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PREFACE.

Kixp ReApEr:

I must beg of you to be very lement with this, my
ﬂrst attempt. to write a Spiritual Romance. In the followmg
pages I have wandered far from the beaten track in which
novelists usually run. I have not only written a novel with
a purpose, but I have written one with the express purpose
of introducing Spiritualism to the reading public, in a popular
and taking form. How far I have succeeded, the public
must decide. In throwing out to the world this, my first
venture in this peculiar line of literature, I venture to believe
I stand alone among the novel writers of the day, in that I
have resolved to adopt the same style, that I have employed
when writing anonymously, both in England and America.

. While I ask my readers to regard this little work in its
true light, as a Spiritualistic Romance, I beg also, most
earnestly and solemnly, to assure them, that while I have
altered names, and dates, and places, 8o as to make my story
free from personalities; while I have most studiously re-
frained from taking liberties with private persons, and their
places of residence, I have faithfully inserted nothing ‘as a
spirit communication, which I have not the strongest reasons
for believing really emanated from a disembodied spirit.

Neither have I exaggerated one whit in my descriptions of
" séances, what I have actually, personally observed. I have



iv PREFACE.

heard and seen phenomena fully as wonderful as any I here
record.

I have, it is true, made an ideal heroine, by putting three
persons into one, therefore, Bertha is a veritable trinity in
unity—three persons and one heroine. I have found in my
experiences in life, which have been neither few nor short,
that it is next to impossible to find all the materials we need
to constitute an ideal man or woman in one single human
being, and while I have throughout iy tale written history
under the guise of romance, I have often found it needful to
draw from more lives than one to make a model character.
Mr. Howard Bruin has been formed after the manner of
Bertha. One exception to the rule, however, is introduced
in Signor Victor Vulpi. I really did know a gentleman, in
my younger days, who was exactly the character I have here
portrayed. To him I could add nothing. I could only fail
at every turn in giving expression to a tithe of his con-
spicuous traits and wonderful abilities.

My readers will perceive that I have not written an ordin-
ary love story. Of these there are so many thousands in the
world, that I scarcely felt called upon by any want in the
book-market, to add to their number, which is already legion’;
and as I had materials in my possession for a narrative, en-
titled to some claim, at least, to orjginality, if nothing else, I
resolved to create rather than imitate, and to lead rather than
follow.

As T have written solely in the interests of truth; as I
have cloaked no conviction, glossed over no iniquity, held
back nothing I felt constrained to give to the world; not
having written for fame, popularity or praise, the approval

or condemnation of my work at the hands of the critics,

whom some authors so devoutly fesr and worship, has
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been the farthest from my thoughts. WTitten at odd times,
whenever my numerous engagements as a public speaker and
correspondent for the press, enabled me to snatch a brief
interval of leisure which I could devote to my book without
neglecting other and more pressing duties, I can not lay the
slightest claim for it to faultlessness of style, or polished
literary finish. '

I hope no one will judge of my capabilities as a writer
from this crude effort; as this poor, little book has suffered
innumerable disadvantages from having to be written when-
ever a few spare hours or minutes allowed me to add a fresh
page to its slowly increasing size. My publisher, Mr. Burns,
deserves great praise for the time and care he has bestowed
upon my often almost illegible MSS. To him on the material
side of life, as well as to my invisible helpers in the spheres
of spirit which surround us, nearer than we oft imagine, I
tender thanks for all that deserves praise in my story, or its
outward dress. .

Hoping that other and abler pens than mine will take the
initiative from this very humble effort, and enrich the book-
market with records of the work of the spirits among men
in this our century; and that my little drop in the ocean
of popular literature will bring to the front other drops
of similar purpose and wider scope,—

I beg to remain, the Friend of every honest Seeker after

Truth, no matter what his creed or race may be,
a willing Servant to my disembodied Prompters,

W. J. COLVILLE.

MaxcHESTER, ENGLAND.
Lady Day, 1884.
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BERTHA.

CHAPTER 1.
BERTHA.

CLEAR, bright morning in early spring
introduces us to one of the most de-
lightful rural districts in the West of
England. A pretty cottage overlooking
the moor is rendered peculiarly attrac-
tive by the number and variety of sweet
spring flowers which adorn the large
garden in front of it.

A young girl, apparently not more
than sixteen years of age, is leaning
against one of the old beech trees which
give the name to the cottage, or villa,
a8 it is usually called by way of compli-

ment, “ Beech-Tree Villa.” Her mood is evidently a sober

one, not to say sorrowful. She is very thinly attired for out-
of-door musings in March; she is arrayed in a pretty but
inexpensive morning-dress, evidently not a production of any
far-famed London or Paris dressmaker; a light fleecy shawl
i3 thrown over her gracefully-rounded shoulders, her head is
nncovered, save by its luxuriant wealth of golden hair, which
falls in unrestrained profusion down her back. She is not
large of her age, neither is she what all men would call beau-
tiful, but there is an indescribable charm about her whole

B




2 BERTHA.

manner and appearance, which renders her far more winsome
than any stereotyped style of beauty can ever be.*

Her chief charm, however, is in her voice—she is a born
artiste ; one of those sweet natural songstresses who pour
forth their very souls in thrilling melodies, like unto the lark
or nightingale. You can detect no professor’s mannerisms
in their inimitable style: they are nature’s own vocalists,
whom careful training may perhaps render yet more perfect
in their art, but who are as far superior to the stagey actress
who sings only for her living—caring naught for the soul of
music, and understanding the language of the soul as little as
the piano on which her accompaniment is played,—as the
sweet-voiced nightingale is superior to the mechanicalsinging-
bird, devoid of life, which warbles prettily when you wind up
the clock-work, but has no feeling of its own to awake respon-
sive echoes in the listener's breast.

Bertha Thrushleigh, for such is the charming young song-
stress’ appropriate name, is an orphan. Her mother, to whom
she is still in spirit devotedly attached, left the material form
(every one who knew _her felt sure for realms of well-merited
bliss) when Bertha was quite a little birdie, far too young to
leave the nest and fly out into the cold world to gather crambe
let full by kind or careless persons as best she might. Her
father was wounded in battle, brought home insensible, and
shortly after joined his wife in the unseen spheres, before
Bertha was ten years of age.

Naturally of a shrinking and sensitive disposition, though
by no means devoid of spirit, it was no small trial to the
tender-hearted girl, to be thus early deprived of hom'e and
loving care. Six years before our story opens, she was hys-
‘tled to London, there to reside till her coming of age with an
aunt who had heartily disliked her father,—and could scarcely

refrain from speaking of him cruelly, even during his last

lingering illness, in which he saffered indescribably, but with
heroic patience and fortitude. This woman had never for-
given her youngest and most beautiful sister for marrying the
gay young officer, who refused to be caught in the tangled

meshes of ambition she presumed to dignify with the name of .

love, two years previous to his marriage with her sister (Ber-
tha’s mother), who was for many years the pet and darling of
the concert-going elite of the Metropolis.

Bertha, driven by the loss of both her parents, and the
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breaking up of the dear old home in Dorsetshire, where her
early childhood had been so peacefully and happily spent,
was suddenly introduced to a world of shams, artifices and
intrigue, against which her very eoul, young as she was,
fiercely revolted.

Mrs. Sweetgeese, the aunt with whom she was forced to
reside, was very glad to receive Bertha into her second-rate
lodging-house, which she always assured all her acquaintances
was a strictly private residence, rather too large for her own
occupancy, in the spare rooms of which she graciously allowed
a few old and very dear friends to reside during their annual
visit to the Metropolis. ~The £200 per annum, which
Bertha's father, Captain Thrushleigh, left for his daughter's
maintenance and education, was very acceptable to the
widow, whose husband had left her with an income far too
slender to allow of her keeping up the appearances, which
were to her all that was worth living for; though her seat
in church was never empty, and the Rev. Aloysius Dominic
called frequently at 14, Silvern Terrace, to see if the devoted
Mirs. Sweetgeese had received any more subscriptions to the
fund for the new altar to be placed, as soon as the necessary
amount, £2,000, was raised, in the church of the Perpetual
Adoration.

Bertha, who was naturally a bright and active child, soon
grew accustomed to the hurry and bustle of her new home,
if home it might be called. Her £200 per annum, being
safely deposited in the bank which held Mrs. Sweetgeese’s
properties, her education was entirely neglected ; and had
she been a penniless scullery-maid, she could not have been
more completely the drudge of the kitchen. But, somehow,
with that unconquerable tenacity of life which true gentility
seems always to possess, Bertha grew up unmistakably a
lady, and when, at fourteen years of age, she joined thé choir
of the church of the Sacred Heart, no singer among the band
of high-born maidens, who made the gorgeous sanctuary ring
with their sweet-voiced praises, could vie with pretty little
Mies Thrushleigh in purity of tone and perfection of execution.
Her only happiness she found in song. She understood little
or nothing of the dogmas of the church, at whose ceremonies
she so efficiently assisted ; her whole bemg was absorbed in
the contemplation of some ethereal glories, among which she
fancied, herself floating, while her magnificent voice poured
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forth in rapturous strains of melody, the grand old anthems
of the Roman Catholic Church.

Often, the youthful singer would be taken to the manager
of some great theatre, and be by him requested, if only for a
night, to join the chorus in some grand opera, and whenever
gold was offered, Mrs. Sweetgeese was only too glad to let
her go; and thus with scarcely as good clothing as an under-
housemaid in a second-rate family, and without any more
education than she had picked up at the village preparatory
school at Silkworn, Dorset, where her earliest years had been
spent, this dreamy, beautiful, but eccentric girl, made her
way so far into the hearts of the elite of church and concert
room, that wherever she was known, no musicdle was con-
sidered complete without her presence.

But how comes she at Beech-Tree Villa, in the charming
little parish of Knaresbrook, in Devonshire ? How comes she
in the garden, which is the greatest pride of Mrs. Maltravers
Only, the great lady of the place, who rules the beau-monde
of Knaresbrook and neighbourhood, by a simple gesture of
her haughty, white hand, or a single lifting of thosé imperiouns
éye-brows, which excite esuch admiring awe among the less
well-connected and highly-born dames of Knaresbrook.

Mrs. Maltravers Only is not & rich woman, but she prides
herself npon her birth and breeding. Her husband is a
gentleman, in every sense in which that word is used by
superficial people. His manners are as polished as any
Frenchman's; his linen is of the finest and the whitest ; his
gloves are faultless; his evening dress most exquisite; but
were he suddenly to drop out of existence, the world would
hardly feel more loss than it experiences at the death of a
summer insect. His wife is proud of him, but she rules him.
He acquiesces in all her sayings and doings, echoes her every
sentiment, and is really just the kind of husband needed by
the frivolous, and yet very capable lady, who as Agnes
Montressor, at twenty-six years of age, having refused three
offers because the gentlemen who had proposed to her were
not above engaging in business, consented—without con-
sulting her heart, which troubled her very little—to become
Mrs. Percival Maltravers Only.

How euphonious the name to eafs polite! How distingué
the appellation ONLY : 80 uncomon, so noblesse ; she was so
charmed with the euphony, that even her beloved ancestral
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Montressor might safely yield to three such unapproachable
substitutes as Percival Maltravers Only.

Bertha was patronized by this really good-natured, but
insufferably conceited lady, much as a little silken puppy of
a smaller breed is sometimes patronized by some large and
stately mastiff or retriever; with this difference, that the
patronizing lady was bent on making capital out of the
charming orphan she invited to her “ country seat,”—as she
always atyled Beech-Tree Villa, which was always a
¢ cottage ” till she leased it of a widow for fourteen years, at
a lower rental than supplied the amount annually expended
by the said widow in repairs ;—while the dog apparently has
no other object in view than gratifying the very laudable and
dogly instinct (which by courtesy to bipeds we call “ manly™),
which prompts the more successful and exalted to take under
their protecting wings the poor little walfs who mutely appeal
to them for sympathy.

Bertha, whom we have left all this tlme standing alone in

-the garden, leaning agginst the trunk of ‘the stately, grand
old breech-tree, has been invited to Knaresbrook to add
attractions to Mrs. Maltravers Onlv's rather stupid, but- very
correct, drawing-room.

The Misses Only are in the room at the time when our
narrative commences. One of whom, a pale, languid maiden
of seventeen summers, aspires to amstheticism, and is now
painting very watery-looking sunflowers upon the new
embossed note paper, which is ornamented ‘with the figure of
a very insipid youth, eating lilies, and playing a harp with
one finger. The other Miss Ouly is performing a similar
operation upon an old harpsichord, which for economy’s sake,
takes the place of a modern piano, but which is ostensibly
retained in its post of honour in the Only drawing-room,
because its keys were once struck by the immaculate fingers
of George IV., who, as Prince Regent, had once been at
Knaresbrook, and refreshed himself with ale, cheese, and
mince-pie in ‘the widow's cottage, when she was a young and
bloéming school-girl.

The piano ceases its dreary monotone, and Clarrissa Only
rises from her music-stool, arranges her music with an absent
air, and then heaving an impatient sigh, walks leisurely to
the table where her sister is still painting sunflowers, and
addresses her in these words :—
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* Oh, my darling Adie, you cannot think how shattered
‘my poor nerves are. That terrible Bertha has absolutely
told our Vicar that she doesn’t believe God intended the
nobility to possess the broad acres their sainted forefathers
purchased with their life-blood, in the days when those dear
Crusaders won them from the Assyrians, who had defiled
Jerusalem.”

“Don’t notice her, darling,” says the dreamy Adelaide,
contemplating a sunflower as though it were an angel;
“ think how sadly her education has been neglected. And
she is not ssthetic, as we are, neither has she history at her
tongue’s end, like you have, dearest. Let us go out, and see
where she’s been hiding herself all this fair morning. Don't
encourage her to talk about what she knows nothing of.
You know, Mama cannot sing, neither can you, nor I; and
the Rev. Francis Creamcheese, one of the most popular
London preachers, is to preach for our Vicar on Kaster
Sunday; and Dr. Kneeswell has offered Mama the services
of two of his best pupils for her concerts in London during
May, if she will only make Bertha stay over the Easter
services here, and sing the Sanctus, as she did at St. Chad’s
last Christmas. The Rev. Thurifer Chasuble almost went
wild over her, and you know, dear, the Rev. Francis Cream-
cheese is unmarried, and not so ascetic as the priests at St
Chad's; and who knows what may be in store for us if we
get him here, and show him our paintings, and talk to him
of our visits to Switzerland, while he comes avowedly to direct
Bertha how to sing the Easter anthem. You know he’s so
musical, and so artistic—I mean to set to work at once and
embroider him a dozen of those elegant handkerchiefs
Mama brought for Paps from Paris. “F.C.’ what pretty
letters ! so suggestive of the dear fellow who is a living
poem; and then think of this—he has £1,000 a year, besides
his living.”

By the time this charming dialogue is ended, both girls
are out in the garden looking for Bertha, who, in her
* statuesque loveliness, her beautiful tresses lighted up with
the noontide sunbeams, until an aureole seems shimmering
round her head, is a very fair picture indeed to gaze upon.
The ruby lips are slightly parted, as though in silent prayer;
the clear, blue eyes seem to be gazing into the far-off clouds,
as though they saw visions of a brighter clime ; her simple
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dress of soft, pink cashmere, with white tulle ruffles at the
neck and wrists, sets off to perfection a countenance, which,
though tender and’dreamy, yet displays capabilities for loving
and for suffering exceeded by few.

As the girls approach her, she heeds them not. Once,
twice, thrice have they called her name, before she answers,
or even notices their presence; and when she does so, the
fair, blue eyes open widely, with a kind of dazed expression
of disappointment in them, as though she had suddenly been
called from brighter regions to gaze upon the dull realities of
earthly dress and fashion once again. Her voice, however,
was well modulated, and her smile inviting, as she wished
the young ladies good morning (she had not seen them
previously, as they had not risen till after ten o'clock, while
she awoke at seven, and breakfasted at eight). Her words
in answer to their queries as to where she had been, and
what she had been doing with herself, only strengthened
them in their conviction that she was a strange creature,
fonder of animals and birds than of well-dressed and fault-
lessly educated ladies and gentlemen; and altogether. far
more fit to lead a gipsy's life in Bohemia, than to adorn the
perfectly-appointed drawing-room, where her voice, however,
was the chief attraction to the county Squire, the Vicar, and
above all, to Dr. Frobisher Kneeswell, the haughty and
aristocratic organist and director of the choir at St. Cyprian’s,
Belgravia, who, being a personal friend of the Vicar of
-Knaresbrook, and on terms of intimacy with the Rev. Francis
Creamcheese, had been prevailed upon to rusticate during
Holy Week and Easter Week, that the services at the old
Parish Church might be unusunally imposing ; especially as
the Bishop of Heliopolis was to officiate on Easter Mon-
‘day at a special choral service, when the offertary would be
devoted to a foreign missionary society, which employed ten
thousand little boys in Palestine, to throw banana skins on
the pavements in front of the Jewish temples, that the idol
worshippers might break their limbs and be carried to the
hospital of the Sainted Judas, where they could have their
souls secured for heaven on payment of £150 a year to the
establishment of the Episcopate in Smyrna.

“ My dear Bertha ; what a strange child you are!” said
the elder Miss Only to her young visitor. “ You seem to
take no interest whatever in.anything except your music,
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and for one so young, I should hardly have expectéd such
devotion to a profession.”

“ Profession!” exclaimed Bertha. + What is a profes-
sional singer? Do you mean one who sings for a living ?
Well, I suppose I am a professional then, as I get money for

" my services at the theatres, though not in church. But my
music is my life. I should die if I did not sing; and all the
money Professor Karl Herrin paid me last year at Covent
Garden, my sunt spent in port wine and & new wig; and
you know I hate wine and don’t wear other people’s haxr, 50
it didn’t do me much good.” -

“ My darling little Bu'dle !” paid the msthetic Adie, re-
provingly ; “ What would Mama say if she heard you talk
of your aunt in that way ? Why, do you know it is posi-
tively sinful. Haven’t you learnt the fifth commandment ?”

“ Mrs. Sweetgeese ien’t my mother, thank heaven,” replied
Bertha ; “ and - I'm sure she’s not my father : and what
honouring one’s parents can have to do with talking about a
hypocritical old woman, who tries to look young, and tells
lies, and beats the servant as a kind of desert to the com-
munion service, to which she goes twice a week regularly, is
more than I can understand.”

Then coaxingly, laying her soft, little, dimpled hands upon
the two girls, and looking up wistfully into their regular but
not attractive features, she said softly, in her sweetest accents,
with one of her rare and almost angelic smiles—

“Do try and love me! Do keep me here with you for a
month or two, at least, and try me, as you want a maid. I
will try and do all you ask of me, if you won’t send me back
again to Silvern Terrace, and that horrible old woman.”

Having said this, she burst into a flood of tears, and
looked so utterly dejected that the very trees and flowers
must have pitied her.

The Misses Only seeing the Vicar approaching, whispered
a few kindly words hurriedly into her ear, and telling her to
dry her tears and look cheerful, introduced Bertha to the
Vicar of Knaresbrook, who was just about to start for Lon-
don to officiate at 8t. Chad’s during Holy Week and Easter.

The Vicar, the Rev. Pusey Kingscroft, was a middle-aged
man, of a rather imposing appearance. No one could zee
him once, without feeling sure that he was a man who was
duly impressed with the nature of holy orders, but though an
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austere bachelor, he was not an unkind or unfatherly man.
He was, indeed, a good specimen of the ritualistic country
clergyman, who keeps the villagers pretty completely under
his ecclesiastical thumb. .

““So, you are going to sing in my church at Easter, Mies
Thrushleigh ; I have heard great things of your talent; they
are in raptures over you at St. Chad’s, and {hope we may be
able to form as good an opinion of you here. I am sorry I
have to leave for London this afternoon, but my assistance is -
wmuch needed at St. Chad's, during this week and next, and
you will be’ quite_ dehghted with Mr. Creamcheese, who is a
great musical critic.”

_ “Mr. Kingscroft'” whispered the elder Miss Only, into
the Vicar's ear. “ Do, please, speak a warning word to
Bertha about her behav:our We are 8o afraid she will say
something awful in company. She actually told Mama the
other day aloud at the table, that her hair was not all of the
same colour. I can tell you, we are afraid of her. And then’
she actually told me this morning, that she thought it waste
of time to send missionaries to the Jews, because Christianjty
was no better than Judaism. She has been reading some of
those terrible tracts Mrs. Bombshell circulated at St. Gregory’s
Hall last winter when we were in London; and you know
her aunt, Mrs. Sweetgeese, is devoted to the Church, and
would cry her eyes out if she thought Bertha was undutiful
to her spiritual superiors.”

“ My dear young lady,” said Mr. Kingscroft, addressing
Miss Thrushleigh ; “I am deeply grieved to hear what Miss
Only has been telling me. She has positively asked me to
impress upon you the need of keeping a bridle upon your
unruly tongue. I am too shocked for utterance, to think
that a girl of your age, brought up by so pious a woman as
your dear aunt, Mrs. Sweetgeese, should dare to speak
disrespectfully of God's appointed servants and their work.
Let me hear no more of this, or, s you are in my
parish now, I shall give you a severe penance. I ‘shall
ask these young ladies, very particularly, how you have
behaved on my return, and I trust the "report may be
favourable.”

*“ Sneaks'!” hissed Bertha, turning upon the Misses Only,
like a young tigress. T thought you were ladies, but if your
conceited, patronizing mama has taught "you to gossip about
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guests in this way, I am glad my aunt did appropriate my
father's money instead of educating me with it.” ' ’
Then with eyes, flashing like a young fury, she turned to
the Vicar, saying :— ’ oo
“ Now, Sir: if that's religion, I don’t want any; and if you
like my aunt, you'd better marry her; I'm sure she’'d have
you if you asked her. And if Mrs. Only thinks I'm not good
enough to associate with her stuck-up daughters, she can’send
me back with you to London.” i !

“ Goodness me! What's all this fuss about ? ” says a clear,
haughty voice, close beside them. ¢ My daughtets stuck up!
Bertha not good enough to associate with them! I send her
back with you, Mr. Kingscroft! I don't understand.
Clarissa ; Ad)';e ; What's all this about ? Explain yourselves
instantly,” and Mrs. Maltravers Only, evidently not in the best
of humours, opened and shut her ivory fan several times
during the next minute, awaiting her daughters’ responses,
which, however, were not immediately forthcoming. ' * -

At len’gth, after several impatient gestures from her
mother, Clarissa said sweetly, in her subdued, dulcet notes :—

“ Mama, dear, I was only asking Mr. Kingscroft to give
Bertha a little good advice. She frightens ts so; and yéu
know what awful things she says. Why, only last night she
told me she ‘thought murderers ought not to be bung, and we

“'ought to be kind to criminals and not trarisport them : and
alot of other revolutionary nonsense, like one reads in the
Infidel Truespade.” '

“Clarissa ! you astonishme. And where, I should like to
know, can either Bertha or you have seen infidel newspapers ?
People in our set don't read such trash. We all think' alike.
It is vulgar in the extreme for ladies to discuss politics.”

