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CHAPTER XXII
T Vuircum

A heavy Liow from a smith’s fist
pearly atanned him, while the blood
flowed from the wound. Another and
another followed, till, covered with
bruises, but with his armas crowed fast
upon his breast,he fell heavily on the
ground. The mob closed upon him,
and were just seizing him to tear open
his thrice-holy trust, when they felt
themselves pushed aside right and left
by some gisnt strength. Some went
reeling to the farther side of the
square, others were spun round and
round, they knew nct how, till they
fell where they were, and the rest re-
tired before a tall athletic officer,
who was the author of this overthrow.
Hehad no sooner cleared the ground
than he was on his knees, and with
tears in his eyes raised up the bruised
and tainting boy as tenderly as a
mother could have done, and in most
gentte tones asked him, ‘‘Are you
much hurt, Tarcisins?”

‘‘Never mind me, Quadratas,’’ ans-
wered he, opening his eyes with a
smile; ‘‘but I am carrying the Divine
M ysteries; take care of them.”

The soldier raised the boyin his
arms with tenfold reverence, as if
bearing, not only the sweet victim of
a youthfal sacrifice, a martyr’s relics,

but the very King and Lord of Mar-
tyrs, and the divine Victim of eternal
salvation. The ehild’s head leaned

in oconfidenoe on the stout soldier’s
neck, but his arms and hands never
left their watchful custody of the
confided gift; and his gallant bearer
felt no weight in the haliowed double
barden which he carried. No one
stopped him, till & lady met him and
stared amazedly at him. She drew
nearer, and looked closer at what he
oarried. “Is it possible?’’ she exolaimed
with terror, “is that Tarcisius, whom
I met a tew moments ago, 8o fair and
lovely? W ho can have done this?”’

‘“Madam, ", replied Quadratus,

‘‘they have murdered him because he

was a Christian.’’

The lady looked for an instant on
He cpened
his eyes upon her, smiled, and expir-
ed. From that look came the light
of faith—she hastened to be a Chris-

the child's countenance.

tian likewise.
The venerable

scarcely an hour before.

the same then as now

News of the occurrence did not
reach the prisoners till after their
feast;and perhaps the alarm that they

were to be deprived of the spiritua

food to which they looked forward
for strength, was the only one that
could have overcast, even slightly, the
At this mo-
ment Sebastian entered, and percei ved
at once that some unpleasant news
had srrived, and as quickly divined

serenity of their souls,

what it was; for Quadratus had al

ready informed him of all. He cheered
up, therefore, the confessors of Christ;
assured them that they should not be
deprived of their coveted food; then

whispered a few worde ig Revaratu

the deacon, who flew out imiediately

with a look of bright intelligence.

Sebastian, being kmnown to the

guards, had pased freely in and ou

of the prison daily; and had been
indefatigable inbhis care of its inmates.

But now he was come to take his las

farewell of his dearest friend, Pancra~
tius, who had longed for thisinter-
view, They drew to one side, when

the youth began—

«Well, Behastian,do ycu remembe
when we heard thewild beasts roa
fromyour windew, end lucked at th
many gaping arches of the amphi
theatre, as open for the Christian’
triwmph?”’

¢«Yes, my dear boy; I remember
that evening well, and it seemed to me

Dionysius could
hardly see for weeping,as be removed
the child's hands, and took from his
bosom, anviolated, the Holy of Holies;
and he thought helooked more like
an aogel now, sleeping the martyr's
glumber, then he did when living
Quadratus
himself bore him to the cemetery of
Callistus, where he was baried amidst
the admiration of old believers; and
later the holy Pope Damasus com pos-
ed for him an epitaph, which no one
can read, without concluding that the
belief in the real presence of Qur
Lord’s Body in the B. Eacharist was

scenes that awsit yon to-morrow.’”
*It did, in trutk. I felt an inward
assurance that I should be one of the
first to appesse the xoaring furyof
those deputies of human eruelty. But
now that thetime is come,I can hardly
belie ve myself worthy of soimmense
an honour.  What can I bave done,
Sebastian, not indeed to deserve it,but
to be chosen out as the object of so|.
great a grace! "

*You know, Pancratine, that it is
not he who willeth,nor he that ranneth
but God who hath mercy,that maketh
the election. But tell me rather,how
do you now feel about io-morrow’s
glorious destiny?’

