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Chapter 1
PLAYING PILGRIMS

(14 hristmas won’t be Christmas without any pre-
sents,” grumbled Jo, lying on the rug.
“It’s so dreadful to be poor!” sighed Meg, looking
down at her old dress.
“I don’t think it’s fair for some girls to have plenty of
pretty things, and other girls nothing at all,” added little
Amy, with an injured sniff.

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

The four young faces on which the firelight shone
brightened at the cheerful words, but darkened again as
Jo said sadly,

“We haven’t got Father, and shall not have him for a
long time.”

She didn’t say “perhaps never,” but each silently
added it, thinking of Father far away, where the fight-
ing was.

Nobody spoke for a minute; then Meg said in an al-
tered tone,

“You know the reason Mother proposed not having
any presents this Christmas was because it is going to be
a hard winter for everyone; and she thinks we ought not
to spend money for pleasure, when our men are suffering
so in the army. We can’t do much, but we can make our
little sacrifices, and ought to do it gladly. But I am afraid
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masa 1
WreA B NUIUrPUMOB

R aKoe jxe 9T0 PoxmecTBo Ge3 IMOZApKOB, — IpPO-
Bopuana J[Ko0, Jexa Ha KOBDE.
— Kax y:xacHo 6bITH GegHOU! — B3gOXHYJA Mar, omy-

CTHUB B3IVIAL HA CBOE CTAPOE ILIATHE.

— d pymaro, HecmpaBeAJIMBO, UYTO Y ONHUX [IE€BOYEK
TaK MHOT'O KPAaCHUBBIX Belllei, a y APYyruxX BOOOIe HUYe-
ro HeT, — Ao0aBuJa MaJleHbKasg OMU, OCKOPOJIeHHO (QBIP-
KHYB.

— V¥ Hac ecTh amna u MaMma, ¥ Jpyr y Apyra eCTb Mbl, —
¢ YIOBJIETBOPEHNEM CKasaJsa Ber, cuis B cBoeM yIuly.

YeTeIpe IOHBLIX JIMIA B CBETE KAMUHA IPOCUAIN OT DTUX
000APSAIONINX CJIOB, HO CHOBAa IOMpauHeau, korga I[:xo me-
JaJIbHO CKasaJia:

— Ilamel y Hac HeT U He OyzeT elle JOJTO.

OHa He cKasaja «BO3MOXKHO, HUKOTZA», HO BCe PO ce-
64 m06aBUJIM 9TO, IyMasi O TOM, UTO OTeIl JajeKo, TaM, THe
1IIJIa BOMHA.

C MuUHYTYy Bce MoJyajau; Torma Msr ckasajga coBceM
IPYTUM TOHOM:

— BbI 3HaeTre, 4TO MaMa TpeIJIOKUJA He NAPUTL el
HUKaKNX IOJApKOB HA 5T0 PoXKXIecTBO, IMIOTOMY YTO B3TO
OyzmeT TssKesJad 3UMa IJIA BCeX; WM OHA AyMaeT, YTO MBI He
JOJIKHBI TPATUTh LEHBI'YM HA YIOBOJBLCTBUSA, KOILA MYMXK-
YWHBI TaK CTPaLaioT HA BoliHe. MBI He MHOTO MOXKEeM cje-
JIaTh, HO MbI MOXK€M IIPUHECTH CBOU MaJIeHbKIE JKepPTBHI,
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Idon’t.” And Meg shook her head, as she thought regret-
fully of all the pretty things she wanted.

“But I don’t think the little we should spend would do
any good. We’ve each got a dollar, and the army wouldn’t
be much helped by our giving that. I agree not to ex-
pect anything from Mother or you, but I do want to buy
UNDINE AND SINTRAM for myself. I’ve wanted it so
long,” said Jo, who was a bookworm.

“I planned to spend mine in new music,” said Beth,
with a little sigh, which no one heard but the hearth
brush and kettle holder.

“I shall get a nice box of Faber’s drawing pencils. I re-
ally need them,” said Amy decidedly.

“Mother didn’t say anything about our money, and
she won’t wish us to give up everything. Let’s each buy
what we want, and have a little fun. I’m sure we work
hard enough to earn it,” cried Jo, examining the heels of
her shoes in a gentlemanly manner.

“I know I do — teaching those tiresome children near-
ly all day, when I’m longing to enjoy myself at home,”
began Meg, in the complaining tone again.

“You don’t have half such a hard time as I do,” said
Jo. “How would you like to be shut up for hours with a
nervous, fussy old lady, who keeps you trotting, is never
satisfied, and worries you till you you’re ready to fly out
the window or cry?”

“It’s naughty to fret, but I do think washing dishes
and keeping things tidy is the worst work in the world. It
makes me cross, and my hands get so stiff, I can’t prac-
tice well at all.” And Beth looked at her rough hands with
a sigh that any one could hear that time.
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¥ JOJIKHBI CIeJiaTh 9TO ¢ pamocThio. Ho s1 6oroch, UTO He
cmory. — M Mbar nmokavaJia TojIoBOI, TaK KakK OHAa C COXKa-
JleHHeM ImogyMaJjia 000 BCeX KPACHBBIX BelaX, KOTOPBIE
oHa XO0TeJia.

— Ho a me gymaio, 4TO TO HEMHOT'OE, UTO MBI JOJIMKHBI
IOTPATUTh, MOYKET IIPUHECTU KAaKyI0-TO MOJb3y. ¥ KaMKIOM
M3 HAC eCcThb II0 A0JIapy, U COJJAaTaM BPs[ JIU IIOMOKET TO,
YTO MBI TIOXKEPTBYEM UM CBOM JeHBLTH. §1 coryiacHa He JKIaTh
TIOJJapKOB HU OT MaMbl, HU OT Bac, HO A OYeHb X0Uy KYIIUTh
cebe «Yuauny u Cunrpama». I Tak maBHO XoTeJsa 3Ty KHU-

ry, — ckasaia I[;xo, KoTopasd ObLIa KHUKHBIM YePBEM.
— {1 nmiamupoBaJsia IOTPATUTh CBOM MOJIJIAP HA HOBBIE
HOTBI, — CKasaJjia Ber ¢ JJerkum B3J0X0M, KOTOPOTO HUKTO

He CJIBINTAJI, KpoMe KaMHHHOM IMeTKU M IPUXBATKU IJIA
yaHUKA.

— § kymimio KpacuByI0 KOPOOKY c KapauHpmamamu Pa-
6ep. OHU MHe OUeHb HYKHbI, — PEIIUTEJIbHO CKa3aia OMU.

— Mama HUYero He TOBOpPUJIA O HAIIUX JeHbrax, 1 OHa
He XoueT, uTOOBI MBI BO BceM ce0e OTKasbIBaau. IIycThb
KaKIad U3 Hac KYIUT TO, YTO XOUeT, ¥ MBI BCEe JOCTABUM
cebe HEMHOTIO PaJOCTH. YBEpeHa, MBI JOCTATOUYHO MHOTIO
paboraem, UTOOBI ATO 3aCJY:KUTh! — BOCKIMKHYyJa KO,
TIO-MYJKCKU Pas3mIAgbIBasA KaOJIYKU CBOUX Ty(deJb.

— § sHaro, uTO 3acay:KMUBa00, o0yUuad STUX HAHOEIIU-
BBIX aeTeﬁ OeJbIMU OHAMM, XOTdA HE TePIIMTCA OTAbIXaTb

IoMa, — CHOBA Hayajia Msr :KaJlo0HBIM TOHOM.
— V¥ Bac HET U NOJIOBUHBI TaKUX NMPoOJIeM, KaKk y Me-
Hs, — ckazaja [[xo. — Kak ObI BaM 3TO HMOHPaBUJIOCH,

ecan OBl Bac yacaMu Jep KaJii B3allepTH ¢ HEPBHOI cBap-
JIUBOM cTApyxoii, KOTopas He JaeT BaM IIOKOs, Bcerga He-
JIOBOJIbHA U JOHMMAET BAaC TaK, UTO XOUETCH BBIOPOCUTHCS
B OKOIIKO MJIN 3aIlIaKaThb?

— Hexopo1rio xajoBaThCs, HO A IyMaio, UTO HET XyKe
paboThI, YeM MBITH IIOCYAY 1 IOAIePKUBATE IIOPSALOK B 10-
me. TepieTs 5TOro He MOTI'y, U PYKH! KaK JepeBsIHHbIe — He
MOT'Y HOPMAJbHO MUIpaTh Ha nmuanumHo. — W Ber mocmo-
TpeJia Ha CBOM MO3OJIKCThIE PYKHU CO B3J0XOM, KOTOPBIHA Ha
STOT pa3 YCJBIIIAIN BCE.
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“I don’t believe any of you suffer as I do,” cried Amy,
“for you don’t have to go to school with impertinent girls,
who plague you if you don’t know your lessons, and laugh
at your dresses, and label your father if he isn’t rich, and
insult you when your nose isn’t nice.”

“If you mean libel, I’d say so, and not talk about la-
bels, as if Papa was a pickle bottle,” advised Jo, laughing.

“I know what I mean, and you needn’t be statirical
about it. It’s proper to use good words, and improve your
vocabilary,” returned Amy, with dignity.

“Don’t peck at one another, children. Don’t you wish
we had the money Papa lost when we were little, Jo? Dear
me! How happy and good we’d be, if we had no worries!”
said Meg, who could remember better times.

“You said the other day you thought we were a deal
happier than the King children, for they were fighting
and fretting all the time, in spite of their money.”

“So Idid, Beth. Well, I think we are. For though we do
have to work, we make fun of ourselves, and are a pretty
jolly set, as Jo would say.”

“Jo does use such slang words!” observed Amy, with
a reproving look at the long figure stretched on the rug.

Jo immediately sat up, put her hands in her pockets,
and began to whistle.
“Don’t, Jo. It’s so boyish!”

“That’s why I do it.”
“I detest rude, unladylike girls!”
“I hate affected, niminy-piminy chits!”



ManeHbKkne »XeHLHbI

— He aymaro, uTo KTO-HHOYIb 13 Bac CTPaJaeT Tak ke,
KaK f, — BOCKJHKHYyJIa OMU, — Belb BaM He HYKHO XO-
IUTH B IIIKOJIYy C HAaXaJIbHBIMU JJeBUOHKAMHU, KOTOPbIE U3/e-
BAIOTCA HAJ BaAMU, KOTZIA BBl HE BEIYUMJIN YPOKU, M CMEIOT-
cA HaJ BallUMU ILJIAThSIME, W KJIEAT STUKETKHU Ha Balllero
OTIla, IIOTOMY UTO OH He0OoraT, U OCKOPOJAIOT Bac, €cJiu
BaIll HOC He CJMIIKOM XOPOII.

— Ecam ThI nMeelrb B BUAY «KJIEUMSAT IIO30POM», TO
A OBl coryiacuJyiachb, HO He TOBOPHM 00 STUKETKaX, Ilama Ke
He 6aHKAa C OTypI[aMu, — CMesACh, IpeoxKuaa xo.

— §1 mpekpacHo 3HaI, YTO MMEIO0 B BUAY, U He CMel
HaJ0 MHOI HacMmexaThedA. Jlydllle caMa TpPaBUJIBHO YIIO-
TpeOJIsiii cloBa U YJayuIllail CBOIi JIEKCUKOH, — C JOCTOMH-
CTBOM IapupoBajia OMMU.

— He pyratitech, neBouku. K0, HEY)KeJU ThI He XO-
Tejia ObI, UTOOBI ITala He JWIIMHWJCA AeHer Torma, Korma
Mbl ObL1u MasieHbKuME? O Borke! Kakumy ObI MBI ObLIHN
CUACTJIMBBIMU U KaK HAM OBIJIO OBI XOPOIIIO, ecjii ObI ¥ Hac
He ObLIO 3a00T! — ckasaJia crapiiasa cecTpa Mar, KoTopas
ellle MMOMHMJIA JIYUIIIe BpeMeHa.

— Tbl cKasajia Ha OHAX, YTO CUMUTAEIh HAC Tropaszo
cuacTiauBee AerTeii KMHroB, MOTOMY UTO OHM IIOCTOSHHO
CCOPATCS W 3aAUPAIOTCs, XOTsI OHU U OOTaThI.

— Ha, a npasaa Tak rosopuia, ber. Hy, g cuuraro, uro
Tak 4 ecTb. IIoTOMy UTO, XOTSI MBI M BBIHY:KIEHBI pabo-
TaThb, MBI IIOCTOAHHO AypauuMMCs, M MBI JOBOJHHO pa3Be-
cejad KOMIAHMUs, KaK cKasaja 0n1 [I»ko.

— JI;K0 CAUIIKOM MHOTO pyraercal — s3ameruya dMu,
C YIPEeKOM IIOCMOTPEB Ha IJIUHHYIO QUTYPY, PACTAHYBIIY-
[ocsA Ha KOBpe.

KO TYT Ke cejia, IMOJOKMUIA PYKM B KapMaHBI U Ha-
yajia HaCBUCTHIBATD.

— He Hago tak menats, I[3K0. OTO BBITVIAIUT II0-MaJlb-
YUIITEeCKH!

— Bor moTomy s 3TO M Hesaio.

— $1 He BBIHOINY T'PYOBIX, HEKEHCTBEHHBIX J€BOYECK!

— HenaBuiky MaHEPHBIX, "KEMaHHBIX TUIYIBIIIEK!
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“Birds in their little nests agree,” sang Beth, the
peacemaker, with such a funny face that both sharp
voices softened to a laugh, and the “pecking” ended for
that time.

“Really, girls, you are both to be blamed,” said Meg,
beginning to lecture in her elder-sisterly fashion.” You
are old enough to leave off boyish tricks, and to behave
better, Josephine. It didn’t matter so much when you
were a little girl, but now you are so tall, and turn up
your hair, you should remember that you are a young
lady.”

“I’m not! And if turning up my hair makes me one, I’ll
wear it in two tails till I’'m twenty,” cried Jo, pulling off
her net, and shaking down a chestnut mane. “I hate to
think I’ve got to grow up, and be Miss March, and wear
long gowns, and look as prim as a China Aster! It’s bad
enough to be a girl, anyway, when I like boy’s games and
work and manners! I can’t get over my disappointment in
not being a boy. And it’s worse than ever now, for I’'m dy-
ing to go and fight with Papa. And I can only stay home
and knit, like a poky old woman!”

And Jo shook the blue army sock till the needles rat-
tled like castanets, and her ball bounded across the room.

“Poor Jo! It’s too bad, but it can’t be helped. So you
must try to be contented with making your name boy-
ish, and playing brother to us girls,” said Beth, strok-
ing the rough head with a hand that all the dish washing
and dusting in the world could not make ungentle in its
touch.

“As for you, Amy,” continued Meg, “you are altogeth-
er to particular and prim. Your airs are funny now, but
you’ll grow up an affected little goose, if you don’t take
care. I I like your nice manners and refined ways of speak-
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— HTI/I‘-IKI/I B CBOUX THe3ObIIIKAX MXHWUBYT MHPHO, —
Ipomeja MHPOTBOpUIIA BeT ¢ TaKMM yMOPUTEJIbHBIM BbI-
paskeHUEM JIUIA, YTO PEe3KUI TOH JeBOUEK CMATYUICA OT
cMexa, a «INKHUPOBKa» HA BpPeMs IPEKpPaTHUIACh.

— IlpaBma, meBouku, BbI 00e BMHOBATHI, — CKasaja
Mbsr, HauaB YMTATh HOTAIIUM B CBOEM MamHepe crapliuei
cectpel. — TBI y2Ke B3pocias, rmopa ObI OCTABUTH MaJlb-
YUIIeCKre MIaJOCTA W BecTH cebA Kak momobaer, [:xose-
¢duua. Korma Tel Obl1a MaJIeHbKOI J€BOUKOI, 9TO He OBLLIO
TaK BaXKHO, HO Telephb, KOTAa Thl TAK BRIPOCJIA 1 yOMpaellb
BOJIOCHI B IYUYOK, TeOe HAJ0 IIOMHUTD, UTO ThHI I0HAA JIEIH.

— § He Taxas! U ecsu m3-3a CBOeil MPUUYECKH A Ka-
JKyCh IOHOM Jiegu, TO f OyAy HOCUTH XBOCTHUKM, MOKAa
MHe He HCIOJHUTCSA ABaAIarTh! — BocKIuKHyJaa [[KO,
CHUMAsA C BOJIOC CETKY U BCTPAXUBASA CBOEH KaIITaHOBOM
rpuBoii. — MHe TOIIHO AyMaTh, YTO d AOJKHA BLIPACTU
u ctaTh mucc Mapu, HOCUTh AJUHHBIE ILJIATbS W BBITJIS-
IeTh UOIIOPHOM, KaK KuTalickasa actpa! XBaTUT U TOr0, UTO
A poAUIach IEBOYKOM, XOTs s JIIOOJI0 UI'PATh C MAJIbLUM-
KaMu, paboTaTh 1 BecTH cebs Tak ke, Kak ouu! 1 mouemy
A He MaJabuuK? A ceffuac Bce Xyike, 4ueM Korma-jiubo, Io-
TOMY 4YTO f OUeHb XO0UYy NIOUTHM BOeBaTh BMECTe C IIamou.
A Bce, 4TO A MOT'y, — 9TO OCTABAThCA AOMAa U BA3aTh, KAk
y6oras crapyxa!l

M Jxo crana TpACTM CUHUM apMeNCKUM HOCKOM TakK,
YTO CIUIBI 3aTrpPeMeil, KaK KaCTaHbeThl, a KJIyOOK 3aIIpbl-
raJj 1o Bceii KOMHAaTe.

— Bennaa I[:xo! OueHb Kajab, HO HUYEro He IOJesa-
emrb. IIpugercsa Tebe MJOBOJIBCTBOBATHLCS TE€M, UTO ThI IIpe-
BpaTHJia CBOe MMSA B MYJKCKO€ W HIpPaellb pPoJib Opara
mepea HaMu, JeBOYKAMM, — CKasajia Ber, mpuriauBas
B3'BEPOIIIeHHbIe BOJIOCHI [[2KO PYKOI, MPUKOCHOBEHM!E KO-
TOpPOIT He MOIJIO OBI CIeJaTh IPYObIM HUKAKOE MBIThbE II0-
CyAbl NJIN BBITHPaHUE IIBIJIN.

— Yro xacaerca Tebs, OMu, — mIpomosKmaa Msr, —
THI CAUIIKOM IIPUBEPENJIUBa W YOIMOpHAa. TBoe BasKHUUA-
Hbe cef/iqac BBITVIAAUT CMEIIIHBIM, HO Thl MOKEIIIb BBIPACTU
JKeMaHHOM MaJIeHbKOM I'yChIHEl, ecIir He 0OpaTUIIlh Ha 3TO
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ing, when you don’t try to be elegant. But your absurd
words are as bad as Jo’s slang.”

“If Jo is a tomboy and Amy a goose, what am I,
please?” asked Beth, ready to share the lecture.

“You’re a dear, and nothing else,” answered Meg
warmly, and no one contradicted her, for the "Mouse’ was
the pet of the family.

As young readers like to know "how people look’, we
will take this moment to give them a little sketch of the
four sisters, who sat knitting away in the twilight, while
the December snow fell quietly without, and the fire
crackled cheerfully within. It was a comfortable room,
though the carpet was faded and the furniture very
plain, for a good picture or two hung on the walls, books
filled the recesses, chrysanthemums and Christmas roses
bloomed in the windows, and a pleasant atmosphere of
home peace pervaded it.

Margaret, the eldest of the four, was sixteen, and very
pretty, being plump and fair, 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, and reminded one of a colt, for she nev-
er seemed to know what to do with her long limbs, which
were very much in her way. She had a decided mouth, a
comical nose, and sharp, gray eyes, which appeared to see
everything, and were by turns fierce, funny, or thought-
ful. Her long, thick hair was her one beauty, but it was
usually bundled into a net, to be out of her way. Round
shoulders had Jo, big hands and feet, a flyaway look to
her clothes, and the uncomfortable appearance of a girl
who was rapidly shooting up into a woman and didn’t like
it. Elizabeth, or Beth, as everyone called her, was a rosy,
smooth- haired, bright-eyed girl of thirteen, with a shy
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BHUMAaHUeEe. MHe HPaABATCA TBOU XOPOIINe MaHEPHbI U U3bI-
CKaHHAas peub, KOTZAa ThI He CTapaelIbcad Ka3aTbCsA 9JIeTraHT-
HOli. Ho TBOM HeJsiemble BHIPAKEHUS TaK JKe HEYMECTHHI,
KakK u cjioBeukmu I[:Ko.

— Ecau ;X0 — meBYOHKa-COpBAHEI[, & OMU — TYCBI-
HdA, TO KTO 2Ke Torzaa f, CKayku, mokaayiicra? — crmpocuia
BeT, roroBasa BeiCcayIIATH HOTAIIUIO.

— TeI mpesecTb, U 6OJIbIIIe HUYETO0, — OTBeTHJIa Mar
C TEIJIOTO¥, M HUKTO HEe CTaJl C Hel CIIOPUTH, IIOTOMY UTO
MeImKa, Kak ee Ha3bIBAJIM AOMAa, Oblja JIOOMMUIE Bcei
CeMbH.

Tak Kak IOHbIE UMTATEJIUW BCETNa MHTEPECYIOTCA, KaK
BBITVIAOAT IIE€PCOHAMXH, MBI BOCIIOJIB3YyEeMCA 3THUM MOMEH-
TOM, UTOOBI HabpocaTh IJisi HUX HeOOJIBIIOH 5CKU3 UeThI-
pex cecTep, KOTOPbhIE OBLIN 3aHATHI BA3aHUEM B CyYMEPKax,
IIOKa 3a OKHOM THXO I1ajiaJ [eKaOpbCKUHA CHeT, a B KaMuHe
BeceJIo MMOTPEeCKUBaJ OroHb. KoMHaTa ObLjia YIOTHOI, XOTs
KOBep BBHITEpPCs, a Mebesb Oblia OUeHb MPOCTOM: HECKOJIb-
KO HEeIJIOXUX KapTUH BUCEJIO Ha CTeHaX, KHUTU 3aIl0JTHAIN
TOJIKM B HUIIAX BOKPYT OKOH, XPUB3AHTEMBI U IMYaHCETUU
IIBEJIM Ha MOJOKOHHUKAX, U VIOTHAsS aTMocdepa rapMOHUHU
HAIIOJIHSJIA JOM.

Mapraper, crapiiieii u3 4eTbIpeX, ObLIO IIeCTHAAIIATD,
oHa ObLIa OYEHb CUMNATHUYHOM, ITyXJIEHBKOU U CIIOKOIi-
HOI7'I, C 6OJII:IIII/IMI/I riiasaMu, I'YCTBIMM MATIKMMM KalllTa-
HOBBIMHM BOJIOCAMM, MHUJIBIM POTHUKOM U GeJbIMH PYKaMu,
KOTOPHIMM OHa 0coOeHHO ropauiachk. IlaTHagmaTmaeTHAsa
k0 ObLIa OUYEHBb BBICOKOI, XYAOU WM CMYIJIOM U HAIIOMU-
Haja KepebeHKa, IIOTOMY YTO OHA, Ka3ajioch, HUKOTIA
He 3Haja, KyJa IPUCTPOUTH CBOU NJIWHHBLIE KOHEYHOCTH,
KOTOpBIE €1 OUeHb Memaiu. Y Hee ObLIN YETKO OUepUeH-
HBIe TyObl, KOMUYHBIN HOC U OCTPHIE cephble IJIa3a, KOTO-
phle, Kasajloch, BCe 3aMeUaJd W OBLIN TO CEPAUTHIMU, TO
CTPaAHHBIMU, TO 3aAyMUYUBBIMU. I[.TII/IHHBIe I'yCTbI€ BOJIO-
ChbI OBLIM €e eINHCTBEHHOII IIPUBJIEKATEIbHOI YepPTOi, HO
00BIYHO OHA yOMpaJia MX B IIYUYOK W HaKpbIBaJia CETKOI,
4yTOOBI OHUM € He Memanu. Ko cyTyamiachk, y Hee ObI-
JIY KPYMHBbIE KUCTU PYK W CTYIIHU, U OErIoTo B3TJIAAA Ha
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manner, a timid voice, and a; peaceful expression which
was seldom disturbed. Her father called her ’Little Miss
Tranquility’, and the name suited her excellently, for she
seemed to live in a happy world of her own, only ven-
turing 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 hair curling on her shoulders, pale
and slender, and always carrying herself like a young
lady mindful of her manners. What the characters of the
four sisters were we will leave to be found out.

The clock struck six and, having swept up the hearth,
Beth put a pair of slippers down to warm. Somehow the
sight of the old shoes had a good effect upon the girls, for
Mother was coming, and everyone brightened to welcome
her. Meg stopped lecturing, and lighted the lamp, Amy
got out of the easy chair without being asked, and Jo for-
got how tired she was as she sat up to hold the slippers
nearer to the blaze.

“They are quite worn out. Marmee must have a new
pair.”

“I thought I’d get her some with my dollar,” said Beth.

“No, I shall!” cried Amy.

“I’m the oldest,” began Meg, but Jo cut in with a de-
cided,

“I’m the man of the family now Papa is away, and
I shall provide the slippers, for he told me to take special
care of Mother while he was gone.”

14
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ee oflekay OBLIO MTOCTATOUHO, UTOOBI yOEIUTHCS, KaKk He-
KOMGOPTHO OBLIO JAEBOYKE OT TOTO, UTO OHA CTPEMUTEJIb-
HO TIpeBpallajiach B JKEeHIINHY, U KaK CUJLHO eil 3To He
HpaBWJIOCh. Aiusaber, wau BeT, Kak Bce ee Ha3bIBaJH,
OblIa PYMAHOM CBeTJIOIIa30#l AeBOUYKOIl TpHWHAAIATH JIEeT,
¢ TIIaAKUMHY BOJIOCAMU, C 3aCTEHUMBLIMU MaHepaMu, pPob-
KHM TOJIOCOM M BBIPaKEHUEM CIIOKONCTBHUSA Ha JIHIle, KO-
TOpoe peaKo ueM-To Hapyiragochk. Orern HassiBan ee Ma-
JeHbKasa Mucc be3aMaATeKHOCTh, 1 3TO IPO3BUIIE UeaTbHO
el MoAXOAUJIO, TIOTOMY UTO OHA, Ka3aJioCh, JKUJIa B CBOEM
COOCTBEHHOM CUACT/IMBOM MUDPKE, JIUIIb WHOTHA OTBAXKI-
BasACh MOKUIATH €70, YTOOBI BCTPETUTHCA C TEMU HEMHOTH-
MM, KOMY OHA JOBEPsAJa U KOTO II0-HACTOAIIEMY JIIOOUJIA.
9Mu, MIIafAIiiasg cecTpa, ObLIa caMoOil BasKHOM II€PCOHOIL,
o KpalHell Mepe, MO ee JUUYHOMY MHeHWIO. Hacrosmas
CHETYyPOUKA C ToJyOBIMHU IVIA3aMU U BBIOIMMUCST HA KOH-
IIaxX CBETJLIMH BOJIOCAMMU OO ILIed, GjeJHas M CTPOiHAd,
U Bceraa Aep:kaiias cedda Kak 0apbIliHA, He 3a0bIBatOIAsd
o cBoux MaHepax. OnmcaHue e XapakTepPOB YeThIpeX ce-
cTep MbI HpubepekeM Ha IIOTOM.

