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LITTLE WOMEN
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SCENE ONE
NARRATOR: We were four sisters. Our story begins during that winter of 1864 when Papa was still away at war. What a miserable Christmas, we all thought; how happy a Christmas it really was.

BETH:
Well, at least we have a Christmas tree, Amy, and I think it's beautiful.

AMY:
Christmas won't be Christmas, Beth! Not without presents!

MEG:
Oh, it's dreadful to be poor. I especially feel it, because I'm the eldest and I can remember when we used to be rich.

BETH:
We're better off than a lot of people, Meg. Orphans, for instance.  We have Father and Marmee, and each other.

JO:  But we haven't got Father, Beth, and probably won't have him for a long time.

BETH:
But, Jo, the men in the Army are having such a terrible winter. Marmee's right, we have to make sacrifices.

MEG:
Only I'm tired of making over these same dresses year after year.

AMY:
Well, I don't think any of you suffer as I do. You don't have to go to school with impertinent girls who label your father just because he's poor.

JO:  Oh, Amy! If you mean "libel", then say so, and stop talking about "labels" as if Papa was  a pickle bottle
AMY:
Well, you needn't be so "statricial" about it, Jo! It's proper to use good words and improve one's "vocabilary.

JO:  "Vocabilary"?!? Christopher Columbus!
MEG:
Jo! Don't use slang words.

AMY:
Oh, I just detest rude, unladylike young ladies.

JO:  And I hate affected snips.

BETH:
"Birds in their little nests agree."

JO:  Oh, I'll never get over my disappointment at not being a boy. Look at me! Dying…simply dying…to go and fight at Father's side, and here I am, sitting and knitting, like a poky old woman.

BETH:
Poor Jo.

JO:  Oh, thank you, Miss Beth, but I don't need any pity…because someday I'll be a famous writer and make my fortune. Oh, not that I'll forget about my sisters. You'll all ride around in fine carriages. And you, my Beth, you will have a new piano. And you, Meg, you'll have ten dozen dresses and satin slippers, and red headed boys to dance with.

MEG:  I shall like that. I thank you.

JO:  So there's no use in fretting now. I'll get famous just as soon as I can. Meanwhile, let's rehearse the play.

(ANNIE ENTERS WITH SALLIE)

ANNIE: We're not too late, are we?

JO: Why no, …just in time to see the rehearsal of our play!

AMY: We aren't to have an audience before our audience, are we? That makes me nervous.

ANNIE: There's nothing to be nervous about, Amy! 
SALLIE: I know you are all going to be wonderful!

JO: I invited Annie and Sallie to be our test audience, you see. To make sure we're doing it right!

MEG: I don't want to act any more after this time. I'm getting too old for such things.

ANNIE: Oh, don't say such things, Meg!

SALLIE: Well, it does seem rather silly. This play-acting.

JO: (TO AMY) Don't pay any attention to Sallie. You're the best actress we've got, and there'll be an end of everything if YOU quit acting. Come here, Amy, and do the fainting scene, for you're stiff as a poker in that.

AMY: I can't help it. I never saw anyone faint, and I don't choose to make myself all black and blue. I don't care if Hugo does come at me with a pistol.

JO: Do it this way. Clasp your hands so, and stagger across the room, crying frantically, 'Roderigo! Save me! Save me!'
ANNIE: Oh, it's too exciting! 
SALLIE: (REACTS)
(JO GIVES A MELODRAMATIC SCREAM. AMY FOLLOWS, BUT SHE POKES HER HAND OUT STIFFLY BEFORE HER, AND JERKS HERSELF AS IF BEING PULLED BY A MACHINE AND SCREAM PATHETICALLY. JO GIVES A DESPAIRING GROAN. MEG LAUGHS OUTRIGHT. BETH WATCHES THE FUN WITH INTEREST.)

JO: It's no use! Do the best you can when the time comes, and if the audience laughs, don't blame me. Come on, Meg. (JO BEGINS REHEARSING AS HUGO)…"WHAT HO, MINION! I NEED THEE!


Hither, hither, from thy home,


Airy sprite, I bid thee come!


Bring me here, with elfin speed,


The fragrant philter which I need."

AMY: (AS SPIRIT) 


"Hither I come, from my airy home,


Afar in the silver moon,


Take the spell, and use it well,


Or its power will vanish soon!"

MEG: (AS HAGAR, THE WITCH) "HAHA!"

(ANNIE SCREAMS.)

SALLIE: There's no such thing as witches!

ANNIE: (TO SALLIE) Shhhh! I think it's perfectly wonderful!

JO: (AS HUGO) "Hagar! We are betrayed!"

MEG: (AS HAGAR) "Yes, Hugo! Bear the captives to their cells!"

JO: (AFTER A DRAMATIC PAUSE) And curtain!

(ANNIE LEAPS TO HER FEET WILDLY APPLAUDING. SALLIE RELUCTANTLY APPLAUDS.)

ANNIE: BRAVO! BRAVA!

BETH: I don't see how you can write and act such splendid things, Jo. 
ANNIE: Yes! You're a regular Shakespeare! Don’t you agree, Sallie?

SALLIE: Oh, yes. Yes indeed.

JO: Not quite, I don't think 'The Witches Curse: An Operatic Tragedy', is rather a nice thing, but I'd like to try 'Macbeth'. (MUTTERING, ROLLING HER EYES AND CLUTCHING AT THE AIR) "Is that a dagger I see before me?"

(THERE IS A GENERAL BURST OF LAUGHTER AS HANNAH ENTERS.)

HANNAH:  It's time for tea! Come, girls; help me with the tray.

AMY:  Don't we ever have coffee any more, Hannah?

HANNAH:  Coffee is scarce and dear. And it seems to me, you'd be…Hmmph!

MEG:  What is it, Hannah?

HANNAH:  Someone's looking in this room!

(THE GIRLS GASP.)
AMY:
What?!?

HANNAH:  Keep away from the window.

SALLIE:
But, Hannah, who is it?

HANNAH:  That Laurence boy.

JO:  (INTERESTED) Where? Where is he?

HANNAH:  Next door in the Laurence house, where he belongs. Only he does not belong at their parlor window, staring into our parlor window.
AMY:  But what Laurence boy?

HANNAH:  Mr. Laurence's grandson, of course.

JO:  Ha! I didn't know the old fusspot had a grandson…

HANNAH:  Well, he just came home. First, he ran away from college.

JO:  Ooh, that's the bravest thing I've ever heard of!

SALLIE: I think it's perfectly horrid!

HANNAH:  And when they found him, there he was…wounded, in an Army hospital. He'd lied about his age and enlisted.

JO:  How perfectly splendid! I should like to do the same.

(JO CROSSES TO THE WINDOW.)

AMY:  Jo, what are you doing?

JO:  If he can look out of his window at us, I can look out of ours at him.

AMY:  (GASPS) Josephine March!

JO:  He's still there. (CALLS) Yoo hoo! Hello!

