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LITTLE WOMEN

Adapted by GARY PETERSON

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

JOSEPHINE “JO” MARCH............willful and boyish; second 278 
oldest of the March sisters

MARGARET “MEG” MARCH ........beautiful and traditional; eldest 94 
March sister

ELIZABETH “BETH” MARCH ........gentle and kind; third oldest 56 
March sister

AMY MARCH .............................artistic and pampered; 68 
youngest of the March sisters

MARGARET “MARMEE”
MARCH ...............................mother of the March girls 98

HANNAH MULLET ......................the March’s cook and maid 13
MR. LAURENCE .........................wealthy neighbor 23
THEODORE “LAURIE”

LAURENCE ..........................wealthy boy next door 135
JOHN BROOKE ..........................Laurie’s tutor 12
AUNT MARCH ............................the girls’ rich widow aunt 9
TWO LABORERS ........................piano movers n/a
MR. MARCH ..............................the girls’ father 12
TINA .........................................a young girl 3
PROFESSOR FRIEDRICH

“FRITZ” BHAER ...................German immigrant professor 49
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT ONE
Scene One:  The drawing room of the March family home, 

Christmas, 1861.
Scene Two:  An alcove at Sallie Gardiner’s New Year’s Eve Party, 1861.
Scene Three:  The drawing room of the March family home, 

spring, 1862.
Scene Four:  The drawing room of the March family home, a week later.
Scene Five:  The drawing room of the March family home, the next day.
Scene Six:  The drawing room of the March family home, a summer 

evening, 1862.
Scene Seven:  The drawing room of the March family home, late 

summer, 1862.
Scene Eight:  The drawing room of the March family home, 

Christmas, 1862.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  The drawing room of the March family home, early 

summer, 1866.
Scene Two:  The attic parlor of Mrs. Kirke’s boarding house, 

autumn 1866.
Scene Three:  The drawing room of the March family home, 

autumn, 1867
Scene Four:  The drawing room of the March family home, New Year’s 

Day, 1868.
The drawing room of the March family home has two doors. A door 
UP RIGHT leads to other rooms in the house and a door UP LEFT 
leads to the outside. UP CENTER there is a false wall panel that can 
open. A fireplace is also UPSTAGE. The room is furnished with a large 
armchair, a divan, a small stool, a small table, bookshelf, and a writing 
desk. There is also a Christmas tree in some scenes, depending on 
the season.

The alcove and attic parlor scenes may be done in front of the closed 
curtain, or to either side of the main stage. These sets may be very 
simple indeed, and will require only a few furnishings to establish 
the scene.
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LITTLE WOMEN

ACT ONE
Scene One

AT RISE:  The drawing room of the March family home in Concord, 
Massachusetts, Christmas Day, 1861.
The four March girls, MEG, JO, BETH, and AMY, are ONSTAGE. MEG is 
sewing a dress by hand in the large central armchair, AMY is lounging 
on a divan STAGE LEFT, BETH is looking at some sheet music on a 
small stool in the DOWN LEFT corner, and JO is listlessly walking about, 
stopping near the tree DOWN RIGHT.
JO:  (Looks at Christmas tree.) Christmas just won’t be Christmas 

without any presents!
MEG:  It’s so dreadful to be poor! I’ve worked over this old dress a 

thousand times, but it has to be ready for Sallie Gardiner’s New 
Year’s party.

AMY:  Sallie has such nice new clothes! I don’t think it’s fair for some 
girls to have plenty of pretty things and other girls have nothing 
at all.

MEG:  We have more than nothing at all, Amy. Think of the Hummel 
family, living in a one-room cabin. They have nothing at all.

BETH:  We’ve got Father and Mother and each other.
AMY:  I meant nothing new! For Christmas!
JO:  Besides, we haven’t got Father either. He’s off to the war. Oooh, 

what an adventure it would be to be a soldier! I’d show those 
Rebels. Why can’t women be soldiers, too?

MEG:  You’re only fifteen, Jo. You’re not old enough.
JO:  I could lie about my age. (Acts it out. With one hand puts part 

of her long hair across her mouth as a mustache.) I could wear 
a false mustache and beard and call myself Indigo March, age 
twenty-three, late of Tortuga, and destiny-bound for valor on the 
field. (Grabs a closed parasol nearby and feints with it.) My cutlass 
has seen action throughout the Spanish Main, and hearing of 
this minor skirmish between the States, I have decided to add 
its power to that of the righteous Union. (The parasol pops open.)

