really wanted to tell Mollie about her conversation with Nate at the
cemetery, the contents of his letter—and her rather daring response.“I’m so glad you’re home.”
Mollie wrapped her arms around Maud and gave her a hug so tight she had to keep her hat from
falling. “It was like this summer had no sun with you gone.”“There were so many nights where I
wished you were with me.” Maud sighed.“I had to sit with Mamie,” Mollie said. “And that meant
having to contend with Clemmie Macneill. And she and Mamie are tight as ever.”Clemmie and
Maud had been friends once. While Maud was cautious of the girl’s friendship at first, Clemmie
seemed interested in Maud’s poems and stories, and Maud appreciated anyone who showed
interest in her writing. But after Nate and Maud discovered their mutual love of literature, and
Jack and Mollie joined in to make a foursome, Clemmie stopped talking to her. And when she
did talk to Maud, she was cruel. Maud refused to admit the betrayal still smarted.“How dreadful,”
Maud said. “I wonder if she is speaking to Annie or if they are having one of their fights.” Annie
was Clemmie’s best friend and—depending upon the weather—her rival.“They were speaking
when I last saw them, but with those two you never know. They’re as fickle as my brother,
Hammie, when choosing fishing bait.” Sometimes Mollie’s metaphors made sense, sometimes
they didn’t.“It would be easier if you were all friendly,” Lu said, stumbling over some red stones
while trying to catch up with them.“Why do you care?” Mollie asked.Lu sniffed. “I don’t want any
more trouble. For you, I mean, Maud.”Maud didn’t either, but she also didn’t need her cousin
reminding her of what had happened.“If we’re any later, we’re going to miss all of the news,”
Mollie said.“And we can’t have that.” Maud laughed. Mollie prided herself on always knowing the
latest gossip. When Maud was away, Mollie had sent her fat letters detailing “all the news” so
Maud wouldn’t miss a thing.The new one-room schoolhouse—built within the last five years—
stood on the edge of the road, arched by trees. The sun shone through the leaves, giving the
school a halo glow and warming Maud’s itchy nerves.“Yes,” Mollie said, pointing to three



schoolmates all made up with frills and curls. “Those three are as tight as Mother’s quilting
stitches.”Maud ignored the small pang when she saw Clemmie—whose mother certainly didn’t
subscribe to Grandma’s philosophy of a discreet bustle—Mamie, and a spoiled, puffed, frilly-
sleeved thing named Annie.“Oh, look, there’s Snip and Snap!” Mollie said, pointing to Nate and
Jack. Finally, the Four Musketeers were reunited.“I’ll see you later, Maud,” Lu said, walking on
ahead to some girls her own age playing in the clearing.“What do you think, Pollie?” Mollie
whispered. “Do you think Nate will be your nine stars?”A popular game around school was that if
you counted nine stars for nine nights in a row, the first boy who shook your hand would be the
one you married. After a number of attempts, the only thing Maud and Mollie had succeeded in
was laughing. It was all just as well; if they had succeeded, Maud was sure she would inevitably
shake Nate’s hand, and that was the last thing she needed: as Grandma had warned her long
ago, a good Presbyterian didn’t associate with Baptists, and Nate was most certainly a
Baptist.“Good day, Mollie.” Nate paused and winked at Maud, who blushed. “Polly.”“How are
things, Polly—with a y?” Jack said. Maud smiled at him. He was generally a quiet boy, but he had
a solid nature, and lovely light brown hair and green eyes.“It’s ie,” she said. “Happy to be
back.”“That’s our tree,” Mollie said, pointing to the birch tree the Four Musketeers always sat
under. “Clemmie, Mamie, Nellie, and Annie are standing there on purpose.”“We can go sit
somewhere else,” Jack said.“No,” Mollie said. “It’s the principle. We need to fight for our territory,
just like when my brother thinks he can take the last piece of pie.”Maud couldn’t quite see how
pie represented one’s territory, but she understood the sentiment. “Come along, boys, we’ve got
a tree to save.”The boys casually saluted and followed a few steps behind.“I believe you are lost,”
Mollie said, approaching the girls lounging on the tree’s trunk.“We wanted to give Maud a nice
warm welcome,” Clemmie said, in a not-so-welcoming tone. “Welcome back, Maud. Did you
have fun? Get some well-deserved rest and relaxation while we toiled away with Miss
Robinson?”The name of last year’s teacher made Maud want to pull the curl right out of
Clemmie’s hair, but instead she took a deep breath. This called for a technique that her Aunt
Annie was always recommending: you catch more flies with honey than vinegar.“Clemmie!”
