
Her Love Sin 
An Amazing Human Document 
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She had made a woman's supreme sacrifice for 
the man she loved. Yet, when his eyes were opened 
to her astounding act, he turned silently away. 
Was she punished too much? 
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CAN love survive poverty, hard 
work and the deprivation 
sometimes of the necessities 

of life'/ 'Ne were both so much 
in love-George and I that we mar-
ried even though he was only a 
clerk in a depa1-tment store and I 
a stenographer in a film corpo-
ration. 

But George some day would be 
famous, and with fame would come 
fortune-we were both so snre-for 
Georise was a writer. '1.'rue he had 
had only rejections so far, but he 
was full of hope that some day, very 
soon, he would come through! 

All day long he measured dress 
isoods and at night he would sit 
over his desk until tlu·ee and four 
in the mol'ning "-riting. From sheer 
exhaustion he would fall asleep on 
his arms and my rlay started with 
heartbreak-the 1raged:v of having 
to awaken him. This I di<l gradu-
ally, p1·eparing his bath, starting the 
coffee to boil in our tilw kitrhenette 
and then I "·ould awairnn him. 

But you cannot burn the candle 
at two ends without reaching the 
point where there is no more sub-
stance. It was a terrible winter 
that winter, the worst we've had 
for years. Our dismal combination 
living room, bedroom-alcove flat was 
fl8 

none too warm, and frequently 
George would have to stop writing 
to thaw out his benumbed fingers. 

At the end of March-a cold, 
blustery March, George came down 
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with a terrible cold. Influenza, the 
doctor said. I was nearly distracted 
with worry. George's salary, of 
course, stopped while he was away 
from the store and my salary of 
twenty-five dollars a week could not 
be stretched another inch. Then to 
add to all my worries, I was up 
against another problem at my 
office. 

There was a Mr. Multinnez, one 
of our important directors, who kept 

~was in Multinnez's arms. Sud-
en[y I looked over his shoulder-

/ froze in horror 

pushing himself into my conscious-
ness. I bated him. He emanated 
prosperity and sensuousness. 

He was pudgy, with black hair, 
thick lips, a broad nose and lead-
colored eyes. Ordina1·ily I would 
hav e insulted him but I thought of 
George-George whose eyes had a 
feverish, hunted look; Georg·e who 
was so krwcked out from his illness 
that he could hardly work. So I 
smiled when I wanted to scream; 
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laughed when I wanted to sob . ... 
One day he asked me to take a 

letter. I got out my notebook. 
"Just say," he dictated, "that any 

time you say th e word, Nathan 
Multinnez is yo\U'S for the having." 

I never answered a word but I 
burned with anger. Little did I 
r ealize the part Nathan Multbnez 
was to play in my life. 

GEORGE 'S stories-he had writ-
ten a number of short stories 

as well as his novel-came back 
with painful regularity. About the 
end of April he lost his position. 
He tried hard to get anoth er place, 
and as he was able to sleep later 
in the mornings now, his health 
bucked up a bit. But there was so 
much unemployment that year. Yon 
can't imagine the number of men 
who answer the advertisements in 
the paper. Poor old George was 
one of hundreds and hundreds of 
men after that most elusive of 
things in New York-a good job. 
And then too, he really was unfitted 
for most employment. He tried to 
get on the newspapers. Couldn't 
get a look in. There were a score 
of live, husky, swift-stepping young 
college youths ahead of George. 

My husband was thin-almost 
cadaverous looking at that time and 
he looked older than he was. He 
didn't sleep enough. He didn't eat 
enough. He wasn't well enough 
dress ed and he hadn't a pinch of, 
I suppose you might call it "pep." 
Some men are "go-getters." The, 
can laml anything they go afte1'.. 
George ~ in spite of his talent-no 
genius-was diffiden t, slow and 
painfully shy. I daresay he'd let 
every man go ahead of him if there. 
were a crowd waiting to get a 
position. 

As I said, he did his best to o-et 
another position, but his effo~ts 

were fruitless. So then he said he'd 
work much harder at his writin~ 
He felt sm·e it would "pan out!; 
The return of his manuscripts never 
daunted him. He never had the 
slightest doubt but what ultim ately 
he would succeed. 

