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bad grown dim, un'il, as the years weat on, its light was almost
extinet,

To such a man, the hife of M. Guillemont was unmeaniog
mockery, Boured and enraged by the hateful disease which in the
prime of his mankood bad laid him low, this poer wretch fe!t nothing
but irritsticn and envy at the health and strength which he saw 1o
the chapiain, The maxims of infidelity which had for years replaced
in hia beart the swect teachings of the Go-pel, made him anyhow
regard the prerence of the priest with what was hittle ehort of
loathing ; while his sufferings, norelieved by avy tinge of Cbrisiian
resjgmation cansel him to tegard the chap'ain's visits aliwost ic the
light of insulte.

“ Yon are not wanied here,” be would say, as the priest, unmoved
by his rebuffs, paused by his bed in his passage thr ugh the ward, “1
am not & believer, Speak to those who are, [ koow too much about
priests.”

r Alag, my poor child,” the chaplain would answer, * it ia not for
wy own sake or my own pleasore that I visit you, I come to plead
with yon for your soul.”

It is needless to dwell upon the replies which the dying sioner
mnde (0 such appeals, Suffice it to say that as the days went by, M.
Guillemont’s paticnce never failed, that he pever passed the bed of
the wretched infidel without doing all be could to relieve his auffer-
inge and withont, sbove all, 1mploring the poor man to have pity upon
hia own sonl and to turn to God,

At leogth it was plain that the sick man's end was mear,
Inst stage of the disease was npon him.
his effurts to wia this soul for beaven,

Wita burning words he exhorted him to cleanse himself from his
sing before it was too late.

“JIn a few hours,” he eaid, “you will be in eternity. Nothing
can now save your life, It reste with you to say whether, when yonder
sun next rises, your soul is safely on ita way to heaven or in the ever-
lasting prison of hell. Which isittobe? ™

“ Bat, my good sir,” replied the patient, # it is no uae your talking
of such thivgs tome. Though I believed them once,” Headded with
apigh,

The priest saw bis opportanity,

*Yes,” he eaid, “ thiok of that time. Think of your happinees
then. Can yon recsll the moment of your Fust Communion with
Your mother kneeling near? Can you troly eay that your after lLife
has given you any happiness tocopare with the pesce and joy of that
bright and happy moraing long ago I

“ Btop, spate me,” moaned the dying man. “ Why do you torment
me by recalling the past, which can never coms back to me! Why
do you nct leave me at leagt ag much peace as I can have with this
loathsome disease 1"

“ Your peace may be beyond all words if yom will but turn to
the God of Peace, From whose hands did you receive the happinesa
the memory of which thrills you at this moment 7 From the bande
of Jesus Chnist. He is ready once more to besiow upon your heart
this prace and happiness, if you will but let Him. T speak 1o His
nume, aod I offer you His peace. I am the priest of Jesus Chnist,
1f you listen to my words, our Lord will iisten to you when, in a few
short hours, you stand before His Toroae,"”

The dyiug man iay silent for a few moments, There was no sigo
in bis face—eo scored with the ravages of disease—of the siruggle
which was going on in his soul, That contest, old as creation, was
rag]ing in bia poor fluttering beart—the contest between good and
evil,

At last it seenzed that his harasred mind bad reached some con-
clusion. The glasgy eyes opened once more and turned towards the
chaplain.

“You tell me," he said,** that you are the priest of Jesus Christ,
Bat you do rot imitate Him, You value your lifs like any other
man, If you love Jesus Christ and believe that He is awatting yon,
you should wish for deith, and even court it, as a means of joining
your Master,”

“ My son,” repled the priest, meekly, "' I am but a man, and I
bave, therefore, 8 man’s natural clivgiog to life, B81ill, when God
ealls me, I trust Him that He will give me grace to face death. Apd
indecd my life is not so dear 10 me but that I would willingly give it
up for Christ's sake, or for the least of His redeemed,”

“ 1do not believe it,” replied the other. ' It in easy to speak as
you do 1o full health, anl you ace obliged, a3 m pries:, to say sucn
things. It is part of your profession. If you are sincere iu your
contempt for life, yuur readiness to die, and your belief in Chr.st,
give me a proof, Yousee thestate 1 am in, You seemy face, black
' and fetid with the illness which is destroying me, You tell me that
for Christ’s sake you love me, Prove it. Stoop down and kiss my
face, and I will believe in you and in Him whose priest you are,
Riek your Life by placing your lij 8 against mine, and I will do all you
agk,”

Without & mou cot's hesitati. n, the holy man stretched out his
arms, and folding thom 1vund the dyiog man, asa mother foadles
ber tick ebild, he st op el Jown and impsinted a kiss npon the fevered
and disgelgured face,

The
The chaplain now redoubled

Toe vic'ory was won. The zeal, true to death, of the holy priest
had trinmpbed, Old memories of the happy past floaded the soul and
softened the heart of the sinner. It wes & heroic act of faith in the
truth of what he tanght which the chaplain had just made, He was
pnder no mistake as 1o ibe risk he ran, when, to rescue that soal
from bell, be kissed those purched aud blackened lips. It was bis
Life which be offered for that brother’s soul, and he knew it well.

