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BERTHA.

Atan nented watering-place on the
south coast of England, dwelt Mr Bertrand

«r &

o S8Rae
8 88338k

Fitzsimon, a relation of an aristpﬁl"ll’;ie
family, But poor, he was proud. <he
ﬁnul; was one Of the oldest in England. Of

course
i , except the few who were un-
questa y rich. .

There was one exception G:oﬁ this, howevg.
Mr. - man, ve-and-twenty,
of w&oﬁhgi ly was known, wasa
mmwatthqnoaery. He owed this
to having the fortunate means of saving
the life of Bertha, Mr. Fitzsimon's daughter,

who would, most probably, have been drown-
ed but for his exertions. What more was ne-

cessary to him an intreduction to the
family ? No questione were asked about his

pedigree. The w he was a gentleman in
manner; they k{m? that he saved their

from a watery grave, and neither
Mr. nor Mrs. Fitzsimon objected to his visits.
He became as one of the family—and Mr
Fitssimon soon discovered that he had money
at command, and was not loth to lend it.—
Fitzsimon on his part, was not loth to borrow
—a characteristic which human nature will
sometimes retain in spite of the longest pedi-

There was something peenliar about Mr.

Edgar, however, which the Fitzsimon's ere
long perceived. In spite of his cheerfulair,
his extensive, acquaintance with books, and
with the wider page of life, and the openness
of his manuer, there was a serutiny in his look,
a guardedngss of expression, a power to repel
inquiry when anything that had che ar-
ance of even leading to it was attem , that
was not satisfactory. But the strangestthing
of all to the minds of both Mr. and Mrs. Fit-
simon, was-the inseosibility he displayodeto
Bertha's charms This question had been
much debated. Mr Fitzsimon’s hope of suc-
ceeding to the family estate was remote. The
possessor was a man of his own age, and be-
tween them were three younger lives witha
claim prior to our friend’s. It was evident to
him that Mr. Edgar was at all events rich.—
He had borrowed three hundred pounds from
him, and the last hundred was lent as willing-
1y as the first. Mr. Fitzsimon saw that this
would not be a bad match for his daughter ;
Mrs Fitzsimon coincided in his opinion ; but
Mr. Edgar showed no ﬁn of falling in love.
1t is true he accompanied her in many a walk
ever the sands; that he had overcome her fear
of boating. But according to Mrs. Fitzsimon
there was no love in the business; and the
husband cha_rined that he should have enter-
taimed the thought of a condescension which
was not likely to be appreciated, coiled him-
self up in s more rigid exclusiveness than
ever.
The most unlikely things will sometimes
happen im this world. One morning, news
came that the Fitzsimon in possession had
breken his neck in a steeple chase. Within
a month from this time, one by one, the three
Intervening lives d this earthly seene,
and Fitzssimon himself owner of two es-
tates. All was now bustle at the Rosery.—
Fitzsimon proceeded to Herefordshire to take
possession, and Mrs and Miss Fitzsimon were
charged wﬁ:egueforaspeedy departure to
the metropolis. A week passed. Fitzsimon
retumed to the Rosery to conduct his wife
and d::ﬂ:‘ier % town. The day came, and
Edgar called to bid them good-bye He found
Bertha quite alone.

*“You will be glad to go to London,” said
he, after the usual greeting had bee oxnhang-
&d; ** you have not spent a season there yet!”

. ““No,” answered Bertha, laconically.