Yacwl mpobuam 11ecThb, M, BEIMETS 301y U3 KaMUHa, Ber
IIOCTaBWJIa K OTHIO IIapy AOMAIIHUX Tydesab, YTOOBI UX CO-
rpetb. KakuM-To 00pasoM Bu cTapoii 00yBM XOPOIIIO IOAeki-
CTBOBAJI Ha JIEBOYEK, ITIOTOMY YTO MaMa JOJXKHa ObLIa CKOPO
MIPUITH ¥ OHU JKeJIaJIu CKopee ee BCTpeTuTh. Mar mepecraia
YHUTATh HOTAIIUH U 3aKIJVIa JIAMIIy, OMU BCTAJa ¢ Kpecja, XO-
TA ee 00 9TOM HUKTO He IpOoCcuJI, a J[}ko 3abbLia, KaK CUJILHO
OHA yCTAJIa, CeB U MOABUHYB Ty(MJIU MOOIMMKE K OTHIO.

— OHU J0BOJBHO IOHOIIEHHBIE. HY:KHO KYIOHUTL Ma-
MOYKe HOBBIE.

— ¥ mopgymbIBasia KynuTh eii HOBBIe Ty 3a CBOU
mojiap, — ckasajia bBer.

— Her, a Kymiio! — BOCKIUKHYJIa OMU.
— § crapmasa, — mauasma Moar, HO [[’KO pelInTEIHHO
BMeIlajach:

— §1 Temeps My:KUMHA B ceMbe, ITOKA ITalbl HET JOMa,
¥ 5 KYILTIO eii TydJin, ITIOTOMY YTO OH BeJjieJl MHE 3a00TUTh-
cs 0 Hell, ToKa OH He BepHeTCs.
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“I’11 tell you what we’ll do,” said Beth, “let’s each get
her something for Christmas, land not get anything for
ourselves.”

“That’s like you, dear! What will we get?” exclaimed Jo.

Everyone thought soberly for a minute, then Meg an-
nounced, as if the idea was suggested by the sight of her
own pretty hands,

“I shall give her a nice pair of gloves.”

“Army shoes, best to be had,” cried Jo.

“Some handkerchiefs, all hemmed,” said Beth.

“I’ll get a little bottle of cologne. She likes it, and it
won’t cost much, so I’ll have some left to buy my pen-
cils,” added Amy.

“How will we give the things?” asked Meg.

“Put them on the table, and bring her in and see her
open the bundles. Don’t you remember how we used to do
on our birthdays?” answered Jo.

“I used to be so frightened when it was my turn to
sit in the chair with the crown on, and see you all come
marching round to give the presents, with a kiss. I liked
the things and the kisses, but it was dreadful to have you
sit looking at me while I opened the bundles,” said Beth,
who was toasting her face and the bread for tea at the
same time.

“Let Marmee think we are getting things for our-
selves, and then surprise her. We must go shopping to-
morrow afternoon, Meg. There is so much to do about
the play for Christmas night,” said Jo, marching up and
down, with her hands behind her back, and her nose in
the air.

“I don’t mean to act any more after this time. I’m get-
ting too old for such things,” observed Meg, who was as
much a child as ever about ’dressing-up’ frolics.
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— § ckaxxy BaM, KaK MBI IIOCTYIIUM, — CcKasaja Ber, —
maBaliTe KaKgasl IIOJapUT MaMe 4YTO-HMOynb Ha Poxie-
CTBO, a cebe MBI MMOKYyIIaTh HUYEro He OymeM.

— 9TO Tak moxoiKe Ha Tebs, moporas! A 4To Ke MBI el
nomapuM? — BOCKJIUKHYyJa I[:K0.

Bce Ha MunyTYy ri1y60KO 3a1yMaJinCh, a moToM Mar 00b-
SBUJIa O CBOEM peIleHNH, CJIOBHO 9Ta uUaes ObLIa IIOJCKa-
3aHa el BUJAOM ee COOCTBEHHBIX CUMIATUYHBIX PYK:

— {1 mojapro eit mapy XOpoIIuX IIepUYaToK.

— ApmMmelickue OOTUHKMU, UTO MOXKET OBITH Jyulie! —
BockauHyJIa I[3KO0.

— HecKOJIbKO HOCOBBIX IIJIATKOB C IOAPYOJI€HHBIMU
KpaaMu, — cKasaJia Ber.

— A kymmio duakomumk ayxoB. Eifl oHm HpaBuUTCS
¥ CTOAT HEIOPOro, TAK UTO Y MEHS OCTAHeTCSI HeMHOTO Jie-
Her, YTOObI KyNIUTh cebe KapaHgaliu, — A00aBuIa OMHU.

— A Kak Ke MBI Bpy4YHUM eii Bce 5TU IoJapKu? — CIIPO-
cuna Mar.

— TlomoxkuM WX Ha CTOJI, IPUBEAEM ee U OymeM CMO-
TpeTh, KaK OHA OTKPBIBAeT CBEPTKYU. Pa3Be BhI HE TIOMHUTE,
MBI TaK JeJIajiv B THU HAIero posxaenusa? — orsetuia J»xo.

— § Tak wmcmyrasach, KoOrfa MOMAOIIIA MOS OvdYepelb
CcUIeTh B Kpecjie B KOPOHe U CMOTPeTh, KaK BHI BCE IOA-
XOIUTEe, YTOOLI BPYUUTH MHE IIOHAPKU U MOIeJ0BaTh. MHe
MMOHPABUJINCH IMONAPKY U IIOLEJIYH, HO OBLIO TAK CTPAIIHO,
KOT/Ia BBI CUIEeJIN U CMOTPEJN HAa MeHs, IIOKAa A OTKPBhIBAJIa
CBepTKHU, — cKasaya ber, B To BpeMs KaK OrOHb OJHOBpe-
MEHHO IIOAPYMSHUBAJ €€ IeKU W I'PeHKU K Jaio.

— IlycTs MaMOYKa AyMaeT, UTO MBI IOKYIIaeM IOAapKu
cebe, a 3aTeM MBI YCTPOUM €l CIOpIIpu3. MbI JOJIKHBI ITOTi-
T IO Mara3wHaM 3aBTpa mocJje obena, Mar. Hawm ere Tak
MHOTO HaJ0 MOATOTOBUTHL AJISA CIEKTaKJs B PolkaecTBeH-
CKYI0 HOUb, — cKasaJa J[}x0, ropieIuBO pacxasKuBas Ty-
Jla-CI0Jia, CIeIINB PYKU y ce0A 3a CIIMHOIA.

— f1 mociemHMI pa3 ydacTBYI0O B TaKOM CIIEKTaKJIe.
S cumkom B3pocaas A MOAOOHBIX Belleil, — 3aMeTujia
Mbsr, koTopasa ObLIa cymuM pebeHKOM BO BCeM, UTO Kaca-
JIOCH IIIAJIOCTEl ¢ «TIepeoleBaHueM » .
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“You won’t stop, I know, as long as you can trail round
in a white gown with your hair down, and wear gold-paper
jewelry. You are the best actress we’ve got, and there’ll
be an end of everything if you quit the boards,” said Jo.
“We ought to rehearse tonight. Come here, Amy, and do
the fainting scene, for you are as stiff as a poker in that.”

“I can’t help it. I never saw anyone faint, and I don’t
choose to make myself all black and blue, tumbling flat as
you do. If I can go down easily, I’ll drop. If I can’t, I shall
fall into a chair and be graceful. I don’t care if Hugo does
come at me with a pistol,” returned Amy, who was not
gifted with dramatic power, but was chosen because she
was small enough to be borne out shrieking by the villain
of the piece.

“Do it this way. Clasp your hands so, and stagger
across the room, crying frantically, ’Roderigo Save me!
Save me!’ and away went Jo, with a melodramatic scream
which was truly thrilling.

Amy followed, but she poked her hands out stiffly be-
fore her, and jerked herself along as if she went by ma-
chinery, and her “Ow!” was more suggestive of pins being
run into her than of fear and anguish. Jo gave a despair-
ing groan, and Meg laughed outright, while Beth let her
bread burn as she watched the fun with interest.

“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.”

“Then things went smoothly, for Don Pedro defied the
world in a speech of two pages without a single break.
Hagar, the witch, chanted an awful incantation over her
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— Tbsl He IpeKpaTHUIlb STUM 3aHUMATLCSA, YK A-TO
3HAI0, IOKA ¥ Teb6s ecTh BO3MOXKHOCTDL Pas3ryJuBaTh B Oe-
JIOM OIesTHUU C PACIIYIIeHHLIMU BOJIOCAMU U HOCHUTH YKpa-
IIeHUs W3 30J0TOuM Oymaru. ThI JydIas akTpuca U3 BCexX
HAacC, ¥ HallleMy TeaTpy IPUAeT KOHeIl, eCJU Thl IIOKUHEeIIb
cieny, — ckasajya I[;ko. — Ham Hy:XHO mpoBecTH peme-
TUINIO IPAMO cediuac. au cioga, OMU, 1 IOBTOPHU CI[EHY
¢ 00OMOpPOKOM, IIOTOMY YTO ThI UT'PaeIllb B Hell Tak 3aKaTo,
OyATO apUIMH IIPOTJIOTUJIA.

— Hwuuero e mory ¢ aTum nogenats. {1 HUKOrga He BU-
Iejia, Kak IMagaioT B OOMOPOK, 1 A He X0Uy BCS IIOKPBITh-
csd CHHSKaAMM, PYXHYB ILIAINIMs, Kak Tbl. Ecim y MeHsA
MMOJIYUUTCSA YIIACTH €CTECTBEHHO, s TaK W caejarn. Eciau
s He CMOT'Y, TO OIIYIIyCh B KPECJ0, U 9T0 OyIeT BhIMIALETH
usdaniHo. MHe Bce paBHO, aake ecyim I'yro GymeT HacTas-
JISITh HA MEHS IIMCTOJIET, — BO3pasujia IMU, KOTopasd ObI-
Jla JIMIleHa ApaMAaTHUYeCcKOro TajlaHTa, HO ee BhIOpaud Ha
9Ty POJb IIOTOMY, UTO OHA ObLIa JOCTATOYHO MAaJIeHLKOM,
IfITO6I:I BHOﬂeﬁ U3 IIbeChI MOT' YHECTH €€, IIDOH3UTEJIBEHO BO-
MSAIYI0, 3a KYJIUCHI.

— Cpenait BoT Kak. CoOXKMU PYKU TaK W OTCTyHau, I10-
IaThIBAACh M HEMCTOBO Kpmua: «Pompuro, cmacu meHs!
Cnacu mensal» — W [i)ko ymanmsangach ¢ MeJiogpaMaThye-
CKMM KPHUKOM, KOTOPBIM OBbLI MOWCTHUHE AyIlepasmuparo-
MM,

9MU TOBTOpPHJA 3a Heil, HO BBITAHYJIA IPAMbIE PYKH
TaK CKOBAHHO ¥ pPBaHyJach BIlepel, KaKk MalllHa, a ee
«Ql» Gosplile OBIIO TOXOXKE HA TO, UTO €e YKOJIOJU OyJias-
KOif, ueM Ha cTpax u Tep3aHud. Ko oTUasTHHO 3acToHAJA,
a Mbar cmesisiachk BO Bech I'0JIoC, B TO BpeMs Kak y Ber moz-
ropaju I'peHKH, IIOKA OHA C MHTEPEeCOM CMOTpeJa Ha 39Ty
CMEIIHYIO CIIeHY.

— 9to 6ecnonesno! ITocrapaiica caenaTs BCe BO3MOMK-
HOe, KOTZa IPUIeT BpeMs, HO eCJIN 3PUTEIN OYAYT CMEATh-
csd, He BUHU B 9ToM MeHdA. IIpomomxkait, Mar.

Hanpliiie Bce ILJIO IVIagKoO, Tak Kak goH Ilegpo O6pocwuir
BBI3OB MUDPY B PeUM HA ABe CTPAHUILI 0e3 eIMHOTO Iepe-
poiBa. Begpma Xeiirap mpomsHecia y:KacHOe 3aKJIUHAHNIE

19



Jlynsa Man OnkotT

kettleful of simmering toads, with weird effect. Roderigo
rent his chains asunder manfully, and Hugo died in ago-
nies of remorse and arsenic, with a wild, “Ha! Ha!”

“It’s the best we’ve had yet,” said Meg, as the dead
villain sat up and rubbed his elbows.

“I don’t see how you can write and act such splendid
things, Jo. You’re a regular Shakespeare!” exclaimed
Beth, who firmly believed that her sisters were gifted
with wonderful genius in all things.

“Not quite,” replied Jo modestly. “I do think THE
WITCHES CURSE, an Operatic Tragedy is rather a nice
thing, but I’d like to try McBETH, if we only had a trap-
door for Banquo. I always wanted to do the killing part.
’Is that a dagger that I see before me?” muttered Jo, roll-
ing her eyes and clutching at the air, as she had seen a
famous tragedian do.

“No, it’s the toasting fork, with Mother’s shoe on it
instead of the bread. Beth’s stage-struck!” cried Meg,
and the rehearsal ended in a general burst of laughter.

“Glad to find you so merry, my girls,” said a cheery
voice at the door, and actors and audience turned to wel-
come a tall, motherly lady with a ’can I help you’ look
about her which was truly delightful. She was not ele-
gantly dressed, but a noble-looking woman, and the girls
thought the gray cloak and unfashionable bonnet covered
the most splendid mother in the world.

“Well, dearies, how have you got on today? There was
so much to do, getting the boxes ready to go tomorrow,
that I didn’t come home to dinner. Has anyone called,
Beth? How is your cold, Meg? Jo, you look tired to death.
Come and kiss me, baby.”
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HAJ CBOUM KHUIISAIUNM KOTEJIKOM C yKa0aMM, UYTO IIPOU3BEJIO
PokoBoii adderT. Pogpuro mMy:KecTBEHHO Pas3sopBaJ CBOU
nenu, a I'yro ymep OT YrphI3eHUHM COBECTH UM MBINIBLAKA
¢ uccryniaeHHBIM: «Xa! Xal»

— 9T0 Jydylliee U3 BCErO, YTO MBI CTaBUJIM, — CKasaja
Mbsr, xKorga morubmInit 3;104eii cesl U MOTep JIOKTHU.

— He moHumMaro, Kak Thl MOXKEIlb TAK WUrPaThb U IIU-
caTh Takue BeJUKOJENHbIe Tbeckl, Ko, Tel mpocto IIlex-
cnup! — BocKIuMKHYyJa Ber, KoTopas Gbliaa TBEpPAO YOexK-
JleHa, UTO €€ CeCTPhI TAJaHTINBELI a0COJTIOTHO BO BCEM.

— He coscem, — ckpomuo orBermyia [:)xo. — Ho
A TmpaBAa cuMTao, 4To «IIpOKIATHE BeAbMbI», OIepHAd
Tpareaus, — OOBOJBLHO HEILIOXAs BEIUI[a, XOTSA S XOTe-
Jia OBI IOIIPOOOBATh MOCTABUTEL « MakbeTra», eciii ObI y Hac
OB JIIOK AJs mpuspaxka Banko. MHe Bcerma XoTesoch ChI-
rpaTh poJib youminbl. «OTKyma Thl, KMHKAJ, BOSHUKIIWI
B BO3AyXe Iepeo MHOI0? » — mpobopmoTaiia ko, Bpamas
rIa3aM¥ W XBaTas BO3AyX, KaK 9TO Aejajl Ha ClieHe OIWH
3HAMEHUTBIA TPArukK, KOTOPOro OHA BHUIEJA B TeaTpe.

— Her, aT0 BuJIKa AJd I'PEHKOB, a HA HEll BMECTO XJie-
6a mamuHa Ty(dasa. Ber cauinkom yBiaekaach TeaTpom! —
BOCKJIMKHYJIA Mar, M pemeTHUI[s OKOHUMJIACHL BCEOOLIHMM
B3PBIBOM CMeXa.

— Papa BuzseTh Bac TaKMMU BeCeJIbIMU, I€BOYKU MO, —
pasmajica 3BOHKHUII T'0OJIOC Y IBEPHU, M AKTEPhI U 3PUTEHU
TIOBEPHYJIUCH, UTOOBI IOMPUBETCTBOBATH BBICOKYIO TaMy
C BbIpaKeHUeM MAaTepPHHCKOI 3a00THI Ha JIUIEe, KOTOPOe
BCerga Kak OyATo crpamuBaio: «Yem s MOry BaM IIO-
MOYBb?» — M KOTOpOe OBLJIO IMOMCTHHE BOCXUTHUTEIHLHBIM.
Ona He ObLIa POCKOIITHO OfIeTa, HO BBITVISAAe A 6,1aToPOIHO,
¥ I€BOYKHU SYMAJIU, UTO CEPBI IIAll K HEMOIHAA IIJIANKA
CKPBIBAIOT CAMYIO BEJIMKOJIETTHYIO MaMy B MUpeE.

— Hy, nmoporue mMmou, Kak Bbl CETOHS IPOBEJU BpeMA?
S Tak moiro BO3mWJach, TOTOBS IIOCBLIKK K 3aBTpalIHei
OTIIPaBKe, W He CMOIJIa MPUHATU AOMOM moobemath. Kro-
Hubyab 3axonui, ber? Kak TBoit macMopk, Mar? Tbl BbI-
MIAOUITL CMEePTeJIbHO ycranaou, I:xo. Uam cioma m more-
Jy# MeHs, JeTKa.
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While making these maternal inquiries Mrs. March
got her wet things off, her warm slippers on, and sit-
ting down in the easy chair, drew Amy to her lap, pre-
paring to enjoy the happiest hour of her busy day. The
girls flew about, trying to make things comfortable, each
in her own way. Meg arranged the tea table, Jo brought
wood and set chairs, dropping, over-turning, and clat-
tering everything she touched. Beth trotted to and fro
between parlor kitchen, quiet and busy, while Amy gave
directions to everyone, as she sat with her hands folded.

As they gathered about the table, Mrs. March said,
with a particularly happy face,

“I’ve got a treat for you after supper.”

A quick, bright smile went round like a streak of sun-
shine. 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 is well, and thinks he shall
get through the cold season better than we feared. He
sends all sorts of loving wishes for Christmas, and an es-
pecial 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 little
finger and simper over your plate, Amy,” cried Jo, chok-
ing on her tea and dropping her bread, butter side down,
on the carpet in her haste to get at the treat.

Beth ate no more, but crept away to sit in her shadowy
corner and brood over the delight to come, till the others
were ready.

“I think it was so splendid in Father to go as chaplain
when he was too old to be drafted, and not strong enough
for a soldier,” said Meg warmly.
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3amaBas 5T MaTePUHCKHE BOIIPOCHI, muccuc Mapu
CHsJIa ¢ cebs MOKDPYIO Oe:KAy, HaJesa Telble JoMalllH1e
Ty(Jau U ceja B MATKOe KpecJio, MIPUTAHYyJa OMU K cebe
¥ IPUTOTOBUJIACH HACTAAUTHCA CAMBIM CUACTIUBBIM UaCOM
B KOHITe HATIPAKEHHOTO MHsA. [[eByIIKY MOPXaau o JOMY,
crapasich CO3IaTh VIOT, Kakaas mo-cBoeMy. Mar HaKphI-
Jia yaiiHbIil CTONUWK, [[JKO mpuWHecJia ApOBa U paccTaBUJIa
CTYJIbs, POHAS U C TPOXOTOM IIepeBOpaUYMBAA BCE, K UEMY
mpuKacajgach. BeT THXO0 W XJIOMOTINBO CyeTHUJIach MEXKIY
KyXHeli W TOCTHHOI, B TO BpeMs KaK OMHU CHIeJa CJIOKAa
PYKH U JaBajia BCeM YKasaHUd.

Korma Bce ouu cobpasiuich y cTosa, muccuc Mapu ckasa-
Jia ¢ 0CO0EHHO CUYACTIMBLIM BhIPAKEHUEM JINIA:

— V¥V MeHs ecTh AJdA Bac KOe-uTO Ha JeceprT.

JlyuesapHas yJIbI0Ka MeJbKHYJIA Ha JTUIAX, KAK BCIIIIII-
Ka COJHEUHOTO cBeTa. ber 3axjiomajia B Jiafolru, 3a0bIB
0 TleyeHbe, KOTOpOe Jep:kasa B pykKe, a I[3Ko mogbpocuia
BBEPX Cal(PeTKy, BOCKJINUKHYB:

— ITucemo! ITucbmo! Ilame — TpoekparHoe ypa!l

— Ha, npexkpacHoe aauHHOE nuchbMo. OH 3J0POB U CUU-
TaeT, YTO CMOXKET MePeKUTD X0JI0/1a JIYUIlle, YeM MBI JyMa-
au. OH mepefaeT HaAWJIyUIINe MOKeJaHUA K PoXaecTBy,
a IJidg Bac, MEeBOYKM, eCTh ocoboe IIocjaaHue, — cKasaja
muccuc Mapu, TOXJIONbIBas 10 KapMaHy Tak, OyATO y Hee
TaM OBLIIO COKPOBHUIIIE.

— Brictpee moemaem! XBaTuT OTTM0ATH MU3UHEIT U JKe-
MaHUTBCSA HAA Tapeakoi, Imu! — BockJumKHYyIa [[:K0,
3axJ1e0bIBafACh YaeM M POHAS XJjie0 CIMBOUYHBIM MAaCJIOM
BHU3 Ha KOBep, B HETePIIEHNH IMOCKOPee IPUCTYIUTD K Jie-
cepry.

Ber Gosnbliie HUYEro He ejia U YCKOJIB3HYJIA B CBOI TeM-
HBIN YTOJIOK OKUIATh OCTAJBHBIX, PA3MBIILISAA O IPEACTO-
AILIEM YIOBOJHBCTBUMU.

— § mymato, Kak 3aMedyaTeJIbHO, UTO OTEIl MOIIeJ Ha
(bPOHT Kame/LJIaHOM, IIOTOMY UTO OH YK€ CTaplle IIPU3LIB-
HOTO BO3pacTa M HeJOCTATOUYHO 3J0POB, UYTOOBI OBITH COJI-
IaTOM, — C TeILJIOTOM ckasasa Mar.
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“Don’t I wish I could go as a drummer, a vivan —
what’s its name? Or a nurse, so I could be near him and
help him,” exclaimed Jo, with a groan.

“It must be very disagreeable to sleep in a tent, and
eat all sorts of bad-tasting things, and drink out of a tin
mug,” sighed Amy.

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

“Not for many months, dear, unless he is 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 letter.”

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 chair, and Jo leaning on the back, where no one would
see any sign of emotion if the letter should happen to
be touching. Very few letters were written in those hard
times that were not touching, especially those which fa-
thers sent home. In this one little was said of the hard-
ships endured, the dangers faced, or the homesickness
conquered. 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.

“Give them all of my dear 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. A year
seems very long to wait before I see them, but remind
them that while we wait we may all work, so that these
hard days need not be wasted. I know they will remember
all T said to them, that they will be loving children to
you, will do their duty faithfully, fight their bosom ene-
mies bravely, and conquer themselves so beautifully that
when I come back to them I may be fonder and prouder
than ever of my little women.”
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— A g xouy ObITh 6apabaHIIMKOM HWJIN Vivan... — Kak
ero tTam? Wau mexmcecTpoii, 4TOOBI OBITH PAAOM C HAIO
U moMoraTh eMy! — BOCKJUKHYyJIa K0 cO B3TOXOM.

— IMomkHO OBITH, OYEHbL HEYIOTHO CIIaTh B IIajlaTKe,
€CTh BCAKYIO HeBKYCHYIO eIy U IIUTh U3 KECTAHOH KpPYK-
KU, — B3IOXHYJa OMMU.

— Kornma ou Bepuercsa momoii, Mmama? — cmpocuja Ber
¢ HeOOJIBIION APOKBIO B T'OJIOCE.

— E1e Heckopo, moporasi, eciii TOJBKO He 3aboJjieer.
OH ocTaHeTcs TaM U OyIeT J00POCOBECTHO UCIIOJIHATh CBO
IOJIT, CKOJIBKO CMOXKET, I MbI He OyJeM IIPOCUTH ero Bep-
HYTbCS Ja)ke Ha MHUHYTY paHbIle, YeM IIOJIOKeHO. A Te-
nephb A MPOUYTy BaM IUCHMO.

Bce yeTponanch mo0aniKe K OTHIO: MaMa ceJia B 00JIbIIIoe
Kpecyo, Ber — y ee Hor, Mar u OMu yceanuch Ha o6e PyUYKHU
KpecJa, a Ko omepJiach O COUHKY, I'/le HUKTO He CMOT OBl
yBHUIETh, KaK OHAa pacuyBCTBOBajiach. VI3 Bcex mmceM, UTO
ObLIM HAIIMCAHLI B Te HeJIerKne BpeMeHa, JIMIIh HeMHOI'He
He 6I)IJ'II/I TporareJbHbBIMHU, OCO6eHHO Te, KOTOPbI€ OTIHEI OT-
MPaBIAIN JoMOIi. B aTOM muchbMe Majo TOBOPUJIOCH O TEX
HeB3ToaX, KOTOphbIe MPUIILIOCH MePeKUTh, O TeX OIMACHO-
CTSIX, C KOTOPBIMHY IIPUIILIOCH CTOJKHYTHCHA, UJIN O IIPEOI0-
JIEHWX TOCKH II0 JOMY. OTO OBLLIO Becesoe, 00Ha e KuBato-
1ee IUChMO, IIOJTHOE JKMBBIX OMMCAHUM COJIIATCKOMN JKU3-
HH, IIOXOJ0B 1 HOBOCTEH O BOWHE, 1 TOJBKO B KOHIIE CEeP/Iie
aBTOpA IPEUCIIOJIHAIOCH OTeUeCKOIl JJI000BBIO 1 TOCKOIL II0
MaJIeHbKUM JeBOYKaM, KOTOPKIE KIYT ero JoMa.

«Ilepemait um, UTO A UX HEMKHO JIO0JI0 U 1eayio. S ay-
Malo 0 HUX JHEM, MOJIOCh 3a HUX HOUBIO ¥ BO BCe BpeMeHa
HAXOKy JIydlllee yTellleHre B UX IMPUBA3AHHOCTH KO MHE.
IToxoske, uTO ele roJ HAM IPEIACTOUT OKHUIATH BCTPEUH,
9TO JOJTHUIl CPOK, HO HAIIOMHU MM, UYTO, IIOKA MBI JKIEM,
MBI MOMKEM TPYAUTbCH, TaK YUTO He HYKHO TPATUTh BIY-
CTYIO 9TU TsKeJible JHU. §1 3HAI0, OHM IIOMHSAT BCE, YTO
A UM TOBOPHJI: UTOOBI IJid TeOA OHU ObLIN JIIOOAIIMMI
JIeTbMU, YeCTHO MCIIOJHSIN CBOMH J0JT, Xpabpo cpaskainuch
CO CBOMMM 3aAIJBIMU BparaMu W IIPEOJOJIeBAIN ce0s Tak
yCepAHO, YTO, KOTZIa S BEPHYCh, S MOT ObI TOPAUTHCA MOU-
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Everybody 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 rumpling of
her curls as she hid her face on her mother’s shoulder
and sobbed out,

“I am a selfish girl! But I’ll truly try to be better, so
he mayn’t be disappointed in me by-and-by.”

We all will,” cried Meg. “I think too much of my looks
and hate to work, but won’t any more, if I can help it.”

“I’1ll try and be what he loves to call me, ’a little wom-
an’ and not be rough and wild, but do my duty here in-
stead of wanting to be somewhere else,” 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 army sock and began to knit with all her might, los-
ing no time in 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.

Mrs. March broke the silence that followed Jo’s words,
by saying in her cheery voice,

“Do you remember how you used to play Pilgrims Pro-
gress when you were little things? Nothing delighted you
more than to have me tie my piece bags on your backs for
burdens, give you hats and sticks and rolls of paper, and
let you travel through the house from the cellar, which
was the City of Destruction, up, up, to the housetop,
where you had all the lovely things you could collect to
make a Celestial City.”
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M1 MaJeHBKNUMU KEeHIIVMHaAMU 1 JIIO6I/ITL nux 60JIBIIIe, geM
Korzma-ambo».