MEG:  Jo, our father is a chaplain in the army, I’m sure he doesn’t see 
much action.

AMY:  I don’t think you’d like to be in a real battle, anyway. I’m glad 
the fighting is far away, but Father is needed there. He provides 
comfort and solstice to the other soldiers.

JO:  You mean solace, Amy. He provides solace to the other soldiers.
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RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

AMY:  I don’t know why you all correct me when I try out new words. 
It’s quite proper for a young lady to use new words and improve 
her vocerability.

JO:  There is no such word as vocerability.
AMY:  Much you know! My teacher says a large vocerability is the 

hallmark of a genteel and refined lady.
JO:  It’s vocabulary, Amy. Vocabulary.
MEG:  (Returns to her sewing.) Anyway, the reason Mother proposed 

not having any presents this Christmas was because she thinks 
we ought not to spend money for frivolous things, since money is 
scarce. Still, I wish I could get a new dress.

JO:  I sure would like to get a new book to read. (Indicates the bookshelf.) 
Christopher Columbus! I’ve read every book we own. Twice.

MEG:  Josephine March, don’t say Christopher Columbus like that. It’s 
not ladylike.

JO:  (Defends self.) Christopher Columbus was a great explorer.
AMY:  (Still thinking about presents.) Drawing pencils. That’s what 

I need.
JO:  Amy, our resident artist. (Bows to AMY.)
MEG:  You do draw very well. What would you want, Beth?
BETH:  (Softly.) I wish Father were back home. That would be a 

Christmas present good enough for me.
JO:  Oh, Beth, you are right, of course.
AMY:  Well, we each have some money, don’t we? Mother didn’t 

say anything about our own money. We could treat ourselves for 
Christmas. Meg, don’t you have some money?

MEG:  Well, yes, a little. (Seems to be avoiding the question.)
AMY:  And doesn’t Aunt March pay you to be her companion, Jo?
JO:  Yes, she opens that big, fat purse of hers every once in a while to 

give me something.
AMY:  And I know I have about a dollar, maybe. That would be enough 

for the pencils. We could buy ourselves Christmas presents! Beth, 
don’t you have a little money for some sheet music?

BETH:  (Sadly.) Not any more.
MEG:  Not anymore?! Did you lose it? Was it stolen or something?
BETH:  I spent it. I know we weren’t supposed to. But Marmee’s slippers 

are so worn. (Brings out a small package from under her stool.) I 
bought her a new pair of slippers. I don’t have any money left.

JO:  Oh, Beth. (Hugs BETH.) That’s so thoughtful.
MEG:  I bought Mother a present too.
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AMY:  You did?
MEG:  She needed new gloves. I hid a new pair in that drawer over 

there for her to find.
JO:  (Acts melodramatic again.) Oh, my sisters, it now can be revealed 

that I wrote my newest play, chillingly entitled “The Witch’s Curse,” 
as a homemade gift for Marmee.

BETH:  (Interested.) “The Witch’s Curse”? I haven’t heard of that one.
JO:  Of course not, I just finished it. (Gets some papers off the writing 

desk and passes them out.) And here are your parts. Beth, you are 
Hagar, the gruesome witch, who has captured you, Amy, I mean 
Princess Nomdeplume, in her dreaded cavern. AMY and BETH start 
looking over their scripts.) I’ll have to play two parts. Meg, you play 
the villainous henchman, Hugo.

MEG:  Do I have to be in your play, Jo? I’m getting too old for 
such things.

JO:  Nonsense. You enjoy dressing up just like everyone else.
BETH:  (Looks up from her script.) I don’t know how you think up stories 

like this, Jo. You’re a regular Shakespeare.
AMY:  (Tries out a line, melodramatically.) Roderigo, Roderigo! 

Save me!
JO:  No, no, no! Do it this way, Clasp your hands so, and stagger across 

the room, crying frantically, “Roderigo! Roderigo! Save me!” Then 
you faint on the divan. (Demonstrates. ALL laugh.)

MARMEE:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Glad to find you so merry, my girls.
GIRLS:  Mother! Marmee! Good to see you! Merry Christmas! (Etc. 

