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THE MARRIED LIFE OF. HELEN AND WARREN

BY MABEL HtKHKKT IRSKR.
Wife, Entangled in Marital Dilemma, Gives Reluctant but Efficient Aid at Critical Moment Adroit Flattery Sates Situation

When Blunder Threatened to Jspoil Whole Evening.

half.'says It's a rlp- - ind(i "Axparacus a dollar
Warren, that's awful!"BURCHARD place and ha

food." War
ren strode briskly ahead. Inteat on
trylcc a Daw Park, avenua restau
rant.

"Dear, no wonder he enjoys serv-
ing you. I don't suppose there's a
dozen men in New York who knows
the Paris restaurants as well as you
do." '

"Oh, I wouldn't say that but I
guess we know a few. Notice how
surprised he was when I sprung
Vian's? He couldn't ring in one I
wasn't wise to."

"Of course he couldn't." pressing
his arm with feigned enthusiasm,
"because you know them all."

Even this palpable butteriivg War-
ren gullibly swallowed.

It was all right! By adroit flat-
tery she had made up for her blun- -'

dering outburst which might have
spoiled their whole evening. '

Fortunately the darkness hid her
indulgent smile. That Warren,

and shrewd about most things,
should' be so weakly susceptible to
any flattery of his knowledge of
food.

However thick one laid It on, he
bolted it whole. It was his most
vulnerable point, and one whick
Helen eecretly regarded with tol-
erant derision.
(Copyright, 1022, by Mabel Herbert

Next week A Marital Dilemma.

"Dear. I can't walk so fast In
thee sappers." protested lielan.

"Why In biases don't you wear
enstbls shoe?" Then his scowl

changing to pleased anticipation.

"What if I do? What's that to
vou?" ' : r

Helen saw the danger signal as
he reddened angrily, but she was
now too reckless to heed it.

"It's all your egotism! If the pro-
prietor flatters you--le- ts you air
your knowledge of food and Paris
restaurants you'll order every-
thing on the menu."

"Come on!" savagely. "Here's
where we get out!" motioning for
his bill.

Helen blinked back the tears as
she buttoned her gloves. She should
not have said anything. She watt
only spoiling their evening, and for
what?

Warren's extravagance about food
she could never hope to reform. She
enly clouded their1 outings with her
efforts at economy.

The total of the check she could
not decipher, but she saw the $20
bill he laid over it. After the tip
there was very little change.
' When they rose from the table
the proprietor came "hurrying to-

ward them."
"Was everything all right mon-

sieur? Ah, I am glad you enjoyed
it. So many American gentlemen
do not appreciate good food steak
and fried potatoes do them just as
well. But it is a pleasure to serve
a connoisseur."

The flattering tribute of the
suave Frenchman had momentarily
dispelled the black scowl which
Helen's outburst had aroused.

As they passed out into the sultry
night,' adroitly she eought to play up
to hi inflated conceit and retrieve

beamed Warren, as the proprietor
touched a match to the sauce.
"That's the real -- thing," watching
the blue flames.

Helen, fearful lest Warren be In-

veigled Into further extravagance,
was glad when the proprietor was
again called away.

"Well, that's what I call one good
feed," when be had dispatched mosi
of the light, feathery souffle.-"- '

"And you ordered cheese. Dear,
you can't eat it; tell him not to
bring it."

"That's so, I did order cheese.
Well, If It's real Silton, let him trot
it out. I can always put away a
bit of that."

"You've eaten too much now. I'll
tell him myself if you won't.

"Now, see here, none of your but-
ting in." sternfy.

Helen flushed. He did not want
the cheese; he could not eat it. But
he would not cancel the order.

"Just right." when Warren cut
into the ripe Stilton. "Just soft
enough. Better have some."

"No, and you oughtn't to touch it;
you've eaten too much already.
You'll have indigestion tonight."

"See here, you're a fine gloom to
take out to dinner. Been sitting
there like a thunder cloud ever
since we came in. Anyone else
would enjoy this. Bring you to the
best restaurant in New York and
blow you to" '

"I'd rather have gone to a cheap
dairy lunch! I'd have enjoyed it
more. If we'd just ordered one
thing it would've been all right,
but we never come to a place like
that that you don't want to order

with a depreciat.ii-- shrug. "They
do not realize that a dish like this
is a work of art. It is like a pic-
ture or a poem," waxing eloquent.

"Not strong on poetry, but I
know a thing or two about food,"
grinned Warren, always susceptible
to any flattery of his gastronomic
knowledge.

"How are madame's artichokes?"
"Oh, yery nice," murmured Helen,

worrying over what they would
charge for this special dish, not on
the menu.

"Now, how would monsieur likea
souffle au Richelieu for dessert?"

"Fine." agreed Warren, "if you
could manage a little rum."

"For two?" he beamed asaentingly.
"Oh. no, no, on a diet," hastily

protested Helen.
"Nonsense, you like souffles. Tes,

make It for two. --And how about
that Sllton cheese? I hear you have
some of the real stuff."

