
TT
- -

II

' u ? r ■' "■ ■ f .....v "■

TWO THE CATHOLIC RECORD
By permission of H. L. Kliner &Co., 

Publishers, Philadelphia, Pa.

GERTRUDE MANNER1NG
A TALE OF SACRIFICE

BY FRANCES NOBLE

CHAPTER X.—Continued

He laughed too as he answered :
“ It is rather strange I should not 

have found it out before, isn’t it, 
that you belong to the family I have 
often heard spoken of by some 
friends of mine in B—shire ? I 
visited them last year for a few 
days, and I several times heard 
them mention Whitewell Grange. 
Once we passed it in a drive, but 
could not see the house from the 
road, of course.”

Gerty’s eyes sparkled now.
‘‘Ah, how strange ! Then you 

have actually been so near my 
home. I wish you could have seen 
it, Mr. Graham ; it is such a dear 
old place. Not very grand, per
haps, though / think it the grand
est place on earth, and 1 know papa 
does too in his heart. Did they— 
your friends—tell you we were a 
Catholic family, Mr. Graham ?”

He smiled at her eagerness.
" O yes ! Mies Mannering ; and 

they told me that your family lost a 
good deal at the time of the 
Reformation. But I should hâve 
listened with much more interest 
could I have known I was going to 
make your acquaintance, of 
course.” And the grey eyes looked 
down so tenderly that Gerty averted 
hers for a minute.

“ That is what we are so proud 
of, Mr. Graham," she said warmly, 
“ knowing how much our family 
suffered—for the faith.” And she 
spoke the last words bravely, scorn
ing the word “ Reformation,” 
which to her sensitive conscience 
would have seemed a cowardly one 
in this case, when she was so 
determined to make amends for her 
previous shyness on the subject. 
" We are quite proud of not being 
very rich, you know, because it was 
for that we were impoverished."

Stanley Graham turned away a 
moment, as though the sight of her 
bright face pained him ; but he 
continued directly :

” And your brother, Miss Manner
ing, is he in England or abroad ?”

“ Oh ! in England, Mr. Graham,
at N-----College, in the seminary
there. He is very young—not 
twenty yet—and he has only just 
finished his novitiate, you know. 
0 Mr, Graham ! if you only knew 
the Jesuits properly you would 
never think them so dfeadful ; you 
would admire them as much as any 
one must who knows them really.’’

Her very earnestness seemed to 
trouble him ; but he strove to hide 
the feeling, as he said gently but 
somewhat uneasily :

” You are determined, then, not 
to forget my offence ? What shall 
I do to repair it fully ?”

“ Indeed I did not refer to that at 
all—really I did not, Mr. Graham. 
Oh, do not think so, please.” And 
the sweet eyes smiled with a gentle 
pleading. “ Of course, if you have 
been brought up to think of the 
Jesuits and Catholics altogether as 
bad, or at least worthless, how can 
you help it, Mr. Graham ? I was 
not blaming you, but I wish it were 
not so ; that you could know how 
different it is in reality, the same as 
I wish for Lady Hunter and Sir 
Robert.”

And as she sighed there came 
such an earnest, yearning look over 
Gerty’s face, as showed her com
panion what a deep, true nature 
and sympathetic woman’s heart lay 
hidden beneath the girlish exterior.

‘‘You are very good, Miss 
Mannering,” he said earnestly. 
“ I assure you I appreciate your 
kindness in thinking of me as a 
friend like this, and I must thank 
you for your wish very sincerely, 
though I—cannot echo it.”

And before Gerty could speak 
again a gentleman came up, and, 
putting his arm in Stanley’s, drew 
him away into the centre of a group 
some yards off, where Gerty soon 
lost sight of him.

But a great load seemed lifted 
from her heart, which was singing 
inwardly, as it were, as she sat 
there alone again, absorbed in her 
own thoughts. How she had been 
mistaken in Stanley Graham ; how 
different had been his behavior 
from the coldness which she had 
expected ; how kind he had been, 
more so than ever almost, in manner 
if not in words ; until the sacrifice 
she had been prepared to make had 
completely slipped away, quite 
uncalled for now ! Perhaps there 
might even be a hope that some day 
he himself might receive the grace 
of conversion. More unlikely things 
had come to pass ; and why should 
she not pray and hope, for the grace 
for his soul as well as for any other? 
Perhaps he was not so bitterly 
irreligious after all, as her cousin 
had told her. Lady Hunter might 
be mistaken, or was it—and as 
another thought half rose in Gerty’s 
mind the color mounted again to 
her face and her heart beat trem
blingly. Could it be that her own 
hidden feeling was not so wholly 
unreturned? did Stanley Graham 
perhaps care for her just a little, as 
surely his manner implied ? and was 
his hatred or contempt of religion 
softened on finding that she was a 
Catholic, that she was so proud of 
being one ?

