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and he got on very well till Mrs. March kissed him, with
a whisper full of motherly solicitude ; then, feeling that he
was going very fast, he hastily embraced them all rqund,
not forgetting the afflicted Hannah, and ran downstairs as
if for his life. Jo followed a minute after to wave her
hand to him if he looked round. He did look round,
came back, put his arms about her, as she stood on the
step above him, and looked up at her with a face that
made his short appeal both eloquent and pathetic.

“(Q Jo, can’t you?”

“Teddy, dear, I wisheycould 1™ : h

That was all, except a little pause ; then Laurie str'e‘nght-
ened himself up, said “Tt’s all right, never mind, ,and
went away without another word. Ah, but it wasn't all
right, and Jo #id mind ; for while the curly head lay on
her arm a minute after her hard answer, she felt as if she
had stabbed her dearest friend ; and when he left her
without a look behind him, she knew that the boy Laurie
never would come again.

CHAPTER XXXV

BETH'S SECRET.

‘N?HEN Jo came home that spring, she had been

struck with the change in Beth, No one spoke
of it or seemed aware of it, for it had come too gradually
to startle those who saw her daily ; but to eyes sharpened
by absence, it was very plain ; and a heavy weight fell on
Jo’s heart as she saw her sister’s face. It was no paler
and but little thinner than in the autumn ; yet there was
a strange, transparent look about it, as if the mortal was
being slowly refined away, and the immortal shining
through the frail flesh with an _mdescrl.bably pathetic
beauty. Jo saw and felt it, but said nothing at the time,
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and soon the first impression lost much of its power ; for
Beth seemed happy, no one appeared to doubt that she
was better ; and, presently, in other cares, Jo for a time
forgot her fear.

But when Laurie was gone, and peace prevailed again,
the vague anxiety returned and haunted her. She had
confessed her sins and been forgiven; but when she
showed her savings and proposed the mountain trip, Beth
had thanked her heartily, but begged not to go so far
away from home. Another little visit to the seashore
would suit her better, and, as grandma could not be pre-
vailed upon to leave the babies, Jo took Beth down to the
quiet place, where she could live much in the open air,
and let the fresh sea-breezes blow a little color into her
pale cheeks. :

It was not a fashionable place, but, even among the
pleasant people there, the girls made few friends, prefer-
ring to live for one another. Beth was too shy to enjoy
society,and Jo too wrapped up in her to care for any one
else ; so they were all in all to each other, and came and
went, quite unconscious of the interest they excited in
those about them, who watched with sympathetic eyes the
strong sister and the feeble one, always together, as if
they felt instinctively that a long separation was not far
away.

They did feel it, yet neither spoke of it; for often

_between ourselves and those nearest and dearest to us

there exists a reserve which it is very hard to overcome.
Jo felt as if a veil had fallen between her heart and Beth’s ;
but when she put out her hand to lift it up, there seemed
something sacred in the silence, and she waited for Beth
to speak. She wondered, and was thankful also, that her
parents did not seem to see what she saw; and, during
the quiet weeks, when the shadow grew so plain to her,
she said nothing of it to those at home, believing that it
would tell itself when Beth came back no better. She
wondered still more if her sister really guessed the hard
truth, and what thoughts were passing through her mind
during the long hours when she lay on the warm rocks,
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with her head in Jo’s lap, while the winds blew healthfully
over her, and the sea made music at her feet.

One day Beth told her. Jo thought she was asleep, she
lay so still ; and, putting down her book, sat looking ‘at
her with wistful eyes, trying to see signs of hope in the
faint color on Beth’s cheeks. But she could not find
enough to satisfy her, for the cheeks were very thin, and
the hands seemed too feeble to hold even the rosy little
shells they had been gathering. It came to her then more
bitterly than ever that Beth was slowly drifting away from
her, and her arms instinetively tightened their hold upon
‘the dearest treasure she possessed. For a minute her
eyes were too dim for seeing, and, when they cleared,
Beth was looking up at her so tenderly that there was
hardly any need for her to say, —

“Jo, dear, I'm glad you knowit. I've tried to tell
you, but I could n’t.” :

There was no answer exce,. her sister’s cheek against
her own, not even tears ; for when most deeply moved, Jo
did not cry. She was the weaker, then, and Beth tried to
comfort and sustain her, with her arms about her, and the
soothing words she whispered in her ear.

«T’ve known it for a good while, dear, and, now 1’m
used to it, it isn’t hard to think of or to bear. Try to
see it so, and don’t be troubled about me, because it's
best ; indeed it is.”

¢«Ts this what made you so unhappy in the autumn,
Beth? You did not feel it then, and keep it to yourself
so long, did you? " asked Jo, refusing to see or say that it
was best, but glad to know that Laurie had no part in
Beth’s trouble.

