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THE CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
- A FEW REMARKS ON MEN'S FOIBLES

Confession CXLVII.
(Copyright, 1914, by the Newspaper

Enterprise Association.)
I can't help thinking that Bill

Tenney Is just like all the other men.
He thinks of himself first of alL

He got tired of his wife-dol- l, so he
iQft her, as he supposed, all safe in
her little home and went sailing over
the sea of flirtation with many other

." These, too, he tired of
one after another until he found a
very clever, as well as beautiful girl-do- ll.

He made- - up his mind that he
would play with her always, 'but,
alas! she got tired of him and threw
him over for another man. Then he
said to himself: "I'll go back to my
little wife-do- ll that I have safe up in
the little home where I left her," and
to his surprise the wife-do- ll also de-

clined to be left alone or played with
at his convenience and mood. She
was going to be some other man's
doll-wif- e. Then he went about feel-
ing very much abused and asking for
sympathy of every pretty girl he met

This is only a digression, little
book, and perhaps it is not worth
while to keep Molhe's affairs waiting
longer. She, of course, didn't know
that I was thinking about Bill Ten-ney- 's

"living dolls" when she told me
what he said to her, and she was
rather indignant when I laughed, as
she asked me if he was not in tough
luck.

"I don't think it is a laughing mat-
ter," she said.

"All right, Mollie, I won't laugh," I
answered, "although I must confess
I am not quite able to see Bill Tenney
in the guise of a much-abuse- d man."

"Well," said Mollie staunchly, "I
told him I was awfully sorry for him,
and he said that my sympathy was
the only thing that had made him feel
like living and then he got me talk-
ing about myself, and he was so nice.
He just thinks you're a grand woman,
Margie."

"- - - "-- "V

"Oh! he does, does he?" I asked,
rather grimly, remerdbering the
wholesome truths I had told him the
last time we met. '

"Yes, and we went out to that
beautiful violet farm and he just
bought me all the violets I could car-
ry. Then when we came back we
went to that stunning new restaurant
to dinner.

"We were just going home when
we saw you. And, Margie, he was
just lovely to me, just like a great
big brother. Don't scold me, for I had
a splendid time and there wasn't any
harm done."

What could I say to Mollie? Youth
tires so easily of days without adven-
ture and goes seeking it The trouble
with Mollie is that she has not
enough to do. I wish I could persuade
her mother and father to let her go to
work somewhere. Perhaps I can. I
know, however, that it is almost Im-

possible to make any impression on
her about Bill Tenney, for, to her
innocent mind, there is no harm in
going to ride and luncheon with one
of her brothers' friends.

But here is the thing to worry
about: Mollie's fresh viewpoint of life
and her cleverness and innocence are
just the things to attract Bill Tenney,
and he will be "nice" to her in that
fascinating er fashion of his
until Bhe begins to care for him in a
very different manner than a sister
would.

The acquaintance must be nipped
right now, but how shall I do it?

I HATE TO TALK ABOUT MYSELF
Confession CLXVIH.

Do you.know, little book, I believe
I am actually jealous of Mary! I
know it speaks very badly for my
strength of character or myxregard
for Mary, who is one of the sweetest
girls I have ever known, but here are
the facts in the case (and I would

mttmmmm


