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LITTLE BERTEL,

¢ Two mermsids, a fame, and ‘a uniecorn,
that is a good order, Mira,’ said Frankon, the
carver, as he threw himself into his large
wooden chair, and drew his brown bason of
brown soup towards him with a smile of satis-
faetion and pride.

¢ Ah, we shall grow rich by and by! said
the clean, tidy, lttle, cheerful wife, as she
smilingly placed the dark coloured bread on
the table, dished a piece of Amak pork, ard,
drawing a little chubby girl towards her, sat
down to eat with her husband.

¢ A few such orders as that, every month,
would make me the proudest man in Copen-
hagen,’ said Frankon, with energy, even al-
though his mouth was full; * for I should then
have leisure to visit every figure-head in the
port, and who knows but I might be able to
get a sight of the great works of ar) in the
Royal Museum.’

¢ Leisure!” cried Mira, with a laugh; ¢ why
Frankon, I doubt you will always be stupid.
If you get orders, why you must execute them;
and if you execute them you will have no
time to waste. A little walk with me, the
gitls, and Bertel, to the gardensof Amak, in
the evening, would be: all the time that you
could spare, { deubt.”

¢ Ah, you are right, Mira!’ said her hus-
band, witha sigh, as he slowly broke a crust,
and placed the smaller fragment in his mouth,
with the abstracted air of one who is thinking
of something else than eating, ¢ There is little
in prospect for me but toil, and then’——

¢ Aad then what, you coward?’ cried Mira,
with 2 merry ringing laugh, as she interrupted
her husband’s speech; * why, have not you
Mira, and Pheebe, and Bertel,and myself? and
yet you despond!’ .

* Yes, but your Kirtle is of corase serge,
and Mira, Phebe, and' Bertel's keels of
course blue woollen cloth,’ said Frankon, still
seriously, ¢ We eat the cod-fish and the had-
docks of the Skeger Rack more frequently
than we even see the beef of Holstein or the
vegetables of Amak, and that’s what often
makes me sad.’

¢ Ah, Frankon, Frankon!’ cried Mira, sha-
king her little finger in her husband’s face, and
still speaking to him throngh infectious laugh-
ter; ¢all the beef in Copehagen could not
compensate me for the absence of your smile;
and all the gardens in Holstein, Amak, and
I"unen to boot, could never produce flowers so
beautiful or fruits so'sweet as my little chil-
dren; better days will come yet, and that you
wiil see.’

¢ 1 believe you, Mira!” cried Frankon,jump-
ing up and kissing his wife and children joy-
ously, ¢ and I am sure that there is not a fi-
gure-head on any ship, from the Skaw to Sles-
wick, so beautiful as thou art.’

* Orso brave!” cried Mira, still smiling in
her husband’s face; ¢ they meet the stormy
waves of the Belt and the sound without
shrinking, but I meet the storas of poverty
without fear, for Heaven has given me hope,
and a good husband, and fine children.’

¢ And what a wife I have got!” crid Frankon
fondly.

* Wait till Bertel gets' a little older,’ said
Mira archly, <and you will see. how bravely
he will help you at your labour, and what an
easily wrough' old man you’ll be.’

¢ Ah, no, Mira!” said Frankin, seciously,
notso; ¢let Bertel be a carpenter ora silver
horn maker for the nob les, if you wish him to
live easily, but do not speak of him carying
fizure heads for ships.’

* And why noy?’ said Mira, who had a high
opinion ofher husband’s calling, merely be-
cause it was her husband’s, even in oppesition
to his experienze and convictions. ¢ And
why not?’ she continued, addressing. Frankton
in a saucy tone, as if bent upon wiapping himn
in the meshes of an argument.

3ut a tap at. her little door soon discompo-
sed the family circle and abbreviated. her dis-
course, for Frankon hurried to his small work-
shop, as it ashamed, to be caught idle, and the
children glided out as their mother .opened the
door and aduitted to her_husband’s workshop
A stranger whose _head was coyered with a
broad black beaver, and whose form
wrapped in a large blue boat-cloalk,

Frankon, with his wife and son, were natives
of Iceland, who had left the ecold. and barren
region of their nativity to seek for comfort in
the capital of Denmark. Hardy, adventurous,
patient, ingenious, the Ieelander, ‘whose skill
1a representing the human and other forms on
wood was fur from inconsiderable,. had per-
suaded himself that in the maritime city of Co-
penhagen he woald be well employed “in cat-

was

ting out emblems for ships, and accordingly he '
removed to the wealthy islind of Zealand, '

where, in eourse of time the most marked ud-
ditions his househo!d were two little daughters.
* He did not grieve at this.” he said, * but he
would alinost as soon have had an order to cut
out two little cupids, and he looked rather sor-
rowful when his children began to increase in
streagth and power of eating without any im-
provement taking place upon his trade. But

Mira—sunny-hearted, hopeful, handsome little !

