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EVALINE;
OR,

WEIGHED AND NOT WANTING

A Catholic Tale.

By P. j. CO EN.

MLet me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love,

Which alters when it alteration finds :

O, 7to ; it is an ever fixed mark,
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken j
It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worths unknown,"
"And bears it out even to the edge of doom."

* Didst thou but know the inly touch of love,

Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow,
As seek to quench thefire of love with words."

Shakspeare
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Chapter I.

It is the month of January. The snow

is falling fast and thick ; and, as it is al-

ready evening, the trees, robed in their

wintry costume, look grim and spectral

in the misty lamp-light. The great buzz

and trafic of the day are over ; and all

out of doors are hurrying home to enjoy

the comforts of the fireside, and partake

of their evening repast. As the hours

advance, the foot-falls become less and

less frequent, for no one thinks of re-

maining outside, except those whose

avocation is plunder or riot, and the

watchman whose duty requires him to

weather the storm ; and we become aware

of his tutelary care as he knocks anon
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with his bat to inspire evil-doors with

awe, or to notify his brothers by profes-

sion of his proximity.

It is on such an evening, dinner over

—

dinner hour was half-past six—and the

family of the house retired to the sitting-

room, that a young girl of eighteen or

nineteen summers might be seen at No— -

D street, engaged over some needle-

work, singing at the same time with great

feeling the plaintive song—"Tis hard to

give the hand where the heart can never

be ;" and as she sighed often, it was plain

her heart was not at ease, and that she

turned to this air, as it were, by instinct.

It is a sad spectacle to see the young and

beautiful pressed down by the hand of af-

fliction ; but, oh ! what a severe trial it

must be for themselves to see their bright

hopes blighted—the promising bud of

Collections
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the morning of their days wither ere they

bloomed—to feel the silken web that

young love, pure as the dew-drop, was

weaving round their hearts, rent asunder.

Still there are such suffering ones in our

midst ; and our heroine was of the num-

ber. But let us give our readers a sketch

of her early history.

Eva, for such was her name—how she

came to be called Evaline we will tell

further on—was the only daughter of a

middle class shop-keeper of the town of

D , England. She and brother Billy,

a boy some few years older than herself,

were the only blessing of the parents.

While yet very young they lost first the

father, and soon after the mother ; and

their charge devolved entirely then on

the grandmother, the only relative near.

The old lady was of a very religious
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turn, as old ladies generally are ; for

" beads and prayer books," as the poet

says, " are the toys of age ;" and though

of the former she knew nothing except

by name, she had a large supply of the

latter in constant request. She would

sit up to a very late hour at night, read-

ing over her Bible, with which she was so

conversant as to be able to cite pas-

sages from Genesis to Revelations, with

wonderful precision. She was equally

well acquainted with her hymn books
;

and indeed it would be very hard to en-

tone the hymn that she could not repeat

verbatim to the end; and as for her

prayer-books, they were so regularly at-

tended to, that they bore testimony to a

perfect intimacy with her on every page.

Being so religious, it was her greatest

care to impress the young minds of the
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children with a sincere love of God, and

a fear of offending Him, and with a

sympathy for the sufferings of humanity.

She was provident, too ; and so the little

money that came to her by the death of

her son and daughter-in-law, she hus-

banded with the greatest care for the

children. She gave them a good Eng-

lish education, and instilled into them a

desire for acquiring knowledge. A few

years rolled on, and Billy, now grown up,

began to think of " seeking his fortune"

in America ; and having an uncle there in

good circumstances—this, of course, was

an encouragement. Fortune favored the

young man's efforts. He got along well

in the great country of his adoption ; and,

indeed, he never forgot to give practical

illustration in the way of remittances, of

his love for her who had watched over
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him in childhood, and for the dear sister

in whose company he had whiled away

his happiest hours.

After the lapse of some years he re-

ceived a letter from his sister, bearing

the sad tidings of grandmother's death.

Oh ! how this news smote his loving

heart. But death will come regardless

of our feelings. It knocks with equal

independence at the palace of the king,

and the cottage of the peasant ; and

leaves mourners to weep, and in tears

seek comfort. And comfort, or at least

a forgetfulness of pain, sooner or later,

always comes. Distance, too, and the

advanced years of the old lady, which

told that the debt of nature could not

long be deferred, combined to soften the

bitterness of the bereavement So, after

a few days, the uncle and nephew deter-
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mined to send for Eva ; and as the latter

was soon to set out on a tour through

the States as travelling agent for his

firm, it was agreed that on her arrival

Eva was to live with her uncle. Warm
and loving was the reception she met

with at her uncle's home. It was indeed

a home to her, with all its pleasures and

comforts. Here she might have re-

mained as one of the family, but she had

too much ambition, and too much native

independence to be the recipient of an

idle living. " I can work out/' she said,

"like so many other girls, and I'm sure I

will feel more happy occupied. I am

a good seamstress, too, and I'm sure I

cannot fail to succeed." Many were the

entreaties of her uncle and brother—-for

the latter did not set out on his journey

until he had had the pleasure of seeing his
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dear sister—to divert her from her pur-

pose ; but all in vain. This accounts for

how we have found Eva at a stranger's

fireside. She was not too proud to work,

for she realized the fact that what is

earned honestly is not earned disgrace-

fully. What an example worthy of imi-

tation to many of our girls who, puffed

up with a false pride, neglect to learn

domestic duties, a knowledge of which,

so easily attainable by " serving out' in

? respectable family, is indispensable to

the proper discharge of housewifery, but

who blush not to toil away at other avo-

cations useless in married life, and not

unfrequently degrading to the sex.

The parting of Eva and her brother

was touching in the extreme ; and as the

plan of our story does not require of us

to bring him before our readers again,
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we will take our leave of him, and wish

him success on his mission.

In the house in which our heroine

served, a young man of some thirty years

of age resided. Not very young, some

of our youth-worshipping young ladies

will say. But we must assure them that

his years did not affect him in the least,

for scrupulously careful of his health,

which blessing others at his age have ir-

recoverably lost, he was brisk and full of

energy. Indeed he might pass for two

and twenty, did not a few grey hairs,

perceptible only on close observation,

tell tales. He met with some reverses

in this country ; and troubles will effect

what years sometimes fail to accomplish,

and hence, perhaps, the premature gray

hairs. He was an adventurer by nature

—not indeed in the ways of love, but in
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those of enterprise, and was fond of gain-

ing honor, wealth and popularity, no mat-

ter how risky of accomplishment. It was

this native spirit that urged him to leave

his lovely France, some years previous

to the period whereof we write, and

come to America—that land of enter-

prise and industry, ever ready to wel-

come the stranger to her shores. Jean

Baptiste—for such was his name, was the

son of respectable parents. They gave

him a college education. He won honors

and distinctions, and was about to enjoy

their consequent reward when he re-

solved to meet the trials of an unknown

land; and like others, he had some " up

hill" work of it, as we have remarked ;

but at the period of which we write he

was doing well, being engaged in some

academies and colleges in the capacity
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of professor of French, music and draw-

ing.

The evening, with a description of

which this chapter has opened, finds the

young Frenchman, as was the case often

before, at the side of his dear Evaline.

Though Eva was the name she was known

by amongst her relatives, and here, Eva-

line, a term of endearment softened

down from that, was the name he had

long called her.

" Evaline," said Jean Baptiste adress-

ing her as soon as she had done singing,

" Why that plaintive air ? Why so sad?

Though you are about leaving, still I will

—I must see you often. I will write to

uncle's, and you can then better than

now, appoint a time and place for a

meeting. Nay, don't be so dejected,
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Evaline ; or,

dearest Evaline,"—and here he pressed

her hand gently.

" Ah ! Jean," she said, " you little know

how much I shall have to contend with.

Much though I suffer by my separation

from you—I never confesssd so much

before, perhaps I looked it—yet hope

diffuses a balm through the wound, for I

expect to see you soon again, and often.

But I have to suffer something more

than that—something for which there is

no remedy but self-reliance. You can't

imagine how I shall be bored by uncle

about that worshipper of fashion of

whom he seems" so enraptured. For my
part, I can't see what he has to recom-

mend him, to me at least, except a pass-

ing beauty, and his interest and share in.

my uncle's business, on which I set no

value. ' Love the heart that's pure, how
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plain so e'er the face/ and, ' Marry for

love, not for money'— these are my
maxims. Yes ; I love the frank, the free,

the open heart. But uncle's partner I

cannot love although he strives to create

such a feeling. I treat him politely, of

course, but with such reserve that I

wonder he does not press a suit in an-

other quarter. It is time to bring mat-

ters to a close, which I will do when

uncle next touches the unwelcome sub-

ject.

" Now, Evaline, I understand the rea-

son of your singing that plaintive air
;

you sing it because of its realization in

yourself."

" Jean, it is even so."

" Be of good heart, Evaline ; brighter

days will yet come. Let your motto be

these words of Shakspeare, of whose
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beauties ' I have learned so much from

you :

1 Let me not to the marriage of true minds

Admit impediments.'

" If our minds are true—nav, look not

so, for I do not mean to insinuate the

slightest disbelief in your fidelity. Ah !

no. Your heart is, I know, sterling in

its attachments ; and mine is, I think, no

less sincere. Allow me then to say, by

way of adding, if possible, fresh impulse

to our own mutual determination—if our

minds are true nothing can check their

ardor, or subdue their power, for depend

upon it

' Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie,

Which we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky

Gives us free scope ; only, doth backward pull

Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull.'

" Let us then be energetic and strong,

and we shall surmount our difficulties,

and vanquish those who would imbitter
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our days. You never confessed your

love to me, as you have said, before this

evening; but I needed not words, for

I've long read your feelings in your

eyes. I now pledge myself to you

—

which indeed is only a verbal confirma-

tion of what my conduct towards you

has, I trust, always given you to believe

—as your friend, your true and constant

lover. In every crisis of your destiny I

will be your protector even at the risk

of life. Your interests shall ever be

mine, mine yours. So should it be with

* Two souls with but a single thought,

Two hearts that beat as one.' "

The hours had been stealing impel

ceptibly away ; and they wondered, on

hearing the clock strike, that the night

was so far advanced. They accordingly

retired for the night—the last night they
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were to sleep under the same roof for a

long time ; and when parting they inter-

changed pledges of constant, imperish-

able fidelity—a fidelity which was yet to

be subjected to a severer test than they

had anticipated.
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Chapter II.

We have now lost sight of the lovers.

Evaline we will suppose to be sojourning

at her uncle's, and Jean toiling the hours

of day in New York, and at evening re-

turning, as usual, to that house now hav-

ing for him no more attractions. These

were weary evenings for him ; but he

endeavored to while them away in read-

ing the beauties of Shakspeare, so hap-

pily associated in his thoughts with Eva-

line. Sometimes he would sing to him-

self, or play on his flute, some air he had

learned of her.

How Evaline passed away her days

and her evenings of sequestration we

will leave our readers to conjecture, for,
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without permission, it is not gallant to en-

ter a lady's bower ; and now, while ab-

sent, we will endeavor to give a brief

sketch of both as a supplement to what

we have already given.

Evaline, though not strictly speaking a

beauty, was still decidedly handsome.

She was not tall, but her proportions

were exquisitely symmetrical ; indeed, an

artist might sketch her as a model of

this style of feminine gracefulness. She

was a blonde, with masses of golden hair

that fell loosely on her shoulders ; blue

eyes, bright and sparkling ; a stately car-

riage, and a charming voice. But her

manners were far beyond her personal

attractions. She knew not how to diso-

blige. Her frankness and sweetness

won universal favor. The milk-man

felt happy whenever Evaline responded
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to his call. " Where is that nice gentle

girl?" he asked, as soon as he had

missed her. But the poor must have felt

her loss sorely, for never did she allow

one to depart unrelieved, as long as she

could assist him. She had received a good

English education, as we have said. She

could converse fully on the beauties of

Shakspeare, the natural paintings of the

Bard of Erin, the feeling and pathos of

Griffin, the descriptive powers of Dickens,

and the richness of Bulwer's flowing

periods. She had commenced the study

of French under the tutorship of Jean

Baptiste, and was making a marked pro-

gress. Of music, she knew nothing as

an art, though her ear was delicately

correct ; and she had that rare gift from

nature of being borne away by the spirit

of any air she sang, and of giving expres-
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sion in tone and in countenance to the

feeling of the piece. With this rather

ungraphic sketch we trust our readers

will be satisfied. Let us now come to

Jean Babtiste.

He was, like many of his countrymen,

rather low of stature. His chief beauty

lay in a well formed head, over which his

dark black hair flowed with graceful

carelessness ; a massive forehead, wherein

poetry and philosophy seemed enthroned

;

an expressive eye, and a delicately fin-

ished hand. He took a fine sitting por-

trait. It is not wonderful that he made

such an impression on Evaline. He was

of a kind, gentle temperament ; still, when

necessity required it, he was firm and re-

solute in the extreme. He was prudent

in the selection of acquaintance, particu-

larly among the fair sex. He was no
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beauty worshipper, although not in-

sensible to that charming gift of nature
;

but he admired the qualities of the mind

and heart more than beauty of person,

for his philosophy overruled his poetic

fancy. And now having made Evaline's

acquaintance, he thought he found her a

kindred spirit. Difference of country or

of religion never entered into the thoughts

of either as an obstacle to intimacy, or a

subsequent union, for they realized the

truth that where genuine love exists, it

dissolves all such differences. We do not

mean to vindicate mixed marriages as a

rule, which we could not conscientiously
;

we simply assert, what we believe, that it

is quite possible to find souls so genuinely

attached, irrespective of creed, that they

can harmlessly avail themselves of the

toleration accorded by the Church, in the
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matter of disparity of worship. Well,

our hero and heroine placed their affec-

tions on each other, and never was there

purer love than theirs ; but, " true love

never yet ran smooth." Let us now go

back in search of Evaline, whom, as our

readers expect, we will find at her uncle's

house ; and, as we flatter ourselves, wc

have now all due permission, we will see

how matters fare with her.

Three or four weeks have now passed

by, and as yet no letter for Evaline from

Jean Baptiste ! Still she never doubted

the genuineness of his affections in the

least. How could she ? Their hearts

had been too closely intertwined, beat-

ing as if with one pulsation, for her to

indulge a doubt with regard to his devo-

tion. Regarding the letter, however, she

had some misgivings. Her lady cousins
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had been quizzing a great deal latterly.

" What countryman would you like for a

husband ?" one of them would ask. " A
Frenchman," would be the other's re-

sponse. " Well, I wouldn't," the first

would remark ;
" I prefer the English, or

American. What a nice figure I would

cut in society with a husband jumbling

French and broken English together.

Why, I should have to turn school teach-

er in order to make anything of him, and

perhaps make nothing of him in the

end !" " Well, never mind the English

though it should be tattered to rags/
1

would be the rejoinder ;
" for my part,

I like a gay husband ; and who is so gay

as the French ? They enjoy themselves.

They are to all the fashionable theatres

in the winter season ; and no summer

excursion escapes them. Oh, I love the
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Frenchmen V Evaline listened to these

remarks, without mixing into the conver-

sation ; but inly she concluded that there

was something wrong. Her cousins saw

her album, in which they might have no-

ticed a likeness subscribed J. B. ; but

from this they could deduce no positive

conclusion. " Perhaps, " thought she, " a

letterhas come addressed Evaline, and not

Eva, the name I am known by, and that

cousin Evalina thought it might be for

her, but having discovered the mistake,

she concludes from the fact that the name

of the writer corresponding to the initials

subscribed to the picture, one and the

same person is represented thereby, and

that he had changed Eva to Evaline,

agreeably to his French tastes."

Evaline was right in her conjectures.

A letter had come, and having fallen by
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mistake into Evaline's hands, she was

aided in the project by her sister Grace,

and having received the sanction of the

father, who looked upon the Frenchman

as an adventurer, resolved to write such

a letter as would check his advances to

her cousin. Meanwhile all resolved to

paint up the many graces and accom-

plishments of Charles -, the young

Englishman, about whom Evaline had

been so often bored on other occasions,

but never so much as now. Time, how-

ever, was flowing on cheerlessly for Eva-

line ; but still it was flowing on. That, at

least, was a comfort. So after a few

more days she made an engagement with

another lady, and under different circum-

stances, which, indeed, it will not be

necessary for us to describe.

After Evaline's departure her lady
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cousins set about writing the letter,

which ran thus :

"Monsieur Jean Baptiste, I received your note, and can

see by its tone that your affections have undergone a change
;

but as Pope says, 'Whatever is, is right. ' Your inquiries

after me are so cold, that I have begun to think you do not

wish our intercourse to continue. Perhaps my Saxon sober-

ness clashes with your Celtic enthusiasm ; difference of reli-

gion may also be a hindrance to further intimacy. You are

now free to enter on another engagement—perhaps you have

already done so.

Live and be happy. Adieu. EVALINE."

This letter was not sent by post to

Jean Baptiste ; it was considered better

to send it by hand, so that a verbal cer-

tificate of its safe delivery might be had.

We will endeavor by and bye to furnish

our readers with a detailed account of

the embassy, and of the ambassador. At

present we will enter on a description of

the house in which the loves of Evaline

and Jean Baptiste were so freely discussed,

and detail the deliberations.
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Chapter III.

' It was a comfortable dwelling, located

in a bustling business part of Brooklyn,

and at a convenient distance from the

ferry, affording easy transfer to New
York. The cars passed by the door in

rapid succession, thereby rendering trans-

fer still more rapid ; and as they touched

at Prospect Park, in their up-town mean-

derings, they served two very desirable

objects—business and pleasure. The first

story of the house, formerly devoted to

other purposes, was now converted into

a store, in which Evaline's uncle carried

on the boot and shoe trade. It had an

attractive appearance with its huge, pro-

jecting windows, which showed to advan
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tage a profusion of the latest styles of

Crispin art ; while within, and hanging

outside, their more homely relatives

were well represented, so that no cus-

tomer, whether of high or low degree,

ever left unaccommodated. The second

story was tastefully arranged. It consist-

ed of two neat rooms, separated only by

folding-doors, which, when thrown open,

united the two into one grand, spacious

apartment. Two brilliant mirrors that re-

flected the whole person, graced it at either

end. A magnificent sofa, elastic as an air-

cushion, afforded a delicious resting place

on one side, while nearly opposite was a

tete-a-tete got up in the same style of rich

upholstery. The chairs were of richly

carved mahogany, and yielded to the gent-

lest pressure ; nor can we omit the two

air-cushioned rocking-chairs in which the
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mater and paterfamilias rocked them-

selves betimes, in the full pride and con-

sciousness, as it were, of wealth and all its

attendant importance. In one corner of

the room reposed a piano beneath its baize

covering, which the daughters tripped

over with fairy fingers, to the great amuse-

ment of the old couple, and opposite was a

book-case filled with all manner of vol-

umes, sacred and profane, ancient and

modern.

