Chapter Fifteen
THAT BAD BOY

In the next few days Laurie discovered that Jo had
a secret. He did his best to make her tell him what it
was. Very soon he saw that it was about Meg and Mr,
Brooke, and he made up his mind to have some fun
with them.

Meg herself was acting rather strangely.

«Meg is in love» said Jo to her mother. «She
doesn't eat much, she lies awake at night, and she
goes off by herself. What shall we do about it?»

«We can do nothing but wait and be kind to her,
until Father comes back to put things right,» said her
mother.

A little Tlater, Jo was handing out letters from the
postbox. «Here's one for you, Meg,» she said.

The next minute there was a cry from Meg.

«What is it, my child?» asked her mother, while Jo
took the letter from Meg and read it.

«It's all a mistake,» said Meg. «John Brooke didn't
send this. Oh, Jo! How could you do it?»

And Meg hid her face in her hands and cried as if
her heart was broken.

«Me! I've done nothing. What is she talking
about?» cried Jo, surprised.
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Meg looked very angry as she gave Jo another
letter: «You wrote this, and Laurie helped you. How
could you be so unkind to us both?»

Jo and her mother read the letter:

My dearest Meg,

I can no longer wait to tell you how much I love
you. I dare not tell your mother and father yet, but I
think they would let us marry if they knew that you
loved me too. Mr. Laurence will help me to gel some
well-paid work, and then, my sweet girl, you will
make me happy. 1 beg you to say nothing to vour
Jamily yet but to send one word of hope through
Laurie to your loving John.

«Oh, that bad boy!» Jo began.

«Jo, are you sure that you did not help Laurie with
this letter?» asked her mother,

«Indeed, Mother, I did not help. I never saw that
letter before; 1 should not have written such a silly
letter.»

«The writing is like John's,» said Meg.

«Did you reply to the letter?» her mother asked.

«Yes, I did,» said Meg.

«What did you write?»

«l wrote that [ was too young to do anything about
his letter, or to have secrets from you, and that he
must speak to my father.»

Jo and her mother smiled.
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«You have been very wise,» said Jo. «Well, Meg,
what did he write after that?»

«In this letter which Jo has just brought, he says
that he has never written me such a love letter, and
that he is very sorry that my bad sister, Jo, has tried in
this way to make fun of us.»

Jo picked up the two letters and read them through
carefully: then she said quickly: «I don't believe John
Brooke ever saw these letters. 1 think that Laurie
wrolte them both, and that he still has Meg's letter.»

«Go and bring Laurie at once,» said her mother to
Jo. «I shall find out what he has done, and see that he
does nothing of the kind again.»

While Jo was gone, Mrs. March tried to find out
what Meg's feelings were about John. «Do you love
him enough to wait for him?» she asked.

«| am so angry that 1 don't want to think about
loving any man for a very long time - perhaps never,»
replied the usually gentle Meg.

Meg ran out of the room as she heard Laurie come
into  the house with Jo. Mrs. March looked so serious
that Laurie saw that she knew what he had done. She
spoke to him alone for a long time. The two girls did
not know what she said, but when Laurie came out of
the room he was very solemn, and they knew that he
would never forget what had been said to him.

«['ll never tell Brooke till my dying day,» he said

to Meg, «and I do hope that you will forgive me.»
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«l will try,» said Meg, «but it was a very wrong
l]‘liﬂg to do. »

He looked so unhappy that Meg and her mother
forgave him. Only Jo had nothing to say to him.
When she did not speak, he bowed to her, turned
round and went home.

As soon as he had gone, Jo wished that she had
been kinder, and in a few minutes she set off for the
big house to tell him so. She asked at first for his
grandfather.

«Is Mr. Laurence in?» she said to the servant.

«Yes, miss, but I don't think he will see you.»

«Why not? Is he ill7»

«Oh, no, miss, but Mr. Laurie has made him
angry. and I dare not go near him. Mr. Laurie has shut
himself in his room and won't answer when | speak to
him. Dinner is ready and they don't come to eat it!»

«I'll go and see what the trouble is,» said Jo. She
went to Laurie’s room and spoke to him through the
door. Laurie called out, «Stop that, orI'll open the
door and make you stop!»

Jo spoke again, and when the door opened she ran
in. She saw that e was really angry, and so she went
down on her knees and said, «Please forgive me. I
came to be friends again.»

«Oh, get up and don't be silly,» said Laurie.
«Grandfather has just shaken me, and I won't bear it.
If anyone else had done it -.»
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«l don't think anyone else will dare to do that if
you look as angry as you do now. Why did he shake
you?»

«Because [ wouldn't tell him why your mother
sent for me. I promised her that I wouldn't tell anyone
about those letters I wrote. He was very angry and
shook me. Then I was angry too, and I ran up to my
room.»

«But he didn't know that you had m romise.
I think you ought to go back and tell hi L you
wish you had not done what gave us J’mm h

you cannot tell him what it was.»
«No, I won't!»

«Now, Laurie, don't be silly. You L‘dﬂ[
your room for ever.» }.

«l don't mean to stay. I shall run away and
world - and enjoy myself.»

«[f I were aboy,» she said, «we would run ..th
together and have a wonderful time, but it wouldn't
be right for a girl. 1 want you to make friends with
your grandfather. If I get him to say he has forgiven
you, will you promise not to run away?»

«Yes, but he won't do it - even for you.»

Jo went at once to the old gentleman's room. He
said, «Come in,» in an angry voice.

«It's only Jo, sir,» she said. «I've come to bring
back a book and ask for another.»

He looked at her as if he knew that this was not
her real reason for coming,
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«What has that boy been doing?» he asked. «Your
mother sent for him, so 1 am sure that he has done
something very wrong, What is it7»

«He did do wrong,» said Jo, «but we have
forgiven him, and after what he has said to us we are
all sure that he will not do the same thing again. We
all promised not to tell what he had done. »

«That won't do,» said Mr. Laurence. «l wish to
know whether he has been in any way unkind to your
mother. If he has, I must beat him.»

«No, he has done nothing to my mother,» said Jo.
«She does not wish anyone to know what happened,
and Laurie promised her that he would not tell
anyone. That 1s why he could not tell you, sir and I
hope that you will forgive him.»

«Well, 1f that 1s so, I suppose | must,» said Mr.
Laurence; «but he often makes me very angry, and I
don't know how things will end 1f we go on in this
W;_l}-',:r:-

«I'll tell you, sir,» said Jo. «He will run away.»

At this Mr. Laurence looked very troubled. «Very
well! Go and bring him down to dinner,» said Mr.
Laurence.

«But he won't come, sir. He 1s so angry because
you said that you did not believe him when he said
that he could not tell. And I think the shaking hurt his
feelings very much.»

Mr. Laurence tried to look serious, but Jo laughed.
She knew that she had won her point.
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«l think if you write him a letter, saying that you
now know that he promised my mother not to tell
what he had done - and that you would not have
shaken him if you had known this earlier - he will see
how foolish he had been, and he will come down.»

Mr. Laurence laughed again, and wrote the letter
in such words as one gentleman might use to another
after a really serious quarrel.

Jo kissed the top of his head. She took the letter,
ran up to Laurie’s room and put it under the door. She
waited while he read it. Then he opened the door and
said, «What a good fellow you are, Jo! Was
grandfather very angry with you?»

