
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
RESPONSIBILITY BROOADENS CHARACTER

I keep thinking of Dick, little book.
It does not seem right that I should
be living here at this fine hotel while
he is working and worrying , over
there in the hot city. I want to do
something to help him and yet I
know nothing about the business one
way or the other.

If Dick should die tomorrow I ex-

pect everything would be chaos. I
hardly know any one of the men at
the office or anybody in the corpor-
ation.

I guess Dick is right it all depends
on him and him alone. He must
weather the ship through the terrible
breakers and sunken rocks just now.

I told Dick the other day I thought
I ought to come home, and he said,
"No, Margie, if I brought you home
it would look to my rivals as though
I were retrenching. They hope to
push me to the wall and one of the
great factors in this battle is the
bluff I am putting up.

"They know I have wealthy
friends, but I do not want to call
upon them. I have my pride, dear,
and until I am down and out I am not
going to acknowledge Dick Waverly
a failure. At least one of the Waver-
ly family is going to make good."

It seems to me, little book, that
responsibility has broadened and
strengthened' Dick's character im-

measurably. Sometimes I wish I had
met Dick now for the first time, in-

stead of in the long ago. I think I
would be more in love with him than
I was then, but all the things that
have come between have meant so
much to me that I cannot build a
bridge over that awful torrent of big
sorrows and little hurts that will
hold both love and me, as I again try
to find the way to his heart.

This may be morbid, little book,
buf,' oh, I want my youth I want it
again to give to Dick that he may
cherish it and make it bloom.

Then he held it for a moment and

lightly threw it away; today I think
he would hold it close. Isn't it sad,
little book, that most of us go
through life passing doors that lead
to unspeakable joy and when we re-

alize we have lost our way and re-

turn to knock we only hear the' fate-
ful voice of opportunity chanting,
"Too late, too late ye cannot enter
now." ,

Once in a while, little book, I think
what it would mean if I should ever
let the world see' what I have written'
here and I wonder if other women
keep these things in their hearts. We
lock up our thoughts we bury our
sorrows cover from sight the blues,
and smile.

Here I am, little book, looking for-
ward to a life with Dick with no en-
thusiasm, yet I would give years of
life to pick up the threads of the long
ago enthusiasm and dreams and
weave them into the reality " for
which I long.

First, I know I have got to get
away from myself perhaps more
than anything else, and I don't know
just how to do it. I sit here and wait
This may sound queer even to you,
little book, who have heard and re-
corded so many of my queer ideas,
but do you know I would almost wel-
come poverty if I could get back
again the love of life and the feeling
that I was doing something in' the
world something to help it along.

Again I get back to my old first
principles. The greatest gift in the
world is not love is not riches is
not fame. It is ability to' work for
yourself and others. No other glory
shines so bright as the glory of serv-
ice. Dick is finding It, but it is still
lost to me.

(To Be Continued.)
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Although the U. S. raises more cat-
tle than any countryin the world ex-

cept India, it is the world's greatest
importer of hides.


