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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, in the night train, and only had time
to say good-by. I was very sorry for him, and disap-
pointed for myself, but only for a minute, because he
said, as he shook hands,— and- said it in a way that I
could not mistake, — ¢ I shall soon come back ; you won'’t
forget me, Amy?’

“T did n’t promise, but I 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. I know he wanted to speak, but I think,
from something he once hinted, that he had promised his
father not to do anything of the sort yet awhile, for he is
a rash boy, and the old gentleman dreads a foreign daugh-
ter-in-Jaw. We shall soon meet in Rome; and then, if
I don’t change my mind, I'll say ‘Yes, thank you,” when
he says ¢ Will you, please?’ : .

“ Of course this is all zery private, but I wished you to
know what was going on. Don’t be anxious about me ;
remember I am your ‘ prudent Amy,” and be sure I will
do nothing rashly. Send me as much advice as you like ;
Il use it if T can. I wish I could see you for a good
talk, Marmee. Love and trust me. -

“ Ever your Awmv.

CHAPTER XXXII.
TENDER TROUBLES.

#“ 70, I’'m anxious about Beth.” :
“ Why, mother, she has seemed unusually well since
the babies came.”

“Tt’s not her health that troubles me now ; it’s her
spirits. I’m sure there is something on her mind, and I
want you to discover what it is.”

“What makes you think so, mother?”
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“She sits alone a good deal, and doesn’t talk to her
father as much as she used. I found her crying over the
babies the other day. When she sings, the songs are
always sad ones, and now and then I see a look in her
face that I don’t understand. This isn't like Beth, and
it worries me.”

“ Have you asked her about it?”

“I have tried once or twice ; but she either evaded my
questions, or looked so distressed that I stopped. I never
force my children’s confidence, and I seldom have to wait
for it long.”

Mrs. March glanced at Jo as she spoke, but the face
opposite seemed quite unconscious of any secret disqui-
etude but Beth's; and, after sewing thoughtfully for a
minute, Jo said, —

“I think she is growing up, and so begins to dream
dreams, and have hopes and fears and fidgets, without
knowing why, or being able to explain them. Why,
mother, Beth’s eighteen, but we don’t realize it, and treat
her like a child, forgetting she ’s a woman.”

“So she is. Dear heart, how fast you do grow up,”
returned her mother, with a sigh and a smile.

“Can’t be helped, Marmee, so you must resign yourself
to all sorts of worries, and let your birds hop out of the
nest, one by one. I promise never to hop very far, if that
is any comfort to you.”

“It is a great comfort, Jo; I always feel strong when
you are at home, now Meg is gone. Beth is too feeble
and Amy too young to depend upon; but when the tug
comes, you are always ready.”

“Why, you know I don’t mind hard jobs much, and
there must always be one scrub in a family. Amyis splen-
did in fine works, and I’'m not; but I feel in my element

when all the carpets are to be taken up, or half the family
fall sick at once. Amy is distinguishing herself abroad ;
but if anything is amiss at home, I ’m your man.”

“Ileave Beth to your hands, then, for she will open
her tender little heart to her Jo sooner than to any one
else. Be very kind, and don’t let her think any one




LITTLE WOMEN.

watches or talks about her. If she only would get quite
strong and cheerful again, I shouldn't have a wish in the
world.”

“ Happy woman ! I’ve got heaps.”

“ My dear, what are they?”

%11l settle Bethy’s troubles, and then 11l tell you mine.
They are not very wearing, so they’ll keep;” and Jo
stitched away, with a wise nod which set her mother’s
heart at rest about her, for the present at least.

While apparently absorbed in her own affairs, Jo
watched Beth; and, after many conflicting conjectures,
finally settled upon one which seemed to explain the
change in her. A slight incident gave Jo the clue to the
mystery, she thought, and lively fancy, loving heart did
the rest. She was affecting to write busily one Saturday
afternoon, when she and Beth were alone together ; yet
as she scribbled, she kept her eye on her sister, who
seemed unusually quiet. Sitting at the window, Beth’s
work often dropped into her lap, and she leaned her head
upon her hand, in a dejected attitude, while her eyes
rested on the dull, autumnal landscape. Suddenly some

one passed below, whistling like an operatic blackbird, and
a voice called out, —

“ All serene ! Coming in to-night.”