«No; hardly angry at all.»

«Well, I seem to have been in trouble with
everyone. Even you would not forgive me.»

«Go and eat your dinner with your grandfather,»
said Jo.

Everyone thought that this was the end of the
matter; but Meg remembered. She never spoke of
John Brooke, but she thought of him often, and
dreamed of him more than ever.
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Chapter Sixteen
FATHER IS BACK

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 and
her much-loved cats.

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
expecting a very happy Christmas, and with Laurie's
help they made plans for having a great deal of fun.

«l am so happy,» said Beth, «thatif only Father
was here I couldn't possibly be any happier.»

«And so am I'! - And so am I!» said all the others.

Sometimes in this strange world, things happen
just as they do in story-books and it was so with the
March family on this wonderful Christmas Day.

The girls and their mother were looking very
happily at the Christmas presents which they had
given to one another and those which had come to
them from the Laurences next door. While they were
doing this, Laurie opened the door and quietly- put in
his head.
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«Here's another present for the March family, » he
said in a strange voice.

Then he opened the door wider, and in his place 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 of all that happened
afterwards. The girls and their mother put their arms
round Mr. March and kissed him. Quite by mistake,
the second tall man - Mr. Brooke - kissed Meg.
Hannah came from the kitchen to join in the general
happiness, and to tell them that the Christmas dinner
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 into a big chair, but Beth did
not stay long in her own chair; she joined her father
in his chair, and they did not have as much 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, for they knew that the
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March family would like to be alone together, and
also that Beth and Mr. March needed rest.

That evening the little family was gathered round
the fire in the siting room. Mr. March was telling
them how 1t happened that he came home earlier than
they expected.

«When the weather became I:aeuer,:-%iid. «the
doctor thought that I might come - and ted so
much to surprise yvou all. I could ngt ha it
without Brooke. He has been such Ip o
journey _ and, indeed, all through my@

mother knows.»

. 48 your
«Yes, indeed,» said Mrs. March, «he i aln;t
kind and helpful young man.»

There was a happy, far-away look in Meg's eyes.
«Such a happy Christmas,» she said, «and it has been
such a happy vyear. »

«How can you say that it was a 'happy year'?» said
Jo. «There was Father's illness, and then Beth's illness
- and all sorts of nasty things.»

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 [ have a dear little piano of my own.»

«And you went to the Hummels, and the baby died
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In your arms, and you got scarlet fever, and nearly
died of it,» said Jo.

«It was rather a hard road for you all to travel »
said Mr. March, «and the last part of it was certainly
very hard; but from all that your mother has told me I
know how well you have done, and I am 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 needle work.

«Meg, my dear,» he said, «I know how much
work you have done to help your mother and sisters,
and 1 am proud of this little hand. I hope that there
will still be some time before I am asked to give it
dway.»

He smiled down upon her and pressed the hand
which he wanted so much to keep near him. Meg
tried to look as if she did not 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  said quietly in her father's ear. «Say
something nice about Jo. She has tried so hard, and
she has been so very kind to me.»

«Although Jo's hair is so short,» said Mr. March,
«she does not seem to be so like a boy as she was
when I went away. [ don't think she wants to be a boy
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any more. She is more careful about her dress, and
she doesn't shout about the house as boys do. In fact
she has become a nice quiet little woman! I rather
miss my wild girl, but if I get in her place a strong,
aelpful, kind-hearted woman I shall be very happy. I
couldn't find anything beautiful enough to be bought
with the twenty-five dollars she sent me.»

«And now what have you to say about Beth?»
asked Amy. She badly wanted to hear what he would
say about herself, but she was willing to wait.

«There 1s so little of her,» said Mr. March, «that I
do not know what to say. She might easily hide away
so that we could not see her; but I do not think that
she is quite so afraid of showing herself as she was.»
Then he remembered how nearly he had lost her. He
held her close, and said with his face against hers,
«['ve got you safe, my Beth, and I mean to keep you
OW . »

He then looked down at Amy, who was sitting at
his feet. He passed his fingers through her shining
hair as he spoke: «I think that Amy 1s rather tired, for
she has been running about for her mother all the
afternoon.. She wishes to be useful, and does not now
think so much about being beautiful. That is a better
way of making life beautiful, for herself and others.»

They were all silent for a time. There was a
dream-like look on Beth's face, and Jo said to her:
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«What are you thinking of, Beth?»

«| was thinking,» said Beth, «of that day when we
all went up the hill, taking our work with us, and we
looked at the hills beyond the river, to the sun shining
behind the golden clouds. Laurie joined us, you will
remember, and we all talked about our dreams for the
future. Now, isn't this like one of our dreams come
true?»

«I think it is,» said Jo,
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Chapter Seventeen
WE ARE JUST FRIENDS

On the next day Mr. March sat in a big chair in the
siting-room, and the girls spent much of their ime
with him; now that their father was home again they
felt that they could not see too much of him.

They looked out at the snow-man which Jo and
Laurie had made, and some of them were surprised
that neither Laurie nor Mr. Brooke came i1n to see
them. Mr. and Mrs. March often ! oked 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
eood 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?» she said.

«You know very well what is the matter,» said Jo.
«It 1s your John who is causing all this trouble.»

«Don't say 'my John'; 1t 1sn't right and 1t 1sn't true,»
said Meg, but she spoke the words «my John» as if
they were not entirely unpleasant to her. «I've told
you I don't care much about him. We are just friends,
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and now that he is back again we shall all be as we
were before.»

«] don't think we can,» said Jo. «You are not like
yourself. You seem so far away from me. I can see
what has happened, and so can Mother. When it
comes I can bear it like a man, but I wish it was all
settled; 1 hate waiting. If you wish to do it, doit
quickly and get it over.» - ,@ «

Meg had some needlework in her hm%,,,ﬂhe was
looking at it carefully, and seemed Lo be fﬁﬁnﬁmsy

At last she said softly, «l can't do tmrﬁy%:w?ﬁf

he does not speak. And 1don't thir il
because Father told him that I was tob tn He
married.»

Meg looked as if she was not sure that hﬂfﬁtfg?
was quite right on this point. N

«If he does ask you to marry him,» said Jo,
you know what you will say? Will you tell him
plainly 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. I have
planned it all so that I shall not be taken by surprise.»

«Would you mind telling me what you will say?»
asked Jo.

«Well,» said Meg, «if he speaks - and, as I've told
you, I don't think he will - I shall say "Thank you, Mr.
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Brooke, it is very kind of you; but Father says that I
am oo young at present 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.»

«] don't believe you will ever say that,» said Jo,
«and 1f you do, I am sure that he will not believe you.
He will do just what lovers always do in the story-
books, and then you will fall into his arms. if only
because you don't want to hurt his feelings.»

«You may learn a lot from the story-books you
read,» said Meg, «but you are quite wrong about John
and me. I shall say exactly what I have told you. And
then [ shall stand up, and bow to him, and walk
quickly out of the room.»

Meg had no sooner said this than they heard the
front door open, and a voice speaking in the hall.

