
THE CAXL', DiAN SPECTATOR

unhappyi Must the battie of gond and evil in ourselves and others hangalways trembling in the balance, for ever undecided ? or does it ail meannothing more than we see now, and is the glorious world but some ghastlyillusion of insanityi When ' the fever called living is over at last,' is ail indeedover? Thank God that through this Babel of discordant voices modern mencan stili hear His accents who said : 'Corne unto Me, ahl ye that are weary andheavy laden, and 1 will give you rest.' HON. RODEN NOEL.

NO SIGN.
BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY.
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CHAPTER IV.-( Contjnued.)

Wben that was over, Daly, exbausted, lay down for a while and turned bis face to thewall. But flot for long: h e soon rose, and wrota the following letter to Father JohnO'Connor:
"Portmurrough 7/i, ai-dy uly -

REVEREND SIR,-I amn to dia on Monday morning, at eight o'clock, when you will besaying your Mass, which I used to serve many a time. Maybe, dear Father John, you guasswhy it was that I could flot bear to sec you in this place, and, maybe, you cannot guess; but,wbethar or no, you will give me cradit for a gond intention, and you will forgive me for notbeing so stout-bearted in some respects as I humbly hope and pray God I may ha found inothars. I dia, innocent of the crime 1 amn charged with ; but ail the saine, my deatb is myown fault. No one but myseif is to blama for it. The blessad rites of the church are to hagiven to me b>' othar hands tban yours, Father John, and I know you would have corne to,me, if 1 had askad to sec you, aven at this, the last hour. It was not for my own saka, itwas for yours. Goodbye, Reverend Sir ; 1 humbly ask your prayars and remembrance at thealtar, for a poor sinner, whosa good friend you always wera. IlDoMINICK DALY."
This latter took him a long time to Write. He pondered over evar>' lina, almoat everyword of it, and evidently found the task a very difficuit one. " It must be 50 that if hae doasflot guess, or know, hae may flot learn from this ; but, if hae does,1 that hae may sec I know itton, and arn dying of my own frac will and choice, no victim of a mistake, of a double crime."IHa sat f0? soma time, bis clasped banda upon the latter, and bis ayes raised to the broadstreak of light whicb was falling tbrough the window of the condcmned ccli. His face, moreworn than at the tima of his trial, was full of unspeakable sadocas, but ot mingled with fear.The terror, the feeling of impnssibility, tha dreadful agony and battie with the strong life inhim, clamouring for its duration and its satisfactions, the awful sinking of the spirit, andquivering of the cold, swcating flash, would have coma to bim, as they hava to comae to thegrcatest haro, wbo ever knew to an absoluta certaint>' that St a givan hour a violent deathwould ha waiting for him, just bcyond that door which hae can sec and toucb ; but thay hadlflot coma to Dominick Dal>' yet, their ghaatly signs were not upon bim. An bour later, awhole hour off bis tala of minutes--but hae had travclled far in that hour, ail the wayback along the road of bis lifa-the condemned man sent for the jaîl chaplain.

'nse Governor of the Jail at Portmurrough was a personal friend of Mr. Bellew's, and,though hae did not share that gentlaman's conviction of Daly'a innocence, and ccrtainly wouldflot bave committed himself ta the admission if hae had sbared it, hae promised willingly enoughta let Mr. Bellaw have a private report of that last scena of the tragedy which hae darad notwitness. The following passages are extracta from thse Governor's latter to Mr. Bellew. Itwas written while the body of the man who had died on the gallows in the morning la>' asyet unburiad, in its coffin of rougb planka, in the whitewashad corridor of the jail.dé .. .He amply justified your confidence in bis courage and cnolness. I havesean mas> crimmnals executed, and flot a few examples of extraordinary pluck among them,but neyer anyone like Dal>'. Thse chaplain was witb him from four in the morning. Sucb afine morning i 1 mention this bacause of a strange reference ha made to the vseather yastar-day. It rained here a little in the aftcrnoon, and Daly mnst earnestly entraated the chaplaintn pravant bis body being buriad in the prison gravayard, during' -an. ' If it doas ramn, itwors't last long,' ha said, ' and I'm sure thse Governor would grant me this request.' Haseemed so mucb disturbed about it that thse chaplain came and told me last nigbt, and I sentword ta Dal>' that hae might rely on bis wish being observad. Very odd, was it not? i egave no explanation.
IlThis momning hae dressed himself carefully, heard Mass, and received Hnly Communionat six o'clock, witlt the deepest devotion; then rernained in conversation with the chaplain,who is excessivel>' knacked up, ta an extent, indecd, that I bave neyer sean equalled-untilthe time came. He drank a lîttie tea, but tnuchad nso food ; and wbcn I saw bîm, as hae wasbrougbt into the small yard, hae looked pale and waak. But ha did not tread faebly ; hae wasquite calm and natural, and ha salutcd me most respectfully. The chaplain kept close by bissida, and occasionaîl>' wbisperad ta him. Ha noticed thea men in thse yard, and wassuddenly strangely affectad b>' the pinioning of bis arms, tbough bie submitted ta it with per-fect propriety. ' Don't let them ha sean,' ha entreated earnestly; ' for God's sake don't letthem ha sean i I can't go out tied like this.' Than hae begged that an Inverness cape, whichha had brought with him to tise prison, might ha put over bis, shossl4e5d s0 as to bide bis arms.This was done, and hae thanked ail present most earnastly. Ali.u îqvcr ver>' soon aftar,When ha appeared, the crowd groaned ; but there were no shout si cries,noidccesHa neyer once turned bis eyes downwards, until they were bidde tl%. Cap' don't tbinkha saw anything but the sky, and the cbaplain's face. Ha whispe~% beim 'ta the last, andpressad the crucifix ta Daly's breast, as hae stood blindfolded under Pwnose. Then ha threwhi arms round bim for a moment, released him, and ran down thse iteps back into thse jail.Daly died ver>' easilv, and lis a very short time. The ropa was rather toc, long ; and as thebody bung, the feet were hardly twenty incisas from thse floor of the scaffold. A dog, aznongrel cur, which somebodv said had run ail thse way from Narragbmore, contrivedl to jumpssp somehow, and licked bis boots. It got kicked off the scaffold, and, I amn afraid, killed inthe crowd ; but tise poor tbing did good service first, for it mnade for a WOman Who ivas stand-ing sn a conspîcuons position in tise first rank of the crawd-she mnust have been there alnigbt to have got, so good a place-and led to ber being identifiad as the ver>' person youware asking about, Miïss Farrell, satid tobave been Daly's sweetheart, or more. 'Me womanseemed quite dazed, but sha, told bier naine, and tise police took charge of bier. Sha is ver>'iii, and is in tise workhouse infirmar>', where tise> will keep her until you forward instructions.She was in some danger of ilI-usage wben thea people found out Who she veas, and that shehad actuiali>'gone ta setse mais ssmged. A posse of otiser women, who were there with thesamne object, hustled and frightened bier, and shrieked hideous names at baer, but thse policegot bier away without an>' real injur>'.. .. ..... al' certainl>' wss a ver>' fine fellow.I hope Mrs. Bellew is not quite knocked up b>' ah this dreadful business,"

