LITTLE WOMEN, Louisa May Alcott, 1868-1867

CHAPTER 13
Theodore "Laurie” Laurence, a neighbor, arrives at the March family's house...

It was a rather pretty little picture, for the sisters sat together in the shady nook, with sun
and shadow flickering over them, the aromatic wind lifting their hair and cooling their hot
cheeks, and all the little wood people going on with their affairs as if these were no
strangers but old friends. M@@ sat upon her cushion, sewing daintily with her white hands,
and looking as fresh and sweet as a rose in her pink dress among the green. Beth was
sorting the cones that lay thick under the hemlock near by, for she made pretty things with
them. Amy was sketching a group of ferns, and Jo was knitting as she read aloud. A
shadow passed over the boy's face as he watched them, feeling that he ought to go away
because uninvited; yet lingering because home seemed very lonely and this quiet party in
the woods most attractive to his restless spirit. He stood so still that a squirrel, busy with its
harvesting, ran down a pine close beside him, saw him suddenly and skipped back,
scolding so shrilly that Beth looked up, espied the wistful face behind the birches, and
beckoned with a reassuring smile.

"May | come in, please? Or shall | be a bother?" he asked, advancing slowly.

Meg lifted her eyebrows, but Jo scowled at her defiantly and said at once, "Of course you
may. We should have asked you before, only we thought you wouldn't care for such a girl's
game as this."

"l always like your games, but if Meg doesn't want me, I'll go away."

"I've no objection, if you do something. It's against the rules to be idle here," replied Meg
gravely but graciously.

"Much obliged. I'll do anything if you'll let me stop a bit, for it's as dull as the Desert of
Sahara down there. Shall | sew, read, cone, draw, or do all at once? Bring on your bears.
I'm ready." And Laurie sat down with a submissive expression delightful to behold.

"Finish this story while | set my heel," said Jo, handing him the book.

"Yes'm." was the meek answer, as he began, doing his best to prove his gratitude for the
favor of admission into the 'Busy Bee Society'.

The story was not a long one, and when it was finished, he ventured to ask a few
questions as a reward of merit.

"Please, ma'am, could | inquire if this highly instructive and charming institution is a new
one?"

"Would you tell him?" asked Meg of her sisters.

"He'll laugh," said Amy warningly.

"Who cares?" said Jo.

"l guess he'll like it," added Beth.

"Of course | shall! | give you my word | won't laugh. Tell away, Jo, and don't be afraid."

"The idea of being afraid of you! Well, you see we used to play Pilgrim's Progress, and we
have been going on with it in earnest, all winter and summer."

"Yes, | know," said Laurie, nodding wisely.
"Who told you?" demanded Jo.
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"Spirits."

"No, | did. | wanted to amuse him one night when you were all away, and he was rather
dismal. He did like it, so don't scold, Jo," said Beth meekly.

"You can't keep a secret. Never mind, it saves trouble now."

"Go on, please," said Laurie, as Jo became absorbed in her work, looking a trifle
displeased.

"Oh, didn't she tell you about this new plan of ours? Well, we have tried not to waste our
holiday, but each has had a task and worked at it with a will. The vacation is nearly over,
the stints are all done, and we are ever so glad that we didn't dawdle."

"Yes, | should think so," and Laurie thought regretfully of his own idle days.

"Mother likes to have us out-of-doors as much as possible, so we bring our work here and
have nice times. For the fun of it we bring our things in these bags, wear the old hats, use
poles to climb the hill, and play pilgrims, as we used to do years ago. We call this hill the
Delectable Mountain, for we can look far away and see the country where we hope to live
some time."

Jo pointed, and Laurie sat up to examine, for through an opening in the wood one could
look cross the wide, blue river, the meadows on the other side, far over the outskirts of the
great city, to the green hills that rose to meet the sky. The sun was low, and the heavens
glowed with the splendor of an autumn sunset. Gold and purple clouds lay on the hilltops,
and rising high into the ruddy light were silvery white peaks that shone like the airy spires
of some Celestial City. [...]

"Wouldn't it be fun if all the castles in the air which we make could come true, and we
could live in them?" said Jo, after a little pause.

"I've made such quantities it would be hard to choose which I'd have," said Laurie, lying
flat and throwing cones at the squirrel who had betrayed him.

"You'd have to take your favorite one. What is it?" asked Meg.
"If | tell mine, will you tell yours?"