—who wou!d bave supposed that she had
:r0 born and nartared 1n cold gloomy Ice-
land 2 Why, her eyes were like the blus pel-
lucid streams of the green Alps, her cheeks
lie the reses of Cashmere, and her lips like

be

the cherries of Aost, and her laugh was more
musical  than ‘the song of the Indian bulbul.
She would have made sunshine and summer
in‘Lapland instead ofin the home of Frankon,
and ‘as she spun'at her wheel, baked her
brown bread, assisted Frankon tu turn his lathe,
or sung to the children, there seemed to be a
halo of happiness shining] around her that
brighténed everything within her smiling infla-
ence. What a brave, indomniable, hearty
creature she was, werking stoutly from morn-
ing till night, and keeping everything in her
humble dwelling as clean and bright as her
sweet face. There was no quernlous com-
plainings with Mira; tio despondency, no gloo-
my ruminations and forebodings. She had
faith in God, and faith in human goodness, and
although she might be wreng in the latter be-
lief, yet 1t kept her free from suspicion and
always cheerful.

What would Frankon have been without
Mira? She was the son ot his delight, the
lighthouse of his spirit when it grew dark and
troubled; she was a treasure in his poverty,
more - fruitful _of contentment and happiness
than all tho geld. and silver that men have
quarrelled over in this world; she was the
priestess of his hearth, around whose warm
and holy shrine peace, and hape, and glad-
ness smiled each eveming. And how the chil-
dren loved their joyous mother! She was the
beacon light ef :heir futanty, -for every little
manifestation’ of . benignity and. kindness  in
them was a reflex-caught from her. = [t seems
wonderful, at first thought, how a mother will
picture a bright and glorious futurity for her son
and yet it is not when we refieet upon their re-
lation to each other. 'The boy is a mnature
portrait of his father in the mother’s eyes,and
as all her ideas of power and action are cen-
tered in her husband, so in her son she sees the
growth and gradual developemeat of those
qualities of manhood which “in her pride and
joy she feels to have eminated from herself.
Mira loved her little daughters with all the
force of a mother’s affection, but, - disguise it
as she ntight, m addition to loving him, she
was proud of her son Bertel.© ‘And Bertel was
a boy to be proud of, if quiet, naobtrusive mo-
desty and obedient  attention to his parents
could be considered cause of pride. They had
no fears of Bertel running away te the wharves
and tumbling ‘into the canals like the other
boys; he loved better to whittle wood at_the
fireside on the winter evenings, or to’ romp
with and teach his sisters in _summer, than to
put his parents in mortal dread every day,
that they might have the honour of saying to
the neighbours © he was a spirity boy.’

Bertel was sitting with his sister on the flag-
stones before his father’s door, fashioning a
piece of clay into some fantastic form, when
the stranger with the bread beaver and blue
cioak, who had been ordering a wooden ea-
gle-for-a: fancy aviary,. suddenly came upon
him.

¢ Ha. my little man, what is this?* he said,
as he bent.down and looked closely at the clay
figure which the boy was modelling with won-
derful dexterity and zeal. ¢ This is good; and
he lifted the figure from the ground.

Bertel sat confoonded, and then he looked
up - at the stranger timidly, his face suffused
with blushes, without daring to uttér a word.

¢ This is good,’ he continued, looking at the
soft rude little. model which the plastic - hand
of the boy had invested with something even
of the grace of the haman form; ¢ thou wilt. be
a man yet.’

¢So my mother says!~ cried Phebe, who
was a lively child; ¢ she is always telling us
that our Bertel will" yet be something; and
she looked archly at her: brother, who was
ready to cry with bashfal vexation.

“Very natural of a mother,” said the stran-
ger, in @ Kindly tone, as he still examined the
piece of wet clay; and then suddenly turning,
ds if some thought had struck him, he opened
Mira’s latch, much w that good housewife’s
discormposure, who was just arranging her cap,
and stepped ouce more into Frankon’s work-
shop, much’ to the amazement of that iabori-
dus-workman.

