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LOVE

T HAD all been very exciling-

getting married right In Uncle

flary’s teeth, you might say!
Golng with Petar to pick out that
darling piace in the suburbs that
Unecle Hilary would surely give
them for & wedding present! Tak-
ing an option on it—to make sure
it wouldn't get sway!

But, going with Peter to break
the news to Uncle Hilary—that
was an entirely different matter!

“It seems & rather foolhardy
thing, in my opinion,” Uncle Hi-
lary said, fingering a paper knife.
“1 have told you, Peter, that 1T am
not in nny way assured that you
will make & suiccess in the real
estate fleld You're too easy-
golng." He glowered at Peter un-
der his heavy bhrows.

“I'l make good!" promised
Peter, cheerfully. “I'll have some-
thing to work for—now!"

“I'm not guaranteeing you a
steady position just hecause
you're my nephew — or because
you have done this foolhardy
thing!" snapped Uncle Hilary.
“You'll have to make good—do
you underatand? You'll have Lo
begin by selling Coles!"

"Yes, sir, sald Peler, a little
faintly. Angela felt a queer Lrem-
bling somewhere within. She
knew how tough that Coles propo-
sition really was!

“And as for you, young lady,"
sald Unele Hilary, transferring
his hostile gaze to her, “don't
you think you've taken a rather
serious step? Giving up a good
poaition — with a future, mind
you!—for a dishpan In a two-
room fiat—if you can afford oven
that!"

""N-no," breathed Angeln, thank-
ag her stars he hadn't said
“weren't"!

“Well, you've done (t!" Uncle
Hilary snapped. “Work it out!"

"0, K.," sald Peter quistly.
‘Come on, Angol!"

E'LL think it over,” grinned
Peter, outside. "He'll kick
with that house, yet!"
“"What shall we do?" asked
Angela.
“Buy furniture,” sald Petor,

8he began to vision unpainted
furniture and cans of bright
Incquer and new paint brushes
and gay, inexpenaive chintzes and
well-planned low-cost meals, She'd
help Petor make things go!

And then, one morning, a
Bquare pasteboard box arrived,
Angela opened it with shaking,
eager fingers to discover —a
wafMe iron! A wedding present
—from Uncle Hilary!

NE morning, clad in a very
becoming little house frock,
Angela was measuring coffee into
the new drip coffee pot and hum-
ming a gay little song.
Peter, with his shirt In one
hand, came grinning Into the
kitchen and kissed her amartly

. on the back of the neck.

“Take that, woman" he ad-
monished sternly, waving the
shirt at her. "Can't you take your
work seriously o' mornings?”
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WAFFLES

By Marian Phillips Johnson

“It's only my nsturslly sunny
disposition, sir," apologized An-
gela  moekly. “Leggo! You're
breaking my riba!"

8he wriggled out of his em-
brace and made n lunge for the
tea kettle.

Seanning the cheery amall
kitchen, Peter's glance fell on the
shiny new wafMe {ron, and in-
spiration seixed him.

"Let's have some
honey," he sald.

Angela stopped in her tracks
and turned to look al the wafMe
Iron on its painted yellow shelf.

“It's u little late for wafMes,
darling," she parried, "Let's have
scrambled eggs on rounds of
toast, with ocute MNttle curis of
bacon!"

“Gosh!" mourned Poter, re-
luctantly, “I had my mouth all
sol for waflles and honey!"

“Some other time"” sald An-
gela crisply.

She scramblod eggs deftly and
placed the finished product before
Peter with & warm little Aush of
pride,

“Swell," said Peter, sampling

them, “Pret' near as good as
waffles!"
" Angela felt the warm blood ris-
Ing steadily in her cheeks. Just
ke a man, she thought. He
would forget the insult of that
Iron If it ocourred to him It might
produce something good to eat!

“I thought I was fixing some-
thing especially nice,” she sald at
last, in a cold little voice

Peter lifted surprised eyes to
her flualwd young face.

“Gee, 1 didn't mean I didn't

wafles,

 like 14" he sald "It was a swell

breakfast!"

With his arms around her, and
his Kiss on her lips, Angela felt
the st e tenseness within her
melting like a mist.

“Darling!" she murmured—and
happiness sottled softly down
upon the Selway domain.