[t was the voice of John Brooke.

oa e Sal S Soldl 3 3 M ek (23] s U1
EPS PR U PO~ [P KR U WAV BB 101 R PRSYo |
"Lage Gl Jhe el

Ol 58tn BT ccdad Oy (U3 o gt ST Bl ¥ 7 2 26
a2l I S 3 Ll LA Jab Lelte Jakew . Skeay o)
"o,elie o35 Y 01l )l O] cael)d § pad O g o

‘t‘_:;ﬁk;Jiak_;!inwﬁ:ﬁlqM'bTb_({f:&fdu
ay alE 0l st Laie I ple L0 Ol Sl Ll dtdaz oL
qdhﬂﬂﬁiwaﬁhﬂ#iju—ﬂtﬁ

Aeldl 3 S

.H_L-,J. U g )|

182




Chapter Eighteen
YOU'LL BE SORRY, MISS!

Meg and Jo both rose to their feet as the door of
the sitting-room opened and the young man of whom
they were talking stood before them.

«Good afternoon,» he said. «I come to ask about
your father. I do hope that he is not too tired after the
long journey?»

«He 1s resting,» said Jo, «but I am sure that he
would like to see you. I will go and tell him that you
are here.»

«Don't wake him if he is asleep,» said John
Brooke.

«| expect he is reading,» said Jo, and she went
away quickly, leaving Meg and John alone together.

«Now we shall see what will happen,» she
thought. «I'm not going to be in any hurry to tell
Father that he is here. I'll give them time to have a
nice talk. We shall all feel better when we know what
they are going to do.»

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

«] am sure that Mother would like to see you, Mr.
Brooke,» she said. «Please sit down, and I will go and
call her.»
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John Brooke looked very hurt.

«Don't go, Meg,» he said. «Are you afraid of
me7»

He had never called her Meg before, and she was
surprised to find how sweet it was to hear him say it.
As she wished to appear friendly and easy, she put
out her hand and said:

«How can I be afraid of you when you have been
so kind to Father? [only wish I could thank you for
1L,

«Shall T tell you how you can thank me?» asked
Mr. Brooke. He was holding her small hand in his
own, and looking 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 that he
was going o say.

«Meg, dear» he said, «I love you so much. Do
you think that you can love me a little in return?»

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 her hand was still in his, and all that she
could say was:

«Oh, please don't. I'd rather not.»
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She spoke so softly, and her head was so low., that
he had difficulty in hearing the foolish little reply.

«[ don't want to trouble you,» he said, «I only
want to ask whether you care for me - just a little.»
«I - I don't know,» she said.

Strange enough, he seemed quite pleased with this
reply. He smiled at her and said: «Will you try to find
out? I want to know so much. If you think that you
can love me, I shall work hard for us both: but [ can't
do that unless I know what the end will be.»

Meg saw that he was smiling, and a strange
thought came into her mind, for she remembered
some words that Anne Moffat once said to her. «It's
best not to let young men think that they can do what
they like with us,» Anne said. «Make them wait a
little, and then you will have more power over them
later on.»

Her hand was still in his, but she pulled it away. «I
can't tell you anvthing,» she said. «Please leave me
alone and go away.»

«Do you really mean that?» asked John Brooke.

The smile had now quite passed away from his
face and he looked very unhappy.
«Yes, I do; T don't want to be troubled about such
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things. Father says I need not; I am too young, and I'd
rather not say any more.»

«Mayn't I hope that, some day, you will change
your mind? I'll wait, and say nothing until you have
had more time. Don't play with me, Meg. Ididn't
think you would do that!»

He stood looking at her so sadly,
much love in his brown eyes, that Meg
feeling that she had been unkind to hint.
towards the door, and Meg !'Dlluwe?l-;im.
door opened and a new visitor appeare

«Aunt March!» cried Meg - for sh@
been more surprised if it had beenaf'nﬂ!: the
Christmas. }.‘
Aunt March stood in the doorway, looking*irs

Meg and then at the young man. The young manﬁ
very pale and the young woman was very red. It w

not difficult to see that the talk which they had been
having was ol unusual importance to them both.

«What's all this?» cried the old lady, striking the
table with her stick.

«It's Father's friend,» said Meg. «I'm so surprised
to see you, Aunt March!»

«] can see you are surprised.» said Aunt March,
sitting down. As she did so, John Brooke went out

quietly, saying something about going to see Mr.
March.
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«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. I do not
know what we should have done without him.»

«Ah, now | remember,» said Aunt March.
«Brooke - young Laurence's teacher. Are you in love
with him?»

«Don't speak so loud,» cried Meg. «He may 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 penny of my
money will ever go to you. Remember that, and don't
be a silly girl.»

This was exactly what was needed in order to
drive away the foolish thoughts which had entered
Meg's head when she felt that John Brooke was too
sure of her. She no longer wished to make him
unhappy, or to gain power over him, for she knew
now how much she loved him.

«l shall marry whom [ please, Aunt March, and
vou can leave your money to anyone you like,» she
said, with spirit.
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Aunt March looked very angry. «You'll be sorry,
miss,» she said, «when you've tried love ina very
small house, and have found that it won't work.»

«I'm not afraid of being poor,» cried Meg. «I've
been very happy so far, and I know I shall be happy
with him, because he loves me, and I -»

Meg stopped there, for just then she remembered
that she had not made up her mind - that she had told
‘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, T will have nothing more to do with you,»
sald Aunt March. «You are a very silly girl, and you
have lost more than you think by what you have said
to me. I came to see your lather, but I don't feel that I
want to see him now. I'm going home, and my last
words to you are - I've done with you for ever. Don't
expect any help from me when you are married to
your Mr. Brooke. Let his friends take care of you.
You will get nothing from me.»

Aunt March spoke so loud that she could be heard
all over the house. She then went to her carriage
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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
I am so glad that 1 heard what you said to the old
lady. How brave and good you were! And you do
love me a little, Meg! You meant what you said?»

«l didn't know how much I loved you until Aunt
March said those things about you,» Meg began.

«And I needn't go away, but I can stay and be
happy, may 1, 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 would say to Mr.
Brooke before bowing to him and walking from the
room.

But she did nothing of the kind, for - just as Jo
expected - she said «Yes, John,» and then she
allowed John to take her in his arms and kiss her.

When Jo came down she found them both sitting
in the same chair, and she knew at once that all was
lost.
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Meg jumped up, looking both proud and happy.
John Brooke laughed and kissed Jo - to her great
surprise.

«Let us have your good wishes, Sister Jo,» he said.

Jo threw up her hands and ran out of the room

without saying a word. Sy Gl OF 03 e 30 ) JL s oy gy g2 o)
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Chapter Nineteen e plill !

YOU DON'T LOOK TOO HAPPY Il A 58y Y
Jo found her father still resting, and her mother L5 il Lals Ty Lol y CilS s« oy AT o ok g
and the two little girls with him. e

«Oh, Father, please come down qui@w said,
«and stop John Brooke from kissing Meg!*Shg’sce

to like it - and he even kissed me, '.mu’skc
good wishes - as if I had any!»
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Mr. and Mrs. March saw at once Iad
happened. They smiled at one another and we }
together. Jo threw herself on the bed and bedan
cry; but when she stopped for a minute, and mld
sad news to Beth and Amy, they did not cry as she
expected that they would. They seemed quite pleased
for they liked John Brooke, and when they 2 S 2 i TSN WA P L e
understood that he would now be their brother they g Al G ihall s s s - {_ﬁ
thought that it was very nice. Jo got no help from 47 L
them, so she went to her little room at the top of the
house and told her troubles to the friendly mice.