"Yes, if the girls will too."

"We will. Now, Laurie."

"After I'd seen as much of the world as | want to, I'd like to settle in Germany and have just
as much music as | choose. I'm to be a famous musician myself, and all creation is to rush
to hear me. And I'm never to be bothered about money or business, but just enjoy myself
and live for what | like. That's my favorite castle. What's yours, Meg?"

Margaret seemed to find it a little hard to tell hers, and waved a brake before her face, as if
to disperse imaginary gnats, while she said slowly, "I should like a lovely house, full of all
sorts of luxurious things—nice food, pretty clothes, handsome furniture, pleasant people,
and heaps of money. | am to be mistress of it, and manage it as | like, with plenty of
servants, so | never need work a bit. How | should enjoy it! For | wouldn't be idle, but do
good, and make everyone love me dearly."

"Wouldn't you have a master for your castle in the air?" asked Laurie slyly.

"l said 'pleasant people', you know," and Meg carefully tied up her shoe as she spoke, so
that no one saw her face.

"Why don't you say you'd have a splendid, wise, good husband and some angelic little
children? You know your castle wouldn't be perfect without," said blunt Jo, who had no
tender fancies yet, and rather scorned romance, except in books.
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"You'd have nothing but horses, inkstands, and novels in yours," answered Meg petulantly.

"Wouldn't | though? I'd have a stable full of Arabian steeds, rooms piled high with books,
and I'd write out of a magic inkstand, so that my works should be as famous as Laurie's
music. | want to do something splendid before | go into my castle, something heroic or
wonderful that won't be forgotten after I'm dead. | don't know what, but I'm on the watch for
it, and mean to astonish you all some day. | think | shall write books, and get rich and
famous, that would suit me, so that is my favorite dream."

"Mine is to stay at home safe with Father and Mother, and help take care of the family,"
said Beth contentedly.

"Don't you wish for anything else?" asked Laurie.

"Since | had my little piano, | am perfectly satisfied. | only wish we may all keep well and
be together, nothing else."

"l have ever so many wishes, but the pet one is to be an artist, and go to Rome, and do
fine pictures, and be the best artist in the whole world," was Amy's modest desire.

"We're an ambitious set, aren't we? Every one of us, but Beth, wants to be rich and
famous, and gorgeous in every respect. | do wonder if any of us will ever get our wishes,"
said Laurie, chewing grass like a meditative calf.

“I've got the key to my castle in the air, but whether | can unlock the door remains to be
seen," observed Jo mysteriously.

"I've got the key to mine, but I'm not allowed to try it. Hang college!" muttered Laurie with
an impatient sigh.

"Here's mine!" and Amy waved her pencil.
"l haven't got any," said Meg forlornly.
"Yes, you have," said Laurie at once.
"Where?"

"In your face."

"Nonsense, that's of no use."

"Wait and see if it doesn't bring you something worth having," replied the boy, laughing at
the thought of a charming little secret which he fancied he knew.

Meg colored behind the brake, but asked no questions and looked across the river with the
same expectant expression which Mr. Brooke' had worn when he told the story of the
knight.

"If we are all alive ten years hence, let's meet, and see how many of us have got our
wishes, or how much nearer we are then than now," said Jo, always ready with a plan.

1 Laurie's tutor



CHAPTER 23

Mr. Brooke, Laurie's penniless tutor is now courting Meg. Aunt March, a rich family
member, enters the room...

The family were all busy in the back part of the house, and she had made her way quietly
in, hoping to surprise them. She did surprise two of them so much that Meg 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 going on, and | insist upon knowing what it
is," with another rap.

"We were only talking. Mr. Brooke came for his umbrella," began Meg, wishing that Mr.
Brooke and the umbrella were safely out of the house.

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

"Hush! He'll hear. Shan't | call Mother?" said Meg, much troubled.

"Not yet. I've something to say to you, and | 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 sensible girl," said the old lady impressively.

Now Aunt March possessed in perfection the art of rousing the spirit of opposition in the
gentlest people, and enjoyed doing it. The best 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 as she was
preemptorily 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 opposed the old lady with unusual spirit.

"l shall marry whom | please, Aunt March, and you can leave your money to anyone you
like," she said, nodding her head with a resolute air.

"Highty-tighty! Is that the way you take my advice, Miss? You'll be sorry for it by-and-by,
when you've tried love in a cottage and found it a failure."

