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WIAT THE VIOLINS SAID.

" We're alf for love,' the violins said.”—Sidney Lanier

Do T love you ! Do Ilove you?

Ask the heavens that bend ‘above you

To find a language and to prove you
1f they love the living sun,

Ask the burning blinded meadows

What they think about the shadows,

If they love the falling shadows,
When the fervid day is done.

Ask the bluebells and the daisies,
Lost amid the hot field-mazes,
Lifting up their thirsty faces,
If they love the summer rains.
Ask the linnets and the plovers,
In the nest-life made for lovers,
Ask the bees and ask the clovers—
Willthey tell you for your pains ?

Do I, darling, do I love you ?

What, I pray. can that behoove you ?

How in Love's name can I move you,
When for Love's sake I am dumb !

If I told you, if I told you,

Would that keep you, would that hold you

Here at last where I enfold you ?
If it would—Hush ! I)arlin(é. come !

~ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS,

-

ZARA’S LOVER.

A TALE OF HALLOWEEN.

Tt was winter time. . Zara and I were staying
with an aunt of onr deceased father, who for the
first time since his’ death, five .years before, had
made cordial advances to our mother, and invit-
ed us for two or.three months to- her pleasant so-
ciable country house. .., - N

She was very charming,' yet peculiar, that dear
old aunt ; and when we arrjved at thé Dower
Housc her reception would have made it-impes-
sible to say. what-her mpression of us girls of
eighteen and twenty might be. * ‘ :

Zara was very beautiful There'was never any:
question as to her loveliness, even if it- might

not be the peculiar style of the observer, . N

And Mrs. Forbes looked at her with an ex-
pression of unfeigned pleasure. in ‘her glowing
charms. ot o S

But when she turned to me,
as it were, in her hands, gazed steadfastly at my
features for some mompents, and then steoped
down and again kissed nie. S

“ You are strangely like your father, Beatrix,”

she suid. ¢ Pity you arg.not a boy.”

And, with this Tament, T was dismissed.

We had been there nearlya month, and were
to stay over Christmas. "

The house was full of visitors, some of whom
were changing from time to time ; but twoor
threc were remaining in the house for an unsual-
ly prolonged visit.

One was a nephew of Mrs. Forbes’s late hus-
band, Cuthwin Stewart ; the others were less
entitled to the hospitality of their hostess. Leon
St. Barbe, a French Count, reared in Italy and
England, had brought letters of introduction from
the former sunny land, and completed them by
his own charm of manner and person.

The third was an embryo barrister, Fergus
Brooke, a college friend of Cuthwin's, and too
witty, and reckless, and good-humoured to do
any useful thing on earth except making him-
self agreeable, and saving at least a dozen people
from the blues in the gloomiest day of dark
November.

Such was our party. Of cowrse, Zara was the
belle, and the Count soon became her scarcely
concealed admirer.

- And I—well, every one was good, and kind,
angd attentive to me ; and if T would have liked
anyone to be more demonstrative in that res-
pect, it was Cuthwin Stewart.

But then he was always rather grave and self-
possessed ; and of course 1 had no espegial at-
traction for such a clever and thoughtful man as
Mrs. Forbes's heir,

And so we went on dancing, billiard playing,
singing, walking, riding, and gharade acting till
Halloween was at hand. Of course there were
all kinds of sportive plans for its due honouring.

And Mrs. Forbes had enough of the Scottish
blood in her to enter into the > jesting talk.

““Lam but an ‘old wife,”” she sail} smilling-
ly, as we sat round the fire before dressing for
the late dinner on that day ; * but I confess I
did, and I da, believe in some of the leIgendary
tests on this. mystic night. And were I a man,
I believe I should be more won bya girl whe.
displayed a little youthful folly and credulity, to

say nothing of a brave s{;irit, in a harmless sport-

like the mummings of old time, than the con-
ventional young lady of modern days ”

Zara lifted up her beautiful eyes in silent as-
tonishment at the proposition, and the other
girls l:xu{;hed gaily.