Beth started, leaned forward, smiled and nodded,
watched the passer-by till his quick tramp died away, then
said softly, as if to herself, —

“ How strong and well and happy that dear boy looks.”

“Hum |” said Jo, still intent upon her sister’s face;
for the bright color faded as quickly as it came, the smile
vanished, and presently a tear lay shining on the window-
ledge. Beth whisked it off, and glanced apprehensively
at Jo; but she was scratching away at a tremendous rate,
apparently engrossed in “ Olympia’s Oath.” The instant
Beth turned, Jo began her watch again, saw Beth’s hand
go quietly to her eyes more than once, and, in her half-
averted face, read a tender sorrow that made her own
eyes fill. Fearing to betray herself, she slipped. away,
murmuring something about needing more paper.
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“Mercy on me, Beth loves Laurie ! ” she said sitting
down in I}&r own room, pale with the shock of t,he dis-
covery which she believed she had just made, ] never
dreamt of such-a thing. What w:% mother say? I won-
der if he —" there Jo stopped, and turned scarlet with a
sudden thought. “If he shouldn’t love back again, how
dreadful it would be. He must ; Il make him | ? and
she shook her head threateningly at the picture of the
Tmchlevous-lookmg boy laughing at her from the wall.

Oh dea.r,-we are growing up with a vengeance, Here s
Meg married and a mamma, Amy flourishing away at
Paris, and Beth in love. I'’m the only one thatbhas sense
enough to keep out of mischief” Jo thought intentl
for a minute, with her eyes fixed on the picturae ; then shg
smoothed out her wrinkled forehead, and safd with a
decxfled nod at the face opposite, “ No, thank ;'ou Sir ;
you re very charming, but you’ve no more stability'than’
;11 I’;sirle:t}_lfr(t:iocic 5 S0 you need n’t write touching notes, and

m that insinua it won’ i
gof;d, i havgnigt;‘”way, for it won’t do a bit of

I‘hf.:n she sighed, and fell into a reverie from which
she did not wake till the early twilight sent her down
to take new observations, which only confirmed her sus-
picion. Though Laurie flirted with Amy and joked with
]o,. his manner to Beth had always been peculiarly kind
and gentle, but so was everybody’s ; therefore, no one
thought of imagining that he cared more for her than for
the others. Indeed, a general impression had prevailed
n the family, of late, that “ our boy " was getting fonder
than ever of Jo, who, however, would n’t hear a word upon
the subject, and scolded violently if any one dared to sug-
E?sihlet. If they had known the various tender passages
S Ea:{t year, or rath.er attempts at tender passages

-0 had been nipped in the bud, they would have had
the 1mmf:1fe S_ati&;fact.ion of saying, “1 told you so.” But
ﬂgvﬂfjed- kphl}anden_}lg,” and wouldn’t allow it, always
ey dznéégg ¢ or a smile ready at the least sign of impend-

When TLaurie first went to college, he fell in love about

23
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once a month ; but these small flames were as brief as
ardent, did no damage, and much amused Jo, who took
great interest in the alternations of hope, despair, and
resignation, which were confided to her in their weekly
conferences. But there came a time when Laurie ceased
‘to worship at many shrines, hinted darkly at one all-ab-
sorbing passion, and indulged occasionally in Byronic fits
of gloom. Then he avoided the tender subject altogether,
wrote philosophical notes to Jo, turned studious, and gave
out that he was going to “dig,” intending to graduate in
a blaze of glory. This suited the young lady better than
twilight confidences, tender pressures of the hand, and
eloquent glances of the eye; for with Jo, brain developed
earlier than heart, and she preferred imaginary heroes to
real ones, because, when tired of them, the former could