MEG:  Jo! You're disgracing us!

JO:  Why, that dreadful boy. He's waving at me!
ANNIE: Oh! We'd better go home before he waves at me! Thank you for the tea. And for the splendid play!

SALLIE: Thank you.

(ANNIE AND SALLIE LEAVE.)

JO: And he's STILL waving at me!

NARRATOR:  Marmee didn't come home until late that afternoon. She'd been in the village helping poor Mrs. Hummel. As soon as Beth had brought her chair to the fire, we received some  news.

MARMEE: News, Meg? What news, dear?
MEG: I saw Mrs. King about the position, Marmee, and…she's going to take me. Four dollars a week.

MARMEE: Meg, I'm proud of you.

MEG:  They have a beautiful house, Marmee, and the children are sweet. I, I won't mind working at all.

JO:  Was there any mail in the village, Marmee? A letter from Father?

MARMEE: You don't think he'd forget to write us at Christmas, do you?

BETH:
A letter! A letter from Father!

MARMEE:  He sent you all a little Christmas message.

(HANNAH ENTERS)

HANNAH: Mrs. March…uh…Mrs. March is here to see you.

(AUNT MARCH ENTERS.)

AUNT MARCH:
  How do you do?

JO:  Aunt March!

GIRLS:
(AD LIB) Oh, Merry Christmas, Aunt March!

MARMEE:  How nice of you to come.

AUNT MARCH:
  Yes, it was nice of me to come…here…a Christmas remembrance for each of you, Meg.

(AS SHE HANDS OUT GIFTS.)

MEG:
Thank you, Aunt March.

AUNT MARCH:
  Jo.

JO:  Thank you, Aunt March.

AUNT MARCH:  Amy.
AMY:  Thank you, Aunt March.

AUNT MARCH:  Beth.

BETH:  Thank you, Aunt March.

AUNT MARCH:  When I was a girl, my aunts didn't have to come to me. Hannah I didn't get you anything because I didn't want to and we're not related.
HANNAH: I'll make some tea.

(HANNAH EXITS.)

MEG:  We planned to visit you tomorrow, Aunt March.

AUNT MARCH: One never knows if there will be a tomorrow. Have you heard from that foolish father of yours? Waltzing away to war and leaving others to care for his family.

JO: We're very proud of Father, Aunt March, and there's nobody looking out for us.

MARMEE: (QUIET ADMONISHMENT) Jo…

AUNT MARCH:  Highty-tighty! If your father'd listened to me, young ladies, you'd be better off today. I begged him not to invest his money with that swindler. If I told him once, I told him…

MEG:  Forgive me, Aunt March, but…but that was years ago and has nothing to do with now.

JO:  Besides, it was our money that got lost, not  yours.
AUNT MARCH:
  Don't be impertinent, miss! It's a waste of time to talk. Nobody listens to me anyhow. Merry Christmas!

GIRLS: (AD LIB) Merry Christmas, Aunt March!

JO:   Aunt March? I'll walk out to your sleigh with you.

AUNT MARCH:  And catch your death of cold while you're about it.

(JO AND AUNT MARCH EXIT AS HANNAH ENTERS WITH A TEA TRAY.)

HANNAH: No tea, then?

(ONCE THEY ARE OUTSIDE.)

JO:  Aunt March? You still want me to work for you, don't you?

AUNT MARCH: Fine time to ask me.

JO:  I'd like to be your companion.

AUNT MARCH:  A companion should be companionable, young woman.

JO:  I will be, I promise. I am willing to bury the hatchet.

AUNT MARCH:  Very well, then. Come over after the holidays. And bring an apron!

JO: (CALLING AFTER AUNT MARCH) All right!  Thank you, Auntie. Merry Christmas!

SCENE TWO
NARRATOR: For all her scolding, Aunt March had given each of us a new shining silver dollar. Supper would have to wait that night as we dashed off to the village store. And later, after we wrapped the presents we were giving to ourselves, Marmee took out the letter that had come from Papa.
MARMEE: And give my girls my love and a kiss. Tell them I think of them by day, pray for them by night, and find my best comfort in their affection at all times. I know they will remember to be loving children to you, will work diligently so that these hard times need not be wasted, and that when I return I may be fonder and prouder than ever of my…my little women. How long this sad war will last…
(HANNAH ENTERS.)
HANNAH:  Mrs. March, ma'am?

MARMEE:  Yes, Hannah?

HANNAH:  A message from poor Mrs. Hummel, ma'am. She wants to know how soon can you come?

MARMEE:  Right away. Amy, get my boots, dear. My wraps, Jo. Good night, my children.

GIRLS: (AD LIB) Good night, Marmee.

MARMEE: Don't wait up for me. I may be late.

GIRLS: (AD LIB) Good night! Merry Christmas!
AMY:  A fine Christmas Eve! Papa far away and Marmee out taking care of sick people!

MEG:  And our presents; they look so lonesome under the tree.

BETH:
And there's…there's nothing for Marmee. Nothing. And she needs a new pair of slippers.

JO:  Well, I'm the man of the family while Papa's away, so I'll supply the slippers.
AMY:
But how? Our money's all spent.

JO:  Well, I bought a book, I'll take it back.

BETH:  But I thought of the slippers first, Jo.

JO: So you did, Beth. Well, then, I'll buy her Army shoes…the very best to be had!

MEG:  And I'll get her a nice pair of gloves. Pink ones.

AMY:
A little bottle of cologne from me. Both Marmee and I just love cologne.

MEG: Oh, but…won't the stores be closed?

JO:  Who cares? Come on, me hearties! We'll storm the Citadel!

NARRATOR:  It was long past midnight when Marmee returned. We were huddled at the top of the stairs. She stopped by the Christmas tree and found our presents.

BETH:  (DISTRESSED)  But…but why is she crying? I can hear Marmee and she's crying.
AMY:  Doesn't she like our presents?

MEG:  Come on now. Back to bed before she sees us.

BETH: Why is she crying, Meg?

MEG:  Because she loves us, little Beth. And love and tears live very close together. Come on now.

(AS THE MUSIC RISES, THE LIGHTS DIM.)

SCENE THREE

(IT IS CHRISTMAS MORNING! AS THE MUSIC RISES, SO DO THE LIGHTS TO REVEAL A CHRISTMAS BREAKFAST.)

JO:  Christopher Columbus! What a breakfast! 

AMY:  Pastries and coffee!

BETH:  And everything!

(HANNAH ENTERS.)

HANNAH:  Merry Christmas, girls.

GIRLS:  Merry Christmas, Hannah!

JO:  Hannah, what a breakfast!

HANNAH:  Oh, I can remember when I served a breakfast like this every day!

BETH:  We must have been enormously rich.

AMY:  Well, kindly pass the pastries, Meg!

MEG:  Now, wait for Marmee, Amy.

HANNAH:  Your Mum's took breakfast and gone. She said she'll meet you in church.
JO:  Gone?

