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In "Little Women," Louisa May Alcott masterfully intertwines the coming-of-age narratives of the March sisters'ÄîMeg, Jo, Beth, and Amy'Äîagainst the backdrop of the American Civil War. This semi-autobiographical novel, first published in 1868, presents a rich tapestry of 19th-century domestic life while exploring themes of family, gender roles, and individual ambition. Alcott employs a poignant and accessible literary style, blending realism with moments of introspection, charm, and humor, making it both a critical and popular favorite in American literature. Louisa May Alcott, inspired by her own experiences growing up in a transcendentalist household, sought to reflect the complexities of women's lives during her time. Her formative years featured strong female role models, which influenced her keen insight into the aspirations and struggles of women. This personal connection, combined with her observations of societal expectations, fueled Alcott's desire to portray relatable characters who navigate the tension between personal dreams and familial duty. "Little Women" remains a timeless celebration of sisterhood and resilience, resonating with readers of all ages. It is a profound exploration of love, loss, and the pursuit of purpose, making it essential reading for anyone interested in the evolution of women's roles in literature and society.
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In "Little Women," Louisa May Alcott presents a richly woven narrative centered around the lives of the four March sisters'ÄîMeg, Jo, Beth, and Amy'Äîduring the American Civil War era. This beloved classic, characterized by its poignant realism and exquisite characterizations, combines domesticity with the quest for personal identity against the backdrop of societal expectations. Alcott's prose is not only heartfelt but infused with moral undertones, showcasing her adeptness at blending sentiment with the evolving social landscape of 19th-century America. The original illustrations add depth, bringing the emotional nuances of the text to life and enhancing the reader's connection to the March family's trials and triumphs. Louisa May Alcott, a noted transcendentalist and feminist, drew inspiration from her own upbringing in a family that valued education and social reform. Raised by her father, Amos Bronson Alcott, an educator, and philosopher with progressive ideas, Alcott's life experiences and her roles as a caregiver and social observer profoundly influenced her writing. These elements culminate in "Little Women," which not only reflects her own struggles for independence but also resonates with readers seeking authenticity in character and voice. This timeless novel is an essential read for those who appreciate the complexities of familial bonds and the pursuit of individual dreams. Alcott's ability to portray the intricacies of womanhood in a changing society makes "Little Women" a powerful, relatable work that continues to inspire generations. It is a brilliant lens through which to examine both historical and contemporary gender roles.
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In this illustrated edition of Louisa May Alcott's beloved classics, *Little Women*, *Little Men*, and *Jo's Boys*, readers are invited to revisit the rich tapestry of family life during the 19th century. Alcott'Äôs narrative style interweaves realism and sentimentality, offering a profound exploration of gender roles, familial love, and personal growth. The illustrations enhance the readers'Äô experience, bringing to life the joys and struggles of the March sisters and their extended kin. This edition not only captures the essence of Alcott's prose but also situates her works within the context of American literature, reflecting the social changes of her time and the nascent feminist movements that influenced her characters' journeys towards autonomy and aspiration. Louisa May Alcott, a prominent figure in American literature, drew heavily from her own experiences growing up in a progressive household with strong feminist influences, including her father, Bronson Alcott. Through her narratives, she championed the rights of women and children, aiming to reconcile societal expectations with personal aspiration. Her storytelling was a means to express her views on morality, community, and resilience in the face of adversity. This illustrated edition is highly recommended for both new readers and lifelong fans of Alcott. It offers a comprehensive understanding of her enduring legacy, revealing the intricate dynamics of family and friendship that resonate across generations. Dive into this beautifully crafted work to experience the warmth and wisdom of Alcott'Äôs timeless characters.
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Louisa May Alcott's "Little Women" stands as a timeless classic that artfully chronicles the lives of the four March sisters'ÄîMeg, Jo, Beth, and Amy'Äîas they navigate the challenges of growing up during the American Civil War. With its rich, character-driven narratives, Alcott employs a style that seamlessly fuses realism with moral didacticism, allowing readers to explore themes of family, gender roles, and individual aspirations. Accompanied by the original illustrations by Frank T. Merrill, this unabridged edition enriches the text, offering visual representations that echo the emotional landscapes the characters traverse. Louisa May Alcott (1832-1888) drew from her own experiences in a family that emphasized education and progressive values, which profoundly influenced her depiction of female autonomy and societal expectations. Raised in a transcendentalist environment and exposed to the writings of luminaries like Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry David Thoreau, Alcott'Äôs deep understanding of her contemporaneous society infuses "Little Women" with authenticity and relevance, making her character portrayals especially poignant. This enchanting read is a must for anyone interested in American literature, feminist themes, or the intricate interplay of personal dreams and familial obligations. "Little Women" continues to resonate across generations, inviting readers to reflect on their own journeys toward self-discovery and emotional fulfillment.
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In her timeless classic "Little Women," Louisa May Alcott crafts a richly woven narrative that vividly chronicles the lives of the four March sisters'ÄîMeg, Jo, Beth, and Amy'Äîas they navigate the trials of adolescence and early adulthood during the American Civil War. Employing a blend of sentimental realism and social commentary, Alcott's literary style is characterized by its conversational tone and deep psychological insights, which resonate with the struggles of domesticity, gender roles, and personal ambitions. This novel not only serves as a coming-of-age tale but also captures the essence of familial bonds, societal expectations, and the pursuit of happiness within a patriarchal society, making it a cornerstone of American literature that continues to inspire and challenge readers today. Louisa May Alcott, an advocate for women's rights and a figure deeply rooted in the transcendentalist movement, drew from her own experiences growing up in a financially unstable family. Her diverse background'Äîranging from writing pulp fiction to working as a Civil War nurse'Äîshaped her understanding of the struggles faced by women of her time, ultimately influencing her creation of the March sisters, who embody resilience and individuality amidst societal pressures. This enchanting novel is highly recommended for readers of all ages, as it offers profound insights into the complexities of womanhood and the importance of sisterhood. With its rich character development and relatable themes, "Little Women" remains a beloved work that invites readers to reflect on their own lives and the evolving nature of family and personal dreams.
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    This collection unites Louisa May Alcott’s companion novels Eight Cousins; or, The Aunt-Hill and Rose in Bloom: A Sequel to Eight Cousins to present, in a single volume, the complete arc of Rose Campbell’s coming of age. Brought together, the narratives trace a coherent journey from early adolescence to the threshold of adult life, allowing readers to follow the same circle of family and friends through changing seasons of character and circumstance. The purpose is both practical and literary: to preserve continuity, highlight design across volumes, and showcase Alcott’s sustained meditation on education, character, and responsibility within a vividly drawn domestic world.

The works gathered here are novels, written for young readers yet fully accessible to general audiences. They belong to the tradition often called domestic or family fiction and exemplify Alcott’s talent for narrative addressed to youth without condescension. Each book is episodic yet purposeful, combining lively scenes of everyday life with carefully framed moral reflection. While the volumes are self-contained, they are explicitly paired: the first introduces the household, its routines, and the moral imagination that shapes it; the second revisits the same milieu as its heroine takes on adult choices. Together they form a continuous, character-centered Bildungsroman.

Composed in the late nineteenth century by the American author of Little Women, these novels occupy an important place within Alcott’s broader body of juvenile fiction. They reflect the post–Civil War cultural conversation about education, health, work, and women’s opportunities, while remaining firmly grounded in the pleasures and trials of family life. Their world is recognizably American, attentive to everyday habits and social expectations, and animated by the brisk energy of a bustling extended household. Presented together, the books foreground Alcott’s aim to entertain while offering a practical ethics of living well among kin, neighbors, and community.

The overarching theme that binds the collection is formation: the shaping of a young person’s mind, heart, and habits. Across both novels, Alcott explores how affection, play, duty, and intelligent guidance cultivate independent judgment. The heroine’s encounters with cousins and aunts provide a laboratory of character, where kindness, courage, self-command, and generosity are tested in small but telling ways. The sequel extends these concerns into questions of vocation, philanthropy, and choice, showing how early lessons flower into public-spirited living. Rather than dramatic spectacle, the novels favor steady growth, arguing that daily decisions create the self as surely as grand events.