"Ah, yes. very fine a new ehip-men- t,

monsieur. Ripe, but not too
soft. You shall see," as he
strutted off.

"Warren, have you any Idea whai
this dinner's going to cost?"

"No, and I don't care. When I can
get food like this I'm not worrying
about the price. Whatever it costs,
It's worth it."

Helen almost choked on the de-
licious artichoke morsels as she
thought of the things she could have
bought with the money squandered
on this dinner.

Later, their plates whisked away,
a huge, silver platter was brought
on. The cover removed, exposed a
large souffle, delicately browned.

"Ah, that's something like,".

"Burchard says they've cot soma
Stilton cheese the ral thins;. Ile'.lo.
that must bo It acrona the street."

The awniRKa. the ponsre curtains

specialties cooked - under glass.
Just as you would ret it In Paris!"

"Tea. I've had that at VoiHtn's,"
casually. "Good restaurant, that."

"The best!" the Frenchman's tout
was reverential. "i worked there
four years. Tou know the Chat-
ham in the Rue DaunouT I was
head waiter there."

"Yes. you get Rood food at the
Chatham, but it's no better than
Vian's Just across the street. The
way they serve frog's legs with that
piquant sauce! Good enough for
me."

"Ah. monsieur, you know Vlan'sT"
his black eyes fairly glittered. "My
brother, he works at Vian's now
the pastry chef."

Helen might also, have enJoyeJ
these reminiscences of Parts had she
not known they would lead to an ex-
travagant order.

Warren, who loved to air his
knowledge of foreign restaurants,
would feel he must order a dinner
worthy of an epicure.

"Glad Burchard tipped me off to
this place." when the proprietor
finally bustled off to give his per-
sonal attention to the sweetbreads
and mushrooms.

"Dear, don't order anything more.
We don't want any aalad or des-
sert. Just look at these prices!"

"Give me that menu!" Snatching

and the window
boxes cave the unmistakable n

air.

It from her, he tossed it on the
table before him. "Now forget the
prices! We're here to enjoy a good
feed. If he's been head waiter at
the Chatham he knows his busi-
ness."

"Tou know Frederic's, monsieur?"
the proprietor again approached,
eager for further reminiscences. "I
worked there in 1913."

"Frederic's cater to the tourists,"
criticised Warren. "They play up
those numbered ducks too much.
What's that ether place across the
river famous for their tripe? Oh.
yes. the Laperouse. And the veal
kidneys at Boivln's!" y

"Ah, monsieur knows his "Paris
Some day. if you telephone before
you come, I shall have some veal
kidneys as excellent as you get at
Boivln's." -

Here the entrance of a party of
four demanding his attention, the
proprietor reluctantly excused him-
self.

"Jove, that's a good melon," War-
ren held It up to examine the rind.

"It ought to be for ninety cents."
resented Helen.

When the sweetbreads and mush-
rooms wre brought on under the
Impressive glass bell, the proprietor
himself directed the serving.

"Ah. it Is a pleasure to serve one
who knows food. So many do not,

"Now don't start that! I feel iu
the mood for a good dinner."

Helen scanned the entrees. Not
one under a dollar seventy-five- . It
waa a limited menu. Only a few
dishes, extortlonately priced.

The pompous Frenchman, evi-
dently the proprietor, who had been
hoverlna" In the background, now
waved aside the waiter and came up
to take their order.

"We've some fine French melons
today.. Or would you like hor
d'oeuvres?"

"Now. dear, don't order much tot
me." restrained Helen. "You know
I'm on a diet." fallini-'bac- k on her
slock excuse at an expensive res-
taurant. "I can Just have con-ewm-

and spinach."
"I am sorry, madams, no spinach

today. The aaparacus is very fine.1"
"I don't care for aspararus." hast-

ily, remembering: the dollar-fift- y.

"Would you like some hearts of
artichokes very delinious?"

"Tea. you like artichokes," ap-
proved Warren. ijrnorinK the frantic
nudce of her suede slipper. "What's
all this?" trying- - to decipher a line
of French among- - the entreea
"Sweetbreads and mushrooms?"

"Ah. monsieur, that la ens our,

Inside it was dellchtfully cool and
restful. The srsy and mauve panel-tn- a.

the fray cane chairs, the softrrjr carpet and the mauve shaded
lishis were all luxuriously new aod
fresh.

As the place was almost empty.
three alert waiters darted eaicrly
forward.

"No. dr. not In the center." de

Woman Still Manager at 90. .

- Argonaut. '
Miss Charlotte Sharman, at the

age of 90, still actively manages the
home for girl orphans she estab-
lished in Southwark, London, some
60 years ago. Miss Sharman is far
from She personally
types all her own letters and par-
ticipates in the instruction of her
200 wards.

murred Helen, who always wantel
a wall table. "That one over there."

One (lance at the crested, im
pressive menu and her heart sank.
It waa what ebe feared an

place. i-e- blunder.all the expensive dishes."


