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Four Sisters 9

CHAPTER ONE

Four Sisters

It warited three days to Christmas. -

The small American town where the March family had
their home lay hushed and still under a blanket of snow
that had lain over all the countryside for weeks past; snow
that seemed as settled as the sadness in the hearts of so
many American women in that winter of 1861 — the sad-
ness of knowing that Christmas had come round once
‘more, with their menfolk still away fighting in the terri-
ble Civil War that raged to and fro across the hills and

lains of their greatland. i

'P?ﬂm_c four March sisters knew something about that sad-
ness. They sat at home in the twilight before a crackling

fire. s
“You know, Christunas won’t be Christmas without any
presents,” grumbled Jo, who was lying on the rug.

“It’s so dreadful to be poor,” sighed Meg.

Little Amy sighed and sniffed. “I don’t think it’s fair for
some girls to have lots of pretty things, and other girls
nothing at all,” she said so :

“We’ve got Father and Mother and each other, any-
how,” said Beth from her corner.
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“We haven’t got Father,” said Jo, “and we shan’t have
him for a long time.”

The four young faces darkened at the words. Nobody
spoke for a minute. They were all thinking of Father, far
away where the fighting was.

They made a pretty picture, sitting there in the fire-
light. Meg, the eldest, was sixteen: a fair, plump girl with
large eyes, plenty of soft brown hair and a sweet mouth.
Fifteen-year-old Jo was tall and thin and brown. She had
a comical nose, grey eyes, big hands and feet, a flyaway
look to her clothes, and the appearance of a girl who
was shooting up into-a woman and didn’t like it. Beth
was a rosy, smooth-haired girl of thirteen, with a shy
manner and a quiet voice. Amy, who had blue eyes, was
pale and slender and had long ycllow curling hair.

Meg sighed again and said, in an altered tone, “You
know why Mother doesn’t want us to have presents this
year. It’s going to be a hard winter for everyone, and she
thinks we ought not to spend money for our own pleas-
ure, when our men are suffering in the Army. We ought
to go without gladly — but I'm afraid I can’t!”

She shook her head, thinking sadly of all the pretty
things she wanted — and wouldn’t get.

“Well, we’ve each got a dollar,” cried Jo. “I don’t ex-
pect anything from Mother or you, but I would like to

buy something for myself. I'm sure we’ve worked hard
enough to earn it.”
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“I know [ have — teaching those dreadful children all
day!” said Meg.

“You don’t have half such a hard time as I do,” an-
swered Jo, indignantly. “How would you like to be shut
up for hours with a fussy old lady like Aunt March, who
keeps you trotting to and fro the whole time?”

“What about me?” cried Amy. “You don’t have to go to
school with girls who laugh at your dresses, and label
your father if he isn’t rich—”

“If you mean lbel then say so, and don’t talk about la-
bels as if Father’s a bottle of pickles,” said Jo, laughing

“I know what I mean,” Amy snapped.

“Be quiet, girls,” said Meg. “Don’t start fighting,. Try to
be ladylike.” | 8 -
Jo at once sat up, put her hands in her apron pockets,

and began to whistle through her teeth. |

“Jo, don’t!” cried Meg. “It’s so boyish!”

“I know,” answered Jo, simply. “That’s why I do-it. I
always wanted to be a boy. I'm dying to go and fight
with Father — and I have to stay at home!”

The clock struck six. Mother would soon be home from
her work at a club for wounded soldiers. A

Beth rose, swept up the hearth, and put a pair of slip-
pers down to warm. Meg got up and lit the lamp, Amy
arranged the cushions in the easy chair, and Jo sat up to
hold the slippers nearer to the blaze. d

She frowned. “These slippers are quite worn out,” she



13

Four Sisters

N w/// ./u _,,./, \

BN AR RN
f/.. .-, 3 \ .JJ f,.z \ / ,’f// AN 1% SENN A\ Y




14 LITTLE WOMEN

said. “Mother must have a new pair. I'll buy her some
with my dollar.”

“No, I shall!” cried Amy.

“I’'m the man of the family while Father is away,” said
Jo, “and P’ll get the slippers.”

“P'll tell you what,” said Beth. “Let’s each get Mother
something for Christmas, and not bother about things
for ourselves.” _

“Yes!” cried Jo. “I’ll get the slippers. What will you oth-
ers buy?”

'Everyone thought for a minute.

“A pair of gloves,” said Meg at last.

“I’ll get her some handkerchiefs,” said Beth.

“And I’ll get her a bottle of cologne,” said Amy. “She
likes it, and it won’t cost much, so I'll have some money
left to buy something for me.”

- Jo got up and began marching up and down with her
hands behind her back. “We’ll surprise her,” she said.
“We’ll have to go shopping tomorrow afternoon, Meg.
We've still got a lot to do about the play for Christmas
night.”

“It’ll be the last time I do any acting,” answered Meg.
“I’m getting too old for such things.” '

“You’re the best actress we’ve got,” said Jo warmly. “We
ought to rehearse tonight. Come here, Amy, and do the
fainting scene. You’re as stiff as a poker when you fall!”

“I can’t help it,” said Amy, ruefully. “I’'m not going to
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