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			The Good Anna

		
	
		
			I

			The trades­men of Bridge­point learned to dread the sound of “Miss Mathil­da,” for with that name the good An­na al­ways con­quered.

			The strictest of the one price stores found that they could give things for a lit­tle less, when the good An­na had ful­ly said that “Miss Mathil­da” could not pay so much and that she could buy it cheap­er “by Lind­heims.”

			Lind­heims was An­na’s fa­vorite store, for there they had bar­gain days, when flour and sug­ar were sold for a quar­ter of a cent less for a pound, and there the heads of the de­part­ments were all her friends and al­ways man­aged to give her the bar­gain prices, even on oth­er days.

			An­na led an ar­du­ous and trou­bled life.

			An­na man­aged the whole lit­tle house for Miss Mathil­da. It was a fun­ny lit­tle house, one of a whole row of all the same kind that made a close pile like a row of domi­noes that a child knocks over, for they were built along a street which at this point came down a steep hill. They were fun­ny lit­tle hous­es, two sto­ries high, with red brick fronts and long white steps.

			This one lit­tle house was al­ways very full with Miss Mathil­da, an un­der ser­vant, stray dogs and cats and An­na’s voice that scold­ed, man­aged, grum­bled all day long.

			“Sal­lie! can’t I leave you alone a minute but you must run to the door to see the butch­er boy come down the street and there is Miss Mathil­da call­ing for her shoes. Can I do ev­ery­thing while you go around al­ways think­ing about noth­ing at all? If I ain’t af­ter you ev­ery minute you would be for­get­ting all, the time, and I take all this pains, and when you come to me you was as ragged as a buz­zard and as dirty as a dog. Go and find Miss Mathil­da her shoes where you put them this morn­ing.”

			“Pe­ter!”—her voice rose high­er—“Pe­ter!”—Pe­ter was the youngest and the fa­vorite dog—“Pe­ter, if you don’t leave Ba­by alone,”—Ba­by was an old, blind ter­ri­er that An­na had loved for many years—“Pe­ter if you don’t leave Ba­by alone, I take a rawhide to you, you bad dog.”

			The good An­na had high ideals for ca­nine chasti­ty and dis­ci­pline. The three reg­u­lar dogs, the three that al­ways lived with An­na, Pe­ter and old Ba­by, and the fluffy lit­tle Rags, who was al­ways jump­ing up in­to the air just to show that he was hap­py, to­geth­er with the tran­sients, the many stray ones that An­na al­ways kept un­til she found them homes, were all un­der strict or­ders nev­er to be bad one with the oth­er.

			A sad dis­grace did once hap­pen in the fam­i­ly. A lit­tle tran­sient ter­ri­er for whom An­na had found a home sud­den­ly pro­duced a crop of pups. The new own­ers were cer­tain that this Foxy had known no dog since she was in their care. The good An­na held to it stout­ly that her Pe­ter and her Rags were guilt­less, and she made her state­ment with so much heat that Foxy’s own­ers were at last con­vinced that these re­sults were due to their ne­glect.

			“You bad dog,” An­na said to Pe­ter that night, “you bad dog.”

			“Pe­ter was the fa­ther of those pups,” the good An­na ex­plained to Miss Mathil­da, “and they look just like him too, and poor lit­tle Foxy, they were so big that she could hard­ly have them, but Miss Mathil­da, I would nev­er let those peo­ple know that Pe­ter was so bad.”

			Pe­ri­ods of evil think­ing came very reg­u­lar­ly to Pe­ter and to Rags and to the vis­i­tors with­in their gates. At such times An­na would be very busy and scold hard, and then too she al­ways took great care to se­clude the bad dogs from each oth­er when­ev­er she had to leave the house. Some­times just to see how good it was that she had made them, An­na would leave the room a lit­tle while and leave them all to­geth­er, and then she would sud­den­ly come back. Back would slink all the wicked-mind­ed dogs at the sound of her hand up­on the knob, and then they would sit des­o­late in their cor­ners like a lot of dis­ap­point­ed chil­dren whose stolen sug­ar has been tak­en from them.

			In­no­cent blind old Ba­by was the on­ly one who pre­served the dig­ni­ty be­com­ing in a dog.

			You see that An­na led an ar­du­ous and trou­bled life.

			The good An­na was a small, spare, ger­man wom­an, at this time about forty years of age. Her face was worn, her cheeks were thin, her mouth drawn and firm, and her light blue eyes were very bright. Some­times they were full of light­ning and some­times full of hu­mor, but they were al­ways sharp and clear.

			Her voice was a pleas­ant one, when she told the his­to­ries of bad Pe­ter and of Ba­by and of lit­tle Rags. Her voice was a high and pierc­ing one when she called to the team­sters and to the oth­er wicked men, what she want­ed that should come to them, when she saw them beat a horse or kick a dog. She did not be­long to any so­ci­ety that could stop them and she told them so most frankly, but her strained voice and her glit­ter­ing eyes, and her queer pierc­ing ger­man eng­lish first made them afraid and then ashamed. They all knew too, that all the po­lice­men on the beat were her friends. These al­ways re­spect­ed and obeyed Miss An­nie, as they called her, and prompt­ly at­tend­ed to all of her com­plaints.

			For five years An­na man­aged the lit­tle house for Miss Mathil­da. In these five years there were four dif­fer­ent un­der ser­vants.

			The one that came first was a pret­ty, cheer­ful irish girl. An­na took her with a doubt­ing mind. Lizzie was an obe­di­ent, hap­py ser­vant, and An­na be­gan to have a lit­tle faith. This was not for long. The pret­ty, cheer­ful Lizzie dis­ap­peared one day with­out her no­tice and with all her bag­gage and re­turned no more.

			This pret­ty, cheer­ful Lizzie was suc­ceed­ed by a melan­choly Mol­ly.

			Mol­ly was born in Amer­i­ca, of ger­man par­ents. All her peo­ple had been long dead or gone away. Mol­ly had al­ways been alone. She was a tall, dark, sal­low, thin-haired crea­ture, and she was al­ways trou­bled with a cough, and she had a bad tem­per, and al­ways said ug­ly dread­ful swear words.

			An­na found all this very hard to bear, but she kept Mol­ly a long time out of kind­ness. The kitchen was con­stant­ly a bat­tle­ground. An­na scold­ed and Mol­ly swore strange oaths, and then Miss Mathil­da would shut her door hard to show that she could hear it all.

			At last An­na had to give it up. “Please Miss Mathil­da won’t you speak to Mol­ly,” An­na said, “I can’t do a thing with her. I scold her, and she don’t seem to hear and then she swears so that she scares me. She loves you Miss Mathil­da, and you scold her please once.”

			“But An­na,” cried poor Miss Mathil­da, “I don’t want to,” and that large, cheer­ful, but faint heart­ed wom­an looked all aghast at such a prospect. “But you must, please Miss Mathil­da!” An­na said.

			Miss Mathil­da nev­er want­ed to do any scold­ing. “But you must please Miss Mathil­da,” An­na said.

			Miss Mathil­da ev­ery day put off the scold­ing, hop­ing al­ways that An­na would learn to man­age Mol­ly bet­ter. It nev­er did get bet­ter and at last Miss Mathil­da saw that the scold­ing sim­ply had to be.

			It was agreed be­tween the good An­na and her Miss Mathil­da that An­na should be away when Mol­ly would be scold­ed. The next evening that it was An­na’s evening out, Miss Mathil­da faced her task and went down in­to the kitchen.

			Mol­ly was sit­ting in the lit­tle kitchen lean­ing her el­bows on the ta­ble. She was a tall, thin, sal­low girl, aged twen­ty-three, by na­ture slat­tern­ly and care­less but trained by An­na in­to su­per­fi­cial neat­ness. Her drab striped cot­ton dress and gray black checked apron in­creased the length and sad­ness of her melan­choly fig­ure. “Oh, Lord!” groaned Miss Mathil­da to her­self as she ap­proached her.

			“Mol­ly, I want to speak to you about your be­hav­iour to An­na!”, here Mol­ly dropped her head still low­er on her arms and be­gan to cry.

			“Oh! Oh!” groaned Miss Mathil­da.

			“It’s all Miss An­nie’s fault, all of it,” Mol­ly said at last, in a trem­bling voice, “I do my best.”

			“I know An­na is of­ten hard to please,” be­gan Miss Mathil­da, with a twinge of mis­chief, and then she sobered her­self to her task, “but you must re­mem­ber, Mol­ly, she means it for your good and she is re­al­ly very kind to you.”

			“I don’t want her kind­ness,” Mol­ly cried, “I wish you would tell me what to do, Miss Mathil­da, and then I would be all right. I hate Miss An­nie.”

			“This will nev­er do Mol­ly,” Miss Mathil­da said stern­ly, in her deep­est, firmest tones, “An­na is the head of the kitchen and you must ei­ther obey her or leave.”

			“I don’t want to leave you,” whim­pered melan­choly Mol­ly. “Well Mol­ly then try and do bet­ter,” an­swered Miss Mathil­da, keep­ing a good stern front, and back­ing quick­ly from the kitchen.

			“Oh! Oh!” groaned Miss Mathil­da, as she went back up the stairs.

			Miss Mathil­da’s at­tempt to make peace be­tween the con­stant­ly con­tend­ing wom­en in the kitchen had no re­al ef­fect. They were very soon as bit­ter as be­fore.

			At last it was de­cid­ed that Mol­ly was to go away. Mol­ly went away to work in a fac­to­ry in the town, and she went to live with an old wom­an in the slums, a very bad old wom­an An­na said.

			An­na was nev­er easy in her mind about the fate of Mol­ly. Some­times she would see or hear of her. Mol­ly was not well, her cough was worse, and the old wom­an re­al­ly was a bad one.

			Af­ter a year of this un­whole­some life, Mol­ly was com­plete­ly bro­ken down. An­na then again took her in charge. She brought her from her work and from the wom­an where she lived, and put her in a hos­pi­tal to stay till she was well. She found a place for her as nurse­maid to a lit­tle girl out in the coun­try, and Mol­ly was at last es­tab­lished and con­tent.

			Mol­ly had had, at first, no reg­u­lar suc­ces­sor. In a few months it was go­ing to be the sum­mer and Miss Mathil­da would be gone away, and old Katie would do very well to come in ev­ery day and help An­na with her work.

			Old Katy was a heavy, ug­ly, short and rough old ger­man wom­an, with a strange dis­tort­ed ger­man-eng­lish all her own. An­na was worn out now with her at­tempt to make the younger gen­er­a­tion do all that it should and rough old Katy nev­er an­swered back, and nev­er want­ed her own way. No scold­ing or abuse could make its mark on her un­couth and aged peas­ant hide. She said her “Yes, Miss An­nie,” when an an­swer had to come, and that was al­ways all that she could say.

			“Old Katy is just a rough old wom­an, Miss Mathil­da,” An­na said, “but I think I keep her here with me. She can work and she don’t give me trou­ble like I had with Mol­ly all the time.”

			An­na al­ways had a hu­mor­ous sense from this old Katy’s twist­ed peas­ant eng­lish, from the rough­ness on her tongue of buzzing s’s and from the queer ways of her brutish servile hu­mor. An­na could not let old Katy serve at ta­ble—old Katy was too coarse­ly made from nat­u­ral earth for that—and so An­na had all this to do her­self and that she nev­er liked, but even then this sim­ple rough old crea­ture was pleas­an­ter to her than any of the up­start young.

			Life went on very smooth­ly now in these few months be­fore the sum­mer came. Miss Mathil­da ev­ery sum­mer went away across the ocean to be gone for sev­er­al months. When she went away this sum­mer old Katy was so sor­ry, and on the day that Miss Mathil­da went, old Katy cried hard for many hours. An earthy, un­couth, servile peas­ant crea­ture old Katy sure­ly was. She stood there on the white stone steps of the lit­tle red brick house, with her bony, square dull head with its thin, tanned, tough­ened skin and its sparse and kinky griz­zled hair, and her strong, squat fig­ure a lit­tle over­made on the right side, clothed in her blue striped cot­ton dress, all clean and al­ways washed but rough and harsh to see—and she stayed there on the steps till An­na brought her in, blub­ber­ing, her apron to her face, and mak­ing queer gut­tural bro­ken moans.

			When Miss Mathil­da ear­ly in the fall came to her house again old Katy was not there.

			“I nev­er thought old Katy would act so Miss Mathil­da,” An­na said, “when she was so sor­ry when you went away, and I gave her full wages all the sum­mer, but they are all alike Miss Mathil­da, there isn’t one of them that’s fit to trust. You know how Katy said she liked you, Miss Mathil­da, and went on about it when you went away and then she was so good and worked all right un­til the mid­dle of the sum­mer, when I got sick, and then she went away and left me all alone and took a place out in the coun­try, where they gave her some more mon­ey. She didn’t say a word, Miss Mathil­da, she just went off and left me there alone when I was sick af­ter that aw­ful hot sum­mer that we had, and af­ter all we done for her when she had no place to go, and all sum­mer I gave her bet­ter things to eat than I had for my­self. Miss Mathil­da, there isn’t one of them has any sense of what’s the right way for a girl to do, not one of them.”

			Old Katy was nev­er heard from any more.

			No un­der ser­vant was de­cid­ed up­on now for sev­er­al months. Many came and many went, and none of them would do. At last An­na heard of Sal­lie.

			Sal­lie was the old­est girl in a fam­i­ly of eleven and Sal­lie was just six­teen years old. From Sal­lie down they came al­ways lit­tler and lit­tler in her fam­i­ly, and all of them were al­ways out at work ex­cept­ing on­ly the few lit­tlest of them all.

			Sal­lie was a pret­ty blonde and smil­ing ger­man girl, and stupid and a lit­tle sil­ly. The lit­tler they came in her fam­i­ly the brighter they all were. The bright­est of them all was a lit­tle girl of ten. She did a good day’s work wash­ing dish­es for a man and wife in a sa­loon, and she earned a fair day’s wage, and then there was one lit­tler still. She on­ly worked for half the day. She did the house work for a bach­e­lor doc­tor. She did it all, all of the house­work and re­ceived each week her eight cents for her wage. An­na was al­ways in­dig­nant when she told that sto­ry.

			“I think he ought to give her ten cents Miss Mathil­da any­way. Eight cents is so mean when she does all his work and she is such a bright lit­tle thing too, not stupid like our Sal­lie. Sal­lie would nev­er learn to do a thing if I didn’t scold her all the time, but Sal­lie is a good girl, and I take care and she will do all right.”

			Sal­lie was a good, obe­di­ent ger­man child. She nev­er an­swered An­na back, no more did Pe­ter, old Ba­by and lit­tle Rags and so though al­ways An­na’s voice was sharply raised in strong re­buke and worn ex­pos­tu­la­tion, they were a hap­py fam­i­ly all there to­geth­er in the kitchen.

			An­na was a moth­er now to Sal­lie, a good in­ces­sant ger­man moth­er who watched and scold­ed hard to keep the girl from any evil step. Sal­lie’s temp­ta­tions and trans­gres­sions were much like those of naughty Pe­ter and jol­ly lit­tle Rags, and An­na took the same way to keep all three from do­ing what was bad.

			Sal­lie’s chief bad­ness be­sides for­get­ting all the time and nev­er wash­ing her hands clean to serve at ta­ble, was the butch­er boy.

			He was an unattrac­tive youth enough, that butch­er boy. Sus­pi­cion be­gan to close in around Sal­lie that she spent the evenings when An­na was away, in com­pa­ny with this bad boy.

			“Sal­lie is such a pret­ty girl, Miss Mathil­da,” An­na said, “and she is so dumb and sil­ly, and she puts on that red waist, and she crin­kles up her hair with irons so I have to laugh, and then I tell her if she on­ly washed her hands clean it would be bet­ter than all that fix­ing all the time, but you can’t do a thing with the young girls nowa­days Miss Mathil­da. Sal­lie is a good girl but I got to watch her all the time.”

			Sus­pi­cion closed in around Sal­lie more and more, that she spent An­na’s evenings out with this boy sit­ting in the kitchen. One ear­ly morn­ing An­na’s voice was sharply raised.

			“Sal­lie this ain’t the same ba­nana that I brought home yes­ter­day, for Miss Mathil­da, for her break­fast, and you was out ear­ly in the street this morn­ing, what was you do­ing there?”

			“Noth­ing, Miss An­nie, I just went out to see, that’s all and that’s the same ba­nana, ’deed it is Miss An­nie.”

			“Sal­lie, how can you say so and af­ter all I do for you, and Miss Mathil­da is so good to you. I nev­er brought home no ba­nanas yes­ter­day with specks on it like that. I know bet­ter, it was that boy was here last night and ate it while I was away, and you was out to get an­oth­er this morn­ing. I don’t want no ly­ing Sal­lie.”

			Sal­lie was stout in her de­fence but then she gave it up and she said it was the boy who snatched it as he ran away at the sound of An­na’s key open­ing the out­side door. “But I will nev­er let him in again, Miss An­nie, ’deed I won’t,” said Sal­lie.

			And now it was all peace­ful for some weeks and then Sal­lie with fatu­ous sim­plic­i­ty be­gan on cer­tain evenings to re­sume her bright red waist, her bits of jew­els and her crinkly hair.

			One pleas­ant evening in the ear­ly spring, Miss Mathil­da was stand­ing on the steps be­side the open door, feel­ing cheer­ful in the pleas­ant, gen­tle night. An­na came down the street, re­turn­ing from her evening out. “Don’t shut the door, please, Miss Mathil­da,” An­na said in a low voice, “I don’t want Sal­lie to know I’m home.”

			An­na went soft­ly through the house and reached the kitchen door. At the sound of her hand up­on the knob there was a wild scram­ble and a bang, and then Sal­lie sit­ting there alone when An­na came in­to the room, but, alas, the butch­er boy for­got his over­coat in his es­cape.

			You see that An­na led an ar­du­ous and trou­bled life.

			An­na had her trou­bles, too, with Miss Mathil­da. “And I slave and slave to save the mon­ey and you go out and spend it all on fool­ish­ness,” the good An­na would com­plain when her mis­tress, a large and care­less wom­an, would come home with a bit of porce­lain, a new etch­ing and some­times even an oil paint­ing on her arm.

			“But An­na,” ar­gued Miss Mathil­da, “if you didn’t save this mon­ey, don’t you see I could not buy these things,” and then An­na would soft­en and look pleased un­til she learned the price, and then wring­ing her hands, “Oh, Miss Mathil­da, Miss Mathil­da,” she would cry, “and you gave all that mon­ey out for that, when you need a dress to go out in so bad.” “Well, per­haps I will get one for my­self next year, An­na,” Miss Mathil­da would cheer­ful­ly con­cede. “If we live till then Miss Mathil­da, I see that you do,” An­na would then an­swer dark­ly.

			An­na had great pride in the knowl­edge and pos­ses­sions of her cher­ished Miss Mathil­da, but she did not like her care­less way of wear­ing al­ways her old clothes. “You can’t go out to din­ner in that dress, Miss Mathil­da,” she would say, stand­ing firm­ly be­fore the out­side door, “You got to go and put on your new dress you al­ways look so nice in.” “But An­na, there isn’t time.” “Yes there is, I go up and help you fix it, please Miss Mathil­da you can’t go out to din­ner in that dress and next year if we live till then, I make you get a new hat, too. It’s a shame Miss Mathil­da to go out like that.”

			The poor mis­tress sighed and had to yield. It suit­ed her cheer­ful, lazy tem­per to be al­ways with­out care but some­times it was a bur­den to en­dure, for so of­ten she had it all to do again un­less she made a rapid dash out of the door be­fore An­na had a chance to see.

			Life was very easy al­ways for this large and lazy Miss Mathil­da, with the good An­na to watch and care for her and all her clothes and goods. But, alas, this world of ours is af­ter all much what it should be and cheer­ful Miss Mathil­da had her trou­bles too with An­na.

			It was pleas­ant that ev­ery­thing for one was done, but an­noy­ing of­ten that what one want­ed most just then, one could not have when one had fool­ish­ly de­mand­ed and not sug­gest­ed one’s de­sire. And then Miss Mathil­da loved to go out on joy­ous, coun­try tramps when, stretch­ing free and far with cheer­ful com­rades, over rolling hills and corn­fields, glo­ri­ous in the set­ting sun, and dog­wood white and shin­ing un­der­neath the moon and clear stars over head, and bril­liant air and tin­gling blood, it was hard to have to think of An­na’s anger at the late re­turn, though Miss Mathil­da had begged that there might be no hot sup­per cooked that night. And then when all the hap­py crew of Miss Mathil­da and her friends, tired with full­ness of good health and burn­ing winds and glow­ing sun­shine in the eyes, stiff­ened and just­ly worn and whol­ly ripe for pleas­ant food and gen­tle con­tent, were all come to­geth­er to the lit­tle house—it was hard for all that tired crew who loved the good things An­na made to eat, to come to the closed door and won­der there if it was An­na’s evening in or out, and then the oth­ers must wait shiv­er­ing on their tired feet, while Miss Mathil­da soft­ened An­na’s heart, or if An­na was well out, bold­ly or­dered youth­ful Sal­lie to feed all the hun­gry lot.

			Such things were some­times hard to bear and of­ten griev­ous­ly did Miss Mathil­da feel her­self a rebel with the cheer­ful Lizzies, the melan­choly Mol­lies, the rough old Katies and the stupid Sal­lies.

			Miss Mathil­da had oth­er trou­bles too, with the good An­na. Miss Mathil­da had to save her An­na from the many friends, who in the kind­ly fash­ion of the poor, used up her sav­ings and then gave her prom­ises in place of pay­ments.

			The good An­na had many cu­ri­ous friends that she had found in the twen­ty years that she had lived in Bridge­point, and Miss Mathil­da would of­ten have to save her from them all.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Life of the Good An­na

			
			An­na Fed­ern­er, this good An­na, was of sol­id low­er mid­dle-class south ger­man stock.

			When she was sev­en­teen years old she went to ser­vice in a bour­geois fam­i­ly, in the large city near her na­tive town, but she did not stay there long. One day her mis­tress of­fered her maid—that was An­na—to a friend, to see her home. An­na felt her­self to be a ser­vant, not a maid, and so she prompt­ly left the place.

			An­na had al­ways a firm old world sense of what was the right way for a girl to do.

			No ar­gu­ment could bring her to sit an evening in the emp­ty par­lour, al­though the smell of paint when they were fix­ing up the kitchen made her very sick, and tired as she al­ways was, she nev­er would sit down dur­ing the long talks she held with Miss Mathil­da. A girl was a girl and should act al­ways like a girl, both as to giv­ing all re­spect and as to what she had to eat.

			A lit­tle time af­ter she left this ser­vice, An­na and her moth­er made the voy­age to Amer­i­ca. They came sec­ond-class, but it was for them a long and drea­ry jour­ney. The moth­er was al­ready ill with con­sump­tion.

			They land­ed in a pleas­ant town in the far South and there the moth­er slow­ly died.

			An­na was now alone and she made her way to Bridge­point where an old­er half broth­er was al­ready set­tled. This broth­er was a heavy, lum­ber­ing, good na­tured ger­man man, full of the in­fir­mi­ty that comes of ex­cess of body.

			He was a bak­er and mar­ried and fair­ly well to do.

			An­na liked her broth­er well enough but was nev­er in any way de­pen­dent on him.

			When she ar­rived in Bridge­point, she took ser­vice with Miss Mary Wad­smith.

			Miss Mary Wad­smith was a large, fair, help­less wom­an, bur­dened with the care of two young chil­dren. They had been left her by her broth­er and his wife who had died with­in a few months of each oth­er.

			An­na soon had the house­hold al­to­geth­er in her charge.

			An­na found her place with large, abun­dant wom­en, for such were al­ways lazy, care­less or all help­less, and so the bur­den of their lives could fall on An­na, and give her just con­tent. An­na’s su­pe­ri­ors must be al­ways these large help­less wom­en, or be men, for none oth­ers could give them­selves to be made so com­fort­able and free.

			An­na had no strong nat­u­ral feel­ing to love chil­dren, as she had to love cats and dogs, and a large mis­tress. She nev­er be­came deeply fond of Edgar and Jane Wad­smith. She nat­u­ral­ly pre­ferred the boy, for boys love al­ways bet­ter to be done for and made com­fort­able and full of eat­ing, while in the lit­tle girl she had to meet the fem­i­nine, the sub­tle op­po­si­tion, show­ing so ear­ly al­ways in a young girl’s na­ture.

			For the sum­mer, the Wad­smiths had a pleas­ant house out in the coun­try, and the win­ter months they spent in ho­tel apart­ments in the city.

			Grad­u­al­ly it came to An­na to take the whole di­rec­tion of their move­ments, to make all the de­ci­sions as to their jour­ney­ings to and fro, and for the ar­rang­ing of the places where they were to live.

			An­na had been with Miss Mary for three years, when lit­tle Jane be­gan to raise her strength in op­po­si­tion. Jane was a neat, pleas­ant lit­tle girl, pret­ty and sweet with a young girl’s charm, and with two blonde braids care­ful­ly plait­ed down her back.

			Miss Mary, like her An­na, had no strong nat­u­ral feel­ing to love chil­dren, but she was fond of these two young ones of her blood, and yield­ed docile­ly to the stronger pow­er in the re­al­ly pleas­ing lit­tle girl. An­na al­ways pre­ferred the rougher han­dling of the boy, while Miss Mary found the gen­tle force and the sweet dom­i­na­tion of the girl to please her bet­ter.

			In a spring when all the prepa­ra­tions for the mov­ing had been made, Miss Mary and Jane went to­geth­er to the coun­try home, and An­na, af­ter fin­ish­ing up the city mat­ters was to fol­low them in a few days with Edgar, whose va­ca­tion had not yet be­gun.

			Many times dur­ing the prepa­ra­tions for this sum­mer, Jane had met An­na with sharp re­sis­tance, in op­po­si­tion to her ways. It was sim­ple for lit­tle Jane to give un­pleas­ant or­ders, not from her­self but from Miss Mary, large, docile, help­less Miss Mary Wad­smith who could nev­er think out any or­ders to give An­na from her­self.

			An­na’s eyes grew slow­ly sharp­er, hard­er, and her low­er teeth thrust a lit­tle for­ward and press­ing strong­ly up, framed al­ways more slow­ly the “Yes, Miss Jane,” to the quick, “Oh An­na! Miss Mary says she wants you to do it so!”

			On the day of their mi­gra­tion, Miss Mary had been al­ready put in­to the car­riage. “Oh, An­na!” cried lit­tle Jane run­ning back in­to the house, “Miss Mary says that you are to bring along the blue dress­ings out of her room and mine.” An­na’s body stiff­ened, “We nev­er use them in the sum­mer, Miss Jane,” she said thick­ly. “Yes An­na, but Miss Mary thinks it would be nice, and she told me to tell you not to for­get, good­bye!” and the lit­tle girl skipped light­ly down the steps in­to the car­riage and they drove away.

			An­na stood still on the steps, her eyes hard and sharp and shin­ing, and her body and her face stiff with re­sent­ment. And then she went in­to the house, giv­ing the door a shat­ter­ing slam.

			An­na was very hard to live with in those next three days. Even Ba­by, the new pup­py, the pride of An­na’s heart, a present from her friend the wid­ow, Mrs. Lehnt­man—even this pret­ty lit­tle black and tan felt the heat of An­na’s scorch­ing flame. And Edgar, who had looked for­ward to these days, to be for him filled full of free­dom and of things to eat—he could not rest a mo­ment in An­na’s bit­ter sight.

			On the third day, An­na and Edgar went to the Wad­smith coun­try home. The blue dress­ings out of the two rooms re­mained be­hind.

			All the way, Edgar sat in front with the col­ored man and drove. It was an ear­ly spring day in the South. The fields and woods were heavy from the soak­ing rains. The hors­es dragged the car­riage slow­ly over the long road, sticky with brown clay and rough with mass­es of stones thrown here and there to be bro­ken and trod­den in­to place by pass­ing teams. Over and through the soak­ing earth was the feath­ery new spring growth of lit­tle flow­ers, of young leaves and of ferns. The tree tops were all bright with reds and yel­lows, with bril­liant gleam­ing whites and gor­geous greens. All the low­er air was full of the damp haze ris­ing from heavy soak­ing wa­ter on the earth, min­gled with a warm and pleas­ant smell from the blue smoke of the spring fires in all the open fields. And above all this was the clear, up­per air, and the songs of birds and the joy of sun­shine and of length­en­ing days.

			The lan­guor and the stir, the warmth and weight and the strong feel of life from the deep cen­tres of the earth that comes al­ways with the ear­ly, soak­ing spring, when it is not an­swered with an ac­tive fer­vent joy, gives al­ways anger, ir­ri­ta­tion and un­rest.

			To An­na alone there in the car­riage, draw­ing al­ways near­er to the strug­gle with her mis­tress, the warmth, the slow­ness, the jolt­ing over stones, the steam­ing from the hors­es, the cries of men and an­i­mals and birds, and the new life all round about were sim­ply mad­den­ing. “Ba­by! if you don’t lie still, I think I kill you. I can’t stand it any more like this.”

			At this time An­na, about twen­ty-sev­en years of age, was not yet all thin and worn. The sharp bony edges and cor­ners of her head and face were still round­ed out with flesh, but al­ready the tem­per and the hu­mor showed sharply in her clean blue eyes, and the thin­ning was be­gun about the low­er jaw, that was so of­ten strained with the up­ward pres­sure of re­solve.

			To­day, alone there in the car­riage, she was all stiff and yet all trem­bling with the sore ef­fort of de­ci­sion and re­volt.

			As the car­riage turned in­to the Wad­smith gate, lit­tle Jane ran out to see. She just looked at An­na’s face; she did not say a word about blue dress­ings.

			An­na got down from the car­riage with lit­tle Ba­by in her arms. She took out all the goods that she had brought and the car­riage drove away. An­na left ev­ery­thing on the porch, and went in to where Miss Mary Wad­smith was sit­ting by the fire.

			Miss Mary was sit­ting in a large arm­chair by the fire. All the nooks and cran­nies of the chair were filled full of her soft and spread­ing body. She was dressed in a black satin morn­ing gown, the sleeves, great mon­ster things, were heavy with the mass of her soft flesh. She sat there al­ways, large, help­less, gen­tle. She had a fair, soft, reg­u­lar, good-look­ing face, with pleas­ant, emp­ty, grey-blue eyes, and heavy sleepy lids.

			Be­hind Miss Mary was the lit­tle Jane, ner­vous and jerky with ex­cite­ment as she saw An­na come in­to the room.

			“Miss Mary,” An­na be­gan. She had stopped just with­in the door, her body and her face stiff with re­pres­sion, her teeth closed hard and the white lights flash­ing sharply in the pale, clean blue of her eyes. Her bear­ing was full of the strange co­quetry of anger and of fear, the stiff­ness, the bridling, the sug­ges­tive move­ment un­der­neath the rigid­ness of forced con­trol, all the queer ways the pas­sions have to show them­selves all one.

			“Miss Mary,” the words came slow­ly with thick ut­ter­ance and with jerks, but al­ways firm and strong. “Miss Mary, I can’t stand it any more like this. When you tell me any­thing to do, I do it. I do ev­ery­thing I can and you know I work my­self sick for you. The blue dress­ings in your room makes too much work to have for sum­mer. Miss Jane don’t know what work is. If you want to do things like that I go away.”

			An­na stopped still. Her words had not the strength of mean­ing they were meant to have, but the pow­er in the mood of An­na’s soul fright­ened and awed Miss Mary through and through.

			Like in all large and help­less wom­en, Miss Mary’s heart beat weak­ly in the soft and help­less mass it had to gov­ern. Lit­tle Jane’s ex­cite­ments had al­ready tried her strength. Now she grew pale and faint­ed quite away.

			“Miss Mary!” cried An­na run­ning to her mis­tress and sup­port­ing all her help­less weight back in the chair. Lit­tle Jane, dis­tract­ed, flew about as An­na or­dered, bring­ing smelling salts and brandy and vine­gar and wa­ter and chaf­ing poor Miss Mary’s wrists.

			Miss Mary slow­ly opened her mild eyes. An­na sent the weep­ing lit­tle Jane out of the room. She her­self man­aged to get Miss Mary qui­et on the couch.

			There was nev­er a word more said about blue dress­ings.

			An­na had con­quered, and a few days lat­er lit­tle Jane gave her a green par­rot to make peace.

			For six more years lit­tle Jane and An­na lived in the same house. They were care­ful and re­spect­ful to each oth­er to the end.

			An­na liked the par­rot very well. She was fond of cats too and of hors­es, but best of all an­i­mals she loved the dog and best of all dogs, lit­tle Ba­by, the first gift from her friend, the wid­ow Mrs. Lehnt­man.

			The wid­ow Mrs. Lehnt­man was the ro­mance in An­na’s life.

			An­na met her first at the house of her half broth­er, the bak­er, who had known the late Mr. Lehnt­man, a small gro­cer, very well.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man had been for many years a mid­wife. Since her hus­band’s death she had her­self and two young chil­dren to sup­port.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man was a good look­ing wom­an. She had a plump well round­ed body, clear olive skin, bright dark eyes and crisp black curl­ing hair. She was pleas­ant, mag­net­ic, ef­fi­cient and good. She was very at­trac­tive, very gen­er­ous and very ami­able.

			She was a few years old­er than our good An­na, who was soon en­tire­ly sub­dued by her mag­net­ic, sym­pa­thet­ic charm.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man in her work loved best to de­liv­er young girls who were in trou­ble. She would take these in­to her own house and care for them in se­cret, till they could guilt­less­ly go home or back to work, and then slow­ly pay her the mon­ey for their care. And so through this new friend An­na led a wider and more en­ter­tain­ing life, and of­ten she used up her sav­ings in help­ing Mrs. Lehnt­man through those times when she was giv­ing very much more than she got.

			It was through Mrs. Lehnt­man that An­na met Dr. Shon­jen who em­ployed her when at last it had to be that she must go away from her Miss Mary Wad­smith.

			Dur­ing the last years with her Miss Mary, An­na’s health was very bad, as in­deed it al­ways was from that time on un­til the end of her strong life.

			An­na was a medi­um sized, thin, hard work­ing, wor­ry­ing wom­an.

			She had al­ways had bad headaches and now they came more of­ten and more wear­ing.

			Her face grew thin, more bony and more worn, her skin stained it­self pale yel­low, as it does with work­ing sick­ly wom­en, and the clear blue of her eyes went pale.

			Her back trou­bled her a good deal, too. She was al­ways tired at her work and her tem­per grew more dif­fi­cult and fret­ful.

			Miss Mary Wad­smith of­ten tried to make An­na see a lit­tle to her­self, and get a doc­tor, and the lit­tle Jane, now blos­som­ing in­to a pret­ty, sweet young wom­an, did her best to make An­na do things for her good. An­na was stub­born al­ways to Miss Jane, and fear­ful of in­ter­fer­ence in her ways. Miss Mary Wad­smith’s mild ad­vice she eas­i­ly could al­ways turn aside.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man was the on­ly one who had any pow­er over An­na. She in­duced her to let Dr. Shon­jen take her in his care.

			No one but a Dr. Shon­jen could have brought a good and ger­man An­na first to stop her work and then sub­mit her­self to op­er­a­tion, but he knew so well how to deal with ger­man and poor peo­ple. Cheery, jovial, hearty, full of jokes that made much fun and yet were full of sim­ple com­mon sense and rea­son­ing courage, he could per­suade even a good An­na to do things that were for her own good.

			Edgar had now been for some years away from home, first at a school and then at work to pre­pare him­self to be a civ­il en­gi­neer. Miss Mary and Jane promised to take a trip for all the time that An­na was away, and so there would be no need for An­na’s work, nor for a new girl to take An­na’s place.

			An­na’s mind was thus a lit­tle set at rest. She gave her­self to Mrs. Lehnt­man and the doc­tor to do what they thought best to make her well and strong.

			An­na en­dured the op­er­a­tion very well, and was pa­tient, al­most docile, in the slow re­cov­ery of her work­ing strength. But when she was once more at work for her Miss Mary Wad­smith, all the good ef­fect of these sev­er­al months of rest were soon worked and wor­ried well away.

			For all the rest of her strong work­ing life An­na was nev­er re­al­ly well. She had bad headaches all the time and she was al­ways thin and worn.

			She worked away her ap­petite, her health and strength, and al­ways for the sake of those who begged her not to work so hard. To her think­ing, in her stub­born, faith­ful, ger­man soul, this was the right way for a girl to do.

			An­na’s life with Miss Mary Wad­smith was now draw­ing to an end.

			Miss Jane, now al­to­geth­er a young la­dy, had come out in­to the world. Soon she would be­come en­gaged and then be mar­ried, and then per­haps Miss Mary Wad­smith would make her home with her.

			In such a house­hold An­na was cer­tain that she would nev­er take a place. Miss Jane was al­ways care­ful and re­spect­ful and very good to An­na, but nev­er could An­na be a girl in a house­hold where Miss Jane would be the head. This much was very cer­tain in her mind, and so these last two years with her Miss Mary were not as hap­py as be­fore.

			The change came very soon.

			Miss Jane be­came en­gaged and in a few months was to mar­ry a man from out of town, from Cur­den, an hour’s rail­way ride from Bridge­point.

			Poor Miss Mary Wad­smith did not know the strong re­solve An­na had made to live apart from her when this new house­hold should be formed. An­na found it very hard to speak to her Miss Mary of this change.

			The prepa­ra­tions for the wed­ding went on day and night.

			An­na worked and sewed hard to make it all go well.

			Miss Mary was much flut­tered, but con­tent and hap­py with An­na to make ev­ery­thing so easy for them all.

			An­na worked so all the time to drown her sor­row and her con­science too, for some­how it was not right to leave Miss Mary so. But what else could she do? She could not live as her Miss Mary’s girl, in a house where Miss Jane would be the head.

			The wed­ding day grew al­ways near­er. At last it came and passed.

			The young peo­ple went on their wed­ding trip, and An­na and Miss Mary were left be­hind to pack up all the things.

			Even yet poor An­na had not had the strength to tell Miss Mary her re­solve, but now it had to be.

			An­na ev­ery spare minute ran to her friend Mrs. Lehnt­man for com­fort and ad­vice. She begged her friend to be with her when she told the news to Miss Mary.

			Per­haps if Mrs. Lehnt­man had not been in Bridge­point, An­na would have tried to live in the new house. Mrs. Lehnt­man did not urge her to this thing nor even give her this ad­vice, but feel­ing for Mrs. Lehnt­man as she did made even faith­ful An­na not quite so strong in her de­pen­dence on Miss Mary’s need as she would oth­er­wise have been.

			Re­mem­ber, Mrs. Lehnt­man was the ro­mance in An­na’s life.

			All the pack­ing was now done and in a few days Miss Mary was to go to the new house, where the young peo­ple were ready for her com­ing.

			At last An­na had to speak.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man agreed to go with her and help to make the mat­ter clear to poor Miss Mary.

			The two wom­en came to­geth­er to Miss Mary Wad­smith sit­ting placid by the fire in the emp­ty liv­ing room. Miss Mary had seen Mrs. Lehnt­man many times be­fore, and so her com­ing in with An­na raised no sus­pi­cion in her mind.

			It was very hard for the two wom­en to be­gin.

			It must be very gen­tly done, this telling to Miss Mary of the change. She must not be shocked by sud­den­ness or with ex­cite­ment.

			An­na was all stiff, and in­side all a quiver with shame, anx­i­ety and grief. Even coura­geous Mrs. Lehnt­man, ef­fi­cient, im­pul­sive and com­pla­cent as she was and not deeply con­cerned in the event, felt awk­ward, abashed and al­most guilty in that large, mild, help­less pres­ence. And at her side to make her feel the pow­er of it all, was the in­tense con­vic­tion of poor An­na, strug­gling to be un­feel­ing, self right­eous and sup­pressed.

			“Miss Mary”—with An­na when things had to come they came al­ways sharp and short—“Miss Mary, Mrs. Lehnt­man has come here with me, so I can tell you about not stay­ing with you there in Cur­den. Of course I go help you to get set­tled and then I think I come back and stay right here in Bridge­point. You know my broth­er he is here and all his fam­i­ly, and I think it would be not right to go away from them so far, and you know you don’t want me now so much Miss Mary when you are all to­geth­er there in Cur­den.”

			Miss Mary Wad­smith was puz­zled. She did not un­der­stand what An­na meant by what she said.

			“Why An­na of course you can come to see your broth­er when­ev­er you like to, and I will al­ways pay your fare. I thought you un­der­stood all about that, and we will be very glad to have your nieces come to stay with you as of­ten as they like. There will al­ways be room enough in a big house like Mr. Goldth­waite’s.”

			It was now for Mrs. Lehnt­man to be­gin her work.

			“Miss Wad­smith does not un­der­stand just what you mean An­na,” she be­gan. “Miss Wad­smith, An­na feels how good and kind you are, and she talks about it all the time, and what you do for her in ev­ery way you can, and she is very grate­ful and nev­er would want to go away from you, on­ly she thinks it would be bet­ter now that Mrs. Goldth­waite has this big new house and will want to man­age it in her own way, she thinks per­haps it would be bet­ter if Mrs. Goldth­waite had all new ser­vants with her to be­gin with, and not a girl like An­na who knew her when she was a lit­tle girl. That is what An­na feels about it now, and she asked me and I said to her that I thought it would be bet­ter for you all and you knew she liked you so much and that you were so good to her, and you would un­der­stand how she thought it would be bet­ter in the new house if she stayed on here in Bridge­point, any­way for a lit­tle while un­til Mrs. Goldth­waite was used to her new house. Isn’t that it An­na that you want­ed Miss Wad­smith to know?”

			“Oh An­na,” Miss Mary Wad­smith said it slow­ly and in a grieved tone of sur­prise that was very hard for the good An­na to en­dure, “Oh An­na, I didn’t think that you would ev­er want to leave me af­ter all these years.”

			“Miss Mary!” it came in one tense jerky burst, “Miss Mary it’s on­ly work­ing un­der Miss Jane now would make me leave you so. I know how good you are and I work my­self sick for you and for Mr. Edgar and for Miss Jane too, on­ly Miss Jane she will want ev­ery­thing dif­fer­ent from like the way we al­ways did, and you know Miss Mary I can’t have Miss Jane watch­ing at me all the time, and ev­ery minute some­thing new. Miss Mary, it would be very bad and Miss Jane don’t re­al­ly want me to come with you to the new house, I know that all the time. Please Miss Mary don’t feel bad about it or think I ev­er want to go away from you if I could do things right for you the way they ought to be.”

			Poor Miss Mary. Strug­gling was not a thing for her to do. An­na would sure­ly yield if she would strug­gle, but strug­gling was too much work and too much wor­ry for peace­ful Miss Mary to en­dure. If An­na would do so she must. Poor Miss Mary Wad­smith sighed, looked wist­ful­ly at An­na and then gave it up.

			“You must do as you think best An­na,” she said at last let­ting all of her soft self sink back in­to the chair. “I am very sor­ry and so I am sure will be Miss Jane when she hears what you have thought it best to do. It was very good of Mrs. Lehnt­man to come with you and I am sure she does it for your good. I sup­pose you want to go out a lit­tle now. Come back in an hour An­na and help me go to bed.” Miss Mary closed her eyes and rest­ed still and placid by the fire.

			The two wom­en went away.

			This was the end of An­na’s ser­vice with Miss Mary Wad­smith, and soon her new life tak­ing care of Dr. Shon­jen was be­gun.

			Keep­ing house for a jovial bach­e­lor doc­tor gave new el­e­ments of un­der­stand­ing to An­na’s maid­en ger­man mind. Her habits were as firm fixed as be­fore, but it al­ways was with An­na that things that had been done once with her en­joy­ment and con­sent could al­ways hap­pen any time again, such as her get­ting up at any hour of the night to make a sup­per and cook hot chops and chick­en fry for Dr. Shon­jen and his bach­e­lor friends.

			An­na loved to work for men, for they could eat so much and with such joy. And when they were warm and full, they were con­tent, and let her do what­ev­er she thought best. Not that An­na’s con­science ev­er slept, for nei­ther with in­ter­fer­ence or with­out would she strain less to keep on sav­ing ev­ery cent and work­ing ev­ery hour of the day. But tru­ly she loved it best when she could scold. Now it was not on­ly oth­er girls and the col­ored man, and dogs, and cats, and hors­es and her par­rot, but her cheery mas­ter, jol­ly Dr. Shon­jen, whom she could guide and con­stant­ly re­buke to his own good.

			The doc­tor re­al­ly loved her scold­ings as she loved his wicked­ness­es and his mer­ry jok­ing ways.

			These days were hap­py days with An­na.

			Her freak­ish hu­mor now first showed it­self, her sense of fun in the queer ways that peo­ple had, that made her lat­er find de­light in brutish servile Katy, in Sal­ly’s sil­ly ways and in the bad­ness of Pe­ter and of Rags. She loved to make sport with the skele­tons the doc­tor had, to make them move and make strange nois­es till the ne­gro boy shook in his shoes and his eyes rolled white in his agony of fear.

			Then An­na would tell these his­to­ries to her doc­tor. Her worn, thin, lined, de­ter­mined face would form for it­self new and hu­mor­ous creas­es, and her pale blue eyes would kin­dle with hu­mour and with joy as her doc­tor burst in­to his hearty laugh. And the good An­na full of the co­quetry of pleas­ing would bri­dle with her an­gu­lar, thin, spin­ster body, strain­ing her sto­ries and her­self to please.

			These ear­ly days with jovial Dr. Shon­jen were very hap­py days with the good An­na.

			All of An­na’s spare hours in these ear­ly days she spent with her friend, the wid­ow Mrs. Lehnt­man. Mrs. Lehnt­man lived with her two chil­dren in a small house in the same part of the town as Dr. Shon­jen. The old­er of these two chil­dren was a girl named Ju­lia and was now about thir­teen years of age. This Ju­lia Lehnt­man was an unattrac­tive girl enough, harsh fea­tured, dull and stub­born as had been her heavy ger­man fa­ther. Mrs. Lehnt­man did not trou­ble much with her, but gave her al­ways all she want­ed that she had, and let the girl do as she liked. This was not from in­dif­fer­ence or dis­like on the part of Mrs. Lehnt­man, it was just her usu­al way.

			Her sec­ond child was a boy, two years younger than his sis­ter, a bright, pleas­ant, cheery fel­low, who too, did what he liked with his mon­ey and his time. All this was so with Mrs. Lehnt­man be­cause she had so much in her head and in her house that clam­oured for her con­cen­tra­tion and her time.

			This slack­ness and ne­glect in the run­ning of the house, and the in­dif­fer­ence in this moth­er for the train­ing of her young was very hard for our good An­na to en­dure. Of course she did her best to scold, to save for Mrs. Lehnt­man, and to put things in their place the way they ought to be.

			Even in the ear­ly days when An­na was first won by the glam­our of Mrs. Lehnt­man’s bril­lian­cy and charm, she had been un­easy in Mrs. Lehnt­man’s house with a need of putting things to rights. Now that the two chil­dren grow­ing up were of more im­por­tance in the house, and now that long ac­quain­tance had brushed the daz­zle out of An­na’s eyes, she be­gan to strug­gle to make things go here as she thought was right.

			She watched and scold­ed hard these days to make young Ju­lia do the way she should. Not that Ju­lia Lehnt­man was pleas­ant in the good An­na’s sight, but it must nev­er be that a young girl grow­ing up should have no one to make her learn to do things right.

			The boy was eas­i­er to scold, for scold­ings nev­er sank in very deep, and in­deed he liked them very well for they brought with them new things to eat, and live­ly teas­ing, and good jokes.

			Ju­lia, the girl, grew very sullen with it all, and very of­ten won her point, for af­ter all Miss An­nie was no rel­a­tive of hers and had no busi­ness com­ing there and mak­ing trou­ble all the time. Ap­peal­ing to the moth­er was no use. It was won­der­ful how Mrs. Lehnt­man could lis­ten and not hear, could an­swer and yet not de­cide, could say and do what she was asked and yet leave things as they were be­fore.

			One day it got al­most too bad for even An­na’s friend­ship to bear out.

			“Well, Ju­lia, is your mam­ma out?” An­na asked, one Sun­day sum­mer af­ter­noon, as she came in­to the Lehnt­man house.

			An­na looked very well this day. She was al­ways care­ful in her dress and spar­ing of new clothes. She made her­self al­ways ful­fill her own ide­al of how a girl should look when she took her Sun­days out. An­na knew so well the kind of ug­li­ness ap­pro­pri­ate to each rank in life.

			It was in­ter­est­ing to see how when she bought things for Miss Wad­smith and lat­er for her cher­ished Miss Mathil­da and al­ways en­tire­ly from her own taste and of­ten as cheap­ly as she bought things for her friends or for her­self, that on the one hand she chose the things hav­ing the right air for a mem­ber of the up­per class, and for the oth­ers al­ways the things hav­ing the awk­ward ug­li­ness that we call Dutch. She knew the best thing in each kind, and she nev­er in the course of her strong life com­pro­mised her sense of what was the right thing for a girl to wear.

			On this bright sum­mer Sun­day af­ter­noon she came to the Lehnt­mans’, much dressed up in her new, brick red, silk waist trimmed with broad black bead­ed braid, a dark cloth skirt and a new stiff, shiny, black straw hat, trimmed with col­ored rib­bons and a bird. She had on new gloves, and a feath­er boa about her neck.

			Her spare, thin, awk­ward body and her worn, pale yel­low face though lit up now with the pleas­ant sum­mer sun made a queer dis­cord with the bright­ness of her clothes.

			She came to the Lehnt­man house, where she had not been for sev­er­al days, and open­ing the door that is al­ways left un­latched in the hous­es of the low­er mid­dle class in the pleas­ant cities of the South, she found Ju­lia in the fam­i­ly sit­ting-room alone.

			“Well, Ju­lia, where is your mam­ma?” An­na asked. “Ma is out but come in, Miss An­nie, and look at our new broth­er.” “What you talk so fool­ish for Ju­lia,” said An­na sit­ting down. “I ain’t talkin’ fool­ish, Miss An­nie. Didn’t you know mam­ma has just adopt­ed a cute, nice lit­tle ba­by boy?” “You talk so crazy, Ju­lia, you ought to know bet­ter than to say such things.” Ju­lia turned sullen. “All right Miss An­nie, you don’t need to be­lieve what I say, but the lit­tle ba­by is in the kitchen and ma will tell you her­self when she comes in.”

			It sound­ed most fan­tas­tic, but Ju­lia had an air of truth and Mrs. Lehnt­man was ca­pa­ble of do­ing stranger things. An­na was dis­turbed. “What you mean Ju­lia,” she said. “I don’t mean noth­in’ Miss An­nie, you don’t be­lieve the ba­by is in there, well you can go and see it for your­self.”

			An­na went in­to the kitchen. A ba­by was there all right enough, and a lusty lit­tle boy he seemed. He was very tight asleep in a bas­ket that stood in the cor­ner by the open door.

			“You mean your mam­ma is just let­ting him stay here a lit­tle while,” An­na said to Ju­lia who had fol­lowed her in­to the kitchen to see Miss An­nie get re­al mad. “No that ain’t it Miss An­nie. The moth­er was that girl, Lily that came from Bish­op’s place out in the coun­try, and she don’t want no chil­dren, and ma liked the lit­tle boy so much, she said she’d keep him here and adopt him for her own child.”

			An­na, for once, was fair­ly dumb with as­ton­ish­ment and rage. The front door slammed.

			“There’s ma now,” cried Ju­lia in an un­easy tri­umph, for she was not quite cer­tain in her mind which side of the ques­tion she was on. “There’s ma now, and you can ask her for your­self if I ain’t told you true.”

			Mrs. Lehnt­man came in­to the kitchen where they were. She was bland, im­per­son­al and pleas­ant, as it was her wont to be. Still to­day, through this her usu­al man­ner that gave her such suc­cess in her prac­tice as a mid­wife, there shone an un­easy con­scious­ness of guilt, for like all who had to do with the good An­na, Mrs. Lehnt­man dread­ed her firm char­ac­ter, her vig­or­ous judg­ments and the bit­ter fer­vour of her tongue.

			It had been plain to see in the six years these wom­en were to­geth­er, how An­na grad­u­al­ly had come to lead. Not re­al­ly lead, of course, for Mrs. Lehnt­man nev­er could be led, she was so very de­vi­ous in her ways; but An­na had come to have di­rec­tion when­ev­er she could learn what Mrs. Lehnt­man meant to do be­fore the deed was done. Now it was hard to tell which would win out. Mrs. Lehnt­man had her un­hear­ing mind and her hap­py way of giv­ing a pleas­ant well dif­fused at­ten­tion, and then she had it on her side that, af­ter all, this thing was al­ready done.

			An­na was, as usu­al, de­ter­mined for the right. She was stiff and pale with her anger and her fear, and ner­vous, and all a trem­ble as was her usu­al way when a bit­ter fight was near.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man was easy and pleas­ant as she came in­to the room. An­na was stiff and silent and very white.

			“We haven’t seen you for a long time, An­na,” Mrs. Lehnt­man cor­dial­ly be­gan. “I was just get­tin’ wor­ried think­ing you was sick. My! but it’s a hot day to­day. Come in­to the sit­tin’-room, An­na, and Ju­lia will make us some ice tea.”

			An­na fol­lowed Mrs. Lehnt­man in­to the oth­er room in a stiff si­lence, and when there she did not, as in­vit­ed, take a chair.

			As al­ways with An­na when a thing had to come it came very short and sharp. She found it hard to breathe just now, and ev­ery word came with a jerk.

			“Mrs. Lehnt­man, it ain’t true what Ju­lia said about your tak­ing that Lily’s boy to keep. I told Ju­lia when she told me she was crazy to talk so.”

			An­na’s re­al ex­cite­ments stopped her breath, and made her words come sharp and with a jerk. Mrs. Lehnt­man’s feel­ings spread her breath, and made her words come slow, but more pleas­ant and more easy even than be­fore.

			“Why An­na,” she be­gan, “don’t you see Lily couldn’t keep her boy for she is work­ing at the Bish­ops’ now, and he is such a cute dear lit­tle chap, and you know how fond I am of lit­tle fellers, and I thought it would be nice for Ju­lia and for Willie to have a lit­tle broth­er. You know Ju­lia al­ways loves to play with ba­bies, and I have to be away so much, and Willie he is run­ning in the streets ev­ery minute all the time, and you see a ba­by would be sort of nice com­pa­ny for Ju­lia, and you know you are al­ways say­ing An­na, Ju­lia should not be on the streets so much and the ba­by will be so good to keep her in.”

			An­na was ev­ery minute paler with in­dig­na­tion and with heat.

			“Mrs. Lehnt­man, I don’t see what busi­ness it is for you to take an­oth­er ba­by for your own, when you can’t do what’s right by Ju­lia and Willie you got here al­ready. There’s Ju­lia, no­body tells her a thing when I ain’t here, and who is go­ing to tell her now how to do things for that ba­by? She ain’t got no sense what’s the right way to do with chil­dren, and you out all the time, and you ain’t got no time for your own nei­ther, and now you want to be takin’ up with strangers. I know you was care­less, Mrs. Lehnt­man, but I didn’t think that you could do this so. No, Mrs. Lehnt­man, it ain’t your du­ty to take up with no oth­ers, when you got two chil­dren of your own, that got to get along just any way they can, and you know you ain’t got any too much mon­ey all the time, and you are all so care­less here and spend it all the time, and Ju­lia and Willie growin’ big. It ain’t right, Mrs. Lehnt­man, to do so.”

			This was as bad as it could be. An­na had nev­er spo­ken her mind so to her friend be­fore. Now it was too harsh for Mrs. Lehnt­man to al­low her­self to re­al­ly hear. If she re­al­ly took the mean­ing in these words she could nev­er ask An­na to come in­to her house again, and she liked An­na very well, and was used to de­pend on her sav­ings and her strength. And then too Mrs. Lehnt­man could not re­al­ly take in harsh ideas. She was too well dif­fused to catch the feel of any sharp firm edge.

			Now she man­aged to un­der­stand all this in a way that made it easy for her to say, “Why, An­na, I think you feel too bad about see­ing what the chil­dren are do­ing ev­ery minute in the day. Ju­lia and Willie are re­al good, and they play with all the nicest chil­dren in the square. If you had some, all your own, An­na, you’d see it don’t do no harm to let them do a lit­tle as they like, and Ju­lia likes this ba­by so, and sweet dear lit­tle boy, it would be so kind of bad to send him to a ’sy­lum now, you know it would An­na, when you like chil­dren so your­self, and are so good to my Willie all the time. No in­deed An­na, it’s easy enough to say I should send this poor, cute lit­tle boy to a ’sy­lum when I could keep him here so nice, but you know An­na, you wouldn’t like to do it your­self, now you re­al­ly know you wouldn’t, An­na, though you talk to me so hard.—My, it’s hot to­day, what you doin’ with that ice tea in there Ju­lia, when Miss An­nie is wait­ing all this time for her drink?”

			Ju­lia brought in the ice tea. She was so ex­cit­ed with the talk she had been hear­ing from the kitchen, that she slopped it on the plate out of the glass­es a good deal. But she was safe, for An­na felt this trou­ble so deep down that she did not even see those awk­ward, bony hands, adorned to­day with a new ring, those stupid, fool­ish hands that al­ways did things the wrong way.