“ Really, Auutie Jessie,” 1 exclaimed, ** you
are & most delightful adviser to hold such doec-
trines ! I expect you were a fearless damsel
enough in your youth—a most daring leader of
the rwells." R

‘¢ Well, Beatrix, you mdy perhaps be right,”
said the old lady, ‘with an gl‘:uee%s, céns%ious
smile. **But, I. do -beliefe theré was a gheat
deal more fup and:less firting than there is now-
a-days,” she went.on. ** Girls are more occupied
now it eatching husbands than testing lovers.

" But. I suppose we old folk always talk in that
Way when #e remember our youth,; and so* will
you girls when you are.grandmothers.  How-
ever, you have my sanction to any of the harm-
less follies of the season, always supposin they
are consistent with the inodesty of well-born
maidens.”

The dressing bell rang at the moment, and I
and Zara, il the two other girls staying at the

house, went off to our rooms in haste, for Mrs.
Forbes was amodel of punctuality in her arrange-
ments.

‘“ Really,” said Zara when we were aloue, *¢ 1
am astonished at Aunt Jessie talking such vul-
gar nonsese. I am sure Leon would be shocked
at the very idea of such dairy-maids’ follies.”

¢ Leon !” 1 repeated in some surprise. *“Then
it is so, Zara. The Count is your open lover!”

Zara blushed most beautifully.

How lovely she looked in her confusion, her
silky hair half veiling the crimson cheeks !

““Well, I perhaps ought not to say that before
he has spoken to mamma,” she said, hesitatingly.
‘“ And you will not say anything, I hope, Bea-
trix, or 1 shall be very much annoyed. But
Leon spoke to me two or three days ago, and, of
course, I accepted him ; aad he is so noble and
handsome, I think I am very lucky girl—do you
not, Beatrix ?”

“ Does he know you have any fortune, Zara ?”
I asked suddenly.

1 scarcely know what possessed me to put such
a question. It was almost as if an impulse out
of myself urged me. .

*“ Really, Beatrix, you -are flattering, I must
say !" she replied angrily. ‘I suppose you are
Jjealous that he chose me from the rest ; but of one
thing I am certain—that Cuthwin Stewart has no
thought of love ; and whenever he chooses a girl,
it will be just for convenience and propriety.
Your five thousand will not tempt him, I'm cer-
tain ?” she added rather spitefully. .

1 did not reply ; though the shaft was no
altogether pointless, 1 scarcely believed in its
“truth. :

- Cuthwin might not care for me. Why -should
he? But that he had deep feelings, and a gene-
rous heart, I knew full well; and an intellect that
few men.could boast. But as to Leon de St.
Barbe, that was a far more vexed problem.

I distrussed and disliked him ; not because he
was 80 exclpsively devoted to Zara ; that would
have been a'most unworthy jealousy, of which I
certainly had‘no symptoms.

- But T shrank from this foreign Count as from
a snake ; and now Zara was in his toils, I was

L ) -;powerless to save her, even had I been free to
she teok my face, |

act.
If I spoke to our zunt, or wrote to our mother,
then all would be ovér. Zara would never for-

 give me. 1 believed it might, after all, be an

idle fancy of my own, that would cover me with
shume and disgrace were it to prove false and un-
founded.

These reflections kept me silent and thonghtful
during our dinner toilette ; and, perhaps, Zara
thought me unkind to remain so taciturn ; but,
before we left the room, I gave her a pretty kiss
of reconciliation, and we descended in perfect
amity, though my mind was heavy and sad even

et.
y ¢“Are you well ?* said Cuthwin's deep, low
voice, ouce when dinner was nearly over, and the
rest engaged in eager chat.

““Oh, yes, quite,” I said, crimnsoning.
should you doubt it ¢”

** Because your sunny gaiety is clouded, and
I know you are never capricious,” he said quie-
tly.

ylt was almost the first compliment he had paid
me, and it made my foolish heart beat.

““Thank you,” I said, *‘ for such a trust. I
am a little anxious, 1 believe. I have not heard
from mamma for some days, and she is such an
invalid.”