“ Oh ! if I could be the means of 
his conversion !” was her enthusi
astic thought. “ If through poor 
little me such a one as he is, so 
noble and gifted, should become a 
Catholic some day, how grand it 
would be ! But if any one could 
know I was even dreaming cf such

a thing, wouldn’t I die nearly ! 
How could he ever care really for 
aie, a bit of a thing like me, and he 
so run after, so superior to any one 
I ever knew ?” And the fond, 
adoring heart sighed wearily. 
" Well, I can pray for him all the 
same, as I do for Julia and Sir 
Robert ; he will never know how I 
could have—loved him. I shall go 
back to papa, and be an old maid 
all my life: ‘ Miss Mannering of 
Whitewell Grange,’ people will call 
me. I shall have plenty to do, taking 
care of the poor, and helping 
Rupert’s poor too, when he is on 
the mission, out of what is his own, j 
after all. Nobody need ever know 
that there is something in my heart 
which will prevent me from ever : 
marrying, as I know there is and 
always will be ; and if they could 
know, they would only laugh—even 
Father Walmsley would, perhaps, 
to think that my heart could have 
gone so entirely to any one I have 
known only a few days. I’m not 
afraid of ever betraying it to any 
one, even to papa, because it would 
make him unhappy if he thought 1 
was.” But though Gerty tried to 
smile and look cheerfully at the 
dreary prospect she had conjured 1 
up, hope would whisper to her 
heart, trying to drive away the [ 
gloomy picture.

When the evening was over, when 
she had received Stanley Graham’s 
earnest tender adieux, with hie : 
voice still ringing in her ears, 
Gerty stood a few minutes with her 
cousin before going up-stairs, and 
told her of her conversation with 
him during the evening,

“ It seemed so natural to be talk- I 
!ng to him like that, Julia ; and I 
wonder how it never all came out 
before. But he did seem surprised 
to hear 1 was a Catholic, Julia.”

“ I told you he would be, love. 
He would be the very last one to 
think that any one in whom he felt 
interested should turn out to be a 
Catholic—indeed he would pur- 
posedly avoid talking of religion at 
all, I know, for fear of clashing 
with any prejudices ; and this will 
be how the fact has been so long in 
coming out, dear. For however 
quiet and unconcerned he may have 
seemed to you on the subject, 
Gerty, he is very bitter in his 
heart, and so scornfully and im
patiently so that, unlikely as I am 
to become a Roman Catholic, I am 
a thousand times more likely than 
Stanley Graham is ever to have any 
faith at all.

But even these last / cheerless 
words could not drive away thenew 
hope that had arisen in her heart.

‘‘Julia does not know what 
prayer can do; she knows nothing 
of God’s grace and the changes it 
can work if he chooses. She does 
not know how powerful our Blessed 
Lady is in interceding for us with 
God, when our own prayers are not 
worthy to be granted.”

And Gerty slept that night with 
a greater peace and calmness in her 
heart than had dwelt in it since the 
night before; when she had wept so 
bitterly as the discovery forced it
self upon her of the change that 
was coming over her so quickly, the 
discovery that the old girlish life 
was ebbing away and the woman’s 
life beginning for her ; that her 
idolized father was losing the first 
place in her heart and thoughts, 
giving it up to a mere stranger ; 
that the prospect of returning to 
the dear old home no longer filled 
her with unmixed delight.

CHAPTER XI.
“ Poor papa !” And Gertrude’s 

tears fell, as she sat alone in her 
bedroom with a letter from her 
father in her hand.

Nearly a fortnight had elapsed 
since the evening recorded in the 
last chapter. The month in London 
was coming to an end ; it was the 
day before the one settled for her 
return home, and Gerty had just 
received a letter from Mr. Manner
ing telling her how he longed to 
see her again, to welcome his 
darling back once more to the old 
sweet life together. He was send
ing the housekeeper to fetch her 
home, as he himself wished to be 
there before her to see that all was 
nice and comfortable to receive her, 
he said.

