
AMY
Oh, how elegant. 

(suddenly intense)
Remember the name “Amy March.” I’m 
going to come find you one day in 
London. See if I don’t. 

EXT. RIVER. DAY. 1862.77 77

Jo and Laurie are rowing Beth and Kate in one boat, while 
Fred and Mr. Brooke are rowing Meg and Amy in another. Jo and 
Laurie sing, while Meg and John exchange shy looks.  

EXT. FIELD BY THE RIVER. DAY. 1862.78 78

Jo and Laurie are on one croquet team, while Fred and Amy 
play against them. Beth cheers on both teams. 

Mr. Brooke and Meg look very lovely together, sitting under a 
tree. Kate Vaughn intrudes on the picture, reading out-loud 
in German, Schiller’s “Mary Stuart.” She finishes and looks 
around for approval:

MEG
How beautifully you read. I wish I 
could.

KATE
Don’t you read German? 

MEG
Not very well. My father taught me, 
but he’s away, and I don’t have 
anyone to correct my pronunciation. 

KATE
Can’t your governess help you 
along? 

MEG
I have none. I am a governess 
myself. 

KATE
Oh, indeed! 

Mr. Brooke sees Meg’s embarrassment and comes to her rescue: 

MR. BROOKE 
Young ladies in America love 
independence as much men do, and 
are admired and respected for 
supporting themselves. 
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KATE
Yes, of course. 

She gets up, clearly uncomfortable and out of her element. 

MEG
Thank you. 

MR. BROOKE
There is no place like America for 
us workers, Miss Margaret. 

MEG
And what will you do once Laurie 
goes to college? 

MR. BROOKE
I will turn soldier. 

MEG
I think every young man would want 
to go, although it very hard on the 
mothers and wives and sisters and 
daughters who stay at home. 

MR. BROOKE
I have none of those - My parents 
died when I was young, and I have 
no other family. 

MEG
(sincere)

We should all very sorry to have 
any harm happen to you... I would 
be very sorry. 

Mr. Brooke looks at Meg and feels all the things. 

MR. BROOKE
If you would like some help with 
your German, I might be of some 
assistance. 

Back at the croquet game, when it’s Fred’s turn, he cheats by 
nudging the ball a bit with his toe.

JO
Hey --- ! 

She is about to fly off the handle, when she checks herself: 

FRED
Yes? 
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JO
Perhaps you didn’t know that in 
America we don’t help the ball 
along. 

FRED
I didn’t help it along. But even if 
I did, it’s nothing that you 
Yankees wouldn’t do. 

Jo bites her tongue. Laurie notices. 

LAURIE
(in her ear)

My, my how we’ve tamed 
/ourselves. 

JO
/Oh stop making fun, I’m 
trying. 

LAURIE
Well, at least Meg needs no help in 
being docile. 

Jo looks over at Meg who gazes at Mr. Brooke adoringly while 
he explains something that seems dull, even from a distance. 

LAURIE (CONT’D)
(devilish)

Has Meg perhaps mislaid a glove? 

JO
(sharp)

He has it?
(Laurie nods)

How do you know? 

LAURIE
Saw it. 

JO
Where? 

LAURIE
Pocket. 

JO
All this time? 

LAURIE
Yes, isn’t it romantic? 

JO
No, it’s horrid. 

LAURIE
Don’t you like it? 
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JO
Of course I don’t, it’s ridiculous. 
It won’t be allowed. I’m disgusted. 

LAURIE
I thought you’d be pleased. 

JO
At the idea of anybody coming to 
take Meg away? No, thank you. 

LAURIE
You’ll feel better about it when 
somebody comes to take you away. 

JO
I’d like to see anyone try it! 

LAURIE
So would I! 

Jo throws her mallet down violently and stalks off. 

EXT. SEASHORE. DAY. 1869.79 79

Jo runs into the water and back again while Beth watches her, 
happy for her happiness. 

Later: Beth is wrapped up and looking at the sea and Jo is 
reading to her, doing all the voices from David Copperfield. 
She reaches the end of the chapter, and pauses.  

BETH
I love it when you read, Jo, but I 
love it better when you read the 
stories you’ve written. 

JO
I don’t have any new stories. 

BETH
You have a pen and paper. Sit here 
and write me something. 

JO 
I don’t think I can write anymore. 

BETH
Write something for me. Don’t think 
about it, just do it. The only 
sounds I want to hear are the ocean 
and your pen. 
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