¢To tell the truth, it seemy 1o me
so msgnificent, s0 far beyond my
right to claim, that wometimes it ap-
pears more like & vision thap & ocer-
tainty. Doe it not sound almost in-
credible to you,that I, who this night
am in a cold,dark,and dismal prison,
shall be, before another sun has set,
listening to the harping of angelic
lyres, walking in the procemion of
white robed Saints, inhaling th per-
fume of celestial incense,and drinking
from the cxrystal waters of the stream
of life? Is it not toolike what one
may read or hear asbout another, but
hardly dares to think is to be, ina
fow bours, real of himself?

«“And nothing more than yon have
desoribed, Pancratiua? ?

“Oh yes, far more; far more than
one can name withont presumption.
That I, s boy just come out of school,
who have done nothing for Christ as
yet, should be able to exy, ‘Bometire
to-morrow Izhallzee Him face to face
and sdore Him, snd shall receive
from Him a palm and s orown, yes,
and an sffectionate embrace,'—1 feel
is so like a beautiful hope, that it
startles me to think it will soon be
that no longer. And yet,S8ebastian,’’
he continned fervently, seizing both
his friend’s hands, it is true---it is
true!”

“'And more still, Pancratius.”’
'¢Yes, Sebastian, more still, and
more. To close one’seyes upon the
faces of men, and o them in full
gsze on the face of God; to shut them
upon ten thousand countenances
scowling on you with hatred, con-
tempt,and fury from every step of the
amphitheatrs, and unclose them in-
stantly upon that one sunlike intelli-
genoe, whose splendour would dazzle
or scorch,did not its beams surround,
and embrace, and welcome us; to dart
them at once into the furnaceof God's
heart, and pluage into its burning
ocean of mercy and love without fear
of destruction—suarely, Sebastianp, it
sounds like presumptionin me to say,
that to-morrow — nay, hush 'the watch-
msan from the capitol iz proclaiming
midnight—that to day, to-day,I shall
enjoy sll this! ”
« Happy Pancratius!'’ exclaimed
the soldier; “you anticipate already
by some hours the raptures to come.”’
«Apd do you know, dear Sebss-
tian,’’ continued the youih, as if un-
conscious of the interru ption, *‘it looks
to me 80 good and merciful in God to
grant me sach a death. How much
more wilingly must one atmy age
face it when it puts an end to all that
is hateful on earth,when it extinguighes
but the sight of hideous beasts and
sinning men, scarcely less frightful
than they, and hushes only the fiend-
like yells of both! How much more
trying would it be to part with the
1ast tender look of 8 mother like n ine
and shut one’s ears to the sweet
plaint of her patient voice! True, I

1ast time, as we have arranged, to-day
before my fight; but I know she will
not unnerve me '’

1

affoctionate boy’s eye, but he sup-
pressed it, and said with a gay tone—
“‘But, Sebastian, you have not ful-
filled your promise—your double pro
mise to me—to tell me the secrets you

all.”

s | Beqrety yere]"’
much perplexed me.
night of the meeting in your apart.

t

desire todie for Christ ;and lately, you
refused to give me your reason for
despatching me bastily to Campanis,
and joined this secret tothe other—
bow, I cannot conceive. ”

t

ahall ses her and hear her for the

A tear had made its way into the

concealed from me. This is your last
opportunity ; §0, come, let me know

“Do your remember well what the

“Right well, indeed, for they have
First, on that

maents you said there was one motive
strong enough to check your ardent

doea finely geznp'ered steel, the purity jpot touch, but pt it sid_e for}
of your deiire, or tip with & pasing|Helen; then observing that Mr,
blight one ingls leaf of your paim, X Stiltinghast hadfinished his break-

deternined, therefore, to restrain my ' ;
own exrnes| longinge, till T had sen fast, she wheeled his shair nearor

you sife through dsnger.
right?”