HANNAH:  Back to the Hummel's. The baby finally come…early this morning.
BETH:  Another baby?

HANNAH: Six children, half-frozen, huddled in one bed, she said. Your Mum took her breakfast to them.

BETH:  I…I'm not hungry.

MEG: Oh, Beth!

BETH:  I'm not hungry.

MEG:  But people are starving everywhere, every day. Well, if you're going to let that worry you, you'll never eat at all.

AMY: (MOUTH FULL) I try not to think about it.
JO:  Those people are far away, Meg, and we don't know them. But the Hummels are near and we do know them.

AMY:  (OFFENDED) You…you're not thinking of giving our breakfast to the Hummels?!?

BETH:  (EXCITED) Yes, we are! Aren't we, Jo?

AMY:  Oh, no! You couldn't think of a thing like that! No!

NARRATOR:  Poor hungry Amy! A few moments later, as we passed by the Laurence mansion, loaded with food for the Hummels…there he was! Mr. Laurence's grandson and…and another young man.
JO: That's Mr. Laurence's grandson, Laurie. (CALLING OUT TO HIM)... and he is with his friend, John Brooke. Laurie ran away to join the army. Oh, and I'd've done the same in his place.

MEG: Josephine, come on!

JO: Oh, fiddlesticks.

MEG: What will they think? Stopping to stare when we haven't met them properly!

JO: Well, you weren't very friendly. You didn't even say "How do you do?"

MEG: I don't like the way that man stared at me.

JO: What man? Oh, Mr. Brooke? I didn't notice.
MEG: Well, I did! And he's still looking.

JO: Who?

MEG: Mr. Brooke! Don't look back.

JO: Oh pooh. (CALLS TO THE BOYS) Bye!
NARRATOR: That was a big morning in our lives, surrendering our breakfast to the Hummel children and meeting young Mr. Laurence and Mr. Brooke. The next afternoon, Jo was out on the walk shoveling the snow when…
(JO RUNS IN.)

JO: Oh, my dear Meg! You won't believe what just happened!

MEG: What is it, Jo? You're flushed and breathless!

JO: While I was out shoveling the snow, I met Mr. Laurence's grandson, Laurie, who has the quinsy. And not knowing anyone, he invited me to keep him company.

MEG: Jo, you didn't!
JO: I did! And you should have seen his home! What richness! What splendor! Christopher Columbus! And then he asked me about you!

MEG: About me? Why?

JO: Laurie was inquiring on behalf of Mr. Brooke, who seems to be quite taken with you!

MEG: Mr. Brooke?

JO: Yes! And then Mr. Laurence, Laurie's grandfather arrived. Oh, he's such a nice man.

MEG: Nice? His face frightens half of Concord!

JO: But he doesn't mean to frighten!

MEG: And he barks all the time.

JO: He does bark, but not all the time. I do like him. In spite of everything. And guess what?
MEG: What?
JO: Saturday night there will be a cotillion of sorts at their house. And we have been invited!

MEG: A cotillion?

JO: Yes! Saturday night!

MEG: Well, Christopher Columbus!

(AS MUSIC RISES THE LIGHTS FADE.)

SCENE FOUR

(AS THE LIGHTS RISE THE MUSIC FADES. MEG EXCITEDLY ENTERS WITH MARMEE AND HANNAH.)

MEG: A party! An invitation to a party in the richest, most elegant home in Concord. 

MARMEE: You look just lovely, Meg dear.

MEG: Thank you, Marmee.

MARMEE: Just lovely. Now, where's Amy?

HANNAH: Oh, she's painting Jo's dress.
MARMEE: She's what?

HANNAH : Jo's done it again…stood too close to the fire. Her best dress, too.

(HANNAH EXITS.)

MARMEE: Oh, no.

MEG: Beth and I patched it for her and now Amy's painting the patch to sort of blend it in. Watercolors.

(JO ENTERS FOLLOWED BY AMY AND BETH.)

JO: Oh, that's splendid, Amy! Splendid! It's right as rain now.

AMY: (UNHAPPY) But it still shows, Jo. I don't know what you're going to do.

JO: Oh, that's very simple. I shall spend the evening sitting in chairs. With Beth.

BETH: (NERVOUS) Do I really have to go? Do I, Marmee? There'll be all those people…
MARMEE: But it would hurt their feelings if you stayed at home. And besides, little Beth, you must learn not to be afraid of people.

JO: Well, you, at least, look most attractive, Beth. But look at me. My shoes are too tight, I have nineteen hairpins sticking in my head and a patch on my…back, and I feel dreadful.

AMY: Jo? Don't you have your white gloves?

JO: Oh, all right. Ohhhh…how I hate to be elegant. Well, good night, Marmee.

MARMEE: Good night, my dears.

GIRLS: Good night, Marmee.

MARMEE: Now, don't eat too much, Amy, and wait until you're asked.

AMY: Marmee! You'd think I were a child. Just tell Jo not to stride about and swear. She'll disgrace us all.

JO: I shall be prim as a dish. Come on, my dears! Let's be elegant or die!
(THE GIRLS EXIT AS THE LIGHTS FADE, MUSIC RISES AND MARMEE LOOKS ON.)

SCENE FIVE
(THE MUSIC TRANSITIONS TO PARTY MUSIC AS THE GIRLS ENTER.)

BETH: I'm glad we found this spot, Amy. Nobody can see us.

AMY: Can you see Meg?

BETH: Oh, yes. She's still dancing with Laurie's friend.

AMY: Mr. Brooke?

BETH: Yes.

AMY: You know, my dear Beth, I do believe our Meg is stricken.

BETH: I think so, too. Dancing makes anybody dizzy.

AMY: Oh, I don't mean that.

BETH: Amy, just look! Just look at that piano over there.

AMY: (IMPRESSED) Oh, isn't it perfectly absolute?

BETH: Why - why, it's bigger than our kitchen. Why aren't you dancing, Amy?

AMY: Mother thinks I'm too young. Besides, I'd rather mingle with you than mingle with the crowd. Oh, Beth! I spoke with Mr. Laurence earlier. I told him of your infirmity. Your shyness.

BETH: Oh, I see.

AMY: But if it weren't for that, you'd be simply fastidious. That's what I told him. You're a real artist, I said, and you play the piano beautifully. And Mr. Laurence said you should come over here and play sometime.

BETH: Oh, I'd never do that! I don't play for people. Just myself.

AMY: He isn't going to listen to you. It's just that that piano is going to ruin for want of use. Well, if no one cares to play it, never mind…said he. . .
BETH: Someone cares…very much. I'll come if no one will hear me and be disturbed.

AMY: Not a soul, my dear. Not a soul. I'll tell Mr. Laurence!

BETH: Amy! Somebody's coming.

AMY: Oh, it's that stuck up Mrs. Gardiner and her daughter.

MRS. GARDINER: Did you see him, Sallie? Theodore Laurence still with that impudent Josephine March? Well, it's very obvious she's set her cap for him.

