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( BETH. Tell me a story, Jo. | J ®)

JO. (Still writing) Now? o - Peth
Beth ﬂOdS Jo pastes on a bad mustache. |

Once upon a time, there was a WIZARD named RODRIGO, and
he cast a TERRIBLE / (SPELL)

BETH. —not that kind of story.

JO.  That's what I'm writing, Beth...- (Assuming a big, masculine
Rodrigo voice.) RODRIGO AND HIS DASTARDLY DEEDS of
DEPRAVITY! In this chapter, he finds a beautiful, Scantily. Clad,
SCREAMING maiden, tied up to an ENORMOUS / (worm)

BETH. —A REAL one.
JO. Those are bormg

Beth stares at her expectantly. She may even pomtedly clear
her throat. Jo tries to ignore Beth, then—

Once upon a time, there was a little girl, who was being a pest
BETH. Her name was Beth. .- |
JO. And this little gu'l had a monster of a sister—

BETH. (Objecting.) Jo! -
JO. —that’s right, its name was Jo!
BETH. And Beth liked her monster very much. And?

JO. And there were two other sisters in there somewhere. And a
mother, and a father.

She takes off the mustache and fiddles with it. -

And this family lived in a small house in the shadows of a big city.
And outside the city was an even bigger country—

BETH. And that country went to war.

JO. To war with itself.
But even though the father went to fight—

BETH. That was hard—

JO. —even if the world had split apart—that little girl and her
monster: together, they felt whole.

BETH. What happened when they grew up?
JO. In this story, they never grow up. They just stay the same, and it

- lasts forever.

BETH. Nothlﬁg lasts forever, Jo. > -61\0\



. l%\(\< LAURIE. Oh! Hellol - P g

Amy cries hysterically. | L oanie
—Are you all right? PooKS
She cries. -

—1I say, miss, are you all right?

AMY. Leave me alone' LEAVE ME ALONE TO DIE IN THE
SNOWWWWWW! -

- ~ She throws herself down and sobs into the snow,
O LAURIE. —Come, what's the matter?
AMY. (Cries.)-—1I can't say, it’s too shameful!

LAURIE. (Improvzszng ) Well—sure. A danisel in dlstress should
retain an air of mystery. = -

He offers her a hankie. -

You're one of the March girls, aren’t you?

I've been watching—seeing you all. 'm Theodore Laurence. (Laurze
doesn't have any friends:) But my friends call me Laurie. -

. He holds out a hand to shake.
AMY. Laurie Laurence? That’s terrible. (. Sm_ﬁfs ) Why net Theodore?
LAURIE. Its just not who I am.
Pause.
—Dont you want to go mdoors?
AMY. Nobody understands in there.

Q . LAURIE. Truly? You all seem so happy together. I mean, when I
happen to—to see you.

AMY. They tease and scold me and think I'm spoilt!
NO no—nobody even TRIES to understand me ANYWHEREl

She wails again.
LAURIE. —I'm trying. -
She looks at him and sniffs.

AMY. Well—I owed a dozen piclled limes to the other girls at school,
you see—

LAURIE. Of course— -

AMY. —for if one girl likes another, she gives her a lime, and I was
becoming a piranha—
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LAUKIE, Naturaluy—
AMY. And—and Mr. Smith caught me passmg a hme——
LAURIE. 'The scoundrel—

AMY. —and he brought me to the front of the room and he took a
rod and he—he WHACKED me!

LAURIE. Shall 1kill him for you?

- AMY. Yes please.

Amy holds out her hand, which is red.
It’s all red and hot.
He carefully blows on her hand a little.
LAURIE. —better? .
Amy nods and wipes her teats. From the Laurences’ house,

Brooks, Laurie’s tutor, enters. He can’t see Amy unt:l hes almost
upon them. .

BROOKS. (Quite angry and frustrated.) Theodore Laurence, you
cannot escape your lessons forever!—Oh

He stops short, uncomfortable—hes not good with children.
'What is—that?
LAURIE. It’s the neighbors little girl, Brooks.
BROOKS. —Hello, uh—Neighbor’s Little Girl. / Have you—hurt, or...
AMY. Iam NOT alittle girl, ’'m NOT— ‘

BROOKS. (Reacting to the meltdown.) all right—Just bnng herto her
parents—

AMY. —I AM A FULL-GROWN WOMAN!

