
Class 96. 12 – 15 Years. Prose Reading 
Little Men: Life at Plumfield with Jo’s Boys by Louisa May Alcott 
 
Mrs Josephine Bhaer and her husband run Plumfield School, which is full of mischievous young children. 
In this section, Rob and Nan decide to go on an adventure when picking Huckleberries, but there’s 
trouble round the corner: they’re lost.  
 
But of all the adventures that happened on this afternoon that which befell Nan and Rob 
was the most exciting, and it long remained one of the favorite histories of the household. 
Having explored the country pretty generally, torn three rents in her frock, and scratched 
her face in a barberry-bush, Nan began to pick the berries that shone like big, black beads 
on the low, green bushes. Her nimble fingers flew, but still her basket did not fill up as 
rapidly as she desired, so she kept wandering here and there to search for better places, 
instead of picking contentedly and steadily as Daisy did. Rob followed Nan, for her 
energy suited him better than his cousin's patience, and he too was anxious to have the 
biggest and best berries for Marmar. 
 

“I keep putting 'em in, but it don't fill up, and I'm so tired,” said Rob, pausing a moment 
to rest his short legs, and beginning to think huckleberrying was not all his fancy painted 
it; for the sun blazed, Nan skipped hither and thither like a grasshopper, and the berries 
fell out of his pail almost as fast as he put them in, because, in his struggles with the 
bushes, it was often upside-down. 
 

“Last time we came they were ever so much thicker over that wall great bouncers; and 
there is a cave there where the boys made a fire. Let's go and fill our things quick, and 
then hide in the cave and let the others find us,” proposed Nan, thirsting for adventures. 
 

Rob consented, and away they went, scrambling over the wall and running down the 
sloping fields on the other side, till they were hidden among the rocks and underbrush. 
The berries were thick, and at last the pails were actually full. It was shady and cool down 
there, and a little spring gave the thirsty children a refreshing drink out of its mossy cup. 
 

“Now we will go and rest in the cave, and eat our lunch,” said Nan, well satisfied with her 
success so far. 
 

“Do you know the way?” asked Rob. 
 

“'Course I do; I've been once, and I always remember. Didn't I go and get my box all 
right?” 
 

That convinced Rob, and he followed blindly as Nan led him over stock and stone, and 
brought him, after much meandering, to a small recess in the rock, where the blackened 
stones showed that fires had been made. 
 

“Now, isn't it nice?” asked Nan, as she took out a bit of bread-and-butter, rather damaged 
by being mixed up with nails, fishhooks, stones and other foreign substances, in the 
young lady's pocket. 
 

“Yes; do you think they will find us soon?” asked Rob, who found the shadowy glen 
rather dull, and began to long for more society. 
 

“No, I don't; because if I hear them, I shall hide, and have fun making them find me.” 


