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Through
the eyes

of love

by Barney Sabath

Another fresh-doug- h miracle
from Pillsbury

justyou
slice and bake

Home-bake- d cookies were never this easy before.
Not a mix. Not frozen.' Pillsbury makes and shapes fresh,
real cookie dough (as good as if you made it yourself).
Pillsbury keeps it fresh for you in your grocer's dairy case.
All you do is slice and bake. Each flavor makes 3 to 4
dozen cookies, depending on whether you slice 'em thick
or slice 'em thin.

It

Four favorite flavors: Butterscotch Nut,
Crunchy Peanut, Toasted Coconut, Sugar
Cookies . . . all at your grocer's dairy case. New way to nil the cookj a

new way to bake . . . just slice 'em oa a cc
'em in the oven. Takes only 9 minutes to ill ;

Wonderful

her pink slip, Sally Parker stood
before the bedroom mirror brushing

her brown hair. She could hear Warren
in the living room explaining to old Mrs.
Krayle that Warren, Jr.,
had never before been entrusted to a
baby-sitte- r.

Listening, Sally felt guilty. She knew
she should want to escape from the small
apartment for an evening. And since
she'd worked in Warren's office before
they were married, she ought to be look-

ing forward to seeing "the gang" again.
Actually she did want to see them, but

wished it could be through a one-w- ay

screen so they needn't stare politely at
her once-perfe- ct Size 10, now a dozen
very apparent pounds heavier. She'd
managed to lose 15 excess pounds, but
these last 12 just refused to go.

Warren appeared in the doorway, his
handsome reflection smiling in the mir-

ror. "Come on. Pudge. Time for us to go."
He handed her the new black dress

which lay across the bed, and she pulled
it over her head, wishing for a sudden
headache, a dizziness any excuse to
stay home. For even a black dress
couldn't camouflage the pudginess that
had earned her her nickname.

She remembered the morning Warren
had brought her and the baby home from
the hospital. He'd kissed her lips and
murmured, "Welcome home, Pudge."
And though she'd kept the smile on her
face, something inside had frozen and
she'd silently resolved to lose the extra
weight in a few weeks.

She'd intended to exercise, to eat less
to whittle herself down to the long-lo- st

Size 10. But the days flew by in a
pattern of diaper-changin- g, formula-maki- ng

and house-cleanin- g, with no time
to consider herself.

Though he. had frequently suggested
they go out, she had felt shame for her
heaviness and had offered excuses. But
now they were starting out on an eve-

ning, and she must struggle to be gay.
She put on her jacket, then tiptoed

into the darkened dinette that doubled
for a nursery. She planted a soft kiss on
the round pink face, and with happy sur-

prise felt her husband's hand taking
hers, and his lips against her ear.

In the car she tried to keep her voice

light. "Darling, I know I'm not exactly
a sylph, but I'm going to slim down in

Wonderful new way to bake biscuits. Ten unbaked bis-

cuits in each can (pennies vet can). Open the can . . . into the pan . . . into (he
oven. Fluffy, golden, perfect) Buttermilk and Country Style Sweetmilk flavors.

Look what you can bal
. . . now with cinnamon-suga- r Minf
slice into 8 pinwheel rolls. Csxame

the next month. Just watch and see."
Warren said nothing, but reached for

her hand and pressed it She felt herself
getting a trifle indignant

"I mean it" she insisted; then her

voice became a shade wistful. "Please
at the party don't call me Pudge." Over
the purr of the motor. Warren's laugh
was indulgent, just a touch skeptical.

In the Phelps' living room, Fran

Phelps took Sally's jacket and, the girl
gathered around and exclaimed how
wonderful Sally looked and how lovely
her dress was. Of course, she didn't be-lie- ve

a word of these compliments and -
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