EnBa ycublas 9T cjioBa, Bce mpocie3usiuch. I[»xo He
TOCTECHAJIACh OOJIBIINON CJIe3bl, CKATUBIIEHCS ¢ KOHUMKA
ee Hoca, a MU He M000AJIACh CMATH CBOU JOKOHBI, CIIPS-
TaB JIMI[O HA IIJIeUue MaTepu U 3apbIAAaB:

— 5 raxkas camosao6sennasa! Ho s mocrapaioch cTaTh
Jyuiire, YToObI OH He Pa3ouyapoBaJICs BO MHE.

— Mpzr Bce mocrapaeMcs! — BOCKIHMKHYyJaa Mbar. —
S cauimkomM MHOroO AyMar O CBO€H BHEIIHOCTU U HEe X0Uy
paboTaTh, HO A UCIPABJIOCH, €CJU CMOTY.

— §1 mocrapaiock cTaTh TaKOU, KaK OH JIIOOUT MeHs
Ha3bLIBaTb, «MaJEHBKOUN KeHIIWHOI», U He Oyay rpyboit
U cyMacOpPOAHOI, HO HCIIOJHIO CBOM IOJT 37eChb, BMECTO
TOTO YTOOBI MEUTATh OKa3aThCs IMe-HUOyAb elle, — CKa-
sama I[»Ko, gymas, YTO COXPaHATH camMooObJiafaHue aoMa
OymeT ropaszno 6oJiee CIOKHOM 3amaueil, 4eM CTOJIKHYTHCS
c TTapoil MATEKHUKOB Ha Iore.

Ber Huuero He ckasajia, HO BRITEPJIA CJI€3BbI CUHUM ap-
MeMCKMM HOCKOM WM Hayaja BA3aThb M30 BCEX CUJI, UTOOBI
He TepATHh BPeMEHU, BBITIOJNHAA CBOM HETOCPEJCTBEHHBIN
mouar. OHa pemuja B CBOEM KDPOTKOM IOHOUW AyIle CTaTh
WMeHHO TaKoil, KaKoll mamna HagesJcd BCTPETUTh ee, ecau
HOBBII T'OJi IIPMHECET €My CUACTIMBOE BO3BPAIleHUE [0-
MOM.

Muccuc Mapu Hapymmnia MojildaHue, KOTOPOe IIOCTaeI0-
BaJIo 3a caoBaMu [[K0, CKa3zaB CBOMM BECEJILIM I'OJIOCOM:

— IlomuuTe, Kak Bel urpanu B «IlyremecTBue muim-
rpuMa B HeOeCHYIO CTpaHy», KOrma ObLIM MaJeHbKUMU?
s Bac He GBLIO OOJIBIIEH PaAJOCTH, UYeM KOTha s IIPU-
BA3BIBAJIA MEUIKU C JIOCKYyTaMU BaM HA CIUHBI B KAUeCTBE
«TSKKOU HOIIM», JAaBaja BaM ILIAIMBI, TOCOXU U OyMask-
HBbIe CBUTKHU U OTIIPABJIAJIA BAC B IyTEIIeCTBUE IO TOMY U3
nmorpeba, KoTopbiii Okl I'pamom PaspyineHusi, Bce BBIIIe
¥ BBINIE O KPBINIHU, TOe JIeKaIU KpacuBble BeIu, YTOOBI
BBI MOTIVIM cobpaTh ux u nocrpoutsk HebecHsiit I'pax.
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“What fun it was, especially going by the lions, fight-
ing Apollyon, and passing through the valley where the
hob-goblins were,” said Jo.

“I liked the place where the bundles fell off and tum-
bled downstairs,” said Meg.

“I don’t remember much about it, except that I was
afraid of the cellar and the dark entry, and always liked
the cake and milk we had up at the top. If I wasn’t too old
for such things, I’d rather like to play it over again,” said
Amy, who began to talk of renouncing childish things at
the mature age of twelve.

“We never are too old for this, my dear, because it is
a play we are playing all the time in one way or another.
Out burdens are here, our road is before us, and the long-
ing for goodness and happiness is the guide that leads us
through many troubles and mistakes to the peace which
is a true Celestial City. Now, my little pilgrims, suppose
you begin again, not in play, but in earnest, and see how
far on you can get before Father comes home.”

“Really, Mother? Where are our bundles?” asked
Amy, who was a very literal young lady.

“Each of you told what your burden was just now, ex-
cept Beth. I rather think she hasn’t got any,” said her
mother.

“Yes, I have. Mine is dishes and dusters, and envying
girls with nice pianos, and being afraid of people.”

Beth’s bundle was such a funny one that everybody
wanted to laugh, but nobody did, for it would have hurt
her feelings very much.

“Let us do it,” said Meg thoughtfully. “It is only an-
other name for trying to be good, and the story may help
us, for though we do want to be good, it’s hard work and
we forget, and don’t do our best.”
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— Kaxk e sTO OBLTIO Becejo, 0COOEHHO IIPOXOAUTH
MeXKIy JbBaMM, CPAXKAThCSA ¢ AIOJJIMOHOM U IIepeceKaThb
IOJUHY C IeMoHaMu, — cKasaJa J»xo.

— MHe HpaBUJICSA TOT MOMEHT, KOI'ZIa KOTOMKH IIafajIn
U KaTWJINCh BHU3, — cKasaja Moar.

— §1 m1oxo Bce 9TO ITOMHIO, 38 UCKJIIOUYEHNEM TOTO, UTO
A 6osiachk morpeba 1 TeMHO# IMIPUXOKeN, HO Bcerma Jou-
Jia TOPT ¥ MOJIOKO, KOTOPbI€ HAC OXHUIAJIU HaBepxy. Eciu
OBI s He OBbLJIa CIUIIKOM B3POCJIOI JId TaKUX Bellleil, A ObI
He 0TKas3ajach IOUI'PATh TAK CHOBA, — CKasajia OMH, KO-
TOopasi 3aroBopuJia 00 OTKase OT JeTCKUX IIAJOCTeH B CBOU
3pesble IBeHAAIAThH JIET.

— Mebl HuKorga He OymeM CJIMIIKOM B3POCJBIMU IJIS
9TOT0, MOS JOporas, IIOTOMY YTO 9TO HUI'PA, B KOTOPYIO MBI
TaK WJIM WHAUe UrpaeM BCIO JKM3Hb. Halllu TAKKMe HOII!
BCerza ¢ HaMu, HaIlla Jopora Iepej] HaMu, a sKaxaa nobpa
¥ CUACThs ABJIAITCA IPOBOIHUKAMU, KOTOPbIe BeAyT HAac
Uyepes MHOTHE HEIPUSATHOCTU U OIIUOKY K MUPY, KOTOPBIi
u sgBaserca ucTuHubIM HebecHbiM 'pamom. A ceiiuac, Mmou
MaJieHbKHe IaJIOMHUKH, IIPEAIIOJ0XKNM, UTO BBl CHOBA OT-
mpaBJjisgeTech B IyTh, HE B UTPe, a IO-HACTOAIIEMY, U II0-
CMOTPUM, KaK JAJIEKO BbI CMOKeTe N0OpaThCA [0 TOr0, KaK
mmaia BepHeTcs TOMOIi.

— IlpaBma, mama? A rie Hallli KOTOMKKU? — CIIPOCHJIA
9Mu, KoTOpas IMOHMMAaJa Bce OyKBAJIbHO.

— Kaxpasa us Bac yiKe pacckasaja, KakoBO ee OpeMs
cefiuac, kpome Bet. {I gymaro, uTo, cCKOopee Bcero, y Hee HeT
TaKO! TAKKOI HOIIM, — cKaszajga MaMa.

— Her, ona y meHsd ecTb. Mos HOIIIa — MOCYAa U TPSII-
KM [IJIs BRITHPAHUSA IBLIN, 3aBUCTh K JEBOYKAM, ¥ KOTO-
PBIX eCTh XOpolllee MUAHNHO, a elle s1 00ICh JIIoIe.

Kotromka ¢ taroramu Ber Onlia Takoil 3a0aBHOM, 4TO
BCEM 3aXO0TeJI0Ch PACCMESThCA, HO HUKTO U He IIONyMAaJ
9TO CHEJIATh, IOTOMY UTO 3TO ObI CUJIBLHO PAHUJIO €e.

— IMaBaiiTe Tak u cAejilaeM, — B3aAyMuYWBO CKasa-
ga Mar. — 9Ta urpa BCero JIUINb APyroe Has3BaHUe IJsd
CTPEMJIEHUsI CTATh NOOPOAETENbHBIMU, 4 MCTOPUA MUJIN-
rpuMa 13 poMaHa MOJKET IIOMOUYb HaM, IIOTOMY YTO, IIyCThb
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“We were in the Slough of Despond tonight, and
Mother came and pulled us out as Help did in the book.
We ought to have our roll of directions, like Christian.
What shall we do about that?” asked Jo, delighted with
the fancy which lent a little romance to the very dull task
of doing her duty.

“Look under your pillows christmas morning, and you
will find your guidebook,” replied Mrs. March.

They talked over the new plan while old Hannah
cleared the table, then out came the four little work bas-
kets, and the needles flew as the girls made sheets for
Aunt March. It was uninteresting sewing, but tonight
no one grumbled. They adopted Jo’s plan of dividing
the long seams into four parts, and calling the quar-
ters Europe, Asia, Africa, and America, and in that way
got on capitally, especially when they talked about the
different countries as they stitched their way through
them.

At nine they stopped work, and sang, as usual, before
they went to bed. No one but Beth could get much music
out of the old piano, but she had a way of softly touching
the yellow keys and making a pleasant accompaniment to
the simple songs they sang. Meg had a voice like a flute,
and she and herr mother led the little choir. Amy chirped
like a cricket, and Jo wandered through the airs at her
own sweet will, always coming out at the wrong place
with a croak or a quaver that spoiled the most pensive
tune.

They had always done this from the time they could
lisp...

Crinkle, crinkle, ‘ittle ‘tar, and it had become a house-
hold custom, for the mother was a born singer. The first
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MBI U XOTUM OBITH JOOPOIETeJbHBIMU, 3TO TSKKUU TPYI,
¥ MbI 3a0bIBa€M O CBOUX CTPEMJIEHUSX, ILJIOX0 CTAPAEMCS.
— Mpgr1 6b11u ceronusa B Tomu YHBIHUA, HO MaMa IIPHU-
IIIJIa ¥ BBITAIMJIA Hac, Kak Ilomomps B KHUre. Y HAC JOJIMK-
HBI OBITH CBOM CBUTKM C HAIIyTCTBUAMU, KaK y XpHCTHA-
nuHa. Kak mam ux Hatitu? — cupocuia ko, o6pagoBas-
IIXCh, UYTO 3Ta BBIAYMKA IIpugajaa 6LI HEMHOI'O pPOMaHTHUKH
CJAUIIKOM CKYYHOH 3aJaue MCIOJHATH CBOM HOJIT.

— 3ardHUTe TOJA Ballld TOAYIIKU POMKJIECTBEHCKUM
YyTPOM, U BBl HalifieTe TaM CBOU IIyTeBOAUTEJU, — OTBe-
Tuia muccuc Mapud.

OHU rOBOPUJIN O CBOEM HOBOM 3aMBbICJIE, ITOKA CTAPyIIKa
XanHa youpasa co CToJjia, IOTOM JOCTaJI YeThbIpe KOP3UH-
KM ¢ IPUHAAJIEKHOCTIMHE IJIA IINUTHSA, X UTOJKY 3aIlopXa-
JIA B BO3JyXe, KOTJa JeBOUKU HAUaJU IIIUTH IPOCTHIHY I
rerymiku Mapu. IIIuTh OBLIIO CKYYHO, HO CErOAHS HUKTO
13-3a 9TOTO He Bopuas. OHM MpUHAIN HpengoxeHnue I[:xo
Pas3nesuTh JIVHHBIE IIBBI HA YeTHIPE YACTU 1 Ha3BaTh BTHU
uerBepTu EBpomoit, Asueit, Appuroit u AMepuKoii, u Ta-
KHM 00pasoM OCHOBATEJIbHO IIPOABUHYJINCH, OCOOEHHO
KOT/J]a TOBOPUJIU O Pa3HBIX CTPaHAaX, IIPOIIMNBaA CBOM IIyTh
yepes HUX.

B nmeBATH YacoB OHHM IPeKpaTHad padboTaTh W 3alenu,
Kak oOBIYHO mejyiaiu mepen cHoMm. Hukro, kpome Bet, He
MOT M3BJIEUDb XOTh KaKyI0-TO MY3bIKY M3 CTApOT0 (OpPTeIu-
aHO — JIMIIb OHA MOTJIA MPUKOCHYTHCA K IIOMKEITEBIINM
OT CTApPOCTH KJIABUIIIAM U CHITPATh IIPUATHBIN aKKOMIIaHe-
MEeHT K nmpocThIM nmecHAM. I'ojioc Mar 3Byuasa Kak ¢ueiita,
¥ OHU C MaTepPbIO COIUPOBAIU B UX MAJEHBKOM XOpe. OMU
CTpeKoTaJia KaK CBEPUOK, a Ko mMmiio Oayskaaia mo me-
JOAUM KaK el 3abyiaropaccyanuTcs, BCeraa BCTyIlasd HeBIO-
majg, XPUMIsa MU BEIBOASA TPEJIU, UTO IIOPTUJIO AaKe CaMbIi
MeJIaHXOJUYHEIA MoTuB. OHU IIeJIu BCermga, ¢ TeX Imop Kak
HAay4YnJIncCh roBOpMUTE...

«TsI cBepKaii, 3Be31a HOUHAA. .. »

...M 9TO CTaJI0o JOMAIlIHeH TpaguIueit, Beab MaMa ObLIa
MPUPOKAEHHOIT eBuiieii. IIepBbIM, UTO OHM OOBIYHO CJIBI-
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sound in the morning was her voice as she went about the
house singing like a lark, and the last sound at night was
the same cheery sound, for the girls never grew too old
for that familiar lullaby.

Chapter 2
A MERRY CHRISTMAS

Jo was the first to wake in the gray dawn of Christ-
mas morning. No stockings hung at the fireplace, and
for a moment she felt as much disappointed as she did
long ago, when her little sock fell down because it was
crammed so full of goodies. Then she remembered her
mother’s promise and, slipping her hand under her pil-
low, drew out a little crimson-covered book. She knew it
very well, for it was that beautiful old story of the best
life ever lived, and Jo felt that it was a true guidebook for
any pilgrim going on a long journey. She woke Meg with a
“Merry Christmas,” and bade her see what was under her
pillow. A green- covered book appeared, with the same
picture inside, and a few words written by their mother,
which made their one present very precious in their eyes.
Presently Beth and Amy woke to rummage and find their
little books also, one dove-colored, the other blue, and
all sat looking at and talking about them, while the east
grew rosy with the coming day.

In spite of her small vanities, Margaret had a sweet
and pious nature, which unconsciously influenced her
sisters, especially Jo, who loved her very tenderly, and
obeyed her because her advice was so gently given.

“Girls,” said Meg seriously, looking from the tum-
bled head beside her to the two little night-capped ones
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IIajy IO yTpaMm, ObLI T'OJIOC MaMbl, XOAWBIIEH IO JOMY
¥ pacIlieBaBIlIell KaK JKaBOPOHOK, a HOUBIO OHU 3aChIIIaIN
IoJ TO JKe BeceJioe IeHUe, IIOTOMY UTO JeBOUKaM HUKOTJa
He Hajgoenaja sTa KOJbIOeJ bHAasd.

maBsa 2
CYACTIINBOIro POXXAECTBA

kKo mpocHYyJIach IIePBOil, KOTa HACTYIINUJ CefoH pac-
CBeT POKIECTBEHCKOTO yTpa. ¥ KaMUHAa He BUCEJIN HOCKH,
M OHa MOYYBCTBOBajia ce0A TaKOU ’Ke pasoyapoBaHHOI,
KaK KOTZa-To JaBHO, KOTZA ee HOCOUEK yIlaJ, IIOTOMY UTO
OBLI TIeperoJiHeH mogapkamMu. IIoToM oHA BCIIOMHMJIA TIPO
ofeltaHe MaMbl W, 3aIIyCTUB PYKY IIOJ IOAYIIKY, BBITA-
muja MaJIeHBKYIO KHIDKKY B TE€MHO-KPAcHOM OO0JIOMKKe.
Ona ObLma eif XOpoIllo 3HaKoMa — 9TO ObLIa IpeKpacHas
crapasi UICTOPHUSA O JIYUIlleH KU3HU, KOTHa-JIu00 MPOKUTOMH
Ha 3eMJe, 1 [[PKO IOYyBCTBOBAJA, UTO DTO HACTOAIUH IIy-
TEeBOAUTENb IJIA JII0OOTO MAJOMHUKA, OTIPAaBJISIONIETOCS
B poJsruii mythk. OHa pasddbyzuaa Mar, mokesias el cyacTian-
Boro PoxxzpecTBa, 1 IpeaJjioKmiIa e ToXKe IIOCMOTPETh, UTO
y Toil nog nmoxyikoii. OTTyna Oblia M3BJIeUeHA 3eJIeHOBa-
Tasg KHUTA C TAKOU JKe OTKPBITKOM BHYTPU U HECKOJIbKUMU
MoXKeJIaHuAMU, 0Jarogapsa KOTOPBIM OHM TaK JHOOWIN Ma-
MUHBI TOJapKu. Yepes HEKOTOPOe BpeMs IIPOCHYJINUCH BeT
n BMI/I, KOTOpPBI€ TOXE€ IIOPBIJINCH IO/ IIOAYIIKaMM1 1 Halll-
JIV CBOU KHIKEUKHU, OMHY CEPOTO I[BETa, a APYTYI0 — TOJy-
60T0, M BCe OHU MPUHAIUCH UX PACCMATPUBATL U OOCYIK-
nathb. Biusuiica neHs, u He60 HA BOCTOKE PO30OBEJIO.

HecmoTpsa Ha HEeKoTOpoOe TiieciiaBue, 1o Hatype Map-
raper ObLia AOOPOH M GIaroyecTUBOM, UTO HEIIPOM3BOJIb-
HO BJIMSAJIO U Ha cecTep, ocobeHHO Ha [[K0, KoTOopasd OueHb
HEXXHO ee JIIO0UJIa U CJIyIIalach, IIOTOMY UTO OHA HUKOTIA
He ToIpeKasia UX IIOHAIIPAaCHY.

— JleBouKku, — cepbe3HO cKasajga Moar, mepeBonas
B3TJIAJ OT B3'bEPOIIEHHON I'OJIOBBI PALOM C cO00Ii K ABYM

33



Jlynsa Man OnkotT

in the room beyond, “Mother wants us to read and love
and mind these books, and we must begin at once. We
used to be faithful about it, but since Father went away
and all this war trouble unsettled us, we have neglected
many things. You can do as you please, but I shall keep
my book on the table here and read a little every morning
as soon as I wake, for I know it will do me good and help
me through the day.”

Then she opened her new book and began to read. Jo
put her arm round her and, leaning cheek to cheek, read
also, with the quiet expression so seldom seen on her rest-
less face.

“How good Meg is! Come, Amy, let’s do as they do. I’'ll
help you with the hard words, and they’’ explain things
if we don’t understand,” whispered Beth, very much im-
pressed by the pretty books and her sisters, example.

“I’m glad mine is blue,” said Amy.

And then the rooms were very still while the pages
were softly turned, and the winter sunshine crept in to
touch the bright heads and serious faces with a Christ-
mas greeting.

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

“Goodness only knows. Some poor creeter came a-beg-
gin’, and your ma went straight off to see what was need-
ed. There never was such a woman for givin’ away vittles
and drink, clothes and firin’,” replied Hannah, who had
lived with the family since Meg was born, and was consid-

ered by them all more as a friend than a servant.

“She will be back soon, I think, so fry your cakes,
and have everything ready,” said Meg, looking over the
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MaJICHBKNM UYeIlYMKaM B cocefHell KomHaTe. — Mama Xo-
yeT, 4YTOOBI MBI YWTAJIM, JIOOUIN U Oeperiiv 5TU KHUTH,
M MBI JOJIKHBI HAUYaTh 9TO AeJaTh IPAMO ceiiuac. Paub-
1re MbI TOGPOCOBECTHO BBITIOJHSIU 3Ty OOS3aHHOCTH, HO
C Tex II0p, KakK Ialla yIiieJ Ha BOMHY U TATOThI, CBSI3aHHbBIE
Cc Heli, BBIOMJIM HAC U3 KOJIeM, MBI CTAJIM MHOT'OE JeJIaTh
CIycTs pyKaBa. Bel MosKeTe mOCTymaTh KaK BaM YT'OIHO,
HO A OyIy Jep:;KaThb CBOIO KHUT'Y HA CTOJHKE PSIIOM C KpPO-
BaThIO U OyAy UYUTATH IOHEMHOTY KasKJ0€e YTPO, KaK TOJb-
KO IIPOCHYCh, Beb A 3HAI0, UTO 9TO HOUAET MHE Ha IIOJb3Y
u OyIeT MOAJep:KUBAThL MEHS B TeUeHUe THs.

3aTeM OHa OTKphLJIA CBOIO HOBYIO KHUTY W Hayajia 4u-
TaTh. [[:K0 00HANA cecTpy U, IPUCIOHUBIINCH IIEKOH K ee
1leKe, TOXKe MPHUCTYIMNJIA K UTEHUIO C KPOTKHM BbIpasKe-
HUEM, KOTOpPOe TaK PeIKO MOKHO OBLJIO YBUAETH Ha ee Oec-
IOKOMHOM JINIIE.

— Kaxas ke Mbor xopomasa! 9Mmu, maBail ToxKe IOCTe-
nyeMm ux npumepy. I momory Tebe co CIOKHBIMU CJIOBaAMU,

a OHu O6'I)HCHH'I‘ HaM TO, YTO MBI HE HOfIMeM, — IIpouIernTaga
Ber, BIeUaTIMBIINCH KPACOTON KHUT 1 IPUMEPOM CECTPBI.
— §1 panma, uTro Mos KHuUra rosybas, — cKasajga IMH,

a IIoTOM B KOMHAaATax CTaJIO O4YeHb TUXO, JIUIIb 6BCIHyMHO
IepeBopaunBaJINCh CTPAHUILI, M CBET 3UMHEro COJIHIIA
IPOCauYMBAJICI B OKHA, UTOOBI IPUKOCHYTHLCA K CBETIHIM
rOJIOBAM U CePbEe3HBIM JIMIAM, OYATO IIO3APABIIASL IeBOUEK
¢ PoxxgecTBoM.

— A rme mama? — copocuia Mar, Korma mosadaca Ciy-
ctsa ouu ¢ I[»xo cOesxaiu BHU3, YTOOBI ITOOJIATOLAPUTh Ma-
MY 3a IOJapKH.

— Bor ee snaer. Kakoii-To 6emosara Ipuxomua MUJIO-
CTBHIHIO IIPOCUTH, X Ballla MaMa Cpasy IIOILIa IIOCMOTPETh,
uyTo eMy Hy:KHO. Hukorga eie He ObLJIO Ha CBeTe JKEeHIIU-
HBI, KOTOpas Tak ’Ke pasfaBajia Obl ey U IIUThE, OHEKIY
¥ ApOBa BCeM HYKIAIOIIUMCA, — OTBETUIa XaHHA, OHA
JKIJIA ¢ ceMbell ¢ MOMeHTa poxkaeHus Mbsr, 1 ee Bce cuu-
TaJIu CKOpee IPYroM, ueM CJIYKaHKOMH.

— ITymazo, OHA CKOPO BEPHETCS, II0ITOMY MOKETE 100~
rpeBaTh INPOKKYU U HaKPBIBATh HA CTOJI, — cKasaJya Moar,
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presents which were collected in a basket and kept under
the sofa, ready to be produced at the proper time. “why,
where is Amy’s bottle of cologne?” she added, as the little
flask did not appear.

“She took it out a minute ago, and went off with it
to put a ribbon on it, or some such notion,” replied Jo,
dancing about the room to take the first stiffness off the
new army slippers.

“How nice my handkerchiefs look, don’t they? Han-
nah washed and ironed them for me, and I marked them
all myself,” said Beth, looking proudly at the somewhat
uneven letters which had cost her such labor.

“Bless the child! She’s gone and put ’Mother’ on them
instead of M. March’. How funny!” cried Jo, taking
one up.

“Isn’t that right? I thought it was better to do it so,
because Meg’s initials are M.M., and I don’t want anyone
to use these but Marmee,” said Beth;, looking troubled.

“It’s all right, dear, and a very pretty idea, quite sen-
sible too, for no one can ever mistake now. It will please
her very much, I know,” said Meg, with a frown for Jo
and a smile for Beth.

“There’s Mother. Hide the basket, quick!” cried Jo, as
a door slammed and steps sounded in the hall.

Amy came in hastily, and looked rather abashed when
she saw her sisters all waiting for her.

“Where have you been, and what are you hiding be-
hind you?” asked Meg, surprised to see, by her hood and
cloak, that lazy Amy had been out so early.

“Don’t laugh at me, Jo! I didn’t mean anyone should
know till the time came. I only meant to change the little
bottle for a big one, and I gave all my money to get it, and
I’m truly trying not to be selfish any more.”
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OCMATPUBAsA MOJAPKU, KOTOPbIe XPAHUJINCH B KOP3UHE IIO]
IWBAHOM, TOTOBBIE K BpYUEHUIO B HYKHOE BpeMsa. — A rie
sKe QUIaKOHYUK OfEK0JIOHA OT IMU? — CIpPOCHUJIa OHA, KOT-
la He OOHAPYIKMJIAa B KOP3WHE OJ€KOJIOH.

— Oma BBIHYJIA €TO MUHYTY Ha3aJ ¥ IIOIIJIa MOBA3aTh
Ha Hero JIEHTY WJIU UYTO-TO B 9TOM pone, — oTBeTua I[:xo,
KOTOpasi XOAMJa II0 KOMHATE, IPUTAHI[OBLIBAA, UTOOBI He-
MHOTO Pa3HOCUTHL HOBBIE apMelicKue GOTHHKU.

— Kaxk KpacuBo cMOTPSATCS MOU HOCOBBIE TLJIATKU, IIPaB-
ma? XaHHa BBICTHpAJIA U BBIMVIAAWJIA UX AJIS MEHs, a i ca-
Ma BBIIINJIA Ha HUX METKM, — cKasdaja BeT, ¢ TopgocThio
TJISIA Ha HECKOJbKO HEPOBHBIE OYKBBLI, KOTOPHIE CTOMJIU
eit 60JBIIIOTO TPYyIA.

— BaarocinoBennoe auta! OHa B3sjIa U BBINIWJIA Ha HUX
«MaMa» BmecTo «M. Mapu». Kak 3a6aBHO! — BOCKJIMKHY-
na J[:xo0, paccMaTpuBas OOUH U3 ILJIATOYKOB.

— A uto? PasBe sTo HempasuiabHo? S momymaia, 4To
Tak OymeT Jydlile, IOTOMY 4YTO y Mar Takuwe ke WHUIAA-
gl — M. M., a g He X0uy, UYTOOBI 3TUMHU ILJIATKAMU IIOJIb30-
BaJICS KTO-TO, KDOMe MaMbl, — CMYTHUBIINCH, cKasaya Ber.

— Bce B mopAgke, Joporas, u 3TO OUYeHb X0poIlasa ujed,
K TOMY K€ BIIOJIHE Pa3yMHAas, IOTOMY UTO Teephb HUKTO He

omubercsa. U et 6ymer oueHb IPUATHO, A 3HA0, — CKasa-
Jga Mbar, xMmypo nocmoTpeB Ha ko0, 1 yabsioHynIack Bet.
— A BoT m mama. IIpauem Kop3uHy, OBICTPO! — BOC-

KJIUKHYJIa J[K0, KOra XJIONHYJA IBEPh W B 3aJie IIOCJIbI-
LIAJINCh IIATH.

