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Cooking

Secret

FOR RICH, delicious
cakes, pastry, puddings
and other dishes, she uses
Carnation Milk. It is twice
as rich as ordinary milk
because it is rich milk with
about 60% of the water re-
moved by evaporation, then
sealed and sterilized. And
there’s no waste with Car-
nation—it keeps for months
in the can, or for several
days when opened when
kept cool. With your groc-
eries order several tall (16
0z.) cans or a case of 48 cans.
Write for Recipe Book.

Made in Canada by

CARNATION MILK PRODUCTS CoO., LTD.
211 JOHN STREET, AYLMER, ONT.

Condenseries at Aylmer and Springfield, Ont.

Carnation

Milk

*“From Contented Cows”

The label is red and white

Lemon Cream Pie—1 cup sugar, 2 tablespoons
butter, 1/8 cup lemon juice, 114 cups boiling
water, 3 egg volks, % cup flour, % cup Car-
nation Milk, 15 teaspoon grated lemon rind.
Mix flour and sugar, add boiling water, stir-
ring constantly. Cook 5 minutes; add butter,
the beaten egg yolks, Carnation Milk, the
lemon juice and rind. Line plate with pas-
try; bake in hot oven. Cool. Fill with the
lemon cream mixture, Cover with meringue
(see recipe below) ; bake in a slow oven until
the meringue is a golden brown.

Meringue—3 egg whites, 14 cup powdered
;uza‘: 1, teaspoon lemon extract. Beat eggs
until stiff, add sugar slowly, beating all the

time. Flavor.

In the Camalg:n Coolk Book yci?'l.l.ﬂ':ltfll“:u‘ipu
, wel
thinge to ot Write the Carnation Milk Pro-

ducts Co. Limited, Aylmer, Ont., for a !r;;
copy.
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NONE SO YOUNG

(Continued from page 33)

ink upstairs. Worried about me, Mam-
ma?”’ Alma made little blotches of ink
on the blotting paper with her poised pen.
“You shouldn’t really, Mamma."'
“Yes,”” Martha admitted, I was wor-
ried. You said eight, Alma—and that
Harry McCoy—"
“He went away,”
“I went to Bertha's.”
“Went to Bertha's?
didn’t you ’phone?"”’
Alma looked into the face she loved

Alma interrupted.

Oh, Alma, why

and saw there the pain she had caused.
She reached out impulsively and caught.
Martha’s hands.

‘‘Mamma, you didn’t think—""

Martha smiled her sudden relief into
the shocked, uplifted face.

“No, I didn’t think—it’s all right,” she
patted the slim, smooth hands in her
own. -“It’s all right, Alma. I was foolish
to worry—even a little.”’

“Sit down, Mamma.” Alma motioned
to a chair. “I think I want to talk to
you—tell you things. - I want you to
understand me, Mamma. I want you
to know something in me is different—
since you went away. Sit there, Mamma,
and don’t turn the light on. It is easier
for me to talk to you in the dark. I want
to say things, Mamma—real things.”
Martha obeyed and waited.

“It’s hard telling things sometimes,
Mamma,” Alma smiled shyly down at
her hands, “even to you. But I want you
to understand. It was so funny when
you were away, so funny washing out
my little things, getting breakfast in the
morning, doing what you always did.
It made me see just how hard you had
to work for us—and I felt sorry for you.
You didn’t seem to have anything I had
—Youth and Pleasure. When I met you
at the station—somehow, I couldn’t laugh
—it didn't seem right for you not to have
those things. And I was sorry for you,
and I think, maybe, I loved you more
when you came back, only I couldn't
show it."”

Something stirred in the deeps of
Martha—but she was dumb—something
of song—of joy. Perhaps it was lost
Youth.

“But 1 was selfish,” Alma went on,
“horribly selfish, Mamma. I made up
my mind, never—well, not for years—
to give up my pleasures and my freedom.
I wanted to keep them. It seemed as if
movies and parties and visits were
enough. But now—"

Martha waited immobile, voiceless.

“Harry McCoy,"” she thought.

“But now,” Alma resumed, “it is
different. I am changed—all in a day,
Mamma. It seems strange the way Life
can be changed for us—so sudden and
so sure. It was at the meeting listening
to you talk about courage to meet the
common task, Mamma. Courage and the
common task. One always felt courage
was for the great things—but the com-
mon task—you said it. And that baby
in my arms and the smile of its mother—
she was so grateful, Mamma-—so grateful
—just because I held it. I was glad
when Harry left—relieved, you know.
I1didn’t want to come home, so I went to
Bertha's.”

“I've nothing to do,” I told her—‘‘you
and Ed go out for a while to the movies
—anywhere—1'll stay with the babies."”

“They were so happy to go, Mamma,
so happy to go—it made me ashamed—I
should have done that before. And when
they left—"" A long silence. “And when
they left, Mamma, why, it seemed—all
at once—that their little home was my
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 colcurs.
It is a work of art, not just a window.
And I saw home like that—not from the
streets—but inside. And I was happier
just sitting alone, happier than at dances.
Then the baby cried—I went upstairs—
took him from his crib and rocked him.
Oh, Mamma, his little 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
her wet cheek.

