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A LIFE FOR A LIFE.

BY MISS MULOCK . He

UHAPTER XXVL

@rth.tl hwmtlnough this
alone gpided by..me outer in<
, @nd. sustaiped only by that'
ﬂdwmmm seasons

like these. . :

I seem, while stretching on the rack
of these long night hours, to have been
led by some supernatural instinct inte
the utmost depths of human and divine

—justice, human and divine love in search
of the right. At last T saw it, clung to’

it, and have found it my rock oyhopo
ever since.

When the house below !
I put out my candle, and watching
the dawn creep over the grey moorlands,
just as on the morning when we sat up
all night with my fasher—Max and L
How fond my father was of him—my
poor, poor father!

The herrible conflict of confusion of
mind came back, I felt as if right and
wrong were inextricably mixed together,
laying me under a sortof moral paralysis,
eont of which the onl’ escape was mad-
ness.  Then out of the deeps I cried un-
to Thee, O Thou whose infinite justice
includes also infinite forgiveness; and
Thou heardst me.

‘‘When the wicket man turneth away
from his wickedness that he hath com-
mitted, and doeth that which is lawful
and right, he shall save his soul alive.”

I remembered these words: and umto
Thee I trusted my Max's soul.

It was dtylfght now, and the little
birds began waking up, one by one, un-
til they broke into a perfect chorus of
chirping and singing. I thought, was
ever grief like this of mine? Yes—one
grief would have been worse—If, this
summer morning, I knew he had ceased
to love me, and I to believe in him—if I
had lost him—never, either inthisworld
or the next, to find him more.

After a little, I thought if I could on-
ly go to sleep, though but for half an
hour, it would be well. So I undressed
and laid myself down, with Max's letter
tight hidden in my hands.

Sleep came; but it ended in dreadful
dreams, out of which I awoke, screaming
to see Penelope standihg by my bed-
side, with my breakfast.

Now, I had already laid my plans—to
tell my father all. For he must be told.
No other alternative presented itself to
me as pessible—nor, I knew, would it
to Max. When two people are tho-
roughly one, each one guesses instinc-
tively the other's mind; in most things,
always in all great things, for one faith
and love includes also one sense of right.
I was as sure as I was of my existence
that Max meant my father to be told.
Not even to make me happy would he
have deceived me—and not even that
we might be married, would he consent
that we should deceivs my father.

Thus, that my fa her must be told,
and that T must tell him, wasa matter
settled and clear—put I never consider-
ed about how far must be explained to
any one else, till I saw Penelope stand
there with her familiar household' face,
half cross, half alarmed.

“Why child, wLat en earth is the
matter ! Here are you, staring as if you
were out of your senses—and there is
Dr. Urquhart, who has been haunting
the place like a ghost ever since daylight.
1 declare, I'll send for him and give him
a piece of my mind.”

“Don't, don’t,” T gasped, and all the
horror returned—vivid as daylight makes
any new anguish. Penelope soothed me
—with the motherliness that had come
over her since T was ill, and the gentle-
ness that had grown up in her since she
had been happy, and Francis loving.
My miserable heart yearned to her, 4
woman like myself—a good woman, too,
though I did not appreciate er once,
whex I was young and foolis! ,j\nd had
nevet known care, as she had” How it
came out I cannot tell—I Kave never re-
gretted it—nor did Max, for I think it
saved my heart from breaking—but I
then and there told my sister Penelope
our dreadful story.

I see her still, sitting on the bed,
listening with blanched face, gazing, not
at mo, but at the opposite wall. She
made no eutery of grief or  horror
against Max. She took all in a subdued
quiet way, which I had not expected
would have been Penelope’s way of bear-
ing a great grief. She hardly said any-
thing, till I cried with a bitter cry;

“Now I want Max. Let me rise and
go down, for I must see Max.”

Then we two women looked at one
another pitifully, and my sister—my
happy sister, who was to be married in' a
fortnight—took me in her arms, sobbing.
* ,‘Oh, Dora—my poor, poor child.”

All this seems years upen years ago,
and I can relate it calmly enough till I
call to mind that sob of Penelope's.

Well, what happened mnext? I re-
member Penelope came in when I was
dressing and told me, in her ordinary
manner, that papa wished her to drive
with him to the Cedars this morning.