«« You have much to see then,” said Edgar,
«« 3 mew life and a very different one from that
which yon have hitherto led in this retire-
meut. You will find much to amuse you;

mauch to deligi;t the eye, the senses; much
to nhim?;g:be bﬁn{ﬂcyd fashion, the

works of art, the displays of genius, the the-
atres, the , and those attractions for
which the lis is famous.” .
““Yes,” said she, melancholily, s faint
smile curling her lip into one of its many pha-
““Xou w find much ——.” He paus-
ed. “But why should T rendor hat taste-
to on which your heart is perha
ot " Fhers was an expreson i his o a6

he said this, which Bertha had remarked be-
fore, an i , but more stern.
**No, no, tell me,” she, for the first

time sincé he had entered the room seeming to
be cognizant of what was passing ; ** tell me
what ¢lse shall T find 7’ f
** Too much that is hollow and insincere,”
was the reply, ‘‘notwithstanding a fair outside.
Do not think that in ing thi
- rocks and cliffs, and with the storms
ever and anon raging before
eyes, that all will be gain.” i
.. 2* X would rather remain here,” she replied;
- I“hlﬂ been happy in the midst of nature.” |
Aud are there no attractions in the world
Y :uraﬂ'eetion?'

he held aloof from the gentry of tie |

replied Bertha, artlessly, I |

shall mever forget the friends I have loved |

i L e g gty o e
whn 10 ik o o Dameerd
S Mise Fitzsimon,” said after a
e eekaarise s thghls 'S

to
wiqu. Fitssimon.” »
Berths blushed ; but no; he was not going
to say what she expected. .
« You have guessed there is & mystery
about me,” he continued—* £hﬂ suspec-
am

ted it—and you are right. 2 man who,

lived to be deceived by one who was destitute
of both. But what have you to do with this ?”
he added, after a short pause; “‘we will speak
of something else.” ‘
“* No, no! pray go on,” exclaimed Bertha,
8o interested in what had alrgady fallen from
, and her face-so full d‘:?nmiurn, that
he ght ske had never looked half so love-
ly before

"Ith:lﬁﬂory.lﬂnf‘iuﬁmon;bul i

pevceive you partly guess it. I loved a wo-

nian whom I thought } of a heart as
trnc as her face was utiful; but T had
judgod wrongly.  From the time that I dis-

vered imy mistake, I withdrew from society,
m wy devote myself to those affections
dest of man's life supply. It was not
lon wever, €€ I found.t my hea_rt was
still alive cnough 1’0 appreciate a more kindred
lovﬁdgu' paused, and farned his. look steadily
on Bertha. Her laige, expressive eyes, were
veiled in an instant by’ th.ir scarce less lovely
lids. A besutiful blushsp-ead over her face,
glowed for a inoment, an: in mediately passed
away.

‘;Bertha." cried Edgar, drawing closer to
her and taking her hand in his, ** have you
pever suspected that I looked with o common
admiration on your charms, or tiat I 1egarded
with a deeper respect the more engeging
qualities of your nature? Have you not us-

add feeling, that T am confident enough to say | your claim to him, and let me never see
ou what I have not said to your or | in this house again.” With these words he

from my boyhood, truth, and
sought o, . Where were want-

o cthe? (8 TGS S, .
%ﬁuﬂo mnﬁ e their absence; T have
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the blush of con  which she

welcomed him, as if she was too to meet
him heartily, yet too young to be whelly un-
1 ss she coming? No! He took

is hat; descended the stairs, in sor-
and in & minute more found

had Bertha forgotten him ; Not quite.
g him, was in truth,

in this house who can never et you. So
long as you value this assurance, believe it.
Berrua.”
walked moodily along. He thought
of whtmadoruedmerithutosuﬂ'ainuﬁﬁn
world ; and as his thoughts grew warmer, and
his indignation rose higher, he walked the
faster. 's maid would much rather
have been Bertha's mistress. A steam engine
could not her to walk out of what she con-
sidered a ming nor esuld all the
world have induced her to run. Perhaps she
 might have made a Jittle more haste had Ed-
‘gar been a ‘lord,” or even a ‘sir;' but, as it
was, she saw him gradually increase the dis-
tance between them till he entered the Park.
She pursued him, butin wain. Giving u

pected I have more than ordinary regard for
ou "

“Yes,” replied Bertha, for she certainly
had suspeeted it.