SALLIE: Well, what can you expect, mother? One of them has to marry for money, since they've none of their own. It's either that or a life upon the wicked stage.
MRS. GARDINER: Well, Mr. Laurence will have something to say about that. I'm sure he has other ideas for the boy. Of course, it would be a triumph for Mrs. March. I must say, she's managing the affair very well. Although I noticed Josephine has refused to dance with young Mr. Laurence three times this evening! How can a girl sit so much?

SALLIE: Oh, mother…she's patched! I noticed it when I came in this evening and asked Josephine about it. She got too close to the fire and scorched her dress!
MRS. GARDINER: You know, life would be far less complicated for her when warm weather comes.

(MRS. GARDINER AND SALLIE EXIT.)

AMY: Jo! (JO ENTERS) Jo, something awful has happened!

JO: Amy! What is it?

AMY: Beth wants to go home. She's had a dreadful shock and…and I think I want to go home, too.

JO: Where's Meg?

AMY: Still with John Brooke, I believe.

JO: We must fetch her and leave. Come, sisters.

(THE GIRLS EXIT AS THE MUSIC RISES AND THE LIGHTS FADE.)
SCENE SIX

(AS THE LIGHTS RISE AND THE MUSIC FADES, WE FIND MARMEE ON STAGE AS THE GIRLS ENTER.)

MARMEE: I don't understand, Jo. Coming home from the party so early? Well, I'm glad you all had a nice time.

JO: Oh, yes, Marmee. It was splendid.
GIRLS: Simply splendid.

MEG: Except I lost one of my gloves.

JO: Marmee?

MARMEE: Yes?

JO: You don't have any plans for us, do you?

MARMEE: Plans?

JO: You know, like…like wanting us to marry rich men or something.
MARMEE: Yes, Jo. I have a great many plans. I want you all to be beautiful, accomplished and good. Of course I'd like to see you marry rich men…if you loved them. But I'd rather see you as the happy wives of poor men, or even respectable old maids…than queens on thrones without peace or self-respect.

JO: (DETERMINED) Oh, I'm never going to marry. Never.

MARMEE: Aren't you, my Jo? Now, go to bed, sweethearts. Go to bed. You must be rested for your studies.
AMY: I never want to go back to school again! Please tell me I don't have to!

MARMEE: Tell us what happened, dear?

AMY: Why I…Meg, you remember when I asked you for money?

MEG: Oh, yes…to buy limes.

JO: Limes?

MEG: Apparently limes are the fashion now at school.

JO: Really?

AMY: It's nothing but limes now, for everyone is sucking them at their desks during school time, and trading them off for pencils and things at recess. I've never had so many treats, but I haven't been able to return them, and they're debts of honor, you know…

MARMEE: Yes, what's that got to do with…

AMY: Well, when I went to school, the rumor went around that I had twenty-four delicious limes, I ate one on the way, and was going to treat everyone.   Katy Brown invited me to her next party on the spot. Jenny Snow tried to bury the hatchet, but I hadn't forgotten her cutting remarks about my nose being too flat to smell other people's limes. Well, I crushed her hopes!

JO: Quite the studious young peacock!

AMY: Yes, well, the moment she got a chance Jenny told Mr. Davis that I had limes in my desk!

BETH: She told on you?

AMY: Yes! And Mr. Davis had me bring the limes to his desk! I put them down before him, and he told me to throw them out the window! The whole class sighed. I was just scarlet with shame and anger, but I did it. It…it was too much! Even Katy Brown burst into tears!
MEG: A tragic fate for lime lovers!

AMY: And the worst is yet to come! He made me hold out my hand and swatted the top of my hand with his ruler! For the first time in my life I'd been struck! And then he made me stand on the platform in front of the whole school until recess. And I hope I never have to go to school again! 

MARMEE: Yes, you can have a vacation from school, but I want you to study every day along with Beth with Jo supervising. I don't approve of corporal punishment, especially for girls.

AMY: I wish all the girls would leave, and spoil his old school. It's perfectly maddening to think of those lovely limes.

JO: I'm not sorry you lost them, for you broke the rules, and deserved some punishment for disobedience.

AMY: Do you mean you're glad I was disgraced before the whole school?

MARMEE: I wouldn't have chosen that way of mending a fault, but I'm not sure that won't do you more good than a milder method.

JO: You're getting to be rather conceited, my dear, and it's quite time you set about correcting it!

(MUSIC RISES AND LIGHTS FADE. THE MARMEE AND THE GIRLS EXIT AS THE NARRATOR COMES FORWARD.)

SCENE SEVEN
NARRATOR: One reason why Jo was so sure she'd never get married was because she wanted to be a writer far more than a wife. Jo never stopped writing. And as the days passed, it left her very little spare time…even for Laurie.
(JO ENTERS.)

JO: Has anyone taken my book?

MEG and BETH: No.

JO: Amy, you've got it!

AMY: No, I haven't!

JO: You know where it is, then!

AMY: No, I don't!

JO: You know something about it, and you'd better tell me at once!

AMY: Scold as much as you like, you'll never see your silly old book again because I burned it up!

JO: What! My little book I was so fond of, and worked over, and meant to finish before Father got home? Have you really burned it?

AMY: Yes, I did! I told you I'd make you pay for being so cross yesterday, and I have…so…

JO: You wicked, wicked girl! I never can write it again!

(MARMEE, HEARING THE COMMOTION, ENTERS.)

MARMEE: Jo!

JO: (To AMY) I'll never forgive you as long as I live!

MARMEE: Amy, that book was the pride of Jo's heart. We all loved it. Did you really burn it?

AMY: It was only half a dozen little fairy tales.

MARMEE: Just the other day she said she'd copied it all over and destroyed the originals. How can she feel it can ever be made up to her?

(JO REAPPEARS WITH HER COAT ON.)

JO: Everybody's so hateful, I'll ask Laurie to go skating. He's always so kind.

AMY: Please forgive me, Jo. I'm very, very sorry.

JO: You don't deserve to be forgiven.

MARMEE: (TO JO) My dear, don't let the sun go down upon your anger. Forgive each other and begin again tomorrow.
JO: No, I'll never forgive you!

(JO RUSHES OUT.)

AMY: There! She hasn't forgiven me, and she's gone skating! She promised I could go next time, and this is the last ice we'll have!

MEG: Amy, you were very naughty for destroying her precious little book, but I think she might forgive you, if you try her at the right minute. Go after them, don't say anything until Jo has got good-natured with Laurie, then take a quiet minute and do some kind thing, and I'm sure she'll be friends again with all her heart.

AMY: I'll try. Thanks, Meg!
(AS AMY RUNS OFF STAGE, PERHAPS THROUGH THE AUDIENCE…)

AMY: Jo! JO!

(AS THE MUSIC RISES AND THE LIGHTS FADE.)

SCENE EIGHT

(AS THE LIGHT RISES WE FIND AMY ROLLED UP IN BLANKETS. JO IS DISTRAUGHT WHILE MARMEE SOOTHES AMY. HANNAH ENTERS.)
HANNAH: I've brought in another blanket.

