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CHAPTER 1
PLAYING PILGRIMS

'CHRISTMAS won't be Christmas without any presents, ' grumbled Jo, lying on the
rug.

It's so dreadful to be poor! ' sighed Meg, looking down at her old dress.

' don't think it's fair for some girls to have plenty of pretty things, and other girls
nothing at all, ' added little Amy, with an injured sniff.

"We've got father and mother and each other, ' said Beth, contentedly, from her %
corner. &
The four young faces on which the firelight shone brightened at the cheerful words, §
but darkened again as Jo said sadly, 2

"We haven't got father, and shall not have him for a long time. She didn't say

‘perhaps never, ' but each silently added it, thinking of father far away, where the fighting
‘was.

Nobody spoke for a minute; then Meg said in an altered tone,
" "You know the reason mother proposed not having any presents this Christmas was
because it is going to be a hard winter for everyone; and she thinks we ought not to spend
money for pleasure when our men are suffering so in the army. We can't do much, but we
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can make our little sacrifices, and ought to do it gladly. But I am a
shook her head, and she thought regretfully of all the pretty things

As young readers like to know 'how people look, ' we will tak
them a little sketch of the four sisters, who sat knitting away in the twil ‘while the
December snow fell quietly without, and the fire crackled cheerfully within. It was a
comfortable old room, though the carpet was faded and the furniture very plain; for a
good picture or two hung on the walls, books filled the recesses, chrysanthemums and
Christmas roses bloomed in the windows, and a pleasant atmosphere of home-peace
pervaded it.

Margaret, the eldest of the four, was sixteen, and very pretty, being plump and fair,
with large eyes, plenty of soft, brown hair, a sweet mouth, and white hands, of which she
was rather vain. Fifteen-year-old Jo was very tall, thin, and brown, and reminded one of a
colt; for she never seemed to know what to do with her long limbs, which were very much
in her way. She had a decided mouth, a comical nose, and sharp, grey eyes, which
appeared to see everything, and were by turns fierce, funny, or thoughtful. Her long, thick
hair was her one beauty; but it was usually bundled in a net, to be out of her way. Round
shoulders had Jo, big hands and feet, a fly-away look to her clothes, and the
uncomfortable appearance of a girl who was rapidly shooting up into a woman, and didn't
like it. Elizabeth—or Beth, as everyone called her—was a rosy, smooth-haired, bright-
eyed girl of thirteen, with a shy manner, a timid voice, and a peaceful expression, which
was seldom disturbed. Her father called her 'Little Tranquility' , and the name suited her
excellently; for she seemed to live in a happy world of her own, only venturing out to
meet the few whom she trusted and loved. Amy, though the youngest, was a most



important person—in her own opinion at least. A regular snow-maiden, with blue eyes,
and yellow hair, curling on her shoulders, pale and slender, and always carrying herself
like a young lady mindful of her manners. What the characters of the four sisters were we

will leave to be found out.

"Well, dearies, how have you got on today? There was so much to do, getting the
boxes ready to go tomorrow, that I didn't come home to dinner. Has anyone called, Beth?
How is your cold, Meg? Jo, you look tired to death. Come and kiss me, bady. '

As they gathered about the table, Mrs March said, with a particularly happy face,

T've got a treat for you after supper. '

A quick, bright smile went round like a streak of sunshine. Beth clapped her hands,
regardless of the biscuit she held, and Jo tossed up her napkin, crying, 'A letter! a letter!
Three cheers for father! '

"Yes, a nice long letter. He is well, and thinks he shall get through the cold season
better than we feared. He sends all sorts of loving wishes for Christmas, and an especial
message to you girls, ' said Mrs March, patting her pocket as if she had got a treasure
there.

T think it was so splendid of father to go as chaplain when he was too old to be
drafted, and not strong enough for a soldier, ' said Meg, warmly.

They all drew to the frie, mother in the big chair, with Beth at her feet, Meg and
Amy perched on either arm of the chair, and Jo leaning on the back, where no one would
see any sign of emotion if the letter should happen to be touching. Very few letters were
written in those hard times that were not touching, especially those which fathers sent
home. In this one little was said of the hardships endured, the dangers faced, or the home-
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sickness conquered; it was a cheerful, hopeful letter,
full of lively descriptions of camp life, marches, and
military news; and only at the end did the writer's heart
overflow with fatherly love and longing for the little
girls at home.

'Give them all my dear love and a kiss. Tell them 1
think of them by day, pray for them by night, and find
my best comfort in their affection at all times. A year
seems very long to wait before I see them, but remind
them that while we wait we may all work, so that these
hard days need not be wasted. I know they will
remember all I said to them, that they will be loving
children to you, will do their duty faithfully, fight their
bosom enemies bravely, and conquer themselves so

beautifully, that when I come back to them I may be fonder and prouder than ever of my
little women. '

Everybody sniffed when they came to that part; Jo wasn't ashamed of the great tear
that dropped off the end of her nose, and Amy never minded the rumpling of her curls as
she hid her face on her mother's shoulder and sobbed out, 'I am « selfish girl! but Il
truly try to be better, so he maynt be disappointed in me by band by.'
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CHAPTER 2
A MERRY CHRISTMAS

Jo was the first to wake in the grey dawn of Christmas morning. No stockings hung
at the fireplace, and for a moment she felt as much disappointed as she did long ago,
when her little sock fell down because it was so crammed with goodies. Then she
remembered her mother's promise, and, slipping her hand under her pillow, drew out a
little crimson-covered book. She knew it very well, for it was that beautiful old story of
the best life ever lived, and Jo felt that it was a true guide-book for any pilgrim going the
long journey. She woke Meg with a 'Merry Christmas, ' and bade her see what was under
her pillow. A green-covered book appeared, with the same picture inside, and a few
words written by their mother, which made their one present very precious in their eyes.
Presently Beth and Amy woke, to rummage and find their little books also—one, dove-
coloured, the other blue; and all sat looking at and talking about them, while the east grew
rosy with the coming day.

'Where is Mother? ' asked Meg, as she and Jo ran down to thank her for their gifts,
half an hour later.

'Goodness only knows. Some poor creeter come a-beggin' , and your ma went
straight off to see what was needed. There never was such a woman for givin' away vittles

NIWOM F'TLLIT

9

&




