
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
I BEGIN TO TELL ALICE'S STORY TO PAT

"My story," I said to Pat, "will, I
think, interest both men and women,
for it is just another version of a
woman's love leading her to give the
best of herself to some one wh'o-J- s

unworthy of her."
Alice glided into the room at this

point, and after greeting Pat sat
down at the foot of the bed behind
him. He turned somewhat uneasily
and tried to sit where he could see
her face, but she keDt herself in such
a position that he could not do this.

"We will call the girl Flora," I con-
tinued, Mand will make her a young
and pretty trained nurse."

"Oh, don't do that, Margie," said
Pat earnestly. "Can't you put her
in any other kind of business? The
work of a trained nurse seems kind
of sacred to me. So nrnch of it is
just giving oneself to the alleviation
of suffering."

There came a little sigh from Alice
and I noticed that she put out her
hand a little way as though to touch
Pat.

Strange, isn't it, little book, that
when a woman loves a man she al-

ways wants to touch him? I have
come to believe that this almost a
test of love, for I know that when I
first knew I loved Dick it was be-

cause I wanted to touch the rough
coat that covered his arms. I made
excuses to stand up close beside him
where my shoulders would, perhaps,
touch his for a moment, and I used
to imagine very often what the feel
of my hand on his rough shock of
hair would be.

Alice's hand stole out as mine often
had done and then drew back as I
answered, "But to make this story
plausible I must make her a young
nurse.

"You see, her first patient after be-
ing graduated was a boy just out of
college who had broken his leg on
the football field.

"Of course, take a boy and a girl

and throw them into the intimate re-

lations of patient and nurse, make
the boy ardent and the girl tender,
and you know the rest

"When, however,. the boy told his
aristocratic parents he wanted to
marry this girl there was trouble. He
was immediately taken from the hos-

pital and 'away from her blighting'
influence.' "

Pat looked up quickly to see if I
meant the last sentence, and seemed
relieved when he found that I still
thought work the holiest of God's
blessings.

.It always makes my blood boil to
hear this talk about democracy and
democratic people in America. Most
of us are snobs. We do not stop to
think what democracy means.

To me democracy does not mean'
that we are born equal and all that

rot. It means
to me that to you and to every one
is given the chance to make of one-

self what one pleases, and, having
made it, of being recognized as hav-
ing just such a position in society,
no more and no less.

Of course, little book, I did not go
over all this yesterday when I was
talking to Pat, but the wonderful
thing about you is that I can go wan-
dering over any realm of thought
that the subject I have begun to
write about seems to inspire and you
do not seem bored or ask me to get
back to the real matter in hand.

Of course, Pat, being in love with a
trained nurse, thinks the whole pro-

fession a little better than any other
body of women, but he submitted
more or less gracefully when I told
him that only by making the heroine
of my story a trained nurse could I
account for their falling in love in a
plausible fashion.

"Then," I continued, "the boy as
soon as possible gets out and sees
the little nurse. He tells her that
his parents object, but as they neves