It was in this apartment, and on the

evening of the day that Evaline had de-

parted to engage in her new avocations,

that her attachment to Jean Baptiste was

brought under discussion : and the dra-

matis personce, so to speak, were Mr. and

Mrs. Dorset, with their daughters, Grace

and Evalina.

" What can be done," said Mr. Dorset
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to his wife, " to prevent this intimacy be-

tween Jean and Eva, or Evaline, as he

calls her, from progressing? It can't

come to good, I fear. These French are

all flighty adventurers. What harmonious

fellowship, can ever exist betwreen Pro-

testant and Catholic ? Catholics say there

is no salvation outside Romanism ; then

we, poor Protestants, God help us, are

all doomed to perdition. O horrible

thought! We are more charitable. We
don't exclude any one from heaven ; but

they are always crying out, 'lost here-

tics!' Now fancy a man looking for a

wife whom he verily believes shall never

see God in glory. How can he live happy

with such a woman ? How entrust to her

the care of his children ? Must he not

look upon her as a demon ? Perhaps he

flatters himself that after a while he
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would be able to induce Eva to turn

Romanist. I hope she loves the religion

of her forefathers too much to be a turn-

coat. Far better for Protestants to marry-

in their own religion, and Catholics in

theirs. And as for foreigners—-I'm death

on them. I have no faith in fickle French-

men. Eva will rue the day she marries

a Frenchman—a French Catholic! I

don't deny but Jean—what do you call

him ?—yes, Jean Baptiste will rue the

day, too, he ever- marries outside of his

own persuasion. They think otherwise

of course ; but it will be with them like

so many others, that after having entered

into the domain of reflection, and having

got the film with which fancy blinded

them, removed from their eyes, they will

see things as they are, and learn, alas

!

too late, that the bliss they figured for
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themselves was but a delusion. They

are inexperienced, and, of course, don't

see things as we old folks do. They are

like boys who having seen water for the

first time, and invited by its glassy bosom,

and spurred on to daring by the example

of others to make one grand plunge into

the sparkling element, begin to realize

their rashness, and learn that swimming

is not so easy of accomplishment, nor the

pond the pleasant place it seemed."

" Well, really my dear," said his wife,

" you have talked so much that I can

scarce keep track of you. But to begin

with swimming, and plunging into the

sparkling element—if boys did not ven-

ture into the water, of course they could

never learn to swim. And * courage is

half the battle/ they say. ' A faint heart

never won a fair lady ;' and I might add—



Weighed and not Wanting. 37

a faint-hearted lady seldom gets a hus-

band ; so we need courage to marry, my
dear. And as regards difference of

country, and religion—I don't think so

much about that. You know the doctors

tell us"

" Oh ! hang the doctors !" ejaculated

her husband.

" Well now, my dear, you must not

get angry
;
you must hear what I've got

to say, and you will then be better able

to judge about it. I say, then, the doc-

tors tell us that mixing the races is the

best possible thing for the good of so-

ciety."

" Oh, never mind society, and doctors,"

said her husband. " My niece's comfort,

happiness, peace of mind—-that's what I

look to."

" And why not, my dear, be happy
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with a Frenchman, as well as an English-

man? Would my love for you be less

if you had been born in France ? Would

yours for me be less, had I been born

in Ireland ? Love fixes up a great many

difficulties. Love is blind, you know

;

and 'tis well he is ; for as he can see

nothing, he thinks nothing, wrong. And

as for Romanist—Papist—Catholic

—

Protestant, and the like, I don't care a

fig for them all—if the parties about to

marry only—love."

" Yes, you do well to say ' if the parties

about to marry only love/ But do they

ever love aright? I don't wish my niece

to jeopardise herself with a Papist—

a

French Papist. This Frenchman is an

adventurer ; and few of his countrymen

are anything else."
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" You have a poor opinion of French

gallantry," said his wife.

" But there is such a dissimilarity of

aofe, too," chimed in Grace.

" There can't be so much, dear," said

her father. " Judging from his picture,

he can't be over five and twenty."

" I am really astonished, papa, that you

would regard a photograph as a reliable

criterion to judge by in the matter of age.

I have seen himself, and so has Evalina,

too—haven't we, Evalina ?" said she, ad-

dressing her sister, who answered her in-

terrogatory with a significant nod—" and

really, papa, I think he must be in the

vicinity of five and thirty. Why, dear

me ! if you only saw the many grey hairs

that are scattered through his otherwise

dark black hair. Evaline and I have had

an opportunity of observing them a short
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time since, as you were selling him a

pair of boots."

" Well, Grace, 'tis strange I never no-

ticed him. Still a few sparse grey hairs

are no infallable criterion to judge by of

one's age. When I married your mother

some twenty years ago, I remember well

that I had a fair share of scattered grey

hairs, although I hadn't reached my thir-

tieth year at the time. And many a time

she quizzed me over them ; so I have

good reason to remember the fact. On
the other hand, I have seen men of forty

summers altogether free from such unwel-

come visitors ; so that they seem to bloom

through one everlasting summer, never

experiencing the slightest indication of

the winter of age. Trouble, anxiety,

intense study, and the like, do more to
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silver the head of youth, than a few extra

years."

" Well, papa," said Evaline, who had

been all attention, " young or old, you

don't wish cousin to marry him, alien as

he is by birth and by persuasion."

" No," replied the father :
" but how

are we to prevent it
?"

" All that needs be done, papa, is to

write a letter in cousin's name to Jean

Baptiste, cutting him off at once ; then

there's an end to it."

" A very good idea, indeed, my child-,

if we could only manage the hand-writ-

ing. I have been thinking over the dif-

ficulties that attend the project since last

we talked the matter over. You know

it is more than probable that Jean Bap-

tiste is acquainted with your cousin's

handwriting."
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" Grace and I have all fixed, I guess.

We challenged her the other evening to

write—indeed we had the letter in view

then—and after many trials, in which she

seemed to excel, we proposed, as a last

test, the names Eva and Evalina. I took

out of my desk a few sheets of note-

paper ; and having entered on a new

contest in penmanship, as it were, I suc-

ceeded at last in securing the name Eva-

lina just in such a place as to admit a

note of moderate length prefixed. I in-

tended the name Evaline, but Grace did

not approve, as she said it would be too

risky ; while on the other hand it would

be very easy to alter the final letter after-

wards/
1

" That is capital! first rate!" exclaimed

'he father.

Mrs. Dorset, who had been listening
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attentively all the time, and who showed

by her looks that she would not counte-

nance the plot which was so shocking to

her honor and her pride, said in chiding

tones :

" You are bright girls, indeed—very

bright, but the plot shall never get my

sanction. And as for you," she said, add-

dressing her husband, " you ought to

have more sense than to encourage so

mean an act—one, too, which if discov-

ered, will do more than any thing con-

ceivable to cement their affections/'

" But, my dear," said Mr. Dorset,

" there will be no discovery. I'm sure

the Frenchman, when he gets the letter,

will discontinue his attentions ; and Eva

perceiving this will learn to forget, or to

despise."

" All very fine in imagination," said his
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wife ;
" but believe me if a young man

and a young woman make up their minds

to get married, they will do it anyhow.

The more they are thwarted, the fonder

they get. Shakspeare never said a truer

thing than this

:

' Didst thou but know the inly touch of love,

Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow,

As seek to quench the fire of love with words—

'

and if this be true of open opposition,

what may we not expect to be the result

of treachery discovered ? And discover-

ed it will be, sooner or later ; and once a

revelation is made, depend upon it, the

hearts of the victims will be welded to-

gether with a firmness and indissolubility

second only to the marriage bond.
,,

" Well, the project is worth a venture,

anyhow," said her husband.

The matter was so arranged by the

father and daughters ; the letter given in
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our last chapter was produced, and it met

with his entire approbation. It was neatly

copied. The name Evalina was then

dexterously changed to Evaline ; and the

note, as black in nature as it was in ink,

was inserted into a virgin envelope—

a

whited sepulchre, all rottenness within.

The letter, we have said, was to be

sent by hand ; and a little Irish boy who

used to go of errands, sweep out the

shop, and " make himself generally use-

ful/' and who, to speak the truth, was

not as " green as he looked/' though his

Irish brogue and originality much amused

the English family, was the important

personage appointed to deliver the letter.

Late in the afternoon of the following

day, Paddy Lafify—for such was the name

of the little Irish urchin—sped his way

with the letter, of whose contents he, of
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course, was ignorant. Indeed, such was

his esteem for our heroine, that it would

be rather risky to give him even the re-

motest hint on the matter ; besides, it

was none of his business. A heavy

snow-storm had set in ; and as it blew a

gale, the fleecy element was driven now

into the boys face, now against his back,

thus covering him all over as with a coat.

As the way was long, and cars were not

available, he felt in quite an uncomforta-

ble position ; but he endeavored to lighten

his troubles by calling to mind the urgen-

cy of the expedition—which Mr. Dorset

had hinted at by way of apology for

sending him out in such inclement weath-

er, and flattering himself with ideas of

his own self-importance in having been

thought worthy of such a trust, huiliming

at intervals, by way of episode, " The
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Wearing of the Green,"—" Pat Malloy,"

—and by the Irish, the never to be for-

gotten air, " Patrick's Day." He arrived

towards dusk at his destination. Pre-

vious to his ringing the bell he fixed his

hat, which, by the way, exclusive of the

absolute necessity it was under of getting

disencumbered of its snow, needed no

adjustment, for its position could not be

improved, sitting, as it did, with equal

grace, no matter how he threw it on

;

turned down his coat-collar, hastily shook

the snow from off his person, and stamp-

ed with his boots energetically ; and now

being nicely fixed up anew, he gave the

bell a becoming ring, which was soon re-

sponded to by the maid. She was a

light-hearted, affable girl ; nor was Paddy

slow to observe this. He thought she

was just the person to meet at such an
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hour, and on such an evening ; and he

was right in his conjectures. And how

he fared with her, as well as how he con-

ducted his embassy, will be told in the

following chapter.
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Chapter IV.

" Good evenin\ Miss," said Paddy, ac-

costing the young girl who responded to

his ring of the door-bell.

" Good evening, sir," she politely an-

swered.

" Very sevare weather, indeed, Miss.

It snows terrible. Faix! I thought I'd

be turned into a snowball before I could

get here."

" You have come quite a distance, I

guess."

" Faix ! you may say tkat}
Miss. I'm

always running of messages this ways for

the master, Miss ; and if I get many

more sich runs as this, I don't know what

will become of me. Is the winter always

as bad as this, Miss?"
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" Indeed, this is nothing compared

with what we may be looking out for

before long. Just come inside a moment

while you deliver your errand."

" I have no errand," replied Paddy,

getting inside as requested, and glad of

the invitation. Now, errand was a word

never yet inscribed in his vocabulary
;

ynessage was the word he used to hear,

and which, had the maid used it, he would

have comprehended at once.

" What!" exclaimed the girl in aston-

ishment, at the same time looking the

little rustic in the face, " You have no

errand! what then can you want?"

" Wisha a little bit of a letther, Miss, I

want you to give a young gentleman that

lives here, I b'lieve."

The girl could scarcely suppress a

laugh, but striving to be as modest and
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serious as she could in such laughable

circumstances, she simply asked him the

gentleman's name?"

"Oh! let me see," said Paddy, " 'Tis

sich a quare name. They have the drol-

lest names out in this country I ever see

—regular jaw-breakers, Miss. I can't

get my tongue round them at all." Here-

upon he dexterously drew forth the note

from its snug repose in his pocket.

" Here it is, Miss," said he, blundering

over the superscription. " Mis-shus Je-an

B—." Before he could proceed further

the girl interrupted him, saying

:

" Oh, I understand. You want Miss

Hughes, the young lady of the house,

and not a young gentleman. And my
name is Jane Ann B . Perhaps the

letter is for me, addressed in care of Miss

Hughes."
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" Wisha, who'd think sich a nice young

girl as yourself would be making game

of the poor boy ? But that's the ways in

this country, I'm tould. When a poor

Irish boy is not long over they make a

humbug of him.
,,

" I'm not fooling at all," responded the

blushing girl, " I understood you to men-

tion the name of Miss Hughes, and my
own."

" Here now, Miss, is the letther for

yourself, and read it."

" Oh! It is for a young French gentle-

man who lives here, Monsieur Jean

Baptiste. He will be in soon to dinner.

I will give him the letter when he comes.

If you prefer it you can wait his arrival

in the kitchen, and give it to him your-

self. Besides, an answer might be ne-

cessary."
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Paddy thankfully accepted the invita-

tion, and followed her to the kitchen,

lavishing on her his heartfelt encomiums :

" You're the nicest and kindheartedest

girl I met since I left the ' Ould Dart/
"

Before taking his seat, he said :
" I don't

know, Miss, whether I ought to stay, or

no, bekase I wasn't tould. And sure 'tis

mysel' would like to rest a while, I'm so

wet and cold from the big snow. Just

look at me ;" and here he turned round,

like one just learning the steps of a round

dance, so as to give the much amused

girl a full view of his person.

" You may as well take the benefit of

the doubt," said she; "a little rest will

serve you."

" Faix ! then, that's what I want now,

Miss, and shure a cup of tay would be a

great sarvice to me, particularly out of
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the hands of sich a fine girl as your own

four bones." Here she laughed outright.

" There 'tis again ! Well, though I'm not-

long overmeself, maybe I'm not as green

as my looks. But no matter. Any-

ways a cup of tay would warm my poor

heart this cold night. So, I'll take your

advice, Miss, and wait a while."

" Well," said the girl, " you must have

the cup of tea, and something better and

more substantial."

The girl was much amused with

Paddy's simplicity and accent—and how

could even the most stoic be otherwise ?

Still, Irish as she was, and proud of it,

she pitied him in her heart. She, owing

to the education she got in the town of

G , where as good English, uttered

with good accent, strikes the ear as in

any other town in Ireland or out of it,
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being a correct English speaker, was

sorry that fortune was not more kind to

this scion of her native country, whose

eye beamed with intelligence, and on

whose forehead intellect was enthroned.

Many a Grattan, a Curran, a Sheil, a

Kenny, a Cahill and an O'Connell, owing

to English oppression, is doomed to plod

the bogs of Erin, who, under milder in-

fluence, might do credit to the pulpit,

the senate, or the bar. She gave the

boy a comfortable location by the fire-

side ; and soon his clothes began to

throw out the damp in thick steam, and

he commenced to realize, much to his

comfort, the difference between travel-

ling in a snow-stonn and reposing by a

kitchen fire. And x\o\\ he crossed one

foot, . and now another, so that neither

might feel jealous of its rights ; while
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anon he inhaled in his dilating olfactory

organ, the pleasant aroma of the steam-

ing tea-kettle, anxiously expecting the

moment to come when his palate would

be no longer debarred the privilege of

enjoying its share in the precious fluid.

Nor did he ever fail to follow, with his

eye, the girl in her several culinary

manoeuvres. And when he saw a

turkey of huge dimensions scientifi-

cally browned, make its appearance, and

a piece of corn-beef—how he did smack

his lips !
—" Why she'll never be done,"

said Paddy, soliloquizing. " That girl is

worth the weight of her of gould." But

no longer able to check the effervescent

nature of his thoughts, he suddenly

ejaculated :

" May the Lord fasten the life in you
;
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Miss! and happy is the man that will

get you."

" Why do you say so?" "asked she,

smiling.

" Faix! then, you needn't ask me that,

for the rason is as plain as a pike-staff,

or the nose on your face."

" Well, really, a pike-staff may be

easily seen, it is so very long ; but as

for my nose," added she, jocosely, " I

don't think it would be a curiosity in

a nose-club ? I always thought it just

in proportion with the rest of my
features."

" Ah ! then, sure I don't mane any-

thing like that at all, Miss. Sure I

know you have a nice, purty nose, and a

nice sweet face, and sich a pair of black

eyes—rale beauties. Faix ! you're the

nicest crather of a girl, and the smartest,
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too, I ever laid an eye on in the wliola

coorse of my life."

" That's not a very long one yet, my
dear."

" Long or short, ' I give you the bush'

for all the handy girls I ever saw
—

" Out

pop pies, and a custard, and other et

cczteras. Paddy was as much bewildered

as if he had seen the wonderful fete per-

formed-—a lady jump through a hoop at

a circus—and asked in astonishment

:

" Do you raly make these beautiful,

sweet things, yourself, Miss ? Sure I

never saw these things makin' before ; I

thought they all came from the 'fectioners"

" Well, they are sometimes bought at

confectionary establishments, and when

procured there, of course, they are su-

perior in finish ; but those made at home,

though inferior in that respect, are equal
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in all others. They taste as good, and

cost much less ; and economy is one of

the chief supports of the household. So,

when you are going to get married, be

sure that your intended understands

housekeeping."

" Wisha," said Paddy, tickled—as he

might have expressed it himself—at the

idea of his prospective housekeeping

;

"sure if I was ould enough now to be

married, I might as well be expectin'

white black-birds as lookin' after a girl

like you. Arrah, sure the likes of you

wouldn't look at the likes of me. Faix

!

a plainer girl, and plainer cooking too,

will do poor Paddy." The bell rings. It

was Jean Baptiste, who, on being inform-

ed by the maid of the boy who was wait-

ing his arrival to give him some commu-

nication, said he would just slip up stairs
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to change clothes, and would be down

immediately. He was not long about

effecting the necessary change in his ap-

parel. He passed the comb carelessly

through his flowing locks, which looked

well in their artless adjustment. He
came gently down stairs, singing in a

sweet voice, but with something of a

foreign accent, the first verse of that

touching song, " Ever of thee I am fond-

ly dreaming."

" Well, Jane Anne," said Jean Baptiste,

" where is the boy that wishes to see

me r

Paddy did not give the girl time to re-

ply, but stepped across to the kitchen

door where Jean Baptiste stood, and

handed him the letter. He opened, read,

changed color ; and his eyes filled with

tears, which, however, did not flow down
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his cheeks, having been checked in their

course by the nerving thought of Eva-

line's inconstancy. The thought flashed

on him at the moment that one so faith-

less was not worthy the tribute of a tear.

