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THE CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
A MAN'S

CHAPTER XI.
"Well, how did you like Mrs.

Eaton," asked Dick, as we came
home from the Buffalo Country Club,
where the Eatons had invited us to
dinner.

"I presume I might like her if I
came to know her," I said, "but it
seemed to me she was much over-

dressed for a dinner at a golf club."
"There you go," said Dick. "No

woman on earth can be perfectly
pleased with another who is a stunning-

-looking woman. You know,
dear, you are really much better look-
ing than Eaton's wife, but every man
and woman in the room was looking
at her."

"Because, Dick," I remonstrated,
"she was the only woman in the room
in evening dress, and I felt so con-
spicuous because the rest of the peo-
ple stared at our table so hard. I was
dressed appropriately and my white
lingerie gown and white hat, I think,
were in better taste than Mrs. Eaton's
bare shoulders.

"Besides, Dick, I don't like a wo-
man who is entirely a man's- - wo-
man!"

"What do you mean by that?" ask-
ed Dick.

"Well, you see, dear, before you
and Mr. Eaton got in frpm the links
I had hard work to keep --up a con-
versation with his wife. Indeed, she
was chaffing most of the time with
that good-looki- young man who
sat over in the corner while we were
dining. After you came in she turned
her attention to you and she certain-
ly found enough things to talk
about."

"Say, dear, you are not jealous
are you?" was Dick's comment at
the close of my long speech.

"Certainly not," I answered. "I
hope I shall never be jealous, and if
I am it will not be of a woman whom
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we meet casually at dinner. You ask-
ed me for my opinion and I gave it.
That is all."

'"Well," said Dick, with a sigh of
content, "what do we care aboutany-on- e

but just you and me? I think
I've landed the school books, and
now, sweetheart, we can go on our
trip to the Falls. You don't think,
Margie, that I'm a prosaic old busi-
ness man, do you, because I left you
today? I want you to know, dear
heart, that I think I am the most for
tunate man in this whole world and
you are the dearest girl who ever
made a man perfectly happy."

There we were on the mountain
top again and Love was showing his
laughing face.

With Dick's arms about me and his
kisses on my lips I forget every little
annoyance.

Some way it seems to me that Dick
and I are just the most perfect lovers
that can possibly be but I'm almost
afraid that we may not be good
friends, and that would be terrible.

If I should say that to Dick he
would laugh, but I do wish he would
talk to- - me a little more as a real
friend does. Perhaps, it is my school
teaching training which has made
me feel that I must be tpld "why"
and his business training which has
made him feel that he need not tell
his plans to anyone, and that all de-
pends upon himself.

Perhaps some time he will change,
or if he does not I may in time get
used to it.

(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)
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Chicago plutes who can afford to
eat grouse must go hungry for the
bird for some time. Three thousand
mountain- - grouse from Norway have-bee-

held up on account of the new
tariff law prohibiting the importation
of plumage. Their necks, wings and
tails will have to be chopped off be-

fore they come in.


