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GERTRUDE MANNERING
A TALE OF SACRIFICE

CHAPTER XXIV.—ConNTINUED

They were to go away in two or
three days now, so Father Walms-
ley came up on the following
morning to hear Gerty's confession
and give her Communion, because
she was too weak to go down to
church fasting ; and afterwards,
when she had taken her slight
breakfast, he went up-stairs to her
sgain, and talked to her a little
while kindly and cheerily.

“*But you look quite happy, Gerty
—quite as if you intended to come
back as strong as ever again.
Your father needs consolation most
of the two, I think,” he said, with
a smile,

““Poor papa!” And Gerty clasped
her hands as if in pain for a
minute ; then she added in a low,
earnest tone, ‘‘Father Walmsley,
you have always been his best
friend ; you will be so—always still
in the future?’ And the sweet
brown eyes, so calmly lustrous now,
looked at him with mournful
entreaty.

“Do you doubt it, my child ?”
he said, still cheerily ; “and yours
too, I hope, Gerty.”

Then as he rose to leave her,
as if with an irresistible impulse
she turned to him again, with a
strangely sweet smile and low,
quiet voice :

‘“Father Walmsley, if—it is com-
ing—what 1 thought, what I told
you of, you know, three months
since, do not be uneasy, I-—am not
afraid ; I have been growing so—
used to it, until God has made me
almost wish for it to be His will,
because—I know, if—] were taken,
it would be in answer—to my
prayer—for him, for Stanley
Graham 1 %Anow he would not be
let to shut his heart to grace long
after, because—if 1 die—it will be
that—God wants him, and I shall
be, oh! so happy in that knowl-
edge.”

Almost reverently now the good
priest replied :

““Gerty, thank God, who has
enabled you to be resigned, to say
from your heart, whatever happens,
‘God’s will be done,” even if it
should be to die and give up all
thought of earthly love.” Then
recovering from his emotion, he
added, still seriously but cheerily :

““But we must not throw away
our lives, Gerty—we must not
knowingly neglect our health ; so,
while you are away, do all in your
power to recover and grow strong ;
tell yourself you must do so, for
your facher’s sake ; be very obedi-
ent and do whatever is ordered for
your good, or I shall have to write
you a lecture, you know, on self-
will and morbid fancies, eh,
Gerty 7’ And with a very kind
farewell and ‘‘God bless you!” he
left her alone, having had a hard
struggle to conceal his admiration
and edification, no less than the
sorrow, despite his cheery words,
which had taken root in his heart.

And so, two days later, Gerty
and her father, with an old con-
fidential servant to attend as nurse
to Gerty, were established once
more at Beachdown, the little
watering-place, which was good for
Gerty now for the reason which
had made it not so good before,
because it was quiet and retired.
And the change and bracing air
made her at first often feel so much
better and stronger that her father
told himself his darling was going
to recover much more quickly than
the doctor had expected, refusing
evenonher weakerdaystoadmitany
thing like a real fear into his heart
that he might be mistaken—that
the apparent rallying might be only
delusive. How could he, that poor
watchful father—how could he yet
bring himself to believe that not
only the brightness of his little
Sunbeam, but that Sunbeam itself,
pale and shadowy as it was now,
might soon be hidden from his
loving eyes for ever in this world ?
How could he, when Gerty was so
cheerful always, so peaceful and
calm during the long, delicious
talks they held together sitting on
the shore, or gazing out over the
sea from ‘their window on days
when she was too weak to go out,
or when he read the cheerful letters
she wrote to Lady Hunter as he sat
by her sofa, looking up into his
face with a sweet smile whenever
she paused in her writing? She
never said a word that could alarm
her cousin; so that when Lady
Hunter wrote in reply, though she
was anxious and solicitous concern-
ing Gerty’s delicate health,
plainly had no fear as to her ulti-
mate recovery.