Then drawing herself up, like a peacock with tail out-

spread, this representative of brainless gentility taps Bertha
on }he shoulder, and says to her :— oo
" “My dear girl : you must really be more careful. But,
come, don’t look so angry ; my girls only wanted to put you
on your guard. Good-bye, Mr. Kingscroft. So sorry you'fe
going: au revoir! bon voyage!” ' o

And the Vicar, shaking hands with each of the four
ladies, passed down the street to the railway station; while
the ladies stood looking at each other as though a member
of another species was among them. ’ B ‘

2
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Bertha, feeling the incongruity of the situation, laughed
hysterically, as she had a large vein of merriment and a
keen sense of the ludicrous in her disposition. But her heart
was sore, She had so hoped for a little freedom, out here
among the sweet Devonian valleys ; but fashion, hypocrisy,
religious cant, and irreligious backbiting reigned supreme in
the Only household ; and she, poor little one, who had
hoped for some sympathy, some companionship with girls of
her own age, or a little older, had found the cloven hoof con-
cealed beneath the delicate muslins of the Knaresbrook belles ;
and just as cruel a hoof, though, perhaps, rather a more
polished one, than that which had been daily striking her.
siich painful blows, ever since her father had left his little
motherless girl to buffet with the tide of life alone. What
could she do? What should she do? Only sixteen,—with-
out & friend in the world. Admirers, who valued her for
her voice, she had in abundance, but not one single, kind,
motherly breast on w{iich to sob out her woes : not one kindly
fatherly, voice, to give her wise counsel. Poor little Bertha '
we shall see, ere long, how angels lead her, and how the

eavenly Parent has provided an honoured place in his
universe for the little lonely heart.




CHAPTER II.
Tre ViLLace Eastens.

Goop Friday was over, the Misses Only were assisting the
other ladies of Knaresbrook in the decorations of the old
Parish Church, which were to be unusually profuse this year.
The whole chancel, as well as the altar, was beautifully
adorned with the rarest exotics the conservatories of the
neighbourhood could furnish; and these blooms of varied
hues, contrasting with a maultitude of pure white lilies and an
abundance of trailing smilax, produced an effect delightful to
behold. No artist's eye could have failed to revel with un-
speakable delight in the pretty picture the church and ite
inmates presented. All the village school girls were there,
and many of the young ladies of the parish, among whom the
Misses Only figured prominently ; while their officious mother
was incessantly busying herself, suggesting alterations’ in the
devices and general arrangement of the flowers, but so afraid
of her gloves was she, and so scrupulous about removing
them for fear she might soil her hands, in which she took
especial pride, that her “ assistance” was a hindrance rather
than a help to the young people, who, nevertheless, would as
soon have thought of questioning the authority of the Queen
of the realm, as the right of their distinguished patroness,
Mrs. Maltravers Only, to make known her wishes and see
that they were promptly carried out.

One voice, however, dared to disturb the calm serenity of
the sacred place. Bertha Thrushleigh, who had just completed
a beautiful floral crown she had composed of fair white lilies
of the valley, gathered with her own hands during her early

- morning ramble, was about to place it over the cross upon the
altar, when Mrs. Only stepped forth, indignantly exclaim-
ing :—

* Bertha! child. Are you mad, to think of putting tha!
wretched, common thing in the most conspicnous place in the
whole edifice? And, Bertha, do you know what you ar
doing? Your foot is actually on the altar! What would
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the Vicar say ? And here is the new clergyman, Mr. Cream-
cheese, just arrived, with Dr. Kneeswell! Do get down at
once, child.”

“ 1 shan't stir till I've fastened up my wreath; and if jou
don’t like it you can take it down again, and put some of
those artificial roses up in its place,.over which you went into
such ecstacies the other day, because they were not real, and
people thought they were. I may be a child, and uneducated
but I hate shame; and 1 am sure if we are honouring Jesus
by decorating God’s hounse, he'll be far more pleased with my
lilies, which are like those he tells us in the Gospel to consi-
der, than with your forced, artificial things, which have had
all that's natural cultivated out ef them. You may shrug
your shoulders and lift your eyebrows as much as you please,
Clarissa, but my mother and father tanght me to tell-the
truth and admire what's natural, before I ever saw my aunt;
and thus 1 haven't been trained to deceptlon a8 long as you
have.”

‘While this most distressing altercatwn was,in progress, the
Rey. Francis Creamcheese, accompanied by Dr. Kneeswell,
had inspected the organ, the choir stalls, the rood screen, the
lectern, the font, the pulpit, and other notable features of the
church, and was just advancing to the altar, bowing obsequi-
ously, a8 he thought, to the crucifix, when he suddenly stum-
bled against the short step-ladder, on the top round of which
Bertha was standing, contemplating her hly-wreath w1th
evident satisfaction.

Without waiting for the customary introductions, consi-
dered &0 necessary in artificial circles, Bertha, in the most
quiet and ladylike manner, evidently with no idea that she
was guilty of a breach of etiquette, spoke up quickly; her
animation causing her clear, blue eyes to sparkle brightly :—

“ Now, 8ir, I can see you're the new clergyman, whom
we've been expecting.- Y our word will be law, thongh mine
goes for nothing. Do you admire this wreath I've just fas-
tened - up under the east window ? If you say it's pretty,
they’ll all say it's heavenly, though they've just been calling
it a nasty, common thing. I love lilies of the valley; don’t
you? They look so sweet and innocent, and seem so much
more suitable for Easter than those fancy festoons they've
hung about the organ.”

“Oh, aw, chawming, delightfully pretty;” said the Rev.
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Francis, looking stnught into Bertha s face, with an msxpul
smile. “ What a divine effect! You must be an artist.”

“ She’s our singer : a dear, sweet young girl from London.
Her aunt allowed, her, at my urgent request, to spend Easter
with us; and, poor thing, she’s an orphan, and we take pity
on her, she gets so few changes.”

. “So! This is our new soprano; the little star, who is to

ahine 8o brightly on Easter morn, and blaze ont so resplen-
dently, when the good Bishop from abroad is here on Monday.
Permit me to hear you sing, Miss !
. And Dr. Kneeswell, extending his hand pohtely to Bertha,
helped her down the steps, and escorted ber to the organ,
which the Misses Only and their bosom friend, Miss Shiners,
had just finished deeorating.

The church was hushed in an instant. . Mrs. Only bit her
lip behind her lace-bordered handkerchief, and hid her an-
noyance as best she could. A few grand chords upon the
organ, a sqft prelude of a few second’s duration, and then
Bertha, with no, music be{ore ‘her, her eyes directed towards
the chancel ceiling,. as though she was conversing with the
originals of the pictures which adorped the interior of the
hancel dome, sang, as few mortals have.eyer been heard to
sing, Handel's glorious aria from the Messiah”; “T know
that my Redeemer liveth.” . Such jubilance, such pathos, such
inexpressible tenderness, combined with masjesty,.in her ren-
dering of these sublime old words, held her audience.spell-
bound, .as with bated breath and straining eyes they watched
the girl, sa utterly unconscious.of their scrutiny, sing with
such, taste and finish.as could scarcely have been attained at
her time of life, had she been subjected to the most cgrefil
training, .under the. hest. masters from the time she was seven
years of .age; and Bertha, two years before, when.she had
joined the choir of the chureh of the Sacred Heart did not

-even know her notes. .,

. It is needless to say the organist, who was an eminent Mua,
Doc., was, enraptured.. Taking both her hands in his, and
gazing with deepest admiration into the limpid blue eyes, he
exolnmed passionately :—

. dear young lady. Your voice is marvellous ; your
style faultless, The greatest singers.on the stage cannot
surpass you. In afew years, if your health be spared, you
will be the greatest singer in all England. I am overwhelmed
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with joy at such an acquisition to our choir. You must sing
the Sanctua, the Agnus Des, the hymn at the consecration,
the solos in the Magnificat, indeed, everythmg,'to-mon'ow,
and on Monday also; the other singers are nothing to you.
Pardon me, young ladles, I meant no offence to you. I am,

perhaps, so enthusiastic over music as to be impolite,” he
added, hurriedly, as he saw a very unmistakable frown on
the forehead of Miss Shiners, the amateur contralto, who
thought herself perfection ; while the Misses Only whispered,
not quite so inaudibly as they intended :—

“ We shall have our sealskins out of her yet, and Mama,
just think about that bonnet you saw at Macmillan’s—100
guineas, and worth every farthing of it, with that old lace on
it. We can put up with a little impudence now and then,
from a goose which can lay such golden egge as Bertha can.
Dr. Kneeswell is president of the Handel and Haydn Society,
and will give anything we choose to ask for Bertha's services

- at the next triennial festival, and Mrs. Sweetgeese will never
know what he’s paid for her, and Bertha's too much of a
savage to enter into business contracts. Let's treat her
kindly, Mama; we shall miss it if we set her against us, and
she’s got the tongue of & vixen. I confess I'm afraid of her :
and what a strange, far-away look she has in her eyes. I
wonder if she thinks she sees spirits; or do you'think she
does see them ? ”

While the marketable value of Bertha's talent was thus

being discussed among the Onlys, the object of their com-
ments was receiving the most flattering attentions from Mr.
Creamcheese, who was, to use his own words, “ exactly, alto-
gether, too utterly carried away” with Bertha's inimitable
vocalization.
" That evening there was a grand soiree at the Onlys; and
on the following day (Easter Sunday) Bertha even exceeded
the most sanguine hopes of her most enthusiastic admirers.
Never had the high celebration been performed with such
magnificence, within the memory of the oldest inhabitant of
Knaresbrook ; while even Dr. Kneeswell, proficient organist
and choir-director though he was, accustomed to listen to
#lmost faultless arias, was so captivated- with Bertha's rem-

_ dering of Handel's gem—* I know that my Redeemer liveth "
—at the offertorium, that he positively refused to play any
accompaniments whilst she was singing ; afraid that even' his

A
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perfect rendering of the music might detract from the un-
paralleled effect produced by the fair singer's voice. The
churchwardens refused to proceed with the collection till the
singer’s voice had ceased, while the Rev. Francis Creamcheese
and 'his aseistants at the altar stood transfixed with wonder
and amaze as the pure, sweet voice rose and fell ; sometimes
loud and clear as the matin song of the lark, at others soft
and distant as one might imagine the voices of the angels,
sounding in lower regions to enmtice unhappy spirits out of
gloom, bearing them gently aloft on waves of sweetest me-
lody, anear to realms celestial.

The solo ended, the grand old organ poured forth & volume
of divinest harmony; the collectors hurried through their
interrupted task; the silver plates were piled with gold,
silver, copper, bank-notes, and even valuable jewels. A bell
rang sharply out to announce the approach of the consecra-
tion act, and once again the same clear voice rang out, this
time accompanied by choir and organ, but rising clear and
full above the mingled voices and strings. 'The Sanctus was
sung as never before in Knaresbrook. The congregation
forgot to look at their manuals of devotion; forgot the gor-
geous scenic effects in the chancel, as the clear, sweet voice
shouted—** Hosanna, in the highest! Hosanna, in the high-
est!” till the altar bell stopped the music, and the assembled
multitude fell prostrate before the elevated host. Again and
again resounded these strains of harmony divine, till at length
the service concluded, the “ Hallelujah Chorus” ended, the
crowd of visitors pressing round the chancel rails, to gaze
upon the floral glories which bedecked the sanctuary.

The attention of a lady was drawn to a beautiful recam-
bent figure, all in white, with lilies at her breast, lying
apparently insensible beside the organ.  The beautiful sin-
ger must have fainted. The lady hurriedly called others,
who pressed around the motionless form; but, surely such
peace, such rapture, as baamed upon the countenance of the
lovely girl, could not be brought on by a common fainting
fit. One of the ladies, addressing her and touching her arm
gently, was surprised to see the red lips part, and hear the
sweet voice pleadingly request,—-—

“Do not take mother away ! it is 8o Iong since I'veseen her.”

And then, the startled girl rising to her feet, looking round
upon the crowd, bewildered, exclaimed :—
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“ Where am I? Where have I been ? What have I been
doing ?”

Questioned about the service, and the fatigne she had ex-
perienced by singing so loudly and so frequently, she ans-
wered only by a half-dazed look of enquiry. She had been
in another clime; she had heard no bells and smelt no in-
cense; she had seen no earthly flowers and heard the voices
of no chanting priests : her Easter morning service had been
two hours communion with her mother. No sermon on the
resurrection of the fleshly body, delivered in the melifluous
‘tones of the fashionable high church preacher, had reached
her. To her, the demonstration of & spiritual resurrection
had been complete; and yet, she only realized that she had
‘been to sleep, and dreamed a blessed dream.

‘Who then had rendered the difficult music of Cherubini's
Mass with such perfection. Who then had sung with ench
precision the aria from the “ Messiah 2” QOan any 'doubt
that beautiful woman—who, as Senora Lagrymas, had been
the idol of the mnsical world for fifteen years, and whose
place had never been adequately filled since her transition to
a higher world—had, through the entranced and well nigh

form of her darling and only daughter, given to
the souls of the parishioners of Knaresbrook, an Easter feast
which, could they but have fully appreciated it, would have
led them there and then to exchange the shadow for the sub-
stanoe, and forego the hope of carnal resuscitation at the last
great day, for the blessed consciousness of a present resurrec-
tion of the spirit.

Bertha was taken home in the Only carriage, seated beside
the Rev. Francis Creamcheese, who was beside himself with
admiration of Bertha's talent; and the celebrated Dr. Knees-
well, who, with Mrs. Only sat opposite to them, was eo far
carried away that all through dinner he was so much
with the narrative of Bertha's experience in the church that
morning that, fond as he was of good living, the waiter had
to ask him three times over if he would take a glass of wine;
while the roast lamb became cold on his plate, and was re-
moved before he tasted it, so absorbed was he in the conver-
sation.

Mrs. Only, in a superb dinner gown of le moire antique,
smiled oomplwentlyI:;on her dnughwrs,p:;l:) strove in vain
to interest the gentlemen in themselves. Their bewitching

D
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toilettes were completely thrown away upon both these ex-
* quisites, the two most eligible men of their immediate ac-

quaintance. Dr. Kneeawefl | was even more eligible than the
clergyman, having a regular income of not less than £3,000
per annum from his profession, i¥ which He stoed exception-
ally high, bésides a very'fair amount' of private ‘property ; ‘s
widower under forty, with only one child, & boy of ten, who
was receiving his education abroad. Mmy were the lingering
glances the almost dowerless Misses Only bestowed upon him.

At 3.830 p.m. there'was to be a short childrén’s service oc-
cupying less than‘an hour. Bertha, being always willing tb
exert herself for others’ pleasure, had consented to sing “O
Paradise,” and the “child’s Hymn to s Guardlan Angel v
before ‘dnd after the catechizing.

‘With the prospect of receiving a- present: of ﬂoweu, an in-
troduction to the new clergyman, and of hearing the singer
over whom their parents had gone into ecstacies at the 11

o'clock serviee, all the childrén of the district were in the
church, when the Only carrlagé deposited the tlergyman, thé
organist, -ahd the singer at the church-doors fust in time for
the service. - Many were the-audible whispers whieh reachied
other &ars 'besides ‘Berthd’s; as she, accompanied by thé
organist, walked up the aisle to the- clhpel on the notth side
of the chancel, which held the organ, and from that meément
the Misses Only lvoked upon the singer-as & dahgerous rival.

Several gentlemen ‘were heard to exclaim : “Isn't she
jolly ! " “by Jove! that's asweet fice,” * Great Casar! what
eyes and hair she has, and what dainty little hands.” -These
and several other equally characteristic and ‘wéll-bred- mascu-
line ejaculations were heard arising from the Squire’s pew, ih
which, ‘after the service had ‘commenced, the Squire’s’ eldest
son—a splendid young men' of twenty-ﬁve or theréabouts,
who had that very morning arrived from a hunting expedlz
tion'in Norway, and had gone to chrurch ‘on parpose t6 see-as
much a8 hear the new singer—lifted his opera glass, and
gazed steadfastly at the rapt expression: of something more
than ordirary devotioh, which lit up the fait mgstress 8 entiré
countenance as-she sang—— : oo

‘ wOParadse! O Parsdfée! I wanttosnmomores ' ' '
¢+ Y winttb be 44 pare on earth, as on thy spotless shore
‘Where loyal hearts and true, stand ever in the light,

All rapture thrqugh and through, in-God'p most, koly, sight.”
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“ And it's littlesin you ve committed I'm thinking, to Judge
by your heavenly features. I only hope my girl as I lost
last winter is as pure now .after all these months in purga-

tory—God rest her soul,—as you is this minit,” muttered &
kind-hearted old Imhwoman, who with her three little boys,
had come all the way from Michaelsville, five miles distant,
to see the young lady who had been described to her as the
“very image of her Bridget.”

The singing ceased, the Rev. Francis Creamcheese mnt-
tered the few prayers which preceded the catechizing, as
though he thought it an “ awful bore” to have to read them
at all, and then addressing the clnldren, he talked to them
for nearly half-an-hour, about saving their pennies to beautify
the house of God ; and told them how necessary it was for
them to get up at duybreak and come to church, 8o that.their
bodies might be made ready. to rise in glory at the judg-
ment. He then gave.them the best advice, no doubt; he
was able to givej:and. from his plane of ‘frivolous thought, no
doubt; illustrated:ithe .subject of 'good influence admirably.
Taking a very fine cambrie handkerchief from .his -pocket—
one out of the dozew which the Misses Only had presented
to himr that morning as & mark of their undying fealty :to the
cause of true religion, of which he was so saintly a repre-
sentative--He waved it before them, and asked them.if they
eould not detict.a delicious fragrance arising frous it ; - telling
them that. this fragrgnce. was due to some delicate perfume
which.he had had presented.to him with. the handkerchiefs,
by some desr, good. yowng - ladies; who aspired to as great
saintliness in their devotion to:the servants of Chvist, as - that
attained to by.the ssinted woman who spent three hundred
pence in perfuming the feet of Jesus. - This elegant toilette
requisite was to-him a symbol of the grace of God  in the
soul, conferred upen those who had by devotion to.the Church
merited its bestowal. The handkerchief. itcelf was an em-
blem of the Muman' spirit, as it should be, clean, white, spot-
les; iAfter telling .the. childten to .aspire to betome like
delicately perfumed: cambri¢ handkerchiefs, that. they might
make sweet the air wherever they went, he told them that
angels looked just as he did. 'They were young men, and he
was undep thirty s they wore white, and he. had & new surs
plice on of snowy purity ; and had white hands, and waved
immacalate handkerchiefs : thus leaving upon ‘the minds of
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the children the impression, thiat angels closely resembled
clerical fops with scented handkerchiefs. He added : “ Now,
you must all kneel down and look right at my back, wlhile
the young lady who sings so beautifully, invokes and praises
one of those celeatial beings, like unto whom you must all °
strive to become.” .

This twaddle ended, and the affected clergyman having
crossed himself and turned to the altar, kneeling in the centre
of the nave on one of Mrs. Only's best sofa cushions—carried
into the church on purpose for him, and that he might con-
secrate it by kneeling upon it—Bertha’s voice again sounded
out, this time in Faber’s beautiful and truly spiritual hymn—

“ Dear angel, ever at my side, how lovely must thou be,
To leave thy home in heaven to guide s sinful child like me.
Thy beautiful and shining face, I see not though so near ;
The sweetness of thy soft low voice, I am too deaf to hear.”

Bertha's idea of the angel was, however, not the fop with
the scented kerchief, but the fair and beautiful arisen mother,
of whose 'presence she was only as yet conscious in her
dreams (or trances, as her periods of seeming sleep often were),
but whose image was ever before her mental eyes, and whese
real existence, as a guardian spirit in the world of souls, she
pever for a moment doubted. Hers was one of those intuitive
natures: which discern spiritual realities spiritually. Creeds
and catechisms, dogmas and ceremonies were all of little use
to her, and of little hindrance aleo, for she dwelt in a world
of her own ; put her own interpretations upon Scripture and
the doctrines of the Church, and was rapidly developing into
& decided little radical, but, nevertheless, into & very sensitive
and reverential one. She hated shams, abhorred hypocrisy,
saw through delusions, but was ever ready to langh or cry at
the joy or misery of any sentient creature ; and like all true
artistes, could never esteem the proprieties and convention-
alities of the world so highly as ehe valued nature, unpolluted
and unrestrained by man’s futile endeavours to improve man-
kind by making deceit a virtue. )

No very striking incident having occurred at the close of
this, the Children’s Service, Bertha returned to Beech-Tree
Villa to enjoy a cup of Mrs. Only’s two shilling tea, which,
according to her statement, was imported by a special friend
direct from China, and cost her six shillings! So it did, the
quantity she last purchased ; for she always bought three
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pounds at a time, that she might treble the price of the article,
when speaking in its praises, without committing herself to
the utterance of a single falsehood.

Poor Mrs. Only! if you only valued truth as you value the
ﬂattery of the empty-headed noodles who constitute your
«“ get,” and see through your every device,—for each member
of your“set” is as artificial as you are yourself,—to how
much better use might you put that really grand and noble
inventive genius, with which you are by nature so highly
gifted, than when you desecrate it to such paltry ends as the
endeavour to capture & wealthy heir for one of your unfor-
tunate children, who, if she ever get' the desired Prince
Charming to marry her, will rue the day when she attempted
to win a husband by false pretences.to wealth and position.

The tea hour passed all too quickly; lively chat, spiteful
gossip, and other saintly occupations common in Chrishan
households of the genus “ correct,” consumed the time till
6.30, when Mrs. Only, turning to Bertha, said :—

“ Go upstairs, dear, and make a fresh and bewitching
toilette, as soon as possible, a8 Evensong commences in half
an hour.”

Bertha was not upstairs five minutes; she hadonly one
dress fit to wear to church, and her ornaments were the fewest
and the simplest; but as she descended the staircase, her
cheeks glowing with health (Mrs. Only's glowed with rouge),
and with the effects of the clear, cold water, which was the
only application she found necessary for the preservation of
youthful bloom, the Rev. F. Creamcheese and Dr. Kneeswell,
standing together in the hall expatiating upon. the music,
uttered a spontaneous cry of delight.

“ What a lovely creature!” said the clergyman. “She
reminds one of the angels.”

“No, I don’t,” said Bertha, laughing. “I'm not a young
man, and I don’t use scent on my. handkerchief. You see I
don’t forget what I hear in church.”

- Mrs. Only, perceiving that Bertha was again guilty of -a
breach of etiquette, smiling sweetly, so as to show her white,
regular teeth (every one of them false, and everybody
knew it), said in her most suave and drawling accents :—

“ Don’t notice her, gentlemen ; she's only a little savage
we're trying to civilize.”

“If savages are as fair as she, and have such sweet voices,
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I only hope the people in heaven won't be all eivilized,”
muttered Dr. Kneeswell, extending -his hand to Bertha, and
helping her into the carriage (a fly), which had by this time
srrived to escort the party to church.

