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icebox the chicken carcass and the
bowl of salad.

"Anybody but the Stevenses on this
jaunt?" Warren's casualness was
unconvincing.

"Yes, her brother, Ted from Colo-
rado. He's awfully nice big and
brown, a real westerner. Next sum-
mer he wants me to come out with
her to his ranch."

Warren's only comment was an
explosive grunt, as with needless
force he banged the door of the ice
box.

"He dances well, too," with an ap-

praising side glance.
Another grunt, Warren loathed

dancing.
"Dear, if you're going to play golf

next Sunday they want me to go
down to Long Island," swiftly press-
ing her advantage.

"Don't know that I'll play next
Sunday," brusquely.

"Take this chicken In. to th table."
Concealing a triumphant smile, she
handed him the ravaged skeleton.
I'll bring in the other things."

As he swung through the pantry
door, Helen lavished on Pussy Purr-Me- w

BOme of the repressed emotion-
alism she was withholding from him.

Mrs. Stevens' theory was working.
His long evening alone had made
him appreciate her more. Yet, there
was the disquieting thought that
another time he might be wholly In
different to her absence.

"Ah. this is more like," Warren
fairly beamed as they settled down
at the table. "You're going to eat
something? No fun eating alone."

"Of course I will and Pussy Purr- -
Mew, too," giving her the wish'
bone.

"Now, see here, if they're count-
ing on you for next Sunday, you
call up tomorrow ana tell her noth
ing doingl fta going to chuck, eotf

the key as she stepped from the
elevator. ,THE MARRIED LIFE OF HELEN AND WARREN

BY MABEL HERBERT ISNER.

for a while. Tired of losing balls
to that bunch of pirates."

Then, as be helped himself liber
ally to the potato salad:

"We'll have a day off by our
selves. Hear they are serving a
rattling good clambake at Matthew's
beach. How does that strike you?"

To hide her flushed elation Helen
bent lower over the depleted carcass
she wm trying to carve.

Here s a piece of the back but
there's not much of It." Then with a
casualness that only femininity can
achieve, "Matthew's beach? Here's
a wing1 there's ,more ott this. Why,
yes, dear, I think that would be very
nice."
(Copyright, 1822, by Mabel Herbert

XJrner.)
Next Week Warren a Blundering- - Chef.

Ingenuity- -
Kansas City Star.

A Pittsburg bellboy Is credited
with an ingenious method for call
ing sleepy guests. A man leaving
Instructions to be called early is
awakened the following morning
with a loud tattoo on the door. In
answer to the sleepy guest's in-

quiry the bellboy answers: "I have
a message for you, sir." The ueual
reaction is for the eleepy one to
Jump, however reluctantly, out of
bed, stumblingly reach the door and
seize the en elope handed to him. The
message, of course, read; "It is time
to et up."

Triumph of tee Ego.
Life.

"I have it," said the futurist artist
as he puffed desperately at a cheap
cigar, "it won't draw. Just liko me.
Haha! It won't draw."

So he put it in a frame, called it
"Me" and got an honorable mention
in 4lA rh i hi 1 ATI

month on my ranch would do you a
world of good."

'Just the thing," enthused Mrs.
Stevens. "I've been dreading the
trip alone."

"Oh, I'm afraid I couldn t leave
Warren."

"Why not? He'd appreciate you
more when you came back. Ted,
can't you make her forget that
dominating husband for a single
moment?"

"Trying hard, but I'm not making
much headway."

The five-cour- se dinner prolonged
with frequent intervals of dancing,
it was after 9 o'clock before they
started on the hpmeward drive.

Mrs. Stevens dozing off, her
brother appropriated Helen. He
told her of his Colorado ranch and
of the new system of irrigation he
was just putting in.

"Are you cold?" tucking the rug
about her. "I must send you a pair
of those deerskin gloves the Indians
make if I can get any small

Through trfe long drive back, his
Solicitous attentions failed to divert
her from the ominous fact that it
would be 11 before she reached
home.

"Now, you're not to apologize or
be abject," admonished Mrs, Stevens
when they finally drove up. "And
we're coming for you next Sunday.
You needn't say no if Warren plays
golf, you re going out with us."

"Then we'll all hope that Mr,
Curtis plays," was Mr. Alcott's part
ing tribute, as he escorted her up
the steps.

Helen tried to be politely respon
sive, but her one thought was of
Warren waiting fumlngly upstairs.
What could she say to placate him?

Had she her key? She did not
want to ring.

Fumbling In tor purge, she found.

Noiselessly opening the door, she
tip-to- ed through the hall. He might
be asleep.

No, a bright light shone from the
library. There was his chair by the
table but he was not in it. He
was not at the desk.

It was not until she was well in
the room that she saw Warren
standing by the window, his hands
thrust deep into his pockets.

"Why, hello. Kitten!" as he swung
around, "Didn't hear you come in."

Helen gulped back her surprise.
She had expected a wrathful ex-
plosion.

"Whsro'd you ge? Have a good
time?"

"Oh.' yes, very. We went out to
Glenwood Inn. If I'd known we'd
be gone so long I'd have fixed your
supper. Did you find the salad?"

"Didn't look."
"Oh, you went out? I'm glad you

did. There wasn't much here."
"No, I wasn't very hungry. Didn't

bother."
"You haven't had a ' THING to

eat? Oh, dear, I'm SO eorry!"
"Anything"ll do," following her

out to the pantry. Then tweaking
Pussy Purr-Mew- 's tall, as she
jumped up on the pantry shelf.
"Here's somebody else that nasni
bad any grub. Ought to"ve seen her
sitting on the window-si- ll watching
for you. Pretty glum pair, weren't
we, Pussums?"

