
An i^ela's Busineti
not for the fint time, of Mary Wing's old saying of this man:
"U he let either Board know that he wanted me back, it would
be done to-morrow. . .

."

"I 've wanted to see you for some time," said Mr. Myiinger,
tmiling and easy— "about a certain matter of common
interest—"

On the great suirway the sound of descending feet was
heard, those of a belated teacher, doubtless. But neither
man looked to see. And within the sedenUiy Charles there
was slowly spreading a vast idness, akin to a bodUy nausea.
"Can't you step into the office half a minute?"
"Certainly."

Mary's former principal stood aside from hu door, bowing,
with eUborate welcome. Charles, advancing, passed through
It, passed through the anteroom, stepped silent into an office

large as a magnate's. Here he stood, just inside the door.
Mysinger, following with his faint swagger, went by him
toward his handsome flat desk.

"Have a cigar?"

"Thanks, no."

The good-looking principal leaned against his desk, fadag
his visitor with the same air of too good-humored assurance.

"Garrott, let 's be frank," said he. " You feel that I am ho^
tile to one of your friends, and stand in the way of her ad-
vancement in the schools. You are really mUtaken in that.
So far as my personal opinions might carry weight, I am
anaous for her - for all the teachers— to go forward just
as fast as their abilities would justify. But as you know,
Garrott, the Board and the Su[«rintendcnt settle aU thej
matters, and I myself am only one of the teachers under
their direction."

He paused encouragingly. But the young man at the door