Maud marched right over and hugged the girl, a little too tightly. Clemmie’s whole body went
rigid. “I didn’t know how much you cared!” Maud pulled away and put on her best smile.Clemmie
flushed and looked from Maud to Nate. “Will we be seeing you at choir practice tonight,
Nate?”“It’s my stepfather’s choir, Clemmie. Of course I’ll be there,” he said.Clemmie harrumphed
and marched inside with Annie, Mamie, and Nellie in tow.“Good going, Pollie,” Mollie said.Maud
grinned. It felt good to be here, with her friends, showing Clemmie Macneill that what she said
couldn’t touch her.Mollie extended her arm. “Come. Let’s get our seats by the window.”Taking her
friend’s arm, Maud started to walk inside, but Nate moved to stop her. “Polly,” he whispered. “Do
you have something for me?”“We’re going to be late,” she said. She was having second thoughts
about giving him the note. She had promised Pensie that she would be careful so she wouldn’t
be sent away again. Still, she and Nate were only friends.Oblivious, Jack had already entered
school. Mollie dropped Maud’s arm and whispered, “I’ll meet you inside.”CHAPTER FOURMaud



and Lu met Mollie at the bottom of the lane, which was across the road from Maud’s
grandparents’ farm. Maud was sorry Lu was there because she really wanted to tell Mollie about
her conversation with Nate at the cemetery, the contents of his letter—and her rather daring
response.“I’m so glad you’re home.” Mollie wrapped her arms around Maud and gave her a hug
so tight she had to keep her hat from falling. “It was like this summer had no sun with you
gone.”“There were so many nights where I wished you were with me.” Maud sighed.“I had to sit
with Mamie,” Mollie said. “And that meant having to contend with Clemmie Macneill. And she and
Mamie are tight as ever.”Clemmie and Maud had been friends once. While Maud was cautious
of the girl’s friendship at first, Clemmie seemed interested in Maud’s poems and stories, and
Maud appreciated anyone who showed interest in her writing. But after Nate and Maud
discovered their mutual love of literature, and Jack and Mollie joined in to make a foursome,
Clemmie stopped talking to her. And when she did talk to Maud, she was cruel. Maud refused to
admit the betrayal still smarted.“How dreadful,” Maud said. “I wonder if she is speaking to Annie
or if they are having one of their fights.” Annie was Clemmie’s best friend and—depending upon
the weather—her rival.“They were speaking when I last saw them, but with those two you never
know. They’re as fickle as my brother, Hammie, when choosing fishing bait.” Sometimes Mollie’s
metaphors made sense, sometimes they didn’t.“It would be easier if you were all friendly,” Lu
said, stumbling over some red stones while trying to catch up with them.“Why do you care?”
Mollie asked.Lu sniffed. “I don’t want any more trouble. For you, I mean, Maud.”Maud didn’t
either, but she also didn’t need her cousin reminding her of what had happened.“If we’re any
later, we’re going to miss all of the news,” Mollie said.“And we can’t have that.” Maud laughed.
Mollie prided herself on always knowing the latest gossip. When Maud was away, Mollie had
sent her fat letters detailing “all the news” so Maud wouldn’t miss a thing.The new one-room
schoolhouse—built within the last five years—stood on the edge of the road, arched by trees.