Helen longed to rush at him, to
hug him and admit that she had had
a perfectly wretched time that she
had not wanted to go and had not
enjoyed it.

But remembering Mrs. Stevens? ad-
monition, she restrained these im-
pulse and calmly took from the

Golf Enthusiasm of Husband Dies

BY MABEL. HERBERT URNER.
neat precision Helen cut

WITH white scalloped shelf-pap- er

Into five strips to fit
the five shelves of the pantry china
closet, '

It was not an ideal Sunday after-
noon diversion, but, tired of reading,
she was solacing her loneliness with
work.

For three Sundays In succession
Warren had played golf. Last Sun-
day she had straightened all the
bureau drawers. The Sunday before
she had cleared out the hall closet,
and now it was the pantry shelves.

At a dismaying br-r- -r of the bell,
she jerked off her enveloping apron,
smoothed her hair and reluctantly
went to the door.

"What ARE you doing home this
glorious day? I just took a chance

I didn't think you'd be in," was
Mrs. Stevens' breezy greeting. "All
alone?"

"Yes, Warren's playing golf."
Then with a defiant laugh, "And I
if you really want to know I'm
putting fresh paper on the pantry
shelves!"

"Well, now you're coming with
us," briskly. "The car's downstairs.
Ted's here from Colorado I've al-
ways wanted you to meet him."

"I'd love to, but I'm afraid I can't.
Warren said he'd be home early, and
Nora's out I'll have to get supper."

"It's perfectly absurd the way you

When He Finds His Wife Is Ont

mope around here every Sunday
when he plays golf. Why shouldn't
you go out, too?"

"I might've gone this morning
but now he'll soon be home."

"Suppose he does come and you're
not here? It'd be a good thing. He'd
appreciate you all the more. You're
always on tap. No wonder he's Belf-is- h;

he's much too sure of you.
You've simply got to go now
hurry!"

"Can you get me back in time to
fljc supper?" hesitated Helen.

"We'll get you back in plenty of
time. Take some kind of a wrap."

Ten minutes later they were spin-
ning through the crisp, exhilarating
air.

"Isn't this much better than put-
ting paper on pantry shelves?"
laughed Mrs. Stevens, "Ted, tuck
that robe around her feet."

"Mrs. Curtis, are you a descendant
of Cinderella?" the bronzed, virile
westerner tucked the robe about her
2& Bs.

"Ted's crazy about little'women
but I suppose all big men are."

The joyous air, the stimulating
speed and Mr. Alcott's very evident
interest carried- Helen through the
next nour. -

A clock in a village store brought
panicky thoughts or Warren's sup
per.

"Half past five! You said you'd
get me hack in time for

"I said we'd set you back in time

Not Ready for Him on His Return.

too much," insisted Mrs. Stevens.
"Oh, here we are."

They were now turning in at the
graveled road of the Glenwood inn

an dwelling re
modeled to the needs of a popular
road house.

In the yard stood a dozen motors.
and inside the. orange-lantere- d

lights glowed on a festive party.
To the rollicking jazz of a colored

orchestra a dozen couples were
toddling" in the cleared center

space.
Helen was in no mood for dancing,

but after their order had been taktn
she could only acquiesce to Mr. Al-
cott's obviously eager invitation.

He danced well, guiding her
skillfully through .the elbowing
couples. For the moment she forgot
Warren's suppSr in the lure of tie
rhythmic motion. .

"Here's something, Ted,, you can't
get in the west," announced Mr.
Stevens, when they returned to the
table now graced with heaping
platters of steamed clams.

"But I tell you what w do have
venison! Mrs. Curtis, when you
come to Denver I II take you to
place that serves the best venison
in the west."

"That sounds very alluring,'
murmured Helen, wondering If
Warren would find that celery
wrapped In a napkin on the Ice.

"Emily's coming out next year.
Why can't you coma with, her? A

for Good Time and His Dinner Is

but I didn't say what for. We're
taking you out to Glenwood inn for
dinner. Now don't worry about War-
ren! I left a note saying we'd kid
naped you he needn t expect you
back till late."

"Oh., no no. I can't!" Kfjimmrfl
Helen. "What will he do for sup-
per?"

"Get it himself or go out. Won't
hurt him nr.- i flni ...... ,ia.. ,...
once. It's about time you golf wid
ows snowea some spunk.

"Now, don't you worry about Cur-
tis getting something to eat," Mr.
Stevens flung back from tho front
seat "That's hie strong suit. On a
desert Island he'd manage to drum
up a good feed."

Helen's smile was forced. She re-
sented both the "golf widow" as-
persion and Mr. Stevens' good-natur-

banter at. Warren's gastro-
nomic greed.

What WOULD he have for supper?
He was always so hungry after golf.
Would he find the potato ealad?
She had intended to cream that cold
chicken.

"Why so quiet, Mrs. Curtis T Mr.
Ward-wa- s flatteringly solicitous.

"I WHS fllRT wnnriavHw ... V

one leg arid the carcass of a cold
iiiunen wm do enough for Mr. Cur-

tis' supper," she laughingly admit-
ted. -

"If it isn't, let him cook some-thing for himself, or go to a res-
taurant. You humor him entirely