Stylistically, Alcott combines clarity with sparkle: brisk dialogue, gentle irony, and descriptive detail that makes parlors, gardens, and games feel immediate. A conversational narrator occasionally addresses readers, guiding response without heavy-handedness. The episodes are constructed as satisfying vignettes—festivals, visits, mishaps, and reforms—each reinforcing a consistent moral vision while retaining the spontaneity of real family life. Playfulness softens instruction; humor keeps seriousness from hardening into sermon. The language remains lucid and swift, offering young readers pleasure in the turn of a scene and adult readers the satisfaction of observing craft that embeds ethical argument in the textures of the everyday.

One distinctive strand throughout the collection is Alcott’s interest in health, education, and practical competence. The novels advocate balanced living: sensible recreation, purposeful study, and thoughtful self-care. Finery and fashion appear, but they are measured against comfort, usefulness, and integrity. Games, lessons, and domestic tasks become means of discovering aptitude and character, while the older generation models guidance that respects youthful initiative. This emphasis reflects broader nineteenth-century debates about how girls should be raised—what they should learn, how they might contribute—and it lends the stories a progressive tilt without sacrificing warmth or the pleasures of companionship and play.

Family, in these novels, is both haven and training ground. The circle of aunts and cousins supplies a range of temperaments and opinions, creating a miniature society where consequences are safely explored and love steadies missteps. Alcott uses the bustle of the household to show how differences—of taste, talent, and perspective—can be reconciled without erasing individuality. Authority appears as care rather than control, and the shared life is built from rituals—calls, celebrations, charitable outings—that knit people together. The result is a portrait of kinship that is affectionate yet unsentimental, clear about frictions while hopeful about reconciliation and mutual growth.

As the sequel moves into young adulthood, questions of wealth, work, and social responsibility come to the fore. Alcott considers what it means to steward resources wisely, to choose companions with discernment, and to engage in community life with purpose. The heroine’s opportunities expand, yet the measure of success remains internal: growth is demonstrated by steadiness, empathy, and the capacity to act for others’ good. Courtship is treated as an ethical field as much as a romantic one, emphasizing compatibility of values and mutual respect. The tone remains buoyant, but the stakes subtly rise as choices carry longer shadows.

These novels endure because they combine moral seriousness with narrative charm. Their ethical claims are concrete—rooted in recognizable situations—rather than abstract pronouncements, and their counsel is tempered by humor. Readers encounter a world where virtue is attractive, not dour; where mistakes prompt learning instead of shame; and where adolescence is granted dignity as a phase of experimentation and discovery. The books also preserve a social record of their period, offering insights into manners, schooling, leisure, and philanthropy, without losing the immediacy of family talk and teasing. In this balance of instruction and delight lies much of their lasting appeal.

Gathering the two novels in one collection clarifies design and deepens satisfaction. The first work establishes foundations: relationships, expectations, and the moral vocabulary of the household. The second tests those foundations amid broader horizons, letting readers perceive continuity and change with equal vividness. Read together, they invite comparison of early ideals with later actions, and they reward attention to recurring images and scenes that signal growth. The emotional investment built in the opening volume pays off in the sequel’s quieter triumphs, ensuring that character development feels earned, cumulative, and convincing across the span of youthful years.

For contemporary readers, the collection offers multiple points of entry. Lovers of classic children’s literature will find the familiar comforts of lively houses and memorable personalities. Students of nineteenth-century culture can trace debates about women’s education, health reform, and the ethics of privilege as they surface in popular fiction. General readers may simply enjoy the pace, wit, and gentle wisdom that keep the pages turning. The books also lend themselves to shared reading: their episodic structure suits discussion, and their ethical dilemmas invite conversation without requiring prior expertise. They are approachable, generous texts that welcome a range of ages and interests.

Louisa May Alcott’s craft is evident in the way these companion novels make ordinary life luminous. Without grandiosity, they argue that attention, kindness, and perseverance are the true engines of flourishing. This collection, by presenting the complete Rose Campbell narrative, allows readers to savor that vision in full: the laughter and lessons of early youth, and the steadier, outward-facing commitments of maturity. It is an invitation to dwell among a household that prizes growth and goodwill, to witness character formed by affection and purpose, and to appreciate how a gifted storyteller turns daily experience into enduring literature.
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    Louisa May Alcott was a nineteenth-century American author whose fiction helped define domestic realism and the literature of girlhood. Best known for Little Women, she wrote across forms—novels, stories, sketches, and memoir—balancing moral purpose with brisk, character-driven narratives. Working at the intersection of New England transcendentalism and an expanding mass-market press, she translated reform ideas into accessible tales of work, family, and self-reliance. Her career also offers a portrait of literary professionalism: she earned a living by her pen, adapted to audience demand, and cultivated a wide readership at home and abroad. Alcott remains central to discussions of adolescence, authorship, and women’s writing.

Raised in Boston and Concord after an early childhood in Pennsylvania, Alcott received an unconventional education shaped by the transcendentalist movement. Formal schooling was limited, but she studied intensively at home, read widely, and learned from lectures, discussions, and naturalist walks in a circle that included Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry David Thoreau. That milieu emphasized self-culture, moral reform, and attention to the natural world, all traceable in her prose. Early on she wrote poems and short plays, trained her ear through public readings, and absorbed the craft of revision by copying, staging, and retelling stories. This apprenticeship grounded her lifelong discipline as a working writer.

Before literary success, Alcott held a succession of jobs—teaching, sewing, governessing—to contribute to household income, while steadily publishing in magazines and gift books. Her first volume, Flower Fables, drew on tales she had devised for children and revealed a nimble sense of wonder and tone. She also produced sensational fiction under the pseudonym A. M. Barnard, including pieces like Behind a Mask, where masquerade, ambition, and social critique drive the plot. That parallel stream sharpened her command of suspense and dialogue and demonstrated her range. The ability to write for multiple markets later informed the pacing and humor of her family novels.

During the American Civil War, Alcott volunteered as a nurse in a military hospital in Washington, D.C. The experience was brief but intense, and the letters she wrote about it were collected as Hospital Sketches. With brisk observation and compassion, the book offered a ground-level view of wards, logistics, and the moral pressures of care. Illness forced her return to Massachusetts and left lasting health effects, yet the publication established her public voice. She continued experimenting with longer forms, and her novel Moods explored temperament and choice, while shorter pieces honed a realist approach that balanced sentiment with wit and practical detail.

Alcott’s breakthrough came in the late 1860s when her publisher encouraged a book for girls. Little Women, drawing on New England adolescence without reproducing it literally, became an immediate success. Readers embraced its lively scenes of ambition, labor, and loyalty, and its sequel quickly followed. She extended the world in Little Men and later Jo’s Boys, creating one of the most enduring cycles in American children’s literature. Alongside those books, she issued An Old-Fashioned Girl, Eight Cousins, Rose in Bloom, and Under the Lilacs, sustaining a warm, humorous voice that prized effort, play, and ethical growth over ornament or melodrama.

Alcott’s reform commitments shaped both her public life and her themes. She supported abolition and, after the war, advocated for women’s suffrage, participating in local voting when Massachusetts extended school committee elections to women in the late 1870s. Work: A Story of Experience examined labor, independence, and community as a path to self-knowledge, while Transcendental Wild Oats offered a wry retrospective on utopian idealism. Even in domestic tales, she staged debates about art, marriage, and vocation, often giving her heroines space to test limits. The moral clarity of her plots coexisted with sympathy for experiment, reflecting the reformist energy of her milieu.

In later years Alcott managed heavy workloads while coping with chronic illness, yet she remained productive and attentive to her readership. She spent most of her adult life in Massachusetts, and the Concord house associated with Little Women has since become a historic site, underscoring her place in New England letters. She died in the late 1880s, by which time her books had become household favorites. Her legacy endures through continual adaptation for stage and screen, wide translation, and classroom study. Critics now read both the beloved family novels and the once-shadowed thrillers, recognizing a versatile, disciplined, and influential career.
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    Louisa May Alcott (1832–1888) wrote for a nation remade by reform, war, and industrial growth. After establishing her reputation with Little Women (1868–1869), she continued to develop a progressive domestic realism suited to a changing readership. Roberts Brothers of Boston issued Eight Cousins in 1875 and Rose in Bloom in 1876, situating them in the Reconstruction and early Gilded Age years. Though marketed as juvenile fiction, they carry the stamp of New England moral culture, philanthropy, and educational debate. Their emphasis on health, work, and stewardship reflects broader currents in Boston and Concord, Massachusetts, where Alcott absorbed ideas linking private character to public responsibility.

