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CHAPTER I.

PLAYING PILGRIMS.

CHRISTMAS won't be Christmas without any presents,” grumbled Jo, ly-

ing on the rug.

“It’s so dreadful to be poor!” sighed Meg, looking down at her old
dress.

‘I don’t think it’s fair for some girls to have lots of pretty things, and
other girls nothing at all,” added little Amy, with an injured sniff.

“We've got father and mother, and each other, anyhow,” said Beth,
contentedly, from her corner.

The four young faces on which the firelight shone brightened at the
cheerful words, but darkened again as Jo said sadly,—

“We haven't got father, and shall not have him for a long time.” She
didn’t say “perhaps never,” but each silently added it, thinking of fa-
ther far away, where the fighting was.2

Nobody spoke for a minute; then Meg said in an altered tone,—

“You know the reason mother proposed not having any presents this
Christmas, was because it's going to be a hard winter for every one;
and she thinks we ought not to spend money for pleasure, when our
men are suffering so in the army. We can’t do much, but we can make
our little sacrifices, and ought to do it gladly. But I am afraid I don't;”
and Meg shook her head, as she thought regretfully of all the pretty
things she wanted.

“But I don't think the little we should spend would do any good.
We've each got a dollar, and the army wouldn’t be much helped by our
giving that. I agree not to expect anything from mother or you, but I
do want to buy Undine and Sintram?® for myself; I've wanted it so
long,” said Jo, who was a bookworm.

“I planned to spend mine in new music,” said Beth, with a little
sigh, which no one heard but the hearth-brush and kettle-holder.

“I shall get a nice box of Faber's drawing pencils;* I really need
them,” said Amy, decidedly.

“Mother didn’t say anything about our money, and she won't wish us
to give up everything. Let's each buy what we want, and have a little
fun; I'm sure we grub hard enough to earn it,” cried Jo, examining the
heels of her boots in a gentlemanly manner.

“I know I do,—teaching those dreadful children nearly all day, when
I'm longing to enjoy myself at home,” began Meg, in the complaining
tone again.

2. United States Civil War, 1861-65. The novel opens in December 1861.

3. Pair of tales by German romantic writer Friedrich de la Motte Fouqué (1777—1843). Undine
(1811) is a fairy tale about a water sprite; Sintram und seine Gefihrten (1815), an allegory
inspired by Albrecht Diirer’s famous engraving Knight, Death, and Devil (1513). Jo is proba-
bly referring to the popular American edition and translation Undine, and Sintram and His
Companions (1845).

4. Famous pencil brand known for high quality. A. W. Faber pencils were first sold in the
United States in 1843.
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12 Lirree Women

“You don’t have half such a hard time as [ do,"” said Jo. “How would
you like to be shut up for hours with a nervous, fussy old lady, who
keeps you trotting, is never satisfied, and worries vou till you're ready
to fly out of the window or box her ears>" . . .

“It’s naughty to fret,—but I do think washing dishes and keeping
things tidy is the worst work in the world. It makes me cross; and my
hands get so stiff, I can't practise good a bit.” And Beth looked at her
rough hands with a sigh that any one could hear that time.

“I don't believe any of you suffer as I do.” cried Amy; “for you don't
have to go to school with impertinent girls, who plague you if vou
don’t know your lessons, and laugh at your dresses, and label your fa-
ther if he isn’t rich, and insult you when your nose isn't nice.”

“If you mean libel 1'd say so, and not talk about labels, as if pa was a
pickle-bottle,” advised Jo, laughing.

“I know what I mean, and you needn't be ‘statirical’ about it. It's
proper to use good words, and improve your vocabilary,” returned
Amy, with dignity. i

“Don’t peck at one another, children. Don't you wish we had the
money papa lost when we were little, Jo? Dear me, how happy and
good we'd be, if we had no worries,” said Meg, who could remember
better times.

“You said the other day you thought we were a deal happier than the
King children, for they were fighting and fretting all the time, in spite
of their money.”

“So 1 did, Beth. Well, I guess we are: for though we do have to work,
we make fun for ourselves, and are a pretty jolly set, as Jo would say.”

“Jo does use such slang words,” observed Amy, with a reproving look
at the long figure stretched on the rug. Jo immediately sat up, put her
hands in her apron pockets, and began to whistle.

“Don't, Jo; it's so boyish."

“That's why I do it.”

“I detest rude, unlady-like girls.

“I hate affected, niminy piminy chits.”

“Birds in their little nests agree,”s sang Beth, the peace-maker, with
such a funny face that both sharp voices softened to a laugh, and the
“pecking” ended for that time.

“Really, girls, you are both to be blamed,” said Meg, beginning to
lecture in her elder sisterly fashion. “You are old enough to leave off
boyish tricks, and behave better, Josephine. It didn't matter so much
when you were a little girl; but now you are so tall, and turn up your
hair, you should remember that you are a young lady.” ;

“I'ain’t! and if turning up my hair makes me one, Pll wear it in two
tails till I'm twenty,” cried Jo, pulling off her net, and shaking down a
chestnut mane. “1 hate to think I've got to grow up and be Miss
March, and wear long gowns, and look as prim as a Cr::_;_z:.«_.ﬁ,:_z
bad enough to be a girl, any way, when 1 like boy's games, and work,

5. See Isane Watts, Song 17 ("Love hetwee
dren (1715), Verso 2 veudy) "Wirds 0 their lint
When children of one family / Fall o,
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and manners. 1 can't get over my disappointment in not being a
boy, and it's worse than ever now, for I'm dying to go and fight with
papa, and I can only stay at home and knit like a poky old woman;”
nd Jo shook the blue army-sock till the needles rattled like castanets.
and her ball bounded across the room.

“Poor Jo; it's too bad! But it can't be helped, so you must try to be
contented with making your name boyish, and playing brother to us
girls,” said Beth, stroking the rough head at her knee with a hand that
all the dish-washing and dusting in the world could not make ungen-
tle in its touch.

“As for you, Amy,” continued Meg, “you are altogether too particular
and prim. Your airs are funny now, but you'll grow up an affected little
goose if you don't take care. I like your nice manners, and refined v ays
of speaking, when you don't try to be elegant; but your absurd words
are as bad as Jo's slang.”

“If Jo is a tom-boy, and Amy a goose, what am I, please?” asked
Beth, ready to share the lecture.

“You're a dear, and nothing else,” answered Meg, warmly; and no
one contradicted her, for the “Mouse” was the pet of the family.

As young readers like to know “how people look,” we will take this
moment to give them a little sketch of the four sisters, who sat knit-
ting away in the twilight, while the December snow fell quietly with-
out, and the fire crackled cheerfully within. It was a comfortable old
room, though the carpet was faded and the furniture very plain, for a
good picture or two hung on the walls, books filled the recesses,
chrysanthemums and Christmas roses bloomed in the windows, and a
pleasant atmosphere of home-peace pervaded it.

Margaret, the eldest of the four, was sixteen, and very pretty, being
plump and fair, with large eyes, plenty of soft brown hair, a sweet
mouth, and white hands, of which she was rather vain. Fifteen-year
old Jo was very tall, thin and brown, and reminded one of a colt: for
she never seemed to know what to do with her long limbs, which were
very much in her way. She had a decided mouth, a comical nose, and
sharp gray eyes, which appeared to see everything, and were by turns
lierce, funny, or thoughtful. Her long, thick hair was her one beauty;
but it was usually bundled into a net, to be out of her way. Round
shoulders had Jo, big hands and feet, a fly-away look to her clothes,
ind the uncomfortable appearance of a girl who was rapidly shooting
up into a woman, and didn't like it. Elizabeth,—or Beth, as every one
called her,—was a rosy, smooth-haired, bright-eyed girl of thirteen,
with a shy manner, a timid voice, and a peaceful expression, which
wis seldom disturbed. Her father called her “Little Tranquillity,"® and
the name suited her excellently; for she seemed to live in a happy
world of her own, only venturing out to meet the few whom she
trusted and loved. Amy, though the youngest, was a most important
person, in her own opinion at least. A regular snow maiden, with blue
oyes, and yellow hair curling on her shoulders; pale and slender, and
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always carrying herself like a young lady mindful of her manners.
What the characters of the four sisters were, we will leave to be found
out. ~

The clock struck six; and, having swept up the hearth, Beth put a
pair of slippers down to warm. Somehow the sight of the old shoes
had a good effect upon the girls, for mother was coming, and every
one brightened to welcome her. Meg stopped lecturing, and lit the
lamp, Amy got out of the easy-chair without being asked, and Jo forgot
how tired she was as she sat up to hold the slippers nearer to the
blaze.