OMU MOCIIEITHO BOIILIA B KOMHATY U BBITVIAAEJIA JOBOJIb-
HO CMYIIEeHHO#, KOT[a BCTPETIIA OXKUIABIINX €€ CecTep.

— I'me TbI O6bLJIA U UTO 3TO y TeOA 3a CIIMHOI? — CIpPO-
cuyia Mar yaAuBI€HHO, YBUAEB, UTO OOBIYHO JeHUBASA OMU
CerofHs TAK PAHO BBINLIA M3 JOMA, CYAs IO ee Kamopy
U TLIaIry.

— He cmeiica mago muOM, I:xo! S He xoTena, YTOOBI
KTO-TO Y3HAJ paHbIIe BpeMeHu. I XoTeaa TOJIBKO IIOMeE-
HATHh MAJEHBKYIO0 OYTBHIJIOUKY Ha OGOJBINYIO, W S OTHAJa
BCe CBOM JIeHBbI'H, UYTOOBI KYyIIUThH €e, S IIpaBja IIocTapach
0O0JIbIIle HUKOIA He OBITh 3TOMCTKOIM.
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As she spoke, Amy showed the handsome flask which
replaced the cheap one, and looked so earnest and humble
in her little effort to forget herself that Meg hugged her
on the spot, and Jo pronounced her ’a trump’, while Beth
ran to the window, and picked her finest rose to ornament
the stately bottle.

“You see I felt ashamed of my present, after read-
ing and talking about being good this morning, so I ran
round the corner and changed it the minute I was up, and
I’m so glad, for mine is the handsomest now.”

Another bang of the street door sent the basket under
the sofa, and the girls to the table, eager for breakfast.

“Merry Christmas, Marmee! Many of them! Thank you
for our books. We read some, and mean to every day,”
they all cried in chorus.

“Merry Christmas, little daughters! I’'m glad you be-
gan at once, and hope you will keep on. But I want to say
one word before we sit down. Not far away from here lies
a poor woman with a little newborn baby. Six children
are huddled into one bed to keep from freezing, for they
have no fire. There is 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 Christmas present?”

They were all unusually hungry, having waited nearly
an hour, and for a minute no one spoke, only a minute,
for Jo exclaimed impetuously,

“I’m so glad you came before we began!”

“May I go and help carry the things to the poor little
children?” asked Beth eagerly.
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I9Mu moxasajia KpacHUBBIN 60JIbIION (QIaKOH, 3aMEHUB-
WY OeleBbId, U BBITVIALEJA TAKOH cepbe3Holl U CMUPEeH-
HOUM B CBOEM MAaJIEHBKOM YCHUJIMU BecTH ce0s DOCTOITHO,
uyro Msr TyT e oOHsa ee, a I[)KO HasBaJjia ee «MOJIOA-
IoM», B TO BpeMA Kak BeT mombekaja K OKHY U copBajia
CBOIO JIYUIIYI0O PO3Y, UTOOBI YKPACUTHh 3TOT POCKOIIHBIM
dIaKoH.

— Iloammaere, MHe CTAjJO0 CTHIZHO 3a CBOM IIOJapoOK
CEeTOMHS YTPOM IIOCJIE TOTO, KaK S MOUMTATa KHUTY U MBI
IIOTOBOPUJIM O TOM, KaK BAyKHO OBITH XOPOIIMMM, IIO3TO-
MY, KakK TOJbKO S BCTaJIa, A I0berkaa B Marasuy 3a yIrjioM
u noMeHsana GJIaKoOH, U I TaK pajga, IOTOMY UTO MOU IIO-
IapoK Telepb caMblil KPaCUBBIN.

ITocsie TOro Kak CHOBAa XJIOIHYJIA BXOAHASA ABEPb, KOP-
3WHA OTIIPaBUJIACh IO AUBAH, a MIPOTOJIOABIINECA JeBOY-
KUY IIOTOPONUJINCH K CTOJY.

— Cuacriusoro PoxgectBa, mamouka! dKemaem BcTpe-
THUTB ellle MHOT'0 TaKuX npasauunkos! Cnacubo Tebe 3a KHU-
ru. Mz YiKe IIPOYJIr HEMHOI'O 1 6y11eM YuTaTh 9TU KHUT'HU
KayKIBbIN TeHb! — XOPOM BOCKJIHKHYJIU OHH.

— Cuacriusoro Poxxgecrsa, mouennku! SI pama, uro
BBI Cpa3dy HavaJIu UX YUTaTh, 1 HAAEIOCh, YTO IIPOAOIKUTE
9TO JejiaTh W BIpenb. Ho mpekae ueM MBI CSIeM 3a CTOJI,
A X04y KOe-4yTO BaM CKasaTh. B IoMe HeIogaJIeKy OTCIO-
na JexXuT OemHasa OOJIbHAA MKEHIMMHA C MaJIeHBKUM HO-
BOpOKIeHHBIM pebeunkoM. IllecTepo meTeil :KMyTcsS APYT
K IPYTY B OGHOU IIOCTEJN, YTOOBI He 3aMEP3HYTh, IIOTOMY
YTO y HUX HeT JApoB. IM Heuero ecThb, M cTapuInii Majb-
YUK MIPUIIEJ] CKas3aTb MHE, UTO OHM CTPAZAIOT OT I'oJIoja
u xXoJsioga. J[eBOUKM MOU, BHI OTAAAUTE MM CBOM 3aBTpak
B KauecTBe POKAECTBEHCKOTO moJapKa?

Bce onu ObLIM HEOOBIUAMHO T'OJIONHBI, HIPOMKIAB MAaTh
MIOYTHU Yac, M HA MUHYTY BCe 3aMOJIUAJIN, HO JIUIIb Ha MU-
HYTY, TOTOMY UTO J[3K0 IMOPBHIBUCTO BOCKJIMKHYJIA:

— § Tak paga, 4TO ThI IPHUIILJIA OO0 TOTO, KAK MbI Ha-
yaJii 3aBTPaKaTh!

— Mo:KHO s MOHAY U IIOMOT'Y OTHECTH Bce OeIHBIM fe-
TUIIKaM? — HeTepIleJuBo cupocuiaa ber.
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“I shall take the cream and the muffings,” added Amy,
heroically giving up the article she most liked.

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

“I thought you’d do it,” said Mrs. March, smiling as
if satisfied. “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 dinnertime.”

They were soon ready, and the procession set out.
Fortunately it was early, and they went through back
streets, so few people saw them, and no one laughed at
the queer party.

A poor, bare, miserable room it was, with broken win-
dows, no fire, ragged bedclothes, a sick mother, wailing
baby, and a group of pale, hungry children cuddled under
one old quilt, trying to keep warm.

How the big eyes stared and the blue lips smiled as
the girls went in.

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

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

In a few minutes it really did seem as if kind spirits
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,
while she dressed the little baby as tenderly as if it had
been her own.

The girls meantime spread the table, set the children
round the fire, and fed them like so many hungry birds,
laughing, talking, and trying to understand the funny
broken English.

“Das ist gut!” “Die Engel-kinder!” cried the poor
things as they ate and warmed their purple hands at the
comfortable blaze.
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— 51 BosbMy cauBKM u OyJI0UKHM, — mobOaBumya IMHU,
PeluTeabHO OTKA3hIBAACH OT YIOIEeHUs, KOTOpoe eil Hpa-
BUJIOCH 0OJIBIIIE BCETO.

Mbr yike yIIakoBBIBAJIA TPEYHEBYIO KAllly W CKJIAIbIBA-
Ja xj1e6 B OGHY GOJIBIIYIO TAPEJKY.

— $1 3Hana, 4YTO BBI IOCTYIINTE UMEHHO TaK, — CKasaja
muccuc Mapu ¢ J0BOJIbHOI YJIBIOKOI. — BBI Bce moMoskeTe
MHe, a KOTZia MbI BEepHEMCs, TO OyZeM 3aBTPakaThb XJieboM
C MOJIOKOM, a K 00ely HaBepcTaeM yIIyIlIeHHoe.

Bckope Bce OBLIO TOTOBO, M IIPOLECCHUSA ABUHYJIACH
B IyTh. K cuacThbio, OBLIO ellfe JOBOJBHO PAHO, U OHU ILIN
IO 3aKOYJIKaM, II03TOMY MaJjo KTO WX BUAEN, U HUKTO He
mocMesJICs HaJll 9TON CTPaHHON KOMIIaHUEH.

Onu BomwIu B 6efHYI0, IYCTYIO0, YOOT'YI0 KOMHATY C pas-
OUTHLIMU OKHAMMU, IIOTYXIINM KaMHUHOM, PBAHBIM IIOCTEJIb-
HBIM OeJbeM, OOJIbHOM MaTepblo, ILIaUyIUM pebeHKOM
¥ OpaBoii OJIeJHBIX TOJIOTHBIX eTeli, CBepHYBIINXCA KaJja-
YHUKOM IIOJ OLHUM CTAPBIM OJeSJI0M, IIBITAACHh COIPETHCA.

C KaKuM Ke U3yMJIeHHeM PACIaxHyJNCh OOJIbIINe IJIa-
3a 1 3ayJbI0AJINCh CUHIE I'yObl, KOT[a IeBOYKHM BOILIM!

— Ax, mein Gott! 9To 106phIe aHre/Ibl ABUINCH K HaM! —
CKaszaJia OemHas JKeHIMHA, 3aIJIaKaB OT PAJOCTHU.

— Kakwme cTpaHHBIe aHTesJbl, B Kalopax ¥ Bapex-
kax! — ckasaJsa J[JKo ¥ BceX 3TUM PaccMeIna.

Yepes HECKOJIBKO MUHYT U IIPaBIa MOIJIO IIOKA3aThC,
YTO B 3TOM OeQHOM KUJIHINe ImopaboTanau HoOpble TYXMH.
XamHa mpuUHecsa IpoBa, pa3Beja OroHb 1 3aTKHYJIa pa3ou-
ThbI€ CTEKJIa CTaPbIMU LIJIAIIaMU 1 CO6CTBeHHI)IM IIJIaIIOM.
Muccuc Mapu HakopMuIa MaTh OBCAHKOMN C YaeM, yTellas
ee o0eIaHUAME IIOMOIIY, ITOKA IIepeoeBaja pedbeHKa Tak
HEeXXHO, Kak OyATO OH ObII ee COOCTBEHHBIM.

Tem BpeMeHeM [eBOUYKM HAKPHLIN HA CTOJ, YCATUJIN Je-
Tell BOKPYT ouara U HaKOPMUJIU UX, KAK T'OJOMHBIX ITEH-
II0B, CMesACh, pa3roBapuBas U NbITAACH IIOHATh UX CMEIII-
HOM JIOMaHBIN aHTVIMACKUH.

— Das ist gut! Die Engelkinder! — Bockaumanu Gex-
HAKKHN, TIOKA eJIX ¥ COTPEeBAJIN CBOM 0ArpoBble PYKU Y VIOT-
HOTO OTHA.
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The girls had never been called angel children before,
and thought it very agreeable, especially Jo, who had
been considered a ’Sancho’ ever since she was born. That
was a very happy breakfast, though they didn’t get any
of it. And when they went away, leaving comfort behind,
I think there were not in all the city four merrier people
than the hungry little girls who gave away their break-
fasts and contented themselves with bread and milk on
Christmas morning.

“That’s loving our neighbor better than ourselves,
and I like it,” said Meg, as they set out their presents
while their mother was upstairs collecting clothes for the
poor Hummels.

Not a very splendid show, but there was a great deal
of love done up in the few little bundles, and the tall vase
of red roses, white chrysanthemums, and trailing vines,
which stood in the middle, gave quite an elegant air to
the table.

“She’s coming! Strike up, Beth! Open the door, Amy!
Three cheers for Marmee!” cried Jo, prancing about while
Meg went to conduct Mother to the seat of honor.

Beth played her gayest march, amy threw open the
door, and Meg enacted escort with great dignity. Mrs.
March was both surprised and touched, and smiled with
her eyes full as she examined her presents and read the
little notes which accompanied them. The slippers went
on at once, a new handkerchief was slipped into her pock-
et, well scented with Amy’s cologne, the rose was fas-
tened in her bosom, and the nice gloves were pronounced
a perfect fit.

There was a good deal of laughing and kissing and
explaining, in the simple, loving fashion which makes
these home festivals so pleasant at the time, so sweet to
remember long afterward, and then all fell to work.

The morning charities and ceremonies took so much
time that the rest of the day was devoted to preparations
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JleBouek HUKOTIA paHbIlle He Ha3bIBAJIU aHTeJOUKaAMU,
¥ UM 9TO OBLIO OUeHBb MPUATHO, 0coOeHHO K0, KOTOPYIO
C CaMOTO POMKJEeHUA BCE CUMUTAJIU IPOKABHUIEH. ITO OBLI
O4YeHb HpHHTHLIﬁ 3aBTPaK, XOTh UM M H€ OJOCTaJIOCh HHU
Kkpomku. VI Korga OHM YIILINA, OCTABUB YIOT MO3aaM, IOJa-
rao, UTO BO BCEM Ir'opojie He HAILIOCh ObI HUKOTO BeceJiee,
yeM YeTBepo T'OJIOAHBIX IeBOUeK, KOTOphIe IIOXKePTBOBA-
JI1 CBOMM 3aBTPAKOM, MOBOJBCTBYSACH XJIEOOM C MOJIOKOM
B POJKJIeCTBEHCKOE YTPO.

— 9TO U 3HAYUT JIOOUTH OJIM¥KHEro 00JIbIlIe, YeM CaMO-
ro ce0sa, U MHe 9TO HPaBUTCsS, — CKasajyia Mar, Korma oHU
packiIambIBaly IIONAapKM, [IOKa MaTh HaBepxy cobupaia
omexnay A OerHsSKeK XIOMMeJb.

He Gor BecTh KakKoe POCKOIIHOE 3peullle, HO B 3THU
HECKOJIbKO CBEPTKOB OBLIO BJIOJKEHO TaK MHOI'0O J00BHU,
a CTOABIIASA HA CTOJI€ BHICOKAs Basda ¢ KPACHBIMU PO3aMu,
06eJIbIMU XPU3AHTEMAMM W BBIONIMMUCS CTeOJIAMU TIpHuIa-
BaJia eMy BecbMa 3JIETaHTHBIN BUJ.

— Omna uger! Hauunaii, Ber! OTkpriBaili a1Bepb, OMmu!
TpoekpaTHoe «ypa» B UeCTh MaMOUYKM! — BOCKJIMKHYJA
ko0, mognpeIrnBasa Ha MecTe, B TO BpeMdA Kak Mar momia
IIPOBOOUTH MaMy K IIOYE€THOMY MECTY.

Ber szaurpajia cBoii camMblii BeceJblil Mapiil, IMH pac-
maxHyJia OBepb, a Mar ¢ 00JbIINM JOCTOMHCTBOM BBEJIa
MaTh IO PYKY B KoMHaTy. IlopakeHHas, pacTporamHas
muccuc Mapu yabibanach, paccMaTpuBas MOJapKU Joue-
pell riasaMu, IOJHBIMU CJIe3, M YUTas IIPUKPENJIEHHBIE
K HUM 3anucouku. Tydau oHa Hazesa cpasy, a HOBBII
HOCOBOM IJIATOK, HAAYIIEHHBIH OJeKOJOHOM OMU, CYHYJIa
B KapMaH; po3y IIPUKOJIOJA K I'PyAU, a KPpacUBhIe IIepyar-
KU IPUILLIUCH i BIIOPY.

BrlI0 MHOTO MCKPEHHUX CJIOB JIOOBU, cMexa U IoIle-
JIyeB B TOM HEXUTPO MaHepe, KOTopasd JejlaeT ceMeliHbIe
OpasgHUKN TAaKVMMHU IIPUATHBIMHA, TaAKUMHW MWJIBIMH, YTO
0 HUX BCIIOMUHAIOT ellle J0JITOe BpeMs CITyCTs; a 3aTeM Bce
IPUHAJINCH 3a pabory.

VYTpenHue 0JarOTBOPUTENIbHBIE MEPOIPUATUA U Ilepe-
MOHWHU 3aHAJN TaK MHOTO BPEMEHH!, UYTO OCTATOK THA GBI
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for the evening festivities. Being still too young to go
often to the theater, and not rich enough to afford any
great outlay for private performances, the girls put their
wits to work, and necessity being the mother of inven-
tion, made whatever they needed. Very clever were some
of their productions, pasteboard guitars, antique lamps
made of old-fashioned butter boats covered with silver
paper, gorgeous robes of old cotton, glittering with tin
spangles from a pickle factory, and armor covered with
the same useful diamond shaped bits left inn sheets when
the lids of preserve pots were cut out. The big chamber
was the scene of many innocent revels.

No gentleman were admitted, so Jo played male parts
to her heart’s content and took immense satisfaction in
a pair of russet leather boots given her by a friend, who
knew a lady who knew an actor. These boots, an old foil,
and a slashed doublet once used by an artist for some pic-
ture, were Jo’s chief treasures and appeared on all occa-
sions.

The smallness of the company made it necessary for
the two principal actors to take several parts apiece, and
they certainly deserved some credit for the hard work
they did in learning three or four different parts, whisk-
ing in and out of various costumes, and managing the
stage besides. It was excellent drill for their memories,
a harmless amusement, and employed many hours which
otherwise would have been idle, lonely, or spent in less
profitable society.

On christmas night, a dozen girls piled onto the bed
which was the dress circle, and sat before the blue and
yellow chintz curtains in a most flattering state of expec-

44



ManeHbKkne »XeHLHbI

MMOJIHOCTBIO IIOCBSAIIEH IIOAIOTOBKE K BeUepHEMY IIpasHe-
cTBY. [leBouKu OBLIN elle CANNIKOM IOHBIMU, YTOOBI YACTO
TmocelaTh TeaTp, U HeJOCTATOUHO 0OTaThIMU, UTOOBI Tpa-
THUTH MHOTO JeHer Ha CBOU CIIEKTAKJIM, HO IIOCTOSHHO JIO-
MaJiu TOJIOBY HAJ TeM, KaK cIejlaTh Bce HeoOXOoamMoe s
JOMAITHUX TpeacTaBiaenuii. HekoTopble ux m3obpeTeHUsS
OBLIM OYEeHb XUTPOYMHBIMU: KaPTOHHBIE TUTAPbI, CTAPUH-
HbIe JIAMIIBI U3 CTAPOMOIHEIX MACJIEHOK, OKJIEeHHBIX cepe-
OpsHOI OymMaroii, pOCKOIIHbIE OeAHUSA U3 CTAPOro CUTIIA,
CBEpPKAIOIyie 3Be3NaMU, BHIPE3AHHLIMM M3 KPBIIIEK KOH-
CepBHBIX OAHOK ¢ MapMHOBaIbHOMN dMabpuru. [locmexu ObI-
JIX OOIIUTHI KECTIHBIMU POMOaMM, KOTOPHIE OCTAaBaJINCh
IOCJie BBIPE3AaHMUsI 3BE3] U3 TeX JKe IIOJEe3HBIX KPBIIIEK.
Boabirasa KoMmHaTa Obljla MECTOM MHOTMX HEBUHHBIX pas-
BJIEUEHUI.

IOHomn He HONMYCKAJNCH K YYACTHUIO B IIPEACTABJICHU-
AX, moaTomMy I:KO camMa mrpajga MY:KCKHe POJIM CKOJBKO
Iyllle YyroAHO W II0Jydajia OrPOMHOE YOBOJIBCTBUE OT BBI-
CTYILJIEHUI B KPaCHOBATO-KOPUYHEBHIX KOMKAaHBIX Calorax,
IOJapeHHBIX el IIOAPYIol, 3HAaKOMOM C JaMoii, KoTopas
OblIa TIPUATEJbHUIIENl OJHOTO aKTepa. ITH caloru, cra-
pas pammpa M KamM30J C paspesaMu, KOTOpbIe KOIIa-TO
WCIOJIb30BAJNCh XYIOKHUKOM [IJIA HAINUCAHUSA KaKOI-TO
KapTUHBI, OBLIN IVIABHBIMU COKpoBuUiiamMu [[3K0, 1 OHA II0-
SABJISJIACH B HUX Ha CI[eHEe IIPU KaKAOM yIZOOHOM ciydae.

MaJjiounc/JIeHHOCTb TPYIIILI 00YCIOBIIA HEO0OX0ANMOCTD
IBYX TJIABHBIX aKTEPOB HCIIOJHATH II0 HECKOJBKY pojeit
B KayK0M IIbece, ¥ OHU, HECOMHEHHO, 3aCJIYKIIN IOXBATY
3a Te YCUJINSA, C KOTOPHIMU OHU 3ayUUBAJIU TPU WM YEThbI-
pe pasHbIe poJiu, HajieBasA U CHUMAsA Pa3InYHble KOCTIOMBI
U, KpOMe TOTO, PYKOBOJASA IIOCTAHOBKOIi. ITO 6e300uaHOE
pasBiIeuYeHNEe OTINYHO TPEHMPOBAJO MAMATL W 3aHHMAJIO
MHOTO YaCcOB, KOTOpPbIE€ B IIPOTUBHOM CJIyUae OHU IIPOBEIU
OBl B IPA3JHOCTH, B OSMHOYECTBE UJIN MeHee 0JIaromnpusT-
HOM OO0IIlecTBe.

B pokgecTBEeHCKYI0 HOUb Ha KPOBaTU, CJIY:KUBIIell Oe-
JIbITAKEM, CTPYAUJIACH JI0MKIHA IIPUIJIAIIEHHBIX JeBOUEK,
CHUIEBIINX Iepel CHUHe-KeJThIMU CUTIEeBbIMU 3aHABeCKa-
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tancy. There was a good deal of rustling and whispering
behind the curtain, a trifle of lamp smoke, and an occa-
sional giggle from Amy, who was apt to get hysterical in
the excitement of the moment. Presently a bell sounded,
the curtains flew apart, and the OPERATIC TRAGEDY
began.

“A gloomy wood,” according to the one playbill, was
represented by a few shrubs in pots, green baize on the
floor, and a cave in the distance. This cave was made with
a clothes horse for a roof, bureaus for walls, and in it
was a small furnace in full blast, with a black pot on it
and an old witch bending over it. The stage was dark and
the glow of the furnace had a fine effect, especially as
real steam issued from the kettle when the witch took off
the cover. A moment was allowed for the first thrill to
subside, then Hugo, the villain, stalked in with a clank-
ing sword at his side, a slouching hat, black beard, mys-
terious cloak, and the boots. After pacing to and fro in
much agitation, he struck his forehead, and burst out in
a wild strain, singing of his hatred to Roderigo, his love
for Zara, and his pleasing resolution to kill the one and
win the other. The gruff tones of Hugo’s voice, with an
occasional shout when his feelings overcame him, were
very impressive, and the audience applauded the moment
he paused for breath. bowing with the air of one accus-
tomed to public praise, he stole to the cavern and ordered
Hagar to come forth with a commanding, “What ho, min-
ion! I need thee!”

Out came Meg, with gray horsehair hanging about her
face, a red and black robe, a staff, and cabalistic signs
upon her cloak. Hugo demanded a potion to make Zara
adore him, and one destroy Roderigo. Hagar, in a fine
dramatic melody, promised both, and proceeded to call
up the spirit who would bring the love philter.
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MU B MOJ0OOCTPACTHOM BOJHeHHU. M3-3a 3aHaBECKHU [0-
HOCHJINCH IIIOPOX U IIIEIOT, 3alaX AbIMAa OT JIAMIIbI U IIePH-
OIUYeCKOe XUXUKaHbe OMHU, KOTOpad ObLja CKJIOHHA CMe-
ATHCA OO0 KOJUK OT BOJIHEHUs. BcKope pasmajics 3BOHOK,
3aHaBeC pPasABUHYJICSA, U HAUAJaCh OIepHAA Tparegus.

«MpaunsIii jiec», COTJIACHO eIMHCTBEHHOM MporpaMMKe
CTIEKTaKJs, ObLI IIPEeACTaBJIeH HECKOJIbKUMHU PACTEHUIMU
B TOPIIIKAaX, 3€JIEHBIM CYKHOM Ha II0JIY U IIeIepoil YyTh II0-
onanb. Ilemiepa aTa Oblja caejlaHa U3 CYNIUIKU JIA 6ebs
BMECTO KPBINIM, KOMOJOB BMECTO CT€H, a BHYTPU BOBCIO
ropes HeOOJBIION ouar ¢ YepHLIM KOTEJIKOM, Haja KOTO-
PBHIM CKJOHWJIACH cTapas BeabMma. Ha cieHe ObLIO T€MHO,
W CBeT OT ovyara IpoOu3BOANJ IIPEKPACHBIN a(ddexT, Tem
6oJiee UTO M3 KOTEJKa I1eJI HACTOAIIUI map, Korma BeabMa
CHUMAJIa ¢ Hero KpbImKy. CIycTsa MIHOBEHME, IIOCJIe TOT0
KaK YTUXJIU IIePBbIe BOCTOPTH IIyOJMKM, B KOMHATY BOIIIEJ
T'yro, snogmeit ¢ uepHO# 60POMON 1 MEUOM, JAITAIOIIUM Ha
60Ky, B ILJIAIIE€ C OIIYIUIEHHBIMHU IIOJIAMIN, B TAMHCTBEHHOM
miaiie u camorax. IIpoiifsick B3aa W BIEpel B CHUJILHOM
BO30Y:KJIeHUM, OH XJIOMHYJI ce6s 1mo Ji0y 1 paspasujica Au-
KHM BOILJIEM, BOCIIEBAsA CBOIO HEHABUCTL K Poapuro, cBorw
J11000Bb K 3ape W CBOIO CTOJb IIPUBJIEKATENbLHYIO MbBICJIb
00 yOuiicTBe IIepBOr0 U IOKOpPeHWH BTOpoii. I'pyObie mH-
ToHAIMKU ToJioca I'yro, BpemMs OT BpeMEHM BCKPUKHBAB-
1I1eTo, KOTZa ero OJj0JeBaii YyBCTBA, IPOU3BEIN CUIbLHOE
BIIEUAT/IEHWE, M NyOJMKa 3aaljiofupoBajia, KaK TOJBKO
OH OCTAHOBUJICH, UTOOBLI IEepeBecTH AyX. IIOKJIOHUBIINCH
C BUIOM YeJIOBEeKa, MPUBBIKIIETO K IIyOJMYHOMY BOCXBa-
JIEHUIO0, OH IIPOKpAaJICA B IeIlepy U MOBEJIUTEILHBIM TOHOM
mpukKaszan Xedrap BBIATH: «IJU ThI, IPUCIENIHUIA MOs!
Tel MHe HY:KHa!»

W3 memeps! BhINLIA M3r B KpacHO-UePHOM OJeAHUMH,
C IIOCOXOM M Kabb6aIMCcTUUeCKUMHU 3HAKaMM Ha ILjalle; ce-
Ible IPSAN U3 KOHCKOTO BOJIoca 06paMiIsaiau ee JuIo. I'yro
moTpeboBaJ y Hee OIHO 3eJIbe, KOTOPOEe 3aCTaBUJIO ObI 3apy
000:KaTh €ro, a Apyroe — 4ToObl YHUUYTOXKUTH Poapuro.
Xeiirap, mosHas gpaMaTusma, obelaia U TO WM APYroe,
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Hither, hither, from thy home,

Airy sprite, I bid thee come!

Born of roses, fed on dew,

Charms and potions canst thou brew?
Bring me here, with elfin speed,

The fragrant philter which I need.
Make it sweet and swift and strong,
Spirit, answer now my song!

A soft strain of music sounded, and then at the back
of the cave appeared a little figure in cloudy white, with
glittering wings, golden hair, and a garland of roses on
its head. Waving a wand, it sang...

Hither I come,

From my airy home,

Afar in the silver moon.

