I worder, Tittle book, if we do not
show wore of aur real selvhs Lo some
people in our letters than we do when
We ard with thepy

| ke Maleolm Stnart more when
he writes to me than when I'am with
bine, mnd t is_saying a gaod deal
sarmet b i wonid not say to any
one but you. for fear”one woulil not
unodersin

This chme to joe this moming
when | picked np my mail and fotind
ndetter with the insigonia of the Lady
Salvin onit,

i hase not seen Malcolm Stuirt
he came back and [ hawm

fince
missed him and I hase inlssed his
conetant . undirstanding  of  my
ook

Idke all wothen, lttde boek, | am
yiwnys bhear-brokes when ote doces
not ||1n_\' Wt the mooed | h.np]ivh L
e bitad the tinee.  Sometimes 1 think
chat mptist hve b thie faschiglion
f il great lovers of history, 1L &
wh Heart-Dreaking (o guote—yes, atid
to write—a bt of poetry, as 1 have
disise ter Dhek, aud fnd e hag wot
Darstts aditer e wnderstaml that 1 was
i ikiing 1o him onfy—10 hiuve him say,
“That s ratling good sioff, Marsie
I'd semd (L to the Century 101 ware
o

Malvoln Stuart never makes that
terrible mistake whatever | write—of

codireer, 1 onewver wrile i g love
poern, Bl pays e the cotpiinent
ul § a5 though written o

wnd Tor himeell ulone,

Y esterduy owrote Bine o e note
apving Dok hod found [ impossible
to eome o his saifing pary, oonme—
puently 1 did not think | owould be
ninane thofe preseil )

This mornding heought e the fol-
lowing protest y

‘I It possible. deap little Tady Sule
Vit your are not ‘going to hopor thye
ety il wak tnmle Just for you?
Surely you enst kuow I will be oo

CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
MODESTY BEGETS ADMIRATION.

parvy for me ¥ vou dre not here

“T do not think T can sall if 1 can-
not tnke with me the memories of
your presence in the Lady Salvia. |
vant to be nble to sit out on some of
those lmg tropical moonlight nights
and say, “Margie sat jus( over thers
by the rail and then by a Httle
stretch of imagisstion 1 hope | can
kee you sitting there again, your
clear-cut profile half in shndow and
your lovely whites hands locsely
tlasped in your lap,

"My good friend, Pr, Virot, said to
me be had never known aoy ome,
i or woman, that faced every-
Fihing, including living death, with
the fortitude that yon displuyed.
did not tell ki, dear litthe Lady Sal-
via, that gnly ohice did you lose your
courage—the greatest of all courage
—the courage to ive—and even then
you looked death in the face without
n trefmor,

“ILis good of you, dear Margie. to
el me talk to you on paper this way.
1 hope | shall never abuse the privi-
lege—I wonder If in your heart you
think I hnvé never done this, Just
sny Lo yourself, 'He |s such a lonely
mign that I it does him any good 1o
pour out his thought snd emotlons in
ik I (or ont, am 1ot golng t deny
L' = '

“All this, my dear Murgle, becausa
I o so dizsppoluted. that you will
not be with us on Sunday, and right

until you have yisited the Lady Sal-
Vi,

“1oand nol going o see you until
after the week-end garty 28 | am
ellpping over to New York todsy on
eome business abont the hospltal.

I have only to sign the lust pa-
pers pow L0 know that for all time
snme Jittle backs will e made bet-
ter able to bear Ule's burden because
I have llved.

Do you think when | pressnl my-

sell bofore (e last judze the angel

Were | wara you Lam not to kall away

)