			“Here Miss An­nie,” Ju­lia said, “Here, Miss An­nie, is your glass of tea, I know you like it good and strong.”

			“No, Ju­lia, I don’t want no ice tea here. Your mam­ma ain’t able to af­ford now us­ing her mon­ey up­on ice tea for her friends. It ain’t right she should now any more. I go out now to see Mrs. Dreht­en. She does all she can, and she is sick now work­ing so hard tak­ing care of her own chil­dren. I go there now. Good by Mrs. Lehnt­man, I hope you don’t get no bad luck doin’ what it ain’t right for you to do.”

			“My, Miss An­nie is re­al mad now,” Ju­lia said, as the house shook, as the good An­na shut the out­side door with a con­cen­trat­ed shat­ter­ing slam.

			It was some months now that An­na had been in­ti­mate with Mrs. Dreht­en.

			Mrs. Dreht­en had had a tu­mor and had come to Dr. Shon­jen to be treat­ed. Dur­ing the course of her vis­its there, she and An­na had learned to like each oth­er very well. There was no fever in this friend­ship, it was just the in­ter­change of two hard work­ing, wor­ry­ing wom­en, the one large and moth­er­ly, with the pleas­ant, pa­tient, soft, worn, tol­er­ant face, that comes with a ger­man hus­band to obey, and sev­en sol­id girls and boys to bear and rear, and the oth­er was our good An­na with her spin­ster body, her firm jaw, her hu­mor­ous, light, clean eyes and her lined, worn, thin, pale yel­low face.

			Mrs. Dreht­en lived a pa­tient, home­ly, hard­work­ing life. Her hus­band an hon­est, de­cent man enough, was a brew­er, and some­what giv­en to over drink­ing, and so he was of­ten surly and stingy and un­pleas­ant.

			The fam­i­ly of sev­en chil­dren was made up of four stal­wart, cheery, fil­ial sons, and three hard work­ing obe­di­ent sim­ple daugh­ters.

			It was a fam­i­ly life the good An­na very much ap­proved and al­so she was much liked by them all. With a ger­man wom­an’s feel­ing for the mas­ter­hood in men, she was docile to the surly fa­ther and rarely rubbed him the wrong way. To the large, worn, pa­tient, sick­ly moth­er she was a sym­pa­thet­ic lis­ten­er, wise in coun­cil and most ef­fi­cient in her help. The young ones too, liked her very well. The sons teased her all the time and roared with bois­ter­ous plea­sure when she gave them back sharp hits. The girls were all so good that her scold­ings here were on­ly in the shape of good ad­vice, sweet­ened with new trim­mings for their hats, and rib­bons, and some­times on their birth­days, bits of jew­els.

			It was here that An­na came for com­fort af­ter her griev­ous stroke at her friend the wid­ow, Mrs. Lehnt­man. Not that An­na would tell Mrs. Dreht­en of this trou­ble. She could nev­er lay bare the wound that came to her through this ide­alised af­fec­tion. Her af­fair with Mrs. Lehnt­man was too sa­cred and too griev­ous ev­er to be told. But here in this large house­hold, in busy move­ment and va­ri­ety in strife, she could si­lence the un­easi­ness and pain of her own wound.

			The Dreht­ens lived out in the coun­try in one of the wood­en, ug­ly hous­es that lie in groups out­side of our large cities.

			The fa­ther and the sons all had their work here mak­ing beer, and the moth­er and her girls scoured and sewed and cooked.

			On Sun­days they were all washed very clean, and smelling of kitchen soap. The sons, in their Sun­day clothes, loafed around the house or in the vil­lage, and on spe­cial days went on pic­nics with their girls. The daugh­ters in their awk­ward, col­ored fin­ery went to church most of the day and then walk­ing with their friends.

			They al­ways came to­geth­er for their sup­per, where An­na al­ways was most wel­come, the jol­ly Sun­day evening sup­per that ger­man peo­ple love. Here An­na and the boys gave it to each oth­er in sharp hits and hearty bois­ter­ous laugh­ter, the girls made things for them to eat, and wait­ed on them all, the moth­er loved all her chil­dren all the time, and the fa­ther joined in with his oc­ca­sion­al un­pleas­ant word that made a bit­ter feel­ing but which they had all learned to pass as if it were not said.

			It was to the com­fort of this house that An­na came that Sun­day sum­mer af­ter­noon, af­ter she had left Mrs. Lehnt­man and her care­less ways.

			The Dreht­en house was open all about. No one was there but Mrs. Dreht­en rest­ing in her rock­ing chair, out in the pleas­ant, scent­ed, sum­mer air.

			An­na had had a hot walk from the cars.

			She went in­to the kitchen for a cool­ing drink, and then came out and sat down on the steps near Mrs. Dreht­en.

			An­na’s anger had changed. A sad­ness had come to her. Now with the pa­tient, friend­ly, gen­tle moth­er talk of Mrs. Dreht­en, this sad­ness changed to res­ig­na­tion and to rest.

			As the evening came on the young ones dropped in one by one. Soon the mer­ry Sun­day evening sup­per was be­gun.

			It had not been all com­fort for our An­na, these months of know­ing Mrs. Dreht­en. It had made trou­ble for her with the fam­i­ly of her half broth­er, the fat bak­er.

			Her half broth­er, the fat bak­er, was a queer kind of a man. He was a huge, un­wieldy crea­ture, all puffed out all over, and no longer able to walk much, with his enor­mous body and the big, swollen, burst­ed veins in his great legs. He did not try to walk much now. He sat around his place, lean­ing on his great thick stick, and watch­ing his work­men at their work.

			On hol­i­days, and some­times of a Sun­day, he went out in his bak­ery wag­on. He went then to each cus­tomer he had and gave them each a large, sweet, raisined loaf of caky bread. At ev­ery house with many groans and gasps he would de­scend his heavy weight out of the wag­on, his good fea­tured, black haired, flat, good na­tured face shin­ing with oily per­spi­ra­tion, with pride in la­bor and with gen­er­ous kind­ness. Up each stoop he hob­bled with the help of his big stick, and in­to the near­est chair in the kitchen or in the par­lour, as the fash­ion of the house de­mand­ed, and there he sat and puffed, and then pre­sent­ed to the mis­tress or the cook the raisined ger­man loaf his boy sup­plied him.

			An­na had nev­er been a cus­tomer of his. She had al­ways lived in an­oth­er part of the town, but he nev­er left her out in these bak­ery pro­gress­es of his, and al­ways with his own hand he gave her her fes­tive loaf.

			An­na liked her half broth­er well enough. She nev­er knew him re­al­ly well, for he rarely talked at all and least of all to wom­en, but he seemed to her, hon­est, and good and kind, and he nev­er tried to in­ter­fere in An­na’s ways. And then An­na liked the loaves of raisined bread, for in the sum­mer she and the sec­ond girl could live on them, and not be buy­ing bread with the house­hold mon­ey all the time.

			But things were not so sim­ple with our An­na, with the oth­er mem­bers of her half broth­er’s house.

			Her half broth­er’s fam­i­ly was made up of him­self, his wife, and their two daugh­ters.

			An­na nev­er liked her broth­er’s wife.

			The youngest of the two daugh­ters was named af­ter her aunt An­na.

			An­na nev­er liked her half broth­er’s wife. This wom­an had been very good to An­na, nev­er in­ter­fer­ing in her ways, al­ways glad to see her and to make her vis­its pleas­ant, but she had not found favour in our good An­na’s sight.

			An­na had too, no re­al af­fec­tion for her nieces. She nev­er scold­ed them or tried to guide them for their good. An­na nev­er crit­i­cised or in­ter­fered in the run­ning of her half broth­er’s house.

			Mrs. Fed­ern­er was a good look­ing, pros­per­ous wom­an, a lit­tle harsh and cold with­in her soul per­haps, but try­ing al­ways to be pleas­ant, good and kind. Her daugh­ters were well trained, qui­et, obe­di­ent, well dressed girls, and yet our good An­na loved them not, nor their moth­er, nor any of their ways.

			It was in this house that An­na had first met her friend, the wid­ow, Mrs. Lehnt­man.

			The Fed­ern­ers had nev­er seemed to feel it wrong in An­na, her de­vo­tion to this friend and her care of her and of her chil­dren. Mrs. Lehnt­man and An­na and her feel­ings were all some­how too big for their at­tack. But Mrs. Fed­ern­er had the mind and tongue that black­en things. Not re­al­ly to black­en black, of course, but just to rough­en and to rub on a lit­tle smut. She could some­how make even the face of the Almighty seem pim­ply and a lit­tle coarse, and so she al­ways did this with her friends, though not with the in­tent to in­ter­fere.

			This was re­al­ly true with Mrs. Lehnt­man that Mrs. Fed­ern­er did not mean to in­ter­fere, but An­na’s friend­ship with the Dreht­ens was a very dif­fer­ent mat­ter.

			Why should Mrs. Dreht­en, that poor com­mon work­ing wife of a man who worked for oth­ers in a brew­ery and who al­ways drank too much, and was not like a thrifty, de­cent ger­man man, why should that Mrs. Dreht­en and her ug­ly, awk­ward daugh­ters be get­ting presents from her hus­band’s sis­ter all the time, and her hus­band al­ways so good to An­na, and one of the girls hav­ing her name too, and those Dreht­ens all strangers to her and nev­er go­ing to come to any good? It was not right for An­na to do so.

			Mrs. Fed­ern­er knew bet­ter than to say such things straight out to her hus­band’s fiery, stub­born sis­ter, but she lost no chance to let An­na feel and see what they all thought.

			It was easy to black­en all the Dreht­ens, their pover­ty, the hus­band’s drink­ing, the four big sons car­ry­ing on and al­ways lazy, the awk­ward, ug­ly daugh­ters dress­ing up with An­na’s help and try­ing to look so fine, and the poor, weak, hard­work­ing sick­ly moth­er, so easy to de­grade with large dos­ings of con­temp­tu­ous pity.

			An­na could not do much with these at­tacks for Mrs. Fed­ern­er al­ways end­ed with, “And you so good to them An­na all the time. I don’t see how they could get along at all if you didn’t help them all the time, but you are so good An­na, and got such a feel­ing heart, just like your broth­er, that you give any­thing away you got to any­body that will ask you for it, and that’s shame­less enough to take it when they ain’t no rel­a­tives of yours. Poor Mrs. Dreht­en, she is a good wom­an. Poor thing it must be aw­ful hard for her to have to take things from strangers all the time, and her hus­band spend­ing it on drink. I was say­ing to Mrs. Lehnt­man, An­na, on­ly yes­ter­day, how I nev­er was so sor­ry for any­one as Mrs. Dreht­en, and how good it was for you to help them all the time.”

			All this meant a gold watch and chain to her god daugh­ter for her birth­day, the next month, and a new silk um­brel­la for the el­der sis­ter. Poor An­na, and she did not love them very much, these rel­a­tives of hers, and they were the on­ly kin she had.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man nev­er joined in, in these at­tacks. Mrs. Lehnt­man was dif­fuse and care­less in her ways, but she nev­er worked such things for her own ends, and she was too sure of An­na to be jeal­ous of her oth­er friends.

			All this time An­na was lead­ing her hap­py life with Dr. Shon­jen. She had ev­ery day her busy time. She cooked and saved and sewed and scrubbed and scold­ed. And ev­ery night she had her hap­py time, in see­ing her Doc­tor like the fine things she bought so cheap and cooked so good for him to eat. And then he would lis­ten and laugh so loud, as she told him sto­ries of what had hap­pened on that day.

			The Doc­tor, too, liked it bet­ter all the time and sev­er­al times in these five years he had of his own mo­tion raised her wages.

			An­na was con­tent with what she had and grate­ful for all her doc­tor did for her.

			So An­na’s serv­ing and her giv­ing life went on, each with its var­ied plea­sures and its pains.

			The adopt­ing of the lit­tle boy did not put an end to An­na’s friend­ship for the wid­ow Mrs. Lehnt­man. Nei­ther the good An­na nor the care­less Mrs. Lehnt­man would give each oth­er up ex­cept­ing for the gravest cause.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man was the on­ly ro­mance An­na ev­er knew. A cer­tain mag­net­ic bril­lian­cy in per­son and in man­ner made Mrs. Lehnt­man a wom­an oth­er wom­en loved. Then, too, she was gen­er­ous and good and hon­est, though she was so care­less al­ways in her ways. And then she trust­ed An­na and liked her bet­ter than any of her oth­er friends, and An­na al­ways felt this very much.

			No, An­na could not give up Mrs. Lehnt­man, and soon she was busier than be­fore mak­ing Ju­lia do things right for lit­tle John­ny.

			And now new schemes were work­ing strong in Mrs. Lehnt­man’s head, and An­na must lis­ten to her plans and help her make them work.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man al­ways loved best in her work to de­liv­er young girls who were in trou­ble. She would keep these in her house un­til they could go to their homes or to their work, and slow­ly pay her back the mon­ey for their care.

			An­na had al­ways helped her friend to do this thing, for like all the good wom­en of the de­cent poor, she felt it hard that girls should not be helped, not girls that were re­al­ly bad of course, these she con­demned and hat­ed in her heart and with her tongue, but hon­est, de­cent, good, hard work­ing, fool­ish girls who were in trou­ble.

			For such as these An­na al­ways liked to give her mon­ey and her strength.

			Now Mrs. Lehnt­man thought that it would pay to take a big house for her­self to take in girls and to do ev­ery­thing in a big way.

			An­na did not like this plan.

			An­na was nev­er dar­ing in her ways. Save and you will have the mon­ey you have saved, was all that she could know.

			Not that the good An­na had it so.

			She saved and saved and al­ways saved, and then here and there, to this friend and to that, to one in her trou­ble and to the oth­er in her joy, in sick­ness, death, and wed­dings, or to make young peo­ple hap­py, it al­ways went, the hard earned mon­ey she had saved.

			An­na could not clear­ly see how Mrs. Lehnt­man could make a big house pay. In the small house where she had these girls, it did not pay, and in a big house there was so much more that she would spend.

			Such things were hard for the good An­na to very clear­ly see. One day she came in­to the Lehnt­man house. “An­na,” Mrs. Lehnt­man said, “you know that nice big house on the next cor­ner that we saw to rent. I took it for a year just yes­ter­day. I paid a lit­tle down you know so I could have it sure all right and now you fix it up just like you want. I let you do just what you like with it.”

			An­na knew that it was now too late. How­ev­er, “But Mrs. Lehnt­man you said you would not take an­oth­er house, you said so just last week. Oh, Mrs. Lehnt­man I didn’t think that you would do this so!”

			An­na knew so well it was too late.

			“I know, An­na, but it was such a good house, just right you know and some­one else was there to see, and you know you said it suit­ed very well, and if I didn’t take it the oth­ers said they would, and I want­ed to ask you on­ly there wasn’t time, and re­al­ly An­na, I don’t need much help, it will go so well I know. I just need a lit­tle to be­gin and to fix up with and that’s all An­na that I need, and I know it will go aw­ful well. You wait An­na and you’ll see, and I let you fix it up just like you want, and you will make it look so nice, you got such sense in all these things. It will be a good place. You see An­na if I ain’t right in what I say.”

			Of course An­na gave the mon­ey for this thing though she could not be­lieve that it was best. No, it was very bad. Mrs. Lehnt­man could nev­er make it pay and it would cost so much to keep. But what could our poor An­na do? Re­mem­ber Mrs. Lehnt­man was the on­ly ro­mance An­na ev­er knew.

			An­na’s strength in her con­trol of what was done in Mrs. Lehnt­man’s house, was not now what it had been be­fore that Lily’s lit­tle John­ny came. That thing had been for An­na a de­feat. There had been no fight­ing to a fin­ish but Mrs. Lehnt­man had very sure­ly won.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man need­ed An­na just as much as An­na need­ed Mrs. Lehnt­man, but Mrs. Lehnt­man was more ready to risk An­na’s loss, and so the good An­na grew al­ways weak­er in her pow­er to con­trol.

			In friend­ship, pow­er al­ways has its down­ward curve. One’s strength to man­age ris­es al­ways high­er un­til there comes a time one does not win, and though one may not re­al­ly lose, still from the time that vic­to­ry is not sure, one’s pow­er slow­ly ceas­es to be strong. It is on­ly in a close tie such as mar­riage, that in­flu­ence can mount and grow al­ways stronger with the years and nev­er meet with a de­cline. It can on­ly hap­pen so when there is no way to es­cape.

			Friend­ship goes by favour. There is al­ways dan­ger of a break or of a stronger pow­er com­ing in be­tween. In­flu­ence can on­ly be a steady march when one can sure­ly nev­er break away.

			An­na want­ed Mrs. Lehnt­man very much and Mrs. Lehnt­man need­ed An­na, but there were al­ways oth­er ways to do and if An­na had once giv­en up she might do so again, so why should Mrs. Lehnt­man have re­al fear?

			No, while the good An­na did not come to open fight she had been stronger. Now Mrs. Lehnt­man could al­ways hold out longer. She knew too, that An­na had a feel­ing heart. An­na could nev­er stop do­ing all she could for any­one that re­al­ly need­ed help. Poor An­na had no pow­er to say no.

			And then, too, Mrs. Lehnt­man was the on­ly ro­mance An­na ev­er knew. Ro­mance is the ide­al in one’s life and it is very lone­ly liv­ing with it lost.

			So the good An­na gave all her sav­ings for this place, al­though she knew that this was not the right way for her friend to do.

			For some time now they were all very busy fix­ing up the house. It swal­lowed all An­na’s sav­ings fix­ing up this house, for when An­na once be­gan to make it nice, she could not leave it be un­til it was as good as for the pur­pose it should be.

			Some­how it was An­na now that re­al­ly took the in­ter­est in the house. Mrs. Lehnt­man, now the thing was done seemed very life­less, with­out in­ter­est in the house, un­easy in her mind and rest­less in her ways, and more dif­fuse even than be­fore in her at­ten­tion. She was good and kind to all the peo­ple in her house, and let them do what­ev­er they thought best.

			An­na did not fail to see that Mrs. Lehnt­man had some­thing on her mind that was all new. What was it that dis­turbed Mrs. Lehnt­man so? She kept on say­ing it was all in An­na’s head. She had no trou­ble now at all. Ev­ery­body was so good and it was all so nice in the new house. But sure­ly there was some­thing here that was all wrong.

			An­na heard a good deal of all this from her half broth­er’s wife, the hard speak­ing Mrs. Fed­ern­er.

			Through the fog of dust and work and fur­nish­ing in the new house, and through the dis­turbed mind of Mrs. Lehnt­man, and with the dark hints of Mrs. Fed­ern­er, there loomed up to An­na’s sight a man, a new doc­tor that Mrs. Lehnt­man knew.

			An­na had nev­er met the man but she heard of him very of­ten now. Not from her friend, the wid­ow Mrs. Lehnt­man. An­na knew that Mrs. Lehnt­man made of him a mys­tery that An­na had not the strength just then to vig­or­ous­ly break down.

			Mrs. Fed­ern­er gave al­ways dark sug­ges­tions and un­pleas­ant hints. Even good Mrs. Dreht­en talked of it.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man nev­er spoke of the new doc­tor more than she could help. This was most mys­te­ri­ous and un­pleas­ant and very hard for our good An­na to en­dure.

			An­na’s trou­bles came all of them at once.

			Here in Mrs. Lehnt­man’s house loomed up dis­mal and for­bid­ding, a mys­te­ri­ous, per­haps an evil man. In Dr. Shon­jen’s house were be­gin­ning signs of in­ter­est in the doc­tor in a wom­an.

			This, too, Mrs. Fed­ern­er of­ten told to the poor An­na. The doc­tor sure­ly would be mar­ried soon, he liked so much now to go to Mr. Wein­gart­ner’s house where there was a daugh­ter who loved Doc­tor, ev­ery­body knew.

			In these days the liv­ing room in her half broth­er’s house was An­na’s tor­ture cham­ber. And worst of all there was so much rea­son for her half sis­ter’s words. The Doc­tor cer­tain­ly did look like mar­riage and Mrs. Lehnt­man act­ed very queer.

			Poor An­na. Dark were these days and much she had to suf­fer.

			The Doc­tor’s trou­ble came to a head the first. It was true Doc­tor was en­gaged and to be mar­ried soon. He told An­na so him­self.

			What was the good An­na now to do? Dr. Shon­jen want­ed her of course to stay. An­na was so sad with all these trou­bles. She knew here in the Doc­tor’s house it would be bad when he was mar­ried, but she had not the strength now to be firm and go away. She said at last that she would try and stay.

			Doc­tor got mar­ried now very soon. An­na made the house all beau­ti­ful and clean and she re­al­ly hoped that she might stay. But this was not for long.

			Mrs. Shon­jen was a proud, un­pleas­ant wom­an. She want­ed con­stant ser­vice and at­ten­tion and nev­er even a thank you to a ser­vant. Soon all Doc­tor’s old peo­ple went away. An­na went to Doc­tor and ex­plained. She told him what all the ser­vants thought of his new wife. An­na bade him a sad farewell and went away.

			An­na was now most un­cer­tain what to do. She could go to Cur­den to her Miss Mary Wad­smith who al­ways wrote how much she need­ed An­na, but An­na still dread­ed Miss Jane’s in­ter­fer­ing ways. Then too, she could not yet go away from Bridge­point and from Mrs. Lehnt­man, un­pleas­ant as it al­ways was now over there.

			Through one of Doc­tor’s friends An­na heard of Miss Mathil­da. An­na was very doubt­ful about work­ing for a Miss Mathil­da. She did not think it would be good work­ing for a wom­an any­more. She had found it very good with Miss Mary but she did not think that many wom­en would be so.

			Most wom­en were in­ter­fer­ing in their ways.

			An­na heard that Miss Mathil­da was a great big wom­an, not so big per­haps as her Miss Mary, still she was big, and the good An­na liked them bet­ter so. She did not like them thin and small and ac­tive and al­ways look­ing in and al­ways pry­ing.

			An­na could not make up her mind what was the best thing now for her to do. She could sew and this way make a liv­ing, but she did not like such busi­ness very well.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man urged the place with Miss Mathil­da. She was sure An­na would find it bet­ter so. The good An­na did not know.

			“Well An­na,” Mrs. Lehnt­man said, “I tell you what we do. I go with you to that wom­an that tells for­tunes, per­haps she tell us some­thing that will show us what is the best way for you now to do.”

			It was very bad to go to a wom­an who tells for­tunes. An­na was of strong South Ger­man Catholic re­li­gion and the ger­man priests in the church­es al­ways said that it was very bad to do things so. But what else now could the good An­na do? She was so mixed and both­ered in her mind, and trou­bled with this life that was all wrong, though she did try so hard to do the best she knew. “All right, Mrs. Lehnt­man,” An­na said at last, “I think I go there now with you.”

			This wom­an who told for­tunes was a medi­um. She had a house in the low­er quar­ter of the town. Mrs. Lehnt­man and the good An­na went to her.

			The medi­um opened the door for them her­self. She was a loose made, dusty, dowdy wom­an with a per­suad­ing, con­scious and em­brac­ing man­ner and very greasy hair.

			The wom­an let them come in­to the house.

			The street door opened straight in­to the par­lor, as is the way in the small hous­es of the south. The par­lor had a thick and flow­ered car­pet on the floor. The room was full of dirty things all made by hand. Some hung up­on the wall, some were on the seats and over backs of chairs and some on ta­bles and on those what-nots that poor peo­ple love. And ev­ery­where were lit­tle things that break. Many of these lit­tle things were bro­ken and the place was stuffy and not clean.

			No medi­um us­es her par­lor for her work. It is al­ways in her eat­ing room that she has her trances.

			The eat­ing room in all these hous­es is the liv­ing room in win­ter. It has a round ta­ble in the cen­tre cov­ered with a dec­o­rat­ed woolen cloth, that has soaked in the grease of many din­ners, for though it should be al­ways tak­en off, it is eas­i­er to spread the cloth up­on it than change it for the blan­ket dead­en­er that one owns. The up­hol­stered chairs are dark and worn, and dirty. The car­pet has grown dingy with the food that’s fall­en from the ta­ble, the dirt that’s scraped from off the shoes, and the dust that set­tles with the ages. The som­bre green­ish col­ored pa­per on the walls has been smoked a dis­mal dirty grey, and all per­vad­ing is the smell of soup made out of onions and fat chunks of meat.

			The medi­um brought Mrs. Lehnt­man and our An­na in­to this eat­ing room, af­ter she had found out what it was they want­ed. They all three sat around the ta­ble and then the medi­um went in­to her trance.

			The medi­um first closed her eyes and then they opened very wide and life­less. She took a num­ber of deep breaths, choked sev­er­al times and swal­lowed very hard. She waved her hand back ev­ery now and then, and she be­gan to speak in a mo­not­o­nous slow, even tone.

			“I see—I see—don’t crowd so on me—I see—I see—too many forms—don’t crowd so on me—I see—I see—you are think­ing of some­thing—you don’t know whether you want to do it now. I see—I see—don’t crowd so on me—I see—I see—you are not sure—I see—I see—a house with trees around it—it is dark—it is evening—I see—I see—you go in the house—I see—I see you come out—it will be all right—you go and do it—do what you are not cer­tain about—it will come out all right—it is best and you should do it now.”

			She stopped, she made deep gulps, her eyes rolled back in­to her head, she swal­lowed hard and then she was her for­mer dingy and bland self again.

			“Did you get what you want­ed that the spir­it should tell you?” the wom­an asked. Mrs. Lehnt­man an­swered yes, it was just what her friend had want­ed so bad to know. An­na was un­easy in this house with su­per­sti­tion, with fear of her good priest, and with dis­gust at all the dirt and grease, but she was most con­tent for now she knew what it was best for her to do.

			An­na paid the wom­an for her work and then they came away.

			“There An­na didn’t I tell you how it would all be? You see the spir­it says so too. You must take the place with Miss Mathil­da, that is what I told you was the best thing for you to do. We go out and see her where she lives tonight. Ain’t you glad, An­na, that I took you to this place, so you know now what you will do?”

			Mrs. Lehnt­man and An­na went that evening to see Miss Mathil­da. Miss Mathil­da was stay­ing with a friend who lived in a house that did have trees about. Miss Mathil­da was not there her­self to talk with An­na.

			If it had not been that it was evening, and so dark, and that this house had trees all round about, and that An­na found her­self go­ing in and com­ing out just as the wom­an that day said that she would do, had it not all been just as the medi­um said, the good An­na would nev­er have tak­en the place with Miss Mathil­da.

			An­na did not see Miss Mathil­da and she did not like the friend who act­ed in her place.

			This friend was a dark, sweet, gen­tle lit­tle moth­er wom­an, very easy to be pleased in her own work and very good to ser­vants, but she felt that act­ing for her young friend, the care­less Miss Mathil­da, she must be very care­ful to ex­am­ine well and see that all was right and that An­na would sure­ly do the best she knew. She asked An­na all about her ways and her in­ten­tions and how much she would spend, and how of­ten she went out and whether she could wash and cook and sew.

			The good An­na set her teeth fast to en­dure and would hard­ly an­swer any­thing at all. Mrs. Lehnt­man made it all go fair­ly well.

			The good An­na was all worked up with her re­sent­ment, and Miss Mathil­da’s friend did not think that she would do.

			How­ev­er, Miss Mathil­da was will­ing to be­gin and as for An­na, she knew that the medi­um said it must be so. Mrs. Lehnt­man, too, was sure, and said she knew that this was the best thing for An­na now to do. So An­na sent word at last to Miss Mathil­da, that if she want­ed her, she would try if it would do.

			So An­na be­gan a new life tak­ing care of Miss Mathil­da.

			An­na fixed up the lit­tle red brick house where Miss Mathil­da was go­ing to live and made it very pleas­ant, clean and nice. She brought over her dog, Ba­by, and her par­rot. She hired Lizzie for a sec­ond girl to be with her and soon they were all con­tent. All ex­cept the par­rot, for Miss Mathil­da did not like its scream. Ba­by was all right but not the par­rot. But then An­na nev­er re­al­ly loved the par­rot, and so she gave it to the Dreht­en girls to keep.

			Be­fore An­na could re­al­ly rest con­tent with Miss Mathil­da, she had to tell her good ger­man priest what it was that she had done, and how very bad it was that she had been and how she would nev­er do so again.

			An­na re­al­ly did be­lieve with all her might. It was her for­tune nev­er to live with peo­ple who had any faith, but then that nev­er wor­ried An­na. She prayed for them al­ways as she should, and she was very sure that they were good. The doc­tor loved to tease her with his doubts and Miss Mathil­da liked to do so too, but with the tol­er­ant spir­it of her church, An­na nev­er thought that such things were bad for them to do.

			An­na found it hard to al­ways know just why it was that things went wrong. Some­times her glass­es broke and then she knew that she had not done her du­ty by the church, just in the way that she should do.

			Some­times she was so hard at work that she would not go to mass. Some­thing al­ways hap­pened then. An­na’s tem­per grew ir­ri­ta­ble and her ways un­cer­tain and dis­traught. Ev­ery­body suf­fered and then her glass­es broke. That was al­ways very bad be­cause they cost so much to fix. Still in a way it al­ways end­ed An­na’s trou­bles, be­cause she knew then that all this was be­cause she had been bad. As long as she could scold it might be just the bad ways of all the thought­less care­less world, but when her glass­es broke that made it clear. That meant that it was she her­self who had been bad.

			No, it was no use for An­na not to do the way she should, for things al­ways then went wrong and fi­nal­ly cost mon­ey to make whole, and this was the hard­est thing for the good An­na to en­dure.

			An­na al­most al­ways did her du­ty. She made con­fes­sion and her mis­sion when­ev­er it was right. Of course she did not tell the fa­ther when she de­ceived peo­ple for their good, or when she want­ed them to give some­thing for a lit­tle less.

			When An­na told such his­to­ries to her doc­tor and lat­er to her cher­ished Miss Mathil­da, her eyes were al­ways full of hu­mor and en­joy­ment as she ex­plained that she had said it so, and now she would not have to tell the fa­ther for she had not re­al­ly made a sin.

			But go­ing to a for­tune tell­er An­na knew was re­al­ly bad. That had to be told to the fa­ther just as it was and penance had then to be done.

			An­na did this and now her new life was well be­gun, mak­ing Miss Mathil­da and the rest do just the way they should.

			Yes, tak­ing care of Miss Mathil­da were the hap­pi­est days of all the good An­na’s strong hard work­ing life.

			With Miss Mathil­da An­na did it all. The clothes, the house, the hats, what she should wear and when and what was al­ways best for her to do. There was noth­ing Miss Mathil­da would not let An­na man­age, and on­ly be too glad if she would do.

			An­na scold­ed and cooked and sewed and saved so well, that Miss Mathil­da had so much to spend, that it kept An­na still busier scold­ing all the time about the things she bought, that made so much work for An­na and the oth­er girl to do. But for all the scold­ing, An­na was proud al­most to burst­ing of her cher­ished Miss Mathil­da with all her knowl­edge and her great pos­ses­sions, and the good An­na was al­ways telling of it all to ev­ery­body that she knew.

			Yes these were the hap­pi­est days of all her life with An­na, even though with her friends there were great sor­rows. But these sor­rows did not hurt the good An­na now, as they had done in the years that went be­fore.

			Miss Mathil­da was not a ro­mance in the good An­na’s life, but An­na gave her so much strong af­fec­tion that it al­most filled her life as full.

			It was well for the good An­na that her life with Miss Mathil­da was so hap­py, for now in these days, Mrs. Lehnt­man went al­to­geth­er bad. The doc­tor she had learned to know, was too cer­tain­ly an evil as well as a mys­te­ri­ous man, and he had pow­er over the wid­ow and mid­wife, Mrs. Lehnt­man.

			An­na nev­er saw Mrs. Lehnt­man at all now any more.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man had bor­rowed some more mon­ey and had giv­en An­na a note then for it all, and af­ter that An­na nev­er saw her any more. An­na now stopped al­to­geth­er go­ing to the Lehnt­mans’. Ju­lia, the tall, gawky, good, blonde, stupid daugh­ter, came of­ten to see An­na, but she could tell lit­tle of her moth­er.

			It cer­tain­ly did look very much as if Mrs. Lehnt­man had now gone al­to­geth­er bad. This was a great grief to the good An­na, but not so great a grief as it would have been had not Miss Mathil­da meant so much to her now.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man went from bad to worse. The doc­tor, the mys­te­ri­ous and evil man, got in­to trou­ble do­ing things that were not right to do.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man was mixed up in this af­fair.

			It was just as bad as it could be, but they man­aged, both the doc­tor and Mrs. Lehnt­man, fi­nal­ly to come out safe.

			Ev­ery­body was so sor­ry about Mrs. Lehnt­man. She had been re­al­ly a good wom­an be­fore she met this doc­tor, and even now she cer­tain­ly had not been re­al­ly bad.

			For sev­er­al years now An­na nev­er even saw her friend.

			But An­na al­ways found new peo­ple to be­friend, peo­ple who, in the kind­ly fash­ion of the poor, used up her sav­ings and then gave prom­ises in place of pay­ments. An­na nev­er re­al­ly thought that these peo­ple would be good, but when they did not do the way they should, and when they did not pay her back the mon­ey she had loaned, and nev­er seemed the bet­ter for her care, then An­na would grow bit­ter with the world.

			No, none of them had any sense of what was the right way for them to do. So An­na would re­peat in her de­spair.

			The poor are gen­er­ous with their things. They give al­ways what they have, but with them to give or to re­ceive brings with it no feel­ing that they owe the giv­er for the gift.

			Even a thrifty ger­man An­na was ready to give all that she had saved, and so not be sure that she would have enough to take care of her­self if she fell sick, or for old age, when she could not work. Save and you will have the mon­ey you have saved was true on­ly for the day of sav­ing, even for a thrifty ger­man An­na. There was no cer­tain way to have it for old age, for the tak­ing care of what is saved can nev­er be re­lied on, for it must al­ways be in strangers’ hands in a bank or in in­vest­ments by a friend.

			And so when any day one might need life and help from oth­ers of the work­ing poor, there was no way a wom­an who had a lit­tle saved could say them no.

			So the good An­na gave her all to friends and strangers, to chil­dren, dogs and cats, to any­thing that asked or seemed to need her care.

			It was in this way that An­na came to help the bar­ber and his wife who lived around the cor­ner, and who some­how could nev­er make ends meet. They worked hard, were thrifty, had no vices, but the bar­ber was one of them who nev­er can make mon­ey. Who­ev­er owed him mon­ey did not pay. When­ev­er he had a chance at a good job he fell sick and could not take it. It was nev­er his own fault that he had trou­ble, but he nev­er seemed to make things come out right.

			His wife was a blonde, thin, pale, ger­man lit­tle wom­an, who bore her chil­dren very hard, and worked too soon, and then till she was sick. She too, al­ways had things that went wrong.

			They both need­ed con­stant help and pa­tience, and the good An­na gave both to them all the time.

			An­oth­er wom­an who need­ed help from the good An­na, was one who was in trou­ble from be­ing good to oth­ers.

			This wom­an’s hus­band’s broth­er, who was very good, worked in a shop where there was a Bo­hemi­an, who was get­ting sick with con­sump­tion. This man got so much worse he could not do his work, but he was not so sick that he could stay in a hos­pi­tal. So this wom­an had him liv­ing there with her. He was not a nice man, nor was he thank­ful for all the wom­an did for him. He was cross to her two chil­dren and made a great mess al­ways in her house. The doc­tor said he must have many things to eat, and the wom­an and the broth­er of the hus­band got them for him.

			There was no friend­ship, no af­fec­tion, no lik­ing even for the man this wom­an cared for, no claim of com­mon coun­try or of kin, but in the kind­ly fash­ion of the poor this wom­an gave her all and made her house a nasty place, and for a man who was not even grate­ful for the gift.

			Then, of course, the wom­an her­self got in­to trou­ble. Her hus­band’s broth­er was now mar­ried. Her hus­band lost his job. She did not have the mon­ey for the rent. It was the good An­na’s sav­ings that were handy.

			So it went on. Some­times a lit­tle girl, some­times a big one was in trou­ble and An­na heard of them and helped them to find places.

			Stray dogs and cats An­na al­ways kept un­til she found them homes. She was al­ways care­ful to learn whether these peo­ple would be good to an­i­mals.

			Out of the whole col­lec­tion of stray crea­tures, it was the young Pe­ter and the jol­ly lit­tle Rags, An­na could not find it in her heart to part with. These be­came part of the house­hold of the good An­na’s Miss Mathil­da.

			Pe­ter was a very use­less crea­ture, a fool­ish, sil­ly, cher­ished, cow­ard male. It was wild to see him rush up and down in the back yard, bark­ing and bounc­ing at the wall, when there was some dog out be­yond, but when the very lit­tlest one there was got in­side of the fence and on­ly looked at Pe­ter, Pe­ter would re­tire to his An­na and blot him­self out be­tween her skirts.

			When Pe­ter was left down­stairs alone, he howled. “I am all alone,” he wailed, and then the good An­na would have to come and fetch him up. Once when An­na stayed a few nights in a house not far away, she had to car­ry Pe­ter all the way, for Pe­ter was afraid when he found him­self on the street out­side his house. Pe­ter was a good sized crea­ture and he sat there and he howled, and the good An­na car­ried him all the way in her own arms. He was a cow­ard was this Pe­ter, but he had kind­ly, gen­tle eyes and a pret­ty col­lie head, and his fur was very thick and white and nice when he was washed. And then Pe­ter nev­er strayed away, and he looked out of his nice eyes and he liked it when you rubbed him down, and he for­got you when you went away, and he barked when­ev­er there was any noise.

			When he was a lit­tle pup he had one night been put in­to the yard and that was all of his ori­gin she knew. The good An­na loved him well and spoiled him as a good ger­man moth­er al­ways does her son.

			Lit­tle Rags was very dif­fer­ent in his na­ture. He was a live­ly crea­ture made out of ends of things, all fluffy and dust col­or, and he was al­ways bound­ing up in­to the air and dart­ing all about over and then un­der sil­ly Pe­ter and of­ten straight in­to solemn fat, blind, sleepy Ba­by, and then in a wild rush af­ter some stray cat.

			Rags was a pleas­ant, jol­ly lit­tle fel­low. The good An­na liked him very well, but nev­er with her strength as she loved her good look­ing cow­ard, fool­ish young man, Pe­ter.

			Ba­by was the dog of her past life and she held An­na with old ties of past af­fec­tion. Pe­ter was the spoiled, good look­ing young man, of her mid­dle age, and Rags was al­ways some­thing of a toy. She liked him but he nev­er struck in very deep. Rags had strayed in some­how one day and then when no home for him was quick­ly found, he had just stayed right there.

			It was a very hap­py fam­i­ly there all to­geth­er in the kitchen, the good An­na and Sal­ly and old Ba­by and young Pe­ter and the jol­ly lit­tle Rags.

			The par­rot had passed out of An­na’s life. She had re­al­ly nev­er loved the par­rot and now she hard­ly thought to ask for him, even when she vis­it­ed the Dreht­ens.

			Mrs. Dreht­en was the friend An­na al­ways went to, for her Sun­days. She did not get ad­vice from Mrs. Dreht­en as she used to from the wid­ow, Mrs. Lehnt­man, for Mrs. Dreht­en was a mild, worn, un­ag­gres­sive na­ture that nev­er cared to in­flu­ence or to lead. But they could mourn to­geth­er for the world these two worn, work­ing ger­man wom­en, for its sad­ness and its wicked ways of do­ing. Mrs. Dreht­en knew so well what one could suf­fer.

			Things did not go well in these days with the Dreht­ens. The chil­dren were all good, but the fa­ther with his tem­per and his spend­ing kept ev­ery­thing from be­ing what it should.

			Poor Mrs. Dreht­en still had trou­ble with her tu­mor. She could hard­ly do any work now any more. Mrs. Dreht­en was a large, worn, pa­tient ger­man wom­an, with a soft face, lined, yel­low brown in col­or and the look that comes from a ger­man hus­band to obey, and many sol­id girls and boys to bear and rear, and from be­ing al­ways on one’s feet and nev­er hav­ing any trou­bles cured.

			Mrs. Dreht­en was al­ways get­ting worse, and now the doc­tor thought it would be best to take the tu­mor out.

			It was no longer Dr. Shon­jen who treat­ed Mrs. Dreht­en. They all went now to a good old ger­man doc­tor they all knew.

			“You see, Miss Mathil­da,” An­na said, “All the old ger­man pa­tients don’t go no more now to Doc­tor. I stayed with him just so long as I could stand it, but now he is moved away up town too far for poor peo­ple, and his wife, she holds her head up so and al­ways is spend­ing so much mon­ey just for show, and so he can’t take right care of us poor peo­ple any more. Poor man, he has got al­ways to be think­ing about mak­ing mon­ey now. I am aw­ful sor­ry about Doc­tor, Miss Mathil­da, but he ne­glect­ed Mrs. Dreht­en shame­ful when she had her trou­ble, so now I nev­er see him any more. Doc­tor Her­man is a good, plain, ger­man doc­tor and he would nev­er do things so, and Miss Mathil­da, Mrs. Dreht­en is com­ing in to­mor­row to see you be­fore she goes to the hos­pi­tal for her op­er­a­tion. She could not go com­fort­able till she had seen you first to see what you would say.”

			All An­na’s friends rev­er­enced the good An­na’s cher­ished Miss Mathil­da. How could they not do so and still re­main friends with the good An­na? Miss Mathil­da rarely re­al­ly saw them but they were al­ways send­ing flow­ers and words of ad­mi­ra­tion through her An­na. Ev­ery now and then An­na would bring one of them to Miss Mathil­da for ad­vice.

			It is won­der­ful how poor peo­ple love to take ad­vice from peo­ple who are friend­ly and above them, from peo­ple who read in books and who are good.

			Miss Mathil­da saw Mrs. Dreht­en and told her she was glad that she was go­ing to the hos­pi­tal for op­er­a­tion for that sure­ly would be best, and so good Mrs. Dreht­en’s mind was set at rest.

			Mrs. Dreht­en’s tu­mor came out very well. Mrs. Dreht­en was af­ter­wards nev­er re­al­ly well, but she could do her work a lit­tle bet­ter, and be on her feet and yet not get so tired.

			And so An­na’s life went on, tak­ing care of Miss Mathil­da and all her clothes and goods, and be­ing good to ev­ery­one that asked or seemed to need her help.

			Now, slow­ly, An­na be­gan to make it up with Mrs. Lehnt­man. They could nev­er be as they had been be­fore. Mrs. Lehnt­man could nev­er be again the ro­mance in the good An­na’s life, but they could be friends again, and An­na could help all the Lehnt­mans in their need. This slow­ly came about.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man had now left the evil and mys­te­ri­ous man who had been the cause of all her trou­ble. She had giv­en up, too, the new big house that she had tak­en. Since her trou­ble her prac­tice had been very qui­et. Still she man­aged to do fair­ly well. She be­gan to talk of pay­ing the good An­na. This, how­ev­er, had not got­ten very far.

			An­na saw Mrs. Lehnt­man a good deal now. Mrs. Lehnt­man’s crisp, black, curly hair had got­ten streaked with gray. Her dark, full, good look­ing face had lost its firm out­line, gone flab­by and a lit­tle worn. She had grown stouter and her clothes did not look very nice. She was as bland as ev­er in her ways, and as dif­fuse as al­ways in her at­ten­tion, but through it all there was un­easi­ness and fear and un­cer­tain­ty lest some dan­ger might be near.

			She nev­er said a word of her past life to the good An­na, but it was very plain to see that her ex­pe­ri­ence had not left her easy, nor yet al­to­geth­er free.

			It had been hard for this good wom­an, for Mrs. Lehnt­man was re­al­ly a good wom­an, it had been a very hard thing for this ger­man wom­an to do what ev­ery­body knew and thought was wrong. Mrs. Lehnt­man was strong and she had courage, but it had been very hard to bear. Even the good An­na did not speak to her with free­dom. There al­ways re­mained a mys­tery and a de­pres­sion in Mrs. Lehnt­man’s af­fair.

			And now the blonde, fool­ish, awk­ward daugh­ter, Ju­lia was in trou­ble. Dur­ing the years the moth­er gave her no at­ten­tion, Ju­lia kept com­pa­ny with a young fel­low who was a clerk some­where in a store down in the city. He was a de­cent, dull young fel­low, who did not make much mon­ey and could nev­er save it for he had an old moth­er he sup­port­ed. He and Ju­lia had been keep­ing com­pa­ny for sev­er­al years and now it was need­ful that they should be mar­ried. But then how could they mar­ry? He did not make enough to start them and to keep on sup­port­ing his old moth­er too. Ju­lia was not used to work­ing much and she said, and she was stub­born, that she would not live with Charley’s dirty, cross, old moth­er. Mrs. Lehnt­man had no mon­ey. She was just be­gin­ning to get on her feet. It was of course, the good An­na’s sav­ings that were handy.

			How­ev­er it paid An­na to bring about this mar­riage, paid her in scold­ings and in man­ag­ing the dull, long, awk­ward Ju­lia, and her good, pa­tient, stupid Charley. An­na loved to buy things cheap, and fix up a new place.

			Ju­lia and Charley were soon mar­ried and things went pret­ty well with them. An­na did not ap­prove their slack, ex­pen­sive ways of do­ing.

			“No Miss Mathil­da,” she would say, “The young peo­ple nowa­days have no sense for sav­ing and putting mon­ey by so they will have some­thing to use when they need it. There’s Ju­lia and her Charley. I went in there the oth­er day, Miss Mathil­da, and they had a new ta­ble with a mar­ble top and on it they had a grand new plush al­bum. ‘Where you get that al­bum?’ I asked Ju­lia. ‘Oh, Charley he gave it to me for my birth­day,’ she said, and I asked her if it was paid for and she said not all yet but it would be soon. Now I ask you what busi­ness have they Miss Mathil­da, when they ain’t paid for any­thing they got al­ready, what busi­ness have they to be buy­ing new things for her birth­days. Ju­lia she don’t do no work, she just sits around and thinks how she can spend the mon­ey, and Charley he nev­er puts one cent by. I nev­er see any­thing like the peo­ple nowa­days Miss Mathil­da, they don’t seem to have any sense of be­ing care­ful about mon­ey. Ju­lia and Charley when they have any chil­dren they won’t have noth­ing to bring them up with right. I said that to Ju­lia, Miss Mathil­da, when she showed me those sil­ly things that Charley bought her, and she just said in her sil­ly, gig­gling way, per­haps they won’t have any chil­dren. I told her she ought to be ashamed of talk­ing so, but I don’t know, Miss Mathil­da, the young peo­ple nowa­days have no sense at all of what’s the right way for them to do, and per­haps its bet­ter if they don’t have any chil­dren, and then Miss Mathil­da you know there is Mrs. Lehnt­man. You know she reg­u­lar adopt­ed lit­tle John­ny just so she could pay out some more mon­ey just as if she didn’t have trou­ble enough tak­ing care of her own chil­dren. No Miss Mathil­da, I nev­er see how peo­ple can do things so. Peo­ple don’t seem to have no sense of right or wrong or any­thing these days Miss Mathil­da, they are just care­less and think­ing al­ways of them­selves and how they can al­ways have a hap­py time. No, Miss Mathil­da I don’t see how peo­ple can go on and do things so.”

			The good An­na could not un­der­stand the care­less and bad ways of all the world and al­ways she grew bit­ter with it all. No, not one of them had any sense of what was the right way for them to do.

			An­na’s past life was now draw­ing to an end. Her old blind dog, Ba­by, was sick and like to die. Ba­by had been the first gift from her friend the wid­ow, Mrs. Lehnt­man in the old days when An­na had been with Miss Mary Wad­smith, and when these two wom­en had first come to­geth­er.

			Through all the years of change, Ba­by had stayed with the good An­na, grow­ing old and fat and blind and lazy. Ba­by had been ac­tive and a rat­ter when she was young, but that was so long ago it was for­got­ten, and for many years now Ba­by had want­ed on­ly her warm bas­ket and her din­ner.

			An­na in her ac­tive life found need of oth­ers, of Pe­ter and the fun­ny lit­tle Rags, but al­ways Ba­by was the el­dest and held her with the ties of old af­fec­tion. An­na was harsh when the young ones tried to keep poor Ba­by out and use her bas­ket. Ba­by had been blind now for some years as dogs get, when they are no longer ac­tive. She got weak and fat and breath­less and she could not even stand long any more. An­na had al­ways to see that she got her din­ner and that the young ac­tive ones did not de­prive her.

			Ba­by did not die with a re­al sick­ness. She just got old­er and more blind and coughed and then more qui­et, and then slow­ly one bright sum­mer’s day she died.

			There is noth­ing more drea­ry than old age in an­i­mals. Some­how it is all wrong that they should have grey hair and with­ered skin, and blind old eyes, and de­cayed and use­less teeth. An old man or an old wom­an al­most al­ways has some tie that seems to bind them to the younger, real­er life. They have chil­dren or the re­mem­brance of old du­ties, but a dog that’s old and so cut off from all its world of strug­gle, is like a drea­ry, death­less Struld­brug, the drea­ry drag­ger on of death through life.

			And so one day old Ba­by died. It was drea­ry, more than sad, for the good An­na. She did not want the poor old beast to linger with its weary age, and blind old eyes and dis­mal shak­ing cough, but this death left An­na very emp­ty. She had the fool­ish young man Pe­ter, and the jol­ly lit­tle Rags for com­fort, but Ba­by had been the on­ly one that could re­mem­ber.

			The good An­na want­ed a re­al grave­yard for her Ba­by, but this could not be in a Chris­tian coun­try, and so An­na all alone took her old friend done up in de­cent wrap­pings and put her in­to the ground in some qui­et place that An­na knew of.

			The good An­na did not weep for poor old Ba­by. Nay, she had not time even to feel lone­ly, for with the good An­na it was sor­row up­on sor­row. She was now no longer to keep house for Miss Mathil­da.

			When An­na had first come to Miss Mathil­da she had known that it might on­ly be for a few years, for Miss Mathil­da was giv­en to much wan­der­ing and of­ten changed her home, and found new places where she went to live. The good An­na did not then think much about this, for when she first went to Miss Mathil­da she had not thought that she would like it and so she had not wor­ried about stay­ing. Then in those hap­py years that they had been to­geth­er, An­na had made her­self for­get it. This last year when she knew that it was com­ing she had tried hard to think it would not hap­pen.

			“We won’t talk about it now Miss Mathil­da, per­haps we all be dead by then,” she would say when Miss Mathil­da tried to talk it over. Or, “If we live till then Miss Mathil­da, per­haps you will be stay­ing on right here.”

			No, the good An­na could not talk as if this thing were re­al, it was too weary to be once more left with strangers.

			Both the good An­na and her cher­ished Miss Mathil­da tried hard to think that this would not re­al­ly hap­pen. An­na made mis­sions and all kinds of things to keep her Miss Mathil­da and Miss Mathil­da thought out all the ways to see if the good An­na could not go with her, but nei­ther the mis­sions nor the plans had much suc­cess. Miss Mathil­da would go, and she was go­ing far away to a new coun­try where An­na could not live, for she would be too lone­some.

			There was noth­ing that these two could do but part. Per­haps we all be dead by then, the good An­na would re­peat, but even that did not re­al­ly hap­pen. If we all live till then Miss Mathil­da, came out truer. They all did live till then, all ex­cept poor old blind Ba­by, and they sim­ply had to part.

			Poor An­na and poor Miss Mathil­da. They could not look at each oth­er that last day. An­na could not keep her­self busy work­ing. She just went in and out and some­times scold­ed.

			An­na could not make up her mind what she should do now for her fu­ture. She said that she would for a while keep this lit­tle red brick house that they had lived in. Per­haps she might just take in a few board­ers. She did not know, she would write about it lat­er and tell it all to Miss Mathil­da.

			The drea­ry day dragged out and then all was ready and Miss Mathil­da left to take her train. An­na stood strained and pale and dry eyed on the white stone steps of the lit­tle red brick house that they had lived in. The last thing Miss Mathil­da heard was the good An­na bid­ding fool­ish Pe­ter say good­bye and be sure to re­mem­ber Miss Mathil­da.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Death of the Good An­na

			
			Ev­ery one who had known of Miss Mathil­da want­ed the good An­na now to take a place with them, for they all knew how well An­na could take care of peo­ple and all their clothes and goods. An­na too could al­ways go to Cur­den to Miss Mary Wad­smith, but none of all these ways seemed very good to An­na.

			It was not now any longer that she want­ed to stay near Mrs. Lehnt­man. There was no one now that made any­thing im­por­tant, but An­na was cer­tain that she did not want to take a place where she would be un­der some new peo­ple. No one could ev­er be for An­na as had been her cher­ished Miss Mathil­da. No one could ev­er again so freely let her do it all. It would be bet­ter An­na thought in her strong strained weary body, it would be bet­ter just to keep on there in the lit­tle red brick house that was all fur­nished, and make a liv­ing tak­ing in some board­ers. Miss Mathil­da had let her have the things, so it would not cost any mon­ey to be­gin. She could per­haps man­age to live on so. She could do all the work and do ev­ery­thing as she thought best, and she was too weary with the changes to do more than she just had to, to keep liv­ing. So she stayed on in the house where they had lived, and she found some men, she would not take in wom­en, who took her rooms and who were her board­ers.

			Things soon with An­na be­gan to be less drea­ry. She was very pop­u­lar with her few board­ers. They loved her scold­ings and the good things she made for them to eat. They made good jokes and laughed loud and al­ways did what­ev­er An­na want­ed, and soon the good An­na got so that she liked it very well. Not that she did not al­ways long for Miss Mathil­da. She hoped and wait­ed and was very cer­tain that some­time, in one year or in an­oth­er Miss Mathil­da would come back, and then of course would want her, and then she could take all good care of her again.

			An­na kept all Miss Mathil­da’s things in the best or­der. The board­ers were well scold­ed if they ev­er made a scratch on Miss Mathil­da’s ta­ble.

			Some of the board­ers were hearty good south ger­man fel­lows and An­na al­ways made them go to mass. One board­er was a lusty ger­man stu­dent who was study­ing in Bridge­point to be a doc­tor. He was An­na’s spe­cial favourite and she scold­ed him as she used to her old doc­tor so that he al­ways would be good. Then, too, this cheery fel­low al­ways sang when he was wash­ing, and that was what Miss Mathil­da al­ways used to do. An­na’s heart grew warm again with this young fel­low who seemed to bring back to her ev­ery­thing she need­ed.

			And so An­na’s life in these days was not all un­hap­py. She worked and scold­ed, she had her stray dogs and cats and peo­ple, who all asked and seemed to need her care, and she had hearty ger­man fel­lows who loved her scold­ings and ate so much of the good things that she knew so well the way to make.

			No, the good An­na’s life in these days was not all un­hap­py. She did not see her old friends much, she was too busy, but once in a great while she took a Sun­day af­ter­noon and went to see good Mrs. Dreht­en.

			The on­ly trou­ble was that An­na hard­ly made a liv­ing. She charged so lit­tle for her board and gave her peo­ple such good things to eat, that she could on­ly just make both ends meet. The good ger­man priest to whom she al­ways told her trou­bles tried to make her have the board­ers pay a lit­tle high­er, and Miss Mathil­da al­ways in her let­ters urged her to this thing, but the good An­na some­how could not do it. Her board­ers were nice men but she knew they did not have much mon­ey, and then she could not raise on those who had been with her and she could not ask the new ones to pay high­er, when those who were al­ready there were pay­ing just what they had paid be­fore. So An­na let it go just as she had be­gun it. She worked and worked all day and thought all night how she could save, and with all the work she just man­aged to keep liv­ing. She could not make enough to lay any mon­ey by.

			An­na got so lit­tle mon­ey that she had all the work to do her­self. She could not pay even the lit­tle Sal­ly enough to keep her with her.

			Not hav­ing lit­tle Sal­ly nor hav­ing any­one else work­ing with her, made it very hard for An­na ev­er to go out, for she nev­er thought that it was right to leave a house all emp­ty. Once in a great while of a Sun­day, Sal­ly who was now work­ing in a fac­to­ry would come and stay in the house for the good An­na, who would then go out and spend the af­ter­noon with Mrs. Dreht­en.

			No, An­na did not see her old friends much any more. She went some­times to see her half broth­er and his wife and her nieces, and they al­ways came to her on her birth­days to give presents, and her half broth­er nev­er left her out of his fes­tive raisined bread giv­ing pro­gress­es. But these rel­a­tives of hers had nev­er meant very much to the good An­na. An­na al­ways did her du­ty by them all, and she liked her half broth­er very well and the loaves of raisined bread that he sup­plied her were most wel­come now, and An­na al­ways gave her god daugh­ter and her sis­ter hand­some presents, but no one in this fam­i­ly had ev­er made a way in­side to An­na’s feel­ings.

			Mrs. Lehnt­man she saw very rarely. It is hard to build up new on an old friend­ship when in that friend­ship there has been bit­ter dis­il­lu­sion. They did their best, both these wom­en to be friends, but they were nev­er able to again touch one an­oth­er near­ly. There were too many things be­tween them that they could not speak of, things that had nev­er been ex­plained nor yet for­giv­en. The good An­na still did her best for fool­ish Ju­lia and still ev­ery now and then saw Mrs. Lehnt­man, but this fam­i­ly had now lost all its re­al hold on An­na.

