
the hospitalwas no sinecure. To be ready at any monent, day or
night, to hasten to the bedside of the dying; to listen to the long
untold tale of sin from the white lipsof somemanof whom thenear
approachof death had brought thedesire of reconciliation with God;
to comfort, in his closing hours, the Christian who had led a
Christian's life; to fortifyall for the laat awful passage from time to
eternity

—
such was the daily task of this devoted priest.

But now that the hospital— for so manymonths filled with the
wounded, friend or foe— waß once morecrowded, this time with the
victims of pestilence, the strength of the old chaplainwas inadequate
for ihe work;and the day came when the doctors warned him that a
continuance of bis labours would, before long, result in bis death."That must be as God wills," replied the old mansimply. "My
post is at the bedside of the sick. So long asIhavestrength to con-
sole them, toexhort them, to lift my handover them in absolution,
so longmust 1stay within call."

And so the days passed.******
The Ecole Internationale had for some yeara bean honourably

jknown in the town. As its name implies, its pupils came from all
parts of the world. Of this school there is no need to speak at
length. For the purpose of this narrative it is only necessary to
introduce the chaplain. He was youngin years,bat insanctity he
might well ba called old. Ina short space he had fulfilled a long
time.

The characters ascribedto men usually differ according to the
views and character of the speaker. Inthis case critics of all schools—

Catholics Protestants, Atheists, Voltaireans, Freethinkers, differing
inall else, agreed when they spoke of M. L'Abba Guillemont in
describing him asa saint.

There wasno one who, knowing this man, did not love him.
His soul, pure aa whenit came from God, seemed to look out from
his calm and steadfast eyes.

"
His face is like an angel's,' wai an

expression ofter used about him. The poor, of course, were his
warmest admirers, for it was among them that he spent the time that
wasnot given tohis dutiesas chaplainat the school. In the Scole
Internationalehis classes were really enjoyed by thepupils. In the
veryrareartof catechism giving bisskill wasgreat. Heaccomplished
tte double difficulty of chaining the attentionof the boys by interest-
ing their minds and of leading themto God by touching their hearts.

The rich whomhe edified, the poar whom he tended, the boy»
whom he Uught,all loveIand venerated the young priest.

In the midst of his labours M. Guillemont beard of the warning
which the doctor had given to the hospital chaplain and the reply
which the oldmanbad made." He must have rest,"said M.Guillemont tohimself, "andImust
take Lie place."

That veryafternoon he called and offeredhis services. But the
task of inducing the old chaplain to leavehis field of labour was no
easy one. At first he refused to listen to the proposal. But M.
Guillemont was in earnest, and with all his eloquence he pleaded
with his f,'llow priest to allow himself somerest, if only for the sake
of being able, later on, to return to his work strengthened and
refreshed. " You wi'l not leave your patients uncared for. t am
young and strong. Wnile youare away,Ipromise to doall that in
me lies to eupply your place. At allhours of the day andnightIwill
be at the callof the sick and dying, and, if it depends onme, God
helpingme,not onesoulBhallpissunabsolved to ita Judge."

"Ido not doubt yoar zeal," replied the old man,
"

and since
indeedIfeel mycelf tobe allbut woraout,Itakeie to be God's will
thatIshouldleave his vineyardfor a time, seeing that He has Bent so
excellent a priest to take up my work. After to-morrow, then," he
added, whenthe derails of the change had been settled, " consider
yourself the chaplain at the hospital instead of at the school, asd
may Our Lord bless and prosper your work."

Then twopriests parted,never again to meet onearth.
As the epidemic wasof an extremely contagious nature, it was

impossible for one whohad to spend several hours each day within
thehospital to mix with the boys at the Ecole International. M»
Guillemoot'sduties at that institutionhad therefore to be regretfully
resigned into other handß.

From whathas been said aboveas to the characterof this priest
andof his mode of life, it will be readily understood that he wasno
stranger among the patientsin thehospital. Sickness indeed spares
neither rich nor poor;but in an epidemic it almost necessarily
happens that the poor are chief sufferers;and the poor were M.
Guillemont'B dearest friends.

At no time surely is a friend morewelcomethan when he stands
at our sick bed,andmany aheartweighed downwith the oppression
andhorror of this hideous disease, must have beat with something
likehope when M.Guillemont'sbright and holy face appearedin the
hospitalward.

