
Tne vicory was won. The zeal, true todeath,o( theholy priest
had triumphed. Oldmemories of the happy past floodedthe soul and
softened theheart of the sinner. Itwas a heroic act of faith inthe
truth of what he taught which the chaplainhad just made. He was
under no mistake as to the risk he ran, when, to rescuethat soul
from hell, he kissed those parchedaud blackened lips. It w&s hia
lifewhich he offered for that brother's soul, and he knewit well.

His sacrifice was accepted.
With hot tears, snchas since childhood he had nevershed, the

d>ins? manbegan toimplore thepriest for those life-giving sacr*mentß
whichbut a few moineuts before he had so proudly rejected. With
his new-born humility, his faith of longago oDce more revived.

Ao hour after, the sin-laden soul shonebright with the graceof
God. The forgivißg Lord— so long rejected andoutraged— came to

tne dying bed the moment the sioner invited Him. The loving
Saviour, in the Sacrament of His Love,came,as He always comes to
those whocall, to help that poor soul, who for so many year* had
been His enemy. There wasnoreproach— nothing but lova and for-
giveness,as though He Himself were receivinga favour which had
long been denied Him, inbeing allowed at last to rescue the fallen

soul from the devil's snares.
The end wasnot long delayed. With humbleprayers for mercy

with his hand clatping thatof the priest who hadgiven bis life for
bis salvation, the penitent sinner breathed his last.

But the pTice of this sudden and wonderful conversionhad still
to be paid. Scarcely had the grave closed over the convert'sbody,
when the chaplain began to feel the rmt approachof the dreadful
disease. But in his braveheart there was neither regretnor fear.
Hehad counted the coat,and withcalm resignation he laidhimself
down to die.

At first it was thought thathis ;seizure^was bnt slight, and his
friends tried to encourage him with the hope thatbis was oneof the
few caseß in whica the dreaddiseasecould be succesfully combated.

A dear friend who vißited him at this time, Mods. La Serre, the
Vice-President of theEcole, attempted to instil this hope into the
priest'sheart."

We will soonsee youback,"he said," teachingourboys. They
are longing tohave their old chaplain again."

For the first time since his illness began, the Bick man seemed
disturbed.

"AhI those classes," he sighed. "Ishould like to have held
them once more. But," he continued, his face brightening as he
spoke, "' it is God's will, and Iwill not wish it otherwise. No, do
deceive yourself. 1shall not recover. 1have offered mymortallife

to gain life eternal foi thepoor soul, and ourLord has deigned to
accept the sacrifice."

He never for a moment entertainedany expectation that he
would recover.

A few hours later, with the calmness which is alike the reward
and the accompanimentof a good life, M. Guillemont received the
las) sacramei.ts, and within a few dayß gaveuphis pure soul to God,

Can we doubt tba God receivedhim1 Surely not. What our

Lord chiefly requires from us is love, and withHis own Divinehpa
He h is told us that

"' greater love hath noman than this, that ftman

should lay ciown bis life for his friend."
—

Thr Month.

badgrowndim, uniil, as the years went on, its light was almost
extinct.

To such a man, the life of M. Guillemont waß unmeaning
mockery. Boured and enraged by the hateful disease which in the
primeof his manhood bad laid him low, thispoor wretch feltnothing
butirritation and envyat the health and strength which he saw in

the chaplain. The maxims of infidelity whichhad for years replaced
in bis heart the 6wei.t teachings of the Go-pel, made him anyhow
regard the prebence of the priest with what was little short of
loathing; while bis sufferings, nnrelieved by any tinge of Christian
resk»stion cause! him to regaid the ctiAp'ain's visits almost in the
ligSTof insults."You arenot warned here,"he would say, as the priest,unmoved
by his rebuffs,paused by bis bed inhis passage thr ugh the ward.

"
I

amnot a believer. Speak to those who are,Iknow toomuch about
priests.""Alas, my poor child," the chaplain wouldanswer, ''it is not for
my ownsake or my ownpleasure that Ivisit you. Icome toplead
with you for your soul."

Itis needless to dwell upon the replies which the dying sinner
made to such appeals. Suffice it to say that as the days went by, M.
Gnillemont'a patience never failed, that he never passed the bed of
the wretchedinfidel without doing all he could to relieve his suffer-
ings and without, aboveall,imploring thepoor man tohavepity upon
his own soul and to turn to God.

At length it was plain that the sick man's end was near. The
laststage of the disease wasupon him. The chaplainnow redoubled
hiß efforts to win this soul for heaven.

With burning wordshe exhorted him tocleanse himself fromhis
"ins before it was too late.