We will not attempt to describe in de-

tail the state of his mind, for it can better

be imagined, particularly by one who has

ever had, like Jean Baptiste, his first love

blighted. He put the unwelcome mis-

sive in his pocket with the intention of

perusing it alone ; and affecting a care-

lessness which he did not feel, and which

his looks belied, simply said to the bearer:

" All right, my boy, there is no answer

needed ;" adding, in a tone not intended

for his ears, but which, however, he over-

heard :
" There is a tide in the affairs of

men; yes, and in the affairs of women,

too. Shakspeare and Byron are right

;
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but whether the tide will lead to fortune
%

or God knows where—that's the rub."

" You'd better wait," continued he, ad-

dressing the boy, " and Jane Anne will

see to make you comfortable, as soon as

she can. I wish to speak a word with

you myself, after dinner."

Paddy courtsied very politely, and

thanked the gentleman for his invitation,

which, as our readers are already aware,

he had, in his native simplicity, anticipat-

ed, by inviting himself, and which had

received the sanction of the maid. His

gratitude, however, for the kindness, was

better told by his looks than by his

words ; nor is there a breast in which

that gem of virtues sparkles more bril-

liantly than in that of the Irish peasant.

Jean Baptiste's embarrassment was not

unnoticed at the dinner-table. An un-
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easiness was traceable in his countenance.

He did not joke as he was wont to do,

nor did he discourse more than was

absolutely unavoidable ;—which change

from his ordinary course led to some

questions which he very little wished to

hear, and which he endeavored to evade.

" Favor me with your name," said the

maid, addressing the boy as she passed

in from the dining room ;
" I think I

heard you call yourself Paddy a while

ago."

" Yis, indeed, Miss; Paddy is my
name—Paddy Laffy in full; and you'll

plase call me so. Faix I never was

called anythin' else."

" Well, you need not be ashamed of

your name, St. Patrick, whose name you

bear, was a glorious saint, and the apostle

of Ireland. Many of our countrymen,
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who bear that name, assume another

when they come to this country, because

they think it too Irish. I hope you "will

never be so devoid of good sense as

to follow their example. No ; Let it

be your glory to bear the name of the

glorious Patron of Ireland. But tell me,

Paddy, do you know anything about the

news the letter brought? The young

gentleman looks very melancholy. Any

one dead? or is it a love affair ?"

" Faix" replied Paddy, " the child un-

born knows more about it than me.

Sure none of them would tell me any-

thin'. But one thing is sartin—no one

is dead at the house of my masther ; so

it might as well be a love affair as any-

thin' worse."

" Is there anything worse than a dis-

appointment in love, think you, Paddy ?"
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"Oh! then, 'deed there is, Miss. Pon

my soukens! I'd sooner be disappointed

fifty times in love, than once in my
dinner.

,,

" It seems to me you have never felt

the pain of love," said the girl smiling.

" Faix ! then, 'tis time enough into a

bad market, as the ould people say. I'm

not in a bit of a hurry about getting love

pains, or any other pains either."

" I think you are quite right, Paddy."

The table-gong was touched. " They

are through dinner now," she continued,

"and in a few minutes you and I will sit

down together."

"There is no one I'd sooner see for-

ninst me than your own four bones

—

barrin' my poor mother, who is thinkin'

of me this ways at home, or my sisther,

the crather, who always kept me a cup
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of tay in the pot, no matter where I might

be scampin' around.
"

" I'll do the part of your sister this

time, Paddy."

Paddy felt highly complimented ; and

his countenance brightening to the genial

influence of his reflections, looked the

picture of happiness.

As soon, as the dinner-table was

cleared off to make place for glasses

—

which tell, beyond all doubt, of the coming

of that " drowner of sorrows," Jane Ann

and Paddy sat down together at the

kitchen table—made, indeed of more

homely material than its relative in the

dining-room ; but this did not affect, in

the least, the viands it supported. Paddy

felt at home with the agreeable maid

waiting on him ; and after the usual pre-

liminaries of carving, she asked him for
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a story about the " ould country," which

he consented to narrate, after his bash-

fulness had been sufficiently acted upon

by her many pressing invitations to allow

him to commence. And now that he

felt himself buoyed into a story-telling

mood, he prepared his throat for the nar-

ration by taking a drink of tea and com-

menced :

" I'm goin' to tell you a story about a

thing that happened once to my own

grandfather ; and if every word of it isn't

as thrue as the gospel, 'tisn't snowin'

now—nor * there isn't a piper in Cork/

One fine summer's mornin,' I heard my
father often say, the farmers of the little

village of got up very, very early

to make preparations for the fair of
,

a town some few miles distant. It was

quite dark yet, for the sun hadn't got up,
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nor had it any notion of doin' so. Even

the March cocks"—" Say roosters, Pad-

dy," interrupted the girl ;
—" well all the

same, Miss, but I forgot. Well, even the

March roosters, and they're the earliest

crowers, I often heard my mother say,

hadn't shook their feathers on the perches

nor was there a note out of the lark him-

sel', and he's not a heavy sleeper. But

as I was sayin', the farmers were all busy

preparin' for the fair, and my grandfather

was one of the number. To make a long

story short, they were ready for the road

before day-break ; so they set out, and

were early enough at the fair. Well, 'tis

very seldom you see a fair in Ireland

finish without a bit o' devarsion."

" Surely," said the girl, " you would

not have it terminate otherwise. You

know when the boys and girls get to-
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gether they will make sport, any how."

" Arrah ! bless your heart, Miss," said

Paddy ; I don't mane that kind of sport,

at all. I mane a faction fight ; and the

boys always call it a bit d devarsion.

Well, my grandfather was a frolicksome

bit of a lad at the time—just about

twenty, and happened to be 'takin' a

little with a young girl in one of the

tents."

" What do you mean by taking a little,"

asked the girl, feigning she did not un-

derstand this Irish technicality, which is

just the parallel of the Americans ' hav-

ing a smile ?'

" I mane takin a drop of somethin' hot

and strong {or graw > that is for love."

" I have never seen a girl drink any-

thing intoxicating for love, or fear, in my

part of the country. Do you mean to say
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that any respectable Irish girl would drink

at a fair ?"

" Sure, no, Miss," said Paddy. " In-

deed I don't mane to say anythin' of the

kind. But they have to kiss the glass

for their bachelors, just to sweeten it, you

know ; and faix ! 'tis often lucky for the

boys to have the girls near them at fairs,

for they keep them out of harm's way
;

but this wasn't the case, unfortunately,

with my grandfather, for the girl got him

into a scrape,—but sure it wasn't her

fault, the crather."

" I'm very sorry, indeed, Paddy, for

interrupting you. I'm sure your story is

quite entertaining. So now that we un-

derstand each other regarding those

technicalities, I pray you to proceed with

your narration."

" Very well, Miss ; I will now go on.
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I was sayin' my grandfather was takin' a

drop in a tent, in company with a young

woman, and who should come up but a

young fellow who was coortin' her as

much as he could, and more than she

liked, or sure she wouldn't renage him

that way. But he didn't want to let her

slip through his fingers so aisily ; and as

he could get no satisfaction of her, he

was determined to get it of my grand-

father, if possible. He stood outside the

tent, and called for a glass of whiskey,

which he drank with as much 'ase as

I take this drop of tay"—and here he

suited the action to the word by taking

a refreshing draught. "Well," continued

Paddy, "as he was on for a fight, he called

for another gum-tickler, which he dis-

posed of in the same easy way. \ Twill

be a good while/ says he, ' before these
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two lads meet their eldest brother/ And

/now thinkin' himsel' in fi^htin' trim, he

says to my grandfather, who didn't know

him from Adam, ' I'm insulted in your

company/ ' If you are/ says my grand-

father, * I'll give you any satisfaction you

want/ The poor girl was all afright,

and did all in her power to keep him

from leaving her company ; but 'twas no

use. So up he gets, and before you

could say yack Robinson the two wrere at

it hard and fast, boxin ?

for bare life. My
grandfather was not long about getting

the best of him ; but as the spalpeen had

a strong faction in the fair, the matther

wasn't let rest with that much. My
grandfather had only a few friends, but

as they had the spunk in them, they fell

to. The wakest side ginerally gets the

worst of it, for spunk won't do always,
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and so it was now. But when they were

on the point of being whipped, who

should come up and tap my grandfather

on the shouldher, but a slim gorsoo?i with-

out a shoe to his foot, or a coat to his

back. He wore a corduroy breeches,

and a red waist-coat—mind i a red waist-

coat. He drew a wattle out of a tent for

a cudgel ; and says he to my grandfather :

' This is the way I do business. I'm your

friend. Strike no man but the man who

strikes you ; and he that strikes you,

strikes me! The gorsoon and his party

laid on heavy, and b'lieve me they wern't

long about clearin' the fair. The oppo-

site side flew like sparrows at the sound

of a clappers i$ a barley field ; and my
grandfather was the boy on the gap for

the rest of the day. And what was still

more strange, after doin' sich great
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things, the garsoon with the red waist-

coat, didn't wait to let my grandfather

thank him ; but disappeared and was

never seen before, nor since."

" That is a wonderful story, indeed,"

said the girl, more amused at Paddy's

implicit belief therein, than at its own

absurdity ;
" very wonderful ; equal to the

Arabian Nights."

" But do you know," interrogated Pad-

dy "who the red-waistcoat was?"

" How could I know," she replied ?"

" Every one that day," continued

Paddy, " would give their book oath that

it was one of the ' good people' that

came from the other world ; and they said

he must be one of my grandfathers

friends, who was taken away some time

before.

"

The girl could not suppress a smile,
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which Paddy noticing said :
" You don't

b'lieve it, I think. Well I can assure you

'tis thrue. Sure all the fairies wear red

waistcoats."

" It may be true," said the girl feign-

ing a belief in fairydom ;
" but tell me how

it is no one believes in fairies, or ' good

people' except the Irish ; and even

amongst them the belief is not universal

;

while in this country no one believes in

such preternatural apparitions."

" 7Tis aisy to answer that."

"Is your tea out? Just let me give

you a little warm."

" Thank you !—But I was sayin' 'twas

quite asy to explain all that. The i good

people' are not to be found out of Ireland
j

and as they belonged to the poorer class

themselves while on earth, like us, they

don't ever trouble themselves about the
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rich, who wouldn't spake to them, but

always keep in the company of their own

aquails ; and these they do a kind turn

for sometimes. And the reason the

'good people/ or fairies don't leave Ire-

and, is because they can't ?"

" They can't ! Why what's to prevent

them ?"

" I'll make that as clear for you in a

moment, as mud at the bottom of the

river." A smile passed imperceptibly

over the the girl's countenance at this

splendid simile. Paddy continued, " You

often heard of the big flood." The girl

bowed her assent. " Well, before the

flood drowned the world the fairies were

wanderin' around just for pleasure ; and

as the different countries were all one in

them days there was nothin' to pre-

vent them from travellin' all over. They
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happened to be devartin
,

themselves at

the time in that part of the world now

called Ireland, just becase it was the

greenest spot to be found ;—and so it

is to this day, too. But they were over-

taken by the flood ; and in order to save

themselves, they had to climb up a big

tree. When the flood was passed away

they came down, and began their wan-

derm* again, but they hadn't gone far

till they found themselves stopped by the

water. Then they took another direc-

tion, but they were stopped, too. So

discoverm' that they were all surrounded,

and that there was no escape, they en-

deavored to make themselves at home,

and be content with the dimensions of

the island for a pleasure garden."

" But," asked the girl, " couldn't they



78 Evaline ; or

cross the water if they wished ? I

thought spirits could go anywhere."

" Ah fbless your heart," said Paddy,

"they fear the water so much, they

never attempt to cross the smallest little

stream. So the ould people say ; and

sure they know best."

The girl was more amused than con-

vinced by Paddy's account of the water-

fearing habits of the fairies ; and affecting

a belief in these preternatural beings,

said—" you have a great knowledge,

Paddy, of fairy lore, indeed
;
your story

is really amusing, and notwithstanding

what some people may say, there may be

some truth in the existence of these

strange creatures."

" Some truth ! ejaculated Paddy ; "why

'tis all truth. ' Seem' is believin'; and
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several of the ould people have seen

them from time to time, hurlin' and horse-

ndin .

She did not task him further ; nor did

she undertake to remove his impres-

sions. Indeed they were too deeply

rooted in his imagination, slue thought,

for her to disabuse him of them. So to

please him, she affected to be as strong

a believer in the fairies as himself.

Jean Baptiste entered. He beckoned

the boy to him, and taking him out into

the hall-way, asked him who gave him

the letter.

" The masther, sir," replied Paddy.

" Do you know who wrote it ?"
>

" No, sir/
1

"

C{ Will you tell me who are the mem-

bers of the family ?"

" Yes, sir ; to be shure I will. There
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is the masther and misthress, and two

daughthers—Grace and Evalina."

" Has there been any other young

lady at the house lately ?"

" Yes, sir, Eva was her name ; but she

left a few days ago"

—

"a few days ago"

soliloquised Jean Baptiste—"Oh! she

was the sweetest crather I ever saw.

'Tis mysel' is sorry she's gone."

" Did the master say anything particu-

lar when he gave you this letter?"

" He asked me if I knew the way to

street? I said yes. 'Well, Pad-

dy/ says, he ' 'tis a great way off, and 'tis

snowin' dreadful ; so you'd better muffle

yourself up well. Only the business is

so important,' I think he called it. ' All

right, my fine boy,' said Jean Baptiste.

—
' Only my business is so important

I would not send you out.' So off I
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started ; and faix ! I paid well for the

journey. But I'm all right now ; thanks

to you, sir, and to the girl inside who

made me as happy as she could/'

" Well, my fine boy, you had better

make for home now, for it will be rather

late when you arrive. Here is a dollar

for candies. Good night !"

Good night! kindly, sir ; I'm very

thankful to you." And slipping into the

kitchen for his hat, and politely wishing

the girl good night, too, he disappeared,

and cheered himself on his way by hum-

ming as before, some of his native airs,

anon ruminating as to how he could

best spend his dollar. We will let him

journey on alone ; and accompany Jean

Baptiste in his meditations.
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Chapter V.

" There is something very strange and

mystifying about this letter," said Jean

Baptiste, as he paced his room puffing a

cigar, which he smoked by way of anti-

dote. He felt his spirits so very much

dejected that he needed something sooth-

ing. This was his " critical day," his

day of trial. Now he was called on to

balance doubts and fears against hope,

and the mental struggle acted dreadfully

on his nervous system. It was a severe

test to his fortitude to see the fondest

aspirations of his heart blighted—at least

he had reason to fear they were. All

his expectations of earthly bliss, which he

had cherished so long and fondly, now

fade from his view. He feels the weight
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of his misery to be oppressive—crushing.

He draws forth the picture of Evaline

from his bosom, where, indeed, it had

long reposed, and gazes on it long and

anxiously, submitting it, as it were, to a

phrenological scrutiny ; and then takes

out the letter, the herald of his wretched-

ness, as if by way of contrast, and reads

it every word.

Then studying the picture once again

with a breaking, but still a confiding

heart, he said :
" Could that sweet guile-

less countenance conceal the horrid

monster of deceit? Could those lips

that on the night we parted brought such

joy to my heart when with maiden mod-

esty, they partially revealed the first

utterances that bid me hope, now speak

the cold, repulsive words—Hove yoit not?

Could those eyes that used to so brighten
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up with love when looking at me, thereby

sending a thrilling sensation through my
frame, now shoot out the arrows of hate ?

Could those arms that hung around my
neck so short a time ago to caress, now

refuse to embrace ? Woman is change-

able, they say ; but I thought Evaline

changeless,—the very quintessence of all

that is excellent in the sex.

* O 'tis the curse in love, and still approved,

When women cannot love when they're beloved.'

" Evaline," he said, apostrophising the

picture, " you know how much I love. Do

you reciprocate my passion ? Speak !

dearest, speak ! Yes ; I fancy I hear a

voice speak within me saying —Evaline

is still the same.

" But there is the letter, giving a flat

denial to the whisperings of that inward

monitor. There is a difference of hand-
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writing, it is plain ; but the signature is

hers. Still, is not this difference of hand-

writing a consolation ? Does it not seem

to indicate foul play? Besides, accord-

ing to the boy's confession, Evaline left

the house a few days since, and the letter

only comes to-night, Why so much

delay ? Perhaps the letter is her uncle's

dictation, and that she has been forced to

sign it. It would be a pleasure to know

that, for in such case her heart acted not

in concert with her hand. I will go to

her uncle's, and probe the mystery to the

core. And never will I condemn you,

Evaline,"—and here he kissed the pic-

ture—" until your guilt becomes as clear

as light ; and even then, though forsaken

and betrayed, I will cherish a fond recol-

lection of you for the past."

Such were the reflections that occupied
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the mind of Jean Baptiste during the eve-

ning. Doubts and hopes chased each

other in his mind, like light and shade on

a landscape. Now his spirits, by reason

of an occasional ray of hope glancing

across them, would be somewhat cheered ;

now despair gaining the ascendancy, they

would sink to the lowest depths. Now
his mind built up pleasing fancies of love

and fidelity, still scrupulouly cherished in

Evaline's bosom ; now it frittered them

to atoms, while it pencilled her out in

bold relief ruthlessly joying over his

agony. He was, indeed, more the victim

of despair than the child of hope. His

melancholy was deep ; and he gave ex-

pression to it in the following song which

he sang in tones quite in keeping with

the plaintiveness of the air, and the de-

pressed state of his feelings :
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O would I were a boy again,

When life seemed formed of sunny years,

And all the heart then knew of pain

Was swept away in transient tears.

When every late hope whisper'd then,

My fancy deemed was only truth
;

O would that I could know again,

The happy visions of my youth.

O would I were a boy again, etc.

'Tis vain to mourn that years have shown

How false these fairy visions were
;

Or murmur that my eyes have known,

The burden of a fleeting tear
;

But still the heart will fondly cling

To hopes no longer prized as truth
;

And memory still delights to bring

The happy visions of my youth.

O would I were a boy again, etc.