«« Have you never dreamt that I dared even
to love you 7

** Yes,” she h;d dream b:: that too; though
she saw no t daring about it.

“I love yg:.: he:n.ig, “yes with my whole
beart. Do I love in vain ¥"

_As he said this he drew .closer 10 Bortha,
who suffering her hand to remsin in his, per-
mitted him to fold his other arm around her
waist. Just then footsteps were heard upon
the stairs b

“Do I love in vain 7 repeated Edgar. He
felt her arm timidly placed upon his shoulder
* You will not fwg}t'et me 7" cl:’wd he.

“* Never !” replied Bertha.

A month passed, and the Fitzsimons were
settled in London. It was the height of the
season : and Bertha found herself ina new
world indeed, exceeding in splendor and in
beauty the wildest paintings c? her imagins-
tion,

One morning, some two months after her
arrival, while mechanically turning over some
sheets of new music, and running her fingers
along the keys of her instrument, the door of
the drawing-room opened, and the servant an-
nounced Mr. Edgar. Mr. Edgar himself fol-
lowed.

Bertha rose, blushed, stammered. FEdgar

ived her hesitation. He advanced and
Eeld out his hand. She placed hers within it
and the courtesies of mecting were exchanged,
but somewhat stiffly.

“‘You are sltered, Miss Fitzsimon,” said he,
after a time ‘- You have hl:t the ruddy
health brought to town wit . Ma
l'ndd,ﬁthtin other mpectsﬂes if-
ference.”

There wasa melancholy inthe tone in which
he spoke that went at once to her heart. Al-

! Yes, she was much altered. But
whatever she might have said was interrapted
by the entnnoelgf her father.

Fitzsimon had always held his head high,
but now it was higher than ever. It seemed,
indeed, as if his chin had usurped the posi-
tion by nature allotted to his nose. As be
stalked into the room Edgar, atonce saw what
reception he would bave Proceeding to the

iano, Fitzsimon took his daughter by the
E'.':h. and leading her to the dogr, motioged
ber out and it after her.

““Mr. Edgar,” said Fitzsimon, returning
with an air of magnificence which almost made

our hero smile, ““this is very unseemly, sir; |
very indecorous and im . You
have written had tm

storm, to insist, as it were

‘m@,,

; | admiration, she led him to the drawing-room,

the pursuit, she resolved to return home; an
as Bertha had ordered her on no account to
come back without having delivered the let- |
ter, she further resolved to say that she had
dowe so. :

Bertha's mind was accordingly composed,
and in due time she betook f to her toi-
let In less than an hour she was dressed
for the evening, and the carriage being an-
ovouneed, the Fitssi drove off to
Harriet Tempics. T was a dinner K:ny
and also an evening party : they joined both
but what was Mr. Fitzsimon’s confusion to find
himself sitting vis-a-vis to his friend Kdgar!
Had the fellow lent her ladyship money too ?
No; be was too much at home to be merely
there on tolersnce. More than that there
was an evident deferepee paid towards him,
and—what ! —was it ible that Bertrand
Fitzsimon heard aright | —‘Lord Edgar'—‘my
lord'—*your lordship.’

*“ And where, and in what in ito has
my fitful cousin been for the last six months ?
What have you been about, sir?” demanded
Lady Harriet.

*“ Looking for honesty and truth,” replied

Edgar.
“I hope found them, my lord?”’ in-
quired Sir Cmeu Wilmot, with a langh.
*‘I am not sure,” heanswered ; ** perbaps,
‘yes,” possibly ‘no.””
Did his eye wander towards Berths as he
said this? She thought so, and her heart
beat rapidly. She thought of the letter. She
m,-oaé;fm he had received it before she had
become acquainted with his true position. —
Not for the whole world would she have writ-
ten it had she believed Mr Edgar to have been
Lord Temple. And yet. was it not strange
that he should not ress a single word to
her,—that his eyes should not be turned to-
ward her; that after dinner he should neither
seek her out to dance with him, or ask her to
sing one of those airs which had been such
favorites with him before? Hours
away ; and finally, Mrs. Fiu:;r:?a bade her
w-night. The hus! and Bertha
the example. Lord Edgar was stand-
ing beside Lady Harriet. Fitzsimon bowed
to him, a most gracious bow, which the other
acknowleged by the slightest inclination of
his head. But on Bertha he did not waste a
glance. What could it have meant ¥
* We shall be happy to see your lordship,”
said Mrs. Fitzsimon, from whom alone the in-
vitation could come with any grace.
“1 shall do the honor of calling,”
replied his lordship, in a tone tinged, as Ber-

