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GERTRUDE MANNERING

R

A TALE OF SACRIFICE
BY FRANCES NOBLE

- vilinh
CHAPTER XXV,

“Father Walmsley, may God help
me still to forgive him—the man
who has brought her to this, who
will have been her murderer!”
And Mr. Mannering grasped his
friend’'s hand for a minute, and
then, sitting down, buried his face
in his hands in the agony of his
grief.

It was only a week since they had
returned home from Beachdown,
but Gerty had grown so much
worse, 8o weak as to be unable to
walk, that the doctor had been
obliged to declare his alarm to Mr.
Mannering, and had asked that a
celebrated physician should be sent
for from London to give his opin-
ion and advice on Miss Mannering's
case, concerning which he himself
said nothing more definite yet than
that he was afraid there was imme-
diate cause for apprehension.

Frozen, as it were, with the
shock, Mr. Mannering seemed
unableto ask any questions or doany-
thing but assent mechanically when
the doctor offered to telegraph to
London himself to arrange, if possi-
ble, the consultation with the
physician in question for the next
day, and then, abruptly wishing
him good-morning, returned to his
post by Gerty’s sofa.

But for the presence of Father
Walmsley, who devoted almost the
rest of that day to the Grange, Mr.
Mannering would hardly have been
able to endure the hours of alternate
despair ana persistent hope which
intervened before the physician
could be expected to arrive with
Dr. Baldwin. The good priest had
a more difficult task to console him
than in attending Gerty herself ;
for with her, but for her father's
sake, it was all sweet peace and
resignation, as though the struggle
with earth, and its joys and hopes,
were long since over—fought in the
past terrible hours which were
doing their bodily work now upon
her. Even her father could
scarcely murmur in presence of his
darling’'s sweet, peaceful face, or
as he listened to her tender words
of consolation, by which she strove
during all that day of suspense to
cheer and strengthen him for what-
ever might be the verdict concern-
ing her.

*‘Because you know, papa, what-
ever happens, even if—I am taken
from you, I shall be your own little
Gerty always, loving and praying
for you, if for a time we shall be
outwardly separated,” she had
whispered, with her arms around
his neck, as at last he bade her
‘‘good-night,”” and was pergusded
by Father Walmsley to go to bed
himself for a few hours.

And now the physician had been,
and after having seen Gerty, and
having held a long consultation
with Dr. Baldwin, he had taken
Mr. Mannering into another room
to tell him his opinion, or rather
his confident, undoubting judgment.
Being requested to conceal nothing,
he said, as kindly and delicately as
he could, that Miss Mannering’s
case was hopeless. She was dying
slowly of a decline which must have
begun some months since, and could
not have been cured, though it
might perhaps have been arrested
for a time if it had been noticed in
its very early stage ; but independ-
ent of that, there was also a heart
complaint now very strongly
developed, which might, if great
care were not taken, carry off the
patient within a week or two. He
added this last sad information in
order that every possible care
might be taken to prolong the life
which need not necessarily end for
weeks or even monthe yet ; and as
Miss Mannering herself seemed so
calm and undisturbed, and to fear
8o little, was most favorable to her
complaint to leave her so by telling
her as little as possible of her state,
as yet at least, until she grew
anxious and ingisted on the knowl-
edge. And knowing nothing of the
pure martyr spirit which animated
the dying frame he had eXamined,
nothing of how his young patient
would have been shocked to have
heard him counsel such careless,
tardy preparation for death, the
great physician pocketed his fee,
and with a few polite words of
sympathy took his leave of the
grief-stricken father, to whom he
had been forced to deliver the
terrible tidings which by one stroke
felled the brightness of his life for
ever.

It was as soon asthe two doctors
had left the house that Mr. Man-
nering went into the room where
Father Walmsley awaited him, and
there told him the sad verdict in
that agonized exclamation which
seemed to come, not - from his lips,
but up from the very depths of his
heart. Then Father Walmsley sat
down by him, and spoke to him
of God and His wonderful designs ;
of how we cannot judge them, even
if at first the manner of them seems
so hard—too hard, often—to bear
without His special grace.