The sun shone through the leaves, giving the school a halo glow and warming Maud’s itchy
nerves.“Yes,” Mollie said, pointing to three schoolmates all made up with frills and curls. “Those
three are as tight as Mother’s quilting stitches.”Maud ignored the small pang when she saw
Clemmie—whose mother certainly didn’t subscribe to Grandma’s philosophy of a discreet bustle
—Mamie, and a spoiled, puffed, frilly-sleeved thing named Annie.“Oh, look, there’s Snip and
Snap!” Mollie said, pointing to Nate and Jack. Finally, the Four Musketeers were reunited.“I’ll see
you later, Maud,” Lu said, walking on ahead to some girls her own age playing in the
clearing.“What do you think, Pollie?” Mollie whispered. “Do you think Nate will be your nine
stars?”A popular game around school was that if you counted nine stars for nine nights in a row,
the first boy who shook your hand would be the one you married. After a number of attempts, the
only thing Maud and Mollie had succeeded in was laughing. It was all just as well; if they had
succeeded, Maud was sure she would inevitably shake Nate’s hand, and that was the last thing
she needed: as Grandma had warned her long ago, a good Presbyterian didn’t associate with
Baptists, and Nate was most certainly a Baptist.“Good day, Mollie.” Nate paused and winked at
Maud, who blushed. “Polly.”“How are things, Polly—with a y?” Jack said. Maud smiled at him. He



was generally a quiet boy, but he had a solid nature, and lovely light brown hair and green
eyes.“It’s ie,” she said. “Happy to be back.”“That’s our tree,” Mollie said, pointing to the birch tree
the Four Musketeers always sat under. “Clemmie, Mamie, Nellie, and Annie are standing there
on purpose.”“We can go sit somewhere else,” Jack said.“No,” Mollie said. “It’s the principle. We
need to fight for our territory, just like when my brother thinks he can take the last piece of
pie.”Maud couldn’t quite see how pie represented one’s territory, but she understood the
sentiment. “Come along, boys, we’ve got a tree to save.”The boys casually saluted and followed
a few steps behind.“I believe you are lost,” Mollie said, approaching the girls lounging on the
tree’s trunk.“We wanted to give Maud a nice warm welcome,” Clemmie said, in a not-so-
welcoming tone. “Welcome back, Maud. Did you have fun? Get some well-deserved rest and
relaxation while we toiled away with Miss Robinson?”The name of last year’s teacher made
Maud want to pull the curl right out of Clemmie’s hair, but instead she took a deep breath. This
called for a technique that her Aunt Annie was always recommending: you catch more flies with
honey than vinegar.“Clemmie!” Maud marched right over and hugged the girl, a little too tightly.
Clemmie’s whole body went rigid. “I didn’t know how much you cared!” Maud pulled away and
put on her best smile.Clemmie flushed and looked from Maud to Nate. “Will we be seeing you at
choir practice tonight, Nate?”“It’s my stepfather’s choir, Clemmie. Of course I’ll be there,” he
said.Clemmie harrumphed and marched inside with Annie, Mamie, and Nellie in tow.“Good
going, Pollie,” Mollie said.Maud grinned. It felt good to be here, with her friends, showing
Clemmie Macneill that what she said couldn’t touch her.Mollie extended her arm. “Come. Let’s
get our seats by the window.”Taking her friend’s arm, Maud started to walk inside, but Nate
moved to stop her. “Polly,” he whispered. “Do you have something for me?”“We’re going to be
late,” she said. She was having second thoughts about giving him the note. She had promised
Pensie that she would be careful so she wouldn’t be sent away again. Still, she and Nate were
only friends.Oblivious, Jack had already entered school. Mollie dropped Maud’s arm and
whispered, “I’ll meet you inside.”CHAPTER FOURMaud and Lu met Mollie at the bottom of the
lane, which was across the road from Maud’s grandparents’ farm. Maud was sorry Lu was there
because she really wanted to tell Mollie about her conversation with Nate at the cemetery, the
contents of his letter—and her rather daring response.“I’m so glad you’re home.” Mollie wrapped
her arms around Maud and gave her a hug so tight she had to keep her hat from falling. “It was
like this summer had no sun with you gone.”“There were so many nights where I wished you
