vitality larking
“Suddenly the )
 Aorth-west, and whirling down

wind veered ‘to

s . of the low black clouds ~came

white flake, then another,
::f:ther. until the air was as white
 ‘as the surf bursting and flying out
of the harbor bar.

And all the: time, in a side street
of this watér-end of the city a man
lay face down, a knife in his back,
and death on his lips and in his
heart. And the snow gathered qnd
covered the red stain that crept like
a scarlet snake ~ from the small
wound, and wrapped him in a wind-
ing-sheet whiter than any flax ever
spun.

And a ship drove safely into the
harbor out of the storm, let go her
anchor with a rattle and clank of
chains, and a hearty ‘‘Yo-heave-
ho!’’ that rang merrily through the
night; and one of the sailors — re-
fusing with a laugh to wait for day-
break—sprang into the dingy, pulled
ashore through the angry water, and
struck out briskly for home. Such a
little box of a home, but neat as a
new pin,:and an old mother in it
dearer than all the world to the
sturdy fellow tramping through the
snow.

‘“1 told her I'd be there, and, of
course, I will; for this here wind a-
blowing’, and the delay - from the
backin’ and fillin’ we had to do out-
side there, so’s to git a good head-
way on th’ old gal (the ship), ull
have her uneasy I know she won't
sleep a wink this blessed—hullo !
what’s here? QGit along, old chap.
’Taint safe for a feller to be takin’
naps in. this here temperatoor.
Whew! if there’s one thing I hate
it's a feller a-makin’ a beast of him-
self a-drinkin’. Mebbe, though, I'd
been there myself if it hadn’t been'
for Father Tom; so here goes to
help ““the man and brother.”” My
Lord A’mighty, what's this here?
It's a knife, and the man’s dead as
a nail. Mur—-"'

But an iron hand had him round
the neck, and an iron hand was
clapped over his mouth, and he was
dragged {furiously here and there,
while a stentorian voice rang out :

{‘Murder! Murder! Murder!"’

In the mad struggle that followed
David Jameson’s clothing was torn
from his back and his face bruised,
though he defended himself so man-
fully that his assailant was put to
it for breath wherewith to keep up
his shout of ‘‘Murder!’’

The harbor-watch ran panting to
the scene, and before Jameson —be-
wildered by the sudden attack, and
exhausted by the violent tussle =
could speak, the man who grappled
him poured out a voluble story. He
had been coming along the street af-
ter spending the evening at More-
no’s wine shop, and had seen the
two men struggling; this one had
plunged a knife Mato the back of the

‘other; he had fallen and died With—1
WUt a groan. Then this man stooped
to—he supposed—-rifle the dead man'’s
pockets, and he had seized him.

‘““You lie!”” shouted Davie. ‘‘The
man must have been dead an hour
when I saw him. He was covered
with snow—=""

“Shut.  up!’”’
watch.

And Davié’s captor, with an ex-
pressive shrug and a flinging out of
his hands, said :

‘‘Behold the knife, signor.”’

The knife was a black clasp-knife,
such as any sailor of any nation
might carry; but the officers smiled
contemptuously when Jameson de-
clared it was not his, and told them
his sheath was empty only because
he had lost his knife that very night
coming into port-—that it had been
knocked out of his hand while he
was cutting away some raffle tangled
up by the gale. And they carried
him off with every indignity to the
station house, treating with marked
«consideration the foreigner—an Ita-
lian—who had captured thé desper-
ate murderer at such risk andafter
such a fight, and thanking him with
some effusion for his offer to be at
their service day or night so long as
he stayed in port, noting down the
place of anchorage of his vessel; for
of course he was the only witness

‘ for the prosecution.

' Poor David! One hour before = g
free, - light-hearted Iad,” springing
home to his mother, his soul inno-

" ~eent of guile, ‘and his heart at peace
‘with the world. Now disgraced,
B : ‘ankles and. wrists, his

of rage, and every mus-
‘ get’ at ‘the man ‘who
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repeated  his. own words several-

times with - intense enjoyment of
their neatness.

18 can I see him?'’ begged Da~
vid. .

‘“To-morrow, maybe.’’

“Po-morrow!”’ and his
back to its lines of misery. d
Lord, man, my old mother’ll hear it
before that, and it’ll kill her if it's
broke too sudden to her. Father
Tm‘n's the only men that can do

face fell
‘“Goo

‘Well, well,” said the gaoler. “'I'll
telephone round for you; but’’—with
a sudden sense of responsibility —
‘“that was a shabby trick to, play a
messmate.”’

‘I didn’t,”’ said David, simply,
and he raised his honest eyes to the
gaoler's. face. “I never saw him
till—"* .

