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CHRONICLES 0F JOVOUS JANE

Jane Discusses the Restricted Food Problemi

Bv Dorothi, L. Warne

Voit sinîply canj't g1et away froin it nowadays ; it's the sole topic
of conversation,iim fact, food is iii evecrvbIodv's moutb. ýnvwav,
wh'len you corne to tliink of it, \vhat a huge factor ini lite foodi is.
Matn uses it ont every comîceivable occasion to express jov. If Mr.
X- has a mnilliou dollars lef t him by somne decrepid relative he
invite-, lus pals to a foLIrtecit course dinner (at least, he did before
the war), Whien Mr. S-'s inother-iî-law~ leaves for the Sunny
South he luies to his pet restaurant and enjoys hiiself hugely.
But 'tisn't always to celebrate joy that we eat. Take the case of
the dearo01( lady watchingbyi lier sick husband'sbedside. He smells
a savottrv odour asccnding froin the kitchen. "Liza," lie szys,

1 could just eat a bit o' that bacon." "Lor', Tomn," she replies,
you cau't have itotie of tîtat, that's for yer rnourter's supper."

Taking it aIl round, the new, food laws are mighty disconcertimig,
atnd have iiippeil mnYî a promkiing affair iii the bud. Jack, is a
delightfullv interesting boy ini that cosy little tea-shop with pink-
içe(l frivolities ; but love bas got to be an enthusiastic thing to
flourish on war bread anîd bans. Eveti thie mnost ardent beau eau-
not put real feeling into his glatîces wlîen lie lias taken his best
giîrl out to dine, and lie realises witlî a pang, as tlîe orchestra
strikes up "Drinik to Me omily ivith 'l'ine Eyes,'' that it's 0111y one
minute to iinie, and that's aIl Iliat lie jollv well wilI be able to drink
to her with. But tliat is wandermtg frorn tîte food questiotn.

Personallv i ni\mv own prîctiless collectioni of wvar relies l'ni
keceping a spud antd a lunmp of sngzar.

A few wveeks ag,,o Mrs. Brownî sent lier hiubby ont witlî a little
string bag to buy a quarter pound of sugar. The girl lui the store
informed hinm that only by buving a dollar's %vorth of other things
could hc be supplied. He spent a solid liaur inii nakîig umîmeces-
sary purcliases, up to a dollar, then wvent hiome spent and weary.
" This is fine, dear," said bis spouse, " but, wvhere is thîe sugar ?
He had corne home without it after ail.

On Tuesday wc had a ne\w sort of pie for dinner. Our cook,
wvho's mnost patriotically econonîical, wvas very dark about its
origin, but it wvas pretty tasty anywvay. lii the rniddle of the
meal littie Baby Molly came into the dining-rooin wailing;

" Pussy's lost," she sobhed. "Twite gone."
Puss ? Puss ?