But on Bunday morning, out of
# clear sky, Peter sprung the
waffles on her again.

Angela's breath stopped right
In the middle of a perfectly sweil
little trill \

"C'mon, honey," urged Peter,
“I'll bet you sling n mean wafMe!"

T NEVER would have happened,
she told herself afterward, if
te hadn't followed her around,

talking all the time—taking her
mind off what she waa doing!

He put the iron on the table
and turned It on.

“It's automatic!”
“It clicks!"

“It ought to growl," muttered
Angela, thinking of Uncle Hilary.

"Who's afrald of the hig bad
wolf 2" ecaroled Peoter.

In splte of Peter's interruptions
Angela munaged to finish the bat-
ter, Peter 1ifted the lid invitingiy.

“8ling 'er there, honey!" he
urged.

Angeln covered the surface of
the iron carefully with the golden
batter and closed the lld. Then
she sank into her chair and joined
Peter in fascinated contemplation
of the tricky little machine be-
fors thom. The cover began to
rise slowly, and Uitle spurta of
fragrant steam eacaped. Peler
| eniffed, joyfully. Then the batter
|bexun running in three long
atreams down the sides of the
iron and cooking itself on.

"Too much,” opined Peler,
cheerfully.

"Yes, 1 can almost figure that
out for myself,"” remarked Angela,
sharply.

"Don't get hufy," sald Pete

he exulted.

| “Whe's hufty ?" demanded An-
| &
gola.

remarked Pote.
defied Angeln,

“You're hufry,"

“I am not!"
hotly.

“It's
smifing.

“It hasn't clicked.” defended
Angela,

It clloked,

“There!" exulted Peter.

Angeln grabbed for the handle
"land execuled & vallant tug. But

burning,” suggestad Pate,

W mw s, bowrree lar adeanmd. wrie 1| the Iron didn't seem lnclined to
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“It's stuck!" cried
wrestling gallanthy

Angela,

Peter watched the proceedings,
and grinned

“Whut's in them thar waffea,
Mra. Belway " he inquired Inno-
cently, “DeGrage’'s [glue, per-
hapa 7+

Angela

loat hoth  her

ieinper

dignity
wned Jeeg

I hate you!" she cried
ninzing “Ouch!™ ahe added pain
fully, murning hee finger

L]

"1 was only
Peter, “Angel

kidding !
are ynou

eried
hurt?

Here, let me!" He kissed the In«
Jured finger, then proceeded to
pry open the Iron and scrape out
the waffle that clung to every
little square as though it had be-
come part of the lron itself.

Angela, waving the Injured
hand gently back and forth,
pleked up the little green book
with the other, and began to read,

“Heavens!"” she exclaimed. 1
should asve oiled the thing first!"

“Alta-girl," grinned Pete. “Read
the directiona after you try ‘em!
That's system for you!"

“1 never used & new lron be-
fore," defended Angela, truth-
fully. "It was your fault, any-
way," she famed, “for talking to
me all the while!"

“Excuses,” said Peler, grandly,
enjoying himself. “How far do
you think excuses would get you
in the business world, Angeln "

“They seem (o work prejty
well,” sald Angela sweeltly. "They
have with you — haven't they?"
She felt better, A little better,
Anywny.

“1 supposc you meant that for
a dirty dig about Coles,” sald
Peler, jabbing furlously at the
iron.

"Well, you started it,” acoused
Angela, feellng something sting-
ing in her eyes

“Well, don't start crying about
it," said Peter. "1 don't know why
it 18" he went on reasoningly,
“that a woman can work in an
office and be cool and effcient and
sensible. But get her into a home
and she goes to pleces over every
little thing!"

“It's because housekeeping s
hard, and dirty, and tiresome!"
cried Angeln hotly, "And I
wouldn't have to be doing it—Iif
your darling old Uncle Hilary
didn't have to run our whole lives
for us!"

“Oh,” sald Peter, “so that's the
way you feel about jt!"

“Well, 1 didn't hire out as a
cook when I married you—did
I?" demanded Angela, and went
into her bedroom and slammed
the door. Her finger hurt She
stuck it in her mouth and It hurt
still more. Tears rolled down her
cheoks,

Peter came in and tried to take
her in his arms. Angela shrugged
angrily away, Peter captured and
held her, and kissed her and told
her that he loved her—and what
did apy old waffles matter, any-
way 7 It all took gitite a long time
~—but peace was finally restored.

