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Donc je suis un malheureux et ce n’est ni ma faute ni celle de la vie.

JULES LAFORGUE


INTRODUCTION

THREE LIVES
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You’ve written a strange little book, the head of the Grafton Press told Gertrude Stein, and most people won’t take it very seriously. Frederick Hitchcock was referring to Three Lives. He suggested Stein write a preface—better yet, let someone else write it—to explain what the stories in Three Lives were about. Stein refused. And yet she never shrank from talking about her work, sometimes in terms that shocked readers as much as the work itself did. Three Lives, she proclaimed grandly, “was the first definite step away from the nineteenth century and into the twentieth in literature.”

The grand manner came later, after derision and neglect, the price she paid for venturing where others feared to tread. “I write for myself and strangers,” Stein had acknowledged years earlier, hoping that she would find an audience, which she did. For in Three Lives, she had created something that people would take seriously—no matter what the head of Grafton Press had said. Published in 1909 in a blue-and-gold wrapper, the book brought her a certain notoriety among the cognoscenti as a writer with a unique style, and today it’s regarded, as Stein had predicted, as the hallmark of a new and modern century. Stein refreshes our interest in language, claimed poet William Carlos Williams. Novelist Sherwood Anderson agreed. “The work of Gertrude Stein,” he says, “consists in a rebuilding, an entire new recasting of life, in the city of words.”

When she finished Three Lives in 1906, Gertrude Stein knew she had produced an extraordinary book. “It will certainly make your hair curl with the complications and tintinabulations of its style,” Stein wrote a friend. “I think it a noble combination of Swift and Matisse.” That she always referred to painters—particularly Cézanne and Matisse—when speaking of Three Lives was no accident. In 1904, she and her brother Leo purchased the portrait Madame Cézanne with a Fan, a striking picture of Cézanne’s wife seated in a red armchair, and it was under this painting that Stein wrote Three Lives, influenced by its method. “Cézanne conceived the idea that in composition one thing was as important as another thing,” Stein told a friend. “Each part is as important as the whole and that impressed me so much that I began to write Three Lives under this influence and this idea of composition.”

The subject of Stein’s three stories is two immigrant Germans and one mulatto woman, and at first glance, the plots of all three tales seem quite straightforward. “The Good Anna” portrays the “arduous and troubled life” of Anna Federner, who’s been employed as a domestic servant since she turned seventeen; “Melanctha: Each One As She May” recounts the life of the “complex, desiring” Melanctha Herbert and her romance with an African American doctor, Jefferson Campbell; and in “The Gentle Lena,” originally called “The Story of a Gentle Soul,” Stein takes Lena Mainz from Germany to America, where she lives, works, marries, and dies. But these reductive summaries ignore the unique form of the stories, for much the way a painter creates a portrait on a canvas, Stein in Three Lives incrementally builds character not from plot but from the slow accretion of word upon word, phrase upon phrase, combining and adding so as to express a total human being. “I was not interested in making the people real,” Stein later said, “but in the essence or, as a painter would call it, value.”

Repeating the phrase “good” in “The Good Anna,” for instance, Stein conjugates the ways in which Anna is virtuous, reliable, conventional, and kind. Similarly, in “The Gentle Lena,” Stein creates Lena’s character from a series of echoing phrases and iterated rhythms, dramatizing the awkward, poignant sensibility of one whose inner life consists mostly of the occasional “gentle stir within her.” “Lena did not really know she did not like it,” Stein writes, “Lena did not really know what it was that had happened to her,” “She did not know.” Not knowing is the quality most associated with Lena, whose gentleness becomes more demonstrative—more impenetrable, passive, patient, and abused—than we may have thought.

Written last, “Melanctha” is the most boldly experimental story in Three Lives. Here, Stein moves beyond the declarative pronouncements of “The Good Anna” and the indirect discourse of “The Gentle Lena” to a lyrical, repetitive series of monologues in which the experience of love and distance is a function of pacing, cadence, and connective—two individuals linked or separated through a series of parallel phrases, their nonverbal perception of one another a matter of participles:

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.