There was something had eome of Count
Stolberg’s ‘conversation . with Frankon; . for
Bertel jn a few months.alterwards was model-
I'ng with mueh assiduity and attention; a bust
in the galery ‘of the: Copenhagen Schoel -of
Design. . T'wo or three years passed  on, aud
he was still working away as silently and dil-
igently as ever; his raddy cheeks had grown
paler.-now, but they ~wonld still glow with
shame when any of his fellow students weuld
either approach or criticise his labour; and  al-
though  the coarsely clad earver’s son soon took

sides with/the gayest amateurin theacademy,
and:ccould invest his copies from tho antique
with-more of the life.of the original than “uny
student: of his age, or even few years be-
yond it, he was still as retiring and modest as
when he was clad in his blue pmafore, and
was fondled as little Bertel by his mother at
home. He was no longer little Bertel now;
he had grown higherby a head within three
years, and altnough that was not very high
comparatively, still he was no longer little
Bertel but a very promising student in the
School of Design, and ‘a prodigy of all that
wus admirable in the eyes of Mira. Stran- |
gers wouald rever have discovered in Bertel’s !
person any indications of the spirit-fire of geni-
us. He was aot a Goliah for people to gaze
at, bat a very unasuniing little fellow, whose
eyes alone, when he was excited, proclaim-
ed by their spurkling lustre the residence
of a burniag soul. . He felt; however, that
there was a strengch within him_ which would
yet burst the shuckles of his obscurity, and
he with the zea! und ardour of an enthasias:,

although superficial onlookers might esteem |
him to be even dull -and slow. "

Ah, whata proud day it was for Mira and
Frankton when their son bore home a silver
medal on his breast from the competition, and
held in his hand an order which conferred
upon him the power and priviledge of studying
for three years at Rome, Visions of fame and
fortune danced in the fancy of the happy mo-
ther, and Frankon, whose circumstances had
gradually improved ' with diligence .and time, |
now felt satisfied that a lad of Bertel’s talents
would succeed in the world even as u carver.

. There were a great many: tears shed - when

Bertel packed up the “presénts which he had

received from his sisters, sand began ‘to’ Tope

his trunk for the voyage to Rome." | Mira had

stored him well with stout ~wollen: stockings

and other articles of good warm clothing, little

dreamiang that they would be almost: uséless in

the sunny clime of Italy.. She did 'not “know

what sort of a place Rom& was, but she had

an idea that, from being far away, it was as-

suredly somwhat like 1celand, dand 'so she ren-

dered Bertel’s chest quite pelthoric with-warm

garments, and felt an inward satisfaction” that
he could hardly close the 1id. -~ Bertel" himself
kept bravely up so long as he was on land; but

when he had kissed and ‘'embraced his ' parents

and sisters, and had ‘thrown ‘bimself wto "the

boat that was to bear him from' all he loved

on earth, the tears burst from his éyes. Ay,

when the little boat was .noored “at the' side

af the ship, and Bertel stood upon the déck of
the gallant bark, ‘with its tail'mdasts and’impa-

tient canvass, ready to hound away, the novel-

ty of the spectacle it presented,. could not

wean his mind from thinking on ‘the kindred

that were so dear to him, and_ of his 'humble

but dear olc home. Away she went through the -
straits of the Sound, shé passec ‘thé  Elsinore,

with its dark towers and its ¢ wild and stormy

steep;’'on through the waters of the Cattegat:
and Skager Rack, and out into the blue waters

of the German Ocean, ~ She was a strong and

gallant ship, and seemed to feel the influence

of expansion, for she ‘tore through the waters

of the wide sea like a winged halcyon; /to, the

music of ker bellowing sails. . The vessei had
passed through the Straits of Dover, and. the

passengers had gazed upon the chalk cliffs of
England before  Bertel grew . cheerful; .but
when they were dancing over _the biliows of
the English channel and the mighty; ocean, he

