He carefully lifted the bundle of ancient parchments tied with frayed red ribbon from the shelf, safe in the knowledge that no other hand had likely touched this extraordinary find for at least seven centuries, and placed it on the hastily cleared desk in the small anteroom, deep underground. Two hundred feet above him the Basilica hummed with the usual daily ecclesiastic life as he meticulously blew away seven hundred years of dust. His hands trembled as he pulled on spotless cotton gloves and lovingly untied the bindings, lifting the pages one by one to inspect them and reverently placing them on the desk to his left. The yellowed pages were poorly illuminated by the single, bare, dim incandescent bulb that hung above him but when he reached the fifth page he let out a triumphant cry of ‘Eureka!’ Quickly he scanned the next two pages - a smile creasing his face as he realised the importance of his find.
Abandoning the rest of the parchments, he gathered up the three pages and held them to his chest, closed his eyes and said a silent prayer of thanks.

‘I must inform His Eminence immediately’ he said excitedly to no one but himself.

Unaware of the excitement two hundred feet below him, the Cardinal was at his own desk - a rather grand, ornately carved affair set in the middle of an equally ornately decorated room. As was his daily ritual, he was sorting through the papers that incessantly filled his in-tray – papers that required his considered opinion and action.
The soft knock at the door broke his concentration. ‘Enter’ he intoned with a degree of irritation at the intrusion. Brother Simon fairly skipped into the room clutching the three parchments in his hand. ‘I’ve found it Your Eminence! At long last I’ve found it!’
‘And what is it you have found Brother Simon?’ the Cardinal asked calmly.

‘The letter, Your Eminence, the letter – the translation of the fabled letter that the disciple Paul wrote about his unsuccessful attempts to convert a Roman soldier. The letter he sent to Peter.’
‘Let me see it Brother Simon’ the Cardinal replied gesturing impatiently for the letter.

He took the three pages and read them intently, not once, but twice before turning to Brother Simon, a bemused look on his face.

‘So, it would appear Brother Simon, that the apostle Paul has written an apologetic epistle to Peter concerning an apparent apoplectic apostate that he was vainly attempting to proselytize by applying an apophthegm, or perhaps, more correctly, an aphorism, to make his point. I see there is an apostrophic apostil on the second page…’
‘Er… so it would er… seem Your Eminence’ Brother Simon replied, scratching his head in confusion.
‘You do of course realize, Brother Simon, that there is one problem with this letter?’ the Cardinal asked gravely.

‘Problem, Your Eminence?’ Brother Simon replied, his enthusiasm somewhat deflated.

‘Yes, Brother Simon, it would seem there is an apostrophe missing on page 3…’

