60

THE CANADIAN SPECTATOR,

NO SIGN.
BY MRS. CASHEL

——O—
CHAPTER 1V,

NO SIGN,

HOEY.

No such intense public excitement had stirred Portmurrough for years, as that which was
aroused by the trial of Dominick Daly for the murder of his wife. It spread far and wide
through all the northern province, and more people poured in from the towns than the Court.
house could have accommodated had its dimensions been tenfold their extent. The deepest
interest was shown in all the arrangements and rumoured arrangements, and the smallest
particulars of the prisoner’s bearing were received and detailed with avidity, The counsel for
the Crown was an eminent barrister in large criminal practice ; the counsel for the prisoner
was almost as famous a member of the legal profession. It was understood that witnesses to
character would not be wanting. Mr. Bellew had worked unremittingly and generously for
the accused .man, in whose guilt ‘it went against his instinct,” as he said, to believe. It
went against other people’s instinct, as well, to believe that Dominick Daly was a murderer ;
but the case was a strong one—the facts were stubborn. It was said that the prisoner’s com-
maunications to his attorney, Mr. Cormac, had been of the briefest and most meagre kind ;
and that the only defence to be set up—the * system” of the aceused, as it would be called
in French legal phraseology—would be the suggestion of certain modes by which the poison
which had caused Mrs. Daly’s death might have been mixed with the bicarbonate of soda,
which, according to the prisoner’s declaration, was the sole contents of the packet enclosed
in Daly’s letter to his wife. A letter, written strongly in the prisoner’s interests, and more
ingenious than judicious, in which a number of theories and possibilities on this point were
set forth and discussed, had been published in ane of the local journals, and had excited
universal attention and comment. ¢ Forewarned, forearmed,” was said to have been the
comment of the counsel for the Crown on this zealous indiscretion ; *¢if we had been met,
unprepared, with some of these theories, it might have been very difficult to upset them. As
it is, there’s time to smash them all at our leisure.” The story—that is, the popular version
of it—of Daly’s relations with Katharine Farrell, and the supposed motive for the crime, had
spread from Narraghmore in all directions, and had almost assumed the dimensions of a party
question, There were those who upheld the woman, maintained her innocence, and declared
that it was infamous to charge a girl who had so good a character as Miss Farrell’s with being
aught but the victim of a designing villain, There were those who maintained that if Daly
was guilty, she had tempted him to the deed ; who were ready to accept the oldest version
of the oldest sin—*‘ the woman beguiled” him. There was even a third party, who held a
middle course, and said it was all a mistake : Daly was nothing to Miss Farrell, nor she to
him ; she had nothing to do with the mattcr.  All parties alike were ignorant of the where-
abouts of Miss Farrell. She had given up her school ; and it was supposed, but not Anowrn,
that she had gone back to her friends, Dr, and Mrs. Mangan ; about whom, also, there was
not a little public curiosity, for the dispensary doctor’s assistant, a young man named Sullivan,
w3s to be called by the Crown in the case, and his evidence would bring the possession of
arsenic, which had been the fatal agent, home to the prisoner as closely as the prosecution
had the power of bringing it. This was, it was said, the one comparatively weak link in the
chain; the evidence on the point being strongly presumptive only, Concerning Daly’s
demeanour, public rumour was agreed. He had borne the long, slow weeks of his imprison-
ment with a silent composure, in which those who believed him guilty discerned the hardihood
of a criminal, and those who did not so believe found the calm of conscious innocence, In
this case, as in every other case in which the hearts of human beings are shut from human
ken, people judging from externals judged at random, and saw no symptoms but those they
were predisposed to see.