were with me.” Maud sighed.“I had to sit with Mamie,” Mollie said. “And that meant having to
contend with Clemmie Macneill. And she and Mamie are tight as ever.”Clemmie and Maud had
been friends once. While Maud was cautious of the girl’s friendship at first, Clemmie seemed
interested in Maud’s poems and stories, and Maud appreciated anyone who showed interest in
her writing. But after Nate and Maud discovered their mutual love of literature, and Jack and
Mollie joined in to make a foursome, Clemmie stopped talking to her. And when she did talk to
Maud, she was cruel. Maud refused to admit the betrayal still smarted.“How dreadful,” Maud
said. “I wonder if she is speaking to Annie or if they are having one of their fights.” Annie was



Clemmie’s best friend and—depending upon the weather—her rival.“They were speaking when I
last saw them, but with those two you never know. They’re as fickle as my brother, Hammie,
when choosing fishing bait.” Sometimes Mollie’s metaphors made sense, sometimes they
didn’t.“It would be easier if you were all friendly,” Lu said, stumbling over some red stones while
trying to catch up with them.“Why do you care?” Mollie asked.Lu sniffed. “I don’t want any more
trouble. For you, I mean, Maud.”Maud didn’t either, but she also didn’t need her cousin
reminding her of what had happened.“If we’re any later, we’re going to miss all of the news,”
Mollie said.“And we can’t have that.” Maud laughed. Mollie prided herself on always knowing the
latest gossip. When Maud was away, Mollie had sent her fat letters detailing “all the news” so
Maud wouldn’t miss a thing.The new one-room schoolhouse—built within the last five years—
stood on the edge of the road, arched by trees. The sun shone through the leaves, giving the
school a halo glow and warming Maud’s itchy nerves.“Yes,” Mollie said, pointing to three
schoolmates all made up with frills and curls. “Those three are as tight as Mother’s quilting
stitches.”Maud ignored the small pang when she saw Clemmie—whose mother certainly didn’t
subscribe to Grandma’s philosophy of a discreet bustle—Mamie, and a spoiled, puffed, frilly-
sleeved thing named Annie.“Oh, look, there’s Snip and Snap!” Mollie said, pointing to Nate and
Jack. Finally, the Four Musketeers were reunited.“I’ll see you later, Maud,” Lu said, walking on
ahead to some girls her own age playing in the clearing.“What do you think, Pollie?” Mollie
whispered. “Do you think Nate will be your nine stars?”A popular game around school was that if
you counted nine stars for nine nights in a row, the first boy who shook your hand would be the
one you married. After a number of attempts, the only thing Maud and Mollie had succeeded in
was laughing. It was all just as well; if they had succeeded, Maud was sure she would inevitably
shake Nate’s hand, and that was the last thing she needed: as Grandma had warned her long
ago, a good Presbyterian didn’t associate with Baptists, and Nate was most certainly a
Baptist.“Good day, Mollie.” Nate paused and winked at Maud, who blushed. “Polly.”“How are
things, Polly—with a y?” Jack said. Maud smiled at him. He was generally a quiet boy, but he had
a solid nature, and lovely light brown hair and green eyes.“It’s ie,” she said. “Happy to be
back.”“That’s our tree,” Mollie said, pointing to the birch tree the Four Musketeers always sat
under. “Clemmie, Mamie, Nellie, and Annie are standing there on purpose.”“We can go sit
somewhere else,” Jack said.“No,” Mollie said. “It’s the principle. We need to fight for our territory,
just like when my brother thinks he can take the last piece of pie.”Maud couldn’t quite see how
pie represented one’s territory, but she understood the sentiment. “Come along, boys, we’ve got
a tree to save.”The boys casually saluted and followed a few steps behind.“I believe you are lost,”
Mollie said, approaching the girls lounging on the tree’s trunk.“We wanted to give Maud a nice
warm welcome,” Clemmie said, in a not-so-welcoming tone. “Welcome back, Maud. Did you
have fun? Get some well-deserved rest and relaxation while we toiled away with Miss
Robinson?”The name of last year’s teacher made Maud want to pull the curl right out of
Clemmie’s hair, but instead she took a deep breath. This called for a technique that her Aunt
Annie was always recommending: you catch more flies with honey than vinegar.“Clemmie!”



