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GERTRUDE MANNERING
A TALE OF SACRIFICE

• BY FRANCE 1 NOBLE

CHAPTER IV.—CONTINUED

“Yee, papa—a handsome, showy- 
looking person, isn’t she?"

“Handsome certainly, but a very 
estimable, kind-hearted woman too, 
as you will find when you know her. 
She was so fond of your mother, 
Gerty ; and they were as great 
friends as a good pious Catholic and 
a worldly though very good- 
he-rted Protestant could be. Your 
mother used to say that Lady 
Hunter would make a grand Catho
lic, Gerty. She is always so much 
in earnest in whatever she does that 
if the energy she devotes now to 
fashion and amusement were be
stowed on religion and her own soul, 
she would outstrip a great many of 
us in sanctity. What a grand thing 
it would be if you were to convert 
her, Gerty ! What a glorious ex
change you would be giving her 
then for her kindness to you ! She 
has simply no religion at all that I 
ever heard of, except that of kind
ness and benevolence, poor thing ! 
But of this I am sure—that if she 
did come to think seriously or be 
convinced of religious need at all, 
no half-measures would satisfy her; 
she would turn instinctively to the 
Catholic faith, which so many of 
them feel in their hearts to be the 
only one, though they are not 
generous or in earnest enough 
to listen to the voice that is calling 
them to it.” And Mr. Mannering 
sighed, thinking perhaps of friends 
of his own, men of intellect and 
learning, who were thus, with a 
wilful, cowardly'blindness, refusing 
to see the one way which the one 
Lord was pointing out to them.

“Poor Lady Hunter !" said Gerty, 
after a pause. “It would be a 
grand thing to be able to convert her 
—so grand that I dare not aspire to 
the honor. No wonder, papa, she 
can’t understand Rupert, is it ?”

“No wonder indeed, Gerty. It 
must seem like madness for a boy of 
eighteen, as he was, to give up all— 
possessions, comforts, home, and a 
dear little sister’s society—to be
come one of those maligned, 
dreaded Jesuits. May God help her 
to understand it all some day, 
Gerty, so that she may not be 
among those who at the end of all 
things will cry out, ‘We fools 
esteemed their life madness 1’ ”

If Lady Hunter could have heard 
the kind of conversation called 
forth by her letter, so different 
from what she had pictured of 
anticipations of the gayeties she 
was holding out to Gertrude, she 
would either have laughed good- 
naturedly or else have listened in 
incredulous amazement, under
standing not how fitting and natural 
it was to those two scions of an old 
Catholic house, whose glory had 
been so long to suffer persecution 
for conscience’ sake and God’s 
honor—a house which only now was 
venturing forth shyly to its place in 
the great world.

They were silent for a minute or 
two, and then Gertrude said, laugh
ing again :

“I must go and see Father 
Walmsley this morning, papa, to 
tell him he is going to be rid of me 
for a while, so he needn’t get ready 
any more sermons on vanity and 
worldliness just yet. I shall want 
them all when I come back ; so he 
had better keep them till then, 
instead of wasting them on you and 
the country people, poor things. 
O papa!” she added suddenly, the 
soft browning eyes changing all at 
once to sadness, "I wish the London 
visit were over, and we were both 
safe again here together ! I don’t 
know why, but I do. Of course I 
shall enjoy it, and I shall like to see 
the world ; but now the time is 
coming, I would rather stay at 
home, papa, with you.”

But her father, hiding his own 
emotion, drew her to his side, and 
smilingly began to tell her of the 
glories of London, of its places of 
interest and antiquity as well as of 
amusement and fashion, until she 
grew merry again, and delighted at 
the prospect before her.

Gertrude was to go up to London in 
a fortnight, as Lady Hunter had 
asked, so that her days began to be 
very busy now with preparations. 
Lady Hunter herself sent down two 
or three dresses as presents, with 
orders as to how they were to be 
made. <*‘And,” she wrote, your 
papa must let me present you with 
some more on your arrival, when I 
see what best suits you. It is quite 
a delight to me to have a young 
girl to dress and look after. Sir 
Robert says it is making me a girl 
again myself, sc your papa must 
not spoil my pleasure by being 
angry with me for my dubious 
opinion of country taste and style, 
dear.”

And when the dresses came home, 
made as Lady Hunter had directed, 
Gertrude tried them on for her 
father with a girlish delignt, un- 
conscious of the inward sigh in his 
heart as he gazed smilingly on her 
bright, fresh loveliness.