They run up and embrace her. BETH brings her package.)
MARMEE:  Oh, my sweet girls.
BETH:  Merry Christmas, Mother. (Hands her the package.)
MARMEE:  Beth, you shouldn’t have.
BETH:  It’s from both Amy and me. (AMY looks quickly at BETH, 

in surprise.)
MARMEE:  (As she opens the present.) Oh, slippers! My old ones are 

so raggedy. (To BETH and AMY.) Thank you, girls.
JO:  Meg and I have gifts for you too.
MARMEE:  And I have a gift as well. (Exhibits a handwritten letter.)
AMY:  A letter?
BETH:  Is it from Father?
JO:  It is! It’s a letter from Father!
MEG:  What does he say, Marmee?
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MARMEE:  (Sits in the central armchair. MEG and BETH position 
themselves on the armrests, and JO stands behind the chair. AMY 
finally jumps into MARMEE’S lap.) He says that he is well, and that 
he is sorry to have to leave us all alone, but he felt it was his duty 
to join in the war effort. He sends all sorts of loving wishes for 
Christmas and a special message to you girls. “Give all of them 
my dear love and a kiss. Tell them that I think of them by day, pray 
for them by night, and find my best comfort in their affection at all 
times. I know that when I come back home, I will be fonder and 
prouder than ever of my little women.”

HANNAH:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT with a tray.) Is everyone ready for 
Christmas dinner? (The girls jump up to inspect the tray.)

JO:  (Whistles.) Can I smell it?
BETH:  Those are popovers! We haven’t had popovers in ages!
MARMEE:  Here, let me help you with that. (They carry the tray to the 

small table.)
MEG:  Oh, I remember we used to eat feasts like this all the time, not 

just on special occasions.
HANNAH:  Too true. I had to save up the food stores over the last week 

to make all this.
AMY:  Oh, look, oranges! (Grabs one off the tray and smells it deeply.) 

Two oranges! Just think, oranges in wintertime! Here, Beth, 
smell one.

BETH:  It smells like summer.
JO:  I’m going to have one of the sausages all by myself.
MEG:  Just try!
MARMEE:  Why don’t you girls go get the plates from the kitchen? 

(The GIRLS run OFF UP RIGHT, excitedly chattering.) Oh, Hannah, it 
looks like you’ve outdone yourself. This is wonderful. What a treat 
for everyone.

HANNAH:  Glad to do it, Mrs. March. I love to cook, and it’s so rare to 
get such an opportunity for it, things as they are.

MARMEE:  Yes. The war has made some foods scarce, and—
HANNAH:  And more expensive. Still, things could be worse. (The 

GIRLS RETURN UP RIGHT with their plates as she is speaking, 
quietly listening.) Think of the Hummel family. No money, no food. I 
don’t even think they have firewood to heat the place.

BETH:  No heat? Do the Hummels really have no heat, Marmee?
MARMEE:  (Reluctantly explains.) Beth, they’re very poor. The father 

worked very hard to support them, but when the conscription 
orders came, he had to leave for the war. He would have been 
arrested otherwise.
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BETH:  But the Hummels are our neighbors. We should help 
our neighbors.

JO:  Beth’s right. Couldn’t we at least bring them some firewood 
or something?

MEG:  And we don’t need all this food. We could share it with them.
AMY:  (Looks at MEG.) What?!
MARMEE:  I think that’s a fine idea.
MEG:  Amy, you take the dishes. I can carry the tray. (Gives her dishes 

to AMY, then goes to get the tray.)
AMY:  What?
JO:  I’ll go get the extra firewood. (Also gives her dishes to AMY, then 

EXITS UP RIGHT momentarily to get the firewood.)
BETH:  We have a pitcher of milk in the kitchen, don’t we? The 

children should have milk. (Gives her dishes to AMY too, then EXITS 
UP RIGHT.)

MARMEE:  You girls are so wonderful. This is very kind of you all.
AMY:  (Holds a lot of dishes. Wistfully.) It’s nothing. I’m glad I thought 

of it.
JO:  (RETURNS UP RIGHT with firewood. BETH follows her with a pitcher.) 

Does everybody have everything?
MEG:  (With the tray.) Yes.
BETH:  (With the pitcher.) Yes.
AMY:  (With the plates, sighs.) Yes.
JO:  Then, faces to the windward, and quick march! (HANNAH opens the 

UP LEFT door, and the GIRLS EXIT with their bundles.)
MARMEE:  Oh, Hannah, aren’t my little women just wonderful?
HANNAH:  (Closes the door.) The best bred girls in all of Concord, I’ve 

always said, mum.
MARMEE:  Amy the artist, Jo the writer, Meg the poised beauty, and 

Beth the thoughtful dear. It is wonderful that four sisters can all be 
so different. All so special in their own ways.