She sits on the snowbank and starts sobbing, this time straight
into Lauries handkerchief.

Brooks looks at Laurie—he clearly doesn’t have it handled.
Brooks marches up to the Marches’ door and knocks. Laune
attempts to console a sobbing Amy.

BROOKS. Theodore, you have Latin!!!! > eﬁd



Jo Beth, l\/\&f’m ee

_ {1O. Marmee, we all had to survive school—why shouldn't she?
"3@”&(\ MARMEE. You liked school. - :

BETH. I got to stay home, Jo.

JO. Yes, Beth, but you're—you’re my conscience, is what you are,

and Amy is terribly spoilt. What kind of lesson will she learn?.
MARMEE. —Look at Beth’s flowers, will you?

JO. Marmee, please—no analogies. |

MARMEE. Here’s a violet: How do we care for it, Beth?

BETH. They like thmgs calm—not too hot or cold. And they like
the shade of other plants, so we pot them with their relations.

MAR_MEE And here’s a rose: What does it need?
BETH. You have to put it where sun is! And if’s delicate; you have
to give it support, or it won't thrive.
JO. Ow. | | :
BETH. —thorns.

MARMEE. The rose would wilt if she gave it the care of another
flower, and the violet too. One isn't better than the other. They ;ust '
need different things to grow.

JO. So if Beth is a violet—
BETH. (Surprised.) Oh!
JO.  And Amy a rose—what is Meg?

BETH. (Delighted to play the game.) A—Dalsy' She bloorned before
all the others!

JO. ThenIam... Moss. Dirt. (Snaps ) Arock. .

MARMEE. You are—whatever you're supposed to be.
Look at them: Aren’t they beautiful together? > e

O




MEG. You MUST come with me, Jo—

(Waving her hand; ripping oﬁ her bandage, m lously
healed. JWNyill, I will— :

'MEG. You'rd¥ little, Amy!

JO. Meg— N\ 'AMY. ERXGHIII

“No, nono—I Wo;kall th®ge MEG/ 0,1 work all the time and T -
and I want to have an evening it to have an evening out—and
in— - lmowIcant gounchaperoned—

MEG. ‘And we're growmg § now, and Yhgt means we must appear
in society! I want 1t—I WEED it so much! PERASE?!!! '

Jo looks at, Marmee:
JO. —But Im fe rock

g stomps off. They trans:tton into the ball. Meg nervously -‘
Vi d]usts herself

Scene6 = o0

| The ballroom of Mrs. Mingo':tt—of the Manhattan Mingotts.
Meg and Jo—aware that they are considered charity cases—
are on painful, conscious, anxious display here.

\dlpg(\(MEG Do 1 look all right?

JO. Don't ask me for womamsh opinions, Meg, I never say the: nght

- thing. ,
- MEG. ]ust keep it 31mple, as: “Oh, ]o, your hair looks so well”

JO. (She’s bad at this.) Oh, Meg, I—like—your...dress.

MEG. (Playing with it.) Marmee says I may have a silk when Iam -
married—but Il be so old by the time that happens'

IO. I should hope so. ( Off of Meg’s look.) —What?
MEG. Why are you holding your pop’ like that?
JO. There’s a rip in the seat. -

* “Pop” is short for “poplin,’ the fabric used for the March sisters’ dresses.



MEG. Can’t you hold your gloves over it?

JO. 1 spilled lemonade on em.

MEG. And WHAT is THIS?

JO. Aburn. I think.

MEG. Jo, just—stand against the wall, so nobody sees you. But

don’t put your hands behind you. Or say “Christopher Columbus”
Or stare, or bounce, or breathe—(or)

JO. MEG! Tell you what: if you see me doing anyt}ung wrong, give
me a poke.

MEG. Poking isn’t ladylike. I'll give a cough‘ Like thls— |
She gives a homble, hideous cough.
JO. —really?

MEG. —here comes Mrs. Mmgott' Jo— (Fluttering.) —just stand
there normally—

Jo lounges, whtstlmg

~NOT normally! NOT NORMALLY, JO. APPROPRIATELY

MRS. MINGOTT. Miss ]osephme‘
~ Jo salutes bouncily; Meg coughs frantically.
And dear Miss March!
Meg is still hacking away at Jo.
—areyou all right?
MEG. Oh! Yes.

