
JO
But - 

BETH
I’m very sick and you must do what 
I say. 

JO
(smiling)

Of course, anything for Queen Bess. 

BETH
You are a writer. It’s what you do. 
Even before anyone knew or paid 
you. It’s what you are.  

Jo obeys. She gets a pen and paper - and starts writing as 
Beth closes her eyes contentedly.  

INT. UNION ARMY SOLDIER’S FUND. DAY. 1862. 80 80

Men, and a handful of women, are busily working in a 
converted warehouse with soldiers, veterans and volunteers. 

And older man, worn with age and grief, sits in a chair in 
front of her table. Marmee tries to engage him: 

MARMEE
Have you sons in the Army? 

OLD MAN
Yes, ma’am; I had four, but two 
were killed; one is a prisoner, and 
I’m going to the other, who is very 
sick in a Washington hospital. 

MARMEE
You have done a great deal for your 
country sir. 

OLD MAN
Not a mite more than I ought, 
ma’am. I’d go myself, if I was any 
use; as I ain’t, I give my boys and 
give them freely. 

Marmee fights her tears, busying herself with arranging a 
charity bundle for him. She notices that he doesn’t have a 
good scarf, so gives him her own, careful that he doesn’t see 
this kindness. As she’s doing this, a soldier calls out: 

SOLDIER
Anyone one from the March family 
here?
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MARMEE
(with dread)

Yes. 

SOLDIER
Telegram from Washington, ma’am. 

Her hands shaking, she opens the telegram. Mr. March is sick 
in a Washington hospital. 

INT. MARCH FAMILY HOME. EVENING. 1862.81 81

Everything is topsy-turvy in the March house, anxious and 
worried. Hannah and Meg run about getting everything ready, 
Beth cries but tries not to, Amy packs her mother’s trunk. 

MARMEE
Is Jo back yet from Aunt March? 

AMY
No, I haven’t seen her. 

MARMEE
(worried)

I can’t miss the last train... 

Mr. Laurence and Laurie enter. 

LAURIE
(hugging Beth)

What can I do? 

MR. LAURENCE
(to Marmee)

If I may be of any more assistance, 
please tell me. I will look in on 
the girls every day, without fail.  

MARMEE
Thank you, for everything. 

MR. LAURENCE
I have always admired your husband, 
and I pray for a quick recovery. 

Meg is nearly running in the hallway when she bumps straight 
into Mr. Brooke. 

MEG
(looking up)

Oh - I’m, I’m sorry. 

75.