‘“There, there!”’ said the gaoler,
soothingly; ‘‘don’t talk till your
lawyer gits here.”” And off he went
down 'the corridor, thinking " as he
did so : ‘“He looks honest, but, great
Scott! you can never tell. They’1l
look like cheraphs and serabims’’
(his Biblical knowledge was slight
and very mixed), ‘‘and all the time
they'll be up to any dodge on the
p’lice docket. This feller’s cut diff'r-
ent from the heft of my birds,
though.’”

An hour later Father Tom stood in
the cell, and he took David in his
arms, and welcomed him as if he
had come home laden with honors
instead of crushed under the charge
of crime. Then ‘he said, gently:
‘““Now, Davie, tell me all about it.”’

And David told the whole story,
beginning with the start from the
ship, and going circumstantially
through the after-events, from the
brief but terrible struggle over the
dead man’s body to the prison. Fa-
ther Tom listened intently, and Da-
vid, as lie. warmed up to his story,
concluded 'with :. “I am as innocent
of that man’s blood as you are, Fa-
ther. Tom; but if T had that Italian
here T°d strangle him.”’

Father Tom’'s only answer was to
pull out the crucifix from his girdle,
hold it up, and point to the agoniz-
ed figure on it.

David hung his head, and with the
cry,  “‘But thivk of mother!”’ the
tears burst from his dry and burn-
ing eyes.

Presently Father Tom said: “Now,
Davie, let us kneel down and say a
prayer.”’

But poor David’'s Cry, as soon as
the Amen was said, was again, ‘'O
Father Tom! my poor old mother!”’

‘““Now, look here, boy,’”” said the
priest, with some severity, ‘“‘do you
suppose such a good Catholic as your
mother is, is going to waste time
mourning ‘and weeping? If you had
been guilty, then she might have
broken her heart; but she’ll have so
many prayers to say for you, and so
many things to do for you—and she
can come every day to see you, too
—that the time will g0 by almost
before vou know it. I'l g0 to her
now and tell her about it. And
would you like me to send your
skipper or any of your shipmates to
see you?’:

“‘Not, yet,” said Davie; ‘‘tell ‘em,
though. And Father, tell ‘em, too, I
didn’t do it.””

“Ay, ay, lad, you may depend on
that. Now, is there anything you
want? Have you got tobacco, and
warm flannels, and some money?
Have you got your—oh, yes, there
are your beads!’’

‘“Yes, sir,” said David, ‘“I’'ve got
them safe; but it's a wonder I didn’t,
lose “em in that scrimmage last
night. T s’pose T would a’ done it
ef I hadn’t strung ’em  round ﬁ:y
neck before I went aloft out yon-
der.””

‘“Keep up your heart, keep* down
your temper, and trust in God,”
were the priest’s parting words.
“I'll send you some papers, and I’Il
come back to-morrow.’’

Then he went and had a little tallk’
with the gaoler, and asked such pri-
vileges as could be allowed the pri-
soner; and left the gaol with a heavy
heart, to break the news to David’s
mother, to get good counsel for him,
to see _the judge of the criminal
court, whom he had 80 often to in-
terview on behalf of prisopers, and
to see the captain of the ship _to
which ' ‘the yoyug sailor belonged.
And  the farther he went the more
depressed he got—the hour, the' cin
cumstances, the straight story told
by the Italian, all tended to push,
David nearer and nearer the gallows,

There was a certain sort of good
luek, though; for the court was .n
session; and a sudden lapse in the
testimony in a long-drawn Bank rob-
bery case left a free day, which 'the
‘counsel  geized upon, &
ludge. in view of the pecul

tances, to call the trial;
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“Stick  to  facts, sir,”
judge, impassively, .

The Italian shrugged hi
and bowed, but his eyes
leap towards each other, \
flash belled the wide ‘smile that dis-
Played his teoth, white and’ strong
as a shark’s. SR -

Then the cross-examination began.

‘“At what time did you go to Mor-
eno’'s?"’ 3

‘At 22 hours (1Q o’cloek p.ni.'")

‘‘Where were you before that?'’

‘‘Aboard the ‘Maria di Napoli.’

‘At what hour Bid you leave the
ship?*’

““At 21 hours and a half - (9.30
p-m."")

‘“Were you alone?”’

*‘When?”*

**When you left the ship.

“No. My mate was with me."”

““What is his name?’’

‘‘Pedro Maria Allegrini.”’

‘“Was he with you in the wine-
shop?”’ C

‘“All the time.”’ -

“Did you leave together?’

OINQ . b

‘“Why?"!

‘“Pedro’s head. was heavier
his legs.” .

““Where is Pedro Allegrini?”