No one ever knew what happened in the sitting- IS FOU: RPN PN AR I FURE BRI ISR
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talking, and Mr. Brooke surprised his friends by the ' daet 5 gy 2o 3
spirit with which he told them about his plans. ' e Za g
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«I'm going to work very hard,» he said. «I've got
something to work for now, and I am sure that 1 shall
make a lovely 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
1o arrange everything exactly as he wanted.

When they all went into the evening meal, Meg
and John looked so happy that Jo felt that she must
try to look happy herself, and she did her best.

«You can't say that nothing pleasant ever happens
now, can you, Meg?» said Amy.

«No, I'm sure I can't,» answered Meg, who looked
as 1f she was living in a dream, lifted far above such
common things as bread and butter.

«How full both of unhappiness and happiness the
year has been,» said Mrs, March; «and how thankful
we ought to be that, at the end of it, we are all here,
happily together, and with John to keep us company.»

«I hope that the next year will end better,» said Jo,
who found it hard to see Meg with that dreamlike
look upon her face.

«And [ hope that the year after that will end better
still,» said John Brooke. He smiled at Meg and added,
«l have made my plans and I mean that it shall.» He
Inoked as if everything was possible for him now.
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«It seems too short a time for me,» said Meg. «l've
so much to learn before I shall be ready.»

«You have only to wait. I shall do the work,» said
John.

«Here comes Laurie,» said Jo, who had been
looking through the window, and had seen Laurie
coming up the garden 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.

«] knew that you would get what you wanted,» he
said, turning to his teacher. «You always do. When
you make up your mind to do a thing, it's done.»

«[t's very kind of you to say so,» said John
Brooke. «I thank you for your good wishes and [ ask
you now to come to my wedding which I hope will be
in the vear after next.»

«I'll come to it even if I'm at the end of the earth.»
said Laurie. «We'll both be there, won't we, Jo? But
what's the matter?» he went on, more quietly. «You
don't look too happ}!.}}

«It will never be the sume again. I have lost my
dearest friend,» said Jo, who was almost crying.
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«You've got me anyhow,» Laurie answered. «l
may not be much good, but I'll stand by you, Jo, all
the days of my life; upon my word I will. I shall have
finished at college before long, and then we'll g0
away somewhere and see what the world is like.
Wouldn't that please you?»

«l think it would please me, but we can't know
what may happen in three years,» said Jo.

«That's true. Don't you wish you could take a look
forward, and see what will be happening then? I do!»

«l don't think I do,» said Jo, «for it might be
something sad, and everyone looks so happy now; I
can't think that they will be any happier in three years'
time. And perhaps they won't be so happy.»

Jo's eyes went slowly round the room., looking at
the happy faces. Her father and mother sat quietly
together, thinking of all that had happened to them
both since they first met, over twenty years ago. How
much joy they had had together! How much pain they
had suffered! And now their four girls were growing
up. They were good girls.

«I have no fears for them,» said their father. «They
will suffer, as we have done, but also I think that they
will be very happy. »
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The father and mother looked at the faces of the
young people who were gathered round the fire - Meg
and Jo, Beth and Amy, Laurie and John Brooke.

«What will happen to them? »
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Chapter Twenty
MEG'S LITTLE HOUSE

More than a year has passed since the March
family, with Laurie and John Brooke, were gathered
round the fire on a winter evening, as @]d in the
last chapter. %

John Brooke was working wr}'ﬂm n fice

and saving money in the hope that el
would be able to make a home for ® eg looked
prettier than ever. She had spent ..e tim@

opking
as well as waiting, and in learning to do manﬁs
which would be useful to her when she marrie

Jo never went back to Aunt March, for the old
lady had grown to like Amy while Amy was with her
at the time of Beth's illness, and she asked Amy to
spend  her mornings with her. In return, she promised
that Amy should have drawing lessons in the
afternoons from one of the best teachers in the town.
This pleased Amy very much; and it pleased Jo also,
for Jo wished to give as much of her time as possible
to writing. She wrote stories for the newspapers, and
she was very pleased with the dollars which she was
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sometimes paid 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
so rosy and strong as she used to be. Yet she was
always hopeful and happy, always busy with the quiet
duties she loved, and she was everybody's friend.

Laurie went to college to please his grandfather,
and he was having a happy time there. He made many
friends, for 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
honour. She was very pretty. She thought so herself,
and she was glad when the young men allowed her to
see that they thought so too. Meg was thinking too
much of her own John to think much of Laurie's
young 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 that they all liked her very much, as
she liked them. But none of them fell in love with
her, while few escaped some loving thoughts about
Amy.

It pleased Amy when she saw that they were
always rather sad when they went away {from her.
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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 well
because it had only just been planted with seeds, but
Meg saw it as it would be when the flowers were out.
Most of the things in the little house were presents
from her family and Laurie. Beth made the cloths for
dusting and washing-up. Jo and Amy helped their
mother to prepare the house for Meg and her
husband. Aunt March sent a large number of very
beautiful table-cloths and bed-clothes as a wedding
present, 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 in which
she sent a present without breaking the promise
which she had made to herself when she was angry
with Meg.

At last everything was ready. Meg and her mother
went through the house together, and Mrs. March
said:

«Do you like it, Meg? Does it seem like home, and
do you think that you will be happy here?»

«Yes, Mother, 1 love it, and I know how much I
ought to thank you all; but I am almost too happy to
talk about 1t.»

«It only she had afew servants!» said Amy who
had just come into the sitting-room after helping
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Hannah to arrange the kitchen.

«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 [ will be
very happy here - perhaps much happier than Sallie
and her husband in their large house.»

While she was speaking, Laurie came in, and a
little later, when the others had gone, Jo and he
walked home together.

«Perhaps,» said Laurie, «you will be the next to
mairy.»

«Don’'t say such a thing!» cried Jo. «I'm not one of
that sort. Nobody will want me, and that's a good
thing, for there should always be one unmarried
daughter in a family.»

«You won't give anyone a chance,» said Laurie -
and, as he spoke, there was more colour than usual in
his sunburnt face. «There is a side of you - at least |
hope there is - which you don't like letting a fellow
see.»

217

el G g o el OF g oyl
Jodl a1 sl il cud ( WTLY Cipes G
"0t Ol 1ol Lodte — dlilie iy o (g O 9Cun g ¢ i
ol sl gl ol LT LT I

o Uy gl WS 63 o) B ) i "in ol
3 058 Uly O g Of izl 280 e300 s 3 Sleslial) 018 Y
Lopdjie 3 Uiy Jlo g ialas 28T L,y - L bl g
il

J e ¢ i Ay (50 0 Sl LS ey
Aaw el ) gy 98 BF 0,5

"ladag g5 e il ) Mg JG

J:-T'h’.&,.'.ﬂ lﬁh&lt;u-!]iqﬁuiihﬁﬂ_}a}r-:ﬁﬁ:-ﬂ-u
b 3l Bm 0,385 O Ladls ey Y (g v  May (3 b
" A 3 oy e

J.:..:.-i;&Jaq}awj-'hﬁli#iﬁiy':gJﬂdu
3ib Ul ™. el ) (gl am pll 3 alaall e ST 00U
"ot Wl O s 5 Y 253 g ge 0S5 O T Y1 e - ol

216




« don't like that sort of thing,» said Jo. «I'm too

busy, and I think it's very sad that families should be
broken up in that way.»