“They are quite worn out; Marmee must have a new pair.”

“I thought I'd get her some with my dollar,” said Beth.

“No, I shall!” cried Amy.

“I'm the oldest,” began Meg, but Jo cut in with a decided—

“I'm the man of the family now papa is away, and I shall provide the
slippers, for he told me to take special care of mother while he was
gone.”

“I'll tell you what we'll do,” said Beth; “let’s each get her something
for Christmas, and not get anything for ourselves.”

“That's like you, dear! What will we get?” exclaimed Jo.

Every one thought soberly for a minute; then Meg announced, as if
the idea was suggested by the sight of her own pretty hands, “I shall
give her a nice pair of gloves.”

“Army shoes, best to be had,” cried Jo.

“Some handkerchiefs, all hemmed,” said Beth.

“T'll get a little bottle of Cologne; she likes it, and it won't cost
much, so I'll have some left to buy something for me,” added Amy.

“How will we give the things?” asked Meg.

“Put 'em on the table, and bring her in and see her open the bun-
dles. Don’t you remember how we used to do on our birthdays?" an-
swered Jo.

“I'used to be so frightened when it was my turn to sit in the big
chair with a crown on, and see you all come marching round to give
the presents, with a kiss. I liked the things and the kisses, but it was
dreadful to have you sit looking at me while I opened the bundles,”
said Beth, who was toasting her face and the bread for tea, at the same
time.

“Let Marmee think we are getting things for ourselves, and then
surprise her. We must go shopping to-morrow afternoon, Meg; there is
lots to do about the play for Christmas night,” said Jo, marching up
and down with her hands behind her back, and her nose in the air.

“I don’t mean to act any more after this time; I'm getting too old for
such things,” observed Meg, who was as much a child as ever about
“dressing up” frolics.

“You won't stop, I know, as long as you can trail round in a white
gown with your hair down, and wear gold-paper jewelry. You are the
best actress we've got, and there'll be an end of everything if you quit
the boards,” said Jo. “We ought to rehearse to-night; come here, Amy,
and do the fainting scene, for you are as stiff as a poker in that.”
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“They are lovely, but Beth's roses are sweeter to me,” said Mrs.
March, sniffing at the half dead posy in her belt.

Beth nestled up to her, and whispered, softly, “I wish I could send
my bunch to father. I'm afraid he isn't having such a merry Christmas
as we are.”

CHAPTER III.

THE LAURENCE BOY.

Jo! Jo! where are you?” cried Meg, at the foot of the garret stairs.

“Here,” answered a husky voice from above; and running up, Meg
found her sister eating apples and crying over the “Heir of Redcliffe,”®
wrapped up in a comforter on an old three-legged sofa by the sunny
window. This was Jo's favorite refuge; and here she loved to retire with
half a dozen russets and a nice book, to enjoy the quiet and the soci-
ety of a pet rat who lived near by, and didn’t mind her a particle. As
Meg appeared, Scrabble whisked into his hole. Jo shook the tears off
her cheeks, and waited to hear the news.

“Such fun! only see! a regular note of invitation from Mrs. Gardiner
for to-morrow night!” cried Meg, waving the precious paper, and then
proceeding to read it, with girlish delight.

“‘Mrs. Gardiner would be happy to see Miss March and Miss
Josephine at a little dance on New-Year's-Eve." Marmee is willing we
should go; now what shall we wear?”

“What's the use of asking that, when you know we shall wear our
poplins, because we haven't got anything else,” answered Jo, with her
mouth full.

“If 1 only had a silk!” sighed Meg; “mother says I may when I'm
eighteen, perhaps; but two years is an everlasting time to wait.”

“I'm sure our pops look like silk, and they are nice enough for us.
Yours is as good as new, but | forgot the burn and the tear in mine;
whatever shall I do? the burn shows horridly, and I can't take any out.”

“You must sit still all you can, and keep your back out of sight; the
front is all right. I shall have a new ribbon for my hair, and Marmee
will lend me her little pearl pin, and my new slippers are lovely, and
my gloves will do, though they aren't as nice as I'd like.”

“Mine are spoilt with lemonade, and 1 can’t get any new ones, so |
shall have to go without,” said Jo, who never troubled herself much
about dress.

“You must have gloves, or I won't go,” cried Meg, decidedly. “Gloves
are more important than anything else; you can’t dance without them,
and if you don't I should be so mortified.”

“Then I'll stay still; I don't care much for company dancing; it's no
fun to go sailing round, I like to fly about and cut capers.”

6. Among the most popular British novels of the nineteenth century, Charlotte M. Yonge's Heir
of Redelyffe (1853) is a romantic tale of devotion and self-sacrifice. The hero, the virtuous if
imperfect Guy Morville, dies an early death.
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“You can't ask mother for new ones, they are so expensive, and
you are so careless. She said, when you spoilt the others, that she
shouldn’t get you any more this winter. Can't you fix them any way?"
asked Meg, anxiously. . by iy

“I can hold them crunched up in my hand, so no one will know how
stained they are; that's all I can do. No! I'll tell you how we can man-
age—each wear one good one and carry a bad one; don't vou see?”

“Your hands are bigger than mine, and you will stretch my glove
dreadfully,” began Meg, whose gloves were a tender point with her,

“Then I'll go without. I don't care what people say,” cried Jo, taking
up her book. . . )

J..c: may have it, you may only don't stain it, and do behave nicely;
don't put your hands behind you, or stare, or say ‘Christopher Colum-
bus!” will you?>” !

“Don’t worry about me; I'll be as prim as a dish, and not get into any
scrapes, if I can help it. Now go and answer your note, and let me fin-
ish this splendid story.” :

So Meg went away to “accept with thanks,” look over her dress, and
sing blithely as she did up her one real lace frill; while Jo finished her
story, her four apples, and had a game of romps with Scrabble,

On New-Year's-Eve the parlor was deserted, for the two younger
.m_._._m played dressing maids, and the two elder were absorbed in the all-
important business of “getting ready for the party. Simple as the toi-
lets were, there was a great deal of running up and down, laughing
and talking, and at one time a strong smell of burnt hair pervaded the
house. Meg wanted a few curls about her face, and Jo undertook to
pinch the papered locks with a pair of hot tongs,

: ,h._O:mrn they to smoke like that?” asked Beth, from her perch on the
hed.

“It’s the dampness drying,” replied Jo.

“What a queer smell! it's like burnt feathers,” observed Amy,
smoothing her own pretty curls with a superior air. e

“There, now I'll take off the papers and you'll see a cloud of little
ringlets,” said Jo, putting down the tongs.

She did take off the papers, but no cloud of ringlets appeared, for
the hair came with the papers, and the horrified hair-dresser laid a row
of little scorched bundles on the bureau before her victim,

“Oh, oh, oh! what have you done? I'm spoilt! T can't go! my hair, oh
my hair!” wailed Meg, looking with despair at the uneven frizzle c:.rc«
forehead.

“Just my luck! you shouldn't have asked me to do it; I always spoil
everything. I'm no end sorry, but the tongs were too hot, and 5o I've
made a mess,” groaned poor Jo, regarding the black pancakes with
tears of regret.

“Itisn't spoilt; just frizzle it, and tie your ribbon so the ends come
on your forehead a bit, and it will look Jike the last fashion. I've seen
lots of girls do it so,” said Amy, consolingly.