Take the magic spell,

And use it well,

Or its power will vanish soon!

And dropping a small, gilded bottle at the witch’s
feet, the spirit vanished. Another chant from Hagar pro-
duced another apparition, not a lovely one, for with a
bang an ugly black imp appeared and, having croaked a
reply, tossed a dark bottle at Hugo and disappeared with
a mocking laugh. Having warbled his thanks and put the
potions in his boots, Hugo departed, and Hagar informed
the audience that as he had killed a few of her friends in
times past, she had cursed him, and intends to thwart his
plans, and be revenged on him. Then the curtain fell, and
the audience reposed and ate candy while discussing the
merits of the play.

A good deal of hammering went on before the curtain
rose again, but when it became evident what a master-
piece of stage carpentery had been got up, no one mur-
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IIPOJOJIKASA IIPUBBIBATH yXa, KOTOPBINA IIPUHECET IPUBO-
DPOTHOe 3eJbe.

O, BO3AYIIHBIN AYX, THI BOJIXB?
Bapums 3enpa? Ha moii 30B
TsI mpuau, CHIH PO3, clozal
Hyx, poca — TBoA enal

Ckop, Kak 31b(, TOTOBL OTBAp,
ITonHBIN IPUBOPOTHBIX Yap,
Brictpo geiicrByromuii! yx,
OrBeuaii, s 3eabe Kay!

3asByuaJsia TUXad MEJOAUA, U B INIyOUHE Ielepsl IIo-
SABUJIACH MaJIEHbKAsd GUIypKa B MOJIOYHO-0€JIOM OfesiHUMU,
CO CBEPKAIOIINMHU KPBLIbIMU, 30JI0THIMHU BOJIOCAMY U BEH-
KOM 13 pO3 Ha rojioBe. BaMaxHyB BOJIIIEOHOI MAJIOYKOIL,
IyX 3are:

S mpuieres, ocTaBUI 3a ILJIEYOM

Ha cepe6pe JIyHBI IPOCTOPHBIN ZOM.
51 smecs! Ucnonb3yit 3aroBop ¢ ymom
U ocnabers He maii Bceil cuse B HeM!

Y, ypoHUB K HOTaM BeIlbMbI MaJIEHbKYIO TTO30JI0UEHHYIO
OyTBHLIOUKY, nyX ucues. Eie omna apusa Xeirap BbI3Bajia
Ipyro#l nyx, Ha 9TOT pas3 He OYeHb IPUBJIEKATEJIbHbBIN, IO~
TOMY YTO TeIlepPh Ha CIleHe ¢ TPOXOTOM IIOSABUJICS YPOIJIU-
BRI 4epHBI 0ec 1, IPOXPUIIEB UTO-TO B OTBET, IIBBLIPHY.JI
TeMHYIO OyTBLIOUKY B I'yro 1 mcues co 3JI0BEIUM CMEXOM.
IIpomeB cioBa 6JIaTrOJapHOCTH U CYHYB 3€JbA B CAIIOTH,
T'yro ymanuics, a Xeirap coobiiuia spuTejaM, U4TO, I10-
CKOJIbKY B IPOIIJIOM OH YOMJI HECKOJBbKHX ee Apy3eil, oHa
MIPOKJIAJA ero U Telleph HaMepPeHa OTOMCTUTh, PACCTPOUB
BCe ero IIaHbl. 3aTeM 3aHaBeC OMYCTHUJICSI, W BO BpeMs
AHTPAaKTa 3PUTENN OTABIXAJIU W eJIU KOH(METhI, 00CyxKIaass
JTOCTOMHCTBA IILECHI.

IIpexxme ueM 3aHaBeC CHOBA IIOAHSAJCS, MOJTO€ BpeMs
paszaBaJjica TPOMKHEA CTYK MOJIOTKOB, HO KOT/]a CTAJIO SICHO,
KaKol IefieBp CIIEHWYECKOTO CTOJIAPHOTO MCKYCCTBA OBLIT
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mured at the delay. It was truly superb. A tower rose to
the ceiling, halfway up appeared a window with a lamp
burning in it, and behind the white curtain appeared Zara
in a lovely blue and silver dress, waiting for Roderigo.
He came in gorgeous array, with plumed cap, red cloak,
chestnut lovelocks, a guitar, and the boots, of course.
Kneeling at the foot of the tower, he sang a serenade in
melting tones. Zara replied and, after a musical dialogue,
consented to fly. Then came the grand effect of the play.
Roderigo produced a rope ladder, with five steps to it,
threw up one end, and invited Zara to descend. Timidly
she crept from her lattice, put her hand on Roderigo’s
shoulder, and was about to leap gracfully down when
“Alas! Alas for Zaral!” she forgot her train. It caught in
the window, the tower tottered, leaned forward, fell with
a crash, and buried the unhappy lovers in the ruins.

A universal shriek arose as the russet boots waved
wildly from the wreck and a golden head emerged, ex-
claiming, “I told you so! I told you so!” With wonderful
presence of mind, Don Pedro, the cruel sire, rushed in,
dragged out his daughter, with a hasty aside...

“Don’t laugh! Act as if it was all right!” and, ordering
Roderigo up, banished him form the kingdom with wrath
and scorn. Though decidedly shaken by the fall from the
tower upon him, Roderigo defied the old gentleman and
refused to stir. This dauntless example fired Zara. She
also defied her sire, and he ordered them both to the
deepest dungeons of the castle. A stout little retainer
came in with chains and led them away, looking very
much frightened and evidently forgetting the speech he
ought to have made.
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BO3BEJICH 34 BpeMs IIepephiBa, HUKTO He CTaJ BhIPAXKaTh He-
IOBOJIBCTBA 1M3-3a 3aJeP:KKH. ITO ObLIO IIONCTHHE BEJIUKO-
JierrHO. BrIcokas GaIlrHsA MOAHUMAJIACh K TIOTOJIKY, Ha cepe-
JIUHE ee BBICOTHI BUJHEJIOCH OKHO C FOPAIIEH B HEM JIaMIIOH,
U 13-3a 0esioll 3aHaBeCKM MOSBUJIACh 3apa B IPEKPacHOM
cepebpucTo-TOIy0OM ILIaThe B osKkumanuu Pogpuro. OH BbI-
1IIeJT B POCKOIIIHOM HapsAne, B ILIAIE C MePbAMU, KPACHOM
Iaie, ¢ KallTaHOBLIMU JIOKOHAMM Ha IeKax, ¢ TUTapoii
¥, KOHEUHO JKe, BCe B TeX Ke KPACHO-KOPUYHEBBIX CAIIOTaX.
OnycTUBIINCh HA OJHO KOJIEHO y IIOZHOXKHA OAaIlH!, OH
3alejl CepeHaay TpPOoraTeJbHBIM I'OJOCOM. 3apa OTBETHJIA
¥ II0CJIe MY3bIKAJILHOTO AUajiora COIVIacuJiach COBEPIIUTH
mober. 3aTeM HacCTymuja KyJbMUHAIMA IbeCcbl. Poapuro
JIOCTaJI BePEeBOUHYIO JIECTHUILY C HATHIO CTYIEeHSIMU, 3a6po-
CUJI HaBePX OAWH ee KOHell ! IPeJIOKNII 3ape CIIyCTUThCA.
OHa poOKO BbIOpaJyiach M3-3a PEIIETKU, IMOJIOKUIA PYKY Ha
miaeuo Poxapuro u y:ke cobupaiach rpamuo3HO CIPLITHYTH
BHU3, KaK BAPYT... O, HecuacTbe! Bennas 3apa! Oua 3a6b11a
0 cBoeM IIeiidpe, KOTOPBIH 3allelujIcsa 3a OKHO: OalrHs 1mo-
HIaTHYJIACh, HAKPEHMJIACH BIIepe], C FPOXOTOM YIIaja U I0-
rpebJia HECUACTHBIX BJIIOOJIEHHBIX TI0J] pa3BAIUHAMMU.

Paspmasicsa BceoOIUii BOILIb, KOTa KPACHOBATO-KOPUU-
HeBbIEe CAIIOTH CYIOPOKHO 3abuinchk B Bo3ayxe. 1 3omoTu-
cTasi TOJIOBKA IOSABUJIACHL W3-TIOA OOJIOMKOB, BOCKJIHIIAA:
«$§1 e Tebe roBopmial 1 ;xe roopunaly C youBUTEIEHBEIM
mpucyTcTBHEM Ayxa HoH Ileapo, cypoBblii oTel; 3aphl, BO-
pBajicad B KOMHATY U MMOCIIEIITHO OTTAIUJ J0Yb B CTOPOHY,
merrnyB eii: «He cmeiical Bengu cebs Tak, 6yaTo Bce B IIO-
panke!» — u, npukaszas Poapuro mogHATHCS, C THEBOM
¥ TIpe3peHreM H3THAaJ ero u3 KopoJjeBcTBa. Xora Pompu-
ro OBLT CUJILHO IOTPSCEH IaJeHueM ¢ OalllHU, OH OPOCHI
BBIBOB CTAPOMY /[IKEHTJIbMEHY M OTKA3aJicd TPOHYTHCS
¢ MecTa. ITOT OeCCTPAIIHBIA IPUMEDP BOOAYIIEBUJ 3apy.
OHa TakXe OTKas3ajgach MOAUMHUTHCSI CBOEMY OTIY, U OH
MIPUKA3aJ 3aTOUYNTh UX 0001X B caMoii IIyOOKOil TeMHUIle
3aMKa. Bolres TOJICTBIM MajleHBKUU CIyTra ¢ HellaMU U II0-
BeJI UX IMPOYb, BBIIVIAAA OY€Hb HallyraHHBIM W, OY€eBUIHO,
3a0BIB O TOM, UTO JOJIYKEH OBLI CKa3aTh.
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Act third was the castle hall, and here Hagar ap-
peared, having come to free the lovers and finish Hugo.
She hears him coming and hides, sees him put the potions
into two cups of wine and bid the the timid little servant,
“Bear them to the captives in their cells, and tell them
I shall come anon.” The servant takes Hugo aside to tell
him something, and Hagar changes the cups for two oth-
ers which are harmless. Ferdinando, the ’'minion’, carries
them away, and Hagar puts back the cup which holds the
poison meant for Roderigo. Hugo, getting thirsty after
a long warble, drinks it, loses his wits, and after a good
deal of clutching and stamping, falls flat and dies, while
Hagar informs him what she has done in a song of exqui-
site power and melody.

This was a truly thrilling scene, though some persons
might have thought that the sudden tumbling down of
a quantity of long red hair rather marred the effect of
the villain’s death. He was called before the curtain, and
with great propriety appeared, leading Hagar, whose
singing was considered more wonderful than all the rest
of the performance put together.

Act fourth displayed the despairing Roderigo on the
point of stabbing himself because he has been told that
Zara has deserted him. Just as the dagger is at his heart,
a lovely song is sung under his window, informing him
that Zara is true but in danger, and he can save her if he
will. A key is thrown in, which unlocks the door, and in a
spasm of rapture he tears off his chains and rushes away
to find and rescue his lady love.

Act fifth opened with a stormy scene between Zara
and Don Pedro. He wishes her to go into a convent, but
she won’t hear of it, and after a touching appeal, is about
to faint when Roderigo dashes in and demands her hand.
Don Pedro refuses, because he is not rich. They shout and
gesticulate tremendously but cannot agree, and Rodrigo
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B TperheMm axTe B 3ajie 3aMKa nogBUJach Xeirap, 4To-
ObI OCBOOOAUTH BJIIOOJIEHHBIX 1 MIPUKOHUYUTEL ['yro. Yeibl-
1IaB ero Iarv, oHa mpaYeTcsa, HabMonadA, KaKk OH IOIJIN-
BaeT 3eJIbA B JIBe Uallld C BUHOM U IIPUKa3bIBaeT POOKOMY
MajJeHbKoMy cayre: «OTHecH WX IJIEHHUKAM B TEMHUITY
W CKaXKM WM, YTO A CKopo mpunpy». Cayra orBogut I'yro
B CTOPOHY, UTOOBI COOOIUTH €My Koe-uTo, U XeHrap me-
HAET dYallu Ha ABe apyrue, Oe3BpemHblie. IIpHUCIY:KHUK
®depauHaAHIO YHOCUT UX, a Xelrap CTABUT HA MECTO Yally
c AI0M, IpegHasdHaueHHbIM AJia Poxpuro. I'yro, ucobIThI-
Bad JKaKIy IIOCJe AOJTON Tpejiu, MbeT W3 Yallld, TepseT
paccymoK u, Iocje AOJTUX CYAOPOT M TONAaHbA HOraMu,
majaeT Ha IIOJ M YMHUPAET, B TO BpeMs Kak Xelrap B Me-
JIOMVWYHON ¥ MPOHMKHOBEHHOM apuu COOOIIAaeT eMy O TOM,
YTO OHA creJjaja.

910 ObLIA MOUCTHHE 3aXBaThIBAIOIadA CIleHa, XOTA He-
KOTOpBIE MOTJIN OBI CYECTDb, UTO 3 GHEKT CMepPTHU 3J0/es He-
CKOJIBKO HCIIOPTHJIA KOIHA PBIXKEBATHIX BOJIOC, BHE3AITHO
BBIOMBIIUXCA W3-TIOJ HLISANBI. I'yro BBI3BAJM HA TOKJIOH,
U OH ¢ OOJBIIMM JOCTOMHCTBOM BBIIIEJ, BeAsA 3a coboit
Xeiirap, Ube IIEHUE CUYUTAJIOCH UyIecHee, UeEM BCE OCTAJb-
HOe B IIPeACTaBJIeHUU, BMECTe B3ATOe.

B uerBepTOM meiicTBuU mpeacTas oTuadgBInuiics Pogpu-
ro, TOTOBBIA 3aKOJIOTh cebA HOKOM, TaK KaK eMy CKasa-
Jau, uTo 3apa ero ocraBuya. Kak pas B TOT MOMEHT, KOTZIA
KWHKaJ TOTOB OBLI BOH3UTHCA B cepAlie Poapuro, mon ero
OKHOM KTO-TO IIOE€T IPEKPAacCHYIO IIeCHIO, B KOTOPO#l C000-
maercs, 4YTo 3apa eMy BepHa, HO OHA B OMACHOCTU W OH
MOJKeT CIAacTHU ee, ecau moxkejaerT. EMy OpocaioT Kimod,
9TOOBI OTIIEPETH ABEPH, U B BOCTOPTre OH CPHIBAET ¢ cebsa
nenu, 6pocasich IPOYb M3 TEMHUIIBI, YTOOBI HAWTU U CIIa-
CTHU CBOIO BO3JIIOOJEHHYIO.

IIareiii akT Havajicad OypHOM CIEHON MeEXKIYy Sapou
u gouom Ilexpo. OH HacTamBaeT Ha TOM, YTOOBI OHA YIILIa
B MOHACTBIPb, HO OHA W CJBIIIATHL 00 3TOM HEe XOuUeT M, I0-
cJie TporaTeJbHOU MOJILOBI, TOTOBA YIACTh B 0OMOPOK, KaK
BAPYT B KOMHATy BpbIBaeTcsa Poxpuro m HacTOMYUBO IIPO-
cut ee pyku. Ho ou meborar, u q0ou Ilegpo oTKasbpIBaeT emMy.
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is about to bear away the exhausted Zara, when the timid
servant enters with a letter and a bag from Hagar, who
has mysteriously disappeared. The latter informs the
party that she bequeths untold wealth to the young pair
and an awful doom to Don Pedro, if he doesn’t make them
happy. The bag is opened, and several quarts of tin money
shower down upon the stage till it is quite glorified with
the glitter. This entirely softens the stern sire. He con-
sents without a murmur, all join in a joyful chorus, and
the curtain falls upon the lovers kneeling to receive Don
Pedro’s blessing in attitudes of the most romantic grace.

Tumultuous applause followed but received an unex-
pected check, for the cot bed, on which the dress circle
was built, suddenly shut up and extinguished the enthu-
siastic audience. Roderigo and Don Pedro flew to the res-
cue, and all were taken out unhurt, though many were
speechless with laughter. the excitement had hardly sub-
sided when Hannah appeared, with “Mrs. March’s com-
pliments, and would the ladies walk down to supper.”

This was a surprise even to the actors, and when they
saw the table, they looked at one another in rapturous
amazement. It was like Marmee to get up a little treat for
them, but anything so fine as this was unheard of since
the departed days of plenty. There was ice cream, actu-
ally two dishes of it, pink and white, and cake and fruit
and distracting french bonbons and, in the middle of the
table, four great bouquets of hot house flowers.

It quite took their breath away, and they stared first
at the table and then at their mother, who looked as if
she enjoyed it immensely.

“Is it fairies?” asked Amy.

“Santa Claus,” said Beth.
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OHU I'POMKO KPHUYAT U KECTUKYJIUPYIOT, HO He MOTYT JIOTO0-
BOPUTHCS, 1 Poapuro y:xe cobupaeTcss yBeCTH N3MYUEHHYIO
3apy ¢ coboii, KaK BAPYT BXOAUT POOKMWH CJIyra ¢ MHUCHMOM
M MEIIIKOM OT TAaMHCTBEHHO mcuesHyBIell Xeirap. Ilocaen-
HAS COOOIAaeT IMPUCYTCTBYIOIIMM, UTO OHA 3aBelaeT He-
cMeTHBIE GOraTCTBa MOJIOAOI Iape W O0elaeT CTPAIIHYIO
norubenb moHy Ileapo, ecau OH IOMeIIaeT MX CYACTBIO.
1 TyT MENIOK OTKPHIBA€TCA, W HOTOK OJOBAHHBIX MOHET
C OCJIETTUTEJbHBIM 0JIECKOM BBICHIIAETCA HA IOJ. ITO pe-
IIUTEJLHO cMATYaeT cypoBoe cepale oTia. OH 6e3pomoTHO
JlaeT coryiacue, Bce CIMBAIOTCA B PAJOCTHOM XOpe, U 3aHa-
BeC OIyCKaeTcsA B TOT MOMEHT, KOT/la MCIIOJHEHHbIe CaMOi
POMaHTHYECKOIl T'palliu BJIIOOJIEHHBIE CTOSAT, IPEKJOHUB
KOJIeH!, YTOOBI TTOJIYYUTh OsiarocsioBeHmne noHa Ileapo.

ITocimemoBanu OypHbIE OBAllM, KOTOPbIE OBLIN HEOMKM-
JaHHO Pe3KO MpepBaHbl, TAK KaK pPacKjaagHas KpOBaTb, Ha
KOTOPOIi OBLI YCTPOEH 0eJIbITANK, BHE3AIIHO CJA0MKUIACE, UTO
MIPUTYIIWIIO TbLT ayauropuu. Poapuro u nou Ileapo 6pocu-
JINCHh Ha IIOMOIIb, 11 BCE€ NJE€BOUYKU 6I)IJII/I N3BJICUEHHBI I1eJIbIMU
¥ HEeBPEAWMMBIMH, XOTsI MHOTHE M3 HUX IIPOCTO JABUJINCH
oT cMexa. EnBa yieryoch BO30Oy:KIeHHe, KaK IOSBUJIACH
XaHHa € «HAaWJIyYIINMY T03ApaBIeHuaAMY oT Mmuccuc Mapu
¥ IPUTVIANIEHNEM BCEM CIIYCTUTbCA K YIKUHY».

9T0 GBLIO HEOXKUAAHHOCTBIO JAaKe IJIA aKTepOB, U KOT-
Ja OHM YBHUIEJN CTOJ, TO IIOCMOTPeJM APyl HA Apyra
B BOCTOP:KEHHOM H3yMJIEHWHM. ITO OBLIO OUEeHb ITOXOXKe
Ha MaMy — OHAa BcCerjga IOTOBWJIA [IJIA HUX Koe-Kakue Jia-
KOMCTBA, HO CO BPeMeH YIIe[IINX JHel M300UInusd elne He
OBIBAJIO HUYETO CTOJIb IPEKPACHOT0, KaK yrolieHne B 9TOT
Beuep. Tam GBLIO MOPOXKEHOE, a UMEHHO JBa BUJa — PO30-
Boe U 0eJioe, U TOPT, U PPYKTHI, U OecrromobHbIe DpaHITy3-
CKme KoH(}eTHI, a B cepeuHe CTOJIa CTOATIO YeThIpe 6OJIb-
mux OyKeTa TeIJIMYHBIX I[BETOB.

Y nmeBouek mepexBaTUJIO AbIXaHWE, M OHU yCTABUJIUCH
CcHauajia Ha CTOJI, a ITIOTOM Ha MaTh, KOTOpas BBITVIAAesAa
TakK, CJIOBHO eif BCe OUeHb HPABUJIOCH.

— 910 heu IpUHECJIU? — CIPOCUIA IMHU.

— Canra-Kimayc, — ckasaia Ber.
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“Mother did it.” And Meg smiled her sweetest, in
spite of her gray beard and white eyebrows.

“Aunt March had a good fit and sent the supper,” cried
Jo, with a sudden inspiration.

“All wrong. Old Mr. Laurence sent it,” replied Mrs.
March.

“The Laurence boy’s grandfather! What in the world
put such a thing into his head? We don’t know him!’ ex-
claimed Meg.

“Hannah told one of his servants about your breakfast
party. He is an odd old gentleman, but that pleased him.
He knew my father years ago, and he sent me a polite
note this afternoon, saying he hoped I would allow him to
express his friendly feeling toward my children by send-
ing them a few trifles in honor of the day. I could not
refuse, and so you have a little feast at night to make up
for the bread-and-milk breakfast.”

“That boy; put it into his head, I know he did! He’s
a capital fellow, and I wish we could get acquainted. He
looks as if he’d like to know us but he’s bashful, and Meg
is so prim she won’t let me speak to him when we pass,”
said Jo, as the plates went round, and the ice began to
melt out of sight, with ohs and ahs of satisfaction.

“You mean the people who live in the big house next
door, don’t you?” asked one of the girls. “My mother
knows old Mr. Laurence, but says he’s very proud and
doesn’t like to mix with his neighbors. He keeps his
grandson shut up, when he isn’t riding or walking with
his tutor, and makes him study very hard. We invited
him to our party, but he didn’t come. Mother says he’s
very nice, though he never speaks to us girls.”
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— 9to mama caenansa. — M Mbar yabIiOHyJach camoit
MUJION yJIBIOKOM, HECMOTPA HA CBOIO ceayio Oopoxy u Ge-
Jble GpOBMU.

— B nopsiBe go6poTh! TeTymka Mapu mpucianga STOT
YsKUH, — Tofesuaach Ko CBOMM BHEe3aIIHLIM O3apeHUEeM.

— B&I Bece omubaucs. Bee aTo mIpucia cTapblii MECTED
Jloypenc, — orBerusa muccuc Mapu.

— HMenymka Jloyperca-mimazguiero! O 6o:ke, Kax eMy
aTO mpHILIo B rosoBy? MEI jKe ero coBceM He 3HaeMm! —
BOCKJIMKHYJIa Mar.

— XaHHa pacckasaja OLHOMY M3 ero CJYT O HallleM ce-
roguAmiHeM 3aBTpake. OH CTpAHHLIN MOMKWJION IKEHTIIb-
MeH, HO éMy IIOHPAaBWJICA Hall NOCTyIoK. OH ObLT 3HAKOM
C MOUWIM OTIIOM MHOTO JIeT Ha3aJ W CeromHsa JHEeM IIPUCJIAT
MHEe BEXKJIMBYIO 3aIIMCKY, B KOTOPOM BBHIpaKaJ HaJeXKAIy,
YTO 51 IO3BOJII0 €My BBIKA3aTh CBOU [PYIKECKHe UyBCTBa
K MOWM JeTAM, IOCJaB UM HEMHOT'O CJIAJOCTeH B UeCTh
aToro mpasgHuKa. I He cMoOIyIa OTKa3aTh eMy, U II03TOMY
STHUM BeYepPOM y Bac OyAeT HeOOJIBIION mup, 4TOOBI KOM-
TIeHCUPOBATDH 3aBTPAK XJI€00M C MOJIOKOM.

— 9TOo BHYK ero HazoyMuJj, s 3Hato! OH 3amMeuaTesb-
HBIN IIapeHb, 1 MHE XOTeJIOCh 6LI IIOBHAKOMUTHCA C HUM
mobamke. OH BBITVIAAUT TaK, OYATO OH TOXKe He IPOYb II0-
3HAKOMUTHCS C HAMHU, HO CTeCHAETCHA, a Mar Takad 4omop-
Hasl U He I03BOJIsIET MHE CaMO¥ 3arOBOPUTH C HUM, KOTJA
MBI IPOXOAMM MUMO, — cCKaszaja [[}K0o, KoTma Tapesaku
C YTOIIEHUAMHU MOULIN II0 KPYT'y U MOPOKEHOe Hauajo Ta-
ATHh HA IVIa3aX IO BOCXUINEHHBIE OXU U aXu.

— B&I uMeeTe B BUAY BaIllUX cocefieii, KOTOPHIE JKUBYT
B OoJsIbLIIOM JOoMe? — CIpPOCUJIa OgHA U3 AeBoueK. — Mosa
MaTh 3HAeT cTaporo mucrepa JloypeHca, HO TOBOPUT, UTO
OH OYeHb BBICOKOMEDHBIM U He JIIOOUT obIaThcA C coce-
gamu. OH Iep:KUT CBOEro BHYKA B3aIePTH U 3aCTaBJISIET
€ro ycepaHO YUMUTHCH, KOrZa TOT He e3QUT BePXOM WU He
MIPOTYJIMBAETCA CO CBOMM TyBepHepoM. MBI HpUTIACHIN
MaJIbUMKa Ha HAIly BeUePUHKY, HO OH He mpuies. Mama
TOBOPHUT, UYTO OH OUEHBb MI/IJII)IfI, XO0Td HHUKOrJa He 3aroBa-
puBaeT ¢ HaMH, AeBOUKAMMU.
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“Our cat ran away once, and he brought her back, and
we talked over the fence, and were getting on capitally,
all about cricket, and so on, when he saw Meg coming,
and walked off. I mean to know him some day, for he
needs fun, I’m sure he does,” said Jo decidedly.

“I like his manners, and he looks like a little gentle-
man, so I’ve no objection to your knowing him, if a proper
opportunity comes. He brought the flowers himself, and
I should have asked him in, if I had been sure what was
going on upstairs. He looked so wistful as he went away,
hearing the frolic and evidently having none of his own.”

“It’s a mercy you didn’t, Mother!” laughed Jo, look-
ing at her boots. “But we’ll have another play sometime
that he can see. Perhaps he’ll help act. Wouldn’t that be
jolly?”

“I never had such a fine bouquet before! How pretty it
is!” And Meg examined her flowers with great interest.

“They are lovely. But Beth’s roses are sweeter to me,”
said Mrs. March, smelling the half-dead posy in her belt.

Beth nestled up to her, and whispered softly,
“I wish I could send my bunch to Father. I’m afraid he
isn’t having such a merry Christmas as we are.”

Chapter 3
THE LAURENCE BOY

“Jo! Jo! Where are you?” cried Meg at the foot of the
garret stairs.

“Here!” answered a husky voice from above, and, run-
ning up, Meg found her sister eating apples and crying
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— Kaxk-T1o pas Hama Koinka y0e:xaja, 1 OH BepHYJ ee
HaM, ¥ MbI OTIMYHO MOOOJTAIM Uepe3 3a00p O KpHUKeTe
1 TOMY IIOH0OHOM, HO KOT[a OH YBUAEN, YTo MaT umer, oH
ymesi. Korga-su0yap S MO3HAKOMJIIOCH C HUM IOOJIMIKE,
IIOTOMY YTO €My HYKHO KaK-TO PasBJIEKATBCS, ST yBepeHa
B 3TOM, — PEIIUTEJbHO cKa3asua [[Ko.

