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CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
A LETTER TO ELEANOR FAIRLOW

With the writing of my first let-

ter to Eleanor Fairlow began the
queerest adventure of my married
life, one which gave me a different in-

sight into the character of Dick and
a knowledge of woman and her pecu-
liar bend of mind which I believe
comes to few of my sex and never to
men. Well, there were we three, sup-
posedly sane, normal people. A man
who as he said loved only one
woman devotedly, but had found
time to make another woman think
he had loved her; a woman who had
loved him enough to give her body
and soul into his keeping and a
woman who had believed in him even
against her own common sense. Each
had known happiness and both deep
sorrow; both women had "asked for
bread and been given a stone;" and
each woman had tried to pretend to
the world, yes, to her own soul, that
the stone was bread.

My first letter began without any
preface.

"I wonder if you know that I know
all. I wonder if Dick has contrived to
communicate with you? I have not
asked him not to do so, and it seems
to me that would be the kind thing
for him to do under the circumstan-
ces.

"I am wondering what was in your
mind while you and I were kneeling
in church together the other day re-
peating the commandments, and ask-
ing 'that our hearts be inclined to
keep this law.'

"All the time I was there your last
letter to Dick was in my pocket un-
opened. I felt it rustle as I heard
your voice. I honestly did not intend
to open that letter, but something
Dick said when I arrived home de-

cided me. After reading it I gave it
to Dick to read. I wish I had not
read it I have learned very tragic-
ally that it's folly to be wise.

"I have come to believe that most
more- - or.

gz- -

less serious character under a smil-

ing face. I shall never again think a
women is happy just because she
smiles.

"This morning Dick told me all
and asked 'What are you going to do.'
Asked it with much the same troubled
air that a boy does his mother when
she has caught him stealing the jam.

"I wonder if you think I am heart-
less when I tell you that I made up
my mind then and there to keep my
husband. I knew from that look on
his face that he was mine to keep if
I wanted him.

"Before I asked him to choose I
knew that he would do what most
men do if they are given a chance.
He instantly chose me and respecta-
bility, rather than you and a scandal.
This sounds hard and cold on paper,
but I want to be fair to you, and I
want to be fair to myself, and I want
to be fair to Dick.

"He is a coward just as all men
are cowards most of all, he hates
the consequences. No man will do
this if he can get out of it I think
perhaps that centuries of 'facing the
consequences' have made us women
more fearless honestly,'' I give you
the credit, the love and the courage
to face anything with and for the
man you love, just as I know I would
do.

"You see I am not blaming you,
and I am only wondering what I
would have done in the same posi-
tion. I have always felt in my own
heart that while there might possi-
bly be arcumstances where I might
'forget the world and all for love,'
that I would never do so if there was
another woman in the case. I don't
believe,. Eleanor Fairlow, that I could
hurt another woman as you have
hurt me. But perhaps I could. You
see I am so bruised and hammered
that I cannot put myself in your
place.

"YoxLmay spurn mypityr but, oh,,