There was a long silence between them, which
lasted until they parted at the gate. Then Laurie said,
«Mark my words, Jo, you will be the next to g20.»

219

O3 a0 el (D jata g e g2 1 -..,:-15":;:,-‘:.115*
") e e oMbl eiSs O las

Lae Lyl doe Gl baie il legin ok cans sl

N I B o S el g L LIS (6,505 g5 JU

218

" Jrspas ol de




Chapter Twenty One
SOME THING IS TROUBLING BETH

The year which passed after Meg's marriage was a
very happy one for the March family. Meg often
came to see her father and mother as promised
that she would; but towards the end o ear she

became the mother of two babies - a boy
These children were greatly loved ﬁﬁ
aunts, and especially by Beth, who sp%
time in helping Meg to look after them.

Jo worked hard at her writing, and mg er
stories appeared in the newspapers. Amy
much from the lessons which were paid for by
March: she could now draw very well. Another ri
aunt - Aunt Carroll - was so pleased with Amy's work
that she offered to take her to Europe. Mr. and Mrs.
March were willing that she should go, and Amy
looked forward with delight 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. I am troubled about her.»
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«Why, Mother, whalt is the matter?» said Jo.

«l thought that Beth has seemed unusually well
since Meg's babies came.»

«It is not her health that I am thinking of, it is her
spirits. I am sure that something is troubling her, and
I want you to find out what it is.»

«What makes you think so, Mother?»

«She often sits alone. She doesn't talk to me or her
father as she used to do, and one day I found her
crying over Meg's babies. This isn't like our Beth. It
troubles me.»

«Have you asked her about it?»

«] have tried once or twice, but she looked so
unhappy that [ stopped.»

«Dear Jo, you are so strong - and such a 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 below, and a voice- it was
Laurie's voice - called out, «All is well. I'm coming in
tonight!»
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«Why, Mother, whalt is the matter?» said Jo.

«l thought that Beth has seemed unusually well
since Meg's babies came.»

«It is not her health that I am thinking of, it is her
spirits. I am sure that something is troubling her, and
I want you to find out what it is.»

«What makes you think so, Mother?»

«She often sits alone. She doesn't talk to me or her
father as she used to do, and one day I found her
crying over Meg's babies. This isn't like our Beth. It
troubles me.»

«Have you asked her about it?»

«] have tried once or twice, but she looked so
unhappy that [ stopped.»

«Dear Jo, you are so strong - and such a 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 below, and a voice- it was
Laurie's voice - called out, «All is well. I'm coming in
tonight!»
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Beth smiled and waved her hand as the quick

footsteps died away. Then she said softly, as if

speaking to herself, «How strong and well and happy
he looks.»

A thought came to Jo - «Beth 1s in love with
Laurie! That is the reason for the unhappiness which
Mother has noticed in her. And Laurie makes love to
so many girls. He even makes love to me - which
sometimes spoils our {riendship. But 1 won't have it.
He must love Beth, now that it is so plain that she is
in love with him.»

Jo lay long awake that night. She was just
dropping off to sleep when she thought that she heard
Beth crying. She went to Beth's bedside and asked:
«What 1s it, dear Beth?»

«l thought you were asleep.»

«ls 1t the old pain, that you had after you were ill,
that is troubling you again'?»

«No, 1t 1s a new one; but I can bear it,» said Beth,
irying to keep back her tears.

«Tell me about it; perhaps I 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 moved very quickly. That morning she said
to Mrs. March, «Mother, 1 want to go away
somewhere this winter for a change.»
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Mrs. March looked up, surprised. «But why, Jo?
And where will you go?»

«] want something new. | feel restless, and I want
to be seeing and doing and learning more than I am
now. And I've got a plan. You will remember that
your friend, Mrs. Kirke, who has a hotel in New
York, wrote to ask if you knew anyone who would
teach her children and give her some help in the
house. I want to write to her and offer my services.»

«Are these your only reasons for wishing to go
away?» said Mrs. March,

«No, Mother.»

«May I know the others?»

Jo looked up and looked down and then said
slowly, «Yes, Mother. I am afraid that Laurie is
getting to like me too much.»

«Then you don't care for him in the way in which
1t 1s clear that he begins to care of you?»

«No, Mother. I love the dear boy, as I always have
— but not in the way he wishes.»

«Have 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 that she is in
love with Laurie.»

«l had not thought that,» said Mrs. March, «but it
is clear that, for Laurie's sake, you had better go away
for a time.»
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The matter was soon arranged. Mrs. Kirke wrote Ll J g5 8,.8 Sl oS 3] Yl ks gy e Ole

that she would be delighted to have Jo in her hotel. ) ; Facs piid b gl i

When Laurie was told that she was going he came to Uty Lol g il Lokinyg gt J g L 29 e 0555

say good-bye to her. gy el
«It won't do a bit of good, Jo,» he said. «My eye 1s U el DU e 0f ALY e 1a L 3T

upon you; so mind what you do, or I'll come to New
York and bring you home.»
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Chapter Twenty Two
JO IN NEW YORK

New York, November

Dear Mother and Beth, I'm going to write you long
letters while 1 am here. I've a great to tell,
although I'm not, like Amy, a fine lady
travelling in Europe.

Mrs Kirke is so kind to me that™W fgel qu%
Q :

home, even in this big house full of

table by a sunny window where I can sit an

when 1 finish teaching Mrs. Kirke's little girls!V

helping in the house.

I shall have my meals with the children at present,
and 1 like this better than sitting down at the great
table with all the other people in the house. My little
girls are pretty children - rather spoiled, 1 think, but I
told them some stories and soon made friends with
them.

On the first day I was here I saw something I
liked. This house is very high, anditis a long way
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from the ground floor to the top. I saw a little servant-
girl coming up with a heavy load of coal. Then I saw
a gentleman, who was coming up behind her. He took
the coal from her hand, carried it to the top, and put it
down al the door where it was wanted. Then he
turned to the little servant, smiled kindly, and said: At
1s better so. The little back is not strong enough for
such a heavy load.»

I thought he spoke like a German, and Mrs. Kirke
told me that he was Mr. Bhaer of Berlin

«He 1s always doing thing like that,» she said. «He
is very learned and good, but very poor. He is taking
care of two little boys, the sons of his sister who
married an American and died here. He lives by
teaching German and I am glad to let him use my
sitting-room for some of his lessons.»

Mrs. Kirke's sitting-room has a glass door, and it
1s close to the room in which I teach my little girls, so
that when [ pass | can see Mr. Bhaer at his work. | am
glad of this, as I like him. But don't be afraid, Mother.
He 1s almost forty, so it is quite safe!

Thursday

Yesterday was a quiet day. I spent it in teaching
my little girls - Kitty and Minnie - and in writing in
my own room. [ 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 prettily, «This is Mother's friend, Miss March.»
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Kitty, her little sister, added, «Yes, and we like her
very much. She tells us lovely stories.»