. On arrival there, fully ten minutes before the appomted
hour. they found entrance by the main doorway an utter
impossibility. Not :only was the church literally crammed ;
but the porch and charchyard even were thronged with the
eager multitude, Forcing their way through the crowd, with
uo little difficulty, they at length succeeded in neachxng the
private door, which led into the vestry (or sacristy, as itihad
been called since the advent of Mr. Pusey Kingsdroft), and
literally standing upon one another’s toes, the two Misses
Only and their mother managed to squeeze in by the side of
the choir sests against the organ.

Dr. Kneeswell shared his seat at. the organ with Bertha,
who was much interested in watching. the centortions of the
Aminent profeseor during the.elaborate voluntary. . The altar-
boys filed in, in solemn procession, carrying a crucifix and
several banners, and two censers smoking. with ' fragrant’
incense, Three clergymen followed, and. last of all, the
Right Hon. Lord Bishop of Hehopohs, who was to preach on
the following evening in aid of the Fund for Persecunng the
Jews in Palestine. ...

. In vain the master of ceremonies endeavoured to foree his
way, heading the..proceesion' round. the church. The aisles
werg literally blocked, making the procession an impossibility ;
so with great pomp, hftlng' bis hands in-haughty blessing; the
representative of - Anti-Semiticism.in the Holy Land furned
to the altar, and knelt before it, while the choir, led ' by
Bertha's clear, young voice, sang the _}ubtlant Easter hymn,
“Jecunumatmmenw ay.

The service proceeded, the. Psalms were chanted nnuphon-
ally by the .choir -of ladies;1and the. priests. and altar boys.
Then followed the .Magnificat... The chuveh-was hushed, as
though.an angel were literally singing:. ©Out threugh the opea
doars: and windaws floated:.the divine melody, as Bertha's

, BWeat Voice . raug. oyt again, louder and clearer éach
time the chorus died away to give plumto: her Jolqs, wlnch
were eyery alternate atanza. , ot

At length came the climax. Somethmg marvellona had
evidently been expected at the close of 8o glorious a perform-
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ance. In the last solo, written as a duet by the great com-
poser, two voices rose and swelled together; one voice,
utterly unlike Bertha’s—a deep, clear tenor, powerful but
unutterably sweet. At times it would sing alone, then
Bertha’s heavenly notes again pealed forth, then both
together.

The visible soprano and the invisible tenor chanted the
Gloria, loud and clear, above the mighty organ, above the
united voices of the two choirs, who sang the @lorias in.
unison,—these voices rose and fell, till at length, in one
grand and jubilant “ Amen” they sank to rest, and -the
astonished clergyman, with tremulous acéents, faltered.
through the 'S8econd Lesson. Nunc’ dimittis followed, then
& few responses ahd collects. In the anthem, “'This.is the
day which the Lord hathi made,” Berthia’s solos were as
sweet and_pure as ever,'but theé mysterious tenor was heard
o more. o o h

The sérmon, very short, and ndt inspiring in 8o crowded
and over-heated a building, was followed by the hymn, “The
strife is dér,” when lo! {just before the Bishop at the ajtar
gave the' solemh pontifical benediction, ‘with “which the
service was to conclude, the two voices rang out -again.
This time ‘the tenor Was louder and stronger. thap- Befoi-p;
even the lhughty bisop was ‘ovérconie; and ‘when pasging
out from the altar rails, hs the last Psalm, Laudate Dominum,
was being ‘sing 'to’'an adaptation’ from ‘Handels glorious
chorus, “ The heavens aré telling,” he ‘lookéd ‘in vaig for the
marvéllous tenor, whom he no doiibt expected to see beside
the soprant, neat the organ; 'but only the organist and’ the
choif of thaidens could he see. ‘- : L

Who, then, could have sung in so diviné s tenor? A
singér'with such a 'voite ¢ould have commanded £100 a
night, ani been considered 'réasonable in his demands, in
grand Italian Opeta.’ How the mystery of the tenor was
solved, it is scarcely yet in’ place to'tell. ~ No ‘doubt, some of
out readers, who ate'not'altbgéther at ses with regard to the,
source. whence such 'wonders emianate, may have already.
made a pretty accurate ‘guess,” but to the parishioners of
Knaresbrook the event was'a'miracle without a philosophy. .,
o [ PRIV R SRR .:""‘ T I
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CHAPTER III.
WEo was THe Txxox ?

Tas following evening (Easter Monday) the church was, if
possible, even more thronged than on the previous day. The
strange story of the mysterious tenor had spread far and
wide, and from far and near eager multitudes had gathered,
hoping in some way to solve the mysterious problem. How-
ever, the greater portion of the congregatien firmly believed
he was an ordinary mortal like themselves, but a mortal with
s0 extraordinary a voice that it would have been well worth
while to have gone to considerable trouble and expense to
hear him, even though no mystery had been attached to his
performance. oL

At 7 o'clock precisely, the church doors opened. Ladies
tore their choicest dresses, and ruined their laces for ever, in
their frantic endeavours to squeeze through the crowd into
the church. At five minutes past seven, the aisles were
blocked, and during the interval of twenty-five minutes,
before the grand procession filed in, the pitch of nervous ex-
pectancy was g0 high that a panic in the crowded building
was feared. A lady, who fainted from the heat, was with
great difficulty handed out, through one of the large open
windows in the south aisle, into the churchyard, literally
blocked with a mass of human beings, who were struggling
with each other as to which should get the best chance of
catching some echo from the marvellous strains within.

The service passed off superbly, but with nothing to spe-
cially mark it except Bertha's singing, beautiful as ever, and
the gorgeous ceremonies in which the Bishop of Heliopolis
seemed to be the God, whom all the worshippers adored;
until the Bishop, evidently conscious of the presence of some
mysterious power, knelt humbly before the altar, forgetful of
the pomp around him, as Bertha's clear, sweet voice rang out
alone through the silent church, in the opening stansza of the
Vens Creator, which was sung kneeling before the sermon.
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The choir and congregation unitedly were to sing the alter-
nate stanzas. The second stanza was sung heartily, but not
wonderfully well ; but whence came the voice which sang the
third? Bertha's tongue was silent. Rigid and motionless
appeared the girl ; the pupils of her eyes distended, she re-
minded one of some strange seeress or pythoness of ancisnt
times. All the while, a woice of exquisite sweetness, a wo-
man’s voice, rose and fell and floated through the building;
over the gaily decorated and brilliantly illuminated altar, out
through the open windows into the churchyard, back again
into the church, up to the eeiling, down to the floor,—so
sweetly, o charmingly, chanting the words of supplication
to the Holy Bpirit, that none who heard it could feel ‘sther
than.awed into devotion, and carried beyond all earthly strife
into that heaven, where only pure arnd hely spirits dwelk
" Those who had heard Senora Lagrymas in- her palmiest
days, declared, when questioned closely afterwards about
this voice, that it wds hers unmistakably; but grander,
richer, purer, fuller, than it had ever been even in those mar-
vellous displays of skill or inspiration, which had earned for
er, during her brief but brilliant career, the title of “ Prima
Donna, azoluta.”

‘Was Bertha a ventriloquist as well as 8o wonderfula vo-
calist? - Had she indeed inherited from her mother this
wondrous gift of .song, and added thereto this miraculous
power of commanding her voice to travel in this unprece-
dented way ? But hark;, this cannot be Bertha, neither can
it be the Senora whose tones were recognised so perfectly &
moment before : it is the voice of the singer who startled the
congregation on the previous evening, and not only his voice
again, but his voice travelling, floating, as did the sweet
‘Senora’s, in the previous solo. .
. The choir and congregation cannot and dare not attempt
to sing. Dr. Kneeswell is silent at the organ; no accom-
paniment can he supply to harmonies so divine. But the
erowning effort of these voices, eo mysterions, is when the
closing stanza is reached. They float and sing together, while
a chorus of many voices is heard dying away in the distance,
‘snd the last “ Amen ” is chanted by the choir invisible, as the
haughty Bishop of Heliopolis, this time moved to tears, as-
eends the pulpit almost falteringly, and tries to deliver his
earefully prepared sermon upon the “ Jews in Palestine.”
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But ne: the words he had thought to utter will not cothe,
he cannot refrain from speaking of the musi¢ they had just
heard. . He preaches wpon Saint Ceeilia s he alludes to the
fair, young Bertha, as one whe, by the grace of God, may yet
serve the chureh as St. Geqilia seryed it. ~And then telling
them he had forgotten all he meant to say to them about the
miseiona to the Israelites, he should ask them not to cantris
bute on that eccasion to the eatablishment of the Chnrch in
Pmyrns, but to & home he had therd and them resolved to
found in Heliopolis, where poor little boys and girls should be
tenderly cared for, and thns would they best be honouring
thejr divine Liord, whose riging from the dead they were
then commemorating : who aaid, ¢ Suffer the litdle children to
come unto me; and forbid them not, for of such is the King+
dom of Heaven :” and, “ Inasmuch as ye have done it to oné
of the leagt of these, my brethren, ye have dome it unto me.”

Moving his bsnd in blepsing, he leaves the pulpit. The
altar lights are all ablaze ; the organ peals forth ; the acolytes
enter from the sacriaty with lighted candles and smoking cens
gers ; and while the cheir sing Faber’s beautiful hyinn 1 “ Harlg
hark, my eoul ! angelic songs are awelling,” £663 14s. 10§d.
is collected for the benevolent object for which the Bishop s0
eloguently and tonchingly plesded. .

Ab! they lmow not how near the angels are, and how
sweetly their voices are .even now, again, about to re.echo
through the church. Before the solemn benediction is pros
nounced, the two strange voices have again pasled forth, filling
the ehurch with sweet echoes from, the bright beyond, ‘

At length it is all aver; the lights put out ; the dongregas
tion dispersed,; but where ia Bertha ? Some irresistible im-
pulse hag led her into the dark recess behind- the organ, and
there she is discovered quite alope, motionless, white as deatly,
and trembling fraom head to foot. The excitoment, the heat,
the singing, must have been to0 much. for ber. ®ite is taken
home very gently and kindly by the organiss, who has been
eagerly gearching for her for several minutes. - She allows
herself to be led by him, but to his questions she makes no
answer, -

Arrived, at length, in the Only’s drawing-yoom, she seems
suddenly to awake from sleep. She knows nothing of where
she has been; nothing of the servica. Mra, Only suggests
that she is in love with some celebrated temor, who has fol.
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Yowed her to Knaresbrook ; and, if so, will she introduce him
as he would be such a heavenly acquisition to their musicsles.

Mr. Creamcheese calls her a “ 51{ little puss,” but one who
ean purr very sweetly, and wants to know whetliet her cava-
lier cannot be persuaded to come out of his hiding place, snd
. take dinner with them on the following day.

Of course, by this time, the mystery is quite cleared up:
Bertha had been found behind the organ, and the young man
who sang 8o divinely had entered the church sectetly and
stowed himself away so as'to give the congregation a surprise,
and, if -possible, a scare.

* However, they had all enjoyed a rich treat, and the collec-
tions had been enormous. The Bishop, who was a stranger,
was more than delighted. But for Bertha to persist in inno-
“cence of the whole affair was simply absurd : it was wotse, it
was deceitful ; it was positively’ mendacious. And the

fnnocent cause of this singular phenomenon, which had so. .

entranced the multitnde, was poeitively insulted and hardl
dealt with, by the woman with the painted face and hand-
some dress but common mind, who could assign no higher
reason for so heavenly an event than a paltry intrigue prac-
tised by a girl of sixteen summers, whose character was
straightforwardness itself. Poor butterfly of fashion! what
little paltry wings your soul must have, if nothing pure, and
true, and holy can appear to you above the plane of fashion-
able drawing-room perfidy.

To the Bishop of Heliopolis, however, the matter appeared
in a very different light. To him the supeimatural was im-
mensely attractive. He had read and studied the “ Lives of
the Saints,” and longed and prayed thet miracles might be
restored to establish the Christian hierarchy throughout the
world. To the people of the parish he treated the matter
lightly, but not flippantly. He was a stranger, and had no
opinion just then to offer; but when writing post haste to
Rev. Pusey Kingscroft, he announced his conviction that
something decidedly out of the common had occurred.

Dr, Kneeswell was so utterly carried away with the music,
that he had no thought to bestow upon the miraculous side of
the performance. He would give anything to secure Bertha
for his concerts. She was a fortune in herself; but Bertha,
after the tremendous strain put upon her system, and the un-
kind treatment she had received at the hauds of the Only
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ignoramuses afterwards, had become seriously ill. She lay
for- weeks in a precarious condition., The doctor said her
nerves had received a severe shock, and that her heart was
affected, and must have been for years ; and that she must
be kept away from all excitement.

The Onlys (Mrs. Only especially, who was not & hard-

hearted woman naturally) were kinc{ to her during her illness
and convalescence ; and it was decided between them and
Dr. Kneeswell, that Bertha should join the Handel and
‘Haydn Society as a soloist, on consideration that Mrs. Only
received a handsome allowance out of Bertha's salary.
. Mrs. Sweetgeese was written to, and she was glad enough
that Bertha should do anything whereby her wine-cellar
might be replenished, and her dressmaker’s, milliner's, and
hairdresser’s bills met with less difficulty ; and so these de-
signing women sought to make merchandise of the little
singer’s royal gift. How they succeeded, and what became
of thelm, and what became of Bertha, future chapters will
reveal, . .




(29 )

CHAPTER 1V,
Back 1o SiLvErRN TERRACE.

A soon as Bertha was well enough to return to London, she
was back at 14, Silvern Terrace. Mrs. Sweetgeese, who had
missed her services at the table, in the kitchen, and in various
other ways rather seriously during her absence, welcomed
her effusively ; and kissing her on both cheeks, called her at
once into the dining-room, where the boarders had just sat
down to 6 o’clock dinner.

Mrs. Tavernsby, the four Misses Tavernsby, Mr. Reginald
Twiddlethumbs, Mrs. Price Vicarsby, Mr. and Mrs. Redhead
Bullock, Mr. Cuir Whelpsley, and Mrs. and the two Misses
Jerome Catseyes formed the little circle of very dear ftiends
who occupied the rooms which were too large and numerous
for the sole occupancy of Mrs. Sweetgeese and her niece, and
the one gervant who performed all the work, which did not
fall upon Bertha, in the Silvern Terrace household.

It is needless to say Mrs. Sweetgeese kept s boarding
house. We all know she did not; she had friends constantly
staying with her, and she was so considerate of their tender
feelings, that she permitted them to pay her a very trifling
sum weekly for the very great privilege of dwelling under
her roof, and eating very badly-cooked food, and not toé
much of it as a rule, at her anything but hospitable table.

During Bertha’s absence of rather more than a month;
Mrs. Sweetgeese had changed her maid-of-all-work fifteen
tinies, had engaged -and dismissed twenty-seven different
charwomen, and then in utter desperation had implored her
darling niece, whom she missed so sorely, thangh they fought
like Kilkenny cats when the darling niece was at home, to
teturn and supervise her disordered household. Mrs. Bweet-
geese knew also that the London season was rapidly
approaching ; that her house would be crowded; and that
Bertha was just the only person she could lay her hand apon,
who would riseat six and go to bed at midnight, and receive
nothing but the food she needed to keep her alive, and a few
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clothes to cover her, for the arduous and multifarious services
which she was perpetually expected to render.

Of course, the dear auntie had heard of Bertha's triumphs.
Had not Rev. Pusey Kingscroft been her invited and honoured
guest (at three guineas per week). Had not he read to her
one day after dinner, the letter of the Bishop of Heliopolis,
narrating the marvellous occurrence in Knaresbrook church ;
and had not she only the other day received two letters—one
from Mrs. Only, and the other from the celebrated Dr.
Frobisher Kneeswell, dilating upon the marketsble value of
such a voice as Bertha's ? )

Bertha, then, was no longer simply the pretty girl who
brought £200 a year with her ta Mrs. Bweetgegse, and ran
all the errands, and waited on the table, etc., pnd then enters
tained the company so charmingly by singing, till the tired,
eyes closed at 11 o'clock at night, after hey long dgy’s toil.
Bertha was » goose which had begup to lay golden eggs,
The story of the tenor she pooh-poohed, She was a woman
of very inferior mind, the.dirent opposite of Berths's mothen,
who was sa gentle, refined and sptyityelle. But tenor or »e
tenor, mystery or connivance, Bertha's voice must he sold tq
the highest bidder, and systematio lying mayst be resorted to,
to prevent the songstress from imegining that her talent waa
filling her aunt’s coffers with-gold, Did abe not remember the
fright she had received, when Bertha had ome day, in & fit of
anger; told her some home truths about her trestment of the
{onng girl’a father, which blanched her cheeks and curdled

er blood, hardened hypocrite and deceiver thongh she waea 2
Had not Bertha been whipped by ome of the prieats of
8. Cyprian’s, who was st thet time staying in the house, fox
daring to reproach her sunt for approptisting memey left .by
Bertha's fathar for his daughter's education 2 And now that
Dr. Kneeswoll was infatyated with her, idolizsed her singing,
end could not be bribed, perkaps, to become the dupe of the
designing Mrs. Sweotgeese, that excellent lady felt she np
longer atood upon éerre firma.

. And then, borror of horrors! some one had spoken fo hey
sbout Spiritualism, and suggested thst Berths was perhaps &
“medium !” Had not Miss Bearstricks, her bosom friend,
actually told her she knew of a young lady in Kensington, st
whose house she visited, who wrote out messeges from the
spirits, which sometimes revealed most unwelcome secrets
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If Bertha should develop as a medinm, what might not the

consequences be ? The whole plot laid by Mrs. Sweetgeese
to deceive her niece's father might be discovered; her
annuities might, same of them, fail her. Bertha's income she
would assuredly forfeit, if the trith leaked out. And had not
Bertha already shown signs of mediumship? Had she not
told her aunt many things she could have discovered in no
ordinary way ? ‘

Spiritnalism, if true, was unmistakably of the devil. She
should, of course, resolutely set her face against it, and get
the clergy -of S. Cyprian's to stand at her back when she
denounced it. But in her secret heart she believed it to be a
mighty truth. Inwardly she dreaded its revealments more
théan she would acknowledge, even to herself. An evil
éonscience is its own accuser, and Mrs. Sweetgeese often
trembled, and tossed at night restlessly upon her pillow,
when she thought thas perhaps the parents of the girl she
had so cruelly wronged, were looking down upon her in
diegust, and would some day testify against her, before a
higher than any eatthly tribunal. :

‘When these meditations distressed her, she would rise in
the early twilight of a cold winter's morning, and hutry,
wrapped ap in furs, to the altar at 8. Oyprian's, thinking
that by oovering her sinfal soul in & cloak of pharisai¢
righteousness, she might cheat the devil of his due, and
somehow manage to snesk into heaven! Poor woman! we
will .not ocandemn her too harshly. Her life was not thé
happlest, and early training hed much to do with her worship
of t}:e golden ealf. Mammon was in reality her god; but
she had a eonscience after all, and ritual observiances were the
balm she applied to heal its aching smart..

Bertlia was mot treated quite so hardly as befors. She
looked 8o fragile, after her recent illness; and Dr. Kneeswell

“Had writteh 8o esrnestly to request that she might havé

perfect rest for a while, at least, that Mrs. Bweetgeese could
not venture to thoroughly overtax the girl, for fear het voice
might fail her and the golden eggs never get laid.

- 'Theé few remaining days of April glided quickly by. May,
the month-of “ Mary,” opened, and Bertha received her aunt's
consent to sing every evening as well as on Bundays at thd
church of the $aeréd Heart, which she loved to visit. The
Bisters of Charity were very fond of her, heretic though they
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accounted her, for though she loved the Catholic music, she
could never be induced to join the Church. She had been
confirmed at 8. Cyprian's, at her aunt’s command when four-
teen years of age, but told the curate who examined her
that she didn't believe the bishop’s hands were better than
anybody else's, and that she hated the Athanasian Creed, and
thought the Articles of the Church of England a pack ef
rubbish. Of course, so unorthodox a young lady shocked
the nuns at-a Catholic Convent, but as they agreed with her
in deprecating High Church mummeries, which counterfeited
the solemnities of the Church of Rome, they felt that in time
she would be drawn into the true fold, and they were very
kind to her. Of course, her voice was to them a priceless
treasure, and she was always in the church, no matter what
the weather was, or how the other singers stayed away ; and
she was paid notlu and some of the delinquents received
high salaries. gertha. was not without friends at the
Sacred Heart, and the brisk walk to and from the church,
even in bad wenther, was not unwelcome, and Rosary and
Benediction in a pretty church were a foretaste of heaven
after a day's work in the kitchen, and the many annoyances
to which she was subjected through her aunt's incessant inters
ference and unending’squabbles with the servants, and dis-
putings with the tradespeople because they charged her for
goods she wilfully forgot she had ever received or ordered. .

Towards the end of May, the first rehearsal of the “ Crea-
tion” was called, at which the soloists must be present. It
was to take place in Cackleton Hall, and would be quite an
event of the season, as the chorus had .been successfully
drilled previously, and the soloists were all first class profes-
sionals. Madame Fandango Assoretta, the superb contralto,
had been specially brought across the Atlantic from New
York, where she and the newspapers declared her remune-
ration was £150 nightly (it was £150 monthly, if the truth
were known). Signor Desolato Infuriori was the tenor, and
Signor Vesuviano Etnani, basso. Bertha Thrushleigh was
the soprano.
, “V\hat That chit of a child! absurd, ridiculous, lnfm-
ous! Dr. Kneeswell is a fool, an idict,. What .can he. be
thinking of ;”” shrieked Madame Assoretta. .

“ He ish a brute beast ;" belched forth the basse.

‘While the exquisite tenor, who had stood for two full



BACK TO SILVERN TERRACE. 338

hours before his looking-glass, arranging his too utterly too
too lovely bair, smiled benignly on the pretty little singer,
who, in her white muslin dress, with lilies at the throat and
lilies in her golden hair, excited his most sincere admiration.
Though he was a coxcomb and a flitt, and was by no means
a man of irreproachable behaviour, he knew instinctively that
Bertha was pure as the driven snow, in thought as well a8 in
act. She was such a contrast to the women who threw them-
selves at his feet.—that little iceberg, as she was, he could
not fail to love her ; and she touched the man’s higher nature,
and a8 our narrative proceeds we shall see how, through her,
light was introduced to dispel the darkness which haq gath-
ered round his heart, and how the angels in the years to come
employed him in tbelr blessed. service,

But we must not linger over the future, wlnch a8 yot. lies
dark before us, so asking our readers pardon for many di-
gressions from our story, we will end this chapter by detail-
ing briefly the effect produced upon the elite of London by
Bertha’s heavenborn song.

The hour having arrived to commence the rehearsal, Dr.
Kneeswell himself handing Bertha to her seat, the post of
highest honour on the stage, led the chorus marvellously.
The orchestra and chorus of 350 voices, performed with con-
summate ability. The basso and the tenor, and the con-

- ceited overbearing contralto, performed their parts as usual.
The basso was always off the key. The tenor screeched high
C in miserable falsetto, imagining that his alteration of Handel
was a vast improvement upon the great composer's orginal -
production. Madame Assoretta panted and fumed, grunted
and growled, and finally sat down enraged, because applause
was forbidden on the programmes, and she knew three
gentlemen in the stalls to whom she had given purloined
tickets, who were dying to encore her.