Bertha slept little that night, and the mor-
ning found her pale and weary.

door opened, and Mr. _ Euhisurdto
er, inquiring for Miss :

_ d to the maid, whieh, when the
maid read it, produced a revulsion in her
economy that no permissible language can ex-
regs. )g round, and bowing at each
ep she took—lost in a mage of wonder and

and was about to hu

when the thought of

to her young mistress
¢ letter occurred to hu-._

ortunately she had not burnt it. Wi
ing it from her :
at

ted it with
been

y o "",;2
mistress, who |

itzsimon. The | baps

d er Bullum presentable, ten

i him as
* The whole was evi-
Mbly d&, he felt

room his lordship wandered in the g

What did all this mean? Bertha for
o WQ‘M o Shongit -

i i one t to another,
R et e
‘“ You are certain you gave it to him yester-
23”115;-& **If you failed you have ru-

me
“ Oh. urtn'm. Ii.." ﬂ:e .d,
with a most determined ion to stick to
it.

But just then hB:I:tln'l eye fell on some
scraps of , which were strewed the
mind that these were the ents of her let-
ter, and that it had not been delivered yester-
day. Her own handwriting soon convirced
her of the former fact. ing to her maid
with a firm look that alarmed the more
from the deathlike paleness of her face. she
said, ** You did not deliver it yesterday 7"

“ No!" responded the maid, after a &
and trembling in every limb, whilst mn
slowly reascended to her chamber, but shortly
afterwards descended to the garden.

It was not without pain that Edgar came to
the conclusion that Bertha was calculating and
selfish, like the rest of the world. Tke one
hope which had bound him to society was
broken, and he felt inclined to abjure that
faith in high things which had so eanobled
his character. Rain was beginning to fall,
and he entered one of the arbors in the gar-
den, and contemplated the beautiful shrubs
and flowers by which he was surrounded. —

beaunty, true in fidelity to your destiny.
summer, and you wear the livery of joy—

bright, shining, smiling ; filling the eye with
beauty, the with ess. inter
comes, and again you are like the time—true

to it —ever faithful to the marriage vow which
has bound you to the revolving year Man
alope is false: woman, beauntiful and false!”
~ Ashe looked out the scenc his mind
was so deeply absorbed with these thoughts,
that he did not hear the footsteps that ap-
proached. They paused, came on again alit-
tle, paused again. He heard them not.—
Again they cameon, and some one entered
and sat down The rain was increasing, but
Lord Temple wished to be alope. He rose
and stepped forth.

Good Heavens! what voice wasthat? Who
was it pronounced his name, in a tone so low
and o sweet, that it seemed to touch his
heart? Heturned The lady had risen and
was standing before him, she raised her veil
a little nndnfe beheld Bertha, her face pale,
and her' lips quivering with emotion. In
wonder he rushed back to her.

““ Miss Fitzsimon,” he said softly, when
she had sat down again, *‘ what does this
mean ? or do I weet you again by accident?”
‘* No,” she replied, recovering herself after
a while, and loosing her hand from his, “*I
have followed you ; I came on purpose. You
have received a letter from me.”

“] have to acknowledge that homor,” re-
turned , coldly—the very thought of
the letter ing him in an instant.

Bertha remarked the change. She could
no longer control her feelings
*“You have wrongrd me !”
bursting into tears.
“Wronged you, Miss Fitzsimon; I believe,

ghe exclaimed

passed | on he contrary, that I have to complain.”

