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CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
ELEANOR'S SECOND LETTER

Oh, my dear, my dear, your letter
breaks my heart and I am going to
tell you that what hurt me most is
that Dick turned my letter my let-
ter in which I showed him my very
soul over to you who, had you not
been the extraordinary woman that
you are, would not have understood
it

I can not help thinking, Margie,
"that you are a bigger woman than
I. I know that had I been Dick Wa-verl-

wife and you in my place I
would have never forgiven you. I
confess I don't understand you quite.

Perhaps it is as you say, that you
don't love Dick any more. Have you
never loved him? You can never
have known that fierce primitive love
that would brook no interference
with your man. Are you that femin-
ist type that wants to be a friend as
well as a sweetheart to the man you
love?

Let me tell you something, Margie,
something I am sure you have never
learned, something, perhaps, that
women of your type will never learn;
no man wants to be a friend to the
woman he loves. He can never mix
friendship with lover's vows. Emo-
tional stress and platonics are as far
apart as the poles in a man's mind.
Perhaps that is why Dick allowed me
to come into his life. Forgive me if
I say that perhaps you, with your big
brain, may have tired him.

Margie, it is absolutely true no
woman can be all things to any one
man. All you can do, whether you
are married to him or not, is to
choose what you will be to him, for
any woman can be different things to
different men. We learn that early
in the game. That is what "the oth-
er woman" has learned Margie and I
am passing it on to you. Perhaps it
is too late to give you any happiness
with Dick, for let me tell you some-
thing, Margie Waverly, if you say to
yourself as you baid to me in your

last letter, that you do not know that
under any circumstances you would
do as I have done, I say to you, that
you have never loved as you can love.
I hope you will come to love Dick that
way, for the worst I could wish you
is that you might come to love some
other man that way.

I am sending your check back I
cannot take your money. Yes, I know
it seems strange that a woman who
could take your husband with little
compunction should have scruples
about taking your money. The only
explanation that I can give for it is
that we are tonight to care more for
conventions than we do for morals.

Good-by- e, dear woman; good-bye- ,,

best of all women I have ever known;
and I want you to know that I have
paid and will pay to the last hour of
my life. The tragedy of it is that you
are paying, loo.

Just now I think that the game is
not worth the candle, for no woman
can wound her own ct and
expect that she will not at least bear
scars on her character.

That is the difference, Margie, be-
tween a man and a woman, and I am
hoping that Fate will be better to you
than she has been to me, for I have
found that it is much better never to
have known a great love than to have
loved not wisely but too well.

You, although you do not think so
at present, are happier than I. And
that you will be always is the heart-
felt wish of Eleanor Fairlow.

(To Be Continued)
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H. Percy Ward to lecture to Young
American branch 227 at Workers' in-

stitute, 920 S. Ashland av., Saturday
night at 8. "The Nnde and Rude in
Art."

Open Forum meeting to be held at
Ironworkers' hall, 808 W. Van Buren, I
Sunday evening at 8, under auspices 3
of I. W. W. Sam Block to speak on r
"Class SlrugjE
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