‘“ Mr. Mannering, if He has given
you a child to bring up for Him,
and if now He wants her for Him-
self, having, through the means
of the very man whom it is so hard
to forgive, raised her in a brief
space to sanctity to which she might
not have attained in a lifetime of
years if earthly love and jov had
been her portion, do you grudge
her to Him, the pure soul He wants
thus early for Himself 7"’

‘ But she is my one treasure left,
my ewe-lamb, who I thought would
be the brightness of my ol age,
Father Walmesley ; must I give her
up? I have my boy, I know, though
him | have given proudly to God's
service ; but, dear and precious as
Rupert is, he is not like my little
girl to me—her mother's parting
gift. Can God ask me to see Him
take her away and live 7"’

Y Mr. Mannering, if she is weary
of ‘earth and longs for heaven ; if
the cruel blow that rent her heart
with its too great human loYe has
shown her how vain and fleeting is
all earthly joy, so that she can
pever wish for it again ; if she is
one of God's own epecial favorites,
and He wants to take her safe away
from any more care and trouble or
temptation—will you not, after the
first hard grief is over, be prouder
to have a sweet saint to pray and
wait for you in heaven—one who
will be for evermore your own,
dying thue early in her girlhood—
than if you had given her into some
human keeping, which must of
pnecessity have been dearer than
your own to her—given her to a
man instead of to God 7"’

Then for nearly half an hour the
good priest spoke on; of Gerty's
own g8weet resignation; of her
generous forgiveness of, and un-
selfish, constaht prayere for, the
proud infidel who, in his exacting,
Jealous love, had trampled on her
tender heart because she could not
for his sake belie its most sacred
feelings. *‘ Will you be less gener-
ous and forgiving than the sufferer
herself, Mr. Mannering ? Will you
not eay, ‘God’s will be done,’ and
still join Gerty in her prayers for
that poor, restless soul 7"’

Then Mr. Mannering lifted up his
face, ten years older looking,
Father Walmsley thought, in that
hour, and said in a broken voice,
““May God forgive me, Father
Walmesley, for my rebellion ; may
he help me to say from my heart
what I must say in fact, ‘His will
be done!” Go to Gerty, Father
Walmsley, and tell her that her
father will follow soon to pray by
her side for him who is the cause
of her death.” Then he told Father
Walmsley exactly what the physi-
cian had said, how carefully any
excitement or needless agitation
must be warded off from the
invalid,

“Do not fear, Mr. Mannering : I
will tell her quietly and gently,
and as gradually as possible. If I
mistake not, she will be neither
startled nor afraid, thank God,
who has been preparing her so well
all these months, though we knew
it not!” Then he left the room
and went up-stairs to Gerty’s bed-
room.

She was still lying upon the sofa
by the window, with her eyes closed
and her hands crossed gently ; but
she looked up now as Father
Walmsley entered, and the old
housekeeper, who was with her,
rose to leave the room.

‘‘She has been wondering when
you would come, Father Walms-
ley,” she gaid, as she left the priest
alone with her young mistress.

‘““Father Walmsley, you have
come to tell me what the doctors
said ; I saw them go more than an
hour since.”” And she pointed
gently down the park ; then turn-
ing quickly to Father Walmsley
again, without any sign of agita-
tion, she said earnestly : ‘‘Tell me
everything exactly, please, Father
Walmsley don’t be afraid of —shock-
ing me; I know it already, you
know ; God has been telling it me
quietly all these months, even
when you could not believe it,
Father Walmsley.”” * And there was
such a strange, sweet smile on the
pale face which looked up at him
that the priest, who had known her
a8 a merry, careless child, and then
as a bright, happy girl full of
natural, earthly longings, felt
awed and hushed, as if in presence
of a saint.

But he sat down quietly by her
side and began his task, which she
had made so easy for him—the task
of telling her that a few weeks, or at
most months, must see her in the
grave ; that without great care she
might be called away even sooner
and more suddenly ; and that for
her father's sake she must avoid
anythiug that could hasten her
death—even too much prayer, which
might weary her, at least physi-
cally, in her weak state. While he
was speaking, with that kind,
gentle voice and fatherly manner,
Gerty listened quietly with down-
cast eyes; then as he paused at last,
she raised them, and he saw the
tears glistening in their depths.

