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GERTRUDE MANNER1NG
A TALE OF SACRIFICE

BY FRANCES NOBUS

CHAPTER I.
" Let me have juet two minutes 

in the chapel before I go, sister," 
And a pair of beautiful brown eyes, 
just then glistening with tears, 
looked up very earnestly into Sister 
Teresa's face.

“ Poor Gerty ! It would not be 
easy to refuse that request, would 
It, dear ? But do not be long, or 
papa will be impatient, and perhaps 
think we are going to keep you for 
good and all."

The young girl lingered yet a 
moment.

" Ah, sister ! it doesn’t seem five 
years, does it, since I first came ? 
and when I was crying after papa 
had left me, you came and took me 
to the chapel, to ask our Lord to 
welcome me, you said—don’t you 
remember 7 And now it is like 
going to say good by to Him, isn’t 
it ?”

" Not good-by, Gerty dear, but to 
ask Him to go with you out into the 
world, and never to let you send 
Him away by sin."

Gerty sighed as she looked again 
into the nun’s calm, sweet face, and 
then ran quickly but softly along 
the corridor and up the stairs 
which led to the convent chapel.

Five years before Gertrude Man- 
nering had first come to school, a 
little girl of twelve ; and now the 
happy, peaceful time was over, and 
she was going home to begin her 
life in the world, of which yet she 
had seen so little, going half in joy 
and half in sorrow—joy at the 
prospect of being always with her 
dear father, who was everything to 
her—for mother she had none—and 
sorrow at leaving her beloved con
vent and its still more beloved 
inmates. Gertrude, or “ Gerty,” as 
her companions liked better to call 
her, had always been a favorite in 
the school ; and even the good nuns 
themselves, though they would not 
show any partiality, could hardly 
help feeling it for the child whose 
bright, sweet face took all hearts by 
storm almost at once, if it were 
only by the very beautiful eyes, 
which could look so laughingly 
bewitching or so mournfully sym
pathetic, as the feelings of their 
possessor prompted. And the sweet 
yet bright, intelligent face was a 
true mirror to the young girl’s 
character ; to the keen, clear intel
lect and warm, loving heart ; to the 
generous and forgiving, if at times 
somewhat quick, sensitive temper. 
Gertrude had never been what 
might be called one of the model 
girls in the convent ; she had had 
her share of scrapes and misde
meanors ; she had always been 
among those who looked forward 
with girlish delight to their en
trance into the world and its un
tasted pleasures, but she had ever 
been sincerely good and pious 
withal, ever really prizing her holy 
religion above all things, and her 
very faults had been lovable, as it 
were

And now they were going to lose 
her ; she was going to be emanci
pated from the happy, innocent con
vent life, with its wise and gentle 
restraint, to go home to be once 
more her father's spoiled darling, 
to receive the admiration which the 
world was sure to give to one whom 
nature had bestowed so many out
ward as well as inward gifts.

For two or three minutes she 
knelt there in the chapel, on the 
floor just outside the altar-rails, 
with her face buried in her hands 
and the tears still flowing.

“ U Jesus ! take care of me 
always; never let me forgetTnee or 
cease to love Thee in the midst of 
the world. I am very young and 
weak ; give me always grace to 
resist temptation, to be firm always 
in our holy faith, whatever trials 
may come!"

Did she know—that young girl, 
little more than child as she was— 
did she understand, in her sweet 
innocence and heart freedom, the 
full power of the "temptation” 
against which she prayed so simply 
and earnestly ? Could she realize 
in her inexperience the " trials ” 
which might be in store, while 
everything looked so bright? Hard
ly, perhaps, and sad would it have 
been could she have done so ; but 
surely none the less acceptable to 
Jesus’ Heart was the innocent 
prayer ; none the less surely would 
He give her the strength she asked 
for as she stood trembling, as it 
were, on the threshold of the busy, 
perilously-fascinating world

Her prayer over, Gertrude rose 
and went quickly with Sister Teresa 
to the reception-room, where her 
father awaited her. He came for
ward at once and kissed her with a 
yearning fondness, which showed 
how much she was to him and what 
a happy day this was on which he 
could claim her again entirely for 
his own. He was a tall, slender, 
fine-looxing man of sixty, but seem
ing older than that from his very 
wnite hair and venerable aspect. 
The Rev. Mother, who was with him 
seeing the tear-traces still on Ger 
trude's face, took her hand with a 
kind smile.