His sacrifice was accepted. ' 7

Waith hot tesrs, sneh as since chiidbood he had never shed, the
dying man begsn toimplore the priest for those life-giving sacraments
which but a few moments before he bad so prondly rejected. With
bis new-born homility, his faith of lung ago onca more revived.

Aa hour after, the sin-laden soul shone bright with the grace of
God. The forgiving Liord—so long rejected and outraged —came to
tne dying bed the momeni the sioner invited Him., The loving
Baviour, 1n the Sacrament of His Love, came, aa He always comes (o
those who call, to help tbat poor soul, who for s0 many yeara had
been His enemy. There waos no reproach—nothing but love and for-
giveness, s8 though He Himself were recelving a favour which had
long been decied Him, 1o being allowed at lust Lo rescue the fallen
goul from the devil's soares.

The end was not lopg delayed, With humble prayers for mercy
with his baod clarping that of the priest who had given hia lite for
bie salvation, the penilent sinner breathed his last.

But the price of this sudden and wonderful conversion had etill
to be paid. Secarcely had the grave closed over the convert's body,
when the chaplain began to feel the firet approach of the dreadful
disease. But in his brave heart thers was neither regret nor fear.
He bad counted the cast, and with caim resignation he laid himself
down to die,

At first it was thought that his ;seizure,was bat shight, and his
friends tried te encoursge him with the hope Lhat bis was one of the
few cases in whico the dread disease could be succesfully combated,

A dear friend who visited him at this time, Mooe. La Serre, the
Vice-Presidest of {he Ecole, attempted to instil this hope into the
priest’s heart,

“ We will soon see you back,” he said, * teaching our boys, They
are lopging to have their old chaplain again.”

Tor the firat time sines his illoess began, the sick man seemed
disturbed.

wAh | those classes,”’ he sighed. I should like to have held
them once more. But,” he cootinued, his face brightening aa he
spoke, ''it is God's will, and I wili not wish it otherwise, No, do
deceive yourseif. 1 shall not recover. I have offervd my mortal life

to gain life eternal fo: the poor soul, aod vuar Lord has deigned to
accept the pacnifice.”

He never for 3 moment entertained any expectation that he
would recover.

A few hours later, with the calmness which is alike the reward
and the accompanimeat of a good life, M, Guillemont received the
Jaar sacrameuts, and within a few days gave up his pure soul to God,

Can we doubt tba God recaved him 7 Surely oof.  What our
Lord chicfly requires from us 19 love, and with Hia owa Divina lips
He his told s that ** greater love hath no man thaa this, that & man
should lay down bis hfe for his friend.”—Thr Month,
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CREMATION,

—_——

(By a Theologian, in the Liverpocl Catholie Times.)
IT 18 (hfficult to account for the revival of this pagan custom. The
Teaso.s egainst 1t are so strong and the plea for it a0 weak that we
are compelled to tuizk it is based on & radical misconception both of
facis and principles. It 18 without doubt a practical aubject of the
day. Crematorinms sre established in some places, and in others
will soon be pouring forth their unsavoury fames, There seem to be
many persons who desire their dead bodied to be burned and who
balsnce the prospect us agaivet its repulsive featurcs in ite favour.
The object:ons against the practice, however, are su. 1 that we doubt
whether it will spread widely or prevail for any lony time.

Religion is against it. As a fact the religious mind, feeling,
acd sentiment condemn it, No Catholic opinion i te be found on
its pide. Harnest thovgotful persons in every placs dislike 1t. This
fact is piain and noterious, Yet here scienca steps in and interposes
ita vato, Religion i declares ought not to speak on thbe matter,
This arrogant claim of scientific men will nssuredly ber. pisted, For
it is not a purely scieotific question, OF all bigots the scientific
bigot iz the most cbstinate and the most conceited, His notions and
conclusions may abide in his wmind for only twenty-four hours, but
50 .0ng a8 they there abide toey are god-like and infallible, The
sclentist may expel them himselt, but no other man may 80 much as
touch them. The scientifiz veto, therefore, must be despiscd. Sclence
is ot everythn g, And tnz m.ts of sci nee must be cleaily ascer-
talned,

The Catlolic Chulch has pever manctwoed cremation. The
burning of dead bodies may be allowed in some cages for cxeeptional