"It can't be a worse one than some people find in big houses," retorted Meg.

Aunt March put on her glasses and took a look at the girl, for she did not know her in this
new mood. Meg hardly knew herself, she felt so brave and independent, so glad to defend
John and assert her right 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 she could, "Now,
Meg, my dear, be reasonable and take my advice. | 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 family. It's your duty to make a rich match and it ought to be impressed upon
you."

"Father and Mother don't think so. They like John though he is poor."
"Your parents, my dear, have no more worldly wisdom than a pair of 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
doing better? | thought you had more sense, Meg."

"l couldn't do better if | 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. Everyone 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, | suspect.”

"Aunt March, how dare you say such a thing? John is above such meanness, and | 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 |
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 | know | shall be with him because he loves me, and I..."

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, | wash my hands of the whole affair! You are a willful child, and you've lost more
than you know by this piece of folly. No, | won't stop. I'm disappointed in you, and haven't
spirits to see your father now. Don't expect anything from me when you are married. Your
Mr. Brooke'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.



CHAPTER 31

Amy has left America to travel Europe... She has met Fred Vaughn, a rich British
artistocrat and Laurie's friend.

HEIDELBERG
My dear Mamma,

Having a quiet hour before we leave for Berne, I'll try to tell you what has
happened, for some of it is very important, as you will see.

The sail up the Rhine was perfect, and | just sat and enjoyed it with all my
might. Get Father's old guidebooks and read about it. | haven't words
beautiful enough to describe it. At Coblentz we had a lovely time, for some
students from Bonn, with whom Fred got acquainted on the boat, gave us a
serenade. It was a moonlight night, and about one o'clock Flo and | were
waked by the most delicious music under our windows. We flew up, and
hid behind the curtains, but sly peeps showed us Fred and the students
singing away down below. It was the most romantic thing | ever saw—the
river, the bridge of boats, the great fortress opposite, moonlight
everywhere, and music fit to melt a heart of stone.

When they were done we threw down some flowers, and saw them
scramble for them, kiss their hands to the invisible ladies, and go laughing
away, to smoke and drink beer, | suppose. Next morning Fred showed me
one of the crumpled flowers in his vest pocket, and looked very
sentimental. | laughed at him, and said | didn't throw it, but Flo, which
seemed to disgust him, for he tossed it out of the window, and turned
sensible again. I'm afraid I'm going to have trouble with that boy, it begins
to look like it. [...]

Now comes the serious part, for it happened here, and Fred has just gone.
He has been so kind and jolly that we all got quite fond of him. | never
thought of anything but a traveling friendship till the serenade night. Since
then I've begun to feel that the moonlight walks, balcony talks, and daily
adventures were something more to him than fun. | haven't flirted, Mother,
truly, but remembered what you said to me, and have done my very best. |
can't help it if people like me. | don't try to make them, and it worries me if |
don't care for them, though Jo says | haven't got any heart. Now | know
Mother will shake her head, and the girls say, "Oh, the mercenary little
wretch!", but I've made up my mind, and if Fred asks me, | shall accept
him, though I'm not madly in love. | like him, and we get on comfortably
together. He is handsome, young, clever enough, and very rich—ever so
much richer than the Laurences. | don't think his family would object, and |
should be very happy, for they are all kind, well-bred, generous people, and
they like me. Fred, as the eldest twin, will have the estate, | suppose, and
such a splendid one it is! A city house in a fashionable street, not so showy
as our big houses, but twice as comfortable and full of solid luxury, such as
English people believe in. | like it, for it's genuine. I've seen the plate, the
family jewels, the old servants, and pictures of the country place, with its
park, great house, lovely grounds, and fine horses. Oh, it would be all |
should ask! And I'd rather have it than any title such as girls snap up so
readily, and find nothing behind. | may be mercenary, but | hate poverty,
and don't mean to bear it a minute longer than | can help. One of
us must marry well. Meg didn't, Jo won't, Beth can't yet, so | shall, and



make everything okay all round. | wouldn't marry a man | hated or
despised. You may be sure of that, and though Fred is not my model hero,
he does very well, and in time | should get fond enough of him if he was
very fond of me, and let me do just as | liked. So I've been turning the
matter over in my mind the last week, for it was impossible to help seeing
that Fred liked me. He said nothing, but little things showed it. He never
goes with Flo, always gets on my side of the carriage, table, or promenade,
looks sentimental when we are alone, and frowns at anyone else who
ventures to speak to me. Yesterday at dinner, when an Austrian officer
stared at us and then said something to his friend, a rakish-looking baron,
about 'ein wonderschones Blondchen’', Fred looked as fierce as a lion, and
cut his meat so savagely it nearly flew off his plate. He isn't one of the cool,
stiff Englishmen, but is rather peppery, for he has Scotch blood in him, as
one might guess from his bonnie blue eyes.