"Ina few hours," he said, "you will be in eternity. Nothing
can now saveyour life. Itrests with you tosay whether, whenyonder
sun next rises, your soul is safely on its way to heaven or in the ever-
lasting prisonof hell. Which is it to be ?

""'Bat,my good sir,"repliedthe patient," it isnouse your talking
of such things tome. ThoughIbelieved themonce." He added with
asigh.

The priest s^whis opportunity."Yes," he said," think of that time. Think of your happiness
then. Can you recall the moment of yourFirst Communion with
your mother kneelingnear ? Can you truly say that your after life
has given youanyhappiness tocompare withthepeice and joy of that
bright andhappy morning long ago ?""

Stop,spare me,"moaned the dying man. "
Why do you torment

me by recalling the past, which can never coma back to me? Why
do you net leavemeat least as much peace asIon have with this
loathsome disease V"

Your peace maybe beyond all words if you willbut turn to
the Godof Peace. From whosehands did you receive the happiness
the memory of which thrills youat this moment 7 From thf hands
of Jesus Christ. He is ready once more to bestow upon yourheart
this peace and happiness, if you will but letHim. Ispeak in His
name, and Ioffor you His piace. lam the priest of Jesus Christ,
Ifyoulisten tomy words, our Lord will listen to you when,in a few
short hours, youstand before His Torone."

The dyingman lay silent for a few moments. There was nosign
inbis face— so scored with the ravages of disease— of the struggle
which was going cm in his soul. That contest, old as creation, was
raging in his poor fluttering heart— the contest between good and
evil.

At last it seemed that his harassed mind had reached somecon-
clusion. The glassy eyesopened onco moreand turned towards the
chaplain."

You tell me," he saul," that youare the priestof Jesus Christ.
But you do cot imitate Him. You valua your life like «ny other
man. If you love Jesus Christ and believe that He is i» waiting you,
youshould wish for death, and even court it.as a means of joining
your Master.""My son," replied the priest,meekly,

"
1am but aman, andI

have, therefore, a man's natural clinging to life. Still,whenGod
calls me,Itrust Him that He will give me grace to face death. And
indeedmy life is not so dear tome butthat Iwould willingly give it
up foi Christ's sake, or for the least of His redeemed."

"Ido not believe it," repliedthe other. "Itis easy to speikas
you do infull health, and you are obliged, a3 a p-iest, to say sucn
things. It is part of your profession. If youare feincere in your
contempt for life, your readiness todie, and your belief in Chr.st,
give me a preof. You see thestate lam in. You se«my face, black

" and fetid with the illness which is destroyingme. You tell me that
for Christ's Bake you love me. Proveit. Stoop down and kiss my
face, and Iwill believe in you and in Him whose priest you are.
Bisk your life by placing your li^s against mine, andIwill do all you
ask.*'

Without a muuent'a hisitatL n, the holy manstretched out his
aims,and folding ttum luund the dying man, as a mother foudles
her tick child, he bU i>jel Ju.vn au.l impactedakiss upon the fevered
and discolouieU face,

(By a Theologian, in the Liverpool CatholicTimes.')
Itis difficult to account for the revivalof this p^gan custom. The
reasoLs against it are so strong and the plea for itso weak th»t we
are compelled to t.-ick itis based on a radical misconception both of
facts and piiuciples. It is without doubt apractical subject of the
day. Crematoiiums areestablished in some places, and in others
will soon be pouring forth their unsavoury fumes. There seem to be
many persons who desire their dead bodied to be burned and who
balance the prospect us agaiust its repulsive features inits favour.
The objections against the practice, however,are si., i that wedoubt
whether it will spread widely or prevailfor any long time.

lieligion is against it. As a fact the religious mind, feeling,
and sentiment condemn it. No Catholic opinion is tobe foundon
its eide. Earnest thoughtful persons in every place dislike it. This
fact is painand noturiouß. Yet here science steps in and interposes
its veto. Religion v declares ought not to speak on the matter.
This arrogant claim of scientific men will assuredly be r,aisted. For
it is not a purely scientific question. Of all bigots the scientific
bigot is the most obstinate and themost conceited. His notions and
conclusions may abide in his mind for only twenty-four hours, bat
co iong as they there abide tney are god-like andinfallible. The
scientist may expel them himself, but noother manmay so much as
touch them. The sciuntifis veto, therefore, must be despistd. Science
is not ever)tlii g, a^d tna hm.ts of su uce must be cleaily ascer-
tained.

Thu Catholic Chi.ich has nL-ver sanctioned cretnatiou. The
burningof dead bodiesmay be allowedinsome cases fcr exceptional
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