“Ves, I gave up hoping then, but I did n’t like to own
it. T tried to think it was a sick fancy, and would not let
it trouble any one. But when I saw you all so well and
strong, and full of happy plans,it was hard to feel that T
could never be like you, and then I was miserable, Jo.”

“( Beth, and you didn’t tell me, didn’t let me com-
fort and help you! How could you shut me out, and
bear it all alone?"”
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Jo’s voice was full of tender reproach, and her heart
ached to think of the solitary struggle that must have gone
on while Beth learned to say good-by to health, love, and
life, and take up her cross so cheerfully.

“Perhaps it was wrong, but I tried to do right; I
wasn’t sure, no one said anything, and I hoped I was
mistaken. It would have been selfish to frighten you all
when Marmee was so anxious about Meg, and Amy away,
and you so happy with Laurie, —at least, I thought so
then.”

“And I thought that you loved him, Beth, and I went
away because I couldn’t,” cried Jo, glad to say all the
truth.

Beth looked so amazed at the idea that Jo smiled in
spite of her pain, and added softly, —

“Then you didn’t, deary? I was afraid it was so, and
imagined your poor little heart full of love-lornity all that
while.”

“ Why, Jo, how could I, when he was so fond of you? ”
asked Beth, as innocently as a child. “I do love him
dearly ; he is so good to me, how can I help it? But he
never could be anything to me but my brother. I hope
he truly will be, sometime.”

“Not through me,” said Jo decidedly. “ Amy is left
for him, and they would suit excellently ; but I have no
heart for such things, now. I don’t care what becomes
of anybody but you, Beth. You must get well.”

“I want to, oh, so much! I try, but every day I lose
a little, and feel more sure that T shall never gain it back.
It’s like the tide, Jo, when it turns, it goes slowly, but it
can’t be stopped.”

“It skall be stopped, your tide must not turn so soon,
nineteen is too young. Beth, I can’t let you go. I’ll
work and pray and fight against it. I’ll keep you in
spite of everything ; there must be ways, it can’t be too
late. God won't be so cruel as to take you from me,”
cried ‘poor Jo rebelliously, for her spirit was far less
piously submissive than Beth's.

Simple, sincere people seldom speak much of their
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piety ; it shows itself in acts, rather than in words, and
has more influence than homilies or protestations. Beth
could not reason upon or explain the faith that gave her
courage and patience to give up life, and cheerfully wait
for death. Like a confiding child, she asked no ques-
tions, but left everything to God and nature, Father and
mother of us all, feeling sure that they, and they only,
could teach and strengthen heart and spirit for this life
and the life to come. She did not rebuke Jo with saintly
speeches, only loved her better for her passionate affec-
tion, and clung more closely to the dear human love,
from which our Father never means us to be weaned,
but through which He draws us closer to Himself. She
could not say, “I’m glad to go,” for life was very sweet
to her; she could only sob out, “I try to be willing,”
while she held fast to Jo, as the first bitter wave of this
great sorrow broke over them together.

By and by Beth said, with recovered serenity, —

«You Il fell them this when we go home?” :

1 think they will see it without words,” sighed Jo ; for
now it seemed to her that Beth changed every day.

“ Perhaps not; I've heard that the people who love
best are often blindest to such things. If they don’t see
it, you will tell them for me. 1 don’t want any secrets,
and it s kinder to prepare them. Meg has John and the
babies to comfort her, but you must stand by father and
mother, won't you, Jo?”

«Tf T can; but, Beth, I don’t give up yet; I'm going
to believe that it s a sick fancy, and not let you think it’s
true,” said Jo, trying to speak cheerfully.

Beth lay a minute thinking, and then said in her quiet
way, —

T don’t know how to express myself, and should n’t try
to any one but you, because 1 can’t speak out, except 10
my Jo. I only mean to say that T have a feeling that it
never was intended I should live long. I’m not like the
rest of you ; I never made any plans about what I’d do
when I grew up ; I never thought of being married, as you
all did. I could n’t seem to imagine myself anything but
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stupid little Beth, trotting about at home; of no use any-
where but there. I never wanted to g{;: away, and tlz‘e
gaut'd_tpa.rt now is the leaving you all. I'm not afraid,
hia vle ri(;:’ems as if T should be homesick for you even in

