
Angela's Bu s i n e s s

doth» even at the plainest and simplest, must mean some
thought and some diversior.

Insensibly, death turned back tolife again. The great con
fused dayolAngela'slifewasaweekoldXwasJioSsr
Uwas three. And winter now was fading from the softening

They were the quietest weeks imaginable. Except hermother and her^,;,^, Angela saw no one for day, t,^etherno even Mary Wing. For Mary, as it happened Z si^

sL »L ~u ,^'
"^"^

'" '^' ^"' - '''" Wing saidShe had <^ught cold, it seemed, in the wet at th. 'uneral, andU.e cold had developed into quite a serious attack of bron-
ch.t«, which kept her in bed two weeks or more. Thus theJ^ung couple.

n
their mourning, were left completelytothem-

selves. In their isolation, in the stiU litUe parlor, they wereph«n^ at great length about their future, going ovTr and

Id ^ rT°" P"'''"" ^""^ ^^ P'^'We angle.And the more Angela's fatherlessness was accepted as a ir-maaent fact m the order of the future, the dearer it bJLe
that this fact must color and affect everything else
In chief thi, question of the girl's came more and more to

^d ^ot W ' '"'^°"" """^ "-"'^ she go off towild remote Wyoming, now that her mother was a widow?


