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Introduction

Louisa May Alcott
Louisa, the second of Bronson Alcott’s four daughters, was
born in 1832. Her father was well known as one of the
leaders of the American “transcendentalist” movement.
His special interest was in the improvement of education.
He had very many ideas about equal treatment for every-
body in schools, and about the end of slavery and the
rights of women. He was ahead of his time, and therefore
many of his ideas failed, and his family was always poor
until the success of Louisa May Alcott as a writer. In fact,
the experiences of the four March girls in Little Women are
very much like the experiences of Louisa and her sisters.
" Bronson Alcott firmly believed that we must “trust the
intelligence of children” in educating them. One proof of
the truth of this belief, which is still respected by American
educationists, was in the education of Louisa herself. She
had a great love of books. When the family moved to
Concord, one of their neighbours was the famous poet and
transcendentalist writer Ralph Waldo Emerson. He liked
Louisa Alcott and allowed her to use his library with its
many books. She spent as much time as she could there,
but she had to work to help her family. She worked as a
servant, as a dressmaker, and as a teacher. All the time,
she wrote.
At last, in 1852, a magazine printed — and paid for — one
of her stories. Her stories for children, and especially her
fairy stories, were well liked, and she became a regular



Introduction

writer for the magazine Atlantic Monthly. During the
American Civil War (1861-65) she worked as a nurse in
Washington D.C., and her letters from the hospital, with
their very touching descriptions of wounded soldiers and
their problems, had more and more readers. The letters
were collected and printed as a book, Hospital Sketches, in
1863, and Louisa May Alcott became famous.
~ Little Women appeared in 1868. The literary magazines
treated it as learned literature, and they disliked it. The
critics in magazine after magazine attacked it. The book
was too sentimental, they said, meaning that it appealed to
the readers’ feelings instead of exercising their minds. But
the readers themselves, mainly girls and young women,
were happy to have their tender feelings moved. The book
was bought in very large numbers, and readers watched
the bookshops and libraries for the next book by Louisa
May Alcott. The story of the March girls (the “Little
Women”) was continued in Good Wives, Little Men, Jo’s
Boys and Aunt Jo’s Scrap Bag. Other books poured from
Louisa’s pen, and she became an extremely ;Egccessful
writer.

All through her life, Louisa worked hard for an end to
slavery in America. In her later years, as a famous writer,
she gave strong support to movements in favour of
women’s rights and against the misuse of strong drink.
Towards the end of her life, she was often ill, but she
continued to write until her death in 1888.

Little Women

We have suggested that the most eager readers of Little
Women were girls. They were not the only readers, but it
is rather important to conmdgr what provision there was
for young people’s reading.”



Littie Women

Before 1868, when Little Women appeared, there were
indeed certain books written especially for children and
young people. Because of the religious (Puritan) teaching
of the early American settlers and the beliefs of writers like
Rousseau (his Emile had a strong effect on educational
thinking), nearly all these books were written to teach, and
especially to teach good thought and behaviour. There
was not much to satisfy young people’s thirst for stories
(about action and real people) to exercise the imagination.
For these, before the year 1800, young people had to go to
books that had been written for the general reader: books
like The Pilgrim’s Progress (1678), Robinson Crusoe (1719),
Gulliver’s Travels (1726). After 1800, fairy stories began to
appear for young children: Grimms’ Fairy Tales (1823 in
English), and the fairy stories of Hans Anderser. (1846 in
English).

Older children loved Washington Irving’s Legend of
Sleepy Hollow and Rip Van Winkle (1819). These were not
written for children, but they offered young people the
chance to see action in the imagination and to enjoy
wondering what would happen next. And that is what
Louisa May Alcott offered her readers: the characters
seemed real; the readers could put themselves in the place
of (identify with) one of them and share his or her thoughts
and feelings.

The March sisters in Little Women are separate people,
each with her own way of thinking. This was perhaps
unusual at the time, more than a hundred years ago. In
most middle-class families the girls had to be good and
obey their parents, not to show independent character.
Needlework and reading were all right, but you did not
find a young lady brushing a path through the snow, or
throwing snow at a boy’s window.



Chapter 1
The four sisters

It was near Christmas-time. Four girls sat by a warm fire.
They looked through the window at the snow Fallmg
outside. ¥ - o
“Christmas won g be Christmas without any presents,”
said Jo. o)
e

‘Being poor makes 0 one %o_n_hiippy said Meg, looking
dowﬁfgx—oid ddss. & 7R

“I don’t think it’s fair that some girls should have pretty
things and we should not,” said Amy.
“We've got father and mother ...” began Beth.
“We haven't got father, and we_shan’t have him for a
long time,” answered Jo. shall tnet
" These four sisters, who did not like being poor, lived in
the town of Concord in the United States of America. At
this time theré was a war between the North and the
South, and their father was, away with the Army helping to
take care of the sick and)/vounded He had once be)grq 'Fich
but_had lost most of his r moneygtrymg to ?wlp a friend.

Meg, the eldest, could remember when there was plenty of
money for[everyithing fhatlwas needed. She was now
sixteen vears old and very pretty, with light brown hair,
large eves, small hands and feet. Her fifteen-year-old
sister, Jo, was tall, thin and not very graceful. Jo had grey
eves and very lovely red-brown hair. She always wished
she was a boy, so she did not care how she looked. She
loved to run and climb trees, and do things that boys like
doing.

Beth was thirteen years old, bright-eyed, with a face

1



Little Women

like a rose. She was gentle and thoughtful, but was very
shy, afraid of talking to people,she did not know. In this
she was very unlike her younc}&{ sister, Amy. Amy was
only twelve years old, but she thought that she was an
important person and she was very proud of her golden

hair, her white skin and blue eyes.

The girls” mother, Mrs March, was giving all her time to
working for the soldiers, making them warm clothes; and
the girls had given up their Christmas presents for the
soldiers. That was why Jo said: “Christmas won’t be
Christmas Wlthout any pr esents.”

“Mother_will be coming soon,” said Beth.

She put her mother’s shoes to warm in front of the [ire;
then Jo held them up close to it so _as to warm them
quickly. AR

“These shoes are quite worn out,” she said. “Mother
must have new ones.”

It was Christmas morning. The girls dressed quickly and
went down to the 51tug;1q room. There they met Hannah,
the old servant who had lived with the family since Meg
was born. Hannah was loved by them all, more as a friend
than a servant.

“Where is Mother?” asked Meg.

“Someone came to CdlI her to help a family who have no
food,” said Hannah. =~

“Oh well,” said Meg, * you bring our breakfast and she
will soon be back.”

By lhe tlme, dnnah had finished cooking, the girls
were very hung Iust dt thdt minute their mother came
in. ' A

“Happy Christmas!” they said.

2



The four sisters

Jo and Beth warm their mother’s shoes in front of the fire



Little Women

i_”Happy Christmas, my daughters,” said Mrs March.
“Before we sit down, | want to tell you that I have just been
to a house where there are six children. Their mother -
Mrs Hummel - has no fire to keep them warm and no food
to give them. Hannah and [ will take them some wood.
Wl]l you come with us and take them your breakfasts?”
They were all silent for a moment. Then Jo sald “What

a good thing ave had t begun to eat!”#¢ " T
Sl helts

“May I go an heﬂ) carry the things to the poor llttle
children?” asked (Beth eager]y

“I'll take the hot cakes,” sald Amy, bravely glvmg up the
food she most liked.

Meg was already putting the bread and butter into a
basket.

“I thought you would do it,” said Mrs March, smiling.
“You shall all go and help me, and when we come back we
will H& bread and milk for breakfast.”

-
'In the evening they acted a play which Jo had writtep, and
a few friends came in to see it.

The play MLenuMell the actors made a great deal Qf
_noise, and the1? friends shouted and laughed. Just as it
was ending, Hannah came into the room and said, ”Mrs
March wants you all to come down and eat something.”
"~ This was not expected, even by the actors, and when
they saw the table, they looked at one another with
dellghted surprlse There were cakes of all sorts there was
fruxt an?:l sweéts. It was a wonderful supper' Ihn the middle
of the table there was a pot of beautiful flowers.

“Where did it come from?” they all wanted to know.

“Did the falrges bring it?” asked Amy.

”Father Chrlstmas brought it,” said Beth.

"Mother d1d it,” said Meg.

4




The four sisters

“Aunt March felt good for once and sent us these
things,” said Jo. A

“You are all wrong. Old Mr Laurence in the big house
next door sent it,” replied Mrs March.

' “The Laurence boy’s grandfather!” said Meg. “Why
did he do that? We don’t know him.”

“Hannah told one of his servants that you took your
breakfast to the poor children. He is rather a strange old
gentleman, but that pleased him. He knew my father many
years ago, and this afternoon he sent me a friendly note: ‘1
have heard what your children did this morning,” he wrote,
‘and 1 am sending a little Christmas present to them.
you have this nice meal to make up for a breakfast of breaﬁ”
and milk.” TpAd T



Chapter 2
Meg and Jo

'The week after Christmas was a free time for the four
sisters, especially for Meg and Jo, who had each found
some work to do when their father lost his money. Meg
went every day to teach Mrs King's four little girls. She did
not like this work, but she did it as_,\eaglxlﬁas‘she could,
because she wished to help her family. Jo spent each day
with her father’s rich aunt — a difficult old lady who lived in
a large house nearby. Jo made herself useful by doing any
of the thlngS\her aunt wanted — looking after her dog and
her bird, helﬁmg to clean things and reading to her aunt.

Beth was at home all the time, helping Hannah. Before
her father went away she did her lessons with him, but
now she did them by herself. Mrs March had tried to send
her to school, but she was too shy to learn among a lot of
other children. She loved music, and she prayed for a new
piano instead of the old one in which many of the notes did
not sound. Amy played a little, but she was proudest of her
drawing, and she wanted to be a famous painter.

One day, Meg was looking for Jo. She found her in the
little room at the top of the house which was used for
sto;{ik(lﬁg things they did not want. Jo was lying on an old
bed, reading and eating apples, while a [riendly mouse
came to sit beside her. Meg came in with a letter.

_“Such fun!” she said. “Sallie Gardiner’s mother has
asked Us to 4 little dance tomorrow, and Mother says that
we may go. Now, tht shall we wear?”

“What's the use of asking that, when you know that we

have only one dress each that we can wear?” said Jo.

6



Chapter 3
The Laurence boy

|On|the next afternoon the sisters began to get ready for the
dance, and at last, with the help of Beth and’Amy, they
were ready.

As soon as they arrived, Meg began to_enjoy herself.
Her friend Sallie looked after her, and sevcrafyounq men

asked her to dance. Meg danced beautifully, EMC_P_I]]_O_LLQJL (-1

her pretty %hoeb hurl her. She was proud of her small feet,
and sometimes c;he bought shoes that were not big
enough.

Jo _sat quietly looking across at some boys who were
laughing and Lalkmq about skatmq She loved skating. Jo
generally liked talking to boys better than to girls, but she
knew that she must not_go_over o join_them. When a
young man came towards her to ask her to dance, Jo went
behind the door to escape. To her surprise she found a boy
in the passage.

