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THE BISHOP'S DILEMMA.” 
To be conspicuously good looking, and 

while still on the sunny side of forty to 
have reached the haven of the episcopate, 
is a to have been favored of fortune 
above the majority of one’s tellows. But 
thus favored, indeed, was the Bishop of 
Oklaho, who was only thirty-eight, and 
had been known for three years as the 
handsomest member of the American House 
of Bishops. 
And as a rule bishops are comely to look 

upon. How much of this comeliness is in- 
herent in their office, it might be bard to 
determine. Some very plain-featured rec- 
tors have become, if not precisely beautiful, 
at least wonderfully imposing in aspect 
after their enrolment among the bishops. 
The diocesan of Oklaho, however, had 
been noted as a handsome man while he 
was yet the spiritual ruler of a small 
country parish only. Elderly and cynical 
wembers of the (veneral Convention (of the 
Lower House, of course) had been heard to 
assert that the Bishop of Oklaho’s elevation 
to the episcopate was due solely to the 
fact of his handsome features; but this 
assertion must have been colored by person- 
al bitterness. For it is quite certain that 
until stancéig# committees admit woman 
delegates to their deliberations, we need 
not expect that the beauty of a candidate 
will have controlling weight in the nomin- 
ation of a bishop. 
But to whatever circumstance the Bishop 

of Okalho owed his election, that he was 
well fitted for his office no one attempted to 
deny. He was an untiring worker,a preach- 
er of unusual eloquence, and, what 
was of prime importance, tke possessor of 
a charm of manner which never failed of 
disarming opposition to his faith in locali- 
ties where the episcopal church was known 
only by dived and vague report. 

In thqtfird year after his consecration 
as bishop me was called upon to perform 
other duties then those relating to the ad- 
ministration of affairs in his own diocese. 
The Bishop of Saginaw had just died and 
the Bishop of Oklaho was asked to under- 
take a confirmation tour planned by the 
late b’ sop shortly before his death. It 
was v/le engaged in this work that he 
visitef Port Huron to hold a confirmation. 
M ‘ch has been heard in the little city 

concerning the handsome bishop and his 
eloquent sermons. On the Sunday morn- 
ing of his visitation Christ Church was 
filled by a congregation made up not only 
of its own members but of strangers from 
other places of worship. There were 
present some of her majesty’s loyal sub- 
jects from Sarnia and Fort Edward across 
the river. 
As the bishop entered the chancel, tol- 

lowing the choristers and the rector, there 

was a rustleamong the pews which express- 
ed admiration just as unmistakably as if it 
had been put into words and displayed 
before each seat in letters a foot high. 
The bishop detected the rustle as he pass- 
ed on to his chair within the sanctuary, 
and knew exactly how to interpretit. And 
being human, it did not displease him 
that such a ripple of sound should spread 
itself over a congregation upon his appear- 
ance. 
The rector interpreted the rustle correct- 

ly, likewise, and being quite as human as 
the bishop, and far less amiable, it was not 
pleasant for him to remember that no such 
gratifying murmur had ever attended his 
own entrance into the chancel. Rectors 
who look upon themselves as bishops in 
embryo are sometimes forgetful of the very 
wide distance between bishops in posse 
and bishops de facto. 
When morning prayer was over, and 

the choristers, a little fluttered with their 
unusual exertions(for they had lifted up 
their voices as the storm wind for intenisty) 
were recovering from their flight into the 
empyrean, the confirmation followed in 
due form. Then the Bishop, after a few 
words of advice to the candidates before 
him, entered the pulpit, and the congre- 
gation settled itselt comfortably back 
among the pew cushions, prepared to be 
moved howsoever the reverend preacher 
should ordain. 
The Canadian contingent present were 

pleased to note that the bishop followed 
the Anglican custem of prefacing the ser- 
mon by a short prayer in the pulpit, but 
the rest were a little disturbed at the 
trifling departure from what they were 
used to. 
A moment later the circumstance was 

forgotten. When the prayer was ended 
the bishop began his text with the words, 
“It we say that we have no sin—"and at 
this point raised his eyes and looked out 
upon his audience. As he did so those in 
the pews saw him start slightly, as if 
surprised at something, and then followed 
a long and singular pause, during which 
the bishop stood looking straight betore 
him. The rector, who from his seat in 
the chancel c6uld not see the face of the 
bishop, assumed that the pause was being 
made for rhetorical effect, and made an 
inward comment thereon not over com- 
plimentary to his superior ; but those who 
noted the color flit back and forth over 
the bishop's countenance passed no such 
judgment. 
The silence had grown almost painful 

when it was broken by the bishop's voice 
once more announcing his text, and no 
trace o:/ agitation showed itself in the 
quiet, even tones. 

