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He ordered his baggage taken up to
the house. He himself would walk.
Roslyn carried the box containing
the doll with him. Little Lois he was
sure Hal had called the child that
would, girl-lik- e, be eager to see her
present as soon as possible.

Roslyn reached his destination at
twilight. A servant answered his
summons at the door bell. He told
who he was and she was at once all
deferential attention.

"Mr. Vance has just gone around
to the horses, sir," she said. "Please
step into the parlor. He will be here
in a few moments."

Roslyn's sight was blurred by the
dimness of the hall, but he passed
through a doorway indicated. He
was about to seat himself when the
sound of careless variant notes from
a piano in a corner of the next room
attracted his" attention. He vaguely
made out a feminine form one-ha- ft

reclining on the broad music seat and
striking this and that careless note
leisurely and in a dreamy fashion.

"It's Lois, the little daughter of
the house," at once decided the

Roslyn, and he advanced
with percision. He placed his hand
upon a curly head with the words:

"I am your father's old friend,
Roslyn Ware, and you must be little
Lois. I have brought you a doll"
and then he stooped over and kissed
a soft velvety cheek, and then

"Oh, say it's an awful mistake!"
and Roslyn retreated, dropping the
box, his honest face a vast blank as
just then the servant turned on the
hall light and it flooded the room, and
he saw arise from the piano seat, tall,
comely, graceful a full-gro-

young lady!
'Was she flushing indignantly, an-

nihilating him with majestic glance,
laughing, or crying? he knew not
which, so dazed was he, and because
just then, Hall arrived, ran at him
with the eagerness of a school boy,
whirled him about In a gay caper and
marched him up to his room, draw-
ing out his protestations.

"That little girl of yours," Roslyn
managed to sandwish in as they de-

scended the stairs.
"Lois, my wife's sister. We adopt-

ed her, you see," explained Hal and
Roslyn dimly comprehended the fear-
ful mistake he had made. He shiv-

ered and shrank as they reached the
parlor again and was greeted by his
hostess and introduced to Miss Ver-ne- r.

To his agreeable surprise a wel-

coming hand was placed in his own.
He looked up into a bright roguish
face smiling encouragingly. He
stammered forth.

"I I acted under a wrong impres-
sion, Miss Verner," but secretly he
congratulated himself as he viewed
the velvety cheek he had so audac-
iously kissed.

Here Mr. Vance broke forth with
a great jolly guffaw. He slapped Ros-

lyn on the shoulder and jollied him
briskly, for his wife had recited to
him the piano incident.

"About the doll, too" blundered
on Roslyn.

"Oh, I shall keep that, if you
please," said Lois prettily. "You
have givetf me a grand idea, Mr.
Ware."

Then followed a week that was full
of soulful delight for Roslyn. Lois
was a revelation to him, kind, con-

siderate, almost gentle. Closer and
closer grew the strength and rare
beauty of their congenial acquaint-
anceship.

"I wish you to come with me, if
you will, Mr. Ware," she said brightly
one day. "I must show you the good
your gift has done. There was a poor
fading invalid child to whom it has
given great joy and a new grasp of
life."

Roslyn Ware never forgot that
sweet presence near him as they
gazed cautiously through the open
window of a little humble hut, where
a sweet child sat upon a couch, an
audience of juvenile about her, while
the wonderful doll went through its
clever paces.

"Dear Miss Verner," he said, at the
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