“If she looks so beautiful to me, 
her old father, what will my 
darling appear to other young 
hearts ? Well, God help me to bear 
it,” he thought, “if it is His will 
that I must give her up to a 
husband. If she only keeps good 
and innocent, firm and steadfast in 
her faith, if she does not lose her 
heart to one whom I could not see 
her marry ! Poor little Gerty, she 
never thinks of anything like that 
herself ; it is all girlish excitement

and amusement she looks forward 
to, and then to come back to me ! 
But what wonder If I think of It, in 
my fears for my little sunbeam !" 
Only to his spiritual adviser and 
friend, Father Walmsley, were 
these fears and anxieties confided, 
and the good priest spoke hopefully 
and with a cheerful confidence when 
he had listened to all.

“Trust her to God, Mr. Manner
ing,'’ he said ; "He is calling her 
into the world, and He will take 
care of her there ; perhaps make 
her even the Instrument of good to 
others. Do not fear to think that 1 
shall omit to pray for her, poor 
child ; but I have great confidence 
in Gertrude. She is no weak, silly 
girl, bright and lively as she is, but 
strong and brave at heart, with a 
spirit worthy of her persecuted 
ancestors, as I feel we shall one day 
discover, Mr. Mannering.”

And the anxious father came 
away calm and confident, for the 
good priest’s words seemed to him 
almost prophetic. The evening be
fore their departure for London 
arrived — the last evening they 
would have alone together for 
several weeks. It was a Sunday, 
and they walked down together to 
church for Benediction, sauntering 
slowly after the heat of the bright 
summer day.

"What a shame it seems to be 
goiag away, doesn't it, papa, just 
now when the park is so lovely and 
everything looks so green and 
bright !" exclaimed Gertrude. 
"How I shall miss Benediction in 
London, papa ; for 1 shall never get 
it, shall I, even on Sundays, and 
perhaps never get to Mass in the 
mornings? Dear me! what a 
heathen life It will seem ! I wrote 
to Sister Teresa today, papa, and 
told her I would send her a photo
graph of the dress 1 am to be pre
sented in, just to shock her you 
know, for fun. I’m sure she is 
praying for me today as if I were to 
be launched into a lions’ den to
morrow ! You don’t know what a 
horror she has of the world, papa ; we 
girls used often to laugh at the way 
she used to shudder at the very 
name of it, and at the earnest way 
she always said how thankful 
she was to have escaped from it."

"Perhaps, Gerty she knew it too 
well—better than any of you school
girls yet could do, ’ replied Mr, 
Mannering, thinking of the nun’s 
calm, sweet face, which perhaps 
had known many a tear before 
it had attained to its present happy 
rest.

Never had the Benediction seemed 
so sweet and solemn to Gertrude as 
on this eve of her going out into the 
world ; never had the moments 
seemed so precious as when tonight 
the sacred Host was raised on high, 
and all heads were bent low to 
receive Jesus' blessing. Gertrude 
knelt on still, bowed in adoration 
and supplication, long after the 
rest had risen to leave the church. 
She had been to Communion that 
morning, and the prayer which had 
been a custom with her ever since 
she went to the convent came now 
from her very heart, the petition to 
Jesus, whom she had that day 
received really and sacramentally, 
that He would stay with her still 
spiritually, even in the midst of the 
world. “Let me npt grow to love 
pleasure more than Thee ; never let 
me offend Thee by any mortal sin !" 
was the girl’s simple prayer as she 
rose at last from her knees and 
joined her father, who was standing 
outside in the little grassy church
yard with Father Walmsley.

“Good-by, my child," said the 
latter to her very kindly, as he 
shook hands with her. “Enjoy 
yourself, and come back not looking 
too pale and worn out.”

"Good-by, Father Walmsley," 
she answered brightly. “I’ll try 
and not get too worldly and fash
ionable-1 will really.” And with 
a merry laugh she turned to 
her father, and they walked away 
together.