Mr Bhaer and I both bowed and then we laughed.

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

I told him that I would certainly ask for his help
when [ needed it, and he went away:.

I happened that I saw him again on the same day,
for, when I passed his room, the door was open, and I
saw that he was doing some needlework. 1 felt so
sorry 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, for Jo did not leave
Mrs. Kirke until June. When the time came for her to
g0, the children cried, and Mr. Bhaer looked very sad.
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«Going home?» he said. «Ah, you are happy that you
have a home to go to. »

«Now, sir,» said Jo, «Don't forget that if you ever
travel our way, I want you to come and see us.»

«Do you? Shall I come? » he asked, with a strange
look on his face which Jo did not see.
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Chapter Twenty Three
THE SOONER THE BETTER

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

When the great day was over, he and Jo walked
home together,

«You've done very well, Laurie,» said Jo. «I'm
proud 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 feel that the moment which
she had feared, and which she had wished to put off
as long as possible, had come at last.

«Jo,» he said, «you must hear me. We've got to
lalk, and the sooner the better for both of us.»

«Say 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.
I couldn't 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. I can't go on like this any longer.»

«I wanted to save you this,» said Jo. «I thought
you understood -»,

«I know you did; but girls are so strange, you
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never know what they mean. They say 'No' when they
mean 'Yes', and drive a man out of his mind just for
the fun of 1t.»

«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 at college I'm very proud of you.
But I can't love you in the way you want me to. I've
tried, but I can't.»

«Really, truly, Jo7»

«Oh, Laurie, I'm, so sorry,» she ﬂm «] Wi
wouldn't take it so hard. I can't help 1t. L NOW
one can't make oneself love anyone - in thal way .» ¢

«Some girls do.» A

«] don't believe it's the right sort of love, anﬁ

rather not try it.»

They were silent for some time and then Jo said,
«Laurie, I want to tell you something.»

He started as if he had been shot, threw up his
head and cried, «Don't tell me that, Jo; I can't bear
1t!l»

«Tell you what?7»

«That you love that old man.»

«What old man?»

«That old German whom you were always writing
about - they showed me your letters. If you tell me
that you love him - I don't know what I shall do.»

241

Jeing ity y " Odoaiy - 3 "Y' oy L Odaly 5L 8,0
i gl e 3 )

cily e I a3e <l 1S cd il ol el g9
LB S 31 a0 Lld oo f T s 031y o) Gods il
s a5 A Il Sl O ey ¥ S0 Ly L 3 500
Ra o PUNES IO PR

.':':J:'_"L_"iij.'l'- ;c::-....pi'

JEANI YRR, e 0 V[ S PN L 1 PP PY) RS JOK
RJS/PET LTI DU RO BUTLE SRS B U R TR
"kl edg - dol L 4l

"ol oLzl an

/} g e il g ol (o eoeaall § 401 &) deefy”

‘Abi.m_,h,___gjﬂ':ﬁdur.h;.jﬂ o ol alee 8]

‘O s ol
& .~'y%ﬂ,cﬁ;“‘;;u%wiukj¢wu
%.7 "ot adanad Y 3 ¢ LSl
Sl 8,
"l o )1 S o f LT
" Jro gl

gﬂ‘ﬂ-ﬁ*&iﬂhdﬁéﬂijﬂlguyidﬂjl
"l 13l gl Y - et el sl o) el e

240)



Jo wanted to laugh, but she kept herself from
doing so, and only said, «Don't be so silly, Laurie. I'm
not in the least in love with him, or with anybody.
And he isn't old, or bad, but good and kind, and -
after you - he's the best friend [ have. »

Laurie looked very sad. «What will happen to
me?» he said.

«You'll love someone else, like a good boy, and
forget all this trouble.»

«l can't love anyone else; and I'll never forget you,
Jo, never! never !»

With that he jumped over the gate and walked
quickly away along the river bank.
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Chapter Twenty Four
LOVE CANNOT BE FORCED

«Now,» said Jo to herself as Laurie had passed out
of sight, «something must be done about this, and it is
I who must do it.»

She went to Mr. Laurence and told him the whole
story of what had happened. The old gentleman was
very kind. He found It difficult to understand how
any girl could help loving Laurie; but he knew, even
better than Jo, that love cannot be forced, and he
decided that Laurie must have a complete change in
order to help him to get over his trouble.

Laurte came home very tired. His grandfather met
him as if he knew nothing. They had their evening
meal and afterwards they sat and talked as usual,
although they both found 1t difficult to do so.

Laurtie seemed so unhappy that at last Mr,
Laurence could bear it no longer. He got up, and after
walking restlessly for a few minutes about the rooms
he turned to Laurie and said, as gently as a woman, «I
know, my boy, I know.»

There was no answer for a minute. Then Laurie
asked, almost angrily: «Who told you?»

«Jo, herself.»
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«Then there's an end of it,» said Laurie, and he
looked even more unhappy.

«Not quite,» said Mr. Laurence. «I want to say one
thing, and then there shall be an end of it. You won't
care to stay at home just now, perhaps?»

«I'm not going to run away from a girl. Jo can't
stop me from seeing her, and I shall stay as long as |
like.»

«Not if you are the gentleman I think you are»
said Mr. Laurence quietly. And then, with a very kind
look in his eyes, the old man went on, «My dear boy,
[ feel it almost as much as you do. I love Jo, and |
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
thing for you to do now is to go away for a time.
Where will you go?»

«Anywhere. | don't care what happens to me!»

«Now, my boy, take it like a man. Most men go
through this sort of thing once in their lives. Why not
go to Europe as you always meant to do when you
left college?»

«But I didn't mean to go alone.»

«I don't ask you to go alone. There's someone
ready and glad to go with you anywhere in the

world.»
«Who, sir?»
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«Myself. My business in London needs looking

after. I hoped that, when you had some training, you

would be able to do it; but I can do it better myself. |
shall want you with me in London for a short time, so
that you can understand the business when it becomes
yours; but don't think that I want to keep you there
longer than is necessary.

You can go to France, Germany, Switzerland,
[taly - any where you like, and enjoy the pictures, the
music and all the things that you've always cared
about.»

«Well, sir,» said Laurie, «l can't say 'No' to your
Kindness. I'll come.»
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Chapter Twenty Five
WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL ME?

The letters which Jo had received in New York
had said little about Beth's health, and nothing ' was
saild  which might lead Jo to think th eth was
becoming worse. The change which was place
from day to day was not noticed by her f nd

mother; but when Jo came back, after bei aw:%
so long, she saw the difference at unce%nuw
Beth was very 1ll, and as she had saved adh oney
in New York, she asked her father and ther to
allow her to take Beth to the seaside for a few

This gave great pleasure to Mr. and Mrs. Mn?

They were glad that the two sisters should go aw
together, and they knew that Jo would take great care
of Beth.

They went to a quiet place where there were not
many people. The girls made few friends, for they
liked to be alone together. 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 told her.
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They had been watching 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 eves 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.»

«I've tried to tell you before,» said Beth, «but ]
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,
because 1 know it's best; indeed it 15.»

«Is this what made you so unhappy before I went
away?» asked Jo.

«Yes, I gave up hoping then, butl didn't like to
tell anybody.»

«Oh, Beth, why didn't you tell me?»

