
ANGELA'S BUSINESS

BEING an author actually at work, and not an author
be ng photographed at work by a lady admirer, he did

h„nH rT,""""
[^""^''^ "' " P°PPy '" « <^'y»tal vase, onehand hghtly touching his forehead, the other tossing offpage after page in high godlike frenzy. On the contra,^ t^eyoung man at the tal.. yawned, lolled, sighed. scratchTdS

ear, read snatches of Virginia Carter's 'Letters to My GW
o^nTed
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"^°"'" '''' -tches of a^pnnted matter that happened to be about, and even groanedWhen he gazed, t was at no flower, but more probab^ at his
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,
and the clock gazed back, since there was a matter b<^tween them this evening, and seemed to say, "WeU a™

go.ng to the Redmantle Club, or are you „/ " Bmth Zprectsely the point on which the young man at the t^b eZnot yet made up his mind.

Of course, if he went to the Redmantle Club, he could notpossxWy spend the whole evening here, writing, and odZenough th,s was at once a cogent reason for staying awtyrom the Redmantle Club,, and a seductive argume'nfforgl'mg to the same. No lady admirer could ever gra.-, this paradox.^but every true w^ter must admit that llnow hi!sC
From time to time, no diversion offering, the author would

rrn'aTfit :- "
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