“Ldidn’t expect 1o find anyone here,” she said, prepar-
ing lo go out aqqm as qmckly. as she came in. o
But the boy lduqhed and said pleaqantiy ‘Don’t go.”
“Don’t you mind?"@ et
“Not 2 b [ only came out here because I don’t know

ho
many people and | FeIL rather strange at flrsl you know.”

“So did . Don’t go’ away, please :

The boy sat down again. He sat "-;llel’]l .lookmq at hl‘: ;

shoes. At last, trying to be pleasant and easy, Jo said, “I
think I've seen you before. You live near us, don’t you?”’
“Next door,” and he looked up and laughed.
Jo laughed too, and said, “We did have such a good
time \Alfith yvour nice Christmas preseﬁ‘f”

7
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Little Women

“My grandfather sent jt:”

“But you told him toydidn’t you, Mr Laurence?”
“What makes you think that, Miss March?”

“I'm not Miss March. I'm only Jo.”

“And I'm not Mr Laurence. I'm only Laurie.”
“Laurie Laurence — what a strange name!”

“My first name is Theodore, but I don’t like it.”

“I hate my name too — Josephine.”

They watched the dancing for a few minutes, and then
Laurie said: “Don’t you like dancing?”

“I like it well enough, if there’s plenty of room. In a
place like this I'm sure to step on people’s feet, or do
something wrong, so [ keep out of it. Don’t you dance?”

“Sometimes, but I've been away so long — at school in
Italy and Swilzerland and in Paris — that I don’t know how
things are done here.”

Jo dgcldﬂd;_tha.t she liked Laurie very much She
wondered how old he was, but did not like to ask.

“I suppose you will be going to college soon,” she said.
“I often see you working at your books.”

“Not for a year or two,” he replied. “I won’t go before
I'm seventeen.”

“Aren’t you seventeen yet?” asked Jo, looking at the tall
lad wholshe thought/must be seventeen already.

“Sixteen next month.” And then, as the music began
again, he said suddenly, “This is a lovely dance; won't you
dance it with me?”

“I can’t. I told Meg I wouldn’t, because ...” There Jo
stopped for a moment. But she decided to go on. “You
see, the back of my dress is burnt and, although I put a
piece in, it doesn’t look very good. Meg told me to keep
still, so that no one would see it. You may laugh if you want
to; it is funny, I know.”




The Laurence boy

But Laurie didn’t laugh. He said very gently, “Never
mind that. There is a long hall outside there, where we can
dance with no one to see us. Please come.”

How they enjoyed that dance logether! When the music
stopped, they sat down to get cool. They were just
beginning to have a pleasant talk when someone came to
tell Jo that Meg wished to see her. She had hurt her foot
and was resting in a side room. Jo was sorry to leave
Laurie, but she went at once.

She found Meg resting, with her feet on a cushion.

“I've hurt my foot,” she said. “It turned over — I
suppose because these shoes are too small. It hurts so
much that I won't be able to walk home, but Hannah will
be here soon. You go and have something to eat and bring
me some coffee.”

Jo got the coffee, but as she turned to carry it back she
poured it down the front of her dress. 4o foiz LA

“Oh!"Oh! Oh!” she cried. “Now I've spoilt my dress!”

“Can [ help you?” said a friendly voice. It was Laurie.
He was carrying cakes in one hand and a cup of coffee in
the other.

“I was trying to get something for Meg.”

“And [ was lookmg for somegne, to give this to.”

Jo IﬂLthmio Meg. Laurie brought more coffee and
cakes for Jo and they sat down together. They were 50
happy that Meg forgot about her foot. When Hannd
came, she stood up quickly, but she soon sat down again in
great pain. Laurie saw at once that she could not walk
home.

“My grandfather’s carriage has just come,” he said.
“Let me take you home in it.” '

' “But are you going so early?” said Jo. “You don’t want

9
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Little Women

Jo spills her coffee on her dress at the dance

10




The Laurence boy

to go home yet!”

”Yes [ do. I always go early. Please let me take you all
home.” _

Soon they were all on their way home in
Mr Laurence’s large carriage. They said qood Eught
Laurie with many thanks, and went in quuetly\’hopmg not
to wake their young sisters. But soon two little voices cried
out:

“Tell us about the dance! Tell us about the dance!”

11



Chapter 4
Visit to Laurie

One afternoon Jo came back early from Aunt March
because it had been snowing heavily. She did not feel like
sitting by the fire, so she took a brush and began to make 4
path through the snow so that Beth _could walk through the
garden. She watched old Mr \Laurenco drive away from
the house next door; and then, as she was brushing away
the snow near the wall which separated the two houses,
she saw an unhappy-looking Laurie through one of the
windows.

“Poor Laurie,” thought Jo, “he’s all alone. He needs a
lot of friends to make him happy.”

She threw a handful of snow against the window, and
Laurie turned. At once his face changed. He laughed,
opened the window and called to her.

She <;hook her brush at him as she called out, “Are you
e

Laurie opened the window and said in a thick voice,
“I’'ve had a cold, and have been in my bedroom for a week,
but I'm better now.”

“What do you find to do?” "

“Nothing! Grandfather reads to me, but I don’t like the
books he reads.” :

“Why don’t you qel &,Omeono to come up?”
“I don’t know anyone. Won't you come?”

“I will if Mother will let me. T'll go and ask her. Shut
that window, and wait till I come.” '

Jo came back in a few minutes.

“Mother sent you her love,” she said when she reached
Laurie’s room, “and Meg sent you this cake for your tea.”

12



Visit to Laurie

“How kind you all are!” said Laurie.

“Shall 1 read to you?” asked Jo.

“No, I'd much rather you talked. Tell me about your
sisters. Beth is the one who stays at home, isn’t she, and
Meg is the pretty one, and Amy is the little girl?”

“How did you know?” Jo asked.

“Well,” said Laurie, “1 often hear you calling each other,
and you always seem to be having such fun. I know that it
isn’t right to look through peogle’s windows, but some-
times it is like looking at a picture. 1 see you all in the
firelight, sitting round the table with your mother. 1
haven't any mother, you know.”

He looked so sad that Jo said, “You may look as much as
you like. But why don’t you come and see us? Wouldn't
your grandfather allow you?” / :

“He would/\n‘ your mother asked me. He lives very
much with hfs books My tedcher, Mr Brooke, doesn't live
here in the house, so | haven’t anyone to go out with, and I
stay at home most of the time.” —

“That’s bad for you,” said Jo. “You ought to go out
more.”

“Do you like your school?” asked Laurie.

“1 don’t go to school. T go to look after my d1ff1cu]t old
aunt.” okl

Jo talked about her aunt’s fat little dog and the books
which she had to read to her aunt, and she made Laurie
laugh till the tears ran down his face. i %

Then they began talking of books.

“If you like them so much,” said Laurie, “go down and
see ours. Grandfather is out, so you needn’t be afraid.”

“I'm not afraid of anything.”

“I don’t believe you are,” said Laurie. He was afraid
sometimes. He was rather afraid of his solemn old grand-

13



Little Women

father. He took Jo down to a large room filled with books
and pictures. Jo looked round the room: “What a lot of
books!” she said. Just at that momenl the bell rang and
one of the servants came in and said, “The doctor has come
to see Laurie.”

“Do you mind if I leave you for a few minutes?” he said.

“Of course not. I'm so happy with all these things to
look at.”

i

Jo stood for some time looking at a fine picture of old Mr
Laurence. When the door opened, she said, “I'm sure I
shouldn’t be afraid of him, Laurie. He has kind eyes, even
if his mouth is hard. Of course he’s not as good-looking as
my grandfather but I like him.”

“Thank you, madam,” said a deep voice. Jo turned
quickly and saw — not Laurie — but old Mr Laurence
himself.

For a minute she thought she must run away, but then
she saw that he was smiling.

“So you're not afraid of me,” he said.

“Not much, sir.”

“And I am not so good-looking as your mother’s
father?” ‘

“Not quite, sir.” 7 ¢ ighilzie

“But you like me?”

“Yes, 1 do, sir,” said Jo.

That answer pleased the old gentleman. He laughed,
shook hands with her and said: “You are brave, like your
grandfather, my dear. What have you been doing to my
grandson?” ..

"Only lrqu to be good neighbours. He is all alone,
and we girls would like to help him if we can, because we
haven’t forgotten your Christmas present.”

14



Visit to Laurie

Mr Laurence hears Jo talking about his picture

15




Little Women

Aé

“How are the poor little children you gave your break-
fast to?”

“The Hummels? They are doing well, sir.”

“Tell your mother I'll come over to see her soon. And
now let us go in to tea.”

At this minute Laurie came running in. He was very
surprised to see Jo and his grandfather talking together,
and the old man was equally surprised, during tea, to hear
Laurie and Jo talking like two old friends.

“How happy he is!” he thought. “She has done him

-_good already.” : '

16



Chapter 5
Beth gets her wish

After Jo's visit, a new life began for Laurie. Mrs March was
glad to see him whenever he wished to come to the house,
and soon he and the four girls were the greatest friends.

Laurie %pentle?s_@tl_mg_o_ums_\.esm but old Mr Laurence
was pleased t6%ée him happy in the company of people of

his own age.

Meg liked wandering qQuer the large house. Jo liked to
sit for hours in the big room reading, and Amy looked at
the pictures. Only Beth was too afraid to enter the house.
She wanted to play the big piano, but she feared old Mr
Laurence too much to go near him.

When Mr Laurence discovered this, he tried to make it
easy for Beth to come. One day, when he was visitmrs
March and the four girls, he began to talk about music and
musicians. The music-loving Beth Camc_nﬁdLQLflnd_U.eaﬂiE
to his chair to listen. el

“Laurie hasn’t much time for his music now,” he said,
and then, as thouqh the thouqht had JU‘%’( come to him, he
went on, “1 arri glad because I didn’t want him to spend so
much time on it, but the piano should be used. [ do wish
that some of your girls would come and play on it some-
times. They needn’t see’ Qnyone and they won't trouble
me. I'll be in my room at the other end of the house.”

As he got up to go, he said, “Of course, if they don’t
watitto comie 4.

Here Beth said, “Oh, sir, 1 do want to.”

“Are you the musical girl?”
“I'm Beth, and [ do 1ove music. I'll come, if you're sure
no one will hear me.”

17
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Little Women

“No one, my dear. Come as ofter) as y()u like.” He held
out his hand, and Belh n% ]()nﬁér dﬁ‘dld put her small
hand trustfully in his, for “She had no words to thank him
for his Kindness.

Early next morning, Beth watched old Mr Laurence go
out and then she set off for the big house. All e: thce
turning back in feaWc al lzlsltwcnl in by ac ﬂe door and
fade hiva EE\ quietly as she could to the Toom \)vhere
the piaho was. gLaurie h%d left, some easy bk} very pre{Ly‘!
nw_slc for her, and she sﬁ)ent a wonderful murmnq playing
it. She forgol her fears, hersell, and everyt |nc’f cl&e exgepi
the pleasure that the music gave her.

After that, Beth went to play on the piano every morning.
She never met anyone, and she never knew that old Mr
Laurence often sat in his study listening to her, and
thinking of his dearly-loved little granddaughter who died
long ago. Beth was so happy and so thankflul that she
decided to make some slippers for old Mr Laurence. With
the help of her mother and sisters gyer the difficult parts,
she soon finished lhem and sent them to him. For two
days there was no1 reply Beth was dlldld that the old
gentleman was not pleased with them Ihcn one morn-
ing, when she returned from a walk, swerdl joyful voices
Ld”Gd Oul to,her: “Here’s a letter for you, Beth. Come
quu,k and read it!”