			Mrs. Dreht­en was now the best friend that An­na knew. Here there was nev­er any more than the min­gling of their sor­rows. They talked over all the time the best way for Mrs. Dreht­en now to do; poor Mrs. Dreht­en who with her chief trou­ble, her bad hus­band, had re­al­ly now no way that she could do. She just had to work and to be pa­tient and to love her chil­dren and be very qui­et. She al­ways had a sooth­ing moth­er in­flu­ence on the good An­na who with her ir­ri­ta­ble, strained, worn-out body would come and sit by Mrs. Dreht­en and talk all her trou­bles over.

			Of all the friends that the good An­na had had in these twen­ty years in Bridge­point, the good fa­ther and pa­tient Mrs. Dreht­en were the on­ly ones that were now near to An­na and with whom she could talk her trou­bles over.

			An­na worked, and thought, and saved, and scold­ed, and took care of all the board­ers, and of Pe­ter and of Rags, and all the oth­ers. There was nev­er any end to An­na’s ef­fort and she grew al­ways more tired, more pale yel­low, and in her face more thin and worn and wor­ried. Some­times she went far­ther in not be­ing well, and then she went to see Dr. Her­man who had op­er­at­ed on good Mrs. Dreht­en.

			The things that An­na re­al­ly need­ed were to rest some­times and eat more so that she could get stronger, but these were the last things that An­na could bring her­self to do. An­na could nev­er take a rest. She must work hard through the sum­mer as well as through the win­ter, else she could nev­er make both ends meet. The doc­tor gave her medicines to make her stronger but these did not seem to do much good.

			An­na grew al­ways more tired, her headaches came of­ten­er and hard­er, and she was now al­most al­ways feel­ing very sick. She could not sleep much in the night. The dogs with their nois­es dis­turbed her and ev­ery­thing in her body seemed to pain her.

			The doc­tor and the good fa­ther tried of­ten to make her give her­self more care. Mrs. Dreht­en told her that she sure­ly would not get well un­less for a lit­tle while she would stop work­ing. An­na would then prom­ise to take care, to rest in bed a lit­tle longer and to eat more so that she would get stronger, but re­al­ly how could An­na eat when she al­ways did the cook­ing and was so tired of it all, be­fore it was half ready for the ta­ble?

			An­na’s on­ly friend­ship now was with good Mrs. Dreht­en who was too gen­tle and too pa­tient to make a stub­born faith­ful ger­man An­na ev­er do the way she should, in the things that were for her own good.

			An­na grew worse all through this sec­ond win­ter. When the sum­mer came the doc­tor said that she sim­ply could not live on so. He said she must go to his hos­pi­tal and there he would op­er­ate up­on her. She would then be well and strong and able to work hard all next win­ter.

			An­na for some time would not lis­ten. She could not do this so, for she had her house all fur­nished and she sim­ply could not let it go. At last a wom­an came and said she would take care of An­na’s board­ers and then An­na said that she was pre­pared to go.

			An­na went to the hos­pi­tal for her op­er­a­tion. Mrs. Dreht­en was her­self not well but she came in­to the city, so that some friend would be with the good An­na. To­geth­er, then, they went to this place where the doc­tor had done so well by Mrs. Dreht­en.

			In a few days they had An­na ready. Then they did the op­er­a­tion, and then the good An­na with her strong, strained, worn-out body died.

			Mrs. Dreht­en sent word of her death to Miss Mathil­da.

			“Dear Miss Mathil­da,” wrote Mrs. Dreht­en, “Miss An­nie died in the hos­pi­tal yes­ter­day af­ter a hard op­er­a­tion. She was talk­ing about you and Doc­tor and Miss Mary Wad­smith all the time. She said she hoped you would take Pe­ter and the lit­tle Rags to keep when you came back to Amer­i­ca to live. I will keep them for you here Miss Mathil­da. Miss An­nie died easy, Miss Mathil­da, and sent you her love.”

		
	
		
			
				Melanctha

				Each One as She May

			
			Rose John­son made it very hard to bring her ba­by to its birth.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert who was Rose John­son’s friend, did ev­ery­thing that any wom­an could. She tend­ed Rose, and she was pa­tient, sub­mis­sive, sooth­ing, and un­tir­ing, while the sullen, child­ish, cow­ard­ly, black Rosie grum­bled and fussed and howled and made her­self to be an abom­i­na­tion and like a sim­ple beast.

			The child though it was healthy af­ter it was born, did not live long. Rose John­son was care­less and neg­li­gent and self­ish, and when Melanc­tha had to leave for a few days, the ba­by died. Rose John­son had liked the ba­by well enough and per­haps she just for­got it for awhile, any­way the child was dead and Rose and Sam her hus­band were very sor­ry but then these things came so of­ten in the ne­gro world in Bridge­point, that they nei­ther of them thought about it very long.

			Rose John­son and Melanc­tha Her­bert had been friends now for some years. Rose had late­ly mar­ried Sam John­son a de­cent hon­est kind­ly fel­low, a deck hand on a coast­ing steam­er.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert had not yet been re­al­ly mar­ried.

			Rose John­son was a re­al black, tall, well built, sullen, stupid, child­like, good look­ing negress. She laughed when she was hap­py and grum­bled and was sullen with ev­ery­thing that trou­bled.

			Rose John­son was a re­al black negress but she had been brought up quite like their own child by white folks.

			Rose laughed when she was hap­py but she had not the wide, aban­doned laugh­ter that makes the warm broad glow of ne­gro sun­shine. Rose was nev­er joy­ous with the earth­born, bound­less joy of ne­groes. Hers was just or­di­nary, any sort of wom­an laugh­ter.

			Rose John­son was care­less and was lazy, but she had been brought up by white folks and she need­ed de­cent com­fort. Her white train­ing had on­ly made for habits, not for na­ture. Rose had the sim­ple, pro­mis­cu­ous im­moral­i­ty of the black peo­ple.

			Rose John­son and Melanc­tha Her­bert like many of the twos with wom­en were a cu­ri­ous pair to be such friends.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert was a grace­ful, pale yel­low, in­tel­li­gent, at­trac­tive negress. She had not been raised like Rose by white folks but then she had been half made with re­al white blood.

			She and Rose John­son were both of the bet­ter sort of ne­groes, there, in Bridge­point.

			“No, I ain’t no com­mon nig­ger,” said Rose John­son, “for I was raised by white folks, and Melanc­tha she is so bright and learned so much in school, she ain’t no com­mon nig­ger ei­ther, though she ain’t got no hus­band to be mar­ried to like I am to Sam John­son.”

			Why did the sub­tle, in­tel­li­gent, at­trac­tive, half white girl Melanc­tha Her­bert love and do for and de­mean her­self in ser­vice to this coarse, de­cent, sullen, or­di­nary, black child­ish Rose, and why was this un­moral, pro­mis­cu­ous, shift­less Rose mar­ried, and that’s not so com­mon ei­ther, to a good man of the ne­groes, while Melanc­tha with her white blood and at­trac­tion and her de­sire for a right po­si­tion had not yet been re­al­ly mar­ried.

			Some­times the thought of how all her world was made, filled the com­plex, de­sir­ing Melanc­tha with de­spair. She won­dered, of­ten, how she could go on liv­ing when she was so blue.

			Melanc­tha told Rose one day how a wom­an whom she knew had killed her­self be­cause she was so blue. Melanc­tha said, some­times, she thought this was the best thing for her her­self to do.

			Rose John­son did not see it the least bit that way.

			“I don’t see Melanc­tha why you should talk like you would kill your­self just be­cause you’re blue. I’d nev­er kill my­self Melanc­tha just ’cause I was blue. I’d maybe kill some­body else Melanc­tha ’cause I was blue, but I’d nev­er kill my­self. If I ev­er killed my­self Melanc­tha it’d be by ac­ci­dent, and if I ev­er killed my­self by ac­ci­dent Melanc­tha, I’d be aw­ful sor­ry.”

			Rose John­son and Melanc­tha Her­bert had first met, one night, at church. Rose John­son did not care much for re­li­gion. She had not enough emo­tion to be re­al­ly roused by a re­vival. Melanc­tha Her­bert had not come yet to know how to use re­li­gion. She was still too com­plex with de­sire. How­ev­er, the two of them in ne­gro fash­ion went very of­ten to the ne­gro church, along with all their friends, and they slow­ly came to know each oth­er very well.

			Rose John­son had been raised not as a ser­vant but quite like their own child by white folks. Her moth­er who had died when Rose was still a ba­by, had been a trust­ed ser­vant in the fam­i­ly. Rose was a cute, at­trac­tive, good look­ing lit­tle black girl and these peo­ple had no chil­dren of their own and so they kept Rose in their house.

			As Rose grew old­er she drift­ed from her white folks back to the col­ored peo­ple, and she grad­u­al­ly no longer lived in the old house. Then it hap­pened that these peo­ple went away to some oth­er town to live, and some­how Rose stayed be­hind in Bridge­point. Her white folks left a lit­tle mon­ey to take care of Rose, and this mon­ey she got ev­ery lit­tle while.

			Rose now in the easy fash­ion of the poor lived with one wom­an in her house, and then for no rea­son went and lived with some oth­er wom­an in her house. All this time, too, Rose kept com­pa­ny, and was en­gaged, first to this col­ored man and then to that, and al­ways she made sure she was en­gaged, for Rose had strong the sense of prop­er con­duct.

			“No, I ain’t no com­mon nig­ger just to go around with any man, nor you Melanc­tha shouldn’t nei­ther,” she said one day when she was telling the com­plex and less sure Melanc­tha what was the right way for her to do. “No Melanc­tha, I ain’t no com­mon nig­ger to do so, for I was raised by white folks. You know very well Melanc­tha that I’se al­ways been en­gaged to them.”

			And so Rose lived on, al­ways com­fort­able and rather de­cent and very lazy and very well con­tent.

			Af­ter she had lived some time this way, Rose thought it would be nice and very good in her po­si­tion to get reg­u­lar­ly re­al­ly mar­ried. She had late­ly met Sam John­son some­where, and she liked him and she knew he was a good man, and then he had a place where he worked ev­ery day and got good wages. Sam John­son liked Rose very well and he was quite ready to be mar­ried. One day they had a grand re­al wed­ding and were mar­ried. Then with Melanc­tha Her­bert’s help to do the sewing and the nicer work, they fur­nished com­fort­ably a lit­tle red brick house. Sam then went back to his work as deck hand on a coast­ing steam­er, and Rose stayed home in her house and sat and bragged to all her friends how nice it was to be mar­ried re­al­ly to a hus­band.

			Life went on very smooth­ly with them all the year. Rose was lazy but not dirty and Sam was care­ful but not fussy, and then there was Melanc­tha to come in ev­ery day and help to keep things neat.

			When Rose’s ba­by was com­ing to be born, Rose came to stay in the house where Melanc­tha Her­bert lived just then, with a big good na­tured col­ored wom­an who did wash­ing.

			Rose went there to stay, so that she might have the doc­tor from the hos­pi­tal near by to help her have the ba­by, and then, too, Melanc­tha could at­tend to her while she was sick.

			Here the ba­by was born, and here it died, and then Rose went back to her house again with Sam.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert had not made her life all sim­ple like Rose John­son. Melanc­tha had not found it easy with her­self to make her wants and what she had, agree.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert was al­ways los­ing what she had in want­ing all the things she saw. Melanc­tha was al­ways be­ing left when she was not leav­ing oth­ers.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert al­ways loved too hard and much too of­ten. She was al­ways full with mys­tery and sub­tle move­ments and de­nials and vague dis­trusts and com­pli­cat­ed dis­il­lu­sions. Then Melanc­tha would be sud­den and im­pul­sive and un­bound­ed in some faith, and then she would suf­fer and be strong in her re­pres­sion.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert was al­ways seek­ing rest and qui­et, and al­ways she could on­ly find new ways to be in trou­ble.

			Melanc­tha won­dered of­ten how it was she did not kill her­self when she was so blue. Of­ten she thought this would be re­al­ly the best way for her to do.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert had been raised to be re­li­gious, by her moth­er. Melanc­tha had not liked her moth­er very well. This moth­er, “Mis” Her­bert, as her neigh­bors called her, had been a sweet ap­pear­ing and dig­ni­fied and pleas­ant, pale yel­low, col­ored wom­an. “Mis” Her­bert had al­ways been a lit­tle wan­der­ing and mys­te­ri­ous and un­cer­tain in her ways.

			Melanc­tha was pale yel­low and mys­te­ri­ous and a lit­tle pleas­ant like her moth­er, but the re­al pow­er in Melanc­tha’s na­ture came through her ro­bust and un­pleas­ant and very un­en­durable black fa­ther.

			Melanc­tha’s fa­ther on­ly used to come to where Melanc­tha and her moth­er lived, once in a while.

			It was many years now that Melanc­tha had not heard or seen or known of any­thing her fa­ther did.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert al­most al­ways hat­ed her black fa­ther, but she loved very well the pow­er in her­self that came through him. And so her feel­ing was re­al­ly clos­er to her black coarse fa­ther, than her feel­ing had ev­er been to­ward her pale yel­low, sweet-ap­pear­ing moth­er. The things she had in her of her moth­er nev­er made her feel re­spect.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert had not loved her­self in child­hood. All of her youth was bit­ter to re­mem­ber.

			Melanc­tha had not loved her fa­ther and her moth­er and they had found it very trou­ble­some to have her.

			Melanc­tha’s moth­er and her fa­ther had been reg­u­lar­ly mar­ried. Melanc­tha’s fa­ther was a big black vir­ile ne­gro. He on­ly came once in a while to where Melanc­tha and her moth­er lived, but al­ways that pleas­ant, sweet-ap­pear­ing, pale yel­low wom­an, mys­te­ri­ous and un­cer­tain and wan­der­ing in her ways, was close in sym­pa­thy and think­ing to her big black vir­ile hus­band.

			James Her­bert was a com­mon, de­cent enough, col­ored work­man, bru­tal and rough to his one daugh­ter, but then she was a most dis­turb­ing child to man­age.

			The young Melanc­tha did not love her fa­ther and her moth­er, and she had a break neck courage, and a tongue that could be very nasty. Then, too, Melanc­tha went to school and was very quick in all the learn­ing, and she knew very well how to use this knowl­edge to an­noy her par­ents who knew noth­ing.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert had al­ways had a break neck courage. Melanc­tha al­ways loved to be with hors­es; she loved to do wild things, to ride the hors­es and to break and tame them.

			Melanc­tha, when she was a lit­tle girl, had had a good chance to live with hors­es. Near where Melanc­tha and her moth­er lived was the sta­ble of the Bish­ops, a rich fam­i­ly who al­ways had fine hors­es.

			John, the Bish­ops’ coach­man, liked Melanc­tha very well and he al­ways let her do any­thing she want­ed with the hors­es. John was a de­cent, vig­or­ous mu­lat­to with a pros­per­ous house and wife and chil­dren. Melanc­tha Her­bert was old­er than any of his chil­dren. She was now a well grown girl of twelve and just be­gin­ning as a wom­an.

			James Her­bert, Melanc­tha’s fa­ther, knew this John, the Bish­ops’ coach­man very well.

			One day James Her­bert came to where his wife and daugh­ter lived, and he was fu­ri­ous.

			“Where’s that Melanc­tha girl of yours,” he said fierce­ly, “if she is to the Bish­ops’ sta­bles again, with that man John, I swear I kill her. Why don’t you see to that girl bet­ter you, you’re her moth­er.”

			James Her­bert was a pow­er­ful, loose built, hard hand­ed, black, an­gry ne­gro. Her­bert nev­er was a joy­ous ne­gro. Even when he drank with oth­er men, and he did that very, of­ten, he was nev­er re­al­ly joy­ous. In the days when he had been most young and free and open, he had nev­er had the wide aban­doned laugh­ter that gives the broad glow to ne­gro sun­shine.

			His daugh­ter, Melanc­tha Her­bert, lat­er al­ways made a hard forced laugh­ter. She was on­ly strong and sweet and in her na­ture when she was re­al­ly deep in trou­ble, when she was fight­ing so with all she re­al­ly had, that she did not use her laugh­ter. This was al­ways true of poor Melanc­tha who was al­ways so cer­tain that she hat­ed trou­ble. Melanc­tha Her­bert was al­ways seek­ing peace and qui­et, and she could al­ways on­ly find new ways to get ex­cit­ed.

			James Her­bert was of­ten a very an­gry ne­gro. He was fierce and se­ri­ous, and he was very cer­tain that he of­ten had good rea­son to be an­gry with Melanc­tha, who knew so well how to be nasty, and to use her learn­ing with a fa­ther who knew noth­ing.

			James Her­bert of­ten drank with John, the Bish­ops’ coach­man. John in his good na­ture some­times tried to soft­en Her­bert’s feel­ing to­ward Melanc­tha. Not that Melanc­tha ev­er com­plained to John of her home life or her fa­ther. It was nev­er Melanc­tha’s way, even in the midst of her worst trou­ble to com­plain to any­one of what hap­pened to her, but nev­er­the­less some­how ev­ery­one who knew Melanc­tha al­ways knew how much she suf­fered. It was on­ly while one re­al­ly loved Melanc­tha that one un­der­stood how to for­give her, that she nev­er once com­plained nor looked un­hap­py, and was al­ways hand­some and in spir­its, and yet one al­ways knew how much she suf­fered.

			The fa­ther, James Her­bert, nev­er told his trou­bles ei­ther, and he was so fierce and se­ri­ous that no one ev­er thought of ask­ing.

			“Mis” Her­bert as her neigh­bors called her was nev­er heard even to speak of her hus­band or her daugh­ter. She was al­ways pleas­ant, sweet-ap­pear­ing, mys­te­ri­ous and un­cer­tain, and a lit­tle wan­der­ing in her ways.

			The Her­berts were a silent fam­i­ly with their trou­bles, but some­how ev­ery­one who knew them al­ways knew ev­ery­thing that hap­pened.

			The morn­ing of one day when in the evening Her­bert and the coach­man John were to meet to drink to­geth­er, Melanc­tha had to come to the sta­ble joy­ous and in the very best of hu­mors. Her good friend John on this morn­ing felt very firm­ly how good and sweet she was and how very much she suf­fered.

			John was a very de­cent col­ored coach­man. When he thought about Melanc­tha it was as if she were the el­dest of his chil­dren. Re­al­ly he felt very strong­ly the pow­er in her of a wom­an. John’s wife al­ways liked Melanc­tha and she al­ways did all she could to make things pleas­ant. And Melanc­tha all her life loved and re­spect­ed kind and good and con­sid­er­ate peo­ple. Melanc­tha al­ways loved and want­ed peace and gen­tle­ness and good­ness and all her life for her­self poor Melanc­tha could on­ly find new ways to be in trou­ble.

			This evening af­ter John and Her­bert had drunk awhile to­geth­er, the good John be­gan to tell the fa­ther what a fine girl he had for a daugh­ter. Per­haps the good John had been drink­ing a good deal of liquor, per­haps there was a gleam of some­thing soft­er than the feel­ing of a friend­ly el­der in the way John then spoke of Melanc­tha. There had been a good deal of drink­ing and John cer­tain­ly that very morn­ing had felt strong­ly Melanc­tha’s pow­er as a wom­an. James Her­bert was al­ways a fierce, sus­pi­cious, se­ri­ous ne­gro, and drink­ing nev­er made him feel more open. He looked very black and evil as he sat and lis­tened while John grew more and more ad­mir­ing as he talked half to him­self, half to the fa­ther, of the virtues and the sweet­ness of Melanc­tha.

			Sud­den­ly be­tween them there came a mo­ment filled full with strong black curs­es, and then sharp ra­zors flashed in the black hands, that held them flung back­ward in the ne­gro fash­ion, and then for some min­utes there was fierce slash­ing.

			John was a de­cent, pleas­ant, good na­tured, light brown ne­gro, but he knew how to use a ra­zor to do bloody slash­ing.

			When the two men were pulled apart by the oth­er ne­groes who were in the room drink­ing, John had not been much wound­ed but James Her­bert had got­ten one good strong cut that went from-his right shoul­der down across the front of his whole body. Ra­zor fight­ing does not wound very deeply, but it makes a cut that looks most nasty, for it is so very bloody.

			Her­bert was held by the oth­er ne­groes un­til he was cleaned and plas­tered, and then he was put to bed to sleep off his drink and fight­ing.

			The next day he came to where his wife and daugh­ter lived and he was fu­ri­ous.

			“Where’s that Melanc­tha, of yours?” he said to his wife, when he saw her. “If she is to the Bish­ops’ sta­bles now with that yel­low John, I swear I kill her. A nice way she is go­ing for a de­cent daugh­ter. Why don’t you see to that girl bet­ter you, ain’t you her moth­er!”

			Melanc­tha Her­bert had al­ways been old in all her ways and she knew very ear­ly how to use her pow­er as a wom­an, and yet Melanc­tha with all her in­born in­tense wis­dom was re­al­ly very ig­no­rant of evil. Melanc­tha had not yet come to un­der­stand what they meant, the things she so of­ten heard around her, and which were just be­gin­ning to stir strong­ly in her.

			Now when her fa­ther be­gan fierce­ly to as­sail her, she did not re­al­ly know what it was that he was so fu­ri­ous to force from her. In ev­ery way that he could think of in his anger, he tried to make her say a thing she did not re­al­ly know. She held out and nev­er an­swered any­thing he asked her, for Melanc­tha had a break­neck courage and she just then bad­ly hat­ed her black fa­ther.

			When the ex­cite­ment was all over, Melanc­tha be­gan to know her pow­er, the pow­er she had so of­ten felt stir­ring with­in her and which she now knew she could use to make her stronger.

			James Her­bert did not win this fight with his daugh­ter. Af­ter awhile he for­got it as he soon for­got John and the cut of his sharp ra­zor. Melanc­tha al­most for­got to hate her fa­ther, in her strong in­ter­est in the pow­er she now knew she had with­in her.

			Melanc­tha did not care much now, any longer, to see John or his wife or even the fine hors­es. This life was too qui­et and ac­cus­tomed and no longer stirred her to any in­ter­est or ex­cite­ment.

			Melanc­tha now re­al­ly was be­gin­ning as a wom­an. She was ready, and she be­gan to search in the streets and in dark cor­ners to dis­cov­er men and to learn their na­tures and their var­i­ous ways of work­ing.

			In these next years Melanc­tha learned many ways that lead to wis­dom. She learned the ways, and dim­ly in the dis­tance she saw wis­dom. These years of learn­ing led very straight to trou­ble for Melanc­tha, though in these years Melanc­tha nev­er did or meant any­thing that was re­al­ly wrong.

			Girls who are brought up with care and watch­ing can al­ways find mo­ments to es­cape in­to the world, where they may learn the ways that lead to wis­dom. For a girl raised like Melanc­tha Her­bert, such es­cape was al­ways very sim­ple. Of­ten she was alone, some­times she was with a fel­low seek­er, and she strayed and stood, some­times by rail­road yards, some­times on the docks or around new build­ings where many men were work­ing. Then when the dark­ness cov­ered ev­ery­thing all over, she would be­gin to learn to know this man or that. She would ad­vance, they would re­spond, and then she would with­draw a lit­tle, dim­ly, and al­ways she did not know what it was that re­al­ly held her. Some­times she would al­most go over, and then the strength in her of not re­al­ly know­ing, would stop the av­er­age man in his en­deav­or. It was a strange ex­pe­ri­ence of ig­no­rance and pow­er and de­sire. Melanc­tha did not know what it was that she so bad­ly want­ed. She was afraid, and yet she did not un­der­stand that here she re­al­ly was a cow­ard.

			Boys had nev­er meant much to Melanc­tha. They had al­ways been too young to con­tent her. Melanc­tha had a strong re­spect for any kind of suc­cess­ful pow­er. It was this that al­ways kept Melanc­tha near­er, in her feel­ing to­ward her vir­ile and un­en­durable black fa­ther, than she ev­er was in her feel­ing for her pale yel­low, sweet-ap­pear­ing moth­er. The things she had in her of her moth­er, nev­er made her feel re­spect.

			In these young days, it was on­ly men that for Melanc­tha held any­thing there was of knowl­edge and pow­er. It was not from men how­ev­er that Melanc­tha learned to re­al­ly un­der­stand this pow­er.

			From the time that Melanc­tha was twelve un­til she was six­teen she wan­dered, al­ways seek­ing but nev­er more than very dim­ly see­ing wis­dom. All this time Melanc­tha went on with her school learn­ing; she went to school rather longer than do most of the col­ored chil­dren.

			Melanc­tha’s wan­der­ings af­ter wis­dom she al­ways had to do in se­cret and by snatch­es, for her moth­er was then still liv­ing and “Mis” Her­bert al­ways did some watch­ing, and Melanc­tha with all her hard courage dread­ed that there should be much telling to her fa­ther, who came now quite of­ten to where Melanc­tha lived with her moth­er.

			In these days Melanc­tha talked and stood and walked with many kinds of men, but she did not learn to know any of them very deeply. They all sup­posed her to have world knowl­edge and ex­pe­ri­ence. They, be­liev­ing that she knew all, told her noth­ing, and think­ing that she was de­cid­ing with them, asked for noth­ing, and so though Melanc­tha wan­dered wide­ly, she was re­al­ly very safe with all the wan­der­ing.

			It was a very won­der­ful ex­pe­ri­ence this safe­ty of Melanc­tha in these days of her at­tempt­ed learn­ing. Melanc­tha her­self did not feel the won­der, she on­ly knew that for her it all had no re­al val­ue.

			Melanc­tha all her life was very keen in her sense for re­al ex­pe­ri­ence. She knew she was not get­ting what she so bad­ly want­ed, but with all her break neck courage Melanc­tha here was a cow­ard, and so she could not learn to re­al­ly un­der­stand.

			Melanc­tha liked to wan­der, and to stand by the rail­road yard, and watch the men and the en­gines and the switch­es and ev­ery­thing that was busy there, work­ing. Rail­road yards are a cease­less fas­ci­na­tion. They sat­is­fy ev­ery kind of na­ture. For the lazy man whose blood flows very slow­ly, it is a steady sooth­ing world of mo­tion which sup­plies him with the sense of a strong mov­ing pow­er. He need not work and yet he has it very deeply; he has it even bet­ter than the man who works in it or owns it. Then for na­tures that like to feel emo­tion with­out the trou­ble of hav­ing any suf­fer­ing, it is very nice to get the swelling in the throat, and the full­ness, and the heart beats, and all the flut­ter of ex­cite­ment that comes as one watch­es the peo­ple come and go, and hears the en­gine pound and give a long drawn whis­tle. For a child watch­ing through a hole in the fence above the yard, it is a won­der world of mys­tery and move­ment. The child loves all the noise, and then it loves the si­lence of the wind that comes be­fore the full rush of the pound­ing train, that bursts out from the tun­nel where it lost it­self and all its noise in dark­ness, and the child loves all the smoke, that some­times comes in rings, and al­ways puffs with fire and blue col­or.

			For Melanc­tha the yard was full of the ex­cite­ment of many men, and per­haps a free and whirling fu­ture.

			Melanc­tha came here very of­ten and watched the men and all the things that were so busy work­ing. The men al­ways had time for, “Hul­lo sis, do you want to sit on my en­gine,” and, “Hul­lo, that’s a pret­ty lookin’ yaller girl, do you want to come and see him cookin.”

			All the col­ored porters liked Melanc­tha. They of­ten told her ex­cit­ing things that had hap­pened; how in the West they went through big tun­nels where there was no air to breathe, and then out and wind­ing around edges of great canyons on thin high spin­dling tres­tles, and some­times cars, and some­times whole trains fell from the nar­row bridges, and al­ways up from the dark places death and all kinds of queer dev­ils looked up and laughed in their faces. And then they would tell how some­times when the train went pound­ing down steep slip­pery moun­tains, great rocks would rack­et and roll down around them, and some­times would smash in the car and kill men; and as the porters told these sto­ries their round, black, shin­ing faces would grow solemn, and their col­or would go grey be­neath the greasy black, and their eyes would roll white in the fear and won­der of the things they could scare them­selves by telling.

			There was one, big, se­ri­ous, melan­choly, light brown porter who of­ten told Melanc­tha sto­ries, for he liked the way she had of lis­ten­ing with in­tel­li­gence and sym­pa­thet­ic feel­ing, when he told how the white men in the far South tried to kill him be­cause he made one of them who was drunk and called him a damned nig­ger, and who re­fused to pay mon­ey for his chair to a nig­ger, get off the train be­tween sta­tions. And then this porter had to give up go­ing to that part of the South­ern coun­try, for all the white men swore that if he ev­er came there again they would sure­ly kill him.

			Melanc­tha liked this se­ri­ous, melan­choly light brown ne­gro very well, and all her life Melanc­tha want­ed and re­spect­ed gen­tle­ness and good­ness, and this man al­ways gave her good ad­vice and se­ri­ous kind­ness, and Melanc­tha felt such things very deeply, but she could nev­er let them help her or af­fect her to change the ways that al­ways made her keep her­self in trou­ble.

			Melanc­tha spent many of the last hours of the day­light with the porters and with oth­er men who worked hard, but when dark­ness came it was al­ways dif­fer­ent. Then Melanc­tha would find her­self with the, for her, gen­tle­man­ly class­es. A clerk, or a young ex­press agent would be­gin to know her, and they would stand, or per­haps, walk a lit­tle while to­geth­er.

			Melanc­tha al­ways made her­self es­cape but of­ten it was with an ef­fort. She did not know what it was that she so bad­ly want­ed, but with all her courage Melanc­tha here was a cow­ard, and so she could not learn to un­der­stand.

			Melanc­tha and some man would stand in the evening and would talk to­geth­er. Some­times Melanc­tha would be with an­oth­er girl and then it was much eas­i­er to stay or to es­cape, for then they could make way for them­selves to­geth­er, and by throw­ing words and laugh­ter to each oth­er, could keep a man from get­ting too strong in his at­ten­tion.

			But when Melanc­tha was alone, and she was so, very of­ten, she would some­times come very near to mak­ing a long step on the road that leads to wis­dom. Some man would learn a good deal about her in the talk, nev­er al­to­geth­er tru­ly, for Melanc­tha all her life did not know how to tell a sto­ry whol­ly. She al­ways, and yet not with in­ten­tion, man­aged to leave out big pieces which make a sto­ry very dif­fer­ent, for when it came to what had hap­pened and what she had said and what it was that she had re­al­ly done, Melanc­tha nev­er could re­mem­ber right. The man would some­times come a lit­tle near­er, would de­tain her, would hold her arm or make his jokes a lit­tle clear­er, and then Melanc­tha would al­ways make her­self es­cape. The man think­ing that she re­al­ly had world wis­dom would not make his mean­ing clear, and be­liev­ing that she was de­cid­ing with him he nev­er went so fast that he could stop her when at last she made her­self es­cape.

			And so Melanc­tha wan­dered on the edge of wis­dom. “Say, Sis, why don’t you when you come here stay a lit­tle longer?” they would all ask her, and they would hold her for an an­swer, and she would laugh, and some­times she did stay longer, but al­ways just in time she made her­self es­cape.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert want­ed very much to know and yet she feared the knowl­edge. As she grew old­er she of­ten stayed a good deal longer, and some­times it was al­most a bal­anced strug­gle, but she al­ways made her­self es­cape.

			Next to the rail­road yard it was the ship­ping docks that Melanc­tha loved best when she wan­dered. Of­ten she was alone, some­times she was with some bet­ter kind of black girl, and she would stand a long time and watch the men work­ing at un­load­ing, and see the steam­ers do their coal­ing, and she would lis­ten with full feel­ing to the yowl­ing of the free swing­ing ne­groes, as they ran, with their pow­er­ful loose joint­ed bod­ies and their child­ish sav­age yelling, push­ing, car­ry­ing, pulling great loads from the ships to the ware­hous­es.

			The men would call out, “Say, Sis, look out or we’ll come and catch yer,” or “Hi, there, you yaller girl, come here and we’ll take you sailin’.” And then, too, Melanc­tha would learn to know some of the se­ri­ous for­eign sailors who told her all sorts of won­ders, and a cook would some­times take her and her friends over a ship and show where he made his mess­es and where the men slept, and where the shops were, and how ev­ery­thing was made by them­selves, right there, on ship board.

			Melanc­tha loved to see these dark and smelly places. She al­ways loved to watch and talk and lis­ten with men who worked hard. But it was nev­er from these rougher peo­ple that Melanc­tha tried to learn the ways that lead to wis­dom. In the day­light she al­ways liked to talk with rough men and to lis­ten to their lives and about their work and their var­i­ous ways of do­ing, but when the dark­ness cov­ered ev­ery­thing all over, Melanc­tha would meet, and stand, and talk with a clerk or a young ship­ping agent who had seen her watch­ing, and so it was that she would try to learn to un­der­stand.

			And then Melanc­tha was fond of watch­ing men work on new build­ings. She loved to see them hoist­ing, dig­ging, saw­ing and stone cut­ting. Here, too, in the day­light, she al­ways learned to know the com­mon work­men. “Heh, Sis, look out or that rock will fall on you and smash you all up in­to lit­tle pieces. Do you think you would make a nice jel­ly?” And then they would all laugh and feel that their jokes were very fun­ny. And “Say, you pret­ty yaller girl, would it scare you bad to stand up here on top where I be? See if you’ve got grit and come up here where I can hold you. All you got to do is to sit still on that there rock that they’re just hoistin’, and then when you get here I’ll hold you tight, don’t you be scared Sis.”

			Some­times Melanc­tha would do some of these things that had much dan­ger, and al­ways with such men, she showed her pow­er and her break neck courage. Once she slipped and fell from a high place. A work­man caught her and so she was not killed, but her left arm was bad­ly bro­ken.

			All the men crowd­ed around her. They ad­mired her bold­ness in do­ing and in bear­ing pain when her arm was bro­ken. They all went along with her with great re­spect to the doc­tor, and then they took her home in tri­umph and all of them were brag­ging about her not squeal­ing.

			James Her­bert was home where his wife lived, that day. He was fu­ri­ous when he saw the work­men and Melanc­tha. He drove the men away with curs­es so that they were all very near­ly fight­ing, and he would not let a doc­tor come in to at­tend Melanc­tha. “Why don’t you see to that girl bet­ter, you, you’re her moth­er.”

			James Her­bert did not fight things out now any more with his daugh­ter. He feared her tongue, and her school learn­ing, and the way she had of say­ing things that were very nasty to a bru­tal black man who knew noth­ing. And Melanc­tha just then hat­ed him very bad­ly in her suf­fer­ing.

			And so this was the way Melanc­tha lived the four years of her be­gin­ning as a wom­an. And many things hap­pened to Melanc­tha, but she knew very well that none of them had led her on to the right way, that cer­tain way that was to lead her to world wis­dom.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert was six­teen when she first met Jane Hard­en. Jane was a negress, but she was so white that hard­ly any­one could guess it. Jane had had a good deal of ed­u­ca­tion. She had been two years at a col­ored col­lege. She had had to leave be­cause of her bad con­duct. She taught Melanc­tha many things. She taught her how to go the ways that lead to wis­dom.

			Jane Hard­en was at this time twen­ty-three years old and she had had much ex­pe­ri­ence. She was very much at­tract­ed by Melanc­tha, and Melanc­tha was very proud that this Jane would let her know her.

			Jane Hard­en was not afraid to un­der­stand. Melanc­tha who had strong the sense for re­al ex­pe­ri­ence, knew that here was a wom­an who had learned to un­der­stand.

			Jane Hard­en had many bad habits. She drank a great deal, and she wan­dered wide­ly. She was safe though now, when she want­ed to be safe, in this wan­der­ing.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert soon al­ways wan­dered with her. Melanc­tha tried the drink­ing and some of the oth­er habits, but she did not find that she cared very much to do them. But ev­ery day she grew stronger in her de­sire to re­al­ly un­der­stand.

			It was now no longer, even in the day­light, the rougher men that these two learned to know in their wan­der­ings, and for Melanc­tha the bet­ter class­es were now a lit­tle high­er. It was no longer ex­press agents and clerks that she learned to know, but men in busi­ness, com­mer­cial trav­el­ers, and even men above these, and Jane and she would talk and walk and laugh and es­cape from them all very of­ten. It was still the same, the know­ing of them and the al­ways just es­cap­ing, on­ly now for Melanc­tha some­how it was dif­fer­ent, for though it was al­ways the same thing that hap­pened it had a dif­fer­ent fla­vor, for now Melanc­tha was with a wom­an who had wis­dom, and dim­ly she be­gan to see what it was that she should un­der­stand.

			It was not from the men that Melanc­tha learned her wis­dom. It was al­ways Jane Hard­en her­self who was mak­ing Melanc­tha be­gin to un­der­stand.

			Jane was a rough­ened wom­an. She had pow­er and she liked to use it, she had much white blood and that made her see clear, she liked drink­ing and that made her reck­less. Her white blood was strong in her and she had grit and en­durance and a vi­tal courage. She was al­ways game, how­ev­er much she was in trou­ble. She liked Melanc­tha Her­bert for the things that she had like her, and then Melanc­tha was young, and she had sweet­ness, and a way of lis­ten­ing with in­tel­li­gence and sym­pa­thet­ic in­ter­est, to the sto­ries that Jane Hard­en of­ten told out of her ex­pe­ri­ence.

			Jane grew al­ways fonder of Melanc­tha. Soon they be­gan to wan­der, more to be to­geth­er than to see men and learn their var­i­ous ways of work­ing. Then they be­gan not to wan­der, and Melanc­tha would spend long hours with Jane in her room, sit­ting at her feet and lis­ten­ing to her sto­ries, and feel­ing her strength and the pow­er of her af­fec­tion, and slow­ly she be­gan to see clear be­fore her one cer­tain way that would be sure to lead to wis­dom.

			Be­fore the end came, the end of the two years in which Melanc­tha spent all her time when she was not at school or in her home, with Jane Hard­en, be­fore these two years were fin­ished, Melanc­tha had come to see very clear, and she had come to be very cer­tain, what it is that gives the world its wis­dom.

			Jane Hard­en al­ways had a lit­tle mon­ey and she had a room in the low­er part of the town. Jane had once taught in a col­ored school. She had had to leave that too on ac­count of her bad con­duct. It was her drink­ing that al­ways made all the trou­ble for her, for that can nev­er be re­al­ly cov­ered over.

			Jane’s drink­ing was al­ways grow­ing worse up­on her. Melanc­tha had tried to do the drink­ing but it had no re­al at­trac­tion for her.

			In the first year, be­tween Jane Hard­en and Melanc­tha Her­bert, Jane had been much the stronger. Jane loved Melanc­tha and she found her al­ways in­tel­li­gent and brave and sweet and docile, and Jane meant to, and be­fore the year was over she had taught Melanc­tha what it is that gives many peo­ple in the world their wis­dom.

			Jane had many ways in which to do this teach­ing. She told Melanc­tha many things. She loved Melanc­tha hard and made Melanc­tha feel it very deeply. She would be with oth­er peo­ple and with men and with Melanc­tha, and she would make Melanc­tha un­der­stand what ev­ery­body want­ed, and what one did with pow­er when one had it.

			Melanc­tha sat at Jane’s feet for many hours in these days and felt Jane’s wis­dom. She learned to love Jane and to have this feel­ing very deeply. She learned a lit­tle in these days to know joy, and she was taught too how very keen­ly she could suf­fer. It was very dif­fer­ent this suf­fer­ing from that Melanc­tha some­times had from her moth­er and from her very un­en­durable black fa­ther. Then she was fight­ing and she could be strong and valiant in her suf­fer­ing, but here with Jane Hard­en she was long­ing and she bent and plead­ed with her suf­fer­ing.

			It was a very tu­mul­tuous, very min­gled year, this time for Melanc­tha, but she cer­tain­ly did be­gin to re­al­ly un­der­stand.

			In ev­ery way she got it from Jane Hard­en. There was noth­ing good or bad in do­ing, feel­ing, think­ing or in talk­ing, that Jane spared her. Some­times the les­son came al­most too strong for Melanc­tha, but some­how she al­ways man­aged to en­dure it and so slow­ly, but al­ways with in­creas­ing strength and feel­ing, Melanc­tha be­gan to re­al­ly un­der­stand.

			Then slow­ly, be­tween them, it be­gan to be all dif­fer­ent. Slow­ly now be­tween them, it was Melanc­tha Her­bert, who was stronger. Slow­ly now they be­gan to drift apart from one an­oth­er.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er re­al­ly lost her sense that it was Jane Hard­en who had taught her, but Jane did many things that Melanc­tha now no longer need­ed. And then, too, Melanc­tha nev­er could re­mem­ber right when it came to what she had done and what had hap­pened. Melanc­tha now some­times quar­reled with Jane, and they no longer went about to­geth­er, and some­times Melanc­tha re­al­ly for­got how much she owed to Jane Hard­en’s teach­ing.

			Melanc­tha be­gan now to feel that she had al­ways had world wis­dom. She re­al­ly knew of course, that it was Jane who had taught her, but all that be­gan to be cov­ered over by the trou­ble be­tween them, that was now al­ways get­ting stronger.

			Jane Hard­en was a rough­ened wom­an. Once she had been very strong, but now she was weak­ened in all her kinds of strength by her drink­ing. Melanc­tha had tried the drink­ing but it had had no re­al at­trac­tion for her.

			Jane’s strong and rough­ened na­ture and her drink­ing made it al­ways hard­er for her to for­give Melanc­tha, that now Melanc­tha did not re­al­ly need her any longer. Now it was Melanc­tha who was stronger and it was Jane who was de­pen­dent on her.

			Melanc­tha was now come to be about eigh­teen years old. She was a grace­ful, pale yel­low, good look­ing, in­tel­li­gent, at­trac­tive negress, a lit­tle mys­te­ri­ous some­times in her ways, and al­ways good and pleas­ant, and al­ways ready to do things for peo­ple.

			Melanc­tha from now on saw very lit­tle of Jane Hard­en. Jane did not like that very well and some­times she abused Melanc­tha, but her drink­ing soon cov­ered ev­ery­thing all over.

			It was not in Melanc­tha’s na­ture to re­al­ly lose her sense for Jane Hard­en. Melanc­tha all her life was ready to help Jane out in any of her trou­ble, and lat­er, when Jane re­al­ly went to pieces, Melanc­tha al­ways did all that she could to help her.

			But Melanc­tha Her­bert was ready now her­self to do teach­ing. Melanc­tha could do any­thing now that she want­ed. Melanc­tha knew now what ev­ery­body want­ed.

			Melanc­tha had learned how she might stay a lit­tle longer; she had learned that she must de­cide when she want­ed re­al­ly to stay longer, and she had learned how when she want­ed to, she could es­cape.

			And so Melanc­tha be­gan once more to wan­der. It was all now for her very dif­fer­ent. It was nev­er rougher men now that she talked to, and she did not care much now to know white men of the, for her, very bet­ter class­es. It was now some­thing re­aller that Melanc­tha want­ed, some­thing that would move her very deeply, some­thing that would fill her ful­ly with the wis­dom that was plant­ed now with­in her, and that she want­ed bad­ly, should re­al­ly whol­ly fill her.

			Melanc­tha these days wan­dered very wide­ly. She was al­ways alone now when she wan­dered. Melanc­tha did not need help now to know, or to stay longer, or when she want­ed, to es­cape.

			Melanc­tha tried a great many men, in these days be­fore she was re­al­ly suit­ed. It was al­most a year that she wan­dered and then she met with a young mu­lat­to. He was a doc­tor who had just be­gun to prac­tice. He would most like­ly do well in the fu­ture, but it was not this that con­cerned Melanc­tha. She found him good and strong and gen­tle and very in­tel­lec­tu­al, and all her life Melanc­tha liked and want­ed good and con­sid­er­ate peo­ple, and then too he did not at first be­lieve in Melanc­tha. He held off and did not know what it was that Melanc­tha want­ed. Melanc­tha came to want him very bad­ly. They be­gan to know each oth­er bet­ter. Things be­gan to be very strong be­tween them. Melanc­tha want­ed him so bad­ly that now she nev­er wan­dered. She just gave her­self to this ex­pe­ri­ence.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert was now, all alone, in Bridge­point. She lived now with this col­ored wom­an and now with that one, and she sewed, and some­times she taught a lit­tle in a col­ored school as sub­sti­tute for some teach­er. Melanc­tha had now no home nor any reg­u­lar em­ploy­ment. Life was just com­menc­ing for Melanc­tha. She had youth and had learned wis­dom, and she was grace­ful and pale yel­low and very pleas­ant, and al­ways ready to do things for peo­ple, and she was mys­te­ri­ous in her ways and that on­ly made be­lief in her more fer­vent.

			Dur­ing the year be­fore she met Jef­fer­son Camp­bell, Melanc­tha had tried many kinds of men but they had none of them in­ter­est­ed Melanc­tha very deeply. She met them, she was much with them, she left them, she would think per­haps this next time it would be more ex­cit­ing, and al­ways she found that for her it all had no re­al mean­ing. She could now do ev­ery­thing she want­ed, she knew now ev­ery­thing that ev­ery­body want­ed, and yet it all had no ex­cite­ment for her. With these men, she knew she could learn noth­ing. She want­ed some­one that could teach her very deeply and now at last she was sure that she had found him, yes she re­al­ly had it, be­fore she had thought to look if in this man she would find it.

			Dur­ing this year “Mis” Her­bert as her neigh­bors called her, Melanc­tha’s pale yel­low moth­er was very sick, and in this year she died.

			Melanc­tha’s fa­ther dur­ing these last years did not come very of­ten to the house where his wife lived and Melanc­tha. Melanc­tha was not sure that her fa­ther was now any longer here in Bridge­point. It was Melanc­tha who was very good now to her moth­er. It was al­ways Melanc­tha’s way to be good to any­one in trou­ble.

			Melanc­tha took good care of her moth­er. She did ev­ery­thing that any wom­an could, she tend­ed and soothed and helped her pale yel­low moth­er, and she worked hard in ev­ery way to take care of her, and make her dy­ing easy. But Melanc­tha did not in these days like her moth­er any bet­ter, and her moth­er nev­er cared much for this daugh­ter who was al­ways a hard child to man­age, and who had a tongue that al­ways could be very nasty.

			Melanc­tha did ev­ery­thing that any wom­an could, and at last her moth­er died, and Melanc­tha had her buried. Melanc­tha’s fa­ther was not heard from, and Melanc­tha in all her life af­ter, nev­er saw or heard or knew of any­thing that her fa­ther did.

			It was the young doc­tor, Jef­fer­son Camp­bell, who helped Melanc­tha to­ward the end, to take care of her sick moth­er. Jef­fer­son Camp­bell had of­ten be­fore seen Melanc­tha Her­bert, but he had nev­er liked her very well, and he had nev­er be­lieved that she was any good. He had heard some­thing about how she wan­dered. He knew a lit­tle too of Jane Hard­en, and he was sure that this Melanc­tha Her­bert, who was her friend and who wan­dered, would nev­er come to any good.

			Dr. Jef­fer­son Camp­bell was a se­ri­ous, earnest, good young joy­ous doc­tor. He liked to take care of ev­ery­body and he loved his own col­ored peo­ple. He al­ways found life very easy did Jeff Camp­bell, and ev­ery­body liked to have him with them. He was so good and sym­pa­thet­ic, and he was so earnest and so joy­ous. He sang when he was hap­py, and he laughed, and his was the free aban­doned laugh­ter that gives the warm broad glow to ne­gro sun­shine.

			Jeff Camp­bell had nev­er yet in his life had re­al trou­ble. Jef­fer­son’s fa­ther was a good, kind, se­ri­ous, re­li­gious man. He was a very steady, very in­tel­li­gent, and very dig­ni­fied, light brown, grey haired ne­gro. He was a but­ler and he had worked for the Camp­bell fam­i­ly many years, and his fa­ther and his moth­er be­fore him had been in the ser­vice of this fam­i­ly as free peo­ple.

			Jef­fer­son Camp­bell’s fa­ther and his moth­er had of course been reg­u­lar­ly mar­ried. Jef­fer­son’s moth­er was a sweet, lit­tle, pale brown, gen­tle wom­an who rev­er­enced and obeyed her good hus­band, and who wor­shipped and ad­mired and loved hard her-good, earnest, cheery, hard work­ing doc­tor boy who was her on­ly child.

			Jeff Camp­bell had been raised re­li­gious by his peo­ple but re­li­gion had nev­er in­ter­est­ed Jeff very much. Jef­fer­son was very good. He loved his peo­ple and he nev­er hurt them, and he al­ways did ev­ery­thing they want­ed and that he could to please them, but he re­al­ly loved best sci­ence and ex­per­i­ment­ing and to learn things, and he ear­ly want­ed to be a doc­tor, and he was al­ways very in­ter­est­ed in the life of the col­ored peo­ple.

			The Camp­bell fam­i­ly had been very good to him and had helped him on with his am­bi­tion. Jef­fer­son stud­ied hard, he went to a col­ored col­lege, and then he learnt to be a doc­tor.

			It was now two or three years, that he had start­ed in to prac­tice. Ev­ery­body liked Jeff Camp­bell, he was so strong and kind­ly and cheer­ful and un­der­stand­ing, and he laughed so with pure joy, and he al­ways liked to help all his own col­ored peo­ple.

			Dr. Jeff knew all about Jane Hard­en. He had tak­en care of her in some of her bad trou­ble. He knew about Melanc­tha too, though un­til her moth­er was tak­en sick he had nev­er met her. Then he was called in to help Melanc­tha to take care of her sick moth­er. Dr. Camp­bell did not like Melanc­tha’s ways and he did not think that she would ev­er come to any good.

			Dr. Camp­bell had tak­en care of Jane Hard­en in some of her bad trou­ble. Jane some­times had abused Melanc­tha to him. What right had that Melanc­tha Her­bert who owed ev­ery­thing to her, Jane Hard­en, what right had a girl like that to go away to oth­er men and leave her, but Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er had any sense of how to act to any­body. Melanc­tha had a good mind, Jane nev­er de­nied her that, but she nev­er used it to do any­thing de­cent with it. But what could you ex­pect when Melanc­tha had such a brute of a black nig­ger fa­ther, and Melanc­tha was al­ways abus­ing her fa­ther and yet she was just like him, and re­al­ly she ad­mired him so much and he nev­er had any sense of what he owed to any­body, and Melanc­tha was just like him and she was proud of it too, and it made Jane so tired to hear Melanc­tha talk all the time as if she wasn’t. Jane Hard­en hat­ed peo­ple who had good minds and didn’t use them, and Melanc­tha al­ways had that weak­ness, and want­ing to keep in with peo­ple, and nev­er re­al­ly say­ing that she want­ed to be like her fa­ther, and it was so sil­ly of Melanc­tha to abuse her fa­ther, when she was so much like him and she re­al­ly liked it. No, Jane Hard­en had no use for Melanc­tha. Oh yes, Melanc­tha al­ways came around to be good to her. Melanc­tha was al­ways sure to do that. She nev­er re­al­ly went away and left one. She didn’t use her mind enough to do things straight out like that. Melanc­tha Her­bert had a good mind, Jane nev­er de­nied that to her, but she nev­er want­ed to see or hear about Melanc­tha Her­bert any more, and she wished Melanc­tha wouldn’t come in any more to see her. She didn’t hate her, but she didn’t want to hear about her fa­ther and all that talk Melanc­tha al­ways made, and that just meant noth­ing to her. Jane Hard­en was very tired of all that now. She didn’t have any use now any more for Melanc­tha, and if Dr. Camp­bell saw her he bet­ter tell her Jane didn’t want to see her, and she could take her talk to some­body else, who was ready to be­lieve her. And then Jane Hard­en would drop away and for­get Melanc­tha and all her life be­fore, and then she would be­gin to drink and so she would cov­er ev­ery­thing all over.

			Jeff Camp­bell heard all this very of­ten, but it did not in­ter­est him very deeply. He felt no de­sire to know more of this Melanc­tha. He heard her, once, talk­ing to an­oth­er girl out­side of the house, when he was pay­ing a vis­it to Jane Hard­en. He did not see much in the talk that he heard her do. He did not see much in the things Jane Hard­en said when she abused Melanc­tha to him. He was more in­ter­est­ed in Jane her­self than in any­thing he heard about Melanc­tha. He knew Jane Hard­en had a good mind, and she had had pow­er, and she could re­al­ly have done things, and now this drink­ing cov­ered ev­ery­thing all over. Jeff Camp­bell was al­ways very sor­ry when he had to see it. Jane Hard­en was a rough­ened wom­an, and yet Jeff found a great many strong good things in her, that still made him like her.

			Jeff Camp­bell did ev­ery­thing he could for Jane Hard­en. He did not care much to hear about Melanc­tha. He had no feel­ing, much, about her. He did not find that he took any in­ter­est in her. Jane Hard­en was so much a stronger wom­an, and Jane re­al­ly had had a good mind, and she had used it to do things with it, be­fore this drink­ing busi­ness had tak­en such a hold up­on her.

			Dr. Camp­bell was help­ing Melanc­tha Her­bert to take care of her sick moth­er. He saw Melanc­tha now for long times and very of­ten, and they some­times talked a good deal to­geth­er, but Melanc­tha nev­er said any­thing to him about Jane Hard­en. She nev­er talked to him about any­thing that was not just gen­er­al mat­ters, or about medicine, or to tell him fun­ny sto­ries. She asked him many ques­tions and al­ways lis­tened very well to all he told her, and she al­ways re­mem­bered ev­ery­thing she heard him say about doc­tor­ing, and she al­ways re­mem­bered ev­ery­thing that she had learned from all the oth­ers.

			Jeff Camp­bell nev­er found that all this talk in­ter­est­ed him very deeply. He did not find that he liked Melanc­tha when he saw her so much, any bet­ter. He nev­er found that he thought much about Melanc­tha. He nev­er found that he be­lieved much in her hav­ing a good mind, like Jane Hard­en. He found he liked Jane Hard­en al­ways bet­ter, and that he wished very much that she had nev­er be­gun that bad drink­ing.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert’s moth­er was now al­ways get­ting sick­er. Melanc­tha re­al­ly did ev­ery­thing that any wom­an could. Melanc­tha’s moth­er nev­er liked her daugh­ter any bet­ter. She nev­er said much, did “Mis” Her­bert, but any­body could see that she did not think much of this daugh­ter.

			Dr. Camp­bell now of­ten had to stay a long time to take care of “Mis” Her­bert. One day “Mis” Her­bert was much sick­er and Dr. Camp­bell thought that this night, she would sure­ly die. He came back late to the house, as he had said he would, to sit up and watch “Mis” Her­bert, and to help Melanc­tha, if she should need any­body to be with her. Melanc­tha Her­bert and Jeff Camp­bell sat up all that night to­geth­er. “Mis” Her­bert did not die. The next day she was a lit­tle bet­ter.

			This house where Melanc­tha had al­ways lived with her moth­er was a lit­tle red brick, two sto­ry house. They had not much fur­ni­ture to fill it and some of the win­dows were bro­ken and not mend­ed. Melanc­tha did not have much mon­ey to use now on the house, but with a col­ored wom­an, who was their neigh­bor and good na­tured and who had al­ways helped them, Melanc­tha man­aged to take care of her moth­er and to keep the house fair­ly clean and neat.

			Melanc­tha’s moth­er was in bed in a room up­stairs, and the steps from be­low led right up in­to it. There were just two rooms on this up­stairs floor. Melanc­tha and Dr. Camp­bell sat down on the steps, that night they watched to­geth­er, so that they could hear and see Melanc­tha’s moth­er and yet the light would be shad­ed, and they could sit and read, if they want­ed to, and talk low some, and yet not dis­turb “Mis” Her­bert.

			Dr. Camp­bell was al­ways very fond of read­ing. Dr. Camp­bell had not brought a book with him that night. He had just for­got­ten it. He had meant to put some­thing in his pock­et to read, so that he could amuse him­self, while he was sit­ting there and watch­ing. When he was through with tak­ing care of “Mis” Her­bert, he came and sat down on the steps just above where Melanc­tha was sit­ting. He spoke about how he had for­got­ten to bring his book with him. Melanc­tha said there were some old pa­pers in the house, per­haps Dr. Camp­bell could find some­thing in them that would help pass the time for a while for him. All right, Dr. Camp­bell said, that would be bet­ter than just sit­ting there with noth­ing. Dr. Camp­bell be­gan to read through the old pa­pers that Melanc­tha gave him. When any­thing amused him in them, he read it out to Melanc­tha. Melanc­tha was now pret­ty silent, with him. Dr. Camp­bell be­gan to feel a lit­tle, about how she re­spond­ed to him. Dr. Camp­bell be­gan to see a lit­tle that per­haps Melanc­tha had a good mind. Dr. Camp­bell was not sure yet that she had a good mind, but he be­gan to think a lit­tle that per­haps she might have one.

			Jef­fer­son Camp­bell al­ways liked to talk to ev­ery­body about the things he worked at and about his think­ing about what he could do for the col­ored peo­ple. Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er thought about these things the way that he did. Melanc­tha had nev­er said much to Dr. Camp­bell about what she thought about them. Melanc­tha did not feel the same as he did about be­ing good and reg­u­lar in life, and not hav­ing ex­cite­ments all the time, which was the way that Jef­fer­son Camp­bell want­ed that ev­ery­body should be, so that ev­ery­body would be wise and yet be hap­py. Melanc­tha al­ways had strong the sense for re­al ex­pe­ri­ence. Melanc­tha Her­bert did not think much of this way of com­ing to re­al wis­dom.