HANNAH:  They are a reflection of the ones that brought them up, I say.
MARMEE:  (Smiles gently.) Thank you, Hannah, though I certainly wish 

their father were home to help. But he believes so much in our 
cause, he felt he had to go to the warfront.

HANNAH:  We all will manage here, Mum. We have so far. Ah, but my 
poor home-cooked meal!

MARMEE:  It shan’t go to waste, Hannah.
HANNAH:  Oh, but I shan’t be able to taste it meself, neither.
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RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

MARMEE:  Come on, we’ll be able to put together some cold 
sandwiches or something for them when they return. (As they go 
toward the kitchen, there is a KNOCK at the UP LEFT door.)

HANNAH:  (Near the door, she opens it.) Yes? Hello?
MR. LAURENCE:  (In the doorframe, with LAURIE and JOHN behind.) 

Good evening, Hannah, Mrs. March.
MARMEE:  Good evening, Mr. Laurence.
MR. LAURENCE:  We are just making the rounds tonight, wishing a 

Merry Christmas to all our neighbors.
MARMEE:  Well, Merry Christmas to you! Won’t you please come in?
MR. LAURENCE:  Why, thank you. (ENTERS, doffs his hat, and LAURIE 

and JOHN follow ON behind.) This is my grandson, Theodore. He’s 
come to stay with me.

LAURIE:  Merry Christmas.
MARMEE:  Merry Christmas.
MR. LAURENCE:  And this is his tutor, Mr. John Brooke. (At this 

moment, the FOUR MARCH GIRLS RETURN, dashing through the 
open door UP LEFT. JO almost bowls MR. LAURENCE over in her 
enthusiasm.) I say!

ALL:  (To each other, variously.) Merry Christmas!
JOHN:  (As the GIRLS pass with their good cheer, he is obviously 

particularly taken with MEG. He is the last to speak the greeting.) 
Happy Christmas!

JO:  (Surprised by the phrase.) Happy Christmas?
MR. LAURENCE:  Mr. Brooke is English. That’s how they say it.
MEG:  Oh, well then, Happy Christmas to you! (JOHN takes her offered 

hand and bows.)
MR. LAURENCE:  I was just making the introductions when the fire 

brigade came through. (ALL laugh.) That’s Mr. Brooke, and this is 
my grandson, Theodore.

MARMEE:  (Indicates them.) This is Beth, and that’s Meg.
JO:  I’m Jo. (Mannishly shakes LAURIE’s hand.)
LAURIE:  Please call me Laurie. I detest Theodore.
AMY:  Laurie? Isn’t that a girl’s name?
MARMEE:  You must excuse my youngest daughter, Amy.
AMY:  Well, it is too a girl’s name. One of the girls at school is 

named Laurie.
MR. LAURENCE:  All his friends in Europe called him that. I suppose 

he got used to it.
JO:  (Big smile.) Europe! You’ve been to Europe?
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LAURIE:  Yes, I was actually born there. (JO and LAURIE step slightly 
to one side, and converse by themselves. The OTHERS continue 
miming conversation silently behind them.)

JO:  My aunt has always promised me that she would take me to 
Europe someday.

LAURIE:  I hope to go back there again. After college maybe.
JO:  Where did you live? Italy, France, London?
LAURIE:  Mostly Paris.
JO:  (With a deep sigh.) Paris! How wonderful it must be!
LAURIE:  Oh, it’s beautiful.
JO:  I imagine Paris like a grand floral oil painting. With artists dotted 

everywhere, capturing the dazzling colors.
LAURIE:  My mother was an artist.
JO:  What happened to your parents?
LAURIE:  They both died.
JO:  Oh, I’m sorry.
LAURIE:  There was some illness that went around. They both caught 

it and they died.
BETH:  (Overhears this and adds to their ongoing conversation.) You 

know, Mother, I think the Hummel baby is not well, either. She 
looked so sickly.

MARMEE:  Oh dear, as if they didn’t have enough to worry about.
MR. LAURENCE:  You’ve gone down to see the Hummel family, 

have you?
MEG:  Yes, that’s where we were just now.
AMY:  We gave them all our Christmas dinner!
MARMEE:  Amy…
AMY:  Well, it was generous and hopspitable of us. (She pronounces 