Once, in a letter which came dur-
ing the third week of their stay in
Beachdown, Lady Hunter mentioned
Stanley Graham, from whom Gerty
knew she heard so seldom, as he
had said must be the case. He was
in Italy just now, she wrote, travel-
ing up and down, now and then
staying with his uncle at Nice ; and
then she told that his last letter
had betrayed terrible gloom and
restless discontent, with all his old
uneasiness increased a hundredfold.
‘““He does not write your name
openly, love,” she wrote, ‘‘but his
thoughts are visible in every line.
I am telling you this, darling,
because you would fancy it all, and
even worse, perhaps, if I did not;
and I know the certainty is easier
to bear, because it makes you have
something definite to ask for when
you offer up the prayers in which

she |

even I can join, Gerty. But if my
doing 8o has caused one useless pain
to your cruelly tried heart, forgive
me, love, for you know all I would
do, if I could, to save you pain and
bring you happiness. Write soon,
dear, and tell me you are getting
quite strong and hopeful again, and
how soon | may come and see you
in_your deur old Grange after the
season is over, | wish it were over
already, love, for I seem to have no
heart for gayety thisg time ; I think
so constantly of last year, and all
that has come since.’’

Lady Hunter was right, as even
Mr. Mannering admitted ; for to
hear of Stanley Graham as restless
and weary gave Gerty more hope,
even while it pained her for his
sake, than if she had been told he
was haughtily calm and undis-
turbed, expressing no feeling even
to so intimate a friend as Lady
Hunter.

‘It may not be all for my sake
that he is vestless and unhappy,”
she said to herself almost joyously,
“not all because he cannot bring
himself to yield and believe that |
love him. May it not be also
because he is fighting against God’s
grace, trying not to hear it
whispering to his heart? O my
God ! if it be so, if Thou art calling
him, let him not resist too long ;
let him not weary Thy mercy ; give
to my prayers the grace of conver-
sion for him ; give it in exchange
for my life, poor offering though
that may be.”

And the hope brought by the
never-tiring prayer brought the
color again to Gerty's face and the
bright light to her eyes as she
gazed out at the tossing sea, asking
herself if she were really the same
girl who but a year since had been
8o full of life and gayety, who had
sat at the opera with Stanley
Graham, feeling as though earth
could never have a sweeter hour
for her, as though to tear herself
away for ever from that dreamlike
existence would have been a task
8o dreary as to be impossible. And
now here she was, with life ebbing
quietly away, without a wish on
her own part, or for her own sake,
to recall it ; with earth and its joys
for ever fading from her view ;
with the love which had been such
idolatry changing and softening
into the more pure heavenly feeling,
which made the sacrifice of her
own life appear as nothing by the
side of the beloved one’s soul saved
and gained for God. And sweetly
and humbly unconscious of any
merit in the willing sacrifice, con-
scious only of a deep thankfulness
for God's grace which had
suggested it, Gerty prayed on, with
a strength which rose superior to
her bodily weakness, during these
last quiet days by the sea at Beach-
down.

TO BE CONTINUED

TOMORROW
L.~DOUBT

“Do I understand you refuse to
type this letter ?”’

“I refuse,”” said Peter Kelvin,
and placed a draft on the office
table.

It was not precisely a usual
method of addressing a firm
partner, even a junior partner, and
the confidential correspondence
clerk was abundantly aware of the
fact.

“There is, of course, but one
thing left for me to do,” he added.

‘“Yes 7"’

l{eginéld Pagne, junior partner in |

his father’s highly reputable solici-
tor’s business, smiled pleasantly as
he put the question. He was un-
doubtedly & handsome young man,
tall, well-built, and particularly
well groomed. His fine dark eyes
unaccountably puzzled you. Why
should you mistrust them ? Yet,
vaguely, you did.

“Yes ?” he again queried, adjust-
ing leisurely the massive and
artistic paper-knife in the tray
before him. The junior partner was
fastidiously particular about artistic
details.