			Dr. Camp­bell soon got through with his read­ing, in the old news­pa­pers, and then some­how he be­gan to talk along about the things he was al­ways think­ing. Dr. Camp­bell said he want­ed to work so that he could un­der­stand what trou­bled peo­ple, and not to just have ex­cite­ments, and he be­lieved you ought to love your fa­ther and your moth­er and to be reg­u­lar in all your life, and not to be al­ways want­ing new things and ex­cite­ments, and to al­ways know where you were, and what you want­ed, and to al­ways tell ev­ery­thing just as you meant it. That’s the on­ly kind of life he knew or be­lieved in, Jeff Camp­bell re­peat­ed. “No I ain’t got any use for all the time be­ing in ex­cite­ments and want­ing to have all kinds of ex­pe­ri­ence all the time. I got plen­ty of ex­pe­ri­ence just liv­ing reg­u­lar and qui­et and with my fam­i­ly, and do­ing my work, and tak­ing care of peo­ple, and try­ing to un­der­stand it. I don’t be­lieve much in this run­ning around busi­ness and I don’t want to see the col­ored peo­ple do it. I am a col­ored man and I ain’t sor­ry, and I want to see the col­ored peo­ple like what is good and what I want them to have, and that’s to live reg­u­lar and work hard and un­der­stand things, and that’s enough to keep any de­cent man ex­cit­ed.” Jeff Camp­bell spoke now with some anger. Not to Melanc­tha, he did not think of her at all when he was talk­ing. It was the life he want­ed that he spoke to, and the way he want­ed things to be with the col­ored peo­ple.

			But Melanc­tha Her­bert had lis­tened to him say all this. She knew he meant it, but it did not mean much to her, and she was sure some day he would find out, that it was not all, of re­al wis­dom. Melanc­tha knew very well what it was to have re­al wis­dom. “But how about Jane Hard­en?” said Melanc­tha to Jeff Camp­bell, “seems to me Dr. Camp­bell you find her to have some­thing in her, and you go there very of­ten, and you talk to her much more than you do to the nice girls that stay at home with their peo­ple, the kind you say you are re­al­ly want­ing. It don’t seem to me Dr. Camp­bell, that what you say and what you do seem to have much to do with each oth­er. And about your be­ing so good Dr. Camp­bell,” went on Melanc­tha, “You don’t care about go­ing to church much your­self, and yet you al­ways are say­ing you be­lieve so much in things like that, for peo­ple. It seems to me, Dr. Camp­bell you want to have a good time just like all us oth­ers, and then you just keep on say­ing that it’s right to be good and you ought not to have ex­cite­ments, and yet you re­al­ly don’t want to do it Dr. Camp­bell, no more than me or Jane Hard­en. No, Dr. Camp­bell, it cer­tain­ly does seem to me you don’t know very well your­self, what you mean, when you are talk­ing.”

			Jef­fer­son had been talk­ing right along, the way he al­ways did when he got start­ed, and now Melanc­tha’s an­swer on­ly made him talk a lit­tle hard­er. He laughed a lit­tle, too, but very low, so as not to dis­turb “Mis” Her­bert who was sleep­ing very nice­ly, and he looked bright­ly at Melanc­tha to en­joy her, and then he set­tled him­self down to an­swer.

			“Yes,” he be­gan, “it cer­tain­ly does sound a lit­tle like I didn’t know very well what I do mean, when you put it like that to me, Miss Melanc­tha, but that’s just be­cause you don’t un­der­stand enough about what I meant, by what I was just say­ing to you. I don’t say, nev­er, I don’t want to know all kinds of peo­ple, Miss Melanc­tha, and I don’t say there ain’t many kinds of peo­ple, and I don’t say ev­er, that I don’t find some like Jane Hard­en very good to know and talk to, but it’s the strong things I like in Jane Hard­en, not all her ex­cite­ments. I don’t ad­mire the bad things she does, Miss Melanc­tha, but Jane Hard­en is a strong wom­an and I al­ways re­spect that in her. No I know you don’t be­lieve what I say, Miss Melanc­tha, but I mean it, and it’s all just be­cause you don’t un­der­stand it when I say it. And as for re­li­gion, that just ain’t my way of be­ing good, Miss Melanc­tha, but it’s a good way for many peo­ple to be good and reg­u­lar in their way of liv­ing, and if they be­lieve it, it helps them to be good, and if they’re hon­est in it, I like to see them have it. No, what I don’t like, Miss Melanc­tha, is this what I see so much with the col­ored peo­ple, their al­ways want­ing new things just to get ex­cit­ed.”

			Jef­fer­son Camp­bell here stopped him­self in this talk­ing. Melanc­tha Her­bert did not make any an­swer. They both sat there very qui­et.

			Jeff Camp­bell then be­gan again on the old pa­pers. He sat there on the steps just above where Melanc­tha was sit­ting, and he went on with his read­ing, and his head went mov­ing up and down, and some­times he was read­ing, and some­times he was think­ing about all the things he want­ed to be do­ing, and then he would rub the back of his dark hand over his mouth, and in be­tween he would be frown­ing with his think­ing, and some­times he would be rub­bing his head hard to help his think­ing. And Melanc­tha just sat still and watched the lamp burn­ing, and some­times she turned it down a lit­tle, when the wind caught it and it would be­gin to get to smok­ing.

			And so Jeff Camp­bell and Melanc­tha Her­bert sat there on the steps, very qui­et, a long time, and they didn’t seem to think much, that they were to­geth­er. They sat there so, for about an hour, and then it came to Jef­fer­son very slow­ly and as a strong feel­ing that he was sit­ting there on the steps, alone, with Melanc­tha. He did not know if Melanc­tha Her­bert was feel­ing very much about their be­ing there alone to­geth­er. Jef­fer­son be­gan to won­der about it a lit­tle. Slow­ly he felt that sure­ly they must both have this feel­ing. It was so im­por­tant that he knew that she must have it. They both sat there, very qui­et, a long time.

			At last Jef­fer­son be­gan to talk about how the lamp was smelling. Jef­fer­son be­gan to ex­plain what it is that makes a lamp get to smelling. Melanc­tha let him talk. She did not an­swer, and then he stopped in his talk­ing. Soon Melanc­tha be­gan to sit up straighter and then she start­ed in to ques­tion.

			“About what you was just say­ing Dr. Camp­bell about liv­ing reg­u­lar and all that, I cer­tain­ly don’t un­der­stand what you meant by what you was just say­ing. You ain’t a bit like good peo­ple Dr. Camp­bell, like the good peo­ple you are al­ways say­ing are just like you. I know good peo­ple Dr. Camp­bell, and you ain’t a bit like men who are good and got re­li­gion. You are just as free and easy as any man can be Dr. Camp­bell, and you al­ways like to be with Jane Hard­en, and she is a pret­ty bad one and you don’t look down on her and you nev­er tell her she is a bad one. I know you like her just like a friend Dr. Camp­bell, and so I cer­tain­ly don’t un­der­stand just what it is you mean by all that you was just say­ing to me. I know you mean hon­est Dr. Camp­bell, and I am al­ways try­ing to be­lieve you, but I can’t say as I see just what you mean when you say you want to be good and re­al pi­ous, be­cause I am very cer­tain Dr. Camp­bell that you ain’t that kind of a man at all, and you ain’t nev­er ashamed to be with queer folks Dr. Camp­bell, and you seem to be think­ing what you are do­ing is just like what you are al­ways say­ing, and Dr. Camp­bell, I cer­tain­ly don’t just see what you mean by what you say.”

			Dr. Camp­bell al­most laughed loud enough to wake “Mis” Her­bert. He did en­joy the way Melanc­tha said these things to him. He be­gan to feel very strong­ly about it that per­haps Melanc­tha re­al­ly had a good mind. He was very free now in his laugh­ing, but not so as to make Melanc­tha an­gry. He was very friend­ly with her in his laugh­ing, and then he made his face get se­ri­ous, and he rubbed his head to help him in his think­ing.

			“I know Miss Melanc­tha” he be­gan, “It ain’t very easy for you to un­der­stand what I was mean­ing by what I was just say­ing to you, and per­haps some of the good peo­ple I like so wouldn’t think very much, any more than you do, Miss Melanc­tha, about the ways I have to be good. But that’s no mat­ter Miss Melanc­tha. What I mean Miss Melanc­tha by what I was just say­ing to you is, that I don’t, no, nev­er, be­lieve in do­ing things just to get ex­cit­ed. You see Miss Melanc­tha I mean the way so many of the col­ored peo­ple do it. In­stead of just work­ing hard and car­ing about their work­ing and liv­ing reg­u­lar with their fam­i­lies and sav­ing up all their mon­ey, so they will have some to bring up their chil­dren bet­ter, in­stead of liv­ing reg­u­lar and do­ing like that and get­ting all their new ways from just de­cent liv­ing, the col­ored peo­ple just keep run­ning around and per­haps drink­ing and do­ing ev­ery­thing bad they can ev­er think of, and not just be­cause they like all those bad things that they are al­ways do­ing, but on­ly just be­cause they want to get ex­cit­ed. No Miss Melanc­tha, you see I am a col­ored man my­self and I ain’t sor­ry, and I want to see the col­ored peo­ple be­ing good and care­ful and al­ways hon­est and liv­ing al­ways just as reg­u­lar as can be, and I am sure Miss Melanc­tha, that that way ev­ery­body can have a good time, and be hap­py and keep right and be busy, and not al­ways have to be do­ing bad things for new ways to get ex­cit­ed. Yes Miss Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly do like ev­ery­thing to be good, and qui­et, and I cer­tain­ly do think that is the best way for all us col­ored peo­ple. No, Miss Melanc­tha too, I don’t mean this ex­cept on­ly just the way I say it. I ain’t got any oth­er mean­ing Miss Melanc­tha, and it’s that what I mean when I am say­ing about be­ing re­al­ly good. It ain’t Miss Melanc­tha to be pi­ous and not lik­ing ev­ery kind of peo­ple, and I don’t say ev­er Miss Melanc­tha that when oth­er kind of peo­ple come reg­u­lar in­to your life you shouldn’t want to know them al­ways. What I mean Miss Melanc­tha by what I am al­ways say­ing is, you shouldn’t try to know ev­ery­body just to run around and get ex­cit­ed. It’s that kind of way of do­ing that I hate so al­ways Miss Melanc­tha, and that is so bad for all us col­ored peo­ple. I don’t know as you un­der­stand now any bet­ter what I mean by what I was just say­ing to you. But you cer­tain­ly do know now Miss Melanc­tha, that I al­ways mean it what I say when I am talk­ing.”

			“Yes I cer­tain­ly do un­der­stand you when you talk so Dr. Camp­bell. I cer­tain­ly do un­der­stand now what you mean by what you was al­ways say­ing to me. I cer­tain­ly do un­der­stand Dr. Camp­bell that you mean you don’t be­lieve it’s right to love any­body.” “Why sure no, yes I do Miss Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly do be­lieve strong in lov­ing, and in be­ing good to ev­ery­body, and try­ing to un­der­stand what they all need, to help them.” “Oh I know all about that way of do­ing Dr. Camp­bell, but that cer­tain­ly ain’t the kind of love I mean when I am talk­ing. I mean re­al, strong, hot love Dr. Camp­bell, that makes you do any­thing for some­body that loves you.” “I don’t know much about that kind of love yet Miss Melanc­tha. You see it’s this way with me al­ways Miss Melanc­tha. I am al­ways so busy with my think­ing about my work I am do­ing and so I don’t have time for just fool­ing, and then too, you see Miss Melanc­tha, I re­al­ly cer­tain­ly don’t ev­er like to get ex­cit­ed, and that kind of lov­ing hard does seem al­ways to mean just get­ting all the time ex­cit­ed. That cer­tain­ly is what I al­ways think from what I see of them that have it bad Miss Melanc­tha, and that cer­tain­ly would nev­er suit a man like me. You see Miss Melanc­tha I am a very qui­et kind of fel­low, and I be­lieve in a qui­et life for all the col­ored peo­ple. No Miss Melanc­tha I cer­tain­ly nev­er have mixed my­self up in that kind of trou­ble.”

			“Yes I cer­tain­ly do see that very clear Dr. Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha, “I see that’s cer­tain­ly what it is al­ways made me not know right about you and that’s cer­tain­ly what it is that makes you re­al­ly mean what you was al­ways say­ing. You cer­tain­ly are just too scared Dr. Camp­bell to re­al­ly feel things way down in you. All you are al­ways want­ing Dr. Camp­bell, is just to talk about be­ing good, and to play with peo­ple just to have a good time, and yet al­ways to cer­tain­ly keep your­self out of trou­ble. It don’t seem to me Dr. Camp­bell that I ad­mire that way to do things very much. It cer­tain­ly ain’t re­al­ly to me be­ing very good. It cer­tain­ly ain’t any more to me Dr. Camp­bell, but that you cer­tain­ly are aw­ful scared about re­al­ly feel­ing things way down in you, and that’s cer­tain­ly the on­ly way Dr. Camp­bell I can see that you can mean, by what it is that you are al­ways say­ing to me.”

			“I don’t know about that Miss Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly don’t think I can’t feel things very deep in me, though I do say I cer­tain­ly do like to have things nice and qui­et, but I don’t see harm in keep­ing out of dan­ger Miss Melanc­tha, when a man knows he cer­tain­ly don’t want to get killed in it, and I don’t know any­thing that’s more aw­ful dan­ger­ous Miss Melanc­tha than be­ing strong in love with some­body. I don’t mind sick­ness or re­al trou­ble Miss Melanc­tha, and I don’t want to be talk­ing about what I can do in re­al trou­ble, but you know some­thing about that Miss Melanc­tha, but I cer­tain­ly don’t see much in mix­ing up just to get ex­cit­ed, in that aw­ful kind of dan­ger. No Miss Melanc­tha I cer­tain­ly do on­ly know just two kinds of ways of lov­ing. One kind of lov­ing seems to me, is like one has a good qui­et feel­ing in a fam­i­ly when one does his work, and is al­ways liv­ing good and be­ing reg­u­lar, and then the oth­er way of lov­ing is just like hav­ing it like any an­i­mal that’s low in the streets to­geth­er, and that don’t seem to me very good Miss Melanc­tha, though I don’t say ev­er that it’s not all right when any­body likes it, and that’s all the kinds of love I know Miss Melanc­tha, and I cer­tain­ly don’t care very much to get mixed up in that kind of a way just to be in trou­ble.”

			Jef­fer­son stopped and Melanc­tha thought a lit­tle.

			“That cer­tain­ly does ex­plain to me Dr. Camp­bell what I been think­ing about you this long time. I cer­tain­ly did won­der how you could be so live, and know­ing ev­ery­thing, and ev­ery­body, and talk­ing so big al­ways about ev­ery­thing, and ev­ery­body al­ways lik­ing you so much, and you al­ways look­ing as if you was think­ing, and yet you re­al­ly was nev­er know­ing about any­body and cer­tain­ly not be­ing re­al­ly very un­der­stand­ing. It cer­tain­ly is all Dr. Camp­bell be­cause you is so afraid you will be los­ing be­ing good so easy, and it cer­tain­ly do seem to me Dr. Camp­bell that it cer­tain­ly don’t amount to very much that kind of good­ness.”

			“Per­haps you are right Miss Melanc­tha,” Jef­fer­son an­swered. “I don’t say nev­er, per­haps you ain’t right Miss Melanc­tha. Per­haps I ought to know more about such ways Miss Melanc­tha. Per­haps it would help me some, tak­ing care of the col­ored peo­ple, Miss Melanc­tha. I don’t say, no, nev­er, but per­haps I could learn a whole lot about wom­en the right way, if I had a re­al good teach­er.”

			“Mis” Her­bert just then stirred a lit­tle in her sleep. Melanc­tha went up the steps to the bed to at­tend her. Dr. Camp­bell got up too and went to help her. “Mis” Her­bert woke up and was a lit­tle bet­ter. Now it was morn­ing and Dr. Camp­bell gave his di­rec­tions to Melanc­tha, and then left her.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert all her life long, loved and want­ed good, kind and con­sid­er­ate peo­ple. Jef­fer­son Camp­bell was all the things that Melanc­tha had ev­er want­ed. Jef­fer­son was a strong, well built, good look­ing, cheery, in­tel­li­gent and good mu­lat­to. And then at first he had not cared to know Melanc­tha, and when he did be­gin to know her he had not liked her very well, and he had not thought that she would ev­er come to any good. And then Jef­fer­son Camp­bell was so very gen­tle. Jef­fer­son nev­er did some things like oth­er men, things that now were be­gin­ning to be ug­ly, for Melanc­tha. And then too Jef­fer­son Camp­bell did not seem to know very well what it was that Melanc­tha re­al­ly want­ed, and all this was mak­ing Melanc­tha feel his pow­er with her al­ways get­ting stronger.

			Dr. Camp­bell came in ev­ery day to see “Mis” Her­bert. “Mis” Her­bert, af­ter that night they watched to­geth­er, did get a lit­tle bet­ter, but “Mis” Her­bert was re­al­ly very sick, and soon it was pret­ty sure that she would have to die. Melanc­tha cer­tain­ly did ev­ery­thing, all the time, that any wom­an could. Jef­fer­son nev­er thought much bet­ter of Melanc­tha while she did it. It was not her be­ing good, he want­ed to find in her. He knew very well Jane Hard­en was right, when she said Melanc­tha was al­ways be­ing good to ev­ery­body but that that did not make Melanc­tha any bet­ter for her. Then too, “Mis” Her­bert nev­er liked Melanc­tha any bet­ter, even on the last day of her liv­ing, and so Jef­fer­son re­al­ly nev­er thought much of Melanc­tha’s al­ways be­ing good to her moth­er.

			Jef­fer­son and Melanc­tha now saw each oth­er, very of­ten. They now al­ways liked to be with each oth­er, and they al­ways now had a good time when they talked to one an­oth­er. They, most­ly in their talk­ing to each oth­er, still just talked about out­side things and what they were think­ing. Ex­cept just in lit­tle mo­ments, and not those very of­ten, they nev­er said any­thing about their feel­ing. Some­times Melanc­tha would tease Jef­fer­son a lit­tle just to show she had not for­got­ten, but most­ly she lis­tened to his talk­ing, for Jef­fer­son still al­ways liked to talk along about the things he be­lieved in. Melanc­tha was lik­ing Jef­fer­son Camp­bell bet­ter ev­ery day, and Jef­fer­son was be­gin­ning to know that Melanc­tha cer­tain­ly had a good mind, and he was be­gin­ning to feel a lit­tle her re­al sweet­ness. Not in her be­ing good to “Mis” Her­bert, that nev­er seemed to Jef­fer­son to mean much in her, but there was a strong kind of sweet­ness in Melanc­tha’s na­ture that Jef­fer­son be­gan now to feel when he was with her.

			“Mis” Her­bert was now al­ways get­ting sick­er. One night again Dr. Camp­bell felt very cer­tain that be­fore it was morn­ing she would sure­ly die. Dr. Camp­bell said he would come back to help Melanc­tha watch her, and to do any­thing he could to make “Mis” Her­bert’s dy­ing more easy for her. Dr. Camp­bell came back that evening, af­ter he was through with his oth­er pa­tients, and then he made “Mis” Her­bert easy, and then he came and sat down on the steps just above where Melanc­tha was sit­ting with the lamp, and look­ing very tired. Dr. Camp­bell was pret­ty tired too, and they both sat there very qui­et.

			“You look aw­ful tired tonight, Dr. Camp­bell,” Melanc­tha said at last, with her voice low and very gen­tle, “Don’t you want to go lie down and sleep a lit­tle? You’re al­ways be­ing much too good to ev­ery­body, Dr. Camp­bell. I like to have you stay here watch­ing tonight with me, but it don’t seem right you ought to stay here when you got so much al­ways to do for ev­ery­body. You are cer­tain­ly very kind to come back, Dr. Camp­bell, but I can cer­tain­ly get along tonight with­out you. I can get help next door sure if I need it. You just go ’long home to bed, Dr. Camp­bell. You cer­tain­ly do look as if you need it.”

			Jef­fer­son was silent for some time, and al­ways he was look­ing very gen­tly at Melanc­tha.

			“I cer­tain­ly nev­er did think, Miss Melanc­tha, I would find you to be so sweet and think­ing, with me.” “Dr. Camp­bell” said Melanc­tha, still more gen­tle, “I cer­tain­ly nev­er did think that you would ev­er feel it good to like me. I cer­tain­ly nev­er did think you would want to see for your­self if I had sweet ways in me.”

			They both sat there very tired, very gen­tle, very qui­et, a long time. At last Melanc­tha in a low, even tone be­gan to talk to Jef­fer­son Camp­bell.

			“You are cer­tain­ly a very good man, Dr. Camp­bell, I cer­tain­ly do feel that more ev­ery day I see you. Dr. Camp­bell, I sure do want to be friends with a good man like you, now I know you. You cer­tain­ly, Dr. Camp­bell, nev­er do things like oth­er men, that’s al­ways ug­ly for me. Tell me true, Dr. Camp­bell, how you feel about be­ing al­ways friends with me. I cer­tain­ly do know, Dr. Camp­bell, you are a good man, and if you say you will be friends with me, you cer­tain­ly nev­er will go back on me, the way so many kinds of them do to ev­ery girl they ev­er get to like them. Tell me for true, Dr. Camp­bell, will you be friends with me.”

			“Why, Miss Melanc­tha,” said Camp­bell slow­ly, “why you see I just can’t say that right out that way to you. Why sure you know Miss Melanc­tha, I will be very glad if it comes by and by that we are al­ways friends to­geth­er, but you see, Miss Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly am a very slow-mind­ed qui­et kind of fel­low though I do say quick things all the time to ev­ery­body, and when I cer­tain­ly do want to mean it what I am say­ing to you, I can’t say things like that right out to ev­ery­body till I know re­al­ly more for cer­tain all about you, and how I like you, and what I re­al­ly mean to do bet­ter for you. You cer­tain­ly do see what I mean, Miss Melanc­tha.” “I cer­tain­ly do ad­mire you for talk­ing hon­est to me, Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha. “Oh, I am al­ways hon­est, Miss Melanc­tha. It’s easy enough for me al­ways to be hon­est, Miss Melanc­tha. All I got to do is al­ways just to say right out what I am think­ing. I cer­tain­ly nev­er have got any re­al rea­son for not say­ing it right out like that to any­body.”

			They sat to­geth­er, very silent. “I cer­tain­ly do won­der, Miss Melanc­tha,” at last be­gan Jeff Camp­bell, “I cer­tain­ly do won­der, if we know very right, you and me, what each oth­er is re­al­ly think­ing. I cer­tain­ly do won­der, Miss Melanc­tha, if we know at all re­al­ly what each oth­er means by what we are al­ways say­ing.” “That cer­tain­ly do mean, by what you say, that you think I am a bad one, Jeff Camp­bell,” flashed out Melanc­tha. “Why no, Miss Melanc­tha, why sure I don’t mean any­thing like that at all, by what I am say­ing to you. You know well as I do, Miss Melanc­tha, I think bet­ter of you ev­ery day I see you, and I like to talk with you all the time now, Miss Melanc­tha, and I cer­tain­ly do think we both like it very well when we are to­geth­er, and it seems to me al­ways more, you are very good and sweet al­ways to ev­ery­body. It on­ly is, I am re­al­ly so slow-mind­ed in my ways, Miss Melanc­tha, for all I talk so quick to ev­ery­body, and I don’t like to say to you what I don’t know for very sure, and I cer­tain­ly don’t know for sure I know just all what you mean by what you are al­ways say­ing to me. And you see, Miss Melanc­tha, that’s what makes me say what I was just say­ing to you when you asked me.”

			“I cer­tain­ly do thank you again for be­ing hon­est to me, Dr. Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha. “I guess I leave you now, Dr. Camp­bell. I think I go in the oth­er room and rest a lit­tle. I leave you here, so per­haps if I ain’t here you will maybe sleep and rest your­self a lit­tle. Good night now, Dr. Camp­bell, I call you if I need you lat­er to help me, Dr. Camp­bell, I hope you rest well, Dr. Camp­bell.”

			Jeff Camp­bell, when Melanc­tha left him, sat there and he was very qui­et and just won­dered. He did not know very well just what Melanc­tha meant by what she was al­ways say­ing to him. He did not know very well how much he re­al­ly knew about Melanc­tha Her­bert. He won­dered if he should go on be­ing so much all the time with her. He be­gan to think about what he should do now with her. Jef­fer­son Camp­bell was a man who liked ev­ery­body and many peo­ple liked very much to be with him. Wom­en liked him, he was so strong, and good, and un­der­stand­ing, and in­no­cent, and firm, and gen­tle. Some­times they seemed to want very much he should be with them. When they got so, they al­ways had made Camp­bell very tired. Some­times he would play a lit­tle with them, but he nev­er had had any strong feel­ing for them. Now with Melanc­tha Her­bert ev­ery­thing seemed dif­fer­ent. Jef­fer­son was not sure that he knew here just what he want­ed. He was not sure he knew just what it was that Melanc­tha want­ed. He knew if it was on­ly play, with Melanc­tha, that he did not want to do it. But he re­mem­bered al­ways how she had told him he nev­er knew how to feel things very deeply. He re­mem­bered how she told him he was afraid to let him­self ev­er know re­al feel­ing, and then too, most of all to him, she had told him he was not very un­der­stand­ing. That al­ways trou­bled Jef­fer­son very keen­ly, he want­ed very bad­ly to be re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing. If Jef­fer­son on­ly knew bet­ter just what Melanc­tha meant by what she said. Jef­fer­son al­ways had thought he knew some­thing about wom­en. Now he found that re­al­ly he knew noth­ing. He did not know the least bit about Melanc­tha. He did not know what it was right that he should do about it. He won­dered if it was just a lit­tle play that they were do­ing. If it was a play he did not want to go on play­ing, but if it was re­al­ly that he was not very un­der­stand­ing, and that with Melanc­tha Her­bert he could learn to re­al­ly un­der­stand, then he was very cer­tain he did not want to be a cow­ard. It was very hard for him to know what he want­ed. He thought and thought, and al­ways he did not seem to know any bet­ter what he want­ed. At last he gave up this think­ing. He felt sure it was on­ly play with Melanc­tha. “No, I cer­tain­ly won’t go on fool­ing with her any more this way,” he said at last out loud to him­self, when he was through with this think­ing. “I cer­tain­ly will stop fool­ing, and be­gin to go on with my think­ing about my work and what’s the mat­ter with peo­ple like ‘Mis’ Her­bert,” and Jef­fer­son took out his book from his pock­et, and drew near to the lamp, and be­gan with some hard sci­en­tif­ic read­ing.

			Jef­fer­son sat there for about an hour read­ing, and he had re­al­ly for­got­ten all about his trou­ble with Melanc­tha’s mean­ing. Then “Mis” Her­bert had some trou­ble with her breath­ing. She woke up and was gasp­ing. Dr. Camp­bell went to her and gave her some­thing that would help her. Melanc­tha came out from the oth­er room and did things as he told her. They to­geth­er made “Mis” Her­bert more com­fort­able and easy, and soon she was again in her deep sleep.

			Dr. Camp­bell went back to the steps where he had been sit­ting. Melanc­tha came and stood a lit­tle while be­side him, and then she sat down and watched him read­ing. By and by they be­gan with their talk­ing. Jeff Camp­bell be­gan to feel that per­haps it was all dif­fer­ent. Per­haps it was not just play, with Melanc­tha. Any­way he liked it very well that she was with him. He be­gan to tell her about the book he was just read­ing.

			Melanc­tha was very in­tel­li­gent al­ways in her ques­tions. Jef­fer­son knew now very well that she had a good mind. They were hav­ing a very good time, talk­ing there to­geth­er. And then they be­gan again to get qui­et.

			“It cer­tain­ly was very good in you to come back and talk to me Miss Melanc­tha,” Jef­fer­son said at last to her, for now he was al­most cer­tain, it was no game she was play­ing. Melanc­tha re­al­ly was a good wom­an, and she had a good mind, and she had a re­al, strong sweet­ness, and she could sure­ly re­al­ly teach him. “Oh I al­ways like to talk to you Dr. Camp­bell” said Melanc­tha, “And then you was on­ly just hon­est to me, and I al­ways like it when a man is re­al­ly hon­est to me.” Then they were again very silent, sit­ting there to­geth­er, with the lamp be­tween them, that was al­ways smok­ing. Melanc­tha be­gan to lean a lit­tle more to­ward Dr. Camp­bell, where he was sit­ting, and then she took his hand be­tween her two and pressed it hard, but she said noth­ing to him. She let it go then and leaned a lit­tle near­er to him. Jef­fer­son moved a lit­tle but did not do any­thing in an­swer. At last, “Well,” said Melanc­tha sharply to him. “I was just think­ing” be­gan Dr. Camp­bell slow­ly, “I was just won­der­ing,” he was be­gin­ning to get ready to go on with his talk­ing. “Don’t you ev­er stop with your think­ing long enough ev­er to have any feel­ing Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha a lit­tle sad­ly. “I don’t know,” said Jeff Camp­bell slow­ly, “I don’t know Miss Melanc­tha much about that. No, I don’t stop think­ing much Miss Melanc­tha and if I can’t ev­er feel with­out stop­ping think­ing, I cer­tain­ly am very much afraid Miss Melanc­tha that I nev­er will do much with that kind of feel­ing. Sure you ain’t wor­ried Miss Melanc­tha, about my re­al­ly not feel­ing very much all the time. I cer­tain­ly do think I feel some, Miss Melanc­tha, even though I al­ways do it with­out ev­er know­ing how to stop with my think­ing.” “I am cer­tain­ly afraid I don’t think much of your kind of feel­ing Dr. Camp­bell.” “Why I think you cer­tain­ly are wrong Miss Melanc­tha I cer­tain­ly do think I feel as much for you Miss Melanc­tha, as you ev­er feel about me, sure I do. I don’t think you know me right when you talk like that to me. Tell me just straight out how much do you care about me, Miss Melanc­tha.” “Care about you Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha slow­ly. “I cer­tain­ly do care for you Jeff Camp­bell less than you are al­ways think­ing and much more than you are ev­er know­ing.”

			Jeff Camp­bell paused on this, and he was silent with the pow­er of Melanc­tha’s mean­ing. They sat there to­geth­er very silent, a long time. “Well Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha. “Oh,” said Dr. Camp­bell and he moved him­self a lit­tle, and then they were very silent a long time. “Haven’t you got noth­ing to say to me Jeff Camp­bell?” said Melanc­tha. “Why yes, what was it we were just say­ing about to one an­oth­er. You see Miss Melanc­tha I am a very qui­et, slow mind­ed kind of fel­low, and I am nev­er sure I know just ex­act­ly what you mean by all that you are al­ways say­ing to me. But I do like you very much Miss Melanc­tha and I am very sure you got very good things in you all the time. You sure do be­lieve what I am say­ing to you Miss Melanc­tha.” “Yes I be­lieve it when you say it to me, Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha, and then she was silent and there was much sad­ness in it. “I guess I go in and lie down again Dr. Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha. “Don’t go leave me Miss Melanc­tha,” said Jeff Camp­bell quick­ly. “Why not, what you want of me Jeff Camp­bell?” said Melanc­tha. “Why,” said Jeff Camp­bell slow­ly, “I just want to go on talk­ing with you. I cer­tain­ly do like talk­ing about all kinds of things with you. You cer­tain­ly know that all right, Miss Melanc­tha.” “I guess I go lie down again and leave you here with your think­ing,” said Melanc­tha gen­tly. “I cer­tain­ly am very tired to night Dr. Camp­bell. Good night I hope you rest well Dr. Camp­bell.” Melanc­tha stooped over him, where he was sit­ting, to say this good night, and then, very quick and sud­den, she kissed him and then, very quick again, she went away and left him.

			Dr. Camp­bell sat there very qui­et, with on­ly a lit­tle think­ing and some­times a be­gin­ning feel­ing, and he was alone un­til it be­gan to be morn­ing, and then he went, and Melanc­tha helped him, and he made “Mis” Her­bert more easy in her dy­ing. “Mis” Her­bert lin­gered on till about ten o’clock the next morn­ing, and then slow­ly and with­out much pain she died away. Jeff Camp­bell stayed till the last mo­ment, with Melanc­tha, to make her moth­er’s dy­ing easy for her. When it was over he sent in the col­ored wom­an from next door to help Melanc­tha fix things, and then he went away to take care of his oth­er pa­tients. He came back very soon to Melanc­tha. He helped her to have a fu­ner­al for her moth­er. Melanc­tha then went to live with the good na­tured wom­an, who had been her neigh­bor. Melanc­tha still saw Jeff Camp­bell very of­ten. Things be­gan to be very strong be­tween them.

			Melanc­tha now nev­er wan­dered, un­less she was with Jeff Camp­bell. Some­times she and he wan­dered a good deal to­geth­er. Jeff Camp­bell had not got over his way of talk­ing to her all the time about all the things he was al­ways think­ing. Melanc­tha nev­er talked much, now, when they were to­geth­er. Some­times Jeff Camp­bell teased her about her not talk­ing to him. “I cer­tain­ly did think Melanc­tha you was a great talk­er from the way Jane Hard­en and ev­ery­body said things to me, and from the way I heard you talk so much when I first met you. Tell me true Melanc­tha, why don’t you talk more now to me, per­haps it is I talk so much I don’t give you any chance to say things to me, or per­haps it is you hear me talk so much you don’t think so much now of a whole lot of talk­ing. Tell me hon­est Melanc­tha, why don’t you talk more to me.” “You know very well Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha. “You cer­tain­ly do know very well Jeff, you don’t think re­al­ly much, of my talk­ing. You think a whole lot more about ev­ery­thing than I do Jeff, and you don’t care much what I got to say about it. You know that’s true what I am say­ing Jeff, if you want to be re­al hon­est, the way you al­ways are when I like you so much.” Jeff laughed and looked fond­ly at her. “I don’t say ev­er I know, you ain’t right, when you say things like that to me, Melanc­tha. You see you al­ways like to be talk­ing just what you think ev­ery­body wants to be hear­ing from you, and when you are like that, Melanc­tha, hon­est, I cer­tain­ly don’t care very much to hear you, but some­times you say some­thing that is what you are re­al­ly think­ing, and then I like a whole lot to hear you talk­ing.” Melanc­tha smiled, with her strong sweet­ness, on him, and she felt her pow­er very deeply. “I cer­tain­ly nev­er do talk very much when I like any­body re­al­ly, Jeff. You see, Jeff, it ain’t much use to talk about what a wom­an is re­al­ly feel­ing in her. You see all that, Jeff, bet­ter, by and by, when you get to re­al­ly feel­ing. You won’t be so ready then al­ways with your talk­ing. You see, Jeff, if it don’t come true what I am say­ing.” “I don’t ev­er say you ain’t al­ways right, Melanc­tha,” said Jeff Camp­bell. “Per­haps what I call my think­ing ain’t re­al­ly so very un­der­stand­ing. I don’t say, no nev­er now any more, you ain’t right, Melanc­tha, when you re­al­ly say things to me. Per­haps I see it all to be very dif­fer­ent when I come to re­al­ly see what you mean by what you are al­ways say­ing to me.” “You is very sweet and good to me al­ways, Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha. “ ’Deed I cer­tain­ly am not good to you, Melanc­tha. Don’t I both­er you all the time with my talk­ing, but I re­al­ly do like you a whole lot, Melanc­tha.” “And I like you, Jeff Camp­bell, and you cer­tain­ly are moth­er, and fa­ther, and broth­er, and sis­ter, and child and ev­ery­thing, al­ways to me. I can’t say much about how good you been to me, Jeff Camp­bell, I nev­er knew any man who was good and didn’t do things ug­ly, be­fore I met you to take care of me, Jeff Camp­bell. Good­bye, Jeff, come see me to­mor­row, when you get through with your work­ing.” “Sure Melanc­tha, you know that al­ready,” said Jeff Camp­bell, and then he went away and left her.

			These months had been an un­cer­tain time for Jeff Camp­bell. He nev­er knew how much he re­al­ly knew about Melanc­tha. He saw her now for long times and very of­ten. He was be­gin­ning al­ways more and more to like her. But he did not seem to him­self to know very much about her. He was be­gin­ning to feel he could al­most trust the good­ness in her. But then, al­ways, re­al­ly, he was not very sure about her. Melanc­tha al­ways had ways that made him feel un­cer­tain with her, and yet he was so near, in his feel­ing for her. He now nev­er thought about all this in re­al words any more. He was al­ways let­ting it fight it­self out in him. He was now nev­er tak­ing any part in this fight­ing that was al­ways go­ing on in­side him.

			Jeff al­ways loved now to be with Melanc­tha and yet he al­ways hat­ed to go to her. Some­how he was al­ways afraid when he was to go to her, and yet he had made him­self very cer­tain that here he would not be a cow­ard. He nev­er felt any of this be­ing afraid, when he was with her. Then they al­ways were very true, and near to one an­oth­er. But al­ways when he was go­ing to her, Jeff would like any­thing that could hap­pen that would keep him a lit­tle longer from her.

			It was a very un­cer­tain time, all these months, for Jeff Camp­bell. He did not know very well what it was that he re­al­ly want­ed. He was very cer­tain that he did not know very well what it was that Melanc­tha want­ed. Jeff Camp­bell had al­ways all his life loved to be with peo­ple, and he had loved all his life al­ways to be think­ing, but he was still on­ly a great boy, was Jeff Camp­bell, and he had nev­er be­fore had any of this fun­ny kind of feel­ing. Now, this evening, when he was free to go and see Melanc­tha, he talked to any­body he could find who would de­tain him, and so it was very late when at last he came to the house where Melanc­tha was wait­ing to re­ceive him.

			Jeff came in to where Melanc­tha was wait­ing for him, and he took off his hat and heavy coat, and then drew up a chair and sat down by the fire. It was very cold that night, and Jeff sat there, and rubbed his hands and tried to warm them. He had on­ly said “How do you do” to Melanc­tha, he had not yet be­gun to talk to her. Melanc­tha sat there, by the fire, very qui­et. The heat gave a pret­ty pink glow to her pale yel­low and at­trac­tive face. Melanc­tha sat in a low chair, her hands, with their long, flut­ter­ing fin­gers, al­ways ready to show her strong feel­ing, were ly­ing qui­et in her lap. Melanc­tha was very tired with her wait­ing for Jeff Camp­bell. She sat there very qui­et and just watch­ing. Jeff was a ro­bust, dark, healthy, cheery ne­gro. His hands were firm and kind­ly and unim­pas­sioned. He touched wom­en al­ways with his big hands, like a broth­er. He al­ways had a warm broad glow, like south­ern sun­shine. He nev­er had any­thing mys­te­ri­ous in him. He was open, he was pleas­ant, he was cheery, and al­ways he want­ed, as Melanc­tha once had want­ed, al­ways now he too want­ed re­al­ly to un­der­stand.

			Jeff sat there this evening in his chair and was silent a long time, warm­ing him­self with the pleas­ant fire. He did not look at Melanc­tha who was watch­ing. He sat there and just looked in­to the fire. At first his dark, open face was smil­ing, and he was rub­bing the back of his black-brown hand over his mouth to help him in his smil­ing. Then he was think­ing, and he frowned and rubbed his head hard, to help him in his think­ing. Then he smiled again, but now his smil­ing was not very pleas­ant. His smile was now wa­ver­ing on the edge of scorn­ing. His smile changed more and more, and then he had a look as if he were deeply down, all dis­gust­ed. Now his face was dark­er, and he was bit­ter in his smil­ing, and he be­gan, with­out look­ing from the fire, to talk to Melanc­tha, who was now very tense with her watch­ing.

			“Melanc­tha Her­bert,” be­gan Jeff Camp­bell, “I cer­tain­ly af­ter all this time I know you, I cer­tain­ly do know lit­tle, re­al about you. You see, Melanc­tha, it’s like this way with me”; Jeff was frown­ing, with his think­ing and look­ing very hard in­to the fire, “You see it’s just this way, with me now, Melanc­tha. Some­times you seem like one kind of a girl to me, and some­times you are like a girl that is all dif­fer­ent to me, and the two kinds of girls is cer­tain­ly very dif­fer­ent to each oth­er, and I can’t see any way they seem to have much to do, to be to­geth­er in you. They cer­tain­ly don’t seem to be made much like as if they could have any­thing re­al­ly to do with each oth­er. Some­times you are a girl to me I cer­tain­ly nev­er would be trust­ing, and you got a laugh then so hard, it just rat­tles, and you got ways so bad, I can’t be­lieve you mean them hard­ly, and yet all that I just been say­ing is cer­tain­ly you one way I of­ten see you, and it’s what your moth­er and Jane Hard­en al­ways found you, and it’s what makes me hate so, to come near you. And then cer­tain­ly some­times, Melanc­tha, you cer­tain­ly is all a dif­fer­ent crea­ture, and some­times then there comes out in you what is cer­tain­ly a thing, like a re­al beau­ty. I cer­tain­ly, Melanc­tha, nev­er can tell just how it is that it comes so love­ly. Seems to me when it comes it’s got a re­al sweet­ness, that is more won­der­ful than a pure flow­er, and a gen­tle­ness, that is more ten­der than the sun­shine, and a kind­ness, that makes one feel like sum­mer, and then a way to know, that makes ev­ery­thing all over, and all that, and it does cer­tain­ly seem to be re­al for the lit­tle while it’s last­ing, for the lit­tle while that I can sure­ly see it, and it gives me to feel like I cer­tain­ly had got re­al re­li­gion. And then when I got rich with such a feel­ing, comes all that oth­er girl, and then that seems more like­ly that that is re­al­ly you what’s hon­est, and then I cer­tain­ly do get aw­ful afraid to come to you, and I cer­tain­ly nev­er do feel I could be very trust­ing with you. And then I cer­tain­ly don’t know any­thing at all about you, and I cer­tain­ly don’t know which is a re­al Melanc­tha Her­bert, and I cer­tain­ly don’t feel no longer, I ev­er want to talk to you. Tell me hon­est, Melanc­tha, which is the way that is you re­al­ly, when you are alone, and re­al, and all hon­est. Tell me, Melanc­tha, for I cer­tain­ly do want to know it.”

			Melanc­tha did not make him any an­swer, and Jeff, with­out look­ing at her, af­ter a lit­tle while, went on with his talk­ing. “And then, Melanc­tha, some­times you cer­tain­ly do seem sort of cru­el, and not to care about peo­ple be­ing hurt or in trou­ble, some­thing so hard about you it makes me some­times re­al ner­vous, some­times some­how like you al­ways, like your be­ing, with ‘Mis’ Her­bert. You sure did do ev­ery­thing that any wom­an could, Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly nev­er did see any­body do things any bet­ter, and yet, I don’t know how to say just what I mean, Melanc­tha, but there was some­thing aw­ful hard about your feel­ing, so dif­fer­ent from the way I’m al­ways used to see good peo­ple feel­ing, and so it was the way Jane Hard­en and ‘Mis’ Her­bert talked when they felt strong to talk about you, and yet, Melanc­tha, some­how I feel so re­al­ly near to you, and you cer­tain­ly have got an aw­ful won­der­ful, strong kind of sweet­ness. I cer­tain­ly would like to know for sure, Melanc­tha, whether I got re­al­ly any­thing to be afraid for. I cer­tain­ly did think once, Melanc­tha, I knew some­thing about all kinds of wom­en. I cer­tain­ly know now re­al­ly, how I don’t know any­thing sure at all about you, Melanc­tha, though I been with you so long, and so many times for whole hours with you, and I like so aw­ful much to be with you, and I can al­ways say any­thing I am think­ing to you. I cer­tain­ly do aw­ful wish, Melanc­tha, I re­al­ly was more un­der­stand­ing. I cer­tain­ly do that same, Melanc­tha.”

			Jeff stopped now and looked hard­er than be­fore in­to the fire. His face changed from his think­ing back in­to that look that was so like as if he was all through and through him, dis­gust­ed with what he had been think­ing. He sat there a long time, very qui­et, and then slow­ly, some­how, it came strong­ly to him that Melanc­tha Her­bert, there be­side him, was trem­bling and feel­ing it all to be very bit­ter. “Why, Melanc­tha,” cried Jeff Camp­bell, and he got up and put his arm around her like a broth­er. “I stood it just so long as I could bear it, Jeff,” sobbed Melanc­tha, and then she gave her­self away, to her mis­ery, “I was aw­ful ready, Jeff, to let you say any­thing you liked that gave you any plea­sure. You could say all about me what you want­ed, Jeff, and I would try to stand it, so as you would be sure to be lik­ing it, Jeff, but you was too cru­el to me. When you do that kind of see­ing how much you can make a wom­an suf­fer, you ought to give her a lit­tle rest, once some­times, Jeff. They can’t any of us stand it so for al­ways, Jeff. I cer­tain­ly did stand it just as long as I could, so you would like it, but I—oh Jeff, you went on too long tonight Jeff. I couldn’t stand it not a minute longer the way you was do­ing of it, Jeff. When you want to be see­ing how the way a wom­an is re­al­ly made of, Jeff, you shouldn’t nev­er be so cru­el, nev­er to be think­ing how much she can stand, the strong way you al­ways do it, Jeff.” “Why, Melanc­tha,” cried Jeff Camp­bell, in his hor­ror, and then he was very ten­der to her, and like a good, strong, gen­tle broth­er in his sooth­ing of her, “Why Melanc­tha dear, I cer­tain­ly don’t now see what it is you mean by what you was just say­ing to me. Why Melanc­tha, you poor lit­tle girl, you cer­tain­ly nev­er did be­lieve I ev­er knew I was giv­ing you re­al suf­fer­ing. Why, Melanc­tha, how could you ev­er like me if you thought I ev­er could be so like a red In­di­an?” “I didn’t just know, Jeff,” and Melanc­tha nes­tled to him, “I cer­tain­ly nev­er did know just what it was you want­ed to be do­ing with me, but I cer­tain­ly want­ed you should do any­thing you liked, you want­ed, to make me more un­der­stand­ing for you. I tried aw­ful hard to stand it, Jeff, so as you could do any­thing you want­ed with me.” “Good Lord and Je­sus Christ, Melanc­tha!” cried Jeff Camp­bell. “I cer­tain­ly nev­er can know any­thing about you re­al, Melanc­tha, you poor lit­tle girl,” and Jeff drew her clos­er to him, “But I cer­tain­ly do ad­mire and trust you a whole lot now, Melanc­tha. I cer­tain­ly do, for I cer­tain­ly nev­er did think I was hurt­ing you at all, Melanc­tha, by the things I al­ways been say­ing to you. Melanc­tha, you poor lit­tle, sweet, trem­bling ba­by now, be good, Melanc­tha. I cer­tain­ly can’t ev­er tell you how aw­ful sor­ry I am to hurt you so, Melanc­tha. I do any­thing I can to show you how I nev­er did mean to hurt you, Melanc­tha.” “I know, I know,” mur­mured Melanc­tha, cling­ing to him. “I know you are a good man, Jeff. I al­ways know that, no mat­ter how much you can hurt me.” “I sure don’t see how you can think so, Melanc­tha, if you cer­tain­ly did think I was try­ing so hard just to hurt you.” “Hush, you are on­ly a great big boy, Jeff Camp­bell, and you don’t know noth­ing yet about re­al hurt­ing,” said Melanc­tha, smil­ing up through her cry­ing, at him. “You see, Jeff, I nev­er knew any­body I could know re­al well and yet keep on al­ways re­spect­ing, till I came to know you re­al well, Jeff.” “I sure don’t un­der­stand that very well, Melanc­tha. I ain’t a bit bet­ter than just lots of oth­ers of the col­ored peo­ple. You cer­tain­ly have been un­lucky with the kind you met be­fore me, that’s all, Melanc­tha. I cer­tain­ly ain’t very good, Melanc­tha.” “Hush, Jeff, you don’t know noth­ing at all about what you are,” said Melanc­tha. “Per­haps you are right, Melanc­tha. I don’t say ev­er any more, you ain’t right, when you say things to me, Melanc­tha,” and Jef­fer­son sighed, and then he smiled, and then they were qui­et a long time to­geth­er, and then af­ter some more kind­ness, it was late, and then Jeff left her.

			Jeff Camp­bell, all these months, had nev­er told his good moth­er any­thing about Melanc­tha Her­bert. Some­how he al­ways kept his see­ing her so much now, to him­self. Melanc­tha too had nev­er had any of her oth­er friends meet him. They al­ways act­ed to­geth­er, these two, as if their be­ing so much to­geth­er was a se­cret, but re­al­ly there was no one who would have made it any hard­er for them. Jeff Camp­bell did not re­al­ly know how it had hap­pened that they were so se­cret. He did not know if it was what Melanc­tha want­ed. Jeff had nev­er spo­ken to her at all about it. It just seemed as if it were well un­der­stood be­tween them that no­body should know that they were so much to­geth­er. It was as if it were agreed be­tween them, that they should be alone by them­selves al­ways, and so they would work out to­geth­er what they meant by what they were al­ways say­ing to each oth­er.

			Jef­fer­son of­ten spoke to Melanc­tha about his good moth­er. He nev­er said any­thing about whether Melanc­tha would want to meet her. Jef­fer­son nev­er quite un­der­stood why all this had hap­pened so, in se­cret. He nev­er re­al­ly knew what it was that Melanc­tha re­al­ly want­ed. In all these ways he just, by his na­ture, did, what he sort of felt Melanc­tha want­ed. And so they con­tin­ued to be alone and much to­geth­er, and now it had come to be the spring time, and now they had all out­doors to wan­der.

			They had many days now when they were very hap­py. Jeff ev­ery day found that he re­al­ly liked Melanc­tha bet­ter. Now sure­ly he was be­gin­ning to have re­al, deep feel­ing in him. And still he loved to talk him­self out to Melanc­tha, and he loved to tell her how good it all was to him, and how he al­ways loved to be with her, and to tell her al­ways all about it. One day, now Jeff ar­ranged, that Sun­day they would go out and have a hap­py, long day in the bright fields, and they would be all day just alone to­geth­er. The day be­fore, Jeff was called in to see Jane Hard­en.

			Jane Hard­en was very sick al­most all day and Jeff Camp­bell did ev­ery­thing he could to make her bet­ter. Af­ter a while Jane be­came more easy and then she be­gan to talk to Jeff about Melanc­tha. Jane did not know how much Jeff was now see­ing of Melanc­tha. Jane these days nev­er saw Melanc­tha. Jane be­gan to talk of the time when she first knew Melanc­tha. Jane be­gan to tell how in these days Melanc­tha had very lit­tle un­der­stand­ing. She was young then and she had a good mind. Jane Hard­en nev­er would say Melanc­tha nev­er had a good mind, but in those days Melanc­tha cer­tain­ly had not been very un­der­stand­ing. Jane be­gan to ex­plain to Jeff Camp­bell how in ev­ery way, she Jane, had taught Melanc­tha. Jane then be­gan to ex­plain how ea­ger Melanc­tha al­ways had been for all that kind of learn­ing. Jane Hard­en be­gan to tell how they had wan­dered. Jane be­gan to tell how Melanc­tha once had loved her, Jane Hard­en. Jane be­gan to tell Jeff of all the bad ways Melanc­tha had used with her. Jane be­gan to tell all she knew of the way Melanc­tha had gone on, af­ter she had left her. Jane be­gan to tell all about the dif­fer­ent men, white ones and blacks, Melanc­tha nev­er was par­tic­u­lar about things like that, Jane Hard­en said in pass­ing, not that Melanc­tha was a bad one, and she had a good mind, Jane Hard­en nev­er would say that she hadn’t, but Melanc­tha al­ways liked to use all the un­der­stand­ing ways that Jane had taught her, and so she want­ed to know ev­ery­thing, al­ways, that they knew how to teach her.

			Jane was be­gin­ning to make Jeff Camp­bell see much clear­er. Jane Hard­en did not know what it was that she was re­al­ly do­ing with all this talk­ing. Jane did not know what Jeff was feel­ing. Jane was al­ways hon­est when she was talk­ing, and now it just hap­pened she had start­ed talk­ing about her old times with Melanc­tha Her­bert. Jeff un­der­stood very well that it was all true what Jane was say­ing. Jeff Camp­bell was be­gin­ning now to see very clear­ly. He was be­gin­ning to feel very sick in­side him. He knew now many things Melanc­tha had not yet taught him. He felt very sick and his heart was very heavy, and Melanc­tha cer­tain­ly did seem very ug­ly to him. Jeff was at last be­gin­ning to know what it was to have deep feel­ing. He took care a lit­tle longer of Jane Hard­en, and then he went to his oth­er pa­tients, and then he went home to his room, and he sat down and at last he had stopped think­ing. He was very sick and his heart was very heavy in him. He was very tired and all the world was very drea­ry to him, and he knew very well now at last, he was re­al­ly feel­ing. He knew it now from the way it hurt him. He knew very well that now at last he was be­gin­ning to re­al­ly have un­der­stand­ing. The next day he had ar­ranged to spend, long and hap­py, all alone in the spring fields with Melanc­tha, wan­der­ing. He wrote her a note and said he could not go, he had a sick pa­tient and would have to stay home with him. For three days af­ter, he made no sign to Melanc­tha. He was very sick all these days, and his heart was very heavy in him, and he knew very well that now at last he had learned what it was to have deep feel­ing.

			At last one day he got a let­ter from Melanc­tha. “I cer­tain­ly don’t right­ly un­der­stand what you are do­ing now to me Jeff Camp­bell,” wrote Melanc­tha Her­bert. “I cer­tain­ly don’t right­ly un­der­stand Jeff Camp­bell why you ain’t all these days been near me, but I cer­tain­ly do sup­pose it’s just an­oth­er one of the queer kind of ways you have to be good, and re­pent­ing of your­self all of a sud­den. I cer­tain­ly don’t say to you Jeff Camp­bell I ad­mire very much the way you take to be good Jeff Camp­bell. I am sor­ry Dr. Camp­bell, but I cer­tain­ly am afraid I can’t stand it no more from you the way you have been just act­ing. I cer­tain­ly can’t stand it any more the way you act when you have been as if you thought I was al­ways good enough for any­body to have with them, and then you act as if I was a bad one and you al­ways just de­spise me. I cer­tain­ly am afraid Dr. Camp­bell I can’t stand it any more like that. I cer­tain­ly can’t stand it any more the way you are al­ways chang­ing. I cer­tain­ly am afraid Dr. Camp­bell you ain’t man enough to de­serve to have any­body care so much to be al­ways with you. I cer­tain­ly am aw­ful afraid Dr. Camp­bell I don’t ev­er any more want to re­al­ly see you. Good­bye Dr. Camp­bell I wish you al­ways to be re­al hap­py.”

			Jeff Camp­bell sat in his room, very qui­et, a long time, af­ter he got through read­ing this let­ter. He sat very still and first he was very an­gry. As if he, too, did not know very bad­ly what it was to suf­fer keen­ly. As if he had not been very strong to stay with Melanc­tha when he nev­er knew what it was that she re­al­ly want­ed. He knew he was very right to be an­gry, he knew he re­al­ly had not been a cow­ard. He knew Melanc­tha had done many things it was very hard for him to for­give her. He knew very well he had done his best to be kind, and to trust her, and to be loy­al to her, and now;—and then Jeff sud­den­ly re­mem­bered how one night Melanc­tha had been so strong to suf­fer, and he felt come back to him the sweet­ness in her, and then Jeff knew that re­al­ly, he al­ways for­gave her, and that re­al­ly, it all was that he was so sor­ry he had hurt her, and he want­ed to go straight away and be a com­fort to her. Jeff knew very well, that what Jane Hard­en had told him about Melanc­tha and her bad ways, had been a true sto­ry, and yet he want­ed very bad­ly to be with Melanc­tha. Per­haps she could teach him to re­al­ly un­der­stand it bet­ter. Per­haps she could teach him how it could be all true, and yet how he could be right to be­lieve in her and to trust her.

			Jeff sat down and be­gan his an­swer to her.

			
				“Dear Melanc­tha,” Jeff wrote to her. “I cer­tain­ly don’t think you got it all just right in the let­ter, I just been read­ing, that you just wrote me. I cer­tain­ly don’t think you are just fair or very un­der­stand­ing to all I have to suf­fer to keep straight on to re­al­ly al­ways to be­lieve in you and trust you. I cer­tain­ly don’t think you al­ways are fair to re­mem­ber right how hard it is for a man, who thinks like I was al­ways think­ing, not to think you do things very bad very of­ten. I cer­tain­ly don’t think, Melanc­tha, I ain’t right when I was so an­gry when I got your let­ter to me. I know very well, Melanc­tha, that with you, I nev­er have been a cow­ard. I find it very hard, and I nev­er said it any dif­fer­ent, it is hard to me to be un­der­stand­ing, and to know re­al­ly what it is you want­ed, and what it is you are mean­ing by what you are al­ways say­ing to me. I don’t say ev­er, it ain’t very hard for you to be stand­ing that I ain’t very quick to be fol­low­ing which­ever way that you are al­ways lead­ing. You know very well, Melanc­tha, it hurts me very bad and way in­side me when I have to hurt you, but I al­ways got to be re­al hon­est with you. There ain’t no oth­er way for me to be, with you, and I know very well it hurts me too, a whole lot, when I can’t fol­low so quick as you would have me. I don’t like to be a cow­ard to you, Melanc­tha, and I don’t like to say what I ain’t mean­ing to you. And if you don’t want me to do things hon­est, Melanc­tha, why I can’t ev­er talk to you, and you are right when you say, you nev­er again want to see me, but if you got any re­al sense of what I al­ways been feel­ing with you, and if you got any right sense, Melanc­tha, of how hard I been try­ing to think and to feel right for you, I will be very glad to come and see you, and to be­gin again with you. I don’t say any­thing now, Melanc­tha, about how bad I been this week, since I saw you, Melanc­tha. It don’t ev­er do any good to talk such things over. All I know is I do my best, Melanc­tha, to you, and I don’t say, no, nev­er, I can do any dif­fer­ent than just to be hon­est and come as fast as I think it’s right for me to be go­ing in the ways you teach me to be re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing. So don’t talk any more fool­ish­ness, Melanc­tha, about my al­ways chang­ing. I don’t change, nev­er, and I got to do what I think is right and hon­est to me, and I nev­er told you any dif­fer­ent, and you al­ways knew it very well that I al­ways would do just so. If you like me to come and see you to­mor­row, and go out with you, I will be very glad to, Melanc­tha. Let me know right away, what it is you want me to be do­ing for you, Melanc­tha.