MARMEE: Thank you, Hannah.

(HANNAH EXITS.)

JO: Are you sure she's safe?

MARMEE: Quite safe, dear. She's not hurt, and won't even take cold.

JO: Mother, if she should die, it would be my fault. I heard her racing after us, I knew she was heading for the thin ice, but I deliberately kept going.

MARMEE: You cherished your anger till it grew strong and took possession of you, as evil thoughts and feelings always do unless cast out at once…

JO: Oh, it's my dreadful temper! What will I do?

MARMEE: Watch and pray, dear, and never think it impossible to conquer your fault.

JO: You don't know, you can’t guess how bad it is! I get so savage. Oh, Mother, help me, do help me!

MARMEE: I will, my dear Jo. You think your temper is the worst in the world, but mine used to be just like it.

JO: Yours? Why, you're never angry.

MARMEE: I'm angry nearly every day of my life, Jo, but I've learned not to show it.

JO: Are you angry when you fold your lips tight together and go out of the room sometimes?

MARMEE: Yes, I've learned to check the hasty words that rise to my lips, and when I feel they mean to break out against my will, I just go away for a minute.

JO: But how did you learn to keep still in the first place? That's what troubles me, for the sharp words fly out before I know what I'm about.
MARMEE: My good mother used to help me.

JO: As you do us.

MARMEE: But I lost her when I was a little older than you are. Then your father came, and he helped me learn how to practice all the virtues I would have my little girls posses, for I was their example.

JO: Oh, Mother, if I'm ever half as good as you, I'll be satisfied.
MARMEE: I hope you'll be a great deal better.

JO: I'll try, Mother, I truly will. But you must help me, remind me…

MARMEE: I will, dear.

JO: I let the anger get the better of me.   I wouldn't forgive her, and today, it might have been too late! How could I be so wicked?

(AS IF SHE HEARS, AMY OPENS HER EYES WITH A SMILE THAT GOES STRAIGHT TO JO'S HEART.)


AMY: Jo?

JO: Oh! My dear, sweet Amy! 

(JO AND AMY EMBRACE AS THE MUSIC RISES AND THE LIGHTS SLOWLY FADE.)

SCENE NINE
NARRATOR:  The next day, Jo took her story, ‘The Phantom Hand’, to the publisher’s. But what she didn’t know was that Laurie went into town, too, and he waited for her in front of the publishing office!

(THE LIGHTS RISE AS JO EXCITEDLY ENTERS FINDING AMY, BETH, MEG, MARMEE AND  HANNAH.)
JO: And look at this, my dears!
(JO WAVES A PIECE OF PAPER AT THEM, WHICH HANNAH GRABS.)

HANNAH: (Reading) "Pay to Josephine March the sum of one dollar." (TO JO) For what?

JO: Turn it over.

HANNAH: (SHE DOES SO AND CONTINUES TO READ) "In full payment for her story entitled 'The Phantom Hand'…

JO: Well…?

AMY: One dollar?

JO: Well, maybe it isn't much, but someday I'll get as much as TEN dollars!

(WE HEAR THE BELL RING FROM THE FRONT DOOR.)

HANNAH: 'The Phantom Hand' sounds too scary for this old woman. I like something romantic. I'll get the door.

(HANNAH EXITS.)

MEG: I just don't understand you, Jo. Cooping yourself up in a garret…missing a lot of fun…working…and for what? One little measly dollar!
JO: It isn't the dollar, Meg. At least, that's not all of it. It's…well, it'll be read in print. And I wrote every word. And people will read it…people I've never seen. And anyway, Laurie also told me a secret.
BETH: A secret?

JO: Yes. About Meg.

MEG: Moi?

JO: Meg, do you remember when you lost your glove at that party?

MEG: What about it?

JO: Laurie told me where it is. In somebody's pocket. John Brooke's.
AMY: That's very romantic, isn’t it?

JO: No, it's horrid.

HANNAH: You don't like it?

JO: Of all the sickly, sentimental rubbish! I'm disgusted! And I am certain Meg is furious!
AMY: I'm not so certain. I believe she's very fond of John.

JO: She's perfectly happy with the way things are! Mr. Brooke better keep away from us, or I'll let him know just what I think of him. Trying to break up my family!

AMY: Just wait till someone falls in love with you, Jo. You'll feel differently then. 

MEG: Jo, when are you going to stop your rude, romping ways?

JO: Not till I'm old and stiff and need a crutch!

MEG: Oh!

JO: Falling in love, that's what you are! And Amy's not much better, either. Always primping and showing off. Beth's the only one I can depend on.

(HANNAH ENTERS.)

HANNAH: Oh! We just had a big surprise!

JO: What kind of surprise?

HANNAH: (TO BETH) Mr. Laurence sent you a present, m'dear. It took six men to carry it over. His piano! Understand it's a thank you for them slippers you made him.
AMY:  You made Mr. Laurence slippers, Beth? (BETH LOWERS HEAD SHYLY)

MARMEE:  A Piano?

HANNAH: Yes! He's given it to Beth. Along with this note.

(HANNAH HANDS BETH THE NOTE.)

BETH: For me? He gave it to me? Mr. Laurence!

MARMEE: His note, darling. Read his note.

BETH: I can't. Will you read it, Jo?

(JO TAKES THE LETTER, OPENS IT AND BEGINS TO READ.)

JO: "Miss Elizabeth March. Dear Madam."

AMY: Oh! How elegant!

JO: (READING) "I have had many pairs of slippers in my life, but never any that suited me so well as yours. I like to pay my debts, so I know you will allow this "old gentleman" to send you something which once belonged to the little granddaughter he lost…"

AMY: Ohhhh…

JO: (READING) "I remain your grateful friend, and humble servant, James Laurence.

(OVERWHELMED, ALL ARE SILENT AS THE MUSIC RISES AND THE LIGHTS FADE.)
NARRATOR: So many things happened in those fast-fleeting days. All Meg could think about was John Brooke, and then, like a bolt of lightning, a telegram from the War Department.

AUNT MARCH: (ENTERING WITH JO BEHIND HER) Well! So your father's in a hospital, eh? Wounded?
JO: Marmee's packing now, Aunt March, and she is asking for your help. Twenty-five dollars for the fare.

AUNT MARCH: I begged your father not to go in the first place, but nobody listens to me! Not until they get into trouble.

JO: Aunt March, what's the use of all that now? The train leaves in two hours.

AUNT MARCH: Always interrupting me! But you'll listen this time!

JO: No, I won't! I asked you here only because Marmee says she's not too proud to beg for  Father. Well, I am! I'm too proud to beg for anyone. I'd rather sweep the streets than to ask you for anything ever again!
(JO STORMS OFF.)

AUNT MARCH: Stubborn! Obstinate! Rude! Josephine, come back here! Come back here!