MRS. MINGOTT. The governess at the balll (This is not a good
thing:) And my heavens, don’t you look...smart.

MEG. Thank you?

MRS. MINGOTT. Cinderella before the godmother! Well, poof
here I am: T'll make a princess yet. Oop, (Adjusts Meg invasively.)

there, there, (Looks at Meg’s glasses.) no— (Steals them.) —and put

o

THESE, just—so— (Pishes Meg’s dress down so her bosom is fdr
more exposed.) Alakazam.

 Jo whistles—not a goéd whtstle Meg, barely able to see, looks _
down at her exposed décolletage.

MEG. Oh!



MRS. MINGOTT. Now stay right there.

She flips up her fan and sails away, commanding:
STAY! '
JO. Meg, you can't see without your glasses!
MEG. I can so!

JO. How many fingers am I holding up?
MEG. Don't be ridiculous!
- She reaches out to slap the fingers down and misses entirely.

JO. You're blind!!! Half-naked and blind.
MEG. Don't talk to me like ’'m Amy, Josephine, I am your elder, and
~ what's more, I am ACTING like a LADY!
_ "~ Sheflips open her fan, and, blind, hits herself in the face with it.
Ow. ' , - | .
' Shegropes her way to a wall, then stands. Jo holds her up. |
MRS. MINGOTT. Miss March, Miss Marrrrch! Look, Cinderella—
I have conjured up a wobbly old Prince!

‘They bow/curtsy; Meg barely makes it back up.
* JO. It's Mr. Brooks, Meg. |

Meg, who can't see, has no idea who that is.
MEG. (Mouthing it, unvoiced.) (Who?)
JO. The Laurence boy’s tutor. |
MRS. MINGOTT. 'As Miss March is our governess, you two should
have PLENTY to talk about— (Struggling to come up with what that
is.) lesson plans, and trigonometry, and—and chalk. I insist that you
fearsome scholars take a turn about the room, now! Oop!

She gives an additional tug to Meg’s bosom.
BROOKS. Madame. e o

‘Meg, quite bewildered, curtsies. Still blind, grasps his-arm,

and is led away onto the dance floor. Mrs. Mingott backs Jo
against the wall. ‘

MRS. MINGOTT. And Miss Josephine! Hm hm hm HM.

(Darkly.) U1l dig up some creature for you, somehow—some way.
(Jo grabs Meg’s glasses. ) You stay right therel STAY! /\ 20



X Oh!—pleasé excuse me!
- She prepares to back out as speedil

JO. —ifI disturbe
LAURIE. I only in here to—to. You know.

nless youd rather.
Neither of them is sure what to do.
\\Jy\ LAURIE. I thmk Pve had the pleasure ¢ of seeing you before, madame.
0. I believe you live next door. “Sirrah?”
They both almost laugh a little.

LAURIE. Funny how stiff one gets in these situations. Drag me to
a social and I'm a cat on a leash.

JO. (Points to herself. ) Dead cat ona leash_.
LAURIE. How is your little sister, Miss March? |
JO. She’s fine, Mr. Laurence. But 'm net “Miss March”—I'm Jo.

She sticks out her hand in a businesslike manner. Laurie,
. taken aback, takes it.

LAURIE. P’m not Mr. Laurence. I’m Laurie.

. She shakes his hand with great vigor; it is a very new experience
o for him. -

‘JO. Laurie Laurence. That’s terr...ific.



LAURIE. My real name is Theodore, but the boys called me Dora,

so I thrashed em into saying Laurie instead. (That’s not true.)

JO. (Impressed.) Really? -

LAURIE. —No. - .

T've never, um, thrashed anybody. (Trying to be impressive.) Yet.

JO. Tell you a secret? —I hate Josephine too.

Dosit? -

- LAURIE. Thanks awfully. These pumps hurt like the devil.