be shut up in the tin-kitchen till called for, and the latter

were less manageable.
Things were in this state when the grand discovery was

made, and Jo watched Laurie that night as she had never

done before. If she had not got the new jdea into her
head, she would have seen nothing unusual in the fact that
Beth was very quiet, and Laurie very kind to her. But
having given the rein to her lively fancy, it galloped away
with her at a great pace; and common Sense, being
rather weakened by a long course of romance writing, did
not come to the rescue. As usual, Beth lay on the sofa,
and Laurie sat in a low chair close by, amusing her with
all sorts of gossip; for she depended on her weekly
“spin,” and he never disappointed her. But that even-
ing, Jo fancied that Beth’s eyes rested on the lively, dark
face beside her with peculiar pleasure, and that she listened
with intense interest to an account of some exciting cricket-
match, though the phrases, © caught off a tice,” stumped
off his ground,” and “ the leg hit for three,” were as intel-
ligible to her as Sanscrit. She also fancied, having set her
heart upon seeing it, that she saw a certain increase of
gentleness in Laurie’s manner, that he dropped his voice
now and then, laughed less than usual, was a little absent-
minded, and settled the afghan over Beth'’s feet with an
assiduity that was really almost tender.
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“No slang,” snapped Jo, slamming down 'thf::1 plllo;str.
But it was to':.') late, there was no room for it ; an ,,tgﬁi =
ing on to the floor, it disappeared in a most mys

ner. : ; o
mazI‘lC(}me, Jo, don’t be thorny.1 A;ter stud;;zéhl;';m:nd
eIves 5
: all the week, a fellow des
to a skeleton 1 S
ought to get it.

£ ill pet you; I'm busy.” : e
£ g?lsﬁé ’spnog to ’be bothered with me ; but you like
2

y aste

Gise omof o, e Yo o Yoy, aad want e

ﬁragglt?l\;:fla:ngir? i:l,leediesome than that touc"hignrgta}?pienal

was seldon? heard, but Jo quenched her boy ”’ by turning
im wi 5 ery, —

On“hglcn: l:tga:;e lf(t)?ll(l;ugt‘l hya,ve you sent

We“?;?c:’t one, upon my word.

et i s one 7 olish extravagan-
TI'm glad of it; that’s one of your fo

ces, —sending flowers and things to girls f?r whom you
doﬂ’t care two pins,” continued Jo reprovl?g fr S
« Sensible girls, for whom I do care W ]19 e Sp, E{) o
ins. won't let me send them ¢ flowers and ’t’ hings,
E:n Tdo? My feelings must have a 'wem‘.v B
« Mother doesn’t app‘rc;v?1 ;f : ’ﬂ]Itng, even 1 o
flirt desperately, Teddy. , ;
- Id’(c)l lgi\re aLytlaillg}if I could answer, ‘So dl{:alyl;?%n
As I can’t, I'll merely say that I _dont see anc)ir e
that pleasa’nt little game, if all parties understan
n .
7 play. :
oﬂ}? \’13)/161){ it does look pleasant, but I cm?‘tc{e'elfr:: ;151; 8‘1[t1 :
done I,’ve tried, because one feels a\\t{wa{ in conps t(;
' 5 / Ise is doing ; but 1 don
ot to do as everybody e |
11et on,” said Jo, forgetting to play Mentor. e
g “Ta,ke lessons of Amy ; she has a regular_ ?,e . -
¢ Yes, she does it very prt—:ttilly, and nzx;:; o?ig?g 5 a%e
se it’s natural to som
s ys say and do the wrong

Miss Randal this

She’s engaged. Now

too far. _
without trying, and others to alwa

(b
thing in the wrong place.
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“I'm glad you can'tflirt; it’s really refreshing to see
a sensible, straightforward girl, who can be jolly and kind
without making a fool of herself. Between ourselves, Jo,
some of the girls I know really do go on at such a rate
I'm ashamed of them. They don’t mean any harm, I'm
sure ; but if they knew how we fellows talked about them
afterward, they ’d mend their ways, I fancy.”

“They do the same; and, as their tongues are the
sharpest, you fellows get the worst of it, for you are as silly
as they, every bit. If you behaved properly, they would ;
but, knowing you like their nonsense, they keep it up, and
then you blame them.”

“Much you know about it ma’am,” said Laurie,in a
superior tone. “We don’t like romps and flirts, though
we may act as if we did sometimes. The pretty, modest
girls are never talked about, except respectfully, among
gentlemen. Bless your innocent soul ! If you could be
in my place for a month you’d see things that would
astonish you a trifle. Upon my word, when I see one of

those harum-scarum girls, I always want to say with our
friend Cock Robin, —

“*Out upon you, fie upon you,
Bold-faced jig!’”