As Beth hurried in, Jo cried out, “Oh, Beth, look at whatg«
he has sent you!” They were all pointing and saying, “Look
there! Look there!” s

Beth did look, and turned white with delight, for she
saw a small piano, with a letter lying on it for “Miss
Elizabeth March”. Beth opened and read it. It was a rather
solemn letter, as ifywritten to someone grown-up:

fA \ _l'\
I’TTYI‘D\‘“:&:(,‘ \\ \Jtﬂ 18 )t



Beth gets her wish

Miss March.
Dear Madam,

I have never had any slippers which pleased me so
well as yours. | should like to return your kindness, and
so | am sending you the small piano which was once
used by my granddaughter.

With many thanks and best wishes.

I am, Your friend,
James Laurence

All the girls gathered round to see the beautiful piano,
while Beth sat down to try it. She found it perfect.

“Now you’ll have to go and thank him,” said Jo — half in
fun, f‘?};,?he did not think that Beth would be bx?;?ve enough.

“] am going now,” said Beth, “before | gé’([ afraid.”

Old Mr Laurence looked very surprised to see her.

“l came to thank you, sir.” she began. But she did not
finish what she was saying, for he looked so friendly, and
smiled so kindly at her, that she put both her arms round
his neck and kissed him.

The old gentleman was pleased by the t;qrs:[ipg little
girl. He took her on his knee, and Beth was so0n talking to
him as if she had known him all her life. When she went
home he walked with her r'tu(‘)l %Sé}* own gate, shook hands,
and lifted his hat. S SR

1en \t%é‘girls saw this happen, Jo began to dance with
joy, Amy ngeiltjly}le_lﬁl_‘ g)vut ?,‘: Eh;‘e window In her surprise, and
Meg said, “Well, T do believe the world is coming to an
end.”

19



Chapter 6
Dreamland

One ﬁne September day, the four smlersiaad_wak.ad to the
shaded part of a hill not far from their houc;e Laurie, who
bgfcl,@ggg very lazy, lhat morning, found them all working
uneér the trees. Meg was domg__n___mLO.Ek,gele Amy was
drawing, Beth was gathering pretty-coloured seeds, and
Jo was reading from a book to the others. '

They were all §o_'5usyih§l they did not notice Laurie
until he was quite near. Then he said, “May [ join you,
please — or shall I be a trouble to you?”

“Of course,” said Jo. “We should have asked you
before but we thought you wouldn’t want to join such a
paﬁy of girls.”

T always like your parties, but if anyone doesn’t want
me, I'll go away.’

“You can stay if you do something,” said Meg. “It’s
against the rules to be lazy here.”

“T'l do anythmq you like if you let me stay. I'm qo,u‘_e;i
Q_bq_g_aione in the house.”

“Then take this book and read to us,” said Jo.

Laurle took the book and read it aloud to the end. Then
he said: “And now may I ask what this new plan is that you
seem to have started?”

"Shall we tell hlm'?” Meg asked, looking at her sisters.

“Well,” said Jo, “we each decided to do _a_certain

_amﬂunI_QMQLk_every day. Mother likes us to be out of
doors as much as possible, so we bring our work here and
have very happy times. Wele_hegn_pnejﬁndmg_thdt we are
plignms and that dreamland is there, over the hill.”

“Jo pomted , and Laurie looked through an opemnq in
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Dreamland

the wood, across the fields on the other side of the river, to
the green hills in the distance Whl(,h rose to meet the sky.
The sun was low, and the clouds’ were shining in the
golden light, like the walls of some wonderful city.

“Wouldn't it be fun if all our dreams came. true and we
_could live in them?” said Jo. \

“I have dreamed_so many that it would be hard to say
which oni&e I'd most like to come true,” said Laurie.

“Well, you'll have to decide,” said Meg. “Now tell us
which of your dreams you like best.”

“I'll tell mine if you will all tell yours.”

“Yes,” said the girls, “we will. Now, Laurie.”

“After I'd seen as much of the world as I wanted to,”
said Laurie, “I would go to live in Germany, and have as
much music as 1 wanted, and at last become a famous
musician myself. [ would never trouble about money or
business, but I would just live for what 1 like. That's my
dream. Now, what's yours, Meg?”

Meg took a long time before she said slowly, “1 should
like a lovely house, full of lovely things, nice food, pretty
clothes, plenty of money, pleasant people ...”

“Wouldn’t there be a man in your house?” asked
Laurile.

1 said ‘pleasant people’,” said Meg, not looking at him.

“Why don’t you say you'd like a good-looking, wise
husbhand,” said Jo, “and some dear little children? You
know that your dream house wouldn’t be perfect without
them.”

“Well, you would have nothing but pens and paper and
books in yours,” replied Meg hotly.

“Of course. 1 should have rooms filled with books, and
a pen which would help me to write books of my own — to
make me the most famous writer in the world.”
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Laurie finds the girls sitting under the trees
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Dreamland

“My dream is just to stay safe at home with Mother and
Father, and help to take cate’ 6t ‘thie’ famlly," said Beth.

“No other wishes?” asked Laurie.

“Not since | have had my little piano.”

“l have very many wishes,” said Amy, “but my
favourite is to go to Rome, paint pictures, and be the
greatest artist in the world.”

“Oh!” said Laurie. “We all want to be rich and famous
except Beth.”

O wonder where we shall all be_in ten years tlme * said
Jo. sl T;}u ek tied oot ndany

“1 hope I shall have done something to be proud of by
then.” said Laurie, “but I'm almost afraid I'm too lazy, Jo.”

“Mother says you’ll work when you have some good
reason tp make you work.” L k{f’f’*ﬂf FORS W E {1tB ) B I 4/4

“Does she? | hope she’s right. I ought to work t0 please
Grandfather, but he wants me to go to college for four
years, and then be a merchant and look after his ships. But
I don’t want that sort of life — 1 shgyl;i hate it. If I go to
college for four years, that ought to be enough for Grand-
father. If there was anyone else to stay with him, I'd run
away at once to Germany and my music.”

“You ought to do as your grandfather wants, Laurie,”
said Jo. “If he sees that you work hard now and at college,
I am sure he will be kind to you. There will be no one to
stay with him if you go away.”

That night, when Beth played to his grandfather the
simple music that the old man loved, Laurie stood outside
in the shadow, and listened. He said to himself, “How
lonely Grandfather would be if I went away! IJl let rrLyW“
dream go, and I'll stay with him while he needs m
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Chapter 7
The telegram

“November is the most unpleasant month in the whole
year,” said Meg, standing at the window one grey after-
noon, looking out at the frozen garden.

“You are sad, poor dear!” cried Jo. “And I'm not
surprised. You see other girls having a lovely time, while
you do nothmg but w%rk work, every day.”

Beth, “who'wis also looking out of the window, said,
smiling, “Two pleasant things are going to happen:
Mother is coming down the street, and Laurie is coming
through the garden as if he had something nice to tell us.”

Mrs March and Laurie came in together. A few minutes
later there was a ring at the front door, and Hannah came
in with a letter. L

“It's on8 of those nasty telegrams,” said Hannah, as if
she was afraid that it would prlode in her hand.

Mrs March turned whnte a she took it, and when she
had read it she fell bac\k with'a cry, in her chair.

Jo took up the telegram and read:

Mrs March,
Your husband is very ill. Come at once.
S. Hale,
Blank Hospital, Washington.

For a moment everyone was silent. Then Mrs March said,
“T'll go at once, but it may be too late. Oh, children,
children, help me to bear it!” '~ |

The glrls@athered round their mother as she held out
her arms to them. For a few minutes, they all wept, but

ja L
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The telegram

then Hannah dried her tears and said, “I won't waste any
more time crying. I'll go and get your things ready for your
journey.”

“She’s right. There is no time for tears now,” said Mrs
March. “Stop crying and Iet me thmk over my plans.
Where is Laurie?”

“I'm here,” said Laurie. “What can [ do to help?”

“Send a telegram to say that 1 will come by the morning
train.”

“T'll go at once,” said Laurie. “Is there anything else 1
can do?”

“You can leave a note for Aunt March. Jo, bring me a
pen and some paper.”

Jo knew that her mother was writing to Aunt March to
ask for money for the journey. “How [ wish,” she thought,
“that 1 had some money to give her.”

“Now, Laurie,” said Mrs March, “here is the lelter. You
needn’t hurry because I can’t travel until tomorrow morn-
ing. Jo, go and buy these things | shall need for your
father. Beth, go to Mr Laurence and tell him what is
happening. Meg, come and help me find my clothes for
the journey.”

For a time they were all too busy even to cry. Then Meg
asked her mother to rest while she made her some tea. As
she was domq this, old Mr Laurence came back with Beth.

“Beth has just told me about your husband’s illness; it is
very sad news,” he said. “I have brought these things
which may perhaps be useful. You may be sure that, while
you are away, I shall do all that I can to help the girls. But
do you feel able to go on this long journey alone? Would
you allow me to come with you?”

Mrs March looked for a moment as if she would be glad
for him to come. She was rather afraid of the long journey
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alone. But she soon decided that she could not allow the
old man to go so far. She told him so, with the warmest
thanks for his offer. He smiled and walked away, saying
that he would be back soon.

Meg was bringing a cup of tea to her mother when she was
surprised to meet Mr Brooke.

“I have heard the sad news of your father’s illness, Miss
March,” he said in a kind and quiet voice, which sounded
very pleasant to Meg. “l am going to Washington for Mr
Laurence,” he went on, “to buy some things he needs
there, and | have come to ask if Mrs March will allow me to
go with her. 1 shall be so glad if I can give her any help.”

“How kind you are!” said Meg. “Mother will be very
pleased, and we shall all be glad to know that she has
someone to take carc of her.”

Everything was arranged by the time Laurie came back
with a letter from Aunt March. It was not a very kind letter,
but it enclosed the money for Mrs March’s journey. Jo had
not yel come back, and they were all beginning to wonder
what had happened to her. At last she walked in, put
twenty-five dollars into her mother’s hands and said, “This
money is for Father — to help him in his illness and to bring
him home.”

As she spoke she took off her hat, and they all cried out
when they saw that her hair was cut short.

“Your hair! Your beautiful hair!”

“Oh, Jo, how could you?” cried Mrs March.

She seemed unable to say any more, but the look in her
eyes made Jo feel that she had done the right thing.
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Chapter 8
Illness

Breakfast was very early next morning.

“Children, -] leave you to Hannah’s care. And dear Mr
Laurence will, I know, be a good friend to you. Go on with
your work, and don’t lose hope. Work is always a help in
time of trouble.”

“Yes, Mother.”

“Meg, dear, look after your sisters. In any difficulty, ask
Hannah or Mr Laurence. Jo, write to me often, and be my
brave girl, always ready to help. Beth, your music will help
you, and you have your little home duties. And Amy, I
know that you will be good and try to help the others all
you can.”

“We will, Mother! We willl”

The carriage came, and they kissed their mother quiet-
ly, and tried to wave their hands happily as she drove
away.

