
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
FAILURES NEVER MAR LOVE'S POWER

"Earnest Lawton just walked
through his part the night I was late,
Margie," said Paula, "and two or
three times he seemed to want to
speak to me. I gave him no encour-
agement, however, and I knew be-

tween us we were giving a rotten per-
formance.

"I was not sure whether Jeff, Alma
and Tom were out in front. Any-
way, all my youthful spirit had de-

serted me and I felt a thousand years
old. I said to myself I was a little
fool not to marry Jeff Perrygreen;
then I could not help smiling bitter-
ly at the thought that Jeff had not
acted lately as though he cared
whether I married him or not.

"I believe I could go on acting even
with Earnest Lawton, was my
thought after the play was over, if I
could have some other real life out-
side the theater.

"As I was dressing, Ruth came in
and asked, 'Where. were you this aft-

ernoon, Paula? I sent .to your room
to ask you to dine with Maud and
me.'

" 'Yes, I knew she had come.' I an-

swered. 'Did she tell you I met her
and the darling baby as I was leav-ta- g

the theater after the matinee?'
" 'Yes, but she said you hurried

away as though you did not care to
ialk to her.'

" 'Now look here, Ruth, I said, 'I
want you to tell your sister every-
thing. You can tell her if you wish,
how infatuated I was with her hus-
band, but you must also tell her I
have not spoken to him except on
the stage since I knew he was mar-
ried. Tell her I thought his love talk
meant honorable marriage. Tell her
also I would leave thb company to-
morrow, only I do not know where 1

could get another engagement in the
middle of the season, and I must act
to be able to eat

" 'I was much taken with her

looks, Ruth, and would like to be, if
not her friend, at least friendly with
her. I do not know whether sho
cares for Earnest Lawton now or not,
but of one thing I am very sure I
do not care for her husband at all. I
could walk out of his presence to
night and be very thankful not to
look upon his face or hear his voice
ever again in my life.

" 'Ruth, today I went out to din-
ner with Alma Huntington, Tom
Perry and an old friend of mine, and
immediately I was surrounded by au
atmosphere of clean thoughts and
youthful enthusiasm such as I have
not enjoyed since I joined this theat-
rical company.

" 'It was a joy to me I found that
the world was beautiful after alL
that life meant something besides the
everlasting hunt for an emotional
fillip. That .there were young men
of straight morals arid decent
thoughts with whom I could enjoj
an inconsequential conversation
without the injection of the con-
sciousness of sex into the comrade-
ship.

"From now on, Ruth, I am going
to try and keep out of what the com-
monplace call falling in love. Don't
look at me so skeptically, dear. I have
not grown hard I still believe in
love; without it the world would not
go round. Love is everywhere, we
see it in the budding flower and in
the stars of heaven. Through the
whisperings of tradition and the
thunders of history we hear it, and I
know that when I have become ab-

solutely incapable of feeling it, death
will have come to me in life. j" 'It has touched the breast of your
sister Maude with baby fingers and
to my darling mother and dear father
it brought a oneness that made it im-
possible for either to live after the
other had slipped away into the great
void.

" 'Ruth, I sometimes think our