Was this

To e continued.

CONSCIENCE
Or, The Triils of May Brooke.
AN AMERICAN CATHOLIC STORY
BY MRS. ANNA H. DORSEY.

(Ciopyrighted.)
(Contizned from 1ast webk.)

CHIAPTER II

When Mr. Stillinghast came
down that morning, everything
was bright amd comforiable in the
sitting-room. A clearfire burned
in the gmnte;the toast and cofiee
sent up an Eaviting odor;and the
table was spread with the whitest
of linen, on which the eups and
sancers were neatly arranged.The
morning paper was drying on &
chair by the fire.and over all, flick-
ered the gloxious sunshine, as it
gushed liks a golden flood through
the clusterimg geranioms in the
window.

<«Good moTning, sirl’’ssid May
blithely, a8 she cime in from the
kitchen witla & covered plate in
her hand.

««Good moming,’" he growled;
vigive me my breakfast.’

«<] thought you'd like a relish
for your breakfast,sir,and I broil-
ed a few slices of beef; sed how
nice it is,” said May, uncovering
the plate, and plicing it before
him.

««Humph!weel], don’t do it again

1cannot affor-dsuch extravagance;
I must cuitail my expenses, *Gad?
it I should have anmother beggsr
thrown on Eny honds, we must
starve,”> ho said, bitterly.

May dil not relish this speech
at all;up rose the demon pride, in
her soul,instigating her to a sharp
retort,andvindictive anger;butshe
thought of Bethlehem, and grew
calm,

<] hope not, sir,”’she said,gen-
tly. “Y ouhave cast bread on the
waters; after many days it will
return unto  you—perhaps in am
hour, and at a time, dear uncle,
when it will he much needed."

a8 foolish—it is traly like throw-

where's what’s her name?’’
¢«She slopt poorly last night,

morning, ' sail May, diverted in
spite of herself.

««How do wou know she didn't
pleep,pray!didshe tell you so?”
« ¢No, sir;l heardher weeping all
night,and,indleed, sir, I hope you'll
speak kindly to Helen when you

««And what, Miss Pert?”
«¢«Her depenndence, sirf’’said May
bravely

you are '’

happy somehow.

grateful to him and youif I re-
pined and grambled, ” said May,
cheerfully.

«<I1{ He chose it for you, I sup-

didn’t.
any more camdles or coal sittin
tip to watch people crying, and tel

do; she's no better than you are;
duties of the house to-morrow,”

said Mr. Stillénghast, surlily.
««Helen willsoon feel at home,

“Yet they form but one. I had
ripremised to watch over your true
r
e v
led. I saw your eagernpess after mar
sityrdom; I knew theardent tempera-
ment &f your youthful heart;T dreaded
lest you should commit yourself by
some over daring action, which might
tarnish, even as lightly as a breath

ag if your heart anticipated then the
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welfare, Pancratiue; it was a duty of
friendstip avd love that I had sseum- | Hold your plate here for some of -

"
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for a fow dav =, onaccount of her
lonely situslion.”
«Fudge! eat your breakfast,

this broiled beef.and eat it to pre-
vent its beilng wasted.”

«Thank you, si,’’ said May,
laughing, ashe laid a Iarge slice on
her plate, which, however she did

the fire, handed bim his pipe, and
the newspaper, and ran upstairs,to
__ |eee if Helen was awake.

|atill slept,and lookad so iunocent.