was jocund and happy,,and even. Edgar Olen,

the young officer of marine, who .was going to

spend his leave of ahseuce at Rome. during

the carnival, could not boast of a more hope-

ful spirit.. On she went,. that good ship~—on

in her untiring. and.sleepless way; she skirted

the fertile sboces of pleasing France, and the

rocky-coast of lovely Spain, and: bounding

along, ~ith Lusitania on her lee, passed into
the mighty Mediterranean.. . Prosperity seem-
ed to have breathed her swelling! white wings
full of favouring winds, and to havevkept her
bounding joyously to her destined haven;- aud
Bertel’s father seemed to have. infused acharm
{ In the figute of hope and-her anchor: which he
! had carved for.the recognizance of'this ship, so
hopefuland cheerfnl were the passengers and
crew. But, alackfor the illusions:of months
and the dark reality of an hour! One of the
sudden and dangerous squal's, which aré so
frequent in this'sea, tore the shrouds and sails
to pieces, ‘and sent the ship arudderless wreck
upon the southern shore of Corsier.

Poor Bertel! alack’for his mother’s care and
his sister’s” attention, his chest, with all its
home treasures and little keepsakes, was swal-
lowed up by the envious ocean, and his own
drenched and exhausted frame was rudely and
gruodgingly cast upon a barren beech. Te
had saved nothing except the garments he wore
and certificate entitiing him to a small pension
for three years from the Danish Government,
together with his medal. ~ He had ever wore
that missive inu little ‘sheepskin case in- his
bosom; and desolaterard sad as he was, after
be recovered: his ‘senses; he felt’ his spirits re-
vive when' he found that'<he had'not Jost ‘this
treasure. . Hven the greatest external “ealami-
ties are generdlly - insufficient to crush tho'ret
siliency of the young arid hopéful  spirit, and
time seems to begin, imiediately after'the di-
rect actions, to soften the impressions they
leave “with' the brush of ‘a ‘gradaal oblivion,
Bertel and Edgar Olen wers'not "well warmed
and fed at the hearth of'a godd Corsican” pen-
sant before the loss of their worldly goods be!
gan to seem a matter of smull importance, and
their desertion by the crew a thing not Wortn
grieving about. - The aristocratic “officer was
happy to find in the young sculptor a witness
to the truth of his allegations when he appli-
ed to the I'rench authorities in Bastia for assis-
tance. Bertel had his certifieate, which he
could present as a passport to hononr any day,
and Edgar Olen would require eredit in " two
ways for soms time.

The gay officer and the, hamble vourg stn-
dent arrived in Rome at last," the one forgot
his recent misfortunes amongst gay friends and
the joy and excitement of the carnival, the
other to toil himself into notice and bread
through all the obstacles and clondy depressi-
ons of an all but neglacted poverty. *Good
by, Bertal,” said Edgar Olen to his fellow-pas-
senger, as he waved his_hand with a patronis-

+ mine,

iag air, and leaped into_ his friend Count Lil- |
J0’s barouche, which stood waiting for him !
on the Corso; ¢ good by, and grast success to.
you’ The driver whipped the horses, the car-
riage rattled away down the Corso, amidst
many splendid equipages, towards the mansi-
oa of Count Lillo, and the. youthful sculptor
was _left alone. - Poor Bertel, he: wandered,
up and down the streets gazing , about™him . in

{ wonder and amazement and. eagerly -lookinz

for those remnants of Roman glor, which he

had come so far to study, but the statues of

| old times had gone, and the temples of their

residence were crumbling on the banks of the
dull sluggish Tiber. "Alack for the lovely
stream of which Horace and Ovid had-sung!
alack for the gardens of Cicero and Casar,
with their founts, and statues, and flowers, and
luxuriant groves! Bertel wandered 'amidst
dirty dingy dwellings, erumbling ruins, and
squalid people, where' the lords of the world
had strode in ‘their majesty and pride; and

| wretchedly clad lazzaroni lay uwclassically

basking amongst the mud of the classic stream
where nymphs and graces wont to sport of old.
One of the most cheering and welcome signts
that met the eye of Bertel, however, after his
lonely peregrinations, was the signboard of
the Danish comsul, and presenting himself and
certificate to that functionary, with a statement
of his disasters and present condition, he had
the happiness to find himself referred to the
proper quarter for baving his claims allowed.

