TELL ANNE OF GREEN GABLES, IN OO WORDS OR LESS,
WHAT SHE MEANS TO YOU.

Drear Awne Shirdey,

My deawr Anne withybon “e”. The ancient Greeks believed that true
friendship was one soul inhabiting two-bodies. The kinghip I feel to-yow
rings of v similowr chovd indeed. My appreciation for yow begaw as o boy
of 10, secvetly basking inthe hilowity of yowr antics, quietly dreaming of
the striking beauty of your island. Mine was o silent enjoyment, though,
your tales were not nearly plebeian enough for av rural boy of those years. I00

How I cheered yow as yow recited The Highwayman, while I, gender-caged, YEARS OF
was relegated to-the likes of Frost and Whitman.

ANNE
Parallel Lines indeed are the avenues we have trovelled; dear Anne. Like yow; I

aw orphan, though not so-early inw life ay yow. My MWCOMW&WMMWYOW
blood kinv.  She did; inv her own way, love me through gritted teethv and between lectures

onw my inadequacies. But you, Anne, at least yow received acceptonce and the blessed
closwre of affirmation. I exwy yow. Your experience of grace gives me hope; though, and it
prompty me to- do-better. My father wag the very image of your Matthew: quiet and gray,

he was o hawd-working mewn who- liveds inv the harness. I cradled hinv as he passed fromy
thig life asy yow did Matthew in that gloviows, swaying; green pasture. I cried whew bothv
mew died. Yow showed me that it was all right to-do-so-

Ouwry iy av shawed civcle of friends, Anne. Loyal and fickle, your Gilbert and Diana
were my Jimw ond Susan, Rachel way aw old biddy named Sophie. But yow were so- right:
Josie Pye will always be Josie Pye. Asfor me, I wasy always more stringbear than carrotsy.

Your keen, curious eye encouraged me to- ask and to- express; friend Anne. Your
sriving to- rise above circunwutances pushed me to- imagine; create and compete. Kindred
spirity, yow and I? Ohy I know, people these days huff and puff the wordsy about like so-
much dandelion fluff: But we are much alike, yow and I, born out of loss;, enduring our
shave of bitter adversity, taking sweet consolation in the comforting touch of others. Like
yow;, I reside inv o deep, emerald woodland;, a place to- walk and think, full of dear
birdsong and the lonely cally of nightcrawlers.

Yours has beenw av rich life; Anne Shirley, av big journey for such a small girl. We have
borne witness to- your life, a potent mix of passion, curiosity and imagination. Yowre o
true romoantic; Anne, an authentic friend and confidante. Yowr smile makes the gross
greener, the blossoms move beaudiful, the watersy move sparkling and the sky move agure
thaw sapphirve. By your example; yow inspive me to-be and to-do-better. I amvthe better for
knowing yow, Anne Shirley, and from o heawt that hay laughed and cried; that has
knoww brokenness and fulfillment, I thank yow for sharing that amaging life with me.

Until such time as we speak againy I remain your bosow friend and true kindred
spirit. BUL