“‘I must resign my position,”’ said
Peter bluntly.

Reginald Payne raised his shoul-
ders and spread out his hands in a
graceful, depreciating gesture.

“That is a matter entirely for
your own decision,” he said.

“I'd better go then—tomorrow.
Today is Friday and the end of the
week.”’

““As you will,” said the junior
partner suavely, and the clerk, after
a moment’s hesitation, in which his
lips parted as if to speak, but closed
again, turned on his heel and left
the room by a door communicating
with the small private office which
had been allotted him.

Entering this, he sat down rather
suddenly, staring at without seeing
the grey-winged pigeons in their
circling flight among the grey old
buildings of Lincoln’s Inn. How
often had he watched them with a
rapturous pleasure which was yet
half & pain, for how reconcile those
delicate harmonies of color and
shade, that poetry of poise and
motion, with the deadly prose ‘of
bread-earning as practiced in a
lawyer’s office.  Yet bread-earning
was certainly a necessity for one-
self and others, and had he not a
moment ago deliberately thrown
away his chances ?

Moreover, what right had he to
judge another ? What proof could
he ever bring forward of that
other’s guilt 7 Absolutely none.
The letter he had refused to write
was, on the surface, on ordinary
business letter, What right had he
to regard it, as he did regard it, as
a final link in & compromising chain

woven by Reginald Payne for his

own dubious purposes ? :

“Tampering, that's what he's
been doing !”’ shouted Peter’s inner
conviction, regardless of proofs.
¢ Tampering with a poor old trust.
ing soul’s invested money. No; I
will not, I will not dirty my fingers
in that dirty job. But I wish to
Heaven the old chap had never gone
away.”

To help the widow of his life-long
friend and her only son, Payne
senior had offered Peter a clerkship
in his office.

“Not that Kelvin's son is ever
going to make a euccessful business
man, any more than Kelvin did—or
could, poor fellow !”’

Payne senior tended to look upon
all who were not “‘goed business
men’’ as fools, more or less. Yet,
with delightful inconnsistency, the
number of lame fools he had helped
over stiles was legion. And he had
always loved old Kelvin, in spite of
all his foolishness—old Kelvin with
his head in the clouds even when
they were boys together at the city
of London school, always seeing
pietures where he saw only smoke.
Of course, he was bound to help
Kelvin’s widow when, the artist’s
last picture painted, the unsuccess-
ful palette was finally laid down.

*Yes, I wish the old chap had
never gone away,” vehemently re-
flected Kelvin's son. ‘‘That acei-
dent was a bad thing for him and a
woree for us. And the world will
call me a fool, and so perhaps I
am.”

Then unlocking a drawer in his
table, he took from a far-back
corner a small leather case. Inside
a photograph. A girl’s face ; short
curly dark hair, and eyes dark,
roguish, yet with winsome appeal.
A laughing mouth whose upturned
corners were wholly adorable.

Nancy ! Nancy Payne!

Here was the worst of all. He
dared not think of his mother yet.
But of course, he must give up all
thought of Nancy. He must end,
without explanation, abruptly and
apparently cruelly, that blossoming
friendship, ripening, he dared to
hope, to love. He could not tell
Nancy that he believed her adored
and brilliant brother to be a scoun-
drel.

He closed the little case with a
snap. His honest, obstinate lips
tightened.

11.~FAITH

He always went into her room to
wish that dear absurd old mother of
his goodnight. She would not have
slept otherwise ;: neither perhaps,
would he.

Tonight he hesitated outside the
door. How should he conceal from
her his anxiety, his fear ? A God-
send it had seemed to her this regu-
lar, well-paid work with his father’s
old friend. Without it, their tiny
income would not meet their
needs. For himself, he could bear
hardship ; but that she should suffer
whom anxiety, had torn so often,
who, gince his birth, had hardly
known a day free from pain—that
smote him. Somehow or other
everything must be hidden from her
| tonight.
| As he entered she greeted him
| with her never-failing smile. Some-
| times it was a trifle crooked, a little
| wavering. That was when, valiant

registance notwithstanding, some
| hostile fearsomeness besieged her
| brave soul’s citadel. She always
smiled, but he always knew when
an enemy wae at the gates.