				
					Very tru­ly yours,

					Jef­fer­son Camp­bell

				
			

			“Please come to me, Jeff.” Melanc­tha wrote back for her an­swer. Jeff went very slow­ly to Melanc­tha, glad as he was, still to be go­ing to her. Melanc­tha came, very quick, to meet him, when she saw him from where she had been watch­ing for him. They went in­to the house to­geth­er. They were very glad to be to­geth­er. They were very good to one an­oth­er.

			“I cer­tain­ly did think, Melanc­tha, this time al­most re­al­ly, you nev­er did want me to come to you at all any more to see you,” said Jeff Camp­bell to her, when they had be­gun again with their talk­ing to each oth­er. “You cer­tain­ly did make me think, per­haps re­al­ly this time, Melanc­tha, it was all over, my be­ing with you ev­er, and I was very mad, and very sor­ry, too, Melanc­tha.”

			“Well you cer­tain­ly was very bad to me, Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha, fond­ly.

			“I cer­tain­ly nev­er do say any more you ain’t al­ways right, Melanc­tha,” Jeff an­swered and he was very ready now with cheer­ful laugh­ing, “I cer­tain­ly nev­er do say that any more, Melanc­tha, if I know it, but still, re­al­ly, Melanc­tha, hon­est, I think per­haps I wasn’t re­al bad to you any more than you just need­ed from me.”

			Jeff held Melanc­tha in his arms and kissed her. He sighed then and was very silent with her. “Well, Melanc­tha,” he said at last, with some more laugh­ing, “well, Melanc­tha, any­way you can’t say ev­er it ain’t, if we are ev­er friends good and re­al­ly, you can’t say, no, nev­er, but that we cer­tain­ly have worked right hard to get both of us to­geth­er for it, so we shall sure de­serve it then, if we can ev­er re­al­ly get it.” “We cer­tain­ly have worked re­al hard, Jeff, I can’t say that ain’t all right the way you say it,” said Melanc­tha. “I cer­tain­ly nev­er can de­ny it, Jeff, when I feel so worn with all the trou­ble you been mak­ing for me, you bad boy, Jeff,” and then Melanc­tha smiled and then she sighed, and then she was very silent with him.

			At last Jeff was to go away. They stood there on the steps for a long time try­ing to say good­bye to each oth­er. At last Jeff made him­self re­al­ly say it. At last he made him­self, that he went down the steps and went away.

			On the next Sun­day they ar­ranged, they were to have the long hap­py day of wan­der­ing that they had lost last time by Jane Hard­en’s talk­ing. Not that Melanc­tha Her­bert had heard yet of Jane Hard­en’s talk­ing.

			Jeff saw Melanc­tha ev­ery day now. Jeff was a lit­tle un­cer­tain all this time in­side him, for he had nev­er yet told to Melanc­tha what it was that had so near­ly made him re­al­ly want to leave her. Jeff knew that for him, it was not right he should not tell her. He knew they could on­ly have re­al peace be­tween them when he had been hon­est, and had re­al­ly told her. On this long Sun­day Jeff was cer­tain that he would re­al­ly tell her.

			They were very hap­py all that day in their wan­der­ing. They had tak­en things along to eat to­geth­er. They sat in the bright fields and they were hap­py, they wan­dered in the woods and they were hap­py. Jeff al­ways loved in this way to wan­der. Jeff al­ways loved to watch ev­ery­thing as it was grow­ing, and he loved all the col­ors in the trees and on the ground, and the lit­tle, new, bright col­ored bugs he found in the moist ground and in the grass he loved to lie on and in which he was al­ways so busy search­ing. Jeff loved ev­ery­thing that moved and that was still, and that had col­or, and beau­ty, and re­al be­ing.

			Jeff loved very much this day while they were wan­der­ing. He al­most for­got that he had any trou­ble with him still in­side him. Jeff loved to be there with Melanc­tha Her­bert. She was al­ways so sym­pa­thet­ic to him for the way she lis­tened to ev­ery­thing he found and told her, the way she felt his joy in all this be­ing, the way she nev­er said she want­ed any­thing dif­fer­ent from the way they had it. It was cer­tain­ly a busy and a hap­py day, this their first long day of re­al­ly wan­der­ing.

			Lat­er they were tired, and Melanc­tha sat down on the ground, and Jeff threw him­self his full length be­side her. Jeff lay there, very qui­et, and then he pressed her hand and kissed it and mur­mured to her, “You cer­tain­ly are very good to me, Melanc­tha.” Melanc­tha felt it very deep and did not an­swer. Jeff lay there a long time, look­ing up above him. He was count­ing all the lit­tle leaves he saw above him. He was fol­low­ing all the lit­tle clouds with his eyes as they sailed past him. He watched all the birds that flew high be­yond him, and all the time Jeff knew he must tell to Melanc­tha what it was he knew now, that which Jane Hard­en, just a week ago, had told him. He knew very well that for him it was cer­tain that he had to say it. It was hard, but for Jeff Camp­bell the on­ly way to lose it was to say it, the on­ly way to know Melanc­tha re­al­ly, was to tell her all the strug­gle he had made to know her, to tell her so she could help him to un­der­stand his trou­ble bet­ter, to help him so that nev­er again he could have any way to doubt her.

			Jeff lay there a long time, very qui­et, al­ways look­ing up above him, and yet feel­ing very close now to Melanc­tha. At last he turned a lit­tle to­ward her, took her hands clos­er in his to make him feel it stronger, and then very slow­ly, for the words came very hard for him, slow­ly he be­gan his talk to her.

			“Melanc­tha,” be­gan Jeff, very slow­ly, “Melanc­tha, it ain’t right I shouldn’t tell you why I went away last week and al­most nev­er got the chance again to see you. Jane Hard­en was sick, and I went in to take care of her. She be­gan to tell ev­ery­thing she ev­er knew about you. She didn’t know how well now I know you. I didn’t tell her not to go on talk­ing. I lis­tened while she told me ev­ery­thing about you. I cer­tain­ly found it very hard with what she told me. I know she was talk­ing truth in ev­ery­thing she said about you. I knew you had been free in your ways, Melanc­tha, I knew you liked to get ex­cite­ment the way I al­ways hate to see the col­ored peo­ple take it. I didn’t know, till I heard Jane Hard­en say it, you had done things so bad, Melanc­tha. When Jane Hard­en told me, I got very sick, Melanc­tha. I couldn’t bear hard­ly, to think, per­haps I was just an­oth­er like them to you, Melanc­tha. I was wrong not to trust you per­haps, Melanc­tha, but it did make things very ug­ly to me. I try to be hon­est to you, Melanc­tha, the way you say you re­al­ly want it from me.”

			Melanc­tha drew her hands from Jeff Camp­bell. She sat there, and there was deep scorn in her anger.

			“If you wasn’t all through just self­ish and noth­ing else, Jeff Camp­bell, you would take care you wouldn’t have to tell me things like this, Jeff Camp­bell.”

			Jeff was silent a lit­tle, and he wait­ed be­fore he gave his an­swer. It was not the pow­er of Melanc­tha’s words that held him, for, for them, he had his an­swer, it was the pow­er of the mood that filled Melanc­tha, and for that he had no an­swer. At last he broke through this awe, with his slow fight­ing res­o­lu­tion, and he be­gan to give his an­swer.

			“I don’t say ev­er, Melanc­tha,” he be­gan, “it wouldn’t have been more right for me to stop Jane Hard­en in her talk­ing and to come to you to have you tell me what you were when I nev­er knew you. I don’t say it, no nev­er to you, that that would not have been the right way for me to do, Melanc­tha. But I cer­tain­ly am with­out any kind of doubt­ing, I cer­tain­ly do know for sure, I had a good right to know about what you were and your ways and your try­ing to use your un­der­stand­ing, ev­ery kind of way you could to get your learn­ing. I cer­tain­ly did have a right to know things like that about you, Melanc­tha. I don’t say it ev­er, Melanc­tha, and I say it very of­ten, I don’t say ev­er I shouldn’t have stopped Jane Hard­en in her talk­ing and come to you and asked you your­self to tell me all about it, but I guess I want­ed to keep my­self from how much it would hurt me more, to have you your­self say it to me. Per­haps it was I want­ed to keep you from hav­ing it hurt you so much more, hav­ing you to have to tell it to me. I don’t know, I don’t say it was to help you from be­ing hurt most, or to help me. Per­haps I was a cow­ard to let Jane Hard­en tell me ’stead of com­ing straight to you, to have you tell me, but I cer­tain­ly am sure, Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly had a right to know such things about you. I don’t say it ev­er, ev­er, Melanc­tha, I hadn’t the just right to know those things about you.” Melanc­tha laughed her harsh laugh. “You needn’t have been un­der no kind of wor­ry, Jeff Camp­bell, about whether you should have asked me. You could have asked, it wouldn’t have hurt noth­ing. I cer­tain­ly nev­er would have told you noth­ing.” “I am not so sure of that, Melanc­tha,” said Jeff Camp­bell. “I cer­tain­ly do think you would have told me. I cer­tain­ly do think I could make you feel it right to tell me. I cer­tain­ly do think all I did wrong was to let Jane Hard­en tell me. I cer­tain­ly do know I nev­er did wrong, to learn what she told me. I cer­tain­ly know very well, Melanc­tha, if I had come here to you, you would have told it all to me, Melanc­tha.”

			He was silent, and this strug­gle lay there, strong, be­tween them. It was a strug­gle, sure to be go­ing on al­ways be­tween them. It was a strug­gle that was as sure al­ways to be go­ing on be­tween them, as their minds and hearts al­ways were to have dif­fer­ent ways of work­ing.

			At last Melanc­tha took his hand, leaned over him and kissed him. “I sure am very fond of you, Jeff Camp­bell,” Melanc­tha whis­pered to him.

			Now for a lit­tle time there was not any kind of trou­ble be­tween Jeff Camp­bell and Melanc­tha Her­bert. They were al­ways to­geth­er now for long times, and very of­ten. They got much joy now, both of them, from be­ing all the time to­geth­er.

			It was sum­mer now, and they had warm sun­shine to wan­der. It was sum­mer now, and Jeff Camp­bell had more time to wan­der, for col­ored peo­ple nev­er get sick so much in the sum­mer. It was sum­mer now, and there was a love­ly si­lence ev­ery­where, and all the nois­es, too, that they heard around them were love­ly ones, and added to the joy, in these warm days, they loved so much to be to­geth­er.

			They talked some to each oth­er in these days, did Jeff Camp­bell and Melanc­tha Her­bert, but al­ways in these days their talk­ing more and more was like it al­ways is with re­al lovers. Jeff did not talk so much now about what he be­fore al­ways had been think­ing. Some­times Jeff would be, as if he was just wak­ing from him­self to be with Melanc­tha, and then he would find he had been re­al­ly all the long time with her, and he had re­al­ly nev­er need­ed to be do­ing any think­ing.

			It was some­times pure joy Jeff would be talk­ing to Melanc­tha, in these warm days he loved so much to wan­der with her. Some­times Jeff would lose all him­self in a strong feel­ing. Very of­ten now, and al­ways with more joy in his feel­ing, he would find him­self, he did not know how or what it was he had been think­ing. And Melanc­tha al­ways loved very well to make him feel it. She al­ways now laughed a lit­tle at him, and went back a lit­tle in him to his be­fore, al­ways think­ing, and she teased him with his al­ways now be­ing so good with her in his feel­ing, and then she would so well and freely, and with her pure, strong ways of reach­ing, she would give him all the love she knew now very well, how much he al­ways want­ed to be sure he re­al­ly had it.

			And Jeff took it straight now, and he loved it, and he felt, strong, the joy of all this be­ing, and it swelled out full in­side him, and he poured it all out back to her in free­dom, in ten­der kind­ness, and in joy, and in gen­tle broth­er fondling. And Melanc­tha loved him for it al­ways, her Jeff Camp­bell now, who nev­er did things ug­ly, for her, like all the men she al­ways knew be­fore al­ways had been do­ing to her. And they loved it al­ways, more and more, to­geth­er, with this new feel­ing they had now, in these long sum­mer days so warm; they, al­ways to­geth­er now, just these two so dear, more and more to each oth­er al­ways, and the sum­mer evenings when they wan­dered, and the nois­es in the full streets, and the mu­sic of the or­gans, and the danc­ing, and the warm smell of the peo­ple, and of dogs and of the hors­es, and all the joy of the strong, sweet pun­gent, dirty, moist, warm ne­gro south­ern sum­mer.

			Ev­ery day now, Jeff seemed to be com­ing near­er, to be re­al­ly lov­ing. Ev­ery day now, Melanc­tha poured it all out to him, with more free­dom. Ev­ery day now, they seemed to be hav­ing more and more, both to­geth­er, of this strong, right feel­ing. More and more ev­ery day now they seemed to know more re­al­ly, what it was each oth­er one was al­ways feel­ing. More and more now ev­ery day Jeff found in him­self, he felt more trust­ing. More and more ev­ery day now, he did not think any­thing in words about what he was al­ways do­ing. Ev­ery day now more and more Melanc­tha would let out to Jeff her re­al, strong feel­ing.

			One day there had been much joy be­tween them, more than they ev­er yet had had with their new feel­ing. All the day they had lost them­selves in warm wan­der­ing. Now they were ly­ing there and rest­ing, with a green, bright, light-flecked world around them.

			What was it that now re­al­ly hap­pened to them? What was it that Melanc­tha did, that made ev­ery­thing get all ug­ly for them? What was it that Melanc­tha felt then, that made Jeff re­mem­ber all the feel­ing he had had in him when Jane Hard­en told him how Melanc­tha had learned to be so very un­der­stand­ing? Jeff did not know how it was that it had hap­pened to him. It was all green, and warm, and very love­ly to him, and now Melanc­tha some­how had made it all so ug­ly for him. What was it Melanc­tha was now do­ing with him? What was it he used to be think­ing was the right way for him and all the col­ored peo­ple to be al­ways try­ing to make it right, the way they should be al­ways liv­ing? Why was Melanc­tha Her­bert now all so ug­ly for him?

			Melanc­tha Her­bert some­how had made him feel deeply just then, what very more it was that she want­ed from him. Jeff Camp­bell now felt in him what ev­ery­body al­ways had need­ed to make them re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing, to him. Jeff felt a strong dis­gust in­side him; not for Melanc­tha her­self, to him, not for him­self re­al­ly, in him, not for what it was that ev­ery­body want­ed, in them; he on­ly had dis­gust be­cause he nev­er could know re­al­ly in him, what it was he want­ed, to be re­al­ly right in un­der­stand­ing, for him, he on­ly had dis­gust be­cause he nev­er could know re­al­ly what it was re­al­ly right to him to be al­ways do­ing, in the things he had be­fore be­lieved in, the things he be­fore had be­lieved in for him­self and for all the col­ored peo­ple, the liv­ing reg­u­lar, and the nev­er want­ing to be al­ways hav­ing new things, just to keep on, al­ways be­ing in ex­cite­ments. All the old think­ing now came up very strong in­side him. He sort of turned away then, and threw Melanc­tha from him.

			Jeff nev­er, even now, knew what it was that moved him. He nev­er, even now, was ev­er sure, he re­al­ly knew what Melanc­tha was, when she was re­al her­self, and hon­est. He thought he knew, and then there came to him some mo­ment, just like this one, when she re­al­ly woke him up to be strong in him. Then he re­al­ly knew he could know noth­ing. He knew then, he nev­er could know what it was she re­al­ly want­ed with him. He knew then he nev­er could know re­al­ly what it was he felt in­side him. It was all so mixed up in­side him. All he knew was he want­ed very bad­ly Melanc­tha should be there be­side him, and he want­ed very bad­ly, too, al­ways to throw her from him. What was it re­al­ly that Melanc­tha want­ed with him? What was it re­al­ly, he, Jeff Camp­bell, want­ed she should give him? “I cer­tain­ly did think now,” Jeff Camp­bell groaned in­side him, “I cer­tain­ly did think now I re­al­ly was know­ing all right, what I want­ed. I cer­tain­ly did re­al­ly think now I was know­ing how to be trust­ing with Melanc­tha. I cer­tain­ly did think it was like that now with me sure, af­ter all I’ve been through all this time with her. And now I cer­tain­ly do know I don’t know any­thing that’s very re­al about her. Oh the good Lord help and keep me!” and Jeff groaned hard in­side him, and he buried his face deep in the green grass un­der­neath him, and Melanc­tha Her­bert was very silent there be­side him.

			Then Jeff turned to look and see her. She was ly­ing very still there by him, and the bit­ter wa­ter on her face was bit­ing. Jeff was so very sor­ry then, all over and in­side him, the way he al­ways was when Melanc­tha had been deep hurt by him. “I didn’t mean to be so bad again to you, Melanc­tha, dear one,” and he was very ten­der to her. “I cer­tain­ly didn’t nev­er mean to go to be so bad to you, Melanc­tha, dar­ling. I cer­tain­ly don’t know, Melanc­tha, dar­ling, what it is makes me act so to you some­times, when I cer­tain­ly ain’t mean­ing any­thing like I want to hurt you. I cer­tain­ly don’t mean to be so bad, Melanc­tha, on­ly it comes so quick on me be­fore I know what I am act­ing to you. I cer­tain­ly am all sor­ry, hard, to be so bad to you, Melanc­tha, dar­ling.” “I sup­pose, Jeff,” said Melanc­tha, very low and bit­ter, “I sup­pose you are al­ways think­ing, Jeff, some­body had ought to be ashamed with us two to­geth­er, and you cer­tain­ly do think you don’t see any way to it, Jeff, for me to be feel­ing that way ev­er, so you cer­tain­ly don’t see any way to it, on­ly to do it just so of­ten for me. That cer­tain­ly is the way al­ways with you, Jeff Camp­bell, if I un­der­stand you right the way you are al­ways act­ing to me. That cer­tain­ly is right the way I am say­ing it to you now, Jeff Camp­bell. You cer­tain­ly didn’t any­way trust me now no more, did you, when you just act­ed so bad to me. I cer­tain­ly am right the way I say it Jeff now to you. I cer­tain­ly am right when I ask you for it now, to tell me what I ask you, about not trust­ing me more then again, Jeff, just like you nev­er re­al­ly knew me. You cer­tain­ly nev­er did trust me just then, Jeff, you hear me?” “Yes, Melanc­tha,” Jeff an­swered slow­ly. Melanc­tha paused. “I guess I cer­tain­ly nev­er can for­give you this time, Jeff Camp­bell,” she said firm­ly. Jeff paused too, and thought a lit­tle. “I cer­tain­ly am afraid you nev­er can no more now again, Melanc­tha,” he said sad­ly.

			They lay there very qui­et now a long time, each one think­ing very hard on their own trou­ble. At last Jeff be­gan again to tell Melanc­tha what it was he was al­ways think­ing with her. “I cer­tain­ly do know, Melanc­tha, you cer­tain­ly now don’t want any more to be hear­ing me just talk­ing, but you see, Melanc­tha, re­al­ly, it’s just like this way al­ways with me. You see, Melanc­tha, its like this way now all the time with me. You re­mem­ber, Melanc­tha, what I was once telling to you, when I didn’t know you very long to­geth­er, about how I cer­tain­ly nev­er did know more than just two kinds of ways of liv­ing, one way the way it is good to be in fam­i­lies and the oth­er kind of way, like an­i­mals are all the time just with each oth­er, and how I didn’t ev­er like that last kind of way much for any of the col­ored peo­ple. You see Melanc­tha, it’s like this way with me. I got a new feel­ing now, you been teach­ing to me, just like I told you once, just like a new re­li­gion to me, and I see per­haps what re­al­ly lov­ing is like, like re­al­ly hav­ing ev­ery­thing to­geth­er, new things, lit­tle pieces all dif­fer­ent, like I al­ways be­fore been think­ing was bad to be hav­ing, all go to­geth­er like, to make one good big feel­ing. You see, Melanc­tha, it’s cer­tain­ly like that you make me been see­ing, like I nev­er know be­fore any­way there was of all kinds of lov­ing to come to­geth­er to make one way re­al­ly tru­ly love­ly. I see that now, some­times, the way you cer­tain­ly been teach­ing me, Melanc­tha, re­al­ly, and then I love you those times, Melanc­tha, like a re­al re­li­gion, and then it comes over me all sud­den, I don’t know any­thing re­al about you Melanc­tha, dear one, and then it comes over me sud­den, per­haps I cer­tain­ly am wrong now, think­ing all this way so love­ly, and not think­ing now any more the old way I al­ways be­fore was al­ways think­ing, about what was the right way for me, to live reg­u­lar and all the col­ored peo­ple, and then I think, per­haps, Melanc­tha you are re­al­ly just a bad one, and I think, per­haps I cer­tain­ly am do­ing it so be­cause I just am too anx­ious to be just hav­ing all the time ex­cite­ments, like I don’t ev­er like re­al­ly to be do­ing when I know it, and then I al­ways get so bad to you, Melanc­tha, and I can’t help it with my­self then, nev­er, for I want to be al­ways right re­al­ly in the ways, I have to do them. I cer­tain­ly do very bad­ly want to be right, Melanc­tha, the on­ly way I know is right Melanc­tha re­al­ly, and I don’t know any­way, Melanc­tha, to find out re­al­ly, whether my old way, the way I al­ways used to be think­ing, or the new way, you make so like a re­al re­li­gion to me some­times, Melanc­tha, which way cer­tain­ly is the re­al right way for me to be al­ways think­ing, and then I cer­tain­ly am aw­ful good and sor­ry, Melanc­tha, I al­ways give you so much trou­ble, hurt­ing you with the bad ways I am act­ing. Can’t you help me to any­way, to make it all straight for me, Melanc­tha, so I know right and re­al what it is I should be act­ing. You see, Melanc­tha, I don’t want al­ways to be a cow­ard with you, if I on­ly could know cer­tain what was the right way for me to be act­ing. I cer­tain­ly am re­al sure, Melanc­tha, that would be the way I would be act­ing, if I on­ly knew it sure for cer­tain now, Melanc­tha. Can’t you help me any­way to find out re­al and true, Melanc­tha, dear one. I cer­tain­ly do bad­ly want to know al­ways, the way I should be act­ing.”

			“No, Jeff, dear, I cer­tain­ly can’t help you much in that kind of trou­ble you are al­ways hav­ing. All I can do now, Jeff, is to just keep cer­tain­ly with my be­liev­ing you are good al­ways, Jeff, and though you cer­tain­ly do hurt me bad, I al­ways got strong faith in you, Jeff, more in you cer­tain­ly, than you seem to be hav­ing in your act­ing to me, al­ways so bad, Jeff.”

			“You cer­tain­ly are very good to me, Melanc­tha, dear one,” Jeff said, af­ter a long, ten­der si­lence. “You cer­tain­ly are very good to me, Melanc­tha, dar­ling, and me so bad to you al­ways, in my act­ing. Do you love me good, and right, Melanc­tha, al­ways?” “Al­ways and al­ways, you be sure of that now you have me. Oh you Jeff, you al­ways be so stupid.” “I cer­tain­ly nev­er can say now you ain’t right, when you say that to me so, Melanc­tha,” Jeff an­swered. “Oh, Jeff dear, I love you al­ways, you know that now, all right, for cer­tain. If you don’t know it right now, Jeff, re­al­ly, I prove it to you now, for good and al­ways.” And they lay there a long time in their lov­ing, and then Jeff be­gan again with his hap­py free en­joy­ing.

			“I sure am a good boy to be learn­ing all the time the right way you are teach­ing me, Melanc­tha, dar­ling,” be­gan Jeff Camp­bell, laugh­ing, “You can’t say no, nev­er, I ain’t a good schol­ar for you to be teach­ing now, Melanc­tha, and I am al­ways so ready to come to you ev­ery day, and nev­er play­ing hooky ev­er from you. You can’t say ev­er, Melanc­tha, now can you, I ain’t a re­al good boy to be al­ways study­ing to be learn­ing to be re­al bright, just like my teach­er. You can’t say ev­er to me, I ain’t a good boy to you now, Melanc­tha.” “Not near so good, Jeff Camp­bell, as such a good, pa­tient kind of teach­er, like me, who nev­er teach­es any­ways it ain’t good her schol­ars should be know­ing, ought to be re­al­ly hav­ing, Jeff, you hear me? I cer­tain­ly don’t think I am right for you, to be for­giv­ing al­ways, when you are so bad, and I so pa­tient, with all this hard teach­ing al­ways.” “But you do for­give me al­ways, sure, Melanc­tha, al­ways?” “Al­ways and al­ways, you be sure Jeff, and I cer­tain­ly am afraid I nev­er can stop with my for­giv­ing, you al­ways are go­ing to be so bad to me, and I al­ways go­ing to have to be so good with my for­giv­ing.” “Oh! Oh!” cried Jeff Camp­bell, laugh­ing, “I ain’t go­ing to be so bad for al­ways, sure I ain’t, Melanc­tha, my own dar­ling. And sure you do for­give me re­al­ly, and sure you love me true and re­al­ly, sure, Melanc­tha?” “Sure, sure, Jeff, boy, sure now and al­ways, sure now you be­lieve me, sure you do, Jeff, al­ways.” “I sure hope I does, with all my heart, Melanc­tha, dar­ling.” “I sure do that same, Jeff, dear boy, now you re­al­ly know what it is to be lov­ing, and I prove it to you now so, Jeff, you nev­er can be for­get­ting. You see now, Jeff, good and cer­tain, what I al­ways be­fore been say­ing to you, Jeff, now.” “Yes, Melanc­tha, dar­ling,” mur­mured Jeff, and he was very hap­py in it, and so the two of them now in the warm air of the sul­try, south­ern, ne­gro sun­shine, lay there for a long time just rest­ing.

			And now for a re­al long time there was no open trou­ble any more be­tween Jeff Camp­bell and Melanc­tha Her­bert. Then it came that Jeff knew he could not say out any more, what it was he want­ed, he could not say out any more, what it was, he want­ed to know about, what Melanc­tha want­ed.

			Melanc­tha some­times now, when she was tired with be­ing all the time so much ex­cit­ed, when Jeff would talk a long time to her about what was right for them both to be al­ways do­ing, would be, as if she gave way in her head, and lost her­self in a bad feel­ing. Some­times when they had been strong in their lov­ing, and Jeff would have rise in­side him some strange feel­ing, and Melanc­tha felt it in him as it would soon be com­ing, she would lose her­self then in this bad feel­ing that made her head act as if she nev­er knew what it was they were do­ing. And slow­ly now, Jeff soon al­ways came to be feel­ing that his Melanc­tha would be hurt very much in her head in the ways he nev­er liked to think of, if she would ev­er now again have to lis­ten to his trou­ble, when he was telling about what it was he still was want­ing to make things for him­self re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing.

			Now Jeff be­gan to have al­ways a strong feel­ing that Melanc­tha could no longer stand it, with all her bad suf­fer­ing, to let him fight out with him­self what was right for him to be do­ing. Now he felt he must not, when she was there with him, keep on, with this kind of fight­ing that was al­ways go­ing on in­side him. Jeff Camp­bell nev­er knew yet, what he thought was the right way, for him­self and for all the col­ored peo­ple to be liv­ing. Jeff was com­ing al­ways each time clos­er to be re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing, but now Melanc­tha was so bad in her suf­fer­ing with him, that he knew she could not any longer have him with her while he was al­ways show­ing that he nev­er re­al­ly yet was sure what it was, the right way, for them to be re­al­ly lov­ing.

			Jeff saw now he had to go so fast, so that Melanc­tha nev­er would have to wait any to get from him al­ways all that she ev­er want­ed. He nev­er could be hon­est now, he nev­er could be now, any more, try­ing to be re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing, for al­ways ev­ery mo­ment now he felt it to be a strong thing in him, how very much it was Melanc­tha Her­bert al­ways suf­fered.

			Jeff did not know very well these days, what it was, was re­al­ly hap­pen­ing to him. All he knew ev­ery now and then, when they were get­ting strong to get ex­cit­ed, the way they used to when he gave his feel­ing out so that he could be al­ways hon­est, that Melanc­tha some­how nev­er seemed to hear him, she just looked at him and looked as if her head hurt with him, and then Jeff had to keep him­self from be­ing hon­est, and he had to go so fast, and to do ev­ery­thing Melanc­tha ev­er want­ed from him.

			Jeff did not like it very well these days, in his true feel­ing. He knew now very well Melanc­tha was not strong enough in­side her to stand any more of his slow way of do­ing. And yet now he knew he was not hon­est in his feel­ing. Now he al­ways had to show more to Melanc­tha than he was ev­er feel­ing. Now she made him go so fast, and he knew it was not re­al with his feel­ing, and yet he could not make her suf­fer so any more be­cause he al­ways was so slow with his feel­ing.

			It was very hard for Jeff Camp­bell to make all this way of do­ing, right, in­side him. If Jeff Camp­bell could not be straight out, and re­al hon­est, he nev­er could be very strong in­side him. Now Melanc­tha, with her mak­ing him feel, al­ways, how good she was and how very much she suf­fered in him, made him al­ways go so fast then, he could not be strong then, to feel things out straight then in­side him. Al­ways now when he was with her, he was be­ing more, than he could al­ready yet, be feel­ing for her. Al­ways now, with her, he had some­thing in­side him al­ways hold­ing in him, al­ways now, with her, he was far ahead of his own feel­ing.

			Jeff Camp­bell nev­er knew very well these days what it was that was go­ing on in­side him. All he knew was, he was un­easy now al­ways to be with Melanc­tha. All he knew was, that he was al­ways un­easy when he was with Melanc­tha, not the way he used to be from just not be­ing very un­der­stand­ing, but now, be­cause he nev­er could be hon­est with her, be­cause he was now al­ways feel­ing her strong suf­fer­ing, in her, be­cause he knew now he was hav­ing a straight, good feel­ing with her, but she went so fast, and he was so slow to her; Jeff knew his right feel­ing nev­er got a chance to show it­self as strong, to her.

			All this was al­ways get­ting hard­er for Jeff Camp­bell. He was very proud to hold him­self to be strong, was Jeff Camp­bell. He was very ten­der not to hurt Melanc­tha, when he knew she would be sure to feel it bad­ly in her head a long time af­ter, he hat­ed that he could not now be hon­est with her, he want­ed to stay away to work it out all alone, with­out her, he was afraid she would feel it to suf­fer, if he kept away now from her. He was un­easy al­ways, with her, he was un­easy when he thought about her, he knew now he had a good, straight, strong feel­ing of right lov­ing for her, and yet now he nev­er could use it to be good and hon­est with her.

			Jeff Camp­bell did not know, these days, any­thing he could do to make it bet­ter for her. He did not know any­thing he could do, to set him­self re­al­ly right in his act­ing and his think­ing to­ward her. She pulled him so fast with her, and he did not dare to hurt her, and he could not come right, so fast, the way she al­ways need­ed he should be do­ing it now, for her.

			These days were not very joy­ful ones now any more, to Jeff Camp­bell, with Melanc­tha. He did not think it out to him­self now, in words, about her. He did not know enough, what was his re­al trou­ble, with her.

			Some­times now and again with them, and with all this trou­ble for a lit­tle while well for­got­ten by him, Jeff, and Melanc­tha with him, would be very hap­py in a strong, sweet lov­ing. Some­times then, Jeff would find him­self to be soar­ing very high in his true lov­ing. Some­times Jeff would find them, in his lov­ing, his soul swelling out full in­side him. Al­ways Jeff felt now in him­self, deep feel­ing.

			Al­ways now Jeff had to go so much faster than was re­al with his feel­ing. Yet al­ways Jeff knew how he had a right, strong feel­ing. Al­ways now when Jeff was won­der­ing, it was Melanc­tha he was doubt­ing, in the lov­ing. Now he would of­ten ask her, was she re­al now to him, in her lov­ing. He would ask her of­ten, feel­ing some­thing queer about it all in­side him, though yet he was nev­er re­al­ly strong in his doubt­ing, and al­ways Melanc­tha would an­swer to him, “Yes Jeff, sure, you know it, al­ways,” and al­ways Jeff felt a doubt now, in her lov­ing.

			Al­ways now Jeff felt in him­self, deep lov­ing. Al­ways now he did not know re­al­ly, if Melanc­tha was true in her lov­ing.

			All these days Jeff was un­cer­tain in him, and he was un­easy about which way he should act so as not to be wrong and put them both in­to bad trou­ble. Al­ways now he was, as if he must feel deep in­to Melanc­tha to see if it was re­al lov­ing he would find she now had in her, and al­ways he would stop him­self, with her, for al­ways he was afraid now that he might bad­ly hurt her.

			Al­ways now he liked it bet­ter when he was de­tained when he had to go and see her. Al­ways now he nev­er liked to go to be with her, al­though he nev­er want­ed re­al­ly, not to be al­ways with her. Al­ways now he nev­er felt re­al­ly at ease with her, even when they were good friends to­geth­er. Al­ways now he felt, with her, he could not be re­al­ly hon­est to her. And Jeff nev­er could be hap­py with her when he could not feel strong to tell all his feel­ing to her. Al­ways now ev­ery day he found it hard­er to make the time pass, with her, and not let his feel­ing come so that he would quar­rel with her.

			And so one evening, late, he was to go to her. He wait­ed a lit­tle long, be­fore he went to her. He was afraid, in him­self, tonight, he would sure­ly hurt her. He nev­er want­ed to go when he might quar­rel with her.

			Melanc­tha sat there look­ing very an­gry, when he came in to her. Jeff took off his hat and coat and then sat down by the fire with her.

			“If you come in much lat­er to me just now, Jeff Camp­bell, I cer­tain­ly nev­er would have seen you no more nev­er to speak to you, ’thout your apol­o­gis­ing re­al hum­ble to me.” “Apol­o­gis­ing Melanc­tha,” and Jeff laughed and was scorn­ful to her, “Apol­o­gis­ing, Melanc­tha, I ain’t proud that kind of way, Melanc­tha, I don’t mind apol­o­gis­ing to you, Melanc­tha, all I mind, Melanc­tha is to be do­ing of things wrong, to you.” “That’s easy, to say things that way, Jeff to me. But you nev­er was very proud Jeff, to be coura­geous to me.” “I don’t know about that Melanc­tha. I got courage to say some things hard, when I mean them, to you.” “Oh, yes, Jeff, I know all about that, Jeff, to me. But I mean re­al courage, to run around and not care noth­ing about what hap­pens, and al­ways to be game in any kind of trou­ble. That’s what I mean by re­al courage, to me, Jeff, if you want to know it.” “Oh, yes, Melanc­tha, I know all that kind of courage. I see plen­ty of it all the time with some kinds of col­ored men and with some girls like you Melanc­tha, and Jane Hard­en. I know all about how you are al­ways mak­ing a fuss to be proud be­cause you don’t holler so much when you run in to where you ain’t got any busi­ness to be, and so you get hurt, the way you ought to. And then, you kind of peo­ple are very brave then, sure, with all your kinds of suf­fer­ing, but the way I see it, go­ing round with all my pa­tients, that kind of courage makes all kind of trou­ble, for them who ain’t so no­ble with their courage, and then they got it, al­ways to be bear­ing it, when the end comes, to be hurt the hard­est. It’s like run­ning around and be­ing game to spend all your mon­ey al­ways, and then a man’s wife and chil­dren are the ones do all the starv­ing and they don’t ev­er get a name for be­ing brave, and they don’t ev­er want to be do­ing all that suf­fer­ing, and they got to stand it and say noth­ing. That’s the way I see it a good deal now with all that kind of brave­ness in some of the col­ored peo­ple. They al­ways make a lot of noise to show they are so brave not to holler, when they got so much suf­fer­ing they al­ways bring all on them­selves, just by do­ing things they got no busi­ness to be do­ing. I don’t say, nev­er, Melanc­tha, they ain’t got good courage not to holler, but I nev­er did see much in look­ing for that kind of trou­ble just to show you ain’t go­ing to holler. No its all right be­ing brave ev­ery day, just liv­ing reg­u­lar and not hav­ing new ways all the time just to get ex­cite­ments, the way I hate to see it in all the col­ored peo­ple. No I don’t see much, Melanc­tha, in be­ing brave just to get it good, where you’ve got no busi­ness. I ain’t ashamed Melanc­tha, right here to tell you, I ain’t ashamed ev­er to say I ain’t got no long­ing to be brave, just to go around and look for trou­ble.” “Yes that’s just like you al­ways, Jeff, you nev­er un­der­stand things right, the way you are al­ways feel­ing in you. You ain’t got no way to un­der­stand right, how it de­pends what way some­body goes to look for new things, the way it makes it right for them to get ex­cit­ed.”

			“No Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly nev­er do say I un­der­stand much any­body’s got a right to think they won’t have re­al bad trou­ble, if they go and look hard where they are cer­tain sure to find it. No Melanc­tha, it cer­tain­ly does sound very pret­ty all this talk­ing about dan­ger and be­ing game and nev­er hol­ler­ing, and all that way of talk­ing, but when two men are just fight­ing, the strong man most­ly gets on top with do­ing good hard pound­ing, and the man that’s get­ting all that pound­ing, he most­ly nev­er likes it so far as I have been able yet to see it, and I don’t see much dif­fer­ence what kind of no­ble way they are made of when they ain’t got any kind of busi­ness to get to­geth­er there to be fight­ing. That cer­tain­ly is the on­ly way I ev­er see it hap­pen right, Melanc­tha, when­ev­er I hap­pen to be any­where I can be look­ing.”

			“That’s be­cause you nev­er can see any­thing that ain’t just so sim­ple, Jeff, with ev­ery­body, the way you al­ways think it. It do make all the dif­fer­ence the kind of way any­body is made to do things game Jeff Camp­bell.”

			“Maybe Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly nev­er say no you ain’t right, Melanc­tha. I just been telling it to you all straight, Melanc­tha, the way I al­ways see it. Per­haps if you run around where you ain’t got any busi­ness, and you stand up very straight and say, I am so brave, noth­ing can ev­er ev­er hurt me, maybe noth­ing will ev­er hurt you then Melanc­tha. I nev­er have seen it do so. I nev­er can say tru­ly any dif­fer­ent­ly to you Melanc­tha, but I al­ways am ready to be learn­ing from you, Melanc­tha. And per­haps when some­body cuts in­to you re­al hard, with a brick he is throw­ing, per­haps you nev­er will do any hol­ler­ing then, Melanc­tha. I cer­tain­ly don’t ev­er say no, Melanc­tha, to you, I on­ly say that ain’t the way yet I ev­er see it hap­pen when I had a chance to be there look­ing.”

			They sat there to­geth­er, qui­et by the fire, and they did not seem to feel very lov­ing.

			“I cer­tain­ly do won­der,” Melanc­tha said dream­i­ly, at last break­ing in­to their long unlov­ing si­lence. “I cer­tain­ly do won­der why al­ways it hap­pens to me I care for any­body who ain’t no ways good enough for me ev­er to be think­ing to re­spect him.”

			Jeff looked at Melanc­tha. Jeff got up then and walked a lit­tle up and down the room, and then he came back, and his face was set and dark and he was very qui­et to her.

			“Oh dear, Jeff, sure, why you look so solemn now to me. Sure Jeff I nev­er am mean­ing any­thing re­al by what I just been say­ing. What was I just been say­ing Jeff to you. I on­ly cer­tain­ly was just think­ing how ev­ery­thing al­ways was just hap­pen­ing to me.”

			Jeff Camp­bell sat very still and dark, and made no an­swer.

			“Seems to me, Jeff you might be good to me a lit­tle tonight when my head hurts so, and I am so tired with all the hard work I have been do­ing, think­ing, and I al­ways got so many things to be a trou­ble to me, liv­ing like I do with no­body ev­er who can help me. Seems to me you might be good to me Jeff tonight, and not get an­gry, ev­ery lit­tle thing I am ev­er say­ing to you.”

			“I cer­tain­ly would not get an­gry ev­er with you, Melanc­tha, just be­cause you say things to me. But now I cer­tain­ly been think­ing you re­al­ly mean what you have been just then say­ing to me.” “But you say all the time to me Jeff, you ain’t no ways good enough in your lov­ing to me, you cer­tain­ly say to me all the time you ain’t no ways good or un­der­stand­ing to me.” “That cer­tain­ly is what I say to you al­ways, just the way I feel it to you Melanc­tha al­ways, and I got it right in me to say it, and I have got a right in me to be very strong and feel it, and to be al­ways sure to be­lieve it, but it ain’t right for you Melanc­tha to feel it. When you feel it so Melanc­tha, it does cer­tain­ly make ev­ery­thing all wrong with our lov­ing. It makes it so I cer­tain­ly nev­er can bear to have it.”

			They sat there then a long time by the fire, very silent, and not lov­ing, and nev­er look­ing to each oth­er for it. Melanc­tha was mov­ing and twitch­ing her­self and very ner­vous with it. Jeff was heavy and sullen and dark and very se­ri­ous in it.

			“Oh why can’t you for­get I said it to you Jeff now, and I cer­tain­ly am so tired, and my head and all now with it.”

			Jeff stirred, “All right Melanc­tha, don’t you go make your­self sick now in your head, feel­ing so bad with it,” and Jeff made him­self do it, and he was a pa­tient doc­tor again now with Melanc­tha when he felt her re­al­ly hav­ing her head hurt with it. “It’s all right now Melanc­tha dar­ling, sure it is now I tell you. You just lie down now a lit­tle, dear one, and I sit here by the fire and just read awhile and just watch with you so I will be here ready, if you need me to give you some­thing to help you rest­ing.” And then Jeff was a good doc­tor to her, and very sweet and ten­der with her, and Melanc­tha loved him to be there to help her, and then Melanc­tha fell asleep a lit­tle, and Jeff wait­ed there be­side her un­til he saw she was re­al­ly sleep­ing, and then he went back and sat down by the fire.

			And Jeff tried to be­gin again with his think­ing, and he could not make it come clear to him­self, with all his think­ing, and he felt ev­ery­thing all thick and heavy and bad, now in­side him, ev­ery­thing that he could not un­der­stand right, with all the hard work he made, with his think­ing. And then he moved him­self a lit­tle, and took a book to for­get his think­ing, and then as al­ways, he loved it when he was read­ing, and then very soon he was deep in his read­ing, and so he for­got now for a lit­tle while that he nev­er could seem to be very un­der­stand­ing.

			And so Jeff for­got him­self for awhile in his read­ing, and Melanc­tha was sleep­ing. And then Melanc­tha woke up and she was scream­ing. “Oh, Jeff, I thought you gone away for al­ways from me. Oh, Jeff, nev­er now go away no more from me. Oh, Jeff, sure, sure, al­ways be just so good to me.”

			There was a weight in Jeff Camp­bell from now on, al­ways with him, that he could nev­er lift out from him, to feel easy. He al­ways was try­ing not to have it in him and he al­ways was try­ing not to let Melanc­tha feel it, with him, but it was al­ways there in­side him. Now Jeff Camp­bell al­ways was se­ri­ous, and dark, and heavy, and sullen, and he would of­ten sit a long time with Melanc­tha with­out mov­ing.

			“You cer­tain­ly nev­er have for­giv­en to me, what I said to you that night, Jeff, now have you?” Melanc­tha asked him af­ter a long si­lence, late one evening with him. “It ain’t ev­er with me a ques­tion like for­giv­ing, Melanc­tha, I got in me. It’s just on­ly what you are feel­ing for me, makes any dif­fer­ence to me. I ain’t ev­er seen any­thing since in you, makes me think you didn’t mean it right, what you said about not think­ing now any more I was good, to make it right for you to be re­al­ly car­ing so very much to love me.”

			“I cer­tain­ly nev­er did see no man like you, Jeff. You al­ways want­ing to have it all clear out in words al­ways, what ev­ery­body is al­ways feel­ing. I cer­tain­ly don’t see a rea­son, why I should al­ways be ex­plain­ing to you what I mean by what I am just say­ing. And you ain’t got no feel­ing ev­er for me, to ask me what I meant, by what I was say­ing when I was so tired, that night. I nev­er know any­thing right I was say­ing.” “But you don’t ev­er tell me now, Melanc­tha, so I re­al­ly hear you say it, you don’t mean it the same way, the way you said it to me.” “Oh Jeff, you so stupid al­ways to me and al­ways just both­er­ing with your al­ways ask­ing to me. And I don’t nev­er any­way re­mem­ber ev­er any­thing I been say­ing to you, and I am al­ways my head, so it hurts me it half kills me, and my heart jumps so, some­times I think I die so when it hurts me, and I am so blue al­ways, I think some­times I take some­thing to just kill me, and I got so much to both­er think­ing al­ways and do­ing, and I got so much to wor­ry, and all that, and then you come and ask me what I mean by what I was just say­ing to you. I cer­tain­ly don’t know, Jeff, when you ask me. Seems to me, Jeff, some­times you might have some kind of a right feel­ing to be care­ful to me.” “You ain’t got no right Melanc­tha Her­bert,” flashed out Jeff through his dark, frown­ing anger, “you cer­tain­ly ain’t got no right al­ways to be us­ing your be­ing hurt and be­ing sick, and hav­ing pain, like a weapon, so as to make me do things it ain’t nev­er right for me to be do­ing for you. You cer­tain­ly ain’t got no right to be al­ways hold­ing your pain out to show me.” “What do you mean by them words, Jeff Camp­bell.” “I cer­tain­ly do mean them just like I am say­ing them, Melanc­tha. You act al­ways, like I been re­spon­si­ble all my­self for all our lov­ing one an­oth­er. And if its any­thing any­way that ev­er hurts you, you act like as if it was me made you just be­gin it all with me. I ain’t no cow­ard, you hear me, Melanc­tha? I nev­er put my trou­ble back on any­body, think­ing that they made me. I cer­tain­ly am right ready al­ways, Melanc­tha, you cer­tain­ly had ought to know me, to stand all my own trou­ble for me, but I tell you straight now, the way I think it Melanc­tha, I ain’t go­ing to be as if I was the rea­son why you want­ed to be lov­ing, and to be suf­fer­ing so now with me.” “But ain’t you cer­tain­ly ought to be feel­ing it so, to be right, Jeff Camp­bell. Did I ev­er do any­thing but just let you do ev­ery­thing you want­ed to me. Did I ev­er try to make you be lov­ing to me. Did I ev­er do noth­ing ex­cept just sit there ready to en­dure your lov­ing with me. But I cer­tain­ly nev­er, Jeff Camp­bell, did make any kind of way as if I want­ed re­al­ly to be hav­ing you for me.”

			Jeff stared at Melanc­tha. “So that’s the way you say it when you are think­ing right about it all, Melanc­tha. Well I cer­tain­ly ain’t got a word to say ev­er to you any more, Melanc­tha, if that’s the way its straight out to you now, Melanc­tha.” And Jeff al­most laughed out to her, and he turned to take his hat and coat, and go away now for­ev­er from her.

			Melanc­tha dropped her head on her arms, and she trem­bled all over and in­side her. Jeff stopped a lit­tle and looked very sad­ly at her. Jeff could not so quick­ly make it right for him­self, to leave her.

			“Oh, I cer­tain­ly shall go crazy now, I cer­tain­ly know that,” Melanc­tha moaned as she sat there, all fall­en and mis­er­able and weak to­geth­er.

			Jeff came and took her in his arms, and held her. Jeff was very good then to her, but they nei­ther of them felt in­side all right, as they once did, to be to­geth­er.

			From now on, Jeff had re­al tor­ment in him.

			Was it true what Melanc­tha had said that night to him? Was it true that he was the one had made all this trou­ble for them? Was it true, he was the on­ly one, who al­ways had had wrong ways in him? Wak­ing or sleep­ing Jeff now al­ways had this tor­ment go­ing on in­side him.

			Jeff did not know now any more, what to feel with­in him. He did not know how to be­gin think­ing out this trou­ble that must al­ways now be bad in­side him. He just felt a con­fused strug­gle and re­sent­ment al­ways in him, a know­ing, no, Melanc­tha was not right in what she had said that night to him, and then a feel­ing, per­haps he al­ways had been wrong in the way he nev­er could be un­der­stand­ing. And then would come strong to him, a sense of the deep sweet­ness in Melanc­tha’s lov­ing and a hat­ing the cold slow way he al­ways had to feel things in him.

			Al­ways Jeff knew, sure, Melanc­tha was wrong in what she had said that night to him, but al­ways Melanc­tha had had deep feel­ing with him, al­ways he was poor and slow in the on­ly way he knew how to have any feel­ing. Jeff knew Melanc­tha was wrong, and yet he al­ways had a deep doubt in him. What could he know, who had such slow feel­ing in him? What could he ev­er know, who al­ways had to find his way with just think­ing. What could he know, who had to be taught such a long time to learn about what was re­al­ly lov­ing? Jeff now al­ways had this tor­ment in him.

			Melanc­tha was now al­ways mak­ing him feel her way, strong when­ev­er she was with him. Did she go on to do it just to show him, did she do it so now be­cause she was no longer lov­ing, did she do it so be­cause that was her way to make him be re­al­ly lov­ing. Jeff nev­er did know how it was that it all hap­pened so to him.

			Melanc­tha act­ed now the way she had said it al­ways had been with them. Now it was al­ways Jeff who had to do the ask­ing. Now it was al­ways Jeff who had to ask when would be the next time he should come to see her. Now al­ways she was good and pa­tient to him, and now al­ways she was kind and lov­ing with him, and al­ways Jeff felt it was, that she was good to give him any­thing he ev­er asked or want­ed, but nev­er now any more for her own sake to make her hap­py in him. Now she did these things, as if it was just to please her Jeff Camp­bell who need­ed she should now have kind­ness for him. Al­ways now he was the beg­gar, with them. Al­ways now Melanc­tha gave it, not of her need, but from her boun­ty to him. Al­ways now Jeff found it get­ting hard­er for him.

			Some­times Jeff want­ed to tear things away from be­fore him, al­ways now he want­ed to fight things and be an­gry with them, and al­ways now Melanc­tha was so pa­tient to him.

			Now, deep in­side him, there was al­ways a doubt with Jeff, of Melanc­tha’s lov­ing. It was not a doubt yet to make him re­al­ly doubt­ing, for with that, Jeff nev­er could be re­al­ly lov­ing, but al­ways now he knew that some­thing, and that not in him, some­thing was wrong with their lov­ing. Jeff Camp­bell could not know any right way to think out what was in­side Melanc­tha with her lov­ing, he could not use any way now to reach in­side her to find if she was true in her lov­ing, but now some­thing had gone wrong be­tween them, and now he nev­er felt sure in him, the way once she had made him, that now at last he re­al­ly had got to be un­der­stand­ing.

			Melanc­tha was too many for him. He was help­less to find out the way she re­al­ly felt now for him. Of­ten Jeff would ask her, did she re­al­ly love him. Al­ways she said, “Yes Jeff, sure, you know that,” and now in­stead of a full sweet strong love with it, Jeff on­ly felt a pa­tient, kind en­durance in it.

			Jeff did not know. If he was right in such a feel­ing, he cer­tain­ly nev­er any more did want to have Melanc­tha Her­bert with him. Jeff Camp­bell hat­ed bad­ly to think Melanc­tha nev­er would give him love, just for his sake, and not be­cause she need­ed it her­self, to be with him. Such a way of lov­ing would be very hard for Jeff to be en­dur­ing.

			“Jeff what makes you act so fun­ny to me. Jeff you cer­tain­ly now are jeal­ous to me. Sure Jeff, now I don’t see ev­er why you be so fool­ish to look so to me.” “Don’t you ev­er think I can be jeal­ous of any­body ev­er Melanc­tha, you hear me. It’s just, you cer­tain­ly don’t ev­er un­der­stand me. It’s just this way with me al­ways now Melanc­tha. You love me, and I don’t care any­thing what you do or what you ev­er been to any­body. You don’t love me, then I don’t care any more about what you ev­er do or what you ev­er be to any­body. But I nev­er want you to be be­ing good Melanc­tha to me, when it ain’t your lov­ing makes you need it. I cer­tain­ly don’t ev­er want to be hav­ing any of your kind of kind­ness to me. If you don’t love me, I can stand it. All I nev­er want to have is your be­ing good to me from kind­ness. If you don’t love me, then you and I cer­tain­ly do quit right here Melanc­tha, all strong feel­ing, to be al­ways liv­ing to each oth­er. It cer­tain­ly nev­er is any­body I ev­er am think­ing about when I am think­ing with you Melanc­tha, dar­ling. That’s the true way I am telling you Melanc­tha, al­ways. It’s on­ly your lov­ing me ev­er gives me any­thing to both­er me Melanc­tha, so all you got to do, if you don’t re­al­ly love me, is just cer­tain­ly to say so to me. I won’t both­er you more then than I can help to keep from it Melanc­tha. You cer­tain­ly need nev­er to be in any wor­ry, nev­er, about me Melanc­tha. You just tell me straight out Melanc­tha, re­al, the way you feel it. I cer­tain­ly can stand it all right, I tell you true Melanc­tha. And I nev­er will care to know why or noth­ing Melanc­tha. Lov­ing is just liv­ing Melanc­tha to me, and if you don’t re­al­ly feel it now Melanc­tha to me, there ain’t ev­er noth­ing be­tween us then Melanc­tha, is there? That’s straight and hon­est just the way I al­ways feel it to you now Melanc­tha. Oh Melanc­tha, dar­ling, do you love me? Oh Melanc­tha, please, please, tell me hon­est, tell me, do you re­al­ly love me?”

			“Oh you so stupid Jeff boy, of course I al­ways love you. Al­ways and al­ways Jeff and I al­ways just so good to you. Oh you so stupid Jeff and don’t know when you got it good with me. Oh dear, Jeff I cer­tain­ly am so tired Jeff tonight, don’t you go be a both­er to me. Yes I love you Jeff, how of­ten you want me to tell you. Oh you so stupid Jeff, but yes I love you. Now I won’t say it no more now tonight Jeff, you hear me. You just be good Jeff now to me or else I cer­tain­ly get aw­ful an­gry with you. Yes I love you, sure, Jeff, though you don’t any­way de­serve it from me. Yes, yes I love you. Yes Jeff I say it till I cer­tain­ly am very sleepy. Yes I love you now Jeff, and you cer­tain­ly must stop ask­ing me to tell you. Oh you great sil­ly boy Jeff Camp­bell, sure I love you, oh you sil­ly stupid, my own boy Jeff Camp­bell. Yes I love you and I cer­tain­ly nev­er won’t say it one more time tonight Jeff, now you hear me.”

			Yes Jeff Camp­bell heard her, and he tried hard to be­lieve her. He did not re­al­ly doubt her but some­how it was wrong now, the way Melanc­tha said it. Jeff al­ways now felt baf­fled with Melanc­tha. Some­thing, he knew, was not right now in her. Some­thing in her al­ways now was mak­ing stronger the tor­ment that was tear­ing ev­ery minute at the joy he once al­ways had had with her.

			Al­ways now Jeff won­dered did Melanc­tha love him. Al­ways now he was won­der­ing, was Melanc­tha right when she said, it was he had made all their be­gin­ning. Was Melanc­tha right when she said, it was he had the re­al re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for all the trou­ble they had and still were hav­ing now be­tween them. If she was right, what a brute he al­ways had been in his act­ing. If she was right, how good she had been to en­dure the pain he had made so bad so of­ten for her. But no, sure­ly she had made her­self to bear it, for her own sake, not for his to make him hap­py. Sure­ly he was not so twist­ed in all his long think­ing. Sure­ly he could re­mem­ber right what it was had hap­pened ev­ery day in their long lov­ing. Sure­ly he was not so poor a cow­ard as Melanc­tha al­ways seemed to be think­ing. Sure­ly, sure­ly, and then the tor­ment would get worse ev­ery minute in him.