“ What, Gerty ! tears again, when 
the day has come for which our 
little girl used to long so much ?”

“ Ah, Rev. Mother ! that was 
two or three years ago, when I was 
always in scrapes ; not so much 
latterly. Besides, now that it has 
really come, the saying good-by to 
you all, and the girls too, it seems 
so—so queer, to think I shall never

be here again In the old way and 
her lips quivered as the tears glis
tened again in the bright eyes. " If 
it were not for papa, I might want 
to stay another year ; but he would 
be afraid 1 was going to stay alto
gether ; and I couldn’t do that : you 
could never spare me, papa, could 
you?" And putting her little hand 
In his arm, she gave him another 
fond kiss.

“ No, I couldn’t spare Gerty, 
Rev. Mother," said Mr. Mannering, 
as a sad shadow passed across his 
face, brought there by the thought 
"f the dead—of Gerty’s mother, his 
jeautiful girl-wife, his bright dar
ling, who had blessed his life for 
three short years and had then been 
taken from him, leaving him the 
little babe of scarce two days old 
to be her own namesake, and to fill 
up the heavy void in his heart.

“ No, Rev. Mother," he continued 
after a pause, " 1 have given 
Rupert to God freely and willingly, 
proud that my boy is destined to 
such a high vocation ; but may He 
forgive me if I say that I cannot 
spare Gerty, my little girl ; or 
rather if I say that I do not think I 
shall be called on to make the sacri
fice—that I do not think He will 
want her to serve Him in that way." 
And the wish for resignation to 
God’s will of the earnest Catholic 
seemed struggling in his heart with 
the father's human feelings as he 
looked with an almost anxious 
inquiry at the Rev. Mother, who 
readily replied, with a sweet smile, 
“ I think with you, Mr. Mannering, 
that God will not call Gerty to our 
life. We cannot tell yet, of course, 
but it seems to me that she is a 
flower that will bloom best in the 
world, and that God will give her 
grace to help others on with her, if 
she asks for it and corresponds with 
it when it comes. Eh, Gerty ?” she 
added tenderly, turning to the 
young girl for the last kiss and em
brace.

“ Don’t expect anything too good 
from me. Rev. Mother, for I’m 
afraid I’m not likely to do anything 
very great or wonderful. Only 
pray that I may not have grown 
into a stiff, worldly young lady 
when I come to see you next year— 
for I am to come, you know ; papa 
has promised." And trying to 
laugh, to keep back a sob, Gertrude 
tore herself away from her two 
dear nyns, and followed her father 
out to the vehicle that wailed to 
take them to the nearest station, 
some two miles off.

It was but two days from Christ
mas, and the snow lay thick every
where as they drove out of the con
vent grounds. Gertrude gazed 
lingeringly at the white, peaceful 
scene.

“ I wonder how it will look to me 
when I see it again, papa—whether 
it will seem changed. I wonder if / 
shall be changed at all when I come 
again. 1 suppose I shall look a 
little older and more of a young 
lady, that’s all. 0 papa ! it is nice 
to be coming back to be always 
with you again." And as she sat 
there by him her father drew her 
still closer, and stroked the pretty, 
bright hair that escaped from the 
little convent bonnet.

Ay, well might she wonder ! She 
would see her dear convent home 
again, perhaps, and in no very long 
time , but would it be with the 
same joyous, childlike heart ? would 
she bring back with her no heavier 
trouble than that she now carried 
away ? would the eyes that looked 
again upon the familiar spots be 
dimmed by no more bitter tears 
than those which glistened in their 
bright depths today ?

