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It is astonishingthe number of

traditions, conventions nd theories
that I have shattered since I was
married.

If ever I have a daughter (and I
hope I shall have one) I am going to
teach her something very different
than is taught girls about love and
marriage, nowadays. I believe the
average girl is too romantic; in fact,
she places romance ahead of love,
sentimentality above sentiment. Most
women's romances are purely imag-
ination, reality always seems colder,
harder and more unsympathetic than
ever.

I don't believe that there is a girl
today brought up in the atmosphere
of romance as she is, who will not
be more or less disappointed with
marriage. You see, little dook, she
gets thoroughly impregnated with
the idea that marriage is a kind of
sublimated courtship given and ac-
cepted under the auspices of the
church and state, when in reality it's
nothing of the kind.

Marriage is merely the best known
and most civilized plan of carrying
out nature's one great law of repro-
duction. I shall try and teach my

'daughter this and also I shall be very
careful to teach her that love is only
an incident of marriage, just the
same as marriage is only an incident
of life.

I'm smiling, little book, as I think
of what Mother Waverly would say
if she should see the foregoing para-
graph. I think sometimes she wav-
ers in her mind as to whether I am
slightly insane or wholly fool. And
yet, if she would own it, she would
tell me that that wild enthralling pas-
sion which she and dad probably felt
in their courtship and first few
months of marriage had been gone
for many, many years and I could
tell her in her case she had not put
anything in the way of friendship,

comradeship and community of taste
in its place.

That's what I'm looking forward
to, little book to the time when
Dick and I have grown alike, when
perhaps I have lost some of my seri-
ousness and he has lost some of his
irresponsibility; to the time when I
can see him sitting beside me look-
ing as though his thoughts were far
away, without an almost irresistible
desire to ask him what he's thinking
about; to the time when I can respect
his individuality and solitude and he
will respect mine, and to the time
when we will both know that com-
panionship and affection are muc"h
greater and more satisfying than pas-
sionate love.

I don't believe, however, that I shall
ever get used to Dick's not writing
me when he is away. I know this is
rally silly of me, because I recognize
it is one of his

and it would probably
make him hate me, as well as bore
him to death, to feel that he must
write me daily, and yet it gives me a
feeling 'that as soon as he is away
from me he has forgotten me utterly,
when I do not get a letter from him.
And when he sends me telegrams, I
always feel as though he had put off
talking to me until the last minute
and then sent me a wire from a sense
of duty.

I got a night letter from him this
morning, answering my long letter
about Eliene. "You did just right,
Margie, dear," he said, "but don't
worry about Harry and Eliene, we've
got enough to worry about in our
own family without going out to the
neighbors and bringing some new
worries in. I've patched up that book
sale and hope to get home within the
next two or three days, as on my way
back, I'm going to stop at Cleveland,
Toledo and Detroit, on business.
Think of me often, dear girl, and re--