¢Shall I go, Dora ?’

*“Yes.”

‘Perhaps you will see him in our ab-

sence.
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“I intend so0.”
She turned, then came back and jsisee
me. 1 suppose she thought this s

The cliriage had scargaly.dsivén oﬁ."

thubquhommy botmthod )
chosen open-eyed, with all my judgment
my conscience, gnd my soul, loved, mot|A
merely because he loved me, but because
~I!ovodhin, henored him, and trusted

, 80 that even marriage could scarcely
mkommoucnﬁnlymthnvn were
already—had I been aware of this before

should have loved him. Naturé would

’ | have imstinctively prevented me. But

now it was too late. I loved him, and
could not unlove him; nature herself for-
bade the sacrifice.
like tearing my heart out of my bosom;

him, I should never have been my right
self afterward. Nor would he.
living lives to be blasted fer one that
was taken unwittingly twenty years age !
Could it—ought it to be so?

The rest of the world are free to be
their ewn judges in the matter, but God
and my conseience are mine.

I went down stairs steadfastly, with
my mind all clear. Even to the last
minute, with my hand on the parlor
Aoor, my heart—where all throbs of
happy love seemed to have been long,
long forgotten—my heart still prayed.

Max was standing by the fire; he turn-
ed around. He and the whole sunshiny
room swam before my eyes for an instant
—then I called up all my strength and
touched him. He was trembling all
over. ‘

“Max, sit down.” He sat down.

I knelt by him. I clasped his hands

stone. At last he muttered.

“I wanted to see you just once more,
to know how you bore it—to be sure
that I had not killed you also—oh, it is
horrible! horrible !

I said it was horrible,
would be able to bear it.

““We?”

“Yes—we.”

“You cannot mean that?”

“Ido. Ihave thought it all over, and
I do.”

Holding me at arm's length,
questioned my inmost soul.

“‘Tell me the truth. Tt is not pity—
not merely pity, Theodora?”

““Ah! no, no.”
| Without another werd the first crisis
was passed—everything which made our
misery a divided misery. He opened his
arms and took me once more inte my own
place, where alone I ever really rested
or wish to rest until I die.

Max had been very ill, he told me, for
days, and now seemed both in body and
and miAd as feeble as a child. For me,
childishness or girlishness, with its ignor-
ance and weakness, was " gone forever-
more.

I have thought since that in all we-
men’s deepest loves, be they ever so full
of reverence there enters sometimes much
of the motherly element, even as on this
day I felt as if I were somehow or other
in charge of Max, and a great deal older
than he. I fetched a glass of water and
made him drink it— bathed his poor tem-
ples and wiped them with my handker-
chief—persuaded him to lean back quiet-
ly and not speak another word for ever
so long. But more than once, and while
his head lay on my shoulder, 1 thought
of his mother—my' mother who might
have been—and how, though she had
left him so many years, she must, if she
knew of all he had suffered, be glad to
know there was at last one woman who
would, did heaven permit, watch over
him through life with the double love of
both wife and mother, and whe, in any
case, would be faithful to him till
death.
Faithful till death. Yes, I have re-
newed that vow, and had Harry himself
come and stood before me I should have
done the same. Look you, any ene wheo
after my death, may read this, there ar,
two kinds of love: one, eager only to get
ts desire, careless of all risks and costs,
in defiance of almost heaven and earth,
the other, which in its most desperate
longing has strength to say, “If
it be be right and for our goed—if it be
according to the will of God.”’ This enly
I think, is the true and consecrated love,
which therefore is able to be faithful till
death.
-Max and I never once spoke about
whether or not we should be married; we
left all that in Higher hands. We only
felt that we should always be true to one
another, and that, being what we were,
and loving as we did, God himself could
not will that any human will o¢ human
justice should put us asunder.

his eyes |

This being clear we set ourselves to
meet what was before us. I told him
poor Harry's history, so faras I knew it
myself; afterward we began to consider
how best the truth could be breken to
my father.

close, but still he sat as if he had been a |

but that we|

. »*Eynmd. whatitssnd b $6°be.”

“How.do you mean?” I cried.

“If he requires atonement he must
have xt, even at the hands ef ‘the
law.”