Alcott was born in Germantown, Pennsylvania, on 29 November 1832, but came of age in Boston and Concord, intellectual centers of antebellum New England. Her father, Amos Bronson Alcott, an educator and Transcendentalist, and her mother, Abigail May Alcott, created a household where literature and reform mingled with scarcity. The family’s Concord circle included Ralph Waldo Emerson, Henry David Thoreau, Nathaniel Hawthorne, and Margaret Fuller, figures who modeled a synthesis of self-culture and civic conscience. This milieu supplied Alcott with an ethic of disciplined freedom and practical idealism, a frame within which she later depicted privilege, duty, and growth in the lives of young Americans.

Bronson Alcott’s educational experiments shaped the intellectual ground Alcott cultivated in her fiction. His Temple School in Boston (1834–1837) sought conversational, child-centered learning that scandalized conventional opinion. The family’s utopian commune, Fruitlands (1843–1844) in Harvard, Massachusetts, tested rigorous simplicity, vegetarianism, and high-minded reform but collapsed amid impractical demands. These episodes taught the limits of abstraction and the necessity of workable ethics. Louisa learned to translate lofty aims into daily habits—study, play, labor, and care—an adjustment reflected in narratives that value healthful recreation, rational curricula, and moral agency without dogma, hallmarks of New England reform ideology fused to domestic storytelling.

Abolitionism underwrote the Alcotts’ public commitments. In 1847 the family sheltered a fugitive from slavery at their Concord home, aligning with the Garrisonian wing during rising tensions that culminated in crises like the Anthony Burns rendition in Boston (1854). The moral urgency and local networks of antislavery activism informed Alcott’s view that private households could enact national reform. Although her later juvenile works avoid explicit polemics, they assume a culture where conscience, aid to the vulnerable, and principled dissent are expected. The Civil War then moved these convictions from parlors and pulpit to hospitals and camps, pressing women into new spheres of service.

In December 1862 Alcott traveled to Washington, D.C., serving as a nurse at Union Hospital in Georgetown during the winter of 1862–1863. The ordeal, recorded in Hospital Sketches (1863), gave her a firsthand education in suffering, bureaucracy, and improvisational caregiving. Contracting typhoid fever and receiving calomel, a mercury-based treatment, she suffered chronic ill health thereafter, a private reminder of medicine’s risks in the pre-germ-theory era. Yet the experience hardened her practical philanthropy and sharpened an observational style that favored brisk characterization and ethical clarity. These war-forged habits surface in later depictions of discipline, cheerful duty, and the quiet heroism of everyday reform.

Alcott’s work is inseparable from the women’s rights movement spanning Seneca Falls (1848) to postwar suffrage campaigns. In Boston she allied with reformers such as Lucy Stone and Julia Ward Howe, supported the New England Woman Suffrage Association (founded 1868), and wrote essays and letters urging municipal participation. When Massachusetts granted women the right to vote in school committee elections in 1879, Alcott registered and voted in Concord, encouraging others to do likewise. This context grounds her interest in education, work, and economic independence. Her heroines’ capacity to choose vocations, manage property, and shape kinship echoes legal and civic openings for women.

Mid-nineteenth-century health reform complements Alcott’s educational program. Dress reform, popularized by Amelia Bloomer in the early 1850s, joined Dr. Dio Lewis’s New Gymnastics (promoted in Boston in the 1860s), hydropathic cures, and Grahamite dietary counsel in a campaign for vigor over vanity. Simultaneously, women entered medicine—Elizabeth Blackwell earned an M.D. in 1849—and institutions like the New England Female Medical College (founded 1848 in Boston) signaled professional change. Lister’s 1867 antiseptic procedures were beginning to circulate. Alcott’s emphasis on fresh air, exercise, and rational dress engages this ferment, while her sympathetic portrayal of conscientious physicians reflects New England’s embrace of humane, progressive practice.

The Boston literary marketplace shaped Alcott’s career. Roberts Brothers cultivated her work, with editor Thomas Niles famously requesting a book for girls that became Little Women. The firm later published Eight Cousins (1875) and Rose in Bloom (1876), framing them for a readership that had matured alongside postwar prosperity. Alcott also wrote sensational novellas under the pseudonym A. M. Barnard in the 1860s, and contributed A Modern Mephistopheles (1877) to Roberts Brothers’ No Name Series, demonstrating range across genres. She serialized material in reformist papers, notably the Boston Commonwealth. The period’s expanding juvenile market encouraged didactic yet lively narratives grounded in recognizable domestic realities.

Questions of class, labor, and mobility permeate Alcott’s world. Waves of Irish immigration after the Great Famine (1845–1852) transformed Boston’s service economy, while New England factory towns like Lowell pioneered wage labor for women earlier in the century. Alcott herself worked as teacher, governess, and seamstress before literary success, experiences distilled in Work: A Story of Experience (1873). Philanthropic associations proliferated after the Civil War, channeling middle-class energy into education, temperance, and relief. These social facts inform representations of apprenticeships, domestic service, and charitable mentorship, foregrounding the possibility of upward movement through discipline, skill, and the moral stewardship of wealth by conscientious elites.

Gilded Age sociability set the stage for moral testing. Urban prosperity expanded cotillions, clubs, and conspicuous consumption, even as older Puritan-Unitarians counseled restraint. The Women’s Christian Temperance Union (nationally organized in 1874) under leaders like Frances Willard advanced temperance as both personal ethic and civic program, linking sobriety to women’s safety and economic security. Massachusetts oscillated over liquor regulation, and Boston reformers used moral suasion and municipal activism to curb vice. Alcott’s narratives register these pressures by treating luxury, fashion, and drink as sites where character is proved, insisting that pleasure be balanced by service, prudence, and concern for others.

Transatlantic travel, with regular steamship service established by companies like the Cunard Line since the 1840s, made the Grand Tour a feature of affluent American life. Alcott herself visited Europe in 1865–1866 as a companion, gathering impressions of Paris, London, and Swiss landscapes that surface across her fiction. Postwar Americans returned from abroad with cosmopolitan tastes and a sharpened sense of national identity. For New England families enriched by commerce, exposure to foreign manners could refine or distort character. Alcott’s treatment of travel reflects this double edge: new vistas broaden sympathies, yet authentic cultivation is measured by responsibility at home, not mere display.

Changing property law for women underwrote Alcott’s plots of inheritance and stewardship. Massachusetts passed an initial Married Women’s Property Act in 1845, with significant expansions by 1855 allowing wives to control earnings and certain assets. Such reforms made it plausible for women to hold and manage estates, engage in philanthropy, and contract services. In the broader political climate, the Fourteenth Amendment (1868) and Fifteenth Amendment (1870) redefined citizenship and suffrage, provoking debates about rights and obligations. Within this legal mosaic, Alcott pictured guardianships, trusts, and ethical investments as laboratories of character, portraying wealth as a tool for education, aid, and communal improvement.

Religion and moral philosophy in Alcott’s New England blended Unitarian moderation with Transcendental self-culture. Boston’s pulpits, lyceums, and literary journals—The Dial (1840–1844) among them—propagated the belief that moral reform began with disciplined habits and sympathetic imagination. Sunday schools and charitable societies created infrastructures for benevolence without sectarian rigidity. Alcott absorbed this ethos at Concord gatherings and through lifelong friendships with Emerson and other mentors. Her fiction, while seldom theological, assumes a universe where conscience is educable, pleasure rightly ordered, and beauty allied to usefulness. The sermon becomes a story, and the lecture a domestic scene, accessible to young readers.

