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Bubble Grains
Make Other Food&s Delightful

Like Puffed Nuts
Puffed Grains are breakfast dainties, but that's flot a.

They are whole grain which supply whole-grain nutrition.
They are food confections, fairy-like in texture, nut-like in
their taste.

Puffed Wheat makes bowls of milk vastly more inviting.
And milk with whole wheat, steamn exploded, is the pinnacle
in food.

Puffed Rice adds to fruit a fascinating blend. The graini
is fragile, flaky, flavory. It'adds to fruit what crust adds
to a shorteake or to pie.

Crisp and butter and this airy grain becomes a crust-like
confection. There is no between-meal dainty which coma-
pares wi th î .

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Puffed to Eight Timea Normal Size

Food Ceils Exploded
Puffed Rive tastes like puffed nut meats on ice cream.

And home-made candies are made light and nutty by it.
Puffed wheat makes flimsy toasted wafers for your soups.

In Puffed grains we blast every food cell. Over 100
million steamn explosions are caused in every kernel. Thus
every granule is fitted to digest, and every atom feeds.
These are the best-cooked grain foods in existence, and the
most bewitching. If you believe in whole grains made
whofly digestible, use them wherever you van.

Serve one of them ini somne way every day.
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Elizabthne
KITTY (very much puzzled at the

terr affaira have taken, but feeling
that ahe muat get down to brada tacks
at once; s'ho bas onIy five minutes, you
must remember)- Neville, yon hayon%'
congratulated me.

NEVILLE (ignoring her remark):
And bronze boots, too. it juat goda te
show what love will do for a woman.

KITTY: What? (Then down to busi-
ness again.) Neville, aren. t you going
te cogratlate-

NE VILLE (interrupting rudely):
imagine, if you cýan, Aunt Elizabeth in
bronze boots, ail ahiny and pointsd, and
high-heeIed!

KITTY (on the point of teara):
Neville, I think you 're horrid! And
what in the world do you mea by say-
ing-

(But Neville raves on, enjoying him-
self hugoly.)

NEVILLE: Doesn't it scerm ridicu-
loua that Elizabeth has been my adopt-
ed sunt ail these years? Imagine Eliz-
abeth 'a beingayono 's aunt!

KITTY: I don 't ses aaythiag so ox-
traordinary in that-aad I'd ho grate-
fui if you 'd stop raviag for two min-
utes and tell me what the Diekena,
you 'me talking about-and why you're
so--so-different.

NEVILLE: Wby, Kitty-didn't she
tell you? Has aits ieft te me the joy-
fui task of telling yon the great and
giorious newa that dihe and I are as
eetatîeaily happy as you and Ase;
that we, too, LOVE-

KITTY (agbaat): You 're nover--en-.

NE VILLE: Engaged! You 've said
it, Kitsy. (Emnotionaliy) D'ye know, I
think I must have always adored lier
without quite knowiag it. But somns-
how I nover had the courage to grasp
it, or to aoirlier to forgive my ago-or
iack of it, until I heard that Alde, a
contemporary of lhers, was generously
ovemliookinig your oxtreime youtb, f or-
giving Yeu, your jimmstumity, sud, soine-
how, it giive me courage-

KÇITTY; But, Neville, it's an entireiy
differeat thiag-

N KV ILLE: Oh no, it lan 't. Anyway,
whit (do we eareÏ We know, Elizabeth
and 1, that in the meeting pince of
bearta there is no agel

KITTY (watilinig): But, Neville, ahe's
ol.i enouigh to be your moth-

(She is intemuptedI by Elizabe),th, Who
entera, dresed to siay. lier hair ia
sinartiy, yet artisticýaily, arangedl under
a wonidorful bat. She id irreproaehably
gowaied, and weara TIE Jboots. She
aweeps into the centre of the stage as
she speaka, siiiag a fogiving and
fascinlating aile pilonKltty.)

KLIZABETHI: Old enougli to be lis-
what? Kitty, dear, that wahittiag
below. the boit. I thouglit you were too
rnucli of a thorougibrilto (do that. And
ainyway, l'in NOT, Tell me Yeu like
m1Y boota.

KITTY (struck breathiesa by ail the
goreouass):Why, you 're wonderfuî

-wAondcl(rf i! Whait a boa veally hat!
Where are you going?

ELIZABETH (vaguely): Goingl(Oh,
tbe bat. Oh, "im ot going anYwliorey
I put on the bat beeause I llked it-
sort of finishing touch-aeei

KITTY (in awe): It is!
NEVILLE: It finished me, ail riýqht,

ail .right! I am at your feeda1g
(With anl ectatie wriggio, bie faîb

ut ber f set on the floor, quite obviously,
abjectly adomlng. Heis lagivlng the
beat imitation le knows how of a Ber-
nard Shaw character he one saw-
Eugene in Candida.)

IKI'TY (8o sxaaperated that $lie
can 't control ber tongue): You're mak.
n 1 an idiot et Yoursolt- Eizab~eth is

.1enough te b.-
(But sh. pauses as she se,, Eliza-

beth's oye fixed eoldlj, upen her; thethought that Elizabeth fa as mueI in-
fatuated with lber estwhile nepbew as
hoe wlth bier trikes a chill to ber
heart.)

NE VILLE (still enaeting Enge>:)
Don 't ho a illy littie f-f-f ooL.