““ Your sister looks perfectly content,” he re-
marked, glancing at Zara, who was the very
picture of radiant triumph as she sat by her
lover. .

¢ Perhaps,” I said, jestingly, ¢ we have chan-
ged characters on this mystic night. T will try
and regain mine to-morrow.”

And, in a few minutes more, Aunt Jessie rose,
and we all sailed off to the drawing-roo, except
Muis. Forbes, who always took an half an hour’s
rest in her private sitting-room during the gentle-
men'’s absence.

‘ Now, what shall we do, girls?’ exclaimed
Flora McIntyre, gaily. Suppose some of us

o out to sow hemp-seed in the churchyard ¢ It

““Why

were.any danger, the gardener would hear one
scream.
lots to see who shall go first.”

‘1 decline altogether ?” said Zara, coldly ;
and then went off to a distant piano, and began
to sing. : .

R 'l%wn it must be we three,” observed Flora.
‘“Come, Beatrix, Blanche, we'll soon settle the
business. There, make haste, before the gentle-
men come in.” . .

The lot fell on me.

I certainly felt a very ignominious panic come
over me at the coming ordeal. But then Aunt
Jessie’s words, and the idea that she should, per-
haps, think me not altogether degenerate if
Ah, well ; I did not confess it to myself ; but I
believe now that the concealed love I was learn-
ing to feel for Cathwin Stewart had something
to do with my enforced bravery as head of the
party.’

‘“ Then, when you come back, Beatrix, we'll
follow the example " said Flora, gaily. ¢ Blan-
che shall go next, and I'll bring up the rear. As
to Zara, I suppose she's too certiin of her future
to care for such follies ! Dear me, how stupid one
is when one’s in love !’ she went on in her girl-
ish joyousness, clapping her hands as Zara ceased
the song.

The evening soon flew away. The ladies retir-
ed as usual, and when the * witching hour” came
I, wrapped in a warm, thick, plaid clork, and a
hat tightly ticd over my head, stole out of the

morning-room French window, which was stil]
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is close to.the grounds, you know ; and, if there |

Yes ; that's settled, and we’ll draw |
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unfastened, and which was at the end of the
house nearest to the shrubbery, that led to the
small church, which had once been a sort of
private chapel to the Dower House, and which
was now enlarged for the villager's accommoda-
tion.

I was, perhaps, less frightened than I expect-
ed. The night was clear and beautiful, and if
the moon was not full, it gave, at least, quite
enough light to prevent any alarm as to finding
the way, or being seized unexpectedly by any
unlawful hands.

And, besides, what danger could there be in
that quiet country place, and near the abode of
the lady of the manor, for many a mile around ?
1 was light of foot, and certainly not hampered
with any terrors for the moment.

And I hastened on in the direction of the
church-yard with the fleetness of a gazelle, wait-
ing till the orthodox moment for the old for-
mula of

** Hemp-seed, I sow thee ! &e.

till I reached the magic churchyard.

The spot was gained.

I was just drawing a long breath, to prepare
for the incantation, when a voice came on my
ear. .
A voice I knew, and which had never brought
pleasant visions to my senses.

‘What was Leon de St. Barbe doing there ? He
was supposed to be with his friends in the
smoking-reom at the Dower House, or else safely
in his bed. ’

And to whom could he be talking at that hour!
What friend or acqaintance could he possibly be
encountering on a November midnight -in that
miserable solitude ? :

I crouched beneath the hedge, over which
some few trees grew, and strained my ears to
listen, . .

1t was the Count who spoke first.

‘“ Well; Nat, what is it you require? It’s an
immensely inconvenient thing of you to be always
so.in want of cash. Can’t you wait till my plans
are matured, and I'm ready to arrange and settle
with you ?” }

‘“ Hum ! that’s all very well, Count, asyou
call yourself,” returned a rough voice—far gruffer
than any that had ever before reached my ears—
‘“ but then, you see, it may be moonshine, and
where am I then ¢ You wrote me a fine sheet of
promises, but I would rather have the wmonev
than all that rigmarole of talk !” }

““ You're an unreasonable fellow !
Count, with a forced laugh ;
pleasure, I suppose I must take youinto my con-
fidence. You see, there’s an uncommon pretty
girl stopping in the house yonder. She's got a
few hard thousands—more when the motherdies—
and she would fly to me if I held up my finger !
All's smooth as oil—except a little vixen of a sis-
ter, who, I can see, suspects me. If I could get
her out of the way, Zara would be mine in a
trice !”