“Poor papa,” she whispered ;
‘“‘only the thought of him makes it
hard! Only for him it would be so
easy, 8o sweet, with God’s grace ;
80 joyful, Father Walmsley, because
now I know my prayer—for—him
—will be heard.”

“And, my child, apart from the
thought of your father, apart from
that grief which will be holy even
at the last; are you sure there is
no other earthly regret to over-
come ? no human love which was so
strong in you yet to make it hard
for you to give up hope—to be
ready, now the time is coming, to
die 8o young? Gerty, if it were
possible that—Stanley Graham
could stand by your side again now
—if he came to ask your forgive-
ness and spoke to you with the old
witning words of love, would not
the struggle be hard to be perfectly
resigned to die—not to wish to
live? It would be but natural, my
child ; but I ask you so that, for
the time that is left, we may ask
God to take away even that from
your heart, to make the sacrifice

’

you have already offered, and which
he is accepting, quile perfect,
Gerty.”” 1 WOBAe il

For a minute Gerty was gilent,
with her face bent over her ciasped
hands, as the vision of Stanley
Graham roee in her mind, clear aptd
distinet ; as the proud face in its
beauty seemed to look at her with
that pleading she had seen upon it
on that last terrible night ; as the
rich, low voice seemed to ring again
like music in her ears; and for a
minute earth tried to bring her back
from heaven—back to her idolatry
and human longings.

But God, whom ehe had refused
to deny for His creature in the past,
to whom she had turned for help in
her hour of trial, did not desert her
now when the evil spirit tried to
whisper to her again : He gave her
strength to turn from the very
thought of temptation, to assist it
with scarce a sigh.

“Father Walmsley,”' she said at
last, in a low, solemn tone, ‘I know
I am very weak ; I know that with-
out God’s grace I should have been
at this moment what I dare not
think, a wretched apostate for the
sake of him I loved with a feeling
far too great and absorbing, I know
now, which will be the thing I shall
be most afraid to look back upon
when I am dying, because I may
have to suffer so long for it before |
can see God in heaven, Father
Walmsley. But still I do not think
there will be any regret in my
heart, any yearning for him in a
human way, though to see him
again before I died would be such
joy. Ithink I could bid him fare.
well calmly, joyfully almost, if he
were & Catholic, Father Walmsley.
You see, father, everything looks
8o different from what it did a year
since, when I shrank from the very
idea of dying. The shock was so
—great to find—what a dream it
had all been—after I had been
waiting and hoping so long for it ;
a dream so very short and brief
that to give up earth now is not
what it would have been then ; now,
too, when I feel this sweet, certain
hope that I am not dying in vain,
but that such a great soul as—his
will be gained for God in His own
good time.”’

Then Father Walmsley told her
gently of her father’s terrible
grief, and of how difficult it was to
him to forgive the man who- had
broken her heart, as he said.

“But he will still forgive him,
won’t he, Father Walmsiey ? He
does not refuse 7"’ she asked, in a
How, painful whisper.

“No, no, my. child ;
now. He has conquered in the
struggle, and is coming now to
pray by your side for him, so that
the act of resignation you both
wish to make will be proved to be
perfeet indeed.” And as he rose
to fetch Mr. Mannering, Gerty
strove to keep calm for the meeting
with the father who must soon
close her eyes in death.

He entered and knelt down
silently by her side, and as she put
her arms around his neck they
wept there together, his tears
mingling with hers.