Maud marched right over and hugged the girl, a little too tightly. Clemmie’s whole body went
rigid. “I didn’t know how much you cared!” Maud pulled away and put on her best smile.Clemmie
flushed and looked from Maud to Nate. “Will we be seeing you at choir practice tonight,
Nate?”“It’s my stepfather’s choir, Clemmie. Of course I’ll be there,” he said.Clemmie harrumphed
and marched inside with Annie, Mamie, and Nellie in tow.“Good going, Pollie,” Mollie said.Maud
grinned. It felt good to be here, with her friends, showing Clemmie Macneill that what she said
couldn’t touch her.Mollie extended her arm. “Come. Let’s get our seats by the window.”Taking her
friend’s arm, Maud started to walk inside, but Nate moved to stop her. “Polly,” he whispered. “Do
you have something for me?”“We’re going to be late,” she said. She was having second thoughts
about giving him the note. She had promised Pensie that she would be careful so she wouldn’t
be sent away again. Still, she and Nate were only friends.Oblivious, Jack had already entered
school. Mollie dropped Maud’s arm and whispered, “I’ll meet you inside.”CHAPTER FOURMaud
and Lu met Mollie at the bottom of the lane, which was across the road from Maud’s
grandparents’ farm. Maud was sorry Lu was there because she really wanted to tell Mollie about
her conversation with Nate at the cemetery, the contents of his letter—and her rather daring
response.“I’m so glad you’re home.” Mollie wrapped her arms around Maud and gave her a hug
so tight she had to keep her hat from falling. “It was like this summer had no sun with you
gone.”“There were so many nights where I wished you were with me.” Maud sighed.“I had to sit
with Mamie,” Mollie said. “And that meant having to contend with Clemmie Macneill. And she and
Mamie are tight as ever.”Clemmie and Maud had been friends once. While Maud was cautious
of the girl’s friendship at first, Clemmie seemed interested in Maud’s poems and stories, and
Maud appreciated anyone who showed interest in her writing. But after Nate and Maud
discovered their mutual love of literature, and Jack and Mollie joined in to make a foursome,
Clemmie stopped talking to her. And when she did talk to Maud, she was cruel. Maud refused to
admit the betrayal still smarted.“How dreadful,” Maud said. “I wonder if she is speaking to Annie
or if they are having one of their fights.” Annie was Clemmie’s best friend and—depending upon
the weather—her rival.“They were speaking when I last saw them, but with those two you never
know. They’re as fickle as my brother, Hammie, when choosing fishing bait.” Sometimes Mollie’s
metaphors made sense, sometimes they didn’t.“It would be easier if you were all friendly,” Lu
said, stumbling over some red stones while trying to catch up with them.“Why do you care?”
Mollie asked.Lu sniffed. “I don’t want any more trouble. For you, I mean, Maud.”Maud didn’t
either, but she also didn’t need her cousin reminding her of what had happened.“If we’re any
later, we’re going to miss all of the news,” Mollie said.“And we can’t have that.” Maud laughed.
Mollie prided herself on always knowing the latest gossip. When Maud was away, Mollie had
sent her fat letters detailing “all the news” so Maud wouldn’t miss a thing.The new one-room
schoolhouse—built within the last five years—stood on the edge of the road, arched by trees.