Well, last evening we went up to the castle about sunset, at least all of us
but Fred, who was to meet us there after going to the Post Restante for
letters. We had a charming time poking about the ruins, the vaults where
the monster tun is, and the beautiful gardens made by the elector long ago
for his English wife. | liked the great terrace best, for the view was divine,
so while the rest went to see the rooms inside, | sat there trying to sketch
the gray stone lion's head on the wall, with scarlet woodbine sprays
hanging round it. | felt as if I'd got into a romance, sitting there, watching
the Neckar rolling through the valley, listening to the music of the Austrian
band below, and waiting for my lover, like a real storybook girl. | had a
feeling that something was going to happen and | was ready for it. | didn't
feel blushy or quakey, but quite cool and only a little excited.

By-and-by | heard Fred's voice, and then he came hurrying through the
great arch to find me. He looked so troubled that | forgot all about myself,
and asked what the matter was. He said he'd just got a letter begging him
to come home, for Frank was very ill. So he was going at once on the night
train and only had time to say good-by. | was very sorry for him, and
disappointed for myself, but only for a minute because he said, as he
shook hands, and said it in a way that | could not mistake, "I shall soon
come back, you won't forget me, Amy?"

| didn't promise, but | looked at him, and he seemed satisfied, and there
was no time for anything but messages and good-byes, for he was off in an
hour, and we all miss him very much. | know he wanted to speak, but |
think, from something he once hinted, that he had promised his father not
to do anything of the sort yet a while, for he is a rash boy, and the old
gentleman dreads a foreign daughter-in-law. We shall soon meet in Rome,
and then, if | don't change my mind, I'll say "Yes, thank you," when he says
"Will you, please?"

Of course this is all very private, but | wished you to know what was going
on. Don't be anxious about me, remember | am your 'prudent Amy', and be
sure | will do nothing rashly. Send me as much advice as you like. I'll use it
if 1 can. | wish | could see you for a good talk, Marmee. Love and trust me.

Ever your
AMY



CHAPTER 34

Meanwhile, Jo has been pursuing her dream...

Though very happy in the social atmosphere about her, and very busy with the daily work
that earned her bread and made it sweeter for the effort, Jo still found time for literary
labors. The purpose which now took possession of her was a natural one to a poor and
ambitious girl, but the means she took to gain her end were not the best. She saw that
money conferred power, money and power, therefore, she resolved to have, not to be
used for herself alone, but for those whom she loved more than life. The dream of filling
home with comforts, giving Beth everything she wanted, from strawberries in winter to an
organ in her bedroom, going abroad herself, and always having more than enough, so that
she might indulge in the luxury of charity, had been for years Jo's most cherished castle in
the air.

The prize-story experience had seemed to open a way which might, after long traveling
and much uphill work, lead to this delightful chateau en Espagne. But the novel disaster
quenched her courage for a time, for public opinion is a giant which has frightened stouter-
hearted Jacks on bigger beanstalks than hers. Like that immortal hero, she reposed awhile
after the first attempt, which resulted in a tumble and the least lovely of the giant's
treasures, if | remember rightly. But the 'up again and take another' spirit was as strong in
Jo as in Jack, so she scrambled up on the shady side this time and got more booty, but
nearly left behind her what was far more precious than the moneybags.

She took to writing sensation stories, for in those dark ages, even all-perfect America read
rubbish. She told no one, but concocted a 'thrilling tale', and boldly carried it herself to Mr.
Dashwood, editor of the Weekly Volcano. She had never read Sartor Resartus, but she
had a womanly instinct that clothes possess an influence more powerful over many than
the worth of character or the magic of manners. So she dressed herself in her best, and
trying to persuade herself that she was neither excited nor nervous, bravely climbed two
pairs of dark and dirty stairs to find herself in a disorderly room, a cloud of cigar smoke,
and the presence of three gentlemen, sitting with their heels rather higher than their hats,
which articles of dress none of them took the trouble to remove on her appearance.
Somewhat daunted by this reception, Jo hesitated on the threshold, murmuring in much
embarrassment...