(AUNT MARCH LEAVES IN A HUFF AS THE MUSIC RISES AND THE LIGHTS FADE AND A NARRATOR STEPS FORWARD.)

NARRATOR: So Jo, in a fury, left Aunt March and was determined to get the needed money on her own.

(AS THE LIGHTS TRANSITION, WE FIND MARMEE AND JO, MEG, AMY AND BETH.)

MARMEE: So you had another argument with Aunt March?

JO: Yes, Marmee.

MEG: Well, that's funny. She didn't say anything about it when she was here just now.

JO: Aunt March was here?

MARMEE: Why, yes, dear. She brought me the money.

JO: Oh, no.

AMY: And where have you been?

BETH: We have been looking all over for you, Jo.

JO: Oh, I lost my temper, so I decided to get some money on my own. Here, Marmee.

(JO HANDS MARMEE SOME MONEY.)

MARMEE: But, but where did you get it? How?

JO: Well…look…

(JO REMOVES HER CAP TO REVEAL HER HAIR HAS BEEN CUT SHORT. THE GIRLS GASP.)

MEG: Oh, Jo! Jo, your hair! Your beautiful hair!

MARMEE: Oh, my poor Jo.

BETH: Amy! Amy, look. Jo's cut off her hair and sold it.

JO: Well, it doesn't affect the fate of the nation, so don't start wailing!

AMY: Christopher Columbus, you look like a porcupine…!

JO: Really? I feel deliciously cool and light.

MARMEE: Your hair will grow back, Jo. It'll be just a lovely as ever, but you will never be more beautiful than you are now.

JO: Marmee…your train.

MARMEE: Goodbye, my darlings. God bless, keep us all.

(MARMEE EXITS AS LIGHTS TRANSITION AS A NARRATOR STEPS FORWARD.)

NARRATOR: Never was our house as empty as now. Father, wounded in a hospital, how badly we didn't even know, and now Marmee has left us, too. And then came the worst disaster of all when Beth returned from taking care of the Hummel's baby.

(LIGHTS TRANSITION AS AMY ENTERS.)

AMY: Come on in, Beth! Lunch is all ready! How are the Hummels, dear? Did you help them like Marmee said?

(BETH ENTERS.)

BETH: Don't come near me.

JO: Beth? What is it?

BETH: The baby. The Hummel's baby. The baby's no longer with us, Jo! The baby's gone!

JO: Oh, no.

BETH: I tried to warm her feet, but she was so cold and lay so still…that I knew. And then the doctor came and he said it was scarlet fever.

MEG: Oh, Beth.

JO: Look at her. Look at her face.

BETH: No, keep away from me! I feel funny. I…(SHE FAINTS).

MEG: I'll put her to bed! Jo, run for Dr. Barnes!

(JO EXITS AS A NARRATOR STEPS FORWARD.)

NARRATOR: Those were the darkest days of our lives, but our prayers were answered and our little sister Beth was spared. Marmee was home by now, and then the glorious day when Papa came back to us, too. Thin and worn and weak, but home again. And Meg's interest in John  Brooke grew.

JO: Well, I guess the March family is all together once again. Oh, I call that splendid. I do, really. If only you didn’t.

MEG: If I didn't what?

JO: Meg, are you expecting that man to call?

MEG: Man? Well, if you mean John Brooke, Jo…

JO: Well, I hope you don't think you're in love with him, because I can tell you that you're not.

MEG: I'm not?

JO: Nope. You see, Meg, I'm a writer…and so I know. You have none of the symptoms. Your appetite's fine, you sleep like a log, and you don't mope in corners. Therefore you're not in love. Therefore do not go and marry that man.

MEG: I don't intend to go and marry any man.

JO: You don't? Hurrah for you! But what will you say to him when he comes begging for your hand?

MEG: Well, I shall say, "Thank you, Mr. Brooke," quite calmly and decidedly, "Thank you, Mr. Brooke, let us be good friends, but nothing more."

JO: Good! Hand him the mitten, Meg, and then maybe things around here'll be the way they were when…

MEG: Oh, no!

JO: "Oh, no" what?

MEG: Jo, he's here! Look! The veranda!

JO: You're in luck. You can tell him off right now! Oh, if I could only see his face when you do!

MEG: (TO AUDIENCE) Poor John, I tried to send him away. I really did, but I didn't have a chance to. We weren't alone for five minutes before Aunt March descended on us and ordered me out in the hall.

(AUNT MARCH ENTERS.)

AUNT MARCH: What was he doing? Proposing to you, wasn't he?

MEG: Oh, please, Aunt March. He'll hear you.

AUNT MARCH: Well, let me tell you, Miss…accept that rook, crook or Brooke and not one penny of my money goes to you!

MEG: I shall marry whom I please, Aunt March, and I don't care anything about your money!

AUNT MARCH: It is your duty, Miss Independence, to marry a rich man and help your family! You may be perfectly sure that fortune-chaser knows you have a rich aunt and that is why he wants to marry you!

MEG: How dare you say such a thing! Why, my John would no more marry for money than I would!

AUNT MARCH: Do as you please! But the day you marry him, consider yourself disinherited! Now you've made me forget what I came here for in the first place!

(AUNT MARCH STORMS OUT AS MEG STEPS FORWARD AND ADDRESSES THE AUDIENCE.)

MEG: Oh, John! I didn’t know how much I loved him until she said those dreadful things.

(FROM OFFSTAGE.)

JO: Marmee! Marmee! Do something!

(FROM OFFSTAGE.)

MARMEE: Jo? Jo, what is it?

JO: Look! Meg is acting dreadfully! Meg says she's in love!

MEG: (TO THE AUDIENCE) John and I were married three months later. There was a reception afterwards at the Laurence home and I saw Jo steal away from the crowd, and then Laurie going after her. I was so sure then that their wedding would not be far distant. But, no. The months went by and Laurie and Jo scarcely saw each other. And then, through Aunt March, Jo heard of a position in New York…a good family in need of a governess.
(LIGHTS TRANSITION TO REVEAL JO AND MARMEE.)

JO: Oh, I've always wants to go to New York, Marmee. Why, they have the finest libraries and theatres there, and in my spare time I can write.

MARMEE: Let me talk it over with your Father, my darling.

JO: I've already asked him. He says it's up to you.

MARMEE: It might be good for you, Jo.

JO: Oh, it would! And I won't stay forever. A year maybe. And when I come back, why, everything'll be just the same as it used to be.

MARMEE: I have no little ones any more, Jo.

JO: You have Beth, Marmee. And Amy.

MARMEE: Yes, Jo. Of course.

(THE LIGHTS TRANSITION AS A NARRATOR STEPS FORWARD.)

NARRATOR: So Jo left Concord. The family heard from her regularly, and always an inquiry about Laurie. And after a while, always a passing mention of a tutor in the household, a foreigner named Professor Bhaer.

SCENE TEN
NARRATOR:  THE SCENE OPENS IN THE NEW YORK APARTMENT WHERE JO LIVES AND WORKS.
(AUNT MARCH ENTERS FOLLOWED BY JO AND AMY.)