Then, for the first tima, it strnck me
that, though Max was hl,n long as lu

‘._-_vmdonooonfmfo;

v | sumstances.of B Mﬂnm
evidenoe against | ﬂtﬁu»lm
once public (and gu for hd I, not

told Penelspe), s reputatien, liberty,

A horror as of :desth fell wpon me. I
clung to him who was my all. in - this
world, dearer to me than father, mother,
brother, or sister; and I urged that we
should both, then and there, fly—escape
together anywhere, to the very ends of

I might not, indeed ‘I think I never |the earth, out of the reach of justice and

my father.

T must have been beside myself before
I thought of such a thing. I hardly
knew all it implied, until Max gravely

It would have been |put me frem him.

“It cannot be you whosay this. Not

he was half thyself, sand, maimed of | Theodora.”

And 14 |" as u cted and

Two | incongruous things will flash across one

in times like these, I called to mind the
scene in my favorite play, when the al-
teruative being life or honor, the woman
says to her lover, ‘No, die!” Little I
dreamed of ever having to say to my
Max almost the same words.

I said them, kneeling by him, lmplor-
ing his pardon for having wished him
to do such a thing even for his safety
and my happiness.

““We could nof have been happ¥
child,” he said, smoothing my hair,
with a sad, fond smile. “You do not
know what it is to have a secret weighing
like lead upon your soul. Mine feels
lighter now than it has done for years.
Let us decide: what hour to-night shall
I come here and tell your father?”

Saying this Max turned white to the
very lips, but still he comforted me.

“Do not be afraid, my child. I am
not afraid. Nothing can be woise than
what it has been—tome. I wasa cow-
ard once, but then I was only a boy,
hardly able to distinguish right from
| wrong. Now I see that it would have
been better te have told the truth at
once, and taken all the punishment. 1t
might not have been death, or if it were,
{I could but have died.”

[ ‘‘Max, Max!”
““Hush!” and he closed my lips so that
'they could not moan. “The truth is
better than a good name. When your
| father knows the truth, all glse will be
clear. Ishall abide by his decision,
whatever it be; he has a right to it.
Theodora,” his voice faltered, ‘‘make
him understar.d some day that if I had
married you he never should have want-
ed a son—your oor father.”

These were almost the last words Max
| said on-this, the last hour that we were
together by ourselves. For minutes and
minutes he held me in hisarms silently;
and I shut my eyes, and felt asif in a
dream, the sunshine and the flower-
scents, and the loud singing of the two
canaries in Penelope’sgreen-house. Then,
with one kiss, he put me down softly
from my place and left me alone.

I have been alone ever since;
only knows how long.

The rest I cannot tell to-day.

Ged

CHAPTER XXVIL
HIS STORY.

This is the last, probably, of those
‘letters never semt,” which may reach
you one day; when or how we know not.
All that is best.

You say you think it advisable that
there should be an accurate written
record of all that passed between your
family and myself on the final day of
parting, in order that no farther conduet
of mine may be misconstrued or mis-
judged.” Be it so. My good name is
worth preserving; for it must never
be any disgrace te you that Max Urqu-
hart loved you.

Since this record is te be minute and
literal, perhaps it will be better I should
give it impersonally, as a statement
rather than a letter.

On February 9th, 1857, I went to
Rockmeunt to see Theodora Johnston
for the first time after she was aware
that I had, long age, taken the life of
her half-brether, Henry Johnston, net
intentionally, but in a fit of drunken
rage. I came simply to look atyer dear
face once more, and to ask her in what
way her father would best bear the shock
of this confession of mine before I took
the second step of surrendering myself
to justice, or of making atonement in
any other way that Mr. Johnston might
choose. To him and his family my life
was owed, and I left them to dispose of
it, or of me, in any manner they thought
best.

With these intentions I went to Theo-
dora. I knew her well. I felt sure she
weuld pity me; that she would not re-
fuse me her forgiveness befere our
eternal separation; .that, though the
blood upon my hands was half her own
she would not judge me the less justly,
or mercifully, or- Christianly.— As to a
Christian woman I came to her—as I
had come once betore, in a question of

X can yot hardly forgive myself,
said, ‘““And when vou:

Max

me anything more and dearer.

fife itself, was in the hands of wy fathier: |

And I was thankful that the lesser tie
had been included in the greater, so that
both need not be entirely swept away
and disannulled.

