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g irl s never grew too old for that familiar lullaby. CHAPTER TWO A MERRY CHRISTMAS Jo was the first to wake
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explain things if we don't understand,” whispered Beth, very much impressed by the pretty books and her sisters
nd then the rooms were very still while the pages were softly turned, and the winter sunshine crept in to touch
as greeting. "Where is Mother?" asked Meg, as she and Jo ran down to thank her for their gifts, half an hou
reeter came a-beggin’', and your ma went straight off to see what was needed. There never was such a w
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nded in the hall. Amy came in hastily, and looked rather abashed when she saw her sisters all waiting for her. "Where have you been, and what are you hiding behind y
nd cloak, that lazy Amy had been out so early. "Don't laugh at me, Jo! | didn't mean anyone should know till the time came. | only meant to change the little bottle for a big o
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o say one word before we sit down. Not far away from here lies a poor woma n with a little newborn baby. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from fre
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h aving waited nearly an hour, and for a minute no one spoke, only a minute, for Jo excla imed im petuously, "I'm so glad you came before we began!” "May | go and help carry the t
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"1 thought you'd do it," said Mrs. March, smiling as if satisfied. "You shall all go and help me, a n d when we come back we will have bread and milk for breakfast, and make it up at di
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