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“Your plea of justice is worse than weak; to
save the good name of the living is it just to rob
the dead?”

The Bishop’s voice was like iron.

“1 did not realize T was a priest, I only knew
I was a man,” and with these words Cragstone
arose and looked fearlessly, even proudly, at the
one who stood his judge.

“1Is it not better, my Lord, to serve the living
than the dead?”

‘ And bring reproach upon your Church?” said
the Bishop, sternly.

It was the first thought Cragstone ever had of
his official crime; he staggered under the horror
of it, and the little, dark, silent figure, that had
followed them unseen, realized in her hiding amid
the shadows that the man who had lifted her into
the light was himself being thrust down into irre-
mediable darkness. But Cragstone only saw the
Bishop looking at him as from a supreme height,
he only felt the final stinging lash in the words:
“When a man disregards the most sacred offices
of his God, he will hardly reverence the claims
of justice of a simple woman who knows not his
world, and if he so easily flings his God away for
a woman, just so easily will he fling her away for
other gods.”

And Lydia, with eyes that blazed like flame,
watched the Bishop turn and walk frigidly up
the sands, his indignation against this outrager
of the Church declaring itself in every footfall.