“hospitable” incorrectly, and “generous” with a hard “G.”)
JO:  (Corrects.) Hospitable, Amy.
MR. LAURENCE:  You gave them your Christmas dinner?
AMY:  (Quickly.) Yes.
MARMEE:  Well, yes. They needed it so badly.
MR. LAURENCE:  Amy, that was very generous. (Pronounces it with a 

hard “G,” too.)
LAURIE:  Then you have nothing for Christmas dinner yourselves?
HANNAH:  I’ll make some cold sandwiches for them.
MR. LAURENCE:  I won’t hear of it. You will all come over and have 

dinner with us. We have a large Christmas goose, and we shall be 
happy to share it with you.
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LAURIE:  That’s a splendid idea!
MARMEE:  But, well, how could we ever repay you?
MR. LAURENCE:  Repay? Repay? What’s this about repay?
JO:  We could repay them with my new play!
LAURIE:  What’s that?
JO:  After dinner, my sisters and I will perform “The Witch’s Curse” 

for you.
MR. LAURENCE:  “The Witch’s Curse”?
MEG:  (Smiles.) I think singing Christmas carols might be 

more appropriate.
JOHN:  Do you play piano?
MEG:  I play a little, but Beth is wonderful at it. (BETH becomes shy.)
JO:  Yes, our Beth is quite the virtuoso.
MR. LAURENCE:  (Steps over towards BETH, kindly.) Well, we have quite 

a big piano at home, and it hasn’t been used in a very long time. 
(Gently coaxes BETH.) Will you play some Christmas carols for us, 
and we’ll all sing them together?

BETH:  Oh, yes, please! I have some sheet music right here. (Retrieves 
some from her corner.) I know just how to play it, but I haven’t 
practiced in a while.

AMY:  We had to sell our own piano.
MARMEE:  Amy!
AMY:  Well, we did.
MARMEE:  And you had to have a nice dress to go to school in.
JO:  Oh, but then, after the carols, can we please do “The 

Witch’s Curse”?
MR. LAURENCE:  I insist upon it. This is shaping up to be a 

grand evening.
JO:  (To LAURIE.) There’s a part for you in it, if you like. (Points in the 

script.) You can play Roderigo, who rescues the princess.
LAURIE:  And what part do you play?
JO:  I play the wicked Gonzago, who abducts the princess for the witch.
MR. LAURENCE:  I must see this play. It sounds wonderfully exciting. (To 

MARMEE, courteously.) Will you please accept my offer of a shared 
Christmas meal in exchange for these delightful entertainments? 
(Offers her his arm, and MARMEE takes it.)

MARMEE:  How can we refuse?
MR. LAURENCE:  Come on, everyone, on to dinner. (Replaces his top 

hat. JOHN offers his arm to MEG, who takes it. They EXIT UP LEFT 
behind MR. LAURENCE and MARMEE. LAURIE then offers an arm to 
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JO, and they follow the procession. Seeing this, AMY offers her arm 
comically to BETH, and they follow primly.)

AMY:  (Arm in arm with BETH, singing a cappella.) Hark, the Herald 
Angels sing!

BETH:  (Joins in.) Glory to the newborn King!
LAURIE/JO:  (Joins in.) Peace on Earth and mercy mild.
ALL:  God and sinners reconciled!

Joyful, all ye nations rise,
Join the triumph of the skies;
With angelic host proclaim,
“Christ is born in Bethlehem!”
Hark! The herald angels sing,
“Glory to the newborn King!” (They sing as much of the song as 
necessary to EXIT, and it covers the scene change as they do. 
HANNAH will leave last and close the door behind them. CURTAIN.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP:  An alcove at Sallie Gardiner’s New Year’s Party, a week later, 
played before the curtain. FAINT MUSIC plays. JO peeks OFFSTAGE, 
watching the party longingly. Then, she turns around and pantomimes 
cheerfully accepting a request to dance from an imaginary partner. 
She curtsies to him, takes his arm, moves more centrally, and begins 
to dance polka-style to the OFFSTAGE MUSIC. This is vigorous dancing, 
with one arm at her partner’s waist and her other stretched to hold his 
imaginary hand. After a twirl or two, she dances back to the curtain 
again, straight into LAURIE, who ENTERS through the break in the 
curtains. They collide.
JO/LAURIE:  (Together.) Oh! Sorry!
JO:  (Backs away.) You’ve uncovered my hiding place.
LAURIE:  (At the same time.) Sorry, I’m just trying to find someplace 

out of the way.
JO:  It’s a lovely party, isn’t it?
LAURIE:  Yes, Grandfather says the Gardiners always give superb New 

Year’s parties.
JO:  Ah, your grandfather. I wanted to thank him again for the Christmas 

dinner. That was so nice.
LAURIE:  It was wonderful having you all over. We all loved it. Hearing 

Beth on the piano and everyone singing… you don’t know. It’s dull 
as a tomb in our house usually. But why are you hiding back here?