KITTY (good for Nev!): What does
it matter that I waa bormn a few yeams
later than Eizabeth-

KITTY (eentemp)tnouaîy): A fewl,
-NEVILLE (who believes that one

cax't have too much of a good phrase):
ln the meeting-placetfbearts there la

KITTY: Yon aaid that beforo-and
tIers 's no sense in it, anywayl

ELIZAETH (quietly cbuciling teNeville as Kitty turils away in dis-
gut): Keep it up, 11ev;yn'r a
sereaum.iour

NEVILLE (iceeping it up): Kitty,it'o a truth that yen and Alec ahould
realize to thue full, if you'ro go1,19 tolcuow sucb happiness as mine and Eliza.
beth's-I 'nean, Elizabeth 's asud mine!(Ne<v. 8eines Kitty about the. waistand dancesa ber, protosting and hait-cry.ing, abut the studio . nng ag oyousIy:

Surrenders
from Page 39M

"The bours I speat with thee, PMa
Heurt; abc loves me, Elizabeth loves m'el
I1'm the happiest man on eamth!)

(Alec arrives at the door just in
time to witnesa ths extraordnary hap-
peing, whieh embarrasses him almost
as mach as the vision of Elizabeth in
fine ?rimeat. Kitty falla into a chair,
mch dishevelled, aud Neville again
talla in an exhausted beap at bis adOr-
ed Oas 's bronze boots.)

ALEC (calmiy): Don't be an ass,
my boy. You anreiy don 't tbink that
a woman-(be looks at her)-a glorîous
womaa lie Elizabeth woud look ut
silly younass like yon--do yon?

KÇITTY: Oh, Oh, he'a8 not a sf17
youag ass--he 's very elever-

NE VILLE: In the meeting-placee o
bearta there is-

ELIZABETH: Alec! Did I interfere,
and talc iadelicately about age, and 0
forth, when you told me that yon were
eagaged to lKitty-your wardt Mind
YOur Owa business, my friend, and ws 'H
mmid ours. (She amîts a killiag and
caPtîvatiag amile at hlm.) And per-
halls in June, when the daîaies are
blooniing, we'il have a double wsddin,
we four.

KITTY (80 completeîy overcomne with
grief that ahe just uaturaliy dosn't
care Who icnows it): The daisies WMl
bloom over my grave firat!

(Aie intercepte a jubilant lookc be-;
tween Nev aud Elizabeth.)

ALEC (Drily): HuhI Dear me! Ye%,
indeed. I thoroughly approve of the
June weddiag.(Nevils imagination ruesriot. go
chuchies deiightedîy aud murmura-

NEVILLE: Goliy, wo'd look funny
marching down the aisle; look asf
we 'd got mixed in the shuffie.

ALEC: Oh, no, not at ail, my bey.
1'1l ses to it that-

ELIZABETH: Bah! Liaten-tbe icO-
tie 's boiliag overt Runand maice the
tea, Xitty. Alec, belp hem carry in the
thinga.

(KittY bas flown for the kitchenette
wbeil $bc heare the kettîs sizzliug. Alec
foiiowa leieureîy. Neville and Eliza-
beth faîl on sach other 's neeka lan'un-
controllable, mirth. lier arma WSve
weakly bebiad is back; bis wave
Weakly behliad hersj

Nov, you 're rîchl "In the mestÎngt
place Of bearta thero le no agel I

NEVILLE: I made it up myseif 1 Hew
long9 are we going to keep thia nplt1
love dolng it---don 't you?1

ALEC (calling): 'Neville, my boy,
couse bers. I ant find the crosam-
Opener.

NEVILLE (ruuuing to the reseile,
aud speakiag as he gos): There ian't
suci a thiag; I1 use ml thumbi

.(Enter Alec once more, elosing the
door beblnd bim. lie walks direetly tO
Elizabeth, aud tabou ber almoat roisghlY
by the sahouldems.y

ALEC: Elizabeth, coafoas!
ELIZABETH: Ten, minutes ago it

was you who needed absolution.
ALEC: Ont wltb it, and don t eceil-

omize your vsracity more than yen un~
help!

ELIZABETH (ail injured innocence):
AIse4

ALEC: Wel1, what was tho plot,
achene, nefariona intrigue?

ELIZABETH (on, the defensive):
YOU were the original plotor, sehemer,

ALFC Perapsit 'soaly f air for mne
tu fess nup lirat , tsy. Well, once upea
Iotlzu, eama loved a womau--and hoivdbr al bis lite.

(We ses the door op)en a crack, sudknow tbat Nev. and Kttarpelg
bt, bless tbem, Ale, and Elizabeth are

too absorbel tosee it.)
ELIZABETH: And once upon a tfiIla woman loved a muan-a woman whko

thougit 'that she ioved only her art.
ALEC (geutly>:. My dear.
ELfIZABETH. And once upon al t>-

Yon boy oda girl, a boy who WU5
youa an por, and tee proud te make

su'e et ber, you ses, by asking ber te
wait a littie while.

ALEC: But they 've enough betweeiltbemn-peor, foolish Nevt
ELIZABETH: Poo, foolish boy-an'1

PIoor f oolish womau.
ALEC: 8o the man and the girl de-

'ided te open the blind eyes of the
WOman aud the boy-always rememisber-
ing that tlhose whoru the godas maie te
se', tbeY llrst maice-jealousi

ELIZABETH:- And the womau, wbOXL
bier ense-tisae love turned ttec girl, stllrst OiUY ondered that it lad nlot hal)-
penied long9 before; and thon all thechivaireus, tender littie attentions ofthe man tO the girl brought bascb weetinemories-.

ALEC., -8weet imemoris I" dearf
ELIZABETH (noddlng) - 'Se 5WSet

tisat ase wa te o rigtise gir19S
sillY littîsuek-and carry off the malt~by niain. fOrcel Cave weman tufse? And the hardest part to boar WU


