
THE LITTLE SHEPHERD OF KINGDOM COME

“I mean Chad. Is he dead?”
“No, he is bringing my brother home.”
“Harry?”
“No—Dan.”
“Dan—here?”
“Yes.”
“When?”
“As soon as my brother gets well enough to 

travel. He is wounded.”
Melissa turned her face then. Her mouth 

twitched and her clasped hands were working in 
and out. Then she turned again.

“I come up here from the mountains, afoot, 
jus’ to tell ye—to tell you that Chad ain’t no”— 
she stopped suddenly, seeing Margaret’s quick 
flush—“Chad’s mother was married. I jus’ found 
it out last week. He ain’t no”—she started 
fiercely again and stopped again. “But I come 
here fer him—not fer you. You oughtn’t to ’a’ 
keered. Hit wouldn’t ’a’ been his fault. He 
never was the same after he come back from here. 
Hit worried him most to death, an’ I know hit was 
you—you he was always thinkin’ about. He 
didn’t keer ’cept fer you.” Again that shadow 
came and deepened. “An’ you oughtn’t to ’a’ 
keered what he was—and that’s why I hate you,” 
she said, calmly—“fer worryin’ him an’ bein’ so 
high-heeled that you was willin’ to let him mighty 
nigh bust his heart about somethin’ that wasn’t his
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