The scar of it remained between
them, Hke a nosty deep lttle
wound, refusing to heal,

It always seoemod worse al
breakfast. Angeln couldn't eat a
single breakfast without thinking
aboul those terrible waflles, seeing
dgain the great bowl of creamy
batter she had thrown awny, and
the horrtid burned iron; hearing
again Peter's clever remarks;
feellng him being eritical of her.

Peter wasn't the same, either.
He was silent and jumpy, and n
little strained Jook appeared
around his eyves. It gave Angela
a horrid feeling that he was dia-
satisfled with her; It angered her
to feel that he was measuring her
efficiency aa a wife—by a waffle!

ND then one day Angela sud-
denly Touldn’t bear It an-
olher minute!

“T—1 guess it's been A mistake
about us, Pete" she sald, in a
strange little voice,

Peter didn't look at her.
I—1 guess so." hs said.

“80-—1 guess Td botter go.'
suggested Angela, her throat ach-
Ing terribly, “I-T can't stand It
Pete!"

Peter pushed back his chair and
stood up

“All right—If that's the way
you feel about IL" he sald stiMy
— mnd went oul, without even
klsaing her good-bye

Angela sat at the table and
wepl. 8he could see herself get-
tng old and faded and having
only & memory of four wonderful
weeks s the ane beautiful thing
in her life! It was horrible! After
a while, ahe packed

8he would, she decided, take
the K:15 that night. That would
give her the opportunity to tell
Peter good-bye

Bix-thirty found her white and
Jumpy. pacing up and down. walt-
ing for Pete. Maybe he wouldn't
ooma!

All at onve she heard him, al
the doar. Bul thers were volten!
And then Meter oamie 18, chaerful
und gn with Unale Hilury!

Pater Wissed Angeln ‘lghfi)‘

Uncle Hilary decided to come
bome with me. Angel” he sald

\

-

“Heavens,” she exolaimed. “I should have oiled the

thing first!”

“Atta-girl,” grinned Pete. “Read the directions after

you try "em.”

“"How p-perfectly darling," said
Angela, hollowly, taking Uncle
Hilary's hat and stick,

In a few moments she slipped
away to the small bedroom and
stood regarding her packed baga.
Suddenly Peter stood beside her

“Don't go, Angel,”" he begged,
reaching an arm toward her/

Angele eluded the arm. "I was
the 8:16," she informed
him, coldly.

“Linsten, honey, you can't!” sald
Peter. "Uncle Hilary—

“All right!" flamed Angela. "I'l
wait! I.—I suppose I have my
pride, too, Peter Sclway," she
murmured tensely, so that Uncle
Hilary ahouldn't hear. "He wna 8o
sure we'd make n meas of thinga!
Well, he shan't have the satisfue-
Hon of being here to umpire the
separation! I—I'll stay—for to-
night! And T'll feed him within
un inch of his domineering, sel-
fish, over-fed lfe! And I hope he
gets the most case of Indigestion
on record!™

“Angel!" cried Pete,

With a strange, wild joy surg-
Ing in her heart, and Peter tag-
ging at her heels, Angeln returned
to the hiving room and dear Unelo
Hilary.

"Cozy Httle place you have
here,” amiled Uncle Hilary, ap-
provingly. “How do you like
housekeeping, Angeln 7"

“Fine,” led Angeln

"Conkin' — and all that — fun,

eh ™" anked Unole Hilary
Angela couldn't
somehow, nho
brightly.
“Well” remarked Uncle Hilary
“you're miking a renl business
man of Peter. my dear!”

benr it But,
mannged o nod,

Angela managod a smile

"Yen" mald  Unele Hilary
‘Whiat do you think your old man
did today, Angeln?'

1 wouldn't Know,” said An
mola

He mold Uolea! ' beamed Unels
“l]-lr}‘

No!™ gasped Angela. “Oh Pe-
Legt™

“He certainly did Nurprise mn !
sald Uncle Hilary. “Guess mar-

ringe was what he needed after
all-—brought out his sennse of res-
ponsibility.”

“Plenty!" muttered Peter.

“By the way,” sald Uncle Hil-
ary, pleasantly, "how about that
wallle-Jigger, Angeln? Coulin't
cook an old man a wafle, could
you 't

Peter jumped, turned pule, and
looked at Angela.