¢««Fudgefudge! he said, testily 5
«]—I cast bread on the waters,do
1t Well, I am doing what is equally

ing bread into a fish-pond; but

and I would not awaken her this

come in this evening, because she
feels s0 very sorrowful onaccount
of her recent losses, and—and—"

«¢She’s no more dependent than
««No, sir; but—but then ¥ am
It is the state

of life Almighty God haschosen
for me, and I should bevery wun~

pose He chose it for her too; forl
At any rate, don’t waste

what’s-her narne to rise when you

and let her take her share of the

sir, no dou 2 only do— do, dear
uncle, try and speak kindly to her

But she

ly beautiful, that May paused a} sHalf.past nine. You need
few moments by her pillow, to]yoar bremkfast, 1 am sure. --Bhs
gaze at her. ¢She is likethe des-|{ fetch it to youl® - .o
oriptions which the old writera} A [To be wntimed ]

ive us of the Blegsed Virgio,"|
thought May; “that high, beauti.
fully chiseled mose; those waves of.
golden hair;those calm finely cut
[ps, that hisih‘,dsnowy brow, and
those long, shadowy eyelashes, Iy-
ing s0 softly on her fair cheeks;:
oh, how begutiful! It seems al.
most like a vision, only—only 1
know that this is & poorfesil child
of earth; but, oh! immaculate
Mother, cherish, gnard, and guide
her, that her apirit may be con-
formed to thine.”

««] suppose,’? said Mr. Stilling-
hast,when May came, ‘sthat youw'll
go trotting presently through the
snow and iceto churoh,” ’
¢¢No,sir; I fear I cannot go this
morning,” said May.

«sCannot gofwell, really! ¥ won.
der if an earthquake will swallow
me before I get to the wharf to-
day, ’said Mr.Stillinghast,drawing
on his boots.

««I trust not, sir; 1’d be happier
to go; but Helen is astranger, and
she might awake when I am gone,
and want something. To-morrow
we will go together.”
+¢<So,there's to be a regular pop-
ish league in my house, under my
very nose,’’ he growled.
«*Which will do you no evil,dear
unole, in soul, body, or estate; but
you had beiter wrap this comfort
sround your throst;I finished knit-
ting it last night for you,” said
May, in her quiet,cheerful way.
“For me, ehf It is very nice and
goft —so—that does very well,”
said Mr. Stillinghast, while one of
those rare gleams, like sunshine,
shot over his countenance
«¢] shall be very happy all day
sir,”” said May, gathering up the
cups and sgucers.
¢“Why?”
«*Because, sir, I thought——you
might—'’
“Throw it atyour head, or in
the fire, ehl I shall do neither;

that confounded attack of quinzy
I had last winter, nor the doctor’s

he old,

grip and wrestle with

science, who would have led him

Mammon. ,
And May, singing ocheerily,

down the fire.

—-worth, at least,four dollars.”
CHAPTER III

¥

see if she was awake.
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caution has all been needless, - .

day?"

lady, how de yom do, snd what
time is it1” ‘3

I shall wear it. I have not forgot

bill that followed it, and which
was worse than the choking 1
got,”’ said Mr. Stillinghast, while
grim look settled on his
face again. He went away, down
to his warehouse on the wharf, to
gein, and
barter away the last remnants of
'his best and holiest instinots,little
by little; exchanging hopes of
heaven for perichable things, and
crushing down the angel eon-

safely to eternal life, for the ac-
cumnlated and unholy burthen of

cleaned,and swept and rubbed,and
poliehed, and touched up things &
little here and there,until the room
was arranged with exquisite taste
and neatness; then took her work-
baeket, in which lay a variety of
little infant’s socks,and fine fleecy
under-garments, knit of zephyr
worsted, which looked so pure
and soft that even she touched
them daintily, as she lifted them
out to find her needles, snd sat
“Now fora|
nubae,” she said, throwing on,
stitch after stitch; ¢‘ladies who
frequent theatres and balls find
them indispensable; this shall be
the handsomest one of the season

After the slender ivory needles
had traversed the fleecy mesh
hackwards and forwards some
three or four times, May suddenly
hethought herself of Helen, and
laying her work carefully down
in her basket, she ran upstairs to
Turning
he knob of the door softly, she
eutered with a moiseless step, and

g assured hor that her ki
“Dear Helen, how are you to-

“Very well, thank you, little]offe

{Bpecial toThe Jourmml)