She was sitting up in bed,
reading. A cheerful fire burned in
the small grate, and among the num-
| ber of edifying books of all sizes
' and periods on the table at her side
| stood a clear glass holding a bunch

of violets, his last night’s offering.
No more violets for the present, and
perhaps no more Anna to make the
little fire and keep her comfortable.
How was she going to manage with-
out Anna, whose training in

| domesticity was so stimulating a
task ?

i Sometimes, when he came in, the
message extracted from the chosen
source of enlightenment was of such

| surprigsingly precise application to
the days need that she fairly

| bubbled over with the exciting dis-
covery, and Peter would be invited
to share it. A wide Catholicity
| marked her taste in reading.

i Fathers, Early and Late—philoso-

ipheru. ancient and modern—each
contributed his individual ray.

*It’s like the sun isn’t it now ?”’
she would say. ‘‘The light that's
poured upon us. Wherever there’sa
flower or a bit of moss, or a heart or
a mind that can receive it, there it
gets in. Doesn’t it, Peter ? You
| needn’t look 8o quizzical, now.”

Tonight, though the smile was 'just
a little of the not.to-be-beaten order,
the brown eyes were very bright,
and :

‘““Now do see here,”” she said.
“This is such a nice little book
your cousin Margaret sent me
at Christmas. She always knows
my taste. Last year she sent
me Marcus Aurelius, and you'd
be surprised what choice bits
of Christianity you can get into
him. 1don’t know who wrote this,
but isn’'t it just the word now,
Peter ? You read,” and she pointed
with her thin, eager finger.

‘“Every tomorrow has two
handles ; we can take hold of the
handle of anxiety or the handle of
Faith.”

‘““Now don’t you call that just a
splendid idea? A handle, and, if
it’s Faith’s handle, then an opening
door.”

He did not answer immediately.
Tomorrow ! If she knew ? If she
only knew what tomorrow meant ?
She must not see his eyes; so he
turned over the inspiring literature

and adjusted a violet' leaf,
while summoning his forces of de-
ception.

"“"Maggie? She always remem-
bers you, doesn't she? Good' girl,
She doesn’t send me little books.
But we aren’t too well off for cup-
boards, are we ?"’

Sitting down on.the side of the
bed, he smiled at her, with a fine
straightness.

““What's been shutting doors for
you?"” he said.

"“*Well, Peter dear, they will come,
anxious thoughts, and | was think-
ing today. No ; Anna hasn't
been extravagant with the butter
or used too many sticks to lay the
fire. She'sagood girl, and learning
to be careful in little things, and so
thoughtful for my comfort. It'sa
bit difficult to train them in what
they think unnecessary details and
sometimes. A o, Peter
dear, I really am not worrying.
Your work with good Mr. Payne is
safe and better than we ever
thought to get. I know you don't
like it. Your dear father
was just the same. He would have
hated an office stool. And some-
times I am afraid, knowing how un-
congenial the work is And,
then, just when a nasty, worrying
thought about the future was
trying to push itself in, I took up
Maggic’s book, and there was that
beautiful ‘handle’ quotation. You
do like it, don’t you ?”’

He took the little book out
of her hans and held them in his
own.

‘I think it's grand,” he said.
“Now you turn your handle well
and go to sleep. If you don’t keep
on turning where shall I be ?”’

She laughed then. He loved to"
provoke his old mother to that
merry, girlish laugh of hers. The
shadows which had touched her
patient face and saddened the
corners of her lovable mouth fled
away.