It was impossible to help laughing at the funny conflict
between Laurie’s chivalrous reluctance to speak ill of
womankind, and his very natural dislike of the unfeminine
folly of which fashionable society showed him many sam-
ples. Jo knew that young Laurence " was regarded as a
most eligible ar# by worldly mammas, was much smiled
upon by their daughters, and flattered enough by ladies
of all ages to make a coxcomb of him ; so she watched
him rather jealously,’ fearing he would be spoilt, and
rejoiced more than she confessed to find that he still
believed in modest girls. Returning suddenly to her
admonitory tone, she said, dropping her voice, “ If you
must have a ‘went,’ Teddy, go and devote yourself to one

of the ‘pretty, modest girls’ whom you do respect, and
ot waste your time with the silly ones,”
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“You really advise it?"” and Laurie looked ‘atfher with
an odd mixture of anxiety and merriment in his af}f{-ou %
“Yes, I do; but you’d better wait till you are g

rourself for the place

college, on the whole, aiixdllfJe ﬁt(timgnéugh e
ime. You're not half good € — well,

g:ri?}?l?:inodest girl may be,” and Jo lool}ied a little queer

likewise, for a name had almost escaped er:th g

“That I’m not!” acquiesced Laurie, wi gh_ Ecs
sion of humility quite new to him, as he drglipc 1t ir yes,
and absently wound Jo’s a;)ron-tassc,l’ roun 1115 -gadld -

¢ Mercy on us, this will never rdu, ;houg it Jo ,e muSicg
aloud, “ Go and sing to me. I'm dying for som .
and always like yours.” -

e her stay here, thank you.

L \I.Vglil:atyou cai’t; there isn’t room. Go amin ::;1;{:
yourself useful, since you are too big to ]:e orna . ron:
1 thought you hated to be tied to a wcﬁ?an Syor%s w
string?”” retorted Jo, quoting certain rebellious w

i ; "
hls“ogli that depends on thl)\ wteiﬁ 21; e?pron! and
i ve an audacious tweak at the tassel. .
La‘l‘u;xereg;oﬁ going?” demanded Jo, diving froﬁl tEeU pl]‘}&;\;

He fled at once, and the minute 1t was \\ed rp i
the bonnets of bonnie Dundee,” she shm;e : 3&;a§;ted
return no more till the young gentleman had dep
in high dudgeon. : .

D ?(;le;tydlg}gg awake that night, and was just éifogz)plggt}?,f:
when the sound of a stlﬂ_ed sob E:ma(}e h?r‘t }dea,r?“
bedside, with the anxious inquiry, W ha!lzalsul 5

] thought you were aslcep,vozg}_;:?'ed eth.

¢Ts it the old pain, my preciouss 2

& 11\?01t, it’s a 11]E:W one; but I can bear it,”” and Beth

ied to check her tears. ; 3 )
m?‘d'f c?]lcrzlc all about it, and let me cure it as I often did

the other.”

i 2 's voice
“You can't; there is no cure.” There Beth's

gave way, and, clinging to her sister, she cried so despair-
2

ingly that Jo was frightened. o
a“};\f herc] isitr Shall I call mother?
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Beth did not answer the first question ; but in the dark
one hand went involuntarily to her heart, as if the pain
were there ; with the other she held Jo fast, whispering
eagerly, “ No, no, don’t call her, don’t tell her. I shall
be better soon. Lie down here and poor’ my head.
Il be quiet, and go to sleep ; indeed T will.”

Jo obeyed; but as her hand went softly to and fro
across Beth's hot forehead and wet eyelids, her heart
was very full, and she longed to speak. But young as
she was, Jo had learned that hearts, like flowers, cannot
be rudely handled, but must open naturally ; so, though
she believed she knew the cause of Beth’s new pain, she
only said, in her tenderest tone, “ Does anything trouble
you, deary? "

“Yes, Jo,” after a long pause.

“Would n’t it comfort you to tell me what it is?*

“ Not now, not yet.”