“Serves me right for trying to be fine, | wish I'd let my hair alone,”
cried Meg, petulantly, ;
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“So do 1, it was so smooth and pretty. But it will soon grow out
npain,” said Beth, coming to kiss and comfort the shorn sheep.

Alter various lesser mishaps, Meg was finished at last, and by the
tnited exertions of the family Jo's hair was got up, and her dress on.
I hey looked very well in their simple suits, Meg in silvery drab, with a
blue velvet snood, lace frills, and the pearl pin; Jo in maroon, with a
#ilf, gentlemanly linen collar, and a white chrysanthemum or two for
her only ornament. Each put on one nice light glove, and carried one
soiled one, and all pronounced the effect “quite easy and nice.” Meg's
high-heeled slippers were dreadfully tight, and hurt her, though she
would not own it, and Jo's nineteen hair-pins all seemed stuck straight
Into her head, which was not exactly comfortable; but, dear me, let us
he elegant or die.

“Have a good time, dearies,” said Mrs. March, as the sisters went
uintily down the walk. “Don’t eat much supper, and come aw y at
even, when T send Hannah for you.” As the gate clashed behind
them, a voice cried from a window,—

"Girls, girls! have you both got nice pocket-handkerchiefs?”

"Yes, yes, spandy nice,” and Meg has Cologne on hers,” cried Jo,
nilding, with a laugh, as they went on, “I do believe Marmee would ask
thit if we were all running away from an earthquake.”

"It is one of her aristocratic tastes, and quite proper, for a real lady
In ulways known by neat boots, gloves, and handkerchief.” replied
Mey, who had a good many little “aristocratic tastes” of her own.

"Now don't forget to keep the bad breadth out of sight, Jo. Is my
sl right; and does my hair look very bad?” said Meg, as she turned
lum the glass in Mrs. Gardiner’s dressing-room, after a prolonged
prink.

"I'know I shall forget. If you see me doing anything wrong, you just
temind me by a wink, will you?" returned Jo, giving her collar a twitch
und her head a hasty brush.

‘No, winking isn't lady-like; I'll lift my eyebrows if anything is
Wrong, and nod if you are all right. Now hold your shoulders straight,
il take short steps, and don't shake hands if you are introduced to
ahy one, itisn't the thing.”

"low do you learn all the proper quirks? I never can. Isn't that mu-

o

e pay?

Down they went, feeling a trifle timid, for they seldom went to par-
{ew and; informal as this little gathering was, it was an event to them.
Mis: Gardiner, a stately old lady, greeted them kindly, and handed
them over to the eldest of her six daughters Meg knew Sallie, and was
il her ease very soon; but Jo, who didn't care much for girls or girlish
powsip, stood about with her back carefully against the wall, and felt as
much out of place as a colt in a flower-garden. Half a dozen jovial lads
wore tilking about skates in another part of the room, and she longed
10 g0 and join them, for skating was one of the joys of her life. She
telegraphed her wish to Meg, but the eyebrows went up so alarmingly
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mail, and you drive me distracted with your worry,” cried Mrs. March

crossing out the third spoilt sentence in her F:a._.” b s o
.:EE Was a momentary lull, broken by Hannah, who bounced j

laid two hot turn-overs on the table, and bounced out again M,r -

turn-overs were an institution; and the girls called them ..m_.::mmm ¥ MMM

H_E:_M_m OM cold mornings. Hannah never forgot to make them
nnm %s .””_e or grumpy mrﬂ might be, for the walk was long and bleak:

oor things got no of :
sl gs g er lunch, and were seldom home before
o Cuddle your cats, and get over your headache, Bethy, Good-by,
I .:M:mﬁ we are a set of rascals this morning, but we'll come roBM
- iy 5

ﬁ.._m:,wﬂ angels. Now Em:. Meg,” and Jo tramped away, feeling that the
pilgrims were not setting out as they ought to do.

‘ J_A,_._nw. always _ccrmm_ back before turning the corner, for their mother
,w..mv always at the window, to nod, and smile, and wave her hand to
”:.M,_.-_:. wwﬂerome it mnn.:#i as if they couldn't have got through the day

out that, for whatever their mood migh y
. . ght be, the last glimpse f
__._whmicwrﬁ,_u face was sure to affect them like sunshine, ke
. _ ,,:E‘J..mm shook her fist instead of kissing her hand to us, it would
m»m”m::m.w“_mwr mo_ﬁ more ungrateful minxes than We are were never
seen, " cried Jo, taking a remorsefy] satisfaction i ] 7
P, staction in the slushy road ang
K UE.__ t use ﬂ:nh dreadful expressions,” said Meg, from the depths of

¢ veil in which she had shro i i
't rouded herself like 4 nun sick of the

“Llike good, strong words

) g words, that mean something,” i
) . 2, replied Jo, catch-
ing her hat as it took 4 leap off her head, preparato e il
together.

“Call yourself any na i

yours Y names you like; but I am neither

Gl : ) ; a rasc :

minx, and I don't choose to be called so.” gy
N «,c: re mhvrmrnmm being, and decidedly cross to-day, because you

3 :m sitin the lap of luxury all the time. Poor dear! just wait till I make
Hd _cﬁ“n:dm. and you shall revel in carriages, and ice-cream and high-

m.wTM v__ﬂnm..m_. and posies, and red-headed boys to dance with.”

ow ridiculous you are, Jo!” byt Meg laughe .
f d 3 » Jo! ed at the €, 2

felt better in spite of herself. s e g
E\L_L:nr% mom you I am; for ~.: puton crushed airs, and tried (o be dis-
z..n A m”ﬁ umo: o, we should be in a njce state. Thank goodness, | san al-

ays fin vcm:ﬁ_.::w funny to keep me up. Don't croak any more, but
come home jolly, there’s 4 dear.” ) _
?NNTWM,% me m_w_nm_. an encouraging pat on the shoulder as they parted
. cemﬂm.«w m%o mﬁ_:w a &_m?_“m:_ way, each hugging her ligtle warm

Oveh and each trying to be cheerfy] in spi [ wi

. e ving spite of wintry weather,
ﬂmﬁm%clﬂ. and the unsatisfied desires of 1_...:::2.._.:._.:: youth,
m:.e:mn :_; Ir. March _:ﬁ. his property in trying (o help an unfortunate
e ~._ the two oldest girls begged to bhe allowed 1o do something to-
: ..:. _:_q own support, at least, Believing that they could no begin
00 early to cultivate energy, industry, and independence, theiy parenty

ry to flying away al-
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vonsented, and both fell to work with the hearty good-will which, in
spite of all obstacles, is sure to succeed at last. Margaret found a place
(W nursery governess, and felt rich with her small salary. As she said,
she was “fond of luxury,” and her chief trouble was poverty. She found
It harder to bear than the others, because she could remember a time
when home was beautiful, life full of ease and pleasure, and want of
iy kind unknown. She tried not to be envious or discontented, but it
Was very natural that the young girl should long for pretty things, gay
Itlends, accomplishments, and a happy life. At the Kings she daily saw
il she wanted, for the children’s older sisters were just out,* and Meg
vaught frequent glimpses of dainty ball-dresses and bouquets, heard
lively gossip about theatres, concerts, sleighing parties and merry-
makings of all kinds, and saw money lavished on trifles which would
hive been so precious to her. Poor Meg seldom complained, but a
sense of injustice made her feel bitter toward every one sometimes, for
she had not yet learned to know how rich she was in the blessings
which alone can make life happy.

Jo happened to suit Aunt March, who was lame, and needed an
(itive person to wait upon her. The childless old lady had offered
10 adopt one of the girls when the troubles came, and was much
olfended because her offer was declined. Other friends told the
Marches that they had lost all chance of being remembered in the rich
old lady’s will; but the unworldly Marches only said,—

'We can'’t give up our girls for a dozen fortunes. Rich or poor, we
Wil keep together and be happy in one another.”