"Excuse me, | was looking for the Weekly Volcano office. | wished to see Mr. Dashwood."

CHAPTER 35

And love has been pursuing her...

Laurie threw himself down on the grass at her feet, leaned his arm on the lower step of the
stile, and looked up at her with an expectant face. Now that arrangement was not
conducive to calm speech or clear thought on Jo's part, for how could she say hard things
to her boy while he watched her with eyes full of love and longing, and lashes still wet with
the bitter drop or two her hardness of heart had wrung from him? She gently turned his
head away, saying, as she stroked the wavy hair which had been allowed to grow for her
sake—how touching that was, to be sure! "l agree with Mother that you and | are not suited
to each other, because our quick tempers and strong wills would probably make us very
miserable, if we were so foolish as to..." Jo paused a little over the last word, but Laurie
uttered it with a rapturous expression.

"Marry—no we shouldn't! If you loved me, Jo, | should be a perfect saint, for you could
make me anything you like."
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"No, | can't. I've tried and failed, and | won't risk our happiness by such a serious
experiment. We don't agree and we never shall, so we'll be good friends all our lives, but
we won't go and do anything rash."”

"Yes, we will if we get the chance," muttered Laurie rebelliously.

"Now do be reasonable, and take a sensible view of the case," implored Jo, almost at her
wit's end.

"l won't be reasonable. | don't want to take what you call 'a sensible view'. It won't help me,
and it only makes it harder. | don't believe you've got any heart."

"l wish | hadn't."

There was a little quiver in Jo's voice, and thinking it a good omen, Laurie turned round,
bringing all his persuasive powers to bear as he said, in the wheedlesome tone that had
never been so dangerously wheedlesome before, "Don't disappoint us, dear! Everyone
expects it. Grandpa has set his heart upon it, your people like it, and | can't get on without
you. Say you will, and let's be happy. Do, do!"

Not until months afterward did Jo understand how she had the strength of mind to hold fast
to the resolution she had made when she decided that she did not love her boy, and never
could. It was very hard to do, but she did it, knowing that delay was both useless and
cruel.

"l can't say 'yes' truly, so | won't say it at all. You'll see that I'm right, by-and-by, and thank
me for it..." she began solemnly.

"I'l be hanged if | do!" and Laurie bounced up off the grass, burning with indignation at the
very idea.

"Yes, you will!" persisted Jo. "You'll get over this after a while, and find some lovely
accomplished girl, who will adore you, and make a fine mistress for your fine house. |
shouldn't. I'm homely and awkward and odd and old, and you'd be ashamed of me, and we
should quarrel—we can't help it even now, you see—and | shouldn't like elegant society
and you would, and you'd hate my scribbling, and | couldn't get on without it, and we
should be unhappy, and wish we hadn't done it, and everything would be horrid!"

"Anything more?" asked Laurie, finding it hard to listen patiently to this prophetic burst.

"Nothing more, except that | don't believe | shall ever marry. I'm happy as | am, and love
my liberty too well to be in a hurry to give it up for any mortal man."

"l know better!" broke in Laurie. "You think so now, but there'll come a time when you will
care for somebody, and you'll love him tremendously, and live and die for him. | know you
will, it's your way, and | shall have to stand by and see it," and the despairing lover cast his
hat upon the ground with a gesture that would have seemed comical, if his face had not
been so tragic.

"Yes, | will live and die for him, if he ever comes and makes me love him in spite of myself,
and you must do the best you can!" cried Jo, losing patience with poor Teddy. "I've done
my best, but you won't be reasonable, and it's selfish of you to keep teasing for what | can't
give. | shall always be fond of you, very fond indeed, as a friend, but I'll never marry you,
and the sooner you believe it the better for both of us—so now!"

That speech was like gunpowder. Laurie looked at her a minute as if he did not quite know
what to do with himself, then turned sharply away, saying in a desperate sort of tone,
"You'll be sorry some day, Jo."

"Oh, where are you going?" she cried, for his face frightened her.
"To the devil!'" was the consoling answer.



