
Angela's Businesi
man. That touch of lips softer than a flower had Uught this
young man, once and for aU, what it was he wanted; huskily
his voice came from a swelling chest. "I love you!" said Miss
Carson's anointed, unmistakably. And then, indeed the
maiden, unaware of aU else, let her conquered cheek rest upon
her victor's breast: stiU and awed with the discoveiy that
she loved, and in the same breath thrilled with the knowledge
that she was a Successful Girl.

For our ruling passions are strong in death: more parUcu-
larly, of course, when the death in quesUon is not our own. . .

,

Yet her moment of exquisite peace was brief enough, piwr
child. Scarcely had the dearest words been spoken, scarcely
had she known her awe and her thrill, when aU was snatched
from her. That other voice outside, more insistent, struck sud-
denly mto her unsteadied mind; toe quickly, the surrendered
cheek Lfted. There was a swift upstarting, the abrupt part-
ing of lovers: and after that fear descending, precipitate and
dark as a cloud, over the new great joy.

The course of the succeeding hours was never clear in An-
gela's memory. There was a rush of unfamiliar and frightening
activity. Donald was gone at a run for Dr. Blakie. She her-
self fled for Mrs. Doremus, on whose judgment her mother
much reUed. Mysteriously, Mrs. Finchman and poor Jennie
appeared, tipping up the steps. Then Mr. Garrott stood sud-
denly in the hall, with Cousin Mary and Mrs. Wing, all very
grave and breathless, they had come so fast. Mr. Garrott
must have left very soon; there was nothing for him to do; but
Cousin Mary, who had once meant to be a doctc., took charge
of everything from the start, and was very helpful. She slept
that night in Wallie's room.

At ten o'clock, Donald left her to take Mrs. Wing home- but
he, her new comforter, returned directiy, in the sweetest way,
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