“If we say we have no sin we deceive 
ourselves, and the truth is not in us; but 
if we confess our sins, God is faithful and 
just to forgive us our sins and to cleanse 
us from all unrighteousness.” 
The sermon upon this theme was very 

much unlike those to which Port Huron 
was accustomed to listen, and even the 
choir boys hearkened on this occasion. 
The bishop spoke as men speak who are 
intensely in earnest. Mediocrity becomes 
respectable when the speaker is impressed 
pe» 4 his theme, but when eloquence is 
touched with the crowning quality of in- 
tense sincerity its utterance becomes in- 
spiration. And the bishop a ed like 
one inspired while he faced his audience 
that morning. 

After the sermon was over, if the single 
preparatory pause was recalled, it was 
attributed to some momentary indisposit- 
ion by most of those present. But the rec- 
tor did not thus account for it ; and being as 
impervious to sermons as most clergymen 

w to be in time, he gave only critical 
and hostile attention to the present one. 
There was one other listener who did not 
interpret the pause as the congregation 
had done, but placed no uncharitable con- 
struction upon it. In that pause this listen- 

* See fourth page. 

er realized that the Bisbop of Oklaho had 
suddenly come face to face with his nearly 
forgotten past. 

““The church appeared very full to-day,” 
observed the prelate blandly, as he walked 
home to dinner with the rector after ser- 
vice. 

“Yes,” returned the other, with that 
little show of cynicism observable in clergy- 
men turned of fifty who have not attained 
distinction, "yes, it was. A confirmation 
brings everyone out.” 
The sharp note did not escape the 

bishop's notice. He had recognized it in 
the voices ot other clergymen on similiar 
occasions, and it amused him a little. 
Yet to all appearance he ignored its exist- 
ence, and went on placidly with what he 
bad in his mind. 

“I fancied some of the people might 
have been from the Canadian side.” 

“*So they were,” answered the rector; 
“‘at least twenty or thirty of them. One 
was that rather good looking woman sit- 
ting in the last seat but one on the left ot 
the middle aisle. She had her son with 
her—a boy of about fifteen. You might 
have observed her, for strangers are apt to 
ask who she is, I find.” 

“I think I do remember seeing some 
such person as er describe,” said the 
bishop indifferently. ¢‘Is she anybody in 
particular ?” 
“No one knows very much about her,” 

was the rector’s response. ‘She is a 
widow who bas lived ten years or 
more at Fort Edward, and who, I hear, 
is much liked by her neighbors. Her 
name is Eccleston, and I have come to 
know her slightly from her occasional 
attendance at my church. But here we 
are at the rectory.” 

In the afternoon, as the bishop was 
taking a quiet walk by himself along the 
river side, and thereby somewhat scanda- 
lizing the baptist parson, he was met by 
the boy whose mother the rector had 
spoken of in the morning. 
“You are the bishop, are you not, sir?” 

said the lad a little timidly, as he raised 
his hat. 
“They call me one,” returned the dig- 

intary, smiling 
There was a strong likeness between 

the two as they stood together on the 
river bank looking toward Iake Huron. 
One might have almost taken them for 
brothers. The bishop appeared not a day 
over thirty-five, while the lad, though but 
fitteen, was tall, and looked several years 
clder then that. 
“My mother wished me to say, if I saw 

you,” said the younger, ‘that she would 
be glad it you could find time to call upon 
her before you leave Port Huron, for she 
once knew you, she says. Our name is 
Eccleston, and we live over across the 
river between Fort Edward and Sarnia.” 

