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‘JUST ONE MORE TURN.”

It was just midnight, and the r:velry was
st its height. The bslls at Kuutsiord Houte
were always perfect. 80 f.r as Londou balls
can be; they were not ov:rcrowded. and

ou met tke p-opl - you wanted to meet.
iorel and bad dancers were inexorably ex-
cluded by Lady Knutaford ; she gave them
an entertainment of th-ir own—an excel-
lent arrangement, which cannot be t 0 bi 3h-

y recomm:nded.

This might was pre eminently a succees ;
the strains of **Wein, Weib, und Geeang”
were commencing.and the scittered cancars

earing the first b.rs of the exciting rhythm
eft their lounges and their izes, and trosp-
ed back to th: ball-1oom.

A few la‘'e co)mers were at that moment
mounting the siairs, and were obliged to
pause a few moments, a mark for all un-
occupied eyes, ere the throng of intending
waltzers melted through the doorway.

‘‘Lady Frostenden may well be proud of
her daughter,’ remarked ome critic to
another, speaking of a beautiful girl who
was standing with her mother at th> top ot
he staircase.

‘Hem! Well, I can’t quite make up my
mind about her. She is bhandsome, of
course ; but too marble, too statuesque for
my taste. Those perfect features seem
cast in a perpetual sublime indifference to
all surrounding people and things.’

‘Perbaps she teels sublimely indifferent
to trifles; and well she may, being about

to make the match of the season.’

‘Indeed! Lady May engaged at last, and
to whom P

‘Why, it's not absolutely announced;
but it is quite an understood thing that shs
will accept Lord Pilkington *

‘You don’t say so! Well, the Longleys
are an ambitious set; but even they ars
satisfied at last, I should think. The old
mother looks triumphant, doesn’t she?
She has married all her daughters well;
but Lady May to £80,000 a-year. and a
dukedom in prospective, isa crowning
stroke ; and the girls themselves haven't a
shilling.’

‘They bave each £5,000 as they come of

o

‘You here, Captain Rothesay ! I thought
ou bad sailed for India by this time—-at
east, I think somebody said so; but 1 am

r eally not sure.’

‘Did you think so ?' and after a pause;
Youare very late. I bave been for hours—’

‘Are we late?' she interrupted, ‘Yes,
perhaps we are. So much the better; it's
a great bore to be here at all.’

*Will you give me a dance P’ asked Cap-
tain Rothesay, in a low tone.

‘Let me see; I bardly know whether I

ball daace.” |

‘May dearest,’ said Lady Frostenden,
touching her arm,”here is Lord Pi'kington
asking for \his dance.’

A big, florid young man was indeed mut-
tering something in #o low a toue, that he
had been unheard.

Captain Rothesay eyed him curiously.
He bad pot & bad, 50 much as a silly sheep-
ish, face ; the nose was large, the forebead

Lady May surrcniered herselt to him
with her sweetest smile, and Rothesay drew
back, hart and angry.

‘Lord Pilkiogton ! Well, he's a pill which
needs sll possible gilding—h2's a perfect
fool.”

A’ this moment the crowd began to dritt
on; and & man, who had made several in-
eff ctual attempts to pass the two speakers,
struzgled to the front. Lady May turned
her head, and saw h'm.

A sirange, wavering expression flirted
over ber face, and left it agsin harder thn
ever. A soft rose-tint tinged her cheeks.
There was a slight, almost imperceptible.
droop of the eyrlids and the haughtily car-
ried h-ad. Say what you would about ice
and marble, she was an exquisite creature.
Ot qucenly height and figure, her sweeping
white silks well became her. The masses
of sott, dark bair were biushzd into one of
the wordrous coiled monstrosities with
which women will adorn (?) themselves
nowadays; but the delicately-chiselled
features lett exposed were perfect. as were
the tiny eirs, and the long, stately throat.

In a much shorter time than it has taken
me to write these words, Lady May had
iced herself agam, and greeted the man,
who had at last reached her side, with a
faint smile and a raising of the eyebrows,
which made her look just a little more
wearied and uniaterested, if possible, than
before.

*If it was for another sort of fellow,’ he
thought ; ‘but oh, my poor, poor child;
what are you doiag ?’

He planted himsel: in the doorway, with
his shoulders against the wall, and watched
Lady May as she swam round

Her partner was'a bad dancer, and
Rothesay felt savagely glad as he saw the
excuse made to break off, and the couple
retreated to a side bench, where Lady May
played with her bout{uﬂt and did not even
make a pretense at listening to the clumsy
compliments of her adorer. She dared
not raise her eyes; she could fe:l whose
were watchiong her.

