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Her.
Cooking

Secrelt
POR RICH, deicîous

à.cakes, pastry, puddings
andi other dÎshes, she uses
Carnation Milk. it is twice
as rich as ordinary milk
because it is rich milk with
about 60% of the wster re-
mioved by evaporation, then
sealed and sterlized. And
there's no waste with Car.
nation-it keeps for monthe
ini the cmn, or for several
dsys when opned when
kept cool. ith your groc-
cries order several tali (16
oz.) cans or s case of 48 cans.
Write for Recipe Book.
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ink upstairs. Worried about me, Mam-
nma?" Aima made little blotches of ink
on the blotting papier with her poised pen.
"Yeu shouldn't reaiiy, Mamma."'

'Yes," Martha adnîitted, "I was wor-
ried. You said eight, Alma-and that
Harry McCoy-"

"He went a-a-ý ," Aima interrupted.
"I went ta Berthas"

"Went to Bertha's? Oh, Aima, why
didn't you 'phone?"

Aima iooked into the face shte ioved
and saw there the pain she had caused.
She reached out impulsively and caught
Martha's hands.

"Mamma, vou didn't think-
Martha smiled ber sudden relief into

the shocked, upiifted face.
"No, 1 didn't think-it's ail right," she

patted the siim, sinooth hande ini her
own. "It's ail right, Aima. 1 was foolîsh
ta worry-even a litie."

"Sit down, Maniîma." Aima motioned
to a chair. "I tiînk I want to taik ta
you-teiiey ou things. 1 want you to
understandome,' Mamma. 1 want you
ta know something în me is different-

ineyowent away. Sit there, Mamma,
aÎndedon't turn the izht on. It is easier
for me to talk to yon in the dark. 1 want
ta say things, Maminia-real things."
Martha obeyed and waited.

"It's bard teliing things somnetimes,
Mammna," Aima smiiled shyly down at
her hans, "even ta you. ButlI want yau
ta understand. It was sa f unny w en
you were away, so funny washmng out
my littie things, getting breakfast in the
mornlng, doing mihat you always did.
It madec me see just how hard you had
ta work for us -and 1 felt sorry for voit.
You didn't seemi to have anything 1 had
-Youth and Pleasure. Wý\hen 1 met you
at the station- somnebaw, 1 couidn't laugh
-it didn't seemn right for you nlot to have
those things. And 1 was sorry for you,
and 1 think,niaybe, I loved you More
when you caie back, only 1 coujlda't
show it. "

Sometbing stirred in the deeps of
Martha--but she was dumb-something
of song--.of joy,. Perhaps it was loat
Youth.

"B1ut 1 was eish"Aima went on,
"horribly selfish, Mammiia. 1 made up
my mmnd, never-well1, flot for %,cars-
ta give up my pleaisures and my freedomi.
I wanted ta keep themi. It seemied as if
movies and parties and visits were
enouigb. But o

MaIýrtha waited immobile, voiceless.
"Harry McC,('v" she tbought. ý"But now-," Alima resuined, "it i.

different. I arn thanged-ali in a day,
Mamma. It seemes strange the way Life
can be changed for us-sa sudden and
sa sure. It was at the meeting iistening
ta you tallc about courage ta mneet the
commnon task, MaLmmia. Coura e and the
camnian task. One al ways fefl courage
was for the great things-but the comn-
mon task-you said it. And that baby
ini My armis and the srniile of its mother--
she was so grateful, Miamniia-s--o grateful
-just because 1 held it. 1 was glad
wben Harry Ieft-reieved, you know.
1 didn't want ta came h'omne, so 1 w-ent ta
Bertba's."

"I've nothing o dIo," 1 told hier-"yau
and Ed go ont for a mwhile ta the movies
-anywhere-Ii stay with the babies."
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"They were so happy ta go, Mamima,
se happy ta 9go-it made me ashamied-I
should have done that bfore. And when
they Ieft-" A long silence. "And when
they ieft, Mamma, why, it seemed--aii
at once-that their little home was mny
own-my little home-and the babies.
It wassomething like a beautiful, stained-glass window. Outside on the street we
can't see-we don't know how beautiful
it is-but inside with the sun streaming
through-we get the beauty of the coleurs.
It is a work of art, flot just a window.
And I saw home like that-not f rom the
streets-but inside. And 1 was happier
j ust sitting alune, happier than at dances.
Then the baby cried-I went upstaîrs-
took him from lis crib and rocked him.
Oh, Mamma, his littie body in my arms
-warm and cuddly and needful. Did
our little bodies seem like that in your
arms-warm-needful ?"

Martha nodded and raised a hand to
ber wet cheek.

"I ioved the baby more than I ever
loved him before. And 1 knew--oh!1 swift
and sure-that Youth isn't everything-
and Pleasure isn't everything-"the voice
was low-"but Love is, Mamma-Lave
's.1

Again Martha nodded.
Aima turned ta the desk.
"I amn writing Buster aow," ber fingers

went out ta the pen. "I hurt him,
Mamma-oh, 1 know 1 burt bim-the
-ay he hesitated ut the dance--about the

mtner ta-night-and bis face-I tried
ta look past his face, but I couldn't-I
saw bow hurt it was. He wouldn't hurt
me, he is too fine for that. He is--he le
--oh, so splendid, isn't he, Mammna?"

":Yes," Martha, said, "yes, Alma."
"hI seemed to-night,' ailone there with

the baby-that 1 waz listening for a step
an the stairs, Mamma--a step--on the
stau's-ýyau knom-bhis step. And I knew
then how hurt he was--and bow much
he cares. He toid me that! And I knew
there, alane in the little house that seemed
mine, that I cared toa; b ut 1 bad neyer
been on the right aide of Life's window-
I'd been on t he shaiiow side-I'd neyer
seen Love shîning through-like a great
sun--shining through the coiour,Ment-
Ma. 1 Was-weli-asleep but suddenly,
I seemled ta, =ae up. finew-Love is
Most."

"Lave is mnost," Martha echoed. "*Yes,
Alima."

"Sa I anm writing ta tell bimt I amn sorry
-1 can't have hilm hurt, and Borne day-
weii, maybe-you know-Mammra"o

"I lave Buster, too, dear,"' Martha
sai, simply.

"Oh!l I amr 80 giad--so giad," Aimacried softly. "He is«-so dear-isn't he,

IT HAD coi-ne Alma wouldne da go
away-eave theadb nolne ers.But strangely Mlartha feit she flo ntlost Aima, but found her-found ber-fannd ber! For ahl time they xere boundand welded and beld together. They

bath knew Lave.
Martba watcbed Aima bending abovethe note. MemnorY moved ber.
"Nane saad"se mnurmured in retre-spection, sfn "5 id-for Lave.", Thenwitb a wistfi amlile at Am,«oes

yotung, eitber," Am,"oes
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NORTHERN
ONTARIO

A Vaut new land of promise and
freedoma now open for settiemnt te
returned soldiers and sageor, ini 160
sere blockse Free. to others. 18 yeurs
and over, 50 cents per acre.

Thousands of farmersam ro -
<fin to the cail. Here. right

et thedoor of Southera Ontario a
home awaate you.

For information as ta termne. regu-
lationsa nd railway rates ta settlCI'8.
wnite-

H. A. MACDONELL,
Director of Colonization,

Parliamsent Buildings,
Toro>nto, Canada.

Hon. MANNING DOHERTY,
Minister of Agriculture


