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CONSCIENCE
Or, The Trials of May Brooke.

AN AMERICAN CATHOLIC STORY

BY MRS. ANNA H. DORSEY.

(Copyrighted by P. ). Kenedy & Sons.)
(Continued from last wweek.)
CHAPTER X

Towards the north- western bound-
ary of the ocity, he saw the dark,
massive founderies and manufactories
which, from their palstiallocking
walls, sent out the neverceasing
clang of labor, and thetirelss song
of steam,to which thousandsof stout
arms and brawny sinews kept time.
And far beyond thess, cut on the
quiet hills, the scene termimted in a
Marble City, where,beneath trees of
centuries growth, ite imhsbitants
slumber silently through the long,
cold night of death, mntl the revivi-
fying beams of the resurrecion day
shall dawn on the earth-mantle that
wraps their olay. Butoverall shone
the glad besuty of the day. It
poured down its effulgenceslike on
the city of the dead and theecity of
the living! Mr. Stillingtin ghsst bad
not looked on the like for yesrs,long,
dusty, dreary years; and he felt a
tingling in his beart —s preence of
banished memories, an ex pausion of
soul, which softened and silenced him
while gradually it lifted from his
countenance the harsh,ugl ¥y mask he
1sually wore.

“‘Here we are,” said the man,
pointing to old Mabd's cottage;
‘*this is the place.”

Then 1t occurred to Mr. Stilhng-
hast, for the first tirne, thisthe had
come there without any psrticuldr
object in view—he had obeyed an
impulse which he did not psase to
analyze, and now, some what em-
barrassed he stood still, uncertsin
what to do.

““You may return,”” be said to the
man,to whom he gave adollar ;*'this
will pay you for the time {ou have

d

lost.” The man thanked him, and
went his way, rejoicing in there-
ward of such pleasant and easy
labor.

““Why not go in?” he murmured,
] am here on a fool’s errand, after
all. But why not enter? If this
old beggar i8 so destitute, I can
leave her something to buya loaf;
but what business is it of mine? A
plague on it all! Whatdo [ here—
why are here, Mark Stil Yingh ast?™’
Then he opened thedoor very softly
and,as he did so,he heardthrese words
repeated in a clear aweet volce,——
«“}For whatshall it profita man,if he
gaina the whole world, and lose his
own soul!” then he saw May seated
beside the old negro, reading from
gome Ppious, instructive book, of
Christian dootrine. And those words
came ringing down into his soul like
the blast of ten thousand trumpets!

He staggered back ;his 01d,wither-
ed cheek, grew pallid, and he turned

away and fled—Dbut they pursued
him  ‘‘Profit—gain—Iloss. FProfit
—gain—Iloss. I understannd them!'”

be gasped.*'] have heaped up gaine;
of earthly profit 1 have may share;
and now, at the eleventh hour, it is
summed up, snd what is it—r7es,
what is it? Itis loss. Feorall that
is mortal,] have toiled my best hours
away; for all that is immortal, not
one hour have I spared. It isloss—
loss—eternal losa.” And ro he went
on muttering—back to his den in
the city, where the leaden waves of
business again cawe surging, breast
high, around hia;but through the
dull. heavy soundg, the wvarning still
rung,like distant knells, through his
soul.

On his homeward way that night,
the fartherhe receded from the noise
of the city, the more it distinctly
sounded, with its requiem wail,
through the dreary chambers of his
heart; and, somehow,he suddenly re-
membered, as he paused to rest, that
it was on this very spot thathe had
gseen Father Fabian administering
the last rites of the church to a dy-
ing penitent;and he trembled, and
hurried on, until hecame to his own
door. May was sitting up alone for
him ; and when she opened the door,
and the rays from the hall lamp fell
on his features,she saw that he look-
ed ill and weary.

¢‘Tet me assist you, dear nuncle,”
said May, taking his hat and return-
ing to help him draw off his coat.
«J fear you are not well.”

It is very cold,”he replied,shiver-
ing, and yielding to her wishes.

