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Sitite Momen

Brief comment and general introduction

i S R B

“Little Women, " written by Louisa May Alcott, 1S a very popu-
lar juvenile book which shows young adults how to improve therr
characters when they grow up. Based on the author’s memones of
her chiidhood home, the story concems the daily lives of the four
girls in our story, boyish Jo, who wants to be a wnter, beautiful
Meg, whose dream Is to be a playwnght, gentle Beth, who wants
to learn music, and vain Amy, whose hobby I1s painting. As they
progress towards womanhood in Civii War New England, the four
very different characters strive to achieve their personal amibitions,

in love, in work and in familty hie.
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5. Good Quotations (#F935)

(1) “on, my gils, however long you may live, | never can wish you a greater
happiness than this'™

(2) “1 think too much of my looks and hate to work , but won' t any more, If | can
heip 1t =

(3) “I" Il iry and be what he loves to call me, a little woman® and not be rough
and wild, but do my duty here instead of wanting to be somewhere else -’

(4) Beth said nothing, but wiped away her tears with the blue ammy sock and be-
gan to knit with all her might, losing no time n domng the auty that lay nearest her,
while she rescived in her quiet Iittle soul to be all that Father hoped to find her when the
year brought round the happy coming home
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CHAPTER

“Christmas won’ t be Chnistmas without any pre-
sents,” grumbled® Jo, lying on the nug®.

“It’ s s0 dreadful to be poor!” sighed Meg, look-
ing down at her old dress,

“I don’ t think 1t’ s fair for some gitls to have plen-
ty of pretty things, and other girls nothing at all,”
added little Amy, with an injured sniff.

“We’ ve got Father and Mother, and each cther,”
said Beth contentedly from her corrner.

So our story begins with the four young grrls talk-
ing around the fire. As our young readers probably
want to know how they look, we will take a httle time
to describe the four sisters, who sat knitting away in
the twilight, while the December snow fell quietly with-
out, and the fire crackled cheerfully within. It was a
comfortable room, though the carpet was faded and
the fumiture very plain, for a good picture or two hung
on the walls, books filled the recesses, chrysanthe-
mums® and Christmas roses bloomed in the windows,
and a pleasant atmosphere of home peace pervaded®
It

Margaret, nicknamed Meg the eldest of the four,
was sixteen, and very pretty, being m@ and farr,
with large eyes, plenty of soft brown hair, a sweet
mouth, and white hands, of which she was rather vain,
Fifteen-year-old Jo was very tall, thin, and brown,
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and reminded one cf a colt' , for she never seemed to
know what to do with her tong fimbs, which were very
much 1n her way She had a decided mouth, a comical
nose, and sharp, gray eyes, which appeared to see
everything, and were by tums fierce, funny, or
thoughtful Her long, thick hair was her one beauty,
but 1t was usually bundled into a net, to be out of her
way. Round shoulders had Jo, big hands and feet, a
flyaway® ook 1o her clothes, and the uncomiortable
appearance of a girl who was rapidly shooting up into a
woman and didn’ t ke it

Elizabeth, or Beth, as everyone called her, was
a rosy, smooth hared, bnghteyed gri of thirteen,
with a shy manner, a timid voice, and a peaceful ex-
pression which was seldom disturbed. Her fatner
called her “Little Miss Tranquility” , and the name suit-
ed her excellently, for she seemed to hive in a happy
world of her own, only ventunng© out to meet the few
whom she trusted and loved.

Amy, though the youngest, was a most important
person, In her own opinion at least. A regular snow
maiden, with blue eyes, and yellow har curling on her
shoulders, pale and slender, and always carrying her-
self like a young lady mindful of her manners.

What the characters of the four sisters were we
will leave to be found cut.

Their conversation cortinued, “We haven’ t got
Father,” Jo said, “and shall rot have him for a fong

time.
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She didn’ t say “perhaps neve’,” but each silently
added 1t thinking of Father far away, where the fight-
Ing was.

After a short silerce, Meg said in an altered
tone. “You know the reason Mothet proposed not hav-
ing any presents this Chnstmas was because 11 1s going
to be a hard winter for everyone; and she thinks we
cught not to spend money far pleasure while our men
are suffering in the army. We can’ t do much, but we
can make our little sacrifices, and ougnt to do 1t gladly.
But 1 am afraid | don’t. ” And Meg shook her head,
as she thought regretfully of all the pretty things she
wanted.