It was not strange that, from the de-

pressed state of his feelings, Jean Bap*

tiste's thoughts turned to this song ;—be-

sides he had learned it of Evaline, which

too, had probably much to do in directing

them. She was the sole engrossing

object of his heart's affections. Without

her he could not now be happy. But
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there was a time, long before he knew her

—lone before he knew what it was to

love, when he was happy. No wonder

then that now forsaken, as he feared he

was, by her, his memory fluttered back

on airy pinions to the days of his boyhood

—those days that know no sorrow, but

which beam in cloudless joy,—days

which the murky surroundings of grief

darken not, but which smile in the sunny

beams of dawning bliss. O days of boy-

hood ! which of us has not often gazed

back fondly on you, ever growing more

and more lovable as you contrast with

later times ! Jean Baptiste figured to him-

self on this evening all that Evaline had

been to him once, and what, under the

present circumstances, she. now seemed

to be ; and the contrast was crushing.

And hence, from the very depths of his
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misery he gave plaintive utterance to the

words—" O would I were a boy again!"

And he knew well the deep meaning

these words embody. He knew they

meant that boyhood knows no severe

trials, no sad disappointments, no withered

hopes, no frustrated expectations, no

blighted love, but that its portion is hap-

piness without a bound. But alas! the

contrast of manhoods years

!

The night was far advanced ere Jean

Baptiste thought of going to rest—indeed,

he hour surprised him as he happened

to look at the clock on the chimney

piece. He accordingly prepared to lay

himself down, but alas ! his racked mind

knew not the balm of refreshing sleep.

His thoughts still fluttered hither and

thither, rendering his slumbers fitful.

Now he dreamt that he was gazing
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placidly on a beautiful landscape on

which the god of day shed his golden

beams in all their splendor ; but soon, by

some unaccountable phenomenon, the

sky began to darken, and the admos-

phere grew thicker and thicker, until at

last the suns disc was completely veiled

in murky clouds. And soon the light-

nings began to rend the masses of

vapor ; and the thunders pealed forth

their terrific roars which seemed to

rouse the echoes of the poles. But

though smitten with fear, and a prey to

the thousand terrors of the scene, he

thought he might still indulge a hope,

for a sweet voice seemed to say-—" Fear

not, Jean ! be composed !" And roused

from slumber, he gaped around him to

try if he could discover any one in the

faint gaslight, for he fancied he had
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heard his name called ; but unable to see

any one, he concluded he had been

dreaming.

He now settled himself once again to

rest. Nor had he been long transported

from the world of sense until his mind

was again haunted by dreamy apparitions.

He now fancied himself cast, he knew

not how, on a desert island round whose

shores, and far inland, the waves of the

angry ocean beat with fury. And hap-

pening to look around he caught a faint

glimpse of the form of a vessel just sink-

ing beneath the tide ; and he thought that,

perchance, he had been aboard of her,

and that, cruel though the waters had

proven to the rest, one friendly wave had

borne him on its bosom to this desert

isle. But still the waters continued to

rage, and swell higher and higher, threat-
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ening to deluge even the island itself.

And now his limbs quivered with fear,

and his teeth chattered, and his heart

sank low ;, and from the depths of his des-

olation he lisped a fervent prayer which

was answered by the appearance of a

beautiful female form gliding, angel-like,

across the waves, and smiling playfully

as if in consciousness of her superior

power. She approached him, and led

him to an eminence whence they could

command a full view of the raging ele-

ment ; and raising her right hand as if to

signal order, the waves sank to rest on

the bosom of the deep; and. the waters

looked once more placid. And taking

him by the hand, she bid him walk on

confidently with her for she would bear

him safely across the glassy waters. And

he proceeded, he thought, a willing cap-
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tive, for he knew she was kind as she was

powerful. She bore him triumphantly

along unto a safe resting-place ; and then

drawing aside her veil, and smiling,

sweetly, she fondly lisped

—

Evaline, and

vanished.

He suddenly awoke, and looked

around as if to test the reality of his po-

sition ; but unable to discover anything

disconnected from pure ideality, he con-

cluded once again that it was a dream.

He slept no more that night, nor did

he try ; for he preferred figuring to him-

self again and again the lovely figure

that had haunted his dreams. He re-

garded it, too, as a good omen, though of

course he attached to it no steady be-

lief. In the morning he was, pale and

fatigued, from want of sleep and ner-

vousness, but inly he felt somewhat
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calm, for his confidence in Evaline's con-

stancy seemed to have grown stronger,

and he had begun to realise a firm hope

that, when weighed, she would not be

wanting. He was now more determined

than before to go to her uncle's, and test

her real attitude towards him. And now

taking our leave of him for a while, we

will ask our kind readers to accompany

us to the house of Evaline's uncle to see

how things progressed there on the

memorable evening of Paddy Laffy's em-

bassy.
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Chapter VI.

Paddy's return had been long and anx-

iously expected at the house of Evaline's

uncle. The family, however, endeavored

to while away the time pleasantly

in the parlor—now that the business

of the day was over, by lively conver-

sation on different topics, frequent allu-

sions having been made at intervals to

his long delay. But what most contri-

buted to the pleasure of the evening

were a few songs sung by the sweet,

musical voice of Evaline, Grace playing

the accompaniments on the piano with

exquisite taste. The performances of

both having been frequently applauded

by the father and mother during the
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evening, the former at last remarked :

" Girls, you have got through a great

man)' airs with great credit to yourselves,

but as yet you havn't given me my
favorite!*

" Why, dear me, papa, I wasn't aware

that you had got a favorite air ; for now,

for the very first time in my life,.have I

heard you allude to a preference/'

" I bet you I can tell you papas favor-

ite. If I mistake not it is Woman s

Heart" said the mother.

" That's the very one precisely," said

her husband ; and sure you ought to

know it well, because I often sang it for

you in Old England, after returning

from the Russian war. I saw terrible

engagements during my service, but

never had my ingenuity been more

tasked than when I set about captivat-
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ing your heart, in which I succeeded

after twelve months' siege ;" and here he

gave a hearty laugh, which was joined

in by wife and daughters.

4
' Well, I declare/' said Evalina, " you

can't expect that we girls could know

anything about that. However, Grace,

now that we do know papa's favorite air,

let us begin :

* A youthful knight, whose hopes were bent

On glory's bright career,

Arrayed himself and forth he went,

A dauntless cavalier
;

Against each foe, upon each field,

He bore a gallant part,

But there was one who would not yield,

And that was woman's heart.

' The noble youth still undismayed,

Determined not to flee, •

Though, if the truth be told, afraid

That he might vanquished be
;

Ah, never be it said, he cried,

I bore a recreant's pare,

—

And fighting still for what he sighed,

He captured woman's heart.' "



98 Evaline ; or,

" Long life to you both, my fine girls
!"

ejaculated the delighted father ;
" and

when you are going to get married, don't

task the advances of your lovers so much

as your mother did mine.
,,

" My dear," said his wife, " you know

a faint heart, they say, never won a fair

lady. And I think / was worth looking

after." And then turning to her daughters

she advised them strongly to follow her

example, and never allow themselves to

be captivated too easily, for the gentle-

men would think the more of them.

" That confounded young rascal," ex-

claimed Mr. Dorset as he looked at his

watch, which seemed to possess the

wonderful power of being able to lash

the tranquil current of his thoughts sud-

denly into fury, " that young rascal away

up to this time of night. I'll fix him, I bet."
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" My dear," said his wife, Y why get

so angry about a trifle ? The poor boy

will be back soon, I guess."

" Yes, papa," said Grace, " do have a

little patience. It is quite a journey

there ; and the footing, too, is very bad

to-night."

" I'm sure, papa," said Evalina, help-

ing her sister in excusing Paddy, for

whom both had entertained a high re-

gard, owing to his readiness to do any-

thing they asked him, and also to the

great diversion he so often afforded

them by narrating his amusing tales

about Ireland, " I'm sure he must be

waiting the gentleman's return."

" Pshaw !" said her father, " gentle-

man's return, indeed ! Why couldn't the

booby leave the letter at the house, and

return ? I didn't tell him to await an
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answer. He's just a second edition of

1 Handy Andy'—sure to go wrong and

never right, even by chance. 'Twould

be well if, as was the case betimes with

the original, his blunderings came to

good ; but I'd wager a trifle, if he get

into conversation with the Frenchman,

he will let something out that may

thwart the effect we anticipate/'

" It is consoling," said his wife, " that

he knows nothing about the purport of

the letter ; still, as to the good effect

that can in any way come from the

undertaking, I have great doubts.—Ha

!

there goes the door-bell. This is Paddy,

I expect." But the door was scarcely

opened when Mr. Dorset shouted out

from the top of the stairs—" Is that you,

Paddy?" -

" Yes, sir," was the reply uttered in a
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tone that showed the master's vocifera-

tion had produced no very cheering sen-

sations within his breast.

" I want you up stairs instantly/' was

the next sound given, if possible in

more terrible cadence, that fell upon the

ears of the terrified boy, who replied in

a trembling voice—" just goin,' sir."

Paddy threw off his wet coat, and hat,

and hastily broomed the snow off his

boots, and lest he should possibly carry

the smallest particle of it into the parlor,

he vigorously rubbed the soles in the

stair-mat.

" I'm thinking," said the housemaid,

following him to the foot of the stairs,

lest by chance-he should forget to perform

this last very important cleansing opera-

tion. " I'm thinking you'll catch it from

the master this time."
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" Are the young ladies in the parlor

yet," asked Paddy. Being answered in

the affirmative, he continued : "Well, I

think they'll get me off this time." So

he ran up stairs, and knocked gently at

the parlor door.

" Come in, you young scamp," shouted

the angry master. " What the deuse,

has kept you out to this time of night ?"

" I didn't like, sir," replied the affright-

ed boy, " to give the letter to any one but

the gentleman himsel' ; and as the girl

tould me he would be soon in, I thought

it better to wait a bit. I thought, too,

sir, you might like an answer."

" Answer, indeed !" he vociferated. " I

didn't tell you to wait for an answer
;

what put it in your head, then ?"

" Well, masther," replied Paddy with

fear, " It was wrong to do what I did, I
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see ; but I thought it was right then,

sir.

" You're a good boy," said Mrs. Dor-

set, encouraging him. "Just tell us, like

a good boy, what the gentleman said.

Don't be afraid, the master's tongue is the

worst part of him ; and when his passion

cools, he always feels sorry for having

given it such a loose rein. He likes you,

after all, Paddy ; as, indeed, we all do*

So tell us then what the gentleman said
;

or did he mention anything about sending

a written reply ?"

" I'm sure," said her husband, not

giving the boy a chance to speak first,

" I'm sure the gentleman said nothing

about sending a written reply, for it was

not needed."

" That's the truth, sir," said Paddy
;

" he didn't say one word about sending



104 Evaline; or>

a letther ; but as soon as he read the one

I brought him—oh ! he changed a hun-

dred colors, I thought, in one minute.

And as he put the letther in his pocket,

he says this ways to mysel'— ' All right,

my boy/ and then he mutthered some-

thin' to himsel' about—about—I think

'twas somethin* about—the tide of men

and women." The mother and the young

ladies enjoyed the last expression con-

siderably, while the old gentleman him-

self, notwithstanding his irate serious-

ness, could not refrain from indulging in

a smile.

" The tide of men and women," re-

peated the master. " Well, Paddy, you

are a genius."

" I declare, Papa," said Evalina, who

probably was the most conversant of the

family with English literature, not even
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excepting Grace, who was a very fre-

duent reader,

—

" I declare, papa, Paddy

has done remarkably well—-better than I

expected. Now, the expression which

has caused us all so much amusement is

a quotation taken from Shakespeare and

Byron.

"

« Why, certainly/' said Grace, " I now

remember having read the passages.

What a fine memory you have got,

Evalina ; anything you read once, you

remember for ever."

" Yes, indeed, Miss Evalina," said

Paddy, " you're right ; the gintleman did

say somethin' about sharp spears and

irons!'

Now there was a general laugh at

Paddy's expense. The mother and the

young ladies laughed heartily ; and the

old gentleman's risible qualities had been
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so acted upon by the ridiculous trans-

formation the names of the illustrious

poets had undergone, that he had to

laugh as heartily as the ladies.

" Paddy, my boy," said Mr. Dorset,

assuming a bland air, " you have got the

ladies on your side, so there's no use

of my scolding you Besides, I know

you have done all for the better, and I

am glad to find that you are a good deal

smarter than I was at grst inclined to

think. You had better go down now

and get supper, for you ought to feel

hungry, after which you can retire for

the night ; and, indeed, you need a good

sleep. And be sure to be up early to

clear off the side-walk, for it seems to me
the snow shall have ceased by that time."

Paddy bowed his assent which he con-

firmed by a verbal—" yis, sir ;" and then
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courtsying very politely to the ladies,

who had so ably defended him while on

examination by the master, he retired.

" Upon my faix," said he, in soliloquy

as he went down stairs, " I was wise not

to tell the masther all the gintleman asked

me, nor how little need I have of a

supper now ; but I must ate a little any-

ways, just to make b'lieve. That's the

best ways for me to do. I must never

spake a word more about the French

gintleman to mortial man or woman, lest

4 I'd let the cat out of the bag/ and then

may be 'twould be the last of Paddy and

his situation."

" How did you fare up stairs, Paddy?"

asked the maid, as soon as he made his

appearance in the kitchen.

" I tould you 'twould be all right/' he

replied. " The masther was a little
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angry first, but the ladies soon calmed

him down. And afther hearin' my own

account of mysel', he got as quiet as a

lamh. Faix ! I couldn't help bein' out so

long, Molly ; for to tell you truth, I went

astray in the snow. Now don't spake

one word about that, for I didn't tell it my-

sel'. Arrah ! I'd be ashamed to let the

masther know it. So I thought the best

thing to do was to say I waited for an

answer, and that afther all, didn't get one,

bekase it wasn't necessary. Give me a

cup of tay now, Molly, to warm my heart,

and good luck to you !" Paddy thought,

correctly, that this account of the cause

of his delay would prevent the maid from

putting the adventures of the afternoon

under a scrutinizing inquiry, and leave

them buried in that repose from which

he hoped they should never be roused.
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Chapter VII.

" Upon my word and honor," said

Mr. Dorset, addressing his wife and

daughters as soon as Paddy had dis-

appeared, " there is a great amount of

original smartness in the Irish boys, after

all. Wasn't it thoughtful of him to wait

the gentleman's return? And now, trif-

ling though be the news he has brought

us, may we not gather therefrom the

probability that the Frenchman will re-

sign himself to his fate, and take no

further action in his love affair? It

seems to me we can indulge the hope, and

so far so good. Had Paddy acted dif-

ferently, the issue of the project would

now be wrapped in such a dense fog of
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mystery that we could form no calcula-

tions. The present aspect of affairs

looks so bright that I think we can

reckon favorably/'

" As regards the issue of this affair/'

said his wife, " your hopes are stronger

than mine. Indeed, in me fear pre-

dominates over all my hopes. I did all

in my power to check you and the girls

from such a rash undertaking ; but now

that you have followed out your own

ideas, you must wait for time to develop

the consequences ! I hope they may be

satisfactory. But as regards poor Paddy,

I think he's the best boy wre have ever

had—so willing, so docile and so faithful.

I shouldn't like to part with him ; and as

for the girls, they are perfectly amused

with him. 7
'

"Indeed," said Evalina, "Grace and I
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should be lonely without poor Paddy
;

the time wouldn't pass half so pleasantly

only for the amusement he affords us.

Isn't it so, Grace ?"

" Indeed, it is. And I must say, in his

favor, too, that he is the quickest and

best messenger we have ever had. He
was rather tardy this evening, I must

admit—but it is the first time ; and just

consider the storm, and his motives,

beside."

" Grace," resumed Evalina, " do tell us

one of Paddy's amusing stories."

" Shall I tell it in his own style, and

Irish accent?"

" Oh, certainly. You know the story

would lose all its humor if stripped of

its own native quaintness."

Grace certainly had wonderful mimic

talent ; wherefore, English though she
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was, we must say she did full justice to

the task of imitating Paddy's vernacular

—by which we mean his Hibernico-

English guttural and brogue, not the

glorious, old Celtic tongue that still links

the Irishman of to-day with his forefa-

thers of a thousand years ago, and which

was spoken by king and knight and

peasant long before the Saxon had intro

duced into Ireland his Anglo-Saxon dia-

lect, and made its own language, like its

faith, contraband.

Grace commenced :
" There was once

a poor man, who had but one cow, and

the poor, dear crather was the chief sup-

port of himseF and his wife and childer.

Part of the milk the wife used to sell

around among the neighbors, and the

rest av coorse was little enough for their

own poor cabin. Every mornin' and
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evenin' you might see the poor man with

his wife and little childer around him,

takin' their males (meals) of praties and

milk, with maybe a little butther. They

used to drink the milk out of noggins,

for the crathers were too poor to be

byin' cups or bouls, for the children, may

be, to be breakin' them. Well, the poor

man was very industrious ; and he was

so willin' to give the neighbors a hand if

they wanted him, and to put a bit of

thatch on their cabins whenever there was

a drop getting through, that they all

doted on him.

" In the coorse of time his cow had a

calf—and sure, poor though her owner

was, that didn't prevent her from making

hersel' aiqual to every other cow in the

village. Oh! then she was a lovely

little baste (beast)—the calf was. But
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faix i

:

twastvt long till me ouia cow gut

sick, and died. The poor man >»..

badly off then. Twould be a great

sight betther tor Him it the call had nevcj

been in the world/ he said. Now he

had a young motheriesb caii on ins

hands , and sure whatever ways himsel'

and the family could get along without

the milk, she, the cratber, couldn't do at

all without her nourishment.

if Well, the neighbors felt very bad

about the poor man and the family at

the loss of their cow ; and their calf, too,

likely soon to follow her from the want

of milk. And now what d'you think

they should do ? Begannes ! they put

their heads together, and said they'd

supply milk for the whole lot of them ;

and faix! they did too, for 'tis hard to

find an Irishman that won't do a good
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turn to a neighbor if he desarve it at all.

So, owin' to the good neighbors, the

poor family didn't want for anythin'
;

and as for the calf, the crather, she neve'r

had reason to cry much for her mother.

" But one day the poor man took a

notion into his head ; and says he to his

wife, ' Biddy/ says he, ' by this and by

that 'tis a great disgrace for us to be

throublin' the neighbors this ways/

" * Indeed, then faix ! it is, Billy asthore/

says the wife, ' but what can we do ?