— Mue HPaBATCA €0 MaHepPbl, M OH BBIIVIAAUT KaK
IOHBIN IPKEHTIbMEH, TaK YTO S He BO3PAaKalo IIPOTUB TOTO,
YTOOBI BB C HUM IOJPYKUJINCH, €CJIU IPEACTABUTCS IIOJ-
XOISAIAA BO3MOXKHOCTL. OH caM IIPUHEC 3TH I[BETHI, 1 51 OBbI
MIPUTJIACUJIA €r0 BOUTH B IOM, ecJau Obl 3HAJIA, YTO Y BaC
MIPOUCXOMUT TaM, HaBepxy. OH BHITIIALEST TAKUM 3aJyMUM-
BBIM, KOIZIa YXONUJ, VCJIBINIAB, KAK Bbl BECEJIUTECh U, OUe-
BUJHO, OMAa Y HEro HUYEro Iom00HOr0 He IIPOUCXOIUT.

— Kaxkoe cuacTbe, 4TO THI €70 He IpUIJacuia, MamMa, —
sacmesack I[3xo, risgs Ha cBou camoru. — Ho Korma-uu-
Oyap y Hac OymeT ele OOHA IIbeca, KOTOPYIO OH CMOXKET
mocMOTpeTh. Bo3MOKHO, OH Jake CHITPaeT B HeM KaKyio-
HUOyAb poJsb. BeLIo GBI 3M0pPOBO, MpaBaa?

— § B :Ku3HU He BHEJA TAKOIO IIPeKpacHoro Oykeral
Kaxkoii on kpacusslii! — Mbar ¢ GOJBIIMM HHTEPECOM pac-
cMaTpuBaJia IIBETHhI.

— Onu npenectasl. Ho possr Ber mHe Mmujee, — ckasa-
Ja muccuc Mapu, BAbIXasd 3alax MOJYYBAIIEro OyKeTuKa
Ha CBOEM IIOsiCe.

Ber nmpu:xanacs K Hell ¥ TUXO IPOIIEINTAIA:

— Kax 651 s x0TeJia mocjaTrh CBOi OyKeT mamne. Borocs,
y Hero He Takoe Becesioe PokecTBO, Kak y Hac.

asa 3
JIOYPEHC-MNALLLINIA

— Iixo! xxo! Twl rme? — KpurHyJa Mar y MOTHOMKUA
YyepaauHON JeCTHUIILI.

— 3mech! — OTBETHUJI XPUILJILIA I'OJIOC CBEPXY, U, IOI-
GexxaB, Moar yBuzeia, 4To cecTpa ecT sI0JIOKH U ILJaueT Hal
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over the Heir of Redclyffe, wrapped up in a comforter
on an old three-legged sofa by the sunny window. This
was Jo’s favorite refuge, and here she loved to retire with
half a dozen russets and a nice book, to enjoy the quiet
and the society of a pet rat who lived near by and didn’t
mind her a particle. As Meg appeared, Scrabble whisked
into his hole. Jo shook the tears off her cheeks and wait-
ed to hear the news.

“Such fun! Only see! A regular note of invitation from
Mrs. Gardiner for tomorrow night!” cried Meg, waving
the precious paper and then proceeding to read it with
girlish delight.

“’Mrs. Gardiner would be happy to see Miss March and
Miss Josephine at a little dance on New Year’s Eve.” Mar-
mee is willing we should go, now what shall we wear?”

“What’s the use of asking that, when you know we
shall wear our poplins, because we haven’t got anything
else?” answered Jo with her mouth full.

“If T only had a silk!” sighed Meg. “Mother says I may
when I’m eighteen perhaps, but two years is an everlast-
ing time to wait.”

“I’m sure our pops look like silk, and they are nice
enough for us. Yours is as good as new, but I forgot the
burn and the tear in mine. Whatever shall I do? The burn
shows badly, and I can’t take any out.”

“You must sit still all you can and keep your back out
of sight. The front is all right. I shall have a new ribbon
for my hair, and Marmee will lend me her little pearl pin,
and my new slippers are lovely, and my gloves will do,
though they aren’t as nice as I’d like.”
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«Hacaegaukom Pankiudda», 3aBepHYBIINCH B OJI€SAJI0 HA
CTapOM TPEXHOTOM AWBAHE Yy COJHEUHOI'0 OKHa. JTO ObI-
Jo jobmmoe ybexxuine I[3Ko, 1 3mech OHa OOBIKHOBEHHO
YeIUHAIACh C IOJYAIOKUHON KOPUUHBIX S0JOK M XOPO-
el KHUTOM, HaCJAaKOAsACh THUIIWHONM M OOIEeCTBOM PyU-
HO# KpBICHI, KOTOPAas JKUJIA PALOM U He obpaliajia Ha Hee
HU MaJIeliliiero BHUMAaHUsI. KaK TOJBKO moaBumiaach Mar,
Cxpa0J1 IOpKHYJIa B CBOIO HOPY. KO CTpAXHYJIA CJIe3bl CO
I[eK B OKUTAHUU HOBOCTEM.

— Tak smopoBo! Tel Toabko mocmorpu! Hacrosiiee
MUCbMEHHOe IpurIalienne OT Muccuc lapaumHep Ha 3a-
BTpaNTHUH Beuep! — BOCKJIMKHYJIa Mar, pasmaxuBasd apa-
TOLI€HHBIM JINCTKOM M IIPOAOJIXKad YUTATh €ro C J€BUYbUM
BOCTOPTOM.

— Muccuc T'apauszep Oblya ObI CUACTINBA YBUAETH MUCC
Mapu u mucc [I;xo3epuny Ha HeGONIBIIOM 0any B KaHYH
Hogoro roga. Mama xoueT, 4TOOBI MBI Tya IouLIu. M uTo
HaM Telepb HALEeTh?

— Y0 TOJKY cIpamuBaTh 00 3TOM, ThHI JKe 3HAeIlb, MbI
HaJleHeM HAIIW IMOIJIMHOBBIE ILJIATHS, IIOTOMY YTO Yy HAC

HeT APYrux, — oTBeTuja K0 ¢ HAGUTHIM PTOM.
— Bor 0pI y MeHs ObLIO IIEJKOBOe! — B3IOXHYJA
Mbsr. — Mama roBOpHUT, UTO y MEHsS Takoe OyIeT, Korma

MHe HUCIIOJHUTCS BOCEeMHAIATh, HO ellle ABAa rojga OXKuma-
HUA — 9TO IieJjiasi BEYHOCTh.

— 1 yBepeHa, UTO HAIIM MOMJNHOBLIE ILJIAThS BBITUIA-
IAT IOYTH KakK IeJKOBbIe, 1 OHU HaM BIIOJHE UAyT. TBoe
IIaThe KaKk HOBEHBbKOE, HO s 3a0bLiIa PO MPOKKEHHYIO
IBIPY Ha cBoeM. UTo ke MHe genarh? IISTHO cUJIbHO 3a-
METHO c3agu, U 1 HUYEeM He MOI'y €ro BbIBECTH.

— Tebe mpumercsa CUAeTh HEIOABUMKHO U HE IOKA3BI-
BaTh CBOI0 MCHAYKAHHYIO COMHY — 3TO BCE, UTO ThI MO-
sKellb cnenarh. Cuepenm y Tebs Bce B MopAnKe. ¥ MeHS
OymeT HOBasd JIEHTA JJIS BOJIOC, M MaMa OJOJIKUT MHE CBOIO
MAJIEHBKYIO JKEeMUYKHYI0 OyJIaBKy, MOM HOBBIE TyQJu
OYeHb KPAaCUBBIE€, M MOU IePUATKM TOKe CIoJa MOJOHAYT,
XOTsI OHUM He TaK XOPOIIIN, KAK XOTeJI0Ch ObI.
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“Mine are spoiled with lemonade, and I can’t get any
new ones, so I shall have to go without,” said Jo, who
never troubled herself much about dress.

“You must have gloves, or I won’t go,” cried Meg de-
cidedly. “Gloves are more important than anything else.
You can’t dance without them, and if you don’t I should
be so mortified.”

“Then I’ll stay still. I don’t care much for company
dancing. It’s no fun to go sailing round. I like to fly about
and cut capers.”

“You can’t ask Mother for new ones, they are so expen-
sive, and you are so careless. She said when you spoiled
the others that she shouldn’t get you any more this win-
ter. Can’t you make them do?”

“I can hold them crumpled up in my hand, so no one
will know how stained they are. That’s all I can do. No!
I’1l tell you how we can manage, each wear one good one
and carry a bad one. Don’t you see?”

“Your hands are bigger than mine, and you will
stretch my glove dreadfully,” began Meg, whose gloves
were a tender point with her.

“Then I’ll go without. I don’t care what people say!”
cried Jo, taking up her book.

“You may have it, you may! Only don’t stain it, and do
behave nicely. Don’t put your hands behind you, or stare,
or say ’Christopher Columbus!” will you?”

“Don’t worry about me. I’ll be as prim ad I can and not
get into any scrapes, if I can help it. Now go and answer
your note, and let me finish this splendid story.”

So Meg went away to ’accept with thanks’, look over
her dress, and sing blithely as she did up her one real lace
frill, while Jo finished her story, her four apples, and had
a game of romps with Scrabble.
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— fA mposmia Ha CBOM IePUYATKM JIMMOHAJ, a HOBBIE
A TOCTaTh HE MOTY, TaK UTO IPUAETCS 000U TUCH 0e3 HUX, —
ckasasia [»x0, KoTOopas HUKOTZA 0CO00 He 3aAyMBIBAJIAcCh
0 HapAmax.

— TsI goxHa OBITH B IIepUYaTKaX, MHAYE g He moiay! —
pelunTes bHO BoCKInKHYIa Mar. — IlepuaTku BaskHee Bce-
ro octayibHOTO. ThI He CMOXKeIlb TaHIIeBATh 03 HUX, a eCJIN
THI HE HaJeHeIlb IepYaTKu, Thl MeHA OUYeHb OOUIUIIb.

— Torga a He Oyny TaHIeBaTh. §I He odeHBL JIIOOIIO
TpynIoBble TaHIbl. XOAUTH IO 3aJy, Kak IIOJ IIapycoM,
coBceM He BeceJsio. S Gosblire JIIOGJII0 TOPXATh ¥ BHIKUIBI-
BaTb KOJIEHIIA.

— He nipocu y MaMbI HOBbIe IepYaTKU, OHU Belb TaKue
Joporue, a Thl TaK HeakKKypaTHa. Korma Tl MCIOPTUIIA TY
mapy, oHa cKasaja, uTo He KyIuT Tebe HOBble 3TOH 3UMOM.
Hey:xenu HeIb3sT 000ATHCH 3TUMU?

— §1 mory mep:kaTh UX CKOMKAHHBIMU B PYKe, TaK UTO
HUKTO He y3HaeT, HACKOJbKO OHHW HCIauYKaHBI. JTO BCe,
uyTo A MOry caenath. Her! f ckaky Tebe, Kak MbI HOCTY-
UM, KaKaas HaJeHeT OAHY XOPOIIyIo MepyaTKy U OymeT
Iep:KaTh B PYKe Mo OxHOM miaoxoii. [lonumaeIns?

— ¥V Tebsa pyku 00JbIlle, U ThI Y:KACHO PACTAHEIb MOIO
mepuaTky, — Hadajsia MaT, AJsS KOTOPOIl IepyaTKu ObLIN
0OJILHBIM BOITPOCOM.

— Torna s ob6oiigycs 6e3 mepuaTok. MHe Bce paBHO, UTO
CKaKyT Jiofau! — BocKIMKHYJa K0, 6epsach 3a KHUTY.

— JlagHo-1anHo, 3abupaii morw! TonbKO He MCIauYKai
ee u Bexu cebsa mpunuuno. He yOupait pyku 3a cuuHy, He
TIadell IO CTOPOHAM M He BOCKJIHMIIAW MOCTOSAHHO: «XpU-
crodop Koaymo6!»

— He 6ecmokoiica 060 mue. I 6yny mep:xaThb ceds B py-
Kax ¥ He IONaay HU B KaKue MepeapATHd, eCIU HOJYIUTCA.
A Temeph UM U OTBETH Ha CBOIO 3allMCKy YW Jaii MHE I0-
quTaTh 3TOT BeJIPIKOJIeHHI:IfI poMaH.

Wrak, Mar y1mia, 4To0bI «C 6J1aTroapHOCTHI0 TPUHATH
mpuIIalieHue», OCMOTPETh CBOe ILIaThe M, OeclleuHo Ha-
mmeBas, IPUIIUTh K HEMY CBOIO €IUHCTBEHHYIO HACTOSAIYIO
KPY:KeBHYIO 000PKY, B TO BpeMsa Kak [[»Ko mounTaia cBOM
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On New Year’s Eve the parlor was deserted, for the
two younger girls played dressing maids and the two el-
der were absorbed in the all-important business of ’get-
ting ready for the party’. Simple as the toilets were,
there was a great deal of running up and down, laughing
and talking, and at one time a strong smell of burned
hair pervaded the house. Meg wanted a few curls about
her face, and Jo undertook to pinch the papered locks
with a pair of hot tongs.

“Ought they to smoke like that?” asked Beth from her
perch on the bed.

“It’s the dampness drying,” replied Jo.

“What a queer smell! It’s like burned feathers,” ob-
served Amy, smoothing her own pretty curls with a su-
perior air.

“There, now I’ll take off the papers and you’ll see a
cloud of little ringlets,” said Jo, putting down the tongs.

She did take off the papers, but no cloud of ringlets
appeared, for the hair came with the papers, and the hor-
rified hairdresser laid a row of little scorched bundles on
the bureau before her victim.

“Oh, oh, oh! What have you done? I’m spoiled! I can’t
go! My hair, oh, my hair!” wailed Meg, looking with de-
spair at the uneven frizzle on her forehead.

“Just my luck! You shouldn’t have asked me to do it.
I always spoil everything. I’m so sorry, but the tongs
were too hot, and so I’ve made a mess,” groaned poor Jo,
regarding the little black pancakes with tears of regret.

“It isn’t spoiled. Just frizzle it, and tie your ribbon
so the ends come on your forehead a bit, and it will look
like the last fashion. I’ve seen many girls do it so,” said
Amy consolingly.
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poMaH, Ioeja OCTABIINECS YeThIpe S0JI0KA M Iourpaja co
Cxpa0.1.

B kanyn HoBoro roja roctuHasd omycresa, IOTOMY UTO
IBe MJIaAIINe IeBOUKM M300paskaiy KaMepHCTOK, a JBe
crTapiire ObLIM TOTVIONMIEHBI UYPEe3BBIUYAMHO Ba'KHBIM Jie-
JIOM — <«IIOATOTOBKOI K BeuepumHKe». HecMoTpsa Ha mpo-
CTOTY TyaJIeTOB, OBLJI0 MHOTO OErOTHY BBEPX U BHU3, CMeXa
¥ PasroBOpoB. M BAPYT Bech AOM HAIIOJHUJICA CUJIHHBIM
3aIIaxoM HaJIeHBIX BoJioc. Mar pelrmia 3aBUTH HECKOJBKO
JIOKOHOB y Jinna, u [[3K0 NIpUHSAIach IPUKUMATH HAMOTAH-
HBbIe Ha OYMaKKM KyJPU TOPAYNMU HIUIIIIAMU.

— PasBe oHU JOJIKHBI TaK JBIMUTH? — cIipocuiia Ber,
CHUMA HA KPOBAaTH.

— 9r0 Byara umcmapsercs, — oTBetmaa I[3Ko.

— Kaxoii crpannsbiii 3anax! IToxo:ke Ha Topesble Iie-
pbsi, — 3amMeTmJia IMU, C BUAOM IIPEBOCXOACTBA IPUIJIA-
JKMBas CBOW KPAaCUBbIE KyAPHU.

— Hy Bor, cefiuac g cHuUMy OyMaKKu, U Thl YBUIUIIL
00J1aK0 MaJIeHbKUX KyAPsIieK, — ckasasa J[;Ko, OTKIambI-
Bad IIUIILI B CTOPOHY.

OHa cHana OymMarkku, HO oOJIauKa KyJIpsAIIeK He IIOSBU-
JIOCh, ITOTOMY UTO BMECTe C OyMaKKaMU OHA CHSLJIa U BOJIOCHI,
¥ He3aJauJIuBas MapruKMaxepiia IoJIOKMIIA DA MaJIeHbKUX
00TOpEBIINX Y3€JIKOB Ha KOMO/ IIepe] CBOe JKepTBOil.

— Oit-oii-oit! Uro Te1 Hazesnana? Tel McIopTHIA MOIO
npuuecky! f e mory Tak moiitu! Mou Bosocsr! O, Mou Bo-
Jocel! — mpuumrtasa Mar, ¢ oTYagHUEM IIAAA Ha HEPOB-
HbIe 3aBUTKHU Ha JIOy.

— IIpocto a HeBedyuas! JIyuiie ObI ThI He IIPOCHIA Me-
HA 00 9TOM, A Takas HecKJaxHasd. MHe o4eHBb JKayb, HO
IIUIIIbI 6I)I.TII/I CJIUIIKOM IopA4YMMU, 1 d BCe UCIIOPTUJIIA, —
mpocToHana 6emHad Ko, co cae3aMu COKAJEHUS TIISAIA
Ha MaJIeHbKUe UepHble OJIMHUYUKH.

— Hwuuero He mcnopueno. IIpocTo 3aBelt mx u 3aBdA-
JKM JIEHTY TaK, YTOOBI KOHIIBI JJOKOHOB HEMHOTO IIafajiu
Ha JI00, M 9TO OYy[eT BBIVIAAETHb KaK IO IIOCJETHEN MOJe.
f Bupmena, MHOrME AEBYIIKM TaK [eJIai0T, — CKasajia OMHU,
yCcIIOKauBasd ee.
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“Serves me right for trying to be fine. I wish I'd let
my hair alone,” cried Meg petulantly.

“So do I, it was so smooth and pretty. But it will soon
grow out again,” said Beth, coming to kiss and comfort
the shorn sheep.

After various lesser mishaps, Meg was finished at
last, and by the united exertions of the entire family Jo’s
hair was got up and her dress on. They looked very well
in their simple suits, Meg’s in silvery drab, with a blue
velvet snood, lace frills, and the pearl pin. Jo in maroon,
with a stiff, gentlemanly linen collar, and a white chry-
santhemum or two for her only ornament. Each put on
one nice light glove, and carried one soiled one, and all
pronounced the effect “quite easy and fine”. Meg’s high-
heeled slippers were very tight and hurt her, though she
would not own it, and Jo’s nineteen hairpins all seemed
stuck straight into her head, which was not exactly com-
fortable, but, dear me, let us be elegant or die.

“Have a good time, dearies!” said Mrs. March, as the
sisters went daintily down the walk. “Don’t eat much
supper, and come away at eleven when I send Hannah for
you.”

As the gate clashed behind them, a voice cried from
a window...

“Girls, girls! Have you you both got nice pocket hand-
kerchiefs?”

“Yes, yes, spandy nice, and Meg has cologne on hers,”
cried Jo, adding with a laugh as they went on, “I do be-
lieve Marmee would ask that if we were all running away
from an earthquake.

“It is one of her aristocratic tastes, and quite proper,
for a real lady is always known by neat boots, gloves, and
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— Ilomesmom MHe 3a TO, UTO S CTAPaAlOCh BBITVIAAETH
kpacupo. Jlyuine ObI g He Tporajia CBOM BOJIOCEI! — pas-
IpakKeHHO BOCKJMKHYyJa Mar.

— §I Toxe TaK cumMTalo, OHM OBLLIM TAKUMU IVIASKUMU

¥ KpacuBbIMU. HO CKOPO OHM CHOBA OTPaCTyT, — cKasajia
Ber, moaxonas, uToOBI IOIEJI0BATh U YTEUIUTDL CTPUIKEHYIO
OBIIY.

IIpeonmosieB apyrue Gojsee MesaKme Heygauu, Msr HaKO-
HeIl 3aKOHYMJIa ITPUTOTOBJIEHN, U 00 beINHEHHBIMU YCUJIH-
AMu Beeil cembu I[)K0 ObLIa ofieTa, a ee BOJIOCHI YJIOMKEHBI.
OHU OYeHb XOPOIII0 CMOTPEJINCH B CBOUX IIPOCTHIX HAPAJAX:
Msr — B cepeOpucTo-cepoM ILIaThe C CHUHEN OapxaTHOM
JIEHTOH, KPYKeBHBIMU 000pKaMU U KeMUY:KHOI OyJIaBKOI,
a JI»xo — B GOPAOBOM IIJIAThe C KECTKUM MYKCKUM JIbHA-
HBIM BOPOTHUYKOM U TApOil OeJbIX XPU3aHTEeM B KauecTBe
eIMHCTBEHHOI'0 yKpauleHus. Ha ofHOII pyke KamKIol us3
HUX ObLIa HaZeTa KpacuBas JerKas IepuaTka, a B APYyroii
PYKe OHU CXKMMAJIU 110 OMHOM MCIIaYKAHHOM, U BCe COIILINCH
Ha TOM, YTO OHH BBIIVIAOAT «IOBOJIBHO HEIIPUHYXIECHHO
U IIpuBJeKaTeJabHO». Tyduu Msr Ha BBICOKMX KaOJayKax
OBLLIYN OUeHb TECHBIMU U IPUUNHSAIN €l 60JIb, XOTS OHA U He
IIpU3HABaJach B 9TOM, a JeBATHAAIATH IIMuIek o, Kasa-
JIOCh, BOHBAJINCH € IIPAMO B I'0JIOBY, UTO OBLIO HE COBCEM
yI00HO, HO, TOCIIOAM, OyAeM 2Ke 3JIeTaHTHbI Ui yMpeM!

— JKenaro Bam xXopoIro mpoBecTu Bpems, goporme! —
ckasaja Mmuccuc Mapu, Korjga cecTphl I'palliio3HOo 3allara-
Jiu 1o JopoikKe. — He elrbre MHOTO HA V3KUH U IPUXOIUTE
B OMUHHAAIATD, s IPUILIIO 3a BaMu XaHHY.

Korga sa HMMHM 3axXJIONHYJIaCh KAJUTKA, U3 OKHA pas-
JaJICS TOJIOC:

— JeBouku, neBouku! Bbl 3aXBaTHUIN YMCThIE HOCOBBIE
mIaTKu?

— Ha-nma, coBepieHHO HOBBIE, a Mar HaayImiIa CBOU
IJIATOK OJeKOJIOHOM! — BOCKJHMKHYJa [[}KO 1 CO cMeXOM
mobaBumia: — §1 gymaro, 4TO MaTylIKa cIpocuja ObI 00
9TOM, Jaike ecJiu ObI MbI CIIACAJIUCEH OT 3eMJIETPACEHUS.

— 9T0 OJHA U3 ee aPUCTOKPATUUYECKUX IIPUBBIYEK, UTO
OUeHb MPABUJbHO, IIOTOMY YTO HACTOAIIYIO JIeLUW BCeraa
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handkerchief,” replied Meg, who had a good many little
’aristocratic tastes’ of her own.

“Now don’t forget to keep the bad breadth out of
sight, Jo. Is my sash right? And does my hair look very
bad?” said Meg, as she turned from the glass in Mrs. Gar-
diner’s dressing room after a prolonged prink.

“I know I shall forget. If you see me doing anything
wrong, just remind me by a wink, will you?” returned
Jo, giving her collar a twitch and her head a hasty brush.

“No, winking isn’t ladylike. I’ll lift my eyebrows if
anything is wrong, and nod if you are all right. Now hold
your shoulder straight, and take short steps, and don’t
shake hands if you are introduced to anyone. It isn’t the
thing.”

“How do you learn all the proper ways? I never can.
Isn’t that music gay?”

Down they went, feeling a trifle timid, for they sel-
dom went to parties, and informal as this little gathering
was, it was an event to them. Mrs. Gardiner, a stately old
lady, greeted them kindly and handed them over to the
eldest of her six daughters. Meg knew Sallie and was at
her ease very soon, but Jo, who didn’t care much for girls
or girlish gossip, stood about, with her back carefully
against the wall, and felt as much out of place as a colt
in a flower garden. Half a dozen jovial lads were talking
about skates in another part of the room, and she longed
to go and join them, for skating was one of the joys of her
life. She telegraphed her wish to Meg, but the eyebrows
went up so alarmingly that she dared not stir. No one
came to talk to her, and one by one the group dwindled
away till she was left alone. She could not roam about and
amuse herself, for the burned breadth would show, so she
stared at people rather forlornly till the dancing began.
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y3HAIOT 0 0e3ympeuHoil o0yBU, IepUaTKaM M HOCOBOMY
ILJIaTKy, — OoTBeTuia Mar, y KOTOpOii ObLJI0 HEMAJIO CBOUX
«apPUCTOKPATUUYECKUX TIPUBBLIUCK> .

— A 781, [I:X0, He 3a0bIBali CKPBHIBATH HCIIOPUEHHYIO
CTOPOHY IIOZOJIa CBOero IarhbA. Moii mosic B mopsanke?
A BoJIOCHI Y MeHSI OYeHBb ILJIOXO BBITWIAAAT? — CIpPOCHJIA
Mbr, OTBEpPHYBIINCHL OT 3epKajia B rapAepoOHONM MUCCHC
Tapauuep 1mocje MPOLOIAKNATEIbHOTO IIPUXOPAIINBAHTS.

— § Touno 3abyxny. Eciu yBugumimb, 4To g qear 4To-
TO He TaK, IPOCTO HAIIOMHMU MHe, IIOJMUTHYB, JagHOo? —
oTBeTmia K0, TOAAEPHYB CBOM BOPOTHUYOK ¥ TOPOILJINBO
TOTPAaBJIAA IPUUECKY.

— Her, mequ He momo6aeT MOAMUTUBATL. S TOTHUMY
OpOBMU, €CJIM UTO-TO He TaK, M KMBHY, €CJIu ¢ TO0OIi OymeT
Bce B mopanke. Temeps pacmpaBb ILIeuu, AeJail Iaru Io-
MEHbIIIEe U He MOKUMAN JIOAIM PYKY, €CJu TeOd ¢ KeM-TO
3HakoMAT. Tak JejaTh HeIPUJINUHO.

— Kax Tebe ymaercsa Bcerma IMOMHUTHL 000 BCeX 3TUX
npunnyuax? § Bce Bpems o6 aTom 3a0niBaro. Kakasa Bece-
Jas My3bIKa, Ipasaa?

OHU CIIyCTUJINCH BHU3, UYBCTBYS HEKOTOPYIO POOOCTH,
TaKk KAk PeIKO ObIBaJM HA BEUEPUHKAX, M, KAKUM ObI He-
o(pUIIMaIbHBEIM HI OBLT 3TOT BBIXOJ B CBET, BCe JKe OH OBLI
I HUX OuYeHb BaskeH. Mwuccuc Tapaumep, BeJIuuecTBEH-
Has IMOKUJIAS JaMa, IIPUBETJIMBO II0340POBAJIACH C HUMU
U Iepejajia WX Ha IIOIeUYeHH’e CTapIleil M3 CBOMUX IIECTH
mouepeii. Mar snama Caliz ¥ OYeHb CKOPO TIOYYBCTBOBAJIa
ce0s HEeIIPUHYKIEHHO, a [[3K0, KOTopas He OUeHb JKajoBaja
IeBYIIEK U AeBUYbH CILIETHH, CTOSIA, OCMOTPHUTEIHHO IIPU-
CJIOHUBIIINCH CIITHON K CT€HE, M YyBCTBOBAaJIA ce0s He B CBO-
eil TapeJike, Kak :kepebeHoK B IBeTHUKe. [10/II0:K1THbBI Bece-
JIBIX TIapHe# 60JTaj I 0 KOHBKAX B APYroM YacTH KOMHATHI,
U elf OUeHb XOTeJOCh MPUCOEIUHUTLCS K HUM, IIOTOMY UTO
KaTaHMe Ha KOHbKaX ObLIO OJHOII M3 OCHOBHBIX PajiocTell ee
sxkusHU. OHA B3IVISIOM COOOIIMIA O CBOeM HamepeHuu Mar,
HO OGpPOBHU Yy TOI TaKk TPEBOXKHO ITOIOJI3JIN BBEpPX, uTO I[:KO
He OCMEeJWJIACh CABUHYTHCA ¢ MecTa. HUKTO He IIOAXOMUI
IIOTOBOPUTH C Heli, M OJHA 3a APYroil rpyInbl yIAJISAINCD,
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Meg was asked at once, and the tight slippers tripped
about so briskly that none would have guessed the pain
their wearer suffered smilingly. Jo saw a big red headed
youth approaching her corner, and fearing he meant to
engage her, she slipped into a curtained recess, intend-
ing to peep and enjoy herself in peace. Unfortunately,
another bashful person had chosen the same refuge, for,
as the curtain fell behind her, she found herself face to
face with the ’Laurence boy’.