No fairer ever dawned over sea and land than the summer morning which ushered in the
last hours of Dominick Daly’s long anguish of patient waiting. The beauty of the earth was
in its full, exquisite prime, and the deep buzz, the indescribable stir of midsummer life was
abroad in the air everywhere. Fven the brief journey in a close and guarded vehicle, from
the prison to the Court-house, gave Daly n glimpse of the fulness of life and beauty which
had come to the earth and the sky since he had last looked upon them, a free man. It was
only a glimpse, however, he was soon in his place—that dreadful place into which he stepped,
a strong man in his prime, with years of lusty life in clear brain, throbbing veins, and muscu-
lar limbs, and with all the natural yearning love of life which no sorrow can crush while
health is unimpaired, which springs up into agonizing strength and vitality at the least menace
to its treasure, and thrills with terrible anguish in the presence of such danger as his ;—-that
dreadful place, which he might leave, young and strong still, but going down more surely to
his grave than any fever-stricken wretch, whose hours of existence were only to be guessed——
not countea—like his. ‘The murmur and swaying of the crowd, the sound like the sea in a
shell, the movement like the surging of a wave, came distantly to him, not hurtfully, for a
moment, and he was in a dizzy dream where there were faces, where the solitude of the past
weeks was not, and there were light and movement. The next, it faded, and all the hideous
reality was before, and around, and with, and in him, He stood in a felon’s dock, a turnkey
behind him, to be tried for his life, for the murder of his wife. This was the court, these
were the jurors on whose words his life would soon depend. He saw it all now, the face of
the judge, the arrav of the lawyers, the men who would presently call the witnesses, those
witnesses who would all tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, with the
full assurance of their convictions, and assent of their conscience, and yet it would be the
deadliest of all falsehoods that ever a grinning devil inspired, men withal,—the crowd of
spectators, whose faces wore every kind of expression from fhere brutish apathy to keen
curiosity, and from critical observation to compassionate interest. Yes, there were faces on
which he read compassion, in his long look at the place of his agony, before he addressed all
the powers of his mind and body to the process of it,—and they did him good, Yes, ¢good”
actually came to the prisoner, whose dark, wasted face, thinned hair, and clothing hanging
loose upon the frame it had fitted closely, told a tale which not one interpreted aright in that
dismal hour. From first to last Dominick Daly bore his awful ordeal with quiet and manly
courage,

The trial proceeded, amid the breathless attention of the spectators who were fortunate
enough to have secured places, and was reported with tolerable fidelity to the crowd assembled
outside—a crowd which conducted itself with exemplary order and decency, The solemnity,
and something which there was of secretly-felt romance in the prisoner’s position, appealed to
the imaginative side of the Irish reople, and nowhere among them would there have been
heard the ribaldry and the brutal jests which a similar scene would have provoked among an
English mob composed of similar elements, The trial proceeded with fatal smoothness, from
the prisoner’s plea of * Not guilty,” to the examination of the witnesses, few but terribly suffi-
cient, There was only one departure from the course which rumour had marked out to be
followed by the counsel for the Crown ; it was in the imputation and pressing of motive on
the accused. Only a very keen observer could have detected the prisoner’s anxiety on this
point, or recognized his relief when the learned gentleman contented himself with generalities
about the encumbrance on a young man’s liberty of an elderly and invalid wife, a sufferer
from a repulsive disease, necessarily separated from him, and a b_urden on his slender means.
A modification of the latter argument was procured by the proving that the remnant of the
murdered woman’s own portion had sufficed to maintain her, but the favourable inference was
balanced by the suggestion that the remnant would have reverted to her husband. The
strong evidence of Daly’s kindness to his suffering wife was easily disposed of by the plea of
motive. A man who had such a crime in his mind would naturally seek to establigh such a
plea, by winning the intended victim’s confidence ; and was it not exactly this which the
prisoner had done ? To him, the only living being to whom her death would be an advan-
tage, to whom her continued existence was an evil, the poor woman trusting]y,,upsuqucm.xgly
applied for advice and cure, There came over Daly’s mind while he was listening to; this a
curious, impersonal sense, as of curiosity and question in some matter ‘temote from hi;nsg.lf.
How easily, how readily, how much as a matter of course, the great criminal lawyer, habitu-
ated to the dark shades of human character and life, tOOk. for granted a situation abhorrent to
the imagination of the man he was depicting, and impqssnbly unnatural to his chara‘cter and
his daily Jife! Could anything be too hard or too terrible for him to believe, énowing wihat
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ke fnew, Daly dimly wondered, as he listened to the argu
‘tiod_y else}?{ 1Pe}l;haplsbnot ; and yet such a hell upon earth
devices w ich t'e glib, polished tongue, on whose accents the crowd v scribi
almost outdid his powers. His fancy travelled back to what had been };‘ﬁzgﬁe‘;él:ﬁﬁesir‘g;:;%
well-behz}ved truth of his former life, and for a moment amazement filled him—g f’eéling a;
though himself and all around him were utter unrealities, that nothing could be true, or have
tangible existence, where so wildly false a theory was gravely put forward with any chance of
being accepted as true. But this dazed wonderment fled before his own ever-present know-
ledge of thg truth.  This gentleman’s grave picture of a state of things which ngver had any
e:gls'tence, his building up of a drama which had no scene, no actors, no life at all ‘was a
trifling accessory to the general illusion of which Daly was the centre. Every few minutes as
they passed by added a fresh link to the quickly-forming, soon-to-be-closed.u chain of
evidence which should prove—a lie. And there stood the one who Znew t}I:e Lelpless
prisoner, in the iron grip of the irresistible and dreadful law, the man ];y who‘sepwill
all this was going on, whose word could tumble the whole card edifice into ruins,
(To be continued.)
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THE QUEEN OF SHEBA, by Thomas Bailey Aldrich. Boston :