Jo could not speak ; and for several minutes
no sound but the sigh of the wind and the lappirtlligei)ef :;1:
tide. A white-winged gull flew by, with the flash of sun-
shine on its silvery breast ; Beth watched it till it vanished
and her eyes'were full of sadness. A little gmy‘coate&
sand-bird came tripping over the beach, ““peeping " softl
to itself, as if enjoying the sun and sea ; it came quite closg
to Beth, looked at her with a friendly eye, and sat upon a
warm stone, dressing its wet feathers, quitejat home pBeth
;str;u;i::ia,lfr;q feg (iquortsd, for the tiny thing seemed to offer

riendship, an i

e é )’-ed, remind her that a pleasant world

“Dear little bird! See, Jo, how tame it-is. I like
peeps better than the gulls: they are not so wild and
handsome, but they seem happy, confiding little things
I used to call them my birds, last summer ; and mother
said they reminded her of me,— busy, qi:ake’r-colored
creatures, always near the shore, and always chirping that
contented littte song of theirs. You are the gull, Jo
strong and wild, fond of the storm and the wind Fiyin :
far out to sea, and happy all alone. Meg is the)tm‘cleg-
dove, and Amy is like the lark she writes about, tryin
to get up among the clouds, but always droppiné dowi;
Into-its nest again. Dear little girl ! she’s so ambitious
but her heart is good and tender; and no matter how
high she ﬂlfas, she never will forget home. I hope I shall
see;"}ée}:]r again, but she seems so far away.”

e is coming in the spring, and I m

iha.ll be all ready to see an[zi eijoy her. %E’Lﬁl t;;'tng ?[g
: ;:te }tr.ouuwe]l and rosy by that time,” began Jo, feeling
. of all the changes in Beth, the talking change was
the greatest, for it seemed to cost no effort now, and she
th?‘ught aloud in a way quite unlike bashful Beth.

Jo, dear, don’t hope any more ; it won’t do a‘my good,
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I’m sure of that. We won’t be miserable, but enjoy being
together while we wait. We’ll have happy times, for 1
don’t suffer much, and I think the tide will go out easily,
if you help me.”

Jo leaned down to kiss the tranquil face ; and with that
silent kiss, she dedicated herself soul and body to Beth.

She was right: there was no need of any words when
they got home, for father and mother saw plainly, now,
what they had prayed to be saved from seeing. Tired
with her short journey, Beth went at once to bed; saying
how glad she was to be at home; and when Jo went
down, she found that she would be spared the hard task
of telling Beth’s secret. Her father stood leaning his head
on the mantel-piece, and did not turn as she came in;
but her mother stretched out her arms as if for help, and
Jo went to comfort her without a word.

CHAPTER XXXVIL
NEW IMPRESSIONS.

T three o'clock in the afternoon, all the fashionable
world at Nice may be seen on the Promenade des
Anglais, —a charming place ; for the wide walk, bordered
with palms, flowers, and tropical shrubs, is bounded on
one side by the sea, on the other by the grand drive, lined
with hotels and villas, while beyond lie orange-orchards and
the hills. Many nations are represented, many languages
spoken, many costumes worn ; and, on a sunny day, the
spectacle is as gay and brilliant as a carnival. Haughty
English, lively French, sober Germans, handsome Span-
jards, ugly Russians, meek Jews, free-and-easy Americans,
all drive, sit, or saunter here, chatting over the news, and
criticising the latest celebrity who has arrived, — Ristori
or Dickens, Victor Emmanuel or .the Queen of the Sand-
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wich Islands. The equipages are as varied as the com-
pany, and attract as much attention, especially the low
basket-barouches in which ladies drive themselves, with
a pair of dashing ponies, gay nets to keep their volumi-
nous flounces from overflowing the diminutive vehicle
ani lhttle %r_ooms on the perch behind. 2
ong this walk, on Christmas Day, a
walked slowly, with his hands behin()ii’ himmuaggu:ioﬁ?
what absent expression of countenance. He looked like
an Italian, was dressed like an Englishman, and had the
independent air of an American,—a combination which
caused sundry pairs of feminine eyes to look approvingly
after him, and sundry dandies in black velvet suits, with
rose-colored neckties, buff gloves, and orange-ﬂowérs in
their button-holes, to shrug their shoulders, and then env
him his inches. There were plenty of pretty faces tg
admire, but the young man took little notice of them
except to glanee, now and then, at some blonde girl o;
lady in blue. Presently he strolled out of the promen:;de
and stood a moment at the crossing, as if undecided
whether to go and listen to the band in the Jardin Pub-
lique, or to wander along the beach toward Castle Hill
The quick trot of ponies’ feet made him look up, as one
of the little carriages, containing a single lady’ came
rapidly down the street. The lady was young blonde
;;‘:i iieised in bhéle_ He stared a minute, then his whole
g oke up, and, waving hi ik i
o mgézt 2, ing his hat like a boy, he hurried
[13 . - T
(0) ’Il,au_me, is it really you? I thought you’d never
come ! ” cried Amy, dropping the reins, and holding out
both hands, to the great scandalization of a French
Elargma, who hastened her daughter’s steps, lest she should
“(:n agmg;zé];iztﬁc.lnby beholding the free manners of these
“I was detained by the way, but I 1
Ch‘r‘istmas with you, al};d here %am.” i
How is your grandfather? When did you come?
Where are you staying?” '
“Very well — last night — at the Chauvain. I called at
your hotel, but you were all out.” .