“You will soon feel better,sir jsee
see what a nice fire is here—and I
have a piping-hot cup of tea and
hot muffins for your supper.”’

“May Brooke,” ssid the strange
old man,while he 1aid his cold,heavy

hand on her shoulder, ‘‘stop; answer
the questions I shall ask you, truly
and bonestly.”

“‘I will endeavor to do so, sir,”
replied May, lifting her clear,bright
eyes to his,

““You cam, and must. What ob-
ject have you in providing for that
old negro woman,on the outskirts of
the city?”’

‘] pity heer,sir,because she is poor
and helpless, and do it, I hope, for
the love of éod,” she said, amazed,
but quiet.

““Very well. And now, for the
love of God, answer this,” he ssid,
with anxiety; ‘‘tell me how, you
provide for her—how you get means
to buy wood and necessaries?”’

*‘Dear uncle, I am sorry you have
found it ont. I do mot like to speak
of it—indeed,] would prefer not—it
seems like boasting, or talking too
much about myself,*ssid May,while
ber cheeks flushed orimson,

“Go on3] will know!” he uaid,
barshly.

“‘Yes, gir. I earn a trifle every
two or three weeks by knitting fancy
articles, which Mrs. Tsbb oo C—un
street, disposes of for me—"

*“And then—"

«And then, sir, I take care of old
Mabel with the prooeeds ;but pleass,
dear, dear mncle,do wBét Forbid me 1o
continue doing so;pray allow me the
privilege of earning a trifle for her
benefit while she lives; and then,sir,
pever—never speak o0, it to me or
any one else after this,"she implored.

“‘] shall not hinder you, child,”
said Mr. Siillinghast, repressing a
groan of amguish which struggled
up from his heart. They went to-
gether into the sitting-rvom; and
May spread his supper before him,
but he only drank histea, and push-
ing his plate awsy, came and sat in
his armchair beside the fire,

““You have takem nothing, sir;
pray try and eat this, it is very
nice.”

‘] have such an infernal singing
in my ears,that 1 cannot eat. Ican
hardly see. Ding,dong—ding,dong.
Great lLord! if this should be
eternal!” he exclaimed, forgetting
the presence of May.

“*You are not well, sir. Sit here
near the fire ; put your feet upon this
cushion, 8o that the soles will be to-
wards the fire, and w hile you smoke,
I will read the paperto you,” said
May.

“For what?” te asked, turning
his fierce, gray eves upon her.

‘‘Because you are not well, sir,”
she said, looking calmly into them.

“Do vou know that I have made
my will,—cut you off with a few
paltry dollars, not enough to feed
you,and left that Helen—that trifler
— that waif, a princely fortune?” he
asked, savagely.

““You havearight,sir,to do as you
please with your own. You have
gheltered, schooled, and fed me—I
have no right to expect more,” she
said, gently.

“*And if I should be sick—die—
what then?>’ he asked, impatiently.

“Dear uncle, you alarm me. Do
you feel ill? If 8o, oh, dearest uncle,
attend first of all to your eternal
concerns—make your peace with God
while it is yet day, and enter into
that fold whose Shepherd is Jesus
Christ; where one Lord, one Faith,
one Baptism reign!"exclaimed May,
grasping his hand.

¢¢Be gilent,you incorrigible papist;
what need 18 there of flying off at
such a tangent?’said Mr.Stillinghast
with a grim smile; *‘I did not mean
that, but what will become of you
whenlam dead?”

I have a head, sir and handa,and
great faith in llim,whohas promised
to be a father to the orphan. 1 shall
pever want. In homest exertion I
shall be happy and content,”” she
said, earnestly.

““And you do not regret or envy
the fortune?

¢‘Not on rny own aacount, sir.”

““On whose, then?”’

““There are many, sir, who might
be benefited by it,if properly applied.
I think, now, if I hada fortune, I
coald do a great deal of good with
it.”