““You believe, then,” she continued, calm-
ing herself, "erh.::mdmendedoutof
a ce to to a .
had not played; to R e
to represent myself m & different Eﬂ:‘t from
paed S W oty b i ok in s

in your
feignedme.g:;{n had beoomgn:mrof
your real one. No, I have not done that. I
i stung with e at

should thihmmthm But he took no letter:;ma&ary'mmmhd been

!“Gooll Heaven!” exclaimed Lord Tem-
e

' “I do not ask you to believe me,”
Bertha, with a mixed i

There was no one near him, and he exclaim- |

ed. ** Nature, thou alone art true; true in | 90¢tor's aitention.
a ;tl;; | his hymn-book, took his sermon from the

it
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arm roundmhu-; B:Agmn -;:g::ond it. Saw ?h:i‘:o:l?&e Park—inquired

B;t y the happy hours we have speut together,

&h::ﬁm 0 m&l.‘lg:ﬁ

“But not the me , mor the lowe—in

me at least—which they ' . Are
they wholly dead hmIMQ look-
ed at her; a tedr started from her eye, stood
on her cheek a moment, and thén rolled off
upon his hand. “‘Look back—Ilook back "
be exclaimed, “'to the last hour we spent to-
gother. Can that be i

mever to

w‘-‘

i r"_w, ;_.":_' = Wiy "
his, and pressed it with a lov-
““Bertha—dear Bertha, I love you! Be-
mhﬂn‘:nnlw ing in the world but
you. Eometont _he
ceased to me T
**No,” she replied.
ot 10 love me, Bertha 7" said Lord Tesi-
P

- .-

he caught i in
er's fervor.

! Have you

ber hand rested contentedly in his; nay, he
thought once that slightly—very slightly—
it even returned his pressure. Again she
allowed herself to be reseated, and gradually
her cheek came nearer to his.

. ““*Nor to love me ?” once more asked our
ero.

There are looks that say more than words;
murmurg, more ressive than articulate
soun;s. Pl'fh::;mlﬁerthn. Lord Ed-
gar Tem sat again in that ar-
bor—man and wife. M.V.P

Anecdote of Doctor Emmons.

sweet sounds, and religiously excluded from
his meeting house all instramental music, ex-

pipe of the size of an *‘eightecn-mo”

A member of his choir who had learned to
play the bass-viol, anxious to exhibit his skill,
early one Sunday morning most unadvisedly
mtroduced his big fiddle, into the singing
gallery. After the first prayer was ended,
and the doctor began to handle his **Watts,”
the Lase violer lifted up his profspation, and

VETY | re-read the first verse and p g up

trying his strings, instantly attracted the
He paused, laid down

cushiop, and proceeded with his discourse, as
if singing was no part of public worship, and
finally d%smimed 1:]m eml:gregaﬁon w;;thnut
note or comment. The whole choir was in-
dignant® They stayed after meeting, and all
the gifls and young men resolved not to go
into the *‘singing seats” at all in the after-
noon, and the elders who did go there, bore
the visages of men whose minds were made
up. Services began as usual in the after-
noon. The doctor took his book in his hand,
looked over his spectacles at the gallery, and
saw only a few there; but nothing daunted,
read 2 psalm and sat down. No sound fol-
lowed, no one stirred ; and the leader looked
up in utter unconsciousness. After a long
and most uneasy silence, the good man, his
face somewhat over-flushed, his manner rath-
er stern, read the psalm again, paused, then
i his
spectacles, looked interrogatively at the gal-
lery. The leader could it no longer,
and half rising said decidedly: ‘‘There won't
be any singing here this afternoon.” *‘Then
there won't any preaching!” said the
doctor, quick as ht; and taking his
cocked hat from itz peg, he marched down the
pulpit stairs, through the broad aisle, and
out of the house, leaving his congregation
utterly astounded. We need not inform our
readers that the big fiddle was not used in the
“singing seats” afterwards.
A Pious Marshal.