«Perhaps 1t was wrong; but | wasn't quite sure, and
no one said anything, so | thought that I might be
mistaken. [ didn't want to give trouble when so much
was happening - Meg's babies, and Amy going away,
and you so happy with Laurie - at least I thought so
then.»

«And I though! you loved him, Beth!I thought
that your love for him was making you ill, and 1t was
for that reason that I went away.»

Beth looked at Jo 1n great surprise.
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«Why, Jo, how could I, when he was so much in
love with you? I do love him dearly, he is so good to
me, how can I help it? But he could never be anythmg
to me but a brother.»

«Amy is left for him,» said Jo, «and they would do
for each other very well. But I've no heart for such
things now. I don't want to think about anybody but
you, Beth. You must get well. »

«] want to, oh, so much! I try; but every day 1 lose
a little strength, and I feel sure that I shall never get it
back. It's like the sun going down, Jo. You can't stop
1t »

«It shall be stopped,» cried Jo. «You're only
nineteen and I can't let you go. I'll work and pray and
fight against 1t.»

«Jo, dear, 1t's no good; don't hope any more. Let us
be happy together while we can, for I 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 quite right. No words were needed when
the two girls went home.
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Beth was tired after the short journey and she went
at once (o bed. When Jo came down she saw at once
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 Twenty Six
A VOICE THAT HE KNEW

While Beth lay dying, Amy was in Rome with
Aunt Carroll, and Laurie was in London with his
grandfather. For several months Laurie worked hard
in trying to learn something of the great shipping
business which one day would be his. Then he
became restless, and Mr. Laurence felt that he should
go away for a time.

«Laurie,» he said, «when [ asked you to come, I
told you that I did not want to keep you here longer
than was necessary. You've done well, my boy, and
now 1t's ime you had a change. Come with me as far
as Paris. I shall be staying with friends there, but they
are not the sort of people you would like, and I think
that you had better move on by yourself.»

«As you wish, sir,» said Laurie,

«I have heard this morning,» his grandfather went
on, «that Mrs. Carroll and Amy March will soon be in
Nice. They will b= moving on there from Rome. Now
Nice i1s a very pleasant place to spend Chrnistmas.
Why don't you go and join them there - after you've
had a little tour by yourself?»

And so it happened that on the afternoon of
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Christmas Day, Laurie was walking down the English
road at Nice — a wide walk, with beautiful flowers
and trees on one side, and, on the other side, the sea.
Laurie was lost in his own thoughts - not very happy
thoughts - when he heard a voice that he knew:

«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 wandering about,» said L with a
rather tired and unhappy look, «but I said th%l]d
be here for Christmas, and here 1 am.» “7

«How is vyour grandfather? Wi re ﬁ‘
staying? When did you come?» *

«My grandfather is well; I am stayﬁ ﬁﬂ

Chauvain; and 1 came last night,» said L
laughing at Amy's quick questions. «I called at
hotel last night, but you and your aunt were both out
Now tell me, what news have you had from home?»

«Not very good news. Beth is ill; I am afraid she 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 gladto
know that you are enjoying yourself here. »

They had now reached the hotel at which Amy and
Mrs. Carroll were staying.

«There's a grand dance here tonight,» said Amy.
«Won't you come?»
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A cloud seemed to pass over Laurie's face. «I don't
think I'll come tonight,» he said; «but we must meet
again before I go. It will be good to talk a little about
home.»

When Laurie went to Nice he meant only to stay a
week, but a month later he was still there. He was
tired of being alone, and it was pleasanttobeina
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 the people and the
places they both loved. Yel Amy was nol happy about
Laurie. She knew that he was wasting his time, and
she felt that, if he was not careful, he would waste the
rest of his life. «I must talk to him about it,» she
thought.

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 I went. I hate business, and I'm sure that 1
shall never be any good at it. In fact I doubt, now,
whether I shall ever be any good at anything.»

«But you did so well at college. You need not give
all your time to the business; 1 am sure that your
grandfather doesn't want that. What has happened to
your music?»
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«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 I had seen those pictures, how
could I go on hoping then?»

«It seems then that we are both in the same boat,
my dear. We are rather lost and don't know what to
do with ourselves!»

They were now close to the door of Amy's hotel.

«What 1 told you was really true,» said Laurie.
«I'm going back to Grandfather tomorrow. I promise
to learn some thing 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 in another minute he was
gone.

Amy thought, «How I shall miss him!»
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Chapter Twenty Seven
HOW WELL WE PULL TOGETHER!

Laurie went back to his grandfather, who was now
in London, and he spent his days in the shipping
office, finding the work much less unpleasant as he
came to know more about it. In the evenings be
listened to some good music, and he wrote to Amy to
tell her of what he was doing. It surprised him that he
was no longer thinking quite so much about Jo. He
had not written to her for some time. When her
answer to his last letter came, it brought him sad
news.

«Dear Laurie,» she wrote, it was nice to hear from
yvou but I am so sorry that I have not written before
and that my letter must give you pain. Beth is very ill,
I spend most of my time at her bedside. I'm glad that
you met Amy in Nice. If you write to her, please do
not tell her that Beth is worse. We are hoping that
when Amy comes home Beth may still be with us,
Good-bye, dear Laurie. Please always keeps a little
corner in your heart for your loving Jo.»

She added a little note at the end: «Please write to
Amy often. She is very much alone, and your letters
will do her good. »
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«So I will, at once,» said Laurie to himself. «Poor
little girl. It will be a sad going home for her, | am
afraid.»

Soon after Laurie left Nice, Mrs. Carroll and Amy
travelled slowly towards Switzerland. They were at
Vevay 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 Vevay and give Amy
what help he could. Jo had written that they still did
not wish her to come home earlier than had been
arranged.

Laurie knew Vevay very well. When the boat
touched the land he stepped out and hurried along the
shore to the hotel where Mrs. Carroll and Amy were
staying. 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. «l only wish
that I could say something that would help you to
bear the loss of dear little Beth.»

«You needn't say anything. Itis so good to have
you here. Aunt Carroll is very kind, but you seem like
one of the family. How long can you stay7»

«As long as you want me, dear.»
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Laurie stayed for a week, and each day he and
Amy came to know onc another better. On the day
before Laurie was to leave, they were out or the lake
together. Laurie was rowing, and Amy was enjoying
the beauty all around her - the mountains, the
cloudless blue sky, the bluer lake below and the boats
that looked like white-winged birds.

Then her eyes met Laurie's. Hr:éﬁ stopped

rowing, and he was looking at her so ser that
she felt that she must speak - as if to wiatke him @a
dream. é

»

let me row; it will do me good.»

«You must be tired,» she said. «Reslvlz- an

For a moment he seemed not to hear. Then, 19?
little start, he said: «I'm not tired: but you may r
with me if you like: [ must sit near you in the middle
of the boat because I'm heavier than you are.»

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

«How well we pull together!» said Amy.