CHAPTER 42

The news from home were devastating: Beth had died from the Scarlet fever. And after
Laurie was turned down by Jo, he and Amy got closer and closer.

The letter went very soon, however, and was promptly answered, for Amy was homesick,

and confessed it in the most delightfully confiding manner. The correspondence flourished
famously, and letters flew to and fro with unfailing regularity all through the early spring.
Laurie sold his busts, made allumettes of his opera, and went back to Paris, hoping
somebody would arrive before long. He wanted desperately to go to Nice, but would not till

he was asked, and Amy would not ask him, for just then she was having little experiences

of her own, which made her rather wish to avoid the quizzical eyes of 'our boy".

Fred Vaughn had returned, and put the question to which she had once decided to
answer, "Yes, thank you," but now she said, "No, thank you," kindly but steadily, for when
the time came, her courage failed her, and she found that something more than money
and position was needed to satisfy the new longing that filled her heart so full of tender
hopes and fears. The words, "Fred is a good fellow, but not at all the man | fancied you
would ever like," and Laurie's face when he uttered them, kept returning to her as
pertinaciously as her own did when she said in look, if not in words, "I shall marry for
money." It troubled her to remember that now, she wished she could take it back, it
sounded so unwomanly. She didn't want Laurie to think her a heartless, worldly creature.
She didn't care to be a queen of society now half so much as she did to be a lovable
woman. She was so glad he didn't hate her for the dreadful things she said, but took them
so beautifully and was kinder than ever. His letters were such a comfort, for the home
letters were very irregular and not half so satisfactory as his when they did come. It was
not only a pleasure, but a duty to answer them, for the poor fellow was forlorn, and needed
petting, since Jo persisted in being stonyhearted. She ought to have made an effort and
tried to love him. It couldn't be very hard, many people would be proud and glad to have
such a dear boy care for them. But Jo never would act like other girls, so there was
nothing to do but be very kind and treat him like a brother.

If all brothers were treated as well as Laurie was at this period, they would be a much
happier race of beings than they are. Amy never lectured now. She asked his opinion on
all subjects, she was interested in everything he did, made charming little presents for him,
and sent him two letters a week, full of lively gossip, sisterly confidences, and captivating
sketches of the lovely scenes about her. As few brothers are complimented by having their
letters carried about in their sister's pockets, read and reread diligently, cried over when
short, kissed when long, and treasured carefully, we will not hint that Amy did any of these
fond and foolish things. But she certainly did grow a little pale and pensive that spring, lost
much of her relish for society, and went out sketching alone a good deal. She never had
much to show when she came home, but was studying nature, | dare say, while she sat for
hours, with her hands folded, on the terrace at Valrosa, or absently sketched any fancy
that occurred to her, a stalwart knight carved on a tomb, a young man asleep in the grass,
with his hat over his eyes, or a curly haired girl in gorgeous array, promenading down a
ballroom on the arm of a tall gentleman, both faces being left a blur according to the last
fashion in art, which was safe but not altogether satisfactory.

Her aunt thought that she regretted her answer to Fred, and finding denials useless and
explanations impossible, Amy left her to think what she liked, taking care that Laurie
should know that Fred had gone to Egypt. That was all, but he understood it, and looked
relieved, as he said to himself, with a venerable air...

"l was sure she would think better of it. Poor old fellow! I've been through it all, and | can
sympathize."
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the Scarlet fever. And after


With that he heaved a great sigh, and then, as if he had discharged his duty to the past,
put his feet up on the sofa and enjoyed Amy's letter luxuriously.

While these changes were going on abroad, trouble had come at home. But the letter
telling that Beth was failing never reached Amy, and when they next found her the grass
was green above her sister. The sad news met her at at Vevay, for the heat had driven
them from Nice in May, and they had travelled slowly to Switzerland, by way of Genoa and
the ltalian lakes. She bore it very well, and quietly submitted to the family decree that she
should not shorten her visit, for since it was too late to say goodbye to Beth, she had better
stay, and let absence soften her sorrow. But her heart was very heavy, she longed to be at
home, and every day looked wistfully across the lake, waiting for Laurie to come and
comfort her.

He did come very soon, for the same mail brought letters to them both, but he was in
Germany, and it took some days to reach him. The moment he read it, he packed his
knapsack, bade adieu to his fellow pedestrians, and was off to keep his promise, with a
heart full of joy and sorrow, hope and suspense.