““You’d do harm, May Brooke—
you'd do harm. You’d squander it
—you'd encourage pauperism, and
worthlessness, and beggary!” he
burst out.

‘I shall never have it to do good
or evil with, uncle; butif I had, I
would endeavor, for God’s sake, to
bestow it where it was needed ; and
because it would be offered for the
love of Him, my works would not
fall useless ox fruitless to the earth.
He would bless and aid me.”

“Profit—gain-—loss,” again mut—
tered the old man. “‘But, as you
will never inherit a fortune,Isuppose

your good intentions must suffice.”

““Yes, sir, for the preeent.”
“And,now that you have nothing

feel quite independent of me and my
wishes. If I should be ill, I suppose
you'd take off and leave me to my
fate,” he said, bitterly.

[To be coatinued ]

FABIOLA
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CHAPTER XXXI

“Does no anger or indignation
exist in your sonl against him who
bas injured you? does sny pride or
vanity arise in your mind at the
thought of what you have done? or
are you consocions of any other fault
requiring humble oconfession and
absolution before receiving the sacred
gift into your breast?”

“Full of imperfection and sin I
know myself to be,venerable father;
but I am not conscious of any know-
ing offence. I have had no need te
forgive him to whom you allade; I
love him too muach for that, and
would willingly give my life to save
him. And of what have 1 to be
proud,a poor servant,who have only
obeyed my Lord’s commands?”

“Invite, then, my child,this Lord
into your house,that coming He may
heal you,and fill you with Hisgrace.”

Approaching the table, he took
from it a partiocle of the Blessed
Eucharist,in the form of unleavened
bread,which,being dry,he moistened
in water, and placed within her lips.
She olosed them upon it,and remain-
ed for some time absorbed in con-
templation.

And thus did the holy Dionysius
discharge his twofold office of physi-
cianyand priest, attributed to him on
his tomb.

CHAPTER XXXII

THE SACRIFICE ACCEPTED

Through the whole of that day the
patient seemed oocupied with deep,
but most pleasing thoughts.Fabiola,
who never left her, except for mo-
ments to give necessary directions,
watched her ocountenance with a
mixture of awe and delight. It ap-
peared as if her servant's mind were
removed from surrounding objeocts,
and conversing in a totally different
sphere. Now a smile passed like a
gunbeam across her features, now a
tear trembled in her eye, or flowed
down her cheeks; sometimes her
pupils were raised and kept fixed on
heaven for a considerable time, while
a blissful look of perfect and calm
enjoyment sat unvarying upon her;
and then she would turn round with
an expression of infinite tenderness
towards her mistress, and hold out
her hand to be clasped in hers. And
Fabiola counld sit thus for bours in
gilence,which was as yet presoribed ;
feeling it an honour, and thinking it
did her good, to be in contact with
such a rare type of virtue.

At length, in the course of the
day, after giving her patient some
nourishment, she said to her,smiling
—¢] think you are much better,
Miriam, already. Your physician
must have given yousome wonderful
medicine.”

“Indeed he has, my dearest mis-
tress.”

Fabiola wasevidently pained ; and
leaning over her, said softly—*Oh,
do not, I entreat you, call me by
such a title. If it has to be used, it
should be by me towards you. But,
in fact,itis no longer true; for what
I long intended has now been done;
and the instrument of your liberation
has been ordered to be made out,not
as a freedwoman,but as an ingenua;
for such I know you are.

Miriam looked her thanks, for
fear-of further hurting Fabiola’s
feelings; and they continued to be
happy together in silence.

Towards evening Dionysius re-
turned, and found so great an im-
provement, that,ordering more nour-
ishing food, he permitted a little
quiet conversation.

I must now,” said Fabiola, so
soon as they were alone, ‘‘fulfil the
first daty, which my heart has been
burning to discharge, that of thank-
ing you,—I wish I knew a stronger
word,—not for the life you have
saved me, but for the magnanimous
sacrifice which you made for it—
and, let me add, the unequalled
example of heroie virtue,which alone
inspired it.”