I found mnot only my friend, npn
whom, above all others, I could depend.
but #iy own, my love; the ‘woman thp
- | all omen wlm was . mine; vho.

dﬂl and believing that MMM
jolnd us together, suffered uthing to
t us asunder.

How she madé ine oompmhend this T
shall not relate, as it concerns ourselves
alone, When, at last, I knelt by -her
mdkundhorblundhu&-—ng.mtl
and yet all woman, ahd all my own—I
felt that my sin was covered, that the
All-merciful had had mercy upon me.
That while all these years I had
followed miserably my own methed of
atonement, denying mysel fall life’s joys,
and cloaking myself with every' possible
ray of righteousnes I could find, He
had suddenly led me by another way,
sending this child's love, first to com-
fort, and then to smite me, that, beiny
utterly bruised, broken and humbled,
I might be made whole.

Now fer the first time, I felt like a
man to whom there is a possibility of
being made whole. Her father might
hunt me to death, the law might lay
hold on me, the fair reputation under
which I had shielded myself might be
torn and scattered to the winds; but for
all that I was safe, I was myself, the
true Max Urquhart, a grievious sinner;
yet no longer unfergiven or hopeless.

“I came not to call the righteous but
sinners to repentance.”

That line struck home. Oh! that I
could strike it homo to every miserable
heart as it went to mine. Oh! that I
could carry into the uttermost corners of
the earth the message, the gospel which
Dallas believed in, theonlyonewhich has
power enough for the redemption of this
sorrowful ‘world—the gospel of the for-
giveness and remission of sins.

While she talked to mne—this my saint
Theodora—Dallas himself might have
spoken, apostle-like, through her lips.
She said, when I listened in wonder to
the clearness of some of her arguments,
that she hardly knew how they had
come into her mind, they seemed to
come of themselves; but they were there,
and she was sure they were true. She
was sure, she added, reverently, that, if
the Christ of Nazareth were to pass by
Rockmount door this day, the only word
He would say unto me, after all I had
done, would be, *‘Thy sins are forgiven
thee —rise up and walk.”

And I did so, I went out of the
house an altered man. My burden of
years had been lifted off me forever and
éver,
is meant by being “born again.” I
could dimly guess at what they must
have felt who sat at the Divine feet,
clothed and in their right mind, or who,
across the sunny plains of Galilee, leaped
and walked, and ran praising Ged.

T crossed the moorland, walking erect,
witheyes fixed on the blue sky, my heart
tender and young as a child’s. I even
stopped, childlike, to pluck a stray prim-
rose under a tree in a lane, which had
peeped out, as if it wished to investigate
how soon spring would come. It seemed
to me so pretty—I might never have
seen a primrose since I was a boy.

Let me relate the entire truth—she
wishes it. Strange as it may appear,
though hour by hour brought nearer the
time when I had fixed to be at Rock-
mount, to confess unto a father that I
had been the slayer of his only son—still
that day was not an unhappy day. I
spent it chiefly out of doors on the moor-
lands, near a wayside public-house,
where I had lodged some nights, drink-
ing large draughts of the beauty of this
external world, and feeling eyen outer
life sweet though nothing to that re-
newed life which I now should never
lose again. Never—even if I had to go
next day to prison and trial, and stand
before the world a convicted homicide.
Nay, I believe I could have mounted the
scaffold amid those gaping thousands who
were once my terror, and die peacefully
in spito of them, feeling no lenger either
guilty or afraid.

So much for myself, which will explain
a good deal that followed in the inter-
view which I have now to relate.
Theodora had wished to save me by
herself explaining all to her father; but
I would not allow this, and at longth she
yielded. However, things fell out differ-
ently from both our intentiens; he
learned it first from his daughter Pene-
lope. The mement I entered his study
I was certain Mr. Johnston knew,

Let no sinuer, however healed, deceive
himself that his wound will never smart
again. He is not instantly made a new
man of, whele and sound; he must grow
gradually, even through many a return-
ing pang, into health and cure. If any
one thinks I could stand in the presence
of that old man withéut an anguish
sharp as death, which made me for the
moment wish I had never been born, he
is mistaken.

