
Angela's Bu s i n e s s

•Why— inAy do you
Strength came into her low voice:

alTvays belittle him so?"

Continuing to look at her, he said, remotely sumrised-
"Behttlehim? Butldon't." / suipnsea.

The school-ioacher's fingers closed over the mantel, andthe Ups of her nails whitened.

"Then I don't understand at all," she said, steadily "iVebeen thmkmg that it was he who ahnost murdered the villainand gave one of the Spinsters her old place back "
Charles Garrott stood like a man turned to stone,'fascinated

gaze upon the eyes in the mirror: girUsh eyes, doubtless, butqmte ur. .avenng now. And then, in an instant, his face wass«rlet from neck to brow. His embarrassment was fright
ful to see: that of a soul too suddenly stripped bare.

I se? th!°TT'".-^f
'"""^^ ^"'"^'^ me-all along.

1 see . .
.
the Judge did n't confine himself to . . Well htknowmg- was purely an accident. He had, of course, no'-"And why must my knowing be an accident, too?"

I- It was smiply something you had nothing whatever
to do with. And there was an understanding -the -^"

-ZlT^Clt^-r- ^-'"P-forgetthe Judge's

"Not if I Uve to be a thousand! I'U forget evetything-

iJX"^'
'^'~'" ''"'-"°' ^°-^^- --^ °^

That, indeed, checked the young man's horrible self-
consaousness He saw, with unsteadying bewilderment, thatthis was no light conversation of hers, that Mary Win^ was

telly he was aware, by some swift flicker of his intuition
that ,t wa. to say this to him, and nothing else, that shehad come home, made a holiday, to-day. ...
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