“Then I won't ask ; but remember, Bethy, that mother
and Jo are always glad to hear and help you, if they can.”

“Iknowit. I'll tell you by and by.”

“Ts the pain better now ? "’

“ Oh, yes, much better ; you are so comfortable, Jo !

*“ Go to sleep, dear ; I'll stay with you.”

So cheek to cheek they fell asleep, and on the morrow
Beth seemed quite herself again ; for at eighteen, neither
heads nor hearts ache long, and a loving word can medi-
cine most ills. *

But Jo had made up her mind, and, after pondering
over a project for some days, she confided it to her
mother.

“You asked me the other day what my wishes were,
L'll tell you one of them, Marmee,” she began, as they
sat alone together. “I want to go away somewhere this
winter for a change.”

“Why, Jo?” and her mother looked up quickly, as if
the words suggested a double meaning.

With her eyes on her work, Jo answered soberly, “I°
want something new ; I feel restless, and anxious to be
seeing, doing, and learning more than I am. I brood too
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i d need stirring up, so,
much over my own small aﬁ_’a.lrs, and ne ;
as I can be );pared this winter, I'd like to hop a little
way, and try my win}gs.”? :

“Where will you hop? : .

“To New York. I had a bright idea yesterday, and
this is it. You know Mrs. Kirke wrote to you for SOmSe
respectable young person to teach her children and sewl.
It ’s rather hard to find just the thing, but I think I should
suit if I tried.” LA g

“ My dear, go out to service in that great board1111'g-
house ! ” and Mrs. March looked surprised, but not dis-

leased. . e
oif It’s not exactly going out to service ; for Mrs. Knh]
is your friend, — the kindest soul that ever l1ved,-f~ar_:1(
would make things pleasant for me, I know. Her a;lrm y
is separate from the rest, and no one knows me’t eret.
Don’t care if they do; it’s honest work, and I'm no
ashamed of it.” e

“ Nor I; but your writmg:

«All the better for the change. I shall see a.}]d h'ea}i
new things, get new ideas, and, evenif I haven't rrllutf:
time there, I shall bring home quantities of material for

my rubbish.” _

X‘I have no doubt of it ; but are these your only rea
sons for this sudden fancy? "

“ No, mother.” )

¢ May I know the others? .

Jo lo}c;ked up and Jo looked down, then said 'slowl};i
with sudden color in her cheeks, “It mfiy.be vain an
wrong to say it, but— I’m afraid — Laurie 15 getung too

d Of mc-” . . . A o
fOI}: Then you don't care for him in the way it 1s (E\fld(‘.ilt
he begins to care for you?” and Mis. March looked
anxious as she put the question. . ik :

“Mercy, no! I love the dear boy, as I always hgxe,
and am immensely proud of him; but as for anything
more, it’s out of the question.

“I’m glad of that, Jo.”

“Why, please?”
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“Because, dear, I don’t think you suited to one another.
As friends you are very happy, and your frequent quarrels
soon blow over; but I fear you would both rebel if you
were mated for life. You are too much alike and too
fond of freedom, not to mention hot tempers and strong
wills, to get on happily together, in a relation which needs
infinite patience and forbearance, as well as love.”

“That’s just the feeling I had, though T couldn't
express it. I’m glad you think he is only beginning to
care for me. It would trouble me sadly to make him
unhappy ; for I couldn’t fall in love with the dear old
fellow merely out of gratitude, could 1?”

“ You are sure of his feeling for you?”

The color deepened in Jo’s cheeks, as she answered,
with the look of mingled pleasure, pride, and pain which
young girls wear when speaking of first lovers, —

“I’'m afraid it is so, mother ; he hasn’t said anything,
but he looks a great deal. I think I had better g0 away
before it comes to anything.”

“I agree with you, and if it can be managed you
shall go.”

Jo looked relieved, and, after a pause, said, smiling,
“How Mrs. Moffat would wonder at your want of man-
agement, if she knew; and how she will rejoice that
Annie still may hope.”