“Papa, what do you think I 
dreamt last night ?” she said, as 
they neared home again. “Rather 
a strange thing to dream just now, 
papa. I thought it was the days of 
persecution again ; but somehow it 
was still you and 1 who were living 
here, and we had a priest hidden in 
the house, a Jesuit, who somehow 
was a mixture of Rupert and 
Father Gerard. We were just 
going to have Mass secretly in the 
chapel, when the pursuivants came 
to search the house, and I went 
down to try and keep them quiet 
while tbe priest hid himself. But 
they insisted on coming in and 
seemed to be going straight to the 
chapel, and I remember thinking 
that after all the poor priest would 
be a glorious martyr and that we 
should have to suffer for harboring 
him ; but I didn’t feel a bit afraid, 
but glad, somehow. Just as we got 
near the chapel I woke, papa ; and 
you can’t think what a queer shock 
it was—almost comical—to remem
ber that, instead of a holy perse
cuted Catholic of the days of Queen 
Elizabeth, I was only a very 
ordinary nineteenth-century one, 
just on the eve of going to London 
for the season. I declare I was 
quite disappointed for the minute, 
papa, I was really, and felt quite 
envious of those anci *nt Miss 
Mannerings, with the le.ge ruffs 
and solemn faces, who are hanging 
up and down the house. How they 
must despise their degenerate re
presentative, papa!" And Gertrude 
laughed merrily.

"Not so degenerate either, Gerty, 
so long as you keep up the martyr's 
spirit, ready to show itself if 
occasion should offer. And we 
never can tell how soon we may be 
called on to suffer, Gerty, if not in

a bodily way, in another quite as 
painful one ; for though our 
country ii kinder to us now, though 
England allows us to flourish again 
in her midst unmolested, still 
bigotry is alive, and, what is worse, 
utter irréligion Is gaining rapid 
ground, and we Catholics have a 
battle to fight yet, if a different one 
to the old one.”

“Yes, indeed, papa, I know ; but I 
don't think I shall ever be called on 
to do anything much in it. 1 am 
not half good enough ; I wish I 
were, if only half as good and holy 
as Rupert even. I’m not a bit of a 
heroine, papa ; it would be terribly 
hard to me if 1 had to die and leave 
you and the bright world—so hard 
that I dare not think of it, papa."

"Who talks of you dying, sun
beam? You’re getting melancholy 
now when the leaving home is 
coming so near. You will be all 
right, my darling, when we get to 
London and you have fallen in love, 
as every one does, with Lady 
Hunter.'* And they were soon 
laughing and chatting merrily 
together in the old Grange drawing
room, prolonging the evening later 
than usual because it was to be 
their last quiet one for a whole 
month or more.

CHAPTER V.
Mr. and Miss Mannering had been 

in London two days, and already 
Gertrude felt quite at home with 
Sir Robert and Lady Hunter—more 
so than she thought she ever should 
be with all the novelties that sur
rounded her, or with the modern, 
luxurious, fashionably conducted 
house itself, so different from her 
own quiet old home with its antique 
furniture and the solemn memories 
of the past clinging to its very 
walls. She was to be presented by 
Lady Hunter at the next Drawing
room, which was to be held on the 
third day afterher arrival in London ; 
for, as her ladyship told her laugh
ing, she might as well get the 
ordeal over at once, as, until she 
had done so, she could not be con
sidered to have any proper standing 
in the fashionable world. It had 
been arranged on the evening of 
their arrival that Mr. Mannering 
was to stay in London until the day 
after Gertrude’s presentation, and 
to witness her debut at the ball 
which Lady Hunter was to give the 
same evening.

“ You must see Gertrude in her 
court dress, Mr. Mannering ; I 
insist upon it," her ladyship had 
said to him the day of their arrival, 
when he had tried to bargain to 
escape from London after a stay of 
only two nights. “ I have set my 
heart, too, on your being here for 
my ball that evening ; the child 
will feel more at home among so 
many strangers if you are present.” 
And when Gertrude joined her per
suasions to her cousin’s, Mr. Man
nering laughingly consented to 
remain a third night, telling Lady 
Hunter, however, that she would 
find him but a poor old addition to 
her ball.