Of course, my salary-I was get-
ting twenty-five dollars a week-did 
not afford us many luxuries but by 
careful economy it sufficed 'at lem;t 
for our needs. Love and hope are 
meager meals , but they are th e food 
of the gods, and with mv salarv 
George and I might have conti nue;] 
indefinitely. 

I forgot to mention too tha t even 
though his stories were bein g re-
jected at this time, we took i t as a 
promising sign that he never re· 
ceived printed rejection slips . On 
the contrary, he had most encourag-
ing letters from editors and pub· 
lishers, but there was always some 
little reason why this or that story 
was refused. 

I'm not clever. George once said 
I had "flashes." 'l'hat is, there were 
times when I would come out with 
some observation that he would say 
was searching, penetrating. How-
ever, be was the brains of onr little 
family. But it was my strength and 
optimism that kept us afloat , for 
in spite of his fine mind, Georg e was 
subject to fits of deep depression. 

I HAD a great crying spell last 
night. It came on me all of a 

sudden just like a raging storm. 
It tore through my whole being. 
It seemecl to well up from some· 
where deep down within and I could 
no more control or hol,1 it back 
than I could dam up the ocean with 
m;v hand. 

llfost people think women like I 
am now never cry. They th ink we 
are so hardened and calloused that 
we are impervious to feeling s; onr 
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hearts are petrified. There's some-
thing to that too. For three years 
r never shed a tear. All human 
emotions perished within me. There 
1y~s not a spark of fire left. And I 
cannot explain the tears of last 
night. 

I suppose it's the going over of 
all this old stuff-like reliving it. 
I come alive again-out of my liv-
ing tomb. 

I CAN'T remember where I left 
off. I have to tell you some 

things about Multinnez. You see, 
all this t ime he was after me at the 
office. From that first time when he 
slipped his cards all over my desk 
he never let me alone. He was crazy 
about me-wanted me, and he went 
about trying to get me in his coarse 
way. I knew the value of his friend-
ship and I masked my feelings. I 
knew that it was desirable for me 
to stand well in his eyes. I had a 
feeling that I would need him some 
day and I had not the slightest com-
punction about using him if neces-
sary. 

I suppose you think that sordid. 
So it is. But then, after all, I was 
sordid for another. Had I only 
myself, to consider, I would have 
snapped my fingers in Mu ltinnez's 
face and told him to go to the devil. 
Dut I had George back of my mind 
all the time. So I smiled at him in-
stead, laughed even at his off color 
Jokes, and when his thick fino-ers 
would hover over mine I wiuld 
manage to keep mine flyino· at the 
type, b 

But you can't kPep a man like 
that _at arms length for long . I was 
pla,vmg a dan"'erous o·ame 'Thro1wlt ~[ I. " ,., . "" · u tmnez's influence my salai;y 
went up ten dollars a week. H·e 
,rn~ always giving me presents of 
flowe,·~ :rnd randy and finallv 
l"ll'rl1·.1·. no yon lrno"· what I did 

with a diamond ring he gave me? 
Well, I pawned it and then, to de-
ceive him, I wore a good imitation. 

With the money I got for pawn-
ing that ring, we were able to take 
a larger flat on the top floor, and 
that gave us a sort of roof garden, 
where George used to write. It. was 
quite pretty up there, and I bought 
one of those swinging couches wuu 
an awning top, and when George 
felt like it he could lie down and 
rest. 

But even these precautions were 
not enough, and with the first chill 
of the new fall, George came down 
critically ill. He had influenza in 
an ag·gravated form and the doctors 
feared pneumonia. I was nearly 
distracted with worry. You see, 
the doctors-I called in three in my 
desp eration-said that he could not 
have the proper care in onr rooms , 
and they said he'd stand a better 
chance, if I could arrange to have 
him _ at the hospital. Hospitals, I 
learned then, are only for the rich 
or the desperately poor. Anyone 
who has been sick knows what it 
costs todny to go to a hospital. One 
can hardly afford to die in these 
days. 