“ I am like a child almost, 
Gerty," he wrote, “ in impatience 
for the arrival of the day after 
tomorrow. Father Walmsley must 
think so too, I fancy, for he broke 
through his rule of never dining 
out on Sunday, and actually came 
home with me after Mass, to help 
me to behave rationally, I suppose. 
How will my little girl look when I 
kiss her again, I wonder. A little 
paler, perhaps (but that can soon be 
remedied), but not changed at all 
in reality ; not grown very stately 
or fashionable, I hope—indeed, I am 
sure. One thing I know : she will 
look happy, and feel so too, to be 
with her lonely old father—not a 
bit sorry to leave all the grandeur 
of London. Have I not guessed 
rightly, Sunbeam ? I wonder now 
how I lived all those years you were 
at the convent, Gerty. I have so 
much to tell you, about Rupert and 
the college, and about my retreat ; 
and I shall have so much to listen 
to also, I know, though you have 
written such nice long letters. I 
have just been up again to look at 
your room, to see how they have 
put up the new picture of the 
college I have brought home for 
you. You will be delighted with it, 
I expect ; and I have had it hung 
opposite the bed, as I thought you 
would like. I am writing to Lady 
Huntpr today too, for the least I 
can do is to thank her myself for 
all her kindness to my little girl ;

but you must also say everything 
that is nice to her for me.” And 
with a few more loving words the 
letter concluded. And Gerty eat 
there like one in a dream, with the 
letter in her hand, gazing out before 
her with tearful eyes and pale, 
fixed face, as the past month rose in 
retrospect before her. It was all 
over now, with its pleasures and 
bewildering delights ; the end was 
at hand of her brief elysium, and 
she was going back to the old life, 
the life which seemed so long past 
now, with its sweet, simple duties 
and joys.

And why was she so pale and 
tearful ? why w^s there none of that 
delight in her face which she had so 
fondly pictured would be hers when 
this day should come, which but 
three short weeks ago she had felt 
so sure she would feel ? Was she 
regretting the pleasures and amuse
ments, the elegant society and 
admiration, she was about to leave ? 
No, oh, no! If it had been only 
these, how easily, nay gladly, would 
she have turned her back on them 
to go once more to the father who 
yearned so for her presence ! But 
there was another life, apart from 
the outward one of gayety, which 
would not be cast off or left behind 
—a new existence of restless joy 
and hope and care, which ‘had be
come part of herself, changing the 
happy, careless girl into a thought
ful woman, which must go with 
her wherever she went, its very 
presence making any other life 
seem cold and dark. And for this 
it was that the tears were falling— 
the knowledge that she could not, 
as she had so merrily promised, 
take back with her to her father 
her happy, free, girlish heart ; that 
it was hers no longer, but given up 
wholly to another, given with all 
the depth and fervor of the nature 
which until now even she herself 
had scarce knownz was hers, and 
this with yet no assurance that such 
a love as she gave was bestowed in 
return, no assurance yet, but only a 
trembling though almost certain 
hope.

Every day for the last fortnight 
Gerty had met Stanley Graham. 
Riding, driving, at the opera or else
where, he had been ever at her side, 
until society was now growing 
accustomed to the fact that haughty 
Stanley Graham had at last been 
fairly conquered, and that sooner or 
later Lady Hunter's pretty little 
cousin would win the position so 
long coveted in vain by many an 
older, prouder beautv.

Lady Hunter herself viewed the 
course of events with a mixed feel
ing of delight and vague uneasi
ness, which latter she more than 
once expressed to Sir Robert, who, 
however, failed to share it.