‘“Here,”” and he waved his arm
towards a heavy, stolid man among
the audience.

is name was noted.
hen you saw the two men—the
prisoner and the deceased — what
were they doing?’’

“"Struggling: this one actively, the
other like a man heavy with wine.’’

And so on, and so on, with a
cumstantiality of detail and a: dis
tinctness of outline that were appal-
ling to Father Tom and- David’'s
other friends.

And when Moreno - and ~Allegrini
were called they confirmed’ all that
Pizarro had said up to the hour of
his leaving the house, at = two
o’clock.

The witnesses for the defence could
only do negative service by testify-
ing to David’s previous good charac-
ter, and this they did heartily; but
the jury, after a hali-hour's deliber-
ation, returned a verdict of murder,
commending -the prisoner, however,
to the merty of the court.

When the foreman had
shrill, heart-broken
through the room

““My  son! my
your honor! spare
nocent. as a baby!’’

1t was the old mother; who tore at
hér gray hair and beat her breast,
while the slow tears of old age roll-
ed down her cheeks.

“Poor soul!’*said the judge, kind-
ly; ‘I can only let the law take its
course.’’

Then she raised her
frame, and, with hands
uplifted, she cried :

“‘Mirror of Justice, defend ust”’

It was a touching lttle scene, and
many people in the court-room wip-
ed their eyes; and the prisoner’s
drooping  head, clenched fists, and
laboring breath bore witness to the
anguish he endured.

Father Tom c¢ame to him and
spoke a few cheering words, then
took the mother from the court-
room; and the captain and some of
David’s shipmates followed him to
the gaol see him; buw, finding
they could not enter, stood about
and talked in low wvoices of him as
one already dead. Puring the week
they ecame back one by one, the cap-
tain to shake hands and wish him
kindly but vaguely ‘‘well out of 1 g
the sailor men to shuffle their feet,,
shift their quids; and sit about awk-
wardly and silently, the véry force
of their sympathy making them ‘as
undemonstrative as wooden figure-
heads.

Then they sailed away,
Maria di Napoli spread her

than

spoken a
cry - rang

n! Spa
im! He's as

him,
in~

tottering
and arms

and the

canvas
and
the ‘world forget Dayid— all except
Father “Tom, and his mother, and
his lawyer; the'latter of whom had
beocome so deeply interested in his
fate that, by incredible work and ju-
dicious appeul and presentment - of
the case in' ‘the right quarters (to
say nothing of catching at every
technical straw that could aid him),
he. secured a final sentence of *‘im-
p’;;;omjnent for life at hard labor.’”

place to pl i
natural activity that
tired out the stoutest of his' boon
companions; and when they slept, ex-
hausted, ‘it still drove him on, tor-
tured, agonized, panic-stricken, till
the day broke, and the sight of the
crowds helped him to sleep and rea-
son. .
As he reached the awning and
pressed close to the steps, a carriage
dashed up to the curb; the door of
the house was flung open - for some
parting guests, and for ‘a few wmin-
utes: a dazzling. vision was revealed
—fairies, shepherdesses, . arquebusi-
ers, pages, halberdiers, kings, court
ladies, and gueens, in gorgeous col-
ors and flashing jewels. But the Ita-
lian saw none of these; his staring
eyes fastened on a stately figure that
seemed  to float down towards him

‘between the rows of orange and palm

trees that lined the stair-case. On
it came, tall, in flowing raiment, a
cloud . of golden hair rippling over
its shoulders from under a crown of
light; in one hand a pair of scales,
in the other  a gleaming sword,
whose “ point Beemed to mark him
from the thréng.

‘‘Bpeculum Justitine!” he shriek-
ed; ‘‘yes, T did it—J did it! I did it
I murdered him! Take me—'*

And he fell grovelling at the feet
of the policemen, who had forgotten
their official stolidity to stare open-
mouthed at'the lovely Angela von
Henkeldyne, who in hér costume  of
““Justice’’ had wrought such inno-
cent vengeance.

On principle they seized the Tta-
lian for a rowdy, but his repeated
cry, *“I did it—I murdered him!”’
soon attracted their attention, and
as he struggled in a fit, they called
up the patrol waggon and took him
to headquarters. There the police
surgeon took him in hand, until fin-
ally, at daybreak, he recoyered con-
sciousness. On being ° told that he
could not live .through - the  mnext
night, he asked for a priest, and
who but Father Tom was brought to
the poor wretch, who told the fol-
lowing story :

He had played,. he said, - in the
wine shop that night until mid-night
with a stranger, who lost heavily to
him,"and drank deeply as he played.
But his losses did not seem to de-
press him, ‘and the wines did_ not
confuse, and Manuel Saigd :

“You are a gallant man, signor.
You lose with grace and courage.’’

