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CHAPTER XXIII

Tae Fiear

To ungenerous to acknowledge that
he had been conguered in the struggle
between them,Corvinus only felt him-
self withered, degraded, before his late
schoolfellow, crumbled like & clot in
his hands, His very heart seemed to
him to blush. Hoe felt sick,and stag-
gered, hung down his head,and sneak-
ed away. He cursed the games, the em-
peror. the yelling ramble, the roaring
beasts, his horses and chariot, his slavee,
his father, himself—everything and
everybody except one—he could not,
for his life, curse Pancratius.

He had reached the door, when the
youth called him back. He turned
and looked at him with a glance of
respect, almost approaching to love.
Panoratias pat his hand on his arm,
and said, “Corvinus, I bave freely for
given thee. There is One above, Who
cannot forgive without repentance.
Seek pardon from Him. If not, I
foretell to thee this day,that by what-
soever death I die, thou too shalt one
day perish.”’

Corvinuse slunk away,and appeared
no more that day. He loet the sight
on which his coarse imagination had
gloated for days, which he had longed
for daring months. When the holiday
was over, he was found by his father
completely intoxicated;it wasthe only

- way he knew of drowning remorse.

As he was leaving the prisoners,the
lanista, or master of the gladistors,
entered the room,and summoned them
to the combat. They hastily embreoed
one another, and took leave on earth.
They entered the arens, or pit of the
amphitheatre, opposite the imperial
seat,and had to pass between two files
of huntsmen, who had the care of the
wild beasts, each armed with a heavy
whip, wherewith he inflicted a blow on
every one, a8 he went by him  They
were then brought forward, singly or
in groups, as the people desired,or the
directors of the spectacle choss.Some-
times the intended prey was placed
on an elavated platform to be more
conspicuous; at snother time he was
tied up t» posts to be more helpless.
A favorite sport was to bundle up a
female victim in a net, and expose her
to be rolled, tossed, or gored by wild
cattle. One encounter with a single
wild beast often finished the martyr’s
course; while occasionally three or
four were successi vely let loose, with~
out inflicting & mortal wound. The
confessor was then either remanded to
prison for further torments, or taken
back to the spoliatorium, where the
gladiator's apprentices amused them-
selves with despatching him,

But we must content ourselves with
following the last steps of our youthful
hero, Pancratiua. As he was passing
through the corridor that led to the
amphitheatre, he saw SBebastian stand-
ing on one side, with a lady closely
enwrapped in her mantle, and veiled.
He at once recogaized  her, stopped
before her, knelt,and taking her hand
affectionately kissed it. “‘Bless me,
dear mother,’’ he said, ‘‘in this your
promised hour.”

«Bge, my child, the heavens,”’ she
replied, ‘‘and look up thither, where
Christ with His saints expecteth thee.
Fight the good fight, for thy soul’s
sake, and show thyself faithful snd
steadfast in thy Saviour’s love. Re-
member him too whose precious relic
thou bearest round thy neck.”

«'Ttg price shall be doubledin thine
eyes, my sweet mother,ere many hours
are over.”’

«“On, on, and let us have none of
this fooling,”’ exclaimed the lanista,
adding a stroke of his cane.

Lucina retreated: while Sebastian
pressed the hand of her _son, and
whispered in his ear, “Courage, dearest
boy: may God bless you! ¥shall be
close behind the emperor; give me a
last look there, and—your blessing.”’

«“Ha' hs! ha!” broke out a fiendish
tone close behind him. Was it a
demon’s Jaugh? He looked behind,
and caught only a glimpse of a flutter.
ing cloak roundirg a pillar. Who
could it be? He guessed not. It was
Fulviue, who in these words had got
the last link in a chain »f evidence

that he had long been weaving-—that

Sebastian was certianly a Christian,

Pancratius stood in the midst of the
arena, the last of the faithful band. He
had been reserved, in hopes that the
sight of others’ suffering might ehake

his constancy; but the effect had been
the reverse. He took bis stand where
he was placed, and his yot dalicate
frame contrasted with the swarthy
and brawny limba of the execationers
who surrouaded bim. They now left
bim alone; and we cannot better des-
cribe him than Eusebius, an eye-wit-
ness, does & youth a few years older:

“You might bave seen s tender
youth, who had not yet entered his
twentieth year, standing without fet-
:;u,fwith hi; bands mehehed forth in

¢ form of a croes, an ing to
God most attensively,with fﬁ?&‘ azd
untrembling heart; not rediring from
the place where he first stood, nor
swerving the least, while bears and
leopards, breathing fury and death in
their very snort, werejust rushing on
to tear his limbs in pieces. And yet,
I know not how, their jaws seemed
seized and closed by some divine and
mysterioos power, and they drew al-
together back *’

Buch was the attitude,and such the
privilege of our hervic youth. The
mob was frantic. and t{
wild beast after another careerin
madly round him,roaring and lashing
its sides with its tail, while he seemed
placed in & charmed circle, which the
ocould not approach. A furious bull{
let locse upon him, dashly madly for-
ward, with his neck bent down, then
stopped suddenly, as though he had
atruck his head agsainst a wall, pawed
the ground, and scattered the dust a-
round him, bellowing Gercely.