But alleviations came. The first was
to see the old man sitting there alive and
well, though evidently fully aware of the

I understood something of what

And here let me confess something | conscience; also, as to the woman who | truth, and having been so for some time,
"Which Max had long forgiven, but which | had been my friend, with all the rights | for his countenance was composed, his
and honors of that name, before she |tea was placed beside him on the table,
father is told, he ! hecame *

and there was an open Bible before him

in which he had been reading. His
voice too had nothing unnatursl or
alarming in it, as without lookmg at me,
he bade the maid-servant ‘‘give "Dg ?v-
muhk,ondnz.dqmw
Tupted, that s wose. pasiiouladly n
gaged.” Bqﬂndowmmmn
lwiu—h-tnfm !

£ But it was not long before he uh.d

» lifetime, to have borne such a look.
“Mr. Johnston”—but hashut his ears.
“Do not speak,” he said; “‘what you
have come to tell me 1 know already.
My: dabghter told ‘me this morning.
And I 'have been trying ever since to find
out what my Church says to the shedder
of blood; what she weuld teach a father
to say to the murderer of his child. My
Harry, my only son! And you mur-
dered him !”

Let  the weords which followed be
sacred. If in some degree they were un-
just, and overstepped the truth, let me
not dare to murmer. I believe the curse
he heaped upon me in his own words and
those of the Holy Book, will not come,
for its other and diviner words, which
his daughter taught me, stand as a shield
between me and him, I repeated them
to myself in my silence, and so I was
able to endure.

When he paused and commanded me
to speak, I answered only a few words,
mamely, that I was here to offer my life
for his son's life; that he might do with
me what he would.

““Which means that I should give you
up to justice, have you tried, con-
demned, executed. You, Dr. Urquhart,
whom the world thinks se well of. I
might live to see you hanged.”

His eyes glared, his whole frame was
convulsed. I entréated him to calm
himself, for his own health’s sake, and
the sake of his children.

“Yes, I will. Old as I am, this shall
not kill me. I will live to exact retri-
bution. My boy, my-poor, murdered
Harry—murdered—murdered. "

Ho kept repeating and dwelling on
the word, till at length I said:

“If you know the whole truth, you
must be aware that I had no intention
to murder him.”

‘‘What you extenuate? You wish to
escape ! But you shall not. T will have
you arrested now, in this very house.”

‘‘Be it 8o, then "

And I sat down.

So, the end had come. Life, and all
its hopes, all its work, were over for me.
I saw, as in a second of time, everything
that was coming—the trial, the con-
viction, the newspaper clatter over my
name, my ill deeds exaggerated, my
good deeds pointed at with the finger of
scorn, which perhaps was the keenest |
agony of all—save one.

‘‘Theodora !"

Whether I uttered her name, or only
thought it, I cannot tell. However, it
brought her. I felt she was in the room,
though she stood by her sister's side,
and did net approach me.

Again I repeat, let no man say that
sin does not bring its wages, which must
be paid. Whosoever doubts it, I would
he could sit as I sat, watching the faces
of father and daughters, and thinking-
of the dead face which lay against my
knee, that midnight, on Salisbury plain.

“‘Children,” T heard Mr. Johnston
saying, ‘‘I have sent for you to be my
witnesses in what I am about to do.

were unbecoming a clergymen—but be-
cause God and man exact retribution for
blood. There is the man who mur-
dered Harry. Though he were the best
friend I ever had, though I esteemed
him ever so much—which I did—still
discovering this I must have retribution.”

her gister’s

Let medo full justios to Penelope
Johnston. Theugh itwas she who told
my secretto herfather,shedid it notoutof
malice. As I afterward learned, chance
led their conversation into such a channel
that she could only escape betraying the {4
truth by a direct lie. And with all her
harshnesses, the prominent feature of

rather its abhorrence of falsehood. Nay,
her fierce scorn of any kind of duphclty
is such, that she confounds the crime
with the criminal, and, once deceived, |3
never can forgive—as in the matter of
Lydis Cartwright, my acquaintance with
which gave me this insight into Hiu
Jehnston's peculiarity.

Thus, though it fell to her 1ot to be-
tray her confession, I doubt not she did
so with mest literal accuracy; acting to-
ward me neither as a friend nor foe, but
simply as a relater of facts. Nor was
there any personal eamity toward me in
her question to her father.