We might get along oursels for a while

without the milk, but as for the poor

crather of a calf, 'twould be the death of

her if she lost her nourishment/

" ' Death, or no death/ says Billy, ' I'll

drive her out to grass, and let her work

away for hersel' the best ways she can/

" And man to his word, so he did
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drive her out into the field the very next

mornin ;

, swearin' by the hole of his coat,

that he wouldn't throuble the neighbors

any more. The kind, charitable neigh-

bors did all in their power to prevail on

him to let them continue the milk for a

month at least, and by that time the

calf would be a little hardy. But 'twas

no use. He declined all their kind offers

with many thanks and blessin's for all

they had done for him and the family.

"A month stole away over Billy as

asy as the few minutes that I'm tellin'

you this story stales away over oursel's

now. He never thought nothin' more

about the calf for the whole month. But in

a few days afther a thought struck him ; and

says he to his wife, ' Biddy,' says he,

* I'll go and have a look at the calf, and

see if the poor crather is livin' or dead
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" * Faix ! then 'tis about time for you to

think of her, Billy asthore,' says his wife.

4 But no matther, 'tis all one, for the poor

baste is doin' well and growin' up nicely.

Sure when I saw you so neglectful en-

tirely of the poor dumb crather, I thought

Fd have a look at her mysel' a few times

in the week/

" ' Well, Biddy, 'twas very thoughtful of

you, so it was, anyways ; and I'm glad

I had one to see afther the business that

I oughn't forget mysel'. So you see

now 'twas all for luck that I drove the

poor thing out/

"
' B'lieve me, Billy, there's somethin'

besides the grass fatnin' the calf, if I'm a

judge of cow-flesh/

" ' I may as well step acrass the fields to

see her, anyways, Biddy/

<* * Wisha, bannach lath, asthore ma chree>
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(blessings with you, darling of my heart)

her usual expression whenever her hus-

band was about to do anything of impor-

tance,—was all she said ; but she spoke

this time, he thought, more piously than

ever before.

" Well, the poor man scampered along ;

and when he got to the field in which the

calf was grazin', he thought to himser

he'd have a peep at her through the

stone-wall, for he thought from what his

wife said, that somethin' unnathural (pre-

ternatural) had to do with the crather.

Tunder and turf! what d' you think he

saw ? his own ould cow that he had skin-

ned and all, sucklin' the calf.

' 111 catch the cow if I can/ 'says the

ould man to himser, ' and bring her

home with me/ In with him into the

field ; and he began stalin' acrass nicely
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for himser, just like a little gasson goiit

to shake a grain o' salt on a bird's tail

But no sooner did the cow spot (see)

him, than she scoured away, for the bare

life, in the direction of the hill.

" By a good deal to do he overtook

her, and having succeeded in getting

hoult of her by the tail, he twisted it

round his arm tight, but sorrow stop

she'd stop for coaxin', or cudgelin' either,

for she was enchanted. And sure enough,

into the hill she goes with the man in

hoult of her.

" Well and good, what should Billy

see on enterin' but a crowd of young

men and young women devartin' them-

sel's nicely,—dancin' gigs and reels, and

brake-downs ; but they stopped every

one, as soon as they saw the stranger,

and commenced laughin' at hfm as hard
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as they could. On the opposite side

there was a big gatherin' of ould men

and ould women shanakissin (conversing)

and smokin\ They stopped their chat

to have a look at the poor man in hoult

of the cow. But one of them that hap-

pened to know him in the world, and

was on that account friendly towards him,

says to him very politely :

"
' Billy, will you have a blast o' the

pipe ?'

"
' I won't/ says Billy, in an angry

voice, i chokin' to your ould doodeen !'

" ' I'm a friend of yours, Billy/ says

the other ; and approachin' him, he whis-

pered him in the ear to keep his temper,

and to let go the cow, and get away as

asy as he could. But Billy wasn't to be

palavered (flattered) that ways, and says

he in a thunderin' shout :
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" ' 1 11 not let go the cow ! she's mine,

and I must have her if there's virtue in

this bit of black-thorn,' quiverin', and

flourishin' his stick in Donybrook style.

" * You shan't have the cow shouted

one of the crowd. Never! never! shouted

out a thousand voices together.' Oh !

the noise and the clatter of them was

like the roarin' of the tunder itself.

Well, sure, poor Billy lost all courage

—

and faix ! there was good rason for a

betther man to be affeard—and fainted

off dead ; and sure I needn't tell you

'twas an asy matther to loosen the cow's

tail from Billy's arm aftherwards.

" When he come to himsel' his first

thoughts was of the cow ; and he looked

around for her in all directions, but not

a sight of her he could get, for sure he

was outside the hill now. Everything



122 Evaline; or,

looked awful strange around him, he

didn't know his own field though it was

quite convanient. The hills and the

valleys, the trees and everything seemed

revolvin' round like a wheel d fortune.

But by degrees he was eomin' to himsel'

for the enchantment was goin', and when

it was entirely broke, his own calf recog-

nized him, and came skippin' up to

him.

" Tis the good people have my cow, I

see/ says Billy, ' and faix ! IVe betther

let them keep her, else maybe they'd

take the calf, and beggar me entirely
;

or what's worse, lay a hand on one of

the childer'.

" Well, he faced for home ; but as he

was joggin along, ruminatin' for himsel',

he found somethin' hurtin' his foot all

the time. After gettin' along a good
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bit, he says to himsel' i

I'll go no further

till I knock this pebble out of my shoe,

that's hurtin' me. So he takes it off and

shakes it ; and what should drop out but

a bit o a rag, and five gold guineas tied

nicely up in it.

"
' I'll have a rise (astonish her) out

of the ould woman the next fair-day/

says he. And sure he hadn't long to

wait aither, for the fair- day was to be in

the middle of the next week.

" When the fair-day came Billy got

up very early. It was as fine a day as

ever shone out of the heavens. It would

do your heart good to hear the lark

singin' his beautiful song away in the

sky, and the thrushes and blackbirds an-

swerin' him on the trees. ' Get up, Biddy

asthore/ says Billy, ' and get my break-

fast for me, for I want to go to the fair/
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" i Go to sleep, you foolish man/ says

Biddy, ' What's takin' you up at this

time of mornin' ?'

" * I'm goin' to the fair, woman dear/

"
' You'll be time enough in a bad

market. I'm sure the day is long enough

for you to go to the fair for all the busi-

ness you have on hands. And you

know, Billy, you seldom come home

from sich places as you ought ; and sure

the money you'll lay out there will be

much betther spent in the house,—and

faix! 'tisn't much you have to spare

afther meetin' the last rent/ " 4 None of

your nonsense, woman dear/ says Billy,

seem' he couldn't get the wife to rise

so long as he kep'
f

his sacret, ' I have

good new for you/ " 'Arrah ! what news

is it, avorneen ? " ' I'm goin' to buy a

cow, Biddy, machree/



Weighed and not Wanting. 125

" ' Oh ! wisha, Billy, who did you rob ?

or what's worse—murther ?—but seem*

the last word had a bad effect on Billys

temper,—and b'lieve me it wasn't very

hard to rouse him either—she softened

her words down into the usual way of

expressin' a doubt as to the ways one

gets money—' Sure 'tisn't afther stall
n'

you'd be, Billy asthore ? I'm greatly

afeard you havn't got the money right,

anyways/

." Yes, I did get the money right any-

ways and eve-rywaysy if that's any consola-

tion to you to know,' says Billy.

"So to make a long story short, he

ups and tells her the whole story, just as

I'm tellin' you. The poor woman was

satisfied then ; and she got up and made

him a nice break'ast, and they never saw

a poor day afterwards, nor their children



126 Evaline ; or>

either ; for the cow that Billy bought at

the fair brought good luck with her into

the house. And if they didn't live and

die as happy as their hearts could wish,

that we may !"

Grace concluded this wonderful tale

of fairy-intervention in the affairs of men

—to the great amusement of her father

and mother. Paddy believed every word

as implicitly as if it had been well authen-

ticated history, and though it was not

classed in the category of realities by the

English folks, it still elicited much laugh-

ter ; and was frequently applauded during

its narration for her perfect mimicry of

Paddy's dialect and accent.
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Chapter VI I

L

We will suppose a few days already

past. The snow-storm has ceased and a

bracing frost set in, and the bright sun

looks cheerful in the heavens. Many are

availing themselves of the fine day to

have a little out-door exercise, for though

the roads are still deeply crusted with

snow—a relic of the dreary weather that

has past, the sidewalks are all cleared of

such offensive carpeting. Jean Baptiste

hailed the dawning of this day with a

kind of sad pleasure. He was anxious

to set his mind at ease by learning some-

thing definite. He wished to know the

truth ofEvaline's unaccountable estrange-

ment, and in case he should find himself
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discarded, resign himself to his bitter

destiny with manly fortitude ; or detect

its fraud, and in such case link her, if pos-

sible, more fondly in his affections.

He accordingly set out on his journey,

thought succeeding thought in his mind

like the billows of the ocean, which seem

to grow out of each other, leaving but a

momentary interval of calm. At one

time he was the prey of despair ; at an-

other a ray of hope would flash its fitful,

but withal consoling beam across his

mind ;
—-now one, now another gained

the ascendancy. Such was the state of

his mind as he journeyed along to the

house of Evaline's uncle.

Meanwhile, the uncle had been indulg-

ing the, to him, very agreeable idea that

the intimacy between his niece and the

Frenchman was at an end ; little think-



Weighed and not Wanting. 129

ing that he was soon to have a visit

from the latter in regard to the matter.

Had Jean Baptiste been less ardent in

his attachment, less sincere in his devo-

tion, and less confiding to Evaline, in

all probability Mr. Dorset's expectations

would have been realized ; but the hearts

of the lovers were too strongly knit to-

gether to be sundered so easily. Eva-

line was, in Jean Baptiste's estimation, the

essence of sincerity and nobleness ;—

-

how could he now, on such doubtful evi-

dence, disrobe her of her womanly

virtues ? He has weighed the matter

carefully during the past few days ; and

determined to put it to the final test of

the interview.

He arrives, and finds the old gentle-

man waiting on some male customers,

while the daughters were discharging
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like offices towards the ladies. He is

recognized at once by the girls,—one of

whom passes across to her father as if

on business and whispers :

" Papa, that is Jean Baptiste the French

gentlemen.

"

"All right, pet; I will attend to him

in a moment. I'm glad you told me so

that I can be better prepared. I bet he

won't be in a hurry for a second inter-

view if he has come to make inquiries

about Eva, and the letter."

The daughter slipped over to where

she was before ; and the father resumed

his attentions to his customers. After a

little, feigning to observe the Frenchman

now for the first time, he very politely

asked him to be seated, adding that he

would wait on him in a few moments.

Having got through with his cus-
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tomers, he approached him, and asked

" if he could do anything for him ?

" Really," said Jean, rising to answer

the interrogatory, " I don't know ; but

if you allow me to put you a few ques-

tions, I shall then be able to say ; and,

indeed, I doubt not but you can serve

very much."

Well, sir, anything you ask I will an-

swer if I can—that is, provided it be a

fair question."

" I am under the impression that any

question I may ask will all be fair, for I

would not presume to put any interroga-

tory that would seem to me objectionable.

Still you have an opinion in the matter,

too ; and of course you can judge of their

propriety."

Mr. Dorset smiled complacently,—

which meant that he was not ignorant ot
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his prerogatives, and would not be shy

to use them.

" I presume," resumed Jean Baptiste,

" that you are Miss Eva's -uncle—

I

say Ipresume] as I have never had the

honor of an introduction to you ; and I

know that she was staying with you for

some time after giving up her situation.

I wish to know how long is it since she

left your house ?"

" Really, sir, I cannot inform you de-

finitely. She left here eight or ten days

since, more or less.

This answer was so very vague that it

could not be brought by any dexterity to

contrast unfavorably with the date of the

letter, and proved very unsatisfactory to

the interrogator ; which however he did

not seem to notice.

" May I ask you if she wrote this"
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(producing the letter) " of her uncon-

strained will—the signature I mean, for

as I am not unacquainted with her hand-

writing, I see that the body of the letter

is the work of another hand ?"

Mr. Dorset did not feel inclined to an-

swer this directly ; such a course would

have marred the whole project. He
therefore evasively replied :

" You are to suppose so ; who was to

constrain her ?"

" I am to suppose so," repeated Jean

Baptiste, laying particular emphasis on

the words. " Well, sir, I must tell you

that I have known your niece too long,

and too favorably to suppose any such

thing. I feel fully convinced that she

is too noble to write such a letter, or

freely give it the sanction of her signature,

for it was not deserved. I will trouble
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you, with no further questions, but will

leave the development of this mystery to

time."

" One thing I do tell you," said the old

gentleman, in a tone that showed how

vexed he felt at the conclusion drawn

from his equivocation—" I wish all further

intercourse between you and my niece

to cease. I am her guardian—and in-

deed, I see she needs a guardian." Here

he gave a knowing glance at the French-

man. " And I think it is not right for one

of your years to take advantage of her

youth to make a plaything of her. I'll

not allow it."

" You are quite mistaken, sir, with re-

gard to my intentions," responded Jean

Baptiste, with an air of firmness with

which his injured honor had nerved him,

his eye glancing fire, and his limbs shak-
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ing with motion," I do not indeed find

fault with you to see after your niece's

attachments ; nor should they ever, as

far as she and I am concerned, come to

afinale without your knowledge. But I

do find fault with you to bring undue

pressure upon her—if you have done so,

for she is old enough, and has discrimina-

tion enough, too, to entertain an opinion

of her own. You love her I know, but

permit me to say that your love can not

exceed mine for Evalina. I hope all

shall yet be well, though indeed the hor-

izon looks now gloomy ; still 'tis well to

hope ; for, to quote the words of the im

mortal bard of Avon,

" Hope is a lover's staff ; walk hence with that,

And manage it against despairing thoughts ?"

He departed, troubled by the inter

view, still hopeful and reliant in heart
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The surge of despair with which his mind

had been deluged, was now somewhat

calmed, and the placid tide of hope had

already begun its ebbings ; but he had

long yet to wait before its tranquil

waters would flow out in refreshing

streams to irrigate the aspirations of his

heart, and give them a new growth and

fresh blossoms ; still he felt that happy

time would come.

" Ever at Shakspeare !" said Evalina

to her father, having overheard the

quotation.

" I think he must know our poet by

heart," said Grace.

" It often happens," said the father,

" that foreigners take more interest in a

work than some in whose language it is

written. They apply themselves to the

study of such authors in' order to master
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the language ; and, by the bye, Mossieu

seems quite a proficient."

" Well, girls," he continued, " I'm

not at all pleased at the turn our little

contrivance has taken. ' Two heads are

better than one,' they say ;
' but I fear

your mother's head alone will prove in

this case better than our three. Why,

bless my heart ! the Frenchman has gone

away more convinced of the forgery of

the letter—indeed, 'tis nothing short of

it—than of its genuineness. Should he

meet with Eva, or Evalina as he calls her,

and nothing is more probable for ' peo-

ple to meet, though hills don't,' the whole

truth ' will out.' How angry she will feel

about it ! Just make it your own case.

What would your feelings be if you by

any chance discovered you had been

made the victims of foul-play
!"
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The girls had indeed begun to realize

their unenviable position, and would

have given the world they had never

been actors in so vile a plot. And they

felt discomposed, and turned pale ; while

the tears, if not of sorrowr
, at least of

pride, dimmed their eyes.

"The only way to get over the mat-

ter," continued the father, " is for you to

show no sign of a plan, or plot, in hav-

ing got cousin to accept a challenge in

penmanship. Then with regard to Jean

Baptiste's letter, I will endeavor to con-

vince her that from the similarity of the

name on the superscription, I thought

it was for my daughter, Evalina ; but

finding it was disowned by her, I con-

cluded from the fact of the writer being

French, that probably her name had

been changed from Eva to Evalina to
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suit his tastes ; and that as the letter be-

trayed only a frothy love at best, I

looked upon the writer as an adventurer

;

and resolved then and there to stop his

advances by writing him a letter in my
own name, but having found by chance

a sheet of paper with the name Evalina

written in her own hand, I thought that

by changing the final letter it would suit

admirably. It is better make a plausable

story for her than let Jean Baptiste be

the first to make revelations.

" As the song says," he continued,

" ' speak of a man as you find him/ I

think from all I have seen there is no-

thing very objectionable to a union be-

tween himself and Eva. He seems a

gentleman in his manners ; and he is

full of independence, and I like that. If

he were not a superstitious Papist, I
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would be half inclined to sanction their

marriage."

" But, papa," said Evalina, "the dis-

parity of age should be an objection.

Young people should never marry per-

sons much older than themselves. Such

marriages never turn out well."

" But what can you know about such

things ? You have no experience, my
dear."

" I judge from story-writers, papa."

" Pshaw ! nonsense ! Novelists can

write as their tastes dictate. Besides,

there does not seem to be such disparity

in their ages. A few years are nothing

in a man. However let the matter rest

for the present, and I will endeavor to

dissuade Eva from her resolution by pro-

posing to her consideration Jean Bap-

tiste's age, as you so wish it, but particu-
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larly his nationality, and religious per-

suasion : these will be the strongest

points on which to dwell. I will oppose

a continuation of the intimacy as far as

I can ; but if Eva persist in having her

own way, 'tis better let her have it than

thwart her uselessly. I will not embitter

her days by opposition, nor force her

into a marriage she does not fancy."
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Chapter. IX.

Let us, for the sake of our narrative,

suppose the day which was to put the

heads of the father and daughter to task,

already arrived. The sky was clear, and

the sun shone down brilliantly on the

frost-dried roads, giving promise of an

afternoon of pleasure, of which persons

of different ages and social grades sub-

sequently availed themselves. The young

might be seen, skates slung carelessly

from their shoulders, hurrying to the dif-

ferent ponds to partake in the healthful

exercise of skating, while those of maturer

years moved thither also to be spectators

of these sports in which, in by-gone days,

they, too, had indulged, but which they
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were now content to look upon. Grace

and Evalina would have joined the merry

crowds had they not had the one, all-im-

portant matter to adjust with their father

regarding cousin Evalina. They there-

fore calmly, to say the least, resigned

themselves to the ordeal of weaving out

plausible excuses, or palliatives, in order

that their foul-play might, if it did not

, totally escape detection, at least be

partially concealed behind the veil of

artifice. These were of course certain

addenda to the plan of the father, which

we placed before our readers in our last

chapter. The matter was finally arrang-

ed thus :—the father was to break the

subject, and be chief speaker ; while the

daughters were to come to his aid occa-

sionally by throwing in their confirma-

tory evidence of the truth of his assevera-
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tions ; bowing their assent to his superior

wisdom and prudence ; descanting flip-

pantly on nationalities and forms of

worship, and racking every nerve of the

brain to keep their own treachery in the

back-ground. Having arranged their

plan of attack and manoeuvre, the trio

gathered therefrom some buoyant ex-

pectations, tinged, however, with mis-

givings of a depressing character ; but as

for Mrs. Dorset, who had been only a

listener at the deliberations, she shook

her head ominously all the time.