“What are you talking about? my giris,”
cheery vorce at the door, 1t was their mother,

The grris turned 1o weicome a tail, motherly lady
with a ‘can | help you’ look about her which was truly
delightful. She was not elegantly dressed, but a noble-
looking womean, and the girls thought the gray cloak
and unfashionable bonnet covered the most splendid
mother in the world.

“Well, deares, how have you got on today”
There was so much to do, getting the boxes ready to
go tomorrow, that | didn’ t come home to dinner. Has
anyone called, Beth? How is your coid, Meg? Jo, you
look tired to deatr. Come and kiss me, baby ”

While making these maternal inquines, their moth-
er, Mrs. March, got her wet things off, her warm shp-
pers on, and sitting down in the easy chair, drew Amy
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to her lap, preparing to enjoy the happiest hour of her
busy day. The grirls flew about, trying to make things
comfortable, each 1n her own way. Meg arranged the
tea table, Jo brough. wood and set chairs, dropping,
over turning, and clatterng” everything she touched,
Beth trotted to and fro betweer parlor kitchen, quiet
and busy, while Amy gave directions to everyone, as
she sat with her hands foided.

As they gathered about the table, Mrs. March
said, wth a particularly happy face, “
treat® for you after supper. ’

A quick, bnght smile went round like a streak of
sunshine.  Beth clapped her hands, regardless of the
biscuit she held, and Jo tossed up her napkin, crying,
“A letter] A letter! Three cheers for Father!”

“Yes, a nice long letter. He 1s well, and thinks
he shall ge* through the cold season better than we
feared. He sends all sorts of loving wishes for Christ-
mas, and an especial message to you girls,” said
Mrs. March, patting her pocket as If she had got a
treasure there.

“Hurry and get done! Don’ t stop to quirk® your
uttle finger ana simper® over your plate, Amy,” cned
Jo, choking on her tea and dropping her bread, butter
side down, on the carpet in her haste to get at the
treat

I ve got a

Beth ate no more, but crept away 10 sit in her
shadowy corner ard brood over the delight to come,
till the others were ready
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“1 think 1t was so splendid in Father to go as
chaplainty when he was too old to be drafted, and not
strong encugh for a soldier, ” said Meg warmly.

“Don’t wish | could go as a dummer, a vivan,
what’s its name? Or a nurse, so | could be near hm
and help him,” exclaimed Jo, with a groan.

“It must be very disagreeable to sleep n a tent,
and eat all sorts of bad-tasting things, and dnnk out of
atnmug,” sighed Amy.

“When will he come home, Marmee?” asked
Beth, with a little gquiver in her voice,

“Not for many months, dear, wnless he 1s sick
He will stay and do his work faithfully as long as he
can, and we won’t ask for him back a minute sooner
than he can be spared. Now come and hear the let-
ter. ” They all drew to the fire, Mother In the big chair
with Beth at her feet, Meg and Amy perched?® on either
arm of the charr, and Jo leaning on the back, where no
ore would see any sign of emotion If the letter should
happen to be touching. Very few letters were wntten
in those hard times that were not touching, especiallv
those which fathers sent home.

In this letter Ittle was said of the hardships en-
dured, the dangers faced, or the homesickness con-
quered. It was a cheerful, hopeful letter, full of lively
descriptions of camp life, marches, and military news,
and only at the end did the writer’ s heart over flow
with fatherly love and longing for the little girls at
home.,
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“Give them all of my dear iove and a kiss. Tell
themt think of them by day, oray for them by night,
and find my best comfort In their affection at all times,
A year seems very long to wait before | see them, but
remind them that while we wait we may all work, so
that these hard days need not be wasted | know they
will remember ail | said to them, that thay will be lov-
ing chiddren to you, will do their duty taithfully, fight
therr bosom enemies bravelv, and congquer themselves
5o beaunfully that when | come back to them | may be
fonder and prouder than ever of my httle women ™ Ev-
erybody sniffed when they came to that part. Jo wasn’t
ashamed of the great tear that dropped off the end of
her nose, and Amy never minded the rumpl ng” of her
curls as she hid her face on her mother' s shoulder and
soboed out, “l am a selfish girlt But 11 truly try to be
better, so he mayn’ t be disappointed In me by-and-
by.”

“We all will,” cried Meg. “! think too much of my
jooks and hate to work, but won’t any more, f | can
help 1t.”