Bertha's turn came next. 8o young a girl, so slight of
frame, 8o simply dressed, so unassuming in her manner: Was
she the new star, over which the eminent professor raved ?
But hark, her voice ascends, at first rather tremulously. Why,
surely she is not going to break down! Dr. Kneeswell is

. growing nervous; Madame Assoretta, jubilant,—how she

longs to see the new soprano utterly discomfited. The voice
sinks almost to a whisper ; the girl turns deathly white and
trembles. Is she going to faint? Her eyes close ; her music

F
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falls from her hand; when, lo! before the slightest action
can be taken, the voice of Senora Lagrymas fills the building.
The solo is listened to with breathless attention, but at its
close the audience rises to its feet en masse. Ladies tear off
their rings and throw them at Bertha’s feet, while frantic
transports of delight rend the air.

The rehearsal can proceed no further. The young girl is
taken bome in Lady Maud Armadale’s carriage, and intro-
duced as the greatest singer of the day, to a German Prince
who is the Lady Maud’s most honoured guest; while the
astonished and affrighted Bertha, the innocent cause of so
much joy and so much consternation, is lying fast asleep
before another hour has passed away, upon the luxuriant
amber satin couch in Lady Armadale’s most gorgeous guest-
chamber.
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CHAPTER V.
Tue OraToRIO.

Frou the day of the rehearsal, and Bertha's acquaintance
with Lady Armadale, the fame of the fair young songstress
spread far and wide over the great Metropolis.

Lady Armadale was a person of considerable energy : her
leading characteristic was what might aptly be termed Go-
a-headativeness. When she was pleased she was enraptured;
when annoyed, enraged. She was, moreover, a woman of
very strong impulses and generous friendships, and while
her enthusiasm lasted, the orphan girl, with whose voice
and presence she had been so suddenly and completely
charmed, would surely find in her a most powerful champion
and devoted admirer. .

Lady Armadale would not hear of Bertha going back to
her aunt’s, until she had quite recovered from the extreme
nervousness which se much hard work, coupled with excite-
ment of no ordinary kind, had brought on. In vain did Mrs.
Sweetgeese protest that her household was going to destrue-
tion, and that she could not do without her darling Bertha.
Her ladyship would hear of nothing but that Bertha should
remain her guest throughout the London season, and then
accompany her to her husband's shooting box in the Orkneys.

Lady Armadale’s husband had no fondness for the gay
world ; the incessant scurry and routine of London gaieties
oppressed him. He was fond of country fields and meadows,
wild flowers and birds and animals, and while professedly
engaged in shooting, very few birds owed their death to his
rifle. He was, indeed, a pure-minded but rather weak and
very sensitive specimen of humanity. He married Lady
Armadale from motives of sincere affection, doubtless, but he
had a fortune and she had a title, and both families were well
pleased with the union. Their married life had been very
happy, taking all things into account; and then he was
simply Lady Armadale’s husband; she was both lord and
lady, master and mistress; and he was quite content to be
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with her occasionally, so long as he knew she was happy, and
not running into extravagances they could not afford.

And she was a careful, upright woman ; virtuous in all
things according to her lights; very effusive in the display of
her feelings when they were aroused ; but apt to be incon-
stant and fond of new charmers. She doated on actresses
and singers. She truly loved art, and a great artiste was
sure to win her smiles, until she had seen and heard all she
could accomplish, and then Lady Armadale, like a bee which
bad extracted all the honey from qne flower, wonld soon flit
to another. But she did not waste or kill the flowers from
which she drew life’s sweetness ; she rather helped them to
yield more ; and many were the struggling artists who had
received from her ladyship a cheque for £560 for a very in-
ferior painting,—but she wished to patronize and encourage
them ; ‘and many were the aspiring candidates for the lyric
stage, who had good reason to bless the day when first her
ladyship’s shadow fell across their pathway.

To Bertha this high-born dame was love and gentlenesa
itself. Had Bertha been her own daughter, she could
gearcely have been more solicitous for her welfare ; and with-
oyt letting the seeret escape her lips in the young girl's pre-
sence, Lady Armadale had been partipularly drewn to Bertha
because she discovered that she was a medium, and many
were the sdances which had been held in her splendid salpn
in Grogvenor Square. Many were the messages from the
spirit world, this fashionable lady had received and acknow-
ledged. Fearing, howevar, that Bertha was not yet prepared
for such & revelation, and knowing that she sang at a Roman
Catholio ¢hurch, snd that her aunt's friends were bigoted
Rituglists, she ¢njoyed . the divine minstrelsy and appreciated
its source, without npenly in Bertha's presance attributing it
to its rightful cayse.

. Lady Armadale was hergelf ¢ medium, and what is known
88 & developing medium, also, snd in her presence Bertha's
voice gained new power, snd a foundation waa laid by the
invisibles for the great and wondrous work which, in the
years goon to come, wonld require sll the stremgth, both
menta] and physical, which she could possibly optain,

. s a flower opans in the sunshine when it is gently tem-
gzsed in the early spring, so Bertha's mind and body alike

weloped in the gociety of her mew friend. It was so de-
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lightful to her to meet a woman of the world, who was really
in the upper circles, who acted out her own nature without
duplicity, after having been so long among the Sweetgeeses
and the Tavernsbys and the Onlys, and other people of a
like natyre, who professed to be devoted to the service of the
Almighty, but whose only god was Mrs. Grundy, and in
whose honour they told lies and practised deception a hun-
dred times a day.

Here, in an atmosphere of art and yet of much frivolity,
of outspokenness and yet of much appreciation of externals,
Bertha became prepared to take her place a year or two later
in society, possessed of that knowledge of the world, without
which a novice feels her position so painful and humiliating.
Lady Armadale’s tutelage was the very thing she needed,
snd during the few weeks preceding the grand Triennial
Festival, Bertha grew strong and rosy, and when the event-
ful opening night arrived, more lovely and self-possessed than
ever did the fair, young girl appear, as arrayed this time in -
s charming toilette of white satin, adorned with purple
hesrtsease, she atepped out of Lady Armadale’s magnificent
chariot.

Quite a senpation she created as she entered the artistes’
room, escorted by her ladyship. Madame Assoretta was
there, in more than regal splendonr. Her dress was of amber
satin, with a train fully as long as the entire length of any
fair-giged serpent. Her coiffure was a bewilderment of art,
while her head was surmounted with a tiara of diamonds,
s she said, presented to her by the King of Spain when she
sang ja grand Italian Qpers in the Opera House, Madrid, but
in reslity compoged of Paris brilliants, bought especially
a few days before for the Handel and Hadyn Festival. Signor
Desolato Infuriori was alsq present, after & painful agony of
four hours’ duration, during which he had flogged his valet
gixteen times, and bitten a piece out of the hairdresser's little
finger because he fancied he smelt one of his hairs burning,
as his curls were being elaborated for the auspicious event.
So were all the chorus in every. conceivable yariety of style,
elegance and vulgarity.

Not ome of the gentlemen could forbger bowing low and
gazing intently into the eyes of the youthful Prima Donna.
Not one of the ladies could suppress the expression of admi-
ration which rose to their lips, as, Bertha and Lady Armadale
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made their entrde. "Madame Assoretta acknowledged herself
“flabbergasted,” thoush she exclaimed sotéo voce :—

“ That chick of a child; just fancy the cheek of her! The
brazen little hussy, to come into my presence, and look me
down as though the world-worshippad Assoretta were not
even that little upstart's equal!”

But the tenor was sincere. The impression made upon
him at the first rehearsal had deepened with every succeeding
interview he had had with the charming young cantatrice ;
and to-night, in the very height of his glory, in the retiring
room behind the stage of the Grand Alberta Hall, where
10,000 people had paid from five shillings each for standing
room to five guineas for a single fauteuille, to hear him sing
the Cujus animam in Rossini's “ Stabat Mater” and the
Incarnatus in Mozart's “ Twelfth Mass,” only last season, he
forgot any longer to stand before the full-length pier glass,
enamoured of his own transcendent charms. He forgot, ac-

tually, how the diamonds (real in his case) gleamed on his .

immaculate bosom, and how the sapphires had been honoured,
when they were permitted to fasten his snowy cuffs. Even
the delicate little curls which rested so cherubically on his
forehead, and the gloves which had required nearly an hour
to draw on and button, and the dress shoea which had used
up three boxes of powder before they would consent to cover
his perfect feet,—all were forgotten, as there stood before
him, self-possessed and smiling, & radiant creature with no
jewels whatsoever; no paint or powder, or corked eyebrows
on her sweet young face; no false, or tortured, or coloured
hair—perfectly natural were those abundant ringlets, and
natural aleo those lovely flowers which contrasted so vividly
with the snowy whiteness of her dress.

Bertha was under seventeen, and had not learned the arts
of fashion, and to the eyes, not only of the celebrated tenor,
but of all the gentlemen in the crowded house (and ladies,
too), who craned their necks to examine her critically, she
was the fairest thing in all the crowded room.

And, oh! how she did sing. Some fears had been enter-
tained lest the enormous auditorium might prove too vast for
the young girl's vocal powers. Dr. Kneeswell had been
roundly abused by some of his patrons who had not heard
Bertha at the rehearsals, for not engaging an older and more
efficient person; and when the basso failed utterly to fill the
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room with his stentorian tones; and even the tenor was in-
audible sometimes in the upper gallery; and Mademe
Ascsoretta could not be heard upstairs at all. in the solo upon
which she prided herself so mightily—* He shall feed his
flock like a ehepherd "—a feeling of dirappointment began to
pervade the aseembly ; and the audience was_in anything but
a glow of entbusiarm, when the little, stately, white figure
arose with perfect grace in every movement, and as Madame
Assoretta sat down, raising a perfect hurricane on the stage
with her tremendcus peacock fan, Bertha cconmenced to pour
cut her very soul in esong. “Ccme unto him” had never
Feen rendered as it was that evening; no, not even by
Berora Lagiymas in her days of greatest triumph. Encores
were forbidden on the programmes. What mattered pro-
hibitions on such a night as this! The audience rose to its
feet, and clapped and shouted as though beside itself.

~ “Benora! O Senora! have you come from heaven to sing
to us ?” cried the Dowager Lady Turtle, who had ever been
one of Senora Lagrymas’ most fervent admirers.

The solo was, of course, repeated ; yea, thrice was it ren-
dered, each time, if possible, more beauteously than before ;
then the oratorio proceeded in usual course.

But the house was weary of the contralto, and the basso,
and the mighty chorus; even the idolized tenor palled upon
them. Bertha alone they wished to hear, and when again
she rose and sang, as, perhaps, human lips, before nor since,
bave never sung—“I know that my Redeemer liveth,” the
certitude of life immortal was there and then so palpably
made manifest, that from that hour many who had never
thought of higher things than fashion and amusement, were
deeply moved to dwell on themes celestial.

Even Madsme Assoretta was moved to tears. It was not
altogether affectation which caused her to hide her face be-
hind her gorgeous fan, as Bertha's tones, clear and penetrat-
ing as the blast of silver trumpets, rose through the air,
filling every crevice in the immense edifice. “ Now is Christ
rigsen from the dead, and become the first fruits of them that
sleep.” She had a little sister sleeping under the shade of
the willows in a suburban cemetery, not so far away ; and on
the following morning, closely veiled, a lady, whom no one
would bave thought to be the haughty Assoretta, might have
been seen, with her own hands planting purple heartsease on
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a little grave, over which rose a simple stone with this in-
ecription : “ Alice ; aged six years. *Suffer little children to
come unto me.'” Her love for this little sister was the one
bright spot in her selfish heart, and as she knelt there in the
silent graveyard, the warm spring sunshine and soft scented
air penetrating her veil, and stirring within her breast sweet
reminiscences of her old home in Dorsetshite, and thé days
when she was a little girl playing with the little pister’ whose
body rested now beneath the sod, she prayed long and fer-
vently that, if the dead were alive &nd could come back
again, she might receive some sweet assurance that her little
Alice was among the ever-living.

Ae she still knelt on, a choir of sweet, young volces rose
from an adjoining plot of ground, singing to the Blessed
Virgin, on this the final day of the month devoted to her
honour. A pleading request they made to her whom they
called the mother of their Creator, to pray’ for the holy
souls who, suffering yet in pnrgatory, could be helped by the
prayers of the faithful on earth. ' Thé hymn soon ceased,
and then arose the voicé of the Prima Donna of the Oratorio,
singing as artlessly as a young bird—* Kyrie FEleison,
Christe Eleison,” while the chorus responded to each ejacu-
lation. All through the Litany of Lodretto this lovely voice
sang on : * Virgo clemens” ; * Vitgo fidelis” ; * Virgo pri.-
dentissima,” and other titles toé nany to enumerate; this
seraphic singer applied to -that ideal of womanhood trans-
figured, to which the prayers of Christendom-arise, till at last
with the Agnus De: the singer ceased, and the cemetery
again was silent. .

. White flowers and purple heartease were strewn on many
graves that day, and many listeners to that thrilling .eong,
passing by the walls and gates, wondered who that sweet,
young girl might be who led the virgih chovir of the church
of the Bacred Heart, at Bayswater. Little they thought

that this was the girl who had all London' at her feet, whose

name was on every tongue, of whom every journal spoke iii
leading articles, commenting upon the unprecedented! triumph
of the young soprano whom Dr. Kneeswell had brought be-
fore the public, and who was at the time of wiiting thé
honoured guest of one of the most deeply respected ladies
of title then in London. coe e

And what of this strange girl? Did- her- stocess- spoil
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her? Was she too proud to follow her accustomed avo-
cations? No; that very evening at Benediction, simply
attired as when she was quite unknown, she was in her place
leading the choir at the church of the Sacred Heart. Per-
haps she rather wondered why so many carriages were at its
doors that night ; perhaps she marvelled why the aisles were
blocked, and why so many seats were two shillings-and-six-
pence each, when they usually were free at Benediction.
But Father Donnelly, 8.J., was to preach upon the Assump-
tion, on behalf of the schools, that evening, and this was the
concluding service in the month of Mary.

If her voice had sounded marvellously in the church at
Knaresbrook, here at the Sacred Heart it was, if Poseible,
more glorious still. By this time the power that inspired
her had gained a full control, and when on this eventful
evening the charming notes arose in oné of the most beautiful
but lengthy and intricate compositions to which the noted
hymn, “ O Salutaris hostia,” has ever been set, the effect
upon the congregation, the choir, the priests, and acoyltes
alike, was simply indescribable. .

Sister Magdalen played the overture for the litsny, and
then arosé those pleading notes again—“ Kyrie Eleison
Christe Eleison "—as though an angel were calling upon God
to have mercy upon his einful children here below. No
answering choir swelled out the alternate stangas; it would
have been sacrilege to have joined their voices with. har-
monies 8o divine; but here, as at Knaresbrook, the full, rich
notes of the mysterious tenor joined with the soprano. To-
gether they sang Rossi’s far-famed “ T'antum ergo,” and at
last, in Laudate Dominum, they filled the charch with such
a burst of heavenly song that gained for the beautiful temple
a reputation for its music it has sustained until this very day.

Lady Armadale, perhaps, and a few others understood
more about the tenor than they felt it discreet to reveal.
Sister Magdalen supposed the wonderful singer from the
Grand Alberta Hall had been captivated with the beautifal
young lady, and had followed her to the church, and when
ghe kissed the fresh young cheeks, and told her how besute-
ously she had sung that night, she begged her, with tears in
her eyes, to be careful of the men, who would seek to seduce
her through their flattery and boasted love.

Sister Magdalen was a good woman, rather stern, perhaps,

G
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but kindly at the core. Very just, and very jealous was she
of the purity of the young and innocept, and very unsparing
of their seducers. Bertha's bewilderment surprised her.
Could that young girl be so deeply dyed in worldly intrigue
that she ecould look so astonished when questioned about the
gentleman who sang with- her?  But the'gaod sister was
neither censorious nor uncharitable, and so she believed that
some young man, an Italian of rare attainments possibly, had
followed her to the church vaknown to her.

The colleetion for the sehools had amounted to near £300,
and Bertha was in good hands when chapetoned hy Lady.
Armadale. So the good woman was comforted, and haped
and prayed for Bertha's safoty ; and as she watched her Bun-
day after Bunday, Thursday after Thureday, featival after
festival, and detected no chabge in the besutiful young face,
éxoept, as months rolled by, a pleading sadness, and at length
4 faltering in the firm young steps, and an added devotion in
the manner of thé young giil in eburch, she grew satisfied
that she was far removed from the perils which beset the
worldly and the vain.

The London season passed, Bertha's trmmpha inarensed
rather then diminished. She sang “ Lucia” in (ovent
Garden to the fullest house that seasen, which was an uns
uwsually brilllant one. But just as the season closed she
caught & serious cold; which brought dh hemorrhage of the
lungs, and Londen grew empsy, and the dector said she mnst
nmot go with Lady Arwmadale to the Orkneys, becausé the
climate was too cold. ]

People went out of town, and forgot the singer wheo had
80 entranced them. She had lost her voite, add something
of her besuty. Mrs. Bweetgeese had refurnished 14, Silvern
‘Terrace throughout, and replenished both her wardrobe and
her wine cellar out of Bertha's earnings. Mrs. and the
Misses Maltravers Only had got néw drawing-room earpets
and sealskin jackets, and marvellous epstumes from Woarih,
and bonnets from Macmillap, and so the world had féted the
Jittle singer, and fed the lark with gilded seed ; but the rats
até the seed, and the bird went bhungty, and again im-
prisoned in the dreary cage, with no compamions but Mrs,
Sweetgeese and her crew !—Is it to be marvelled at that
Bertha's beauty faded, and her chest gréw weak, and her
face betokened the sadness of her wounded spirit ?



(48 )

CHAPTER VI.
Tae Loxa-Lost BroTHER.

Nixe monthe have passed gince the incidents related in
the preceding chapter. Bertha has spent the closing months
of summer, the autymn, and the winter in drudgery at Sil-
vern Terrace. Lady Armadale has been in Paris, and would
gladly have taken Berths with her, but Mrs. Sweetgeese
threatened to reveal some secret prejudicial to her doctor's
reputation, unless he called upon her ladyship and assured
her that Berthe's health wonld be permanently injured unleas
she remsined amohg the fogs of London, ss same peculiar
properties contgined in London fog were ngcegsary to
Bertha’s recovery. o Lady Armadale, only half believing
him, but with no desire to take an invalid to Paris with her,
eslled at Silvem Terrnop ladep with gifts. Bnt Berths she
could not gee alone, even for & minute; gither Mrs. Sweet-
geese or onme of the five Tavernsbys, or that atrocious
churchwarden of 8. Oyprian’s, Mr. Catsgyes, was pure to be
present, and Lidy Armadale was obliged to eontent herself
with giving Berths £100, and lots of bonbons, pnd some
preéty trinkets. Telling her to he sare and correspond with
her ve y, she togk an affectionate adieu. :

- No wondar Bertha's eyes filled with tears a8 she kissed the
kind, matronly lady -hye, Lady Armadale was so
sazich concermed about leaving Bertha in such a house ag.her
sunt’s, that her caachman had to address her seven times
before he epuld obtsin any directions from her ladyship as to
Wwhether she desired yet further to pursue her way; and
Afmadale, with unusual curtness, at length eai
“home,” the man could not hut perceive that something h
ruffled her ladyship's ususl suave serenity. Impulsive an
angry he had se¢n her before, but to-day she was positively
surly, and besides, evidently distresged. .

Returning home to dress and dine, she geemed impervious

to all efforts on the part of her guests to draw her into con-
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versation. And what was her powdered coachman's surprise
when, instead of going to her favourite cousin’s soirée on this
the last of her evenings in town, she ordered the carriage to
put her down at the Institute of Psychology, in Red Lion
Square, where Miss Lotela Flowers, from America, was
giving a series of weekly séances for the benefit of a sister
medium, who was left a widow in deep distress.

Entering the room in which the séance was to be held,
she was much struck with the neat, orderly appearance of
everything around her. The window curtains were of
snowy whiteness, the ceilings, the paper on the walls, the
upholstered furniture, all were clean and neat; and the
president of the Institute, Mr. Ayrton Thistle, completely
charmed her with his frank, open countenance, and his evi-
dent resolve to see all things conducted fairly and honestly.
Some people disliked the honest Scotchman; he knew tao
much about their peccadilloes, and when he was aroused he
could make mention of them in the Two-edged Pruning-
knife, a weekly newspaper which was published at the
Institute, and had a circulation . of many thousand copies
weekly.

Miss Lotela Flowers was a petite lady, very graceful, very
agile, faultlessly attired; she was, in short, one of those
pretty, little, refined, American ladies of whom many
spiritual mediums are exceedingly good representatives.

After some very good music on an excellent piano, and
some nice singing by the Misses Carolton, Miss Flowers,
clagping her small, white hands together, offered a touching
prayer, 8o short, so beautiful, so utterly to the point was it
thronghout, that not one who heard it could have failed to
‘receive a blessing. Its beautiful words were these :—

¢ Our Father and our Mother, who art in heaven! Let
these dear ones of earth, who come to Thee to ask that they
may receive some tokens of immortal life, receive through
this instrument on this occasion whatsoever is most befitted
to their needs. If any are sad and heavy-hearted because
their dear ones have departed, oh! grant their loved ones,
who are now in spirit, the power to manifest to them to-
night. If any are perplexed, and wander on in darkness fearful
of death, because they know not of the beauteous worlds
which lie beyond the silent River, let them receive a ray of
light from yonder heavens, to put to flight their darkness and



THE LONG-LOST BROTHER. 45

their dread. O, Heavenly Parent! bless us all ; make us
love the truth, and tell it; make us true to all that, con-
science dictates, and as we . live above anxiety for man’s
applause, and dread of man’s displeasure, may we feel Thee
smiling in heavenly sunshine on our hearts; teaching us in
joy and sorrow, in grief and pain, in life and death, to say
with heart as well as lip: ‘O God: Thy will be done.'—
Amen.” . .

The circle was formed of fifteen sitters. Lady Armadale
-was allowed to sit next the medium, who at once began
-addressing her :—

“You've got a lovely squaw with you.  Used to be a
singing squaw before she went to happy hunting grounds up
above. She says she’s got a papoose down here, that she’s
often sung through ; but her papoose isn’t strong now, and
she’s not happy, and this mammy squaw wants you not to
let the beershop people and the cacklers keep hold of her,
‘cause we've got a lot o' work to do through her yet, and
she’s already one of the best mediums the spirits have ever
developed, though she don’t know it. And, oh, my! isn't
her hair lovely ? and hasn't she got pretty eyes, and such a
lovely skin ? ~ She looks almost like an angel.”

The voice ceasing here, and Lady Armadale feeling sure
the communication referred to Bertha and her spirit mother,
said :— .

“ Now, my dear little squaw, can’t you tell me if I can do
anything to help this young lady, whose mother seems so
anxious to protect her ?”