*'Poor papa, poor darling papa !”’
she whispered at last. “But you
are not really losing me, you know,
papa ; I shall only be outwardly
hidden for a while. And you can
always, not only at first, but in
years to come, when you can hope
that I may be, perhaps, safe with
God, when I have satisfied for my
sins in Purgatory—well, even then
you can think of me as your little
girl still, always young, and never
having left you for any human
creature.” And she tried to smile
as she looked up into her father’s
face, while he himself, with a
terrible effort, calmed his outward
grief, dreading the continued agita-
tion for his darling. ‘‘And, papa,”
she added very gently and sweetly,
“I know you gtill forgive—Stanley
Graham ; so—let us, before Father
Walmsley goes, say the Rosary
together for him, that our Lady
may h'e’:lp him not to resist God’s
grace,

And kneeling down by Mr.
Mannering’s side, Father Walmsley
recited the rosary aloud, Gerty and
her father answering; she herself
the calmest and least disturbed of
the three in that solemn hour, with
the shadow of death hovering over
her ; the one who so lately seemed
to have a long, bright life before
her, who might have looked to enjoy
it still when the two who prayed
with her were laid in their graves.
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THE FOURTEENTH
GUEST

Margaret Burns looked with
appraising eye over the dinner table.
She had given much time and
thought to its arrangement and
knew that everything was just as it
should be. Yet, as she moved
around it, she straightened an
already perfectly straight knife,
patted a snowy napkin to make the
monogram stand up better, put
back inté the silver bowl an adven-
turesome bit of narcissus that, like
the original of the name, was trying
to see its beauty in the mirror
beneath, in a word, she did the thou-
sand and one deft little unnecessary
things that hostesses always do.

In the bedroom her husband was
singing, in his big; untrained voice,
snatches of the latest popular airs,
and when ‘‘ Mandalay "’ floated out
triumphantly, she knew that the
ordeal of dressing was over.

Margaret very much wanted this
dioner to be successful, as it was
the first large one they had given

since, the golden honeymoon days,
six months before. Besides, among
the twelve guests—as many as their
elastic little flat could hold—were
men whose friendship meant big
things for David, standing as he was
on the lowest rung of the legal
ladder. Margaret gave a minute to
a happy little day.dream, in which
she saw David run up that ladder
and victoriously reach the top.

Her reverie was broken by the
musical voice of the grandfather’s
clock in the hall telling the hour of
six. She gave one last contented
look at the lovely picture the rooms
made in the soft amber light, quite
unawareof the factthat,inhersimple
dress of clinging silk, her fair young
face glowing with happiness and
love, she was the loveliest thing in
them. She went to the windows to
pull down the blinds, and, looking
into the dusk, saw a taxi stop before
the house, its bright headlights like
two fiery eyes burning a path
through the shadows. The door-
bell rang.

* David, " she called, ** are you
ready ? Here is the first guest.’

David, immaculate in his evening
clothes, came from the bedroom.
There was something very attract-
ive about him in a big, boyish way.
Before answering the bell he had
time to tell Margaret how lovely
she looked and to seal his approval
in the proper way. They admitted
Harry Randolph, who was the ** big
chief ” in the office where David
worked as assistant,

Soon the bell rang again, and this
time it was Jack Spencer and his
wife. Maragaret could hardly wait
for the first greetings to’ be over
before she asked :

“Where's your Mrs.

bhut

Spencer 7"’

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Burns,
Marion was called out of town just
an hour ago. I hope it won’t incon-
venience you."”

Margaret was quite sure that it
wouldn’t ; nevertheless she was
wondering how soon she could run
in and tell Ellen to rearrange the
places at table. At last all the
guests had come. Over the buzz
of happy voices and gay laughter
hung that subtle spirit of good
cheer or content, or whatever you
will, that congenial people experi-
ence in anticipation of a good
dinner.

But hardly had they been geated
around the table when the spirit
of good cheer quickly passed on
Randolph’s calling out in his rich
Southern voice :

‘Thirteen at this table! Who's
superstitious among the crowd ?”’

As one, the women rose, followed
by the men. Margaret looked about
fnquiringly and laughed gaily.

‘‘Surely, ''she said, ‘“no one
believes in that foolish thimg in
these modern times ?"’