“I hope it will all turn out 
happily,” she said to him. ‘‘To us 
of course there seems no reason 
why it should not ; for I can hardly 
believe sometimes that our little 
Gerty has made such a conquest, 
and so quickly too. But you see, 
Robert dear, her father is such a 
very staunch Romanist, and 1 know 
more than you do of the faith and 
practice of strict Catholics like they 
are, especially since Gerty has been 
with me ; and I can't help wonder
ing how it will please him to see 
her marry one who is not only not of 
their religion, but of no religion 
at all. And another thing, Robert ; 
how will Stanley, with his ideas, 
like a Catholic wife ? how will he 
reconcile himself to see her con
stantly practising all those observ
ances which he holds in such con
tempt ? Perhaps his love for her 
might soften his dislike to her "re
ligion, but I can’t help thifaking 
otherwise. I ought to know Stànley 
well enough by this time ; and it 
seems to me that much as he might 
love his wife, he would never allow 
her to act in opposition to his 
wishes in that respect. He will 
make a fond, adoring husband, one 
to be proud of too, so long as his 
wife makes his will hers ; but in 
the other case, if she should want 
her own too much now and then in 
anything important, why, I 
shouldn’t like to change places with 
her, that’s all. He won’t spoil his 
wife, Robert, like you do.” And 
Lady Hunter kissed her husband 
with a fond affection.

He smiled kindly and cheerily.
“1 hope you are wrong, Julia. I 

hope so ; and though I do not like to 
contradict, I think you are, my 
dear. You are too anxious about 
Gerty, because, of course, you feel 
a certain responsibility now attach
ing to you on her account. Of course 
I don’t know so much as you do of 
Catholics, but it seems to me that a 
young girl like Gerty would soon 
give in to the superior judgment of 
one like Stanley, especially if she 
loved him as any girl must love such 
a husband as he would be ; more 
than all a sensitive, enthusiastic 
little thing like she is. She would 
die, Julia, depend on it, sooner than 
go against his wishes. And as to 
Mr. Mannering, it may be a blow at 
first, but it would be a blow to give 
her to any one at all just yet, 
whether of their own religion or 
not, and if he sees her happy he 
must soon grow reconciled.” And 
he smiled again cheerily in his 
kindly ignorance of even the mean
ing of the words faith and religion, 
which he spoke so lightly, as though 
they were things to be worn or cast 
aside at pleasure or convenience ; as 
though there were no heaven or hell 
at stake, no God to be pleased or 
offended ; as though truth and error 
were alike in his sight.

“Well,” sighed her ladyship, "I 
hope you are right, dear, I’m sure ; 
for if ever Gerty came to any sorrow 
through my fault, I should wish to 
have cut my hand off sooner than

have written the letter inviting her 
here. And it Is too late now to 
remedy matters. Stanley evidently 
means to ask her to be his wife, 
though I should not be surprised if 
he did not do it just yet ; and poor 
Gerty, much as she tries to hide It, 
cannot conceal from me where her 
heart is : for 1 know, Robert, as 
plainly as if she told me, that the 
love which comes only once in a 
lifetime in all its full strength and 
fervor has come to her now at 
eighteen.”

TO BE CONTINUED

DREADFUL DALYS
There was no getting away from 

the fact that Western avenue was 
shocked.

Western avenue, Cokeford, was 
the Mecca of the retired.y There 
was a retired colonel, a retired 
clergyman, a retired solicitor and a 
retired architect.

Into this Eden came the disturb
ing element of the Dalys. Now, 
old Daly was the proprietor of the 
big emporium at Waterbury, a 
thriving industrial town some miles 
away. He had bought a house in 
Western avenue and retired there 
with his family, to the great disgust 
of the rest of the neighborhood.

I am not going to say that the 
young Dalys were models of deport
ment. There were seven of them, 
ranging from Cynthia, who had just 
turned twenty-one, to Terence, who 
was just seven. They were good 
enough children, you understand, 
but decidedly high-spirited.

Then, again, the Dalys were 
Papists and the whole troop of 
them went off to Mass every Sunday 
morning.

The Dalys were regarded with the 
deepest disapproval. Of course, Mr, 
Daly's social position rendered him 
totally unfitted for the society of 
retired professional men. The odd 
thing about it was that the Dalys 
did not seem to mind in the least.

It was Harold Wynne who first 
made the discovery that Cynthia 
was decidedly pretty. Harold lived 
with his mother at Fair View, and 
was popularly supposed to be read
ing either for the church or the 
bar. He had been reading for the 
one or the other since he left school 
at the age of seventeen, but I am 
afraid his reading was not particu
larly extensive.

Harold was quite a decent fellow 
at heart, but a small private income 
had reduced him to a terribly slack 
state. He was, of course, a keen 
Anglican, with a slight tendency to 
ritualism.

Harold had reached the age of 
twenty-five without falling seriously 
in love. Much credit was due to 
his excellent mother, who had so 
carefully guarded him against the 
wiles of designing females.