The sun shone through the leaves, giving the school a halo glow and warming Maud’s itchy
nerves.“Yes,” Mollie said, pointing to three schoolmates all made up with frills and curls. “Those
three are as tight as Mother’s quilting stitches.”Maud ignored the small pang when she saw



Clemmie—whose mother certainly didn’t subscribe to Grandma’s philosophy of a discreet bustle
—Mamie, and a spoiled, puffed, frilly-sleeved thing named Annie.“Oh, look, there’s Snip and
Snap!” Mollie said, pointing to Nate and Jack. Finally, the Four Musketeers were reunited.“I’ll see
you later, Maud,” Lu said, walking on ahead to some girls her own age playing in the
clearing.“What do you think, Pollie?” Mollie whispered. “Do you think Nate will be your nine
stars?”A popular game around school was that if you counted nine stars for nine nights in a row,
the first boy who shook your hand would be the one you married. After a number of attempts, the
only thing Maud and Mollie had succeeded in was laughing. It was all just as well; if they had
succeeded, Maud was sure she would inevitably shake Nate’s hand, and that was the last thing
she needed: as Grandma had warned her long ago, a good Presbyterian didn’t associate with
Baptists, and Nate was most certainly a Baptist.“Good day, Mollie.” Nate paused and winked at
Maud, who blushed. “Polly.”“How are things, Polly—with a y?” Jack said. Maud smiled at him. He
was generally a quiet boy, but he had a solid nature, and lovely light brown hair and green
eyes.“It’s ie,” she said. “Happy to be back.”“That’s our tree,” Mollie said, pointing to the birch tree
the Four Musketeers always sat under. “Clemmie, Mamie, Nellie, and Annie are standing there
on purpose.”“We can go sit somewhere else,” Jack said.“No,” Mollie said. “It’s the principle. We
need to fight for our territory, just like when my brother thinks he can take the last piece of
pie.”Maud couldn’t quite see how pie represented one’s territory, but she understood the
sentiment. “Come along, boys, we’ve got a tree to save.”The boys casually saluted and followed
a few steps behind.“I believe you are lost,” Mollie said, approaching the girls lounging on the
tree’s trunk.“We wanted to give Maud a nice warm welcome,” Clemmie said, in a not-so-
welcoming tone. “Welcome back, Maud. Did you have fun? Get some well-deserved rest and
relaxation while we toiled away with Miss Robinson?”The name of last year’s teacher made
Maud want to pull the curl right out of Clemmie’s hair, but instead she took a deep breath. This
called for a technique that her Aunt Annie was always recommending: you catch more flies with
honey than vinegar.“Clemmie!” Maud marched right over and hugged the girl, a little too tightly.
Clemmie’s whole body went rigid. “I didn’t know how much you cared!” Maud pulled away and
put on her best smile.Clemmie flushed and looked from Maud to Nate. “Will we be seeing you at
choir practice tonight, Nate?”“It’s my stepfather’s choir, Clemmie. Of course I’ll be there,” he
said.Clemmie harrumphed and marched inside with Annie, Mamie, and Nellie in tow.“Good
going, Pollie,” Mollie said.Maud grinned. It felt good to be here, with her friends, showing
Clemmie Macneill that what she said couldn’t touch her.Mollie extended her arm. “Come. Let’s
get our seats by the window.”Taking her friend’s arm, Maud started to walk inside, but Nate
moved to stop her. “Polly,” he whispered. “Do you have something for me?”“We’re going to be
late,” she said. She was having second thoughts about giving him the note. She had promised
Pensie that she would be careful so she wouldn’t be sent away again. Still, she and Nate were
only friends.Oblivious, Jack had already entered school. Mollie dropped Maud’s arm and
whispered, “I’ll meet you inside.”