‘I leave forChicago tomorrow morning,” 
said the bishop; ‘“but I have an hour or 
two of leisure this afternoon. Perhaps 
you will kindly conduct me to your mother’s 
house,” he added ; and they walked to the 
ferry together. 
The boy's message was not wholly un- 

expected. When his eyes met those of 
Mrs. Eccleston, as he was announcing his 
next text, the bishop had felt that some 
such summons was not likely to follow; 
and since then he had been thinking of 
little else. 
Long years bafore, when he was not a 

bishop at all, was not in deacon’s orders 
even, but was merely a wordly, lively 
undergraduate at Harvard University, he 
had met for the first time the woman he 
was now going to see. 
She was then the daughter of a small 

shopkeeper in Boston, and her face had 
taken his fancy when he first entered 
her father’s shop. Soon he came to know 
her well. When he strove to please, no 
one had ever been proot against his per- 
suasive manner, either when he was Har- 
vard student or as right reverend bishop ; 
and for weeks and months he devoted a 
great deal of time to pleasing Helen South- 
wick. 
The angular rector of Port Huron, whose 

past was assuredly ascetic enough to satisty 
any Puritan divine, would have recoiled 
from the Bishop of Oklaho as from Me- 
phistopheles himself had he knew more of 
his guest's early years. Tke young un- 
dergraduate had most assuredly been in 
love—atter a careless fashion, and Helen 
had been in love also—in a fashion that 
was not careless. 
Time had passed, and he had taken his 

degree in June. Early in the following 
autumn they were to be married he had 
told her. Very early in July he had sailed 
for Europe with his mother, to be gone 
six weeks. On his return there was to 
be a quiet wedding at the Southwicks’, 
and then he would take her to his own 
home in Connecticut. It was not a very 
wise plan that he had made, and to most 
persons it would have seemed very vague 
as to important details ; butit did not seem 
so to Helen or her father. As for the 
contriver of it, he fully meant to carry it 
out, and trust to time to reconcile his 
people to his marriage. Helens face 
would bring about this result, he argued 
with hia-self. 
There came one or two letters from 

him to the little stop in Boston, but at the 
end of the six weeks he had not returned, 
nor did the autumn bring him, either. It 
was after the lapse of more then a year that 
he came back, and then he heard in a 
vague, indirect fashion that Helen was 
dead, and that her father had gone from 
Boston, no one knew whither. Absence 
and new and multiplied experiences had 
leit those few months of the year before 
but dimly outlined in his memory; and 
since Helen was dead it was comparatively 
easy to forget, almost, that she had ever 
lived. 
A year or two afterwards, in obedience 

to more serious impulses than he had ever 
felt betore, he had entered the General 
Theological Seminary in New York, and 
Helen Southwick thereafter became only 
the rarest tenant of his thoughts, the oc- 
casional theme ot a regretful musing over 
the past. But when from the pulpit of 
Christ Church he recognized the face of the 
woman he had supposed long dead, he 
knew that he saw her and no other. That 
long pause at which the rector had sneered 
as theatrical was filled for the bishop with 
the events of sixteen years before. 
And now he was going to see the wo-. 

man whom he had once loved —in his way ; 
the woman he had deserted. To the boy 
beside him he scemed the impersonation of 
serenity, but he was very far from being at 
peace just then. 
_After they had gone on board the ferry 

boat the bishop, who in spite of his pre- 
occupation had been interested in what the 

boy was saying of the various objects in 
sight, was led to look more closely at his 
companion. As he did so something caused 
him to flush and pale as he had done in the 
morning. 

“I hope you are not ill,” said the boy 
anxiously. 

“It is only a slight attack of dizziness,” 
the other replied, after a moment. *‘It is 
quite gone now.” 

“I am glad of that,” said the boy, as 
they left the rail where they had been stand- 
ing and moved to a seat near. *‘I should be 
very sorry to think you were ill.” 
“Why so, my boy? You have never 

seen me before,” said the bishop lightly. 
“I know that, but——" and the speaker 

hesitated. 
*‘But what?” asked the other encourag- 

inglv. 
“I know you will think me foolish. I 

am sure you will, but it’s the truth, all the 
same. I—I like you. I did when I first 
saw you in church, and when my mother 
said she used to know you, and sent me to 
ask you to come to see her, I was so glad,” 
concluded the boy, hurrying his words to- 
gether impulsively. 
The bishop laid his hand kindly on youn 

Eccleston’s shoulder. The lad flushed wit 
pleasure, but neither spoke for some mo- 
ments. Eccleston saw that he had not dis- 
pleased the bishop, who for his part was re- 
calling his boyhood, when his heart used to 
0 out towards those he fancied in sudden 

impulses of affection. But a certain some- 
thing implied by this similarity of tempera- 
ment was not altogether satistactory to him. 
Bishops may have their bad quarter hours 
as well as shepherds of less exalted stature, 
or even as unsanctified laymen have. 