JO. -These boots are dainty little tbfturés—buf as Aunt March says,
Let Us Be Elegant Or Die. :

| They sit. -
LAURIE. -...whd's Aunt March? |
JO. I'ma bﬁSinessman-élad)r, 1 mean, so I wait on my great-aun
for wages, and she’s a nasty old cat. But she's taking me to Europe in
the new year! Wouldn't bring me along ’til I could pay for my own -
board, but I've finally saved up enough to go. '
And who knows what I can becomie in Europe? :
LAURIE. ...I know something about doing the bidding of cross
old people.
JO. D'you work? | : :

' LAURIE No, I get tutored. My grandfather has great plans for me,
and bought me out of the draft. I am someday to be a tedious titan
of industry! So I must grind away ’til college, where I willlearn how
to do what I don’t wish to do, in order that I may do MORE of what
I dor’t like in the future. = S
JO.. Luicky!

. LAURIE. What? S
JO. —lucky to go to college! How can you complain of that?

He looks a_f her. - . .
—TI'msorry, 'm being—fm so awkward, I always talk too openly. If
‘Meg was here shed cough herself into a fit over me being boyish.
LAURIE. No;I... Tlkeit.

JO. Pm not very good at being a, you know, a “lady”’

LAURIE. I’m not very good at being a “gentleman”



So perhaps we should—be ourselves.

Pause. She’s being very bad by saying this:
JO. Do you mind if1 take these boots off? They’re kllhng me.
LAURIE. —May I do the same?

They're being very bad. They szt on the floor and take off their
boots.

JO. (With great relief,) Christopher Columbus
They compare feet.

Look at them, side by side! -
They wiggle their toes; their feet are almost the same. Perhaps |
they compare sizes: A happy moment.

LAURIE. I'd rather be a girlvhthan aboy.

JO. You wouldn't!

LAURIE. Then I wouldn’t have to do all the thmgs that men are
supposed to: waste away life in billiards and business, march off to
war, be as unfeelmg as gramte'

If1 were alady, I'd compose on the plano all day, and nobody Would
bother me.

JO. Nobody would bother you except to tell you to wash the dlshes,
or tend the chlldren, or catch a man before you become an old
maid. At least your grandfather has plans for you! I'd hke tobea—a
great writer, or a famous actor, or a soldier alongside my father, but
I’ scarcely let out of the house without being told what a disgrace
I am! If T were a boy, people would care more about what I could
do than what I should do, and I'd be thought a tremendous talent
instead of a—a big ugly stone in the flower garden.

LAURIE. Not ugly at all. ‘
(Getting suddenly shy.) I mean. I like your—gloves They re spandy
JO. “Spandy™ :

She pulls out her notebook and writes in it.+

LAURIE. Whats that?

JO. My notebook—I always carry 1t w1th me, to write down words
for my great novel someday! “Spandy?” >

She writes it and puts it away.



Scene 8 | M, Laucenee.

The Laurences’ fine house. Mr. Laurence reads. Offstage,

Laurie takes a Latin lesson from Brooks. As their voices fade,
a light knock on the door.

£d (\ -
\o¥\MR. LAURENCE. Enter.
| | ‘No answet.
ENTER! |

He bangs his cane once firmly. The door creaks open, slowly.
Beth, very afraid—trembling—stands on the threshold. M.

Laurence sees her and starts up—he seems quite struck by het.
'~ He bows. A rhoment of silence.

{") Madame.

Payse. Beth is ready to flee. Beth opens her mouth to speak, but
no sound comes out.

BETH. (A completely inaudible whisper; all the audience will see is her
lips thoving.) —Mr. Laurence—

MR. LAURENCE. I cant hear you, madame—

BETH. (Barely a whisper, now almost in tears.) Mr. Laurence, sir 1
came to ask you—
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MR. LAURENCE. Speak up—

BETH. (Summoning up all her'courage. ) Mr. Laurence, sir I came
to ask you—if you won’t let, please, your grandson do our—our

~ theatrical.

. Beat. She’s ready to bolt at any moment.

MR. LAURENCE. Why do you girls all think Theodore needs
rescuing? Am I—as your sister said, an ogre?

BETH. N—no, sir. Lonely.

MR. LAURENCE. Mel!

BETH. Laurie, sit. And he was kind about my piano,-and looked so

happy when Meg said he might join our compny. And if not—our—

our play is a disaster, said Jo, and Amy said our—our Christmas
is—ruined.

MR. LAURENCE. What is your name?
BETH. B—Beth.

MR, LAURENCE. You must thmk me the villain from Mr. Dickens’
book, Beth March, to ruin Christmas.

