
ROSEMABY IN SEABCH OF A FATHER

in the magasin of smart "confections," nor
would the presiding genius of the toy shop
have gone scathless, for Rosemary's posses-

sions had not been spared by the cyclone.

Dolls had lost their wigs, their arms, their

legs; and beautiful blue eyes had been poked
into far recesses of porcelain heads, with ruth-

less scissors. Little dresses of silk and satin had
been flung to feed the flames which devoured

ill-starred blouses; picture hooks had made
fine kindlings; and that proud and stately

mansion which might have afforded shelter to

many dolls had collapsed as if shattered by a
cyclone.

"Oh, Angel, is it some dreadful dream?"
wailed Rosemary; and Evelyn found no an-

swer. But Hugh had pounced upon a card

pinned on the window curtain : and as he held

it out, in eloquent silence, she read aloud over
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