I'he old lady wouldn't speak to them for a time, but, happening to
meet Jo at a friend’s, something in her comical face and blunt man-
hers struck the old lady's fancy, and she proposed to take her for a
tompanion. This did not suit Jo at all; but she accepted the place,
snce nothing better appeared, and, to every one’s surprise, got on re-
mirkably well with her irascible relative. There was an occasional tem-
pest, and once Jo had marched home, declaring she couldn't bear it
uny longer; but Aunt March always cleared up quickly, and sent for
her back again with such urgency that she could not refuse, for in her
heart she rather liked the peppery old lady.

I suspect that the real attraction was a large library of fine books,
which was left to dust and spiders since Uncle March died. Jo remem-
hered the kind old gentleman who used to let her build railroads and
hridges with his big dictionaries, tell her stories about the queer pic-
res in his Latin books, and buy her cards of gingerbread whenever
e met her in the street. The dim, dusty room, with the busts staring
down from the tall book-cases, the cosy chairs, the globes, and, best of
ull, the wilderness of books, in which she could wander where she
liked, made the library a region of bliss to her. The moment Aunt
March took her nap, or was busy with company, Jo hurried to this
quiet place, and, curling herself up in the big chair, devoured poetry,

VIve Just entered soclety o come out into upper-class circles of socializ-
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romance, history, travels, and pictures, like a regular bookworm, But,
like all happiness, it did not last long; for as sure as she had just
reached the heart of the story, the sweetest verse of the song, or the
most perilous adventure of her traveller, a shrill vojce called, “Josy-
phine! Josy-phine!” and she had to leave her paradise to wind yarn,
wash the poodle, or read Belsham’s Essays,* by the hour together.

Jo's ambition was to do something very splendid; what it was she
had no idea, but left it for time to tell her; and, meanwhile, found her
greatest affliction in the fact that she couldn’t read, run, and ride as
much as she liked. A quick temper, sharp tongue, and restless spirit
were always getting her into scrapes, and her life was 2 series of ups
and downs, which were both comic and pathetic. But the training she
received at Aunt March’s was just what she needed; and the thought
that she was doing something to support herself made her happy, in
spite of the perpetual “Josy-phine!”

Beth was too bashful to 80 to school; it had been
fered so much that it Wwas given up, and she did her lessons at home,
with her father, Even when he went away, and her mother was called
to devote her skill and energy to Soldiers’ Aid Societies, Beth went
faithfully on by herself, and did the best she could
wifely little creature, and helped H,
fortable for the workers, never thinking of any reward but to be loyed,

>Long, quiet days she spent, not lonely nor idle, for her little world was
peopled with imaginary friends, and she was by nature 2 busy bee.
There were six dolls tq be taken up and dressed every morning, for
Beth was a child still, and loved her pets as well as ever; not one whole
or handsome one among them; all were outcasts till Beth took them
in; for, when her sisters outgrew these idols, they passed to her, be-

tried, but she suf-

the most repulsive, but all were fed and cloth
with an affection which never failed. One for]
had belonged to Jo; and, having led a tem
wreck in the rag-bag, from which dreary poo
Beth, and taken to her refuge. Having no to
neat little cap, and, as both arms and legs w
ficiencies by mc_n::m it in a blanket, and de
chronic invalid. If any one had known the care lavished on that dolly,
I think it would haye touched their hearts, even while they laughed.
She brought it bits of bouquets; she read (o it, took it out to breathe
the air, hidden under her coat; she sung it lullabys, and never went (o
bed without kissing its dirty face, and whispering tenderly, | hope
you'll have a good night, my poor dear.”

Beth had her troubles as well as the

orn fragment of dollanity
pestuous life, was left g
r-house it was rescued by
P to its head, she tied on 4
ere gone, she hid these de-
voting her best bed to hig

others; and not being an angel,

m Belsham's Essays, Philos
collection of thirty-five edifying ¢
venture, and humor,

I, Historical, and Litorary (1789, 179 0t
arply contrasts with Jo's proferonce for I

9
BURDENS 3

“ s » id,
it o very human little girl, she often “wept M __.._:_m Smmmw hw -.“M mmr :
: i a i
ke she couldn't take music lessons and have ; :
.t.u...”"_”..._:“?w so dearly, tried so hard to _am..:u m:.m practised .MS»M.. Mo %Mm
tently at the jingling old instrument, :__uﬁ =Zm_M M@@Mjﬁ_mmr_ohwﬁﬂ ik
i ht to help her. Nobody did, 2
(ot to hint Aunt March) oug . A 0
i the yellow keys, thal
nubody saw Beth wipe the tears o e e b
Il alone. She sung like a
I tune when she was a ; i rartet e
i Marmee and the girls, )
I, never was too tired to play for ¢ s o
.tc.q:._.: said hopefully to herself, “I know I'll get my music some tim
: *.: . salea B
:h,._ .__.._...“...v .”2. many Beths in the world, shy w:.w_ a:__”r sitting MszMM_..M”
ivi thers so cheerfully, that no on
Ul needed, and living mo.q o AR bl
ices till the little cricket on the ea ¢ e
uu_c‘.__‘..w”_smr_.:w presence vanishes, leaving silence and shadow be
.—.ﬂ.r:ﬁ:ix had asked Amy what the meW& trial of her :mM ﬁww. mwM
winld have answered at once, ..Z_w\H =0mo._ _.Mmrmm_,_: Mwu%giwﬂm-. wmmnmmv”rmn
i the coal-hod,
liil necidentally dropped her into - hed gy
[ i forever. It was not big, nor red,
the full had ruined her nose o et e
“etren’s;"” it was only rather flat, and a pir ; )
‘“.‘..r_.. _::. give it an aristocratic point. No one :::ﬂ_m_n_ ﬂr v_“u—_...mn_.wm :
ul it was doing its best to grow, but Amy felt deeply 08 ki
Lieclan nose, and drew whole sheets of handsome ones
.‘nﬂd“_.r. Raphael,”® as her sisters called her, _._u.m a decided M&m._..”. Mﬁ_:.
i.___z and was never so happy as when copying M_Mumﬂwq mewmrmnm
e i i ith queer specimens o i €
Itlon, or illustrating stories wit s s e
J i d of doing her sums, she cove
implained that instea s
f her atlas were used to copy
ailimaly; the blank pages of ere s ey b
ludicrous description came
Litlentures of the most HeFpstis s i
. She got through her le
her hooks at unlucky moments . o o ¥ i
eprimands by being a >
e could, and managed to escape e il e e
nt. She was a great favorite wi T tes, s
."_.__._._.._.2_ and possessing the happy art of %_mwm:-m E_M__.M”.:M MMMWHU _mmm.
| h admired, so were
Wil uirs and graces were muc ey
! i i he could play twelve tunes,
wenty for beside her drawing, s ! e
) i i more than two-thi
il rend French without mispronouncing i o
”.:..‘._-.. She had a plaintive way of saying, “When papa M.B“ MM.n«MMmE.
sandeso,” which was very touching; and her long words
"perfectly elegant” by the girls.
..:“a._::_\..«h_. 5<= ?mmq way to be spoilt; for every one petted rﬂ.u. w:ﬂhﬁw
sl vanities and selfishnesses were growing nicely. O:mrnm n_:omn,:_mm:w
s rather quenched the vanities; she rwm.S iqu P oy
.__3..__.._.. Now Florence’s mamma hadn't a particle of taste,

s Crici h (1845). 0
:.“._uun _-w....-w”._:”ﬂ_:a.,.ﬂ.-”. mu.”rﬁ.“.wénihﬁ or Family Cares and Family Joys
| y ik Bremer.
L ..._..“_;..,.ﬁ-wﬁﬂ:hgﬂ Jﬂ._u.gz puinter Raffuello Sanzio (14831520, or
- Welorence
Haphael.
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sennible girls, they decided to try her advice, and soon were
|10 wee how well off they were. One discovered that money
koop shame and sorrow out of rich people’s houses; another
wiigh she was poor, she was a great deal happier with her youth,
I and good spirits, than a certain fretful, feeble old lady, who
vijoy her comforts; a third, that, disagreeable as it was to
tlinner, it was harder still to have to go begging for it; and the
Ahiat even carnelian rings were not so valuable as good behav-
| Ihvy agreed to stop complaining, to enjoy the blessings alrcady
and try to deserve them, lest they should be taken away en-
teid of inereased; and 1 believe they were never disappointed,
that they took the old woman'’s advice.”
Murmee, that is very cunning of you to turn our own stories
Al i, and give us a sermon instead of a ‘spin,’ " cried Meg.
that kind of sermon; it's the sort father used to tell us,” said
mightlully, putting the needles straight on Jo's cushion.
W't complain near as much as the others do, and I shall be
wietul than ever now, for I've had warning from Susie's down-
Ay, morally. |
weided that lesson, and we won't forget. If we do, you just say
Old Chloe did in Uncle Tom,'—Tink ob yer marcies, chillen,
Lyer marcies," " added Jo, who could not for the life of her help
' morsel of fun out of the little sermon, though she took it to
A ich as any of them.

