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AND SO DO | —~THE SAUCE IS GRAND!

«“T THOUGHT 1 cooked pretty good
Islmghcni—ﬂnr feast, my husband
often told me so. But I cheerfully ad-
mit that Franco-American chefs can
du it becter. When we tasted theirs
with its perfectly marvelous sauce, |
decided then and there I'd never
bother with home-cooked spaghetei
again. Franco-American saves metime
and trouble— costs less, too! And it’s
the best spagheui | ever ate.”

You'll love its sauce
Skilled chefs prepate it, using eleven
different ingredients. Big, juicy toma-
toes with fots of flavor, Cheddar cheesc
of just the right sharpness, Spices and
. seasonings artfully added to give deli-
cate piquancy... subtle appetite allure.
Nu wonder women who have tried
this perfect spaghetti 4 [a Milanaise,

Yt MEAT SCALLOP

117 cups gtound leli-ovet ham, 2 cans Franco-American Spagheeti
beef, famb or cotned beel  * Burtered bread czumbs

Chop the spaghetti a Jiule and arrange layer in shaflow greased baking
dish.Spread chopped meat overspaghetti, slicinating layersand finish with
spaghetti. Cover with buttered crumbs and bake in & muderste oven
13759 F.) titf scallop #s henied shrovgh and crumbs are slightly browned
(sbuut 20 minutes). A gencrous dinuer for 4. Delicious with fried apple rings

L VR

declare that even their own delicious
home-cooked spaghctti or macaroni
can't comjare with the zestful, appeal-
ing taste of Franco- American.

lasy— econontical
All the wotk has been done; you
simply heat, serve and enjoy, A can
holding three to four portions never
costs more than ten cents — aceually
less than buying dry spagheui and
ingredients for the sauce and pre-
paring it yoursclf. Ask your grocer
for Franco-American Spaghetti today.
See how delicious it is served just
as it comes from the can or in
your favorite spaghetti recipe. Try
this tempring Meat Scallop, a
wonderful
\Vﬂy o us¢ HP
cold meat.
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{Continued from Page 44)

But with shrieks Rosamond and Marty
came running back from their own car,
“Wedding present! Wedding present!"
They thrust through the windaw Marty's
silver flask. Marty tried to take off one
of Rosamond's slippers to throw after
the bridal couple; they both collapsed on
the sidewalk with yells of laughter.

The woman in the bathrobe put up a
window and leaned out: “Why don't you
go home, you drunken bums?"

i.ola thought, *My wedding night."”
\When they passed a vacant lot she tossed
their wedding present out into the dusty
weeds, though she scarcely knew why.
Tler throat achect with unshed tears, with
verret for something Marty and Rosa-
mond and she and Grey together had
spoited. She stofe a glance at Greg. e
looked wrim. But in a {few minutes when
they haed turned into a back road he
pulled the ear off the road and stoppec.

Ile turned and grinned at her. *' How's
the wife?”

Liappiness like the upcurve of a lark
flowed back again. Greg lifted her left
hand and kissed the finger the ring wason.

“We've gone and done it for sure," he
saitl. “ You all right, Lola? 1 mean, vou
don't hald it against me—1 mean, | sort
of rushed you into this.”

Sue puCup her arm and pulled his head
down, and when he had sat (or a imoment
with his forehead against her soft shoul-
der he sighed and put hisarms around her.

“1 feel kind of sorry, or ashamed or
something. ['ve got you into an awful
jam with your people, [ suppose.”

lola stared out at the dark meadow
beyond the car. She was thinking that
this minute would never come again to
them, They woukl never again be just
marricd. She tried to keep out of this
monient the remembrance of that room
back there with the dirty wallpaper; she
tried to forget Marty and Rosamond,
amd the gnlty pain that came when she
thought of dad and mother,

Greg sighed and tightened his arms
arowd her. She knew the moment was
clouded for him ton. He was thinking
abeut his own mother, and about pla-
cating his wife's people. About his salary
that wasn't quite big enough for two, and
the future, and that he was only twenty-
two, and that he must not be late for
work temmorrow morning,

Lola stroked his cheek, *let's not
worry anyv more just now,” she mur-
mured. “We're poing to be awfully
happy.  Fverything will come out all
ripht somehow, Gregpy.”'

“You're so sweet. Gosh, T love you;
I'm crazy about you—wife.”

Noriineg mattered, nathing but  the
wav Lhey felt about each other. Every-
thing in the world slid away but be feel
of ther arms about each other and the
growing, mounting sense of peace and
bliss,

Then down the road a vellow eye like
the eye of a tiger. The shattering of a
world that could never be quite put to-
gether apain. The face of a motorcyele
cop sneering at them through the win-
cow. "T'he brutal plain speaking for their
own good.

Grey started to spring ont of the car,
but Lola caught his arm. “No, Greg!
Please!  You can't Aght a pohiceman,
Creg. He doesn't know .00k, offi-
cer, sce—we're married,” She thrust out
her left hand, but the policeman did not
trouble to glance at the magic ring.

“Married? Oh, yeah? \Vell, then,
whyn't you go home?"”

They were obliged to sit helplessly
listening for quite a time to what the
oftficer thought about modern vouth be-
fore he waved themn on. Lola covered
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