But there wasone patient who received tho chaplain's frequent
visit withquite other feelings. His wasone case too common,alas I
apiouschildhood followedby a life of indifference and sin. Hia
faith, so longunfed by the grace of tin gacraments and by prayer,
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tive influence. Whitehavm, however, wehadhoped to see won. It
is somewhat of aneccentric constituency, for the majority of 1886
wassmaller than the Tory majority of 1885. The majority in the
former year was 211;in the latter it was only 116. Now it is 233,
or 12 more than in 1885. For once we agree with the Freeman't
Journal, which saysof theresult :

"Possibly, if wehad hadaunited
party, and if the independent alliance of Nationalists and Liberals
badbeenpreserved,wemight havemade animpression upon the con-
sti^eucy. It is just remotely possible!we might. So much was
drae in that way during thebye-elections which preceded the split
in theIrish ranks, that itis not going tooi far to.assume that even
the torpidity of staid andstolid Whitehaven wouldbave bent toit."
Isourcontemporary at last becoming conscious of the evil thathas
flown from Mr Parnell's adultery^and his attack on the alliance
between the twodemocracies ?

Ireland will know how to resent the insult sought to be put upon
the Archbishopof Cashel in his own home by the miserable cliqne
whom Mr Parnell has befooled. When one compares the characters
andrecords of the two men, we wonder what spirit has possessed
itselfof those who wouldoutrage the former for the glorificationof
the adulterer. The Irish race will sympathise with the patriot pre-
late,and wehavenot a doubt that inGreater Ireland no deed of Par-
nellism willprovokesuch indignation as this.

"
Tenyearsago, while

makingmy annual visitation,"said his Grace,"1wascarried in more
than regal triumph from one end of this great diocese to the other,,
cheered to the echo as Iwent alongby^the voice, andsustained by
the encouragementand approvalof auuitedpeople. HaveIchanged,
in any substantial way since then ? Have Idishonoured my high
ofice? HaveIdone anyihiog unworthy of /Tipperary ? HaveI
abjnred the aspirationscf my youth, or repudiated the principlesof
my maturer yearsT Have Ibesought for place or endowment for
myself or others? HaveIprofitedin any respect by the agitation
of which Ihave been a conspicuous, as well as consistent, and fear-
less supporter? Have Igrown cold towards my countrymen, or
taken to my heart their enemies and revilers ? HaveIever refused
to grasp thehand of an honest friend, or to open my purse to those
that wereinneed T No ;Ihive donenone of these things. lam
itill what,long years ago, Iwasdescribed to be, unchanged and,
unchangeable,unchanged as truth itself, and unchangeable as the
Bock from which, as your Archbishop, Iproudly lake my title."
Would to heaven that the hero of the Parnellite m^b were as
unchangeable as this. Then we wouid be spar-.d the scandals which
are gradually substituting for the sympathy which t^e civilised
world feels for a nsble cauße a measureless contempt for the deceit
which has broken the National ranks, and the stupidity that has been
gulltd by the deceiver,

A HERO'S ACT OF FAITH.

(By Wilfrid Wilbkb»orce).

* The facts of the following narrative were related to the writer
by Mods. Henri La Serre, the late Vice-President of the Ecole
Internationale,anintimate friend of M. l'AbbeGuillemont.

The storm of war had just abated. The peace which deprived
Franceof her two provinces was signed, aDd the troops of Germany
had once more turned their faces eastward, to enjoy the welcome
which awaited them across tb3 Rhine.

The town of St.Germain-en-Laye, lately the fashionable suburb
where Parisians of theSecondEmpirefound thebrightness andgaietj
which they loved io the capital, together with the pure air of the
country, wasnow silent and oppressedwith gloom.

The war,indeed, wasover. No more was the silent darkness of
the night made noisy and brilliant by the canon of Mont Valerien.
No longer diJ the revcil awaken ahostile garrison to carry on the
bitter struggle. No longer did proclamatiens, signed by a foreign
commander, appear on the bosrding andblank walls of the town.
But the horrors which war leaves in its train werepresent.

A terrible scourge of pestilence had fallen upon the place. A
disease, as deadly as the German bayonet, and less merciful, had
seized upon the unhappy town and held its helpless inhabitantsin
its grip.

Thehospital wassoon crammed with the sick and the dying.
A man might be walking on the Terrace healthy and strong on

Monday,and the following Saturday would see him hastily consigned
with maimed rites to a leper'a grave. Husbands and fathers whom
the war had sparedwere laid low by a war's ghastly aftermath, and
the harvest of death, so abundant during the past winter, was still
gathered in,in no gleaner's measure." *""""

The hospital chaplain wasold. His memory coald recallmany
changes in this country. Monarchy, republic and empirehad in
torncome and gone. But his only politicswere to turn the hearts of
men to tbeir fatherimd their God. Inpeaceful times nil workat
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