
Angela's Businc ss

"There's reaUy no hurry about this short stuff, you knowWhy not go down and cheer Mrs. Herman up a bit? She
always appreciates a call from you.

"

The relative's hand irresisUbly rose to his mustache.

_

A fine woman, a charmin' fine widow-woman," said he
in h,s nch voice. "ButI- business before pleasure, Charles!
inat s my way, my boy."

However, the ringing motto seemed a Uttle too good to Uve
up to. Hardly had the front door shut on Charles when Judge
Blenso-he rather insisted on the official Utle, now that
he was secretary~ hooded his old typewriter for the night
turned down the light in the green-domed lamp on the table'
and descended to visit his landlady. That he had small rev-
erence for his half-uncle's New TTiinking now became clear.
The Judge left the Studio (as he himself had christened it)
chuckhng silently to himself, and on the steps began to chant
aJoud a sort of gay recitative of his own composiUon. The
chant went a beat to every step, thus: " Cracking- piffle
-walnuts -piffle -in a -sort of -piffle -sadness!"