It is difficult to conceive why anyone should have wr
more, why one should be at the trouble of reading it.
without the slightest good taste in design or execution,
rate fictions with which we are inundated, The hero, “Ed, Lyne,” falls in love, at the outset of
the story, with a beautiful but insane young lady, whom he accidentally sees for a few moments
in a lunatic asylum. After this cheerful commencement, it is not surprising that the rest of the
book should be largely devoted to the Jamentations of our hero over his unhappy fate. He
loves “ not wisely, but too well.” However, as in fictions such asthese, all things are poésible
1t 1s not surprising that when Lyne meets the lady of his dreams again she is not only a erfec;
cure, but far more self-;?ossessed andintelligent than the average of young ladies. Her ;e}(:over
appears to have been mlracu].ous.. But as the doctor, who ¢ considereé’ her case hopeless, ’)”
re{narl.cs, “The human body is still a mystery, after science has said its last word The})hum;
mind isa deeper mystery,. While [ doubted of her recovery, she recovered » Aft th'n
conclus;ye and satisfactory statement, of course nothing more néed be said, and L yne i efr o
marry his ¢ Queen of Sheba,” who proves almost as wealthy, if not e s 8 Iree to
Eastern namesais, f quite so wise as her
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SHAKESPEARE'S KING HENRY THE Frer, —Edited
With engravings.
Brothers,

) with notes by William . Rolf
New York: Harper & Brothers, 1858, Mon{rea](z ef)atslgr.l

Mr, Rolfe is editing a very good and convenient serjes 3 et
managed to present zariorum idgitions, which in ;n?:tll;elcl::n[?;sss?\il((lesr};:;z’m ‘plays, and has
fumnish the general reader and the young student with nearly ever \thir‘) l:]]ebs of reference,
Shakespeare intelligently and critically.  The notes are numerous, ywa]lg ey need to read
ciently fulll, and l]]'t: present volume forms no exception to the excéilenc :}lrathd and suffi-
hered 0 in preceding ones. The introduction fully explains the harcre’, the i o
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sowrces from which it is derived the critics ;
ing out the development of the ca’reless ;’r:ﬁ:lc i?;rllmlil:: I)lf”nlg \.’e'ry good, fully bring-
carefully collated, and the different readings fairly © neroic king,  The text 1s
is of much use. The general get up of thee b ; exdto the word_s explaiqed
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