“l do for one,”” Mrs. Spencer
answered. ‘‘I remember one dinner
with thirteen at table, and the next
day my cook left, and I broke two
of my best Crown Derby cups and
saucers, and four of my relatives
came and stayed all summer.
that wdsn’t bad luck, please tell me
what is 7"’

All the women agreed that it was
certainly the worst of luck. They
began to grow reminiscent of all
the stories they had heard about
the evil following the flaumting of
the thirteenth guest. The air
became filled with gloom, and
Margaret felt that her dinner was
going to turu into a sad session of
the ‘I remember when” club. She
sighed under her breath. Ran-
dolph, seeing her anxiety and feel-
ing responsible for having started
the trouble, came to the rescue :

“Isn’t there someone you could
get to fill in, Mrs. Burns? These
people are so full of awe over that
old relic of a superstitious past that
they will go hungry rather than
sit at this table.”

Before Margaret had time to
answer him, the sound of softly
played music came from the flat
above. Randolph looked at the
ceiling, folded his hands devoutedly
and said.

‘““Our prayer has been heard.
Behold ! The Fourteenth Guest !’

“Bat I don’t know her,” said
Margaret. ‘I couldn’t very well
ask her to fill in just because we
are so silly.”

‘“ Appeal to her sporting blood,”
called out David. ‘‘ Tell her about
this happy crowd and the perfectl
good dinner getting cold, and, if
she’s a lady, as I believe she is,
she’ll plug up the thirteenth hole.
And we all can get busy on the
roast chicken.” »

Margaret made a quick decision
as Ellen’s distressed and puzzled
face appeared at the dining-room.
She ran up to Flat 10 and pressed
the bell somewhat fearfully ; but,
that Rubican crossed, she became
very brave. And her courage #in-
creased tenfold when she saw Betty
Smith, smiling and friendly, stand-
ing at the opened door.

Margaret took the dive.

“I'm Mrs. Burns from the Flat
below, and we’re giving a dinner,
and we're just thirteen and they
won’t sit down—silly things !—and
could you—I wish you would—won’t
you please help me out ? It means
so much to David and me to have it
a success, and it looks a failure
now.”’

Betty, having received from the
good fairy who presided over hex
cradle the priceless gift of humor,
laughed at the tragic tale and the
woebegone little figure in the gay
evening dress.

“I'd like to help you out—it
would be quite an adventure—but I
don’t know any of the guests, and
—'" ghe hesitated.
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“Oh, you dear!” said the re-
lieved Margaret. ‘' I'll wait here
for you and we’ll go down together.
You might change your mind, you
know.”’

Betty, whose eyes had taken in
the girl’s pretty clothes, laughed :

‘““I won't change my mind, but
my dress.”’

The prospect of the evening's
fun, and the unexpectedness of it
all, put red roses into her cheeks
and made her dark eyes sparkle.
A few minutes later she was the
centre of a laughing crowd who
hailed her as their saviour and
gaily pulled her into the charmed
circle.

Margaret saw the look of recogni-
tion that passed between Betty and
Randolph when sghe introduced
them.

“ Ien’t it wonderful that you two
know each other !” ghe exclaimed.

" We did,” said a dignified Betty,
refusing to see the plea in Ran-
dolph’s eyes.

Margaret, feeling that she was to
be in hot water all the evening,
saved the situation by calling the
guests to the delayed dinner.

Randolph, seated next to Betty,
refused to be discouraged by her
coldness, and found many opportun-
ities under the noise of the conver-
| sation of speaking to her.
| ** Betty,” he softly said, *‘ isn't
it wonderful finding you this way.
Just to think, I lost you & year ago,
and now by the merest chance
| you're here.
foolish quarrel—and begin being
friends ? It was all my fault. I
was & confounded idiot. I'm sorry
| —Betty, please 7"

Betty wouldn’t have been Betty
had she refused. Of course she
| didn’t forgive him at once. She
| rather enjoyed hearing his pleading

|
|

If | voice, and felt quite a good deal of |

satisfaction in making him pay for
the year-long silence following
their quarrel, which just now ap-
peared to her in its true light, as
pretty and foolish.

Margaret Burns felt
that these two had once been dear
to each other, and, being a match-
maker at heart, was already plan-
ning her campaign, when she heard
Randolph call out in his gay voice.

