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128 THE PRETTY SISTER OF JOSfi.

from a scaffold I was the only one who could

nurse him without killing him with the pain.

He will tell you that I nursed him well, and

was never tired."

"Let him stay," said Sebastiano.

In his struggle with death, which lasted

so long, it was always the large form and

simple, anxious face of Jos^ he saw when he

knew what passed around him, and even

when the fever brought him delirious visions

he was often vaguely conscious of his pres-

ence. For himself, he did not know whether

he was to live or die ; but one night he found

out.

It was a beautiful night which came after

a long day in which those about his bed had

looked at him with pitying eyes, and at last

a priest had come and absolved him of his

sins, and left him with a solemn, kindly

blessing, with a soul clear of stain and ready

for paradise.

^e had fallen asleep afterward, and had


