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CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE

ELEANOR'S LETTER TO ME
Rignt Here on your unruled pages

I am pasting Eleanor Fairlow's let-
ter in answer to the one which I
wrote her. I am wondering, dear lit-
tle book, if the time will ever come
when I shall look 6ack upon these
episodes and be able to get the right
perspective. Even now, and it has
been months since this affair has ap-
parently closed, my heart becomes
sick, and my whole body grows cold
and trembling as I glance over the
burning words that Eleanor Pairlow
wrote me:

Dear Margie: Yes, as strange as
it may seem, you are dear to me, and
I think I realize your wonderful na-
ture your great big understanding
well enough to know that you will let
me at least, call you dear, this once.

I have always loved Dick Waverly,
ever since I knew what love meant

I know his weaknesses and his
faults perhaps better even than you.

I knew exactly what I was doing
that night on the train.
- There was only one thing that I did
not know that I forgot, and that
was you.

Margie, we, you and I can talk
plainly to each other. I am going to
write you in the same spirit of fair-
ness and justness that you have writ-
ten me.

I must go back a little to that
awful day when Dick wrote me that
he had met you, that you had taken
his heart by storm and that he was
the happiest of men because you
were going to be his wife. With the
blithest unconsciousness he said: "I
know you will rejoice with me, dear
Eleanor, for we- - have always been
such pals that I am sure you will be
glad I am going to be so happy."

Great God, Margie, can you con-
ceive of any greater egotism than

'that. Diok Waverly, who had told me
ever since he was in short trousers
that when he was old enough and
rich enough he was going to ask me

to marry him. I could see from his
letter that he did not consider that
tentative promise binding, and yet he
knew I loved him.

Naturally, I hated you, but after I
had seen you and talked with you a
few times, I acknowledged to myself
that you were the better woman; the
prettier woman, and, if you wished to
be, the more fascinating woman. And
yet, Margie, I loved Dick Waverly
most. You will notice, I am not say-
ing best He is the only man that
ever mattered, or ever will matter to
me. Everything I do is done that he
"might sometime see and under-
stand." There isn't a day, there isn't
an hour in the day when I don't think
about him and want him.

This is a queer letter to write" to a
man's wife, but I am going to have
the one real satisfaction in all this
tragedy of being as truthful with you
as I am with my own souL

Dick had been drinking more than
was good for him with that pretty
woman who was trying to compro-
mise him. She had flirted with him
until he "was quite ready to compro-
mise her if possible. I saw the drama
unfold at dinner and sent for him to
come to my drawing room. He
came, and man-lik- e, was quite ready
to go on with me with the flirtation
he had commenced with her.

Isn't it strange we women can
never understand that it is not us
that men want, but what we can give
them that subtle flattery of our
love, the fillip to the curiosity, that
tingle to the monotony of every day.
Margie, you or I, or a hundred other
women, can give them to Dick.

I am asking myself what I am
going to do.

My love life is oVer, as I knew it
would.be if this crisis ever came. I
have learned this most thoroughly
since I have belonged to Dick, and al-

though I have tried to deceive myself
into believing differently, down in my
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