BETH. I—1I think people dont always see exactly what they do, sir.
Beat. ‘ :

MR. LAURENCE. I imagine you see:

I had a little girl once, with eyes like yours.

He looks at her. She looks away, embarrassed, and can't help
but look at the big shining piano.

You like that piano?
~ She nods.
That belonged to her. Theodore's mother.
BETH. What happened to her?
MR. LAURENCE. She grew up.

She, in a great burst of courage, touches his hand He looks
at her. He clears his throat.

Run back to your mother! > ‘(,.(\Ci
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\OOSR (BROOKS Miss March. Ny L it
He stares at Meg for a moment. AYel Marmnee
G Merry Christmas. . }QWY\ﬂ |

O

MEG. Oh. Um. Merry Chr—

BROOKS. Would you—would you like to dance?
JO. Oh my God.

MEG. ...Now?

BROOKS. There’s music.

JO. CHRISTMAS music, Brooks.

BROOKS. “(Still holding his hand out to Meg )Id lxke to try again.
JO. Oh my God!

BROOKS. —I'm sorry, you’i'e—it’s-—I’ll (go)—
MEG. No! I mean yes. Yes. Let’s.

JO. Oh my God.

Meg gives her a look. They slowly, politely dance to the music.
It’s desperately awkward. |

AMY. DAWWWW!
MARMEE. Amy! Hush.
Laurie crosses to Jo.
LAURIE. You see that?
JO. No, Laurie, I went blind for the hohdays
LAURIE. Its romantic!
JO. It’s disgusting!
LAURIE. Do you have such a low opinion of matrimony? .
JO. Matrimony?! This is one dance. One incredibly awkward dance.
LAURIE. That’s how it starts.. o
JO. Meg is too young to be thmkmg about marriage.

. LAURIE. We all grow up, eventually...

* He sneaks his fingers up her arm.
JO. Stop! How could Meg want—that?
LAURIE. Desgustibus / non est desputadum,



BROOKS. (Getting nearer and correcting his pronunciation.) Desgus-
tibus non est desputadum.

" Brooks and Meg move away.
LAURIE. —whatever Brooks said—taste is not disputable.
JO. He would lecture in a dead language. Stuffy old Brooks!

LAURIE. What do you want, old fellow? (Covering a lzttle ) For
Christmas.

JO. Boot lacings.

LAURIE. Be serious. What do you really want, Jo, more than any-
thing? I'll buy it for you. -

JO. Genius. Don't you wish you could buy it, Laurie?
LAURIE. Iwish a great many things.
He clears his throat and holds out his hands.
Well? '
JO. Well what? : |
Jo gives him a look like he’s proposed setting herself on fire.
Laurie still holds out his hands.
LAURIE. I thought you liked to dance?
JO. Not like that.
LAURIE. —we can take off our shoes—
Amy has been sneaking up and eavesdropping.
AMY. T'll dance with you, Laurie!
Jo makes the “go ahead” gesture.
LAURIE. I'll get you yet, Jo... -
He turns and bows to Amy. He leads her to the only other
cleared space on the carpet. Amy carefully positions herself.
AMY. Laurie. Look. |
She points above his head.
Mistletoe. > .QDGX

He shrugs and leans in to kiss her cheek; she leans WAY in A
and grabs his head to go for the mouth—
And theres a knock on the door.
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%/AMY It feels as if there’s been an earthshake. Ao 4 \J@?\)wr\a_h

JO. “Earthshake”! et |

Jo takes.out her little book—takes out a-pencil with a big
excited flourish. .

- MEG. Earthquake, Amy.

AMY. Dor’t write that down, Josephine. Don't you dare write
that down! :

Jo looks at her—writes it down.
JOSEPHINE!
MEG. (Shouting.) Amy, don't shout, it isn’t ladylike!
AMY. Tell her not to write!
JO. Tell her not to put on an's'
BETH. My head hurts.

HANNAH. (. From the kitchen ) Gll'lS, STOP YELLING! ( Very loud.)
YELLING IS NOT FORLAD

GIRLS. YES HANNAH

HANNAH. And if you don’t clean up that mess, I'll give all your
things to the street Irish, I swear I will!

GIRLS. YES HANNAH
JO. We really ought to pull these decorations down
~ They don'’t do anything,.