o

CHAPTER V.

BEING NEIGHBORLY.

I the world are you going to do now, Jo?” asked Meg, one
ulternoon, as her sister came clumping through the hall, in rub-
1%, 0ld sack and hood, with a broom in one hand and a shovel
e other.
" iy out for exercise,” answered Jo, with a mischievous twinkle in
] .I
| should think two long walks, this morning, would have been
il 1t's cold and dull out, and I advise you to stay, warm and dry,
W Whe e, as I do,” said Meg, with a shiver.
| UNever take advice; can't keep still all day, and not being a pussy-
‘ ‘ I don't like to doze by the fire. I like adventures, and I'm going to
il wome”
Muu went back to toast her feet, and read “Ivanhoe,”? and Jo began
i il puths with great energy. The snow was light; and with her
s she soon swept a path all round the garden, for Beth to walk in
i the sun came out; and the invalid dolls needed air. Now the gar-

e enslaved bt patient and devout Unele Tom and Aunt Chloe are a married couple from
Mot Beecher Stowe's Uncle Tom's Cabin (1852),
A Hstarical romance (published in 1819) by Scottish author Sir Walter Scott.
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den separated the Marches” house from that of Mr. Laurence; both
stood in a suburb of the city, which was still country-like, with groves
and lawns, large gardens, and quiet streets. A low hedge parted the
two estates. On one side was an old brown house, looking rather bare
and shabby, robbed of the vines that in summer covered its walls, and
the flowers which then surrounded it. On the other side was a stately
stone mansion, plainly betokening every sort of comfort and luxury,
from the big coach-house and well-kept grounds to the conservatory,
and the glimpses of lovely things one caught between the rich cur-
tains. Yet it seemed a lonely, lifeless sort of house; for no children frol-
icked on the lawn, no motherly face ever smiled at the windows, and
few people went in and out, except the old gentleman and his grand-
son.

To Jo's lively fancy this fine house seemed a kind of enchanted
palace, full of splendors and delights, which no one enjoyed. She had
long wanted to behold these hidden glories, and to know the “Lau-
rence boy,” who looked as if he would like to be known, if he only
knew how to beginaSince the party she had been more eager than
ever, and had planned many ways of making friends with him; but he
had not been lately seen, and Jo began to think he had gone away,
when she one day spied a brown face at an upper window, looking
wistfully down into their garden, where Beth and Amy were snow-
balling one another.

“That boy is suffering for society and fun,” she said to herself. “His
grandpa don't know what's good for him, and keeps him shut up all
alone. He needs a lot of jolly boys to play with, or somebody young
and lively. I've « great mind to go over and tell the old gentleman so.”

The idea amused Jo, who liked to do daring things, and was always
scandalizing Meg by her queer performances. The plan of “going over”
was not forgotten; and, when the snowy afternoon came, Jo resolved
to try what could be done. She saw Mr. Laurence drive off, and then
sallied out to dig her way down to the hedge, where she paused, and
took a survey. All quiet; curtains down at the lower windows; servants
out of sight, and nothing human visible but a curly black head leaning
on a thin hand, at the upper window.

“There he is,” thought Jo: “poor boy! all alone, and sick, this dismal
day! It's a shame! T'll toss up a snow-ball, and make him look out, and
then say a kind word to him.”

Up went a handful of soft snow, and the head turned at once, show-
ing a face which lost its listless look in a minute, as the big eyes
brightened, and the mouth began to smile. Jo nodded, and laughed,
and flourished her broom as she called out,—

“How do you do? Are you sick?”

Laurie opened the window and croaked out as hoarsely as a
raven,—

“Better, thank you. I've had a horrid cold, and been shut up a week.”

“I'm sorry«What do you amuse yoursell with?"

Nothing; it's as dull as tombs up here,”

“Don't you read?”
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"Not much; they won't let me
= "Lan't somebody read to you?"
w 1 does, sometimes; but my books don't interest him, and I
Iate 1o nsk Brooke all the time.”
- 'live some one come and see you, then.”
Ihere isn't any one I'd like to see. Boys make such a row, and my

r’-. v weak.”

V't there some nice girl who'd read and amuse you? Girls are
Wulet, and like to play nurse.”

“Don't know any.”
~ "You know me,” began Jo, then laughed, and stopped.
o | do! Will you come, please?” cried Laurie.
~ 'I'm not quiet and nice; but I'll come, if mother will let me. I'll go
ik her: Shut that window, like a good boy, and wait till I come.”
With that, Jo shouldered her broom and marched into the house,
ering what they would all say to her. Laurie was in a little flutter
ment at the idea of having company, and flew about to get
s Mrs. March said, he was “a little gentleman,” and did

i, and trying to tidy up the room, which, in spite of half a
1 wervants, was anything but neat. Presently, there came a loud
. then a decided voice, asking for “Mr. Laurie,” and a surprised-
I servant came running up to announce a young lady.
SAll vight, show her up, it's Miss Jo,” said Laurie, going to the door
u little parlor to meet Jo, who appeared, looking rosy and kind,
iulte at her ease, with a covered dish in one hand, and Beth’s
littens in the other.
am, bag and baggage,” she said, briskly. “Mother sent her
. unid was glad if T could do anything for you. Meg wanted me to
i wome of her blanc-mange; she makes it very nice, and Beth
ught her cats would be comforting. 1 knew you'd shout at them,
| couldn't refuse, she was so anxious to do something.”
pened that Beth’s funny loan was just the thing; for, in
whing over the kits, Laurie forgot his bashfulness, and grew socia-
utonce,
“1hat looks too pretty to eat,” he said, smiling with pleasure, as Jo
wneovered the dish, and showed the blanc-mange, surrounded by a
Witland of green leaves, and the scarlet flowers of Amy’s pet geranium.
U n't anything, only they all felt kindly, and wanted to show it.
A0l the girl to put it away for your tea; it's so simple, you can eat it;
Wl heing soft, it will slip down without hurting your sore throat.
ar... i cosy room this is.”
Umidght be, if it was kept nice; but the maids are lazy, and I don't
uw how to make them mind. It worries me, though.”
Y vight it up in two minutes; for it only needs to have the hearth
whed, so,—and the things stood straight on the mantel-piece, so,—
the hooks put here, and the bottles there, and your sofa turned
i the light, and the pillows plumped up a bit. Now, then, you're
&. I
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And so he was; for, as she laughed and talked, Jo had whisked things
into place, and given quite a different air to the room. Laurie watched
her in respectful silence; and, when she beckoned him to his sofa, he
sat down with a sigh of satisfaction, saying, gratefully,—

“How kind you are! Yes, that's what it wanted. Now please take the
big chair, and let me do something to amuse my company.”

“No; I came to amuse you. Shall I read aloud?” and Jo looked affec-
tionately toward some inviting books near by.