AUNT MARCH: Of course I know I promised to take you to Europe, Jo, but then Amy and I get along famously, and I never did get along with you, now did I?

JO: Oh, it's all right, Aunt March. Oh, and, Amy dear, I'm so happy for you. Now tell me, how's the family?

AMY: Oh, they're all fine, Jo. Except Beth. She hasn't been well since she was so sick that time.

JO: Beth. Oh, but she must get well. She must.

AUNT MARCH: And you do know that Meg is expecting? Dreadful, isn't it…?

JO: No, Auntie, it's wonderful. How's Laurie?

AMY: Laurie? Well, didn’t you see him when he was here?

JO: Here? In New York?
AMY: Two weeks ago. He and Mr. Laurence are on their way to England.

JO: And he didn't come to see me?

AUNT MARCH: Well, can you blame him after the way you trotted off?

JO: He didn't even try to see me.

AMY: So tell us, Jo…how is your writing coming along?

JO: Oh, that. Well, I've let someone read it. Someone I trust. A Professor Bhaer.

AUNT MARCH: And what did he say?

JO: To be honest, he was a little disappointed. 

AMY: Disappointed?

JO: He asked me why I write such artificial characters, such contrived plots; villains, fainting women. I always knew my stories weren't very good, but, you see, they help at home to pay the bills. But he does think I have talent.

AUNT MARCH: Does he?

JO: Yes! He told me to not write a single line I haven't felt for myself in my own heart! To say to myself, while I'm young, I will write the simple, beautiful things I know and understand. And he has a rich friend, a publisher, and Professor Bhaer told me when I am ready for it, he will see to it that his publisher friend reads what I write. So I am going home.

AMY: Home?

JO: Back to Concord. It's where I belong.

AUNT MARCH: And what of this Professor Bhaer? Will you not see him again?

JO: I doubt it, Aunt March. I doubt it.

SCENE ELEVEN
(THE LIGHTS CHANGE AS A NARRATOR STEPS FORWARD.)

NARRATOR: Jo was back and the old house in Concord was briefly lighted again. But there was a great darkness impending. 

The LIGHTS FADEUP quickly on Beth and Jo. Beth has just revealed her secret and Jo is stunned, her mouth hanging open. Now the strong sister and the feeble one know that a long separation is not far away. 
JO: (in a thunderstruck monotone) "No, Beth, no. It can't be true." 
BETH: (very tenderly, once Jo is able to be with her again) "Jo, dear, I'm glad you know it. I've known it for a good while,  and now I'm used to it, so it isn't hard to bear." 
JO: "Is this what made you so unhappy in the autumn, Beth? -- You didn't feel it then, did you, and keep it to yourself so long?" 
BETH: "Yes, I tried to think it was a sick fancy, but when I saw you all so well and strong and full of happy plans, it was hard to feel that I could never be like you, and then I was miserable, Jo."
JO: (with tender reproach) "Oh, Beth, how could you bear it all alone? (decidedly) But you must get well." 
BETH: "I want to, oh, so much! I try, but every day I lose a little, and feel more sure that I shall never gain it back. It's like the tide, Jo, when it turns, it goes slowly, but it can't be stopped." 
JO: "It shall be stopped -- (rising)  you are too young! (rebelliously) God won't be so cruel as to take you from me!" 
BETH: (unable to explain the faith that gives her courage and patience to give up life, and cheerfully wait for death) "I can't say 'I'm glad to die' for life is very sweet for me. But -- (holding fast to Jo) I try to be willing! (by and by, she adds, with recovered serenity) You'll tell the others?" 
JO: "I think they'll see it without words." 
BETH: "I 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?" 
JO: "If I can. But, Beth, I don't give up yet. (trying to speak cheerfully) I'm going to believe that it is a sick fancy, and not let you think it's true." 
BETH: (after a minute thinking, then in her quiet way) “ I hope I shall see dear Amy again -- she seems so far away." 
JO: (denying fate) "She's coming home in the spring, and I mean to have you well and rosy by the time she gets here!" 
BETH: (decidedly stopping her) "Jo, dear, don't hope any more. It won't do any good. (Jo gives in) 
(BETH IS REVEALED IN LIGHT.)

BETH:  Jo, you mustn't be afraid. Doesn't it sound funny, me saying that to you, when you've always said it to me? You've always reminded me of a sea gull, Jo. Strong and wild, fond of the wind and storm, and dreaming of flying out to sea. And Marmee said I was the cricket on the hearth, content to stay at home. I can't express it very well. I guess I shouldn't even try, except to my Jo. But it seems I was never intended to live very long. I never planned what I would do when I grew up like the rest of you did, because I could never bear the thought of leaving home. But I'm not afraid any more, Jo. I've learned that I won't lose you, that nothing can really part us, though it seems to. And that we'll always be a family, even though one of us is gone. But, Jo, I think I will be homesick for you, even in heaven.
THE LIGHTS FADEOUT SLOWLY. 

SCENE TWELVE

(THE MUSIC RISES AS THE LIGHTS FADE AND A NARRATOR STEPS FORWARD.)

NARRATOR: In April, Meg's baby was born and she was named Elizabeth in memory of Beth. After Beth was lost, no one saw very much of Jo. She shut herself up in the garrett, writing. But then, one day, Amy returns from Europe with Aunt March.  
(AMY RUSHES IN EXCITED, HOLDING AN ARMFUL OF THINGS.  SHE LOOKS DIFFERENT, HAVING LEFT CONCORD A CHILD AND RETURNED A YOUNG WOMAN)

(LIGHTS RISE ON THE MARCH LIVING ROOM)

AMY:  Everybody?  I’m home!

AUNT MARCH:  Look at this house!

AMY:  Marmee!  Jo!

AUNT MARCH:  We left it in shambles – and it’s still in shambles.

AMY:  Meg!

AMY:  (She puts down the things she is holding, removes her bonnet)  Did you see the look I gave the coachman, Aunt March?  His impertinence!  He caught every bump in the road.
AUNT MARCH:  One should always be civil to a coachman.  You must respect those who have the reins – until you wrench the reins from them.

AMY:  Yes, Aunt March.  (SHE SHOUTS) Jo!  Marmee!

AUNT MARCH:  And remember, Amy, you’re a lady now.

AMY:  Yes . . . . I’m a lady.  (SHE SHOUTS IN A LADYLIKE WAY)  Meg! . . . . When did this house get so small?

AUNT MARCH:  As we grow grand, Amy, the world around us often diminishes in size.  I have known people who have almost disappeared before my very eyes.

AMY:  (RUNNING TO AUNT MARCH, EMBRACES, ALMOST IN TEARS) You’re such a dear, Aunt March!  Thank you for everything.

AUNT MARCH:  (BREAKING FROM HER) I’ll go see to that wretched coachman.

AMY:  Remember, Aunt March, respect those who have the reins.

