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RECOLLECTIONS OF LOUISA MAY ALCOTT.*

O name in American literature has more thrilled the
hearts of the young people of this generation than that
of Louisa May Alcott, What a life of beneficence
and self-abnegation was hers! How distinctively was
her character an outcome of the best New England
ancestry ! In her veins ran the blood of the Quincys,

the Mays, the Alcotts, and the Sewalls, What better inheritance

canld one have? How important a factor in life is hercdity ! One is
so enriched, strengthened, and upborne by a good ancestry, or some-
times, alas! so handicapped, bafiled, and utterly defeated in the
conflicts of life by bad hereditary influence, that when one has so fine
an inheritancc as was Louisa Alcott's, one should be thankful for it

and rejoice in it as she did,

In looking back upon Miss Alcott's life, heroic and faithful to the
end, it is the woman who interests us even more than the writer,
whose phenomenal success in touching the hearts of old and young is
known so well the world over, Do the duty that lics nearest,” was
her life motto, and to its fulfilment were given hand and brain and
heart. Helen Hunt Jackson once wrote of her, * Miss Alcott is
really a bencfactor of h holds."  Truer words were never written.
She was proud of her ancestors, I remember a characteristic expres-
sion of hers as we sat together one morning in June, 1876, in the Old
South Meeting-House, where was assembled an immense audience
stirred to a white heat of patriotic enthiusiasm by the fervid eloquence
of Wendell Phillips, whose plea to save that sacred landmark from
the vandals who were ready to destroy it can never be forgotten, At
the conclusion of Phillips's speech she turned to me, her face aglow

= Raprintad y parmission of the New England Magazine Corporation,
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with emotion. and said, I am proud of my foremothers and fore-
fathers, and especially of my Sewall blood, even if the good old judge
did condemn the witches to be hanged.” After a moment of silence
she added, =1 am glad that he felt remorse, and had the manliness
to confess it. He was made of the right stuff.” Of this ancestor,
Whittier wrote in * The Prophecy of Samuel Sewall”; —

 stately and sluw, with solewn air,
1lis black cap hiding his whitened hair,
Walks the Judge of the great Asize,
Samuel Sewsll, the good and wise;
Ilis face with lines of hrmaess sTought,
Tie wears the look of a man unbought.”

Of the name of Quincy, Oliver Wendell
Holmes has written in * Dorothy Q" : —

* Lok not on hee with evés of scomn,
Diorothy tF was a lady boen!
Ax L osinee the galloping Normans came,
England's annals have known her name:
el sU3l e the three-hilled rebel town
Erear is that ancient vame’s renown,
For many a civic weeath they won,

Ao Branson kst The youthful siee am| the gray.haired son.”

Miss Alcott begun to write at a very ecarly age. Her childhood
amd catly virlheod wire passed o the pure sweet atmosphere of a
home where fove reigned. Lowisa and her sister Anna were educated
in a desultory and fragmuentary manner, or, perhaps one shoutd say,
without system,  Mr, and Mrso Adeott, the twe Aisses Peabody,
Thoreaw, Miss Mary Russell, and Mr, Lane Jad a share in their educa-
tion,  Mrs, Hawthorne taught Anna to read, and 1 think Looisa once
spoke of her to me s ler own fiest teacher.

Mrs. Aleott was o remarkable woman, a great seader, with a broad
practical mind, decp e of humanity, wide charity. untiring energy,
and 2 highly sensitive organization, married to a man whoem she de-
votedly loved, who was absolutely devaid of practical kaowledpe of
life, an idealist of the extremest type. With the narrowest means, her
triaks, perplexitics, and privations were very great, but she bore them
all with heroic courage and fdelity, and with unwavering afiection for
her hushand,  Lonisa carly recognized all this,  She soon developed the
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distinguishing traits of both father and mother, Emerson, soon after
he made Mr, Alcott's acquaintance, recognized his consummate ability
as a conversationalist, and was through life s most loyal friend.
Louisa was very proud of her father's intellectual acquircments, and it
was most interesting to hear her tell of the high tributes paid him by
some of the great thinkers of the age. In a note to me in October, 1882,
just after her father had been stricken
with paralysis, she wrote: —

“My poor dear father lies dumb and helpless:
Lle seems to know us all; and it is so pathetic to sev
my handsome, hale, active old father changed at one
fell blow into this helpless wreck.  You know that he
wrote those forty remarkable sonmets last winter, and
these, with his cares as Dean of the School of Ihi-
lusophy and his many lectures there, were enough to
break down 2 man ui eighty-three years, 1 continually
protested and warned him ageiast overwork and tax-
ation of the brain, but "twes of noavail, Wasn't 1
cloing the same thing myself? 1 did not practise what
1 preached, and indeed I have great cause for fear that
1 may be some day stricken down as he . FHe seems
sa tired of living; his active mind beats against the
prison bars, 1Hd 1 ever tell you what My, Emerson
once said of him to me! * Louiss, vour father could have talked with Plat,” Was not
that praise worth having? Since then 1 have often in writing addressed him as * My dear
old Plato." "

W Akeott.

Just after the publication of the * Correspondence of Carlyle and
Emerson,” I found her reading it one day.  Her face was radiant with
delight as she said: * Let me read you what Emerson wrote to Carlyle
just before father went to England: 'T shall write again soon, for
Bronson Alcott will probably go to kngland in about a month, and
him T shall surely send you, hoping to atone by his great nature for
many smaller ones that have craved to see you'" Again she read:
“*He is a great man and is made for what is preatest’ . . . ' Aleott
has returned to Concord with his wife and children and taken a cottage
and an acre of ground, to get his living by the help of God and his
own spade. [ see that some of the education people in lngland have
a school called “ Alcott Honse," after my friend. At home here he is
despised and rejected of men as much as cver was Pestalozzi.  But the
creature thinks and talks, and 1 am proud of my neighbor.'”
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