I REMEMBER after the doctors 
left to arrange for George to be 

taken to the hospital, I walked 
round and round in a circle, wring-
ing my hands and not knowing 
what I was doing, with just one 
thought cracking away in my brain 
-the thought that I must some-
where, somehow, get the money to 
give Gcortze proper treatment at th e 
hospital. And as I ran like a crazed 
thing aronnd in that circle sudden-
ly the fog cleared up from my mind. 
I saw the way clear cut before 
me. It was an ugly, a te,·rible way 
-but I knew that I would have to 
tread it! 

' J, 
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I DARESAY you already _ know 
from whom I obta in ed the 

money to pay for George's illness. 
Most stories bring the heroine just 
to the yerge of ruin and Hicn save 
her, leaving her virginal and pure. 
That's how you write stories, isn't 
it? But tlrnt's not ho"· things go 
in life. Everything· has its price , 
and I, no different from hundreds 
of other women before me, had my 
market value. Mnltinnez, I belieYe, 
would have paid five times the price 
I exacted for the moments I spent 
with him. Even though be d!'O\'e a 
hard lmrgain with me the first time 
I went to him. Not only that he 
played a dil't,r tl'ick on me. 

I went directly to hi s apal'tment. 
I asked him ontl'ight for one thou -
sand dollars. He replied: 

"What do I g-et for it?'' 
"Anything I haye to giYe." 
That brought a gulping chuckle 

from him, and he said hnskily, as 
his m·ms closed about me: 

"I'll take the first installmeut 
now then." 

I "·ant to say to vou that no mat-
ter what I did. at tlrnt time, I never 
on~e lost my head. .\. chant was 
,;oing on inside me. I was crying 
-shonting within me : 

"This is for George ! For George! 
Pol' George!'' 

When he put the check in my 
hand, he folded it up. Something 
rnmle me look at it and I saw he 
had made it not for a thou sand dol-
lal'R but for onf' h nndre1l. Ile Raid. 
with his lead-colol'ed eyes fixed upon 
Ill(•: 

"First installment, bab~·- Xine 
m01·e con1incr" 

s\ll the ,i;y home I kept repeat-
iuµ; over and ovrr again: 

"Ten times one h nndred is a 
tl1011sand ! 'l'en times!" 

I am not insensitive-or rather 
r ~honl!l Ray, I was not inRensi -

tive in those days. I was aule ro 
commit that act without the usual 
self-condemnation or eYen shame 
because my whole mind was satm·' 
ated with one thought-Georg e. I 
wasted no time on self-an alysis. 
Nevertheless I never left Mnlti nnez 
save with a sense of being 1111-
clea n. I had a sort of dim compre-
hension that all the wat ers of the 
wol'ld could never make me whole 
or clean again. 

By the time George lef t the hos-
pital, I had received all of the 
thousand dollars and I had been len 
times 1.o his apartment. I meant 
never again to go there or to have 
anyth ing further to do wil 1, him. 
But when George came home, he 
was so painfully weak that the 
cloctOl's ordered him to be sent 
"south." They snggested that his 
lungs wer e affected. 

It costs money to f:0 south. 
Everyone knows that. After the 
docto1·s had left us alone togethe1·, 
\Ye sat for a long time hand in hand, 
looking at each other. He teie!l to 
pooh-pooh their ,rnrnings. Raid he 
was sound as a whistle, an d in a 
few days would be him self again. 
Ile said · eYeryone was "·eak aftel' 
the flu. As for going south - When 
he said "South," a far awa y look 
came into Geo1·ge's PJ·es, and I knew 
he was thinking of some sweet, 
wai·m land, where he could rest and 
slPc>p and write. Oh, I kn ew his 
thoughts before he u ttered them. 
That's how dose I was lo him , theu. 
As we sat in om· lit tle din °1· 1·oom 
on nwt mm·k:,, hurnid-chilf' day, I 
knrw I hat the doctors were 1·igl!t, and 
that Geor 0 ·c conl!l not conti nnr 10 
liye in su~h a climate . 