Educational reform formed a living background. Elizabeth Palmer Peabody opened the first English-language kindergarten in Boston in 1860, demonstrating child-centered practice that resonated with Bronson Alcott’s earlier experiments. Coeducation expanded in New England, normal schools trained teachers, and public high schools diversified curricula after the Civil War. The lyceum movement matured into summer schools and institutes; notably, Bronson founded the Concord School of Philosophy in 1879, convening lectures near Orchard House until 1888. This culture of self-improvement lent dignity to study, music, and science in the home. It also legitimated girls’ rigorous education, practical arts, and the social value of cultivated taste.

Leisure and physical culture reshaped middle-class youth. Croquet became a craze in the 1860s; skating, rowing, and brisk walking were praised by reformers as rational amusements. The YMCA popularized wholesome recreation for young men, while women adopted calisthenics suitable for parlors and gymnasiums. Thoreau’s local example of outdoor rambling—he died in 1862 but remained influential—reinforced New Englanders’ esteem for nature as moral tonic. Within this climate, strength and grace were not opposites, and play prepared one for work. Alcott’s emphasis on exercise and fresh air participates in a wider movement to replace idle display with active, healthful companionship across the sexes.

Domestic consumption moved to the fore as sewing machines, ready-made clothing, and fashion periodicals multiplied. Godey’s Lady’s Book and, after 1867, Harper’s Bazar spread patterns and ideals of gentility, while Butterick’s graded paper patterns (patented in 1863) standardized home dressmaking. Debates over corsetry and the rational dress movement reflected tensions between display and health. Household economy—budgeting, plain cooking, durable fabrics—became moralized as civic virtues in miniature. Alcott’s New England preference for simplicity, neatness, and functional elegance aligns with critiques of waste and vanity, encouraging readers to see taste as an ethical practice governed by comfort, freedom of movement, and fitness to purpose.

By the mid-1870s, when these works appeared, Reconstruction’s promises were dimming even as women’s civic participation advanced incrementally. Alcott continued publishing despite illness, dividing time between Boston and Concord’s Orchard House. Bronson Alcott launched the Concord School of Philosophy in 1879; both father and daughter died in 1888, Bronson on 4 March and Louisa on 6 March in Boston. She was buried at Sleepy Hollow Cemetery’s Authors Ridge. Her legacy joined reform to readable pleasure, offering portraits of youth in which privilege entails obligation, health enables service, and education cultivates empathy. The result is a distinctly New England model of modern, responsible adulthood.





Synopsis (Selection)




Table of Contents




    Eight Cousins; or, The Aunt-Hill

Orphaned heiress Rose Campbell goes to live with her aunts and seven boy cousins, where her unconventional guardian, Uncle Alec, promotes healthy habits and an education that nurtures independence. As she adapts to family life, Rose learns to balance personal growth with social expectations.

Rose in Bloom: A Sequel to Eight Cousins

Returning from abroad as a young woman, Rose reenters society and must decide how to use her wealth and influence responsibly. Amid courtship, ambition, and temptation, she and her cousins face choices that test their integrity, affection, and purpose.
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Preface

The Author is quite aware of the defects of this little story, many of which were unavoidable, as it first appeared serially. But, as Uncle Alec's experiment was intended to amuse the young folks, rather than suggest educational improvements for the consideration of the elders, she trusts that these shortcomings will be overlooked by the friends of the Eight Cousins, and she will try to make amends in a second volume, which shall attempt to show The Rose in Bloom.
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Rose sat all alone in the big best parlor, with her little handkerchief laid ready to catch the first tear, for she was thinking of her troubles, and a shower was expected. She had retired to this room as a good place in which to be miserable; for it was dark and still, full of ancient furniture, sombre curtains, and hung all around with portraits of solemn old gentlemen in wigs, severe-nosed ladies in top-heavy caps, and staring children in little bob-tailed coats or short-waisted frocks. It was an excellent place for woe; and the fitful spring rain that pattered on the window-pane seemed to sob, "Cry away: I'm with you."

Rose really did have some cause to be sad; for she had no mother, and had lately lost her father also, which left her no home but this with her great-aunts. She had been with them only a week, and, though the dear old ladies had tried their best to make her happy, they had not succeeded very well, for she was unlike any child they had ever seen, and they felt very much as if they had the care of a low-spirited butterfly.

They had given her the freedom of the house, and for a day or two she had amused herself roaming all over it, for it was a capital old mansion, and was full of all manner of odd nooks, charming rooms, and mysterious passages. Windows broke out in unexpected places, little balconies overhung the garden most romantically, and there was a long upper hall full of curiosities from all parts of the world; for the Campbells had been sea-captains for generations.

Aunt Plenty had even allowed Rose to rummage in her great china closet a spicy retreat, rich in all the "goodies" that children love; but Rose seemed to care little for these toothsome temptations; and when that hope failed, Aunt Plenty gave up in despair.

Gentle Aunt Peace had tried all sorts of pretty needle-work, and planned a doll's wardrobe that would have won the heart of even an older child. But Rose took little interest in pink satin hats and tiny hose, though she sewed dutifully till her aunt caught her wiping tears away with the train of a wedding-dress, and that discovery put an end to the sewing society.

Then both old ladies put their heads together and picked out the model child of the neighbourhood to come and play with their niece. But Ariadne Blish was the worst failure of all, for Rose could not bear the sight of her, and said she was so like a wax doll she longed to give her a pinch and see if she would squeak. So prim little Ariadne was sent home, and the exhausted aunties left Rose to her own devices for a day or two.

Bad weather and a cold kept her in-doors, and she spent most of her time in the library where her father's books were stored. Here she read a great deal, cried a little, and dreamed many of the innocent bright dreams in which imaginative children find such comfort and delight. This suited her better than anything else, but it was not good for her, and she grew pale, heavy-eyed and listless, though Aunt Plenty gave her iron enough to make a cooking-stove, and Aunt Peace petted her like a poodle.

Seeing this, the poor aunties racked their brains for a new amusement and determined to venture a bold stroke, though not very hopeful of its success. They said nothing to Rose about their plan for this Saturday afternoon, but let her alone till the time came for the grand surprise, little dreaming that the odd child would find pleasure for herself in a most unexpected quarter.

Before she had time to squeeze out a single tear a sound broke the stillness, making her prick up her ears. It was only the soft twitter of a bird, but it seemed to be a peculiarly gifted bird, for while she listened the soft twitter changed to a lively whistle, then a trill, a coo, a chirp, and ended in a musical mixture of all the notes, as if the bird burst out laughing. Rose laughed also, and, forgetting her woes, jumped up, saying eagerly,

"It is a mocking-bird. Where is it?"

Running down the long hall, she peeped out at both doors, but saw nothing feathered except a draggle-tailed chicken under a burdock leaf. She listened again, and the sound seemed to be in the house. Away she went, much excited by the chase, and following the changeful song, it led her to the china-closet door.

"In there? How funny!" she said. But when she entered, not a bird appeared except the everlastingly kissing swallows on the Canton china that lined the shelves. All of a sudden Rose's face brightened, and, softly opening the slide, she peered into the kitchen. But the music had stopped, and all she saw was a girl in a blue apron scrubbing the hearth. Rose stared about her for a minute, and then asked abruptly,

"Did you hear that mocking-bird?"

"I should call it a phebe-bird," answered the girl, looking up with a twinkle in her black eyes.

"Where did it go?"

"It is here still."

"Where?"

"In my throat. Do you want to hear it?"

"Oh, yes! I'll come in." And Rose crept through the slide to the wide shelf on the other side, being too hurried and puzzled to go round by the door.

The girl wiped her hands, crossed her feet on the little island of carpet where she was stranded in a sea of soap-suds, and then, sure enough, out of her slender throat came the swallow's twitter, the robin's whistle, the blue-jay's call, the thrush's song, the wood-dove's coo, and many another familiar note, all ending as before with the musical ecstacy of a bobolink singing and swinging among the meadow grass on a bright June day.

Rose was so astonished that she nearly fell off her perch, and when the little concert was over clapped her hands delightedly.

"Oh, it was lovely! Who taught you?"

"The birds," answered the girl, with a smile, as she fell to work again.

"It is very wonderful! I can sing, but nothing half so fine as that. What is your name, please?"

"Phebe Moore."