Harold was paying a visit to Miss 
Meakin, who lived next door to the 
Dalys, when he first discovered 
Cynthia. The Dalys were playing 
tennis, not the highly conventional 
game usually played in the gardens 
of Western avenue, but a real rough 
and tumble game, punctuated by 
excited shrieks from the younger 
Dalys. Cynthia, disheveled and 
slightly dusty, nevertheless looked 
delightful in her white frock, and 
Harold promptly fell in love.

The greatest difficulty was to get 
an introduction. The Dalys, at 
first prepared to be friendly and 
sociable to all, had soon discovered 
that they were living in an atmos
phere of dislike, and had accord
ingly banded themselves together 
to resist all comers. Here it was 
that chance favored Harold.

He was returning from a quiet 
spin in the country, and when about 
three miles out of town, discovered 
Terence sitting by the roadside, 
dirty, dusty and disconsolate. The 
chance was too good to be missed. 
Harold jumped off his machine and 
discovered that the youngster had 
been playing truant all day and 
walked for miles and miles and had 
finally lost himself. Ten minutes 
later old Colonel Cressman was 
horrified to see young Wynne cycling 
rapidly down the avenue with a 
small and dirty Daly perched in 
front.

By the greatest good luck in the 
world, Cynthia was at the gate, an 
anxious Cynthia, keenly concerned 
about the possible fate of her small 
brother. It was with great relief 
that she witnessed his arrival.

" Oh, Terence, you naughty boy, 
where have you been?” she scolded.

“ I discovered him by the road
side near Little Houghton, Miss 
Cynthia,” explained Harold.

Cynthia looked at him with rather 
startled eyes. Unaware of the skil
ful cross-examination that Terence 
had gone through during his little 
trip, she was wondering how on 
earth Harold had discovered her 
name.

“ Thank you very much indeed. 
It was very good of you to bring 
him home,” she said stiffly, and 
with a little nod, grasped Terence 
by the arm and disappeared.

It was, of course, sheer solicitude 
for the boy’s welfare that caused 
Harold to call at Kilmorna the 
following evening to inquire if he 
was quite all right after his experi
ence the previous day. Mrs. Daly, 
much touched by his solicitude for 
her offspring, was far more friendly 
than Cynthia and a few minutes 
later Harold found himself on the 
lawn, being introduced to the rest 
of the family.

They were quite a decent lot, he 
discovered, for old Mr. Daly had 
determined to give them all a good 
education. Cynthia was. of course, 
charming, whilst Michael, who 
hoped to be a priest, was a very
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BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING

GUELPH, ONTARIO 
 CANADA

Res. Lakeside 1365.^ Cable Address "Leedon" 

“ Hillcrest 1097 Main 1583

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

W. T. J. Lee, B.O.L. J. G. O'Donoghue, K.O. 
Hugh Harkins

DffloegMl-att Confederation Life Chambers 
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sts. 

TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

NOTARIES
W. K-Kelly,,K. c. J. Porter David E. Kelly 

Crown Attorney County Treasurer 
Solicitors For Norfolk County Council 

SIMCOK. ONT., CANADA.

___________DENTAL__________

MICHAEL J. MÜLVIHILL
L. D. S„ D. D. S.

85 PEMBROKE STREET ».

PEMBROKE, ONT.
 PHONE 176

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. J. M. SEDGEWICK
DENTIST

425 Richmond St, Near Dundaa 
LONDON, ONT.

PHONE 6006

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. VINCENT KELLY
DENTAL SURGEON 

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

Phone 1400 Rea. Phone 6198

R. 1. WATSON
Government and Industrial

BONDS
BOUGHT and SOLD

Phone 1687W 213 Dom. Savings Bldg.
LONDON, ONT.

BEDDOME. BROWN 
CRONYN and 
POCOCK ^ [XV4

A>V TELEPHONE 
693 w 

392 RICHMOND ST.
LONDON. CANADA
OONEY TO

James R. Haslell
Sanitary and Heating 

Engineer
Agent for Fees Oil Burners

621 Richmond St. London, Ont,

F. E. LUKfc
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN 

167 VONGE ST. TORONTO
( Upstairs Opp. Simpson's )

Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted

PHONE S 2 9 W

Westlake
PHOTOGRAPHER

Opposite the Armouries

> «