Feeling, trusting, doing, resting, and “warm wandering”: Stein creates the passion of lovemaking without resorting to techniques of documentary realism. Rather, she develops an elastic, melodious language in which consciousness comes slowly, very slowly, to an awareness of itself: “Jeff did not know now any more, what to feel within him,” Stein writes when Jefferson Campbell begins to doubt himself and Melanctha. “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.”

Eloquent in a vernacular of plain speech, the characters in Three Lives are recognizable, human, affecting. Each of them struggles—even Lena—with circumstances beyond their control. All of them, especially the women, inhabit a world of limited opportunity, and all three women protagonists die prematurely, one after an operation, one from tuberculosis, one in childbirth. “So, I am unhappy and it is neither my fault nor that of my life,” Stein introduces her stories with a quotation from Jules Laforgue, suggesting that her characters float along impersonal tides of social class, race, sexuality, gender, illness, and plain bad luck. But Stein’s prose swims against the current, and by depicting each woman in a sober, often ironic, and frequently flat manner, paradoxically she grants all of them uniqueness and their own special voices.

    •  •  •

    Stein came to writing Three Lives by a circuitous route. Born in Allegheny, Pennsylvania, on February 3, 1874, the fifth and youngest child of German-Jewish parents, she was raised in Oakland, California, although she had been taken to Vienna and Paris as a child. By and large, however, hers was a solid bourgeois household, “old people in a new world, the new people made out of the old,” as she wrote in her family saga, The Making of Americans (1925). But her mother and then her father died in quick succession, leaving Stein an orphan in the care of elder siblings. When one of them, her brother Leo, left California to attend Harvard University, Stein lived briefly in Baltimore, Maryland, with relatives. Then she followed suit, enrolling at the Harvard Annex (later Radcliffe College) in 1893.

Stein’s education truly began during her sophomore year. Studying psychology, she undertook a series of experiments into the existence of the second self—what we might today call the unconscious mind—at the Harvard Psychological Laboratory under the aegis of Hugo Münsterberg and William James, and she even published some of her results in the Harvard Psychology Review. Decades later, the behaviorist B. F. Skinner discovered her paper on automatic writing, which he mistakenly claimed to be responsible for Stein’s unusual style. She denied it. Writing was a conscious and deliberate act, and she knew what she wanted to do.

In 1897, she wanted to know more about character, especially the character of women. When James reportedly told Stein that to pursue her interest she’d need a medical degree, she returned to Baltimore. She enrolled in the Johns Hopkins University Medical School, recently opened with the support of local feminists, who stipulated that it admit women on an equal (not equivalent) basis with men. But though Stein planned to specialize in the nervous diseases of women after graduation, in the eleventh hour she failed to get her degree, and though she could have received it soon afterward, her attention flagged. As she explained years later in her book, The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas, “she was so bored she could not remember the things that of course the dullest medical student could not forget.”

That was in 1901. Two years later, Stein landed in Paris, pencils sharpened. Medicine was a thing of the past, but not the study of women or of character. She had decided that, above all else, she wanted to write. And she had already begun. She started a long saga based on her family and during a brief residence in New York worked on two short novels, “Fernhurst” and “Q. E. D.” The former was based on the torrid love affair between a married man, Alfred Hodder—another student of William James—and Mamie Gwinn, a Bryn Mawr teacher romantically involved with M. Carey Thomas, Bryn Mawr’s president. Obviously, the subject matter was scandalous, as was the topic of “Q. E. D.,” a fictional account of Stein’s own romantic entanglement with two women, published posthumously in 1950 as Things As They Are.