It was about three o'clock in the after-

noon when the expected visitor arrived.

She looked melancholy and care-worn to

the eyes of her friends at least. Perhaps

they magnified things ; for when we do

a wrong- act we think we read its detec-

tion in every word and look of the injured
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one long before the time. By a casual

observer this lack of sprightliness might

have been attributed to natural tempera-

ment, or slight indisposition ; but by her

friends now in the possession of the true

course of her affections, and prey to their

our cheerless reflections, it was assigned

to a better cause. Ever before she was

gay, and happy, and light-hearted ; why

was she not so now ? Could it be that

she had already got intimation of the fact

that in a few moments was to break upon

her ? They wished to gild the pill—to

coat it over with the polish of artifice
;

could it be that she has already swallow-

ed it in its bitter analytic elements ? Or

does she, as it were, instinctively enter-

tain certain forebodings of wrong? It

cannot be, they consoled themselves in

idea, that she has yet had any positive
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disclosure regarding the letter, as the

time was so short ; and they concluded,

and rightly, that she was only in love,

and felt uneasy for not having heard

within a few weeks from the object of

her affections—a term which though

short, is easily lengthened out ideally,

and presses with the weight of years on

a heart that is warm and unswerving in

its attachments.

After the usual interchange of friendly

greeting, Mr. Dorset, who sat beside his

niece on the sofa, gently broached the

delicate subject.

" My dear Eva," he said, " you must

not feel any way discontented at the

trifling revelations I have to make to

you. Indeed they are scarce worth a

moment's consideration ; still I think it

better to apprise you thereof."
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The girl did feel a little put about at

this prefatory remark of her uncles ; nor

is it strange she did. Still she strove to

conceal the flutterings of her heart,

which the deep blushes on her cheeks

rendered a useless endeavor ; and simply

replied

:

" Why, uncle, no ; whatever you have

to say is right.
,,

" Certainly, dearest cousin," said Eva-

lina ;
" Papa is so very prudent that he

never makes a mistake."

" Indeed he is very sensible," said

Grace. " And he reflects so much before

he speaks, that every word of h-is em-

bodies the greatest wisdom. But papa,

we are interrupting you."

" My dearest Eva," he said, " the few

words I have to speak are all for your

good ; at least they are so intended.
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And now, my clear child, without further

preface, Iwish to inform you that I had

a visit from a French gentleman a few

days ago. What do you call him, Eva-

lina," he asked, feigning a forgetfulness

of the name which, by the way, had been,

by this time, well impressed on his

memory.
11
Jean Baptiste," replied Evalina.

" O ! yes ; that's it. I have got such a

bad memory for retaining foreign names

!

-—Well, my dear Eva, the gentleman was

here a few days ago inquiring for you.
,,

" Indeed! uncle. Fm so sorry I had

not been here to see him. I hope, how-

ever, he has had no reason to regret my

absence, as I feel sure he has been re-

ceived courteously. Oh ! uncle, if you

only knew him as I do, what a rice

young gentleman you would say he is !"
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" Why, Eva, the man is over thirty
;

and yet you call him young ! Moreover,

he is turning gray—which makes it

worse/'

" What matter a few grey hairs ;

—

they are no indication of old age when

they come prematurely. And surely

thirty is not old."

" Anyhow, I think," said her uncle, in

not altogether so pleasant a tone as

characterised his previous remarks—" I

think he is too old for one of your age."

" My dear uncle, the difference of our

age is not so much. Besides as he is

some years older, he ought to have more

sense than I. In my mind, two young,

giddy heads ought not unite their giddy

hearts. I think a little prudence, which

invariably comes as years advance, is very

desirable in one of the parties. Don't
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say he is too old. Shakespeare was a

very prudent man, and a first rate judge

of human nature. And apropos of the

case in point I will quote a passage from

him :

' let still the woman talk

An elder than herself ; so wears she to him,

So sways she level in her husband's heart.' "

" Hang me !" exclaimed Mr. Dorset,

" if ever I've seen such a pair. He's

forever spouting passages from old

Shakespeare ; and now you follow suite

1 As God made you he matched you/ it

seems to me. Hang Shakespeare,

Byron, Moore and all the poets, from

Homer to Longfellow ! What fine les-

sons they have all taught the rising gen-

eration!—I suppose then, Miss,—no, that

won't do ;—mademoiselle,—yes, that's it

;

—mademoiselle Evalina, from the manner

in which you meet all my objections, I
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may conclude that you love the French-

man, and are bound to marry him ?"

Evalina was silent. Her- heart flutter-

ed within her bosom ; limbs trembled

with emotion, and her cheeks grew pale

and flushed by turns. The three little

words I love him, rushed from the heart

to the region of her throat ; but there

they were dammed up. More than once

they had been upon her lips, but these

refused their utterance. But what need

was there of an oral response ? Did not

her looks and acts reply? Nay, was

not her silence an answer ? Her uncle

perceived this. He saw how excited she

had become ; and he feared the effects

that might follow. He therefore resumed

his original bland address in order to

compose her. He loved her too much

to cause her further pain. Wherefore, in
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the sweetest possible manner, he re-

sumed :

—

" My dear niece, I am sorry to have

caused you so much trouble of mind
;

but still what I have said, was well in-

tended. Allow me then to ask—and

surely you ought to have no difficulty in

answering this—do you not love Charles,

who has been my partner for some time,

and who seems to like you so much?

He is young and handsome, and will

soon be rich, or at least what is called

' well off/ Tell me, my dear child, " and

here he pressed her to his heart—" tell

me, if you could not even, for my sake,

marry him."

" Marry him /" she exclaimed. " Sure-

ly you would not force me to do what is

so repugnant to my feelings. I don't

love him ; how then can I marry him ?
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Impossible ! I regard him as a friend

and social companion, bnt I do not love

him. And were I, in order to please

you, my dear uncle, to give him my
hand, of what use would that be when I

could not give with it the affections of

my heart? I feel sure you love me too

much to force me,

' For what is wedlock forced, but a hell,

An age of discord and continual strife !

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss,

And is a pattern of celestial peace.' "

" Let us pass him aside then/' said her

uncle. " I think * he is any young lady's

fancy ;• still, as it is, your happiness

should be consulted, and I will urge on

you no further propositions about him.

It does not follow that because I like

him, you should. But let me tell you the

rest : Jean Baptiste wrote a letter here,

some time ago, superscribed Evalitie—is
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that the name your French acquaintance

calls you ?'
"

" Yes," she replied. " He said my
name would sound so nice if Frenchified,

that he asked my permission to make

that little change."

" What mischief these changes bring

about
!"

" Mischief!" interrupted the affrighted

girl.

" Just keep your mind quiet ; it is not

so bad as you think."

" Ah ! dear uncle ! do tell me all in as

few words as possible."

" If you promise me to keep tranquil,

I will tell you all in a few words." Eve-

lina bowed her readiness to keep still,

and not interrupt him either by word or

action. He resumed :

—

" I was telling you about the letter. It
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was addressed, as I have said, to Evaline,

which name is easily confounded with

Evalina ; and, consequently, I gave it

to your cousin, thinking it was for her.

She found upon reading, that it was not

for her, and returned it to me, observing,

at the same time,—I now see how cor-

rectly—that as a Frenchman was the

writer, the letter might be for you, as

your name might be so rendered in his

language. I regarded the man as an

adventurer, for I have not much faith in

those Frenchmen ; and therefore deter-

mined to stop all further correspondence.

A sheet of note-paper bearing the name

Evalina turned up by chance ; and as it

wasy our own hand-writing, I thought that

by changing the final letter, it would suit -

admirably as a signature to a note of my
dictation, and give the additional weight
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of appearing to have come from yourself.

This I thought more advisable than to

write in my own name, which I at first

had intended."

Poor Evaline had by this time, grown

deadly pale, which her uncle observing,

pressed her fondly to his breast, and

kissed her ; and tears filled his eyes for

he had a kind heart withal ;—but he was

caressing an unconscious being.

She had fainted off. The whole family

were astir with commotion. All retora-

tives available were had recourse to ; and

though the ministrations of the ladies

might have been attended with more

speedy relief to the sufferer, still Mr.

Dorset would be the physician, "/have

inflicted the wound," he said ;
" let it be

mine to heal it." After a little she open-

ed her eyes, and stared about wildly.
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She attempted to speak, but her tongue

had lost its power of utterance. Her

lips were dry and parched. A trembling

man presented a little wine and water.

She sipped the philtre, and fixing her

eyes steadily on him who had adminis-

tered it, faintly lisped—" uncle," and

sank on his bosom.

•' Oh, she faints again !" cries her aunt.

" What if she die ! The fault is all

yours," she said, glancing rapidly and

reproachingly at her husband and

daughters. " I must dispatch Paddy in-

stantly to Madam -.,to say that Eva

has been taken suddenly ill, and will not

be able to return this evening. I must

take her to my bed-room, for she needs

all my care. Oh, my ! how her pulse

beats
!"

" Have a little patience," said her hus-
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band, " and all will be well. I under-

stand her case. See, the color is again

coming to her cheeks, and her pulse is

not much out of time. In a few minutes

more, my dear, I will consign her to

your care, and to that of the girls, and

they have had much to do in this un-

lucky business as well as myself."

" Indeed, we have had," said Evalina

trembling. Grace and I have feathered

the arrow, and you, papa, have dispatch-

ed it/

It was even so. The girls had been

the Cyclops in the tragedy. They had

forged the bolts with consummate care
;

while the father, like Jupiter of old, hurl-

ed them from his fiery hand, and smote

the heart of one he would have been the

last to injure.

Evalina had been gradually recovering,
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which was noticed by her uncle, to his

complete satisfaction. " I think," said he

in cheerful tones, addressing his wife and

daughters, " you can now take charge of

your precious little sufferer. Her pulse

beats equally, and her cheeks wear their

accustomed glow. We may set our

minds at ease. Just take her to your

bed-room, Emma, and the girls will help

you to undress her." The mother and

daughters accordingly bore away their

yet unconscious charge, and laid her

gently down to rest. She slept refresh-

ingly a few hours ; and when she awoke

she wondered to see her aunt and cousins

by her bed-side. " What has happened,

aunt ? The sun still flings his evening

beams against the window,—and—I am

in bed ?"

" Oh, nothing has happened, my dear;
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nothing—a little headache you complain-

ed of; and I thought it better to put you

to bed. Don't you remember, dear?"

° Why, no, aunt; I forget all about it."

" Well, never mind ! Just sip a little

of this nice potion I have prepared for

you ; and then settle yourself to sleep

again. Your pulse beats nicely, and you

will be all right to-morrow. You only

want a little rest. And you need not

trouble yourself about Madam , as I

have sent her word by Paddy of your

slight indisposition."

" It was very thoughtful of you, aunt.

'Tis well you did so.
?

'

" Don't trouble yourself by speaking

further
;
just try to sleep."

In a few moments more the sufferer

was again asleep. She slept soundly, too,

with a few exceptional dreamy wander-
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ings of the mind, in which she lisped

friend, preceptor, noble, ardent lover.

Next day she felt very much recov-

ered, and with her recuperation came

a full consciousness of the scenes of the

day before. She remembered that her

uncle had been telling her of the letter

he had sent in her name to Jean Baptiste,

and that the narration had been cut

short ;—but now she wished to have it

continued to its close.

" Don't press me," said her uncle, in

answer to the many wishes to which she

had given expression, " to touch on a

subject which had caused you so much

suffering. You have heard the principal

part, and the worst ; for goodness' sake !

let the rest be untold."

' I feel strong enough now, uncle

;

and as I have heard the worst, you need
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not fear to disclose the rest." " You

may as well set her mind at ease by

telling* her all. To refuse to do so would

only trouble her more," said her aunt.

" I had the best intentions, my dearest,

in adopting this course, " said her uncle,

" and as you wish to hear th^, rest I must

comply, for I think, as your aunt says, it

will contribute to settle your mind. Well,

then, the letter was the cause of the

Frenchman's coming to see me. Having

learned his business, I told him I was

your guardian, and that I did not wish

you to keep company without my know-

ledge ; that you were too young to enter

into such arrangements, and that I

wished the intimacy to terminate. He
of course strongly defended his own po-

sition, and wound up with a quotation

from Shakespeare. Will you promise
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me, darling," here he pressed her to his

heart, " to break off this intimacy if pos-

sible ? Surely that man, different to you

in country and religion, cannot suit you/'

" Of course, said Grace,
1

she will

break off all further correspondence with

him. She could not seriously think of

marrying a Frenchman.

" A Frenchman/' added Evalina

;

" yes, and what is worse, a Catholic.

Surely she will not be the first of her

family to marry a superstitious papist."

" You all seem very much opposed to

him," said Evalina, " all except my aunt.

She seems to be more tolerant of him,

as she raises no objections. As for

breaking off the intimacy, there is not

much need in asking me to do that, as

the contrivance entered into without my
knowledge has in all probability already
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been effected. You are opposed to him

because he is French. Now I know of

no nation under heaven more gallant,

more chivalrous than the French. And

though there are exceptions I know ; still

Jean Baptiste is every way worthy of his

noble country. Oh ! uncle, did you but

know him as I do, you would say with

me, that

' His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles :

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate
;

His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart
;

His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth V

" Yes, such is his character as a man
;

and he has been grossly wronged, and

offended. Your intentions I admit to

have been good ; but you should have

given yourself time to reflect on their

applicability. Jean Baptiste never de-

served to be treated so. And I now

owe it as a duty to him and to myself

—
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come what way of our intimacy—to put

the matter before him in its proper

light."

" You object to him also, because of

his religion. Now, dear uncle, allow me

to say that it is very illeberal in you,

who are sprung from ancestors whose

glory it was in times of persecution to

shelter the haunted papist. I've heard

you boast of it
!"

" Why, my dear, I'd give the same

protection to any Catholic in the world

myself; but that doesn't go to prove that

I should have him affianced to me by

marriage. 'Tis the marriage I object to.

Fll put it this way : He is a Catholic,

you are a Protestant. According to his

belief you and the whole crowds non-

catholics the world over, will all be lost.

How in the name of common sense can
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you ever live happy with a man who

must look upon you -according to the

teaching of his Church, as a child of the

devil I"

" He does not look upon me in any

such light ; nor does his Church either.

He explained to me the doctrine of his

Church once when we happened to talk

it oven He said that the Catholic

Church held that all forms of beliet

different from hers were not of God, but

that that did not prevent a private

conscience believer of any denomination

from being a child of God."

" I don't see the logic of the distinc-

tion."

" I see it very clearly," said Mrs.

Dorset ;
" The Catholic Church holds that

Protestantism is heresy, and consequent-

ly diabolical ; but that still the individual
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may not be aware of his error, and so be

a bonafide believer, and in such case God

will not take into account his involun-

tary error, but will look upon him as His

own."

" That's just the meaning," said Eva-

lina. " Pope, who was a Catholic, has the

following beautiful lines apropos of this :

' For modes of faith let graceless zealots fight
;

His can't be wrong whose life is in the right

:

In faith and hope the world will disagree,

But all mankind's concern is charity :

All must be false that thwart this one great end
;

And all of God, that bless mankind, or mend ?" '

11 Certainly ! That has been always

my idea," said Mrs. Dorset. " Let us all

be united unto Christ in one common

brotherhood of charity. We are all, no

matter what our form of belief, like the

fingers of one hand—-all invigorated by

the life-current which flows into them

from one common source ; or as our Lord
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Himself puts it :
' I am the vine, you are

the branches :' for even as the one parent

stem infuses life into the several branches,

though these may differ much in size,

and beauty, and richness of fruit ; so with

us. No matter how we differ in external

forms of worship, we are all nourished in

Christ by the life-giving streams of

charity, which spring from one common

Christianity."

" You are both very liberal, I must

confess," said Mr. Dorset. Still, leaving

points of belief to reasoning fools, as the

poet says, I think it ought not to be too

much for Eva to break off the intimacy

for my sake. How readily I yielded to

her tastes with regard to Mr. Charles

, though I still consider him every

way worthy of her affections ; for I know

that to enter into the bonds o'~ marriage
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with those we do not love, is a harder

trial than to give up those we do love :

the first involves a positive act ; the

second only a negative. Now, as the old

saying has it, ' there are as good fish in

the sea as have ever been caught/ I

think it will be very easy for Eva to find

one of her own persuasion who will

please her, if she only wait a little/*

" Of that I have no doubt," said Mrs.

Dorset ; still ' every one's mind is a king-

dom to him/ which he wishes to govern

as he pleases, not as others please. I am

very sorry, however,- that things have

come to this."

" No one can be more sorry than I,"

said Mr. Dorset ;
" still Eva should for

once strive to conquer her feelings, and

be obedient to my better judgment."

" Obedient!" exclaimed Evalina.

"When have I been disobedient, my dear
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uncle ? I have been as obedient as a

child—as obedient as if I were your

daughter. But did I stand in that rela-

tionship to you, it would still be wrong

for you to sacrifice my honor—my feel-

ings—all that a girl should hold dear
;

and as wrong for me to lie down beneath

such opprobrium, a grieving but uncon-

fessing penitent. I must reveal the truth

to Jean." Here the tears flooded her

beautiful eyes, and rushed in refreshing

currents down her cheeks ; and their

genial influence was felt within her bo-

som, as had been often the case with

others similarly afflicted before. And

now her uncle clasped her to his heart,

exclaiming

:

" My dearest, oh, for pity's sake, weep

not so ! Seek him ! find him! reveal all

!

bring him to me, and all may yet be

well."
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Chapter. X.