			One night Jeff Camp­bell was ly­ing in his bed with his think­ing, and night af­ter night now he could not do any sleep­ing for his think­ing. Tonight sud­den­ly he sat up in his bed, and it all came clear to him, and he pound­ed his pil­low with his fist, and he al­most shout­ed out alone there to him, “I ain’t a brute the way Melanc­tha has been say­ing. Its all wrong the way I been wor­ried think­ing. We did be­gin fair, each not for the oth­er but for our­selves, what we were want­ing. Melanc­tha Her­bert did it just like I did it, be­cause she liked it bad enough to want to stand it. It’s all wrong in me to think it any­way ex­cept the way we re­al­ly did it. I cer­tain­ly don’t know now whether she is now re­al and true in her lov­ing. I ain’t got any­way ev­er to find out if she is re­al and true now al­ways to me. All I know is I didn’t ev­er make her to be­gin to be with me. Melanc­tha has got to stand for her own trou­ble, just like I got to stand for my own trou­ble. Each man has got to do it for him­self when he is in re­al trou­ble. Melanc­tha, she cer­tain­ly don’t re­mem­ber right when she says I made her be­gin and then I made her trou­ble. No by God, I ain’t no cow­ard nor a brute ei­ther ev­er to her. I been the way I felt it hon­est, and that cer­tain­ly is all about it now be­tween us, and ev­ery­body al­ways has just got to stand for their own trou­ble. I cer­tain­ly am right this time the way I see it.” And Jeff lay down now, at last in com­fort, and he slept, and he was free from his long doubt­ing tor­ment.

			“You know Melanc­tha,” Jeff Camp­bell be­gan, the next time he was alone to talk a long time to Melanc­tha. “You know Melanc­tha, some­times I think a whole lot about what you like to say so much about be­ing game and nev­er do­ing any hol­ler­ing. Seems to me Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly don’t un­der­stand right what you mean by not hol­ler­ing. Seems to me it cer­tain­ly ain’t on­ly what comes right away when one is hit, that counts to be brave to be bear­ing, but all that comes lat­er from your get­ting sick from the shock of be­ing hurt once in a fight, and all that, and all the be­ing tak­en care of for years af­ter, and the suf­fer­ing of your fam­i­ly, and all that, you cer­tain­ly must stand and not holler, to be cer­tain­ly re­al­ly brave the way I un­der­stand it.” “What you mean Jeff by your talk­ing.” “I mean, seems to me re­al­ly not to holler, is to be strong not to show you ev­er have been hurt. Seems to me, to get your head hurt from your trou­ble and to show it, ain’t cer­tain­ly no braver than to say, oh, oh, how bad you hurt me, please don’t hurt me mis­ter. It just cer­tain­ly seems to me, like many peo­ple think them­selves so game just to stand what we all of us al­ways just got to be stand­ing, and ev­ery­body stands it, and we don’t cer­tain­ly none of us like it, and yet we don’t ev­er most of us think we are so much be­ing game, just be­cause we got to stand it.”

			“I know what you mean now by what you are say­ing to me now Jeff Camp­bell. You make a fuss now to me, be­cause I cer­tain­ly just have stopped stand­ing ev­ery­thing you like to be al­ways do­ing so cru­el to me. But that’s just the way al­ways with you Jeff Camp­bell, if you want to know it. You ain’t got no kind of right feel­ing for all I al­ways been for­giv­ing to you.” “I said it once for fun, Melanc­tha, but now I cer­tain­ly do mean it, you think you got a right to go where you got no busi­ness, and you say, I am so brave noth­ing can hurt me, and then some­thing, like al­ways, it hap­pens to hurt you, and you show your hurt al­ways so ev­ery­body can see it, and you say, I am so brave noth­ing did hurt me ex­cept he cer­tain­ly didn’t have any right to, and see how bad I suf­fer, but you nev­er hear me make a holler, though cer­tain­ly any­body got any feel­ing, to see me suf­fer, would cer­tain­ly nev­er touch me ex­cept to take good care of me. Some­times I cer­tain­ly don’t right­ly see Melanc­tha, how much more game that is than just the or­di­nary kind of holler.” “No, Jeff Camp­bell, and made the way you is you cer­tain­ly ain’t like­ly ev­er to be much more un­der­stand­ing.” “No, Melanc­tha, nor you nei­ther. You think al­ways, you are the on­ly one who ev­er can do any­way to re­al­ly suf­fer.” “Well, and ain’t I cer­tain­ly al­ways been the on­ly per­son knows how to bear it. No, Jeff Camp­bell, I cer­tain­ly be glad to love any­body re­al­ly wor­thy, but I made so, I nev­er seem to be able in this world to find him.” “No, and your kind of way of think­ing, you cer­tain­ly Melanc­tha nev­er go­ing to any­way be able ev­er to be find­ing of him. Can’t you un­der­stand Melanc­tha, ev­er, how no man cer­tain­ly ev­er re­al­ly can hold your love for long times to­geth­er. You cer­tain­ly Melanc­tha, you ain’t got down deep loy­al feel­ing, true in­side you, and when you ain’t just that mo­ment quick with feel­ing, then you cer­tain­ly ain’t ev­er got any­thing more there to keep you. You see Melanc­tha, it cer­tain­ly is this way with you, it is, that you ain’t ev­er got any way to re­mem­ber right what you been do­ing, or any­body else that has been feel­ing with you. You cer­tain­ly Melanc­tha, nev­er can re­mem­ber right, when it comes what you have done and what you think hap­pens to you.” “It cer­tain­ly is all easy for you Jeff Camp­bell to be talk­ing. You re­mem­ber right, be­cause you don’t re­mem­ber noth­ing till you get home with your think­ing ev­ery­thing all over, but I cer­tain­ly don’t think much ev­er of that kind of way of re­mem­ber­ing right, Jeff Camp­bell. I cer­tain­ly do call it re­mem­ber­ing right Jeff Camp­bell, to re­mem­ber right just when it hap­pens to you, so you have a right kind of feel­ing not to act the way you al­ways been do­ing to me, and then you go home Jeff Camp­bell, and you be­gin with your think­ing, and then it cer­tain­ly is very easy for you to be good and for­giv­ing with it. No, that ain’t to me, the way of re­mem­ber­ing Jeff Camp­bell, not as I can see it not to make peo­ple al­ways suf­fer, wait­ing for you cer­tain­ly to get to do it. Seems to me like Jeff Camp­bell, I nev­er could feel so like a man was low and to be scorn­ing of him, like that day in the sum­mer, when you threw me off just be­cause you got one of those fits of your re­mem­ber­ing. No, Jeff Camp­bell, its re­al feel­ing ev­ery mo­ment when its need­ed, that cer­tain­ly does seem to me like re­al re­mem­ber­ing. And that way, cer­tain­ly, you don’t nev­er know noth­ing like what should be right Jeff Camp­bell. No Jeff, it’s me that al­ways cer­tain­ly has had to bear it with you. It’s al­ways me that cer­tain­ly has had to suf­fer, while you go home to re­mem­ber. No you cer­tain­ly ain’t got no sense yet Jeff, what you need to make you re­al­ly feel­ing. No, it cer­tain­ly is me Jeff Camp­bell, that al­ways has got to be re­mem­ber­ing for us both, al­ways. That’s what’s the true way with us Jeff Camp­bell, if you want to know what it is I am al­ways think­ing.” “You is cer­tain­ly re­al mod­est Melanc­tha, when you do this kind of talk­ing, you sure is Melanc­tha,” said Jeff Camp­bell laugh­ing. “I think some­times Melanc­tha I am cer­tain­ly aw­ful con­ceit­ed, when I think some­times I am all out doors, and I think I cer­tain­ly am so bright, and bet­ter than most ev­ery­body I ev­er got any­thing now to do with, but when I hear you talk this way Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly do think I am a re­al mod­est kind of fel­low.” “Mod­est!” said Melanc­tha, an­gry, “Mod­est, that cer­tain­ly is a queer thing for you Jeff to be call­ing your­self even when you are laugh­ing.” “Well it cer­tain­ly does de­pend a whole lot what you are think­ing with,” said Jeff Camp­bell. “I nev­er did use to think I was so much on be­ing re­al mod­est Melanc­tha, but now I know re­al­ly I am, when I hear you talk­ing. I see all the time there are many peo­ple liv­ing just as good as I am, though they are a lit­tle dif­fer­ent to me. Now with you Melanc­tha if I un­der­stand you right what you are talk­ing, you don’t think that way of no oth­er one that you are ev­er know­ing.” “I cer­tain­ly could be re­al mod­est too, Jeff Camp­bell,” said Melanc­tha, “If I could meet some­body once I could keep right on re­spect­ing when I got so I was re­al­ly know­ing with them. But I cer­tain­ly nev­er met any­body like that yet, Jeff Camp­bell, if you want to know it.” “No, Melanc­tha, and with the way you got of think­ing, it cer­tain­ly don’t look like as if you ev­er will Melanc­tha, with your nev­er re­mem­ber­ing any­thing on­ly what you just then are feel­ing in you, and you not un­der­stand­ing what any­one else is ev­er feel­ing, if they don’t holler just the way you are do­ing. No Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly don’t see any ways you are like­ly ev­er to meet one, so good as you are al­ways think­ing you be.” “No, Jeff Camp­bell, it cer­tain­ly ain’t that way with me at all the way you say it. It’s be­cause I am al­ways know­ing what it is I am want­ing, when I get it. I cer­tain­ly don’t nev­er have to wait till I have it, and then throw away what I got in me, and then come back and say, that’s a mis­take I just been mak­ing, it ain’t that nev­er at all like I un­der­stood it, I want to have, bad, what I didn’t think it was I want­ed. It’s that way of know­ing right what I am want­ing, makes me feel no­body can come right with me, when I am feel­ing things, Jeff Camp­bell. I cer­tain­ly do say Jeff Camp­bell, I cer­tain­ly don’t think much of the way you al­ways do it, al­ways nev­er know­ing what it is you are ev­er re­al­ly want­ing and ev­ery­body al­ways got to suf­fer. No Jeff, I don’t cer­tain­ly think there is much doubt­ing which is bet­ter and the stronger with us two, Jeff Camp­bell.”

			“As you will, Melanc­tha Her­bert,” cried Jeff Camp­bell, and he rose up, and he thun­dered out a black oath, and he was fierce to leave her now for­ev­er, and then with the same move­ment, he took her in his arms and held her.

			“What a sil­ly goose boy you are, Jeff Camp­bell,” Melanc­tha whis­pered to him fond­ly.

			“Oh yes,” said Jeff, very drea­ry. “I nev­er could keep re­al­ly mad with any­body, not when I was a lit­tle boy and play­ing. I used most to cry some­times, I couldn’t get re­al mad and keep on a long time with it, the way ev­ery­body al­ways did it. It’s cer­tain­ly no use to me Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly can’t ev­er keep mad with you Melanc­tha, my dear one. But don’t you ev­er be think­ing it’s be­cause I think you right in what you been just say­ing to me. I don’t Melanc­tha re­al­ly think it that way, hon­est, though I cer­tain­ly can’t get mad the way I ought to. No Melanc­tha, lit­tle girl, re­al­ly tru­ly, you ain’t right the way you think it. I cer­tain­ly do know that Melanc­tha, hon­est. You cer­tain­ly don’t do me right Melanc­tha, the way you say you are think­ing. Good­bye Melanc­tha, though you cer­tain­ly is my own lit­tle girl for al­ways.” And then they were very good a lit­tle to each oth­er, and then Jeff went away for that evening, from her.

			Melanc­tha had be­gun now once more to wan­der. Melanc­tha did not yet al­ways wan­der, but a lit­tle now she need­ed to be­gin to look for oth­ers. Now Melanc­tha Her­bert be­gan again to be with some of the bet­ter kind of black girls, and with them she some­times wan­dered. Melanc­tha had not yet come again to need to be alone, when she wan­dered.

			Jeff Camp­bell did not know that Melanc­tha had be­gun again to wan­der. All Jeff knew, was that now he could not be so of­ten with her.

			Jeff nev­er knew how it had come to hap­pen to him, but now he nev­er thought to go to see Melanc­tha Her­bert, un­til he had be­fore, asked her if she could be go­ing to have time then to have him with her. Then Melanc­tha would think a lit­tle, and then she would say to him, “Let me see Jeff, to­mor­row, you was just say­ing to me. I cer­tain­ly am aw­ful busy you know Jeff just now. It cer­tain­ly does seem to me this week Jeff, I can’t any­ways fix it. Sure I want to see you soon Jeff. I cer­tain­ly Jeff got to do a lit­tle more now, I been giv­ing so much time, when I had no busi­ness, just to be with you when you asked me. Now I guess Jeff, I cer­tain­ly can’t see you no more this week Jeff, the way I got to do things.” “All right Melanc­tha,” Jeff would an­swer and he would be very an­gry. “I want to come on­ly just cer­tain­ly as you want me now Melanc­tha.” “Now Jeff you know I cer­tain­ly can’t be ne­glect­ing al­ways to be with ev­ery­body just to see you. You come see me next week Tues­day Jeff, you hear me. I don’t think Jeff I cer­tain­ly be so busy, Tues­day.” Jeff Camp­bell would then go away and leave her, and he would be hurt and very an­gry, for it was hard for a man with a great pride in him­self, like Jeff Camp­bell, to feel him­self no bet­ter than a beg­gar. And yet he al­ways came as she said he should, on the day she had fixed for him, and al­ways Jeff Camp­bell was not sure yet that he re­al­ly un­der­stood what it was Melanc­tha want­ed. Al­ways Melanc­tha said to him, yes she loved him, sure he knew that. Al­ways Melanc­tha said to him, she cer­tain­ly did love him just the same as al­ways, on­ly sure he knew now she cer­tain­ly did seem to be right busy with all she cer­tain­ly now had to be do­ing.

			Jeff nev­er knew what Melanc­tha had to do now, that made her al­ways be so busy, but Jeff Camp­bell nev­er cared to ask Melanc­tha such a ques­tion. Be­sides Jeff knew Melanc­tha Her­bert would nev­er, in such a mat­ter, give him any kind of a re­al an­swer. Jeff did not know whether it was that Melanc­tha did not know how to give a sim­ple an­swer. And then how could he, Jeff, know what was im­por­tant to her. Jeff Camp­bell al­ways felt strong­ly in him, he had no right to in­ter­fere with Melanc­tha in any prac­ti­cal kind of a mat­ter. There they had al­ways, nev­er asked each oth­er any kind of ques­tion. There they had felt al­ways in each oth­er, not any right to take care of one an­oth­er. And Jeff Camp­bell now felt less than he had ev­er, any right to claim to know what Melanc­tha thought it right that she should do in any of her ways of liv­ing. All Jeff felt a right in him­self to ques­tion, was her lov­ing.

			Jeff learned ev­ery day now, more and more, how much it was that he could re­al­ly suf­fer. Some­times it hurt so in him, when he was alone, it would force some slow tears from him. But ev­ery day, now that Jeff Camp­bell, knew more how it could hurt him, he lost his feel­ing of deep awe that he once al­ways had had for Melanc­tha’s feel­ing. Suf­fer­ing was not so much af­ter all, thought Jeff Camp­bell, if even he could feel it so it hurt him. It hurt him bad, just the way he knew he once had hurt Melanc­tha, and yet he too could have it and not make any kind of a loud holler with it.

			In ten­der heart­ed na­tures, those that most­ly nev­er feel strong pas­sion, suf­fer­ing of­ten comes to make them hard­er. When these do not know in them­selves what it is to suf­fer, suf­fer­ing is then very aw­ful to them and they bad­ly want to help ev­ery­one who ev­er has to suf­fer, and they have a deep rev­er­ence for any­body who knows re­al­ly how to al­ways surfer. But when it comes to them to re­al­ly suf­fer, they soon be­gin to lose their fear and ten­der­ness and won­der. Why it isn’t so very much to suf­fer, when even I can bear to do it. It isn’t very pleas­ant to be hav­ing all the time, to stand it, but they are not so much wis­er af­ter all, all the oth­ers just be­cause they know too how to bear it.

			Pas­sion­ate na­tures who have al­ways made them­selves, to suf­fer, that is all the kind of peo­ple who have emo­tions that come to them as sharp as a sen­sa­tion, they al­ways get more ten­der­heart­ed when they suf­fer, and it al­ways does them good to suf­fer. Ten­der­heart­ed, un­pas­sion­ate, and com­fort­able na­tures al­ways get much hard­er when they suf­fer, for so they lose the fear and rev­er­ence and won­der they once had for ev­ery­body who ev­er has to suf­fer, for now they know them­selves what it is to suf­fer and it is not so aw­ful any longer to them when they know too, just as well as all the oth­ers, how to have it.

			And so it came in these days to Jeff Camp­bell. Jeff knew now al­ways, way in­side him, what it is to re­al­ly suf­fer, and now ev­ery day with it, he knew how to un­der­stand Melanc­tha bet­ter. Jeff Camp­bell still loved Melanc­tha Her­bert and he still had a re­al trust in her and he still had a lit­tle hope that some day they would once more get to­geth­er, but slow­ly, ev­ery day, this hope in him would keep grow­ing al­ways weak­er. They still were a good deal of time to­geth­er, but now they nev­er any more were re­al­ly trust­ing with each oth­er. In the days when they used to be to­geth­er, Jeff had felt he did not know much what was in­side Melanc­tha, but he knew very well, how very deep al­ways was his trust in her; now he knew Melanc­tha Her­bert bet­ter, but now he nev­er felt a deep trust in her. Now Jeff nev­er could be re­al­ly hon­est with her. He nev­er doubt­ed yet, that she was steady on­ly to him, but some­how he could not be­lieve much re­al­ly in Melanc­tha’s lov­ing.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert was a lit­tle an­gry now when Jeff asked her, “I nev­er give no­body be­fore Jeff, ev­er more than one chance with me, and I cer­tain­ly been giv­ing you most a hun­dred Jeff, you hear me.” “And why shouldn’t you Melanc­tha, give me a mil­lion, if you re­al­ly love me!” Jeff flashed out very an­gry. “I cer­tain­ly don’t know as you de­serve that any­ways from me, Jeff Camp­bell.” “It ain’t de­serv­ing, I am ev­er talk­ing about to you Melanc­tha. Its lov­ing, and if you are re­al­ly lov­ing to me you won’t cer­tain­ly nev­er any­ways call them chances.” “Deed Jeff, you cer­tain­ly are get­ting aw­ful wise Jeff now, ain’t you, to me.” “No I ain’t Melanc­tha, and I ain’t jeal­ous ei­ther to you. I just am doubt­ing from the way you are al­ways act­ing to me.” “Oh yes Jeff, that’s what they all say, the same way, when they cer­tain­ly got jeal­ousy all through them. You ain’t got no cause to be jeal­ous with me Jeff, and I am aw­ful tired of all this talk­ing now, you hear me.”

			Jeff Camp­bell nev­er asked Melanc­tha any more if she loved him. Now things were al­ways get­ting worse be­tween them. Now Jeff was al­ways very silent with Melanc­tha. Now Jeff nev­er want­ed to be hon­est to her, and now Jeff nev­er had much to say to her.

			Now when they were to­geth­er, it was Melanc­tha al­ways did most of the talk­ing. Now she of­ten had oth­er girls there with her. Melanc­tha was al­ways kind to Jeff Camp­bell but she nev­er seemed to need to be alone now with him. She al­ways treat­ed Jeff, like her best friend, and she al­ways spoke so to him and yet she nev­er seemed now to very of­ten want to see him.

			Ev­ery day it was get­ting hard­er for Jeff Camp­bell. It was as if now, when he had learned to re­al­ly love Melanc­tha, she did not need any more to have him. Jeff be­gan to know this very well in­side him.

			Jeff Camp­bell did not know yet that Melanc­tha had be­gun again to wan­der. Jeff was not very quick to sus­pect Melanc­tha. All Jeff knew was, that he did not trust her to be now re­al­ly lov­ing to him.

			Jeff was no longer now in any doubt in­side him. He knew very well now he re­al­ly loved Melanc­tha. He knew now very well she was not any more a re­al re­li­gion to him. Jeff Camp­bell knew very well too now in­side him, he did not re­al­ly want Melanc­tha, now if he could no longer trust her, though he loved her hard and re­al­ly knew now what it was to suf­fer.

			Ev­ery day Melanc­tha Her­bert was less and less near to him. She al­ways was very pleas­ant in her talk and to be with him, but some­how now it nev­er was any com­fort to him.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert now al­ways had a lot of friends around her. Jeff Camp­bell nev­er want­ed to be with them. Now Melanc­tha be­gan to find it, she said it of­ten to him, al­ways hard­er to ar­range to be alone now with him. Some­times she would be late for him. Then Jeff al­ways would try to be pa­tient in his wait­ing, for Jeff Camp­bell knew very well how to re­mem­ber, and he knew it was on­ly right that he should now en­dure this from her.

			Then Melanc­tha be­gan to man­age of­ten not to see him, and once she went away when she had promised to be there to meet him.

			Then Jeff Camp­bell was re­al­ly filled up with his anger. Now he knew he could nev­er re­al­ly want her. Now he knew he nev­er any more could re­al­ly trust her.

			Jeff Camp­bell nev­er knew why Melanc­tha had not come to meet him. Jeff had heard a lit­tle talk­ing now, about how Melanc­tha Her­bert had com­menced once more to wan­der. Jeff Camp­bell still some­times saw Jane Hard­en, who al­ways need­ed a doc­tor to be of­ten there to help her. Jane Hard­en al­ways knew very well what hap­pened to Melanc­tha. Jeff Camp­bell nev­er would talk to Jane Hard­en any­thing about Melanc­tha. Jeff was al­ways loy­al to Melanc­tha. Jeff nev­er let Jane Hard­en say much to him about Melanc­tha, though he nev­er let her know that now he loved her. But some­how Jeff did know now about Melanc­tha, and he knew about some men that Melanc­tha met with Rose John­son very of­ten.

			Jeff Camp­bell would not let him­self re­al­ly doubt Melanc­tha, but Jeff be­gan to know now very well, he did not want her. Melanc­tha Her­bert did not love him ev­er, Jeff knew it now, the way he once had thought that she could feel it. Once she had been greater for him than he had thought he could ev­er know how to feel it. Now Jeff had come to where he could un­der­stand Melanc­tha Her­bert. Jeff was not bit­ter to her be­cause she could not re­al­ly love him, he was bit­ter on­ly that he had let him­self have a re­al il­lu­sion in him. He was a lit­tle bit­ter too, that he had lost now, what he had al­ways felt re­al in the world, that had made it for him al­ways full of beau­ty, and now he had not got this new re­li­gion re­al­ly, and he had lost what he be­fore had to know what was good and had re­al beau­ty.

			Jeff Camp­bell was so an­gry now in him, be­cause he had begged Melanc­tha al­ways to be hon­est to him. Jeff could stand it in her not to love him, he could not stand it in her not to be hon­est to him.

			Jeff Camp­bell went home from where Melanc­tha had not met him, and he was sore and full of anger in him.

			Jeff Camp­bell could not be sure what to do, to make it right in­side him. Sure­ly he must be strong now and cast this lov­ing from him, and yet, was he sure he now had re­al wis­dom in him. Was he sure that Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er had had a re­al deep lov­ing for him. Was he sure Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er had de­served a rev­er­ence from him. Al­ways now Jeff had this tor­ment in him, but al­ways now he felt more that Melanc­tha nev­er had re­al great­ness for him.

			Jeff wait­ed to see if Melanc­tha would send any word to him. Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er sent a line to him.

			At last Jeff wrote his let­ter to Melanc­tha. “Dear Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly do know you ain’t been any way sick this last week when you nev­er met me right the way you promised, and nev­er sent me any word to say why you act­ed a way you cer­tain­ly nev­er could think was the right way you should do it to me. Jane Hard­en said she saw you that day and you went out walk­ing with some peo­ple you like now to be with. Don’t be mis­un­der­stand­ing me now any more Melanc­tha. I love you now be­cause that’s my slow way to learn what you been teach­ing, but I know now you cer­tain­ly nev­er had what seems to me re­al kind of feel­ing. I don’t love you Melanc­tha any more now like a re­al re­li­gion, be­cause now I know you are just made like all us oth­ers. I know now no man can ev­er re­al­ly hold you be­cause no man can ev­er be re­al to trust in you, be­cause you mean right Melanc­tha, but you nev­er can re­mem­ber, and so you cer­tain­ly nev­er have got any­way to be hon­est. So please you un­der­stand me right now Melanc­tha, it nev­er is I don’t know how to love you. I do know now how to love you, Melanc­tha, re­al­ly. You sure do know that, Melanc­tha, in me. You cer­tain­ly al­ways can trust me. And so now Melanc­tha, I can say to you cer­tain­ly re­al hon­est with you, I am bet­ter than you are in my right kind of feel­ing. And so Melanc­tha, I don’t nev­er any more want to be a trou­ble to you. You cer­tain­ly make me see things Melanc­tha, I nev­er any oth­er way could be know­ing. You been very good and pa­tient to me, when I was cer­tain­ly be­low you in my right feel­ing. I cer­tain­ly nev­er have been near so good and pa­tient to you ev­ery any way Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly know that Melanc­tha. But Melanc­tha, with me, it cer­tain­ly is, al­ways to be good to­geth­er, two peo­ple cer­tain­ly must be think­ing each one as good as the oth­er, to be re­al­ly lov­ing right Melanc­tha. And it cer­tain­ly must nev­er be any kind of feel­ing, of one on­ly tak­ing, and one on­ly just giv­ing, Melanc­tha, to me. I know you cer­tain­ly don’t re­al­ly ev­er un­der­stand me now Melanc­tha, but that’s no mat­ter. I cer­tain­ly do know what I am feel­ing now with you re­al Melanc­tha. And so good­bye now for good Melanc­tha. I say I can nev­er ev­er re­al­ly trust you re­al Melanc­tha, that’s on­ly just cer­tain­ly from your way of not be­ing ev­er equal in your feel­ing to any­body re­al, Melanc­tha, and your way nev­er to know right how to re­mem­ber. Many ways I re­al­ly trust you deep Melanc­tha, and I cer­tain­ly do feel deep all the good sweet­ness you cer­tain­ly got re­al in you Melanc­tha. Its on­ly just in your lov­ing me Melanc­tha. You nev­er can be equal to me and that way I cer­tain­ly nev­er can bear any more to have it. And so now Melanc­tha, I al­ways be your friend, if you need me, and now we nev­er see each oth­er any more to talk to.”

			And then Jeff Camp­bell thought and thought, and he could nev­er make any way for him now, to see it dif­fer­ent, and so at last he sent this let­ter to Melanc­tha.

			And now sure­ly it was all over in Jeff Camp­bell. Sure­ly now he nev­er any more could know Melanc­tha. And yet, per­haps Melanc­tha re­al­ly loved him. And then she would know how much it hurt him nev­er any more, any way, to see her, and per­haps she would write a line to tell him. But that was a fool­ish way for Jeff ev­er to be think­ing. Of course Melanc­tha nev­er would write a word to him. It was all over now for al­ways, ev­ery­thing be­tween them, and Jeff felt it a re­al re­lief to him.

			For many days now Jeff Camp­bell on­ly felt it as a re­lief in him. Jeff was all locked up and qui­et now in­side him. It was all set­tling down heavy in him, and these days when it was sink­ing so deep in him, it was on­ly the rest and qui­et of not fight­ing that he could re­al­ly feel in­side him. Jeff Camp­bell could not think now, or feel any­thing else in him. He had no beau­ty nor any good­ness to see around him. It was a dull, pleas­ant kind of qui­et he now had in­side him. Jeff al­most be­gan to love this dull qui­et in him, for it was more near­ly be­ing free for him than any­thing he had known in him since Melanc­tha Her­bert first had moved him. He did not find it a re­al rest yet for him, he had not re­al­ly con­quered what had been work­ing so long in him, he had not learned to see beau­ty and re­al good­ness yet in what had hap­pened to him, but it was rest even if he was sod­den now all through him. Jeff Camp­bell liked it very well, not to have fight­ing al­ways go­ing on in­side him.

			And so Jeff went on ev­ery day, and he was qui­et, and he be­gan again to watch him­self in his work­ing; and he did not see any beau­ty now around him, and it was dull and heavy al­ways now in­side him, and yet he was con­tent to have gone so far in keep­ing steady to what he knew was the right way for him to come back to, to be reg­u­lar, and see beau­ty in ev­ery kind of qui­et way of liv­ing, the way he had al­ways want­ed it for him­self and for all the col­ored peo­ple. He knew he had lost the sense he once had of joy all through him, but he could work, and per­haps he would bring some re­al be­lief back in­to him about the beau­ty that he could not now any more see around him.

			And so Jeff Camp­bell went on with his work­ing, and he stayed home ev­ery evening, and he be­gan again with his read­ing, and he did not do much talk­ing, and he did not seem to him­self to have any kind of feel­ing.

			And one day Jeff thought per­haps he re­al­ly was for­get­ting, one day he thought he could soon come back and be hap­py in his old way of reg­u­lar and qui­et liv­ing.

			Jeff Camp­bell had nev­er talked to any­one of what had been go­ing on in­side him. Jeff Camp­bell liked to talk and he was hon­est, but it nev­er came out from him, any­thing he was ev­er re­al­ly feel­ing, it on­ly came out from him, what it was that he was al­ways think­ing. Jeff Camp­bell al­ways was very proud to hide what he was re­al­ly feel­ing. Al­ways he blushed hot to think things he had been feel­ing. On­ly to Melanc­tha Her­bert, had it ev­er come to him, to tell what it was that he was feel­ing.

			And so Jeff Camp­bell went on with this dull and sod­den, heavy, qui­et al­ways in him, and he nev­er seemed to be able to have any feel­ing. On­ly some­times he shiv­ered hot with shame when he re­mem­bered some things he once had been feel­ing. And then one day it all woke up, and was sharp in him.

			Dr. Camp­bell was just then stay­ing long times with a sick man who might soon be dy­ing. One day the sick man was rest­ing. Dr. Camp­bell went to the win­dow to look out a lit­tle, while he was wait­ing. It was very ear­ly now in the south­ern spring­time. The trees were just be­gin­ning to get the lit­tle zigzag crin­kles in them, which the young buds al­ways give them. The air was soft and moist and pleas­ant to them. The earth was wet and rich and smelling for them. The birds were mak­ing sharp fresh nois­es all around them. The wind was very gen­tle and yet ur­gent to them. And the buds and the long earth­worms, and the ne­groes, and all the kinds of chil­dren, were com­ing out ev­ery minute far­ther in­to the new spring, wa­tery, south­ern sun­shine.

			Jeff Camp­bell too be­gan to feel a lit­tle his old joy in­side him. The sod­den qui­et be­gan to break up in him. He leaned far out of the win­dow to mix it all up with him. His heart went sharp and then it al­most stopped in­side him. Was it Melanc­tha Her­bert he had just seen pass­ing by him? Was it Melanc­tha, or was it just some oth­er girl, who made him feel so bad in­side him? Well, it was no mat­ter, Melanc­tha was there in the world around him, he did cer­tain­ly al­ways know that in him. Melanc­tha Her­bert was al­ways in the same town with him, and he could nev­er any more feel her near him. What a fool he was to throw her from him. Did he know she did not re­al­ly love him. Sup­pose Melanc­tha was now suf­fer­ing through him. Sup­pose she re­al­ly would be glad to see him. And did any­thing else he did, re­al­ly mean any­thing now to him? What a fool he was to cast her from him. And yet did Melanc­tha Her­bert want him, was she hon­est to him, had Melanc­tha ev­er loved him, and did Melanc­tha now suf­fer by him? Oh! Oh! Oh! and the bit­ter wa­ter once more rose up in him.

			All that long day, with the warm moist young spring stir­ring in him, Jeff Camp­bell worked, and thought, and beat his breast, and wan­dered, and spoke aloud, and was silent, and was cer­tain, and then in doubt and then keen to sure­ly feel, and then all sod­den in him; and he walked, and he some­times ran fast to lose him­self in his rush­ing, and he bit his nails to pain and bleed­ing, and he tore his hair so that he could be sure he was re­al­ly feel­ing, and he nev­er could know what it was right, he now should be do­ing. And then late that night he wrote it all out to Melanc­tha Her­bert, and he made him­self quick­ly send it with­out giv­ing him­self any time to change it.

			“It has come to me strong to­day Melanc­tha, per­haps I am wrong the way I now am think­ing. Per­haps you do want me bad­ly to be with you. Per­haps I have hurt you once again the way I used to. I cer­tain­ly Melanc­tha, if I ev­er think that re­al­ly, I cer­tain­ly do want bad not to be wrong now ev­er any more to you. If you do feel the way to­day it came to me strong maybe you are feel­ing, then say so Melanc­tha to me, and I come again to see you. If not, don’t say any­thing any more ev­er to me. I don’t want ev­er to be bad to you Melanc­tha, re­al­ly. I nev­er want ev­er to be a both­er to you. I nev­er can stand it to think I am wrong; re­al­ly, think­ing you don’t want me to come to you. Tell me Melanc­tha, tell me hon­est to me, shall I come now any more to see you.” “Yes” came the an­swer from Melanc­tha, “I be home Jeff tonight to see you.”

			Jeff Camp­bell went that evening late to see Melanc­tha Her­bert. As Jeff came near­er to her, he doubt­ed that he want­ed re­al­ly to be with her, he felt that he did not know what it was he now want­ed from her. Jeff Camp­bell knew very well now, way in­side him, that they could nev­er talk their trou­ble out be­tween them. What was it Jeff want­ed now to tell Melanc­tha Her­bert? What was it that Jeff Camp­bell now could tell her? Sure­ly he nev­er now could learn to trust her. Sure­ly Jeff knew very well all that Melanc­tha al­ways had in­side her. And yet it was aw­ful, nev­er any more to see her.

			Jeff Camp­bell went in to Melanc­tha, and he kissed her, and he held her, and then he went away from her and he stood still and looked at her. “Well Jeff!” “Yes Melanc­tha!” “Jeff what was it made you act so to me?” “You know very well Melanc­tha, it’s al­ways I am think­ing you don’t love me, and you are act­ing to me good out of kind­ness, and then Melanc­tha you cer­tain­ly nev­er did say any­thing to me why you nev­er came to meet me, as you cer­tain­ly did prom­ise to me you would that day I nev­er saw you!” “Jeff don’t you re­al­ly know for cer­tain, I al­ways love you?” “No Melanc­tha, deed I don’t know it in me. Deed and cer­tain sure Melanc­tha, if I on­ly know that in me, I cer­tain­ly nev­er would give you any both­er.” “Jeff, I cer­tain­ly do love you more seems to me al­ways, you cer­tain­ly had ought to feel that in you.” “Sure Melanc­tha?” “Sure Jeff boy, you know that.” “But then Melanc­tha why did you act so to me?” “Oh Jeff you cer­tain­ly been such a both­er to me. I just had to go away that day Jeff, and I cer­tain­ly didn’t mean not to tell you, and then that let­ter you wrote came to me and some­thing hap­pened to me. I don’t know right what it was Jeff, I just kind of faint­ed, and what could I do Jeff, you said you cer­tain­ly nev­er any more want­ed to come and see me!” “And no mat­ter Melanc­tha, even if you knew, it was just killing me to act so to you, you nev­er would have said noth­ing to me?” “No of course, how could I Jeff when you wrote that way to me. I know how you was feel­ing Jeff to me, but I cer­tain­ly couldn’t say noth­ing to you.” “Well Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly know I am right proud too in me, but I cer­tain­ly nev­er could act so to you Melanc­tha, if I ev­er knew any way at all you ev­er re­al­ly loved me. No Melanc­tha dar­ling, you and me cer­tain­ly don’t feel much the same way ev­er. Any way Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly do love you true Melanc­tha.” “And I love you too Jeff, even though you don’t nev­er cer­tain­ly seem to be­lieve me.” “No I cer­tain­ly don’t any way be­lieve you Melanc­tha, even when you say it to me. I don’t know Melanc­tha how, but sure I cer­tain­ly do trust you, on­ly I don’t be­lieve now ev­er in your re­al­ly be­ing lov­ing to me. I cer­tain­ly do know you trust me al­ways Melanc­tha, on­ly some­how it ain’t ev­er all right to me. I cer­tain­ly don’t know any way oth­er­wise Melanc­tha, how I can say it to you.” “Well I cer­tain­ly can’t help you no ways any more Jeff Camp­bell, though you cer­tain­ly say it right when you say I trust you Jeff now al­ways. You cer­tain­ly is the best man Jeff Camp­bell, I ev­er can know, to me. I nev­er been any­ways think­ing it can be ev­er dif­fer­ent to me.” “Well you trust me then Melanc­tha, and I cer­tain­ly love you Melanc­tha, and seems like to me Melanc­tha, you and me had ought to be a lit­tle bet­ter than we cer­tain­ly ev­er are do­ing now to be to­geth­er. You cer­tain­ly do think that way, too, Melanc­tha to me. But may be you do re­al­ly love me. Tell me, please, re­al hon­est now Melanc­tha dar­ling, tell me so I re­al­ly al­ways know it in me, do you re­al­ly tru­ly love me?” “Oh you stupid, stupid boy, Jeff Camp­bell. Love you, what do you think makes me al­ways to for­give you. If I cer­tain­ly didn’t al­ways love you Jeff, I cer­tain­ly nev­er would let you be al­ways be­ing all the time such a both­er to me the way you cer­tain­ly Jeff al­ways are to me. Now don’t you dass ev­er any more say words like that ev­er to me. You hear me now Jeff, or I do some­thing re­al bad some­time, so I re­al­ly hurt you. Now Jeff you just be good to me. You know Jeff how bad I need it, now you should al­ways be good to me!”

			Jeff Camp­bell could not make an an­swer to Melanc­tha. What was it he should now say to her? What words could help him to make their feel­ing any bet­ter? Jeff Camp­bell knew that he had learned to love deeply, that, he al­ways knew very well now in him, Melanc­tha had learned to be strong to be al­ways trust­ing, that he knew too now in­side him, but Melanc­tha did not re­al­ly love him, that he felt al­ways too strong for him. That fact al­ways was there in him, and it al­ways thrust it­self firm, be­tween them. And so this talk did not make things re­al­ly bet­ter for them.

			Jeff Camp­bell was nev­er any more a tor­ment to Melanc­tha, he was on­ly silent to her. Jeff of­ten saw Melanc­tha and he was very friend­ly with her and he nev­er any more was a both­er to her. Jeff nev­er any more now had much chance to be lov­ing with her. Melanc­tha nev­er was alone now when he saw her.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert had just been get­ting thick in her trou­ble with Jeff Camp­bell, when she went to that church where she first met Rose, who lat­er was mar­ried reg­u­lar­ly to Sam John­son. Rose was a good-look­ing, bet­ter kind of black girl, and had been brought up quite like their own child by white folks. Rose was liv­ing now with col­ored peo­ple. Rose was stay­ing just then with a col­ored wom­an, who had known “Mis” Her­bert and her black hus­band and this girl Melanc­tha.

			Rose soon got to like Melanc­tha Her­bert and Melanc­tha now al­ways want­ed to be with Rose, when­ev­er she could do it. Melanc­tha Her­bert al­ways was do­ing ev­ery­thing for Rose that she could think of that Rose ev­er want­ed. Rose al­ways liked to be with nice peo­ple who would do things for her. Rose had strong com­mon sense and she was lazy. Rose liked Melanc­tha Her­bert, she had such kind of fine ways in her. Then, too, Rose had it in her to be sor­ry for the sub­tle, sweet-na­tured, docile, in­tel­li­gent Melanc­tha Her­bert who al­ways was so blue some­times, and al­ways had had so much trou­ble. Then, too, Rose could scold Melanc­tha, for Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er could know how to keep her­self from trou­ble, and Rose was al­ways strong to keep straight, with her sim­ple self­ish wis­dom.

			But why did the sub­tle, in­tel­li­gent, at­trac­tive, half white girl Melanc­tha Her­bert, with her sweet­ness and her pow­er and her wis­dom, de­mean her­self to do for and to flat­ter and to be scold­ed, by this lazy, stupid, or­di­nary, self­ish black girl. This was a queer thing in Melanc­tha Her­bert.

			And so now in these new spring days, it was with Rose that Melanc­tha be­gan again to wan­der. Rose al­ways knew very well in her­self what was the right way to do when you wan­dered. Rose knew very well, she was not just any com­mon kind of black girl, for she had been raised by white folks, and Rose al­ways saw to it that she was en­gaged to him when she had any­one man with whom she ev­er al­ways wan­dered. Rose al­ways had strong in her the sense for prop­er con­duct. Rose al­ways was telling the com­plex and less sure Melanc­tha, what was the right way she should do when she wan­dered.

			Rose nev­er knew much about Jeff Camp­bell with Melanc­tha Her­bert. Rose had not known about Melanc­tha Her­bert when she had been al­most all her time with Dr. Camp­bell.

			Jeff Camp­bell did not like Rose when he saw her with Melanc­tha. Jeff would nev­er, when he could help it, meet her. Rose did not think much about Dr. Camp­bell. Melanc­tha nev­er talked much about him to her. He was not im­por­tant now to be with her.

			Rose did not like Melanc­tha’s old friend Jane Hard­en when she saw her. Jane de­spised Rose for an or­di­nary, stupid, sullen black girl. Jane could not see what Melanc­tha could find in that black girl, to en­dure her. It made Jane sick to see her. But then Melanc­tha had a good mind, but she cer­tain­ly nev­er did care much to re­al­ly use it. Jane Hard­en now re­al­ly nev­er cared any more to see Melanc­tha, though Melanc­tha still al­ways tried to be good to her. And Rose, she hat­ed that stuck up, mean speak­ing, nasty, drunk thing, Jane Hard­en. Rose did not see how Melanc­tha could bear to ev­er see her, but Melanc­tha al­ways was so good to ev­ery­body, she nev­er would know how to act to peo­ple the way they de­served that she should do it.

			Rose did not know much about Melanc­tha, and Jeff Camp­bell and Jane Hard­en. All Rose knew about Melanc­tha was her old life with her moth­er and her fa­ther. Rose was al­ways glad to be good to poor Melanc­tha, who had had such an aw­ful time with her moth­er and her fa­ther, and now she was alone and had no­body who could help her. “He was a aw­ful black man to you Melanc­tha, I like to get my hands on him so he cer­tain­ly could feel it. I just would Melanc­tha, now you hear me.”

			Per­haps it was this sim­ple faith and sim­ple anger and sim­ple moral way of do­ing in Rose, that Melanc­tha now found such a com­fort to her. Rose was self­ish and was stupid and was lazy, but she was de­cent and knew al­ways what was the right way she should do, and what she want­ed, and she cer­tain­ly did ad­mire how bright was her friend Melanc­tha Her­bert, and she cer­tain­ly did feel how very much it was she al­ways suf­fered and she scold­ed her to keep her from more trou­ble, and she nev­er was an­gry when she found some of the dif­fer­ent ways Melanc­tha Her­bert some­times had to do it.

			And so al­ways Rose and Melanc­tha were more and more to­geth­er, and Jeff Camp­bell could now hard­ly ev­er any more be alone with Melanc­tha.

			Once Jeff had to go away to an­oth­er town to see a sick man. “When I come back Mon­day Melanc­tha, I come Mon­day evening to see you. You be home alone once Melanc­tha to see me.” “Sure Jeff, I be glad to see you!”

			When Jeff Camp­bell came to his house on Mon­day there was a note there from Melanc­tha. Could Jeff come day af­ter to­mor­row, Wednes­day? Melanc­tha was so sor­ry she had to go out that evening. She was aw­ful sor­ry and she hoped Jeff would not be an­gry.

			Jeff was an­gry and he swore a lit­tle, and then he laughed, and then he sighed. “Poor Melanc­tha, she don’t know any way to be re­al hon­est, but no mat­ter, I sure do love her and I be good if on­ly she will let me.”

			Jeff Camp­bell went Wednes­day night to see Melanc­tha. Jeff Camp­bell took her in his arms and kissed her. “I cer­tain­ly am aw­ful sor­ry not to see you Jeff Mon­day, the way I promised, but I just couldn’t Jeff, no way I could fix it.” Jeff looked at her and then he laughed a lit­tle at her. “You want me to be­lieve that re­al­ly now Melanc­tha. All right I be­lieve it if you want me to Melanc­tha. I cer­tain­ly be good to you tonight the way you like it. I be­lieve you cer­tain­ly did want to see me Melanc­tha, and there was no way you could fix it.” “Oh Jeff dear,” said Melanc­tha, “I sure was wrong to act so to you. It’s aw­ful hard for me ev­er to say it to you, I have been wrong in my act­ing to you, but I cer­tain­ly was bad this time Jeff to you. It do cer­tain­ly come hard to me to say it Jeff, but I cer­tain­ly was wrong to go away from you the way I did it. On­ly you al­ways cer­tain­ly been so bad Jeff, and such a both­er to me, and mak­ing ev­ery­thing al­ways so hard for me, and I cer­tain­ly got some way to do it to make it come back some­times to you. You bad boy Jeff, now you hear me, and this cer­tain­ly is the first time Jeff I ev­er yet said it to any­body, I ev­er been wrong, Jeff, you hear me!” “All right Melanc­tha, I sure do for­give you, cause it’s cer­tain­ly the first time I ev­er heard you say you ev­er did any­thing wrong the way you shouldn’t,” and Jeff Camp­bell laughed and kissed her, and Melanc­tha laughed and loved him, and they re­al­ly were hap­py now for a lit­tle time to­geth­er.

			And now they were very hap­py in each oth­er and then they were silent and then they be­came a lit­tle sad­der and then they were very qui­et once more with each oth­er.

			“Yes I cer­tain­ly do love you Jeff!” Melanc­tha said and she was very dreamy. “Sure, Melanc­tha.” “Yes Jeff sure, but not the way you are now ev­er think­ing. I love you more and more seems to me Jeff al­ways, and I cer­tain­ly do trust you more and more al­ways to me when I know you. I do love you Jeff, sure yes, but not the kind of way of lov­ing you are ev­er think­ing it now Jeff with me. I ain’t got cer­tain­ly no hot pas­sion any more now in me. You cer­tain­ly have killed all that kind of feel­ing now Jeff in me. You cer­tain­ly do know that Jeff, now the way I am al­ways, when I am lov­ing with you. You cer­tain­ly do know that Jeff, and that’s the way you cer­tain­ly do like it now in me. You cer­tain­ly don’t mind now Jeff, to hear me say this to you.”

			Jeff Camp­bell was hurt so that it al­most killed him. Yes he cer­tain­ly did know now what it was to have re­al hot love in him, and yet Melanc­tha cer­tain­ly was right, he did not de­serve she should ev­er give it to him. “All right Melanc­tha I ain’t ev­er kick­ing. I al­ways will give you cer­tain­ly al­ways ev­ery­thing you want that I got in me. I take any­thing you want now to give me. I don’t say nev­er Melanc­tha it don’t hurt me, but I cer­tain­ly don’t say ev­er Melanc­tha it ought ev­er to be any dif­fer­ent to me.” And the bit­ter tears rose up in Jeff Camp­bell, and they came and choked his voice to be silent, and he held him­self hard to keep from break­ing.

			“Good night Melanc­tha,” and Jeff was very hum­ble to her. “Good­night Jeff, I cer­tain­ly nev­er did mean any­way to hurt you. I do love you, sure Jeff ev­ery day more and more, all the time I know you.” “I know Melanc­tha, I know, it’s nev­er noth­ing to me. You can’t help it, any­body ev­er the way they are feel­ing. It’s all right now Melanc­tha, you be­lieve me, good night now Melanc­tha, I got now to leave you, good­bye Melanc­tha, sure don’t look so wor­ried to me, sure Melanc­tha I come again soon to see you.” And then Jeff stum­bled down the steps, and he went away fast to leave her.

			And now the pain came hard and hard­er in Jeff Camp­bell, and he groaned, and it hurt him so, he could not bear it. And the tears came, and his heart beat, and he was hot and worn and bit­ter in him.

			Now Jeff knew very well what it was to love Melanc­tha. Now Jeff Camp­bell knew he was re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing. Now Jeff knew what it was to be good to Melanc­tha. Now Jeff was good to her al­ways.

			Slow­ly Jeff felt it a com­fort in him to have it hurt so, and to be good to Melanc­tha al­ways. Now there was no way Melanc­tha ev­er had had to bear things from him, worse than he now had it in him. Now Jeff was strong in­side him. Now with all the pain there was peace in him. Now he knew he was un­der­stand­ing, now he knew he had a hot love in him, and he was good al­ways to Melanc­tha Her­bert who was the one had made him have it. Now he knew he could be good, and not cry out for help to her to teach him how to bear it. Ev­ery day Jeff felt him­self more a strong man, the way he once had thought was his re­al self, the way he knew it. Now Jeff Camp­bell had re­al wis­dom in him, and it did not make him bit­ter when it hurt him, for Jeff knew now all through him that he was re­al­ly strong to bear it.

			And so now Jeff Camp­bell could see Melanc­tha of­ten, and he was pa­tient, and al­ways very friend­ly to her, and ev­ery day Jeff Camp­bell un­der­stood Melanc­tha Her­bert bet­ter. And al­ways Jeff saw Melanc­tha could not love him the way he need­ed she should do it. Melanc­tha Her­bert had no way she ev­er re­al­ly could re­mem­ber.

			And now Jeff knew there was a man Melanc­tha met very of­ten, and per­haps she want­ed to try to have this man to be good, for her. Jeff Camp­bell nev­er saw the man Melanc­tha Her­bert per­haps now want­ed. Jeff Camp­bell on­ly knew very well that there was one. Then there was Rose that Melanc­tha now al­ways had with her when she wan­dered.

			Jeff Camp­bell was very qui­et to Melanc­tha. He said to her, now he thought he did not want to come any more es­pe­cial­ly to see her. When they met, he al­ways would be glad to see her, but now he nev­er would go any­where any more to meet her. Sure he knew she al­ways would have a deep love in him for her. Sure she knew that. “Yes Jeff, I al­ways trust you Jeff, I cer­tain­ly do know that all right.” Jeff Camp­bell said, all right he nev­er could say any­thing to re­proach her. She knew al­ways that he re­al­ly had learned all through him how to love her. “Yes, Jeff, I cer­tain­ly do know that.” She knew now she could al­ways trust him. Jeff al­ways would be loy­al to her though now she nev­er was any more to him like a re­li­gion, but he nev­er could for­get the re­al sweet­ness in her. That Jeff must re­mem­ber al­ways, though now he nev­er can trust her to be re­al­ly lov­ing to any man for al­ways, she nev­er did have any way she ev­er could re­mem­ber. If she ev­er need­ed any­body to be good to her, Jeff Camp­bell al­ways would do any­thing he could to help her. He nev­er can for­get the things she taught him so he could be re­al­ly un­der­stand­ing, but he nev­er any more wants to see her. He be like a broth­er to her al­ways, when she needs it, and he al­ways will be a good friend to her. Jeff Camp­bell cer­tain­ly was sor­ry nev­er any more to see her, but it was good that they now knew each oth­er re­al­ly. “Good­bye Jeff you al­ways been very good al­ways to me.” “Good­bye Melanc­tha you know you al­ways can trust your­self to me.” “Yes, I know, I know Jeff, re­al­ly.” “I cer­tain­ly got to go now Melanc­tha, from you. I go this time, Melanc­tha re­al­ly,” and Jeff Camp­bell went away and this time he nev­er looked back to her. This time Jeff Camp­bell just broke away and left her.

			Jeff Camp­bell loved to think now he was strong again to be qui­et, and to live reg­u­lar, and to do ev­ery­thing the way he want­ed it to be right for him­self and all the col­ored peo­ple. Jeff went away for a lit­tle while to an­oth­er town to work there, and he worked hard, and he was very sad in­side him, and some­times the tears would rise up in him, and then he would work hard, and then he would be­gin once more to see some beau­ty in the world around him. Jeff had be­haved right and he had learned to have a re­al love in him. That was very good to have in­side him.

			Jeff Camp­bell nev­er could for­get the sweet­ness in Melanc­tha Her­bert, and he was al­ways very friend­ly to her, but they nev­er any more came close to one an­oth­er. More and more Jeff Camp­bell and Melanc­tha fell away from all know­ing of each oth­er, but Jeff nev­er could for­get Melanc­tha. Jeff nev­er could for­get the re­al sweet­ness she had in her, but Jeff nev­er any more had the sense of a re­al re­li­gion for her. Jeff al­ways had strong in him the mean­ing of all the new kind of beau­ty Melanc­tha Her­bert once had shown him, and al­ways more and more it helped him with his work­ing for him­self and for all the col­ored peo­ple.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert, now that she was all through with Jeff Camp­bell, was free to be with Rose and the new men she met now.

			Rose was al­ways now with Melanc­tha Her­bert. Rose nev­er found any way to get ex­cit­ed. Rose al­ways was telling Melanc­tha Her­bert the right way she should do, so that she would not al­ways be in trou­ble. But Melanc­tha Her­bert could not help it, al­ways she would find new ways to get ex­cit­ed.

			Melanc­tha was all ready now to find new ways to be in trou­ble. And yet Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er want­ed not to do right. Al­ways Melanc­tha Her­bert want­ed peace and qui­et, and al­ways she could on­ly find new ways to get ex­cit­ed.

			“Melanc­tha,” Rose would say to her, “Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly have got to tell you, you ain’t right to act so with that kind of feller. You bet­ter just had stick to black men now, Melanc­tha, you hear me what I tell you, just the way you al­ways see me do it. They’re re­al bad men, now I tell you Melanc­tha true, and you bet­ter had hear to me. I been raised by re­al nice kind of white folks, Melanc­tha, and I cer­tain­ly knows aw­ful well, soon as ev­er I can see ’em act­ing, what is a white man will act de­cent to you and the kind it ain’t nev­er no good to a col­ored girl to ev­er go with. Now you know re­al Melanc­tha how I al­ways mean right good to you, and you ain’t got no way like me Melanc­tha, what was raised by white folks, to know right what is the way you should be act­ing with men. I don’t nev­er want to see you have bad trou­ble come hard to you now Melanc­tha, and so you just hear to me now Melanc­tha, what I tell you, for I knows it. I don’t say nev­er cer­tain­ly to you Melanc­tha, you nev­er had ought to have noth­ing to do ev­er with no white men, though it ain’t nev­er to me Melanc­tha, the best kind of a way a col­ored girl can have to be act­ing, no I nev­er do say to you Melanc­tha, you hadn’t nev­er ought to be with white men, though it ain’t nev­er the way I feel it ev­er re­al, right for a de­cent col­ored girl to be al­ways do­ing, but not nev­er Melanc­tha, now you hear me, no not nev­er no kind of white men like you been with al­ways now Melanc­tha when I see you. You just hear to me Melanc­tha, you cer­tain­ly had ought to hear to me Melanc­tha, I say it just like I knows it aw­ful well, Melanc­tha, and I knows you don’t know no bet­ter, Melanc­tha, how to act so, the ways I seen it with them kind of white fellers, them as nev­er can know what to do right by a de­cent girl they have ev­er got to be with them. Now you hear to me Melanc­tha, what I tell you.”

			And so it was Melanc­tha Her­bert found new ways to be in trou­ble. But it was not very bad this trou­ble, for these white men Rose nev­er want­ed she should be with, nev­er meant very much to Melanc­tha. It was on­ly that she liked it to be with them, and they knew all about fine hors­es, and it was just good to Melanc­tha, now a lit­tle, to feel re­al reck­less with them. But most­ly it was Rose and oth­er bet­ter kind of col­ored girls and col­ored men with whom Melanc­tha Her­bert now al­ways wan­dered.

			It was sum­mer now and the col­ored peo­ple came out in­to the sun­shine, full blown with the flow­ers. And they shone in the streets and in the fields with their warm joy, and they glis­tened in their black heat, and they flung them­selves free in their wide aban­don­ment of shout­ing laugh­ter.

			It was very pleas­ant in some ways, the life Melanc­tha Her­bert now led with Rose and all the oth­ers. It was not al­ways that Rose had to scold her.

			There was not any­body of all these col­ored peo­ple, ex­cept­ing on­ly Rose, who ev­er meant much to Melanc­tha Her­bert. But they all liked Melanc­tha, and the men all liked to see her do things, she was so game al­ways to do any­thing any­body ev­er could do, and then she was good and sweet to do any­thing any­body ev­er want­ed from her.

			These were pleas­ant days then, in the hot south­ern ne­gro sun­shine, with many sim­ple jokes and al­ways wide aban­don­ment of laugh­ter. “Just look at that Melanc­tha there a run­ning. Don’t she just go like a bird when she is fly­ing. Hey Melanc­tha there, I come and catch you, hey Melanc­tha, I put salt on your tail to catch you,” and then the man would try to catch her, and he would fall full on the earth and roll in an agony of wide-mouthed shout­ing laugh­ter. And this was the kind of way Rose al­ways liked to have Melanc­tha do it, to be en­gaged to him, and to have a good warm nig­ger time with col­ored men, not to go about with that kind of white man, nev­er could know how to act right, to any de­cent kind of girl they could ev­er get to be with them.

			Rose, al­ways more and more, liked Melanc­tha Her­bert bet­ter. Rose of­ten had to scold Melanc­tha Her­bert, but that on­ly made her like Melanc­tha bet­ter. And then Melanc­tha al­ways lis­tened to her, and al­ways act­ed ev­ery way she could to please her. And then Rose was so sor­ry for Melanc­tha, when she was so blue some­times, and want­ed some­body should come and kill her.