“ Now, as a reward, Mr. Manner
ing,” she had replied, “ I will not 
ask either of you to go to a single 
place for these two first days ; you 
shall have them free to go where 
you like, and to show Gerty all the 
London sights, and the evenings to 
rest together ; because, after you 
are gone, I shall want her always 
with me for sights of a different 
kind, you know. Her ladyship had 
been charmed by Gertrude at once, 
as she told Mr. Mannering on the 
very first opportunity, when they 
chanced to be alone together for a 
few minutes : “ She is a little 
treasure, Mr. Mannering. 1 never 
saw a sweeter face or such a lovely 
pair of brown eyes. And I shall 
really begin to have a better opinion 
of a convent education, now that I 
see what unaffected, winning man
ners a girl may learn there. I am 
only afraid, Mr. Mannering. that 
when the world sees her some one 
will want to steal her from you 
very soon.” Then seeing the pain
ful look which came over her 
listener’s face, she added kindly : 
“ Nay, I do not want to frighten 
you, Mr. Mannering ; I did not ask 
her here with any intention like 
that, so do not be afraid. I shall 
take care of her as if she were my 
own, Mr. Mannering ; I should do 
so for her own sake now that I have 
seen her again, even if I did not 
mean to do it for yours and poor 
Gertrude’s."

And, for her part, Gerty had 
fallen in love, as her father had 
predicted, with Lady Hunter. The 
latter was a woman of thirty-eight 
or forty, but appeared fully five 
years younger than that age, from 
her elegant, youthful figure and 
sprightly manners.

“ I know I shall love her, papa,” 
Gertrude had contrived to whisper 
to her father. “ I knew I should at 
once, from the very way she kissed 
me. What a pity such a sweet 
woman should be so very worldly, 
papa !”

With Sir Robert, too, Gertrude 
soon felt quite at home. He was 
an elderly man, twenty years older 
than his wife, a little quiet and 
reserved at first, but so courteous 
and really kind that Gertrude was 
not long in getting over the shyness 
with which the first sight of his 
eminently high-bred face and bear
ing had inspired her. He was very 
attentive to the young girl, behav
ing towards her with that kind of 
old-world gallantry and politeness 
which is so rarely seen nowadays, 
and which somehow made Gertrude 
think of Louis Quatorze and the old 
regime, and of how well Sir Robert 
would look in a flowing periwig, 
with a laced coat and high-heeled 
shoes.

MARCH 16, 1924
_ Lady Hunter kept her promise 

"T. Manner-For the first two days Mr. 
ing and Gertrude had a carriage to 
take them where they pleased, 
away from Park Lane and the Park 
itself with its fashionable throng, 
out to Westminster, where Gertrude 
revelled In the glorious old Abbey 
with mixed feeliugs of delight and 
sorrow—sorrow which came natur
ally to the descendant of an old per
secuted house like her own ; then on 
later into the City and to the Tower, 
where Gertrude fell even more 
emotion than in the old Abbey at 
Westminster. She spoke hardly a 
word as they wandered through the 
old fortress, in and out its dreary 
chambers, full of thoughts of poor 
sainted Henry VI. and the innocent 
little murdered princes, of hapless 
Lady Jane Grey, beautiful, penitent 
Anne Boleyn, and a host of others ; 
but perhaps as much or more than 
all of their own blessed guest of 
the past, the great confessor, Father 
Gerard, and his wonderful, almost 
miraculous, escape from one of 
these very windows.

TO BE CONTINUED

ALL ON A MAY 
MORNING

By Helen Morlarty In Rosary Magazine
Once, at least, every May, Jimmie 

Bryan took occasion to walk around 
by Hazard Place, glancing with 
inward wistfulness at the tiny park 
as he passed, and if he had time, 
dropping into St. Brendan’s Church 
for a short prayer. The little 
street, and the scrap of a park, and 
the old church, all had memories, 
bitter-sweet and poignant, which 
nevertheless he liked to awaken by 
a sight of the familiar places. It 
was on the corner of Hazard Place 
he had first met Mary. An un
usually jocund breeze for May, had 
whipped her morsel of a hat off and 
sent it sailing across the street. 
Jimmie was the valiant knight to 
the rescue and the headgear was 
restored and accepted with a laugh
ing exchange of courtesies. That 
began it. They had known each 
other by sight and had some mutual 
friends, so it was not long until, 
one way and another, the two were 
seeing each other frequently. Some 
times they walked to work together 
in the morning, and occasionally at 
noon, after a hasty lunch, they 
sought the dusty little down town 
park of Hazard Place for a breath 
of non-existent fresh air. Mary 
worked not far from there in a 
broker's office, and Jimmie's place 
of employment was not far away 
either. Always, before returning 
to work, Mery had to make a little 
visit at St. Brendan's Church, and 
of course Jimmie went along. Not 
because he was devout. Quite the 
contrary, as he often told the girl 
in a comical way that was peculiar
ly his own.