‘¢After all, what have I done, but
gimple duty? You had a right to

» o, e ' s
7 i - ,, R U
o . ot - - v\ﬂ",.% e Y R R
SOOI ; Lo - S F R PR e ; W@%
# RE o = M s imamspgrmidR S+ A il v W e Faaidins m.mm«%;;mm@awf &k
p 'M gy v T T bR g o : i : B
. S LM A AT LN Ay i i ’ :
Ao g R TR S Sadpy R [t © k
. Wk, Ty ’}"" R , i

p——

my life, for a much less cause than
to save yours,” answered Miriam.

_““No donbt,” responded Fabiola,
“it ap as to you,who hawve been
trained to the doctrine which over-
powered me,that the most heroio scts
ought to be considered by men as
performances of ordinary duties."”

*‘And thereby,” rejoined Miriam,
“they cease to b& what yon have
called them.”
¢‘No, no,”exclsimed Fabiola, with
enthusiasm; ‘‘do not try to make me
mean and vile to my own hear, b
teaching me to undervalue what
cannot but prize as an unrivalled
act of virtue. I have been reflectin
on it,night and day,since I witn
it; and my heart has been yeaming
to speak to you of it, and evenyet
I dare not, or I should oppresas your
weakness with my overcharged feel-
ings. It was noble, it was grand, it
was beyond all rexch of praise ;though
I know you do not want it. I cannot
see any way in which the sublimeness
of the act oonld have been enhanced,
or human virtue rise one step
higher.”

iriam, who was now raised to a
reclining position, toock Fabiola’s
hand between both hers;snd tumin
round towards her, in a soft sn
mild, but most earnest tone, thus
addressed her—

““Good and gentle lady, for one mo-
ment listen to me. Not to depreciate
what you are good enough to value,
since it pains you to hear it, but to
teach you how far we still are from
what might have been done, let me
trace for you a parallel sceme, but
where all shall be reversed. Lot it
be a slave—pardon me,dear Fabiols,
for another pang—I seeit in your
face, but it shall be the last—yes, a
slave brutish, ungrateful, rebellious
to the most benign and generous of
masters. And let the stroke, not of
an assassin, but of the minister of
justice,impend over his head. What
would you call the aot, how would
you oharacterize the virtue, of that
master, if out of pure love, and that
be might reclaim that wretched man,
he should rush beneath the axe’s
blow,ay, and its preceding ignomini-
ous stripes, and leave written in his
will, that he made that slave heir
1o his weslth, and desired bim to be
considered as his brother?”

“() Miriam, Miriam, you have
drawn a picture too sublime to be
believed of man. You have not
eolipsed your own deed, for I spoke
of human virtue. To act as you have
now desoribed, would require, if
possible, that of 3 God!”

Miriam pressed the folded hand
to her bosom, fixed on Fabiola’s won-
dering eyes a look of heavenly in-
gpiration,as she sweetly and solemnly
replied—*And Jesus Christ, Who
did all this for man, was truly God.”

Fabiola covered her face with both
her hands, and for a long time ‘'was
silent. Mirism prayed earnestly in
her own tranquil heart.

¢‘Miriam, I thank you from my
soul,” at length Fabiola said; ‘“‘you
have fulfilled your promise of guid-
ing me, For some time I have only
been fearing that you might not be
a Christian ; but it could not be.

“Now tell me, are those awful,
but sweet words, which you just now
uttered, which have sunk intomy
heart as deeply, as silently, and as
irrevocably as a piece of gold dropt
upon the surface of the still ocean
goes down into its depths,—are those
words a mere part of the Christian
system, or are they its essential
principle?”

“From a simple allegory, dear
lady, your powerful mind has in one
bound reached and grasped the mas—
ter-key of our whole teaching;the
alembic of your refined understand-
ing has extracted,and condensed into
one thought, the most vital and
prominent doctrines of Christianity.
You have distilled them into their
very.essence.