At that minute the sun came out, and Mrs March saw it
shining on the girls standing at the gate with old Mr
Laurence, the good Hannah and the friendly Laurie.

“How kind everyone is to us,” she said, turning to Mr
Brooke, who was sitting beside her in the carriage.

“Of course they are,” he said, “because they all love
you.” Mrs March felt that the kindness of the young man
would be a great help to her on her long journey.

When the carriage was out of sight, the girls came
inside the house and they began to cry. Hannah wisely left
them alone for a time. Then she came in with a coffee-pot,
saying: “Now, my dears, remember what your mother
said, and don’t cry any more. Come and have a cup of
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coffee, and then we'll all work, as we promised your
mother we would.”

They sat round the table drinking the coffee, and Jo
said, “Hope and keep busy —that’s what we must do. I'll go
to Aunt March as usual.”

“I'll go to teach the King children,” said Meg, wishing
that she hadn’t made her eyes so red. “But I'd much rather
stay at home and attend to things here.”

“No need of that,” said Amy. “Beth and I can keep
house perfectly well. Hannah will tell us what to do, and
we’ll have everything nice when you come home.”

This made the girls laugh and they all felt better for it.

A few days later a letter came from their mother which
made them all very happy. Although their father was still
ill, he was getting better. After that, Mr Brooke wrote
every day, and his letters became more and more hopeful
as the weeks passed. Meg, as the head of the family, read
these letters to the girls, and soon they were all writing
letters to their father and mother and to Mr Brooke.

For a week the amount of goodness in the old house would
have been enough to supply all the neighbours. But, when
they knew that their father was getting better, the girls did
not try quite so hard to be good.

Jo caught a bad cold because she forgot to keep her
head covered up warmly after her hair was cut. Aunt
March told her to stay at home until she was better,
because she did not like to hear a person read with a cold
in her head. Jo was glad to\épend the tim_{(?;i!ling by the
fire and reading all the books she could find. Meg went
every morning to teach the little King girls, but she spent
most of her time at home in reading, again and again, the
letters sent by Mr Brooke, and in writing to him and her

28



Iliness

mother. Amy forgot some of the housework she had
promised to do, and she sat drawing when she ought to
have been helping Hannah. 3

Only Beth kept on working, She did many of the things.s "
her sisters forgot, and she tried to help everyone. One day
she said to Meg: “I wish you would go and see the
Hummels. You know Mother told us not to forget them.”

“I'm too tired to go this afternoon,” replied Meg, who
was resting in a chair by the fire.

“Can’t you go, Jo?” asked Beth.

“Why don’t you go yourself?” asked Meg.

“l have been to them every day,” said Beth, “but the
baby is ill, and I don’t know what to do for him. Mrs
Hummel goes away to work, and Lottchen takes care of
him, but he gets worse and worse, and 1 think you or
Hannah ought to go.”

“I'll go tomorrow,” said Meg.

“1 would go today,” said Jo, “but I want to finish my
writing. Why don’t you ask Hannah for something nice,
Beth, and take it round? The air will do you good.”

“I'm vty tifed,” said Beth. “I did hope that one of you
would go.”

“Amy will be in soon and she will go for us.”

“Well, I'll rest a little and wait for her.”

So Beth sat in a big chair to rest, the others returned to
their work, and the Hummels were forgotten.

About an hour later, when Hannah was sleeping by the
kitchen fire, Beth quietly filled a basket with good things
for the poor children. Then she put on her coat and hat
and went out into the cold air, with a heavy head and a sad
look in her eyes. It was late when she came back, and no
one saw her go quietly upstairs and shut herself in her
mother’s room. Jo found her there half an hour later,
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sitting on the bed and looking very ill.

“What's the matter?” Jo cried, but Beth put out a hand
as if to stop her sister from coming near.

“You've had scarlgi fever, Jo, haven't you?”” she asked.
“Yes, years ago, when Meg did. Why?”

“I'll tell you,” said Beth; and then, beginning to cry, she
went on: “Oh, Jo, the baby’s dead!”

“What baby?”

“Mrs Hummel’s. He died in my arms before she got
home.”

“Oh! My poor dear! I ought to have gone,” said Jo,
taking her sister in her arms Aas, she sat down in her
mother’s blq chair. “What did you do when the baby
died?”

“I just sat and hcld him snftiy till Mrs Hummel came
back with the doctor. He said the baby was dead, and then
he looked at the two other children, and said that they had
scarlet fever, and he told Mrs Hummel that she ought to

have called him before. Butl she said, ‘I'm so poor, and I
tried to cure the baby mysell, but now it’s too late, and.il’s
only with the he]p of others, Doctor, that I'll be able to pay
you.” Then he smiled and was very kind, and he looked at
me and he gave me some stuff to drink to stop me;geuing
the fever.” Lofe Trom

“No, you won't get it!” cried Jo, holqu her close. “Oh,
Beth, if you are ill, T'll never forgive mw;elf

“Don’t be afraid. I don’t think I shall have it badly. I've
taken the stuff, and I feel better,” said Beth, trying to look
as well as she could.

“If only Mother_were at home!” said Jo. “I'll call
Hannah. She knows about illness.”

r

“Don’ ﬁ\my come in here. She hasn’t had it, and I
should hafe't6 give it to her. _Are you sure that you and
M\\’ i
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Beth fills a basket with good things for the Hummels
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Meg can’t have il again?”

“lI don’t think so, but I don’t care if 1 do,” said Jo,
“because [ allowed you to go to the Hummels in that way,
when I was doing my writing at home.”

When Hannah came she at once made them both feel
happier. “Everyone has scarlet fever,” she said, “and no
one dies of it if they are treated properly.” Jo believed her
and she went up to call Meg. When they were together
again, Hannah said, “Now TI'll tell you what we'll do. We'll
have Dr Bangs, just to look at you, dear, and to see that we
start right. Then we’ll send Amy off to Aunt March for a
time, so that she won’t catch the fever, and one of you girls
can stay at home and help for a few days.”

“I'll stay, because I'm the oldest,” said Meg.

“No, I'll stay._1f' | had done my duty and gone to see the
Hummels, Beth would notberill,” said Jo.

“Which will you have, Beth?” asked Hannah. “We
don’t need more than one.”

“Jo, please,” said Beth.

This settled the point, and Meg, feeling a little hurt,
said, “I'll go and tell Amy.” )
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Chapter 9
Life or death?

When Dr Bangs came he said that Beth had scarlet fever.
He thought that she would have it lightly, but when he
heard the story of the Hummels he looked serious. He said
that Amy should go at once to Aunt March.

Beth soon became very ill. Dr Bangs came to see her
often, but he was a very busy man and he was glad to, lcc]vc
Beth in the care of the good Hannah. Meg did nol go to
teach the Klnq 'children because it was thought that she
might take the fever to them. She stayed at home and did
housework. When she wrote to Mrs March she felt that
she ought to tell her mother about Beth's illness, but
Hannah said, “No, my dear, don’t say anything about it.
Beth isn’t so very bad, and it would be wrong to trouble
your mother while your father is so ill.”

Mrs March wrote from Washington that Mr March was
not so well, and that he would not be coming home for a
long time. Beth grew worse, and Jo, who attended to her
day and night, was very troubled when she found that Beth
did not know her, and that she called the others by the
wrong names, and often cried out for her mother.

One morning, when Dr Bangs came, he looked at Beth
for a long time, held one of her hot hands in both his own,
and then said to Hannah: “If Mrs March can leave her
husband, I think she should come.”

Jo, who was standing near, turned white. “I'll send a
telegram at once,” she said. She hurried off and was soon
back again. While she was taking off her coat, Laurie came
in with aletter saying that Mr March was better. Jo read it
thankfully, but the heavy weight did not seem,lifted from

‘
o' be
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her heart, and she looked so unhappy that Laurie asked
quickly: “What is it? Is Beth worse?”

lve Senl for Molher said Jo, with a sad look, as she
tried lo get off her hédvy shoes.

“I'm so glad,” said Laurie. He put her in a chair and
pulled off her shoes for her and then asked, “Did you do it
yourself, without asking anybody?”

“No, the doctor to]d us to(ent

“Oh, Jo, it’s not so bad as that, is it?” cried Laurie.

“Yes, it is. Ql\e doesn’t know us. She doesn’t look llke
my Beth — and’ there’s nobody tc)_hglwgi
. As the tears streamed fdsldown poor Jo's face, she put
' ) ou‘[ her hand in a heiplcw> sort of way as if feeling in the .
'da}k Laurie took it in his, saying as he dld so — “I'm here,
Jo. Hold on to me, dear!”

She could not speak, but she did hold on”, and holding
the friendly hand seemed to help her. ¥

At last she said, “You are a good doctor, Laurie, and
<;uch a good friend.”

“1 hope you 11 get somclhmq tonight that will do you
even more good,” said Laurie. “I sent a telegram to your
mother yesterday, and Brooke answered that she will be
here tonight. Aren’t you glad 1 did it?”

“Laurie, y()u’fc a dear! How shall I ever thank you? But
what made you thmk iof it '

“Well, ‘you see, “I"got rather troubled, and so did
Grandfather. We thought that Hannah was wrong in
saying that your mother must not be told about Beth - and
we didn’t like what we heard about Beth. We thought your
mother ought to know. So we sent a telegram, and your
mother is coming by the train which qctb here at two
o’clock. T'shall go and bring her to you.”

“Oh, Laurie, I'm so happy!” said Jo as he went away.
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Jo went to tell Hannah and Meg the good news|that Mr
March was better, and ﬂﬁ:a,'_ﬁMrs March was coming home.

Dr Bangs came, and “Aer looking for some minutes at
Beth, he said: “She is very near the time when there will be
a quick change — either for better or worse. T'll come again
later.”

The girls never forgot that night. They had no sleep, for

Mlahlqht came. Then another hour went by and
nothing happened except that they heard Laurie starting
for the station.

It was past two o’clock. Jo was standing at the window
listening for the sound of the carriage. She heard a
movement by the bed, and, turning quickly, saw Meg
kneeling by the bedside. Hannah came to the bed, looked
at Beth, felt her hands, and then cried, “The fever has
turned. She’s sleeping easily. And now she’ll soon be
better. Oh, how wonderful it is!”

Before the girls could believe that it was true, the doctor
came. He was rather an ugly man, but they thought his
face was quite beautiful when he said with a fatherly look.
at them, “Yes, my dears, | think the little girl will get Better
this time. Keep the house quiet; let her sleep, and when
she wakes, give her ...

What they were to give, they never heard, \(Or they both
went out into the dark hdl] and, holqu each other LEO%e
wept tears of joy.

“If only Mother would come now!” said Jo.
“Li sten"' cried Meg. “I think I hear the sound of the
carriage.”

The sounds came nearer. Then there was a ring at the
door. Hannah opened it, and they heard a call from Laurie,

“Girls, she’s Lomc' She's come'”

rr
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Chapter 10
The mother’s return

Beth woke from a long sleep to find her mother lpoking
down lupg)nJ her. She was too weak to wonder at anything,
but she returned the loving kiss her mother gave her, and
then, without speaking, soon went to sleep again. While
Mrs March sal at the bedside, holding Beth’s hand, she
told the others all her news.