“ Well, you’ll never learn any 
younger,” Mary would inform him 
with smiling firmness. “ Come 
along and say your prayers like a 
good boy.”

They were then at the stage when 
it is interesting to be ordered about 
by her, so Jimmie went along. His 
prayers, if any, were brief, but 
something within him that he 
thought long dead stirred a little at 
the sight of Mary’s devotion. She 
forgot him completely for the brief 
moment of their stay, he could see 
that, but once outside she was the 
same, gay, endearing, mirthful, 
congenial too and understanding. 
She was the best chum he ever had. 
At last they were engaged. Fol
lowed a happy, happy time, and 
then with catastrophic suddenness 
they were not engaged, no longer 
even friends. In fact, Jimmie had 
never seen the girl since the fatal 
day when they parted.

That was nearly two years ago, 
and he was going over again the 
tragically short scene. They were 
talking about their marriage. 
Mary remarked with a smile. 
“ We’ll be well advertised, with the 
banns published in two churches, 
won’t we ?”

Jimmie remembered how uneasy 
he felt. “ Two churches ?” he 
said, playing for time, now that a 
critical moment had come.

" Yes, of course. Yours and 
mine. Didn’t you know ?”

He tried to respond airily. “ I 
haven’t any church, my dear. I 
warned you that you picked a 
wanderer. . . Didn’t I ?" as she 
turned on him a surprised, doubting 
look.

“ This is no time to joke, Jim
mie,” she reproved, but she smiled 
too. It must be one of hie jokes, of 
course. He could see what she was 
thinking. It was a positive pain to 
undeceive her. He knew he should 
have done it long ago. True, as he 
reminded her, he had more times 
than one enlarged upon himself 
as hard-boiled, a heathen, one of 
those " so-called Catholics you read 
about," and so on. Mary had 
scolded him mildly, secure in the 
belief that he, always chained to 
the lighter mood, was still jesting. 
And now as well as being painful, 
the thought of undeceiving was 
strangely alarming. He had often 
wondered how she’d take it. He 
would soon know.

His mouth went dry and his lips 
strained to the smile. “ I’m not 
joking, Mary. No one ever seems 
to take me seriously. I’m not a 
good Catholic . . In fact . . . 
I’m not much of anything.” He 
felt horrible, as he saw the girl’s 
face, pale, disturbed, a little fright
ened too. “ I—I always told you,” 
he added miserably, as she still 
failed to speak.

They were seated on the big 
davenport, and she rose at this and
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FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES,!*,

k* iK' T- !-oul« Monahan
E. L Middleton George Keogh

Cable Address : “Foy”
Telephones {

Offices : Continental Life Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND 8TREETB 

TORONTO

Austin M. Lalchford, LL. fi.
BARRISTER <L SOLICITOR 

Federal Building 
Richmond St, West 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
BARRISTERS

James E. Day
John M. Ferguson Adelaide St. West
Joseph P. Walsh TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY& LANNAN
BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS. NOTARIES 

Harry W. Lnnney, K.O., B.A.. B.U.L.. 
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B.

CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING

GUELPH, ONTARIO
CANADA

Rea. Lakes! 1c 1305.
“ „ “ 25BHW 

Hlllcrest 1007
Cable Address “Leedon" 

Main 1583

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins 
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Etc, 

w. T. J. Lee. U.C.L. J. o o'Donoghue.’K.O. 
Hugh Harkins

0fl8ew11r 42 Confederation Life Chambers 
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sts 

TORONTO. CANADA

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

86 PEMBROKE STREET W.

PEMBROKE, ONT.
PHONE 176

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. J. M. SEDGEWICK
DENTIST

4 26 Richmond St, Near Dundas 
LONDON, ONT.

PHONE 6006

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. VINCENT KELLY
DENTAL SURGEON 

Clinic Building, 241-243 Queen’s Ave 
LONDON, ONT.

Phone 1400 Res. Phone 6193

R. I. WATSON
Government and Industrial

BONDS
BOUGHT and SOLD

Phone 1637W 213 Dom. Savings Bldg
LONDON, ONT.

BEDD0ME, BROWN 
CR0NYN and 
P0C0CK ^ I

1z-\\Va TELEPHONE
\TxAT2 693 w\v 392 RICHMOND ST.

LONDON CANADA
MONEY TO LOAN

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO 
RHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug Store"

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — we deliver

___________
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