He knew Vevay well, and as soon as the boat touched the little quay, he hurried along the
shore to La Tour, where the Carrols were living en pension. The garcon was in despair
that the whole family had gone to take a promenade on the lake, but no, the blonde
mademoiselle might be in the chateau garden. If monsieur would give himself the pain of
sitting down, a flash of time should present her. But monsieur could not wait even a 'flash
of time', and in the middle of the speech departed to find mademoiselle himself.

A pleasant old garden on the borders of the lovely lake, with chestnuts rustling overhead,
ivy climbing everywhere, and the black shadow of the tower falling far across the sunny
water. At one corner of the wide, low wall was a seat, and here Amy often came to read or
work, or console herself with the beauty all about her. She was sitting here that day,
leaning her head on her hand, with a homesick heart and heavy eyes, thinking of Beth and
wondering why Laurie did not come. She did not hear him cross the courtyard beyond, nor
see him pause in the archway that led from the subterranean path into the garden. He
stood a minute looking at her with new eyes, seeing what no one had ever seen before,
the tender side of Amy's character. Everything about her mutely suggested love and
sorrow, the blotted letters in her lap, the black ribbon that tied up her hair, the womanly
pain and patience in her face, even the little ebony cross at her throat seemed pathetic to
Laurie, for he had given it to her, and she wore it as her only ornament. If he had any
doubts about the reception she would give him, they were set at rest the minute she
looked up and saw him, for dropping everything, she ran to him, exclaiming in a tone of
unmistakable love and longing...

"Oh, Laurie, Laurie, | knew you'd come to me!"

| think everything was said and settled then, for as they stood together quite silent for a
moment, with the dark head bent down protectingly over the light one, Amy felt that no one
could comfort and sustain her so well as Laurie, and Laurie decided that Amy was the only
woman in the world who could fill Jo's place and make him happy. He did not tell her so,
but she was not disappointed, for both felt the truth, were satisfied, and gladly left the rest
to silence.

In a minute Amy went back to her place, and while she dried her tears, Laurie gathered up
the scattered papers, finding in the sight of sundry well-worn letters and suggestive
sketches good omens for the future. As he sat down beside her, Amy felt shy again, and
turned rosy red at the recollection of her impulsive greeting.

"l couldn't help it, | felt so lonely and sad, and was so very glad to see you. It was such a
surprise to look up and find you, just as | was beginning to fear you wouldn't come," she
said, trying in vain to speak quite naturally.



"l came the minute | heard. | wish | could say something to comfort you for the loss of dear
little Beth, but | can only feel, and..." He could not get any further, for he too turned bashful
all of a sudden, and did not quite know what to say. He longed to lay Amy's head down on
his shoulder, and tell her to have a good cry, but he did not dare, so took her hand instead,
and gave it a sympathetic squeeze that was better than words.

"You needn't say anything, this comforts me," she said softly. "Beth is well and happy, and
| mustn't wish her back, but | dread the going home, much as | long to see them all. We
won't talk about it now, for it makes me cry, and | want to enjoy you while you stay. You
needn't go right back, need you?"

"Not if you want me, dear."

"l do, so much. Aunt and Flo are very kind, but you seem like one of the family, and it
would be so comfortable to have you for a little while."

Amy spoke and looked so like a homesick child whose heart was full that Laurie forgot his
bashfulness all at once, and gave her just what she wanted—the petting she was used to
and the cheerful conversation she needed.

"Poor little soul, you look as if you'd grieved yourself half sick! I'm going to take care of
you, so don't cry any more, but come and walk about with me, the wind is too chilly for you
to sit still," he said, in the half-caressing, half-commanding way that Amy liked, as he tied
on her hat, drew her arm through his, and began to pace up and down the sunny walk
under the new-leaved chestnuts. He felt more at ease upon his legs, and Amy found it
pleasant to have a strong arm to lean upon, a familiar face to smile at her, and a kind voice
to talk delightfully for her alone.

The quaint old garden had sheltered many pairs of lovers, and seemed expressly made for
them, so sunny and secluded was it, with nothing but the tower to overlook them, and the
wide lake to carry away the echo of their words, as it rippled by below. For an hour this
new pair walked and talked, or rested on the wall, enjoying the sweet influences which
gave such a charm to time and place, and when an unromantic dinner bell warned them
away, Amy felt as if she left her burden of loneliness and sorrow behind her in the chateau
garden.