BETH. (Rousing herself) 1 can't, for Im going to visit the poor,
- Hummel children—the baby’s been sick. You or Meg ought to go

with me, Jo—I don’t know what to do for her.

MEG. I can’t today, Beth—1I have to write to Marmee.

AMY. And to Brooooooooks—

MEG. Don't be impertinent, Amy—

JO. Dor’t be RIDICULOUS, Amy—

MEG. AND I have to dictate the week’s menu to Hannah for’'m
mistress of the house now, you know.
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HANNAH. (From the kitchen.) OH REALLY MISS MEG? YOU

OUGHT TO LEARN TO COOK YOURSELE, HEAVEN KN OWS
YOU'RE OLD ENOUGH

JO. Mlstress of the house”
HANNAH. “DICTATE THE MENU” MY LEFT FOOT (Indzgnant
banging of pots.)
BETH. Jo?
JO. I can’t today—1I have business.
AMY. What business?
Jo shrugs.

e e s et e e e ——— e ey e

(Jealously.) Plans with Launel He was w}uspenhg to you yesterday— o

I know you're plotting something!
JO. Eavesdropping is very Unladylike.

Amy is enraged. -
BETH. Will you come with me to the Hummels, Amy?

“AMY. I cannot go to see the dirty little Hummels, Elizabeth! For I
“ have business of my own! Big, IMPORTANT busmess'

The door opens.
LAURIE. (Sticking his head in.) Hallo! .. Why all the long faces??

JO. (Stopping him in a deliberately melodramatic fashion, starmg at
Amy.) Hsst, Valentino! The WALLS have EARS.

She punches him.
LAURIE. Ow!

JO. Race!

. Laurie races out with Jo.

HANNAH. (Kitchen.) MISS MEG! TIME TO GET THOSE FINE
HANDS DIRTY!

Meg, having dug her own grave, goes.
BETH. Amy—

AMY. (Pullmg on her coat.) L. Have Busmess 7 u\&‘
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He'll be better off without you

e [ g—appro-
pnate | _
She leaves. Beth rt—Jo looks at it, and turns
away. :
BETH. ]0-—_
Jo \wal

 Beth looks after both of them, losthecfiead hurts.

Scene 2.

Io and Amy amve at Aunt March’s and sit. ]o is at her wits’
end—but, to revenge herself; she is still wearing her masculine

outfit; she may even have added the mustache back in. A
clock ticks. )

NW SnAunt March is the most gnarled, horrible woman zmagmable
Shehasa large, nasty parrot on her shoulder. The parrot starts
a scene with a great big musty SQUAWK! A tense moment as

Pf“’“’} Aunt March eyes Jos masculine outfit; Amy is mortified and

angry: Maybe she tries to snatch the mustache away.

(D’b( AUNT MARCH. What a...remarkable outfit, Iosyphme

JO. (To Amy as well.) Thank you, Aunt March. I so agree. .
. She preens in her outfit to goad Amy, Amy would lzke to kill her

AUNT MARCH. (An order.) Read to us.

' SQUAWK.
JO. 'm not here to work, Auntie, this is a social / (call)
AUNT MARCH. Fordyces Sermons. . '
JO. Sermon One: A Lady Knows Her Place.
PARROT. Knows her place—knows her place.

AUNT MARCH. You look well, Amy.

SQUAAAAAWK.
JO. “Alady prizes presentation”
AMY. Why, thank you, Auntie



* Aunt March hacks something terrible up.
—so do you!
Aunt March vaguely examines her own phlegm as the parrot
repeats: :
PARROT. So do you, so do you!"
JO. “A lady speaks with discretion...”
AMY. And Polly is so charming—

Hungry squawk as the parrot lunges for Amy. Amy snatches
her fingers back quickly.

AUNT MARCH.  Mind your fingers. (Chuckles dryly. )
JO. “A lady behaves cautlously’ '
AMY. Ahaha. Charmmg

AUNT MARCH. How does your father fare, child?
AMY. A little better, Aunt March.

~ AUNT MARCH. Better! Not for long, I'm sure.
PARROT. Not for long, not for long—

JO. “A lady holds her tongue”

AUNT MARCH. ‘He ought never to have gone to the war! But then,
we should never have had a war-at all.

AMY. Oh, Aunt—

AUNT MARCH. Why should we poke our noses down South?
Lincoln ought never to have pressed his agenda!