Evening came. Meg was in the sitting room writing to
her father to tell him of her mother’s safe arrival. Jo went
quietly to Beth’s room where she found her mother in her
usual place. Jo walked about the room, looking undecided
and not very happy. ik

“What is the matter, dear?” asked Mrs March.

“I want to tell you something, Mother.”

“About Meg?” _

“How did you know? Yes, it's about her. It's a little
thing, but it troubles me.” '

“Beth is asleep. Speak quietly and tell me.”

Jo settled herself on the floor at her mother’s feet.

“Last summer,” she said, “Meg left a pair of gloves in
the Laurences’ house, and only one was returned. Laurie
said to me: “Mr Brooke has got it. He keeps it with his own
gloves.”” hg

Jo looked up into her mother’s face: “Now, aren’t you
sorry to hear this?” ;

“Do you think Meg cares for him?”" asked Mrs March.

“I don’t know anythiﬁg about love and all that foolish-
ness,” cried Jo. “In slories, girls show it by getting red in
the face and growing thin and acting foolishly. Meg
doesn’t do thal.” |
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“Then do you think that Meg does not care about
John?”

“Who?"” cried Jo.

“Mr Brooke. We began to call him John in Washing-
ton, and he likes it. He has been quite open about it. He
told us that he loves Meg, but he wants to be able to give
her a good home before he asks her to marry him. It must
be some years before John can make a home for her. 1
hope that things will go well for her.” '

“Don’t you wish that she would mdrrv a rich man'?”
asked Jo. “I had planned to have her marry Laurie, and to
have plenty of money all her Tife. Wouldn't that be nice?
He’s rich and kind and good, and he loves us all.”

“Don’t make plans for other people, Jo. anc and thelr
own hEdFtb will mdke your frlends marriages.’ '
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Chapter 11
A happy Christmas

After her mother’s return, Beth got better every day. A
small bed was put in the sitting room for her, and she was
able to lie there during most of the day, enjoying the
company of her mother and sisters.

’The news from Washington was good. Mr March was
getting better. John Brooke was still with him, and he
wrote to say that they hoped to come home early in the
New Year. So the March family were expectmg a very
happy Christmas, and with Laurie’s help they made plans
fog having a g”eat deql of fun.

" “I am so happy, “said Beth, “that, if only Father was
here, I couldn’t possibly be any happier.”
“And so am I! — And so am I!” said the others.

Sometimes in this str‘a\nge world things happen just as
they do in story-books; and it vs{qs $0 w1th the March family
on this wonderful Christmas Day.

The girls and their mother were looking very happily at
the Christmas presents they had given to one another.
While they were doing this, Laurie opened the door and
quietly put in his head.

“Here’s another present for the March family,” he said
in a strange voice.

Then" he opened the door wider, and a tall man
appeared — so much covered up that his face could not be
seen. Behind him was’ another tall man, who tried to say
something but did not seem able to speak.
™ The first tall man uncovered his face and, with cries of
delight, the girls saw that he was their father. It is not
possible to tell o‘ﬁ \‘a{llﬁ}%?t qugpp{erlﬁq aﬁgr,yvar;'d‘s The girls

o \38 . ‘;N.";’I. u,b/';‘f,( /



A happy Christmas
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Mr March comes home to his family on Christmas Day
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and their mother put their arms round Mr March and
kissed him. Quite by mistake, the second tall man — Mr
Brooke — kisséa‘ﬂixe‘\gf‘}ﬁﬂa{nhah came from the kitchen to
joig»‘in the ‘g rger.;al hgpgjqess, and to tell them that the
Christmas dinnet would soon be ready.

Mrs March said to her husband, “Before we have
dinner, you and Beth must have a little rest.” She put each
of them on a sofa, but Beth did not stay lonj-i’)h her own
sofa. She joined her Father on his sofa, and they did not
h\‘ ve as r/pu‘crh{ rest as they ought to have done because they
could not stop talking to one another.

Laurie and his grandfather and Mr Brooke all came to
dinner, and it was a very happy party. After dinner the
visitors went away. They knew that the March family
would like to be alone together, and also that Beth and Mr
March needed rest. ="

That evening the little family V@‘S' ‘g?thered round the fire in
the csittingl room. Mr March Was telling them how it
hapPéiiéd that he came home earlier than they expected.

“When tt}-qL v,\v&at&gr became better,” he said, “the
doctor thojﬁgnt that 1 rp;grjltycome - and I wanted so much
to surprise you all. T bdi,lld n it without
Brooke. He has been dicl a help on the journey - and,
. A n sk Lpmtr ”
lr{‘/cljgged, all through my ﬂllness, as your mother knows.

“Yes, ip‘deed,” said Mrs March, “he is a most kind and
l}%lrpflqj_g young man.” !

There was a happy, far-away look in Meg’s eyes. “Such
a happy Christmas,” dhe 'daid,"“and it has been such a
happy year.”

“How can you §ay that it was a ‘happy year'?” said Jo.
“There Was Father's illness, and then Beth’s illness — and
all sorts of r;\a;ﬁy things.”
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A happy Christmas

“I think that a lot of nice things have come to us this
year,” said Beth. ““We've got to know Laurie and his
grandfather, and I've played on the big piano next door,
and I have a dear little piano of my own.”

“And you went to the Hummels, and the baby died in
your arms, and you got scarlet fever, and nearly died of it,”
said Jo.

“It was rather a hard oad for you all to )\gavel ” said Mr
March, “and the last par’fof it was certgunly very hard, but,
from all that your mother has told me, I know how well you | chock
have done, and 1 dm proud of my little women.’

Meg was sitting beside him. He took her hand in his,
and he noticed that her fingers had become hard with
needlework.

"Meg, my dear,” he said, “I know how much work you
have done to help your mother and sisters, and | am proud
of this little hand. I hope that there will still be some time
before I am asked to give it away.” He smiled down upon
her and pressed the Hand which he wanted so much to
keep near hith. Meg tried to look as if she dill A4t know
what her father meant, but she did not do it very well, and
she knew that Jo was looking at her rather sadly.

Beth whispered to her father, “Say something nice
about Jo. She has tried $0 hard and she has been so very
kind to me.” g Bep vty
I ”AJthough Jo s hair is so short,” said Mr March, “s
does not §eem to be so like a boy as she was when | went
away. I don’t think she wants to be a boy any more. She is
mofe careful about her dress, and she doe&ft shout about
the house as boys do. In fact she has become a nice g Tlet
little woman! 1 rather miss my wild girl, but if I get in her
place a strong, elpful Tzqnd hearted woman, | shall be very
happy. [ coul 't find anything beautiful enough to be

7o n/J"N e el B
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bought with the twenty-five dollars she sent me.”

“And now, thl have you to say about Beth?” asked
Amy. She bad v wanted to hear what he would say about
herself, but she was, Wlllmq to Wall

“There, 1ssalyttle (\)f‘hc 4 ’%alci Mr March, “that I do not
know' What lcﬁ»ay She might easily hide away so that we
could not see her. But | don't think she is quite so 0 afraid of
showing herself as she was.,” Then he remembered how
near ly he had lost her, He held her close, and said with his
face against hers, i i ve got you bdfe my Beth, and limean
to keep you now.” \ W

He looked down at Amy, who was sitting at his Ieet Ho
passed his fingers through her shining hair as he spoke: “1
think Amy is rather tned\ for HhEhdLhﬂQﬂMﬂg dbOUt
for her mother all afternoon. She wishes to be useful and
does not now think so much about being beautiful. Thatis
a better way of md\ﬁmq life beautiful, for herself and

Wk P e A" P
others” 3% Y W
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Chapter 12
Meg, John Brooke and Aunt March

Mr and Mrs March often looked at Meg, as if they were
thinking a great deal about her and the young man next
door. They thought that something must happen soon.
This state of uncertainty was not good for the little family,
and Jo could see very plainly that it was not good for Meg.

Meg did not look very happy. It was clear that one of
her dreams had not yet come true.

“What is the matter with us all?”” Meg wondered.

“You know very well what is the matter,” said Jo. “It is
your John who is causing all this trouble.”

“Don’t say ‘my John' Itisn't rith and it in;n’t true " said
not Ontlrely uaneasant to her. “T've told you [ don t care
much about him. We are just friends, andnow_thﬂt he'is
back again we shall all be as we were laesio?‘ee('u ’ ﬂwﬁ

“If he does ask you to marry him,” said Jo, ’ th't will
you say? Will you tell him plamly that Father thinks you are
too young, or will you go red and begin to cry, and at last
fall into his arms, just as people do in the story-books?”

“I'm not as weak and silly as you think,” said Meg. “I
know exactly what I am going to say.”

“Would you mind telling me what you will say?”" asked
Jo.

“Well,” said Meg, “if he speaks, I shall say, “Thank you,
Mr Brooke, it is very kind of you, but Father says that I am
too young at preqent to think of such things, and I quite
agree with him. So please do_not say any more, but let us
be friends, just as we used to be.””

Meg had_no sooner.said this than they heard the front
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door open, and a voice speaking in the hall.
It was the voice of John Brooke.

Meg and Jo both rose to their feet gs the door of the Slttlrlg
room opened.  /"W*

“Good afternoon,” John Brooke sald. “1 have come to
ask about your father. I do hope he is not too tired after his
long journey?”’

“He is resting,” said Jo, “but I am sure that he would
like to see you. I'll go and tell him that you’re here.”

“Don’t wake him if he’s asleep,” said John Brooke.

“] expect he’s reading,” said Jo, and she went away
quickly, leaving Meg and John a Mgobpe together.

As soon as Jo, had gone, ed also began to move
towards the door. h

“I am sure Mother would like to see you, Mr Brooke,”
she said. “Please sit down, and I'll go and call her.”

John Brooke looked very hurt..

“Don’t go, Meg,” he said. ““Are you afraid of me?”

He had never called her l;/leg befpre and she was
surprised to find how sweet ;t was to hear him say it. She
wanted to a pear, 1frle}‘ndly and.qgaa_sy, so she put out her
hand and said: ”How can [ be afrald of you when _you have
been so kind to F&ther 1 61 xly wish'T' could ‘thank you for
it.”

“S all,r\lq tgll you how yo\glcan thank me?” asked Mr
Brooke. He wa§ holdmg her ‘small hand in his own, and
loqkmg down at her with so,much love in his brown eyes
that 'her heart began to beat’ very fast. She felt that she
must run away, but also she wanted very much to stay and
hear what she knew he was going to say.

“Meg, dear,” he said, “I love you so much. Do you think

that you can love me a little in return?”
i V-
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Meg, John Brooke and Aunt March

Somewhere at the back of her mind Meg knew that this
was the time for her to say to Mr Brooke exactly what
she had told Jo that she meant to say. She knew also that,
after speaking those words, she ought to bow to him, and
walk quickly from the room. But hér hand was still in his,
and ...

And the door opened and a new visitor appeared.

“Aunt March!” cried Meg. She could not have been
more surprised if it had been a fairy or Father Christmas.

Aunt March stood in the doorway, lookmq first at Meg
and then at the young man.

“What does this mean?” cried the old lady, strlkmg the
table with her stick.

| “It's Father’s friend,” said Meg. “I'm so surprised to
see you, Aunt March!”