The interview recorded in our last

chapter terminated more agreeably than

might have been expected. Evalina was

overjoyed that her uncle had given way
;

while her aunt was highly pleased that

he had condescended to put aside his

illiberality, and sanction the intimacy to

progress, which he had, through a spirit ot

prejudice, endeavored to impede. Poor

Mrs. Dorset ! she was a type of the libe-

ral Protestant who could embrace the

whole world, regardless of their forms of

belief. She took the man as nature

moulded him, and cared little as to what

nationality he belonged, or what form of

Christianity he professed, i** he was all
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that a man should be. And as for the

Mrs. Dorset, they, of course, shaped their

ideas after their father's. It was not within

their sphere to oppose his views by dic-

tating for Cousin Evalina a course of con-

duct that might clash with them. Indeed,

much of their opposition was caused, in

all probability, by their not having been

made confidants by Evalina in her love

affair, rather than by any fixed principle

of propriety, inherited or acquired, re-

garding national and religious estrange-

ment.

Our readers will remember that after

his interview with Jean Baptiste, Mr.

Dorset had been very much disposed in

his favor. He had found him to be an

outspoken, independent man ; and had

begun to perceive that a native of France,

and a professor of Catholicity, could pos-
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sess sterling merit ; that he could be a

truthful man, an honorable man, a reli-

able man, an honest man—in a word, a

man of heart and soul. All this was Jean

Baptiste. Nay, more ; he was a religious

man ; a man of sterling piety ; a Catholic

in name and in reality, unswervingly de-

voted to the Holy See—this was his reli-

gious life.

Having found him more than he had

anticipated, Mr. Dorset was prepossessed

in Jean Baptiste's favor. Wherefore,

much of the opposition he had shown

during the interview was more feigned

than real. We must say that he would

at any time have preferred his niece to

marry an Englishman—a Protestant, any-

how ; but having seen the liberal notions

of his wife—notions far more liberal than

he had ever indulged, of his own natural
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impulse—and the unswerving devotion of

his niece to her beau ideal, and the ter-

rible effect his opposition had had upon

her system, that he looked upon it as

futile and heinous to thwart her further.

We may add that the utter hopelessness

of uniting in the bonds of matrimony the

hearts of Evalina and Charles, might have

much to do in moulding his newly-ac-

quired liberality. He had long known,

from Evalina's reserve and indifference,

that she would never give Charles her

hand ; and he knew, too, that he would

not ask her, for he had long given up all

notions of her, though he had once loved

her much.

Charles was a different stamp of man

from Jean Baptiste. It will be remem-

bered that he had failed to produce an

impression on Evalina ; and that she had
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designated him as a worshipper of fashion:

such, indeed, he was. He loved the flash

of diamonds, and rings, and gold chains.

No new fashion ever superseded the old,

which he was not the first, or among the

first, to adopt. His tailor's bills were

heavy—too heavy for his means ; still he

never ran in debt. Vanity, in a word,

was his predominant failing—a failing,

which, however pardonable in the fair

sex, is altogether unworthy of a man.

Evalina was not slow to perceive this,

and to shape her relations towards him

accordingly. She had known him before

she became acquainted with Jean Baptiste;

still her ideas of him were always the

same.

Charles, however, was not devoid of

many noble traits of character. He was

industrious; attentive to his business, and
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scrupulously hbnest in his dealings, fea-

tures so characteristic of him, that they

had won him the esteem and confidence

of all with whom it had been his lot to

hold intercourse. He was a man of

heart, too ;—a man who could love, and

love sincerely ; but his love was too im-

flammable. His heart threw out its whole

essence as soon as he had found an ob-

ject he deemed worthy of his affections.

It was like the flint that yields its flame

to the first touch ; and like it, too, it was

afterwards as cool as if it had never en-

shrined such an element. He could,

therefore, turn his affections from any

woman without a pang as soon as he

perceived she was not a kindred being

—

which he never failed to see after a short

acquaintance ; still if he, found one to re

ciprocate his love, his heart was by
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nature formed to be true to her for

ever.

Jean Baptiste's love was of a different

kind. He did not love with his whole

heart at first sight. He studied the cha-

racter first ; and the more favorable the

analysis had been, the more his love in-

creased in proportion. His tempera-

ment was more philosophic than poetic.

His love was a steady growth from a little

seed unto a grand -and majestic tree,

which sinks its roots deep into the soil,

and which cannot be uptorn save by an

awful convulsion of nature leaving sad

traces of its existence behind. Such was

the contrast of temperament between

Charles and Jean Baptiste.

Though Evaline was overjoyed at the

interview, still her mind was far from

being at ease, for she had yet a great
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work to accomplish—it was to pay a

visit to Jean Baptiste, and explain all.

Thursday was to be her next day for

recess ; and the interval between it and

her visit to her uncle's was to her a time

of deep anxiety. Her heart was agitated

with fears and doubts, relieved, however,

at intervals with rays of hope. She was

conscious of her innocence, and unshaken

fidelity to the object of her affections ;

—

ah, yes ; but would he believe her attes-

tations ? Of what nature would be the

first glance of his black piercing eye on

seeing her ? Would it be a look of con-

tempt, of scorn, at one so base, so worth-

less and so vile ; or would it be one of

fondness, and of love as before ? She

flattered herself that he would receive

her kindly as beseemeth a man of

chivalry—yea, and lovingly, for, thought
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she, " he knows me too well to doubt my
word of honor." Consoling reflections !

Ah ! but was she sure to see him ? Per-

haps he had changed his residence, and

left no clue to his discovery, preferring

to nurse his grief alone in a sequestered

part of the city where no one would

know him, where she could never reach

him. Sad reflection this !

Gentle reader, have you ever had to

pass through such an ordeal of mental

trial. If a mother, have you ever had to

watch beside the sick bed of an only

child, knowing that only one chance re-

mained to you of ever clasping him to

your breast again a sentient being, while

a thousand thronged around your mind

to make you fear that ere long you

should have to bedew his lifeless clay

with tears? Have you ever been torn
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away from your home and your kindred,

with only one solitary hope, of a reunion,

and that, at best, but a mere mental ab-

straction in which the mind indulges as

if by natural instinct to gather therefrom

a certain ideal consolation in prospective,

which but poorly balances against the

chrushing weight of present separation ?

Have you ever been in love ; and, if, so

had your love been crossed? Has the

flowery pathway that you had cut out

for yourself, been strewn by some med-

dlesome hand with thorns, and blocked

up with barriers which seemed insur-

mountable ? Have you ever lost sight

of the object of your affections in some

of the intricate wanderings through

which true love has almost invariably to

pass before it reaches its haven of rest ?

If you have, you can, perchance, realize
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the state of Evalina's mind. Ah ! they

are sad moments—these moments of

struggle between doubtful hope and posi-

tive fear.

Time is ever on the wing ; and the sun

will shine on the just and unjust, on the

happy and the wretched, irrespectively.

And so the anxiously expected day ar-

rived. Evaline sets out in hopes of hav-

ing an interview with her lover. She

arrives at the house—the scene of all

their fond attachments. But ah ! as she

had, indeed, feared, she learns that he

has left, having given no intimation of

his new abode. Oh ! what a fresh pang

of keen suffering! Much though she

had suffered previously, it could not be

compared with this her present grief.

Can she bear it? Will she not sink like

the noble Caesar after having received a
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stab from Brutus ? Ah ! she could bear

to be wounded by others ; but can she

bear this galling dagger of abandonment

plunged into her heart by—Jean Baptiste ?

"Oh," she said, as she descended the

door-stoop, " he has forsaken me. Why
did he leave so soon? It was that I

might never see him again. Still if he

ever do cross my pathway, he will find

Evaline the same."

Months have, we will imagine, already

passed, and still relentless fate continues

to*shroud in mystery the destiny of the

lovers. Grim winter has given place to

smiling spring, and spring to the efful-

gence of summer-—that season of joy

and festivity ; but to the hearts of the

lovers it brought no bliss. The carol of

the birds fell unheeded on their ears.

The majesty of the trees arrayed in
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eir leafy costume ; the beauty of the

flowers ; the soft murmurings of the

zephyrs passing gently over the rippling

meadows ; the playful amblings of the

lambkin and gazelle ; the sportive pas-

times of the children ;—in a word, every

appeal to the senses from the animate

and inanimate kingdoms, failed to awaken

in them the slightest sensation of plea-

sure. It is true that owing to his inter-

view with Evaline's uncle, as well as to

the thoughts that flashed across his mind

by reason of the dissimilarity of hand-

writing in the letter, an occasional gleam

of sunshine would shoot across the mind

of Jean Baptiste ; but Evalina was not

now so comforted, for the raft to which

she had clung in hope, was shivered to

pieces. Nothing but a dark picture,

without a solitary ray of light to enliven
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it, now presented itself before her mental

gaze. No oasis sprung up in the desert

of her thoughts whereupon to rest her

eyes even for a moment. Her mind was

now the prey of one continued change-

less agony.

It is in such a state of mental anxiety

and despair that we find her, on a beauti-

ful afternoon in July, gazing out vacantly

on the lake in Central Park. The boat-

men are gracefully skimming over its

glassy bosom, giving the gay, pleasure-

seeking passengers a survey of its size

and surrounding scenery. The stately

swans are proudly disporting on the sun-

lit surface of its waters, while anon, now

one now another, moves gracefully

toward the shore to peck the biscuit,

playfully contributed by the children.

The children's maids are wheeling, some
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the baby-carriages near by, while others,

seeming tired of such service, are enjoy-

ing their dolce far niente^ of which we

read in Ialian writers, and which we will

be pardoned for not rendering into Eng-

lish, tranquilly seated on the benches.

But while these scenes were passing

like a dissolving view, all unnoticed, be-

fore the eyes of Evaline, she was dis-

turbed from her reverie by a sweet voice

singing behind a thick-set cluster of

trees, that touching little song composed

by Gerald Griffin—a song she had often

sung herself for Jean Baptiste, and which

she had taught him to sing, little thinking

it should ever contrast unpleasantly with

the state of her own mind :

44 You never bade me hope, 'tis true.

I asked you not to swear

—

But I looked in those eyes of blue

And read a promise there.
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1
' The vow should bind with maiden sighs

That maiden's lips have spoken

—

But that which looks from maiden's eyes

Should last of all be broken !"

"It is he !" exclaimed Evaline, in a

transport of delight, as she heard the

first words of the song; "it is he ! I

must fly to him at once : yet, no ; I will

wait until he finishes. How much in

unison with the plaintiveness of the song

is that melancholy voice! He loves me
still, I see. Poor Jean Baptiste ! you

suffer as much as I"

"But that which looks from maiden's eyes

Should last of all be broken !"

"Ah !" she resumed, as the last words

died in echoes on her ears ; "ah ! the

promise Jean Baptiste has read in my
eyes he can read there still."

She reveals herself—and oh, what a

meetinof I No oral confessions of love
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unbroken were needed on either side.

The pale, haggard, woe-begone counte-

nance of Evaline told Jean Baptiste,

more eloquently, more forcibly, more

reliably, than a thousand oral professions

could, that her affections were still the

same, though they had been sorely tried

in the crucible of bereavement ; while

she read the same tale in the plaintive

tone of his voice while he sang, as well

as in the deep melancholy of his looks,

just hurled by this joyful, this very provi-

dential meeting, from its gloomy throne.

The mystery of the letter was instantly

cleared up. The unpleasant reception

Jean Baptiste had met with from Mr.

Dorset was briefly related, and then

thrown aside. The lively debate her

uncle had entered into with Evaline on

Frenchmen and Catholics ; the corrobo-
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ration every word of his had received from

the Misses Dorset ; the firmness she had

herself shown throughout ; and the noble

advocacy her case had received from her

generous, kind-hearted aunt—all was

briefly told ; while the crowning-point of

the whole proceedings, which, indeed,

engrossed their whole attention, was the

result—her uncle's sanction. " These

were his last words," said Evaline :

"seek him! find him! bring him to me,

and all may yet be well
!"

Jean escorted Evaline to her uncles.

A thousand apologies were made for the

uncouthness with which Jeans last visit

had been received ; while the whole

family extended to him the hand of

friendship. There was joy in the house

that evening. The attachment of the

lovers was sanctioned by Mr. Dorset, and
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its progress was henceforth unimpeded

by the obstacles of family opposition.

The marriage-day was fixed, and at no

far-distant period we find Evaline—her

lady employer having been, meanwhile,

notified of her intention to leave—led to

the hymeneal altar.

We will not detail the marriage cere-

monies, nor the subsequent festivities.

Suffice it to say that the happy pair were

united in holy wedlock in the Catholic

Church—that Church which never tole-

rates the man to uncrown the queen of

the household.

O, wonderful power of the pen ! Cre-

ation is not too wide for thy grasp ; nor

the ages of the world, with their countless

incidents, too lengthy and intricate not to

yield to thy sway. The wars that have

devastated whole nations for centuries,
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thou canst paint in a few words. Great,

indeed, is thy magic power !

Without entering into particulars, we

will use this dashing power of the pen,

and briefly say that five years have now

passed by. They were years of happi-

ness for * our hero and heroine. Their

love increased from day to day. Their

life was a paradise upon earth—for, to

use the words of the poet, "love is

heaven, and heaven is love." Two in-

teresting children were the blessing of

their union, and the lispings and gam-

bolings of the little ones were to them

the greatest pleasure— a pleasure so

infinite that none can realize its vast-

ness, or its worth, save a father, or a

mother.

So were passing on their days, in

Eden-like happiness ; but the tranquil-
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lity of their existence was partially

checked one day by a letter from France,

which brought the news of the death of

Jean's father. His widowed mother was

now alone, and she now expressed the

wish—the only wish of her aching heart

—that Jean, her only one, would proceed

at once to France with his wife and little

ones, to cheer the days of her widow-

hood. Jean had by this time realized

some money, and his patrimonial inherit-

ance was considerable. He loved his

sunny France, too ; and, indeed, he had

often, since he got married, thought

of returning home ; but now that his

mother needed him, he must go. The

day of departure was fixed ; and their

parting with Mr. Dorset and his family

was touching, and was keenly felt, par-

ticularly by Evaline ; but filial duty pre-
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dominated over Jean, and the love of a

wife over Evaline.

On their arrival, the French lady

clasped her son to her heart with all the

love of a mother, and then gave Evaline

a no less warm embrace, calling her by

the sweet name of daughter. She kissed

the little ones a thousand times, but their

accents were to her an unknown tongue.

" After a little, " said she, addressing her

son and daughter-in-law, " they will pick

up French. I will be so happy then with

the little darlings"—another kiss. She

wondered that Evaline had acquired such

a fluency in the French language ; and

she was overjoyed at not having been

necessitated to commune with her, as

with the children, in nature's first lan-

guage—the silent language of signs.

It was the old lady's pleasure to take
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Evaline out to see the many places and

objects of interest for which Paris—for

such indeed is the city in which we now

*find them—is renowned. But its churches

were the chief objects of interest. Eva-

line wondered at their size and magnifi-

cence, the symmetry of their proportions,

the richness of their shrines and altars,

the glitter of their gilded ceilings, and the

imposing tone of the Catholic ceremonial.

Her reflective mind was being gradually

impressed with all she saw in the churches

of Paris ; nor was it slow to bridge over

the little chasm of three centuries, and

flutter back to her own beloved England

with its ruined abbeys, and desecrated

altars, and pillaged shrines, and crumbling

cloisters, and say, in soliloquy, "What

France is to-day, England had been

three hundred years ago." " What a
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difference, " said she, addressing her

mother-in-law,—" What a difference be-

tween the poorest of the French churches

—if indeed any of them could be so de-

signated, and the most admired of our

English churches. Every thing is so

cheering to the senses in these, while

every Episcopalian church chills one."

Lo ! the first seed of God's grace.

" I have never been in a Protestant

church, daughter," said the old lady ; but

from all I have heard of them, I think

they are what you call them ' chilling

churches/ For my part I couldn't pray

in one of them, even if inclined.''

Evaline asked for a great many expla-

nations regarding the Catholic formula

of worship—about altars, and pictures,

and crucifixes, and candles, and incense,

all which were given by her mother-in-
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law, much to her apparent satisfaction.

She began to read " Milners End of

Controversy/'—that powerful work ; and

was constantly having her difficulties re-

moved by the old lady, and by her hus-

band, both of whom were overjoyed to

see her engaged in such study : the scene

of her conversion, however, was reserved

for Rome. But we are anticipating.

Though Evaline's comprehensive mind

saw the beauty of the Catholic ceremo-

nial ; though she felt that altars presup

posed sacrifice, and a priesthood ; and

that crucifixes and holy pictures were

books for the ignorant, and were unto all,

symbols of the tragic hours of Calvary,

and mementoes of the holy lives of the

Saints of by-gone times ; though she un-

derstood that incense rising in graceful

clouds above the heads of the worship-
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pers, could typify the incense of prayer

emitted from the humble and contrite

heart, and which never ceases from in its

upward flight until it pierces the clouds,

and reaches even with the throne of God;

and that candles throwing out their pure

flames, were typical of faith and the light

of the Gospel, and were, moreover, re-

minders of the days of the Catacombs,

when the primitive Christians knelt and

worshipped in those subterranean vaults

which, of necessity, had to be illuminated

with the artificial light of candles—though

she could understand all this, still she did

not yet understand how it was that the

Church of Rome—albeit with the glories

and triumphs of centuries encircling her

brow, and linking the Christian of to-day

with those of eighteen hundred years

ago, might not, after all, have forfeited
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her right to be called the true spouse of

Christ. " Great changes/' thought she,

" may have occurred during the Dark

Ages, as they are called. The Church is

composed of individuals ; and they, as a

matter of course, have got each his own

way of thinking. We have no divinely

inspired teachers now ; and man, left to

himself, is fallible. Still, strange to say,

the Catholic Church claims to be infalli-

ble. This I do not understand. Were I

to ask every Catholic in the world sepa-

rately his reason for believing any dog-

ma, each would assign the teaching of his

Church as the efficient cause. And what

is the Church but a congeries of indivi-

duals. I can't see what the teaching of

the Church means except this, that all

have made up their minds to believe so

much, and no more ; and then under tho
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protection of the name Church, each one

will shirk the responsibility of his belief

upon the whole. Surely this is no bet-

ter than the private judgment of Protest-

ants. I will get my husband to explain

Infallibility to me this evening ; and if he

succeed in showing me the reasonable-

ness of this singular prerogative to which

his Church lays claim, I will become a

Catholic/'

The great foundation of all Catholic

belief is, without doubt, Infallibility. If

our Divine Lord has invested His Church

with this wonderful, this God-like prero-

gative, it follows of necessity that we are

bound to hear her voice even as we

would His, were He to come down from

heaven again to associate with, and in-

struct us. And does the Church possess

this prerogative? Most decidedly. It
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flows from her natural constitution. It

springs from the necessities of her mis-

sion. It is clearly defined in Holy Scrip

ture. And the whole weight of tradition

corroborates its existence : these were

the four heads to which Jean Baptiste

confined his arguments, when asked by

his wife to explain this doctrine of the

Catholic Church. The question was de-

bated in familiar dialogue at the tea-table,

in French, so that the old lady might be

able to join in the conversation, or at

least understand what was passing. We
will not trespass on our readers by enter-

ing into the details of the dialogue, as we

have already furnished them with the

burden of Evaline's objections and diffi-

culties; and we will confine ourselves,

beside, to a mere outline of the manner

in which they were met by Jean Baptiste.
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He explained to her that the Church

was not a mere congeries of individuals,

as she supposed, but a perfectly organiz-

ed body, animated by an indwelling soul,

which is Christ, and directed by Him as

her head. The Church is composed of

men, it is true ; but she is possessed of

a life and action, not controllable by the

caprice of the individual, but given to

her, and interknit in her constitution, by

Christ. " I am the vine
; ye are the

branches/' says our Lord to His Apos-

tles ; which words, if they mean anything,

must mean this : that as the vine diffuses

the current of vegetable life through the

several branches, and causes them to

bring forth fruit ; so, too, does Christ dif-

fuse the current of spiritual life through

the Church, thereby enabling her to bear

fruit unto salvation. Such is the Church
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in her nature. She is an organism, a

moral person, ever living, and composed

of body and soul, which never cease to

carry on mutual commerce, for " Lo, I

am with you all days, even to the end of

the world."