"I've heard of phebe-birds; but I don't believe the real ones could do that," laughed Rose, adding, as she watched with interest the scattering of dabs of soft soap over the bricks, "May I stay and see you work? It is very lonely in the parlor."

"Yes, indeed, if you want to," answered Phebe, wringing out her cloth in a capable sort of way that impressed Rose very much.

"It must be fun to swash the water round and dig out the soap. I'd love to do it, only aunt wouldn't like it, I suppose," said Rose, quite taken with the new employment.

"You'd soon get tired, so you'd better keep tidy and look on."

"I suppose you help your mother a good deal?"

"I haven't got any folks."

"Why, where do you live, then?"

"I'm going to live here, I hope. Debby wants some one to help round, and I've come to try for a week."

"I hope you will stay, for it is very dull," said Rose, who had taken a sudden fancy to this girl, who sung like a bird and worked like a woman.

"Hope I shall; for I'm fifteen now, and old enough to earn my own living. You have come to stay a spell, haven't you?" asked Phebe, looking up at her guest and wondering how life could be dull to a girl who wore a silk frock, a daintily frilled apron, a pretty locket, and had her hair tied up with a velvet snood.

"Yes, I shall stay till my uncle comes. He is my guardian now, and I don't know what he will do with me. Have you a guardian?"

"My sakes, no! I was left on the poor-house steps a little mite of a baby, and Miss Rogers took a liking to me, so I've been there ever since. But she is dead now, and I take care of myself."

"How interesting! It is like Arabella Montgomery in the 'Gypsy's Child.' Did you ever read that sweet story?" asked Rose, who was fond of tales of found-lings, and had read many.

"I don't have any books to read, and all the spare time I get I run off into the woods; that rests me better than stories," answered Phebe, as she finished one job and began on another.

Rose watched her as she got out a great pan of beans to look over, and wondered how it would seem to have life all work and no play. Presently Phebe seemed to think it was her turn to ask questions, and said, wistfully,

"You've had lots of schooling, I suppose?"

"Oh, dear me, yes! I've been at boarding school nearly a year, and I'm almost dead with lessons. The more I got, the more Miss Power gave me, and I was so miserable that I 'most cried my eyes out. Papa never gave me hard things to do, and he always taught me so pleasantly I loved to study. Oh, we were so happy and so fond of one another! But now he is gone, and I am left all alone."

The tear that would not come when Rose sat waiting for it came now of its own accord two of them in fact and rolled down her cheeks, telling the tale of love and sorrow better than any words could do it.

For a minute there was no sound in the kitchen but the little daughter's sobbing and the sympathetic patter of the rain. Phebe stopped rattling her beans from one pan to another, and her eyes were full of pity as they rested on the curly head bent down on Rose's knee, for she saw that the heart under the pretty locket ached with its loss, and the dainty apron was used to dry sadder tears than any she had ever shed.

Somehow, she felt more contented with her brown calico gown and blue-checked pinafore; envy changed to compassion; and if she had dared she would have gone and hugged her afflicted guest.

Fearing that might not be considered proper, she said, in her cheery voice,

"I'm sure you ain't all alone with such a lot of folks belonging to you, and all so rich and clever. You'll be petted to pieces, Debby says, because you are the only girl in the family."

Phebe's last words made Rose smile in spite of her tears, and she looked out from behind her apron with an April face, saying in a tone of comic distress,

"That's one of my troubles! I've got six aunts, and they all want me, and I don't know any of them very well. Papa named this place the Aunt-hill, and now I see why."

Phebe laughed with her as she said encouragingly,

"Everyone calls it so, and it's a real good name, for all the Mrs. Campbells live handy by, and keep coming up to see the old ladies."

"I could stand the aunts, but there are dozens of cousins, dreadful boys all of them, and I detest boys! Some of them came to see me last Wednesday, but I was lying down, and when auntie came to call me I went under the quilt and pretended to be asleep. I shall have to see them some time, but I do dread it so." And Rose gave a shudder, for, having lived alone with her invalid father, she knew nothing of boys, and considered them a species of wild animal.

"Oh! I guess you'll like 'em. I've seen 'em flying round when they come over from the Point, sometimes in their boats and sometimes on horseback. If you like boats and horses, you'll enjoy yourself first-rate."

"But I don't! I'm afraid of horses, and boats make me ill, and I hate boys!" And poor Rose wrung her hands at the awful prospect before her. One of these horrors alone she could have borne, but all together were too much for her, and she began to think of a speedy return to the detested school.

Phebe laughed at her woe till the beans danced in the pan, but tried to comfort her by suggesting a means of relief.

"Perhaps your uncle will take you away where there ain't any boys. Debby says he is a real kind man, and always bring heaps of nice things when he comes."

"Yes, but you see that is another trouble, for I don't know Uncle Alec at all. He hardly ever came to see us, though he sent me pretty things very often. Now I belong to him, and shall have to mind him, till I am eighteen. I may not like him a bit, and I fret about it all the time."

"Well, I wouldn't borrow trouble, but have a real good time. I'm sure I should think I was in clover if I had folks and money, and nothing to do but enjoy myself," began Phebe, but got no further, for a sudden rush and tumble outside made them both jump.

"It's thunder," said Phebe.

"It's a circus!" cried Rose, who from her elevated perch had caught glimpses of a gay cart of some sort and several ponies with flying manes and tails.

The sound died away, and the girls were about to continue their confidences when old Debby appeared, looking rather cross and sleepy after her nap.

"You are wanted in the parlor, Miss Rose."

"Has anybody come?"

"Little girls shouldn't ask questions, but do as they are bid," was all Debby would answer.

"I do hope it isn't Aunt Myra; she always scares me out of my wits asking how my cough is, and groaning over me as if I was going to die," said Rose, preparing to retire the way she came, for the slide, being cut for the admission of bouncing Christmas turkeys and puddings, was plenty large enough for a slender girl.

"Guess you'll wish it was Aunt Myra when you see who has come. Don't never let me catch you coming into my kitchen that way again, or I'll shut you up in the big b'iler," growled Debby, who thought it her duty to snub children on all occasions.
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Rose scrambled into the china-closet as rapidly as possible, and there refreshed herself by making faces at Debby, while she settled her plumage and screwed up her courage. Then she crept softly down the hall and peeped into the parlor. No one appeared, and all was so still she felt sure the company was upstairs. So she skipped boldly through the half-open folding-doors, to behold on the other side a sight that nearly took her breath away.

Seven boys stood in a row all ages, all sizes, all yellow-haired and blue-eyed, all in full Scotch costume, and all smiling, nodding, and saying as with one voice, "How are you, cousin?"

Rose gave a little gasp, and looked wildly about her as if ready to fly, for fear magnified the seven and the room seemed full of boys. Before she could run, however, the tallest lad stepped out of the line, saying pleasantly,

"Don't be frightened. This is the Clan come to welcome you; and I'm the chief, Archie, at your service."

He held out his hand as he spoke, and Rose timidly put her own into a brown paw, which closed over the white morsel and held it as the chief continued his introductions.

"We came in full rig, for we always turn out in style on grand occasions. Hope you like it. Now I'll tell you who these chaps are, and then we shall be all right. This big one is Prince Charlie, Aunt Clara's boy. She has but one, so he is an extra good one. This old fellow is Mac, the bookworm, called Worm for short. This sweet creature is Steve the Dandy. Look at his gloves and top-knot, if you please. They are Aunt Jane's lads, and a precious pair you'd better believe. These are the Brats, my brothers, Geordie and Will, and Jamie the Baby. Now, my men, step out and show your manners."

At this command, to Rose's great dismay, six more hands were offered, and it was evident that she was expected to shake them all. It was a trying moment to the bashful child; but, remembering that they were her kinsmen come to welcome her, she tried her best to return the greeting cordially.

This impressive ceremony being over, the Clan broke ranks, and both rooms instantly appeared to be pervaded with boys. Rose hastily retired to the shelter of a big chair and sat there watching the invaders and wondering when her aunt would come and rescue her.

As if bound to do their duty manfully, yet rather oppressed by it, each lad paused beside her chair in his wanderings, made a brief remark, received a still briefer answer, and then sheered off with a relieved expression.