“Itis always pleasant to be liked,” he 
said, breaking the silence at length, ‘‘and 
I trust we shall know each other better in 
the future. But you must talk to me now 
about yourself and your mother, whom I 
have not seen since I was a young man. 
Your father, I conclude, is not living.” 
“No, he is not, or at least I do not 

think so. I never saw him, and my mother 
says she has not heard of him at all for ever 
so many years. After my grandfather 
died we came here from Toronto, and | 
have never known any other home. Per- 
haps you knew my father. I often wonder 
how he looked.” 

“I think you must resemble him,” replied 
the bishop, “‘for you don’t look like your 
mother.” 
The two had landed from the ferry boat 

some moments before this, and very soon 
came to Mrs. kccleston’s. The boy, after 
showing the bishop into the house, excused 
himselt in order to summon his mother. 
The bishop sat quietly in the little parlor 
where the boy had lett him, his elbow rest- 
ing on the table beside him,and his hand over 
his eyes. Birds were calling to each other 
among the honeysuckles outside the open 
windows, but he heard neither their notes 
nor the footsteps of some one approaching. 
It crossed his mind at that moment how the 
rector of ort Huron would wonder to see 
him there. 

“Ernest,” said a voice that for six- 
teen years he had thought silent forever 
—*Ernest, it is 1.” 
He rose confusedly, and faced the wo- 

man he had loved and left so lang ago. 
In doing so he speedily forgot the rector 
across the river. The same woman, but 
not the same. The Helen Southwick of 
his remembrance was slight of figure and shy 
in manner, and her beauty had seemed of 
a fleeting or at least an ethereal kind. 
The woman that now met, unshrinking, his gaze, 
Seemed to bask in the silent but sumptuous haze 
Of that soft second summer, more ripe than the first, 
Which returns when the bud to, the blossom hath 

burst. 

But the beauty of maturity had not ef- 
faced or obscured certain well remembered 
characteristics of Helens young woman- 
hood, else he had not known so quickly 
whose eyes were meeting his from the far 
end of the church that very morning. 

“‘Helen!” exclaimed the visitor, as he 
took her extended hand. ‘I never thought 
to find you here. I had thought——" 

“Yes, I know,” she interposed gently. 
“You thought that I was dead, as I in- 
tended you should when you thought of me 
at all. Until I saw you at church I had no 
knowledge of you. | had not thought of 
you as a bishop, Ernest.” 
The man betore her winced at these last 

words, as she saw. 
“Pardon me, kErnest,” she added. 1 

did not mean to wound. I had never heard 
of your return to America, and had come to 
fancy you might still be in Europe. Tell 
me.” she continued, *‘did vou like him?” 

“Like him?” repeated the other ques- 
tioningly. 

“I mean my boy, your son, who brought 
vou to me,” was the answer, very quietly 

given. 
Although the Bishop of Oklaho had been 

in a measure prepared for this ever since 
that close scrutiny ot the lad’s features on 
the ferry boat, yet now that the fact was 
announced by Helen it came upon him with 
almost as great a shock as if he had not 
been telling himself since that moment that 
it must be so. He groaned inwardly. 

“Ile is very like you in some ways,” 
went on the woman’s calm tones, ‘“‘and I 
have trained him to be manly and noble. 
As your acknowledged son, even, he never 
would shame you by want of breeding, I 
think.” 

“J am sure of that, Helen,” said the bis- 
hop, looking at her, and then the two sat 
for some moments in a silence which the 
woman was the first to break. 