% Qh, yes ' you can do lots, but not this winter. In the
spring- time she’'s going to have a .great surprise. Her
bubber is coming from over the water. He was quite .a
little papoose when he was lost ; and his sister, she only just
remembers him. You mark my words if ‘Sunbird’
don’t tell the truth. Can't tell any more now, so good
evening.” !

‘As there were many other persons in the room, some of
whom had come long distances to receive messages through
this far-famed medinm from their spirit friends, Lady Arma-
dale was far too. much the lady to preas her own queries to
the exclusion of those of others; so she sat patiently till
all the others had received messages, many of which were
very satisfactory ; and when the meeting broke up, she asked
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permission to sit alone’ with Miss Flowers for a few minutes,
at the same time apologizing for keeping her any longer in
the close room, after she had sat for two full hours, talking
almost incessantly, first to one and then to another of the
company. :

Miss Flowers readily acceded to her request, and they sat
for more than an hour, talking with the invisibles about
Bertha and her wondrous future. Senora Lagrymas controlled
Miss Flowers directly, and spoke in earnest tones to Lady
Armadale, telling her that her darling .girl must undergo
much trial before she was fully prepared for the glorious
career of usefulness which was so soon to open up before her,
not only as a singer, but as an inspired teacher of great spiri-
tual truthe.

The interview ended, Lady Armadale handed Miss
Flowers a £5 note, and when that lady said she could not
think of aceepting so large a sum, her ladyship said :—

¢ Use the balance of what I owe you, then, in giving mes-
sages to the poor, whom you could not freely serve unless
the wealthier paid you fairly for the expenditure of you
precious time and strength.” . .

Lady Armadale also saw fit to show her appreciation of
the Institute, by buying a few good books in the book atore
below. She then drove back to Grosvenor SBquare, and was
off to Paris early next morning. .

She had written many times to Bertha sinee that memor-
able evening, but the spiri¢t had told her the time had not yet
come to make known to Bertha the secret of that wendrous
powet she only temporarily had lost.

Berth's vpice, however, had not really geme, it had only .

lost much of ite power and compaes. Bhe still sang at the
Bacred Heart, and occasionally bursts of melody would riseé
and swell and enchant the listeners, but the marvel of the
London season had faded into obeeurity, and probably very
few who heard the girl's sweet and now often rathér weak
and trembling voice in church, had the faintest idea that the
girl who still went regularly to church in all weathers, was
the marvel of the previous May. On Christmas Day, indeed,
she had sung the Adeste Fidleles inimitably, and was much
prized as a valuable addition to the voluntary ehoir, but she
was growing 80 much weaker now, that the priest kindly
advised her not to overtax her voice, by attempting to sing
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through all the alaborate offices of Holy Week; hoping that
if she rested herself meanwhile, she might be strong enough
to give them a genuine treat on Easter Sunday.

And Easter Sunday had almost come. Itwas Easter Eve,
this year towards the middle of ApriL Bertha was tired
almost to death. Bhe had been up since 4,30 that morning,
working like a slave, as the house was to be very full over
Easter, and the household cares were unusually numerous.
Mrs. Sweetgeese had had an attack of bronchitis, and was
very irritable, and needed incessant waiting upon. Knowing
Bertha could serve her as no one else could, she kept the girl
constantly beside her.

It was about 3.30 p.m. when Bertha was aroused, by a
loud double knock at the front door, from a fit of sleepiness
which had quite overtaken her in the kitchen after arranging
the contents of the larder, and had compelled her to lie down
upon the sofa in the basement sitting-room. There was still
one room vacant in the house, and Bértha, sgainat Mra. Sweet-
geese's wishes, had put a paper up in the window—* Apart-
ments Furnished,” Something hed forced her to put up that
paper. Again and again had her aunt ordered her to yemove
it, but an irrvesistible ‘power she could not turn aside had
foreed her to show unusual obstinacy, énd there the offending
cord remained tmtil it caught the eye of a very handsome
and nonchalant yonng gentleman, who was thinking of chang-
ing hia reaidence, and was rather struck with the appearance
of 14, Bilvern Terrace. So, as he strolled past the door, he
made up his mind to inspect the apartments which were
tg let, fecling somehow impressed that he would like
them.

Bertha -hurriedly tidied herself sufficiently to answer the
door, though feeling her heart pump unacoountably ss she
mounted the stairs, little antieipating the great and beautiful
surprise in store for her, as she epened the door and listened
10 a yonhg man’'s wmwusical but haughty voice, asking her
what rooma she had to let. She was only conscious that
samewhete in her dreams, perhaps, she had seen that face,
and heard that voice befove. Quiek as lightning, visions of
past days arose in her mind.  She had had a little brother,
8ot guitle two years her senior; she had played with hjm in
the dear old times. He had fair, blue eyes and golden locks,
and was withal, even in his infancy, both handsome and im-
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perious ; and in his childish accents she had heard that
never-to-be-forgotten ring, which sounded now in the voice
of the stranger at the door. :

This gentleman looked twenty-one, certainly; but her
brother could be only nineteen. Could this be he ?

80 paralysed with strong emotion was she, that for
fully a minute she kept him waiting for her reply, and
when at length she found her tongue, he laughed heartily at
her embarrassment, and attributed her bewildered conduct
to his own attractions, of which he was fally conscious.

‘While she was showing him the vacant room on the first
floor, and making him acquainted with the rules of the
houge, he had dropped a card from his pocket—a stylish
little, gilt-edged affair, with this inscription : “ Signor Vietor
Vulpi, Tenor.” Victor was her brother'sname; Vulpi, an old
family name on her mother’s side.

“Is that your name, sir?" said Bertha, picking up the
card and handing it to him. '

“Yes, it is. Does it please you?”

Though usually reticent with strangers, something impelled
her to reply :—

¢ Tt reminds me of a dear, little brother I lost when I was
quite a child, and you reminded me of him in some mys-
terious manner when you stood before me in the doorway,
and that is why I could not anewer you at first. I loved
him dearly in the bygone days, before my mother died and
left me; and I'm not happy here. My aunt is not kind to
me, and I have too much to do. My health is breaking, so
you'll forgive me for being so impolite, sir.”

The young man, smiling graciously upon her, said :—

- “Well! gerhaps I am your long-lost brother. Who
knows ? and anyway I'll see you are no more put upon by
your old dragon of an aunt. By Jove! you've got a sweet
voice. I shouldn't wonder if you made a fortune in the
opera yet. I will exert my influence on your behalf, at any-
rate, and I stand high in my profession, I can tell you.”

« T sing in church now,” answered Bertha; “and I. have
sung oratorio, but my voice is not what it was this time last
year. I'm not so strong as I was then.”

“I'm going to sing in church to-morrow,” answered Signor
Vulpi, “at the Sacred Heart, in Bayswater; it's not far from
here. Do you know it?” '
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“ Why, that's where I sing regularly. How strange -that
you should have come here !  Did anyone recommend you ?”

“No; I saw the card, and came in as soon as yqu opened
the door for me. Well, I am glad you and I are to sing
at the same church to-morrow. Won't we have jolly outs
together. Let the aunt say what she pleases, I'll be your
friend for ever.”

Somehow Bertha seemed to have taken a new lease of
life since this. young .man, who so closely resembled her
brother, had entered the house; and what confirmed Bertha’s
first idea that it really was her brother, was the fact of
Mrs. Sweetgeese turning ashy pale when Signor Vulpi
entered the dining-room to dinner at 6 o'clock. In vain did
she protest afterwards that her head was aching, and that
she was sure the new boarder was a scamp, and Bertha had
no right to engage any lodger without consulting her,
especially a young man. The look uY‘on Mrs. Sweetgeese's
face was one of recognition; so was the answering look on
Signor Vulpi’s. On the countenance of the former the ex-
pression was one of rage, but fear withal; on the latter’s
face was a look of triumph, not unlike the expression of a
tiger who has just secured some eagerly-hunted prey. They
knew each other, and the old woman and the young man
were implacable foes ; of this, there could be nodoubt. That
Bertha's aunt was the under dog in the fight was.evident
also, for no one could have watched, even for a moment,
the expression of chagrin, fear, and, we might say, horror,
upon her countenance, without arriving at the inevitable
conclusion that there were secrets in her life of no honourable
character, with which this handsome and dauntless young
stranger was quite familiar.

In vain did Mrs. Sweetgeese complain of the draught, the
heat, her cough, and a thousand other things which had no
connection whatever with her embarrassment ; in vain did she
declare that the young man was a total stranger to her, but a
person against whom she instinctively felt there was some-
thing wrong ; but he had come, and come to stay, whoever
he might be, and whatever he might know ; and in him Mrs.
Sweetgeese found the only effectual foil to her deep-laid
schemes she bad yet encountered.

Not much sleep did the intriguing woman know that night,
and when, after she had retired to bed (she had gone early

H .
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that night, avowedly to be up in time for the very early cele-
bration at 8. Cyprian's on the morrow, but really becausé
she was alarmed lest her fears should excite comment among
her boarders), she heard Bertha's clear, sweet, ringing laugh
in the drawing-room, immediately under her room, and a
young man’s voice joining with her niece's and evidently
provoking that annoying laugh, she felt certain she was the
subject of conversation. She could bear it no longer in
silence, 80 after kneeling at the fireplace with her head in the
chimney for fully ten minutes, without being able to catch the
drift of the conversation or hear her own name mentioned
even.once, she relieved her feelings by rapping loudly on
the floor with an umbrella, to stop the noise below. The
only effect this produced was a louder tapping on the
drawing-room ceiling in answer. '

The sounds at length ceased below ; two young curates of

8. Cyprian's were heard stumbling upstairs in the dark to
‘their room on the top floor, shortly after midnight, and
then the house was silent, to remain so for the few hours
which must yet elapse before the household should be
awakened at 5 o'clock by the tolling of 8. Oyprian's
bell for the first celebration. ’ '

Bertha eould not sleep that night, but it was joy and not
fear that kept her awake. She felt as though she had taken
a new lease of life; her days of humiliation must now be
ended, her deliverer had come to rescue her from the living
“tomb in which her youth and strength were being so cruelly
wasted; and when shortly after six the chimes of 8.
Cyprian's pealed forth to summon worshippers from far and
near to assist at the early choral celebration, Bertha jumped
out of bed and ran quickly to the church, which was already
filled to overflowing.

Five hundred children were to sing Easter hymns, while
the service was proceeding at the altar.  All the sisters of
charity were there, all the girls from 8. Malachi's Refuge
for the Penitent, and a large number of strangers who had
come to hear the music, as well as a good percentage of the
adnlt congregation of the church. The decorations were v
handsome, and the service was very hearty. The children
sang jubilantly, the banners waved triumphantly, as the long
procession filed round the church, filling the fine old building
with the smoke of incense.’ c
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Miss Amelia Tavernsby was nearly done for.. She never
forgot to be thankful she had worn her old bonnet, for as she
lay prostrate on the floor, as the cross-bearer led the pro-
cession from the sacristy entrance down the north aisle, his
iron-heeled boot gave her such a whack in the face, though
quite accidentally, that she could not help shrieking
“ OQh-h-h'"” instead of * Alleluia!” _

Bertha was standing in the vestibule among a crowd of
lookers-on, gazing up the nave at the brilliantly-lighted
chancel. The or¥anist essayed the well-known hymn she had
sung so gloriously at Knaresbrook a year ago, and as he
was playing the introduction she knew so well, she thonght
with sorrow upon her weakened voice, and contrasted herself
this season with last, and the comparison was hot compli-
mentary to her present condition. But when she remembered
her surprise and joy in meeting with him whom she was
certain was her long-lost brother, her voice burst forth in all
the strength and purity of old. Something seemed loosened
in her throat, and many were the faces tarned upon her in
admiration, as she sang like a fresh, glad, young lark, on this
fair Easter morning.

After a hurried breakfast, and barely time for dressing, a
carriage arrived to take her and Signor Vulpi to the Sacred
Heart, where no sooner had the priest intoned Vidi aguam’
than the voice of her companion pealed forth in precisely the
tones which had 8o mysteriously filled the church, now nearly
a year ago. Every eye was turned to the organ-gallery, to
see the new and marvellous tenor. Now surely the mystery
was solved ; this Signor Vulpi had hidden himself away last
May, and had now come forth to receive the homage of the
delighted multitude.

The Asperges ended, and the futroitsung, the organ com-
menced the opening strains of the Xyrie from Mozart's
“ Twelfth Mass.” In this, Bertha and Signor Vulpi sang
together, and their voices sounded just as did the sweet and
mystic voices of the previous year. Bertha sang quite as well
as she had ever sung. when she startled all London with her
inimitable rendering of “ Lucia” at Covent Garden. The
presence of this new tenor must have restored to her every-
thing that she had lost, and when the service ended, many
were the carriage folk, ladies and lords of high degree, who
waited at the gallery staircase just to press Bertha's hands,
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and praise God for the recovery of her almost superhuman
voice. '

Signor Viulpi viewed everybody critically, smiled, like a
gorgeous iceberg illumined with the solar rays, upon the fair
and haughty ladies who told him his singing had charmed
them so when he was an invisible a year ago. ~ He was not
astonished at their declaration, though he had never seen the
church before, for Bertha had told him all about the unseen
singer who had joined his voice with hers; and Victor Vulpi
knew something of Psychology, and was not as ignorant as
Bertha of Spirit-communion.

After dinner the brother and sister spent half-an-hour at
Benediction, when they made a thousand hearts rejoice to
hear them sing; and then strolling in the Park together,
l?izrtlli]t?,s brother related to her the mysterious story of

e




(63 )

CHAPTER YVII.
A Brraxee STtoRY.

As Bertha and Signor Vulpi were strolling leisurely along
on that Easter Sunday afternoon, talking as quickly as their
tongues could go, upon everybody and everything, Bertha
suddenly eaid to her companion :— :

“ Now Bignor, you remember your promise to me last
evening, that you would devote a leisure hour this afternoon
to telling me the story of your life. I do not wish to be
inquisitive, and if I thought you were really no relative of
mine I should not be so rude as to ask you to reveal to me
any of your affairs. But I am certain you are my brother,
and you are just as sure that I am your sister. I can read
your eyes, and the glances you threw at my aunt last night I
am not likely to forget in a hurry. And then her frightened
expression when she recognised you, told a tale far-more
eloquently than most tales are told now-a-days. I do solong
to know something of the dear little brother, who was taken
from us when I was almost too little to remember much about
him. Bat still, I remember a little golden, curly head, and
bright, blue eyes, and such a clear complexion, and such bonnie
limbs, that every one said he must be six at least, when he
was only four. And then one day we went to look for him,
and he was gone. We searched the ground for miles round,
and mother employed men to search the river, to see if he
had fallen into it and got drowned. We were all 8o fond of
him, but we never knew how much we loved him until we
lost him. And I am sure his loss made mother ill, for she
died soon after he had gone. I was only three and-a-half
when he was lost, and he was not much over five; and he
was such a strong little fellow, he couldn’t have been kid-
napped easily, and oh ! what a voice. He could scream as well
- as sing, and when he was only four he sang in an old church
. in the country where we were then living, and the choir-
master told mother he would some day, unless he lost his
voice by an accident, be one of the greatest singers the world
had ever known.
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“ Mrs. Sweetgeese used to be ‘with us a great deal at that
time. She was mother's half-sister—that was all,—and she
hated father, and said all sorts of horrid things about him,
and made mother cry. And she used to whip my little
brother, and then I used to cry, and she locked me up in a
dark cupboard, and told mother 1'd gone out to take tea at
the nurse’s mother's, where they were very fond of me and
1y brother too, and we often used to go with the old Nursey.
I have always believed, since I got old enough to have any.
ideas on the matter, that Mrs. Sweetgeese had something to
do with spiriting my brother away, as she and her sisters and
a brother of theirs used to be always plotting something
dreadful between them. And when these people come and
stay for weeks and sometimes months at Silvern Terrate, I
really can't be civil to them, though they do give me a half-
crown onee in a while.”

While Bertha was speaking, Signor Vnulpi's countenance.
shone with a gleam of trinmphant recognition. He had now
not only found his long-lost sister, over whom he had mourped
bitterly when he was stolen from home fourteen years since,.
but he had also actually got beneath the roof of the woman
who, with her accomplices, had led te his banishment from.
home and friends and kindred for all these years. Not that
Victor had had & hard time of it by any means,’ No .one
could look upon him in all the glory of his opening manhood,
a perfect Adonis in form and feature, without seeing plainly
enough that his life lines had been laid in pleasant places.
He was indeed one of the curled darlings of fortune. Em-
perors and Empresses had listened to him with delight, and.
sent him roubles and bonbons, when he was the idol of the
Neapolitans, and had sung, as though he were an .angel, many
and many a time in the grand old Oathedral at Naples: in
Rome, in Milan, in Cologne, in Paris, his voice had been heard:
a hundred times when, as 8 boy in snowy surplice, he had
reminded the crowds of worshippers and gightaeers of one of
Raphael's angels. - .

No fault had he to find to-day with the * cold, hard world.”
He had never experienced its cold or felt its hardness. Born
to rule, with an indomitable courage, and almost superhuman
strength of will, endowed with marvellous attractions of mind
and voice and body,—he had carried all before him. And
now the gay world of London, and the yet gayer world. of
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Paris, was prepared to fall and worship' at his shrine, The
diamonds and the rubies which glistened on his fingers and
shimmered at his breast would almost have purchased a king’s
ransom. Men and women and children adored him, but from
all he tumed with the frigidity of an iceberg, and the impas-
sivity of a statue. And yet he had passions, rage and
vengeance within him, which burned like the slumbering fires
within the flaming heart of Etna or Vesuvius. He was an
Ttaliax in all his feelings and habits. Had he not been reared
from childhood on the fertile plains of Southern Europe ; had
he not learned the meaning early, of the terrible and mystic
word “ vendetta,” and did he not, even though he dwelt in
peaceful Anglia, now carry a stilletto concealed in his raiment,
while it was his custom never to retire to rest without a
loaded pistol within his reach. A very terrible young man
was this Apollo, in whom Bertha recognised her long-lost
brother. She was apt at reading character. He and she had
read each other's very souls the instant their eyes had
met. But love and peace were between them, and always
would be 8o long as breath remained in both their bodies.
Unions of blood are not always, it is to be feared, heart
unions ; but between these two some subtle bond of spiritual
agreement must always have existed, and the moment their
eyes had met they knew that they were friends and kindred.
The ignorant and scoffing world may laugh as much as it
pleases at what the immortal Goethe calls “elective affinity,”
but as between material particles chemists discover what
science calls the film of attraction, the true philosopher seek-
ing a definition of that subtle and all-potent force called
sympathy, needs only to transport himself from realms of mud
to realms of mind, and there between soul and soul will he
discover that mysterious force, call it by what name we will,
which joins in indissoluble union souls, who on the earth may
or may not aforetime have met, but who know themselves to
‘be parts of the same mysterious sphere of spiritual life, in
which the embodied equally with disembodied spirits dwell.
‘Those whom this power has bound no human laws or acci-
dents can sever. They belong to each other, they understand
eachi other naturally and instinctively, and no matter how
fierce to strangers sometimes hearts thns bound may be, to each
other they are always constant, always true. I do not speak
with reference to fraternal or platonic, or conjugal love alone ;
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1 speak concerning love itself; that love which permits of
an historic Christ singling out a Jobn as a beloved disciple,
while all mankind were loved by him with an unfathomable
tenderness.  Inside the large circle of humanity, may not a
-smaller circle be discovered, and may not the members of this
inner circle be souls whom God has ordained to dwell and
work together throughout eternity, even though they may be
sundered in time, yea, perhaps, through countless cycles of
‘those periods the world calls ages.

But while we have given vent to our convictions with re-
gard to true relationship, in this digresssion, we have kept
our readers waiting with. much anxiety, o doubt, to hear
the particulars of Victor's strange and eventful life, as they
fell from his own lips in fashionable Belgravia, as he and his
newly-discovered sister were strolling together in the Park,
near the Serpentine, on that memorable afternoon. :

“ Bertha,”said Signor Vulpi, when she had finished speaking,
“your words have supplied me with every hitherto lacking
proof of my identity as your veritable long-lost brother. How
well I remember the old home in Forest Glade! How well
I remember the fair-haired little sister, who used to kiss me
80 often, and tell me she would die if I should die! She
loved me even then, so dearly, and during all the years that
-have passed by since then, I have never forgotten the little
face with the bright, blue eyes, so like my own, and yet so
tender, while mine were ever bold and daring ; and the little
prayers she used to utter at our mother's side, when she
never would say “ Amen " until she had added ; “ And Ded
bless my lcky bubber, ‘and make him grow up blg, good,
happy man.” Don't you remember your pronunciation of
‘God’ and ‘little brother, as I pronounced them? And
-y little sister's name was Bertha, and she would be a little
‘more than seventeen now. She was less than two years
Ty junior, and I was nineteen & few days ago.

“ Am I not a strapping fellow for my age? No one ‘be-
lieves I'm not of age and over. I can beat the champion
wrestlers of the day, and out-walk Percy Greengrass, who
walked one hundred miles in one hundred half hours at the
Alexandra a month ago, though I'm toq self-indulgent
to become a wrestler or a walkist; and I can earn my living
by my voice, at any rate, and I don’t need to.nse up all the
-coemeties in the kingdom when I play in “ Romeo.” I'm
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handsome enough without stage fixings, which are all right
enough for bald and toothless old sinners, like most of the
stars are now-a-days. Stars, indeed! I don’t want to spend
my time and fortune on astronomy, if stars are all made up
of goose-grease and smut, and odds and ends of hair cut off
the dead, who died of fevers in the slums; they are omly
satellites, and shine with borrowed splendour—borrowed from
the unredeemed pledge-establishments, with a little of the
hairdresser’s and the tailor’s, the milliner's and the dress-
maker's art in the case of stars of the first maguitude. But
I'm not content to be a star: I'm a sun, or I'm nothing. I
play first fiddle, or I play not at all. I am the sovereign
attraction, or I do not cross the boards. Now you, my pre
maid, and I can always shine together. Our lights will
blend and offset, but never conflict with each other. And
now you are happy with your darling ¢ bubber,” you'll
bave no more colds and hoarsenesses to keep you from the
stage ; and, mark my words, we’ll have a fine, good time of
it. Let the geese cackle all they will, we can sing louder
than they can hiss—by Jove, we can !—and will, too, and
that this very season.”

“ But, Vicky, darling, don’t you know you're keeping me
in an agony of suspense all this time, to know something of
your wonderful adventures, and it's nearly 4.30 now, and we
must be in to tea at 8§; for vespers are at 7, and we have a
long walk to church, unless your royal highness insists upon
ordering out your carriage, in the person of a four-wheeler
from the nearest cab-stand.”

“Well, Bertha, dearest—now you are so anxious to know
all about your little ‘bubber, who's now as big a felow and
as handsome as you'll meet in Rotten Row at 4 o'clock on a
fine June afternoon—I will just rake together my scattered
memories, and tell you how I fared since last you saw me;
at least, I'll tell you a bit of my life history, but should I tell
it all I'd have to talk till vespers had begun and ended on
Easter night néxt year; for I've seen the world a bit since
last we met, I can assure you.

