
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
Chapter XLIX.

Yesterday I closed the door of
"The Little Place Called Paradise"
and came back to this room to sleep
until Dick returned, for I had deter-
mined that I would not start "living
there alone.

The clerk at the hotel smiled when
I told him I was not going to take
possession of our rooms until Mr.
Waverly returned. I know he thought
it' was a newly-wed- 's sentimental
fancy, but I did not care, for I know
that the word sentimental has been
most erroneously used. It has become
a synonym for silly when it means
something far different

The man or woman without sen-

timent is the man or woman with-
out an ideal without sympathy,
without soul. ,

I would ALMOST prefer to give
up Dick's love than the sentimental
part of my nature which makes me
able to appreciate at its fullest all
that love brings into my life.

When the time comes that I can-
not be moved out of myself by the
scent of a flower, the melody of a
strain of music or the sweetness of a
poetical thought, I shall know that
life has lost its rhythm and "the
grand sweet song" that made it
worth living is ended for me.

I am also very glad that I have a
sense of humor, because I am afraid
if I" could not see the funny side of
Dick's idiosyncracies I would often
times be hurt, even while I know he
has such sentiment, but does not
know how. to show it.

A bright woman in the hotel the
other evening said apropos to- - the
peculiar mannerisms of men:

"I suppose? Mrs. Waverly, you have
not yet found out how much easier
it is to put up with a man's idiosyn-
cracies if you are not married to
him?"

I answered that before marriage
I did not realize that Mr. Waverly had
any idiosyncracies.

"And now?" quickly asked the
bright woman.

"I refuse to incriminate myself," I
said, with a smile which was answer-
ed by general laughter.

All this, little diary, is just a pro-
logue to telling you that Dick's first
love letter to me was a night letter
telegram.

This morning I was awakened by
the telephoned ringing, and when I
heard some one say: "Is this Mrs.
Richard Waverly, Jr.?"' I answered,
"Yes," and my heart stopped beating
as I heard the words: "We have a
telegram for you."

Visions of Dick's crushed .body ly-

ing in some city morgue confronted
ne and my knees weakened until I
had to set myself before the tele-
phone table to keep from falling.

In a minute a harsh voice read to
me over the telephone without em-
phasis or pause:

"Good morning - little-wi- fe

-

-
- can - guess -

-
-

-

"Do you want us to mail you th,e
message?"

"I want you to send it to me imme-
diately," I answered, and I could hear
the man grumble, but, for all that I
had to share my first love letter with
him, I was going to be able to, keep
with me through the day the blessed
bit of paper that told me that Dick
had missed me and was my "loving
Dick."

I quickly dressed and then wonder-
ed what I should do to pass the Inter-
minable hours before he came back.

I decided that first I would write a
letter to Dick and then I would gq
to the matinee.

.(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)