“Perhaps you are wondering, Ernest, 
why I have sent for you. There were two 
reasons for it—one affecting you, the other 
myself. I feared after this morning’s re- 
cognition that you might imagine I should 
urge claims against you in the future, 
might make myself your enemy, in fact. I 
wanted you to know that nothing was far- 
ther from my intention, that I had no desire 
to exercise a disturbing influence in your 
life. I might have written all this, it 1s 
true, but because I am a woman I longed 
to speak with you once more. I wished that 
my boy should speak with you, too, al- 
though he will never know that you are his 
father ;” and there was just a shade of quiv- 
ering in the voice of the speaker here. 
The bishop, who was feeling very little 

like a bishop at this moment,bent his bead 
lower and lower as he listened. Had Helen, 
then, no least word of reproach for his de- 
sertion of her? Her implied forgiveness 
was more bitter than any accusation she 
could have made. and cut more deeply into 
his soul. 
“Then, too, there was another reason,” 

she resumed, her tones quite firm now. 
“I wanted to say to you, in case you had 
ever felt as if you had caused my ruin, 
that it was a mistaken fear, and that you 
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need not be troubled by any remorse. I 
preferred to say this rather than write to 
you, lest by any chance the letter should 
fall under eyes other then yours. Soon 
after you saw me last we moved from Bos- 
ton and later my father had it reported 
that I was dead. Then in Toronto we 
began a new lite. 1 took my mother’s 
name of Eccleston, aad passed tor a young 
widow who had returned to her father's 
home. Then my boy was born, and on 
my father’s death, two or three years later, 
my son and I came here, where we have 
since lived very happily, and, I have reas- 
on to believe, respected by our neighbors.” 
The bishop had raised his head by this 

time. 
‘“Helen,” he cried, when she had finished, 

“I proved myselt all unworthy of you in 
those far off days. I am unworthy of you 
still, but such as I am”—and here he 
thought of his episcopal honors half with 
pride and half with shame—*‘such as I am, 
will you not take me and let the rest of my 
lite be spent in atoning, so far as atone- 
ment is possible, for the wrong of the 
past ?” 
She shook the head sadly. 
“Do you krow what you ask?” she 

queried. *‘Do you know, do you realize 
at all what such a step involves?” 
“Not the faintest shadow need touch 

you, Helen,” he answered, ‘if this is what 
you fear. Your past and mind need never 
be questioned. We might write to each 
other for a time, and then, after a few 
months have a quiet wedding, atter which 
I will take you and the boy to my home.” 
“But I am not thinking of myselt,” 

she exclaimed. *‘It is of you ;” and as she 
spoke the lad passed before the open win- 
dow. “Ernest,” she resumed, when the 
boy had gone from hearing, ‘‘don’t you see 
how nearly he resembles you? Would 
not'that single fact raise a scandal at once 
if you were seen to visit me here often? It 
would follow you to Oklaho as well. The 
truth would be surmised very soon, and 
then it might be said that 1 had huuted 
you out and forced you to marry me. And 
what would your clergy say of you, or to 
you? And how could you place matters 
in a way to satisty them? Ernest, I would 
die sooner than bring this disgrace upon 
ou.” 
Yes, the Bishop of Oklaho saw it all 

now. That young face, so like his own, 
would tell the truth to all the world if he 
were now to marry Helen. And yet his 
old love for her had returned as he sat there. 
No, not that. It was not a return of that 
careless, easy affection of his youth that 
he now felt, but a new emotion in which 
was a strange mingling of remorse and rev- 
erential love. Blended with it, too, was 
a yearning tenderness for his son. Why 
need a dread of the world’s comments and 
misinterpretations hinder him trom doing 
the right thing now ? Surely he and Helen 
could be very happy, and to the boy he 
would gladly supply the place of the father 
the lad had never knew if only—it only 
what? He rose and paced the floor, and 
Helen read his every thought and pitied 
him. 
“You see, don’t you?” she said gently. 

“You must see all that your proposed set- 
tlement of the matter would bring with it. 
Scandal would be just as busy with your 
name as with mine. The other bishop 
would likewise talk you over and perhaps 
it might happen that you would lose your | your consciences with any such shamefu 
office in the church.” 

“I could not be deposed from my po- 
sition for a sin committed before my en- 
trance into the ministry—a sin,too, which 
I had repented of and atoned for as far as 
possible,” repeated the bishop slowly, and 
as if the words hurt him in the saying. 
“Of course vou know best about all that,” 

she responded, ‘‘but could you endure to 
have it said that the Bishop of Oklaho had 
married in order to legitimize his son ?” 
At this sternly truthful putting of the 

matter the diocesan of Oklaho shuddered. 
How hard it all seemed ! 
“No, of course you could not,” she 

went on, answering her own question. 
“Then why place yourself in a position to 
have it said of you?” 