JO:  Promise you won’t tell?
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LAURIE:  Cross my heart.
JO:  Spoken like a true gentleman. (Turns around. There is a large patch 

on the back of her dress.) I can’t let anyone see this patch in the 
dress. So I either have to hide out of sight or sit down all the time. 
And I so love to dance.

LAURIE:  Dancing, ah! Now I can explain my wish to remain concealed. 
Sallie Gardiner’s mother keeps bothering me to dance with her 
daughter. (Peeps briefly through the curtain.) There she is, over 
there again. In here, I’m out of harm’s way.

JO:  Don’t you like to dance?
LAURIE:  Well, I think I like it. I mean, I know how to dance. I’ve done 

it at a hundred parties. But with Sallie Gardiner it seems more like 
an ambuscade.

JO:  Aha! The single girl and the rich, available gentleman.
LAURIE:  (Smiles.) Something like that.
JO:  As a writer, I’ve used that plot device, but it never seems to 

pan out.
LAURIE:  You really like writing, don’t you?
JO:  I’m very serious about it. My secret dream is to become a world-

famous author. What do you want to do…? (She falters a bit.)
LAURIE:  (Finishes the thought.) You mean when I grow up?
JO:  (Embarrassed, but smiling.) Yes, I guess so.
LAURIE:  It’s all right, I don’t think of myself as grown up yet. (With 

no enthusiasm.) Well, my grandfather has all sorts of splendid 
plans for me. There’s a place for me in his business, of course, 
after college.

JO:  So you’re going to college?
LAURIE:  In the fall. That’s why Mr. Brooke is tutoring me right now. 

Grandfather has set me up to go to Harvard. (Sly.) Do you have any 
idea what that costs?

JO:  (Interested, with a shake of her head.) Uh-uh.
LAURIE:  (Looks around before speaking quietly.) A hundred and fifty 

dollars. A year!
JO:  (Whistles.) Christopher Columbus! I never knew college was that 

much! Who could afford that?
LAURIE:  Only rich people I guess.
JO:  I don’t think it’s right to exclude poor people from education. The 

whole country benefits from an educated population.
LAURIE:  There are other colleges that are not as expensive.
JO:  But very few that accept women, right? I mean, your Harvard 

doesn’t, does it?
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LAURIE:  (As if this were obvious and natural.) No.
JO:  Not that we could afford it, anyway. (Firmly.) But women should be 

able to go to college, too.
LAURIE:  Would you like to go?
JO:  Maybe. Why not? What, you don’t think I’m smart enough to go 

to college?
LAURIE:  Oh, no, I think you’re smart enough. I guess I just never 

thought of a girl going to college. It’s rather a radical idea, isn’t it?
JO:  Well, you just get used to it. There are a lot of women’s colleges, 

and someday there’ll be more. My father believes in education 
for women. He made sure all us girls were educated. (Begins to 
ramble.) We are all homeschooled by Marmee. That is except Amy. 
She goes to a small girls’ school right now. (More firmly.) But if 
she wanted to go to Harvard or Yale or whatever, she should be 
allowed to go. Side by side, with all you rich men! What do you think 
of that?

LAURIE:  I think you’d make a fine lawyer. You argue your point with 
passion. (They laugh.) So you like to dance, really?

JO:  Yes, I do, but I don’t get much of a chance to.
LAURIE:  And you can’t dance in public, because of the, uh…
JO:  Burn mark. It’s a patch job over a burn mark. I like to sit too close 

to the fire on cold evenings.
LAURIE:  (Leans in, confidentially.) I have a solution.
JO:  You do?
LAURIE:  (Stiffly, with perfect proper etiquette.) Miss Josephine March, 

may I have this next dance?
JO:  (Quietly, with surprise.) What, here? In the alcove?
LAURIE:  Yes. I’ll be facing you, so I won’t notice the patch, and no one 

else is here to see your dilemma but the walls!
JO:  (Smiles broadly.) What a grand idea! (She holds her skirt with one 

hand and LAURIE’S hand with the other, and they begin to dance, 
old-fashioned polka-style to the music, which begins to swell. They 
dance together enthusiastically, formally, and yet naturally, with huge 
smiles and bright faces. They stop when the particular song ends, 
and separate slightly from the dance hold. JO curtsies, and LAURIE 
applauds primly. Then they laugh again.) Oh, that was wonderful! 
Thank you.