CHAPTER II.
Whitewell Grange, Gertrude 

Mannering’s home, was situated in
B-----shire, seventy or eighty miles
from N-----, the nearest town to the
convent she had just quitted. The 
Grange stood in a small park which 
was quite a miniature of rural 
beauty of every kind. It had be
longed to the Mannerings for cen
turies—indeed, before the Reforma
tion the family that been a notable 
one in the county ; but since then, 
despoiled of the greater part of 
their possessions, often fined and 
o'herwise persecuted for their firm 
adherence to the ancient faith, they 
had sunk into comparative obscur
ity and insignificance, content to 
keep that which was more precious 
than all their worldly goods and 
prosperity—the priceless treasure 
of the holy Catholic religion. 
Family pride the Mannerings may 
have had. perhaps ; and who could 
blame them ?—for they boasted a 
long and stainless pedigree ; but 
prouder still were they to have

suffered persecution for justice’ 
sake,” to have been thought worthy 
in the most troublous times to give 
the shelter of their mansion to 
many a hunted priest and religious, 
happy to brave pe.il in such holy 
cause, and to receive in return from 
their saintly visitors the blessed 
ministrations for which the poor 
Catholics of those days had te 
hunger so often and so long There 
was a priests’ hiding-hole in the old 
dining-room of the Grange, and in 
its dark recess, in the worst days of 
persecution, when once staying in 
the house for two or three days, the 
great Jesuit, Father Gerard, had 
lain concealed for a night, until the 
baffled search of the priest-hunters 
was over, and the trembling house
hold might breathe in peace for 
another short space. This hiding- 
hole had always been a favorite 
spot with Gertrude and her only 
brother, Rupert, in their childhood, 
when they used to play there 
together for hours, Rupert being 
always the hidden priest, and his 
little sister the baffled pursuivant

searching vainly and sounding the 
innocent-looking panels, and then 
changing into the gentle lady of the 
house who came to bring refresh
ment to the half-faint prisoner, or 
to announce to him that he may 
now come forth in safety.

A portion of the pretty inno
cent play had now become earn
est, for Rupert Mannering had 
already finished his novitiate in 
the Society of Jesus and he 
always laughingly said that he 
felt sure the first seeds of his 
vocation had been sown in his child
hood during the hours he had 
played in the hiding-place which 
had once for a whole night con
tained the blessed confessor, Father 
Gerard.

"You ought to have let me out 
quicker always, Gerty," he had 
said one day to his sister, when she 
was crying at the thought of part
ing with him : not that she was not 
very proud to think that her 
idolized Rupert would one day be a 
Jesuit priest. “ You ought to have 
let me out sooner if you did not 
want me to go and be a Jesuit. 
You always kept me in so long that 
I have caught some of the graces 
that Father Gerard left behind him 
wherever he went. I take no credit 
for it at all ; it is you, Gerty." 
And the youth would try merrily to 
laugh his dear sister out of her 
sorrow for his temporary loss.

Rupert Mannering was just a 
year older than his sister, and was 
now close upon nineteen. He had 
been sent early to one of the great 
Jesuit colleges, and from the age of 
fifteen had never swerved from his 
desire to be admitted into the 
Society. Not three years later— 
before he was eighteen, when he 
left the college—his father, after a 
brief and painful struggle with 
himself, let him go at once to the 
novitiate, instead of remaining two 
or three years in the world, as he, 
Mr. Mannering. had at first wished.

"It would be no use, papa," the 
boy had pleaded; "it would only be so 
much time lost, and I should want 
to go all the same at the end of it. 
Let me go now, while you are used 
to me being away, while it will only 
seem as if I were at college still."

"Then you shall, my boy," the 
father had said at last ; “I ought to 
be ashamed to let you be more 
courageous than I am, Rupert. 
God knows it is not that I am not 
proud to think that my son will be a 
priest of such a glorious order ; but 
you see, Rupert, I always get 
thinking of your mother mure than 
ever at these times. If she were 
alive, it might be easier to part 
with you, and give up the hope 
of knowing that the old home will pass 
to you when I die ; but I ought to 
remember how happy she must be to 
know what a life her boy has 
chosen. She used to wonder so 
much what you would grow up to 
be, Rupert ; she used to talk about 
it so often when you were a little 
thing in her arms, before Gerty 
came and she died. She used to 
pray so often that you might al ways 
be kept good and pure amid the 
temptations of the world. Perhaps 
God has sent you this vocation in 
answer to her prayers, Rupert.”

"Poor mamma!" said the boy 
sadly. "If it is so, you know 
you will not only be willing to 
let me go, papa, but glad as well." 
Then seeing that sad remembrances 
were crowding on his father's 
mind, he linked his arm in his in 
boyish fashion, and led him out into 
the grounds, talking merrily. 
"Don’t forget to give Father 
Gerard a share in the business too, 
papa, whatever Gerty says to the 
contrary."