Chapleins Ih the M‘ R 7
A recent article in a lemding

daily paper dwells upon the-valne
and importance of the work done
by the mavy chaplain, It points
out the restraining influence of the}.
clergyman, quite aprt fromm hin{,
apiritus} ministrations, shows Liow |y
the mere fact of his presence on} = T

board ship ourbs the converastion|y
and the mannen of both offix
and men; “Whether-ox-noti ]
is paid to the serraony and kx“pa?
iven by the chaplain

-

sdvice given |
his regular services, it is a fach
that the men, {rom the momon
they learn that a paraon v attach-{ther:
ed to their ship-— uncongoionsly, fsucee
perhaps, but none the less effective. | Wi

Iy~ £cel that they must ot a-dittle 1o abe
better, be more kindly in - their | House
dealings with theix messmatés,undithe Cap
place a stronger rostraint on samiwithout » .
inclinstion to swerve from the}organization wanted
straight course of rectitude. In|abolished-Congressask
ghort,as & venerable tar expreesed | tions; but simply
it recently:“We feel that we must! happetis, however
hanl in the slack of our lips and{Sam’s silors ame Cel
heave a tighter brace onour jaw!bly by & amsll:m
tackle; besides spruding up & little] custor

more shipshape sl axound.” ¥  {;
This is an ecloquent snd no|liic
doubt thoroughly doserved tri-«|thy
bute. It is evident that & chaplain}an
of the right sort,a man of courage|in;
taot and simple devotion, will be of |
the utmost service . It is surpris—|if the i
ing that, in view of these very|the solidi
significant facts, the navy is 80|ch ¥
meagrely equipped with olergy-;
men. Thearticle inquestion says) . -
that ‘there are only about two| -
dozen chaplains to attend to the): "y
religious needs of sone 30,000} attradti
officers and men;*? hut oven this|vill

does not give a clear iden of- thejwilly

actual disorepancy, for the 80,"3)00‘ *ﬂhi@!

are distributed in a hundred or Minaiatln., .Y

more vessels, so thatthe thaplaing} fainpo lﬁbbﬁf p
" Ballard are

gy

--------

cannot extend their work or en-|.
large their floks. For everylp
vessel thus equipped, therefore
there must be nine or' ten whic
are pot provided for at all. = Itis|R
not extravagent, indeed, to say Cx
that the personnel of our navy is bl
more neglected in this respect|®
then the swarming outcastsof ity | ...
slums, or even the populstions of} -
many pagan lands.  On shore, of
course,twenty-five or thirty clergy-
men might be able to preach and
minister tof twenty-ﬁw{)a or thirgy
thousand of human beings., QOn#IC S¥ELY SVERE N
shipboard, no matter how great Theatre the ﬁrﬁ X
their zeal and power.it is impossi- next week, . . o«
ble to multiply the flock. We are| Miss Eugenfe mﬁj"‘,
glad to hear that an efort will be her i‘,‘w“ Success
made to rectify this state ofthings. | Lite,™n strong ol
As the Standard-Union says, ¢“If qd?ptai! fxow one.
it is a good thing to have a chap- lin’s famous: nove
lain on one warship, why is it not TFhursday, - Friday and
a good thing to have & chaplain ' B
on every warship?’’ "o this, of|" "
course, there ean be but one ans. [
wer, B I
“The paper calls attention todn<|yg
other feature of the - question, | gy
meking it quite cler that f
goversment would .he able to.
tain any needed number of chap-| 4
lains it only Cobgress” weve in-| gy
aolined to authorize their employ-|Puecday.
ment. For example:“In no other| | haodow
navy in the world have chaplaing}oguqsy
the rank and offcial standing as
those in the American service. Infgy,
the French, Austizn, Italians tud |
English navies the chaplain is not
recognized at all. If he comes.
ahoard, it is of his own volition.
In the Russian, Portuguese and{ |
Spanishnavies the ¢haplainis duly | i
installed as & part of the shifx?a
%

tainer, will present. hisni

«How He Won
and Yively comeds

company, but without the pr
loges or established rank gy
the Amerlosn eﬁap}ai;ldgn ;

]

went towards the bed; but s low

Uncle Sam’s
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