“Thank you; I've read all those, and if you don’t mind, I'd rather
talk,” answered Laurie.

“Not a bit; I'll talk all day if you'll only set me going. Beth says I
never know when to stop.”

“Is Beth the rosy one, who stays at home a good deal, and some-
times goes out with a little basket?” asked Laurie, with interest.

“Yes, that's Beth; she’s my girl, and a regular good one she is, too.”

“The pretty one is Meg, and the curly-haired one is Amy, I believe?”

“How did you find that out?”

Laurie colored up, but answered, frankly, “Why, you see, I often
hear you calling to one another, and when I'm alone up here, I can't
help looking over at your house, you always seem to be having such
good times. I beg your pardon for being so rude, but sometimes you
forget to put down the curtain at the window where the flowers are;
and, when the lamps are lighted, it’s like looking at a picture to see the
fire, and you all round the table with your mother; her face is right op-
posite, and it looks so sweet behind the flowers, I can't help watching
it. I haven’t got any mother, you know;” and Laurie poked the fire to
hide a little tvitching of the lips that he could not control. !

The solitary, hungry look in his eyes went straight to Jo's warm
heart. She had been so simply taught that there was no nonsense in
her head, and at fifteen she was as innocent and frank as any child.
Laurie was sick and lonely; and, feeling how rich she was in home-
love and happiness, she gladly tried to share it with him. Her brown
face was very friendly, and her sharp voice unusually gentle, as she
said,—

“We'll never draw that curtain any more, and I give you leave to look
as much as you like. I just wish, though, instead of peeping, you'd
come over and see us. Mother is so splendid, she'd do you heaps of
good, and Beth would sing to you if I begged her to, and Amy would
dance; Meg and I would make you laugh over our funny stage proper-
ties, and we'd have jolly times. Wouldn't your grandpa let you?”

“I think he would, if your mother asked him. He's very kind, though
he don't look it; and he lets me do what I like, pretty much, only he's
afraid 1 might be a bother to strangers,” began Laurie, brightening
more and more.

“We ain't strangers, we are neighbors, and you needn't think you'd
be a bother. We want to know you, and I've been trying to do it this
ever so long. We haven't been here a great while, you know, but we
have got acquainted with all our neighbors but you,” il

“You see grandpa lives among his books, and don't mind much what
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ppens outside. Mr. Brooke, my tutor, don't stay here, you know, and
Jve no one to go round with me, so I just stop at home and get on
L oan.”

“Ihat's bad; you ought to make a dive, and go visiting everywhere
Wil are asked; then you'll have lots of friends, and pleasant _u_mo.mw to
W0 16 Never mind being bashful, it won't last long if you keep going.
Jiirde turned red again, but wasn't offended at being accused of
for there was so much good-will in Jo, it was impossible
10 tuke her blunt speeches as kindly as they were meant.

‘1 you like your school?” asked the boy, changing the subject, after

g:_q pause, during which he stared at the fire, and Jo looked about

well pleased.
“Dhun't go to school; I'm a business man—girl, I mean. I go to wait
Wiy aunt, and a dear, cross old soul she is, too,” answered Jo.
L uurie opened his mouth to ask another question; but remembering
Jsk In time that it wasn't manners to make too many inquiries into
ple's affairs, he shut it again, and looked uncomfortable. Jo liked
oo breeding, and didn’t mind having a laugh at Aunt March, so
wive him a lively description of the fidgety old lady, her fat poodle,
pirrot that talked Spanish, and the library where she revelled.
I enjoyed that immensely; and when she told about the prim old
inin who came once to woo Aunt March, and, in the middle of
i specch, how Poll had tweaked his wig off to his great dismay, the
Iy back and laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks, and a
pupped her head in to see what was the matter.
Ii! that does me lots of good; tell on, please,” he said, taking his
uit of the sofa-cushion, red and shining with merriment.
iiih elated with her success, Jo did “tell on,” all about their plays
pluns, their hopes and fears for father, and the most interesting
in ol the little world in which the sisters lived. Then they got to
Iy about books; and to Jo's delight she found that Laurie loved
wn well as she did, and had read even more than herself.
I you like them so much, come down and see ours. Grandpa is
Wil w0 you needn't be afraid,” said Laurie, getting up.
~ I'm not afraid of anything,” returned Jo, with a toss of the head.
L don't believe you are!” exclaimed the boy, looking at her with
Sl admiration, though he privately thought she would have good
Jemon 1o be a trifle afraid of the old gentleman, if she met him in
st ol his moods.
atmosphere of the whole house being summer-like, Laurie led
A way from room to room, letting Jo stop to examine whatever struck
1l so at last they came to the library, where she clapped
i hindy, and pranced, as she always did when especially delighted.
A win lined with books, and there were pictures and statues, and dis-
g little cabinets full of coins and curiosities, and Sleepy-Hollow
alen, ' and queer tables, and bronzes; and, best of all, a great, open
with quaint tiles all round it.

Pl Ll |

Tote with hollowed seat, high back, und low arms.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

DARK DAYS.

BeTH did have the fever, and was much sicker than any one but Han-
nah and the doctor suspected. The girls knew nothing about illness,
and Mr. Laurence was not allowed to see her, so Hannah had every-
thing all her own way, and busy Dr. Bangs did his best, but left a good
deal to the excellent nurse. Meg stayed at home, lest she should infect
the Kings, and kept house, feeling very anxious, and a little guilty,
when she wrote letters in which no mention was made of Beth’s ill-
ness. She could not think it right to deceive her mother, but she had
been bidden to mind Hannah, and Hannah wouldn’t hear of “Mrs.
March bein’ told, and worried just for sech a trifle.” Jo devoted herself
to Beth day and night; not a hard task, for Beth was very patient, and
bore her pain uncomplainingly as long as she could control herself.
But there came a time when during the fever fits she began to talk in
a hoarse, broken voice, to play on the coverlet, as if on her beloved lit-
tle piano, and try to sing with a throat so swollen, that there was no
music left: a time when she did not know the familiar faces round her,
but addressed them by wrong names, and called imploringly for her
mother. Then Jo grew frightened, Meg begged to be allowed to write
the truth, and even Hannah said she “would think of it, though there
was no danger yet.” A letter from Washington added to their trouble,
for Mr. March had had a relapse, and could not think of coming home
for a long while.

How dark the days seemed now, how sad and lonely the house, and
how heavy were the hearts of the sisters as they worked and waited,
while the shadow of death hovered over the once happy home! Then it
was that Margaret, sitting alone with tears dropping often on her
work, felt how rich she had been in things more precious than any lux-
uries money could buy; in love, protection, peace and health, the real
blessings of life. Then it was that Jo, living in the darkened room i:.r
that suffering little sister always before her eyes, and that pathetic
voice sounding in her ears, learned to see the beauty and the sweet-
ness of Beth’s nature, to feel how deep and tender a place she filled in
all hearts, and to acknowledge the worth of Beth's unselfish ambition,
to live for others, and make home happy by the exercise of those sim-
ple virtues which all may possess, and which all should love and value
more than talent, wealth or beauty. And Amy, in her exile, longed ea-
gerly to be at home, that she might work for Beth, feeling now that no
service would be hard or irksome, and remembering, with regretful
grief, how many neglected tasks those willing hands had done for her.
Laurie haunted the house like a restless ghost, and Mr. Laurence
locked the grand piano, because he could not bear to be ren nded of
the young neighbor who used to make the twilight pleasant for him.
Every one missed Beth. The milk-man, baker, grocer and butcher in-
._:,:‘i how she did; poor Mrs. Hummel came to bog purdon for her
thoughtlessness, and to get a shroud for Minnag the sefghbors sent all
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sorts of comforts and good wishes, and even those who knew her best,
were surprised to find how many friends shy little Beth had made.

