L’mpder'ingv_ns being
kind of fabric.

i1 Mum is actually
din. You cedi wse it im-
wving the underasms.
I’'Mum

does not- stop

"ful baking puwder.

. the waste of costly baking ingfedients.-

N —this
bride cdn’t
afford baking

failures

“In the year I've
been married.” says
young Mrs, George
Fernicola, of New-
ark, N. J., “I've
learned it doesen’t
pay to experiment
with cheap, doubt-

1 tried it ance, snd
my cake was so pour
L wasashamed tolet
George know | had
bhaked Jt.”

‘I can’t afford to waate gond baking Ingredients,
and 1 went righe back tn my wother's stand-by
=good, dependahle Royal. And Genrge brags so
much about my baking rhat I'ni really embas-
rassed. | know the cregit helengs to Royal.™

HANK YOU, MRS, FERNICOLA.

And “orchids to you" for your sound
reasoning! When you stop to figure the
cost of your ingredients for a cake, you
see at ance that it is poor economy to trust
these expensive muterials to a cheap,
doubtful baking powder.

After all, two or three teaspoons of bak-
ing powder are enough for a large cake.

 That much Royal costs about 1¢!

Only 1¢ for Royal! And you have the cer-
tainty of a perfect cake every time. For
Royal is made with Cream of Tartar, a
natural product of luscious, ripe grapes.
This pure, wholesome fruit product never

fails to give you an extra fineness of flavor-

and better
lity. So don’t take chances
ubtful baking powder. Avoid

. +.» @ MOre even texture . . .
keeping
with cheap,

-De- all your baking with Royal. Re,
s h 0 l nationally di

wafers. The kmd of’shortcake
[ must be approachea

in the.
manner, like the wo)f on the fold.
The Moores came in for lunch yester-
day on their way to Provincetawn. Thi
time they had to take potlick: "1 ha
been giving Star and Rip and Sister 2
good shampoo. I use a good warm suds
with disinfectant, and a special shampoo -
which kills fleas, mites, lice or any errant
bug they may have caught from the
nelghbor\ chickens. A plain-tar <hampon
is good, too, or a
coconut oil. I was

the brook.

I'd hke

just scrubbing

Star'sneck when I . '
heard the Moores’
horn. There is
nothing like wash-
day in the kennel
to bring visitors.

For a moment
I just stood, drip-
ping suds all over
the floor, and 1
thought, “*This
time [ can't take
it.”" Then I took
off my apron, gave
Star - wipe with
her towel, and
went out,

I wave them a
vegewable plate.
Carrot slivers. tiny
ruby beets, vound
taintly pink huaby
turnips, and
('hnpjn'd chard
molded in custard
cups, then turned
out and topped
with a hard-cooked
cee. [ oopened a
can of golden-
brown shoestring
potatoes, and |
pteceded the
luncheon  witly a
fragrant cold
drink. We had cof-
fee under the ap-
ple trees.

(I hear it say)

things

stars.

Iz an ancient land ;

cool

his scars.
Whisper, whisper,

neat. . . .
o

"Ir's sa lovely
and restful here.”
sighed Dot Moore.
“I don't see how
jyou ever do any-
thing but sit un-
der the trees!"

Thenthey drove o s eh

As I beard the cry

His colt’s Ilgbr Seer

RIVIERA WAITING ROOM
BY LEONORA SPEYER
An old man swéeps the station Hoor,.
- His broom, a palm leaf whispering . . .

Back and fonh‘, door to window,
Window to door. . . .

That waved in the air,
That was green and bigh. ot
A Y

Heaping\ogether the littered
Strewn by travelers on their way,
Left forgotten where they lay;
Whisk and whisper. . . .

My leaves were wings,

{ swept the sky on @ windy day,
Al brushed the rain from the eyes of

Back and forth, .

My shade fell purple and wide and
Oun the hot, clean :an.d;

And the traveler came .
And drank of my waters and bathed

Window to door and the dust piled
I was a banner high and proud,

I was waved and flung,

I was almost a tongue that called alond
Of the crowded street—

Hosammah?) Hosannahl

St‘artel] tonched me as He passed by ‘

only had: tune
strength to l
-three pussy,
k)ws.r some’ w
cfess and

forget-me-n

of his water 1
to prodlice

Dusty and d
ety en@EY it oft one iday.
der theimpres:
that it;wis a9
kind of ball

the greatest o

early, it blossc
all summer, an

is-as -tough-as-
leather. Neit
drought nor af
1 was beantiful . nor puppies
discourage

Every morni
after breakfast
go-out and p
scarlet aﬁ’d'g(;l(

dreamily away

and1did thedishes A
and washed dogs.

This is the time for the first summer :
salads. I wash.and chill all the raw vege-
tables, chop them in a big bow! which

has been rubbed with a clove .of garhc
The only vegetable T don’t-use raw s th
independent potato. Anythirg else ogs.
I keep a dressing