“I’ll try and be what he loves to call me, ‘a
Iittle woman’ and not be rough and wid, but do my
duty here instead of wanting to be somewhere eise ,”
said Jo, thinking that keeping her temper at home was
a much harder task than facing a rebel or two down
South

Beth said nothing, but wiped away her tears with
the blue armmy sock and began to knit with all her
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might, losing no time 1In doing the duty that lay nearest
her, while she resolved In her quiet little soul to be all
that Father hoped to find her when the year brought
round the happy coming home.

So the four grrls all decided to try hard to be
good  Sitting around their mother, they sang a song
together to celebrate a special Christmas Eve.
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CHAPTER 2

Jo was the frst to wake In the gray dawn of Chr stmas
morning. She remembered her mother’ s promise and,
slipping her hand under her pillow, drew out a little
crimsoncovered book  She knew 1t very well, for it
was that beautiful old story of the best life ever hved,
and Jo felt that 1t was a true guidebook for any piignm
going on a long journey

She wcke Meg with a “Merry Chistmas,” and
@e@ her see what was under her pillow A green
covered book appeared, with the same picture inside,
and a few words wrtten by therr mother, which made
their one present very precious in their eyes

Presently Beth and Amy woke to rurmage and
find thewr hittle books also, one dove-colored, tre oth-
er blue, and all sat looking at and talking about them,

“Where 1s Mother?” asked Meg, as she and Jo
ran down to thark her for their gifts, half an hour later.

“Goodness only knows. some poor creeper®
came, begging, and your ma went straght off ‘o see
what was needed. There never was such a woman for
givin® away wvittles® and drink, clothes and finn,”
replied Hannah, who had lived with the family since
Meg was born, and was considerea by them ail more
as a friend than a servant,

“Merry Christmas, Marmee! Many of them! Thank
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you for our books, We read some, and mean to every
day,” trey all cied n chorus when they saw their
mother back agan.

“Merry Christmas, little daughters! 1I’m glad you
began at once, and hope you will keep on. But | want
1o say one word before we sit down, Not far away
from here hes a poor woman with a little newbomn ba-
by. Six chiidren are huddied into one bed to keep from
freezing, for they have no firs, There 1s nothing to eat
over there, and the oldest boy came to tell me they
were suffering hunger and cold. My girls, will you give
them your breakfast as a Chnstmas present?”

The giris were all unusually hungry, having warted
nearty an hour, and for a minute no one spoke, only a
minute, for Jo exclaimed impetuously”, “I’m so gled
you came before we began!”

“May | go and help carry the things to the poor hit-
tie children?” asked Beth eagerly.

“| shall take the cream and the muffings®,”
added Amy, heroically giving up the article she most
liked.

Meg was already covering the buckwheats, and
pihng the bread into one big plate.

“I thought you'd do it,” said Mrs. March, smiling
as if satistied “You shall all go and help me, and
when we come back we will have bread and milk for
breakfast, and make it up at dinner time, ”

They were soon ready, and the procession set
out. Fortunately it was early, and they went through
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back streets, so few people saw them, and 1o one |
laughed at the queer party. |

When they got there, they found it was a poor,
bare, miserable room, with broken windows, with no
fire, orly ragged bedclothes. There’s a sick mother,
walling® baby, and a group of pale, hungry children
cuddied under one old quilt, trying to keep wam

How the big eyes stared and the biue hps smiled
as the girls went in

“Ach, mein Gott! It 1s good angels come to us!”
said the poor woman, crying for joy.

“Furny angels in hoods and mittens,” said Jo,
and set them to laughing,

in a few minutes 1t really did seem as if kind spir-
its had been at work there, Hannah, who had carried
wood, made a fire, and stopped up the broken panes
with old hats and her own cloak. Mrs. March gave the
mother tea and gruel, and comforted her with promises
of help, wnile she dressed the little baby as tenderly
as if it had been her own, The giils meantime spread
the table, set the children round the fire, and fed them
ke so many hungry birds, laughing, talking, and trying
to understand the funny broken English,

“Das st gutl”_“Die Enget—kinder!” cried the
poor things as they ate and warmed their purple hands
at the com ortable blaze.

The girls had never been called angel children be- ‘
fore, and thought it very agreeable, especially Jo, |
who had been considered a “Sancho’ ever since she ‘
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