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CURRENT HAPPENINGS PICTORIALLY PRESENTED BY DARLING

i

THEY DO SAY THE SIGHT OF IT HAS GIVEN HIRAM THE FEVER AGAIN.

& POINT WiIGH SOME FOLKS ARE INCLINED TO OVERLOOE.

MIRAGE. REFLECTION OR JUST AN HALLUCINATION?

‘THE RAILROAD BUSINESS
YOU KNOW, IS LARGELY

MY BUSINESS—

WHATS
) Yours?
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LOOKES AS IF WE'D HAVE TO HAVE A COMPULSORY ARBITRATION BOARD OR SOMETHING
IN WASHINGTON.. :
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BY MABEL HERBERT URNER.

Golf Enthusiasm of Husband Dies When He Finds His Wife Is Out for Good Time and His Dinner Is Not Ready for Him on His Return.

BY MABEL HERBERT URNER.

ITH neat precision Helean cut
‘;V the white scalloped shelf-

paper 1nm' five strips to fit
the five shelveg of the pantry china
closet,

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

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

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

"Whaot ARE you doing home this
glorious day? I just took a chance
—I didn't think you'd he in, was
Mrs. Stevens' breezy greeting, “All
alone®™

“Yes, Waurren's playing golf.”
Then with a defiant laugh, “And I—
it you really want to know—I'm
putting fresh paper on the pantry
shelves!™

“Well, now you'rs 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 ean't.
Warren sald he'd be home early, and
Nora's out—I'll have to get supper.”

“It's perfoctly absurd the way you

mops around here
when he plavs golf.
you go out, too?™

“I might've gone this morning—
but now be'll soon be home.”

“Suppose he does come and you're
not here? It'd be & good thing. Ha'd
appreciate you all the more. You're
slways on tap, No wonder he's gelf-
ish; he’'s much too sure of you.
You've simply got to go—now
hurry!™

“Can you get me back in time to
flx supper?" hesitated Halen.

“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
alr

every Sunday
Why shouldn't

“Isn’t this much better than put-
ting paper on pantry shelves®™
lnughed Mrs.  Stevens, *“Ted, tuck
that robe around her feat"

“Mrs, Curtis, are you a descendant
of Cinderella™ the bronzed, wirile
westerner tucked the robe about her
2% Bs,

“Ted's crazy about lttle'women—
but I suppoze all big men are"

The joyous air, the stimulating
speed and Mr. Alcott's very svident
Interest carried’ Helen through the
next hour.

A clock in a viliage store nrought
panicky thoughts of Warren's sup-
per.

“Half past flve! You sald you'd
get me back In time for—"

"1 sald we'd get you back in time

*

—but I didn't say what for, We're
tuking vou out to Glenwood lnn for
dinner, Now don't worry about War-
ren! I left a note saying we'd kid-
napad you—he needn't expect you
back till late”

~ “Oh,. no—up, T r_:nn‘l!" stammered
Helen. “What will e do for sup-
per?

"Get it himself—or go out. Won't
hurt him not to find you there for
once. It's mbout time you golf wid-
ows showed some spunk.”

“Now, don't you worry about Cur-
tis gutting something to eat,” Mr.

Btevens flung back from the front

seat. “That's his strong sult On a
desert island he'd manage to drum
up & good feed."

Helen's smile was forced. She re-
sented both the “golf widow" as-
persion and Mr. Stevens' good-na-
tured banter at Warren's gastro-
nomic greed.

What WOULD he bave for supper?
He was clways so hungry after golf.
Would he find the potato ealad?

She had intended to cream that cold
chicken,

“Why so quiet, Mra, Curtis?™ Mr,
Ward-was flatteringly solleitous.
“I was Just wondering whether
one leg and the carcass of & cold
chl_cken will be enough for Mr. Cur-
::1. supper,” she laughingly admit-

“If It jsn't, let him cook some-
thing for himself, or go to & res-
taurant. You humor him estirely,

too much,” Insisted Mrs Stevens,
“Cih, here we ure” |

They were now turning in at the|
graveled road of the Glenwood inn
—an old-fashipned dwelling re-
modeled to the needs of a popular
road house.

In the yard stood & dozen motors,
and Inside the orange-lantersd
lights glowed on a festive party.

To the rollicking jazs of a colored
erchestra a dozen couples wera
“toddling” In the cleared center
space.

Helen was in no mood for dancing
but after thelr order had been taken
she could only acqulesce to Mr, Al-
cott's obviously eager invitation,

He danced well, guiding her
skillfully through .the elbowing
couples. For the momant shs forgot
Warren's sup in the lure of the
rhythmie motion. J

“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 we do have—
venison! Mrs, Curtis, when you
come to Denver I'll take you to a
place that serves the best venlson
in ths west."

