
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
JIM RECALLS THE TIME WHEN MARGIE AND DICK MADE A LOVING

COUPLE
I had hardly finished reading Mal-

colm Stuart's letter when Jim Edie
was announced. For some strange
reason the doctor said to. me as he
left the yacht: "I would see as many
of my old friends as possible while I
am at Atlantic City, if I were you,
Mrs. Waverly, and I would try to
make a new acquaintance every
day."

I have seen no one, and as' I can-

not make new acquaintances as I am
at present I feel like a little girl with
no one to play with and so I am going
to tell dear old Jim to come up.

When Jim arrived he was so full
of jokes and foolishness that I knew
at once he had something serious on
his mind.

' "It is not necessary to tell me how
well I am looking, Jim," I said,
"neither are you a bit interested in
what I think of Atlantic City. You
know I have always loved it. I know
you well enough to realize you did
not come here from Philadelphia to
hear this kind of 'company talk.'

"Out with it, Jim. What did you
come for? You have something im-
portant to say. What-i- s it?"

Instead of answering my question,
Jim remarked: "I asked Dick to
come down here with me today, Mar-
gie, and he refused said he was
head over heels in work. Poor old
chap, I wonder if you know how hard
he has worked to put the business on
a stable footing since Mr. Selwin's
death."

"Yes, Jim, I think I do. The last
year with me ill must have bfeen
harder for Dick than for me."

"I think it has been, Margie," said
Jim gravely.

"But," I began rebelliously, "he
had something to do. He could fight
for business supremacy. He was not
obliged to be just a log."

"Yes, I know, Margie. You and
picli hayje been, sailing in. ahirlpool

a long while and neither of you has
known whether the next hour would
see you on the rocks or not."

I looked at Jim incredulously. "Did
Dick tell you?" I asked.

"No," he answered simply, "but you
must remember I have seen you and
Dick together in the last year when
no one, else has been with us. Do you,
realize, Margie, how little you have
to say to each other at these times?"

"Well, yon need not taunt me, Jim,
with being out of sorts while I was a
log."

"I'm not, dear Margie, I'm not You
used to talk to me. You found plenty
to say then, but you and Dick were
silent with each other. l

He always
seemed weary and his voice never
brought a ray of interest to your face
as it did in the old days. Why, Mar-
gie, I used to sit and watch you then
just for the delight of seeing your
face light up when Dick spoke."

And then, little book, Memory, like
the ruthless fiend she is, stretched
me cn the rack. As in a flame, I lived
again that hour when my whole soul,
my whole'body, cried out: "Let me
belong."

I gave myself to him and he threw
me away. How could I, from the
dust heap of all my loyalty and love,
allow his voice again to lure my soul
from my body?

"Don't, Jim, I can't bear it," I
cried.

Jim was surprised at my vehem-
ence and tears.
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We desire to take this means of
expressing our thanks to all" those
who assisted in any way during the
death of our beloved wife and moth-
er. Chrystal Falls, Mich., Diamond
DrilL 9

Letting your thoughts travel for
wajofYmjcarfars,