“It’s all right, I know it ie,”” she
said. “Good night and God bless
you, my own dear. Don’t forget the
patent door opener. With you and
Cousin Maggie and the Light—and
the handle—why, of course it’s all
right—for us all.”’

I1I1.—OPENING DOORS

How he wished as he entered the
office next morning, he could share
his mother’s sense of all-rightness.
An opposite conviction possessed
him as, arriving unusually early on
this, his last day, he hung up his
coat on his accustomed peg, beliey-
ing him in sole possession of the
premises.

To his surprise, a loud and cheer-
ful voice hailed him from the inner
office, the door of which stood ajar,
the unmistakable voice of the senior
partner,

“That you, Kelvin? Come in. I
want you immediately.” '

A tall figure with bushy iron-grey |
hair and a militant expression, be- |
lied by kindly hazel eyes, appeared
in the doorway, one hand grasping a
stick, the other full of papers.

“Yes, come along, Peter. Regi-
nald’s not here this morning, and I
am, doctor or no doctor. No more
infernal doing nothing for me. So
here I am. Reg's nose has been
pretty close to the grindstone lately,
80 he's off for a week. Come on.
Sit down. Take this letter.”

Peter seated himself in obedience,
but, a8 was not unusual with the
senior partner's methods, no dicta-
tion suitable for epistolary purposes
immediately followed. Mr. Payne’s
mind was always so' full of com-
municable matter that a specialized
diserimination was a necessity in his
hearers. Remembering past experi-
ences when what was intended for a
client’s benefit and what was in-
tended for his own had resulted
in letters of inextricable confusion.
Peter waited, pen wisely in abey-
ance.

““After this, get out all old Miss
Jenkyn's papers. I must go through
them. And after that ‘Dear
Madam.—In reply to your inquiry
of . .” What's all this about you
and Reginald ?”’

Mr. Payne’s kind eyes shot a
fierce glance over the top of his
pince-nez at his confidential clerk.

“Reginald tells me you've re-
signed your position—find the work
unsuitable. Whoever supposed ,it
suitable—for you, with about as
much judicial capacity as a broom
stick. But that’s no reason for
quarreling with your bread and
butter. Is it true ?”

“It is true, sir.
down ?”

For Mr. Payne stood grasping
his stick and Peter feared for conse-
quences.

‘“Then you're a greater fool than
I thought you even!” was the re-
sponse to this solicitude as Mr.
Payne bundled himself into his
chair. ‘‘The doctor and you, both
fools. For three monthse I’'ve
been under treatment and my back
not cured yet. Well, take this
letter.—We regret exceedingly to
inform you that owing to unfore-
seen . . . Another thing, too.
What's all this about you and
Nancy? Nancy in tears this
morning. Some rubbish from you
so far as I could make out. She
annoyed me particularly by refusing
to answer my questions. Now I
won’t have my girl erying, for you
or any man. thought you and
Nancy were getting on pretty well,
and 1 was not prepared to oppose
any advances on your part, provided,
of course but business doesn’t
seem to be in you. What is all this
detestable hornet’s nest you’ve been
gtirring up in my absence ? First
Reginald, then Nancy. What's it
all about, sir 7"’

The hot blood had surged into
Peter’s temples at mention of that

Won't you sit
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Sanitary and Heating
Engineer
Agent for Fess Oil Burners
821 Richmond 8t. London, Ont

UPHOLSTERING

OF ALL KINDS
Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK

Richmond St. London
Opposite St. Peter's Parish Hafl

E. MULLEN

14 May St. LONDON, CANADA
Phone 6714M

Painting and Paper
Hanging Samples on request

G. M. MURRAY

66 KING ST. LONDON

Expert Radiator and
Auto Sheet Metal Worker

BRAZING OF ALL KINDS
PHONES — NIGHTS 8448, DAY 2327

Ont.

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey

“Something More Than a Drug Store"
DRUGS CUT FLOWRRS
PERFUMES CANDIRS

Order by Phone — we deliver