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J.K, “Excellent. Maud, by Melanie Fishbane, provided by NetGalley as a digital ARC, was
downloaded by me a couple of months ago. It sat on my IPad teasing me, taunting me, daring
me to read it. I delayed the pleasure because I wished to savor it for as long as possible. I knew
once I began reading this novel. I wouldn't be able to stop. I was correct. I read the entire book in
one day. It is delicious and delightful, Melanie Fishbane captures Lucy Maud Montgomery"s
voice so beautifully, it's quite haunting. It's like reading L.M. Montgomery's own journals, the
words and depictions blend so well. I had to constantly remind myself this was historical fiction.
It's been a long time since a book has so thoroughly entranced me like this one did. I hope the
author will continue the story, with a follow up novel, soon. Melanie Fishbane is a talented
Canadian writer who encapsulated a renowned, beloved icon of Canadian literature with her
book.”

BeatleBangs1964, “O Canada, I Love You. Lucy Maud Montgomery (1874 -1942) is presented
to readers in 1889 when she was 14 and living with her maternal grandparents in Cavendish,
Prince Edward Island, Canada. She is close to her cousins Pensie and Mollie and her Aunt
Annie's children, all of whom are younger than she is. Maud appears to make friends easily and
her literary prowess catches the eye and mind and interest of a classmate named Nate Spurr
(later Lockhart after his deceased father) who shares her literary interests. Maud's grandfather
has very chauvanistic ideas about women in professions. Maud has dreams of becoming a
teacher.A new teacher named Miss Gordon comes to the local school, replacing the previous
teacher who turned out to be quite unsatisfactory. Maud and her classmates locked with Miss
Gordon's predecessor more than once. Nate also backs Maud up. Nate and Maud's friendship
is sadly frowned on because Nate's stepfather is a Baptist minister and mother the organ
teacher for the church. Maud's family is Presbyterian and have rather rigid and prejudicial ideas
about interfaith relationships, including friendships.In 1891 Maud's father comes for her to move
her across country with him, his new wife, baby on the way and toddler daughter. Maud's
mother died when she was less than two, yet Maud remembered her mother's funeral. An
aspiring writer with a clear literary talent, Maud writes about it and has kept a journal since she
was nine.Life with her father, stepmother and half sister and later half brother proves to be
arduous and unpleasant for the most part. Luckily Maud befriends the live in maid, Edie who is
Anglo-Native. She is unkindly called racist names such as Metis and half-breed, which is
especially offensive. Edie speaks Michif, the hybrid language of Cree and French. She, like
Maud has aspirations of teaching and the pair bond quickly.Maud's stepmother is cold and
unkind. Maud and her younger sister Katie bonded almost immediately and her stepmother
looks for ways to punish Maud. She locks up the food; she suspects Maud whenever anything
goes wrong and sent Edie back to her home village so Maud can live on as an indentured nanny
and servant. Maud's father rarely defends her, but to his credit he did defend her when his wife



hounded and harassed Maud for having whooping cough and being unable to work for a
week.School, her half siblings and new close friends Laura Pritchard, her brother will and their
kind Aunt Kennedy soften the rough edges of life out west. Academia is plainly Maud's calling,
but Mr. Mustard, her teacher is highly touted as an educated man from Ontario is abusive and
has his eye on Maud. He drops in to visit her regularly at the Montgomery home and Maud finds
him rude, crass and terribly boring. What bothered me is that her father and stepmother
believed she encouraged Mr. Mustard to be so forward. Since they knew he came on the nights
they regularly went out, they were in effect setting her up. Maud tries to deflect the man's
unwanted attention. Mean Mr. Mustard (you knew there was a 1969 Beatles' song in that) is not
one for hints. In time things come to a head.Luckily for Maud her grandfather returns for her and
liberates her from her sentence in her father's house.Fans of the Anne of Green Gables Series
will undoubtedly love this book. Fans of well written historical fiction will love this book. I love
this book. I've been all over Canada and have been to Prince Edward Island where the Anne
houses are. Readers learn about Native and Canadian history and culture to a certain degree. It
is a book that will bring Canada into your hearts whether you've ever been there or not or even
lived there.  I highly recommend this book.”