Archie came first, and, leaning over the chair-back, observed in a paternal tone,

"I'm glad you've come, cousin, and I hope you'll find the Aunt-hill pretty jolly."

"I think I shall."

Mac shook his hair out of his eyes, stumbled over a stool, and asked abruptly,

"Did you bring any books with you?"

"Four boxes full. They are in the library."

Mac vanished from the room, and Steve, striking an attitude which displayed his costume effectively, said with an affable smile,

"We were sorry not to see you last Wednesday. I hope your cold is better."

"Yes, thank you." And a smile began to dimple about Rose's mouth, as she remembered her retreat under the bed-cover.

Feeling that he had been received with distinguished marks of attention, Steve strolled away with his topknot higher than ever, and Prince Charlie pranced across the room, saying in a free and easy tone,

"Mamma sent her love and hopes you will be well enough to come over for a day next week. It must be desperately dull here for a little thing like you."

"I'm thirteen and a half, though I do look small," cried Rose, forgetting her shyness in indignation at this insult to her newly acquired teens.

"Beg pardon, ma'am; never should have guessed it." And Charlie went off with a laugh, glad to have struck a spark out of his meek cousin.

Geordie and Will came together, two sturdy eleven and twelve year olders, and, fixing their round blue eyes on Rose, fired off a question apiece, as if it was a shooting match and she the target.

"Did you bring your monkey?"

"No; he is dead."

"Are you going to have a boat?"

"I hope not."

Here the two, with a right-about-face movement, abruptly marched away, and little Jamie demanded with childish frankness,

"Did you bring me anything nice?"

"Yes, lots of candy," answered Rose, whereupon Jamie ascended into her lap with a sounding kiss and the announcement that he liked her very much.

This proceeding rather startled Rose, for the other lads looked and laughed, and in her confusion she said hastily to the young usurper,

"Did you see the circus go by?"

"When? Where?" cried all the boys in great excitement at once.

"Just before you came. At least I thought it was a circus, for I saw a red and black sort of cart and ever so many little ponies, and—"

She got no farther, for a general shout made her pause suddenly, as Archie explained the joke by saying in the middle of his laugh,

"It was our new dog-cart and the Shetland ponies. You'll never hear the last of your circus, cousin."

"But there were so many, and they went so fast, and the cart was so very red," began Rose, trying to explain her mistake.

"Come and see them all!" cried the Prince. And before she knew what was happening, she was borne away to the barn and tumultuously introduced to three shaggy ponies and the gay new dog-cart.

She had never visited these regions before, and had her doubts as to the propriety of her being there now, but when she suggested that "Auntie might not like it," there was a general cry of,

"She told us to amuse you, and we can do it ever so much better out here than poking round in the house."

"I'm afraid I shall get cold without my sacque," began Rose, who wanted to stay, but felt rather out of her element.

"No, you won't! We'll fix you," cried the lads, as one clapped his cap on her head, another tied a rough jacket round her neck by the sleeves, a third neatly smothered her in a carriage blanket, and a fourth threw open the door of the old barouche that stood there, saying with a flourish,

"Step in, ma'am, and make yourself comfortable while we show you some fun."

So Rose sat in state enjoying herself very much, for the lads proceeded to dance a Highland Fling with a spirit and skill that made her clap her hands and laugh as she had not done for weeks.

"How is that, my lassie?" asked the Prince, coming up all flushed and breathless when the ballet was over.

"It was splendid! I never went to the theatre but once, and the dancing was not half so pretty as this. What clever boys you must be!" said Rose, smiling upon her kinsmen like a little queen upon her subjects.

"Ah, we're a fine lot, and that is only the beginning of our larks. We haven't got the pipes here or we'd,




'Sing for you, play for you

A dulcy melody,'"



answered Charlie, looking much elated at her praise.

"I did not know we were Scotch; papa never said anything about it, or seemed to care about Scotland, except to have me sing the old ballads," said Rose, beginning to feel as if she had left America behind her somewhere.

"Neither did we till lately. We've been reading Scott's novels, and all of a sudden we remembered that our grandfather was a Scotchman. So we hunted up the old stories, got a bagpipe, put on our plaids, and went in, heart and soul, for the glory of the Clan. We've been at it some time now, and it's great fun. Our people like it, and I think we are a pretty canny set."

Archie said this from the other coach-step, where he had perched, while the rest climbed up before and behind to join in the chat as they rested.

"I'm Fitzjames and he's Roderick Dhu, and we'll give you the broadsword combat some day. It's a great thing, you'd better believe," added the Prince.

"Yes, and you should hear Steve play the pipes. He makes 'em skirl like a good one," cried Will from the box, eager to air the accomplishments of his race.

"Mac's the fellow to hunt up the old stories and tell us how to dress right, and pick out rousing bits for us to speak and sing," put in Geordie, saying a good word for the absent Worm.

"And what do you and Will do?" asked Rose of Jamie, who sat beside her as if bound to keep her in sight till the promised gift had been handed over.

"Oh, I'm the little foot-page, and do errands, and Will and Geordie are the troops when we march, and the stags when we hunt, and the traitors when we want to cut any heads off."

"They are very obliging, I'm sure," said Rose, whereat the "utility men" beamed with modest pride and resolved to enact Wallace and Montrose as soon as possible for their cousin's special benefit.

"Let's have a game of tag," cried the Prince, swinging himself up to a beam with a sounding slap on Stevie's shoulder.

Regardless of his gloves, Dandy tore after him, and the rest swarmed in every direction as if bent on breaking their necks and dislocating their joints as rapidly as possible.

It was a new and astonishing spectacle to Rose, fresh from a prim boarding-school, and she watched the active lads with breathless interest, thinking their antics far superior to those of Mops, the dear departed monkey.

Will had just covered himself with glory by pitching off a high loft head first and coming up all right, when Phebe appeared with a cloak, hood, and rubbers, also a message from Aunt Plenty that "Miss Rose was to come in directly."

"All right; we'll bring her!" answered Archie, issuing some mysterious order, which was so promptly obeyed that, before Rose could get out of the carriage, the boys had caught hold of the pole and rattled her out of the barn, round the oval and up to the front door with a cheer that brought two caps to an upper window, and caused Debby to cry aloud from the back porch,

"Them harum-scarum boys will certainly be the death of that delicate little creter!"

But the "delicate little creter" seemed all the better for her trip, and ran up the steps looking rosy, gay, and dishevelled, to be received with lamentation by Aunt Plenty, who begged her to go and lie down at once.

"Oh, please don't! We have come to tea with our cousin, and we'll be as good as gold if you'll let us stay, auntie," clamoured the boys, who not only approved of "our cousin" but had no mind to lose their tea, for Aunt Plenty's name but feebly expressed her bountiful nature.

"Well, dears, you can; only be quiet, and let Rose go and take her iron and be made tidy, and then we will see what we can find for supper," said the old lady as she trotted away, followed by a volley of directions for the approaching feast.

"Marmalade for me, auntie."

"Plenty of plum-cake, please."

"Tell Debby to trot out the baked pears."

"I'm your man for lemon-pie, ma'am."

"Do have fritters; Rose will like 'em."

"She'd rather have tarts, I know."

When Rose came down, fifteen minutes later, with every curl smoothed and her most beruffled apron on, she found the boys loafing about the long hall, and paused on the half-way landing to take an observation, for till now she had not really examined her new-found cousins.

There was a strong family resemblance among them, though some of the yellow heads were darker than others, some of the cheeks brown instead of rosy, and the ages varied all the way from sixteen-year-old Archie to Jamie, who was ten years younger. None of them were especially comely but the Prince, yet all were hearty, happy-looking lads, and Rose decided that boys were not as dreadful as she had expected to find them.

They were all so characteristically employed that she could not help smiling as she looked. Archie and Charlie, evidently great cronies, were pacing up and down, shoulder to shoulder, whistling "Bonnie Dundee"; Mac was reading in a corner, with his book close to his near-sighted eyes; Dandy was arranging his hair before the oval glass in the hat-stand; Geordie and Will investigating the internal economy of the moon-faced clock; and Jamie lay kicking up his heels on the mat at the foot of the stairs, bent on demanding his sweeties the instant Rose appeared.

