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CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
KITTY MALRAM'S LETTER BREATHES DESPERATION
(Copyright, 1915, by the Newspaper Enterprise Association.)

Some day, little book, I'm going to
have a serious talk with you about
"the long arm of coincidence."

It seems to me that things hap-

pen every day to most of us in a
way, that if the novelist would take
advantage of it, he would be called
exaggerated and untrue to life.

I had hardly read Donna Tenney's
letter telling me about her

with Bill when I received one
from Kitty Malram from whom I had
not heard in a long time. In it she
said: "I wonder if it is the spring-
time that makes one so restless and
dissatisfied, dear Margie? Here am
I with the best man I have ever
known for a husband and yet I am
afraid I am wishing for something
else.

"You know that some poet has said
that a woman in her first love always
loves her lover; ever after, all she
loves is love. I dm not quite sure I
have quoted the exact words but I
have written the meaning. Some-
times, my dear, I think that always,
first and last and all the time all a
woman loves is love.

"Men seem to grow interested in
other things. They can, after their
first youth is fled, make business, art,
philanthropy, philosophy, their pro-

fession or a thousand and one things
take the place of love. Sometimes I
think they forget all about love. You
know that sweet story of De Mau-pesan- t's

in which he speaks of the
priest who hated women "because
their loving hearts were always ask-
ing for someone to love and to love
them?"

"Men are so sufficient unto them-
selves. They seem to feel that if they
are missing anything it is because
they are content to miss it, that if
they want to they can drop every-
thing else and pick up the missing
thing at any time. You know how
many times you have heard a man

jgggj

say I can stop smoking if I want to
but he never does. In other words

they feel that they have no longing
they cannot satisfy at any time.

"But, we poor women, we want
not only love but the expression of
love, the little caress the sudden
glance, the quick look of admiration
and the sure knowledge of apprecia-
tion.

"Walter is absolutely perfect as
men go. His whole life is given to
right and the uplift of the masses. I
am sure that he loves me and would
be greatly surprised if he dreamed
that I was not as satisfied with my '

marriage and my vocation, my life
as he is with his. But, Margie, his
whole interest is in his work. He "

never talks of anything else.
"I only see his eyes brighten when

he tells me that he thinks he has
saved some girl from a life of shame
and it almost makes mewish I were
the girl. Of course that is silly, Mar-
gie, for it is in the 'saving' not the
girl that Walter is interested.

"But, Margie, Walter has forgotten
to kiss me. During the last six
months I do not think he has kissed
me once. I sometimes am tempted
to do something terrible just for the
sake of being forgiven as forgive-
ness of sin seems to be the only thing
that appeals to Walter just now and
perhaps if he did that he would take
me in his arms again and love me a
little.

"I know it's just wonderful to help
poor, suffering humanity.

"I said to him the other night: 'but
how about poor, suffering wives?'

"He looked awfully surprised and
asked innocently: 'Why Kate, I did
not know you were ilL You should
have told me before. I will call up
theh doctor immediately.'

" 'I am not ill.' I answered shortly
and, Margie, I would like to have
boxed his ears when he said quietly


