
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE ,
MARGIE DECIDES TO RETURN TO DICK

The more human nature is reveal-
ed to me, little book, the-mo- re aston-
ished I am. '

I expect I am the average' woman
except that the average woman does
not always stop to analyze her mo-

tives of her feelings and I don't
think I would do so if my dear moth-e- d

had not started me at this habit
of talking to you, little book, without
reserve.

You remember I recorded what she
said to me just before she died:
"Margie, my child, I wish you would
always keep a diary. I know it is an

habit, but I believe it is
a great help to any woman who
wants to know the reason why she
does things and to keep her from
doing the wrong- - things twice."

Little book or rather one of my
little books I have not dared to read
any of you for years. But it has al-

ways seemed to me that locked with-
in your covers is the real me, the me
that no other knows, not even my-

self.
I mean this, paradoxical as it may

sound, for sometimes no one, even
the one who knew me best, could be
more surprised at the actions I have
recorded here and the thoughts I
have made plain to you than I.

For instance, this morning at 11
o'clock I was nearing that broken
railing step by step and watching
with fascinated eyes the incoming
glittering green moss which was to
swallow me up. I was so unhappy
I was most willing to give up this
world, which it semed to me had
been only a term of agonizing doubt
and fruitless endeavor, and fly to
something I know not of.

Tonight I am sitting here in my
prettiest and newest evening gown
waiting for Malcolm Stuart to come
and dine with me. I have even pow-
dered my nose in anticipation of that
event and would you could you be-Je-

it if I did not teU ypu my very

own self I smiled at the face in the
mirror while I did so.

Eight hours ago I thought the in-

scrutable smile of death would be im-
pressed on my stiffening lips.

And here, little book, is the queer-
est part of it all. I don't know just
what has changed my outlook on
life. I am sure Dick is just the same
as he was this morning. The thought
of him does not in any way change
my ideas on the subject of living.

Neither does Malcolm Stuart in the
flesh give me the warm feeling of
comradeship that I got from his let-

ters. He, too, I am sure, was disap-
pointed in me and I doubt whether he
will ever think of me as his Little
Lady Sylvia again.

It is so easy to be heroic on pa-

per. It is so easy to talk big. "Why,

little book, I believe no one in this
whole world has any loftier thoughts
than Margie Waverly, and you only,
dear little confidant, know how far
my actions have fallen below my
ideal.

Here I am at the bend of the road
and I am just as undecided about
which way my path shall lie as I was
back in the time when I thought life
could hold nothing more to be de-

sired than "to belong" to Dick.
I wonder what it would have meant

if my trust in Dick had not been be-
trayed. I want to think, little book,

Lthat I would have settled down to a
home full of children and a happy
married life that would have had no
history.

Honestly, little book, I have come
to know that the childless married
woman is of no good to herself or
anyone else. Children to a woman
mean hope of the future and conslant
interest in the present. Even when
children are a care even a disap-
pointment they are better than no
children at alL

Nature does not allow any of her
laws to, be disobeyed, and "be frui$