“ Weell, of course you more than suspect that ¢ aunt’ of ours
was at the bottom of the whole affair, while those sisters, Mrs.
Mouseby and Mrs. Whitelies, aided by their brother, Dan-
house Huntheat, played an active though a secret part; you
may rest assured, in my departure. ~Well, the long and the

I
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short of it was this: I was a bandsome, precocious little boy,
with a very remarkable voice; and a gentleman who was
devoted bhoth to the Church and to the Opera took a great
fancy to me, and offered Mrs. Sweetgeese £1,000 in cash
and £100 a year as long as he lived, if she could only per-
suade our parents to let me go to Italy and live with him,
and sing in the Cathedral and study for the Opera,. You
wil] remember Signor Dominico, of whom we were so fond,
and to whom our mother was 8o much attached, that Mrs,
Whitelies thought it necessary to tell our father that they
were too much together for the safety of his homour, though
he was a married man and lived most happily with his
family. You will never know how these women plotted and
planned ta ruin our parents and eut us off without a shilling.
Mrs. Sweetgeese hasyf’t a penny to which ahe can lay a right-
ful claim; the very bread she eats ia purchased with our
father's income and our mother's dower. Of courae, neither
mother nor father would hear of our going away from home,
though they both admired Signor Dominico. vell, Mre.
Sweetgeese had got into a hard scrape. She had borrowed
money of a man who would have exposed her within a
month, if she hadn't satisfied him with £2,000 she. got from

Signor, Dominico.  Se what did she do but copy carefully’
her half-sister's handwriting—and ahe could eopy writing

wonderfully well,—and gent a note which I now have in ‘my
pocket, which you shall read. - Here is the letter which
Signor Dominico .received from that woman, with whom we
both of us are now residing. He had gone back to Italy,
and, of course, regarded it as genuine.” - .
Bertha read as follows, with burning cheeks and flaming
eyes, a8 her aunt’s guilt was thus flagrently exposed :—
“My dear. Bignor Dominico,—~W¢ are in great trouble
about money matters. - My husband’s health is poor; and I
must now implore you to take my child to live with yon and
educate. My loving sister, Mrs. Bwestgéese, tells me you
offer him a good home and the best of education. You shall
have him as soon as you see fit to send for him. I ean trust
him fully in your hands, though it breaks my heart te part
with him.—Y ours very gratefully,
: “ LorETra LacRyMAs”
“Firmly believing our mother wrote: that letter, Signor
Dominico sent his own brother and his wife, who were then
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in Liondon and about to return to Naples, to our pleasant
home in Dorsetshire, and there on that sad day when I was
carried off, your treacherous and designing aunt dressed her-
self in our mother's garments, assuming her voice and manner
in case Signor Dominico might possibly himself arrive. Hav-
ing given me some nasty stuff to drink, which put me inte
a sound sleep, from which I did not wake till several hours
efter she had imposed on these good people, who have often
told me how my mother cried when she gave me up to them,
but never till this day could I believe that mother ever gave
me up. No! neither does Bignor Dominico now, for hearing
that Senora Lagrymas was dead, and that she had died of a
broken heart, brought on by the cruelty of her half-sisters ab
much as from any other cause, he sought our father, who,
when he read the letter, denounced it as a criminal im-
posture. He as well as our mother had never for a moment
believed, said he, that apy ore in the family had the least
idea of where I was. And then he summoned Mrs. Sweet-
geese, and she and Dominico met, and our father gursed her,
80 he says, and had a lawsuit with her. But she won the
day, and swore away our mothér's faith and loveé in court,
and all for the money which, had. she acted honourably,
Dominico weuld willingly have given her.”

“But how is it that I kmew nothing: of all this ?” said
Bertha, excitedly. “ I was at home then.” )

“ No, you were not ;' and when you were summoned home
it wag to your father's.bedside. The lawsuit had gone against
him. Your aunt had sued.him and Dominico for defamation
of character. She had triumpled, and when our father died
yéu were body and soul in her clutchés. But her day of
reckoning has come now, She will sting us; she will swear
that we are no telutions; she will gather her accomplices:
about hey, and' threatsn ns with- lawsuits, and possibly with
tranbportation or impiisonment; and nothing can now be
gained. Our parents are out of this world’s strife. The
money has long age been spent, and Sighor Dominico and I
have had & fuss, and we no longer correspond. But you shall
find in me a saviour. You shall no longer suffer the penalty
due 40 her transgression. At any rate, from this hour you
are free of her, for you are mine, not hers ; and my love and
ﬁngth shall protect you as long as breath dwells in'my

v [ . )
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Poor Victor! Poor Bertha! how little could they read the
dark, mysterious future. Another trial was yet to come to
Bertha—-darker, crueller than all the sorrows of her childish
days; but not yet: for two short years at least she might
enjoy some happiness, and through it be prepared for great
and mighty efforts in the field of human p:

The brother and sister returned to the house to tea. There
sat the simpering Mrs. Sweetgeese ; opposite to her the eyni-
cal churchwarden Catseyes; the Tavernsbys were there, the
Markwicks, and the Spencers, the Skinners and the Joneses,
allin their Easter bravery, and the meal was hurried through
with, that all should be in time for evensong or vespers, as
the crush at all their churches was frightful on Easter bunday
evening.

Bertha and her brother drove together to the Sacred Hoart
Mrs. Sweetgeese and Mr. Catseyes and two of the Misses
Tavernsby went together to 8. Cyprian's. Some went to
the charch of the Holy Penitent, to see the flowers and
listen to the burning eloquence of Father Mountmoriah,
One went to the Synagogue, where the Jews were about to
.celebrate the Passover, which this year was at the same tivae
a8 the Christian Easter.

The Sacred Heart was crowded to suffocation. Bertha's
rendering of Hec Dies was so marvellous at vespers, that the
choir director insisted upon her repeating it as a substitute
for the English hymn, which was usually sung after the
sermon, while the candles were being lighted and the priests
were changing their vestments for Benediction.

Bertha and Signor Vulpi were the talk of everybody who
listened to their voices—they were so much alike. Of
course the story of their relationship was the true one, said
the good Catholics, when the tale was told to them; but
there were scandal-mongers at 8. Cyprian's, who were even
then predicting Bertha's ruin; and utterly refusing credence
to her true life story, when they heard that she had found
her long-lost brother ; not that they really believed her guilty
of falsehood or any wrong, but the Sweetgeeses and the
‘Whitelies had personal interests at stake, and the worm must
needs blast the floweret and corrupt the fruit, or, how would
it sustain its own existence.

Perhaps the world is, after all, consummately selfish rather
than vindictive, but supreme selfishness is itself assuredly so
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black a sin, that it is the fruitful parent of hosts of abomina-
tions, even blacker than itself. The corroding moth must
devour the beauteous and expensive fur, or how will it find
nests wherein to lay its eggs and rear its brood. The world,
moreover, is 80 angry at superiority to itself, so envious of
genius to which it cannot attain, that it finds no end of
eatisfaction in establishing sewing circles and Dorcas societies,
avowedly to help the poor, but really to lay flattering unction
to its own breast, as it scandalizes innocence, while it sips its
tea and thinks to atone for the sin of calumny, by holding a
bazaar and devoting the proceeds to erecting a new spire for
its cathedral.

Bertha’s talent, indeed, lifted her to an altitude, whither
the gossiping scandal-mongers could not soar.

The lark flew high in the heavens, and the cats that sought
its destruction could climb no higher than the garden fence
or into the boughs of the lowest trees; but woe to the lark,
if tired of always soaring and always singing, and hungry
with long flights, it stoops to earth, if only for a moment for
s little rest and a little food ; the cats are ever watchful—
they sleep with their eyes open, and they are always on the
alert to mercilessly rend the songster who flies within their

The lark can sing and they cannot, and perhaps
that is why the lark is 80 great a sinner in their eyes; but
the lark is safer as a lark than though she were a cat; for
the cats cannot soar, and they rend each othet, while the bird
may escape their tallons and find refuge in the upper air.
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CHAPTER VIII.
A MoperNy MIrACLE.

Frou the day that Bertha met ber brother, life was en-
tirely changed for her at Silvern Terrace. Mrs. Bweetgeese
might fret and fume as much as she pleased, the Tavernsbye
might shake their heads in holy horror, and declare that
Bertha was rushing. hendlong to destruction, but the world of
London was too mighty to be controlled by Mzs. Bweetgeeso
and her aceomplices, and while many there were in fashion-
able cireles who crowded to flatter Bertha and lay their offer.
ingse at her feet; who enjoyed the ‘scandalous rumours which
were set afloat, the young girl's voice was far too priceless a
boon, both to operatic manager and choir. director, for either
to let the preeious treasure slip through their grasp, if it could
possibly be bound to them. Signor Vulpi, a thorough men
of the world, intimately acquainted with sll the ins and outs
of theatre and concert management, was the very ane tq in-
troduce his ‘sister afresh to. ia belle monde. Everywhere
courted and edmired himself* for his most marvellous abilities;
gorgeously handsome in appearance, regal in his bearing, and
without a peer upon either the lyric or dramatic stage, he was
constantly engaged, and could readily insist on Bertha's
assuming her position as leading lady whenever he assumed
the title réle. Together they made London ring, together
they produced sensations which have never since been
equalled. :

Greutlemen of rank and fashion literally prostrated them-
selves before Bertha : she had twenty good offers of marriage
in one week ; but she seemed to care for no one but her
brother, and nothing but her art. They were inseparable ;
she and he went everywhere together. She was his guardian
angel, and he was hers; and let the tongues wag as tongues
ever will, the young girl passed unscathed through the furnace
of a glorious season of unabated and unprecedented triumphs.
And when the month of August came, and London grew
empty, and she and her brother, accompanied only by their
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favourite dog, went down to Brighton for a few weeks' rest
and recreation, a child in its mother's arme was not more free
from guilt than was the sweet, young maiden who, the very
picture of health, and always in the brightest spirits, was a8 an
angel or a sunbesm. W herever she wended her tejoicing way,
she was happy and content. She had youth, beanty, health,
fnends, talent, fame, in short, all thas her soul desired; and
in those days of haleyon gladness, she all unknowmgly was
developing strength for.hours of loneliness and pain, when
the burden of her sorrow and her deoolalnon would seem to
her too heavy to be borne.

Perhaps the discipline of trial is needed in its sharpest
forms for those who have a mighty mission to fulfil, but the
history of the planet, at least, testifies to good coming out of
evil, and to darkness yielding itself up unreservedly to light.
And so from the far-back night of prehistoric ages, when first
primeval man arranged the heathen mythos, up till this very
hour, religious faith and symbols have dramatized the history
of the soul, while they have told of earthly and solar revo.
lutions, in fantamo tales, and the’ burden of every metaphor
has been Ez tensbris lucis—out from the darkness aprmgs-
the light. .

One beautiful sainmer . evenmg, nesi' the end of. Auguat,
Bertha and Victor had been singing at & coneert in.aid
of some chdrity, benedth the vast Pavilion dome, and were
returning home to their hotel near Clifton¥ille, along the
Esplanade, when their ‘attention was called to a poor dick
lady in a bath-chair. 8he had been to the concert, Hoping
to get some relief, for she was passionately in love with-
u;'umc, ;nd her.illness had been brought on largely by distress

min

She had ndver lieen a powerful woman, and a recent heavy
loes had induced a desp and settled melancholy, and reduced
hér bodily strength to a mere shadow. 8he had been to
Cheltenham, Bath, Harrogate, Torquay, at the advice of
varipus and eminent physicians, but all to no pnrpose. Having
spent hundreds of pounds on doctors and removals, like the
poor woman in thé Gospel she grew nothing better, + but
rather the worse.

This evening, feeling ‘rather stronger, she had been taken
to the cencert. The room had been crowded, the glare of
the gas most daszling, ‘and under ordinary cireumstwnoes she
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would have had to leave before the performance was half
over; but somehow the music had so rested her, the singers
had o charmed her, that when at nearly 11 o’clock she had
reluctantly left the hall, she felt quite equal to enjoy the warm
night air, as wrapped in furs, and gazing with soulful eyes up-
on the moonlight on the waves, she seemed in some mysterious
manner to be waiting for some remarkable phenomenon.

In & moment she was on the road, bruised and terribly
shaken, for she had fallen heavily. The chair having come
into collision with some obstacle, had suddenly overturned,
depositing her faint and wounded on the curbstones. The

, having imbibed too freely in a neighbouring public
house while the lady had been at the Pavilion, was power-
less to render any help, and, indeed, his carelessness had been
the immedinte cause of the upset.

Bertha, naturally tender-hearted and impetuous, rushed
immediately to the spot, while Signor Vulpi, who was not so
enthusiastic, and never forgot his appearance or his dignity,
followed her in his usual stately walk.

“O-Victor! do help her,” hberally shrieked Berths, as she
saw how blue the poor lady’s lips had grown, and how livid
her whole countenance became.

“Why, how can I help her ? you little vixen,” answered
Vietor ; taking the poor lady in his arms and placing her on
the nearest seat, a8 gently as though she were a baby and he
were -her natural proteetor.

A veritable tiger when aroused, though this young Hercules
could be, he had the tenderness of a gentle woman when’
dealing with the wounded who looked up to him for succour,
or who lay passive at his feet in mute agony, appesling to
some strong hand to come and save them.

The chairman having by this time sufficiently recovered
from the effects of gin lnmself to be able to recommend a
similar intoxicant. to the unconscious woman, said, in his thick
and guttural tones :—

“I'll get some brandy, sir. There's a pnbhc “house Just
across the road.”

“You'll do nothing of the kind,” said Vlctor sternly and
decisively. “The brandy, or somethmg like it you've. gulped
down in quarts this evening, has placed the lady where she
is; and I'm not quite such a fool as to give her more of what "
has already g0 nearly cost her her life.”
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. “ But she’ll die, sir, if you don’t let her have some. The
world would be in its grave to-morrow if it wer'nt for sperrits,
sir.” .

“Not the ‘sperrits’ you deal with. This lady wouldn't
be insensible this minute, if it hadn’t been for your guezling ;.
and remember frem ta-night, you old reprobate, that I or
some one will watch you closely, and the next time you are
drunk you'll have to sleep on a plank at the station-house.
Mark my words if you don't; 8o be careful.”

‘While this dialogne was bemg carried on between the
speaker and .the chairman, the former had been gently-
chafing the lady’s hands between his own, and after -con-
tinuing the operation for two or. three minutes, he‘ made.
mesmeric passes down her arms ; and then placing one hand
on her forehead and the other at the nape of her ueck, he
looked her full in the face, and with ap authontauve vowe
commanded her to open her eyes and get up.

Bhe did so, nimbly as a kitten, and very faltering had beon
her steps for many months before the accident.

“Why'! where am I? Where have I been? And who
are you? How came I here? and why are you taking hold
of me? Have I been ill? I've had so sweet a dream !
And, oh! how strong and well I feel. T'venot felt like this
for more than twenty years.”

And the lady began to pour out her thanks to God, for-
having so miraculously restored her health and strength.

Little did she know the agency God had employed in
reatoting her health and vigour. She attended Octavius
Chapel, in Northwalk Terrace, where the Rev. Dr. Went-
worth thumped his pulpit and saturated his gown with per-
spiration, 8o great was his excitement, whenever he alluded
to “the blasphemous pretensions of those who dare to say,
that in these modern times we can hold communion with the
world of spirits; when the lips of Lazarus were sealed. .
after Christ had restored him to hfe, and he hdd been four
days a dweller in the world of spirits.”

Mrs. Saltburn would have shrunk in horror from & spiri¢-
mediom ; & magneti¢ healer would bave beea in her eyes an
emiesary of the Evil One. But here on the Brighton
Esplanade, within ten minutes’ easy walk of the chapel in:
which she worshipped, she bad been raised to life by spirit-
power, operating through the brain and hand of a fashionable

K
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young worldling, for whom, according to her minister,
eternal fire was most certainly in store.

Not knowing how or whence the blessed power had reached
her, she thanked the gentleman and lady for their kind
attentions, and recognising them as the singers with whom
she had been so charmed that very evening, she gave
them her card, and requested them to dine with her any
evening except Wednesday (when she always went to
chapel), at her sister’s pleasant house in Branswick Terrace.

Having accepted her invitation for the ensuing Friday, as
she was bent in their direction or they in hers, they walked
along and chatted pleasantly about the concert and the
current topics of the day. The chairman, half-intoxicated
still, had been dismissed, and Mrs. Saltburn, lightly touching
Signor Vulpi's arm, walked home between him and Bertha,
as she had not walked for many a year. Feeling that some-
thing eminently remarkable had occurred to her, she could
not forbear asking her companions if they could offer any
explanation of her sudden cure. She told them freely of her
sufferings, her doctors, and the chronic nature of her ailment.

Victor being a practical psychologist, and having studied
electrical therapeutics in Vienna, might have enlightened her
a little on the subject of her cure, had he been so disposed,
but deeming it best to say nothing, as he had no desire to
practise as a healer—he much preferred the concert-room and
stage to the physician's office—he simply dropped the
remark that a fright oftener cures than kills; and so landing
the regenerated woman at her door, and promising to keep
their word and dine with her on Friday, the brother and
sister took a stroll through Palmeira Square, as far as
Western Road, and back through Brunswick Square, reached
the Northwalk Hotel as the clock was striking midnight.

They to sleep soundly the sleep of the just, untroubled by
any thoughts of haunting spirits or devils appearing in the
form of angels of light ; while poor Mrs. Saltburn, thoroughly
imbued with Octavius Chapel theology, actually saw a spirit,
and was afraid she had been in some miraculous way
operated upon by the powers of evil.  But she was cared,
that was a fact, and when on the following Wednesday she
walked to chapel without assistance, instead of being wheeled
in a chair, she so astonished the pew-opener that she actually
profaned the holy place by screaming : —
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“ Mercy me, ma'am! Is it you or your ghost I see? "

When the good woman heard with open-mouthed wonder
the lady's narrative of how she was cured the previous
evening, like all the others whose “science” or * religion,”
whichever it may be, teaches them to ignore everything
which spiritual science and spiritual religion reveals, said :—

“ Well, ma'am, frights does do wonders, and if you don’t
have . a relapse you'll bless the day that chairman drove you
home in lignor.”

Dr. Wentworth preached that evening on “ Elijah and
the Ravens,” and in unfolding the meaning of his text, he
remarked upon God'’s care for all His people in every age,
and almost admitted the reality of modern miracles.

8o, when Friday evening came, and Signor Vulpi and
Bertha took dinner, and spent the evening with Mrs. Salt-
burn, she was full of explanations of her own mysterious and
sudden recovery.

“ But,” said she to Victor, “ 1 have heard so much about
Psychology, though I can’t believe in it, that I really should
be obliged to you to give me your experiences, if you have
had any, connected with this singular-subject. In short, sir,
pardon my impertinence, are you a Mesmerist >—for I cannot
dispossess myself of the belief that you had something to do
with my recovery, as you were holding my hands and
seemed to be rubbing my neck when I awoke from the faint;
and my special curiosity has been aroused by a statement a
lady made to me the other day, that her daughter was going
into a rapid decline, and she is as certain as she is of her own
existence, that you saved the girl's life by making magnetic

over her.” :

“ Well,” said Signor Vulpi, “I confess to having studied
Mesmerism somewhat, and I know I'm what they call a
powerful operator, as I've put many people to sleep and made
them do lots of amusing things when they couldn’t help them-
selves ; and if I have done you or the young lady you mention
any good, I'm sure I'm very happy to know it, though I have
no intention whatever of setting up as a physician, as I am
quite contented with my position as an actor and a singer.”

“Oh! Are you an actor?” said Mrs. Saltburn, looking
shocked. ‘ Dr. Wentworth says that theatres are all under the
devil's immediate patronage, and this dear young girl, your
sister, I understand, youdon't mean to tell me you let her
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go on the stage? What do her parents say toit, may I
inquire?”

“She has no parents in this life. I am her only natural
‘guardian and protector. She has lived with an aunt who has
shamefully abused her while I was abroad, until quite recently
(I haven't been six months from Italy yet); but as to the
theatrs, we entirely disagree with Dr. W entworth, " for
though there may be much evil unnecessarily mixed up "with
dramatic performances, yet plays and playhouses, in and of
themselves, are no worse than drawing-room entertainments
and private dinner parties. You can make harm of anything,
even of church-going, if you so desire, as a church porch is
sometimes a place of assignation ; but so long as my sister is
with me, she will take no harm at the theatre or anywhere
else; and should I be taken from her, I have no more fear
of her going wrong than I have of seeing black snow fall
down from the clouds.”

“ Well, I hope she will be kept in safety, but human
nature i8 very frail, and the devil is so active.”

Mrs. Saltburn had no further time to continue her warn-
ings against the life of an actress for a beautiful young woman,
for a servant knocked hastily at the door, and effecting a
hurried entrance, cried, appealing to Mrs. Saltburn :—

“Qh! do come up to the nursery at once, ma’am. Little
Charlie has’ fell into the fire and burnt himself awful. His
hands are nearly burnt off, and he won’t let me touch him.”

“Oh! Mr. Vulpi, would you mind coming up to see if you
can do anything for the poor little fellow. His Mama is out,
and I'm so helpless in case of illness.”

“(Come up, too, Bertha,” said her brother, in aninstant turning
to his sister, and knowing at once what was needed to be done.

Poor little Charlie was screaming on the hearthrug, suffer-
ing tortures. His hands were so burnt that Mrs. Saltburn
almost fainted when she saw them, and shrieked to the
servant to go for the doctor. But Victor said— .

“It's quite unne A

So taking the suffering ‘child upon hlB knee, and breathing
heavily on the wounded hands, he directed Bertha to get some
cambric. This he spat upon, and when it was sufficiently mois-
tened with water he put in his mouth and then communicated
to the fabric, he wrapped it firmly round both hands, undressed
the child himself and put him to bed, and to sleep in a giffy.
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CHAPTER IX.
“ ANASTASIS,” OR THE RESURRECTION.

Tae little boy with the burnt hands slept peacefully all
that Friday night, and woke next morning refreshed and
quite well.. Not a scar nor the slightest trace of a burn was
to be found on the little dimpled fingers, which were so sadly -
swollen and mis-shapen the night before.

Mrs. Saltburn was a woman who read her Bible. She
never got up in the morning ner went to bed at night with-
out perusing some portion of its contents, and when she read
about the miraculous cures performed by Jesus and his im-
mediate followers and successors, she often wondered why it
was that the age of miracles had passed, when the Scriptures
never predicted its passing away. She had had many
conversations with her minister on the subject, and she was
obliged to confess to herself that Dr. Wentworth gave her no
consistent light on the subject at all. Fitful gleams of
brightness she admitted he threw on the Bacred Record, but
the light of his torch was very fitful, and seemed to reveal
the contradictions and discrepancies in his theology, rather
than anything else.

