
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
THE COWARD REPENTS OVER NIGHT

'Margie," said Paula, "I wonder if
you have gotten over that old con-

ventional habit of dividing people into
two classes, the good and the bad. I
have. I have never seen a person so
good that I did not find some bad in
him and no one so bad that I did not
discover a good trait or two.

"In the after years many of my
friends tried to make me think Earn-
est Lawton was all bad and at one
time I thought he was all good. Now
I know he was only just like the rest
of us, part good and part bad.

"The greatest fault of Earnest
Lawton was he was utterly selfish.
Consequently he was never to taste
the highest happiness himself, nor be
able to make anyone else perfectly
happy.

"He was jealous the night I went
to supper with Jeff jealous and
lonely. He did not know what to do
with himself as he had almost be-

come dependent upon me for his own
er relaxation, and,

being uncomfortable, his want of me
became an obsession. He thought
he must find me at any cost He
never for one minute considered me
in any way except as in regarding
himself. And the more he drank the
more obstinate he became in his de-

termination to find me and make me
as uncomfortable as I had unwitting-
ly made him.

"The next day, however, when he
awoke with a splitting headache, he
had remorse with a capital R. He
was not quite sure what he had said
or done, but from past experiences
he knew he had probably done the
wrong thing and, like all cowards, his
first idea was to make up with me at
any cost, and, Margie, this was the
way he tried to do it:

" 'Dear Baby Child I am so glad,
Paula Sweetheart, you are a baby
child, for you will probably be more
apt to forgive me than if you were a

.

real grown-u- p woman of experience.
Then you would perhaps feel that
my foolish jealousy was unpardon-
able but oh, dearest, you cannot
know the raging hell I was in last
night you cannot know what your '

dear presence has meant to me the
last few months.- - It is like a drink of
cold water to a man dying of thirst

" 'Child, do you know I am about
half a century older than you in
years, I am only a little over a decade,
but in experience and living I am so
old that sometimes I stand aghast
before-yo- I can hardly realize any-
one can have the outlook on life that
you have so enthusiastic, so. trust-
ing, so loyal, so true to the best and
most worth while. It makes me very
humble. I am always trying to re-

member if I were ever so young and
innocent as you.

" 'Dear, even in my youth I never
met a woman who was as humanly
real as you. Who was as generous
(I don't mean generousdn the way of
giving money, but in giving yourself).
I have never known you, dear, when
you have seemed to consider what
you 'were going to get out of any-
thing. You simply give, give of your-
self, your sympathy, your talents,
your enthusiasm to everyone, seem-
ingly perfectly serene in the7 knowl-
edge that no matter how much you
give you will still have more to offer.'

" 'This is the reason, baby child,
why I have the courage to ask you
to give me the blessing of your divine
forgiveness and not to despair when
I think of how terribly I must have
appeared to you last night.

" 'Dear heart, forgive me, not be-

cause I deserve it but because. I love
you. Earnest.'

"When I went on the stage in my
part he whispered: 'Are you still an-

gry it me?'
" 'I was never angry at you,' I an-

swered under by breath, 'but it hurts
me, Earnest, to have you throw away