Moreover, the Church needs this pre-

rogative, in order to fulfil her mission

amongst men. Now, what is this mis-

sion ? It is to teach the world superna-

tural truth. " Go preach to the nations,

teaching them to observe all things what-

soever I have commanded you." The

Apostles discharged their mission, rely-

ing on the promises of Christ to remain

with them for ever, and to send the Holy

Ghost to teach them all truth, and to

abide with them throughout all time.

And in virtue of these promises they left

their successors to continue the work
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they had themselves begun. Many dif-

ficulties, which they knew would spring

up in perilous times, they did not provide

against, for they felt assured that the

subsequent Church would meet them with

the same authority as they, and continue

to be " the pillar and ground of the

truth."

The Infallibility of the Church was

prophesied by Isaias :
" And a path and

a way shall be there, and it shall be call-

ed the holy way : the unclean shall not

pass over it, and this shall be unto you a

straight way, so that fools shall not err

therein." Now, this way so sure and

straight that even fools cannot err in it,

must mean the Church, in which the

most unlettered stands on equal footing

with the most profound. Again, Christ

says to His Apostles :' " And whosoever
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shall not receive you, nor hear your

words : going forth out of that city, shake

off the dust from your feet. Amen, I say

to you, it shall be more tolerable for the

land of Sodom and Gomorrha in the day

of judgment, than for that city." Would

Christ have spoken in such accents of

thunder, if it were possible for the Apos-

tles to teach false doctrine ? And what

applied to them, applies to their succes-

sors, for the same necessity still remains

to teach, and the same obligation to

listen.

And lastly, the doctrine of Infallibility

was taught in all ages of the Church. St,

Irenaeus says :
" It is not necessary to

seek truth from others, which we can

easily get from the Church ; since the

Apostles have heaped into her deposito-

ry, all truth : so that all who wish, can
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draw from her the waters of life." St.

Cyprian says :
" The spouse of Christ is

incorrupt/' And St. Augustine says :

" She is the holy Church, the one Church,

the true Church, the Catholic Church,

fighting against all heresies : she can

fight, but cannot be conquered."

The exposition of Church Infallibility

seemed logically convincing to Evalina.

She began to understand the nature of

the Church, the importance of her mis-

sion, and the necessity our divine Lord

was under, when sending her forth into

the world to continue the work He had

begun, to identify Himself so intimately

with her that she could not utter a word,

save as He gave it unto her to speak.

Jean desired Evalina to reflect on what

he had said ; and to continue her contro-

versial readings, which, with the grace
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of God, he hoped would settle her mind.

" And, dearest Evaline," he said, pressing

her to his heart; " the day you kneel at

the same altar with me, will be the hap-

piest of my existence. God has already

given you His grace to inquire after the

truth ; oh ! be not wanting now to corre-

spond with it. May holy mother Church

soon number you amongst her children
!"

After some months spent in devout

prayer and diligent study, Evaline pro-

posed a visit to Rome, in order that she

might see the Pope, and be present at

the inimitable ceremonial for which the

centre of Catholicity is so renowned.

Her husband was delighted at the propo-

sition, as he expected therefrom some

additional visitations of grace. He felt

almost certain she would never leave the

Eternal City until she would kneel a
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genuine Catholic at the Limen Apostolo-

rum, and bow down a faithful child to

receive the blessing of the Holy Father.

Gentle reader, will you come with us

to Rome, the eternal, the divine Rome :

urbs ceterna ; Roma Deaf And upon

our arrival, we know not whither we

can better first conduct you than up the

stately steps that lead from the Piazza di

Spagna to the Pincian Hill. At the

summit of these steps the first object that

claims our attention is the church of the

Trinita del Monte, with its adjoining con-

vent, occupied by a French Sisterhood.

Let us now look down into the piazza far

below. To our left swell the grand pro-

portions of the far-famed Propaganda

;

while immediately in front of it rises the

noble column raised by the immortal

Pius IX. to commemorate the Definition
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of the Immaculate Conception. Next,

let us saunter quietly along the gentle

slopes that lead to the summit of the

Pincio. Let us walk through its delight-

ful pleasure-grounds, and inhale the per-

fumes that countless flowers fling upon

the air ; and then, if we will, let us take

a seat on one of the benches, and listen

in rapture to the sweet music of the

Band. Let us resume our walk, and pro-

ceed towards the balustrade, from which

we can command a view of the splendid

panorama that surrounds us. Before us

rises St. Peter's Church, the noblest pile

that has ever yet been raised to the wor-

ship of a false god, or the true. In the

distance may be seen the Coliseum-—

a

vast amphitheatre, in which in pagan

times many a gladiator fought, and in

which, too, the youthful Pancratius, like



208 Evaline; or>

countless other Christians, gave up his

soul to God in presence of thousands of

spectators, smote the dust by the stroke

of a panthers paw. Ah ! this is a hal-

lowed spot. No more it echoes to the

shouts of the populace, the roars of the

beasts, the groans and sighs of pitying

Christians ; it is now resonant to the

hymns of the pilgrim, the prayers of the

pious as they perform the Via Cruets,

and the preaching of the priest, and the

Religious. Let us turn our eyes, and

gaze in admiration on the Pantheon, the

countless domes and towers that rise

high above the city, the palaces of the

Vatican and Quirinal, and the hill ot

Alba. At our feet opens the vast Piazza

del Popolo, which engulphs, as it were,

the tide of human beings that pass into

it from without, and from within, the
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city. Two churches, known as the "Twin

Churches," grace its entrance from the

Corso ; while at the opposite side, and

convenient to the massive gates that

afford ingress and egress to and from the

city in this quarter, stands a magnifi-

cent Augustinian church, in which, it is

said, Luther once said Mass. In this

church the distinguished convert, Arch-

bishop Manning, has sometimes given

Lenten discourses. Thousands have

always gathered to hear his convincing

logic, his irrefutable arguments, and to

hang in rapture on his bland, persuasive

accents.

Among those who attended the Arch-

bishop's sermons in the Lent of 18

—

were Jean Baptiste and Evalina. One

believed—the other was not yet a true

believer. How many more like them
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were there ! The congregation was made

up, of course, of Catholics and Protest-

ants. But of the numbers who had not

been of the true fold—and, probably,

they exceeded their neighbors who pro-

fessed the one genuine form of Christian-

ity—how many went, like Evalina, to be

instructed ? How many went there just

merely to hear Dr. Manning ? How
many went to criticise ? It is not for us

to venture a guess ; the Searcher of

hearts has already taken note of it in His

Eternal Book.

Amongst the many convincing proofs

of the genuineness of the Catholic Church

•—amongst the many arguments adduced

to show that she was the Church of

Christ—none went more home to Evali-

na's reason than a few memorable sen-

tences uttered by the illustrious preacher.
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They were in substance this :
" The

English people stand up boldly and

bluntly for the prerogatives of reason
;

nor would I deprive them of it. But I

ask them, had not the great Greek and

Latin Fathers reason ? Had not a Je-

rome, a Crysostom, an Augustin reason ?

Had not a Bonaventure and a Thomas

reason? Has not the whole united

Church reason ? Surely their reason is

as good as the reason of those who clash

with them." " Yes, thought Evalina,

"perhaps the 20,000,000 Catholics, all

the world over, are right after all. Surely,

if reason be the guide, I must say there is

a great amount of it in the Catholic

Church. I think the Roman Catholic

Church is right ; I— believe it is. May
God enlighten me to do His holy will!"



212 Evaline ; or,

Such were her silent communings with

herself, and with her God.

Lent had been passing on, and no

sermon by the English preacher had been

unheard by Evalina. Meantime, her

studies had been diligently prosecuted,

and her prayers redoubled. Holy Thurs-

day at length arrived, and she went in

company with her husband to witness

the grandeur of the ceremonies of St.

Peter's. She wished, above all, to see

the fine old Pope perform the ceremony

of the washing of the feet. Oh, what a

crowd was there, made up of every tribe

and every tongue ! There were stran-

gers from the East and from the West,

from the North and from the South—

-

citizens of Rome, priests in their cas-

socks, monks in their habits, the old and
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the youug, the weak and the robust—all

straining their eyes to see the Pope. He
has suspended a towel from his girdle.

He stoops down and sprinkles the feet

of thirteen priests, in commemoration of

our Lord's washing the feet of the Apos-

tles, and dries them with a towel, and

kisses them. He afterwards waits on his

thirteen guests at table, serving them to

soup, fish, and such dishes as the fast

allowed.

Ah ! thought Evalina, the Religion

must be right which has got so humble,

so saintly a man for its chief Bishop.

Nor was this strange at such a moment,

breathing, as she was, the consecrated

atmosphere of the Basilica, and gazing

with reverence upon the Supreme Pontiff

—the last link in the golden chain that

binds the Christian of to-day with the
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Martyr of the Janiculum. Besides, faith

had long been budding in her heart, and

now needed but one ray more of heav-

enly sunshine to burst forth a beautiful

blossom. And gently pressing her hus-

band's arm to gain his attention, she

says, "Jean, I am now a Catholic in heart

;

next Saturday, with God's help, I will be

one by profession. She was accordingly

baptized on Holy Saturday, sub condi-

tioner in the Basilica of St. John of La-

tern, by the officiating prelate, the Cardi-

nal Vicar. Her husband's joy was bound-

less. He thanked God for the conver-

sion of his beloved wife, which had been

brought around so miraculously. " O,

happy journey to Rome !" he exclaimed,

embracing his wife, when they reached

home, with love, he thought, greater than

he had ever felt before—for now he
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knew that her heart had received into it

a new element, and that his had been

acted upon by participation ; it was the

element of that divine love, begotten of

perfect union with Christ, which they

alone feel who are the children of His

Church.

Easter Sundav has now arrived. It is

generally a splendid day in Rome. It is

never cold—seldom too warm. The sun

usually sheds his mildest beams on this

day, to cheer the worshippers in the

Eternal City—smiling, as it were, in tri-

umph at the glorious victory our Lord

has achieved over sin and hell—a victory

which is so fittingly commemorated in

the great heart of Christianity. It is a

day of general jubilee and spiritual re-

joicing in the city of the Popes. The

whole population is astir; a thousand



216 Evaline ; or,

bells fling their gladsome tones upon the

air ; every church has its grand High

Mass, accompanied with the most select

choral performances. But the great cen-

tre of attraction is St. Peter's. Thither

are hurrying equestrians, and persons

on foot ; cardinals in their gilt coaches
;

kings, queens, princes, and ambassadors,

in splendid carriages ; lords, and dukes,

and earls with their ladies, and a whole

troop of untitled gentlemen in cabs, swell

the equestrian pageant. Priests, monks,

earnerate of students, collegians, school

boys and school-girls, old men and old

women, young men and maidens in pic-

turesque costume, are hurrying on foot

to the great Basilica.

Thirty thousand have assembled in St.

Peter's to hear Pius IX. sing Mass. His

voice is clear, sweet, and powerful. It
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echoes musically through the length and

breadth of the Basilica. All eyes are

turned towards the Pope ; every ear is

erect to catch the faintest echo of his

voice. The Papal choir, the finest in the

world, always sings the prescribed hymns

and chants, unaccompanied by any in-

strumental music, when the Pope offi-

ciates. At the Elevation they cease

singing. The troops, at a given signal,

kneel to the tesselated floor, with arms

presented to salute the King of Heaven,

who is about to descend upon the altar.

Thousands bow down in adoration, await-

ing His presence. There is a silence as

if of the grave. Lo ! suddenly there

bursts forth from the lofty dome of the

church the sweetest music ever heard on

earth. It proceeds from silver trumpets
;

and the first thought that presents itself
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to the mind is, that the angelic host has

descended from on high to honor their

God upon earth, by striking up a new

hymn on instruments not made by man.

Mass is over. Let us hurry on and

ascend the Scala Regict, and get into the

Eoggia before the Pope proceeds thither

to bless the city and the world. Let us

look down on the vast sea of human

beings in the piazza below. A hundred

and fifty thousand are looking up anx-

iously to see a figure clothed in white

appear. Ecco il Papa is whispered be-

hind us. Let us hurry back to the Sala,

for it is not for us to stay longer here.

The Pope appears. The multitudes kneel.

The prescribed prayers are said ; and

the Holy father rises in majesty, flings

his arms wide open to embrace the world,
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and raising his sweet eyes to heaven,

pronounces the Benediction.

There was one new convert in the Sala

—it was Evalina. She was on her knees

to receive her Fathers blessing. On
Holy Thursday, when she got his bene-

diction for the first time, she was his

child only in hope ; but to-day she is his

child in faith, and hope, and love. To-day

she is a true Catholic, like her husband.

To-day she is not the " heretic girl of his

soul/' but the Catholic wife of his heart.

Ah ! this is for them both a happy Easter

day. They are now one, indeed—one in

faith, one in hope, and one in charity.
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Conclusion.

The most interesting ceremonies of

the year are now over—if we except the

grand procession of Corpits Christi, which

takes place far into the summer, but

which few remain to see, owing to the

excessive heat. Wherefore, after Easter,

do we notice strange faces getting scarce.

Kings, and queens, and princes, are hur-

rying back to their thrones and palaces
;

lords and ladies to their costly mansions,

and those who mix in a humble sphere,

but who have been blessed with means

sufficient for their wants and their enjoy-

ments, are preparing to set out for their

happy homes across the waters ; and

amongst these last our hero and heroine
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are numbered. But it is not our inten-

tion to ask our readers to accompany

them further.

And now, kind readers, we have jour-

neyed much together. Three times have

we crossed the broad Atlantic, and we

must say those feats of mental seaman-

ship have been performed with almost

electric speed, for we have not noticed

any of the thousand things of interest

that turn up during such voyages ; but

this lack of observation can be attributed

mainly to our having one, only one, ob-

ject in view—to tell a simple, unincum-

bered tale. And even as the Atlantic

cable, quivering with electric shock, con-

veys but one message to or from our

shores, being altogether indifferent to the

mighty ocean that swells above it, and

which, in placid mood, suffers the noble
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bark to ride in triumph on its bosom,

but when convulsed with anger, engulfs

another in its briny womb ; so has it been

with us—we have hurried on to give our

readers a view of the most interesting

feature in our narrative, the conversion

of Evaline.

And now, after having beat about

through Paris, and conducted you thence

to Rome, we will resign our office of

cicerone, and leave you, kind readers, to

sojourn within its time-honored walls,

and imbibe its atmosphere of consecra-

tion. Yes ; we will leave you in the

Eternal City, not to gaze on its classic

ruins—not to visit the Forum in which

the greatest speaker the world has ever

seen, once delivered his eloquent ora-

tions—not to look in admiration on the

Mole of Adrian, nor to tread the Via
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Sacra, along which the poet Horace loved

to stray, nor from some eminence to get

a distant view of old Tiber, which he

fondly called his own. We will leave

you in Rome for no such purposes as

these ; for few would visit it, and fewer

dwell in it merely on account of the clas-

sic reminiscences it awakes. True, in-

deed, tourists might be found journeying

thither, guide-book in hand, having such

object in view ; but they would be few,

as those who visit Athens, Marathon, or

Thermopylae, or climb the steep sides of

Vesuvius, in order to transmit to poster-

ity the great feat they had accomplished

of looking into its smoking jaws.

And why leave you in Rome ? We
leave you in Rome because Peter's

shrine, and Peter's successor are there.

We leave you in Rome to pray at the
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tomb of the Apostles, and to be within

the immediate reach of the benediction

of the Pontiff. We leave you in Rome
to see the glories of Catholic worship,

and to kiss the sands of the city hallowed

with the foot-prints of confessors and vir-

gins, and consecrated by the life-blood

of the martyrs. Ah ! yes, and we will

leave you in Rome to sojourn there, even

unto these times in which we write, to

see the peerless city stripped of the pa-

geant of her ceremonial, and to shed a

tear over her, even as our divine Lord

shed tears over His own Jerusalem ; and

to offer a prayer for her illustrious Pon-

tiff, now stripped of his possessions, with

the weight of eighty winters pressing on

his shoulders. We will leave you in

Rome to visit him in his palace-prison
;

palace, indeed, it is, and will ever be, but
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it now Is a prison as well, for the good

old man does not go outside its portals,

but his eyes should see things they would

not, and his ears be offended by the de-

risive shouts and scoffs of an ungrateful

people, even as the ears of Rome's first

Pope were offended as the mob hurried

him to the Janiculum. Ah ! yes, we will

leave you in Rome now to pour out fer-

vent prayers at the shrine of the Apos-

tles, that God in His mercy may dispel

those mists of infidelity that bedims her

atmosphere ; and that Peter s Church,

and Peter's Successor may soon, soon

again be as they had been before.

THE END,
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