“I can see you are surprised,” said Aunt March, sitting
down. John Brooke went out quietly, saying something
about going to see Mr March.

“Who is he?”” asked Aunt March. “Your father’s friend.
What friend?”

“Mr Brooke,” said Meg. “The friend who was so kind
to Father when he was ill. He went to Washington with
Mother when the telegram came, and he stayed with
Father all the time he was there, and brought him home on
Christmas Day. 1 don't know what we should have done
without him.”

“Ah, now I remember,” said Aunt March. “Are you in
love with him?”

“Don't speak so loud,” cried Meg. ”Heﬂy hear. Shall
I go and call Mother?” -

“Not yet. I've something to say to you and I must say it
at once. Now, tell me, do you mean to marry this young
man? If you do, not one cent of my money will ever go to
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you. Remember that, and don’t be a 51lly girl.”

“I'm not afraid of being poor,” cried Meq “I've been
very happy so far, and | know I 5hall be happy with him,
because he loves me, and 1 .

Meg stopped there,| foﬁjust then she remembered that
she had not made up per mlnd — that she had to tell “her
John” to go away; and that perhaps he was quite near, and
was hearing all that she and her aunt were saying.

There was something in the girl’s happy face which
made Aunt March feel that, although she herself was rich,
she was a poor old woman living‘alone.

“Well, | w:llhas.f_e_nmmng_more to_do with you,” said
Aunt March. “You arée a very silly girl, and you have lost
more than you think by what you have said to me. | came
to see your tdther ‘but T don’t feel that I want to see him
now. I'm going home, and my last words to you are — 1've
Qlone with you for ever. Don’t expect any help from me
when you“are “married to your Mr Brooke. Lct hls friends
take care of you. You will get nothing irom me.’ '

Aunt March spoke so loud that she could be heard all
over the house. She then went to_her carriage, which was
waiting for her in the street, and drove away in great
anger.

When Meg was left alone she did not know whether to
laugh or cry. (She was not given much time in which to
make up her mind, for the next minute John Brooke came
in.

“Oh, Meg,” he said, “I couldn’t help hearing — and [ am
so glad that I heard what you 'said to the old lady. How
brave and good you were! And you do love me a little,
I\/Ieg1 You meant what you said?”

“I didn’t know how much I loved you until Aunt March
said those things,” Meg began.
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Meg, John Brooke and Aunt March

Aunt March finds Meg and John Brooke together
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“And I needn’t go away, but I can stay and be happy,
may I, dear?” :

Now here was another chance for Meg to speak the
words which she had prepared so carefully - the words
which she told Jo that she yould say to Mr Brooke before
bowing to him and walking from ‘the room.

But she did not. Just as Jo expected, she said “Yes,
John,” and then she allowed John to take her in his arms
and kiss her. ¥R

No one ever knew what happened in the sitting room that
afternoon. Afterwards there was a great deal of talking,
and Mr Brooké told fhem about his plans.

“I'm going to work very hard,” he said. \’fl;vtz got1
i T N\ T
something to work for now, and I am sure that1s all m‘aké

a lovel) home for my dear Meg.”
Mr and Mrs March already loved him as a son. They
knew how good he was, and they allowed him to arrange
; R 9y
everything exactly as he wanted.
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Chapter 13
The end of the year

“Here comes Laurie,” said Jo. She had been looking
through the window, and had seen Laurie coming up the.
geﬁ‘den path with some lovely flowers in his hand.

When he entered the room, he went up to Meg, gave
her the flowers and said, “For Mrs John Brooke.” Then he
offered his good wishes to them both.

o kAew ' you would get what P/ou wanted,” he said,
turmng to his teacher "You always 0. When you make
up your mind to do a thmg, s done

“It’s very kind of you to say so,” said John Brooke. “I
thank you for your good wishes and I ask you now to come
to my wedding, whlchfhgpe will be in the, year after next.”

“T'll come to it even if I'm at the end of th & earth,” said
Laurie. “We’ll both be the\*e, won 't we Jo’? But what's the
matter?” he-went on, more quietly. “You don’t look too
happy.” Corelernecc

“It will never be the same again. I have lost my dearest
friend,” sald Jo 'who was almost crymg

“You've got me anvyhow » Laurie answered. “I may not

eﬂmuch1 good but I'n&stand by you, Jo, all the days of my
f 23550 e
Lt
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Chapter 14
The little house

More than a year has passed since the evening described
in the last chapter.

John Brooke was working very hard in an office and
saving money. He hoped),] befﬂre ]onq to,be able to make a
home for Meg. Meg look ed pleuler “tH4H ever. She had
spent the time working as well as waiting, and learning to
do many things which would be useful to her when she
married.

Jo never went back to Aunt March. The old lady had
grown to like Amy while Amy was with her at the time of
Béth's 1llnebs and she asked Amy to spend her mornings
with her. In return, she promised that Amy should have
drawing lr,ssons in the afternoons from one of the best
teachers in the town. This pleased Amy very much, and it
pleased Jo too. Jo wished 10 give as much of her time as
possible to wrlll_ng.] She wrote stories for the newspapers,
and she was very :Dleaé;ed with the dollars that she was
sometimes;ézﬁi_f'For them. Jo also spent much of her time
with Beth, who had not been well since her illness.
Although not really ill, Beth was never again as rosy and
strong as she used to be. Yet she was always hopeful and
happy, always busy with the quiet dulles she loved, and
she was everybody’s friend.

Laurie went lo college to please his grandfather, and he
was having a happy time there. He made many friends.
He was liked by everybody, and he often brought his
friends home with him. When this happened, the girls of
the March family were asked to meet them.

Amy was the one who most enjoyed this high h()n()ur

¥

50



The little house

She was very pretty. She thought so hersell, and she was
glad when the young men allowed her tp see that they
thought so too. Mcq was thnkmg_mn mugh oi her own
John to think much of Laurie’s younq ‘men.  Beth had
nothing to say to them, and she often wondered how Amy
could be so brave as to talk to them as much as she did. Jo
also talked to them, and it was clear thal they all liked her
very much, as she liked them.

Very soon John Brooke had enough money to buy a
house for Meg. It was a very small house with a little
garden. The garden did not look very good because it had
only just been planted with seeds but Meg saw it as it -
would be when the flowers wcre out. Most of the things in
the little house were presents from her fami ily and Laurie.
Beth made the cloths for duqtmg dl’ld w(;%hlnq up. Jo and
Amy helped their mother to prelpdrc fhe ﬁh()uso for Meg
and her husband. 'Aunt March sent a large number of very
beautiful table-cloths and bed-clothes as a wedding pres-
ent, but as she had said she would never give Meg
anything, she pretended that the present was sent by a
friend. Everyone laughed at the way she sent a present
without breaking the promise she had made to herself
when she was angry with Meg.

At last everything was ready. Meg and her mother wicfnil
through the house together, and Mrs March said: “Do you
like it, Meg? Does it seem like_home, and do you think that
yvou will be happy here?”

“Yes, Mother, [ love it, and | know how much 1 ought to
thank you all, but I am almost_too happy to talk about it.”

“If only she had a few servants!” said Amy who had just
come into the sitting room after helping Hannah to
arrange the kitchen.

2e0 g
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“No, Amy,” said Meg. “I don’t need a servant. I mean
to do the work myself, and there will only be just enough to
keep me busy - as I wish to be.”

“Sallie Moffat has four servants,” said Amy.

“Well, she is a rich man’s wife,” replied Meg, “and she
has a large house. In this house there is no room for
servants, but I feel that John and I will be very happy here —
perhaps much haggier than Sallie and her husband in their
large house.” }
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Chapter 15
Growing up

The year which passed after Meg’s marriage was a very
hapbﬁf‘d'ﬁe for the'March family. Meg often came to see
her father and mother, but towards the end of the year she
became the mother of two babies — a boy and a girl. These
children were greatly loved by their young aunts, and
especially by Beth, who spent much of her time helping
Meg to look after them.

Jo worked hard at her writing, and many of her stories
appqqggd in the newspapers. Amy learned 5;‘?99!“ from the
lesSons which were paid for by Aunt March. ' She could
now draw very well. Another rich aunt - Aunt Carroli -
was_so pLeasec(j with Amy’s wp(pk that she ongred to take
her to Eurbbe’. Mr and Mrs March were wi ?ing that she
should go, and Amy looked forward with QQIJght to seeing
the pictures painted by the world’s greatest artists — for she
had already decided that she would be a great artist

herself.

One evening, soon after Amy went away with Aunt Carroll,
Mrs March and Jo were sitting together, and Mrs March
said: “Jo, I want to talk to you about Beth. T am anxious
about her.” o

“Why, Mother, what is the matter?” said Jo. “Beth has
seemed {4»\129‘15}&§1‘!},y well since Meg’s babies came.”

“I'm Sure that something is troubling her, and I want
you to find out what it is.”

“What makes you think so, Mother?”

“Stie’ oftdk {s"iti{/‘éidﬁet./ ‘She doesn’t talk to me or her
father as she used to do, and the other day I found her
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cr ;i\l;lbg over. Meg’s babies. That isn’t like our Beth. It
troubles me.”

““Have you asked her about it?”

“I have tried once or twice, but she looked_so unhappy
_that | stopped. Dear Jo, you are so strong — agg\@{‘ch_\‘av
help,” said Mrs March. “Now, you will try to find out What
is troubling Beth, won’t you?”

Jo promised, and for some days she watched Beth very

carefully.

One afternoon she and Beth were sitting together. Jo was
writing. Beth sat at the window with some needlework in
her hands, but her fingers did not move, and soon the work
dropped on the floor and Beth looked silently out of the
window.

Then someone passed bg!ow, and a voice - it was
Laurie’s voice — called out, “Fm coming in tonight!”

Beth smiled and waved her hand as the quick footsteps
died away. Then she said softly, as if speaking to herself,

BN R
“How strong and \(\Q@}l\l and happy he looks.”

A _htI)o'ught camg to Jo: “Beth is in love with Laurie! That
is the’ r8adon for the unhappiness Mother has noticed in
her. And Laurie kisses so many girls. He even wants to
kiss me — which sometimes Sﬁf&lls our friendship. But I
won't have it. He must love Beth, now that it is so plain
that she is in love with him.” M NZ?Z""

Jo lay awake for a long time that night. She was just
c&z‘eRplggj ?fof {? sleep wl7en shg thought she Eeard Befh
crying. She Went to Beth’s bedside and asked: “What is it,
dear Beth?” pouen

“I thought you were asleep.”

“Is it the OXIC\j\\pa\l n - the pain you had after you were ill -

Wi
that is troubling you again?”’
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Growing up

“No, it is a new one, but [ can [tzear it,” said Beth, trying
[ 23

to k,%%péze.c“g(per tears.
“Tell me about it. Perhaps | may be able to help.”

“No one can help. But lie down here, dear Jo. I'll be
quiet, and perhaps we can go to sleep together.”

They were soon asleep, but Jo woke early and her
thoughts %}UOV}‘% very quickly. That morning she said to

Mrs March, “Mother, | want to go away somewhere this
Ele

winter for a_change.”

Mrs March ’fofglgéa'\ up, surprised.

“But why, Jo? And where will you go?”

