
ne rainy day when I was five years old,  
I watched Little Women with my mother 
and my sister—the splendid Oscar-
winning 1949 version starring Elizabeth 
Taylor and Margaret O’Brien. I was 
transported by the film’s Technicolor 
dreamscape and by the sisterly 
interactions on-screen, wishing I had all 
those girls to share adventures with. That 
day I learned two things: I should have 
been named Beth because she got all the 
dramatic scenes. And my mother revealed 
to us that she had always wanted four girls, 
too—just like Marmee. She got as far as 
Meg (me) and Beth (my sister), but there 
never was a Jo or an Amy (she had a Greg 
and a John instead). 

Now I have nine sisters, including my 
sisters-in-law (seven are pictured above), 
and my relationships with them are some 
of the most important in my life because 
of the things we have in common—and the 
many things we don’t. We are Republicans, 
Democrats, and Libertarians; work-at-
home moms, work-outside-the-home 
moms, and not moms at all; Catholics, 
Baptists, Unitarians, and agnostics; public 
school teachers and homeschoolers. I 
think everyone’s finally on the same page 
about the absolute necessity of childhood 
vaccinations, but otherwise we don’t all 
agree on much except that we’re family, and 
love comes first. At a time when technology 
and social media make it easier than ever 
to live life in the echo chamber of self-
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“We don’t all agree on much 
except that we’re family, and 
love comes first.”

affirming views, my sisters have proven 
that those on the other side of an argument 
are neither stupid nor ignorant. They 
remind me to listen and consider, even 
when I cannot agree. And I am so thankful 
for that gift.

When I was invited to edit this issue 
of Ladies’ Home Journal, a magazine that 
published the work of Louisa May Alcott 
herself, I sought to create something my 
sisters would want to read—a magazine 
that supports and celebrates the female 
experience, just like we do for one another. 
But to move forward I first needed to 
connect with the past, so I dove into the 
LHJ archives, gingerly leafing through 
printed time capsules marking 133 years of 
the American female experience. 

What I discovered among those fragile 
issues is that times have changed, but 
women haven’t. We still worry about our 
relationships, struggle with the challenges 
of raising our children, and, sadly, fight for 
equality at home, at work, and in society. 
But we ladies have each other, and that will 
always be our greatest strength.  

—Meg Thomann

“All of us are 
inclined to approve 
the system under 
which we were 
brought up, for the 
individual generally 
regards himself 
as a pretty perfect 
specimen of the 
human race.”

Bette Davis, Ladies’ Home 
Journal, July 1941
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