And he had answered witha laugh:

“I can afford to. I ‘have 50,000
dollars here.'” _And he touched his
breast.

Manuel raised his eyebrows.

“Don’t you believe?”” asked his
companion with some heat.

Manuel bowed derisively.

‘“Hang it,”’ said the man, “I'm
telling” you the simpie truth. Look
here.’” And he drew out and opened
a small doeskin bag slung around
his neck, showing n diamond the like
of which Manuel had never beheld,

‘It sent madness to my head, Fa-
ther, and I felt T must have it. But
he tucked it away again and rose, ‘T
must go,” he said; ‘I have already
stayed too long.’ 1 pressed him to
wait, but he got restless, and look-
ed at me suspiciously. 1 asked where
we might meet the next day, -and
drink our glass and play our little
game 6f mora. But he answered he
didn’t know—he was here to-day and
there to-morrow, and far away  the
day after. T laid my ‘hand on his
ari. ‘Come, erack another bottle,” I
urged. But he shook me off rough-
ly. and pushed out of the wineshop,
saying ‘Enough’s as good as 4
feast.”

“I knew the house, There was a

back to the manho

all turned out as I hoped. The
watch—poor fools!—~never thought to
see whether the man was 8tiff; and
when the coroner arrived, he was too
stiff for question. Then came  the
trial, and there the first stone struck"
pristor 3

His face was distorted with' emo-

tion. £

“That boy I pitied—yes! But it
was he or T, and I preferred Lo go
free. The lies T swore to did not
trouble me at ‘all, for lies and ' I
weére bosom-friends; ‘but when that
old woman raised her hands and
cried out ‘Mirror of Justico, defend
us!” I felt a fear; for my medal hung
at my neéck, and the only prayver I
had said for years was, sometimes,
an ‘Ave.” Habit, T suppose, but it
was so—I said it. And like the thun-
der on the mountain came the mean-
ing of that prayer—‘Speculum Justi-
tiae." _And from'that duy I was a
haunted man. Waking, that faes fol-
lowed me—the face I had struck into
stone by a knife blow; nnd if 1 slept
I saw always the same thing — my-
self ‘trembling before ‘a great bnl-
ance, and’'a sword hanging over my
head; but two . hands—a - Woman's
hands—held down .the scale-pan, and
held back the sword: and through a
mist ‘- a face sweet and sorrowfai
looked down at me, like tic *Puilo-
rosa’ in the home chapel where I
made my First Communion. Azd my
terror lest the hands should slip or
move would wake me with a start,
and  there would be the dead mun
and—and my memory : waiting = for
A

His voice sank to a whisper, and
his' eyes stared gloomily into pace.

“What a life it has heen,”” e
went_on, wearily. I dreatded to be
robbed, and yet T dared not, séll for
fear of detection; T could not dripk
for fear 1 might betray raysolf, aud
for months the diamond hLung = like
lead on my breast. Then I weént to
South America, and from {here to
Paris, where I dold it well, with q |
good story of how I found it at the
mines and smuggled it uway.

“Bad luck followed me. The mo-
ney went at play—I lost, lost  lost
at everything; rouge-et-ndir, vingt-
et-un, roulétte, mora—all wers alike
against me. Everything T touached
failed, My crew got the fever My
Maria was WSToff the Bahamas. My
savings went in a bank failure. il

‘“Then T began to drink hard, and
I kept jolly fellows- about me=loud
fellows, boisterous fellows — and T
would hear no word af praver or
hereafter; for the devil ruled my
soul, and T knew I was outtast, from
heéaven, X

‘“To-night the end has come: for T
saw with these’ (he touched his
eyes), ‘‘not sleeping, not &reaming—
awake—thé Mirror. «f .lustics. ' But

She no Tonger stayed the sword, Shoe |

no_longer touched the scules.  She
held both”in her own hands >~-'"

He stopped, shuddering violently.

““My . son,” - #said Father Tom,
“‘what you saw to-night _was not
Our Lady, although she might welil
have come from heaven to cry jus-
tice on your two-told c¢rime,’ e
told Him what bad' really. = takeny
place, closing with, “*Now. ha « man

//

Father 1d sometimes t,
quiet, graveyard by the shore o
the bay, . where they would kneel by
& small slab of ‘\grey granite, ang
pray for him who slept below. A
then, as they rested before Starting
home, small hands pulled the Weeds
from the grave and picked the lich.
end from the letters of the inscrip-
tion sometimes spelling them out s«
they did so. And the spelling  read
““Pray for the soul of Manuel Igna-

tius Pizarro.’’--Oatholle” Fireside.
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