The little by-play betore the dance: had
not passed unnoticed by the two before
mentioned critics, General Arkwright and
Sir Philip Payne by name.

*Did you see that, Payne ?’ said the Gen-
eral. ‘Terribly hard bit, that fellow. I
suppose Lady May has bowled over a lot
in her cne season.’

‘Who is he?”

‘That fellow? Ro‘hesay—Hume Roth-
esmy, of the—th Dragoons. A capita!
headpiece he has—and a good looking one,
too. It he and Pilkington could exchange
worldly goods, my lord woulda’t stand the
ghost of a chance with Lady May.’

‘Cela va savs dire. Do you know him ?'

‘Rothesay? Jast a little. " Met him down
at Heatherl:y’s place ia October—at lest,
he left two days after I arrived. Lady
Frostenden and her daughter were there,
and the fair May amused herself not a little
with bim. The old lady begun to get fidgaty,
8s 1 could see ; suppose she knew sh: could
depend on her daughter's ceeir d acier,
after all’

‘He's no money, I suppose ?*
No—at least, not much ; not enouzh to

nominally, but doesn’t look as if be ailed
much.’

The night wore on. Lady May trod many
& measure with her titled swain, but they
ware all quadrilles. *She was too tired tn1
bored to waliz.’ Still Rothes sy wat hed her.
striving vainly to read what jay behind the
icy outer mask.

‘It I could only think she wouid be happy
I would try to conq i6r myselt,” be t_ought,
with mingled tead raess and rag>. Bt
she won't; prou?, failse, cuezl as she
seems, she has the capability of love ‘and
suffering within her to> sarely to permit of
ber living a happv, because a megstive,
passicnless life wi 1 that man, Yet look
at her. She is s'ing at bim as sha will
not tmile at me. 1 will not pity. but ha'e
her, it I can. Pevhqlu. after all in thoe
jolly days at Heatherly, when I was tool
enough to thiok that I, and I o:ly, was
allowed to see her as she really w:s—that
she showed to me ‘hat better side of ber
nature which was proudly hidden from the
rest of the world—it may all have been a
lie and a trickerv. an affectation of the
soft, pure womaoliress which she knew
was most seductive to me. I will speak. I
will tell her what I think of her before we

m ”

Whilst these thoughts, tender, fond,
farious, and all inconsistent, passed through
b's brain, the obj :ct of them almost brush-
ed against his arm as she prepared to quit
the room on Lord Pilkington’s arm. Cap-
tain Rothesay staried forward.

‘Lady May,’ he said, ‘you were surprised
I had not yet sa'led tor India, You only
torstilled your adieux a very short time. I
shall leave town immediately on business,
and have cngaged my passage by the next
ma l. Pro: ably this is the last time I shall
have the pl-asure of seeing you, so 1 will
say farcwell.  By-the-by, will you give ma
this wal z ¢

He lock d into her eyes as he said ir.

*Yes." s ue replied, relinquishing hoar lat»
partoer’s arm

‘I though —I tancied you said you did
not wish to «al z, Lady May P' spluttered
Lord Pilki gton. But he was either ua-

beard or uni«ded ‘But—but your mother
is waiting; she told me tofetch you.
What—what sn.lt I tell her ?’
‘Anything you like,’ said Lady May, as
she whirled axay with her daring abductor
to the iatoxicating air of the ‘Accelleration-
en.’
And what a waltz that was! Rothesay
felt these were the last minutes he could
ever claim as completely his own with the
woman be loved. After tr>-night their
paths in life would lie very wide apart in-
deed. He was about to return to Indis, to
Eut thousands of miles between them. If
e ever heard of hr again, it would be as
Lady Pilkington : she would belong to that
rich, despised fool. He should never see
her again—in fact, he never would see her
again. No; for the brief, fl:eting present,
she was stiil his, but for those moments
only, aud, with a kind of madness, a fory
of longing and despair, he strained her in
his srms.
They glided arouund faster and faster—a

and chin retreated lamentably.
’

tempt a London belle. He's on sick leave

little sigh now and then from Lady May;
but she spoke not until, as his step became

;]uicker and quicker, she wispered p inting-
y.:
‘Let us s'op; I cannot go on.’

‘Hav: I tried you, darling?

‘It is mot that only; but you must not
call me that usme, Captain Roth. sy.’

‘No; I koow that very w Il. You are
Pikington’s darling now. and not mine;
nevertheless, I shall g1y i:.’

She only looked at him.

‘Come and sit down a few minutes. This
waltz will soon be over, and then you will
rroblbly never see me azain, or be troub-

ed by me. May, for pity's sike let me
bave you to myself for this short time.’