AUNT MARCH:  Very good.  (SHE GOES)

(HANNAH ENTERS) 

HANNAH:  What’s all the ruckus?  (NOTICES AMY)

AMY:  Oh Hannah.  Dear Hannah.   (THEY EMBRACE)  (HANNAH WIPES AWAY TEARS WITH HER APRON) 

MEG:  (SURPRISED.  ENTERING)  Amy?!!

AMY:  (RUSHING TO HER)  Meg!  Meg!  Meg!  It’s really you?

MEG:  (CALLS)  Marmee!  Let me look at you.  You’re so beautiful.

AMY:  Let me look at you.  You’re a mother now.   I can’t believe it.

MEG:  Neither can I.

AMY:  Marmee!  Marmee!  Marmee! 

(AMY RUSHES TO MARMEE WHO HAS ENTERED)

MARMEE:  Amy?  My baby is home!

MEG:  Look at her, Marmee!

MARMEE:  (STEPPING BACK)  You’re all grown up.

AMY:  (FULL OF EMOTION)  I am, Marmee.  I really am.  I feel older.  I’m sophisticated.  You can’t imagine all the experiences I had.  And wherever I was, I’d think if only Meg were here, if only Jo, if only Beth – (SHE HOLDS BACK TEARS)
MARMEE:  (CONSOLING) Amy – 

AMY:  I was so sorry I wasn’t here to say goodbye to her.  I cried for weeks.  I couldn’t stop.  Aunt March said I was being unreasonable.  But my heart was breaking not to be here with her.

JO:  (HAVING ENTERED)  Beth understood.

AMY:  (OVERWHELMED WITH EMOTION)  Jo!  Jo!  Jo!  

(SHE RUSHES TO EMBRACE HER)

JO:  She said tell Amy not to fret.

AMY:  Did she really say that?

JO:  She was so brave – to the very end.  You’d have been proud of her.

MARMEE:  Now come, Amy.  Show us what you brought back.

AMY:  It’s a king’s ransom.  I have so many things to tell you all.  I ate frogs, actual frogs.  And how is John?  Is he still romantic?

MEG:  More so.

AMY:  I knew it!  Men are so amazing.  I have something to tell you all.  I saw Laurie in Italy. And it was the most amazing thing.
MEG, JO:  Tell us.

AMY:  Well, Laurie and I were under the Bridge of Sighs in a gondola.  I was singing and he said he liked the way I sing.  We talked for hours.  It was amazing.  I told him I hate goodbyes and I swear that bells began to ring.  We found that we were alike in so many ways.  It was magical. 

JO:  So .. tell me …who proposed to whom?

AMY:  You know?  We were trying to be so discreet about it.  Well, there we were in Venice in a gondola when he suddenly stood up and shouted “Will you marry me?”  It was so romantic!  Then he fell into the water and before I knew it – I dove in and rescued him.  It happened before we knew.  We’ll be married in the spring.

(JO, MEG, MARMEE, HANNAH REACT)  

AMY:  (TO JO)  I never meant for it to happen like this.  I had always thought of Laurie as yours.

JO:  He’s never been mine.  He’s always been one of us.

AMY:  Jo –Jo, I brought this for you.  It’s a book of my drawings.  I drew all the things you should have seen.  All the churches and palaces and mountains . . . I want you to have them.

(JO TAKES THE BOOK)

JO:  Amy, I can’t.

AMY:  Yes you can.  We’ll be close, Jo.  That will never change.

JO:  Never.  (AMY STARTS OUT)  Amy, thank you.  Your drawings are beautiful.  

(AMY TURNS BACK, SMILES AND GOES.  JO LOOKS AT ALL THE THINGS, AT THE PIANO, AND THE BABY THINGS MEG HAS LEFT ABOUT, AND THE DRAWINGS)

(THEN JO GOES UP TO THE ATTIC.  SHE HAS NOT BEEN THERE FOR MONTHS.  EVERYTHING IS COVERED WITH SHEETS OR BLANKETS.  SHE STARTS TO BREAK DOWN, CATCHES HERSELF.  MARMEE ENTERS.  SHE LOOKS AT JO)

MARMEE:  It’s been awhile since you’ve been up here.

JO:  I know.

MARMEE:  The room needs an airing.  And a dusting.

JO:  I’ll get to it.

MARMEE:  The attic used to be such a sanctuary for you.  Whenever you were sad or disappointed, you’d run up here, bolt the door, and come back hours later so full of life.  I haven’t seen that Jo in a long time.

JO:  I can’t write.  I can’t do anything really.  You’re right, in the past I could always come up with something.  I was always so good at that.  Beth would say, ‘Jo can make the clouds disappear.’

(SHE STRUGGLES)  I never should have broken the promise.  I never should have gone to New York.  If I’d stayed here – 

MARMEE:  Jo –
JO:  - everything would have been different.

MARMEE:  Jo, stop it!  No one could have done more for Beth than you did.  You could not have changed what happened.

JO:  How do you manage?  How do you go on day-in, day-out, as if nothing has happened?

MARMEE:  You think that’s how I go on?

JO:  You’re strong and wise.  How can I be like you?  How can I find your strength?

MARMEE:  Don’t make so much of me, Jo.  I never dreamed of this sorrow.  I wanted nothing but goodness.  But I refuse to feel tragic.  You have to believe there is reason for hope.  You can’t let this defeat you.  Why don’t you write, Jo.  That always used to make you happy.

JO:  I’ve no heart for it, and if I had, nobody cares for the things I write.

MARMEE:  We do.  Write something for us, and never mind the rest of the world.  Try it, dear.  I’m sure it would do you good, and please us very much.
JO:  Don’t believe I can.  

(MARMEE LEAVES AND JO IS ALONE IN THE ATTIC)

JO:  (AS SHE LOOKS AROUND THE ATTIC)  Oh how we dreamed and plotted with abandon in this attic.  This room became our citadel .  We were fearless then – my sisters and I.  They were the fire within me.  How can that be lost forever?  How when I gave everything with all my heart.

(SHE PULLS SHEETS OFF EVERYTHING, LETTING IN THE LIGHT.  SHE GETS AN IDEA.)

JO:  (SHE BEGINS WRITING)  It was several days before Christmas.
(LIGHT SLOWLY REVEALS THE STAGE WITH THE OPENING SCENE OF THE GIRLS AT CHRISTMAS)

(SUDDENLY THE IDEA DEEPENS.  SHE WRITES WITH PASSION)

It was several days before Christmas.  The sisters sat about the parlor and grumbled about their fate.  Meg, the oldest and most romantic, said, ‘It’s not fair some girls have pretty things while we have nothing.’  ‘It won’t be Christmas without presents,’ said Amy, with her usual pout.  ‘And we haven’t got Father to read to us,’ said Jo, who yearned to travel and write great books.  ‘Only Beth, sitting contented, said in a tone so sweet even angels would have listened, ‘But we’ve got each other.’  What a miserable Christmas, we all thought; how happy a Christmas it really was.
END OF PLAY