“That sounds very alluring"
murmured Helen, wondering [If
Warren would find that celery
wrapped in a napkin on the lca,

“Emily's coming out next year.

| ean't

Why can't you come with her? A

|mnmh on my ranch would do you &

THE MARRIED LIFE OF HELEN AND WARREN]|

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?
mors when

He'd appreciate you
you came back. Ted,
you make her forget that
dominating husband for a single
moment T

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

The five-course dinner prolonged
with frequent intervals of dancing,
it was after 9 o'clock befors they
started on the homeward drive,

Mrs, Stevens -dosing 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. “T must send you & palr
of those deerskin gloves the Indlans
make—If I can get any small
enough.”

Through tfe long drive back, his
#olicitous attentions falled to divert
her from ths ominous fact that It
would be 11 before she reached
home.

"Now, you're not to apologlzs or
be abject,” admonished Mres, Stevana
when they finally drove up. "And
we're coming for you next Sunday.
You needn't say no—If Warren plays
golf, you're golug out with us™

“Then we'll =1l hope that Mr,
Curtis plays, was Mr. Aleott's part-
ing tribute, as hs escorted her up
the steps.

Helen tried to be politely respon-
sive, but her ons thought was of
Warren waiting fumingly upstalrs.
What could she say to placats him?

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

Fumblieg in her purse, she found

the key a8 she stepped from the
elevator,

Nolselessly opening the door, she
tip-toed through the hall He might
be asleep.

Nu, 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 untll she was well in
the room that shs saw Warren
standing by the window, hls hands
thrust deep into his pockets,

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

Helen gulped back her surpriss.
8he had expected a wrathful ex-
plosion.

“Where'd you ge? Have a good
time?"

“Oh, yes, vary. Wa went out to
GlenWwood inn. If I'd known we'd
be gone so long 1'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. 'm BO sorryi™

“Anything’ll do,” following her
out to the pantry. Then tweaking
Pussy Purr-Mew's tail, as she
jumped up on the pantry shelf,
“Hers's somebody sise that hasn't
bhad any grub. Ought to've seen her
sitting on the window-slll watching
for you. Pretty glum palr, wersn't
we, Pussums?™

Helen longed to rush st 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. Btevens' ad.
monition, she restralned these im-
pulges and calmly took from the

fcebox the chicken carcass and thai
bowl of salad,

“Anyhpdy but the Stevenses on thls
sunt? Warren's casuainess was . 5
fmconﬂnctnr “We'll have a day off by our-

: selves, Hear they are serving &
3 D= . b 2

radn. HeE AwEully mice— bl and | Fattling good clambake at Matthew's
brown, a real westerner. Next sum- | heach. How doss that strf 0w
mer hes wanits me to come out with | 10 hlde her flushed elation Helen
her to his ranch.” | bant lower over the depleted carcans

Warren's only comment was an(“0 8 FTNE LN | o
explosive grunt, as with rnamnens thers's not much of 1t Then with i
E)O‘:" he banged the door of the Ice | casnginess that only femininity can
oX.

achieve, “Matthew's beach? Here's

“He dances well, too,” with an ap-| s wing—thera's mors ot this, Wiy,
pralsing =ids glance. yves, dear, I think that would be very

Another grunt. Warren loathed | nice™
dancing, (Copyright, 19:.“.‘:,' br‘ Mabel Herbart

“Dear, if you're golng to play golf TREE
next Sunday—they want me to go
down to Long Island,” swiftly press-
ing her advantage.

“Don't know that I'll
Sunday,” brusquely.

“Taks this chicken intothe table”
Concealing a triumphant smile, shs
handad him the ravaged skelaton.
I'll bring In the other things"

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

sw some of the repressed emotion-
allsm she was withholding from him.

Mrs. Stavens' theory was working,
His long avening alone had made
him appreciate her more. Yot, there
was the disquieting thought that
another time he might ba wholly in-
differsnt to her absencs.

"Ah, this is mors like” Warren
falrly beamed as they settled down
at the table, “Yom're golng to eat
something? No fun eating alona™

“Of course I will—and Pussy Purr-
Mew, too,” glving her the ‘wish- |aa he puffed desperately at a cheap
bons. |c{g4r. “it won't draw, Just llke me.

“Now, ses here, {f they'rs ecount- | Hzha! It won't draw.”
ing on you for mext Sunday, you S0 he put it in a frame, called &
call up tomorrow &nd tell her mnoth- |“Ms™ and got an honorabls mention
ing dolng! 'm golog to chuck golf{in the exhibition,

for a while. Tired of losing balls
to that bunch of pirntes’

Then, as he helped himself 1libar-
ally to the potate salad:

vrmer.y
Next Weak—Warren o Blundering CHet,
Ingenuity.
Kanses City Star.

A Plittsburz bellbhoy iIs caredited
with an (ngenious method for cali-
{ng sleepy guests, A man leaving
instructions to be called early is
awakenad tha following morning
with o ioud tattco on the door. In
answer to ths sieepy gusst's In-
quiry the bellboy answers: “I have
A me==ags for you, sir”™ Tha uaual
reaction is for the slespy ons to
jump, however reluctantly, out of
bed, stumblingly reach the door and
selza the anelops handed to him. The
messake, of course, read: “It is time
to ge: up.”

play next

Trinvmph of the Ego.
Life.

“I have 1t," suld the futurist artist