This had all happened more than a 
year previously, and now Rupert 
had just finished his noviceship, as 
we said before. He was a tall, 
graceful youth, whose face had 
more of the beauty of expression 
than merely of feature, and his 
father was rewarded for his sacri
fice every time he saw the sweet, 
heavenly look which was becoming 
habitual now on the boyish face.

And after all, even in an earthly 
sense, what had Mr. Mannering to 
desire more, now that he was to have 
Gertrude once again with him 
entirely, his little girl, loved with a 
more peculiar, yearning tenderness 
than even his idolized boy ? During 
her earliest years, when she was 
quite a child, he had never intended 
to part with her, never meant to 
send her to school at all He must 
keep her always in his sight, he told 
himself, and let her be educated 
entirely at home, his precious 
darling, his Gertrude's dying gift. 
And until she was twelve years old 
he had kept his resolution. Gerty 
was kept at home under the care of 
a governess, as there was no 
convent sufficiently near for her to 
attend as a day scholar ; but as the 
time passed on. Mr. Mannering saw 
clearly, much as he tried t.o shut his 
eyes to the fact, that the child's 
education would make but little 
progress if conducted in this 
fashion. To know that she was in 
the house and not have her near 
him her father found impossible 
most days out of the seven. He 
was continually invading the school
room on some pretext or other, and, 
fancying Gerty look'd pale, would 
carry her off fora walk, ora ride, 
or a drive with him, or would give 
her a whole holiday, so that she 
might go with him on some little 
pleasure trip or other, until the 
poor governess was often on the 
verge of distraction. And then, 
too, the child had no companions of 
her own age, for the Mannerings 
only associated Intimately with one 
or two families In the neighborhood, 
and her brother's holidays came 
but once a year. It was but a

lonely life for a child, for Mr, 
Mannering saw little company since 
his young wife’s death, and lived 
almost entirely among his books, 
and works of charity and piety. 
Not that little Gerty ever found It 
lonely ; she was as happy as e 
queen, a bright sunbeam in the 
gravé old house, wanting nothing 
but to be always with papa.

"If her mother had lived,” Mr. 
Mannering used to say to himself as 
he looked at her, “it would have 
been different. 1 should not have 
been so weak. We might have 
kept her at home without Interfer
ing in this way with her education ; 
we could have had children here 
oftener of her own age ; she might, 
perhaps—have had sisters." And 
the tear came Into the poor father’s 
eye as he gazed on his little one, 
and as he was forced to admit that 
it was selfish to keep her with him, 
to let her grow up perhaps peculiar 
and too old-fashioned, without the 
incentives to emulation which she 
would have at school.

And so, soon after Gertrude had 
turned twelve years old, Her father 
called her to him one day, and they 
held together one of the loving 
chats to which they were accus
tomed in the deep, peculiar relation
ship which was with them almost 
stronger than the ordinary tie be- 
tween father and daughter, more 
familiar, more confidential. Mr. 
Mannering explained everything to 
the little girl, making it quite 
clear to her childish understanding ; 
and» she listened very gravely, 
hating the plan in itself, crying 
very much while she saw the 
wi»dom of it, but never once think
ing of demurring if darling papa 
wished it and thought it best. If 
any one else suggested the separa
tion, Gerty’s bright eyes would 
have looked quick reb-llion and 
defiance ; but as it was, she put her 
arms round her father’s neck and 
kissed him.

"Yes, papa, I’ll go to school, if 
you really, really, want me to. Foor 
papa, how lonely you’ll be ! But 
there will be holidays, won’t there, 
where I shall go ? I won’t go where 
there aren’t long holidays, papa, 
every year."

And so it had been settled ; and 
Gerty had stolen quietly up to the 
chapel to tell this ner first trouble 
to our Lady, asking her to help her 
not to rebel and feel too sad about 
it, but to make the years pass 
quickly and bring her home safely 
again to papa at the end.

Then the governess had been dis
missed from the Grange, and Mr. 
Mannering and Gerty, foolishly per
haps, some would say. had given 
themselves a good, long holiday 
together of three or four months 
while a convent was agreed upon to 
which to send the latter.