“Dear me, I didn’t know anyone was here!” stammered
Jo, preparing to back out as speedily as she had boun-
ced in.

But the boy laughed and said pleasantly, though he
looked a little startled,

“Don’t mind me, stay if you like.”

“Shan’t I disturb you?”
“Not a bit. I only came here because I don’t know
many people and felt rather strange at first, you know.”

“So did I. Don’t go away, please, unless you’d rather.”
The boy sat down again and looked at his pumps, till
Jo said, trying to be polite and easy,

“I think I’ve had the pleasure of seeing you before.
You live near us, don’t you?”

“Next door.” And he looked up and laughed out-
right, for Jo’s prim manner was rather funny when he
remembered how they had chatted about cricket when he
brought the cat home.

That put Jo at her ease and she laughed too, as she
said, in her heartiest way,
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IIOKa OHA He ocTajach coBceM oxua. OHa He MOIVIA XOAUTH
1O 3aJIy M Pa3BJeKaThCA, IIOTOMY YTO KTO-TO MOT YBUIETH
ee MPOKIKEHHBI ITO0JI, 3-3a YeT0 OHA JOBOJIbHO TOCKIUBO
cMOTpeJia Ha Joaeil BOKPYT, IIOKa He HAYaJnCh TAHIIbI.

Mbar onmH pas TPUIVIACUJIM Ha TaHell, U €e TeCHbLIe
Tydau 3amopxaau Tak OLICTPO, UYTO HUKTO He JOraaaJics,
Kakyoo 00JIb OHU IIPUUYMHSIOT CBOell yJibIOaroleiicss obJia-
marenabHUIE. [[)K0 yBUIeIa, UTO K ee YIIy IPUOIMIKaeTCa
BBICOKHMI PBIKEBOJIOCHIII OHOINA, W, WCIYraBIIUCh, YTO
OH coOHmpaeTcsi MPUIVIACUTDL €€ Ha TaHell, IPOCKOJIb3HYJIa
B 3aHaBENIEHHYIO HUIIY, HaMepPeBasAcCh MOATIAALIBATE OT-
Ty[a ¥ OTHOXHYTH B TuinuHe. K HecuacThio, elle omHa 3a-
cTeHUYMBas ocoba BhIOpaJia TO JKe caMoe yOe:KuIle, IOTOMY
YTO, KOTJa IITOpa OIIyCTUJIACh 3a ee CIIMHOH, [[Ko okasa-
JIach JUIOM K JIUIY ¢ JIOypeHCcCOM-MJIaAIIM.

— Bor moi1, s He 3Haa, YTO 3/IeCh ellle KTO-TO €CThb! —
mpobopmorasa I[3K0, TOTOBACH TaK Ke OBICTPO BBHIMTH U3-
3a IITOPHI, KAK OHA Ty[a BOPBAaJach.

Ho romoIa 3acMesijicsi ¥ CKas3aj JII00e3HO, XOTA W BhI-
TJIsIesT HEMHOTO MCITyTaHHBIM:

— He oOpamaiiTe Ha MeHs BHHUMAaHHSA, OCTaBalTech
37IeCh CKOJIbKO XOTHTE.

— § Bac He mobecmoxo0?

— Hu kamensku. 1 samies cioma TOJIbKO IIOTOMY, UTO
MAaJI0 KOT'O 3HAI0, ¥ IIOHAYAJY YYBCTBOBAJ Ce0sl JOBOJIBLHO
CTpPaHHO, 3HAeTe Ju.

— He yxonure, moxxanyiicta, eCJy XOTUTE, OCTAHBTECh.

IOnomra cHOBa ceJl M CTAJ CMOTPETh HA CBOU OAJbHBIE
Tydau, moka I[:Ko He cKasajia, cTapasich OBITH BEKJIUBOI
U HEIIPUHYKIEHHOM:

— A mymaro, uTO MMesa YAOBOJLCTBUE BCTPEUYATh BAC
panbItie. Bbl Begb HAII cocell, He TaK JIn?

— IMa, a Bamr cocexn. — OH HOAHAJN IIa3a U paccMme-
SAJCs, IMOTOMY YTO YOIIOPHAA peub [[JKO IOKasajiach eMy
JIOBOJIBHO 3a0aBHOM, — OH BCIIOMHUJI, KaK OHU 06OJTaJIU
0 KpUKeTe, KOIZla OH IPUHEC el MPOIMaBIIyio KOIIKY.

9ro yenokomao I[3x0, 1 OHA TOKE paccMesiiach, CKasas
CaMBIM CepPAeYHBIM TOHOM:
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“We did have such a good time over your nice Christ-
mas present.”

“Grandpa sent it.”

“But you put it into his head, didn’t you, now?”

“How is your cat, Miss March?” asked the boy, trying
to look sober while his black eyes shone with fun.

“Nicely, thank you, Mr. Laurence. But I am not Miss
March, I’m only Jo,” returned the young lady.

“I’m not Mr. Laurence, I’m only Laurie.”

“Laurie Laurence, what an odd name.”

“My first name is Theodore, but I don’t like it, for the
fellows called me Dora, so I made the say Laurie instead.”

“I hate my name, too, so sentimental! I wish everyone
would say Jo instead of Josephine. How did you make the
boys stop calling you Dora?”

“I thrashed ’em.”
“I can’t thrash Aunt March, so I suppose I shall have
to bear it.” And Jo resigned herself with a sigh.

“Don’t you like to dance, Miss Jo?” asked Laurie,
looking as if he thought the name suited her.

“I like it well enough if there is plenty of room, and
everyone is lively. In a place like this I’'m sure to up-
set something, tread on people’s toes, or do something
dreadful, so I keep out of mischief and let Meg sail about.
Don’t you dance?”

“Sometimes. You see I’ve been abroad a good many
years, and haven’t been into company enough yet to know
how you do things here.”

“Abroad!.” cried Jo. “Oh, tell me about it! I love dearly
to hear people describe their travels.”

Laurie didn’t seem to know where to begin, but Jo’s
eager questions soon set him going, and he told her how
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— MB=I Tak XOpOIIIO IIPOBEJIU BpeMs, IOJYYUB Balll Uy-
IecHBII mogapoK K PoixaecTBy.

— 9TO0 BaM JeLyIIKa IIPUCJIAJ.

— Ho Benp 9T0 BBI IPEIJIOKUIN €My, IpaBga?

— A Kak mmo:KuBaeT Balla KoIlka, mucc Mapu? — cmpo-
CHJI MOJIOJIOY UeJIOBEK, CTAPAACh BBIMVIANETD CePKaHHBIM,
B TO BpPeMs KaK ero UYepHbIe IJIa3a BeceJio OJiecTesnu.

— IIpekpacuo, G6aarogapio Bac, mucrep Jloypenc. Ho
a He mucc Mapu, 4 npocto [0, — oTBeTuUNa I0HAA JEeIN.

— U a ne mucrep Jloypenc, 3oBute MmeHd Jlopu.

— Jlopu Jloypenc, KaKoe cTpaHHOE WM.

— Mensa 3oByT Teozop, XOTA MHe He HPABUTCA 3TO
UM, IOTOMY YTO MOU APY3bA 3Bayiu MeHdA [lopoit, HO g 3a-
CTaBUJI WX HA3bIBATh MeHA Jlopu.

— §1 To)ke HeHABMIKY CBOe UMHA, OHO TaKOe CEHTUMeEH-
TanbHoe! Mue ObI XOTeJIOCh, UTOOBI BCE€ HA3BIBAJIM MEHS
ko, a me [I:xosedrHa. A Kak BBl 3aCTaBUJIN MAaJbUMKOB
mepecTaTh Ha3kIBaTh cebsa [opoii?

— ¥ ux noxosotu.

— $1 He Mory mobuTh TeTymKy Mapu, Tak 4To, BUANMO,

MHe IIPUAETCS TepueTh 3To paybliine. — U I[:xK0 B3goxHYyJIa
CO CMUPEHUEeM.
— Bl me g06uTe TaHneBaTb, Muce IKo? — CIIPOCHI

Jlopu ¢ TaKUM BUIOM, CJIOBHO 9TO UM € OUeHb ITOAXOIUIIO.

— MHe oueHb HPABUTCA TAHIEBATb, KOTJA IIPOCTOP-
HO u mymMHO. Ho B TaKkoM MecTe, KaK 3TO, d 00A3aTEJIbHO
YTO-HUOYAb WCIIOPYY, OTAABIIO BCEM IIATKU WJIU CIEIaI0
4YTO-HUOYAL yIKACHOe, II09TOMY s CTapaloch m3berarh He-
MIPUATHOCTEN U IIO3BOJIA0 Mbar (paaHupoBaTh 0 3aay 0e3
MeHsA. A BbI He TaHIyere?

— HWuorga. Buaure au, s MHOTO JIET JKWJI 3a TpaHUIEHR
U ellle He yCIIeJ BJAUThCS B Ballle O0IeCTBO, YTOOLI Y3HATh,
Kakasi y Bac TyT Moja.

— 3a rpauurneit! — BockaukHyaa Ixo. — O, paccka-
sxkuTe MHe 00 sTom! S ouens J1F06JII0 TOCAYIIATh, KAK JIIOAH
OIIMCHIBAIOT CBOU IIyTEIIECTBUSI.

Jlopu, Kasajoch, He 3HAJ, C UYero HauaTh, HO HeTep-
IeJuBbIe paccrpockl K0 BCKOpe ero passajopuin, U OH
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he had been at school in Vevay, where the boys never wore
hats and had a fleet of boats on the lake, and for holiday
fun went on walking trips about Switzerland with their
teachers.

“Don’t I wish I’d been there!” cried Jo. “Did you go
to Paris?”

“We spent last winter there.”

“Can you talk French?”

“We were not allowed to speak anything else at Vevay.”

“Do say some! I can read it, but can’t pronounce.”

“Quel nom a cetter jeune demoiselle en les pantoulles
jolis?”

“How nicely you do it! Let me see... you said, "Who is
the young lady in the pretty slippers’, didn’t you?”

“Oui, mademoiselle.”

“It’s my sister Margaret, and you knew it was! Do you
think she is pretty?”

“Yes, she makes me think of the German girls, she
looks so fresh and quiet, and dances like a lady.”

Jo quite glowed with pleasure at this boyish praise of
her sister, and stored it up to repeat to Meg. Both peeped
and critisized and chatted till they felt like old acquaint-
ances. Laurie’s bashfulness soon wore off, for Jo’s gen-
tlemanly demeanor amused and set him at his ease, and
Jo was her merry self again, because her dress was for-
gotten and nobody lifted their eyebrows at her. She liked
the ’Laurence boy’ better than ever and took several good
looks at him, so that she might describe him to the girls,
for they had no brothers, very few male cousins, and boys
were almost unknown creatures to them.

74



ManeHbKkne »XeHLHbI

pacckasaJi e, KaK yuYuJicA B IIIKoJie B BeBe, rme MaJibunKu
HUKOTZIA He HOCWUJIU NLJISAN, M y HUX ObLIa 1ejasa QIoTH-
JudA JONOK Ha o3epe, W IJiA pasBjeueHHUsa Ha KaHUKyJIax
OHU XOAMJIN B IIOXOABI IIO HlBeﬁHapHH CO CBOMMMU y4UuuTe-
JAMUA.

— Kak 0b1 a4 xoTesia TaM TOOLIBATH! — BOCKJIMKHYJA
Hoxo0. — Ber 6btu B [Tapuike?

— M5!I TpoBeJsiu TaM MPOIILIYIO 3UMY.

— B&I roBopuTe mo-¢ppaHITy3cKu?

— B BeBe HaM MO:KHO OBIJIO TOBOPUTH TOJBKO IT0-hpaH-
Iy3CKH.

— Cxaxute uro-HubyzAb! I Mory untath Ha QpaHITy3-
CKOM, HO He MOI'Y TOBOPUTb.

— Quel nom a cette jeune demoiselle en les pantoufles
jolis?

— Kak xopomo y Bac moayuaercsa! [laiiTe-ka momy-
MAaThb... BBl cupocuin: «KTo aTa foHas el B KPACUBBIX
Tydenbkax?»

— Oui, mademoiselle.

— 9T0 Mo cecTpa Mapraper, 1 Bbl 3HAJIU, YTO 3TO OHA!
BbI cunTaere, oHa XOPOIIEHbKAA?

— ITa, oHa HAIOMUHAET MHE HEMEIKMX JeBYIIeK, OHa
BBITVIAMUT TAaKOM IIBETYINeH M CIIOKOMHOM M TaHIyeT Kak
HacToAIIas JeIN.

IO BCS MPOCHUAJA OT YAOBOJIBCTBUS, YCJBIIIAB 3TY
MaJBYMIIEYbIO0 IIOXBAJTy B aApec CecTphl, W 3alOMHUJIA
STOT KOMILIMMEHT, YTOOBI IToTOM mepeaaTh Mar. Oba mog-
TIAIBIBAIN M3-3a IINTOP, OOCy:KIaaum rocreit um OoJranu,
TIOKa He IOYYBCTBOBAJM ce0d CTAPHIMHU 3HAKOMBIMH. 3a-
CTEeHUYMBOCTL JIOpM CKOPO IpOILjIa, TOTOMY YTO MAJILUM-
meckoe mosemeHue X0 3a6aBJsI0 U YCIIOKAWMBAJO €ro,
u I[:X0 CHOBa pas3Becesinjach, IOTOMY UTO ee IIaThe ObLIO
3a0bITO M HUKTO He INOAHUMAaJ Ha Hee OpoBu. Jloypenc-
MJIQAIIWHA MOHPAaBUJICA el 60Jbllle, ueM Korna-amnbo, 1 oHa
HECKOJIbKO pa3 BHUMAaTEJIbHO ITIOCMOTpesa Ha HEro, YTOOBI
IIOTOM OIIMCATh €T0 IeBOUYKAM, IIOTOMY UTO YV HUX He OBLIO
O0paTbheB, OUEeHb MaJO KYy3€HOB, a MAJbUUKU OBLIU IJIS HUX
IPaKTUYeCKN HE3HAKOMBIMY CYIIIEeCTBAMMU.
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“Curly black hair, brown skin, big black eyes, hand-
some nose, fine teeth, small hands and feet, taller than
I am, very polite, for a boy, and altogether jolly. Wonder
how old he is?”

It was on the tip of Jo’s tongue to ask, but she checked
herself in time and, with unusual tact, tried to find out
in a round-about way.

“I suppose you are going to college soon? I see you
pegging away at your books, no, I mean studying hard.”
And Jo blushed at the dreadful ’pegging’ which had es-
caped her.

Laurie smiled but didn’t seem shocked, and answered
with a shrug.

“Not for a year or two. I won’t go before seventeen,
anyway.”

“Aren’t you but fifteen?” asked Jo, looking at the tall
lad, whom she had imagined seventeen already.

“Sixteen, next month.”

“How I wish I was going to college! You don’t look as
if you liked it.”

“I hate it! Nothing but grinding or skylarking. And
I don’t like the way fellows do either, in this country.”

“What do you like?”

“To live in Italy, and to enjoy myself in my own way.”

Jo wanted very much to ask what his own way was,
but his black brows looked rather threatening as he knit
them, so she changed the subject by saying, as her foot
kept time,

“That’s a splendid polka! Why don’t you go and
try it?”

“If you will come too,” he answered, with a gallant
little bow.

“I can’t, for I told meg I wouldn’t, because...” There
Jo stopped, and looked undecided whether to tell or to
laugh.

76



ManeHbKkne »XeHLHbI

«Briomuecs TeMHbBIE BOJIOCHI, CMYTJIas KOKa, OOJIbIINE
yepHBIe I71a3a, KPacuBbBIN HOC, TPEeKPAaCcHbIe 3yObl, MaJeHb-
KUe PYKHU W HOTH, BbIIIe MEeHS, OUeHb BEeIKJIUBBII IJId IOHO-
I ¥ TOBOJIbHO Becesblii. MHTEepecHo, CKOJIbKO eMy JeT? »

JroTr Bompoc BepTesica y KO Ha KOHUHMKE SA3BIKA, HO
OHA BOBPEMA Cllep:Kajiach M ¢ HEOOBIYHBIM TAKTOM IIOIIBI-
TaJiaCh BBISACHUTH 3TO OKOJIBHBIM ITYTEM.

— Ilosnarar, BBl CKOPO IIOCTyHHUTE B KoJumemk? 1 Bu-
JKy, KaKk BBl UyaxHeTe HaJ KHUTaMU, HET, 1 UMeI B BUIY
ycepaHo 3anumaerechb. — M I[JKo moOKpacHesia OT yKacHO-
TO CJIOBA «YaXHETe», KOTOPOe CIAYUYaiHO Y Hee BRIPBAJIOCH.

Jlopu ynbIOHyJICA, HO He BBINIAME] IMIOKUPOBAHHBIM
¥ OTBETUJI, IIOKAaB ILJIe€UaMu:

— Yepes roxg maum aBa, He paHblie. Tak miIu wuHaue,
A He OyAy mocTynaTh, IOKa MHE He MCIIOJHUTCA CEMHAM-
1aTh JieT.

— Bam uTO, TONBKO mATHaAINATE? — copocuiaa I[:xo,
TIIANSA HAa BBICOKOTO IOHOIY, [yMas, UTO eMy Y:Ke CEMHAaJ-
1aTh.

— B caegyiomem mMecdAre 6yaeT 1ecTHAAIATD.

— Kaxk ObI a1 XoTesia MOCTYIUTh B KoJLmem:x! A mo Bam
He CKayKelllb, OyATO BbI TOPUTE JKeJaHUEM.

— HenaBmky xommemx! Tam HeT HuUYero, Kpome 3y-
OpesKkKU MU TUIynbiX 3a0aB. VI MHe He HpaBUTCA, KaK K-
BYT JIIOAYM B 9TOU CTpaHe.

— A uro Bam HpaBUTCH?

— WKure B UTanuu Tak, KaKk MHE XO4eTcsd.

I:K0 He TepmIeJoCch CIIPOCUTh, KAK MMEHHO OH XOueT
MIPOBOUTL BPeMsA, HO €Tr0 UepHbIe OPOBU BBITVIALENN TaK
yI'pOsKarollle, KOra OH UX HaXMypuJ, II0O3TOMY OHa CMe-
HUJIa TeMy, cKa3aB, OTOMBasA HOTOM TaKT:

— Kaxkas mpeBocxoauasa mojbka! Ilouemy ObI BaM He
IIOMTH 1 He IIOIPOoO0BATH IIOTAHIEBATH?

— Ecau BuI IIpucoeuHUTeCh KO MHE, — OTBETUJI OH
C TQJAHTHBIM ITOKJIOHOM.

— §1 e mory, a obemana Mar, yTo He Oymy, IIOTOMY
yro... — Tyt k0 3amoJsryasa u, Kasajoch, He 3HaJa, Ipo-
IOJIKATh el PasToBOP WJIM 3aCMeATHCA.
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“Because, what?”

“You won’t tell?”

“Never!”

“Well, I have a bad trick of standing before the fire,
and so I burn my frocks, and I scorched this one, and
though it’s nicely mended, it shows, and Meg told me to
keep still so no one would see it. You may laugh, if you
want to. It is funny, I know.”

But Laurie didn’t laugh. He only looked dawn a min-
ute, and the expression of his face puzzled Jo when he
said very gently,

“Never mind that. I’ll tell you how we can manage.
There’s a long hall out there, and we can dance grandly,
and no one will see us. Please come.”

Jo thanked him and gladly went, wishing she had two
neat gloves when she saw the nice, pearl-colored ones her
partner wore. The hall was empty, and they had a grand
polka, for Laurie danced well, and taught her the Ger-
man step, which delighted Jo, being full of swing and
spring. When the music stopped, they sat down on the
stairs to get their breath, and Laurie was in the midst
of an account of a students’ festival at Heidelberg when
Meg appeared in search of her sister. She beckoned, and
Jo reluctantly followed her into a side room, where she
found her on a sofa, holding her foot, and looking pale.

“I’ve sprained my ankle. That stupid high heel turned
and gave me a sad wrench. It aches so, I can hardly stand,
and I don’t know how I’m ever going to get home,” she
said, rocking to and fro in pain.

“I knew you’d hurt your feet with those silly shoes.
I’m sorry. But I don’t see what you can do, except get a
carriage, or stay here all night,” answered Jo, softly rub-
bing the poor ankle as she spoke.
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— Iloromy uTO — UTO?

— BbI HUKOMY He cKaxkere?

— Huxorna!

— Hy, y MeHs 1ioxas IPUBBIYKA CTOATH OJM3KO
K KaMUHY, U II09TOMY fA IOANAJIUBAI0 CBOU IJIAThs, a 9TO
A TIPOJKIJIAa HACKBO3b, M XOTA OHO XOPOIIIO 3alITOIAaHO, HO
BCe-TaKMU OYEHb 3aMeTHO, 1 Mbar Bejesia MHe CUIETh Ha Me-
cTe, YTOOBI HUKTO HMUYEro He yBuuaes. Moikere cMesaThCA,
€CcJIM XOTUTE. JTO CMEIIHO, A 3HAIO.

Ho Jlopu He 3acmesicsa. OH OIIyCTUJI B3TJIAL HA MTHO-
BeHUe, W BbIpaKeHMe ero Julla o3amaumiio Ko, Korma oH
OYeHb MATKO CKa3aJ:

— §1 craxy Bam, Kak MbI IIOCTyIIUM. TaM ecTh AJIWH-
HBIM 3aj, TMe MBI CMOKEeM 3aMedaTeJbHO IIOTAHIEeBATh,
U HUKTO Hac He yBuauT. [lokanyiicra, moiigemMre Tyaa.

I:x0 mo6aaromapuia Jlopu 1 ¢ pagocThio IOILIA ¢ HUM,
JKajesi, YTO y Hee HET ABYX UMCTBIX TEPUYATOK, KOTJa OHAa
yBUeJIa KpacUBbIe, :KeMUYKHOTO IIBeTa IepUaTKU Ha pyKax
ee mmapTHepa. 3aJj ObLI IIYCT, M OHU CTAHI[eBaJX OOJIBIIYIO
TIOJIBKY, TaK KaK JIOpM XOPOIIO TaHIeBaJ 1 HAYUWJ ee He-
MEeIKUM I1a, KOTOphIe mpuBeu K0 B BOCTOPT, IIOTOMY UTO
COCTOSJI M3 YACTBIX B3MAXOB PyKaMH M MPLIKKOB. Korma
My3BbIKa CMOJIKJIA, OHY IPUCEJN Ha CTYIeHbKU, UTOOBI OT-
IBINIaThCA, 1 JIopu Kak pas pacCcKasbIBaJ O CTyAeHUYECKOM
mpasgauke B eiinennbepre, korga Mar nmossuiacs B 3aje,
paspicKkuBasa cecTpy. OHa momauuia ee, u KO HEOXOTHO
mocjieioBajia 3a Heili B OOKOBYIO KOMHATY, Ile Io0JieqHeB-
masg Msr onycruiach Ha JUBaH, AePKach 3a CBOIO HOT'Y.

— § pacranyia JOOBLKKY. OTOT AYPAIKNUII BBICOKUI
KabJIyK IOJBEPHYJICS, U3-3a YEero f IIyneHImumM obpasoM
BBIBUXHYJIa HOTY. BosuT Tak, UTO f ejle MOTY CTOATh, U £
He 3HAI0, KaK BooOIe nobepych 40 JoMa, — CcKasaJja OHa,
packaumnBasich U3 CTOPOHBI B CTOPOHY OT 0OJIH.

— 5 Tak u 3Haja, YTO ThI MOBpPEeNUIIL cebe HOTU CBO-
uMu gypanxkumMu tydaavmu. Mssuuu. Ho a4 He BMKY Iida
TeOA APYroro BBIXOMa, KPOME KaK HAHATL SKUMAXK WU
OCTaThCs 3[eCh HA HOUL, — OTBeTHJIa J[K0, HeXKHO Iora-
JKMBasfA TMOCTPANABIIYIO JOALLKKY MaT, ITOKa TOBOPHJIA.

79



Jlynsa Man OnkotT

“I can’t have a carriage without its costing ever so
much. I dare say I can’t get one at all, for most people
come in their own, and it’s a long way to the stable, and
no one to send.”

“T’ll go.”

“No, indeed! It’s past nine, and dark as Egypt. I can’t
stop here, for the house is full. Sallie has some girls stay-
ing with her. I’ll rest till Hannah comes, and then do the
best I can.”

“I’1l ask Laurie. He will go,” said Jo,” looking relieved
as the idea occurred to her.

“Mercy, no! Don’t ask or tell anyone. Get me my rub-
bers, and put these slippers with our things. I can’t dance
anymore, but as soon as supper is over, watch for Hannah
and tell me the minute she comes.”

“They are going out to supper now. I’ll stay with you.
I’d rather.”

“No, dear, run along, and bring me some coffee. I'm
so tired I can’t stir.”

So Meg reclined, with rubbers well hidden, and Jo
went blundering away to the dining room, which she
found after going into a china closet, and opening the
door of a room where old Mr. Gardiner was taking a little
private refreshment. Making a dart at the table, she se-
cured the coffee, which she immediately spilled, thereby
making the front of her dress as bad as the back.

“Oh, dear, what a blunderbuss I am!” exclaimed Jo,
finishing Meg’s glove by scrubbing her gown with it.

“Can I help you?” said a friendly voice. And there was
Laurie, with a full cup in one hand and a plate of ice in
the other.

“I was trying to get something for Meg, who is very
tired, and someone shook me, and here I am in a nice
state,” answered Jo, glancing dismally from the stained
skirt to the coffee-colored glove.
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— 51 He cMOTy HAHATH SKUNANK, 9TO OyAET CTOUTH OUeHb
moporo. Borock, UuTo cBOOOAHBIX BOOOIIe He HalgeTcs, mo-
TOMY YTO OOJIITUHCTBO TOCTEN ITPUE3IKAIOT HA CBOUX, a JI0
KOHIOITHYU UATHU AAJEeKO, U II0CJaTh HEKOTO.

— 1 cxoxy.

— Her, uto TbI! ViKe AeBATHIN Uac, ¥ HA YJIHUIlEe ThMa eTu-
merckasi. I He MOTy ocTaTbCA 37eCh, IIOTOMY UTO JOM ITOJIOH
rocreii. ¥ Cajiz oCTAarOTCA KaKuWe-TO OeBYIIKHU. I oTmoXHY,
TIOKa He IpuIeT XaHHa, a IOTOM IOCTapParoCch JOWUTH 0 AoMA.

— § monpoiry Jlopu. OH cXOAUT B KOHIOIIHIO, — CKa-
sasa )Xo, B3IOXHYB C OOJieryeHMEM, KOT[a 9Ta MBICIb
MIpUIILTIa € B TOJIOBY.

