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TRE BEG R OF THE STEPS OF ST.
RO0I0.

A TRUE STORY.

A youiig priest ut tiched tro the Church of St.
loeli, at Paris, in tle year 18-, hnd been in the
habit of giving occasional alims to a beggar
wloim lie passed every day as lie wvent into tl
chlirelh. This mian used to sit o ntle ste ps of

the front entrance, and to solicit the charity of
the faitth fil as they passed to and fro. He wva,
old, and [is countenanc steri and sad. If any
one addressei iiiii he answerel briefly and
abrutlyt; nor had h is featuires ever been seen
tu relax into a smnile. le wvas linwii as old
Jacques of tie steps of St. Itoel ;'" nlii nle lhad!
troubled themsIelvas to inquire into his history.
or ascertain his origii. Tlie god priest who
liaud frequently relienvd liiiii, reiarked tint lie
was never secn ueitlhin the Church, aii en-
deavored at different ilmes ti finid out fromî iiiii
whether lie indeed negrlected his rel igiois
diities, or performed them alit scilh hnimes as haid
escaped lis observation; but lielalways rettiri-
cd evasive answers to his quietions, and shut
hiimself up in tlhe deepest reserve. Once or
twice the Abb c- ad perceired tlit lie
wore round his neck a black string, to which
w-as attached Il siiall cnaineled cross. Whien
his eye had fixed itself upon it, Jacques lad
hastily bid it from siglit, and since that day
had taken care to leep his poor ragged coat
buttoed over it. It so hiippencd tlat the
priest was called awvay froin his post diiriing the
winter that follow ed his first acquaintance writh
Jacques, and rernained absent for soine weelks.
At lis return lie muissed the beggar froni his
accustoed place, and wlien after a few days
lie still did not 'appear, ls chari ty pronipted
him to niake inquiries about the poor inan.
He found sonie difficulty in discovering his
abode ; but it was at last pointed out te hia,
his informant adding ut the sane timae, thant,
thoigh Jacques was very ill, it was no use for
a priest to visit hia, as lie had absolutely re-
fuscd to send for oiie, and sened deterimined
to die in sullen obstinate silece. This
accoint only confirined the Abbe- ii his
resolution to seek him out; and as lie ent h is
steps towards the narrow street whici hadl been
pointed out to him, he thougglit of the cross
whici lie lad notied on the old man's bosoin,

irreligiols the symîbol of our redeliption.
A fter groping upî) a Lnarrow sta irclise in the
house to whieh lie had been directed, lie
scuccdel ii fnnding the garret in w«hiîch
Jacques was lying. Ilis worli and eiiiciaîted
appearance, licigliteiied by the progress of
disease, had greatly increased since h hald

list sieen imii ; the dari lines abolit his eyes
and mîouith, and the restiles twitcling of his
liibs, selled to indiente that life was drawving
to i Close. h'liere was little fuîrnîiture in that

m1iSeible roit; tlc bed, if bed it coild be

called, oceiipied one hlif of it ; a picce of
staineid, discolored ,illk iiiig against the iwall in
the shapie of IL curiain. Thiere aeeimed no pur-
tieuiar renson for this contrivance, whici

srearcelV lmîî ilioinized lith the sqIualid, IIglectel
:1spect of that por abodie. Jacques lifted up
his eyes as the Abbe approached, and made a

sign of recognitionîî Wheii the priest kindly

addressed iiiii, lit! held out his hand nlid mr-

mu reil il fewu word-i of thLIanks; but when his
visitor, after alliiding to his illiiess, and pro-
posing certain meaures for his relief end comn-
fort, procceded to speaik of the preparation

every Ciristian should imliae for deatl, and te
express a hope tlat lie would avail limsîuelf of

the imeans f grace which IL m o %erciVfu l o s
phlcing within his recli, the old man's face
darkeied, tle lines abolut his mîouth grewr lard-
er, and lie excltimed with impatience that it
wvas all of no ise: that.lhe hiadi nothing to say
to a priest, and only wislied to be left alole.

SYoi lre satisfied, then, to die in your

pîreselt state of iiiind, imy dear fricind," iie

Abble said wVith gentleness "l You feel eaîsy at
the prospect of deathi ?"

iEasy, easy as the d ed," imiirimured
Jacques, with an accent of sucli despair that it
startlei his coipanion.

i You are not an infidel, Jacques ; I iiow voti
arc not; thenî why wnill yoi not tlie as a Chris-
tian ? I have observed tlat you aIlways w«ear

a cross."
Jacques looked up wildly at tiese words, and

iLittered :

It scorches niv breast."
The Abbc-. -knelt down by the side of

thel bed, and wvitl eaniiest words that faith and
love suggest in sucli an hour, lie argued with

the dying man. le implored hi not to reject
lis good oflices, and if lie would not speakc to
hisn as a priest, te treaît lim atleast as a friend,

and disclose the secret tlat scaled his lipis and

and wondecred that one apparently so poor withcred his heart.
should wear so richi an ornatnct, or one so My secret I" said Jacques. Would you