"We—we'll see,” she muld, and
ross to her feet. "Excuse me, will
you?" With her chin lifted high
ahe started toward the gay lttle
kitchen.

“Eixcuse me," sald Peter, and
followed Angeln.

ISTEN, honey,” he sald,

anxioualy, “you could give
him some of those rounds of toanst
with scrambled eggn and cute
little curls of bacon—

“T could”" sndd Angeln, oyes
bright. “Oh, Peter, how did you
ever sell Coleas 7"

“I hnd to” sald Peter, simply.
"1 was loning youw, Angel!”

“But how—" repeated Angaln,
fecling something sharp In Her
oyes,

“It was todny or never—with
me,” sald Peter. T guess 1 just
got it over to him that 1 meant
businens!"

He was holding het close! he
was kissing her ke he used to
kiss her o woek ngo!

‘Listen, Pote
at lust,
while T

ganrped Angels
‘go talk to tUncle Hiln -+
dig up somothing.”

"Give “Im
mured Pate,

Fried eggn™ mu
lils Lips an her had

"Il fond hien,” sald Angeln

Bhe st up n small Lable 1A thy
living roam thore whanh'L any
dining  room and pineed the
shiny bright wallls wrom on th

ten wagon st her right

Peter glanced at the wattte 1o
an though he expected it to reacn
outl and hite him, Then he lonked

uneanily 4! Angein. He (et aor
for Angein e lookad about the
table. Butter. Hotiey, Sugar and

cream.  Coffee. Nothing
Nothing tn eni
wiflles didn't turn out.

more
thoas

If It Had Been Another Woman, Angela Might
Have Stood Her Ground. But It Wasn't. It
a Shiny, New — Walile Ironl

Angeln ladled the creamy mix-
ture from the tall earthen pitcher,
Uncle Hilary sniffed,

"A baghelor misses n lot in this
1ife,! he murmured a little wist-
fully. “You know—cozy little
meals cooked right at the tible—
like thin! Funny,” he ndded, "'bul
T've always been specinlly fond
of wiilles! Probably selfish of me,
but I waa sort of hoping I could
eneak In for a fow once in
while, when T gave you thin!" He
waved o hand in the direction of
the lron,

HE ilron elicked competontly
. In reply. Peter gased at (t,
fascinated. He just knew It was
going to stick — and split — and
eling—and burn, There waa paln
In his grey eyos,

But Angela reached over and
deftly lifted the top of the iron,
disclosing & crisp brown waflle,
Easily she removed It and poured
In another,

She watched the two of them.
Bhe saw expressiona of deep con-
tent on both thelr faces ns thoy
tanted the dellclous fare, ncoom-
panied by the fragrant, stenming
coffeo—and something in  her
heart began to sing. She smiled to
herself, remombering how she
had spent one solld hour making
wiffles that very afternoon——sift-
Ing, beating and cooking them—
no that she could lenve Poter with
o clear consclence.

“They're marvelous,” murmurs
od Poter.

"I'm proud of you both,” besm-
ed Unecln Hilary, necepting ane

you! I—I just wanted—to malke
sure!” His blue eyes misted
dreamily. “Nice kida he was
thinking. “I'll have to do some-
thing for them-—

But Angeln wans looking at
Peter—darling, beloved Peter—
whom she wouldn't have Lo leave
—now! Hocause she wasn't a
failure nny longer! Because she
bad—made good!

“Do have a wafMe, honey," she
sald, derourely, passing him the
plate.
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"BEN-GAY" QUICKLY RELIEVES THOSE STABBING PAINS

Vant 1o lifr that heavy lad of pain
Faght off your back ? Want to straight-
0 up quickly without feeling pain
Lish through you? Then tteat your
backackes And pains to a generous
application of "Ben Gay,"

Feel how quickly the pain is driven
out, leel n glow of comfort as “Ben.

RUB PAIN
AWAY WITH

Gay'n” medication penetrates right
through your skin and is actually
taken lup by the blood urli:n and
carried to the congested, aching area.
Just one warning—get the genuine
I!hn-G:r I—m of iis luhlnr:ita:
tators has its same m
the only trus Baume Analgésique.

BAUME “BEN-GAY"
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