She passively allowed bim to lead her to
a seat; he bent over her, and gaz:d at the
cold, lovely face. The beauty of it was,
that you saw it c>uld warm and glow,
though it would not.

‘You don’t reproach me for my rough-
ness and rudeness?’ said Rothsay. ‘I
know I am behaving like a b-ute; bat I
feel almost mad. Oh! why were you mot
always the haughty proud woman you
seem at this moment? L could bave
resisted you then; and what was
one h:art more orless toyou? Bat no;
you must needs bavz yoir sport, and I
was the victim neaest to hand. Sy, in
those days at Hea'h:rly when we walked
and rode—in th)se long, hiopy hours when
we ta'ked in the firel gﬁ?, you were a gen-
tle, loviag girl, whose thou 'hts, wo ds,
joys, and sorrows answered to mine. Oa
that day when wa werc lost by th: others.
and waniered alone on the purple moor—
do you remember itP—you give me u
sprig of heather, and fastened i; in my
coat with your own fiagers On that last
evening, when we sat alone in ths library
while the others danced, we did not say
much, to be sure; buat you did no: chide
the f3w words I did speak, and yoar band
lay uurelistin%ly in mige. And thn—vo
Shall I g3 on?”

She bowed.

‘Then I drew aring from you: finger,
and vowed I would keep it, ualess you de-
sirea it ba:k, and still you said no word.
Heaven! how bapyy I was that night !
When I reached my own room, I sat for
long, recalling rour every word and tone
and look. ‘Ah! thoughtI, ‘though we
shall meet no more for mny months, I can
trust my darling. Thoug she his said no
certain words, she has allywed me to speak
of my love, and to hope for hers. She has

| promised to listen to me again when we
next meet;snd bers is a heart too pure,
too tender, too true ty be capible of the
wiles and decei's ot «thers. Sha would
n ver kill an hon2st man's honest love.
Another girl I migh doubt; but har—
never; for she bas shown me ber inmost
soul.’” And I kissed your ring. and hun:
its next my heart It is there still A
m-lo-dram ‘tic proce dinz. was it n>t? and
probably you are laughinz to yourself at
this mioute as I sayit. When I cam= up
to town a month sgo, full of confi tence and
love, yoa know the chinge I found. The
woman was transformed into a statue—to
m>,atleast. The old days had passed
away, and thenew davs wera not for me.
I quikly saw this; but I retused to realise
the trutb, uatil Lord Pikington appsared
upon the scene.  Then. indeed, my chinoe
wasup. And when I contemplate the
future before you, I wonder at my blind-
ness and presumption in supposing for
one moment that you could care for
the share in my lite which I dream-
ed night and day of off:ring to you.
A ring!—a sprig ot ' haather!—
handclasp ! —what are such things to you,
and women like you? The whole love of a
lite laid at your feet? Psha!treadit un-
derfoot, and pass; naver mind if the beart
is left braised and olackened for life. Fool!
it was brought upon yourself by your folly
and presumption. Yes; when I remember
all this, I feel that [ bav: only to crave
your pardon Lady May, formy stupidity,
and I will bring my heroics to a closa.
Muny thaoks for your pitieat lis'ening.
You forgive me ?” The waltz is nearly
over; ani see! your mother and Lord
Pilkington are making their way to us. My
lady looks very indigoant at having been
kept waiting so long. Allow me- to take
you to her, ani to wish you good-bye !’

He had suddenly changed his voice of
supressed passion to a tone of light-heart-
ed indiff:rence, infinitely more sensible
sounding, although, in trath, it was born
of the concentration of despair.

Lady May looked up at last.  Ah! she
was no sta'ue ‘now. The tremendous
scolding she bad been re:eiving had not
fallen upon insensiole ears, and a human
h:art bad been thumping and throbbing
through its marble coating. The dark eyes
gleamed through tears, a touch of carna-

tion glowed in her cheeks and her frame
trembled with an in intensity of feeling.

e
She lorked a* her mother who h mzhtiz’in-
digoant was within a few steps—at Lord
Pnfking'on blundering and glaring at
her with bis little eyes; then rose hastily
and liftiag her quivering facs to Rothe-
say's saidin a piteous tone:

¢-Just one more turn."”

Cap-ain Rothesay you may look triumph-
aot. Those tew words have shown you
that the prize bas surrendered just as ‘you
though it out of range. o

As they whirl round. Lady May pants
ou' in broker sentencas :

‘‘Hume, forgive me, and tske me if you
will. I loved only you all the time but my
hateful ambition made me blind and mad.
Thought bas shown me my own heart and
that it caonot forget you, trust me once
more, and vou shall never repeat it.”

And he never did.

Allegretto con moto,
AN |
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“BARCAROLE.”
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