‘‘Provoke him, thou coward !”roared
out,still londer, the enraged emperor.

Pancratius awoke as from a trance,
and waving his arms, ran towards his
enemy; but the savage brute, as ifa
lion had been rushing on him, tarned
round, and ran away towards the
entrance, where, meeting his keeper, be
tossed bim high into the air. All
were disconcerted except the brave
youth, who had resumed his sttitude
of prayet; when one of the crowd
shoated out, ‘‘He has a charm roand
his neck;he is & sorcerer!’’ The whole
crowd re-echoed the cry, till the em-
peror, having commanded silen
oalled outto him, ‘‘Take that amylet
from thy neck, and oast it from thee,
or it shall be done more roughly for
thee.’’

*‘8ire, '’ replied the youth, with
» mausical voice, that rang sweetly
through the bushed amphitheatre, ‘it
is no charm that I wear,buta memor-
ial of my father who in this very place
made gloriousiy the same confession
which I now humbly make; I am a
Christian;and for love of Jesus Christ
God and man, I gladly give my life.
Do pot take from me this only legacy,
which I have bequeathed, richer than
I received it, to another. Try once
more; it was a panther which gave
him his crown; perhaps it will bestow
the same on me. "’

For aninstant there was dead silence
the multitude seemed softened, won.
The graceful form of the gallant youth
his now inspired countenance, the
thrilling music of his voice, the intre
pidity of his speech, and his generous
gell devotion to his causehad wrought
upon that cowardly herd. Pancratius
felt it, and his heart quailed before
their .mercy more than before their
rage; he had promised himeelf heaven
that day, was he to be disappointed?
Tears started into hie eyes, asstretching
forth once more his arms in the form
of a cross, he called aloud, in a tone
that again vibrated through every
hears—

“To-day; oh yes,to- day, most bless-
ed Lord, is the appointed day nf Thy
coming. Tarry not longer; enough
has Thy power been shown in me to
them that believe notin Thee; show
now Thy mercy to me who in Thee
believe!”

“The panther!’’shouted outa voice.
“The panther!”’ responded twenty.
*“ The pantaer!” thundered forth a
hundred thousand, in a chorus like
the roaring of an avalanche. A cage
started up, as if by magic, from the
midst of the sand, and as it rose, its
gide fell down, and freed the captive
of the desert. With one graceful bound
the elegant savage gained its liberty;
and,though enraged by darkness,con-
finement and hunger, it seemed almost
playful, as it leaped and turned and
turned about, frisked and gambolled
noigelessly on the sand. At last it
it caught sight of its prey. All its
feline cunning and cruelty seemed to
return, and to comspire together in
animating the cautious and treachous
movements of its velvet-clotbed frame.
The whole amphitheatre was as silent

every eye was intent, watching the
slealthy approaches of the sleek brute
to its victim. Pancratius still stand-
ing in the same place, facing the em-
peror,apparently so absorbed in high-
er thoughts, as not to seen the move~
ments of his enemy. ‘

ey saw one

CONSCTENCE
Or, The Trials of May Brooke.

AN AMERICAN CATHOLIC STORY
BY MRS. ANNA H. DORSEY. :
(Copyrighted by P. J. Kenedy & Sons.)
{Continuned from last week.)

CHAPTER I

“‘What a change for thee, poor
Magdalen!” whispered May,as she
gazed down through hertears. ¢<I
look on the pale vestment of clay
in which you suffered, and know
that for you the awful mystery is
solved. Thorns no more wound
your heart; poverty and disesse
have done their worst; while far
up, beyond the power of earth
and evil, your destiny is accom.
plished. A poor mendieant no
longer, the King of glory himself

& ushered you into the unrevealed

splendors of that' region which
mortal eye hath never seen. You
have beheld the glorious face of
the sacred humanity of Jesus
Christ; your eyes have seen the
Queen of heaven; and the veiled
vision of the Eternal Father has
greeted you. Oh, what cheer! Oh
what hope, to make joyful the
purifying sufferings of purgatory!
and now,on your altar, Jesus, the
bigh-priest and powerful Lord,
full of clement mercy and majestio
power,offers himself for thy speedy
hberation and admission into the
beatific vision. Oh, Magdalen!
how art thou exalted! how beyond
all imperial splendour and royal
power art thou lifted up!”