AMY. Now, Auntie—
JO. “A lady holds her tongue”

AUNT MARCH. We ought to focus on the Umon—and put the
homeland first!

PARROT. Homeland first, homeland first!
AMY. Let’s not talk politics—

AUNT MARCH. But your parents are both the same-—your father
and his radical abolitionism—

JO. “A LADY HOLDS HER TONGUE”



AUNT MARCH. And your mother, and her immigrant trash! I
told her, I said, you go amongst that filthy boat rabble—
PARROT. Boat rabble, boat rabble—

AUNT MARCH. —you never know what will come trailing home
after you! And look what happened! She never listened to sage advice
from cooler heads, she always wisheéd to slum around amongst the
lesser classes—and so she nearly killed your half-wit sister!

- PARROT. Half-wit, halfw—

BAM! The parrot SQUAWKS and flutters—Jo has slammed
the book to the floor, or perhaps at the parrots head—and is
standing, trembling.
AUNT MARCH. Josyphine. What on earth!
- AMY. JO!
- Jo whirls, looking at her.
(With gritted teeth.) Just. Be, Agreeable.
AUNT MARCH. Josyphine?
Jo looks at Amy—and LAUGHS.

-JO. You're right! You're so right, Aunt March! You're so right, Amy!
We never should have gotten into the war! Who cares if people are
being enslaved? That's hundreds of miles away, why should it bother
us?! Why should we take any action?!! .

AMY. (Josephine—)

JO. Who cares if families are starving in the tenements?! That’s
right in our backyards, but why should we lift a finger?! No, no, I
think we should sit on our hands and shut our mouths, lest we
disturb others! Civility at all costs, that’s what I say! Civility before
humanity!

AMY. Jo—

JO. We should have no objections, isn't that it, Amy, no egocentric
aspirations to change the world! We should be adults! And the
adult thing is to do nothing and say nothing—and if we accompllsh
nothing, then that’s for the best!

We should just stay at home, and close our eyes, and accept the
SAME EVILS, FOREVER!



AMY. JOSEPHINE. You've made your point. You may be quiet now!
PARROT. (Darkly.) Quiet now. Quiet...nowwwww...
JO. Christopher Columbus!

Beat,

AUNT MARCH, What a speech, Josyphine.
But I am glad to know your true thoughts, at last.

AMY. (Attempting to undo some damage.) Auntie—

AUNT MARCH. Miss Amy, I have long planned to make an Euro-
pean tour— -

JO. “Long-planned” indeed—

AUNT MARCH. And since Josyphine is so cross-patched against
leaving home—or keeping a civil tongue in her head—I wondered
if you might like to be my lady companion?

- JO. (Starting to yell quickly.) Aunt—Aunne, you've been promising
me this for YEARS—

AUNT MARCH. DON'T YOU YELL, JOSYPHINE—
JO. AFTER ALL THIS TIME, AFTER ALL OF THIS WORK

AUNT MARCH. (Rising over her.)1 promise‘d to bring a lady com-
panion! A lady.

PARROT. (Darkly,) Laaaadyyyy.
Beat. Jo turns to Amy.
JO. Amy— \
AMY. Yes. Yes, please, Aunt March! And thank you. > '&“’\0
Jo screams in frustratzon The parrot SQUAWWWWWKS.



Her red book in hand, Jo enters the publisher’s office, hum-
ming—a dark, smoky den. A few gentlemen sit outside. It
pretty seedy. Jo has put on a maroon silk cravat for the occasion,
carefully tied. She walks up to the publisher’s door, knocks,
Note: This is the first time we have ever really seen Jo out in the
“real world?” Jo knocks again.

- .
@ (MR DASHWOOD. (A very thick voice.) Enter. S 5
Jo hesitates. . | N\rb a0 o\
ENTER.
Jo enters.
Whosat?
He’s a bit drunk.

O

JO. It’s Jo. Jo March.

She holds her hand out to shake in a businesslike fashion. He =
doesn’t move.

MR. DASHWOOD. Who? .
JO. We met last year? You published my short story in your paper?
... The Spell of Rodrigo®?
MR. DASHWOOD. 1 buy a lot of stories.
Pause. |
You bring another?
) . He lights a cigar as she talks.

~ JO. —1I brought something better! My very first, WORLD PRE-

MIERE novel!
-MR. DASHWOOD. ...Novel?