“I want something new. I feel Rggc\lg‘s\.g,‘ and [ want to be
seeing and doing and learning more than I am now. And
I’vg ot a plan. You remember that letter from your friend,

rs Kirke, who has a hotel in New York. She asked if you
knew anyone who would teach her children and give her
some help in the house. | want to write to her and offer my

services.” Pl
““Are these your only reasons for wishing to go away?”
H EEE LIPS TR0 A
said Mrs March. PRl

“No, Mother.”

“May I know the others?”

Jo logked up and looked down and then said slowly,
“Yes, Mother. 1am afraid fhat Laurie is getting to like me
too much.”

“Then you don’t care for him in the way in which it is

R0dd, b0 dol, Fd Tl hreacls
clear that he hls,fﬁegm’mﬁ‘ng’ to care for you?

v Ve P AR /;d//[,( “r o oen iy FippTe
I\Lo, Mother. Tlove the dear boy, as I always haves- but
SEBHZY . ’
not in the way he wishes. Soried

[ “Havé you spoken to Beth?” asked Mrs March.

“Yes. She would not tell me what her trouble was, but,
Mother, I think I know it. I believe she i$ in love with
Laurie.”
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“I had not thought of that,” said Mrs March, “but it is
clear that, for Laurie’s sake you had better go away foF a
time.” )

The matter was soon arranged. Mrs Kirke wrote that
she would be delighted to have Jo in her hotel. Laurie
came to | say goodbye

“It wo\n 't do a blt of good Jo,” he said. “My eye is on
you; so mmd what'\ you do, or I'll come to New York and
bringyou hotie™
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Chapter 16
Jo in New York

New York, November.
Dear Mother and Beth, - I'm going to write you long
letters while I am here. I've a great deal to tell.

Mrs Kirke is_so kind to me Lat% ?é’él\cfdzﬂtg;t home, even
in this big house full of strange people. She gave me a
funny little b\ggq-gs\it@q\g-;‘qom wg‘?{tthe roof - all she had -
butitis War}n, and thete 1 a nice table by a sunny window
where I can sit and write when I am not teaching Mrs
Kirke’s little girls, or helping in the house.

I have my meals with the children, and I like this better
than eating with all the other people in the house. My little
girls are pretty children - I told them some stories and
soon made friends with them.

On the first8ay’'was here I saw something I liked. This
house is very high, and it is a long way from the ground
floor to the top. I saw a little servant-girl coming up with a
heavy I%d of cc%al. Then I saw a gentleman who was
coming up behfd her. He took the coal from her hand,
carried it to the top, and put it down at the door where it
was wanted. Then he turned to the little servant, smiled
kindly, and said: “It is better so. The little back is not

o LA A e AP v
strong enough for such a heavy load.

I thought he spoke like a German, and Mrs Kirke tells
me that he is Mr Bhaer of Berlin. “He is always doing
things like that,” she said. “He is very learned and good,
but very poor. He is taking care of two little bdys, the sons
of his sister who married an American and died here. He

h,yg{sL Qx‘tgachmg German and I am glad to ggt )h)m use my

(A , ”
sitting room for some of his lessons.
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Mr Bhaer and Jo
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Jo in New York

Thursday
Yesterday was a quiet day. I spent it teaching my little
girls — Kitty and Minnie — and writing in my own room. I
was In the sitting room last evening when Mr Bhaer came
in with some newspapers for Mrs Kirke. She wasn’t there,
but Minnie said to him very prettﬂy, “This is Mother’s
friend, Miss March.”

Kitty, her little sister, g)dded “Yes, and we like her very
much. She tells us lovely stones

Mr Bhaer and I both bowed and then we laughed.

“Ah yes, Mees March,” he said. “I know that you tell
them lovely stories. I hear them laugh. But sometimes I
know that these little girls are not good. They do not work
as they should - and that hqrts you. Now, Mees March,
when they are bad like that, you must call me, and I will
come.” He pretended to look very cross like an angry
schoolmaster, and the little girls Iaug;hecf with delight.

I told him that I would certainly ask for his he]pbwhen I
needed it, and he went away.

It happened that I saw him again on the same day.
When I passed his room, the door was open, and I saw
that he was doing some needlework. I felt so SOy that he
had no one to do this work for him, but he seemed quite
happy, and did not mind my seeing him. He waved his
needle at me and laughed.

“I am busy, you see, Mees March,” he said.

Jo and Mr Bhaer soon became good friends. He gave her
lessons in German, and he allowed her, in return, to do
some of his needlework. It was a pleasant winter — and a
long one, because Jo did not leave Mrs Kirke until June.
When the time came for, lger to go, the children cried, and
Mr Bhaer looked very sad.
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Chapter 17
Jo and Laurie

Laurie worked very hard during his last year at college and
he left it with high honours.

When‘t’hq gre'u ﬁ_;y was over, he and Jo walked home
together. = "

“You've done very well, Laurie,” said Jo. “I'm QI‘OL]CJ of
you. What are you going to do now?”

“That is for you to decide,” said Laurie, in a voice which
at once made Jo fcei that ihe_mummt which she had
feared, and which “she had wishéd to put off as long as
possible, hacl Lo\mc at last. 1

“Jo,” he said, ”you must hear me. Wc ve got to talk,
dnd_hg_c;oonm m;better for both of us.”

de what you like then,” said Jo. “I'll listen.”

“You must know what I'm going to say,” he began.

“I've loved you ever since I've known you, Jo. [ couldnt

help it; you've been so good to me. I've tried to show it, but
you wouldn’t let me. Now I must have an answer. [ can’t
gy o llkc this any longer.”

“I'wan 08 Lg) sa\}e you lhlb{ said Jo. “I thought you
unde%"%t()od

“I know you did. But girls are so strange, you neyer
know, what they mean. They say ‘No” when lhey medn
‘Yes’, dncﬁ drive a man out of his mind ]ust For the furi'of it.”

“Laurie, you know I'm not like that! You are very dear to
me. You're the best friend I ever had, and now you've done
so well al college, I'm very proud of you. But I can’t love
you in the way you want me to. ['ve tried, but I can’t.”

“Don’t tell me you love that old German you were
always writing about in your letters!”
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Jo and Laurie

Jo said, “Don’t be so silly, Laurie. I'm ngt in the-least in
love with him, or with anybody. And he isn’t (ﬁd, but good
and kind. gter you, he’s the best friend 1 have.”

Laurie ]ooliued('f;?ery sad. “What wi}l h?ppen to me?” he
said. e O I BRI

“You’ll love someone else, like a good boy, and forget
all this trouble.” anh 30

Jo told Mr Laurence the whole story of what had hap-
pened. The old gentleman was very kind. He found it
difficult to understand that Jo did not love Laurie, but he
knéw "that love cannot be forced, and he decided that
Laurie must have’a ¢compleéte change’ ™’

He spoke to Laurie that evening. “My dear boy, I feel it
almost as much as you do. I love Jo, and I hoped that she
would become your wife — and my granddaughter. But the
girl can’t help it. I'm old enough to know that, and I also
know that the only thl%(gt’%i‘”i}"c%ﬁ {8'do now is to go away
for a time. Where will you go?”

“Anywhere. 1 don{g care what happens to me!”

“Now, my boy, '5,"‘!,15,9 1jt\l;lﬁglepa man. Most men go @Qrggg/ll y
thi\s}\s}g}rlt,of thing oncé in their lives. \/\\/hxvr}qggo to Europe,
as you a]Wasz meant to do when you left ‘college?”

“But I didn’t mean to go alone.”

“I don’t ask you to go alone. My business in London
needs lﬂq/gjlgjl;lg;afgs:,r;.. I'l want you with me in London for a
short time, so that you can understand the business when
it becomes yours, but I won'’t kgep you there longer than is
necessary. You can gobt"é ﬁflgarif:@f'Germany, Switzerland,
Italy — anywhere you like - and enjoy the pictures, the
music and all the things that you've always c,gl[f%abboq’t.';

“Well, sir,” said Laurie, “I can’t say ‘No’ to your Zk'fhéf—
ness. I'll come.”
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Chapter 18
Beth’s secret

The letters that Jo had received in New York had said little
about Beth’s health, but when she came back, after being
away for so long, she saw the difference at once. She knew
that Beth was very ill. She had saved a little money in New
York, and she asked her father and mother to allow her to
take Beth to the seaside for a few weeks.

This gave great pleasure to Mr and Mrs March. They
were glad that the two sisters should gg,away together,
and they knew that Jo would take great il of Beth.

They went to a quiet place where there were not many
people. They were drawn very close to one another by
something of which, for some time, they did not speak —
the knowledge that Beth had only a short time to live.

Jo felt quite sure that this was so, and she was glad
when, one evening, Beth to]c\i‘ﬁ\ér\'.\\\They had been watch-
ing a beautiful sunset, and when at last the sun went down
Beth spoke of death — her own death, which she knew must
be quite near. For a minute Jo was silent and her eyes
were dim. Then she said, “I've feared it, dear Beth, and for
some time I've known it, but I'm glad you've told me.”

“T've tried to tell you before,” said Beth, “but I couldn’t.
I've known it a long time. At first it was hard to bear, and I
was unhappy, but I'm not unhappy now, becausé' I know
it’s best, indeed it is.”

“Is this why you were so unhappy before I went away?”
asked Jo.

“Yes, 1 gave up hoping then, but I didn’t like to tell
anybody.”

“Oh, Beth, why didn’t you tell me? You rpp‘ust get ylv‘el‘l‘.’"'i,}
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“I want to, oh, so much! I try. But every day I lose a
little strength and I feel sure that I shall never get it back.
It's liKe tiie"sun going down, Jo. You can't stop it.”

“It must be stopped cried Jo. “You're only nineteen
and | czjé ?16{°y3d go. I'll work and pray and fight against
it.” Iy At N o g

“Jo, dear, it’s nok@qogd Don 1 hope any more. Let us be
happy together whilé We can. ['don’t have much pain.
When we get home, Mother and Father won’t need to be
told that I shall not be with them very long, and they will
need all the help that you can give them.”

She was qulte rnght No words were needed when the
two girls went ‘home. Beth was tired after the short
journey and she went at once to bed. When Jo came down
she saw immediately that her father and mother knew the
truth. There was no need for her to tell them Beth’s secret.
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Chapter 19
A meeting at Nice

While Beth lxzkly\dy\ipg(\‘(\my was in Nice with Aunt Carroll,
and Laurichw‘/)a\s?\m London with his grandfather. For
several months Laurie worked hard, but then he became
r?ﬁt\l‘{;g?;\ind Mr Laurence felt that he should go away.

* "“Laurie,” he said, “when I asked you to come, | told you
that I did not want to keep you here longer than was
necessary. You've done well, my boy, and now it’s time
you had a change.”

And so it happened that on the afternoon of Christmas
Day, Laurie was walking in Nice. Laurie was lost in his
own thoughts - not very happy thoughts — when he heard
a voice that he knew — Amy’s.

“Oh, Laurie, is it really you! Your grandfather told us
that you would be here, but we thought that you would
never come.”

“I've been w_gndering about,” said Laurie, with a
rather tired and'uhhappy look. “Tell me, what news
have you had from home?”

“Not very good news. Beth is very ill. I feel that I ought
to go home, but they all say ‘stay’, so | stay.”

