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TASTY 
DINNER 
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A delicious dinner for both children 
and grown-ups. Nourishing, not 

expensive. So quick and easy! 
Creamed Dried Beef and Peas 

in Mashed Potato Nests 
Red Apple and Celery Salad 

Jack Horner Rolls 
Butterscotch Pudding Cookies 

Milk Coffee 
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with a surprise tilling of peanut 
butter and date or fig. These tender 
golden crescent rolls are so easy! 
Practically like making Bisquick 
biscuits, except that you crumble 
yeast into the milk. 

Mix and knead basic dough (see 
directions for Hurry-Up Yeast 
Rolls on large Bisquick box). Roll 
dough '/4-in. thick into circle 1 2-in. 
in diameter. Spread with mixture ot 
2 tbsp. peanut butter, 2 tbsp. honey 

Cutinl2pie- 
shaped pieces. 
On wide edge 
place a pitted 
date or fig. 
Stretch wider 
end of p i e 

shaped pieces a little. Roll so the 

long point winds up on the out- 

side. Stretch each roll by pulling 2 
ends. Place with point underneath 
on greased baking sheet in a curved 
shape to form crescent. Let rise un- 

til double in bulk about 45 min- 
utes. (Only one rising!) Bake 12 to 

15 minutes in moderately hot oven 

(400°). Serve hot. Makes 12 rolls. 
• • • 

SHAPE NESTS of mashed potatoes. 
Fill with creamed mixture. Forzesty 
flavor cook shredded dried beef 
with butter in heavy skillet until 
edges curl. Sprinkle flour over beef. 
Blend well before adding milk. 

• • • 

Your choice of many treats from 
that one package of Bisquick! Easy 
directions for 12 bakings, including 
hut rolls, on large box. All so light, 
tender! Tested by our General Mills 
food staff. Do get Bisquick soon. 

General Mills, Inc. 
“Betty Crocker" is a trade name of General 
Mills Copyright 1948. General Mills. Inc 
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Serve A Snowball! 
m a snowball smack at the dinner menu Aim 
for the salad or make it dessert — either 

way a sure hit! Take 12 big golden Alberta |X*ach 
halves, drain, fill cavities with a mixture of one 

three-ounce package of cream cheese, softened 
with sweet cream, and mix with one-third cup 
chopped jx'can meats. Put halves together to 
form whole peaches. Arrange on watercress and 
top fruit with meringue: beat whites of two eggs 
until frothy, add four tablespoons sugar and beat 
until egg whites are glossy and firm, yet not dry, 
and fold in one tablespoon of mayonnaise. Spread 
meringue over poaches to resemble snowballs. It’s 
a two-in-one course a salad-dessert combination. 

— Clementine Paddleford 

OUT OF HIS WORLD 
Continued from preceding page 

eyes and her voice: “I wonder if 
you would take me home to get 
my things. I think I’ll leave to- 

night. The man I danced with 
last said there was a train at 
twelve-ten.” 

He was slowly shocked. “But 
why tonight — 

“Do I have to give a reason. 
Ad?” she asked. Her face was a 

lovely, cool blank. 
"No," said Ad thickly, “I guess 

not.” He glanced toward the ter- 
race and realized it was in full 
view beyond the door. 

She walked out ahead of him, 
her shoulders thrown back, and 

cliipbed in the car and he drove 
her home. 

She tiptoed upstairs, and he 
waited in the living room, staring 
into the dark. He did not think, 
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stared at the spot where she had 
stood. He would never see her 
again. Never. And suddenly the 
answer was in him, the final, 
definite solution: We are afraid 
of the things most important 
to us. 

We can fight people and wars 
and elements with bravery, but 
the simplest and most exquisite 
things of all we evade until it is 
too late. He ran back along the 
coach, searching up through the 
blurring white smoke for one last 
glimpse of her. There she was, 

sitting alone by the window, 
pulling a handkerchief out of her 
purse. 

The train gave a lurch. Ad 
pounded on the black body of 
the coach with all his might, 
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came down again, and he took 
her bag outside... 

There was no one waiting at 

the dime-sized depot. Ad fol- 
lowed Paula to the station plat- 
form. 

“You will have to buy your 
ticket on the train,” he said. 
“Pete Hicks, the agent, closes up 
after the nine-forty-five goes 
through.” He tried to grin. 

“That’s all right,” said Paula. 
She was as unruffled as he 

was sweating. The train whistled 
around the bend, and in an as- 

tonishingly brief time it was 

grinding to a stop. Paula climbed 
the steps to the vestibule and 
turned. "Good-by, Ad,” she said. 
Her eyes were a shining, dark 
gray. 

“Good-by.” 
She was gone inside, and he 
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of the train whistle. 
And then, incredibly, her seat 

was empty. He saw her run 

through the coach, saw her pull 
the heavy door open, saw her 
jump off the bottom step of the 
moving train. The observation 
car slid by — and there was 

nothing but the two of them. 
He knew then that she’d heard 

him, that she'd waited a much 
longer time than just this week 
end for what he’d shouted. 

‘‘I love you,” he said slowly. 
She had a right to each distinct 
word and what it meant. 

There was nothing controlled 
about her now, because she was 

crying, and more beautiful than 
he’d ever seen her. 

“I love you,” he repeated. ”1 
love you — He was saying it 
endlessly, his face against her 
hair. The End 