It was no difficult, task to find 
one, even for so anxious o father 
as Mr. Mannering. and the Convent
of the Sacred Heart at N-----was
fixed on as the temporary home of 
his precious little girl. When the 
dreaded day came he himself took 
her there ; and even in his terrible 
loneliness he could not feel unhappy 
at leaving her in such a healthy, 
beautiful spot, in the care of the 
good nuns, who had seen at once 
what a very precious charge had 
been committed to them, and who 
soon grew to love his little Gertrude 
for other reasons in addition to 
those of their sacred duty.

TO BE CONTINUED

MYSTERIOUS RITA 
FAUSSET

MARCH 1, 10*24

Mrs. Dunkerley was entertaining 
her bosom friend, Maria Jane Jud
kins, with tea and gossip in the 
little back parlor which opened out 
of the well stocked shop, keeping an 
eye meanwhile on the shop door— 
plainly in view through the glass 
door of the sitting-room — in case 
a chance customer might appear in 
quest of some tea time commodity 
which had run short ; ordinarily, 
except in untoward circumstances 
of this kind, 4 o’clock was a slack 
time.

Opposites in external appearance, 
they were entirely unlike in all their 
views — religious or otherwise. 
Maria Jane was a Particular Baptist 
of the most unyielding type; Mrs. 
Dunkerley was a Catholic. It gave 
their neighbor» much discussion that 
two so unlike in every respect 
should remain close friends. Per
haps each found her complement in 
the other.

" What you tell me. Maria Jane, 
is surely startling enough. But I’m 
not one that's given to make myster
ies o it of n ithing. Depend upon 
it, there’s an easy explanati n, as 
you'll fil'd before long. Look at the 
captain ! A perfect gentleman, yet 
as free and pleasant as one of our
selves ! Then the young lady. As 
quick and merry as a bird, and 
a perfect beauty !”

“ Beauty is but skin deep, I 
always say,” interjected Maria 
Jane

“ They’re not the kind of folk to 
have secret mysteries hidden awiy," 
continued the postmistress. “ Miss 
Fausset runs in and out of my shop 
laughing and joking with the bes’ 
of them. Fancy that little beauty 
mixed up with anything shady !”

" Well, for my part,” rejoined 
Maria Jane. “ 1 prefer a young 
lady as conducts berself more like 
a ladv. 'Liza Ann Linney actually 
saw Miss Rita smoking one of those 
nasty cigarettes when the captain 
and she were walking in the garden 
after lunch the other dav ”

" The captain and Miss Rita would 
strike any unprt judiced folk as 
being altogether of the right sort 
—open as the day, and pleisant as
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Episcopal Corporation

Suite 68, Bank of Toronto Cham here
I»NDON. CANADA Phone 1H

Telephone 7224. Home Bank Chambers

J. M. DONAHUE, B. A.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

and NOTARY PUBLIC 
121 Dundas SL LONDON, ONTARIO

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BAKRISTKH8, SOLICITORS, NOrAHUCS.Ble 

g" F 58SU. T' Loch, Monahan
K» L Middleton George Keogh

Cable Address : “FoyM 
Telephone, { «jjn Jg 

Offices : Continental Life Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

Austin M. Latchford, LL, B.
BARRISTER & SOLICITOR 

Federal Building 
Richmond St., West 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
r. „ „ BARRISTERSJameA E. Day 1JC
John M. Ferguson * Adelaide St. West
Joeeph P. WalHh TORONTO. CANADA

LUNNEY& LANNAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W.Lunney, K.C., B.A., B.O.L. 
Alphonsu, Lam,an. LL. B.

Calgary, alhkkta

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING

GUELPH, ONTARIO
CANADA

Rer.Lakcsi Cable Addree, "Icedon"
•• Hillorest 1087 Main 1583

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

Hugh Harkinj?*0^ J' u Douo.hu.,’K.U.

OffloestiWlli Confederation Lite ( hambers 
A W. Corner (jnoen and VictorU Sts 

TORONTO. CANADA

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIH1LL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

<6 PEMBROKE STREET ».

PEMBROKE. ONT
PHONE 176

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. J. M. SEDGE WICK
DENTIST

4 26 Richmond St, Near Dundee 
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.

BEDDOMt. BROWN 
CR0NYN and ^\Ça>
pocock ^

TELEPHONE
693 W

392 RICHMOND ST.
LONDON. CANADA
MONEY TO LOAN

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO 
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug Store”

DRUGS CUT FLOWBR8
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phene — we deliver

■