Caroline Jones, “Four (or five) things I love about Maud. . Here are the top four things I love
about Melanie Fishbane’s debut, Maud: A Novel:One: the voice. Melanie knows her subject
really, really well. She has read and read and re-read Maud’s fiction and her life-writing, and that
knowledge comes through in the voices of both Maud and the narrator. The protagonist’s voice
echoes the Maud of her early journals, excited about friends, and boys, and possibilities,
passionate about language and feelings and experiences, about conveying her world through
her words. The book’s voices capture the tone of both Maud’s creative and life-writing, but
Melanie brings a contemporary engagement to what could have been fusty or old-fashioned.
She helps Maud speak to a new generation of readers.Two: the homages. Melanie is a fan not
just of Montgomery, but of Laura Ingalls Wilder, and some scenes (driving with Will, poring over
her wardrobe) call to mind vividly favorite moments from Wilder’s Little House series. But
Melanie also manages subtle homages to Montgomery’s own work. I see echoes of not just
Anne, Montgomery’s most famous character, but also to Emily, the character that feels most like
me—and most like my conception of Maud herself. These homages are lovely little Easter-eggs
in the narrative, but readers new to Montgomery won’t be impeded at all by their lack of
context.Three: the filling in of gaps. This is a novel, and it never pretends to be anything else.
Melanie has taken what we do know about young Maud and fleshed it out, created stories,
conversations, context, and relationships that delve deeper into her intimate and emotional life
than anything left by Maud herself. These creations are eminently respectful of her subject, and
both honor Maud’s life and reach out to new readers.Four: the writing. There is an intimacy
between the author and her subject, a closeness of respect, admiration, and, yes, love; yet
there’s recognition that her subject is human, flawed and imperfect. As I have mentioned,



Melanie brings a contemporary intimacy that sees her character’s flaws—notably her pride and
her sensitivity—but makes her accessible, likable, and understandable. She has worked to, in
some ways, reflect Montgomery’s own love of nature and delight in description, and to build a
true Küunstlerroman, a story of an artist’s coming-of-age. I love the voices of the character and
the narrator, but behind those, I most of all love the voice of the author.Okay, five things.Five: the
end matter: I am a big nerd, and I simply adore context. This book includes references, a section
titled “More about Maud and Her Times,” a section on “What Happened to Maud’s Friends,” and,
of course, a section on “Further Reading.” Each of these pieces offers a wealth of information
and excellent resources that will start the budding Montgomery fan or scholar on the road to
discovery.Melanie J. Fishbane was given a daunting (and some might say unfulfillable) task: to
bring to life, in fiction, a singularly well-beloved author. She has done it, and, in so-doing she has
offered to a new generation of readers her subject’s literary bounty.”

nyeac, “Honouring the life lived.... The reading of the first pages of 'Maud' had me concerned
that the author would threaten the historical record of L.M. Montgomery in the attempt to achieve
marketing success. But fear not. I quickly discovered and appreciated the tremendous
investment of time given to research to honour facts related to the storyline which will not only
hold the attention of young readers but will provide discussion material to better inform and
engage important dialogues related to the changing values and intentions as a social fabric
shifts.”

Rachel, “Fascinating and Well-Researched. Fascinating and well-researched, I couldn't put
Maud down (even as an adult). Highly recommended for any fans of Anne Of Green Gables,
L.M. Montgomery, YA readers, female-driven stories and Canadian historical-fiction lovers.
Serves as a very good companion piece to readers getting into Anne Of Green Gables series.”

J.K, “Dream read. Excellent book! It was hard to remember that it wasn't L.M. Montgomery
writing this because Fishbane's narrative flowed so smoothly. I read it in one day. I hope the
author will follow up with a sequel.”

M. Hutchinson, “Really great read that's chock full of research and fun facts .... Really great read
that's chock full of research and fun facts about Lucy Maud Montgomery, including the fact that
she hated being called Lucy. This book was written for teens but it's easily enjoyed by all.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 48 people have provided feedback.
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