““That man, God’s creature snd
bondsman,rebelled against his Lord ;
that justice irresistible had doomed,
and pursued him; that this very
Lord ‘took the form of a servant,
and in habit was found likea man;’
that in this form He suffered stripes,
buffets, mockery,and shameful death,
became the ‘Crucified Oune,’ as men
here call Him, and thereby rescued
man from his fate, and gave him
part in His own riches and kingdom ;
all this is comprised in the words
that T have spoken.

«“And you had reached the right
conclugion. Only God could have
performed so godlike an action, or
have offered so sublime an expia—
tion.”

Fabiola was again wrapped up in
silent thought, till she timidly ask-
ed—

““And was it to this that youre-

ferred in Campania, when you spoke
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BISHOP HICKEY

LIST OF THE OFFICERS IN
CHARGE OF THE CONSECRA-
TING SERVICES.

Very Rev. Dr. Themss F.
Hickey will be consecrated as co-

adjuter bishop of Rochester next
Wednesday in St Patrick’s Cathe.
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Out. and Quigley of Chicago,wi
be present; all the bishops of the}
New York province and Bishops:
Horstmann of Cleveland, =nd
Kiely of Savannah. .

The officers in charge .of the
oconsecration will be as follows:

Consecrating prelate ~- Most
Rev. J. M. Farloy of New York.'

Apostolic delegate—Most Rev,
Diomed Falconio, Washington.

Assistant consecrators—Right
Rev. B.J. McQuaid of Rochester,
and Rev P. A, Ludden of Syracuse.

Assistant priest to apostolio de-
legate— Very Rev. M. J. Lavelle,
V. G., of New York.

Desacone of bonor to the apos—
tolioc delegate—Rev, J.J. Bloomer
of Elmira, and Very Rev. Frank
O’'Brien of Kalamazoo.

Assistant pricst to Archbishop
Farley—Rev J J. Hartley,presi-
dent of St. Bernard's Seminsvy.

Deacons of honor to Archbis-
hop Farley—Rev.M.J . Hargather
and Rev. A. M. O'Neil of Rochester.

Desacons of the mass—Revs, M.
J. Nolan, D. D, and George V.
Burns of Rochester.

Deacons of honor to Bishop T.
F. Hickey—Rev. D. J. Curran of
Roochester,and Rev. J. F.Nelligan
of Union Springs.

Deacons of honor to Bishop
MeQuaid—Rev. D. Laurenzis. M.
R ,of Rochester, and Rev. W. A,
McDonald, M. R.V.F. of Geneva.
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Minister bearing the procession-
al cross—Rev. M. J.Krieg.
Minister bearing the arch.epis-
copal cross—Rev.J E.Gefell,Ph,
D. of Rochester. .
Mimster of the pallium—Rev,
A. A. Hughes of Geneseo.
Ministers of candles—Revs. W.
P. Ryan and O. Oanali of Roch-
ester. "
Ministers of bread--Revs C. V.
Fisher and John H. O’Brien.
Ministers of wine—Rev. E J.
Wirth, D. D. of Rochester, and
Rev. F. J. O’'Hanlon of Clifton
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Acolytes—Revs. Hugh Crowley
and Cornelius Silke.

Censor bearer--Rev. John P,
Brophy. ,

Mitre bearer--Rev.Colman F.
0’ Loughlin of Phelps.

Crozier bearer---Rev, Michnel

Wall. special messenger,
Book bearer--.Rev.Francis Me- | 3¢ once. 7
Crone. :

M

Candle-bearer-Rev.P.McArdle. Powers Block and ;

Minister of faldstool---Rev. P.
Golding of Hornellsville.

Gremisale bearer—---Mr. John
Masseth, of St. Bernard’s Sem- Ao M
inary and a nephew of Archbishop| Z¥ s S &0
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L%aster of Choir-—Rev, George ;
Jones, E 11a
Director of Sanctuary Choir--—- 4
Rev. John Petter, 8. T. B,
Train-bearer to consecrating:
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