JO. A whole work about Rodrigo. An epic! It has everything: love,
tragedy, swordfights—pirates, mermaids, dragons, and, and death
and birth, and—heavy themes. And it’s set—all over Europe!
So. o '

He picks up the book. Pause. o
MR. D! OD. I'm not in the market for ladigs’ novels.



JO. But—you have a press downstairs, with books in the window—

'MR. DASHWOOD. Those are works of hterature Not sentlmental

pieces. ‘
JO. This is—serious. I've worked on it for years. -
As he speaks, he casually taps the novel with his cigar—getting
ash on it. He eyes her oulfit.
MR. DASHWOOD. T assume you’re a woman?
_ She doesn't answer, _
Then this is a ladies’ novel. Doesn’t matter how you dress it up.

He pokes an exploratory finger at her outfit—]Jo shies away.

Listen, Miss March—there’s a legitimate place for women's voices—

bring me another sweet little story, it helps sell powder if I run it
next to the ads."

]O This is a whole book—

MR. DASHWOOD. Fifteen for a story Put some heaving bosoms
in it. :

JO. Fifteen?
Last time you paid me thlrty

MR. DASHWOOD. Meow.

| He looks her up and down. . .
—Seems to me that last time, you had a cooler head negotiating for
you. Where’s your “agent™?

Jo, humiliated, reaches for her book—he pulls it out of her
reach. He may catch her hand.

Some gentlemen won't pay a lady at all—but 'm forward-thinking.

She can’t leave without the book—it’s her baby. He leers.

Miss March—a little advice: Next time you step into this world, you
bring that “agent®—or your father—or your husband.

He puts his hand on her rear—matter-of- ~factly, almost
casually—she needs the book.

Remember—I’m one of the good ones > ej‘\o\

He gives her the book and releases her.



( AMY. Twamedyou.  \; fyny Bk, Marmee
._ JO. What? '
Q. -

AMY. You've been torturing me for years—writing down every
word I misspoke, making me feel stupid—rampaging through life
with your rough ways, never caring if you hurt Laurié or me or:
anybody! But you'll have nothing to show for it now, for it’s gone.
She goes back to reading.

JO. What?! . " L .
AMY. If you're looking for your notebook, Josephine— (Gestures
towards the fireplace.) There you shall find your lesson at last.
JO. This notebook? S ‘

_ She prdduces the notebook from her pocket.
AMY. What—? |
JO. This is the book I write your malapropisms in.
MARMEE. —What did you burn, Amy?
JO. Not the—the red book here?”

She gestures towards where the novel sat on the table.
(Going to the fire.) No no no no nononono
BETH. Jo—not your novel? -
Jo, as if she’s been stabbed, has gone to the dying fire, started
pawing through the ashes— -
MARMEE. Jo, no, youll burn yourself—
~ Jo pdys no attention.

- BETH. Was it her novel? . |
- MARMEE. Amy, what have you done—

BETH. That was her only copy, Amy!
AMY. —I thought it was the notebook, they looked the same—
MARMEE. Jo, stop! Please—stop. | -
Jo finishes scrabbling through the fire, looks up—
AMY. Josephine— '! |

Jo, covered with ash, crosses very fast to Amy and SLAPS her
- as hard as she can.



MARMEE. JO! :
- Beth goes to Amy, protects her—Marmee holds back Jo.
JO. MY ONLY COPY!
MARMEE. That’s no excuse for violence—
JO. YEARS of work! All my stories, my chlldhood——gone'
AMY. Tt was an accident!
JO. Ican never do it again! |
AMY. -1 didn’t mean to! ,
JO. Jealous, you did it because you're jealous—
BETH. Jo! -
AMY. I, ]ealous' Of an old monster hke you'
MARMEE. Amy!

. AMY. You great ugly boy, I shouldn’t be surprlsed youd treat a

lady so—
MARMEE. AMY!
'AMY. It serves }"ou right!
Jo lunges at her again.
BETH. Jo, no—!
Marmee pulls Amy away, but:

AMY. I've done you a favor, Josephine, getting rid of that rubbish.
Now you can FINALLY accept reality!

- JO. I never shall forgive you. Never.

BETH. Jo—

JO. Youand I, it’s over.>U’é\



