
Dawn of the Fourteenth of April. })

'T'poii my word, Uosnniui, 1fi»n» i-* no younji: wfuniui. Tluit

18. there isn't— she ihu^sn't— I iiitan "

Rn>j'ima shook her head hittcM'ly.

"Tliaf sounds very pl.iusihlo, no doul>t. luother Uuk.', hut

it d(to>n't deceive me. 'There isn't, -he «loe>n't,' indeed!

Oh. I>nk<'. hnve I hrou^ht you up f(} this time of (hiy. and
iiHtilh'd f,he eafcelii^m into yon. only to ^i^i^ yon <'oiin' tolid h(d<J of hi-i

ids sistiM- eouli!

nuch surprise! ^ next you will want to jret married! 1>uke! 1 e<Mnniand you

—

thi>^ 'I'lie theatre was had enonph. hut to fall in love! An<l

la," Dnk(; an-

who is the Inissy?

'^'I'liere's no hns-^y in the ease, aoH I'm not in love, and T

don't want to u(>t married, (lood ^raeions! Kn-<anna, what
crime will ynn suspect a fellow of next? T'pon my word
and liOiioF," cried Duko, in a paroxy.sm of torture. "1 haven't

a notion of ^cttin^ married now. or ev»»r— c)h I there's th«

po=:inian. Don't mind, Kos'^nna, I'll ^<i."

Duke honneed oi\' his lado'^r and ru-^hed to (he door. Tho
yuistman hande<l him two let ten*, b<»th addressed to himself.

Ivosanna !Mason had npvcr Ix^on puilty of epistolary fnllJcM,

any more than other follies, in her life. One was '"rom

Tinsel iV Kpanj^le. roprovinpr him sharply for reeeiiti un-
pnnetuality, and commandinpr an early attendance in the

orchestra that evening, on pain of a h">\vy fine. Duke tluiif*

thi> to the farthest corner of the ro*.^., arid i^lanced at the

other. Slippery white f^atin paper, f\ faint odor of pcr-

fiune, a delicate, spidery female hand, a hlue wax seal, with
crest and a motto. .^'^ ^'n blood in Mr. Mason's arteries

rushed into his face; and there stood Rosanmi- -that frigid,

vestal virgin, with piercinpr eyes fixed on that furiously
blushing face. She saw his look, and answered it with stinji;-

h.s: sarcasm.
"Oh! don't mind me. Read your Tetter, by all means, and

then tell me, when T ask you who it's from, that 'there isn't

—

she doesn't'—tlwt 'there's no lady in the ease'—and that
you've 'no notion of being married.' Don't mind adding a
few more falsehoods to your a^**»ady overhunh'ned con-
sci(>nce. Read your letter, unhappy young man, and tell me
it's from those play-actor men, who emjdoy you in their god-
less work, if you dare!"
One glance w. scorn and sorrow r»ombinod, and Miss "Xfasou

stalkcHJ out to the kitchcji. With a sort of -roan thc^ hadp;-

ered scene-painter opened the dainty niissi\o, and read:

You promised to conio to me if f should ever naiit yon The
time has come when it remains for you to Iceep that promise.
If you have any pity for an unhappy, fri-endless girl, you will
come, at three o'clock to-morrow morning, to the address be<