LAURIE:  Thank you. You know, I never once noticed anything at all 
wrong about your dress. This side looks fine. (JO smiles, and is 
about to say something but is interrupted.)
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JOHN:  (ENTERS through curtains, supporting MEG, who hobbles on one 
leg.) Come in here, Meg, there might be a chair to sit in.

LAURIE:  (Sees the situation and pushes over a handy chair under MEG. 
JOHN helps her into it.) Oh, my goodness!

JO:  (Comes over.) What happened?
MEG:  I think I sprained my ankle during that last dance. It’s 

these shoes.
LAURIE:  They don’t look very practical.
MEG:  They don’t fit.
JO:  They’re Mother’s. Hand-me-downs.
JOHN:  (Examines MEG’s ankle.) Yes, you’ve twisted your ankle, all right.
MEG:  Oh, I’m sorry, so sorry.
JOHN:  What’s to be sorry about? I’m sorry you’re hurt.
MEG:  How will I walk home?
LAURIE:  Grandfather and I came in a carriage. I’m sure he wouldn’t 

mind if we drove you home.
MEG:  Could you? I can’t put any weight on this foot.
LAURIE:  I’ll go talk to the stable boy. John, you’ll help her to the door?
JOHN:  Yes, yes of course. (JOHN and LAURIE help MEG up. JO holds 

the curtain open for JOHN and MEG to hobble through. They EXIT. 
Only a white glove is left on the solitary chair as the LIGHTS FADE 
to BLACK.)

End of Scene Two

ACT ONE
Scene Three

CURTAIN UP:  The March family drawing room, spring 1862. The GIRLS 
are in various stages of costume, as if they are performing a Dickens 
play. JO’S costume is the most accurate, AMY’S the most elaborate, 
BETH’S the most fanciful, and MEG’S the most spare. AMY is again 
on the divan, BETH is on the stool in her corner, MEG is in the big 
armchair, and JO is walking pompously about with a sheaf of papers.
JO:  Gentlemen, gentlemen! The fifty-second meeting of the Pickwick 

Society must come to order!
MEG:  If we must.
BETH:  (Plays along.) Mr. Snodgrass, you have the floor.
JO:  I do, indeed. And yet I will yield to Mr. Pickwick, (Inclines her 

head to MEG.) should he have any pressing news to impart to our 
august society.

MEG:  Well, all right… Well, now that spring is here…
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MR. MARCH:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT with ALL THE OTHERS trailing 
behind.) Come on, everyone! We’re all going to sing songs! Meg, 
you take the piano! (MEG sits at the piano and begins to play “Auld 
Lang Syne”. She and the GIRLS begin singing immediately, and the 
OTHERS join in as the song progresses. By the chorus, EVERYONE is 
ONSTAGE, and ALL are singing.)

ALL:  Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days of auld lang syne?
For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne,
We’ll take a cup o’ kindness yet,
For auld lang syne. (CURTAIN.)

END OF PLAY

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
ACT ONE

Scene One:  The drawing room set, consisting of:  Large armchair, 
divan, small stool, Christmas tree, parasol, bookshelf with books, 
writing desk with drawers and paper, small table, fireplace tongs, 
blanket, small package.

Scene Two:  Chair.
Scene Three:  The drawing room set without Christmas tree and the 

small table.
Scene Four:  The drawing room set.
Scene Five:  The drawing room set, travel case.
Scene Six:  The drawing room set, manuscript.
Scene Seven:  The drawing room set.
Scene Eight:  The drawing room set with Christmas tree.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  The drawing room set without Christmas tree.
Scene Two:  Mrs. Kirke’s boarding house set, consisting of a writing 

desk and a chair.
Scene Three:  The drawing room set.
Scene Four:  The drawing room set with Christmas tree.
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PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
ACT ONE

Scene One: 
Dress, sewing items (MEG)
Handwritten letter (MARMEE)
Tray with popovers, two oranges, and sausages (HANNAH)
Plates (MEG, JO, BETH, AMY)
Firewood (JO)
Sheet music, pitcher of milk (BETH)

Scene Three: 
Pince-nez (MEG)
Clothespin (AMY)
Crumpled papers (LAURIE)

Scene Four: 
Books, small slate (AMY)
Medicine kit with jar of cream (JO)
Telegram (BETH)

Scene Five: 
Bonnet (AMY)
Packet of sandwiches (HANNAH)
Umbrella (BETH)
Small purse (AUNT MARCH)
Envelope (JO)