			And Melanc­tha Her­bert clung to Rose in the hope that Rose could save her. Melanc­tha felt the pow­er of Rose’s self­ish, de­cent kind of na­ture. It was so sol­id, sim­ple, cer­tain to her. Melanc­tha clung to Rose, she loved to have her scold her, she al­ways want­ed to be with her. She al­ways felt a sol­id safe­ty in her; Rose al­ways was, in her way, very good to let Melanc­tha be lov­ing to her. Melanc­tha nev­er had any way she could re­al­ly be a trou­ble to her. Melanc­tha nev­er had any way that she could ev­er get re­al pow­er, to come close in­side to her. Melanc­tha was al­ways very hum­ble to her. Melanc­tha was al­ways ready to do any­thing Rose want­ed from her. Melanc­tha need­ed bad­ly to have Rose al­ways will­ing to let Melanc­tha cling to her. Rose was a sim­ple, sullen, self­ish, black girl, but she had a sol­id pow­er in her. Rose had strong the sense of de­cent con­duct, she had strong the sense of de­cent com­fort. Rose al­ways knew very well what it was she want­ed, and she knew very well what was the right way to do to get ev­ery­thing she want­ed, and she nev­er had any kind of trou­ble to per­plex her. And so the sub­tle in­tel­li­gent at­trac­tive half white girl Melanc­tha Her­bert loved and did for, and de­meaned her­self in ser­vice to this coarse, de­cent, sullen, or­di­nary, black, child­ish Rose and now this un­moral pro­mis­cu­ous shift­less Rose was to be mar­ried to a good man of the ne­groes, while Melanc­tha Her­bert with her white blood and at­trac­tion and her de­sire for a right po­si­tion was per­haps nev­er to be re­al­ly reg­u­lar­ly mar­ried. Some­times the thought of how all her world was made filled the com­plex, de­sir­ing Melanc­tha with de­spair. She won­dered of­ten how she could go on liv­ing when she was so blue. Some­times Melanc­tha thought she would just kill her­self, for some­times she thought this would be re­al­ly the best thing for her to do.

			Rose was now to be mar­ried to a de­cent good man of the ne­groes. His name was Sam John­son, and he worked as a deck­hand on a coast­ing steam­er, and he was very steady, and he got good wages.

			Rose first met Sam John­son at church, the same place where she had met Melanc­tha Her­bert. Rose liked Sam when she saw him, she knew he was a good man and worked hard and got good wages, and Rose thought it would be very nice and very good now in her po­si­tion to get re­al­ly, reg­u­lar­ly mar­ried.

			Sam John­son liked Rose very well and he al­ways was ready to do any­thing she want­ed. Sam was a tall, square shoul­dered, de­cent, a se­ri­ous, straight­for­ward, sim­ple, kind­ly, col­ored work­man. They got on very well to­geth­er, Sam and Rose, when they were mar­ried. Rose was lazy, but not dirty, and Sam was care­ful but not fussy. Sam was a kind­ly, sim­ple, earnest, steady work­man, and Rose had good com­mon de­cent sense in her, of how to live reg­u­lar, and not to have ex­cite­ments, and to be sav­ing so you could be al­ways sure to have mon­ey, so as to have ev­ery­thing you want­ed.

			It was not very long that Rose knew Sam John­son, be­fore they were reg­u­lar­ly mar­ried. Some­times Sam went in­to the coun­try with all the oth­er young church peo­ple, and then he would be a great deal with Rose and with her Melanc­tha Her­bert. Sam did not care much about Melanc­tha Her­bert. He liked Rose’s ways of do­ing, al­ways bet­ter. Melanc­tha’s mys­tery had no charm for Sam ev­er. Sam want­ed a nice lit­tle house to come to when he was tired from his work­ing, and a lit­tle ba­by all his own he could be good to. Sam John­son was ready to mar­ry as soon as ev­er Rose want­ed he should do it. And so Sam John­son and Rose one day had a grand re­al wed­ding and were mar­ried. Then they fur­nished com­plete­ly, a lit­tle red brick house and then Sam went back to his work as deck hand on a coast­ing steam­er.

			Rose had of­ten talked to Sam about how good Melanc­tha was and how much she al­ways suf­fered. Sam John­son nev­er re­al­ly cared about Melanc­tha Her­bert, but he al­ways did al­most ev­ery­thing Rose ev­er want­ed, and he was a gen­tle, kind­ly crea­ture, and so he was very good to Rose’s friend Melanc­tha. Melanc­tha Her­bert knew very well Sam did not like her, and so she was very qui­et, and al­ways let Rose do the talk­ing for her. She on­ly was very good to al­ways help Rose, and to do any­thing she ev­er want­ed from her, and to be very good and lis­ten and be qui­et when­ev­er Sam had any­thing to say to her. Melanc­tha liked Sam John­son, and all her life Melanc­tha loved and want­ed good and kind and con­sid­er­ate peo­ple, and al­ways Melanc­tha loved and want­ed peo­ple to be gen­tle to her, and al­ways she want­ed to be reg­u­lar, and to have peace and qui­et in her, and al­ways Melanc­tha could on­ly find new ways to be in trou­ble. And Melanc­tha need­ed bad­ly to have Rose, to be­lieve her, and to let her cling to her. Rose was the on­ly steady thing Melanc­tha had to cling to and so Melanc­tha de­meaned her­self to be like a ser­vant, to wait on, and al­ways to be scold­ed, by this or­di­nary, sullen, black, stupid, child­ish wom­an.

			Rose was al­ways telling Sam he must be good to poor Melanc­tha. “You know Sam,” Rose said very of­ten to him, “You cer­tain­ly had ought to be very good to poor Melanc­tha, she al­ways do have so much trou­ble with her. You know Sam how I told you she had such a bad time al­ways with that fa­ther, and he was aw­ful mean to her al­ways that aw­ful black man, and he nev­er took no kind of care ev­er to her, and he nev­er helped her when her moth­er died so hard, that poor Melanc­tha. Melanc­tha’s ma you know Sam, al­ways was just re­al re­li­gious. One day Melanc­tha was re­al lit­tle, and she heard her ma say to her pa, it was aw­ful sad to her, Melanc­tha had not been the one the Lord had took from them stead of the lit­tle broth­er who was dead in the house there from fever. That hurt Melanc­tha aw­ful when she heard her ma say it. She nev­er could feel it right, and I don’t no ways blame Melanc­tha, Sam, for not feel­ing bet­ter to her ma al­ways af­ter, though Melanc­tha, just like al­ways she is, al­ways was re­al good to her ma af­ter, when she was so sick, and died so hard, and no­body nev­er to help Melanc­tha do it, and she just all alone to do ev­ery­thing with­out no help come to her no way, and that ug­ly aw­ful black man she have for a fa­ther nev­er all the time come near her. But that’s al­ways the way Melanc­tha is just do­ing Sam, the way I been telling to you. She al­ways is be­ing just so good to ev­ery­body and no­body ev­er there to thank her for it. I nev­er did see no­body ev­er Sam, have such bad luck, seems to me al­ways with them, like that poor Melanc­tha al­ways has it, and she al­ways so good with it, and nev­er no mur­mur in her, and nev­er no com­plain­ing from her, and just nev­er say­ing noth­ing with it. You be re­al good to her Sam, now you hear me, now you and me is mar­ried right to­geth­er. He cer­tain­ly was an aw­ful black man to her Sam, that fa­ther she had, act­ing al­ways just like a brute to her and she so game and nev­er to tell any­body how it hurt her. And she so sweet and good al­ways to do any­thing any­body ev­er can be want­ing. I don’t see Sam how some men can be to act so aw­ful. I told you Sam, how once Melanc­tha broke her arm bad and she was so sick and it hurt her aw­ful and he nev­er would let no doc­tor come near to her and he do some things so aw­ful to her, she don’t nev­er want to tell no­body how bad he hurt her. That’s just the way Sam with Melanc­tha al­ways, you nev­er can know how bad it is, it hurts her. You hear me Sam, you al­ways be re­al good to her now you and me is mar­ried right to each oth­er.”

			And so Rose and Sam John­son were reg­u­lar­ly mar­ried, and Rose sat at home and bragged to all her friends how nice it was to be mar­ried re­al­ly to a hus­band.

			Rose did not have Melanc­tha to live with her, now Rose was mar­ried. Melanc­tha was with Rose al­most as much as ev­er but it was a lit­tle dif­fer­ent now their be­ing to­geth­er.

			Rose John­son nev­er asked Melanc­tha to live with her in the house, now Rose was mar­ried. Rose liked to have Melanc­tha come all the time to help her, Rose liked Melanc­tha to be al­most al­ways with her, but Rose was shrewd in her sim­ple self­ish na­ture, she did not ev­er think to ask Melanc­tha to live with her.

			Rose was hard head­ed, she was de­cent, and she al­ways knew what it was she need­ed. Rose need­ed Melanc­tha to be with her, she liked to have her help her, the quick, good Melanc­tha to do for the slow, lazy, self­ish, black girl, but Rose could have Melanc­tha to do for her and she did not need her to live with her.

			Sam nev­er asked Rose why she did not have her. Sam al­ways took what Rose want­ed should be done for Melanc­tha, as the right way he should act to­ward her.

			It could nev­er come to Melanc­tha to ask Rose to let her. It nev­er could come to Melanc­tha to think that Rose would ask her. It would nev­er ev­er come to Melanc­tha to want it, if Rose should ask her, but Melanc­tha would have done it for the safe­ty she al­ways felt when she was near her. Melanc­tha Her­bert want­ed bad­ly to be safe now, but this liv­ing with her, that, Rose would nev­er give her. Rose had strong the sense for de­cent com­fort, Rose had strong the sense for prop­er con­duct, Rose had strong the sense to get straight al­ways what she want­ed, and she al­ways knew what was the best thing she need­ed, and al­ways Rose got what she want­ed.

			And so Rose had Melanc­tha Her­bert al­ways there to help her, and she sat and was lazy and she bragged and she com­plained a lit­tle and she told Melanc­tha how she ought to do, to get good what she want­ed like she Rose al­ways did it, and al­ways Melanc­tha was do­ing ev­ery­thing Rose ev­er need­ed. “Don’t you both­er so, do­ing that Melanc­tha, I do it or Sam when he comes home to help me. Sure you don’t mind lift­ing it Melanc­tha? You is very good Melanc­tha to do it, and when you go out Melanc­tha, you stop and get some rice to bring me to­mor­row when you come in. Sure you won’t for­get Melanc­tha. I nev­er see any­body like you Melanc­tha to al­ways do things so nice for me.” And then Melanc­tha would do some more for Rose, and then very late Melanc­tha would go home to the col­ored wom­an where she lived now.

			And so though Melanc­tha still was so much with Rose John­son, she had times when she could not stay there. Melanc­tha now could not re­al­ly cling there. Rose had Sam, and Melanc­tha more and more lost the hold she had had there.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert be­gan to feel she must be­gin again to look and see if she could find what it was she had al­ways want­ed. Now Rose John­son could no longer help her.

			And so Melanc­tha Her­bert be­gan once more to wan­der and with men Rose nev­er thought it was right she should be with.

			One day Melanc­tha had been very busy with the dif­fer­ent kinds of ways she wan­dered. It was a pleas­ant late af­ter­noon at the end of a long sum­mer. Melanc­tha was walk­ing along, and she was free and ex­cit­ed. Melanc­tha had just part­ed from a white man and she had a bunch of flow­ers he had left with her. A young buck, a mu­lat­to, passed by and snatched them from her. “It cer­tain­ly is re­al sweet in you sis­ter, to be giv­ing me them pret­ty flow­ers,” he said to her.

			“I don’t see no way it can make them sweet­er to have with you,” said Melanc­tha. “What one man gives, an­oth­er man had cer­tain­ly just as much good right to be tak­ing.” “Keep your old flow­ers then, I cer­tain­ly don’t nev­er want to have them.” Melanc­tha Her­bert laughed at him and took them. “No, I didn’t no­how think you re­al­ly did want to have them. Thank you kind­ly mis­ter, for them. I cer­tain­ly al­ways do ad­mire to see a man al­ways so kind of re­al po­lite to peo­ple.” The man laughed, “You ain’t no­body’s fool I can say for you, but you cer­tain­ly are a damned pret­ty kind of girl, now I look at you. Want men to be po­lite to you? All right, I can love you, that’s re­al po­lite now, want to see me try it.” “I cer­tain­ly ain’t got no time this evening just on­ly left to thank you. I cer­tain­ly got to be re­al busy now, but I cer­tain­ly al­ways will ad­mire to see you.” The man tried to catch and stop her, Melanc­tha Her­bert laughed and dodged so that he could not touch her. Melanc­tha went quick­ly down a side street near her and so the man for that time lost her.

			For some days Melanc­tha did not see any more of her mu­lat­to. One day Melanc­tha was with a white man and they saw him. The white man stopped to speak to him. Af­ter­wards Melanc­tha left the white man and she then soon met him. Melanc­tha stopped to talk to him. Melanc­tha Her­bert soon be­gan to like him.

			Jem Richards, the new man Melanc­tha had be­gun to know now, was a dash­ing kind of fel­low, who had to do with fine hors­es and with rac­ing. Some­times Jem Richards would be bet­ting and would be good and lucky, and be mak­ing lots of mon­ey. Some­times Jem would be bet­ting bad­ly, and then he would not be hav­ing any mon­ey.

			Jem Richards was a straight man. Jem Richards al­ways knew that by and by he would win again and pay it, and so Jem most­ly did win again, and then he al­ways paid it.

			Jem Richards was a man oth­er men al­ways trust­ed. Men gave him mon­ey when he lost all his, for they all knew Jem Richards would win again, and when he did win they knew, and they were right, that he would pay it.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert all her life had al­ways loved to be with hors­es. Melanc­tha liked it that Jem knew all about fine hors­es. He was a reck­less man was Jem Richards. He knew how to win out, and al­ways all her life, Melanc­tha Her­bert loved suc­cess­ful pow­er.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert al­ways liked Jem Richards bet­ter. Things soon be­gan to be very strong be­tween them.

			Jem was more game even than Melanc­tha. Jem al­ways had known what it was to have re­al wis­dom. Jem had al­ways all his life been un­der­stand­ing.

			Jem Richards made Melanc­tha Her­bert come fast with him. He nev­er gave her any time with wait­ing. Soon Melanc­tha al­ways had Jem with her. Melanc­tha did not want any­thing bet­ter. Now in Jem Richards, Melanc­tha found ev­ery­thing she had ev­er need­ed to con­tent her.

			Melanc­tha was now less and less with Rose John­son. Rose did not think much of the way Melanc­tha now was go­ing. Jem Richards was all right, on­ly Melanc­tha nev­er had no sense of the right kind of way she should be do­ing. Rose of­ten was telling Sam now, she did not like the fast way Melanc­tha was go­ing. Rose told it to Sam, and to all the girls and men, when she saw them. But Rose was noth­ing just then to Melanc­tha. Melanc­tha Her­bert now on­ly need­ed Jem Richards to be with her.

			And things were al­ways get­ting stronger be­tween Jem Richards and Melanc­tha Her­bert. Jem Richards be­gan to talk now as if he want­ed to get mar­ried to her. Jem was deep in his love now for her. And as for Melanc­tha, Jem was all the world now to her. And so Jem gave her a ring, like white folks, to show he was en­gaged to her, and would by and by be mar­ried to her. And Melanc­tha was filled full with joy to have Jem so good to her.

			Melanc­tha al­ways loved to go with Jem to the races. Jem had been lucky late­ly with his bet­ting, and he had a swell turnout to drive in, and Melanc­tha looked very hand­some there be­side him.

			Melanc­tha was very proud to have Jem Richards want her. Melanc­tha loved it the way Jem knew how to do it. Melanc­tha loved Jem and loved that he should want her. She loved it too, that he want­ed to be mar­ried to her. Jem Richards was a straight de­cent man, whom oth­er men al­ways looked up to and trust­ed. Melanc­tha need­ed bad­ly a man to con­tent her.

			Melanc­tha’s joy made her fool­ish. Melanc­tha told ev­ery­body about how Jem Richards, that swell man who owned all those fine hors­es and was so game, noth­ing ev­er scared him, was en­gaged to be mar­ried to her, and that was the ring he gave her.

			Melanc­tha let out her joy very of­ten to Rose John­son. Melanc­tha had be­gun again now to go there.

			Melanc­tha’s love for Jem made her fool­ish. Melanc­tha had to have some­one al­ways now to talk to and so she went of­ten to Rose John­son.

			Melanc­tha put all her­self in­to Jem Richards. She was mad and fool­ish in the joy she had there.

			Rose nev­er liked the way Melanc­tha did it. “No Sam I don’t say nev­er Melanc­tha ain’t en­gaged to Jem Richards the way she al­ways says it, and Jem he is all right for that kind of man he is, though he do think him­self so smart and like he owns the earth and ev­ery­thing he can get with it, and he sure gave Melanc­tha a ring like he re­al­ly meant he should be mar­ried right soon with it, on­ly Sam, I don’t ev­er like it the way Melanc­tha is go­ing. When she is en­gaged to him Sam, she ain’t not right to take on so ex­cit­ed. That ain’t no de­cent kind of a way a girl ev­er should be act­ing. There ain’t no kind of a man go­ing stand that, not like I knows men Sam, and I sure does know them. I knows them white and I knows them col­ored, for I was raised by white folks, and they don’t none of them like a girl to act so. That’s all right to be so when you is just on­ly lov­ing, but it ain’t no ways right to be act­ing so when you is en­gaged to him, and when he says, all right he get re­al­ly reg­u­lar­ly mar­ried to you. You see Sam I am right like I am al­ways and I knows it. Jem Richards, he ain’t go­ing to the last to get re­al mar­ried, not if I knows it right, the way Melanc­tha now is act­ing to him. Rings or any­thing ain’t noth­ing to them, and they don’t nev­er do no good for them, when a girl acts fool­ish like Melanc­tha al­ways now is act­ing. I cer­tain­ly will be right sor­ry Sam, if Melanc­tha has re­al bad trou­ble come now to her, but I cer­tain­ly don’t no ways like it Sam the kind of way Melanc­tha is act­ing to him. I don’t nev­er say noth­ing to her Sam. I just lis­tens to what she is say­ing al­ways, and I thinks it out like I am telling to you Sam but I don’t nev­er say noth­ing no more now to Melanc­tha. Melanc­tha didn’t say noth­ing to me about that Jem Richards till she was all like fin­ished with him, and I nev­er did like it Sam, much, the way she was act­ing, not com­ing here nev­er when she first ran with those men and met him. And I didn’t nev­er say noth­ing to her, Sam, about it, and it ain’t noth­ing ev­er to me, on­ly I don’t nev­er no more want to say noth­ing to her, so I just lis­tens to what she got to tell like she wants it. No Sam, I don’t nev­er want to say noth­ing to her. Melanc­tha just got to go her own way, not as I want to see her have bad trou­ble ev­er come hard to her, on­ly it ain’t in me nev­er Sam, af­ter Melanc­tha did so, ev­er to say noth­ing more to her how she should be act­ing. You just see Sam like I tell you, what way Jem Richards will act to her, you see Sam I just am right like I al­ways am when I knows it.”

			Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er thought she could ev­er again be in trou­ble. Melanc­tha’s joy had made her fool­ish.

			And now Jem Richards had some bad trou­ble with his bet­ting. Melanc­tha some­times felt now when she was with him that there was some­thing wrong in­side him. Melanc­tha knew he had had trou­ble with his bet­ting but Melanc­tha nev­er felt that that could make any dif­fer­ence to them.

			Melanc­tha once had told Jem, sure he knew she al­ways would love to be with him, if he was in jail or on­ly just a beg­gar. Now Melanc­tha said to him, “Sure you know Jem that it don’t nev­er make any kind of dif­fer­ence you’re hav­ing any kind of trou­ble, you just try me Jem and be game, don’t look so wor­ried to me. Jem sure I know you love me like I love you al­ways, and its all I ev­er could be want­ing Jem to me, just your want­ing me al­ways to be with you. I get mar­ried Jem to you soon ev­er as you can want me, if you once say it Jem to me. It ain’t noth­ing to me ev­er, any­thing like hav­ing any mon­ey Jem, why you look so wor­ried to me.”

			Melanc­tha Her­bert’s love had sure­ly made her mad and fool­ish. She thrust it al­ways deep in­to Jem Richards and now that he had trou­ble with his bet­ting, Jem had no way that he ev­er want­ed to be made to feel it. Jem Richards nev­er could want to mar­ry any girl while he had trou­ble. That was no way a man like him should do it. Melanc­tha’s love had made her mad and fool­ish, she should be silent now and let him do it. Jem Richards was not a kind of man to want a wom­an to be strong to him, when he was in trou­ble with his bet­ting. That was not the kind of a time when a man like him need­ed to have it.

			Melanc­tha need­ed so bad­ly to have it, this love which she had al­ways want­ed, she did not know what she should do to save it. Melanc­tha saw now, Jem Richards al­ways had some­thing wrong in­side him. Melanc­tha soon dared not ask him. Jem was busy now, he had to sell things and see men to raise mon­ey. Jem could not meet Melanc­tha now so of­ten.

			It was lucky for Melanc­tha Her­bert that Rose John­son was com­ing now to have her ba­by. It had al­ways been un­der­stood be­tween them, Rose should come and stay then in the house where Melanc­tha lived with an old col­ored wom­an, so that Rose could have the Doc­tor from the hos­pi­tal near by to help her, and Melanc­tha there to take care of her the way Melanc­tha al­ways used to do it.

			Melanc­tha was very good now to Rose John­son. Melanc­tha did ev­ery­thing that any wom­an could, she tend­ed Rose, and she was pa­tient, sub­mis­sive, sooth­ing and un­tir­ing, while the sullen, child­ish, cow­ard­ly, black Rosie grum­bled, and fussed, and howled, and made her­self to be an abom­i­na­tion and like a sim­ple beast.

			All this time Melanc­tha was al­ways be­ing ev­ery now and then with Jem Richards. Melanc­tha was be­gin­ning to be stronger with Jem Richards. Melanc­tha was nev­er so strong and sweet and in her na­ture as when she was deep in trou­ble, when she was fight­ing so with all she had, she could not do any fool­ish thing with her na­ture.

			Al­ways now Melanc­tha Her­bert came back again to be near­er to Rose John­son. Al­ways now Melanc­tha would tell all about her trou­bles to Rose John­son. Rose had be­gun now a lit­tle again to ad­vise her.

			Melanc­tha al­ways told Rose now about the talks she had with Jem Richards, talks where they nei­ther of them liked very well what the oth­er one was say­ing. Melanc­tha did not know what it was Jem Richards want­ed. All Melanc­tha knew was, he did not like it when she want­ed to be good friends and get re­al­ly mar­ried, and then when Melanc­tha would say, “all right, I nev­er wear your ring no more Jem, we ain’t not any more to meet ev­er like we ev­er go­ing to get re­al­ly reg­u­lar mar­ried,” then Jem did not like it ei­ther. What was it Jem Richards re­al­ly want­ed?

			Melanc­tha stopped wear­ing Jem’s ring on her fin­ger. Poor Melanc­tha, she wore it on a string she tied around her neck so that she could al­ways feel it, but Melanc­tha was strong now with Jem Richards, and he nev­er saw it. And some­times Jem seemed to be aw­ful sor­ry for it, and some­times he seemed kind of glad of it. Melanc­tha nev­er could make out re­al­ly what it was Jem Richards want­ed.

			There was no oth­er wom­an yet to Jem, that Melanc­tha knew, and so she al­ways trust­ed that Jem would come back to her, deep in his love, the way once he had had it and had made all the world like she once had nev­er be­lieved any­body could re­al­ly make it. But Jem Richards was more game than Melanc­tha Her­bert. He knew how to fight to win out, bet­ter. Melanc­tha re­al­ly had al­ready lost it, in not keep­ing qui­et and wait­ing for Jem to do it.

			Jem Richards was not yet hav­ing bet­ter luck in his bet­ting. He nev­er be­fore had had such a long time with­out some good com­ing to him in his bet­ting. Some­times Jem talked as if he want­ed to go off on a trip some­where and try some oth­er place for luck with his bet­ting. Jem Richards nev­er talked as if he want­ed to take Melanc­tha with him.

			And so Melanc­tha some­times was re­al­ly trust­ing, and some­times she was all sick in­side her with her doubt­ing. What was it Jem re­al­ly want­ed to do with her? He did not have any oth­er wom­an, in that Melanc­tha could be re­al­ly trust­ing, and when she said no to him, no she nev­er would come near him, now he did not want to have her, then Jem would change and swear, yes sure he did want her, now and al­ways right here near him, but he nev­er now any more said he want­ed to be mar­ried soon to her. But then Jem Richards nev­er would mar­ry a girl, he said that very of­ten, when he was in this kind of trou­ble, and now he did not see any way he could get out of his trou­ble. But Melanc­tha ought to wear his ring, sure she knew he nev­er had loved any kind of wom­an like he loved her. Melanc­tha would wear the ring a lit­tle while, and then they would have some more trou­ble, and then she would say to him, no she cer­tain­ly nev­er would any more wear any­thing he gave her, and then she would wear it on the string so no­body could see it but she could al­ways feel it on her.

			Poor Melanc­tha, sure­ly her love had made her mad and fool­ish.

			And now Melanc­tha need­ed al­ways more and more to be with Rose John­son, and Rose had com­menced again to ad­vise her, but Rose could not help her. There was no way now that any­body could ad­vise her. The time when Melanc­tha could have changed it with Jem Richards was now all past for her. Rose knew it, and Melanc­tha too, she knew it, and it al­most killed her to let her­self be­lieve it.

			The on­ly com­fort Melanc­tha ev­er had now was wait­ing on Rose till she was so tired she could hard­ly stand it. Al­ways Melanc­tha did ev­ery­thing Rose ev­er want­ed. Sam John­son be­gan now to be very gen­tle and a lit­tle ten­der to Melanc­tha. She was so good to Rose and Sam was so glad to have her there to help Rose and to do things and to be a com­fort to her.

			Rose had a hard time to bring her ba­by to its birth and Melanc­tha did ev­ery­thing that any wom­an could.

			The ba­by though it was healthy af­ter it was born did not live long. Rose John­son was care­less and neg­li­gent and self­ish and when Melanc­tha had to leave for a few days the ba­by died. Rose John­son had liked her ba­by well enough and per­haps she just for­got it for a while, any­way the child was dead and Rose and Sam were very sor­ry, but then these things came so of­ten in the ne­gro world in Bridge­point that they nei­ther of them thought about it very long. When Rose had be­come strong again she went back to her house with Sam. And Sam John­son was al­ways now very gen­tle and kind and good to Melanc­tha who had been so good to Rose in her bad trou­ble.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert’s trou­bles with Jem Richards were nev­er get­ting any bet­ter. Jem al­ways now had less and less time to be with her. When Jem was with Melanc­tha now he was good enough to her. Jem Richards was wor­ried with his bet­ting. Nev­er since Jem had first be­gun to make a liv­ing had he ev­er had so much trou­ble for such a long time to­geth­er with his bet­ting. Jem Richards was good enough now to Melanc­tha but he had not much strength to give her. Melanc­tha could nev­er any more now make him quar­rel with her. Melanc­tha nev­er now could com­plain of his treat­ment of her, for sure­ly, he said it al­ways by his ac­tions to her, sure­ly she must know how a man was when he had trou­ble on his mind with try­ing to make things go a lit­tle bet­ter.

			Some­times Jem and Melanc­tha had long talks when they nei­ther of them liked very well what the oth­er one was say­ing, but most­ly now Melanc­tha could not make Jem Richards quar­rel with her, and more and more, Melanc­tha could not find any way to make it right to blame him for the trou­ble she now al­ways had in­side her. Jem was good to her, and she knew, for he told her, that he had trou­ble all the time now with his bet­ting. Melanc­tha knew very well that for her it was all wrong in­side Jem Richards, but Melanc­tha had now no way that she could re­al­ly reach him.

			Things be­tween Melanc­tha and Jem Richards were now nev­er get­ting any bet­ter. Melanc­tha now more and more need­ed to be with Rose John­son. Rose still liked to have Melanc­tha come to her house and do things for her, and Rose liked to grum­ble to her and to scold her and to tell Melanc­tha what was the way Melanc­tha al­ways should be do­ing so she could make things come out bet­ter and not al­ways be so much in trou­ble. Sam John­son in these days was al­ways very good and gen­tle to Melanc­tha. Sam was now be­gin­ning to be very sor­ry for her.

			Jem Richards nev­er made things any bet­ter for Melanc­tha. Of­ten Jem would talk so as to make Melanc­tha al­most cer­tain that he nev­er any more want­ed to have her. Then Melanc­tha would get very blue, and she would say to Rose, sure she would kill her­self, for that cer­tain­ly now was the best way she could do.

			Rose John­son nev­er saw it the least bit that way. “I don’t see Melanc­tha why you should talk like you would kill your­self just be­cause you’re blue. I’d nev­er kill my­self Melanc­tha cause I was blue. I’d maybe kill some­body else but I’d nev­er kill my­self. If I ev­er killed my­self, Melanc­tha it’d be by ac­ci­dent and if I ev­er killed my­self by ac­ci­dent, Melanc­tha, I’d be aw­ful sor­ry. And that cer­tain­ly is the way you should feel it Melanc­tha, now you hear me, not just talk­ing fool­ish like you al­ways do. It cer­tain­ly is on­ly your way just al­ways be­ing fool­ish makes you all that trou­ble to come to you al­ways now, Melanc­tha, and I cer­tain­ly right well knows that. You cer­tain­ly nev­er can learn no way Melanc­tha ev­er with all I cer­tain­ly been telling to you, ev­er since I know you good, that it ain’t nev­er no way like you do al­ways is the right way you be act­ing ev­er and talk­ing, the way I cer­tain­ly al­ways have seen you do so Melanc­tha al­ways. I cer­tain­ly am right Melanc­tha about them ways you have to do it, and I knows it; but you cer­tain­ly nev­er can noways learn to act right Melanc­tha, I cer­tain­ly do know that, I cer­tain­ly do my best Melanc­tha to help you with it on­ly you cer­tain­ly nev­er do act right Melanc­tha, not to no­body ev­er, I can see it. You nev­er act right by me Melanc­tha no more than by ev­ery­body. I nev­er say noth­ing to you Melanc­tha when you do so, for I cer­tain­ly nev­er do like it when I just got to say it to you, but you just cer­tain­ly done with that Jem Richards you al­ways say want­ed re­al bad to be mar­ried to you, just like I al­ways said to Sam you cer­tain­ly was go­ing to do it. And I cer­tain­ly am re­al kind of sor­ry like for you Melanc­tha, but you cer­tain­ly had ought to have come to see me to talk to you, when you first was en­gaged to him so I could show you, and now you got all this trou­ble come to you Melanc­tha like I cer­tain­ly know you al­ways catch it. It cer­tain­ly ain’t nev­er Melanc­tha I ain’t re­al sor­ry to see trou­ble come so hard to you, but I cer­tain­ly can see Melanc­tha it all is al­ways just the way you al­ways be hav­ing it in you not nev­er to do right. And now you al­ways talk like you just kill your­self be­cause you are so blue, that cer­tain­ly nev­er is Melanc­tha, no kind of a way for any de­cent kind of a girl to do.”

			Rose had be­gun to be strong now to scold Melanc­tha and she was im­pa­tient very of­ten with her, but Rose could now nev­er any more be a help to her. Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er could know now what it was right she should do. Melanc­tha al­ways want­ed to have Jem Richards with her and now he nev­er seemed to want her, and what could Melanc­tha do. Sure­ly she was right now when she said she would just kill her­self, for that was the on­ly way now she could do.

			Sam John­son al­ways, more and more, was good and gen­tle to Melanc­tha. Poor Melanc­tha, she was so good and sweet to do any­thing any­body ev­er want­ed, and Melanc­tha al­ways liked it if she could have peace and qui­et, and al­ways she could on­ly find new ways to be in trou­ble. Sam of­ten said this now to Rose about Melanc­tha.

			“I cer­tain­ly don’t nev­er want Sam to say bad things about Melanc­tha, for she cer­tain­ly al­ways do have most aw­ful kind of trou­ble come hard to her, but I nev­er can say I like it re­al right Sam the way Melanc­tha al­ways has to do it. Its now just the same with her like it is al­ways she has got to do it, now the way she is with that Jem Richards. He cer­tain­ly now don’t nev­er want to have her but Melanc­tha she ain’t got no right kind of spir­it. No Sam I don’t nev­er like the way any more Melanc­tha is act­ing to him, and then Sam, she ain’t nev­er re­al right hon­est, the way she al­ways should do it. She cer­tain­ly just don’t kind of nev­er Sam tell right what way she is do­ing with it. I don’t nev­er like to say noth­ing Sam no more to her about the way she al­ways has to be act­ing. She al­ways say, yes all right Rose, I do the way you say it, and then Sam she don’t nev­er noways do it. She cer­tain­ly is right sweet and good, Sam, is Melanc­tha, no­body ev­er can hear me say she ain’t al­ways ready to do things for ev­ery­body any­way she ev­er can see to do it, on­ly Sam some ways she nev­er does act re­al right ev­er, and some ways, Sam, she ain’t ev­er re­al hon­est with it. And Sam some­times I hear aw­ful kind of things she been do­ing, some girls know about her how she does it, and some­times they tell me what kind of ways she has to do it, and Sam it cer­tain­ly do seem to me like more and more I cer­tain­ly am aw­ful afraid Melanc­tha nev­er will come to any good. And then Sam, some­times, you hear it, she al­ways talk like she kill her­self all the time she is so blue, and Sam that cer­tain­ly nev­er is no kind of way any de­cent girl ev­er had ought to do. You see Sam, how I am right like I al­ways is when I knows it. You just be care­ful, Sam, now you hear me, you be care­ful Sam sure, I tell you, Melanc­tha more and more I see her I cer­tain­ly do feel Melanc­tha no way is re­al­ly hon­est. You be care­ful, Sam now, like I tell you, for I knows it, now you hear to me, Sam, what I tell you, for I cer­tain­ly al­ways is right, Sam, when I knows it.”

			At first Sam tried a lit­tle to de­fend Melanc­tha, and Sam al­ways was good and gen­tle to her, and Sam liked the ways Melanc­tha had to be qui­et to him, and to al­ways lis­ten as if she was learn­ing, when she was there and heard him talk­ing, and then Sam liked the sweet way she al­ways did ev­ery­thing so nice­ly for him; but Sam nev­er liked to fight with any­body ev­er, and sure­ly Rose knew best about Melanc­tha and any­way Sam nev­er did re­al­ly care much about Melanc­tha. Her mys­tery nev­er had had any in­ter­est for him. Sam liked it that she was sweet to him and that she al­ways did ev­ery­thing Rose ev­er want­ed that she should be do­ing. But Melanc­tha nev­er would be im­por­tant to him. All Sam ev­er want­ed was to have a lit­tle house and to live reg­u­lar and to work hard and to come home to his din­ner, when he was tired with his work­ing and by and by he want­ed to have some chil­dren all his own to be good to, and so Sam was re­al sor­ry for Melanc­tha, she was so good and so sweet al­ways to them, and Jem Richards was a bad man to be­have so to her, but that was al­ways the way a girl got it when she liked that kind of fast fel­low. Any­how Melanc­tha was Rose’s friend, and Sam nev­er cared to have any­thing to do with the kind of trou­ble al­ways came to wom­en, when they want­ed to have men, who nev­er could know how to be­have good and steady to their wom­en.

			And so Sam nev­er said much to Rose about Melanc­tha. Sam was al­ways very gen­tle to her, but now he be­gan less and less to see her. Soon Melanc­tha nev­er came any more to the house to see Rose and Sam nev­er asked Rose any­thing about her.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert was be­gin­ning now to come less and less to the house to be with Rose John­son. This was be­cause Rose seemed al­ways less and less now to want her, and Rose would not let Melanc­tha now do things for her. Melanc­tha was al­ways hum­ble to her and Melanc­tha al­ways want­ed in ev­ery way she could to do things for her. Rose said no, she guessed she do that her­self like she likes to have it bet­ter. Melanc­tha is re­al good to stay so long to help her, but Rose guessed per­haps Melanc­tha bet­ter go home now, Rose don’t need no­body to help her now, she is feel­ing re­al strong, not like just af­ter she had all that trou­ble with the ba­by, and then Sam, when he comes home for his din­ner he likes it when Rose is all alone there just to give him his din­ner. Sam al­ways is so tired now, like he al­ways is in the sum­mer, so many peo­ple al­ways on the steam­er, and they make so much work so Sam is re­al tired now, and he likes just to eat his din­ner and nev­er have peo­ple in the house to be a trou­ble to him.

			Each day Rose treat­ed Melanc­tha more and more as if she nev­er want­ed Melanc­tha any more to come there to the house to see her. Melanc­tha dared not ask Rose why she act­ed in this way to her. Melanc­tha bad­ly need­ed to have Rose al­ways there to save her. Melanc­tha want­ed bad­ly to cling to her and Rose had al­ways been so sol­id for her. Melanc­tha did not dare to ask Rose if she now no longer want­ed her to come and see her.

			Melanc­tha now nev­er any more had Sam to be gen­tle to her. Rose al­ways sent Melanc­tha away from her be­fore it was time for Sam to come home to her. One day Melanc­tha had stayed a lit­tle longer, for Rose that day had been good to let Melanc­tha be­gin to do things for her. Melanc­tha then left her and Melanc­tha met Sam John­son who stopped a minute to speak kind­ly to her.

			The next day Rose John­son would not let Melanc­tha come in to her. Rose stood on the steps, and there she told Melanc­tha what she thought now of her.

			“I guess Melanc­tha it cer­tain­ly ain’t no ways right for you to come here no more just to see me. I cer­tain­ly don’t Melanc­tha no ways like to be a trou­ble to you. I cer­tain­ly think Melanc­tha I get along bet­ter now when I don’t have no­body like you are, al­ways here to help me, and Sam he do so good now with his work­ing, he pay a lit­tle girl some­thing to come ev­ery day to help me. I cer­tain­ly do think Melanc­tha I don’t nev­er want you no more to come here just to see me.” “Why Rose, what I ev­er done to you, I cer­tain­ly don’t think you is right Rose to be so bad now to me.” “I cer­tain­ly don’t no ways Melanc­tha Her­bert think you got any right ev­er to be com­plain­ing the way I been act­ing to you. I cer­tain­ly nev­er do think Melanc­tha Her­bert, you hear me, no­body ev­er been more pa­tient to you than I al­ways been to like you, on­ly Melanc­tha, I hear more things now so aw­ful bad about you, ev­ery­body al­ways is telling to me what kind of a way you al­ways have been do­ing so much, and me al­ways so good to you, and you nev­er no ways, know­ing how to be hon­est to me. No Melanc­tha it ain’t ev­er in me, not to want you to have good luck come to you, and I like it re­al well Melanc­tha when you some time learn how to act the way it is de­cent and right for a girl to be do­ing, but I don’t no ways ev­er like it the kind of things ev­ery­body tell me now about you. No Melanc­tha, I can’t nev­er any more trust you. I cer­tain­ly am re­al sor­ry to have nev­er any more to see you, but there ain’t no oth­er way, I ev­er can be act­ing to you. That’s all I ev­er got any more to say to you now Melanc­tha.” “But Rose, deed; I cer­tain­ly don’t know, no more than the dead, noth­ing I ev­er done to make you act so to me. Any­body say any­thing bad about me Rose, to you, they just a pack of liars to you, they cer­tain­ly is Rose, I tell you true. I cer­tain­ly nev­er done noth­ing I ev­er been ashamed to tell you. Why you act so bad to me Rose. Sam he cer­tain­ly don’t think ev­er like you do, and Rose I al­ways do ev­ery­thing I can, you ev­er want me to do for you.” “It ain’t nev­er no use stand­ing there talk­ing, Melanc­tha Her­bert. I just can tell it to you, and Sam, he don’t know noth­ing about wom­en ev­er the way they can be act­ing. I cer­tain­ly am very sor­ry Melanc­tha, to have to act so now to you, but I cer­tain­ly can’t do no oth­er way with you, when you do things al­ways so bad, and ev­ery­body is talk­ing so about you. It ain’t no use to you to stand there and say it dif­fer­ent to me Melanc­tha. I cer­tain­ly am al­ways right Melanc­tha Her­bert, the way I cer­tain­ly al­ways have been when I knows it, to you. No Melanc­tha, it just is, you nev­er can have no kind of a way to act right, the way a de­cent girl has to do, and I done my best al­ways to be telling it to you Melanc­tha Her­bert, but it don’t nev­er do no good to tell no­body how to act right; they cer­tain­ly nev­er can learn when they ain’t got no sense right to know it, and you nev­er have no sense right Melanc­tha to be hon­est, and I ain’t nev­er wish­ing no harm to you ev­er Melanc­tha Her­bert, on­ly I don’t nev­er want any more to see you come here. I just say to you now, like I al­ways been say­ing to you, you don’t know nev­er the right way, any kind of de­cent girl has to be act­ing, and so Melanc­tha Her­bert, me and Sam, we don’t nev­er any more want you to be set­ting your foot in my house here Melanc­tha Her­bert, I just tell you. And so you just go along now, Melanc­tha Her­bert, you hear me, and I don’t nev­er wish no harm to come to you.”

			Rose John­son went in­to her house and closed the door be­hind her. Melanc­tha stood like one dazed, she did not know how to bear this blow that al­most killed her. Slow­ly then Melanc­tha went away with­out even turn­ing to look be­hind her.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert was all sore and bruised in­side her. Melanc­tha had need­ed Rose al­ways to be­lieve her, Melanc­tha need­ed Rose al­ways to let her cling to her, Melanc­tha want­ed bad­ly to have some­body who could make her al­ways feel a lit­tle safe in­side her, and now Rose had sent her from her. Melanc­tha want­ed Rose more than she had ev­er want­ed all the oth­ers. Rose al­ways was so sim­ple, sol­id, de­cent, for her. And now Rose had cast her from her. Melanc­tha was lost, and all the world went whirling in a mad weary dance around her.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er had any strength alone ev­er to feel safe in­side her. And now Rose John­son had cast her from her, and Melanc­tha could nev­er any more be near her. Melanc­tha Her­bert knew now, way in­side her, that she was lost, and noth­ing any more could ev­er help her.

			Melanc­tha went that night to meet Jem Richards who had promised to be at the old place to meet her. Jem Richards was ab­sent in his man­ner to her. By and by he be­gan to talk to her, about the trip he was go­ing to take soon, to see if he could get some luck back in his bet­ting. Melanc­tha trem­bled, was Jem too now go­ing to leave her. Jem Richards talked some more then to her, about the bad luck he al­ways had now, and how he need­ed to go away to see if he could make it come out any bet­ter.

			Then Jem stopped, and then he looked straight at Melanc­tha.

			“Tell me Melanc­tha right and true, you don’t care re­al­ly noth­ing more about me now Melanc­tha,” he said to her.

			“Why you ask me that, Jem Richards,” said Melanc­tha.

			“Why I ask you that Melanc­tha, God Almighty, be­cause I just don’t give a damn now for you any more Melanc­tha. That the rea­son I was ask­ing.”

			Melanc­tha nev­er could have for this an an­swer. Jem Richards wait­ed and then he went away and left her.

			Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er again saw Jem Richards. Melanc­tha nev­er again saw Rose John­son, and it was hard to Melanc­tha nev­er any more to see her. Rose John­son had worked in to be the deep­est of all Melanc­tha’s emo­tions.

			“No, I don’t nev­er see Melanc­tha Her­bert no more now,” Rose would say to any­body who asked her about Melanc­tha. “No, Melanc­tha she nev­er comes here no more now, af­ter we had all that trou­ble with her act­ing so bad with them kind of men she liked so much to be with. She don’t nev­er come to no good Melanc­tha Her­bert don’t, and me and Sam don’t want no more to see her. She didn’t do right ev­er the way I told her. Melanc­tha just wouldn’t, and I al­ways said it to her, if she don’t be more kind of care­ful, the way she al­ways had to be act­ing, I nev­er did want no more she should come here in my house no more to see me. I ain’t no ways ev­er against any girl hav­ing any kind of a way, to have a good time like she wants it, but not that kind of a way Melanc­tha al­ways had to do it. I ex­pect some day Melanc­tha kill her­self, when she act so bad like she do al­ways, and then she got so aw­ful blue. Melanc­tha al­ways says that’s the on­ly way she ev­er can think it a easy way for her to do. No, I al­ways am re­al sor­ry for Melanc­tha, she nev­er was no just com­mon kind of nig­ger, but she don’t nev­er know not with all the time I al­ways was telling it to her, no she nev­er no way could learn, what was the right way she should do. I cer­tain­ly don’t nev­er want no kind of harm to come bad to Melanc­tha, but I cer­tain­ly do think she will most kill her­self some time, the way she al­ways say it would be easy way for her to do. I nev­er see no­body ev­er could be so aw­ful blue.”

			But Melanc­tha Her­bert nev­er re­al­ly killed her­self be­cause she was so blue, though of­ten she thought this would be re­al­ly the best way for her to do. Melanc­tha nev­er killed her­self, she on­ly got a bad fever and went in­to the hos­pi­tal where they took good care of her and cured her.

			When Melanc­tha was well again, she took a place and be­gan to work and to live reg­u­lar. Then Melanc­tha got very sick again; she be­gan to cough and sweat and be so weak she could not stand to do her work.

			Melanc­tha went back to the hos­pi­tal, and there the Doc­tor told her she had the con­sump­tion, and be­fore long she would sure­ly die. They sent her where she would be tak­en care of, a home for poor con­sump­tives, and there Melanc­tha stayed un­til she died.

		
	
		
			The Gentle Lena

			Lena was pa­tient, gen­tle, sweet and ger­man. She had been a ser­vant for four years and had liked it very well.

			Lena had been brought from Ger­many to Bridge­point by a cousin and had been in the same place there for four years.

			This place Lena had found very good. There was a pleas­ant, un­ex­act­ing mis­tress and her chil­dren, and they all liked Lena very well.

			There was a cook there who scold­ed Lena a great deal but Lena’s ger­man pa­tience held no suf­fer­ing and the good in­ces­sant wom­an re­al­ly on­ly scold­ed so for Lena’s good.

			Lena’s ger­man voice when she knocked and called the fam­i­ly in the morn­ing was as awak­en­ing, as sooth­ing, and as ap­peal­ing, as a del­i­cate soft breeze in mid­day, sum­mer. She stood in the hall­way ev­ery morn­ing a long time in her un­ex­pec­tant and un­suf­fer­ing ger­man pa­tience call­ing to the young ones to get up. She would call and wait a long time and then call again, al­ways even, gen­tle, pa­tient, while the young ones fell back of­ten in­to that pre­cious, tense, last bit of sleep­ing that gives a strength of joy­ous vig­or in the young, over them that have come to the readi­ness of mid­dle age, in their awak­en­ing.

			Lena had good hard work all morn­ing, and on the pleas­ant, sun­ny af­ter­noons she was sent out in­to the park to sit and watch the lit­tle two year old girl ba­by of the fam­i­ly.

			The oth­er girls, all them that make the pleas­ant, lazy crowd, that watch the chil­dren in the sun­ny af­ter­noons out in the park, all liked the sim­ple, gen­tle, ger­man Lena very well. They all, too, liked very well to tease her, for it was so easy to make her mixed and trou­bled, and all help­less, for she could nev­er learn to know just what the oth­er quick­er girls meant by the queer things they said.

			The two or three of these girls, the ones that Lena al­ways sat with, al­ways worked to­geth­er to con­fuse her. Still it was pleas­ant, all this life for Lena.

			The lit­tle girl fell down some­times and cried, and then Lena had to soothe her. When the lit­tle girl would drop her hat, Lena had to pick it up and hold it. When the lit­tle girl was bad and threw away her play­things, Lena told her she could not have them and took them from her to hold un­til the lit­tle girl should need them.

			It was all a peace­ful life for Lena, al­most as peace­ful as a pleas­ant leisure. The oth­er girls, of course, did tease her, but then that on­ly made a gen­tle stir with­in her.

			Lena was a brown and pleas­ant crea­ture, brown as blonde races of­ten have them brown, brown, not with the yel­low or the red or the choco­late brown of sun burned coun­tries, but brown with the clear col­or laid flat on the light toned skin be­neath, the plain, spare brown that makes it right to have been made with hazel eyes, and not too abun­dant straight, brown hair, hair that on­ly lat­er deep­ens it­self in­to brown from the straw yel­low of a ger­man child­hood.

			Lena had the flat chest, straight back and for­ward fall­ing shoul­ders of the pa­tient and en­dur­ing work­ing wom­an, though her body was now still in its milder girl­hood and work had not yet made these lines too clear.

			The rar­er feel­ing that there was with Lena, showed in all the even qui­et of her body move­ments, but in all it was the strong­est in the pa­tient, old-world ig­no­rance, and earth made pure­ness of her brown, flat, soft fea­tured face. Lena had eye­brows that were a won­drous thick­ness. They were black, and spread, and very cool, with their dark col­or and their beau­ty, and be­neath them were her hazel eyes, sim­ple and hu­man, with the earth pa­tience of the work­ing, gen­tle, ger­man wom­an.

			Yes it was all a peace­ful life for Lena. The oth­er girls, of course, did tease her, but then that on­ly made a gen­tle stir with­in her.

			“What you got on your fin­ger Lena,” Mary, one of the girls she al­ways sat with, one day asked her. Mary was good na­tured, quick, in­tel­li­gent and Irish.

			Lena had just picked up the fan­cy pa­per made ac­cor­dion that the lit­tle girl had dropped be­side her, and was mak­ing it squeak sad­ly as she pulled it with her brown, strong, awk­ward fin­ger.

			“Why, what is it, Mary, paint?” said Lena, putting her fin­ger to her mouth to taste the dirt spot.

			“That’s aw­ful poi­son Lena, don’t you know?” said Mary, “that green paint that you just tast­ed.”

			Lena had sucked a good deal of the green paint from her fin­ger. She stopped and looked hard at the fin­ger. She did not know just how much Mary meant by what she said.

			“Ain’t it poi­son, Nel­lie, that green paint, that Lena sucked just now,” said Mary. “Sure it is Lena, its re­al poi­son, I ain’t foolin’ this time any­how.”

			Lena was a lit­tle trou­bled. She looked hard at her fin­ger where the paint was, and she won­dered if she had re­al­ly sucked it.

			It was still a lit­tle wet on the edges and she rubbed it off a long time on the in­side of her dress, and in be­tween she won­dered and looked at the fin­ger and thought, was it re­al­ly poi­son that she had just tast­ed.

			“Ain’t it too bad, Nel­lie, Lena should have sucked that,” Mary said.

			Nel­lie smiled and did not an­swer. Nel­lie was dark and thin, and looked Ital­ian. She had a big mass of black hair that she wore high up on her head, and that made her face look very fine.

			Nel­lie al­ways smiled and did not say much, and then she would look at Lena to per­plex her.

			And so they all three sat with their lit­tle charges in the pleas­ant sun­shine a long time. And Lena would of­ten look at her fin­ger and won­der if it was re­al­ly poi­son that she had just tast­ed and then she would rub her fin­ger on her dress a lit­tle hard­er.

			Mary laughed at her and teased her and Nel­lie smiled a lit­tle and looked queer­ly at her.

			Then it came time, for it was grow­ing cool­er, for them to drag to­geth­er the lit­tle ones, who had be­gun to wan­der, and to take each one back to its own moth­er. And Lena nev­er knew for cer­tain whether it was re­al­ly poi­son, that green stuff that she had tast­ed.

			Dur­ing these four years of ser­vice, Lena al­ways spent her Sun­days out at the house of her aunt, who had brought her four years be­fore to Bridge­point.

			This aunt, who had brought Lena, four years be­fore, to Bridge­point, was a hard, am­bi­tious, well mean­ing, ger­man wom­an. Her hus­band was a gro­cer in the town, and they were very well to do. Mrs. Hay­don, Lena’s aunt, had two daugh­ters who were just be­gin­ning as young ladies, and she had a lit­tle boy who was not hon­est and who was very hard to man­age.

			Mrs. Hay­don was a short, stout, hard built, ger­man wom­an. She al­ways hit the ground very firm­ly and com­pact­ly as she walked. Mrs. Hay­don was all a com­pact and well hard­ened mass, even to her face, red­dish and dark­ened from its ear­ly blonde, with its hearty, shiny cheeks, and dou­bled chin well cov­ered over with the up roll from her short, square neck.

			The two daugh­ters, who were four­teen and fif­teen, looked like un­knead­ed, un­formed mounds of flesh be­side her.

			The el­der girl, Mathil­da, was blonde, and slow, and sim­ple, and quite fat. The younger, Bertha, who was al­most as tall as her sis­ter, was dark, and quick­er, and she was heavy, too, but not re­al­ly fat.

			These two girls the moth­er had brought up very firm­ly. They were well taught for their po­si­tion. They were al­ways both well dressed, in the same kinds of hats and dress­es, as is be­com­ing in two ger­man sis­ters. The moth­er liked to have them dressed in red. Their best clothes were red dress­es, made of good heavy cloth, and strong­ly trimmed with braid of a glis­ten­ing black. They had stiff, red felt hats, trimmed with black vel­vet rib­bon, and a bird. The moth­er dressed ma­tron­ly, in a bon­net and in black, al­ways sat be­tween her two big daugh­ters, firm, di­rect­ing, and re­pressed.

			The on­ly weak spot in this good ger­man wom­an’s con­duct was the way she spoiled her boy, who was not hon­est and who was very hard to man­age.

			The fa­ther of this fam­i­ly was a de­cent, qui­et, heavy, and un­in­ter­fer­ing ger­man man. He tried to cure the boy of his bad ways, and make him hon­est, but the moth­er could not make her­self let the fa­ther man­age, and so the boy was brought up very bad­ly.

			Mrs. Hay­don’s girls were now on­ly just be­gin­ning as young ladies, and so to get her niece, Lena, mar­ried, was just then the most im­por­tant thing that Mrs. Hay­don had to do.

			Mrs. Hay­don had four years be­fore gone to Ger­many to see her par­ents, and had tak­en the girls with her. This vis­it had been for Mrs. Hay­don most suc­cess­ful, though her chil­dren had not liked it very well.

			Mrs. Hay­don was a good and gen­er­ous wom­an, and she pa­tron­ized her par­ents grand­ly, and all the cousins who came from all about to see her. Mrs. Hay­don’s peo­ple were of the mid­dling class of farm­ers. They were not peas­ants, and they lived in a town of some pre­ten­sion, but it all seemed very poor and smelly to Mrs. Hay­don’s amer­i­can born daugh­ters.

			Mrs. Hay­don liked it all. It was fa­mil­iar, and then here she was so wealthy and im­por­tant. She lis­tened and de­cid­ed, and ad­vised all of her re­la­tions how to do things bet­ter. She ar­ranged their present and their fu­ture for them, and showed them how in the past they had been wrong in all their meth­ods.

			Mrs. Hay­don’s on­ly trou­ble was with her two daugh­ters, whom she could not make be­have well to her par­ents. The two girls were very nasty to all their nu­mer­ous re­la­tions. Their moth­er could hard­ly make them kiss their grand­par­ents, and ev­ery day the girls would get a scold­ing. But then Mrs. Hay­don was so very busy that she did not have time to re­al­ly man­age her stub­born daugh­ters.

			These hard work­ing, earth-rough ger­man cousins were to these amer­i­can born chil­dren, ug­ly and dirty, and as far be­low them as were ital­ian or ne­gro work­men, and they could not see how their moth­er could ev­er bear to touch them, and then all the wom­en dressed so fun­ny, and were worked all rough and dif­fer­ent.

			The two girls stuck up their noses at them all, and al­ways talked in Eng­lish to each oth­er about how they hat­ed all these peo­ple and how they wished their moth­er would not do so. The girls could talk some Ger­man, but they nev­er chose to use it.

			It was her el­dest broth­er’s fam­i­ly that most in­ter­est­ed Mrs. Hay­don. Here there were eight chil­dren, and out of the eight, five of them were girls.

			Mrs. Hay­don thought it would be a fine thing to take one of these girls back with her to Bridge­point and get her well start­ed. Ev­ery­body liked that she should do so and they were all will­ing that it should be Lena.

			Lena was the sec­ond girl in her large fam­i­ly. She was at this time just sev­en­teen years old. Lena was not an im­por­tant daugh­ter in the fam­i­ly. She was al­ways sort of dreamy and not there. She worked hard and went very reg­u­lar­ly at it, but even good work nev­er seemed to bring her near.

			Lena’s age just suit­ed Mrs. Hay­don’s pur­pose. Lena could first go out to ser­vice, and learn how to do things, and then, when she was a lit­tle old­er, Mrs. Hay­don could get her a good hus­band. And then Lena was so still and docile, she would nev­er want to do things her own way. And then, too, Mrs. Hay­don, with all her hard­ness had wis­dom, and she could feel the rar­er strain there was in Lena.

			Lena was will­ing to go with Mrs. Hay­don. Lena did not like her ger­man life very well. It was not the hard work but the rough­ness that dis­turbed her. The peo­ple were not gen­tle, and the men when they were glad were very bois­ter­ous, and would lay hold of her and rough­ly tease her. They were good peo­ple enough around her, but it was all harsh and drea­ry for her.

			Lena did not re­al­ly know that she did not like it. She did not know that she was al­ways dreamy and not there. She did not think whether it would be dif­fer­ent for her away off there in Bridge­point. Mrs. Hay­don took her and got her dif­fer­ent kinds of dress­es, and then took her with them to the steam­er. Lena did not re­al­ly know what it was that had hap­pened to her.