“Humph! And the old lady—what of her ?
Ain’t she got something worth having " asked
the other. *‘She little %nows who she's got in
her house as a visitor !” he chuckled. ** The
Count ! yes, it'sa sounding title ; but among
our pals, you see, it rather puts you at a dis.
count, because you're only fit for one kind of
business. But to the point. What's portable
at the widow's, eh ?—plate, jewels handy? If
you want me to stand by you, 1 skall expect
something from the treasure-house. Why, by
this time you ought to know all the secrets, and
manage to get a fellow in without being caught.
Will to-night serve for our purpose, do you think,
Count ?’

‘“ Leon,” as he must be called for distinction,
scemed to hesitate,

** Suppose it should be found ont *—it would
spoil all,” he observed, doubtingly.

““Pooh, pooh !—you're not so clumsy, old
pal. - Why, if you have a grain of wit left, you'll
manage it all. Such a night as this, what's
more natural than that some stray laddie should
be inclined for a lark—or, maybe, a taste of the
old lady’s ale—or her silver tankard-—or massive
salvers ? You understand ? Come, no time like
the present. Pluck up heart, and let's be off.”

Leon held him back.

I could half see, half hear what took place from
my hiding-place. I felt certain he was striving
to restrain him from the desperate deed.

¢¢ Nat, I tell you what—the thing is impos-
sible ! How can I know what may come of it ?
Violence and death, if it's found out. And I tell
you, that Iynx-eyed little Beatrix has a strange,
sharp brain. I'd’like to give her a dose of some-
thing that would stop her tongue. I can tell
you she gives ine some hard hits now and then,
with her sharp wit.”

Nat, as he called him, laughed scornfully.
*“So you've come to be afraid of a girl, have
you ¢ he sneered ; *“ but, anyhow, I'm not so
easily cowed ; and we'll see which is the strong-
er, if needs be. Where does she sleep ?”

“Oh, with her sister—at least close by.
There’s no chance in that quarter.” observed the
Count. ‘“ Hush! I thought I heard a sound !"
he added, suddenly stopping his words to listen.

I suppose he had heard the involuntary shud-
der that seized me on his wretched threat.

Tknew that he would at once institute a search,
and that nothing remained but to seek safety in
flight.

I moved stealthily, slowly at first, till I had
cleured the thicket where I was hidden.

Theng] began to move more rapidly, especial-
ly when I caught the dreadful words, ¢ Stop !
—by Jove, I'll kill you if you don’t! It’s & wo-
nan ;3 and she’s been listening, I do believe !
She shall pay dear for it ¢”

It was a race between life and death. [ flew |

replied the
‘* but since it's your

on like the wind ; but there was, as it were, a
weight gradually increasing on my limbs. A
mist came over my eyes. 1 could scarcely see
the path before me. The buzzing sounds of
steps seemed to deafen my ears. 1 fancied the
house was further and further as I went on.

Could I muster strength to reach it ? Should 1
fall a victim on the road, and never see a loved
face more ¥ ‘“ Oh, mercy, mercy """ 1 gasped.
‘“ Mother ! Zara ! help "’

Perhapsthe very thoughtgave me new strength.
I was within reach of the light that still burned
in the butler’s pantry and the morning-room. A
scream could have been heard. But my tongue
seemed to cleave to my mouth. [ made one
desperate bound. 1 reached the butler’s pantry
window. 1 called at last wildly, for ¢ Help !
help !’

And Blanche and Zara, who had been waiting
anxiously for my return, flew from the room
along the terrace to the spot, even b:fore Tom-
line came up, gun in hand, a weapon he always
kept to guard the valuables under his charge.