‘Better have this said ot me than have it 
known that I had a son that I would not 
acknowledge,” murmured the bishop, but 
she did not seem to heed,tor she continued : 
“My boy and I are happy here. We 

have enough to apport us comfortably, and 
now that you and I have met and under- 
stand each other, we can go our own ways 
as before. Had I not perceived that you 
recognized me this morning, I should never 
have sent for you nor let you know of my 
existence. But since we have met once 
more, you will know that my feelings to- | henceforth ? Had he not just been telling 
wards you are only the most friendly ones.” | the hearers to face the consequence of 
“But listen to me, Helen,” exclaimed 

the other. 
I can resign my bishopric. Then we can 
marry and live where no one bas ever heard 
of me. I can do this whenever you will 
consent to marry me. Ah, Helen! think 
what a happy future there may be for the 
three of us in some other country than |ing rather severely to his wile that for his 

part he felt that entirely too young men 
But he did not say ‘I will,” only “I | were now being raised to the episcopate, 

can,” and this she noticed. Just then the | and that sound learning and 

this.” 

lad returned to the house and entered the 
room where they were. 

“The matter must not end thus. | straight? 

in the church nowadays, so far as his im- 
*‘Do you know, mother,” he began, after | perfect vision extended. To this his wife 

the conversation had become general, 
‘something so odd happened just now. 
Mason, the carpenter down the road, saw | 
me with the bishop on the ferry boat, and | 
meeting me a few moments ago asked who 
he was, and said I looked enough like him 
to be bis son. It was a queer thing to say, 
but I fancy it was all because my hair is | 
like yours,” be added, turning towards his 

mother’s guest as he spoke. 
““The man was not so far wrong,” re- 

marked the bishop, after a pause, ‘for I 
think you do look like me, wy boy.” 

In a few moments the bishop arose to 
take leave, and asked the lad to accompany 
him to the ferry. While the boy was ab- 
sent from the room in search of his hat, the | 
bishop said in a low tone: 

“Helen, I cannot consent to let you and 
the boy go out of my life.” 
“But you must, Ernest,” she answered 

sadly. 
“No,” he pleaded, ‘I must not. You 

will see me again betore I leave Port Huron 
for Chicago on my way to Oklaho. And 
you must tell me that you will consent.” 
“Do not come,” she began, and then the 

boy joined them. 
As the bishop and his companion went 

on the ferry the former ex2rted himself to 
the utmost in talk to please the young fellow 
by his side and when they parted the latter 
said timidly, vet not without decision: 

“I am sure that you are the best man I 
have ever known, and I am going to try to 
be like you in everything.” 
What reply could the right reverend 

shepherd make to this? And how could 
the lad know his words pierced like a sword 
the heart of a man before him, the man 
whom he so adored? Involuntarily his 
hearer recalled a passage read long ago 
and little heeded then; but now its full 
meaning was revealed as by a flash of light- 
ning : 
lhere are natures in which, if they love 

us, we are conscious of having a sort of 
baptism and consecration. They bind us 
over to rectitude and purity by their pure 
beliet about us, and our sins become the 
worst kind of sacrilege which tears down 
the invisible altar of trust.” 
As the boat moved away the bishop said 

to the boy, *‘We shall meet again,” but 
he did not add ‘‘tomorrow.” 

In the evening the diocesan of Oklaho 
preached again at Port Huron. From the 
pulpit he saw his son gazing at him trom a 
far off pew, with adoring eyes, but Helen 
was not there. As usual the bishop spoke 
with but few notes, and on the occasion 
chose tor his text the words: ‘‘Thou hast 
set our misdeeds before I'hee, and our 
secret sins in the light of Thy countenance.” 
Upon this theme he delivered a sermon 

stronger even than that of the morning. 
Persuasion, entreaty, warning, command — 
all were blended in one masterful tide of 
eloquence. He besought his hearers to 
take home to themselves the thoaght that 
they could have no secrets from the Lord. 
From the dark background of the pulpit 

the fair tace of the bishop, with the gaslight 
falling full upon it, shone out like that of 
Ame pitying angel as he cried out beseech- 
ingly : 
“0 beloved, do not say to ycurselves, 

‘The past is past, there is no use meddling 
with that. It is quite enough if we hence- 
forth live soberly and honestly and at peace 
with all men.” I beg of you not to drug 

nepenthe as that. While one sinful act of 
the past remains unatoned for by such ad- 
mission of it on your part as will prevent in 
any degree its bitter truitage, and right, as 
far as may be, what was done amiss—until 
all this is done by you, the act does not 
belong to your past. It remains your sin 
of the present moment.” 
Lower and lower sank the speaker's 

voice as he neared the close, but still each 
syllable might be heard distinctly through- 
out the church, till he ended with words 
that smote the ear like the awful utterance 
of remorseless fate : 

The gods are just and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us. 