The moment Mrs. Carrol saw the girl's altered face, she was illuminated with a new idea,
and exclaimed to herself, "Now | understand it all—the child has been pining for young
Laurence. Bless my heart, | never thought of such a thing!"

With praiseworthy discretion, the good lady said nothing, and betrayed no sign of
enlightenment, but cordially urged Laurie to stay and begged Amy to enjoy his society, for
it would do her more good than so much solitude. Amy was a model of docility, and as her
aunt was a good deal occupied with Flo, she was left to entertain her friend, and did it with
more than her usual success.

At Nice, Laurie had lounged and Amy had scolded. At Vevay, Laurie was never idle, but
always walking, riding, boating, or studying in the most energetic manner, while Amy
admired everything he did and followed his example as far and as fast as she could. He
said the change was owing to the climate, and she did not contradict him, being glad of a
like excuse for her own recovered health and spirits.

The invigorating air did them both good, and much exercise worked wholesome changes
in minds as well as bodies. They seemed to get clearer views of life and duty up there
among the everlasting hills. The fresh winds blew away desponding doubts, delusive
fancies, and moody mists. The warm spring sunshine brought out all sorts of aspiring
ideas, tender hopes, and happy thoughts. The lake seemed to wash away the troubles of
the past, and the grand old mountains to look benignly down upon them saying, "Little
children, love one another."



In spite of the new sorrow, it was a very happy time, so happy that Laurie could not bear to
disturb it by a word. It took him a little while to recover from his surprise at the cure of his
first, and as he had firmly believed, his last and only love. He consoled himself for the
seeming disloyalty by the thought that Jo's sister was almost the same as Jo's self, and
the conviction that it would have been impossible to love any other woman but Amy so
soon and so well. His first wooing had been of the tempestuous order, and he looked back
upon it as if through a long vista of years with a feeling of compassion blended with regret.
He was not ashamed of it, but put it away as one of the bitter-sweet experiences of his life,
for which he could be grateful when the pain was over. His second wooing, he resolved,
should be as calm and simple as possible. There was no need of having a scene, hardly
any need of telling Amy that he loved her, she knew it without words and had given him his
answer long ago. It all came about so naturally that no one could complain, and he knew
that everybody would be pleased, even Jo. But when our first little passion has been
crushed, we are apt to be wary and slow in making a second trial, so Laurie let the days
pass, enjoying every hour, and leaving to chance the utterance of the word that would put
an end to the first and sweetest part of his new romance.

He had rather imagined that the denoument would take place in the chateau garden by
moonlight, and in the most graceful and decorous manner, but it turned out exactly the
reverse, for the matter was settled on the lake at noonday in a few blunt words. They had
been floating about all the morning, from gloomy St. Gingolf to sunny Montreux, with the
Alps of Savoy on one side, Mont St. Bernard and the Dent du Midi on the other, pretty
Vevay in the valley, and Lausanne upon the hill beyond, a cloudless blue sky overhead,
and the bluer lake below, dotted with the picturesque boats that look like white-winged
gulls.

They had been talking of Bonnivard, as they glided past Chillon, and of Rousseau, as they
looked up at Clarens, where he wrote his Heloise. Neither had read it, but they knew it was
a love story, and each privately wondered if it was half as interesting as their own. Amy
had been dabbling her hand in the water during the little pause that fell between them, and
when she looked up, Laurie was leaning on his oars with an expression in his eyes that
made her say hastily, merely for the sake of saying something...

"You must be tired. Rest a little, and let me row. It will do me good, for since you came |
have been altogether lazy and luxurious."

"I'm not tired, but you may take an oar, if you like. There's room enough, though | have to
sit nearly in the middle, else the boat won't trim," returned Laurie, as if he rather liked the
arrangement.

Feeling that she had not mended matters much, Amy took the offered third of a seat,
shook her hair over her face, and accepted an oar. She rowed as well as she did many
other things, and though she used both hands, and Laurie but one, the oars kept time, and
the boat went smoothly through the water.

"How well we pull together, don't we?" said Amy, who objected to silence just then.
"So well that | wish we might always pull in the same boat. Will you, Amy?" very tenderly.
"Yes, Laurie," very low.

Then they both stopped rowing, and unconsciously added a pretty little tableau of human
love and happiness to the dissolving views reflected in the lake.