‘“A toast! God bless the man
who invented the superstition of
thirteen at table! I tell you it
brings nothing but good luck.”’

““The good luck came this time
with the fourteenth guest, didn’t it,
Randolph ?”’ said David in his quiet
way.

Randolph, looking at Betty’s
shining face, knew that he spoke
the truth.—Nancy Buckley in Cath-
olic Fireside.

SCOTTISH PILGRIMS VISIT
CAVE

The first apostle of Scotland, who
had built & church in Northern
Britain fifty years before St.
Patrick preached in Ireland, and
two hundred years before St.
Augustine came to England, was
honored by a remarkable pilgrim-
age to a solitary cave on the shore
of the Solway Firth.

Known as the Cave of St. Ninian,
this cleft in a rocky headland is
now under the care of the Ancient
Monuments Board. No organized
band of pilgrims had ever
approached it since pilgrimages
were proscribed by law in 1681,
But this year a pilgrimage was
arranged from Dumfries, and towns
in the vicinity sent delegations. A
thousand people gathered at Whit-
burn, where St. Ninian is buried,
and after Mass in a field went down
Eo the shore and assembled at the

ave.

A representative of the Ancient
Monuments Board went from Edin-
burgh with the key of the cave to
opeu it to the pilgrims. Reverent-
ly they inspected the place where
St. Ninian spent days and nights in
prayer and fasting for the con-
version of Scotland.

Afterwards they seated them-
selves on boulders and rocks along
the shore, whilst the Bishop of
Pella (Mgr. Brown)—a Londoner of
Scottish birth--—gave a stirring
address. on the life and work of the
saint. He recalled that in past
ages many royal pergsons had made
pilgrimage to the Cave of St.
Ninian, the last sovereign to make
a public pilgrimage being Mary
Queen of Scots.
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R?. lﬂ‘?ﬁide 'lﬂ)dw
* Hillorest 1097 Main 1583
Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins

Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto,
W.T.J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G. O'Donoghue, K,O,
Hugh Harkins
Offices 241-243 Confederation Lite Chambers
8. W. Oorner Queen and Victoria Sts,
TORONTO, OANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLIOITORS
NOTARIES

W, K. Kelly, K. C. J. Porter David K. Kelly
Crown Attorney County Treasurer

Solicitors For Norfoik County Couneil
SIMCOE, ONT., CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL

L.D.S., D.D.S.

% PEMBROKE STREET

PEMBROKE, ONT
PHONE 175

Cable Address “Leedon”

W,

OPEN EVENINGS
DR. VINCENT KELLY
DENTAL SURGEON
Clinic Building, 241 - 243 Queen’s Ave.
LONDON, ONT.
Phone 1400 Res. Phone 5198

R. [. WATSON

Government and Industrisl

BONDS

BOUGHT and SOLD
Phone 1637W 213 Dom. Savings Bldg.
LONDON, ONT.

Beddome, Brown, Cronyn
and Pocock

INSURANCE

Money to Loan
392 Richmond 8t.

Telephone 693 W
LONDON, CANADA

James R. Haslett

Sanitary ‘® Heating Engineer
Agent for Fess

Oil Burners
521 Richmond S§t. London, Ont

UPHOLSTERING

Of All Kinds Chesterflelds Made to Order

GHAS. M. QUICK

Richmond St. London,
Opposite St. Peter's Parish Huh

Where Do You Go When o
You Wish to “Say it With" &

The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

E. MULLEN

14 May St. LONDON, CANADA
Phone 8714M

Painting and Paper
Hanglng Samples on request

G. M. MURRAY

66 KING ST. LONDON

Expert Radiator and
Auto Sheet Metal Worker

BRAZING OF ALL KINDS
PHONES — NIGHTS 5448. DAY 2337

87 YONGE 8T., TORONTO
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey

“Something More Than a Drug Store”

DRUGS OUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES COANDIRS

Order by Phone — wae dellver

CLINGER

London's Rubber Man

846 Dundas 8t., London, Ont,
TIRES and VULCANIZING

‘We repair anything in Rubber,

Ont.

Galoshes and Rubber Boots a specialty,