“Ah, Jo, mothers may differ in their management, but
the hope is the same in all, —the desire to see their
children happy. Meg is so, and I am content with her
success. You I leave to enjoy your liberty till you tire
of it; for only then will you find that there is something
sweeter. Amy is my chief care now, but her good sense
will help her.  For Beth, I indulge no hopes except that
she may be well. By the way, she seems brighter this last
day or two. Have you spoken to her?”

“Yes; she owned she had a trouble, and promised to
tell me by and by. T said no more, for I think I know
it;* and Jo told her little story.

Mrs. March shook her head, and did not take so
romantic a view of the case, but looked grave, and
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repeated her opinion that, for- Laurie’s sake, Jo should go
away for a time.

«Let us say nothing about it to him till the plan is
settled ; then I’ll run away before he can collect his wits
and be tragical. Beth must think I’'m going to please
myself, as I am, for I can’t talk about Laurie to her; but
she can pet and comfort him after I'm gone, and so cure
him of this romantic notion. He’s been through so
many little trials of the sort, he ’s used to it, and will soon
get over his love-lornity.” .

Jo spoke hopefully, but could not rid herself of the
foreboding fear that this “little trial” would be harder
than the others, and that Laurie would not get over his
«ove-lornity " as easily as heretofore.

The plan was talked over ina family council, and agreed
upon ; for Mrs. Kirke gladly accepted Jo, and promised
to make a pleasant home for her. The teaching would
render her independent; and such leisure as she got
might be made profitable by writing, while the new scenes
and society would be both useful and agreeable. Jo liked
the prospect and was eager to be gone, for the home-nest
was growing too narrow for her restless nature and adven-
turous spirit. When all was settled, with fear and trem-
bling she told Laurie ; but to her surprise he took it very
quietly. He had been graver than usual of late, but very
pleasant ; and, when jokingly accused of turning over a
new leaf, he answered soberly, «“Go I am; and I mean
this one shall stay turned.”

Jo was very much relieved that one of his virtuous fits
should come on just then, and made her preparations with
a lightened heart, — for Beth seemed more cheerful, —
and hoped she was doing the best for all.

“ One thing T leave to your especial care,” she said, the
night before she left.

“You mean your papers? ” asked Beth. .

% No, my boy. Be very good to him, won't you? ”

% Of course I will ; but I can’t fill your place, and he’ll
miss you sadly.” .

¢ Tt won’t hurt him ; so remember, I leave him in your
charge, to plague, pet, and keep in order.”
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“I’ll do my best, for

¢ 5 your sake,”
dering why Jo looked at her so quee

When Laurie said * Good-by
cantly, “It won't do a bit of go,od ]
you ; so mind what you e
home.”

promised Beth, won-
rly.

" he whispered signifi-
: My eye is o
do, or I'll come and b);ing yoE

CHAPTER XXXIIIL
JO’s JOURNAL,

: “NEw ¥ \
EP‘&}}, MARMEE AND BETH TK' e
’ m gomg to write you a re’ 1
tIm:rec lﬁtr)lt heaps to tell, though I'm not ag;ill?z ;?)ltillzge,la?r
- oldg (f)ancéh? cfolntineng. When I lost sight of father’::
i o elt a trifle blue, and might have shed a
i pm wo, if an Irish lady with four small children
i gm sozi? %r less, had n't diverted my mind ; for I
o t);n?e 3 y dropping gingerbread nuts ovér the
. Soony o hey opened their mouths to roar,
R Sun came out, and taking it as a good
e m;r 15 ed up likewise, and enjoyed my journey with
T : :
onceMéiézI]Qi;kg welcomed me so kindly I felt at home at
b 1at ’Fug house full of stringers. She gave
e i{ aggea \;hyc;p?;]ljcl)r— all she had ; but thefe is
: ; anc e in a sun i
zll:ufrlsiioand write whenever I like. HX ‘E::S Os"?é\f*oa{'lc(i:an
- ranx:ert opposite atone for the many stairs, and ?
Sl te};ﬂg mydden on the spot. The nursery’, where
e and sew, is a pleasant room next Mrs, °
e eh parlor, and the two little girls are pret :
o r{:tht er ‘s’pmlt, I fancy, but they took to mtz
s s}g em ‘ The Seven Bad Pigs;’ and I’
12ll make a model governess : e