For instance, he told her that the Bible was throughout
literally true, and that Jesus literally opened the eyes of the
blind, and the ears of the deaf, and the tongue of the dumb,
and made the lame to walk uprightly ; and then he told her
that we must understand that these things in our day
referred to the spirit only. Thus he preached two directly
opposing doctrines: one was that the miracles were to be
understood literally, and that Jesus literally conferred his
power upon his disciples that they might heal the sick as he
had healed them; the other, that in order to draw any
useful lessons from the Gtospels, we must apply every state-
ment to the soul, and refer it to our need of a Saviour.

The Rev. Josephus Figtree, at the Countess of Huntfox's
Chapel, was at that time delivering a course of Sunday
evening sermons on “The Miracles as evidences of Chris-
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tianity " ; and though he was very earnest and very eloquent,
he entirely failed to clear away Dr. Wentworth's inconsis-
tencies, and so Mra. Saltburn spent many uneasy hours in
endeavouring to reconcile irreconcilable discrepancies.  She
even went 8o far as to attend the Unitarian Chapel, one
Sunday evening at Bertha’s urgent request, where she heard
Dr. Frecklesby, a celebrated preacher from London, philoso-
phize upon the Gospel, and inform his hearers that if the
miraclés were once literally performed, he knew of no reason
why they might not be again, and if they were not taking
place anywhere under any circumstances to-day, we might
safely attach to them only a moral importance, and regard
them in the letter as exaggerations of a bygone age, though
they were no doubt originally intended to set forth the
marvellous moral effectiveness of the work of some great
Galilean reformer.

Now this idea seemed half sceptical and half Sweden-
borgian, and Dr. Wentworth classed Sceptics, Unitarians,
Swedenborgians, and Spiritualists all together ; for though
there was classification among the damned, all unbelievers
being tied up in the proper bundle of tares to which théy
belonged, every one who was an unbeliever, in Dr. Went-
worth’s sense of unbeliever, would assuredly be lost for ever
—nay, tormented for ever, was the correct expression.

Mrs. Saltburn was very uneasy about Bertha and her
brother ; they were so blasphemously sceptical. They lent
her Mr. Portland’s sermons; and was not Mr. Portland the Lon-
don heresiarch, who had been ignominiously cast out of the
Established Church, for denying the Trinity and many other
orthodox dogmas. Signor Vulpi's religious ideas were not
religious at all, in Mrs. Saltburn’s ears; they were sceptical,
mystical, philosophic, but though Theistic, certainly they
could not be called distinctively Christian; and Bertha
shared these views—they were natural to her—and though
she sang in a Catholic church, and enjoyed the music, the
flowers, the vestments, the incense, the pictures, the statuary,
the processions, &, &c., she was a thorough little heretic—
absolutely a rationalistic Freethinker, quite of the German
type; but, like her brother, with all an Italian’s passionate
love of art, music, poetry, and, in a word, beauty, in whatever
form it might appear to her.

She enjoyed listening to the burning eloquence of Father
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Benedict, who sometimes preached in the great Music Hall in
East Street, but while his monkish dress and glowing imagery
fagcinated her, she picked his sermons to pieces and dissected
his theology piecemeal, until the dogmatic part of it lay in
ruine at her feet. She could enjoy the ritualistic performances
at S. Athanasius’s, where services were performed four times
daily, and sometimes eight times on festivals, but to her
mind there was a something lacking in it all, as people went
to the Eucharist at 8 o'clock and returned home at 9, to
swear at their servants because an egg was not cooked
sufficiently, or a piece of toast was burned, or a sausage
cooked rather more than it ought to have been. She was,
therefore, quite prepared for the new light which was so soon
to break in npon her.

Bertha was one day summoned back to London very sud-
denly. She received a telegram announcing the dangerous
illness of her aunt, who was compelled to take to her bed.
She must therefore return home instantly to superintend the
house. Her brother was obliged to go over to France for a
few weeks, to fulfil an engagement he was under to sing at
the opening of the Autumn season in Paris. He very re-
luctantly consented to let Bertha go back to London, but as
she desired to return, and said she enjoyed being mistress of
the house when her aunt was ill or away, he went up to town
with her, and having engaged two excellent servants to divide
the work between them, he started for the French metropolis
after seeing Bertha comfortably ensconsed as mistress (no
longer drudge) at 14, Silvern Terrace.

The day after her brother's departure, she was walking in
the neighbourhood of Covent Garden, when she was struck
by some very large and conspicuous placards, announcing
that Mrs. Lavinia Coral, from America, a “ trance medium,”
would lecture under influence of her spirit-gunides in the Royal
Atheneum, High Holborn, the following Sunday evening
at 7 o'clock, when her subject would be, “ The Advantages of
Spiritualism to the present and future Life.” It was also
stated that she would deliver an original poem upon a subject
to be chosen by the audience. This announcement was
something so entirely new to Bertha, that she at once re-
solved to go next Sunday evening, and to ge alone, as she saw
she could get a good reserved seat for one shilling, by purchas-
ing a ticket beforehand at a bookseller's, whose address was on
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the placards. She went right off to the bookseller, and found
him a polite and affable man, who kept a good-sized stationery
shop in a main thoroughfare. So on the following Sunday
evening, she asked the young lady who had supplied her
place at the Sacred Heart during her stay in Brighton, to
officiate that evening, as she had a very pressing engagement
elsewhere. .

It was a lovely evening in early autumn, end- as she rode
down Oxford Street in an open fly, she ruminated vpon -the
possibilities of spirit-communion, and prayed earnestly that
if it were possible for spirits to communicate with earth, that
she might have an evidence of their power that very evening.
And there in that London cab she solemnly vowed to conse-
crate her life, her talents, everything she was and had, to
enlightening the world on the subject of immortality, if she
received any evidence of spirit-power that evening. -

The cab deposited her at the main entrance to the Athen-
sum, fully twenty minutes before the services commenced,
20 she had ample time to look about her, and take notes of
the place and the people. In the stalls, immediately in front
of her, sat her old friend Lady Armadale, accompanied this
time by her husband, two nieces and a.nephew. There, at a
little distance from her ladyship, sat an intimate friend of
geveral members of the Royal Family ; men of science, doe-
tors of medicine and divinity, barristers, solicitors, journalists ;
eminent representatives of all professions and trades were
there in the reserved seats, while the remainder of the hall
was crammed with a very respectable. delegation from tke
middle and lower classes. . ' '

The organ commenced reverberating grandly through the
hall, and leaning on the arm of Mr. Ayrton Thistle, of the
Psychological Institute, in Red Lion Bquare, graeefully
walked the feir speaker, whom two thousand people had
gathered from all parts of London to hear.

Mrs. Lavinia Coral was at that time quite a young and
very beautiful woman. Her golden ringlets hung in graceful
clusters round her head, and fell charmingly on her perfectly
symmetrical shoulders. Her face wore a rapt expression, as
though she saw what others could not see. Her dress was of
the richest black velvet, relieved by choicest, real Valeneiennes
lace. At her breast and in her hair she wore fresh white
camelias : these were her only ornaments.
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This beautiful woman was a widow. She had-loved her
husband dearly, and had had one dear, little curly-headed
boy, who was now in spirit life, and whom she could see in
spirit in her husband’s arms, as she looked out into the space
before her. No one looking at her could believe that she was
other than pure and holy, as she was, though a newspaper
wag, a scurrilous penny-a-liner, had endeavoured to sell the
Billingsgate Dust-pan, by attributing to her a few of the vices
of the women with whom he associated, and by whom he
Jjudged the rest of womankind.

A hymn was given out, and sung heartily by the assembly,
Bertha singing as lustily as though she were in her usual
singing-pew in church, and delighting all around her, who
wondered who the young lady might be who was alone, un
attended at a large gathering. :

The hymn ended, Mr. Thistle read from Ezekiel, the much- -
controverted chapter which gives us an account of dry bones
rising up at the command of-the spirits, and becoming a
great multitude of living men and women. The organ played
a selection from the “ Stabat Mater,” and then Mrs. Coral
arose, and clasping her hands before her, with upturned eyes,
pronounced a heart-touching invocation. .

How poor and mean in Bertha's ears sounded the liturgies
and litanies droned out by curates, after this fresh, beautiful
effusion, which seemed in itself so perfect an aspiration and
inspiration.

. A second bymn was sung, and then the address, or, as it
was correctly styled, oration, commenced. Such a flood of
eloquence Bertha had never heard in all her life. "Words
flowed in rivers from the lips of this remarkable woman.
They assumed a thousand charming shapes, as they vied with
each other as to which should bear the palm, as they threw
themselves into the most graphic forms, delineating the sub-
lime realities of the immortal world. Not one was out of
place, not one was an interpolation, not one could have been
omitted without marring the beauty of the whole effect.

. An hour glided by, during which Bertha was rapt as in a
trance of ecstacy. The sweet, melodious accents died away ;
the lovely speaker resumed her seat amid thunderous applause,
which, however, was instantly checked, as the lady’'s guides
objected to such noisy demonstrations at a spiritual gathering.
Another hymn was sung, and then the president requested

L
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some members of the audience to send up subjects to be voted
upon by all present ; stating that the one receiving a ma-
jority of votes by show of hands, would be taken by the
speaker as the theme upon which the poem should be impro-
vised.

The choice fell on “ Anastasis, or the Resurrection.”

Instantly the lady rose, and from her lips a poem fell, which
might have been the despair of Milton, Byron, Shelley, Burns,
or any of the men whose poems live as their everlasting me-
morial. Some people who understood nothing of the art of-
versification, and many who ‘were frightfully angry because
Mrs. Coral as far excelled them every way as a star excels a
tallow candle, pronounced their criticisms on Mrs. Coral's
efforts, said she learnt them, and that parties in her audience
were in collusion with her. Others compared her to the
tmprovisatort of Italy, and marvelled at her gift, but could
not trace it to any spiritual source. While the envious, and
the jealous, and the spiteful—who are always ready to pooh-
pooh what is so far above their level, that they can no more
appreciate it than blind people appreciate colour, or than deaf
people distinguish sounds—in their superior wisdom called
the poems “ bosh " and “doggrell thyme.” But what wouldn't
they have given could they only have written such “bosh,” or
composed such “ doggrell ?”

Bertha being a sensitive, intelligent, mediumistic girl,
ready and anxious to receive the light from whatever quarter
it might come, had no theories or hypotheses to interpose
between her spirit and the sunshine. She therefore went out
of the hall “ tilled with the spirit,” eagerly waiting for some
sign or token which might convince her that the spirits had
chosen her as one of those favoured instruments, who, like
Mrs. Coral, might travel all over the civilized lands of earth,
and lead the starving multitudes of famishing souls, who were
nibbling away at the husks which had covered the wheat of
the spirit in bygone centuries, to exchange this dry and un-
nutritious fare for the living bread which, like heavenly manna,
fell daily from the spirit spheres, and only wanted picking u
and eating, that the hunger of the spirit might be appeas
and the inner man made strong to fulfil the tasks of life, in
view of a glorious, useful, and progressive career hereafter.
Mrs. Coral’s words had met every need of Bertha’s nature,
They had burned like fire, not only into her brain, but even
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into her heart. They had enlisted her affections and con-
vinced her intellect, and from that moment she knew where
to seek for that reconciliation between the reason and the
emotions, which popular theology so utterly failed to supply.

Arriving home just as the boarders were all at supper,
shortly after 9 o’clock, she told them about the beautiful wo-
man she had heard lecture, and repeated sentence after sen-
tence of the magnificent oration to which she had listened
with such intense profit and delight, when 8 sudden burst of
inepiration came upon her, and she poured out streams of
poetry and prose, with all the grace and fire of some great
Athenian orator of old. And then this untatored girl sat
down and ate her supper, rubbing her eyes, and wondering
what she had been saying or doing. '

She had been in a spiritual trance; she had electrified her
audience, many of whom knew positively that such elo-
quence, such improvisation, was uttesly beyond her reach in
her oidinary state. They were amazed, and great fear fell
u%on some of them. They dreaded this mysterious power,
while yet they were captivated and fascinated by it; and
until long after midnight did this suddenly-developed modern
Pythoness speak both prose and poetry, which, when compared
with the best standard works extant, gained much and lost
nothing by the contrast.

From that hour Bertha was an inspired teacher. She still
sang, and sang divinely. She comprehended now the mystery
attached to her song. Her mother spoke through her, and
told how she had mmade her daughter sing at Knaresbrook,
in church, and at the oratorio. She declared also that the
mysterious tenor had been on earth her brother, and that he
was constantly assisting Signor Vulpi, and that in this way
might they account for the wondrous similarity between the
voice of Victor and the unseen. She predicted for Bertha a
marvellous: career.  She sketched in outline the chequered
future which lay before her beloved and only daughter, but
wisely and mercifully withheld the story of the bitter trials
and grievous loss, which must form part of her daughter’s
preparation for a high and holy mission.

From this day forward, Bertha was even more a wonder
than before. Every drawing-room opened to her; her
lectures, her poems, her singing were the delight of all who
heard her.
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Her brother, on his return from Paris, gladly espoused the
Spiritual Cause. He sympathized most heartily with his
sister's gift, and every night,” from 11.80 till 12.30, the

brother and sister held & séance alone by themselves in an °

upper chamber. They were so much in harmony, that they
formed a perfect circle without the introduction of any
foreign element. What séances those were! What wonder-
ful revelations of things past, present, and to come were
given to these two, who held intercourse with the invisibles
so regularly in the night watches.

Victor’s gift of healing became 8o wonderfully developed,
that ladies of rank and fashion would come to him and kneel
at his feet, and offer him the most fabulous remuneration if
he would go to their houses and heal their sick. And he did
80, growing stronger and handsomer himself all the while.
Perhaps he himself was somewhat pfoud and selfish ; pet-
haps he cared for grandeur and display more than for aught
besides; but be this as it may, he was a very angel of
healing in the households into which he entered ; and if he
did receive material compensation, showered upon him with
princely munificence by those whom he had rescued from
the grave, the spiritual power which operated throngh him
was g0 mighty and benign in its effects, that a princely ran-
som would have been but meagre offering for deliverance, not
only from the jaws of death, which are not so dreadful to
those who know that they will reach a happier state beyond
death, but from the terrible burden of a life of constant, un-
alleviated pain. ‘

One poor woman had a cancer in her breast. She had had
three surgical operations performed by the best London
physicians.  Her strength was failing daily, her sufferings
were constant and terrific, and she grew rapidly worse under
the best medical and surgical treatment her friends could
possibly obtain for her. She was a widow, with an only
child dependent on her for everything. Hearing of Signor
Vulpi, she went to him as the Syro-Pheenecian woman of old
went to Jesus, believing that he alone could cure her. He
and Bertha at that time had taken an elegant suite of a
ments in the Hotel de Ville, in the Haymarket. The lady
climbed the few stairs to the office, with faltering steps, and
asked for suite seven on the grand floor. Arriving there, she
was told that the Signor was to sing in “Semiramide” at
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Covent Garden that evening, and that he would see and con-
verse with no one, no matter how urgent their business,
during the afternoons preceding his heaviest performances.

He was really in his bath at the time, and was, of course,
quite invisible. Bertha was lying down also, as she had to
sing that evening with her brother in “ Semiramide.” The
little Italian boy, however, coaxed with half-a-crown, ran
upstairs and told his master that a lady who was dying
wanted him to cure her, and that she was in the drawing-
room, and wouldn’t go away. So ordering the boy to fetch
him a thin merino undershirt, he put it on, and kept it on
him for five minutes, and then breathed heavily upon it, and
wrapped it in a piece of paper which he held between his
hands, to convey into it his magnetism; giving the boy
directions to tell the lady, immediately she went home, to
throw away all the doctor's medicine, to take a warm bath,
and put on this undershirt, and call at the hotel without
having removed it, at 2.30 the following afternoon.  The
lady went away astonished, and somewhat piqued and disap-
pointed at not being able to have an interview with the
mysterious-healer.

Next day at 2.30 she expected surely to see the singular
young man, if only to express. her gratitude and wonder at
the help she had received already ; for from the very moment
the shirt had touched her skin, her pains began to subside.
She had slept soundly all night, without one of those
debilitating sleeping draughts she had been obliged to have
regular recourse to for many months past. But the Signor
was again invisible, and this time she was waited upon by a
female servant, who conducted her to a dressing-room in
which a large bath-tub stood, and where there was also a
blazing fire.

# Rignor Vulpi requests you to get into this bath, when
you have undressed, and orders you to burn the shirt he gave
you yesterday. Whilst you are taking your bath, he will
prepare another for you to wear till to-morrow.”

The lady obeyed, though she felt annoyed at Victor's
repeated refusals to see her.

Ten consecutive days she came, and took the bath and
burnt the shirt and put on the fresh one, till her insatiable
curiosity to see her benefactor could no ldnger be repressed.
So asking the attendant where Signor Vulpi sang, she sold
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her a half-guinea ticket for the Opera, “ Faust,” in which
Signor Vulpi was to take the part of Mephistophiles, on the
following evening. She had so much improved in bealth
and strength during the past ten days, that she felt quite
equal to an evening'’s dissipation. But what was her surprise
when she saw her benefactor in the rdle of Satan?  Of
course, he was so completely transformed, that she went away
without the remotest idea of what he was really like.  Cer-
tainly his voice was wonderful ; that he was tall and strong
and beautifully formed she could see at a glance ; but it did
seem rather awful to go to the theatre, and see her invisible
physician playing the part of the great enemy of souls.

%ertha, in Marguerita, entranced her. She longed to
embrace the fairy creature, and, if she was motherless, give
her a home with her; but from this satanic brother she felt
rather a shrinking away in fear, and was positively afraid to
put on the shirt he gave her when she called at the hotel
next morning. But she was improving and gaining strength
so rapidly, that she dared not risk the consequences of dis-
obedience to his satanic majesty's commands. -

Three weeks elapsed, and then she saw her physician. It
was at a grand evening, operatic concert, among the leading
artistes of the day. He was to sing Cujus Animam, an
aria from “ Faust,” and, his greatest gem of all, Incar-
natus, from Mozart’s “ Twelfth Mass.”

Several of the artistes had appeared and left the stage, and
then the celebrated tenor made his deb#t, a handsomer youn
man the Greeks never imagined, when they gave Adonis an
Apollos to the world of art. Mrs. Foghorn was captivated,
entranced. This gorgeous swell, gleaming with diamonds
worth at least several thousands of pounds, was, then, the
mysterious, unseen being to whom she owed her rapid and
now almost perfect recovery ; and asshe listened to his voice,
and gazed upon the many lights and flowers which illumined
and decked the ample stage, it really seemed to her as
though the angels came to earth as truly as when they spake
with the patriarchs of old, or showed themselves to faithful,
weeping women on the morning of the resurrection.

And who, that has read the Bible, has failed to remark
that the angels in olden time appeared frequently as young
men? The illusion was perfect. Mra. Foghorn now began
to understand the secret of her cure. She little guessed that
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while the young man in question was only an ordinary
human being, so far as virtues went, that he was to a large
extent, unknown to himself, the agent of powers invisible,
who operated through his powerful will and magnificent
physique, upon the debilitated frames of many suffering
creatures, who flew for relief where they heard that others
had obtained it, too weak and ill to question anything so long
as they received benefit.

Mrs. Foghorn went again and again to the hotel, but never
saw the Signor until the day wben she announced her com-
plete recovery. Not a vestige of the disease remained upon
her skin or in her system. Her flesh had become whole and
white again, as the flesh of a little child.

This modern miracle was but one out of hundreds per-
formed by Signor Vulpi, under spiritual influence. =~ When-
ever his patients were afflicted with disagreeable or infectious
disorders, he never set his eyes upon them until they were
completely cured.  He, therefore, avoided all that painful
contact with disease, which is not only so distressing to a
sensitive person, but which often vitiates the healer, and
causes a repugnance to the work of healing to arise in the
minds of many. : '

Perhaps those who go among the sick and mingle closely
with them, may be often the more sympathetic and humane,
Signor Vulpi was no piece of moral perfection, no saint, no
hermit, only a very strong, handsome, magunetic young man,
possessed of mesmeric and mediumistic powers, equalled by
very few, and surpassed by no one, whom we have ever met
or of whom we have heard.

Let no reader of this narrative scoff at the ides of healing
by a magnetized shirt, and then profess faith in the Christian
New Testament, where we are told that handkerchiefs and
aprons, from the bodies of apostles, were laid upon the sick,
and they recovered. The science of spiritual and magnetic
healing was studied in the early Church, and has never been
entirely lost sight of in the Church of Rome. It has been
reserved for the Protestant Reformation to so deform
religion, that the very powers conferred by Christ upon his
followers, should be regarded either as evidences of diabolism
or imposture. Is it wonderful that we need a renaissance of
religion in its purer forms to-day, and that to thwart the
dogmatic Atheism and arrogant assumptions of utterly un-
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spiritual parsons and iinisters, the Spirit-world is opening
up the mysteries of immortal life to & world of aching hearts
and suffering frames, and that through the most improbable
instrumentalities, the divine gift of healing is being again
qutpoured.

" But in the case of Bertha's brother, some will object, that
he was not & person who devoted himself to the service of
God and man. Was he not a fashionable young man of the
world, who cared immensely about his own appearance,
creature comforts, and social standing ? The answer to every
objector is merely this: The powers celestial are far more
ready to give than we are to receive. The angels of healing
have to be positively kicked out, or they will come in and
work through human channels for humanity’s relief. They
stand knocking at every door, and pushing against it with all
their might, and only when patent locks and keys, and the
most formidable and resistful of bars and bolts are employed,
do the patient angels turn away in sadnees, and mourn as
Christ mourned over Jerusalem, because the world will not
be blessed. A gay, handsome, arrogant, good natured,
though fiery person may harbour no ill-will against a
suffering world at large; may have no vested interest in
medical monopoly ; may have no aversion to the thought of
angels, and no disincination to do good, at least if it can be
done without inconvenience to self. ~Such a caste of mind
may not be of the most self-sacrificing type, northe most
zealous in the prosecution of a holy "cause, but wherever
bigotry and pig-headed obstinacy are absent, the supreme
powers can overcome the rest. And thus the idol of the
concert-room and lyric stage, the gifted and beautiful Adonis,
was used by angels just as truly as was his apparently more
spiritnal sister.

‘We must leave them here for awhile; continuing their
united work of singing and healing, acting and teaching, .
and follow the thread of their strange and wonderful ex-
periences into the realm of experimental research in the
direction of those singular and much-abused physical mani-
festations, which, though often sullied, have been the means
of convincing multitudes of the realities hereafter.
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CHAPTER X.
Ax EvENING WITH THE SPIRITS.

