CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE

MALCOLM STUART YEARNS FOR LOVE, HE WRITES IN LETTER
TO MARGIE

1 slept last night, little book, lulled
by lapping waters. ;

Eliene, the children and I, came
on board yesterday and we quietly
steamed out to sea on Malcolm
Stuart’s yacht

The yucht was in gala attire when
we arrived. 1 rather expected to see
Malcohm Stuart, and I am sure Dick,
who went down with us, did, too.

Hig absence was explained by the
captain who suid: “Mr. Stuart was
detained by an important message
trom Dr. Virlet"

I think Dick was mather disap-
pointed at not seeing Mr. Stuart, but
It seeme fate was playing a queer it-
tle joke on both of them by keep-
ing them apart

I know that Dick is very prejudiced
agalnst Maleolm, but I gm sure if he
could meet him once he would like
him.

I, of course, am the guest of Eliene.
No one but you, litle book, knows
that Malcolm Stuart has been my
constant friend ever since 1 met him
two years ago. And [ am sure 1
know more about him—his real self
—than many of his friends who see
him constantly, and [ have neves seen
him but twice in my life.

In a letter that 1 received yester-
day, just before I started for the
yacht, he said:

“Tomottow, my dear jady Sal-
via, I shell be very happy, for I shall
wake with the knowiledge that you
and Eliene are enjoying my yacht. 1
want the sen air to mend your body
and Ellene’s soul

“Of course, 1 do not kKnow any-
thing about your mind, but I do know
from my dear friend, Dr. Virlet, that
vou are mending physically.

*1 am afraid that after the ol
wyacht hee known the soft rhythm of
Fllenes and your volces, and the
tinkling Jaughter of the children,
that 1t will be Inexpressably lone-

spme ever after,

“I have about decided to make It
an auxiliary to my hospital, a kind
of convalescent home as [t were for
the slck little bodies that my good
friend Is trying to mend.

“Margle—please Jet me call you,
Margie —It may sound banal to say
that only sinee | knew you and Eliene
and Mollie and Mary and your kind
bave I realized that there were such
women In the world,

“The terrible experience 1 had in
my marrigge made me an incorrig-
ible pessimist is far 88 your Sex was
concerned and for many years wom-
au to me was only a plaything to be
bought like other pleasures.

"I you ghould despise me for tel-
ling you this T would still have to tell
vou ail

“You are my conscience, [ am
afraid 1 have been long without one,
for until you and your sweet friend-
ship eame Inte my life I, lke the
sen, was blown into greil passion by
every passing wind.

“I hope you will read my books 1
am glad that you will recline In my
bammocks and rest on my chairs,
and, Margie, I think that every man
when he gets as old as 1 feeld lost
without the fesponsibility of children.
When he begins to-think of the jour-
ney to the Great Beyond he wants
to leave behind something or some-
one that will perpetuats his memory.

“Will T ever have this great joy?
I do not know—

“Do you think, Margie, that any-
where on this earth thefé is a dear
good woman who could love

“Your friend, Maleolm Stunrt.”

{To Ba Continued)
——————
THOSE DEAR GIRLS

Miss Wellalong—This hzs been a
resort, you know, ever since 1B80.

Miss Young — Where did you go

before that?