— Mepcu, "Her! He mpocu HMKOrO M HUKOMY HE IO-
Bopu. IIprHecr MHE MOM KAaJIOIIM ¥ IIOJOMKU 3TH TydJIu
K HamuM BeltaMm. §1 GoJibille He CMOTY TaHIIEBATh, HO KaK
TOJBKO YKUH 3aKOHUUTCSA, MOWINY XaHHY M CKaKU MHeE,
KOT/[a OHA IPHUIeT.

— Tloctu ceituac GynyTr ykuHaTh. §$I ocTaHych 37ecCh.
$1 661 XOTeJIa TOOBITH ¢ TOGOI.

— Her, moporas, cberaii u npuHecu MHe Kogde. I Tax
ycrajia, 4To JaKe He MOTY IOIIEBEJTUTHCA.

Wrax, Mar orkmHyjsIach Ha COMHKY AWBaHA, TIATEJb-
HO CHpATAB KaJolu, a Ko, CIOTHIKasACh, HAIpPaBUJIach
B CTOJIOBYIO, KOTOPYIO OOHapy:KMJa TOJBKO IIOCJE TOTO,
Kak CcHavaja 3arigHyjaa B mikad c dapdopom, a IOTOM
OTKpBLIA JBepPb KOMHATHI, TIe cTapblii mucTep IapauHep
MOAKPEILIAJICA B YeAUHEHUN. BPOCUBIINCHL K CTOJNY, OHa
cxXBaTUJIa Yallky Kode, KOTOPBIN TYyT Ke IpoJujia Ha ceds,
WCIOPTHUB Mepe] ILIaThA Tak e, KaK 1 CIUHY.

— O 6oxke, Kakada ke A gypal — Bockamkmyaa I[:xo,
OoTTUpAasA IJjaThe IepuyaTkout Mar.

— Yewm s MOT'Yy IIOMOUYb? — CIIPOCHJI APYKEII0HBII Iro-
Jgoc. ITo 6611 Jlopu, KOTOPHINA B OMHOUM PYKe AepsKaJl Jall-
Ky ¢ Kode, a B Ipyroii — TapejKy C MOPOKEHbBIM.

— § meITasack OTHeCTH 4YTO-HMOyAbL Mbsr, oHa O4YeHBb
ycrajia, HO KTO-TO MeHA TOJKHYJI, U BOT A 3IeCh B TAKOM
MUJIOM BHUJEe, — OTBeTuJa J[3K0, MpauHO IIePeBOAA B3TJIS
¢ MCIAaYKAaHHOMN I00KM Ha IMepuaTKy KogeiHOoro 1BeTa.
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“Too bad! I was looking for someone to give this to.
May I take it to your sister?”

“Oh, thank you! I’ll show you where she is. I don’t of-
fer to take it myself, for I should only get into another
scrape if I did.”

Jo led the way, and as if used to waiting on ladies,
Laurie drew up a little table, brought a second install-
ment of coffee and ice for Jo, and was so obliging that
even particular Meg pronounced him a ’nice boy’. They
had a merry time over the bonbons and mottoes, and were
in the midst of a quiet game of BUZZ, with two or three
other young people who had strayed in, when Hannah ap-
peared. Meg forgot her foot and rose so quickly that she
was forced to catch hold of Jo, with an exclamation of
pain.

“Hush! Don’t say anything,” she whispered, adding
aloud, “It’s nothing. I turned my foot a little, that’s all,”
and limped upstairs to put her things on.

Hannah scolded, Meg cried, and Jo was at her wits’
end, till se decided to take things into her own hands.
Slipping out, she ran down and, finding a servant, asked
if he could get her a carriage. It happened to be a hired
waiter who knew nothing about the neighborhood and Jo
was looking round for help when Laurie, who had heard
what she said, came up and offered his grandfather’s car-
riage, which had just come for him, he said.

“It’s so early! You can’t mean to go yet?” began Jo.
looking relieved but hesitating to accept the offer.

“I always go early, I do, truly! Please let me take you
home. It’s all on my way, you know, and it rains, they
say.”

That settled it, and telling him of Meg’s mishap, Jo

gratefully accepted and rushed up to bring down the rest
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— Maze ouenb Kajab! d ncKay KOro-HuOyab, KOTO MOK-
HO OBLIO OBI ATMM YTOCTUTH. MOTY A OTHECTH 3TO Ballei
cecrpe?

— O, cmacu6o! I moka:xky Bam, rme oua. S He mpen-
Jlaraio OTHECTH CaMOM, ITOTOMY YTO 00IOCH IOTACTh B eIle
OHY TIepeapsAry.

ko0 mIIa BIepeau, W, CJOBHO OH JaBHO HPUBBLIK yXa-
JKMBATh 3a JaMaMU, JlopWM HPUIBUHYJI MAaJeHbKHWM CTO-
JIUK, TIPUHEC BTOPYIO MOPIIHI0 Kode M MOPOKEHOTO MJsd
I:xo0 u 6bLT Tak Jio6es3eH, UTO maske TpeboBaTenabHas Mar
HasBaja ero «MujbIM IoHoIIel». Korga mpuiia XauHa,
OHU BeCeJIO IIPOBOAUIN BpeMs 3a KOH(GETaMU 1 OCTPOTaMU
U B caMOM pasrape ObLaa Tmxas urpa B «bB33sl» ¢ gByma
UJIW TPeMs JPYTUMU MOJIOABIMHU JIOJbBMU, KOTOPBIE CJIY-
yaitHo 3abpesn B KoMHaTy. Mar 3abblia IIpo CBOIO HOTY
¥ BCKOUMJIA TAK PE3KO, UTO ObLIa BBIHYKIEHA OIEePeThCS
o II:%0, BCKPUKHYB OT 0OJIHU.

— Tumre! Huuero He rosopu, — MpOIIENTaJa OHAa,
a Bcayx pobaBuia: — Hwuuero. S HemMHOro moaBepHyJa
HOT'Y, BOT M BCe, — W 3axXpoMaJjia HaBepxX, 4TOObI HaAEeTh

BEPXHIOIO OIEKIY.

XanHa BopuaJia, Mar maakaJa, a J[;ko Oblja B IIOJTHOM
OTUAAHUHU, IOKA He Pellnja B3AThb AeJI0 B CBOU PYKU. BhI-
CKOJIBBHYB M3 KOMHATHI, OHa moOeKaja BHU3 U, HaAUAA
CJYTy, CIIPOCHUJIA, HEe MOJKET JI1 OH HAWUTH IJd HUX DKU-
nak. ITo ObBLI HAEeMHBLIH OPUIIMAHT, KOTOPBLII HUUYEro He
3HAJ 00 OKPECTHOCTAX, 1 [[KO OorisaabpIBajach B IIOMCKAX
IOMOIIM, KOoraa Imopdoliesa Jlopu, yCabIMIaBIIUKA ee CJI0Ba,
¥ IPEeIJIOKUI OeAYIIKAH SKUIAaK, KOTOPBI, II0 €ro CJo-
BaM, TOJBKO YTO IIPUEXAJ 3a HUM.

— Ho Benn emre Tak pano! Bel Bemb He cobupaauch
yxoauTth? — ¢ obserueHneM Havaja I[3Ko, HO Bce ele He
peluiasch IPUHATD IIPEAJIOKEeHNE.

— 5 Bcerma yxo:ky pano, mpappa! Ilomamyiicra, 1mo-
3BOJIbTE MHE OTBe3TH Bac AoMoii. MHe BeJb C BaAMHU IIO IIy-
TH, U, TOBOPAT, UIET TOKIb.

9TO pelnyo neyio, U, paccKkazaB eMy O HecuacTbe Mar,
K0 ¢ 6y1aroJapHOCTHIO COTTIACUIACH M OpOoCUIach HaBepX,
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of the party. Hannah hated rain as much as a cat does so
she made no trouble, and they rolled away in the luxuri-
ous close carriage, feeling very festive and elegant. Lau-
rie went on the box so Meg could keep her foot up, and
the girls talked over their party in freedom.

“I had a capital time. Did you?’ asked Jo, rumpling up
her hair, and making herself comfortable.

“Yes, till I hurt myself. Sallie’s friend, Annie Moffat,
took a fancy to me, and asked me to come and spend a
week with her when Sallie does. She is going in the spring
when the opera comes, and it will be perfectly splendid,
if Mother only lets me go,” answered Meg, cheering up
at the thought.

“I saw you dancing with the red headed man I ran
away from. Was he nice?”

“Oh. very! His hair is auburn, not red, and he was
very polite, and I had a delicious redowa with him.”

“He looked like a grasshopper in a fit when he did the
new step. Laurie and I couldn’t help laughing. Did you
hear us?”

“No, but it was very rude. What were you about all
that time, hidden away there?”

Jo told her adventures, and by the time she had fin-
ished they were at home. With many thanks, they said
good night and crept in, hoping to disturb no one, but the
instant their door creaked, two little nightcaps bobbed
up, and two sleepy but eager voices cried out...

“Tell about the party! Tell about the party!”

With what Meg called ’a great want of manners’ Jo
had saved some bonbons for the little girls, and they soon
subsided, after hearing the most thrilling events of the
evening.
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yTOOBl IIPUBECTU OCTAJbHBIX. XaHHA JIOOWIa JOXKIb He
6oJIbIIIe, YeM KOIIIKA, II03TOMY YyTrOBOPUTH €€ He COCTaBUJIO
TpyAa, U OHU YKATUJIU B POCKOIIHOM 3aKPBITOM SKUIIAKE,
YyBCTBYsI ce0s TakK, CJIOBHO IPUHALJIEKAJN K BBICIIEMY
ob1iecTBy. Jlopu ces Ha KO3JbI, 4TOOBI Mar Moria BBITA-
HYTh U Jep:KaTh HOTY Ha BeCy, U NeBOUKU 0e3 CTeCHEeHUS
00CysKIaIu IPOIIEAIyI0 BEUePUHKY.

— A ormamuHo mpoBesia BpeMsA. A THI? — cmpocuia
K0, B3BEepoOIINBasa BOJOCH U yCTPauBasAch IMoymobHee.

— Ila, moka He moxBepHyJa Hory. [Togpyra Camnnu, JH-
HE Moddar, oTHecaach KO MHE ¢ CUMIIATHEH 1 IIOIPOCcUa
mpuexaTh K Heil Ha HeneabKy BMecTe ¢ Camnmu. OHa Gymer
3/lech BECHOI1, KOT/[a oIlepa IIPpUeIeT Ha TacTPOJIN, U 9TO 0y-
JIeT TIPOCTO BEJIUKOJIEITHO, €CJIN TOJHKO MaMa OTIIYCTHUT Me-
Hs, — oTBeTmuja Mar, mIproOOJPUBIINCEH OT 3TOM MBICJIU.

— 5 Bugena, Kak ThI TaHIIEBAJIA C PHIKEBOJIOCHIM IOHO-
e, oT KoToporo A yoexxasa. O ObLT MUIBIM?

— O, ouensn! Bosiockl y HEro 30JI0TUCTO-KAIITaHOBLIE,
a He PbeIlKne, U OH 6BIJI OYeHb BEXJINB, 1 MBI C HUM CTaH-
IleBaJIi 04apoBaTEeJIbHBIN pPefoBakK.

— OH npsIraJl KaK Ky3HEUUK, KOT/[a UCIIOJHAJ OUepe-
HOe mma. M=l ¢ Jlopu He mMoriu yaepskaTbed oT cMmexa. Hac
He OBILJIO CJBIIITHO?

— Her, HO BBI Besiu cebA OYeHb HEBOCIUTAHHO. Uem
9TO BbI 3aHUMAJIVCDH BCE BPEMs, IPAUYACH TaAM?

Ko pacckasajia O CBOMX IPUKIIOUYEHUIX, U K TOMY
BpeMeHU, KaK OHa 3aKOHYWJIA, OHU Yy:Ke ObLIu nmoma. Pac-
chImasich B 0JIaTOMapHOCTSX, OHU IIOKeJaJd CIIOKOWHOI
Houm Jlopwm M HOPOKpaIWCh B JOM, HaJgedACh HUKOTO He
pasoyauThb, HO B TOT MOMEHT, KOTJa CKPUIIHYJA IBEpb,
HaO IIOAYUIKAMHK IIOACKOYUMJIN [ABa MAaJIEHBKUX HOYHBIX
YemyrKa W MOCJBINIAJNCH ABAa COHHBIX, HO HETEPIEeJIUBBIX
roJioca:

— Kaxk mpomrna BeuepuHka? Pacckakure o BeuepuHKe!

IIposiBuUB TO, uTo Mar HashkIBaja «IMOJHBIM OTCYTCTBU-
eM MaHep», /Ko mpuHecsia HECKOJIBKO KOHMET I MJIa-
IIUX CeCTepP, M OHM BCKOPE YCIOKOUJINCH, BHICIYIIAB pac-
CKa3 0 CaMBIX BOJIHYIOIINX COOBITUSIX Beuepa.
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“I declare, it really seems like being a fine young lady,
to come home from the party in a carriage and sit in my
dressing gown wit a maid to wait on me,” said Meg, as
Jo bound up her foot with arnica and brushed her hair.

“I don’t believe fine young ladies enjoy themselves
a bit more than we do, in spite of our burned hair, old
gowns, one glove apiece and tight slippers that sprain our
ankles when we are silly enough to wear them.”

And I think Jo was quite right.

Chapter 4
BURDENS

“Oh, dear, how hard it does seem to take up our packs
and go on,” sighed Meg the morning after the party, for
now the holidays were over, the week of merrymaking did
not fit her for going on easily with the task she never
liked.

“I wish it was Christmas or New Year’s all the time.
Wouldn’t it be fun?” answered Jo, yawning dismally.

“We shouldn’t enjoy ourselves half so much as we do
now. But it does seem so nice to have little suppers and
bouquets, and go to parties, and drive home, and read
and rest, and not work. It’s like other people, you know,
and I always envy girls who do such things, I’m so fond of
luxury,” said Meg, trying to decide which of two shabby
gowns was the least shabby.

“Well, we can’t have it, so don’t let us grumble but
shoulder our bundles and trudge along as cheerfully as
Marmee does. I’m sure Aunt March is a regular Old Man
of the Sea to me, but I suppose when I’ve learned to carry
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— Kiasanych, g nefiCTBUTEIBHO BBITVISKY KaK IIpeKpac-
HasA MOJIOZAas JeI, KOTOopasa BO3BpalllaeTcs JOMOM ¢ Beue-
PUHKU B KapeTe, a IIOTOM CUJIUT B CBOEM IIeHbIOApe C Iop-
HUYHOI, KOTOpas eil IIpucyKuBaer, — ckasaaa Mar, Kor-
na I»xo mepeBssajia eif HOT'Y, CMasaB JIOABIKKY apHUKOU,
¥ pacuecajia BOJOCHI.

— He nymailo, uTo mpeKpacHble I0HbIE JeIU ITPOBOASAT
BpeMs Jydllle, YeM MBI, XOTd Y HAC IIOATOPEeJSH BOJIOCHI,
cTaphble IJIaThs, 10 OAHON IepuaTKe HA KaKIYI0 U TeCHBIE
Ty(dJu, 13-3a KOTOPBIX MBI IIOJIyUaeM PACTSKeHUe JIOIbI-
JKeK, II0 COOCTBEHHOI IVIyIOCTU HaJeBasd WX Ha Oal.

W a cumralo, uto I[;x0 ObLIa COBEpPIIEHHO ITPaBa.

maBsa 4
TAXEJIbIE HOLLW

— DBoske Moii, Kak Ke TAKKO CHOBA IIyCKATHCA B IYTh
CO CBOeM KOTOMKOM, — B3JOXHYJa Mar HayTpo mocje Be-
YePUHKU, KOTZa IPasfHUKN 3aKOHUYUJINCH, a Helesd Bece-
JIbS BOBCE HEe pacrojarajia K TOMY, 4TOObI BHOBL OpaThbCs
3a HeJII00uMYyIo pPaboTy.

— Xopomro 6s1 PoxxgectBo u HoBbIM roj HUKOrga He
KOHuaauchb. Bor 6bLTI0 OB 3mopoBo! — orBerwia o,
YAPYYEHHO 3eBasd.

— Torma 661 MBI U HATIOJIOBUHY TaK UM He PaJOBAJINCH.
Ho Bemnb 9TO Tak MpPeKpacHO — YsKUHBI, OYKEeThbI, Beue-
PUHKN U TOE3AKU NOMOIf, KOTZa MOKHO UUTATH KHUTH,
OTIBIXaTh M HUYETO He AesaTh. Tak KUBYT ApPyTHe JIIOIH,
¥ s BCEerna 3aBUIOBAaJia JeBOUYKAM, KOTOPbIE BEAYT TaKOMi
o0pas KM3HHU, BeJb s TaK JIIOOJI0 POCKOIIb, — CKasaja
Mbsr, BhIOMpadA M3 ABYX ILJIATHEB TO, KOTOPOE BBITJIAEJIO
IMOHOBeEeE.

— Hy, aT0 He ana Hac, He O6ygeM BoOpYaTb U IPOHOJ-
JKMM HEeCTHM HAallly HOIy C PaJoCThio, KaK Hallla MaTyII-
kKa. 1 yBepeHa, Teryimika Mapu — KaK CTapMK-BOJIAHOIL,
U, KOTZla A Hay4YyCch HECTU ee Ha CBOUWX ILJIeYax U He JKajo-
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her without complaining, she will tumble off, or get so
light that I shan’t mind her.”

This idea tickled Jo’s fancy and put her in good spir-
its, but Meg didn’t brighten, for her burden, consisting
of four spoiled children, seemed heavier than ever. She
had not heart enough even to make herself pretty as usu-
al by putting on a blue neck ribbon and dressing her hair
in the most becoming way.

“Where’s the use of looking nice, when no one sees me
but those cross midgets, and no one cares whether I’m
pretty or not?” she muttered, shutting her drawer with a
jerk. “I shall have to toil and moil all my days, with only
little bits of fun now and then, and get old and ugly and
sour, because I’m poor and can’t enjoy my life as other
girls do. It’s a shame!”

So Meg went down, wearing an injured look, and
wasn’t at all agreeable at breakfast time. Everyone
seemed rather out of sorts and inclined to croak.

Beth had a headache and lay on the sofa, trying to
comfort herself with the cat and three kittens. Amy was
fretting because her lessons were not learned, and she
couldn’t find her rubbers. Jo would whistle and make
a great racket getting ready. Mrs. March was very busy
trying to finish a letter, which must go at once, and Han-
nah had the grumps, for being up late didn’t suit her.

“There never was such a cross family!” cried Jo, losing
her temper when she had upset an inkstand, broken both
boot lacings, and sat down upon her hat.

“You’re the crossest person in it!” returned Amy,
washing out the sum that was all wrong with the tears
that had fallen on her slate.

“Beth, if you don’t keep these horrid cats down cellar
I’ll have them drowned,” exclaimed Meg angrily as she
tried to get rid of the kitten which had scrambled up her
back and stuck like a burr just out of reach.
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BaTbCsA, OHA caMa OCTAaBUT MEHA WJIU CTaHeT TaKOH JIeTKOMH,
YTO f IIepecTaHy odpalaTh Ha Hee BHUMAaHUe.

Ira MbIcab mo3abasuia [[»Ko 1 mogHANa el HacTpoeHue,
HO JiuIio Mar He IIOCBETJIeJIO, Bedb ee HOIla, COCTOSABIIAN
W3 YeThIpeX KaIpU3HBIX HeTell, IOKal3ayach el TaKeJon,
kak HuKorma. OHa maske He IOIBITAJIACH IPUHAPAIUTHCS,
KaK BCerga, Koraa MoBA3bIBaJIa Ha IIel0 ToJy0yIo 0apXoTKy
U eJjiaja KPaCUuBYIO IIPHUYECKY.

— Kaxkoii cMmbIcs IpuxXopalmuBaTbCsA, BeIb MeHA HU-
KTO HEe BUOIUT, KPOME 3TUX 3J106HI:IX HEeJOMEPKOB, 1 HUKO-
My HeT feJjia, KpacuBas s WJIK HET, — IPOIIeNnTaja OHa,
IIIYMHO 3aJBUHYB AIIUK ceKperepa. — 1 BCIO KU3HB Oyy
TAHYTH JAMRKY U JUIIb U3PeAKa II0JIydaTb YOAOBOJBCTBUE,
A COCTapIOCh, CTAHY YPOIJIMBON M yIrpIOMOI, IIOTOMY YTO
A OGegHadA M He MOTY PaJoBaThCA JKU3HU, KaK APYrue Je-
Bouku. Kak :xaJb!

Mbsr cumycTmiaack BHM3 C IOHYPHIM BUAOM M BecCh 3a-
BTpak ObLTa He B ayxe. Kasajioch, Bce OCTaJIbHBIE TOKe
6I:IJII/I He B JyXe W 3aBTpaKaJIx C KUCJIBIMU MUHaMM.

V Ber Gosesia rosioBa, 1 OHa Jiervia Ha JUBAH, IIBITAACH
yIOOHO YCTPOUTHLCA BMECTE C KOIIKOM ¥ TpeMsA KOTATAMU.
9Mu HepBHMUYAJIA, IOTOMY UTO He BBIYUMJIA YPOKU U HUKAK
He MOIJIa HaiiTu cBoM KaJjomu. KO HacBHCTBIBAJIA U, CO-
Ooupasich, IepeBopaunBajia Bce BBepx oM. Muccuc Mapu
W30 BCeX CUJI CTapaJiach 3aKOHUYUTH MMUChMO, KOTOPOe HY K-
HO OBLTIO CEeTOAHS Ke OTIIPaBUTh, a XaHHa Opro3iKaja, Io-
TOMY YTO eli He HPaBUJIOCH TAK II03IHO BCTABATb.

— Cser He BUABIBAJ TaKOM CBapJIUBOU CeMbH, — BOC-
kauKHyaa [[3K0, BBIHAS u3 cebs, ONPOKWMHYB YEePHUJIb-
HUIly, TTopBaB oba IIHypKa Ha OOTMHKAX W CEB Ha CBOIO
NLIATKY.

— IMa, a TBI B Heli 3Jee Bcex mpoumx! — Bospasmia
9Mu, poHAA cJie3bl HA TPUGETHHYIO JOCKY U CMbIBAaA UMU
HeIpaBUJIbHOE pellleHue 3aJaui.

— BeT, ecqiu TBI He OTHECEIb JTHUX YXKACHBIX KOTIT
B HOABAaJI, S UX YTOILIIO! — BOCKJIMKHYJa Mar, mbITasich
n36aBUTHCA OT KOTEHKA, KOTOPBI# 3a0paJjcs K Hell Ha CIIU-
HY U BIEIWJICA B ILJIaThe, KaK pPeleliHuK.
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Jo laughed, Meg scolded, Beth implored, and Amy
wailed because she couldn’t remember how much nine
times twelve was.

“Girls, girls, do be quiet one minute! I must get this
off by the early mail, and you drive me distracted with
your worry,” cried Mrs. March, crossing out the third
spoiled sentence in her letter.

There was a momentary lull, broken by Hannah,
who stalked in, laid two hot turnovers on the table, and
stalked out again. These turnovers were an institution,
and the girls called them *muffs’, for they had no others
and found the hot pies very comforting to their hands on
cold mornings.

Hannah never forgot to make them, no matter how
busy or grumpy she might be, for the walk was long and
bleak. The poor things got no other lunch and were sel-
dom home before two.

“Cuddle your cats and get over your headache, Bethy.
Goodbye, Marmee. We are a set of rascals this morning,
but we’ll come home regular angels. Now then, Meg!”
And Jo tramped away, feeling that the pilgrims were not
setting out as they ought to do.

They always looked back before turning the corner,
for their mother was always at the window to nod and
smile, and wave her hand to them. Somehow it seemed as
if they couldn’t have got through the day without that,
for whatever their mood might be, the last glimpse of
that motherly face was sure to affect them like sunshine.

“If Marmee shook her fist instead of kissing her
hand to us, it would serve us right, for more ungrateful
wretches than we are were never seen,” cried Jo, taking
a remorseful satisfaction in the snowy walk and bitter
wind.
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ko sacmesanach, Mbar BeIpyranach, Ber sampuumra-
Ja, a OMHU 3apbijajia, MOTOMY UTO He MOIJIa BCIOMHUTb,
CKOJIBKO OyJeT NeBATHIO IBEHAAIATh.

— eBOYKM, [JOE€BOYKH, IIOMOJUYUTE XOTb MUHYTY!
S1 mosKHA OTIIPABUTH 9TO IIMCHMO YTPEHHEH IIOYTOM, a BEI
MeHsS OTBJIEKAaeTe CBOMMHU IyCTAKamMu! — BOCKJIMKHYJA
muccuc Mapu, 3auepKuBas TpeThbe HeyIauHoe IIpeasioKe-
HUe B MUChMeE.

TyT Ke HacTynmJa TUIINHA, KOTOPYIO HapyInmia XaH-
HAa, IPOIIEeCTBOBAB B KOMHATY, IIOJIO;KHUB Ha CTOJI JBa TOps-
YUX IUPOKKA U YAAJIUBIINCH C TOPABIM BHUAOM. ITO OBLIN
ocoOeHHbIe TUPOKKN, KOTOPhIE IeBOUKK HA3BIBAIU «MYy(d-
TaMH» 3a HEMMEeHHNEeM HAaCTOAIIUX, 1 OHU IIPUATHO COrpe-
BaJI PYKU XOJIOAHBIM YTPOM.

XauHa HUKOTJA He 3abbIBajia X MPUTOTOBUTH, KaK OBI
OHA HU ObLiIa 3aHATA U CePAUTAa, BeIb IIYTh UM IIPEACTOSI
HeOGJIU3KUH, 1 UATHA IPUXOANIOCH B XOJOAHYIO 1 BETPEHYIO
moroxy. Broporo saBTpaka y OeqHs:KEeK He ObLIO, a JOMOI
OHU PEeJKO BO3BpAIAJNCh PaHbIE JBYX YaCOB JHA.

— ITpmxxMu K cebe MOKperrye CBOMX KOIleK, Berrwu,
W OHU BBLJIEYAT TBOIO TOJIOBHYIO 6ouib. J[0 cBUmaHUs, Ma-
mouka. CeromHs yTpoM MbI ObLIM GaHAONM HETOAHUII, HO
KoTrJa Mbl BepHEMCs JOMOM, To OyZeM HACTOAIIMMU aHTe-
goukamu. ITomrm, Mar!

M I:xo HeoxOTHO 3aimaraja IIpoYyb K3 AOMa, YYBCTBYH,
YTO MIJIUTPHIMAM He II0400aeT OTIPaBISATHCS B IIyTh TAK, KaK
aT0 chesany oHU. Kak OOBIYHO, OHU OIVITHYJIVCH, IIPEXK.E
4YeM CBEPHYTH 3a yIroJi, IIOTOMY UTO MaMa BCerjga KuBaJjia 1M,
yJabIbanach U3 OKHA M Maxaja pykoii. Kasamock, 6e3 aToro
OHU HE CMOTYT II€PEKUTDH MIPEACTOAIININ [eHb, IIOTOMY UTO,
HEe3aBUCHMO OT X HACTPOEHUs, MeJbKHYBIIIee Ha IIpOoIaHue
JIMII0 MAaTePH OCBEIAJIO UX IIYTh, KAK COJTHEUHBIH JIyd.

— Ecau 661 MaTyIIIKa BMECTO BO3IYIITHOTO IIOIEJY S I10-
rposujia HaM KyJaKOM, TO IIOAEeJIOM HaM, IOTOMY YTO Ta-
KHX He0JaroJapHbIX CO3NAHUII CBeT ellle He BUILIBAI! —
BOCKJIUKHYyJa [[3K0, KOTOpas mojydasa IIOJHOE PAaCKaaAHU S
YIOBJIETBOPEHME OT MPOTYJIKHU II0 CHETY 110 IPOHU3LIBa0-
1M BETPOM.
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