More conducive than America to romances with women or to writing and a modest income, France became Stein’s residence until her death in 1946. (“America is my country but Paris is my home town,” Stein later remarked.) Preceded there by her brother Leo, an art lover who wanted to try his hand at painting, Stein moved into his atelier at 23 rue de Fleurus on Paris’s Left Bank, and soon they were accumulating furniture and books and friends, all the accoutrements of a settled life. And they bought paintings, lots of them, with the earnings from their parents’ estate that their older brother Michael invested wisely. “I was a Columbus setting sail,” Leo Stein would recall in a memoir, “for the world beyond the world.” Leo looked into Ambroise Vollard’s gallery at the suggestion of the art connoisseur Bernard Berenson and shortly afterward purchased a small Cézanne, laying the cornerstone of the Steins’ extraordinary collection.

Before very long, the Stein studio hung floor to ceiling with stunning canvases by Cézanne, Manguin, Bonnard, Lautrec, Gauguin, Vuillard, Renoir, Degas, Matisse (to name a few) as well as the paintings of the young, indigent Pablo Picasso. On Saturday nights, the Steins hospitably opened their doors, welcoming friends and artists and art lovers, there being simply no other place where one could see and discuss modern art. For many, the entire experience sparked an aesthetic awakening the likes of which they never encountered before or since.

For a short while, Leo Stein occupied center stage at the rue de Fleurus. He loved to talk and, in particular, to explain the astonishing work that hung on the atelier’s walls. For him, like his sister, the collection—indeed, modern art—began with Cézanne. As he would later recall, “the effect of Cézanne’s work was to emphasize a return to more formal composition, to open up the field of compositional experimentation in fresh ways, to break up a few academic conventions, and to make people ready to accept as possibly good, and even probably good, anything they could not understand and appreciate.” Actually, the same may be said for Gertrude Stein’s experimental Three Lives, which also shattered conventions, forcing readers to reconsider what nouns and verbs and adverbs and conjunctions can do as if they were dabs of paint, each indispensable to the constructed whole.

Stein’s sense of composition also derives from the enthusiasm for Japanese art sweeping through Boston while Stein had been at Radcliffe. What’s more, in 1895, her brother had visited Japan, returning home with a cache of prints. From this collection, Stein could study how subjects taken from everyday life are rendered through color, line, and mass variously arranged or carefully repeated. Simple and abstract, the technique obviously influenced Stein; her early notebooks contain an inventory of Japanese artists.

The literary sources for Three Lives include Flaubert’s Trois Contes, which Stein had been translating. (In tribute to “Un Coeur Simple,” where the servant Félicité confuses a parrot for the Holy Ghost, Stein supplies the good Anna with a green bird.) Flaubert’s dispassionate and succinct style trimmed the fat from Victorian prose, which Stein would also do. Not surprisingly, some of the stimulus for Three Lives also came, it seems, from Boswell’s Life of Samuel Johnson, a book Stein long considered a masterpiece for the way Boswell liberated Johnson from the mechanics of plot. Boswell’s Johnson is rendered fully in discrete vignettes, as are the sundry individuals Johnson encounters. Struck by Samuel Johnson’s account of Bet Flint, Stein entered it into her notebooks: “habitually a slut and a drunkard and occasionally a thief and a harlot.”

Of contemporary writers, Henry James was Stein’s bellwether, a crack literary theorist as well as subtle writer of chilling depth. Copying out long portions of The Wings of the Dove novel into her notebooks when she wrote “Q. E. D.,” Stein scrutinized the conscientiously composed blocks of material, as James called the several points of view in his book. “Melanctha” is “Q. E. D.” rewritten, and throughout, one detects James in Stein’s own composed blocks of material, those long meditative passages of interior monologue where characters confront or avoid or endure the divisions between knowing and feeling—truly a Jamesian dilemma in a prose that takes the master beyond himself. After the publication of Three Lives, she presumably tried to meet with James, who pleaded illness. Thirty years later, she included him as one of her Four in America, imagining what he would be like if he had been a general.