Bertel wrought away witha dilligent hand
and stout heart for the three years of his proba-
tion, and at the end of that'time feund him-
self as near to fame as ever, and withont the
comforts which his small peasion had ensured
him. Ah dear old Copenhagen, dear mother,
father, and sisters, he would never see them
again unless fortune smiled on him! His
mother’s smile wis vnee all inall to him, but
now ambition  had become a passion, which
neglect and poverty ‘had fed and quickened
instead of quenching, and fortane’s smile be-
came the sunlight of his' dreams. His lirie
yard and shed were the world ‘and temple of
his artistic devotion; for the privilege of ten-
enting these he paid a surly stone-mason a scu-
di per month, and this'he often did ten scudis
worth of labour for upon the tombstones which
Carlo sold to the rich. The little studio of the
indefatigable Bertel was situated in the Via
Bovis,'a lonely enough place now, although
once it was the forum where Brutus justified
the destruction of Cxsar, and where Coriolanus
bearded the fiery Plebs. - The remnants of its
ancient purpose lie crumbling in its centre,
and the triumphal arch of Titus, at its extre-
mity, totteringly tells a tale.  The quietly dis-
posed of the Romans,& the strangers who best
know and most feel the decadence of Roman
energy, often come to this silent lonely placo
to moralise upon the strange mutations, both
in place and human character, which time
and circumstances have wrought; for grass, is
growing where the Ediles were most attentive
than none should grow, and cows are lowing
where -the hoarse swell of the most mighty
peuple’s voices; in times long past, gave re-
sponse to the words of their tribunes,

It was a lovely summer “evening, and all
the gaiety and beauty of the eternal city seem-
ed to be in “motion.  The sunbesms were
ghedding their soft and golden lustre upon the
tali‘spires of the churches and convents, and
twink'ing like stars as they were refracted
from the glittering windows. The yivacious
Italians, with their beautiful dask eyes and
fine countenances, lighted up by the seducing
sunbeams, walked gaily towards the mud
puddles where the uncestors had tilled their
Campagna gardens; and they chanted their
lays of love, in the soft rich tones of their mel
lifluous’ language and voices, amidst the mar:
ked dirt and desolation of the city. Everybody
seemed to be abroad and happy, despite of the
silent witness of want and squalor that every~
where meu the eye in the streets, The rag-
ged lazzaroni, as they stu.nped along on theif
crutches; lavghed and joked as well as the
sprucest signer, although their wretched plight
might have made a Norseman weep. ~ Seclu-
ded from the bustle and hum of the gay worlds
Bertel stood in his studio = that evening in the
attitude and abstracted manner of a wrapt en-
thusiast. IHis cheeks had exchanged thelr
ruddy hue now for the pale colour which
long and sleepless labours paint upon « the
face, and . his form was spare and fleshles®
compared to what it once was; but his long
dark brown hair curled gracefully on his necks
and his soft blue eyes were brighter than b€
Vesper stars. 1o his left hand he held b¥
chisel, and the right was half raised with the
maliet asif be were abont to strike; his dextal
foot was thrown back, and his eyes fixed an
rigid, and as _he gazed rpon the scu!pture®
figure, which was the product of long -month?
of toil, himself as motionless and graceful 3
the statue on which he gazed. ¢ 1 saw thee:
said Bertel, addressing the cold but beautifu!
statue in a_whisper,  and looking on its nob/®
face with a proud half timid eye; ¢ 1 saV¥
thee in the shapeless block long ago, as bea™
tifal and alluring as thou art now, and 1 W&
detertnined to seperate thee from all eyes but
Ab, ope, Hope,’ continued the a¢°
miring artist, as he timidly drew near the €0
lossal figure, with his eyes fixed upon the 0
ble countenance, whose rigid marble fealurf:’
seemed to be relaxed with a smile, ¢1 l""f
toiled patiently to lead thee forth in thy lsz'
jesty and beauty, aud now thou are belof
me.  Thou art the embodiment of my wﬂk'"tl
thoughts and of my restless . dreams—thou @'
the visioned bride of my youth—for, Hopes 4
have clung tenacious'y through a life of bul e‘v
ing to thee. I have almost forgotten "‘a
mother, and my old howme, in my undwndce
devotion 10 the art which thou hast boand '"P
to, and now I have thee at lasw’ AS i;‘ :
spoke the excited, abstracted man, for B“’,r"m
was a man now , sunk upoun his knees as i

. . A . The
. adoration- of the image befors him. l;::t
surbeams shed- their departing lustre o5 o

pure white.brow of the ' statue and upon
alost equally pale brow of the statue W"‘
was kneeling; and they caught the tear ff"n
the enthusiast’s face and exhaled it to hﬂf“"’,;
perhaps to let it fall as dew upon his mother
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