			Mrs. Hay­don, and her daugh­ters, and Lena trav­eled sec­ond class on the steam­er. Mrs. Hay­don’s daugh­ters hat­ed that their moth­er should take Lena. They hat­ed to have a cousin, who was to them, lit­tle bet­ter than a nig­ger, and then ev­ery­body on the steam­er there would see her. Mrs. Hay­don’s daugh­ters said things like this to their moth­er, but she nev­er stopped to hear them, and the girls did not dare to make their mean­ing very clear. And so they could on­ly go on hat­ing Lena hard, to­geth­er. They could not stop her from go­ing back with them to Bridge­point.

			Lena was very sick on the voy­age. She thought, sure­ly be­fore it was over that she would die. She was so sick she could not even wish that she had not start­ed. She could not eat, she could not moan, she was just blank and scared, and sure that ev­ery minute she would die. She could not hold her­self in, nor help her­self in her trou­ble. She just stayed where she had been put, pale, and scared, and weak, and sick, and sure that she was go­ing to die.

			Mathil­da and Bertha Hay­don had no trou­ble from hav­ing Lena for a cousin on the voy­age, un­til the last day that they were on the ship, and by that time they had made their friends and could ex­plain.

			Mrs. Hay­don went down ev­ery day to Lena, gave her things to make her bet­ter, held her head when it was need­ful, and gen­er­al­ly was good and did her du­ty by her.

			Poor Lena had no pow­er to be strong in such trou­ble. She did not know how to yield to her sick­ness nor en­dure. She lost all her lit­tle sense of be­ing in her suf­fer­ing. She was so scared, and then at her best, Lena, who was pa­tient, sweet and qui­et, had not self-con­trol, nor any ac­tive courage.

			Poor Lena was so scared and weak, and ev­ery minute she was sure that she would die.

			Af­ter Lena was on land again a lit­tle while, she for­got all her bad suf­fer­ing. Mrs. Hay­don got her the good place, with the pleas­ant un­ex­act­ing mis­tress, and her chil­dren, and Lena be­gan to learn some Eng­lish and soon was very hap­py and con­tent.

			All her Sun­days out Lena spent at Mrs. Hay­don’s house. Lena would have liked much bet­ter to spend her Sun­days with the girls she al­ways sat with, and who of­ten asked her, and who teased her and made a gen­tle stir with­in her, but it nev­er came to Lena’s un­ex­pec­tant and un­suf­fer­ing ger­man na­ture to do some­thing dif­fer­ent from what was ex­pect­ed of her, just be­cause she would like it that way bet­ter. Mrs. Hay­don had said that Lena was to come to her house ev­ery oth­er Sun­day, and so Lena al­ways went there.

			Mrs. Hay­don was the on­ly one of her fam­i­ly who took any in­ter­est in Lena. Mr. Hay­don did not think much of her. She was his wife’s cousin and he was good to her, but she was for him stupid, and a lit­tle sim­ple, and very dull, and sure some day to need help and to be in trou­ble. All young poor re­la­tions, who were brought from Ger­many to Bridge­point were sure, be­fore long, to need help and to be in trou­ble.

			The lit­tle Hay­don boy was al­ways very nasty to her. He was a hard child for any­one to man­age, and his moth­er spoiled him very bad­ly. Mrs. Hay­don’s daugh­ters as they grew old­er did not learn to like Lena any bet­ter. Lena nev­er knew that she did not like them ei­ther. She did not know that she was on­ly hap­py with the oth­er quick­er girls, she al­ways sat with in the park, and who laughed at her and al­ways teased her.

			Mathil­da Hay­don, the sim­ple, fat, blonde, old­er daugh­ter felt very bad­ly that she had to say that this was her cousin Lena, this Lena who was lit­tle bet­ter for her than a nig­ger. Mathil­da was an over­grown, slow, flab­by, blonde, stupid, fat girl, just be­gin­ning as a wom­an; thick in her speech and dull and sim­ple in her mind, and very jeal­ous of all her fam­i­ly and of oth­er girls, and proud that she could have good dress­es and new hats and learn mu­sic, and hat­ing very bad­ly to have a cousin who was a com­mon ser­vant. And then Mathil­da re­mem­bered very strong­ly that dirty nasty place that Lena came from and that Mathil­da had so turned up her nose at, and where she had been made so an­gry be­cause her moth­er scold­ed her and liked all those rough cow-smelly peo­ple.

			Then, too, Mathil­da would get very mad when her moth­er had Lena at their par­ties, and when she talked about how good Lena was, to cer­tain ger­man moth­ers in whose sons, per­haps, Mrs. Hay­don might find Lena a good hus­band. All this would make the dull, blonde, fat Mathil­da very an­gry. Some­times she would get so an­gry that she would, in her thick, slow way, and with jeal­ous anger blaz­ing in her light blue eyes, tell her moth­er that she did not see how she could like that nasty Lena; and then her moth­er would scold Mathil­da, and tell her that she knew her cousin Lena was poor and Mathil­da must be good to poor peo­ple.

			Mathil­da Hay­don did not like re­la­tions to be poor. She told all her girl friends what she thought of Lena, and so the girls would nev­er talk to Lena at Mrs. Hay­don’s par­ties. But Lena in her un­suf­fer­ing and un­ex­pec­tant pa­tience nev­er re­al­ly knew that she was slight­ed. When Mathil­da was with her girls in the street or in the park and would see Lena, she al­ways turned up her nose and bare­ly nod­ded to her, and then she would tell her friends how fun­ny her moth­er was to take care of peo­ple like that Lena, and how, back in Ger­many, all Lena’s peo­ple lived just like pigs.

			The younger daugh­ter, the dark, large, but not fat, Bertha Hay­don, who was very quick in her mind, and in her ways, and who was the fa­vorite with her fa­ther, did not like Lena, ei­ther. She did not like her be­cause for her Lena was a fool and so stupid, and she would let those Irish and Ital­ian girls laugh at her and tease her, and ev­ery­body al­ways made fun of Lena, and Lena nev­er got mad, or even had sense enough to know that they were all mak­ing an aw­ful fool of her.

			Bertha Hay­don hat­ed peo­ple to be fools. Her fa­ther, too, thought Lena was a fool, and so nei­ther the fa­ther nor the daugh­ter ev­er paid any at­ten­tion to Lena, al­though she came to their house ev­ery oth­er Sun­day.

			Lena did not know how all the Hay­dons felt. She came to her aunt’s house all her Sun­day af­ter­noons that she had out, be­cause Mrs. Hay­don had told her she must do so. In the same way Lena al­ways saved all of her wages. She nev­er thought of any way to spend it. The ger­man cook, the good wom­an who al­ways scold­ed Lena, helped her to put it in the bank each month, as soon as she got it. Some­times be­fore it got in­to the bank to be tak­en care of, some­body would ask Lena for it. The lit­tle Hay­don boy some­times asked and would get it, and some­times some of the girls, the ones Lena al­ways sat with, need­ed some more mon­ey; but the ger­man cook, who al­ways scold­ed Lena, saw to it that this did not hap­pen very of­ten. When it did hap­pen she would scold Lena very sharply, and for the next few months she would not let Lena touch her wages, but put it in the bank for her on the same day that Lena got it.

			So Lena al­ways saved her wages, for she nev­er thought to spend them, and she al­ways went to her aunt’s house for her Sun­days be­cause she did not know that she could do any­thing dif­fer­ent.

			Mrs. Hay­don felt more and more ev­ery year that she had done right to bring Lena back with her, for it was all com­ing out just as she had ex­pect­ed. Lena was good and nev­er want­ed her own way, she was learn­ing Eng­lish, and sav­ing all her wages, and soon Mrs. Hay­don would get her a good hus­band.

			All these four years Mrs. Hay­don was busy look­ing around among all the ger­man peo­ple that she knew for the right man to be Lena’s hus­band, and now at last she was quite de­cid­ed.

			The man Mrs. Hay­don want­ed for Lena was a young ger­man-amer­i­can tai­lor, who worked with his fa­ther. He was good and all the fam­i­ly were very sav­ing, and Mrs. Hay­don was sure that this would be just right for Lena, and then too, this young tai­lor al­ways did what­ev­er his fa­ther and his moth­er want­ed.

			This old ger­man tai­lor and his wife, the fa­ther and the moth­er of Her­man Kred­er, who was to mar­ry Lena Mainz, were very thrifty, care­ful peo­ple. Her­man was the on­ly child they had left with them, and he al­ways did ev­ery­thing they want­ed. Her­man was now twen­ty-eight years old, but he had nev­er stopped be­ing scold­ed and di­rect­ed by his fa­ther and his moth­er. And now they want­ed to see him mar­ried.

			Her­man Kred­er did not care much to get mar­ried. He was a gen­tle soul and a lit­tle fear­ful. He had a sullen tem­per, too. He was obe­di­ent to his fa­ther and his moth­er. He al­ways did his work well. He of­ten went out on Sat­ur­day nights and on Sun­days, with oth­er men. He liked it with them but he nev­er be­came re­al­ly joy­ous. He liked to be with men and he hat­ed to have wom­en with them. He was obe­di­ent to his moth­er, but he did not care much to get mar­ried.

			Mrs. Hay­don and the el­der Kred­ers had of­ten talked the mar­riage over. They all three liked it very well. Lena would do any­thing that Mrs. Hay­don want­ed, and Her­man was al­ways obe­di­ent in ev­ery­thing to his fa­ther and his moth­er. Both Lena and Her­man were sav­ing and good work­ers and nei­ther of them ev­er want­ed their own way.

			The el­der Kred­ers, ev­ery­body knew, had saved up all their mon­ey, and they were hard, good ger­man peo­ple, and Mrs. Hay­don was sure that with these peo­ple Lena would nev­er be in any trou­ble. Mr. Hay­don would not say any­thing about it. He knew old Kred­er had a lot of mon­ey and owned some good hous­es, and he did not care what his wife did with that sim­ple, stupid Lena, so long as she would be sure nev­er to need help or to be in trou­ble.

			Lena did not care much to get mar­ried. She liked her life very well where she was work­ing. She did not think much about Her­man Kred­er. She thought he was a good man and she al­ways found him very qui­et. Nei­ther of them ev­er spoke much to the oth­er. Lena did not care much just then about get­ting mar­ried.

			Mrs. Hay­don spoke to Lena about it very of­ten. Lena nev­er an­swered any­thing at all. Mrs. Hay­don thought, per­haps Lena did not like Her­man Kred­er. Mrs. Hay­don could not be­lieve that any girl not even Lena, re­al­ly had no feel­ing about get­ting mar­ried.

			Mrs. Hay­don spoke to Lena very of­ten about Her­man. Mrs. Hay­don some­times got very an­gry with Lena. She was afraid that Lena, for once, was go­ing to be stub­born, now when it was all fixed right for her to be mar­ried.

			“Why you stand there so stupid, why don’t you an­swer, Lena,” said Mrs. Hay­don one Sun­day, at the end of a long talk­ing that she was giv­ing Lena about Her­man Kred­er, and about Lena’s get­ting mar­ried to him.

			“Yes ma’am,” said Lena, and then Mrs. Hay­don was fu­ri­ous with this stupid Lena. “Why don’t you an­swer with some sense, Lena, when I ask you if you don’t like Her­man Kred­er. You stand there so stupid and don’t an­swer just like you ain’t heard a word what I been say­ing to you. I nev­er see any­body like you, Lena. If you go­ing to burst out at all, why don’t you burst out sud­den in­stead of stand­ing there so sil­ly and don’t an­swer. And here I am so good to you, and find you a good hus­band so you can have a place to live in all your own. An­swer me, Lena, don’t you like Her­man Kred­er? He is a fine young fel­low, al­most too good for you, Lena, when you stand there so stupid and don’t make no an­swer. There ain’t many poor girls that get the chance you got now to get mar­ried.”

			“Why, I do any­thing you say, Aunt Mathil­da. Yes, I like him. He don’t say much to me, but I guess he is a good man, and I do any­thing you say for me to do.”

			“Well then Lena, why you stand there so sil­ly all the time and not an­swer when I asked you.”

			“I didn’t hear you say you want­ed I should say any­thing to you. I didn’t know you want­ed me to say noth­ing. I do what­ev­er you tell me it’s right for me to do. I mar­ry Her­man Kred­er, if you want me.”

			And so for Lena Mainz the match was made.

			Old Mrs. Kred­er did not dis­cuss the mat­ter with her Her­man. She nev­er thought that she need­ed to talk such things over with him. She just told him about get­ting mar­ried to Lena Mainz who was a good work­er and very sav­ing and nev­er want­ed her own way, and Her­man made his usu­al lit­tle grunt in an­swer to her.

			Mrs. Kred­er and Mrs. Hay­don fixed the day and made all the ar­range­ments for the wed­ding and in­vit­ed ev­ery­body who ought to be there to see them mar­ried.

			In three months Lena Mainz and Her­man Kred­er were to be mar­ried.

			Mrs. Hay­don at­tend­ed to Lena’s get­ting all the things that she need­ed. Lena had to help a good deal with the sewing. Lena did not sew very well. Mrs. Hay­don scold­ed be­cause Lena did not do it bet­ter, but then she was very good to Lena, and she hired a girl to come and help her. Lena still stayed on with her pleas­ant mis­tress, but she spent all her evenings and her Sun­days with her aunt and all the sewing.

			Mrs. Hay­don got Lena some nice dress­es. Lena liked that very well. Lena liked hav­ing new hats even bet­ter, and Mrs. Hay­don had some made for her by a re­al milliner who made them very pret­ty.

			Lena was ner­vous these days, but she did not think much about get­ting mar­ried. She did not know re­al­ly what it was, that, which was al­ways com­ing near­er.

			Lena liked the place where she was with the pleas­ant mis­tress and the good cook, who al­ways scold­ed, and she liked the girls she al­ways sat with. She did not ask if she would like be­ing mar­ried any bet­ter. She al­ways did what­ev­er her aunt said and ex­pect­ed, but she was al­ways ner­vous when she saw the Kred­ers with their Her­man. She was ex­cit­ed and she liked her new hats, and ev­ery­body teased her and ev­ery day her mar­ry­ing was com­ing near­er, and yet she did not re­al­ly know what it was, this that was about to hap­pen to her.

			Her­man Kred­er knew more what it meant to be mar­ried and he did not like it very well. He did not like to see girls and he did not want to have to have one al­ways near him. Her­man al­ways did ev­ery­thing that his fa­ther and his moth­er want­ed and now they want­ed that he should be mar­ried.

			Her­man had a sullen tem­per; he was gen­tle and he nev­er said much. He liked to go out with oth­er men, but he nev­er want­ed that there should be any wom­en with them. The men all teased him about get­ting mar­ried. Her­man did not mind the teas­ing but he did not like very well the get­ting mar­ried and hav­ing a girl al­ways with him.

			Three days be­fore the wed­ding day, Her­man went away to the coun­try to be gone over Sun­day. He and Lena were to be mar­ried Tues­day af­ter­noon. When the day came Her­man had not been seen or heard from.

			The old Kred­er cou­ple had not wor­ried much about it. Her­man al­ways did ev­ery­thing they want­ed and he would sure­ly come back in time to get mar­ried. But when Mon­day night came, and there was no Her­man, they went to Mrs. Hay­don to tell her what had hap­pened.

			Mrs. Hay­don got very much ex­cit­ed. It was hard enough to work so as to get ev­ery­thing all ready, and then to have that sil­ly Her­man go off that way, so no one could tell what was go­ing to hap­pen. Here was Lena and ev­ery­thing all ready, and now they would have to make the wed­ding lat­er so that they would know that Her­man would be sure to be there.

			Mrs. Hay­don was very much ex­cit­ed, and then she could not say much to the old Kred­er cou­ple. She did not want to make them an­gry, for she want­ed very bad­ly now that Lena should be mar­ried to their Her­man.

			At last it was de­cid­ed that the wed­ding should be put off a week longer. Old Mr. Kred­er would go to New York to find Her­man, for it was very like­ly that Her­man had gone there to his mar­ried sis­ter.

			Mrs. Hay­don sent word around, about wait­ing un­til a week from that Tues­day, to ev­ery­body that had been in­vit­ed, and then Tues­day morn­ing she sent for Lena to come down to see her.

			Mrs. Hay­don was very an­gry with poor Lena when she saw her. She scold­ed her hard be­cause she was so fool­ish, and now Her­man had gone off and no­body could tell where he had gone to, and all be­cause Lena al­ways was so dumb and sil­ly. And Mrs. Hay­don was just like a moth­er to her, and Lena al­ways stood there so stupid and did not an­swer what any­body asked her, and Her­man was so sil­ly too, and now his fa­ther had to go and find him. Mrs. Hay­don did not think that any old peo­ple should be good to their chil­dren. Their chil­dren al­ways were so thank­less, and nev­er paid any at­ten­tion, and old­er peo­ple were al­ways do­ing things for their good. Did Lena think it gave Mrs. Hay­don any plea­sure, to work so hard to make Lena hap­py, and get her a good hus­band, and then Lena was so thank­less and nev­er did any­thing that any­body want­ed. It was a les­son to poor Mrs. Hay­don not to do things any more for any­body. Let ev­ery­body take care of them­selves and nev­er come to her with any trou­bles; she knew bet­ter now than to med­dle to make oth­er peo­ple hap­py. It just made trou­ble for her and her hus­band did not like it. He al­ways said she was too good, and no­body ev­er thanked her for it, and there Lena was al­ways stand­ing stupid and not an­swer­ing any­thing any­body want­ed. Lena could al­ways talk enough to those sil­ly girls she liked so much, and al­ways sat with, but who nev­er did any­thing for her ex­cept to take away her mon­ey, and here was her aunt who tried so hard and was so good to her and treat­ed her just like one of her own chil­dren and Lena stood there, and nev­er made any an­swer and nev­er tried to please her aunt, or to do any­thing that her aunt want­ed. “No, it ain’t no use your standin’ there and cryin’, now, Lena. Its too late now to care about that Her­man. You should have cared some be­fore, and then you wouldn’t have to stand and cry now, and be a dis­ap­point­ment to me, and then I get scold­ed by my hus­band for tak­ing care of ev­ery­body, and no­body ev­er thank­ful. I am glad you got the sense to feel sor­ry now, Lena, any­way, and I try to do what I can to help you out in your trou­ble, on­ly you don’t de­serve to have any­body take any trou­ble for you. But per­haps you know bet­ter next time. You go home now and take care you don’t spoil your clothes and that new hat, you had no busi­ness to be wearin’ that this morn­ing, but you ain’t got no sense at all, Lena. I nev­er in my life see any­body be so stupid.”

			Mrs. Hay­don stopped and poor Lena stood there in her hat, all trimmed with pret­ty flow­ers, and the tears com­ing out of her eyes, and Lena did not know what it was that she had done, on­ly she was not go­ing to be mar­ried and it was a dis­grace for a girl to be left by a man on the very day she was to be mar­ried.

			Lena went home all alone, and cried in the street car.

			Poor Lena cried very hard all alone in the street car. She al­most spoiled her new hat with her hit­ting it against the win­dow in her cry­ing. Then she re­mem­bered that she must not do so.

			The con­duc­tor was a kind man and he was very sor­ry when he saw her cry­ing. “Don’t feel so bad, you get an­oth­er feller, you are such a nice girl,” he said to make her cheer­ful. “But Aunt Mathil­da said now, I nev­er get mar­ried,” poor Lena sobbed out for her an­swer. “Why you re­al­ly got trou­ble like that,” said the con­duc­tor, “I just said that now to josh you. I didn’t ev­er think you re­al­ly was left by a feller. He must be a stupid feller. But don’t you wor­ry, he wasn’t much good if he could go away and leave you, lookin’ to be such a nice girl. You just tell all your trou­ble to me, and I help you.” The car was emp­ty and the con­duc­tor sat down be­side her to put his arm around her, and to be a com­fort to her. Lena sud­den­ly re­mem­bered where she was, and if she did things like that her aunt would scold her. She moved away from the man in­to the cor­ner. He laughed, “Don’t be scared,” he said, “I wasn’t go­ing to hurt you. But you just keep up your spir­it. You are a re­al nice girl, and you’ll be sure to get a re­al good hus­band. Don’t you let no­body fool you. You’re all right and I don’t want to scare you.”

			The con­duc­tor went back to his plat­form to help a pas­sen­ger get on the car. All the time Lena stayed in the street car, he would come in ev­ery lit­tle while and re­as­sure her, about her not to feel so bad about a man who hadn’t no more sense than to go away and leave her. She’d be sure yet to get a good man, she needn’t be so wor­ried, he fre­quent­ly as­sured her.

			He chat­ted with the oth­er pas­sen­ger who had just come in, a very well dressed old man, and then with an­oth­er who came in lat­er, a good sort of a work­ing man, and then an­oth­er who came in, a nice la­dy, and he told them all about Lena’s hav­ing trou­ble, and it was too bad there were men who treat­ed a poor girl so bad­ly. And ev­ery­body in the car was sor­ry for poor Lena and the work­man tried to cheer her, and the old man looked sharply at her, and said she looked like a good girl, but she ought to be more care­ful and not to be so care­less, and things like that would not hap­pen to her, and the nice la­dy went and sat be­side her and Lena liked it, though she shrank away from be­ing near her.

			So Lena was feel­ing a lit­tle bet­ter when she got off the car, and the con­duc­tor helped her, and he called out to her, “You be sure you keep up a good heart now. He wasn’t no good that feller and you were lucky for to lose him. You’ll get a re­al man yet, one that will be bet­ter for you. Don’t you be wor­ried, you’re a re­al nice girl as I ev­er see in such trou­ble,” and the con­duc­tor shook his head and went back in­to his car to talk it over with the oth­er pas­sen­gers he had there.

			The ger­man cook, who al­ways scold­ed Lena, was very an­gry when she heard the sto­ry. She nev­er did think Mrs. Hay­don would do so much for Lena, though she was al­ways talk­ing so grand about what she could do for ev­ery­body. The good ger­man cook al­ways had been a lit­tle dis­trust­ful of her. Peo­ple who al­ways thought they were so much nev­er did re­al­ly do things right for any­body. Not that Mrs. Hay­don wasn’t a good wom­an. Mrs. Hay­don was a re­al, good, ger­man wom­an, and she did re­al­ly mean to do well by her niece Lena. The cook knew that very well, and she had al­ways said so, and she al­ways had liked and re­spect­ed Mrs. Hay­don, who al­ways act­ed very prop­er to her, and Lena was so back­ward, when there was a man to talk to, Mrs. Hay­don did have hard work when she tried to mar­ry Lena. Mrs. Hay­don was a good wom­an, on­ly she did talk some­times too grand. Per­haps this trou­ble would make her see it wasn’t al­ways so easy to do, to make ev­ery­body do ev­ery­thing just like she want­ed. The cook was very sor­ry now for Mrs. Hay­don. All this must be such a dis­ap­point­ment, and such a wor­ry to her, and she re­al­ly had al­ways been very good to Lena. But Lena had bet­ter go and put on her oth­er clothes and stop all that cry­ing. That wouldn’t do noth­ing now to help her, and if Lena would be a good girl, and just be re­al pa­tient, her aunt would make it all come out right yet for her. “I just tell Mrs. Aldrich, Lena, you stay here yet a lit­tle longer. You know she is al­ways so good to you, Lena, and I know she let you, and I tell her all about that stupid Her­man Kred­er. I got no pa­tience, Lena, with any­body who can be so stupid. You just stop now with your cry­ing, Lena, and take off them good clothes and put them away so you don’t spoil them when you need them, and you can help me with the dish­es and ev­ery­thing will come off bet­ter for you. You see if I ain’t right by what I tell you. You just stop cry­ing now Lena quick, or else I scold you.”

			Lena still choked a lit­tle and was very mis­er­able in­side her but she did ev­ery­thing just as the cook told her.

			The girls Lena al­ways sat with were very sor­ry to see her look so sad with her trou­ble. Mary the Irish girl some­times got very an­gry with her. Mary was al­ways very hot when she talked to Lena’s aunt Mathil­da, who thought she was so grand, and had such stupid, stuck up daugh­ters. Mary wouldn’t be a fat fool like that ug­ly tem­pered Mathil­da Hay­don, not for any­thing any­body could ev­er give her. How Lena could keep on go­ing there so much when they all al­ways act­ed as if she was just dirt to them, Mary nev­er could see. But Lena nev­er had any sense of how she should make peo­ple stand round for her, and that was al­ways all the trou­ble with her. And poor Lena, she was so stupid to be sor­ry for los­ing that gawky fool who didn’t ev­er know what he want­ed and just said “ja” to his mam­ma and his pa­pa, like a ba­by, and was scared to look at a girl straight, and then sneaked away the last day like as if some­body was go­ing to do some­thing to him. Dis­grace, Lena talk­ing about dis­grace! It was a dis­grace for a girl to be seen with the likes of him, let alone to be mar­ried to him. But that poor Lena, she nev­er did know how to show her­self off for what she was re­al­ly. Dis­grace to have him go away and leave her. Mary would just like to get a chance to show him. If Lena wasn’t worth fif­teen like Her­man Kred­er, Mary would just eat her own head all up. It was a good rid­dance Lena had of that Her­man Kred­er and his stingy, dirty par­ents, and if Lena didn’t stop cry­ing about it—Mary would just nat­u­ral­ly de­spise her.

			Poor Lena, she knew very well how Mary meant it all, this she was al­ways say­ing to her. But Lena was very mis­er­able in­side her. She felt the dis­grace it was for a de­cent ger­man girl that a man should go away and leave her. Lena knew very well that her aunt was right when she said the way Her­man had act­ed to her was a dis­grace to ev­ery­one that knew her. Mary and Nel­lie and the oth­er girls she al­ways sat with were al­ways very good to Lena but that did not make her trou­ble any bet­ter. It was a dis­grace the way Lena had been left, to any de­cent fam­i­ly, and that could nev­er be made any dif­fer­ent to her.

			And so the slow days wore on, and Lena nev­er saw her Aunt Mathil­da. At last on Sun­day she got word by a boy to go and see her aunt Mathil­da. Lena’s heart beat quick for she was very ner­vous now with all this that had hap­pened to her. She went just as quick­ly as she could to see her Aunt Mathil­da.

			Mrs. Hay­don quick, as soon as she saw Lena, be­gan to scold her for keep­ing her aunt wait­ing so long for her, and for not com­ing in all the week to see her, to see if her aunt should need her, and so her aunt had to send a boy to tell her. But it was easy, even for Lena, to see that her aunt was not re­al­ly an­gry with her. It wasn’t Lena’s fault, went on Mrs. Hay­don, that ev­ery­thing was go­ing to hap­pen all right for her. Mrs. Hay­don was very tired tak­ing all this trou­ble for her, and when Lena couldn’t even take trou­ble to come and see her aunt, to see if she need­ed any­thing to tell her. But Mrs. Hay­don re­al­ly nev­er mind­ed things like that when she could do things for any­body. She was tired now, all the trou­ble she had been tak­ing to make things right for Lena, but per­haps now Lena heard it she would learn a lit­tle to be thank­ful to her. “You get all ready to be mar­ried Tues­day, Lena, you hear me,” said Mrs. Hay­don to her. “You come here Tues­day morn­ing and I have ev­ery­thing all ready for you. You wear your new dress I got you, and your hat with all them flow­ers on it, and you be very care­ful com­ing you don’t get your things all dirty, you so care­less all the time, Lena, and not think­ing, and you act some­times you nev­er got no head at all on you. You go home now, and you tell your Mrs. Aldrich that you leave her Tues­day. Don’t you go for­get­ting now, Lena, any­thing I ev­er told you what you should do to be care­ful. You be a good girl, now Lena. You get mar­ried Tues­day to Her­man Kred­er.” And that was all Lena ev­er knew of what had hap­pened all this week to Her­man Kred­er. Lena for­got there was any­thing to know about it. She was re­al­ly to be mar­ried Tues­day, and her Aunt Mathil­da said she was a good girl, and now there was no dis­grace left up­on her.

			Lena now fell back in­to the way she al­ways had of be­ing al­ways dreamy and not there, the way she al­ways had been, ex­cept for the few days she was so ex­cit­ed, be­cause she had been left by a man the very day she was to have been mar­ried. Lena was a lit­tle ner­vous all these last days, but she did not think much about what it meant for her to be mar­ried.

			Her­man Kred­er was not so con­tent about it. He was qui­et and was sullen and he knew he could not help it. He knew now he just had to let him­self get mar­ried. It was not that Her­man did not like Lena Mainz. She was as good as any oth­er girl could be for him. She was a lit­tle bet­ter per­haps than oth­er girls he saw, she was so very qui­et, but Her­man did not like to al­ways have to have a girl around him. Her­man had al­ways done ev­ery­thing that his moth­er and his fa­ther want­ed. His fa­ther had found him in New York, where Her­man had gone to be with his mar­ried sis­ter.

			Her­man’s fa­ther when he had found him coaxed Her­man a long time and went on whole days with his com­plain­ing to him, al­ways trou­bled but gen­tle and quite pa­tient with him, and al­ways he was wor­ry­ing to Her­man about what was the right way his boy Her­man should al­ways do, al­ways what­ev­er it was his moth­er ev­er want­ed from him, and al­ways Her­man nev­er made him any an­swer.

			Old Mr. Kred­er kept on say­ing to him, he did not see how Her­man could think now, it could be any dif­fer­ent. When you make a bar­gain you just got to stick right to it, that was the on­ly way old Mr. Kred­er could ev­er see it, and say­ing you would get mar­ried to a girl and she got ev­ery­thing all ready, that was a bar­gain just like one you make in busi­ness and Her­man he had made it, and now Her­man he would just have to do it, old Mr. Kred­er didn’t see there was any oth­er way a good boy like his Her­man had, to do it. And then too that Lena Mainz was such a nice girl and Her­man hadn’t ought to re­al­ly give his fa­ther so much trou­ble and make him pay out all that mon­ey, to come all the way to New York just to find him, and they both lose all that time from their work­ing, when all Her­man had to do was just to stand up, for an hour, and then he would be all right mar­ried, and it would be all over for him, and then ev­ery­thing at home would nev­er be any dif­fer­ent to him.

			And his fa­ther went on; there was his poor moth­er say­ing al­ways how her Her­man al­ways did ev­ery­thing be­fore she ev­er want­ed, and now just be­cause he got no­tions in him, and want­ed to show peo­ple how he could be stub­born, he was mak­ing all this trou­ble for her, and mak­ing them pay all that mon­ey just to run around and find him. “You got no idea Her­man, how bad ma­ma is feel­ing about the way you been act­ing Her­man,” said old Mr. Kred­er to him. “She says she nev­er can un­der­stand how you can be so thank­less Her­man. It hurts her very much you been so stub­born, and she find you such a nice girl for you, like Lena Mainz who is al­ways just so qui­et and al­ways saves up all her wages, and she nev­er want­ing her own way at all like some girls are al­ways all the time to have it, and you ma­ma try­ing so hard, just so you could be com­fort­able Her­man to be mar­ried, and then you act so stub­born Her­man. You like all young peo­ple Her­man, you think on­ly about your­self, and what you are just want­ing, and your ma­ma she is think­ing on­ly what is good for you to have, for you in the fu­ture. Do you think your ma­ma wants to have a girl around to be a both­er, for her­self, Her­man. Its just for you Her­man she is al­ways think­ing, and she talks al­ways about how hap­py she will be, when she sees her Her­man mar­ried to a nice girl, and then when she fixed it all up so good for you, so it nev­er would be any both­er to you, just the way she want­ed you should like it, and you say yes all right, I do it, and then you go away like this and act stub­born, and make all this trou­ble ev­ery­body to take for you, and we spend mon­ey, and I got to trav­el all round to find you. You come home now with me Her­man and get mar­ried, and I tell your ma­ma she bet­ter not say any­thing to you about how much it cost me to come all the way to look for you—Hey Her­man,” said his fa­ther coax­ing, “Hey, you come home now and get mar­ried. All you got to do Her­man is just to stand up for an hour Her­man, and then you don’t nev­er to have any more both­er to it—Hey Her­man!—you come home with me to­mor­row and get mar­ried. Hey Her­man.”

			Her­man’s mar­ried sis­ter liked her broth­er Her­man, and she had al­ways tried to help him, when there was any­thing she knew he want­ed. She liked it that he was so good and al­ways did ev­ery­thing that their fa­ther and their moth­er want­ed, but still she wished it could be that he could have more his own way, if there was any­thing he ev­er want­ed.

			But now she thought Her­man with his girl was very fun­ny. She want­ed that Her­man should be mar­ried. She thought it would do him lots of good to get mar­ried. She laughed at Her­man when she heard the sto­ry. Un­til his fa­ther came to find him, she did not know why it was Her­man had come just then to New York to see her. When she heard the sto­ry she laughed a good deal at her broth­er Her­man and teased him a good deal about his run­ning away, be­cause he didn’t want to have a girl to be all the time around him.

			Her­man’s mar­ried sis­ter liked her broth­er Her­man, and she did not want him not to like to be with wom­en. He was good, her broth­er Her­man, and it would sure­ly do him good to get mar­ried. It would make him stand up for him­self stronger. Her­man’s sis­ter al­ways laughed at him and al­ways she would try to re­as­sure him. “Such a nice man as my broth­er Her­man act­ing like as if he was afraid of wom­en. Why the girls all like a man like you Her­man, if you didn’t al­ways run away when you saw them. It do you good re­al­ly Her­man to get mar­ried, and then you got some­body you can boss around when you want to. It do you good Her­man to get mar­ried, you see if you don’t like it, when you re­al­ly done it. You go along home now with pa­pa, Her­man and get mar­ried to that Lena. You don’t know how nice you like it Her­man when you try once how you can do it. You just don’t be afraid of noth­ing, Her­man. You good enough for any girl to mar­ry, Her­man. Any girl be glad to have a man like you to be al­ways with them Her­man. You just go along home with pa­pa and try it what I say, Her­man. Oh you so fun­ny Her­man, when you sit there, and then run away and leave your girl be­hind you. I know she is cry­ing like any­thing Her­man for to lose you. Don’t be bad to her Her­man. You go along home with pa­pa now and get mar­ried Her­man. I’d be aw­ful ashamed Her­man, to re­al­ly have a broth­er didn’t have spir­it enough to get mar­ried, when a girl is just dy­ing for to have him. You al­ways like me to be with you Her­man. I don’t see why you say you don’t want a girl to be all the time around you. You al­ways been good to me Her­man, and I know you al­ways be good to that Lena, and you soon feel just like as if she had al­ways been there with you. Don’t act like as if you wasn’t a nice strong man, Her­man. Re­al­ly I laugh at you Her­man, but you know I like aw­ful well to see you re­al hap­py. You go home and get mar­ried to that Lena, Her­man. She is a re­al pret­ty girl and re­al nice and good and qui­et and she make my broth­er Her­man very hap­py. You just stop your fuss­ing now with Her­man, pa­pa. He go with you to­mor­row pa­pa, and you see he like it so much to be mar­ried, he make ev­ery­body laugh just to see him be so hap­py. Re­al­ly tru­ly, that’s the way it will be with you Her­man. You just lis­ten to me what I tell you Her­man.” And so his sis­ter laughed at him and re­as­sured him, and his fa­ther kept on telling what the moth­er al­ways said about her Her­man, and he coaxed him and Her­man nev­er said any­thing in an­swer, and his sis­ter packed his things up and was very cheer­ful with him, and she kissed him, and then she laughed and then she kissed him, and his fa­ther went and bought the tick­ets for the train, and at last late on Sun­day he brought Her­man back to Bridge­point with him.

			It was al­ways very hard to keep Mrs. Kred­er from say­ing what she thought, to her Her­man, but her daugh­ter had writ­ten her a let­ter, so as to warn her not to say any­thing about what he had been do­ing, to him, and her hus­band came in with Her­man and said, “Here we are come home ma­ma, Her­man and me, and we are very tired it was so crowd­ed com­ing,” and then he whis­pered to her. “You be good to Her­man, ma­ma, he didn’t mean to make us so much trou­ble,” and so old Mrs. Kred­er, held in what she felt was so strong in her to say to her Her­man. She just said very stiffly to him, “I’m glad to see you come home to­day, Her­man.” Then she went to ar­range it all with Mrs. Hay­don.

			Her­man was now again just like he al­ways had been, sullen and very good, and very qui­et, and al­ways ready to do what­ev­er his moth­er and his fa­ther want­ed. Tues­day morn­ing came, Her­man got his new clothes on and went with his fa­ther and his moth­er to stand up for an hour and get mar­ried. Lena was there in her new dress, and her hat with all the pret­ty flow­ers, and she was very ner­vous for now she knew she was re­al­ly very soon to be mar­ried. Mrs. Hay­don had ev­ery­thing all ready. Ev­ery­body was there just as they should be and very soon Her­man Kred­er and Lena Mainz were mar­ried.

			When ev­ery­thing was re­al­ly over, they went back to the Kred­er house to­geth­er. They were all now to live to­geth­er, Lena and Her­man and the old fa­ther and the old moth­er, in the house where Mr. Kred­er had worked so many years as a tai­lor, with his son Her­man al­ways there to help him.

			Irish Mary had of­ten said to Lena she nev­er did see how Lena could ev­er want to have any­thing to do with Her­man Kred­er and his dirty stingy par­ents. The old Kred­ers were to an Irish na­ture, a stingy, dirty cou­ple. They had not the free-heart­ed, thought­less, fight­ing, mud be­spat­tered, ragged, peat-smoked cab­in dirt that irish Mary knew and could for­give and love. Theirs was the ger­man dirt of sav­ing, of be­ing dowdy and loose and foul in your clothes so as to save them and your­self in wash­ing, hav­ing your hair greasy to save it in the soap and dry­ing, hav­ing your clothes dirty, not in free­dom, but be­cause so it was cheap­er, keep­ing the house close and smelly be­cause so it cost less to get it heat­ed, liv­ing so poor­ly not on­ly so as to save mon­ey but so they should nev­er even know them­selves that they had it, work­ing all the time not on­ly be­cause from their na­ture they just had to and be­cause it made them mon­ey but al­so that they nev­er could be put in any way to make them spend their mon­ey.

			This was the place Lena now had for her home and to her it was very dif­fer­ent than it could be for an irish Mary. She too was ger­man and was thrifty, though she was al­ways so dreamy and not there. Lena was al­ways care­ful with things and she al­ways saved her mon­ey, for that was the on­ly way she knew how to do it. She nev­er had tak­en care of her own mon­ey and she nev­er had thought how to use it.

			Lena Mainz had been, be­fore she was Mrs. Her­man Kred­er, al­ways clean and de­cent in her clothes and in her per­son, but it was not be­cause she ev­er thought about it or re­al­ly need­ed so to have it, it was the way her peo­ple did in the ger­man coun­try where she came from, and her Aunt Mathil­da and the good ger­man cook who al­ways scold­ed, had kept her on and made her, with their scold­ings, al­ways more care­ful to keep clean and to wash re­al of­ten. But there was no deep need in all this for Lena and so, though Lena did not like the old Kred­ers, though she re­al­ly did not know that, she did not think about their be­ing stingy dirty peo­ple.

			Her­man Kred­er was clean­er than the old peo­ple, just be­cause it was his na­ture to keep clean­er, but he was used to his moth­er and his fa­ther, and he nev­er thought that they should keep things clean­er. And Her­man too al­ways saved all his mon­ey, ex­cept for that lit­tle beer he drank when he went out with oth­er men of an evening the way he al­ways liked to do it, and he nev­er thought of any oth­er way to spend it. His fa­ther had al­ways kept all the mon­ey for them and he al­ways was do­ing busi­ness with it. And then too Her­man re­al­ly had no mon­ey, for he al­ways had worked for his fa­ther, and his fa­ther had nev­er thought to pay him.

			And so they be­gan all four to live in the Kred­er house to­geth­er, and Lena be­gan soon with it to look care­less and a lit­tle dirty, and to be more life­less with it, and no­body ev­er no­ticed much what Lena want­ed, and she nev­er re­al­ly knew her­self what she need­ed.

			The on­ly re­al trou­ble that came to Lena with their liv­ing all four there to­geth­er, was the way old Mrs. Kred­er scold­ed. Lena had al­ways been used to be­ing scold­ed, but this scold­ing of old Mrs. Kred­er was very dif­fer­ent from the way she ev­er be­fore had had to en­dure it.

			Her­man, now he was mar­ried to her, re­al­ly liked Lena very well. He did not care very much about her but she nev­er was a both­er to him be­ing there around him, on­ly when his moth­er wor­ried and was nasty to them be­cause Lena was so care­less, and did not know how to save things right for them with their eat­ing, and all the oth­er ways with mon­ey, that the old wom­an had to save it.

			Her­man Kred­er had al­ways done ev­ery­thing his moth­er and his fa­ther want­ed but he did not re­al­ly love his par­ents very deeply. With Her­man it was al­ways on­ly that he hat­ed to have any strug­gle. It was all al­ways all right with him when he could just go along and do the same thing over ev­ery day with his work­ing, and not to hear things, and not to have peo­ple make him lis­ten to their anger. And now his mar­riage, and he just knew it would, was mak­ing trou­ble for him. It made him hear more what his moth­er was al­ways say­ing, with her scold­ing. He had to re­al­ly hear it now be­cause Lena was there, and she was so scared and dull al­ways when she heard it. Her­man knew very well with his moth­er, it was all right if one ate very lit­tle and worked hard all day and did not hear her when she scold­ed, the way Her­man al­ways had done be­fore they were so fool­ish about his get­ting mar­ried and hav­ing a girl there to be all the time around him, and now he had to help her so the girl could learn too, not to hear it when his moth­er scold­ed, and not to look so scared, and not to eat much, and al­ways to be sure to save it.

			Her­man re­al­ly did not know very well what he could do to help Lena to un­der­stand it. He could nev­er an­swer his moth­er back to help Lena, that nev­er would make things any bet­ter for her, and he nev­er could feel in him­self any way to com­fort Lena, to make her strong not to hear his moth­er, in all the aw­ful ways she al­ways scold­ed. It just wor­ried Her­man to have it like that all the time around him. Her­man did not know much about how a man could make a strug­gle with a moth­er, to do much to keep her qui­et, and in­deed Her­man nev­er knew much how to make a strug­gle against any­one who re­al­ly want­ed to have any­thing very bad­ly. Her­man all his life nev­er want­ed any­thing so bad­ly, that he would re­al­ly make a strug­gle against any­one to get it. Her­man all his life on­ly want­ed to live reg­u­lar and qui­et, and not talk much and to do the same way ev­ery day like ev­ery oth­er with his work­ing. And now his moth­er had made him get mar­ried to this Lena and now with his moth­er mak­ing all that scold­ing, he had all this trou­ble and this wor­ry al­ways on him.

			Mrs. Hay­don did not see Lena now very of­ten. She had not lost her in­ter­est in her niece Lena, but Lena could not come much to her house to see her, it would not be right, now Lena was a mar­ried wom­an. And then too Mrs. Hay­don had her hands full just then with her two daugh­ters, for she was get­ting them ready to find them good hus­bands, and then too her own hus­band now wor­ried her very of­ten about her al­ways spoil­ing that boy of hers, so he would be sure to turn out no good and be a dis­grace to a ger­man fam­i­ly, and all be­cause his moth­er al­ways spoiled him. All these things were very wor­ry­ing now to Mrs. Hay­don, but still she want­ed to be good to Lena, though she could not see her very of­ten. She on­ly saw her when Mrs. Hay­don went to call on Mrs. Kred­er or when Mrs. Kred­er came to see Mrs. Hay­don, and that nev­er could be very of­ten. Then too these days Mrs. Hay­don could not scold Lena, Mrs. Kred­er was al­ways there with her, and it would not be right to scold Lena, when Mrs. Kred­er was there, who had now the re­al right to do it. And so her aunt al­ways said nice things now to Lena, and though Mrs. Hay­don some­times was a lit­tle wor­ried when she saw Lena look­ing sad and not care­ful, she did not have time just then to re­al­ly wor­ry much about it.

			Lena now nev­er any more saw the girls she al­ways used to sit with. She had no way now to see them and it was not in Lena’s na­ture to search out ways to see them, nor did she now ev­er think much of the days when she had been used to see them. They nev­er any of them had come to the Kred­er house to see her. Not even Irish Mary had ev­er thought to come to see her. Lena had been soon for­got­ten by them. They had soon passed away from Lena and now Lena nev­er thought any more that she had ev­er known them.

			The on­ly one of her old friends who tried to know what Lena liked and what she need­ed, and who al­ways made Lena come to see her, was the good ger­man cook who had al­ways scold­ed. She now scold­ed Lena hard for let­ting her­self go so, and go­ing out when she was look­ing so un­tidy. “I know you go­ing to have a ba­by Lena, but that’s no way for you to be look­ing. I am ashamed most to see you come and sit here in my kitchen, look­ing so slop­py and like you nev­er used to Lena. I nev­er see any­body like you Lena. Her­man is very good to you, you al­ways say so, and he don’t treat you bad even though you don’t de­serve to have any­body good to you, you so care­less all the time, Lena, let­ting your­self go like you nev­er had any­body tell you what was the right way you should know how to be look­ing. No, Lena, I don’t see no rea­son you should let your­self go so and look so un­tidy Lena, so I am ashamed to see you sit there look­ing so ug­ly, Lena. No Lena that ain’t no way ev­er I see a wom­an make things come out bet­ter, let­ting her­self go so ev­ery way and cry­ing all the time like as if you had re­al trou­ble. I nev­er want­ed to see you mar­ry Her­man Kred­er, Lena, I knew what you got to stand with that old wom­an al­ways, and that old man, he is so stingy too and he don’t say things out but he ain’t any bet­ter in his heart than his wife with her bad ways, I know that Lena, I know they don’t hard­ly give you enough to eat, Lena, I am re­al sor­ry for you Lena, you know that Lena, but that ain’t any way to be go­ing round so un­tidy Lena, even if you have got all that trou­ble. You nev­er see me do like that Lena, though some­times I got a headache so I can’t see to stand to be work­ing hard­ly, and noth­ing comes right with all my cook­ing, but I al­ways see Lena, I look de­cent. That’s the on­ly way a ger­man girl can make things come out right Lena. You hear me what I am say­ing to you Lena. Now you eat some­thing nice Lena, I got it all ready for you, and you wash up and be care­ful Lena and the ba­by will come all right to you, and then I make your Aunt Mathil­da see that you live in a house soon all alone with Her­man and your ba­by, and then ev­ery­thing go bet­ter for you. You hear me what I say to you Lena. Now don’t let me ev­er see you come look­ing like this any more Lena, and you just stop with that al­ways cry­ing. You ain’t got no rea­son to be sit­ting there now with all that cry­ing, I nev­er see any­body have trou­ble it did them any good to do the way you are do­ing, Lena. You hear me Lena. You go home now and you be good the way I tell you Lena, and I see what I can do. I make your Aunt Mathil­da make old Mrs. Kred­er let you be till you get your ba­by all right. Now don’t you be scared and so sil­ly Lena. I don’t like to see you act so Lena when re­al­ly you got a nice man and so many things re­al­ly any girl should be grate­ful to be hav­ing. Now you go home Lena to­day and you do the way I say, to you, and I see what I can do to help you.”

			“Yes Mrs. Aldrich” said the good ger­man wom­an to her mis­tress lat­er, “Yes Mrs. Aldrich that’s the way it is with them girls when they want so to get mar­ried. They don’t know when they got it good Mrs. Aldrich. They nev­er know what it is they’re re­al­ly want­ing when they got it, Mrs. Aldrich. There’s that poor Lena, she just been here cry­ing and look­ing so care­less so I scold her, but that was no good that mar­ry­ing for that poor Lena, Mrs. Aldrich. She do look so pale and sad now Mrs. Aldrich, it just break my heart to see her. She was a good girl was Lena, Mrs. Aldrich, and I nev­er had no trou­ble with her like I got with so many young girls nowa­days, Mrs. Aldrich, and I nev­er see any girl any bet­ter to work right than our Lena, and now she got to stand it all the time with that old wom­an Mrs. Kred­er. My! Mrs. Aldrich, she is a bad old wom­an to her. I nev­er see Mrs. Aldrich how old peo­ple can be so bad to young girls and not have no kind of pa­tience with them. If Lena could on­ly live with her Her­man, he ain’t so bad the way men are, Mrs. Aldrich, but he is just the way al­ways his moth­er wants him, he ain’t got no spir­it in him, and so I don’t re­al­ly see no help for that poor Lena. I know her aunt, Mrs. Hay­don, meant it all right for her Mrs. Aldrich, but poor Lena, it would be bet­ter for her if her Her­man had stayed there in New York that time he went away to leave her. I don’t like it the way Lena is look­ing now, Mrs. Aldrich. She looks like as if she don’t have no life left in her hard­ly, Mrs. Aldrich, she just drags around and looks so dirty and af­ter all the pains I al­ways took to teach her and to keep her nice in her ways and look­ing. It don’t do no good to them, for them girls to get mar­ried Mrs. Aldrich, they are much bet­ter when they on­ly know it, to stay in a good place when they got it, and keep on reg­u­lar with their work­ing. I don’t like it the way Lena looks now Mrs. Aldrich. I wish I knew some way to help that poor Lena, Mrs. Aldrich, but she is a bad old wom­an, that old Mrs. Kred­er, Her­man’s moth­er. I speak to Mrs. Hay­don re­al soon, Mrs. Aldrich, I see what we can do now to help that poor Lena.”

			These were re­al­ly bad days for poor Lena. Her­man al­ways was re­al good to her and now he even some­times tried to stop his moth­er from scold­ing Lena. “She ain’t well now ma­ma, you let her be now you hear me. You tell me what it is you want she should be do­ing, I tell her. I see she does it right just the way you want it ma­ma. You let be, I say now ma­ma, with that al­ways scold­ing Lena. You let be, I say now, you wait till she is feel­ing bet­ter.” Her­man was get­ting re­al­ly strong to strug­gle, for he could see that Lena with that ba­by work­ing hard in­side her, re­al­ly could not stand it any longer with his moth­er and the aw­ful ways she al­ways scold­ed.

			It was a new feel­ing Her­man now had in­side him that made him feel he was strong to make a strug­gle. It was new for Her­man Kred­er re­al­ly to be want­ing some­thing, but Her­man want­ed strong­ly now to be a fa­ther, and he want­ed bad­ly that his ba­by should be a boy and healthy, Her­man nev­er had cared re­al­ly very much about his fa­ther and his moth­er, though al­ways, all his life, he had done ev­ery­thing just as they want­ed, and he had nev­er re­al­ly cared much about his wife, Lena, though he al­ways had been very good to her, and had al­ways tried to keep his moth­er off her, with the aw­ful way she al­ways scold­ed, but to be re­al­ly a fa­ther of a lit­tle ba­by, that feel­ing took hold of Her­man very deeply. He was al­most ready, so as to save his ba­by from all trou­ble, to re­al­ly make a strong strug­gle with his moth­er and with his fa­ther, too, if he would not help him to con­trol his moth­er.

			Some­times Her­man even went to Mrs. Hay­don to talk all this trou­ble over. They de­cid­ed then to­geth­er, it was bet­ter to wait there all four to­geth­er for the ba­by, and Her­man could make Mrs. Kred­er stop a lit­tle with her scold­ing, and then when Lena was a lit­tle stronger, Her­man should have his own house for her, next door to his fa­ther, so he could al­ways be there to help him in his work­ing, but so they could eat and sleep in a house where the old wom­an could not con­trol them and they could not hear her aw­ful scold­ing.

			And so things went on, the same way, a lit­tle longer. Poor Lena was not feel­ing any joy to have a ba­by. She was scared the way she had been when she was so sick on the wa­ter. She was scared now ev­ery time when any­thing would hurt her. She was scared and still and life­less, and sure that ev­ery minute she would die. Lena had no pow­er to be strong in this kind of trou­ble, she could on­ly sit still and be scared, and dull, and life­less, and sure that ev­ery minute she would die.

			Be­fore very long, Lena had her ba­by. He was a good, healthy lit­tle boy, the ba­by. Her­man cared very much to have the ba­by. When Lena was a lit­tle stronger he took a house next door to the old cou­ple, so he and his own fam­i­ly could eat and sleep and do the way they want­ed. This did not seem to make much change now for Lena. She was just the same as when she was wait­ing with her ba­by. She just dragged around and was care­less with her clothes and all life­less, and she act­ed al­ways and lived on just as if she had no feel­ing. She al­ways did ev­ery­thing reg­u­lar with the work, the way she al­ways had had to do it, but she nev­er got back any spir­it in her. Her­man was al­ways good and kind, and al­ways helped her with her work­ing. He did ev­ery­thing he knew to help her. He al­ways did all the ac­tive new things in the house and for the ba­by. Lena did what she had to do the way she al­ways had been taught it. She al­ways just kept go­ing now with her work­ing, and she was al­ways care­less, and dirty, and a lit­tle dazed, and life­less. Lena nev­er got any bet­ter in her­self of this way of be­ing that she had had ev­er since she had been mar­ried.

			Mrs. Hay­don nev­er saw any more of her niece, Lena. Mrs. Hay­don had now so much trou­ble with her own house, and her daugh­ters get­ting mar­ried, and her boy, who was grow­ing up, and who al­ways was get­ting so much worse to man­age. She knew she had done right by Lena. Her­man Kred­er was a good man, she would be glad to get one so good, some­times, for her own daugh­ters, and now they had a home to live in to­geth­er, sep­a­rate from the old peo­ple, who had made their trou­ble for them. Mrs. Hay­don felt she had done very well by her niece, Lena, and she nev­er thought now she need­ed any more to go and see her. Lena would do very well now with­out her aunt to trou­ble her­self any more about her.

			The good ger­man cook who had al­ways scold­ed, still tried to do her du­ty like a moth­er to poor Lena. It was very hard now to do right by Lena. Lena nev­er seemed to hear now what any­one was say­ing to her. Her­man was al­ways do­ing ev­ery­thing he could to help her. Her­man al­ways, when he was home, took good care of the ba­by. Her­man loved to take care of his ba­by. Lena nev­er thought to take him out or to do any­thing she didn’t have to.

			The good cook some­times made Lena come to see her. Lena would come with her ba­by and sit there in the kitchen, and watch the good wom­an cook­ing, and lis­ten to her some­times a lit­tle, the way she used to, while the good ger­man wom­an scold­ed her for go­ing around look­ing so care­less when now she had no trou­ble, and sit­ting there so dull, and al­ways be­ing just so thank­less. Some­times Lena would wake up a lit­tle and get back in­to her face her old, gen­tle, pa­tient, and un­suf­fer­ing sweet­ness, but most­ly Lena did not seem to hear much when the good ger­man wom­an scold­ed. Lena al­ways liked it when Mrs. Aldrich her good mis­tress spoke to her kind­ly, and then Lena would seem to go back and feel her­self to be like she was when she had been in ser­vice. But most­ly Lena just lived along and was care­less in her clothes, and dull, and life­less.

			By and by Lena had two more lit­tle ba­bies. Lena was not so much scared now when she had the ba­bies. She did not seem to no­tice very much when they hurt her, and she nev­er seemed to feel very much now about any­thing that hap­pened to her.

			They were very nice ba­bies, all these three that Lena had, and Her­man took good care of them al­ways. Her­man nev­er re­al­ly cared much about his wife, Lena. The on­ly things Her­man ev­er re­al­ly cared for were his ba­bies. Her­man al­ways was very good to his chil­dren. He al­ways had a gen­tle, ten­der way when he held them. He learned to be very handy with them. He spent all the time he was not work­ing, with them. By and by he be­gan to work all day in his own home so that he could have his chil­dren al­ways in the same room with him.

			Lena al­ways was more and more life­less and Her­man now most­ly nev­er thought about her. He more and more took all the care of their three chil­dren. He saw to their eat­ing right and their wash­ing, and he dressed them ev­ery morn­ing, and he taught them the right way to do things, and he put them to their sleep­ing, and he was now al­ways ev­ery minute with them. Then there was to come to them, a fourth ba­by. Lena went to the hos­pi­tal near by to have the ba­by. Lena seemed to be go­ing to have much trou­ble with it. When the ba­by was come out at last, it was like its moth­er life­less. While it was com­ing, Lena had grown very pale and sick­er. When it was all over Lena had died, too, and no­body knew just how it had hap­pened to her.

			The good ger­man cook who had al­ways scold­ed Lena, and had al­ways to the last day tried to help her, was the on­ly one who ev­er missed her. She re­mem­bered how nice Lena had looked all the time she was in ser­vice with her, and how her voice had been so gen­tle and sweet-sound­ing, and how she al­ways was a good girl, and how she nev­er had to have any trou­ble with her, the way she al­ways had with all the oth­er girls who had been tak­en in­to the house to help her. The good cook some­times spoke so of Lena when she had time to have a talk with Mrs. Aldrich, and this was all the re­mem­ber­ing there now ev­er was of Lena.

			Her­man Kred­er now al­ways lived very hap­py, very gen­tle, very qui­et, very well con­tent alone with his three chil­dren. He nev­er had a wom­an any more to be all the time around him. He al­ways did all his own work in his house, when he was through ev­ery day with the work he was al­ways do­ing for his fa­ther. Her­man al­ways was alone, and he al­ways worked alone, un­til his lit­tle ones were big enough to help him. Her­man Kred­er was very well con­tent now and he al­ways lived very reg­u­lar and peace­ful, and with ev­ery day just like the next one, al­ways alone now with his three good, gen­tle chil­dren.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. There­fore I am un­hap­py and it is nei­ther my fault nor that of life.
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