
THE CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
HOME AGAIN

Chapter LXXXIX.
Oh, but I was glad to get back to

oui; rooms again, and the place
did look "comfy" when, after

our dinner downtown, Dick put his
key in the door, opened it with elabor-
ate care .and whispered: "Welcome to
the place that has been gosh-darn-

lonesome without you, Mrs. Wav-erly- ."

Dick has stayed every-nigh- t but
one at the hotel since I have been
over taking care of his mother. I am
going to try and stay at home for a
while, as there are lot's of odds and
ends in my, mending that I want to
fix up.

Someway T 'have never yet been
able to feel that I was settled' down
for life as'a married woman,

Every .o,nce in a while I think that
tomorrow. I'll wake up and go back to
school teaching. I can'fmake it seem
true, becausealthough I am happy, it
is all so "different from my dreams.
I'Wish I could ask some older "married
woman aboutJher wedded life, Did
hers come out just as she, expected?

Today I am absolutely (JoinS noth-
ing but trying to adjusf: my dreams
to reality. I telephoned: to Dick's
mother this morning and found she
did not need me, and since then I
have been paying a little attention to
myself. I have been grbfiming my
body, my mind and my soul. I have
not stirred out of my room since
breakfast; have washed my hair,
manicured my nails and generally put
myself physicaily in good order.

I have also dusted put of my brain
and heart all the sadness and hurt
that Dick gave me when he stayed
out all night and I have put in their
places the memories of all the good
times we have had. '

I think the greatest'disappojntment
I have had in my marriage is that I
may not be entirely frank with Dick.;
I cannot tell him my real opinions ana
neither can I tell him my day dreams;

So many things have happened since
I was married to make me think that
there is nothing in all this world that
is so solitary as a human being. All
the realities of life we must bear
alone. No one can help us bear our
physical pain by taking some of it.
No one can wholly understand our
grief, and even bur joy is not quite
the same as that of anyone else. Our
dreams, our ambitions, our love, our
hate, our birth, life and death is ours
alone.

If I should. read this-t- Dick he
would laugh at me and say: "Sonie
more theories, Mrs. Schoolteacher."

Up to date I have not found out
that Dick has any theories. He has
traditions and certain sentiments
which s to have inherited, but
I don't helieve he has the slightest
plan about his life or our life togeth-
er. I sometimes think he has no busi-
ness plans, but that can't be so, for
Mr. Selwin told" me be was the best
book salesman he ever saw.

I hope it is not Dick's personal
magnetism entirely that makes him
so successful, for I know he wants to
become sales manager some day, and
he will have to show some ability to
plan for that.

Dick is certainly a fascinating man
to his own sex, as well as mine. I
could not help but notice this morn- -.

ing at "the breakfast table how every-
body, both men and women, smiled
at him.

Sometimes I am afraid that his per-
sonality will be his undoing.

It seems rather strange, but just as
I was writing the above paragraph
the telephone rang and Dick, in an
excited voice, asked me if "l had read
the evening paper. I told him I had
not.

"Get it and read it right away. I'm
coming right home " and then be-

fore I could say another word he rang
off.

(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)