The service over, bishop and rector re- 
turned to the rectory. the former on his 
plea of fatigue going at once to his room, 
glad to be alone. From his window he 
could see the glitter of the lights on the 
Canadian shore, and the colored lamps of 
the ferry boat sliding back and forth across 
the river like some gigantic shuttle. But 
these were not needed to remind him of 
Helen and her boy over on the opposite 
shore where the lights glittered so bravely. 
His boy as well as hers! Why should he 
not claim this son of his before all the 
world, and act a father’s part toward him 

their evil doing and to set the crooked 

“Lest by any means, after that I have 
preached to others, I myself should become 
a castaway,” be repeated to himself as he 
stood by the window. 

In theroom below the rectory was remark- 

avity of de- 
ortment were made of very little account 

made no reply, being a woman of great 
discretion ; but she knew very well what 
was the immediate cause of her husband’s 
gloomy views. 
The much envied bishop above stairs 

was meanwhile longing for the night to be 
over, that he might return to Fort Edward 
and say to Helen that he was ready to give 
up everything for her sake and the boy’s, 
and take them both to some distant place 
where no one could know anything ot the 
past. 
But was he ready? To go now to Helen 

with this proposal, and gain her acceptance 
of it. meant that he must sacrifice much 
that was very sweet to him. Name as 
well as country must be changed. Per- 
haps even in some remote place the story 
of his youth, distorted and exaggerated, 
might follow them and sully the lair name 
of his wife. It might some day come to 
the knowledge of his son and cause him to 
turn from the man he now revered. Of 
what avail, then, the sacrifice of present 
honors and dignities? The setting right in 
the case would prove a mockery only, a 
miserable failure. 

But, again, how could he remain longer 
in his offi:e? He who had once brought 
shame upon a woman still living, he who 
was the father of an illegitimate son? 
What hypocrisy could equal this? And he 
thought, with a great yearning, of the 

| beautiful woman who had forgiven him 
because she loved him, and of the boy who 
adored him, the boy who was his son. 
The night passed and morning brought 

with it the necessity for prompt decision, 
for he knew that it he did not return to 
Helen this morning with the settled pur- 
pose of making her his wife at some 
definite period not far removed, it would 
be useless to look for her consent at a later 
time after weeks of indecision. 
To take the morning train for Chicago 

meant for them both the maintenance of 
things as they were. To remain till after- 
noon meant the fulfilment of his promise 
made to Helen sixteen years before, the 
carrying out in the .near future of 
yesterday's proposal. 
Now had come the supreme moment of 

choice. Hesitation was no longer possible. 
Whatever course he adopted there could be 
no looking back. Either way the decision 
must be final. 
The train which he had first planned to 

take was to leave at ten o'clock in the 
morning. At twenty minutes before ten 
the Bishop was still weighing consequences, 
while the rector was inquiring if he should 
go with him to the station. 
The train for Chicago left promptly on 

the stroke of ten, twenty minutes after the 
rector had asked his question. Did it 
leave without the bishop ? 
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DYSPEPSIA CURED 
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Read the Proof. 
DEAR Sirs.—1I write you to say that for some 

time I had been suffering from acute indiges- 
tion or dvspepsia, and of course felt very | or 
inconvenience from same in my general busi- 
ness, 1 thereupon decided to try Burdock 
Blood Bitters, and after taking two bottles I 
found I was quite another man, for B.B. B, en- 
tirely cu ed me. I have also used it for my wife 
and family and have found it the best thing 
they can take, and from past experience I have 
every pleasure in strongly recommending B.B.B, 
to all my friends, 

I write you because I think that it should be 
pacing known what B. B. B, can accom 

cases of indigestion, 
Yours hy y+ 4) 

GEORGE READ, 
Sherbrooke, 
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