She guessed his intention, and forestalled his demand by dropping a handful of sugar-plums down upon him.

At his cry of rapture the other lads looked up and smiled involuntarily, for the little kinswoman standing there above was a winsome sight with her shy, soft eyes, bright hair, and laughing face. The black frock reminded them of her loss, and filled the boyish hearts with a kindly desire to be good to "our cousin," who had no longer any home but this.

"There she is, as fine as you please," cried Steve, kissing his hand to her.

"Come on, Missy; tea is ready," added the Prince encouragingly.

"I shall take her in." And Archie offered his arm with great dignity, an honour that made Rose turn as red as a cherry and long to run upstairs again.

It was a merry supper, and the two elder boys added much to the fun by tormenting the rest with dark hints of some interesting event which was about to occur. Something uncommonly fine, they declared it was, but enveloped in the deepest mystery for the present.

"Did I ever see it?" asked Jamie.

"Not to remember it; but Mac and Steve have, and liked it immensely," answered Archie, thereby causing the two mentioned to neglect Debby's delectable fritters for several minutes, while they cudgelled their brains.

"Who will have it first?" asked Will, with his mouth full of marmalade.

"Aunt Plenty, I guess."

"When will she have it?" demanded Geordie, bouncing in his seat with impatience.

"Sometime on Monday."

"Heart alive! what is the boy talking about?" cried the old lady from behind the tall urn, which left little to be seen but the topmost bow of her cap.

"Doesn't auntie know?" asked a chorus of voices.

"No; and that's the best of the joke, for she is desperately fond of it."

"What colour is it?" asked Rose, joining in the fun.

"Blue and brown."

"Is it good to eat?" asked Jamie.

"Some people think so, but I shouldn't like to try it," answered Charlie, laughing so he split his tea.

"Who does it belong to?" put in Steve.

Archie and the Prince stared at one another rather blankly for a minute, then Archie answered with a twinkle of the eye that made Charlie explode again,

"To Grandfather Campbell."

This was a poser, and they gave up the puzzle, though Jamie confided to Rose that he did not think he could live till Monday without knowing what this remarkable thing was.

Soon after tea the Clan departed, singing "All the blue bonnets are over the border," at the tops of their voices.

"Well, dear, how do you like your cousins?" asked Aunt Plenty, as the last pony frisked round the corner and the din died away.

"Pretty well, ma'am; but I like Phebe better." An answer which caused Aunt Plenty to hold up her hands in despair and trot away to tell sister Peace that she never should understand that child, and it was a mercy Alec was coming soon to take the responsibility off their hands.

Fatigued by the unusual exertions of the afternoon, Rose curled herself up in the sofa corner to rest and think about the great mystery, little guessing that she was to know it first of all.

Right in the middle of her meditations she fell asleep and dreamed she was at home again in her own little bed. She seemed to wake and see her father bending over her; to hear him say, "My little Rose"; to answer, "Yes, papa"; and then to feel him take her in his arms and kiss her tenderly. So sweet, so real was the dream, that she started up with a cry of joy to find herself in the arms of a brown, bearded man, who held her close, and whispered in a voice so like her father's that she clung to him involuntarily,

"This is my little girl, and I am Uncle Alec."
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When Rose woke next morning, she was not sure whether she had dreamed what occurred the night before, or it had actually happened. So she hopped up and dressed, although it was an hour earlier than she usually rose, for she could not sleep any more, being possessed with a strong desire to slip down and see if the big portmanteau and packing cases were really in the hall. She seemed to remember tumbling over them when she went to bed, for the aunts had sent her off very punctually, because they wanted their pet nephew all to themselves.

The sun was shining, and Rose opened her window to let in the soft May air fresh from the sea. As she leaned over her little balcony, watching an early bird get the worm, and wondering how she should like Uncle Alec, she saw a man leap the garden wall and come whistling up the path. At first she thought it was some trespasser, but a second look showed her that it was her uncle returning from an early dip into the sea. She had hardly dared to look at him the night before, because whenever she tried to do so she always found a pair of keen blue eyes looking at her. Now she could take a good stare at him as he lingered along, looking about him as if glad to see the old place again.

A brown, breezy man, in a blue jacket, with no hat on the curly head, which he shook now and then like a water dog; broad-shouldered, alert in his motions, and with a general air of strength and stability about him which pleased Rose, though she could not explain the feeling of comfort it gave her. She had just said to herself, with a sense of relief, "I guess I shall like him, though he looks as if he made people mind," when he lifted his eyes to examine the budding horse-chestnut overhead, and saw the eager face peering down at him. He waved his hand to her, nodded, and called out in a bluff, cheery voice,

"You are on deck early, little niece."

"I got up to see if you had really come, uncle."

"Did you? Well, come down here and make sure of it."

"I'm not allowed to go out before breakfast, sir."

"Oh, indeed!" with a shrug. "Then I'll come aboard and salute," he added; and, to Rose's great amazement, Uncle Alec went up one of the pillars of the back piazza hand over hand, stepped across the roof, and swung himself into her balcony, saying, as he landed on the wide balustrade: "Have you any doubts about me now, ma'am?"

Rose was so taken aback, she could only answer with a smile as she went to meet him.

"How does my girl do this morning?" he asked, taking the little cold hand she gave him in both his big warm ones.

"Pretty well, thank you, sir."

"Ah, but it should be very well. Why isn't it?"

"I always wake up with a headache, and feel tired."

"Don't you sleep well?"

"I lie awake a long time, and then I dream, and my sleep does not seem to rest me much."

"What do you do all day?"

"Oh, I read, and sew a little, and take naps, and sit with auntie."

"No running about out of doors, or house-work, or riding, hey?"

"Aunt Plenty says I'm not strong enough for much exercise. I drive out with her sometimes, but I don't care for it."

"I'm not surprised at that," said Uncle Alec, half to himself, adding, in his quick way: "Who have you had to play with?"

"No one but Ariadne Blish, and she was such a goose I couldn't bear her. The boys came yesterday, and seemed rather nice; but, of course, I couldn't play with them."

"Why not?"

"I'm too old to play with boys."

"Not a bit of it; that's just what you need, for you've been molly-coddled too much. They are good lads, and you'll be mixed up with them more or less for years to come, so you may as well be friends and playmates at once. I will look you up some girls also, if I can find a sensible one who is not spoilt by her nonsensical education."

"Phebe is sensible, I'm sure, and I like her, though I only saw her yesterday," cried Rose, waking up suddenly.

"And who is Phebe, if you please?"

Rose eagerly told all she knew, and Uncle Alec listened, with an odd smile lurking about his mouth, though his eyes were quite sober as he watched the face before him.

"I'm glad to see that you are not aristocratic in your tastes, but I don't quite make out why you like this young lady from the poor-house."

"You may laugh at me, but I do. I can't tell why, only she seems so happy and busy, and sings so beautifully, and is strong enough to scrub and sweep, and hasn't any troubles to plague her," said Rose, making a funny jumble of reasons in her efforts to explain.

"How do you know that?"

"Oh, I was telling her about mine, and asked if she had any, and she said, 'No, only I'd like to go to school, and I mean to some day."

"So she doesn't call desertion, poverty, and hard work, troubles? She's a brave little girl, and I shall be proud to know her." And Uncle Alec gave an approving nod, that made Rose wish she had been the one to earn it.

"But what are these troubles of yours, child?" he asked, after a minute of silence.

"Please don't ask me, uncle."

"Can't you tell them to me as well as to Phebe?"

Something in his tone made Rose feel that it would be better to speak out and be done with it, so she answered, with sudden colour and averted eyes,

"The greatest one was losing dear papa."

As she said that, Uncle Alec's arm came gently round her, and he drew her to him, saying, in the voice so like papa's,

"That is a trouble which I cannot cure, my child; but I shall try to make you feel it less. What else, dear?"

"I am so tired and poorly all the time, I can't do anything I want to, and it makes me cross," sighed Rose, rubbing the aching head like a fretful child.

"That we can cure and we will," said her uncle, with a decided nod that made the curls bob on his head, to that Rose saw the gray ones underneath the brown.