«So well that [ wish we might always pull in the
same boat. Will you, Amy?»
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For some time Amy made no reply. They went on

pulling together. Then, as the boat touched the shore, (o Lan ol Lo o3 1 e 3 2 Ol g gl s

];:[l;n:g;:fiﬂd his question again, and was answered iLa galy t.......:-Li g s )y b (gl CS L e Lo
«Yes, Laurie.» 14l
They were very happy when they returned to the TSP (o
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Chapter Twenty Eight
I WILL SURELY COME

For some tume after Beth's death, Jo was very
unhappy. She missed the little sister to whom she had
given so much loving care, and with whom she had
spent so many hours of every day. She tried to fill her
ume by working for her mother in the house, and 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 because she
was a wife and mother.

«[t 1s plain that marriage has been good for her,»
she thought. «l wonder whether it would be good for
me; or am [ — as [ have so often thought - to be alone
all my life? Perhaps I'll just watch other people's
lives, and put what I see into books, instead of having
areal 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 she allowed Jo to see this
uncertainty.

«Oh, Mother,» said Jo, «did you really think that |
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could be so selfish and silly as to mind Laurie
marrying Amy when I wouldn't marry him myself»

Jo found that the house-work 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. She
went up to the room at the top of the house where, in
old days, she and Meg spent so many happy hours.

«How long ago that secems,» she thought. «We
were young girls then, and now Meg is married and
has two babies, and Beth is dead, and Amy 1s going
to marry Laurie, and I am left alone.»

She decided to look again at the stones she had
written and half-written long ago. «I'm older than I
was then,» she thought, «and perhaps a little wiser
because of what I've suffered. If | begin writing again
now, | think | know some things which 1t will be
worth while to write about.»

She turned to the big box which contained all the
stories that she had written, and some old letters
which she had forgotten. Among these she found a
little note written to her by Mr. Bhaer one evening in
New York when he had promused to give her a
German lesson, but was afraid that he might be late.
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«Wait for me, my friend,» he wrote. «| may be a PR SO UL VT L Ut R T W

little late, but I will surely come.» sty L
«Oh, 1f he only would!» said Jo to herself. «How =7 Lb Lt ,;;.l_ﬂ,‘rjyv:t_h_ai Gl g oyl "l g G

good and kind to me he always was' And how I o i T 0 g el ) ol sl WG

should love to see him; for everyone seems to be 8 el D ot Ol s 7 i ‘,5_, :’%J

¢ e

going away from me.»
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Chapter Twenty Nine
GLAD TO SEE YOU

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®f the girls
next door,» that he wished the marriage
soon - almost as much as the youn :
themselves. Mr. and Mrs. March mad€jo dif
for they thought itright that Amy andw sh&

be married while they were still in Europ %pendr

a few weeks there before returning to Amen
did not wish to have a wedding at home so san
Beth's death.

On the day on which Mr. Laurence and the youn
people were expected home, Mr. and Mrs. Murch
went (o the station to meet 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.

«LLaurie! 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

281

09 il g il Jadl!
i o It ity

Aol £ 8 A3 waL}uﬁﬂTud@Tj S0 TP
At g ol dst e py s sl Y 15 5 gl 515
O Ol 30 2F Lt Ly 5 — e oy B3 o2 OF 2 ot
e OV LD 3] G pae Lf 20 syl el o o et
perled Lag 0l Lyl 3 e Lad (005 T 55 O el
S e Lal3] g;:g;;u_.@rj*ufi_;ln,mdgﬂuuﬁ
g iUy day Lo e AL 3

*
/
ﬁ-ulga-_,_jllju_.J _,l.L.....“rJ...UICIf .,_JEL;JJ'I ;}J'IJ

3 Led r.pl.ﬂ.”l.hi’-‘l‘_‘ﬂduﬂ.an’ Wiy s '1.....:.1..,,5}.5.5

&EU'@JI#H”L‘J} rl.-hll.r-l.l.n:-},_;a...--.l.:-.....,. sl,S"_i_.,.l.'l

irb@‘u ! Ldan.LJ—IJ_fﬁ.nE_HE;J_,J
gy G *-'—-F-;ii

AT NS ANT o

Ve e

Gl O Laads 851 Gy (L gy e 1 1 g s

280




had taken the place of their childish love for one
another.

Soon the small sitting-room was quite full. Amy
came in first. «Where 1s she? Where 1s my dear old
lo?» she cnied. Meg and John Brooke followed, each
carrying one of their children. Then came old Mr.
Laurence with Mr. and Mrs. March. It was a very
happy family party, and no one would have thought
that any of them could have been much happier by
the arrival of another person. But when the meal was
over, and Meg and John had taken their children
home, a strange thing happened. The front door bell
rang and Jo answered 1t. A tall bearded gentleman
stood before her in the darkness. At first Jo seemed
not to know who he was, and then she cried out, «Oh,
Mr. Bhaer, [ am so glad to see you!»

«And [ am very glad to see Miss March,» he
replied.

«Come 1n,» said Jo; and he was about to follow
her when he heard voices.

«But no,» he said, «you have a party.»

«No, 1tisn't a party,» said Jo. «It's only the family.
My sister and her husband and his grandfather have
just come home, and we are all very happy together.
Do come in and make one of us.»
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Chapter Thirty
NOTHING BUT MY LOVE

The business which brought Mr. Bhaer from New
York lasted for some weeks, and during that time he
came often to see the March family. Then for nearly a
week he did not come, and Jo wondered, rather
unhappily, what the reason could be.

One afternoon Jo said to Mrs, March:

«Mother, do you want anything in the town? |
have to go there to get some paper for my writing.»

Mrs. March asked Jo to buy a number of things,
and then she said: «If you happen to meet Mr. Bhaer,
bring him home to tea. I quite look forward to seeing
the dear man again.»

«How good she is to me,» Jo thought. «What do
girls do who haven't a mother to help them through
their troubles?»

She bought the paper she wanted, and she was just
going to buy the things for her mother when she met
Mr. Bhaer. He seemed very happy to see her. « What
are you doing here, my friend?» he asked.

«] am buying things for Mother,» she said. Just
then she saw that it was beginning to rain.
«May | go also, and help carry your things for
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you; and will you come under my umbrella, for | see
that you have none?»

Jo thanked him and they walked on together, both
under the same umbrella.

«Why have you not been to see us?» Jo asked.
«We thought that you have gone.»

«Did you think that I should go without coming to
see the friends who have been so kind to me?»

«No, I didn't: but we wondered why you didn't
Come. »

«l thank you all» he said, «and I will come one
time more before [ go.»

«You are going, then?»

«Yes; I have no longer any business here. It is
done. »

«And as you wished, 1 hope?»

«I ought to think so, for I have found a way to get
my bread and to help the two boys - my sister's sons.»

«Tell me, please?» said Jo. «l like so much to
know about you - and the boys.»

«That is so kind. My friends have found a place
for me in a college, where [ shall teach German.»

«That is good news,» said Jo. «I am so glad, for
we shall hope now to see you often.»

«Ah? But we shall not meet often, 1 fear. The
college 1s far away - in the far west.»

It 1s possible that if Jo and her friend had not been
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walking under the same umbrella — and therefore very
close together — he might not have seen the tears
which she could not keep back. But he did sce them.

«Why do you cry’» he asked. d=U oLy
«Because you are going away.» i) e sl AW el s UG AS ceud | pd g "5
«Jo,» he said, «l have not riches and I have not * sl ]

St e A FT 1

vouth; I have nothing but my love to give you. »

She took his hands in hers. «Is not that enough?» TS Al U g ok oyl
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