It startled him a little.

[ro 3m conrmnump.

—— R ——
Mr. Francis Jones, ex-M. P., will
lecture upon ‘‘Astronomy,” af Slnftol-
bury hall, on the 13th an, "148h of A} ril,
taking the view opposed_to the New-
tonian System.
The Reman Catholic College at Ri-
mouski, Que., was fotally censumed by
fire on ’l‘uudny morning, entailing a loss
of $60,000, pu'tly covered by an insur-
ance of 824

e —————
““THRY ALL D0 IT." —T0 beautify the
teeth and give fragrance to the breath
use ‘‘Teaberry’ the new toilet gem Get

his eyea to mine. 1t is enough, .onoe in

SEE WHAT

PHYMCIANS

And People in Canada ssy about

Of Pure Cod Liver Oil
Hypophospiies of Lime & Soda

AS A

REMEOY FOR CONSUMPTION
AND
WASTING DISEASES

etitoodiac, N. B., Nov. §, 1880,
lo.ms()O‘l‘TtBOWNl—lhn M
prescribed for some time “‘Scott o .“
t,o‘t‘l leuOi{. lm:ﬂn'di&u txodhnt m

ration, agreeing w
uk.l.lndlt‘no‘o.d ued use
memnnhnndmfonotun

A. H. PROK, M. D.

Penn. ll'od College.

Amhmt. Nou Seoth. Nov. 8, 1880,
Messrs. WNE.—Gents: For
neul] two uulhnvoboon nted with
n’ldo- uvrr | with Hypo-
it the finest prepara-
tlon now b for bli -

thn Its
an Emulsion with the pleasant flavor, makes
the great favorite for cﬂﬂdrm. -Mol' do 5
recommend it for all wasting diseases of
system.
Yours, very truly,
C. A. BLACK, M. D.

Halifax, N. 8., Nov. 19, 1899,
Messrs. SCOTT & BOWNE, —Gentleman: I
have pnsﬁri'b:d y"iou‘{ Emulsion for the pasttwo
years, an un more Ko Ile
stomach, and have bemrmm °
{r?£ any other preparation of lhe klhd I hve
T
H. M. CAMERON, M. D.

Bellevil (ht.
Messrs. SCO1T & BOWNE, —Dear I
feel it a duty [ owe not only to you but to the
community, to make the followi mumoat
About three years ago my eldest
taken with a severe cold which settled on Il.r
lungs, and not withstanding all that her medi-
cal attendant could do, she t worse and
worse, and appeared to be in the lastand
less stage of consumption. The Doctor sai
could do nomore, but recommended your Em-
ulsion, and the effect of it was in the opinion
of every one who knew her, simply marvelous.
Before she had used the first bottle, she felt
much better, and to the surprise of us all, she
continued to mend so rapidly that in three

Not out of personal revenge—which |,

‘‘How, father?’ Not her voice, but |re

her character is its truthfulness, er|i2&t:

months she was able to go about as usual, and
| has continued in such excellent health that

she got married 18 months ago, and has now
| as fine and healthy a son as you can find in the
| country.

WILLIAM BLAND.

Elora, Ont., July, 1880.

This is to certify that my daughter has had
Lung disease for some time, and very much
reduced in flesh, and had not strength eno
to walk across the street. She was advised
a lady friend to try Scott's Emulsion. and to
our great surprise before she had used three
bottles her health was completely - recovered.
I recommend it to every one uou led with the
same disease.

JOHV W. BOWES,

THE GREATEST WONDER OF MODERN
TIMES!—The Pills Purify the Blood, correct all
disorders of the Liver, Stomach, Kidneys nnd
Bowels and are hvnluble inallcom

tal to Females. The Ointment t.ho only

lisble rmlrxedy 1 b Lq'lo
Nrnmcmth.bldph:h o Oows ‘&,.""‘6‘5&

*SEWARE OF AMERICAN COUNTER.
FEITS.—1 e

most take leave to call
the attention of the Public y to the fact
that certain Houses in New York are
many parss of

be SPURIOUS IMITA'

of my Pills and Ointment. These frauds
B e e
the S ne 80 nlhpu%

8| 'n.r.-
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