Reveral years age, when a ‘Sabbath School
celebration’ was to take place in Burlington,
Vt., Sheriff L. was selected to be the Marshal
of the day The old gentleman was an aus-
tere officer, and used emphatic language in
great abundance, without any reference what-
ever to attendant circumstances, or the pre-
sence of individuals, as in the case under

notice.

The ion, which was under
his ip, on the occasion above referred
to, having “‘fallen in,” he was asked by the
master of the band what he should play.

Old Mr. L straightened himself hi in
his stirrups, and cried loud enough to be heard
ull aloag the line— ,

“PI% ‘We're marching to Emanuel's lsnd,’

——

How to Get to Sleep.

How to g«t to sleep is to some persons ajti

matter of high importance. Nervous per-

 § A
' ¥

His arm was tightened round her waist;|i

The doctor, it is said, was no great lover of | i

cept a little mahogany-colored wooden 1: - | doi

about it.-gdmwidﬁemmlmm& -
IDg was on—wanted to see the fun—
mgood on a fat Irishman's toes.—
Gabnel—tin horn—hole in his panta-
loons—(Bull says that if Is have
wings, they are also provided with tai oo
this last item ;) thought it extremely
Glhria:’:ilmtedm end of the City
steps, after a preliminary
horn, and a slight skirmish among the faith-
ful, mmuﬂuk eyes, & damaged
nose, and & leg—the religious services
commenced—( Dam was entirely carried
‘n,bhf'. ies for this Jast martyr,

. .

that his brunstone friend was 2 muley—but
they both pitched into the Pope—abused all

s, denounced the Church of Romel
walked into the affections of the Catholics,
generally—talked learnedly of priests, inqui-
sitions, dungecus, thumbscrews, martyrs con-
vents, nunneries, and other luxuries, as being
the ouly legitimate ing of the mother of-
abominations, the scarlet woman; and, in fact,
secemed to be having the field entirely to
themselves, when lo!a ¢ came o'er the
epirit of the gospei show; forin the midst of
e crowd suddenly appeared a third combat.
ant—his classic dress and intellectnal face
E:e unmistekeable evidence thag he was from
‘;&i?h of the Ocean.” -

i dignified and majestic bearin
culiar to some of his en, he s‘.lgwplt;
mounted-the steps, and took a position dircot~
ly between the two, and in a voice strongly
tinctured with the ‘*sweet brogue,” announced
himself as a champion of that much slandered
gintleman, the Pope of Rome.

At this astounding impudence, the woman
for a single instant held her peace. Gabe
was so taken aback that he seemed about to
collaps, an ‘‘ad libitum” interlude on the tin
horn, and all bands “‘pitched in” (as Miss
Agues Roberstonsays.) Gabrial commenced
the onset by asserting that the P is not
strictly a bachelor, but has seven white wives
in his parlor, thirteen ditto bound in law calf
in the library, a hundred and forty-one golden
haired damsals in his private apartment, and
; ;;erfect barem of jetty besuties in the coal
ole.

Petticoats followed, by saying that he
breakfasts on Protestant babies; drinks whis-
key punch out of & Protestant clergyman’s
skull; has an abducted Protestant virgin to
black his boots ; fifty-seven Protestant widows
to dig his and hoe corn, and that he
rolls ten pins every afternoon with the heads
of Protestant orphan children.

Irishman indignantly denied all-—said the
country was going to old kuick, and some £ne
wmorning we wakeup and find that the
Pope, unable longer to endure our crae-
ness, has sunk us all forty miles er than
ancient Sodom; said that his boliness can
send us all to perditicn by ome wink of his
is the head ¢fthe chureh om
A R
us all out A sond us
all kf:n int’) heaven,” 1? ing his little
Iﬁ:;iﬂ; that he could, like a 50&!:&- No. 2,
e b
an ; cause
the hills and mountains to exeeute a mﬁ?‘
glog'm:l jig. while old ocean should
‘the time against the blae vault of heaven, and
».pplauding angels encore the buge saluta-

-