ONE evening, a few weeks after Bertha's mediumistic
powers had so suddenly and singularly developed, through
the lecture of Mrs. Lavinia Coral, Lady Armadale had said
to Bertha :—

“ Now, my dear, when you were paying me a visit a year
- ago, I scarcely dared to mention to you our belief in
Spiritualism : indeed, I may say, our knowledge of its truths.
Perhaps you may have heard denunciations of its claims by
partisans and bigots, and you may have read the utter non-
sense which sometimes finds its way into popular prints; but
I and several of my friends have for many years past investi-
gated thoroughly in our own house. The late and much
revered Professor ‘Gregorius was an earnest advocate of
Spiritualiem, and his widow to-day is an avowed upholder of
its truths. Indeed, I may say that the really eminent
people of our day never think of denouncing us; they leave
that for the wags to do. Huskly is an Agnostic, I suppose ;
Vestly, and Tinnail take about the same ground. The
Dietetic Society has pronounced in favour of us. Wall-
house and Croope, and Vertshume—oh ! and a host of other
grandees in the scientific world, have said plainly, and in
gﬁ.nt, for that matter, that we've hit the right nail on the

ead. Gasbag, in the United States, never went to a sdance
in his life, where anything took place, and he said we were
all fools and idiots ; but when the lunatic committees sent in
their reports, they found the Hell-fire Association had done
far more in a month than we had in twenty years to fill the
asylums.  And, talking about America, why, roundly
speaking, everybody's a Spiritualist over there; at least,
everbody worth knowing.  The editor of the London
Inguisitor, professing to be a liberal-minded man, made him-
the laughing-stock of the country the other day by
telling his readers they ought to cut everybody who pre-
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tended to be a medinm. I know I cut off my fivepence a
week to the Inguisitor, and so did a lot more of my friends,
pretty sharp; and we now take the Two-edged Pruning-
knife, which is only three-halfpence, and has got five times '
as much matter in it worth reading. 8o the inquisitorial
editor pulled the wool off his own head by his uppishness.
I must say I have no disrespect for Unitarianiem. I never
heard a man in my life in the pulpit I liked so well as Rev.
Jacobus Martindale,, and when he preached at Portman
Street Little, I used to go as regularly as the clock at 11.15
on a Sunday morning. But some of the Unitarians are muffs,
and the editor of the Jnquisitor is one of the thickest-hided
thinoceroses I ever met in all my born days.” .

Lady Armadale, as the reader will gather, was one of those
ladies who knew she had a title and position, and thus  conld
speak her mind freely, without fearing ostracism from polite
society, by reason, of her blunt heterodoxy. The tirade
against the .Inguisifor would probably never have been
poured into Bertha's ears, had she not just, heen dining with
a Unitarian, who put the editor almosf, as high as the Catho-
ligs put the Pope ; and Ladﬁ,Armadale was as true to the
essential principles of Free.Religion as she was to her own
dearly-beloved. and much-abused Spiritualism, which she so
enthusiastically defended whenever a. good opportunity was
presented., But she was peither a fanatic por a hore. She
knew when to keep silence and when to speak, and thongh,
perhaps, her besetting sin was rashness, or impetuosity, no.ong
who bad much dealing with her ever ppoke of her as other
than a very calm, clear, long-headed woman, when she was
not excited; and her excitement alwais abated wheneve
soything, was on the tapis, which needed her careful an
deliberate action or judgment., . AR _

. On this particular occasion ghe had, just been to a most. re-
markable sfance in Curzon &reet, st the regidence, of Mrp.
Euphemia Damocles. This lady, who was quite a leadgr in
the fashionable ‘world, had recently become intevested in.spirit
phenomena, through the, mediumship of Mr. Wilhelm Egbert,
a young German, who had come to London partly for. his
health and partly to perfect himself in the English language.

. Mr. Egbert was quite a yopng fellow, not over twenty ;
not very tall, not very stout, not very anything. He was, in
short, an every-day young man. Hé had brown hair, and




AN EVENING WITH THE SPIRITS. 83

brown eyes, and a small moustache, and rather a sallow com-
lexion. He was fairly educated, well-behaved, gentlemanly
'in his bearing, nnpretending and evidently unsophisticated.
Thies young man was living at Clapham, and had been invited
to Grosvenor Square to spend a few days at Lady Arma:
dale’s, that she and her friends might have a thoroughly good
opportunity of proving the genuineness of his mediumship,
about which so much had been said, both in private conversa-
tion and through the Organs of the Movement, which had filled
their columns week after week with glowing accounts of thé
'stu]gepdous marvels which took place nightly in his presence.
] ad&‘ ‘Armadale objected to too frequent sittings; she
knew that they jmpaired 'a ‘medium’s health. She also en-
deavoured to counteract the influence of mouetary considera-
tions, as they bore upon the exercise of spiritual gifts, as much
as possible. She sincerely deprecated the atrocious practice
of selling spirit phenomena, amg *knew full well how utterly
impossible 1t is for mediums' to command or promise pheno-
mena, as so much depends upon conditions, with the nature
of which even the most advanced investigators are still quite
at sea. But Lady 'Armadale somehow or other always got
surprising results in her little library, where the’ sdances weré
always held. This room was not my lady’'s boudoir : it was
her literary and ‘spiritual sanctum, whither she would resort
when she was in a studious frame of mind, or had importan
letters to write. She rarely threw it open except for ve
select #nd strictly private spiritual gatherings, and then about
9.30 p.m., after dinner was cleared away and the after-dinner
chat was over, ghe and her few invited guests would retiré
into the privacy of this sanctum with' the medium, whom she
always invited to dinner, and treated as a frienid of the family.
*"OneSunday evening, she decided to- have a very special
séance with Mr. Egbert, at 10 o’clock. Her friends could
go to church if they liked, at 7; she would of course not miss
hearing Mrs. Coral, who was speaking for several consecutive
Sundays in the Caveblock Rooms, in Moorhouse Street. Shé
also desired Mrs. Coral's presence, but the lady in question,
after her Sunday duties, was too tired to go anywhere ex-
cept to a cup of coffee, and then to bed ; so Bertha had not
the pleasure of meeting’ as yet the lady whom she looked
tpon as the most marvellous and beautiful specimen of female
humanity, it had ever been her privilege to hear and see.



84 BERTHA.

Bertha had heard and read several of Mrs. Coral's trance
addresses by this time, and each one made a more profound
impression upon her than the last ; so, with her own experien-
ces in inspiration, she was quite prepared for some of the mar-
vels she was to witness on that Sunday evening in Lady
Armadale’s library.

As it was a special festival at the Sacred Heart, Bertha
was obliged to be at church till 9 ¢’clock that evening; and
her brother had been also specially secured for the solemnities
of the gorgeous feast. So about 9.30, Signor Vulpi and his
sister arrived at Grosvenor Square, just after Lady Arma-
dale’s carriage had deposited her and two or three friends,
whom she had discovered and invited at the Caveblock Rooms.

Mrs. Coral had been unusually eloquent and impressive
that evening. She had thronged the hall with eager lis-
teners for some time past, but never before had she seemed
to take the audience quite so near to the gates of pearl,
which lead to the golden streets. During her discourse she
had been made to say, that the time had already come for
wonders transcending those of days of yore, and that even
that night, within gunshot of Westminster Abbey, events
would transpire which would demonstrate the existence of
the soul beyond the grave, as all the sermons preached within
that venerable pile since its erection, one thousand years ago,
had entirely failed to do. :

Lady Armadale was on the tip-toe of expectation. Mr.
Egbert had sat next her at the lecture, and though he ap-
peared to sleep profoundly, she had detected a deep spiritual
trance ; and sometimes she had felt the invisible 0‘{Jower pull-
ing away at her as though she grasped the electrodes attached
to a galvanic battery, whose strongest electrical current was
pouring its force into her whole system. These were pre-
monitions of an extra good séance

Lady Bun, Lord Clarence Clyves, Hon. Mrs. Viceroy, Mr.
and Mrs. Camomile, and Miss Straw were the only invited
guests, besides Victor and Bertha. Refreshments were ready
and waiting in the breakfast room : a light, cold collation,
of the simplest and most delicious nature, served with
cafe au lait, was thought the best repast for.the occasion.
Fruit and cake were plentiful, but there was no meat on the
table ; heavier food for those who desired it would be served
at midnight, when the séance had ended.
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Lady Bun was a pleasant, middle-aged lady, very well
connected and very intellectual. Lord Clarence Clyves was a
man of forty, or thereabouts, who had spent fifteen years in
India, and had delved as deeply as circumstances permitted
into Hindoo Theosophy. Hon. Mrs. Viceroy was a pleasant,
affable little body, over sixty, who made you feel at home the
moment you were in her presence. Mr. and Mrs. Camomile
were irreproachable neighbours, but had never sat in a spirit
circle before, though they had read the Pruning-Knife, and
attended Mrs. Coral's lectures. Miss Straw was a writing
medium, though a strict Swedenborgian, and a very precise
maiden lady, not far off fifty.

Bertha was seated next the medium on one side, and Lady
Armadale sat by him on the other. Victor and Bertha sang
a duet charmingly, and then the influence which inspired the
young lady caused her to offer a sublime invocation, then very
softly and sweetly they all sang a hymn in unison : “ Angels
-of Light” The medium was by this time deeply entranced
and breathing heavily. Suddenly, with all hands upon the
table, it rose at least three feet from the floor. All hands
being upon it, the sitters had to get up out of their chairs.
Signor Vulpi was asstrong as a young elephant, and used all
his force to keep the table down, but it still continued rising
till it neared the ceiling ; all hands being kept upon it till -
the sitters had to stand upon their chairs to keep them
upon it : then slowly descending- as it rose, it again settled it-
gelf quietly on the floor. Then after the lapse of a minute or
80, it began to tilt, swaying to and frolike a vessel in a storm,
till five loud raps, heard somewhere upon or under it, an-
nounced the readiness of the operating spirits to converse with
the sitters by means of the alphabet.

The first message was from a brother of the hostess, who
often came to her and gave her valuable advice on business
.and domestic matters. The next was from a cousin of Lord
+Clyves', who had passed away in India, & young and beauti-
ful woman to whom he had been engaged, and whom the
would certainly have married had not death interposed. The
tears coursed down his cheeks as the name was accurately
.spelt — a long, curious name — Isabella Claudine Monroe
Clifford, a combination which it would have been highly im-
probable for the medium to hit upon. Then the Camomiles
received tests which astounded them. Last of all, Bertha was
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addreesed, and that by a spirit professing to be an aunt.
Bridget Hannal' Maria Mary Anne Jane James was spelt out.
Every one at the table thought the spirits were making fun’
with 4¢hem, if the spirits had anything to do with such a string
of names. Bertha certainly could recognise no such aunt,
but the spirit persisted in declaring her identity and relation-
ship. “I am your aunt,” was spelt out again, “I went to
spirit-life from Oxfield, in 1856, two years before you were
born; your mother and I were not friends; look at the
register when you get home, and you will find me there.”

Bertha, knowing nothing whatever of such a peculiarly-
named 'relative, could not suppress an audible smile, while the
gentlemen at the table were literally convulsed with laughter.
This seemed to annoy the spirit, and so the movements
ceased, and the medium awoke feeling rather drowsy, but
not much exhausted, as the circle had been harmonious.

It was by that time 11.30, but so anxious were the sitters-
to witness materialization, that the medium was implored, if
not too tired, to sit behind the curtain and await such yet
more startling evidences of spirit power, as might be given.

As materializations, or, as they were often calleg, form
manifestations, had taken place oftener than seldom in that
same room, Lady Armadale had arranged a curtain, s6 that
a recess was formed, which answered as a cabinet or kind of

laboratory for the spirits, in the seclusion and darkness of -

which they could make ready the appearances which were
often shown at the aperture. Mr. Egbert was not very strong,
and therefore it was thought advisable not to let him sit too
long for these exhausting phenomena, whicli draw so heavily
on a sensitive’s vitality. _

Signor Vulpi expressed a desire to sit next the curtains, as’
he was rather sceptical, and had, moreover, the opinion that if
good, healthy magnetism was needed to assist the spirits, he
would be sure to supply it. Mr. Egbert slightly demurred,
as Victor was rather a formidable-looking person, and in these
days of “spirit-grabbers,” mediums cannot be too careful as
to whom they allow to sit near them in a circle. Victor also
expressed a desire to search the medium and the cabinet;
if such a proceeding should receive the sanction of the me-
dium and Lady Armadale. ‘

At this her ladyship almost lost her temper, and said if

v

Signor Vulpi wanted 'to strip people to see’ that they had no
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masks and dresses under their clothes, he might do it in his
own house, but he certainly should not in hers. However, if
he wanted to go behind the curtains he could do so, and he
might also go into the rooms behind, above, and below, to
satisfy himself that there were no means of egress and ingress
other than the one by which he entered.

Having rather taken offence at Lady Armadale’s reproof,
he was not in the best of humours when he seated himself by
the cabinet, with a sort of “ You can’t cheat me " expression
on his rather fierce though very. handsome countenance. Ber-
tha was sweetness itself, and did her best to pour oil upon
the troubled waters, which she quickly succeeded in doing
by passing under influence, and improvising a most
charming little poem on three subjects suggested by persons
in the room: one of which was the rather unpoetic topic of
“ humbug,” growled out by her brother, much to Lady A.'s
displeasure. However, the poem softened down all asperities,
rounded away all angularities, and left the company in the
best possible frame of mind to duly appreciate the evidence
80 soon to be presented to them.

Scarcely had Bertha's accents died away, when a soft, rus-
tling noise was heard at the aperture, and instantly a beauti-
ful little figure, gracefully draped in snowy robes, stood before
the awe-struck and delighted spectators.

“ Oh, my darling little cherub ! it ©s you, Gertie,”

Exclaimed Mrs. Camomile, as she darted from her seat, and
would have scized the lovely little form in her caressing arms ;
but Lady Armadale, knowing how dangerous it is to the
medium for sitters to touch the forms without permission,
gently held her back, and addressing the little form said,—

* May this lady touch you?”

Three raps answered “Yes” from the cabinet, and Mrs.
Camonmile, with the tears streaming down her cheeks, softly
touched .the little head, and caressed the raven locks, and
looked deeply and steadily into the hazel eyes, exclaiming —

“Yes! itis my child. There can be no deception here.”

And then, falling down upon her knees, and kissing the
little cheeks, and putting the little arms around her neck, she
fervently thanked the great Framer of all nature and her laws,
that so perfeet a demonstration of life immortal had been
vouchsafed to cheer her bereaved heart; for she had never
been quite the happy woman again, she had been before her
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only child, her little darling Gertie, had been called, at four
years of age, to swell the ranks of the immortals.

Mr. Camomile came gently up, and touched the little head,
and then the vision faded, and the form was gone.

Lights were called for, supper (though it was 1 a.m.) was
freely partaken of by medium and sitters alike. Only Mrs.
Camonmnile sat rapt and pensive, and as she walked home (only
a few steps) leaning on her husband’s arm, in the sweet, fresh,
small hours of the morning, she vowed a vow, which in all
her after life she sacredly kept, as our tale will prove as we
proceed.
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CHAPTER XI.
TESTAMENTIBUS.

AFTER the events recorded in our last chapter, our readers

will no doubt be curious to know whether the seven-named
aunt, who reported herself at Lady Annadale’s table, was
really any relative of Bertha's, or only one of those wander-
ing influences who often perplex honest inquirers by the mis-
leading pature of the poor results, which seem to be the best
they are capable of accomplishing.
. One fine morning, Bertha had gone out with her brother
for a drive in an open carriage. They had not been out
more than an hour, when the sky suddenly became overcast,
and soon the rain descended in torrents, soaking the occupants
olf; ihe open chariot, before they could hail a cab or reach any
shelter.

When they got home, they were wet to the skin, and asit
was a rainy, disagreeable November day, the wetting was
very uncomfortable, and likely to produce serious results,
unless a complete change in wearing apparel was immediately
effected. Going upstairs into a large store-room at Silvern
Terrace, where Bertha kept her trunks, and where alot of old
things were stored away, to fetch an old alpaca dress which
she meant to put on, she accidently caught sight of an old,
brownish-yellow book which had fallen from a shelf in the
cupboard. Picking it up, what was her astonishment to find
the following inscription on the title :—* Bridget Hannah Maria
Mary Anne Jane James, her book. The gift of her loving
‘sister Charlotte, on her birthday, July 25, 1837.”

Here then was proof positive of the existence of the mys-
terious seven-named aunt. Rushing downstairs with the book
in Her hand, she burst unceremoniously into her brother's
room, where he was dressing, exclaiming :—

“ What do you think I've found?”

“ How can I tell, you little vixen; you're always hunting
up some old rubbish, and wanting me to admire it, as though

N

'
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it were some old relic from Herculaneum or Pompeii, or some
other dust-hole over which people go mad now-a-days. I
never had any desire to keep an old curiosity shop, and as to
old china, give me the newest you can possibly buy, I say.
What! that nasty, filthy old book. Take it away! I won’t
touch it! you know I hate nastiness, Never bring such an
old piece of infection near me again, or I'll burn it quicker
than you can cry, and that's quick enough when your old
rubbish is assailed. Why ! mercy, girl, what is it you want
me to look at?' Come and curl my hair for me, and throw
that thing in the fire. The rain has made my hair as straight
as a lamp-post, and straight hair I do abominate. I'd rather
wear a wig any day, and have a bald head at once, than have
my head covered with tow, like that Yankee fellow at the
theatre, whose hair Jooks like a marriage between some old
straw and a tallow candle.”

“Do be quiet,” shricked Bertha, quite out of patience.
“ Your vanity and fussiness are enough to make a dog sick.
Just leave your hair alone, can’t you, and listen to me, or
look at that book, and see if that don’t confirm something we
were told last 8unday night at Lady Armadale’s.

Victor reluctantly allowed Bertha to hold the book under
his eyes, while he read the long, curious combination of names,
and then. “from her sister Charlotte.”

“ Why, that's the old dragonness, Bweetgeese, isn’'t it? Her
name's Charlotte. 'Well, any way, if we can get hold of this
sister we shall find out some of the family secrets, no mistake,
and I must say I'm curious to know more about this Mrs.
Sweetgeese, though I know more than is to her credit already.
Let's have a sitting this afternoon, here in my room, where
it's warm and cozy, and we can be to ourselves. We may
hear something which it will be to onr advantage to find out;
and let’s tackle the Sweetgeese at lunch, and see if she don’t
flame up like an infuriated rooster, when she finds you've got
that book in your possession.”

The luncheon bell rang shortly after, and the brother and
sister, with fun and mischief sparkling in their eyes, took
their seats at table.

Though Victor had a suite of rooms at the hotel, he stii
kept on his room at Silvern Terrace, and Bertha divided her
time also between the two establishments.

The five Tavernsbys were at the table; the old lady in
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a very dirty cap, and with her lank, mangey-locking curls
fearfully draggled and straggling. Beatrice, Alicia, Amelia,
and Mary bad just come in through the rain; they were all
governesses, and rigid old maids, ranging from thirty-five to
forty-five years old. The two young curates of 8. Cyprian’s
were-dividing a quarter-of-a-pound of steak between them,
as they considered it very religious to eat scarcely anything
at the table, and then fill themselves with &ll they could get
from the larder out of meal hours. Mr. Catseyes was there
also, and not alone, for the Rev. As-it-were Cain,—the priest
at the mission chapel of the Holy Penitent, which the eldest
Miss Tavernsby attended regularly at 7 o'clock every morn:
ing, and at 8 o'clock every evening, no matter what the
weather was,—who was with him, was rather a formidable
person to encounter.

He had the countenance of stale poultry just before it
becomes offensive. His manners were at once sneaking
and imperious. His voice sounded like a fog-whistle,
heard at a little distance from the ship to which it per-
tains ; and whatever sanctity, chastity, &o., &c., he might

ride himself upon, he certainly could mot credit himself
gonestly with a good temper, and Signor Vulpi's presence
was to him what a red rag is to an angry bull, and he was in
one of his very worst humours. He had been crossed at
church. Anno Domini Wickstaff, his incumbent, who owned
the miseion ovetr which he had sole charge, had found fault
with the amount of candles which had been burned during
the last quarter, and as Mr. Cain often went without butter
on his bread; that the altar at the Holy Penitent might be
more bnlhntly illuminated, he had spoken his mind pretty
freely to Mr. Wickstaff, and had accordingly entered upon a
sharp discussion, which had aggravated his cough and given
him a yet fiercer, and at the same time more emaciated,
appearsnce than ordinary.

Everybody wae out of sorts exeept Viotor and Berths.
The soup was eold, and what made it worse, one of Amelia
Favernsby’s front curls dropped into it as she was ladling it
out at her efid of the table. This initself was a catastrophe,
bat, in the presence of As-it-were Cain, it was an affliction
too heavy to be borne. He was her confessor, aud he pro-
nounced the wearing of false hair a sin; and her own hair
was like a.pig’s, and she couldn’t endure the thought of a
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cap; and she was sure he had seen her, as his little green
eyes, like a wizened cat’s, had stolen to the soup-dish imme-
diately; and then, as she had only two curls each side, the one
which had dropped off was, of course, missed by everybody
at the table.

Victor and Bertha declined soup rather decidedly, threw-
ing a glance at Miss Tavernsby, which caused that lady to
grind her teeth with such fury as threatened their falling
down her throat.

The hash was a failure, indeed everything went wrong ;
and to cap the climax, that impudent rascal, Victor, looked
straight at Mrs. Sweetgeese, and addressed her thus:—

“1 say, Charlotte, what about Bridget Hannah Maria Mary
Anne Jane James, the loving sister to whom you gave the.
“Vicar of Wakefield,” in July, 18372 "

- Had a thunderbolt fallen at her feet, she could not have
been more frightened. She clutched at the table-cloth, and’
tore it wildly in the vain endeavour to suppress her agitation.
Had this ghost of & past sin come up to torture her in -so
unexpected a form, after the woman she had injured had lain
peacefully in her grave for twenty years. . :

“ir, leave my table, and leave my honse. Never -darken
these doors again, sir, at your peril!” hissed the infuriated
woman between her closed lips, while her face became ashen
and livid, “ How dare you speak to me in such a manner?
You're not fit for the company of decent people.”

I say, old lady, not so fast, or we shall think you've been
drinking again. Youknow I've seen you many a time on your
knees at the wine closet, invoking such spirits as live in bottles.
You'd better take care, or you'll have delirium tremens, sad
get taken to the madhouse some of these fine days. And as
to leaving this room or this house, I shall leave it when I get -
ready, and not before, for you or anybody .else. Perhaps I
hold a trump card in my hand, you little guess of. You've
played for high stakes, old lady, but the wheel of fortune
may not always turn in your favour, and my advice to you,
as a friend, you know, is, to beware how you irritate the
dog that's got the scent of you, you wily old fox." :

Ag-it-were Cain flew at Victor like a panther, and seized
him by the throat, perhaps fancying he could squeeze the life
out of him. : ’ X

~As easily as a horse’s tail knocks off a fly which goads
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the animal, Victor had sent Cain swimming into the middle
of the room, with the not very respectful words to a priest
in holy orders:—

“ Paws off | Pompey."

The Tavernsbys were outraged, and Catseyes, stepping
forward to avenge the fallen clergyman, found bimself sud-
denly precipitated into the fender among the fire-irons.

Bertha was in her glory, never had she admired her brother
as she admired him now, as he stood, dauntless and defiant as
a young Greek deity, ready to make short work of his farious
but craven antagonists.

Victor was no pugilist; he never struck the first blow,

indeed, he never condescended to fight. He rarely found
any one whom he did not regard as too abject an inferior for
him to meet on equal terms. He never kicked a cur when
he was down, but if a little, s