
THE CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
WHEN THINKING IS TERRIBLE

Chapter LXXX.
Will this terrible ddy ever pass?
Poor old dad looked troubled when

I told him that Dick was out of town
for the day and he said: "There are
some things I want him to do for me
at the office."

Mother Waverly has" an old-fa-

ioned notion that if a nurse is called
in the patient will surely die, and, al-

though the doctor has said we ought
to have a nurse for Dad, she steadily
(refuses to have one. She keeps ly

asking me if I cannot find out
where Dick is. She seems to feel
that he will agree with her about the
nurse. I know, however, that he will
have one here as soon as he makes
hi appearance.

I am almost sure that he had no
business out of town and I am so
afraid that he is still drinking that I
am nearly frantic, and yet I cannot
think it possible that he would be so
foolish.

I wonder if I did wrong by not mak-
ing more of a fuss about it in the
morning. Perhaps I should have sim-
ply been as ugly to him as I felt, but
I cannot storm around and do things
which make me, as well as him, un-
happy. Because he does wrong I
can't make matters worse by scold-
ing about it. Besides, I don't believe
that any wife ever made her husband
do right by making him angry and
uncomfortable, no matter what he
had done. If I have learned only one
thing since my marriage that thing is
that men will not be made uncom-
fortable if they can help. it. They
side-ste- p consequences every time
they can.

The horrible part of this affair' is
that I have never seen a case of the
kind, except that of Annie, my floor
washerwoman, and I am afraid that
ray education has gone too far to let
nu- - bull hae the primitive idea that:
"It ii man s rignt to do aayuinife ne

pleases and woman's duty to make
the best of it."

It seems to me that Dick ought to
see that he cannot keep this thing up
without losing everything in life that,
he wants including me for sim-
ply cannot stand the agony of mind
that I have had for the last thirty-si- x

hours.
I would like to ask Dick's mother

and father if they ever knew of him
drinking but I dare not for fear they
have.

Is it possible that all the thousands
and thousands of your wives, whose
husbands have made them as miser-
able as mine has done, have tried to
work out a solution?

I never thought of it before, but
now. my heart stops beating and my
throat contracts until I am choking,
for I realize that one has only to read
the daily papers or watch the hus-
bands of one's friends to know how
often the wife fails. Why don't some

woman write a play or a
book that will tell one what to do in
these matters? I am doing in a lit-
tle more refined way, perhaps just
what Annie did. That, I guess, is in-

tuitive in all women, but I am doing
it with a rebellious spirit, and, be-
sides, I am afraid afraid!

Am I trying the right plan?
I cannot be ugly and cross with

Dick, and yet I want him to under-
stand that I am not only indignant,
but hurt by his actions.

What shall I do about this? To
whom shall I turn? Poor me! Poor
Dick! Poor Romance it is dead.

(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)

Great Britain leads all other na-
tions in the matter of exports, but
since 1900 the United States has
gained more than any of the others
and Great Britain least, the percent-
age of increase being: United States.
110; Germany, 87; liauie, 71, and
Great Britain, 09j