Scene Seven: 
Medicine kit (MARMEE)
Valise (LAURIE)
Compresses (MEG)
Piano (TWO LABORERS)
Piano bench (LAURIE)

Scene Eight: 
Small suitcase, cane (MR. MARCH)

ACT TWO
Scene Two: 

Orange, book, paper hat (BHAER)
Check (JO)

Scene Three: 
Satchel (JO)

Scene Four: 
Diary, pen (JO)
Twin bundles (JOHN)
Bear head, book (BHEAR)
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FROM THE PLAYWRIGHT
1. The actresses who play the lead girls may wear wigs, as long hair 

was the usual fashion. When Jo’s hair is cut, it should first be seen 
very haphazardly shorn, and then later styled, but still short. Again, 
she may wear a wig if the actress’s hair is naturally different. Amy 
should be the only blonde.

2. It would be great if the actress who plays Beth could actually 
play the piano pieces called for, but if she cannot, the music can 
be easily faked with OFFSTAGE piano music. Incidentally, any 
sufficiently old Christmas Carols will do in ACT ONE, Scenes One 
and Eight. However, Mr. Laurence need not be really capable of 
playing the piano at all. He should still actually play ONSTAGE if at 
all possible, gamely trying to plunk out the notes with determined 
seriousness. Anyone can play this simple melody with one finger. 
If he makes a mistake, he should go with it, possibly comment 
in character to himself about the error, and start over. The one-
fingered piano note sequence is:

B C D C# D C# D C# D 
E B C D A B 
G A B A# B A# B A# B 
A G G F# F# A G E (lower) D 
(repeat)

3. A small table is needed in the DOWNSTAGE LEFT “piano” area for 
ACT ONE, Scene One only. This is where Hannah puts the tray of 
food. Remove this table during any scene change before Scene 
Seven. The piano can already be set ONSTAGE from the beginning 
if need be—camouflaged under a sheet until needed in Scene 
Seven—if pushing it ONSTAGE is impractical. It could then serve 
as a sideboard for Hannah’s tray.

4. The clothespin Amy wears periodically should not really pinch her 
nose or restrict her breathing in any way. The actress may have 
to remove the clothespin when she speaks a line for the sake of 
clarity, and then replace it immediately afterward. Amy probably 
would have done that in real life.

5. The “story” that Laurie reads at the end of ACT ONE, Scene Three 
is the opening paragraph of “Paul Clifford” by Sir Edward Bulwer-
Lytton (1803-1873). Yes; it is a joke.

6. Since there won’t be much time between Scene Two and Scene 
Three of ACT ONE, the costume change for Jo and Meg will 
necessarily have to be simple. Some kind of men’s hat, eyewear, 
and/or a fake pipe will suffice for Jo’s Mr. Snodgrass. She may 
walk onto the stage set wearing these, or pick them up from, say, 



   

       

              
            

             

             
          
           

             

               
              

          
      

          

          
      

          

      
      
            

     

the writing desk, and put them on as she speaks her first lines 
in Scene Three (sort of like “getting into character”). Meg is less 
serious about her Mr. Pickwick character, so a hat may be all that’s 
required for her. The pince-nez may be preset on the armchair 
for her to pick up. When Laurie pops out of the woodwork in this 
scene, the best scenario would be for him to come out from a 
false panel in one of the wall flats. However, he could just as well 
come out from behind a piece of furniture, around a flat, or from 
either of the two downstage exits (i.e., Kitchen, or Hall).

7. In ACT TWO, Amy may be played by an older actress than in the 
first. If she is, however, this must be made clear to the audience 
by Laurie and others addressing her directly and using her name 
more frequently, etc.

8. Jo’s voiceovers in ACT TWO will need to be pre-recorded and played 
over the sound system.

9. A forty-year-old man courting an eighteen to twenty-year-old girl 
would not have raised an eyebrow 150 years ago, but since things 
are different now, Professor Bhaer may be played by a person 
nearer to Jo’s age—late twenties-early thirtiess would work. 
Similarly, although Hannah is written as an older woman, she may 
be played by a young girl very easily.

10. If any actor at all, except obviously Beth, can actually play “Auld 
Lang Syne” on the piano, then he or she should be the one to 
do so at the end of ACT TWO. Meg is just assigned the duty by 
default. Live piano music would be preferable to canned music, 
but of course this may be faked as well.

11. John is seen carrying the twins in the finale of the play. You can, 
of course, use real children if you feel adventuresome, but using 
toddler-sized bundles covered in heavy coats and blankets is 
recommended. He should look comically encumbered.
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