
II.—John and I: or, How I Nearly Lost 
My Husband

I
T was after we had been married about 

two years that I began to feel that I 
needed more air. Every time I looked 
at John across the breakfast table, I felt 

as if I must have more air, more space.
I seemed to feel as if I had no room to ex­

pand. I had begun to ask myself whether I 
had been wise in marrying John, whether John 
was really sufficient for my development. I 
felt cramped and shut in. In spite of myself 
the question would arise in my mind whether 
John really understood my nature. He had a 
way of reading the newspaper, propped up 
against the sugar bowl, at breakfast, that some­
how made me feel as if things had gone all 
wrong. It was bitter to realize that the time 
had come when John could prefer the news­
paper to his wife’s society. 
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