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Ju a short tune ulier, the anllt et
sick. He paid no attentiun to what he
conceived a shght indisposition, for he
imagined his umsmuurm Wug SiFong.
Bt his fesungs
sence had undermined his health.
duy he dragged himsetf along to Ins
ysual place under the Church porch,
but had not strength enough to return.
_‘Lhex were r)bhgt‘d to csrry Inm home
»-';iﬁwm ihis time his illnese became more
* agtions evers day, and Stephen was con-
' bhm-;lv heside bun.  When this poar

“iza.saty lLie was in danger of death he

.;los! all his resignation ard firmness ; he -

“-despaed of obtaming pardoa lrom

“tiod, The agitation of his mind frus-

&ra}.ed every uttempt at hus cure, and he
s'sas 3n a hopeless state.

‘?Oa save me, he would cry to Ste-
§§'hen, save me. 1 cannot die. Oh!
i T die without absolution 1 am lost, 1:
aa daraned | O ! take pity on me 2nd ;

save me. Oh! absolution.

Beaphen srote to the Court of Rome,
bt he did fiot expect the letter wouid
e i time.

As the yoang Vicar had his duties to
shscharge, he required some one to re-!
main with the penjtent during his ab-}
sence. He chose me for the purpose, |
and I was pot a little proud of this mark ,
of esteen.

I took up my post Ly the bedside of;

the penitent, and never quitled it. ¥We
farced him to yse a mattrass and a litde
covering. Stephen and I paid him all!
the atiention in our power, but it was.
quite useless. During the day he en-

Joyed a little rest, but would fall, at

night, into horrible ravings. Siephen’
mude every effort 1o conﬁrm his hopes
in the divine mercy.

You will not d.e, said he to him 1t 1s.

s, watchiggs, and absti-,
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are ap monement sufficient for any
crime.

For any crime excentmine, replied the
penitessi, wringing his hands.

O man of fittle faith, said the Vicar,
don’t you sce you are offering an insult
to heaven by doubting of its mercy?
f.sten to me then : if at yous last hour,
the permussien to absolye you does not
arrive from the Pope-—-apd God grant it
mav arrive l—you will make your con-
fussion to e, and I will take on my
own soul the responsibility of your ab-
solution.

But there was no necessity for the ful-
filment o} this solemn promise. The
deep repentance and sorrow of the stran-
ger had fonnd favour with heaven.

ft was at the close of a day which
. the sick man had spent more tranguilly
" than usual, but which was nat the less a
day of agany in my eyes.  We had gi-
ven up all hopes of a letter from the
. Pope  Stephen had gone aut, and had
i promised,at his return, to administer the
last Sacraments to lhe dying man.

. On a sudden | heard the sound of ra-

pid foutsteps. The door opened, and
’Stvph( 'n rushed 1 crving out: a letter
from Rome!

I A hegtic flush passed acrass the pale
i cheek of the penitent,and his dying eves
Psparkled with joy.

From Bome! repeated he in a feeble
rveice ! from Rome! Give it to me:
give it tome ! Oh God! 1s it the very
,da\ of my death that you ha\e chosen
! for ‘the day of your mercy! 0 Lord,
this would be a 1wo-fold gracc
He raised himself up, too. the etter,
vand tned to Yreak the scal; but his
trembling Liands refused to perform their
of'ﬁco. He handed it to Stephen. Read
i, said he. it 1s my senteuce. [ have
not strength enough 1o open this latter,

{

sbar agitabon zlone. which causes your -and eyen if 1 Ixad, there is a mist ovet
dspgei. You surely will not die; anr} my eves which would' prevent me from
besides, tea years penance like your's: reading it. Oh ! do read it for me.