“] am sure you are right,” said Laurie. “You could do
nothing at home, and they must all be glad to know that
you are enjoying yourself here.”

When Laurie went to Nice, he meant only to stay a week,
but a month later he was still there. He was ti{;gdmof being
alone, and it was pleasant to be in a place where there was
at least one person who came from “home”. And Amy,
too, was glad to see him, for they could talk together about
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A meeting at Nice

the people and the places they both loved. Yet Amy was
not happy about Laurie. She knew that he way\\:‘/vasting his
time, 4Ad she felt that, if he was not careful, he wouid Waste
the rest of his life.

One day, when they were walking together along the
shore, she said: “Laurie, when are you going back to your
grandfather?”

“Tomorrow.”

“You have told me that twenty times in the last month.”

“Well, I have felt that I shouldn’t be of much use to him
if | went. I hate business, and 'm stre that 1 shall never be
any good at it. In fact [ doubt, now, whether [ shall ever be
any good at anything.”

“But you did so well at college. You needn’t give all
your time to the business. 1 am sure your grandfather
doesn’t want that. What has happened to your music?”

“And what has happened to your art?” asked Laurie.
“When you went to Rome, weren’t you hoping to become a
great artist? Don’t you remember our dreams?”

“Oh, Laurie, when | had seen those pictures, how could
I go on hoping then?”

“It seems then that we are the same, my dear. We are
rather lost and don’t know what to do with ourselves!”

They were now close to tf‘)é dobr 0# 'fA)rﬁy's hotel.

“What | told you was really true,” said Laurie. “I'm
going back to Grandfather tomorrow. I promise to learn
something more about the business, and then I'll begin to
think about my music, if you will promise me to think again
about your art.”

“Good boy,” said Amy. “I'll do my best if you will do
yours.”

They shook hands, and jpﬁanczt})ﬁr;minute he was gone.

Amy thought, “How 1 shall miss him!”
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Chapter 20
Laurie and Amy

Laurie went back to his grandfather, who was now in
London, and he spent his days in the s jp' ;pg office,
finding the work much less %g?glgﬁ%a% as he &ime to know
more about it. vk bt

Soon after Laurie left Nice, Mrs Carroll and Amy
travelled slowly towards Switzerland. They were at Vevey
when Amy received the sad news of Beth’s death. Laurie
also heard it in London, and he decided that he would go at
once to Vevey and give Amy what help he could. Jo had
written that they still did not wish her to come home earlier
than had been ar\x;gr{yg%gi,g ‘

Laurie knew\/eVey well. He found Amy sitting in a
pleasant old garden by the side of the lovely lake. When
she saw him she jumped up and ran to him.

“Oh, Laurie, Laurie! I'm so glad you've come.”

“] couldn’t help coming,” he said. “I only wish I could
say something that would help you to bear the loss of dear
little Beth.”

“You needn’t say anything. It is so good to have you
here. Aunt Carroll is very kind, but you seem like one of
the family. How long can you stay?”

“As long as you want me, dear.” .

Laurie stayed for a week, and each day he and Amy
came to know each other better. On the day before Laurie
was to leave, they were out on the lake together. Laurie
was rowing, and Amy was enjoying the beauty all around
her - the mountains, the clgy&lgg blue sky, the bluer lake
below and the boats that looked like white-winged birds.

Then her eyes met Laurie’s. He had stop%*é‘ah;‘bwihé;
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and he was looking at her so seriously that she felt that she
must speak - as if to wake him from a dream.

““You must be tired,” she said. “Rest a little, and let me
row; it will do me good.”

For a moment he seemed not to hear. Then, with a little
start he said: “I'm not tired; but you may row with me if
you like. I must sit near you in the middle of the boat
because I'm heavier than you are.”

She took the seat that he offered to her, and they
rowed together. Amy rowed well, though she used both
hands and Laurie used only one. The boat moved easjly
through the blue water.

“How well we pull together!” said Amy.

“So well that I wish we might always pull together. Will
you, Amy?”’

For some time Amy made no reply. They went on
pulling together. Then, as the boat touched the shore,
Laurie asked his question again, and was answered very
softly, “Yes, Laurie.”
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Amy and Laurie agree to pull together always
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Chapter 21
Endings

F(\)\I;,T‘SL%IE\% time after Beth’s death, Jo was very unhappy.
She 1}1ﬂ|§‘s\gg\l§thglittle sister to whom she had given so much
!ng)ng"c&{‘e, and with whom she had spent so many hours
of every'day. She tried to fnjl her time by working for her
mother in the house, an& by helping Meg with her babies.
She knew that Meg and John were very happy, and she
could see that Meg was both a happier and a better woman
bécausé 'she'was a wife and mother.

“It is plain that marriage has been good for her,” she
thought. “I wonder whether it would be good for me. Or
am [ - as [ have so often thought - to be alone all my life?

IO SRR A
Perhaps I'll just watch other people’s lives, and put what [
see into books, igst_;;\elq‘gf having a real life of my own.”

When the news came that Amy and Laurie were to be
married, Mrs March was uncertain of the way in which Jo

would take it, and sKe"afidwed Jo to'see this uncertainty.
JA 85 ” : 2N 3"1'\'ﬁ/{ P YA N4 )

Oh, Mother,” said Jo, “did ybu reaily think that I could
be so s%l/ﬁsh, and silly as to mind Laurie marrying Amy
when [ woilldn’t marry him myself?”

Jo found that the housework which she was doing for
her mother and for Meg was not enough to fill her life, and

she decided to go on with her writing.

Laurie and Amy were married at an American church in
Paris. Old Mr Laurence was so pleased that his grandson
was to be married to “one of the girls next door”, that he
wished the marriage to take place soon — almost as much
as the young people themselves. Mr and Mrs March made

no (.;li)ij‘l?’g}llty, for they thought it right that Amy and Laurie
Al 1N
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should be mamed while they were still in Europe, and
spend 3 few weeks there before returning to America.

On the day that Mr Laurence and the young people
were expected home Mr and Mrs March went to the
station to%leet them and Jo stayed at home to help Hannah
prepare a meal. Looking out of the front door, she saw
Laurie hurrying up the garden path as she had so often
seen him in the old days. She ran to meet him.

“Laurie! My dear Laurie!” she cried.

“Dear Jo!”

Jo took the hand which Laurie held out to her, and they
both knew that a strong and beautiful friendship had taken
the place of their childish love for one another.

Soon the small sitting room was quite full. Amy came
in first. “Where is she? Where is my dear old Jo?” she
cried. Meg and John Brooke followed, each cgrrymg one
of their children. Then came old Mr Laurence with Mr and
Mrs March. It was a very happy family party.

When the meal was over, the door bell rang and Jo
answered it. It was Mr Bhaer. Jo was very pleased to see
him.

Mr Bhaer had come from New York on business, and he
often visited the March family. One day he told Jo that he
had found work in another town and so he had to go away.
Jo began to cry. IR

“Why are you crying?” he asked.

“Because you are going away.”

“Jo,” he said, “I have not nghes and l have not youth; |
have nothing but my love to give you.”

She took his hands. “That is all I want,” she said.
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Questions

Questions on each chapter

1

1 What were the four girls’ names?

2 Which of them was the eldest?

3 Which was the youngest?

4 Who received the girls’ breakfast on Christmas Day?
5 Who sent supper to the March family?

1 What work did Meg usually do?

2 'Where did Jo spend her days?

3 What was Beth'’s special love?

4 What did Amy want to be when she grew up?

1 Who was the boy in the passage?

2 What was the matter with Jo’s dress?
3 What happened to Meg?

4 How did they return from the party?

1 Who went to see Laurie?

2 Who was Laurie’s teacher?

3 Where was Jo when old Mr Laurence came in?
4 What surprised Laurie?

1 What did Beth want to do?

2 Why didn’t she do it?

3 What present did Mr Laurence send to her?
4 How did she thank him?

1 Who dreamed of having a lovely house?
2 What did Jo want to become?
3 Why did Laurie decide not to go away?

1 Where was Mr March?
2 Why did Mrs March write a note to Aunt March?
3 What did Jo sell to get twenty-five dollars?
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8 1 Who went to Washington with Mrs March?
2 What news came in the first letter from Mrs March?
3 Who visited the Hummels every day?

9 1 Two people sent telegrams to Mrs March. Who were they?
2 Why did they send the telegrams?
3 Who met Mrs March at the station?

10 1 Who kept one of Meg’s gloves?
2 Why did he do that?
3 What was Jo’s plan for Meg?

11 1 Why had Meg’s fingers become hard?
2 Who asked Mr March to say something nice about Jo?
3 Who was “rather tired”? Why?

12 1 What was John Brooke doing when Aunt March came in?
2 What help will Aunt March give to Meg?
3 What did Aunt March’s words make Meg realise?

13 1 What did Laurie bring?
2 Who were they for?
3 Why was Jo unhappy?

14 1 Who went to spend the mornings with Aunt March?
2 What did Aunt March promise in return?
3 What did Aunt March pretend?

15 1 Who took Amy to Europe?
2 What did Jo think about Beth?
3 Sowhat did Jo decide to do?

16 1 How did the German help the little servant girl?
2 What were the names of Jo’s pupils?
3 What did Jo do in return for German lessons?

17 1 Whatdid Jo tell Mr Laurence?
2 What did Mr Laurence decide?
3 Where could Laurie go after London?

18 1 Where did Jo take Beth?
2 What did Beth speak about at last?
3 What did Mr and Mrs March know at once?
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19 1 Where was Laurie on Christmas Day?
2 How long did Laurie stay there?
3 Why did Amy lose her hope of becoming a great artist?

20 1 Where was Amy when the news about Beth came?
2 How long did Laurie stay there?
3 Laurie wanted Amy to “pull together” with him always.
What did he mean?

21 1 Which sister was left alone?
2 Where were Laurie and Amy married?
3 Who came to visit Jo?

Questions on the whole story

These are harder questions. Read the Introduction, and think
hard about the questions before you answer them. Some of them
ask for your opinion, and there is no fixed answer.

1 (@) Meg (b) Jo (c) Beth (d) Amy
Can you answer these questions about each of them?
1 What did she look like?
2 What were her special interests as a girl?
3 In what other ways was she different from the others?
Can you decide on the order of your liking for them? (That is,
which do you like best, second, etc?) Can you give reasons?

2 What is your opinion of Laurie?
3 How does old Mr Laurence help the March family?

4 John Brooke: What opinion of him did (a) Mr and Mrs March,
(b) Meg have? What is your opinion of his character?

5 What do you think of Aunt March? Was she as unkind as she
seemed? (Can you give an example?)

6 Why is the book called “Little Women™'?

7 Which of the girls may have been most like Louisa May Alcott?
In what ways? (See the Introduction.)

8 What differences are there between the life of girls in the
March family and the life of American girls today?
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New words

college
a place where one can study
after leaving school

moment
a very short space of time

scarlet fever
an illness which causes red
marks on the skin

shy
afraid of company

skating
moving on the ice on sharp
pieces of steel fixed under
one’s feet

74

slippers
soft shoes to wear in the
house

sofa
a comfortable seat for two
or more people

telegram
a message sent in signs (not
spoken) by electricity along
awire