“I loved the baby more than I ever
loved him before. And I knew—oh! swift
and sure—that Youth isn’t everything—
and Pleasure isn't everything—'"the voice
was low—“but Love is, Mamma—Love
15

Again Martha nodded.

Alma turned to the desk.

“I am writing Buster now,”” her fingers
went out to the pen. ‘I hurt him,
Mamma—oh, I know I hurt him—the
way he hesitated at the dance—about the
dinner to-night—and his face—I tried
to look past his face, but I couldn’t—I
saw how hurt it was. He wouldn’t hurt
me, he is too fine for that. He is—he is
—oh, so splendid, isn't he, Mamma?"

“Yes," Martha said, “yes, Alma."”

“It seemed to-night, alone there with
the baby—that I was listening for a step
on the stairs, Mamma—a step—on the
stairs—you know—his step. And I knew
then how hurt he was—and how much
he cares. He told me that! And I knew
there, alone in the little house that seemed
mine, that I cared too; but I had never
been on the right side of Life’s window—
I'd been on the shallow side—I'd never
seen Love shining through—Ilike a great
sun—shining through the colour, Mani-
ma. I was—well—asleep, but suddenly,
I seemed to wake up. I knew—Love is
most,”’

“Love is most,”” Martha echoed. “Yes
Alma.” ;

“So I am writing to tell him I am SOrry
—I can’t have him hurt, and some day—
well, maybe—you know—Mamma."

. lpve Buster, too, dear,” Martha
saI‘(‘l, simply.

“Oh! I am so glad—so glad,” Alma
cried softly. “He is—so dear—isn't he
Mamma?'”’ :

IT HAD come—Alma would one day go
away—leave them—be no longer hers,
But strangely Martha felt she had not
lost Alma, but found her—found her—
fox(xjnd h?(l;! dFor;llhtime they were bound
and welded an eld t y
boi}l'x knew Love, i ey
artha watched Alma bendi {
thE note. Memory moved her.mg g
None s0 old,” ‘she murmured in retro-
spliﬁtxon, ; n?ne s0 old—for Love,” Then
with a wistful smile at Al =
young, either.” o iona o

BEFORE YOU BUILD

(Continued from page 30)

country are also sure to find the: vagaries
of the weather infinitely more disconcert-
ing than they ever did in town; and they
are equally certain to miss—for a time
at least—conveniences and the social
activities to which they have long been
accustomed. 'Tis safest, therefoxje, to
move very deliberately in choosing a
home-site radically different from the one
now owned and occupied. -

If at all possible, a site boasting of
some old shade should be sought for.
Although any barren waste of land can
be transformed eventually into marvel-
lous attractiveness by well-considered
planting, is it not the better plan to secure
at the outset a plot of ground sufficiently
endowed with trees to assure a leafy
setting for the house-to-be? Nothing
can quite take the place of foliage as a
means of softening the inevitable rawness
of a new house; and nothing can eclipse

abundant trees and shrubbery as a source

of picturesqueness, dignity and stability.
. Water, too
it be in the formof a tin

prospects, recreational as w.
b ell as decora-

th_en all is said and done
that site-hunting is not al

. eliect, to be negl
There is, however, a reward if thegtsglt(egf

site-hunting be tackled with ki

ception; and tha}t reward lies ineixlllep:;:
quisition of a site—possibly only after
a long, long search—which Promises g

home of health-givi es
conditions., giving and happy living

Clear Your Complexion

With Cuticura

Bathe with Cuticura Soap and hot
water to free the pores of impurities
and follow with a gentle application
of Cuticura Ointment to soothe and
heal. They are ideal for the toilet,
3s i: also Cuticura Talcum for pow=

er: and perfuming.
SﬂDZS%. OintmgntZSmd Sﬂgc. Talcum 25¢. Sold
throughout theDominion. Canadian Depot:
Lymans, Limited, 344 St. Paul St., W., Montreal.
Cuticura Soap shaves without mug.

Nothing equals the beautiful, soft,
pearly white appearanceGouraud’s
Oriental Cream ren-
ders to the shoulders
and arms. Covers
skin blemishes, Will
not rub off. Far su-
perior to powders.
White-Flesh-Rachel.
€ 10c for Trial Size 5

FOPKINS & SON
Montreal

Gouraud's

Oriental Cream

NORTHERN
ONTARIO

A vast new land of promise and
freedom now open for settlement to
returned soldiers and sailors in
acre blocks Free; to others, 18 years
and over, 50 cents per acre.

Thousands of farmers are re-
sponding to the call. Here, right
at the door of Southern Ontario a
home awaits you.

or information as to terms, regu-
lations and railway rates to settlers,
write—

H. A. MACDONELL,
Director of Colonization,
Parliament Buildings,
Toronto, Canada.

Hon. MANNING DOHERTY,

Minister of Agriculture
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™ Perfect Shoulders «a Arms ]
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CASH'S

WOVEN NAMES
Save Laundry Losses

Sew them into every-
| thing that washes—
PRICES
3 doz. $1.50 6 doz. $2.00
9 2.50 12« 3.00

Write for styles
and samples.

A TR . CASH, INC.
11-A Expositor Building,

Brantford, Ontario.