"Aunt Myra says I have no constitution, and never shall be strong," observed Rose, in a pensive tone, as if it was rather a nice thing to be an invalid.

"Aunt Myra is a ahem! an excellent woman, but it is her hobby to believe that everyone is tottering on the brink of the grave; and, upon my life, I believe she is offended if people don't fall into it! We will show her how to make constitutions and turn pale-faced little ghosts into rosy, hearty girls. That's my business, you know," he added, more quietly, for his sudden outburst had rather startled Rose.

"I had forgotten you were a doctor. I'm glad of it, for I do want to be well, only I hope you won't give me much medicine, for I've taken quarts already, and it does me no good."

As she spoke, Rose pointed to a little table just inside the window, on which appeared a regiment of bottles.

"Ah, ha! Now we'll see what mischief these blessed women have been at." And, making a long arm, Dr. Alec set the bottles on the wide railing before him, examined each carefully, smiled over some, frowned over others, and said, as he put down the last: "Now I'll show you the best way to take these messes." And, as quick as a flash, he sent one after another smashing down into the posy-beds below.

"But Aunt Plenty won't like it; and Aunt Myra will be angry, for she sent most of them!" cried Rose, half frightened and half pleased at such energetic measures.

"You are my patient now, and I'll take the responsibility. My way of giving physic is evidently the best, for you look better already," he said, laughing so infectiously that Rose followed suit, saying saucily,

"If I don't like your medicines any better than those, I shall throw them into the garden, and then what will you do?"

"When I prescribe such rubbish, I'll give you leave to pitch it overboard as soon as you like. Now what is the next trouble?"

"I hoped you would forget to ask."

"But how can I help you if I don't know them? Come, let us have No. 3."

"It is very wrong, I suppose, but I do sometimes wish I had not quite so many aunts. They are all very good to me, and I want to please them; but they are so different, I feel sort of pulled to pieces among them," said Rose, trying to express the emotions of a stray chicken with six hens all clucking over it at once.

Uncle Alec threw back his head and laughed like a boy, for he could entirely understand how the good ladies had each put in her oar and tried to paddle her own way, to the great disturbance of the waters and the entire bewilderment of poor Rose.

"I intend to try a course of uncles now, and see how that suits your constitution. I'm going to have you all to myself, and no one is to give a word of advice unless I ask it. There is no other way to keep order aboard, and I am captain of this little craft, for a time at least. What comes next?"

But Rose stuck there, and grew so red, her uncle guessed what that trouble was.

"I don't think I can tell this one. It wouldn't be polite, and I feel pretty sure that it isn't going to be a trouble any more."

As she blushed and stammered over these words, Dr. Alec turned his eyes away to the distant sea, and said so seriously, so tenderly, that she felt every word and long remembered them,

"My child, I don't expect you to love and trust me all at once,[1q] but I do want you to believe that I shall give my whole heart to this new duty; and if I make mistakes, as I probably shall, no one will grieve over them more bitterly than I. It is my fault that I am a stranger to you, when I want to be your best friend. That is one of my mistakes, and I never repented it more deeply than I do now. Your father and I had a trouble once, and I thought I could never forgive him; so I kept away for years. Thank God, we made it all up the last time I saw him, and he told me then, that if he was forced to leave her he should bequeath his little girl to me as a token of his love. I can't fill his place, but I shall try to be a father to her; and if she learns to love me half as well as she did the good one she has lost, I shall be a proud and happy man. Will she believe this and try?"

Something in Uncle Alec's face touched Rose to the heart, and when he held out his hand with that anxious troubled look in his eyes, she was moved to put up her innocent lips and seal the contract with a confiding kiss. The strong arm held her close a minute, and she felt the broad chest heave once as if with a great sigh of relief; but not a word was spoken till a tap at the door made both start.

Rose popped her head through the window to say "come in," while Dr. Alec hastily rubbed the sleeve of his jacket across his eyes and began to whistle again.

Phebe appeared with a cup of coffee.

"Debby told me to bring this and help you get up," she said, opening her black eyes wide, as if she wondered how on earth "the sailor man" got there.

"I'm all dressed, so I don't need any help. I hope that is good and strong," added Rose, eyeing the steaming cup with an eager look.

But she did not get it, for a brown hand took possession of it as her uncle said quickly,

"Hold hard, my lass, and let me overhaul that dose before you take it. Do you drink all this strong coffee every morning, Rose?"

"Yes, sir, and I like it. Auntie says it 'tones' me up, and I always feel better after it."

"This accounts for the sleepless nights, the flutter your heart gets into at the least start, and this is why that cheek of yours is pale yellow instead of rosy red. No more coffee for you, my dear, and by and by you'll see that I am right. Any new milk downstairs, Phebe?"

"Yes, sir, plenty right in from the barn."

"That's the drink for my patient. Go bring me a pitcherful, and another cup; I want a draught myself. This won't hurt the honeysuckles, for they have no nerves to speak of." And, to Rose's great discomfort, the coffee went after the medicine.

Dr. Alec saw the injured look she put on, but took no notice, and presently banished it by saying pleasantly,

"I've got a capital little cup among my traps, and I'll give it to you to drink your milk in, as it is made of wood that is supposed to improve whatever is put into it something like a quassia cup. That reminds me; one of the boxes Phebe wanted to lug upstairs last night is for you. Knowing that I was coming home to find a ready-made daughter, I picked up all sorts of odd and pretty trifles along the way, hoping she would be able to find something she liked among them all. Early to-morrow we'll have a grand rummage. Here's our milk! I propose the health of Miss Rose Campbell and drink it with all my heart."

It was impossible for Rose to pout with the prospect of a delightful boxful of gifts dancing before her eyes; so, in spite of herself, she smiled as she drank her own health, and found that fresh milk was not a hard dose to take.

"Now I must be off, before I am caught again with my wig in a toss," said Dr. Alec, preparing to descend the way he came.

"Do you always go in and out like a cat, uncle?" asked Rose, much amused at his odd ways.

"I used to sneak out of my window when I was a boy, so I need not disturb the aunts, and now I rather like it, for it's the shortest road, and it keeps me limber when I have no rigging to climb. Good-bye till breakfast." And away he went down the water-spout, over the roof, and vanished among the budding honey-suckles below.

"Ain't he a funny guardeen?" exclaimed Phebe, as she went off with the cups.

"He is a very kind one, I think," answered Rose, following, to prowl round the big boxes and try to guess which was hers.

When her uncle appeared at sound of the bell, he found her surveying with an anxious face a new dish that smoked upon the table.

"Got a fresh trouble, Rosy?" he asked, stroking her smooth head.

"Uncle, are you going to make me eat oatmeal?" asked Rose, in a tragic tone.

"Don't you like it?"

"I de-test it!" answered Rose, with all the emphasis which a turned-up nose, a shudder, and a groan could give to the three words.

"You are not a true Scotchwoman, if you don't like the 'parritch.' It's a pity, for I made it myself, and thought we'd have such a good time with all that cream to float it in. Well, never mind." And he sat down with a disappointed air.

Rose had made up her mind to be obstinate about it, because she did heartily "detest" the dish; but as Uncle Alec did not attempt to make her obey, she suddenly changed her mind and thought she would.

"I'll try to eat it to please you, uncle; but people are always saying how wholesome it is, and that makes me hate it," she said, half-ashamed at her silly excuse.

"I do want you to like it, because I wish my girl to be as well and strong as Jessie's boys, who are brought up on this in the good old fashion. No hot bread and fried stuff for them, and they are the biggest and bonniest lads of the lot. Bless you, auntie, and good morning!"

Dr. Alec turned to greet the old lady, and, with a firm resolve to eat or die in the attempt, Rose sat down.

In five minutes she forgot what she was eating, so interested was she in the chat that went on. It amused her very much to hear Aunt Plenty call her forty-year-old nephew "my dear boy"; and Uncle Alec was so full of lively gossip about all creation in general, and the Aunt-hill in particular, that the detested porridge vanished without a murmur.

"You will go to church with us, I hope, Alec, if you are not too tired," said the old lady, when breakfast was over.
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