Meanwhile she lay on her bed with old Joanna at her side, for even
in her wanderings she did not forget her forlorn protégé. She longed
for her cats, but would not have them brought, lest they should get
sick; and, in her quiet hours, she was full of anxiety about Jo. She sent
loving messages to Amy, bade them tell her mother that she would
write soon; and often begged for pencil and paper to try to say a word,
that father might not think she had neglected him. But soon even
these intervals of consciousness ended, and she lay hour after hour
tossing to and fro with incoherent words on her lips, or sank into a
heavy sleep which brought her no refreshment. Dr. Bangs came twice
a day, Hannah sat up at night, Meg kept a telegram in her desk all
ready to send off at any minute, and Jo never stirred from Beth’s side.

The first of December was a wintry day indeed to them, for a bitter
wind blew, snow fell fast, and the year seemed getting ready for its
death. When Dr. Bangs came that morning, he looked long at Beth,
held the hot hand in both his own a minute, and laid it gently down,
saying, in a low tone, to Hannah,—

“If Mrs. March can leave her husband, she'd better be sent for.”

Hannah nodded without speaking, for her lips twitched nervously;
Meg dropped down into a chair as the strength seemed to go out of
her limbs at the sound of those words, and Jo, after standing with a
e face for a minute, ran to the parlor, snatched up the telegram,
1d, throwing on her things, rushed out into the storm. She was soon
ick, and, while noiselessly taking off her cloak, Laurie came in with
letter, saying that Mr. March was mending again. Jo read it thank-
ly, but the heavy weight did not seem lifted off her heart, and her
face was so full of misery that Laurie asked, quickly,—

“What is it? is Beth worse?”

“I've sent for mother,” said Jo, tugging at her rubber boots with a
gical expression.
s00d for you, Jo! Did you do it on your own responsibility?” asked
irie, as he seated her in the hall chair, and took off the rebellious
seeing how her hands shook.
"“No, the doctor told us to.”
's not so bad as that?” cried Laurie, with a startled face.
she don't know us, she don't even talk about the flocks of
preen doves, as she calls the vine leaves on the wall; she don't look like
my Beth, and there’s nobody to help us bear it; mother and father both
pone, and God seems so far away I can't find Him.”
the tears streamed fast down poor Jo's cheeks, she stretched out
her hand in a helpless sort of way, as if groping in the dark, and Lau-
tle took it in his, whispering, as well as he could, with a lump in his
! i, —
“I'm here, hold on to me, Jo, dear!”
She could not speak, but she did “hold on,” and the warm grasp of
the friendly human hand comforted her sore heart, and seemed to
lead her nearer to the Divine arm which alone could uphold her in her
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trouble. Laurie longed to say something tender and comfortable, but
no fitting words came to him, so he stood silent, gently stroking her
bent head as her mother used to do. It was the best thing he could
have done; far more soothing than the most eloquent words, for Jo felt
the unspoken sympathy, and, in the silence, learned the sweet solace
which affection administers to sorrow. Soon she dried the tears which
had relieved her, and looked up with a grateful face.

“Thank you, Teddy, I'm better now; | don't feel so forlorn, and will
try to bear it if it comes.”

“Keep hoping for the best; that will help you lots, Jo. Soon your
mother will be here, and then everything will be right.”

“I'm so glad father is better; now she won't feel bad about leaving
him. Oh, me! it does seem as if all the troubles came in a heap, and 1
got the heaviest part on my shoulders,” sighed Jo, spreading her wet
handkerchief over her knees, to dry.

“Don't Meg pull fair?"> asked Laurie, looking indignant.

“Oh, yes; she tries to, but she don't love Bethy as 1 do; and she won't
miss her as I shall. Beth is my conscience, and I can't give her up; I
can't! I can't!”

Down went Jo's face into the wet handkerchief, and she cried de-
spairingly; for she had kept up bravely till now, and never shed a tear.
Laurie drew his hand across his eyes, but could not speak till he had
subdued the choky feeling in his throat, and steadied his lips. It might
be unmanly, but he couldn't help it, and I am glad of it. Presently, as
Jo's sobs quieted, he said, hopefully, “I don’t think she will die; she’s so
good, and we all love her so much, I don't believe God will take her
away yet.”

“The good and dear people always do die,” groaned Jo, but she
stopped crying, for her friend’s words cheered her up, in spite of her
own doubts and fears. '

“Poor girl! you're worn out. It isn't like you to be forlorn. Stop a bit;
I'll hearten you up in a jiffy.”

Laurie went off two stairs at a time, and Jo laid her wearied head
down on Beth’s little brown hood, which no one had thought of mov-
ing from the table where she left it. It must have possessed some
magic, for the submissive spirit of its gentle owner seemed to enter
into Jo; and, when Laurie came running down with a glass of wine,
she took it with a smile, and said, bravely, “I drink—Health to my
Beth! You are a good doctor, Teddy, and such a comfortable friend;
how can 1 ever pay you?” she added, as the wine refreshed her body, as
the kind words had done her troubled mind.

“I'll send in my bill, by and by; and to-night I'll give you something
that will warm the cockles of your heart better than quarts of wine,”
said Laurie, beaming at her with a face of suppressed satisfaction at
something.

“What is it?" cried Jo, forgetting her woes for a minute, in her won-

der.
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5. Carry out (her) duties, perform (her) commitments.
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make it, she forgot every word of it, hung her head, and answered, “1
don't know,” so softly, that John had to stoop down to catch the foolish
little reply.

He seemed to think it was worth the trouble, for he smiled to him-
self as if quite satisfied, pressed the plump hand gratefully, and said,
in his most persuasive tone, “Will you try and find out? I want to know
so much; for I can't go to work with any heart until I learn whether 1
am to have my reward in the end or not.”

“I'm too young,” faltered Meg, wondering why she was so fluttered,
vet rather enjoying it.

“I'll wait: and, in the mean time, you could be learning to like me.
Would it be a very hard lesson, dear?”

ot if I chose to learn it, but—"

“Please choose to learn, Meg. I love to teach, and this is easier than
German,” broke in John, getting possession of the other hand, so that
she had no way of hiding her face, as he bent to look into it.

His tone was properly beseeching; but, stealing a shy look at him,
Meg saw that his eyes were merry as well as tender, and that he wore
the satisfied smile of one who had no doubt of his success. This net-
tled her: Annie Moffat’s foolish lessons in coquetry came into her
mind, and the love of power, which sleeps in the bosoms of the best of
little women, woke up all of a sudden, and took possession of her. She
felt excited and strange, and, not knowing what else to do, followed a
capricious impulse, and, withdrawing her hands, said, petulantly, “I
don't choose; please go away, and let me be!”

Poor Mr. Broeke looked as if his lovely castle in the air was tum-
bling about his ears, for he had never seen Meg in such a mood be-
fore, and it rather bewildered him.

“Do you really mean that?” he asked, anxiously, following her as she
walked away.

“Yes. T do: T don’t want to be worried about such things. Father says
I needn’t; it's too soon, and I'd rather not.”

“Mayn't I hope you'll change your mind by and by? I'll wait, and say
nothing till you have had more time. Don't play with me, Meg. I didn’t
think that of you.”

“Don’t think of me at all. I'd rather you wouldn’t,” said Meg, taking
a naughty satisfaction in trying her lover’s patience and her own
m:vﬁdw—‘.

He was grave and pale now, and looked decidedly more like the
novel heroes whom she admired; but he neither slapped his forehead
nor tramped about the room, as they did; he just stood looking at her
so wistfully, so tenderly, that she found her heart relenting in spite of
her. What would have happened next I cannot say, if Aunt March had
not come hobbling in at this interesting minute.

The old lady couldn't resist her longing to see her nephew; for she
had met Laurie as she took her airing, and, hearing of My March's ar<
rival, drove straight out to see him. The family were all busy in the
back part of the house, and she had made her way giletly in, hoping
to surprise them, She did surprise two of them s mnch, that Meg
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started as if she had seen a ghost, and Mr. Brooke vanished into the
study.

“Bless me! what's all this?” cried the old lady, with a rap of her cane,
as she glanced from the pale young gentleman to the scarlet young
lady.