I think we are all affected hy the 
\Yeathe1'. There a1•p <lepressing days 
when it S('('ms almost as if Ronie 
c1ammv heavv h;rn<l waR rlnt clJr,l 
11]1011 onr sore fiO\l ls. 1'hat m lR li!l' 
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kind of day it was when George 
sat dreaming of the south and my 
mind ~rent ste aling back like a 
thief to the place where I knew 
we1·e a thousall( l dollars-waiting to 
be taken hy me. 

I DO:'i''T know what my face r e-
vealed, but George sat up sud-

denly and hr puckered up his brow s 
in that boyish way characteristic of 
him. 

j-&1 
l1 
/i-

/ I 
• 'i ; I 

/ · 
"What'• the matter?', a•ked my ltu,bancl 

"_you don't look JIOUr1elll " ' 

"Look here, Joss, dear old gfrl, 
you don't look yourself. Your face 
is-is-changed somehow. What 's 
the matter dear? You mustn't 
worry so much about me. I'm first 
rate now." 

Do yon know how I felt then? 
J 1'.st. like a ea ptured , surprised 
cr1m111al. I thought that my sin 
was marked upon my fa ce. And 
why shou ldn 't it be? We register 
happiness and joy on our faces; we 

register sorrow and grief. One's 
face is a mirror for our emotions, 
Does not crime and sin then also 
put its implacable print upon us? 
I've wondPred about that. 

Look at me now. Would you be-
li eve that I am only twenty-six 
vea rs of a,;;e? Oh. I kno"· what You 
are thillkin g, Ifs not the one. sin 
only; it's the attenrlant train that 
always follows wl,en one i:"0es 
wrong . D1·ink-drng-s-what not? 
Tl1ey all drag us dowJJ to th e hell 
that is on this earth itself. 
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I'm not goinA' into the details of 
mv return to MuHiunez. 

·our misdeeds follow us like our 
shadows . Our actions are inevitably 
followed by their consequences . You 
cannot cheat destiny. I believe in 
predestination. I believe I was 1,orn 
under some unlucky star. Most. 
women of my cla ss are superstitious , 
you know. It 's queer, too, for when 
one descends to the very dregs of 
life, what is there left to look for? 
The sky is blotted out. We cannot 
see the sun. \\'e are down in dark, 
deep waters, sluggish quicksands , 
and we l'ise only to the top when we 
are dead . 

I think whoever first used that ex-
pression "Primrose Path" must have 
meant it as bitter satire. Primrose! 
Why- Primrose? Where is the 
Primrose coloring? I never saw it. 
There was no light-no rosy shades 
in my clcgi·acled affair. It was just 
a cold-blooded business transaction. 
For so many dollars and cents I sold 
my body. You will say: "And your 
soul." I don't believe that. 

I like to think that no matter how 
my bod:, was involved, the real Me--
the soul of me--soared above my sin. 
I tell you, though I went over and 
over again to J\Iultinncz, I had only 
one single purpo se in mind. I sm·-
rendered mvself to a man I hated 
for a man· I loved. I closed my 
eyes; I gritted my t eeth; I closed 
my mind as it were. I leaped down 
blindfolded, and I sank into heavy 
darkness like one who is drugged. 

I DO:X'T think I mentioned the 
fact that George did not go 

south after all. lie refu sed to go. 
Said he had been too much of an 
expense to me already. Ile said he 
was going to buckle clown to work 
and I'd soon "see." 

Strange I never suspected the 
cause. of his cheer in those days. 

Fo1· he was cheerful. He used to 
whistle and hum about Olli ' rooms 
and when I ,rnuld come home h~ 
,rnnld give me the. most mightJ· hugs 
and call me all kinds of pet names. 
I didn't even suspect anythin g when 
he lifte~l my face one clay, looked 
deeply mto my eyes, and said in a 
,oice that vibrated with emotion: 

"Dearest, dearest, dear est-only 
a day or two more and then- then 
s1Yeetest of little women, I am goin,: 
to give J'OU"-he lowe1·ecl his voic~ 
to a joyous whisper-"th e surprise 
of your life!" 

You see my mind at tllat time was 
obsessed with so many cares and 
alarms. Even with the monev I was 
getting from Multinnez I J;ad mr 
hands full making both ends meei. 