And while the divine mystery
approached its consummation,still
upward arose the voice of the
church in plaintive chants, inter-
oceding for the departed, who, in
the ¢‘suffering church " rejoiced
with a mournful rapture amidst
its patient agony which would ere
long be exchanged from dreary
Calvary to an eternal Thabor.
But now the awful momentarrived
the Lord Jesus had come; and al.
though they saw him veiled under
the form of bread, they knew He
was there; they felt that august
presence thrilling down like a
still, small voice, into their souls,
It is I; and the aspiradions of that
kneeling crowd went forth in
solemn adoration; and returning
sweetness filled each devout mind
with benediction, which flowing
thence again to its divine source,
offered, worthy homage to the
Lamb.
stole through a curtained window
near the altar,and flickered on the
silent face of the dead virgin, as
she lay an image of hesvenly re-
pose. May felt that it was a type
of the brightness which would
soon crown her; and while a flood
of warm and joyful rapture flowed
into her soul, she exulted in the
thought that she, too, was a mem-
ber of the household of faith. It
was a profitable time to May; for
death wassuddenly stripped of its
thrilling horrors;its gaunt outlines
were softened and brightened, and
she thought of him as a tireless
and faithful guide, who led souls
beyond the dark tide, over the
lonely and shadowy ways, and
through the fathomless sbyss, to
the very portals of eternal rest.
She had almost forgotten the ob-
ject which brought her out that
morning, s0 absorbed was she in
the contemplation of the scene she
had witnessed; until on rising to
leave the church after the divine
rites were over, her bundle fell to
her feet. She snatched it up,
ashamed of her carelessness, and,
slipping through the crowd, emerg-
ed onee more intothe street. Pick-
ing her way through snow and
ice she came to a veat fancy store
and went in. Behind the counter
stood a neat, pleasant old lady
ascorting worsteds, who smiled a

26 if it had been a hermit’s cell, while it was who had entered.

To be continned.

% %

welcome the moment rhe saw who

““Ab,my dear Miss May how do
you do? come near the stédve and
sit down. It is not yet our busy
time of day, and we can have a
nice chat.”
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now, dear Mrs Tabb, 1 huve beon ]
away much longerfrom hemo than |

L have another erra«d to do, I
have brought more of those little
zephyr worsted shirts, four pair.
socks, aud two or

})ump mats,” said May, unfolding|

joytully. '

A ray of wintry sanlight;
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Commission to thesSecrets
just out. , On £he subjests

“Bless me, doar ohild! you are] . +Ebee il o
making afortune. I havesold all b

that you left with me

mission,
you.”
‘“ All sold! ®

“Every one, and more ordered. |

The way was this.Two fine ndies, |
whoboth have infants,came im one {3V

day, and both wanted the things;]
but both couldn’t have them, and
neither would purchase a part; so:

at last one offered two dollars gf:imd

more than the other, and got

them,**said Mra. Tabb, deliberatel ‘;h,,}

taking & pinch of anuff.
wasmoro than they were worth:**]

“Not to her, my child. She
would have given ten dollars rather
than not get them; and she’s so
rich she don’t know what to do
with her yneney. So these will
just do for Mrs. Osmond, who, I
expeot, will call this very day for
them. "’

“] do not feel quite satisfied,”
said May;‘but as it was all volun-
tary on her part, I suppose there's
nothing very wrong in it.”

‘‘Blees you—no. She paid the
value of the things, then paid for:
her pride and ostentation,which is
the way with all worldly peaple,.
and which, thank God ¢ am not
responsible for.” Y

“Thank youw, dear Mrs, Tabb;
you are very kind toakeso much
trouble for me. I must run away
now. I shall knit up all my weorst-
ed this week, so please have an-
other package ready for me when
I come again. Good by." =

" “Good by, Miss May Ideclare
if you don’t hop about through
the snow like a robin;there—she’s
gone. Now, I shouldlike to know

what business old Stillinghast’s |«

niece has to be doing such -work
as this,--the nipping o0ld misers;;
and I'd like to know whatshe does
with the money.” }

And so should we; therefore,
we will leave Mrs. Tabb to her
cogitations, follow May, and find
out. .