Thematically, Stein’s three stories share James’s interest in knowledge, self-deception, and the myriad forms of betrayal. In “Melanctha,” Melanctha seeks wisdom—“a strange experience of ignorance and power and desire”—but knows not what she seeks, and though she believes she yearns for “rest and quiet, and always she could only find new ways to be in trouble.” Moreover, for Stein, as for James, the relationship of lovers and friends is a seesaw of shifting power. “In friendship,” Stein writes in “The Good Anna,” “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.” Always and inevitably varying, power is as dynamic as people—and friendships are as fragile.

An anatomist of the human byplay, Stein elaborates how one character impinges upon another, dominates another, needs another. Lena responds passively to a variety of galling situations: Mrs. Haydon, Lena’s anxious and self-regarding aunt, brings Lena to America and wants to marry her off respectably, which she does; Lena’s indifferent husband tries to protect her from a difficult mother-in-law, whose constant scolding pounds Lena’s gentleness into spiritual torpor. Sinking deeper and deeper into indifference after the birth of each of her three children, Lena delivers a stillborn child, and shortly afterward she too dies, a cipher for whom we all feel responsible, like Melville’s Bartleby.

Like Lena, the good Anna inhabits a small, striated world—only in this case, merrily satirized by Anna’s attempt to preserve in her pets “the dignity becoming in a dog.” All three stories in Stein’s volume take place in a fictionalized Baltimore called Bridgepoint, a socially and racially riven society, and Anna is modeled on Stein’s German housekeeper, Lena Lebender. Stein herself appears in “The Good Anna” as Anna’s preferred employer, Miss Mathilda, a “large, cheerful, but faint hearted woman,” somewhat careless, well-traveled, and fully capable of coming home “with a bit of porcelain, a new etching, and sometimes even an oil painting on her arm”—much to Anna’s thrifty horror. But it is Mrs. Lehntman, a midwife, and not Miss Mathilda, who is “the romance in Anna’s life”—until, that is, the relationship imperceptibly and irrevocably changes, as relationships do.

This is the subject of the intricate “Melanctha,” the ill-starred romance of “Q. E. D.”, written during the period when Stein sat for Picasso’s portrait. “And the poignant incidents that she [Stein] wove into the life of Melanctha were often these she noticed in walking down the hill from the rue Ravignan,” she claimed. Perhaps so; but if the stories in Three Lives depend on events and people from Stein’s life, she invents her world far more intensely than she observes it. Nowhere is this more true than in “Melanctha,” where Stein develops the signature repetitions of her prose.

For Stein, repetition helps render the essence of character. As she later explained, “I began to get enormously interested in hearing how everybody said the same thing over and over again with infinite variations but over and over again,” she later commented, “until finally if you listened with great intensity you could hear it rise and fall and tell all that there was inside them, not so much by the actual words they said or the thoughts they had but the movement of their thoughts and words endlessly the same and endlessly different.”

The aesthetic discoveries of “Melanctha”—that “if you listened with great intensity you can hear it rise and fall”—enable Stein to move away from a conventional plot-driven narrative to the taxonomy of character crucial to her next project, The Making of Americans, and integral to her belief in what she called the “bottom nature” of everyone. Unfortunately, this typological vision implies a hierarchy, which, in the case of “Melanctha,” seems decidedly racist. And is.

“Melanctha” is a compendium of racial stereotypes. Razor-slashing black men and promiscuous black women strut through the story, players on a bone-chilling stage. And not only does the “subtle intelligent, attractive, half-white girl” Melanctha differ from Rose, who “was never joyous with the earth-born, boundless joy of negroes,” Stein conceives of Melanctha herself as a stereotype: the tragic mulatto, part white and part black, impaled on a white person’s idea of race. Her whiteness provides her with consciousness, her blackness with earthiness, and both conspire to exclude her from both the white world and from what Stein shallowly names “the earth-born, boundless joy of negroes” and a “good warm nigger time.”