“It’s father'’s friend. I'm so surprised to see you!” stammered Meg,
feeling that she was in for a lecture now.

“That’s evident,” returned Aunt March, sitting down. “But what is
father’s friend saying, to make you look like a peony? There’s mischief
woing on, and I insist upon knowing what it is!” with another rap.

“We were merely talking. Mr. Brooke came for his umbrella,” began
Meg, wishing that Mr. Brooke and the umbrella were safely out of the

1se. 5

“Brooke? That boy's tutor? Ah! I understand now. I know all about
it. Jo blundered into a wrong message in one of your pa’s letters, and 1
de her tell me. You haven't gone and accepted him, child?” cried
Aunt March, looking scandalized.

“Hush! he'll hear! Shan't 1 call mother?” said Meg, much troubled.

“Not yet. I've something to say to you, and I must free my mind at
once. Tell me, do you mean to marry this Cook? If you do, not one
penny of my money ever goes to you. Remember that, and be a sensi-

1,” said the old lady, impressively.
ow Aunt March possessed, in perfection, the art of rousing the
spirit of opposition in the gentlest people, and enjoyed doing it. The
hest of us have a spice of perversity in us, especially when we are
young, and in love. If Aunt March had begged Meg to accept John
Brooke, she would probably have declared she couldn’t think of it; but,
us she was peremptorily ordered not to like him, she immediately
made up her mind that she would. Inclination as well as perversity
made the decision easy, and, being already much excited, Meg op-
posed the old lady with unusual spirit.

“I shall marry whom'I please, Aunt March, and you can leave your
\ey to any one you like,” she said, nodding her head with a resolute

hty tighty! Is that the way you take my advice, miss? You'll be
or it, by and by, when you've tried love in a cottage, and found it
ure.

It can’t be a worse one than some people find in big houses,” re-
ed Meg.

A\unt March put on her glasses and took a look at the girl,—for she
not know her in this new mood. Meg hardly knew herself, she felt
d independent,—so glad to defend John, and assert her
tight to love him, if she liked. Aunt March saw that she had begun
wrong, and, after a little pause, made a fresh start, saying, as mildly as
he could, “Now, Meg, my dear, be reasonable, and take my advice. 1
mean it kindly, and don't want you to spoil your whole life by making a
mistake at the beginning, You ought to marry well, and help your fam-
ily; it's your duty to make a rich match, and it ought to be impressed
upon you,”
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“Father and mother don't think so; they like John, though he is
poor.”

“Your pa and ma, my dear, have no more worldly wisdom than two
babies.”

“I'm glad of it,” cried Meg, stoutly.

Aunt March took no notice, but went on with her lecture. “This
Rook is poor, and hasn't got any rich relations, has he?”

“No; but he has many warm friends.”

“You can’t live on friends; try it, and see how cool they'll grow. He
hasn't any business, has he?”

“Not yet; Mr. Laurence is going to help him.”

“That won't last long. James Laurence is a crotchety old fellow, and
not to be depended on. So you intend to marry a man without money,
position, or business, and go on working harder than you do now,
when you might be comfortable all your days by minding me, and do-
ing better? I thought you had more sense, Meg.”

“I couldn’t do better if 1 waited half my life! John is good and wise;
he'’s got heaps of talent; he’s willing to work, and sure to get on, he’s so
energetic and brave. Every one likes and respects him, and I'm proud
to think he cares for me, though I'm so poor, and young, and silly,”
said Meg, looking prettier than ever in her earnestness.

“He knows you have got rich relations, child; that's the secret of his
liking, I suspect.”

“Aunt March, how dare you say such a thing? John is above such
meanness, and I won't listen to you a minute if you talk so,” cried
Meg, indignantly, forgetting everything but the injustice of the old
lady’s suspicions. “My John wouldn’t marry for money, any more than
I would. We are willing to work, and we mean to wait. I'm not afraid of
being poor, for I've been happy so far, and I know I shall be with him,
because he loves me, and [—"

Meg stopped there, remembering, all of a sudden, that she hadn’t
made up her mind; that she had told “her John” to go away, and that
he might be overhearing her inconsistent remarks.

Aunt March was very angry, for she had set her heart on having her
pretty niece make a fine match, and something in the girl's happy
young face made the lonely old woman feel both sad and sour.

“Well; I wash my hands of the whole affair! You are a wilful child,
and you've lost more than you know by this piece of folly. No, I won't
stop; I'm disappointed in you, and haven't spirits to see your pa now.
Don't expect anything from me when you are married; your Mr. Book's
friends must take care of you. I'm done with you forever.”

And, slamming the door in Meg's face, Aunt March drove off in
high dudgeon. She seemed to take all the girl's courage with her; for,
when left alone, Meg stood a moment undecided whether to laugh or
cry. Before she could make up her mind, she was taken possession of
by Mr. Brooke, who said, all in one breath, “I couldn't help hearing,
Meg. Thank you for defending me, and Aunt March for proving that
you do care for me a little bit.” B b

“I didn’t know how much, till she abused you," hegan Moy,
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“And I needn't go away, but may stay and be happy—may I, dear?”

Here was another fine chance to make the crushing speech and the
stately exit, but Meg never thought of doing either, and disgraced her-
self forever in Jo's eyes, by meekly whispering, “Yes, John,” and hiding
her face on Mr. Brooke’s waistcoat.

Fifteen minutes after Aunt March’s departure, Jo came softly down
stairs, paused an instant at the parlor door, and, hearing no sound
within, nodded and smiled, with a satisfied expression, saying to her-
self, “She has sent him away as we planned, and that affair is settled.
I'll go and hear the fun, and have a good laugh over it.”

But poor Jo never got her laugh, for she was transfixed upon the
threshold by a spectacle which held her there, staring with her mouth
nearly as wide open as her eyes. Going in to exult over a fallen enemy,
and to praise a strong-minded sister for the banishment of an objec-
tionable lover, it certainly was a shock to behold the aforesaid enemy
serenely sitting on the sofa, with the strong-minded sister enthroned
upon his knee, and wearing an expression of the most abject submis-
on. Jo gave a sort of gasp, as if a cold shower-bath had suddenly
illen upon her,—for such an unexpected turning of the tables actu-
y took her breath away. At the odd sound, the lovers turned and saw
her. Meg jumped up, looking both proud and shy; but “that man,” as
Jo called him, actually laughed, and said, coolly, as he kissed the as-
shed new comer, “Sister Jo, congratulate us!

I'hat was adding insult to injury! it was altogether too much! and,
making some wild demonstration with her hands, Jo vanished without
a word. Rushing up stairs, she startled the invalids by exclaiming, trag-
ically, as she burst into the room, “Oh, do somebody go down quick!
John Brooke is acting dreadfully, and Meg likes it!”

Mr. and Mrs. March left the room with speed; and, casting herself
upon the bed, Jo cried and scolded tempestuously as she told the aw-
[ul news to Beth and Amy. The little girls, however, considered it a
most agreeable and interesting event, and Jo got little comfort from
them; so she went up to her refuge in the garret, and confided her
troubles to the rats.

Nobody ever knew what went on in the parlor that afternoon; but a
t deal of talking was done, and quiet Mr. Brooke astonished his
1ds by the eloquence and spirit with which he pleaded his suit,
told his plans, and persuaded them to arrange everything just as he
wanted it.

I'he tea-bell rang before he had finished describing the paradise
1 he meant to earn for Meg, and he proudly took her in to supper,
looking so happy, that Jo hadn’t the heart to be jealous or dismal.
\my was very much impressed by John's devotion and Meg’s dignity.
Beth beamed at them from a distance, while Mr. and Mrs. March sur-
veyed the young couple with such tender satisfaction, that it was per-
lectly evident Aunt March was right in calling them as “unworldly as a
pair of babies.” No one ate much, but every one looked very happy,
and the old room seemed to brighten up amazingly when the first ro-
mance of the family began there,