I'rushed into the open door, alnost before the
man appeared, and seized his arm as if I was
pleading for life. ‘“ Keep guard !——keep guard !
There are thieves coming ! Call the men ! Help!
“help ¥ And without waiting for a reply, with a
strange, fevered frenzy, I rushed through the
passages, up the staircases, to my aunt’s room,
waving back the terrified girls, who fancied I had
suddenly lost my senses. ¢ Aunt—aunt'” 1
gasped ; ‘¢ it is I—Beatrix ! Listen !”

1 never knew more.

‘But I was told afterwards that I poured out an
ineoherent tale of what I had heard and implor-
ed Mrs. Forbes to guard Zara from her terrible
lover, with an agony that she could not soothe
by any assuranee of hers.

Then I faltered, staggered, and sank on the
floor, in utter insen:i%ility and exhaustion. 1
have been told since that the alarm I gave was
scrupulously obeyed ; and that Tomline and his
underlings remained on guard the whole night,
while the truth of my statement was confirmed
by the non-appearance of the Count for the re-
mainder of the night.

But Mrs. Forbes and her other young guests
were too much occupied with my state, to con-
cern themselves much about affairs that were
better left to Cuthwin Stewart.

I was rapidly drifting into a brain fever, and,
a day or so afterwards, my mother was summon-
ed by the following letter from Aunt Jessie :—

“ Dower House, Decomber 3.
‘“ My DEAR MRs. ST. CLAIRE,—

“Iregret to tell you that your youngest
daughter, whose grace and gaiety have wou all
hearts here, is seriously ill. She has had a-shock,
that will no doubt affect her for some little time,
but her youth and strength will carry her
through ; and I have every reason to think that
the sutfering she endures, poor dear ! will save
your family from a great and irrecoverable grief.
We shall hope to have you here as soon as possi-
ble, and my nephew, Cuthwin Stewart, will be
at your house within a very few hours after your
receipt of this, to escort you to us.

““Yours affectionately,
“Irssie Forpes.”

My mother told me afterwards that nothing
could equal Cuthwin's kindness to her during
that anxious journey.

‘“She is an angel, Mrs. St. Clair!” he said
quietly.

And my mother coolly let the exaggeration
pass by, unnoticed and unreproved.

It was at least a fortnight before 1 rallied
sufficiently to know who it was that sat by my
sick-bed.

But when I did at last open my eyes as it were
from that hidous dream, the dear, gentle face of
my fond mother was before me, bending over
my pillow in anxious love and alarm.

“My own brave child,” she said, * how
can I ever be sufficiently thankful for your re-
covery ?”

‘ But Zara, mamma—Zara!” I gasped, as a
sudden terror seized on me.

“ Dear child, she is saved,thanks to your noble
courage,” was the hesitating reply. = *“ But it
was asevere trial to her, and she cannot yet see
full extent of her deliverance.”

‘“But it was true it was — he 2" I faltered,
thinking, perhaps, that I had been hasty, and
brought a needless sorrow on my beautifal
sister.

‘‘ Yes, Beatrix, yes. The man who stole into
my house and into your sister's love was an ac-
complished swindler,” interposed Mrs. Forbes,
appearing from behind the curtains of the bed.
¢ ﬁee had carried on the system so long as to
deceive even men of the world and an old woman
like myself ; and it isowing to your pure, fresh
youninature’s recoil, and the bravery of your
true heart, that he failed in his design, and
has fled the country in well-merited terror and
shame.”

‘ Thank Heaven for that!” I murmured,
as the vague alarm of courts of justice and public
scandal was hushed at the words.

And then I was ordered to lie still, and not
speak.

It was pleasant to yield to that gentle tyran-
ny, and to taste the equisite repose of being at
rest and free from pain, while tended by those
who loved me, and whom I loved best.

It was well worth all I had suffered ; but, in
spite f the good nursing and the peaceful re-
pose, I still progressed but slowly towards con-
valescence.

My vivacity of heart seemed gone for ever, I
was quiet, subdued—the very reverse of my gay,
light spirit-of former days.

’