Yet, early champions of Stein leapfrogged the racism of “Melanctha,” considering it a “thrilling clinical record” as the poet William Carlos Williams said, “of a colored woman in the present-day United States, told with directness and truth.” Richard Wright, too, hailed “Melanctha” as the “first long serious literary treatment of Negro life in the United States.” Their approval demonstrates how deeply racism is embedded in American life and American literature, where, as novelist Toni Morrison notes, “there is no romance free of what Herman Melville called ‘the power of blackness.’?”

Stein accepted the prevailing racist orthodoxy of her time. Yet, if her depiction of her black characters is patronizing, she also exploits the power of blackness, with which she identifies. As a Jew, a woman, a westerner come to eastern citadels of culture, Stein readily sympathizes with the African American, an outsider like herself, and converts her identification into a source of expression both for herself and her subjects, however truckling they are portrayed. What’s more, as a lesbian doubtless aware that the medical and scientific community in her day associated the black female’s sexuality with that of a so-called deviant, she in turn indicts the bourgeois sensibility—her own as well as the culture’s—that builds facile assumptions into the injunction of “just living regular.”

Like Melanctha, Stein cannot and will not inhabit the regulated world of Dr. Jefferson Campbell. “Dr. Campbell said he wanted to work so that he could understand what troubled people,” Stein writes, “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.” Moreover, his wish to tell “everything just as you meant it” fails in the face of real feeling, deep feeling, and strong, scorching love. As Melanctha says, “You always wanting to have it all clear out in words always, what everybody is always feeling.” What is necessary—what Melanctha cannot do but Stein can—is construct an alternate form of telling, a different language.

Perhaps that is why Stein so plangently evokes the incompatible responses to experience—and words—represented by Jefferson Campbell and the complex, desiring, melancholy Melanctha. The sundered whole creates the tension and the tragedy in this small, gemlike tale.

•  •  •

After Gertrude Stein sent William James a copy of Three Lives, James declared Stein had created a new kind of realism. She also mailed her book to H. G. Wells, George Bernard Shaw, John Galsworthy, Booker T. Washington, and W. E. B. Du Bois, though only Wells responded. In 1913, no longer outraged by Stein’s style, Wells said he actually liked it.

At Stein’s expense, the Grafton Press had printed one thousand copies, five hundred of which were bound. The reviews, though few in number, were favorable. But the book did not sell. Regardless, in the next few years, Gertrude Stein became a legend in her own time. Associated with the Post-Impressionists in 1913 at the Armory Show in New York when Mabel Dodge circulated Stein’s work, in 1914 Stein published the jarring and eloquent Tender Buttons, which incited both catcalls and acclaim, and by the 1920s she was the doyenne of a new generation of readers.

“They do quote me,” Stein remarked. “That means that my words and my sentences get under their skins, although they do not know it.” Scoffers might dub her the “Mother Goose of Montparnasse,” but American expatriates launching their careers in Paris paid their respects at 27 rue de Fleurus, where Stein now lived with her lifelong partner, Alice B. Toklas. She commanded the respect of F. Scott Fitzgerald, Mina Loy, Glenway Wescott, Sherwood Anderson, Marianne Moore; the list goes on and on and includes Ernest Hemingway, whose prose style and early career owe a direct debt to Gertrude Stein.

Until her death in 1946, Stein wrote plays and operas and children’s stories; she wrote memoirs and autobiographies and the bestseller The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas (1934), a tour de force of ventriloquism, with Stein speaking as Toklas. She wrote portraits and landscapes and lectures. She never stopped writing, experimenting, challenging, undoing, or revising the vocabulary she had helped to cleanse. Who hasn’t heard that “rose is a rose is a rose”? Who hasn’t considered its meaning? And once we do, we have embarked on an adventure, the adventure of language, and in Three Lives, we meet early Stein—vintage Stein—who conducts us along the wonderful way.

Brenda Wineapple
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PART 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 battle-ground. 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, 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 any way. 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.


PART II
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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, good-by!” 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.

To-day, 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 like 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 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.”
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