The doctors' bills were ter rifically 
high. 'l'hen there were all kiuds of 
thin gs it was necessary for Geol'ge 
to have at that time. Eggs-one 
dollar a dozen that year-qu antities 
of milk, cod Ii,er oil. . . . Oh ! I 
can't begin to enumerate the things 
the doctors said he had to have. He 
had no idea how much thev cost. 
Georg-e was singularly inn ocent and 
guileless. Anyone could deceive 
him, aml I had no trouble in making-
him believe that I had had ~everal 
1·aises in my pay and tha t at night 
I worked o,ertime. So I did! Is 
that not a ghastly joke? 

OF course, it was writt en in the 
book of Fate that George 

should find me out. A woman told 
my fortune by cards once, and she 
said that I was "Iivin" a double 
life," but that I would :oon be dis· 
rovererl. It's remarkable tlle things 
they are able to tell from cards. 

As I said, it was inevitabl e that 
George should find me out. I 
wouldn't ha,·e believecl it possible 
tlle coincidence of his going clown to 
m., office that night, 'in order to 
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break to me the wonderful news of 
the sale of his first book-to show 
me the contracts and the check that 
had aiTived-then to find me not 
there. The office closed. Dark. 
The elevator boy told him I was 
never there at night. I always went 
out with my "fellow"-Mr. Multin-
nez, the president of the company. 

I can imagine how George took 
that in slowly, blinking his eyes and 
his brows congested. It probably 
didn't sink in at once, and then per-
haps the boy said something else, 
cementing the thing, and way back 
in George's mind the slow rise of 
a terrible suspicion. . . . Of how 
he went over the pages of the tele-
phone dir ectory, his finger going 
down the list of M's. Of the "Mul-
tiunez" in the telephone book. The 
address-written shakily on a piece 
of paper. . . . I found it later, or 
rather Multinnez did, and in fact 
he supplied these details.' ' 

I can't go on ! 

J'VE been lying here for three days 
. trying coherently to follow the 

tram of events. l\fy mind wanders 
at times. 'l'hey say I talk to myself. 
I know I do. I dare say that's 
what I'm doing now. I resurrect 
the past and live in a world of mv 
dreams. I am back again in oui• 
apartment-George is asleep over 
h:s desk. I awaken him with a 
kiss._ I go to touch him. Oh, God! 
lie 1s not there! It is only a 
dream . . , , 

THERE are moments in our lives 
that stand out in our memo-

ries like electrical flashes of fire 
branded on our conscience. 

If I lived to be a hundred thou-
s~nd years, I eoulcl never forget that 
stugle moment of my life when I 
l?oked over the shoulder of Mul-
tinnez and saw my husband's face. 

If he had struck me! If he had 
sprung upon me with animal, primi-
tive fury! If he had whipped and 
lashed me-shot me through the 
heart 01• head! But no! George 
stood like one turned to stone and 
jn ~t looked at me. He said no word. 
His face had that bewildered 
blight ed look of a child caught i~ 
some ghastl y trap. I saw his head 
come right down between his shoul-
der s. He droop ed like an old, old 
man. Then backward, step by step, 
my George faded through the door-
way and into the darkness of the 
hall. Thus he passed from my life 
for ever. 

T HEY say the wages of sin is 
death. One would think Death 

wns the worst of all punishments. 
Living seems to me more terrible 
than death. Death even has some-
thing beautiful about it. 

Death liberates us from rude 
worldl,v cares; death wreaths us 
about in :veils of oblivion. Death is 
th o fragrant balm from heaven 
which wipes away all the rust from 
our souls. 

I SUPPOSE sick people are prone 
to morbid fancies. I have a 

hatred of life. Remote things seem 
to me the most precious. I live in 
the fragrance of memories. There 
are time s even when I am almost 
happy. I lie back here and m:, mind 
soars away from me. I am carried 
away on wings , as it were. I am 
near to George again! I feel his 
p1·esence, the soft, sympathetic touch 
of his hand upon mine, his cheek 
pressed against my own. I close my 
eyes and I seem to see before me 
a beautiful conflagration, mysteri-
ous and subtle, and there I warm 
my shivering hands. I am lifted 
out of myself. as I said-on wings 
-on wings! 