CHAPTER IV

Fearing she would not have]th

time to adcomplish all that she
desired, May stepped into a jew-
elry establishment to asceitnin the
hour; but it was only half.past
twelve, and,with a light heart and
fleet step, she tresded hor way
through ‘the hurrying and busy
crowds, crossed B-——— street, then
in the height of its din,uproar,and
traffie,. and” soon found herself
among the dark,narrow thorough-
fares, and large gloomy wware-

houses of the lower part of thel|

city. Turning acotner,%she Fook-
ed up and down, but finding her-
gself at fault, hurried into anether
street, where she encountered quite
a procession of merchants, old,
young ,and middle.aged, on their
way to the Exchange, to learn the
latest Europesn news, which a
stedmer, just arrived,had brought
in. Many passed her with a glance
of surprise; some laughed, and
gazed into her face with looks of
insolent curiosity; while oghers
regarded her with ' unconcern and
indifference.
thought May, shrinking back into
a doorway, *I was go sure of the
way; but it will never do to stand
here,yet how am I to get on? Sir,”
she said to a benevolent old gentle-
man, whose white hairs and re-
spectablesppearance were a guar-
antee of protection 1o her, ¢*will
you be so obliging as to directme
to the wood yard of Carter & Co.
I belicve I have lost my way."
“‘Certainly, my dear,” said the
old man: with a pleasant smile; ¢/
am on my way to the Exchange,
and shall be obliged to go right

Awo weeoks]ans ‘
ago; and after deducting my com- | the Roman C;
hereis a balf eagle for {5 nd

) {
exclaimed May, ko !

tes an
ired wa .
he fell’ under< the ban of
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account for the charactersof hit-foll

most the sole parish priests in_
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an

riors; but at_the same

tent, over the srchipal
rged that ™ the “movs
B 'Hi, wab poliiea
religious, and that ﬁelhid for i
another* ngircection, * It' ¥’ un
ably trwe that” he atteacted
siderable following of the ifr
and restless element -amon
pinos, which giles some col
‘?ccusa;i?;z, biet Nt ias ﬂ:gitt 3
large following among those wi
not - be: clagsified, . and -thers. d
ﬁexfm:hx:hllﬁh even lends cojo £
el that his purposes are othes. ths
build up a cl\%rg of | ?f%ﬁ;u. ‘i‘}xg , ,
that he is & Filipino and that all of ir; b
bishi)g)s and priests are F;lie nos 4§ Wi
ind “that he seckd to estal)
Filipino church, will perhap
R AN 3T

ingr: : o ‘.
‘Upon the ontbreak. of rthe- i
tion m Spanish - friars, --who

pelago, were either ‘igk:f‘dy

urgents_or fled to, Manily
A"y e ufi“io& meniclodl
ties  took’ possestioht of all's
erty.  After the. suppress]
oppoiition ‘&-cotiriderable
during ‘whith -there wi
many parishes. <.

thoritier ).

it
unickpal

voluntary, of, inore reqy
Iabor, In a numﬁet*‘?{q gealitics
the Aplipayns were. § najorif
over to ‘them hy

The Roman Catliolie' Apostol
claima that the title to- all 1l
crties is.in it_and is seeking
possession. . While the " clail
Church is, as a matiér of
well founded, the Commi
felt that it has the righ
tively, to change' the posse
case where an Aglipaydn
originally -obtained peaceabls
and itehas Jeft the question
possession and title to be dete

¢ Lourts, o S gt
. One fact, vnugt; ﬂ“imtc
state, may here he reiterate
,lowg'i-s ég }\ghp'ay bcsicv, '
¥ il
Holy Fathier ipptoves of -the miovett
nndythnt: ‘they'p are- the. real ~Catholics:h
There never was a-case; where the $ruth-ddnc
was brought home: fo themy tha 3.
did not_ingtantly. desert the Agli
ceuse, In fact, s0 insecure does;.
himself £eel in his present posit
unliks other pretending feforme
has Teen extremely ea¥eful not t
O Do of SorhD oF 18 few Teliglo
or Iomm o1 worshp 01-hi

O TS L. SeHARF, P

COOK OFMBAHOUEN,
The Cook Opera Hopse wi
week precent ¥ its ' principnl stiti
tion George Evana, *“The Honey Bo
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" The. Bsker Thestre: will:oa
day,Tuesdsy and Wednesdny, Fe
7, 8 with matines daily offers it
trons XL A Martin's grand spéots
Iar revival of “Uncle Tom’s Cabi
This attractionis olneegd as th
gest’ scemic production of this
known story. oL
*“A Fight for Millions” is & melo<}:
drama, which won & considerabie. fgss §
sure of success Jast sesson and: Hast?
since been largely rewritten %&ﬂ,;’iﬂ g
believed, strengthened with moe}l
comedy and spectacular effpots: I
will be presented at the Baker Thi
tre the last half of nexb week, .
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