de Il dé Il Il*TIle woman wba was carried from among the crowd at Daly's execution ta tise worlà.bouse infirmar>' at Portmurrough was flot burt, ini tise sense of actual physicai injury, but shebad received asevere nervous shock. For man>' days and nigis sise la>' quite stili and speech-less, and aIl tise lîfe that was un ber seemed to ha cerstred in ber brigbt, sballow, almostcolourlesi eyes. She was well cared for, and after a while she regained a little strength, ansdtise power of speech. Mr. Bellew came from Narragbmore to See hjs former /uratége, tisegirl of tise cammendabla bandwriting, thereby observing bis promise to Dal>'. But the work.bouse doctor bad no encouragement to give Mr. Bellew, un an>' plans for ber future welfare.IlHow long she will linger I canat say of course," said that msatter.af.fact person ta Mr.Bellew ; "lbut slse will neyer leave tisese walls, if tise autisorities wMl let ber stay ; and Isuppiose tise>' wossld, especiail>' if a trifle were paid for ber, Tise disease is a queer one;can t make it out quite, but there's miscisief to tise braifi, beyond a doubt, and the beart is ilwrong. By Jove, how haisdsome sbe's been, and flot go long ago fleither i 1 had her baircut ofif at once, and I neyer saw sncb a tbiisg fisn> Myife--enougis for six heads of bair forwomen in geuseral. OnI>' that oise must flot se>' it of red bair, I suppose, I shonld se>' itwas beautiful ; those old fclws in Vensce would have jIsaught s0 a few bimdred years aga."

The chaplaiTn of the jail evînced a remarkable interestIinwKatbtirine Farreli,hconsideringthat the workbouse patients were flot in his charge. Hewnt or se bfler; e mendtior,Bellew at the infirmary ; bie suggested that the doctor should in OUbro e elcniinsas to enable bier to attend to hier religinus duties, and tbat there sbouId be no delay. Hecarried bis point. Katharine Farrell was told tbat sbe bad flot long to live, but sbe acceptedtbe intimation witb seeming apatby. It was flot until three days after she bad received thewarning that sbe expressed any wisb wbich could be regarded as a consequence of it ; andtben bier wish was flot tbe anticipated one. Sbe begged that Samuel Sullivan, tbe assistantin Dr. Mvangan's dispensary at Athbuyle, might be sent for. As tbere seemed to be noreasun in tbis request,' it was flot acted upon, until tbe prison chaplain, again intervening in anunacconntable waiy, wrote to Mr. Bellew, lqnd informed bim tbat it bad been made. Mr.Bellew sent for Mr. Samuel Sullivan, and the summons was obeyed. Katharine Farrell la>'in a ward whicb bad fortunately no other occupant, ànd bier long interview witb Sam Sullivanwas undisturbed. Wben bie left bier, comlng out witb a scared face, and the look of years.added to his age, bie said only tbat tbe dying woman desired tbe ministration of tbe chaplainof tbe Portrnurrougb jail.
Katbarine Farrell died witbin a week fromn tbat time. Wbat was said between bier andtbe chaplain will, of course, neyer be known ; but Sam Sullivan made a solemn declarationthat the dying woman bad told bim-to wbose carelessness it was due tbat sbe bad been ableto perpetrate bier crime-tbe story, wbicb I bave tbu mefcl e dwo h bcrbero wbo bad "ldied, and muade no sign." u mefci'stdwo b bcr

[THE END.]

CURRENT LITERATURE.
HARPER'S HALF-HOUR SERIES. New York, Harper and Brothers, 1878. Montreal, DawsonBrotbers.

The excellent littie bits of condensed wisdom and amusement in tbis series bave beennoticed several times by us. A fresh instalment requires bowever a confirmation of our gondopinion ; and the eigbit small volumes now on our table are fairly cbaracteristic of the goodjudgment displayed in their selection.Lord Macaulay's essays on Jobn Hampden and Lord Burleigb, John Milton and LordByron, Machiavelli and Horace Walpole, and on Sir William Temple are biograpbical, bis-torical and critical works, wbicb like gond wine "lneed no busb." Tbe form in wbicb tbeyare now presented, may bowever induce many a lazy reader to appreciate Macaulay's wonder-ful range and power of tbougbt, and to enjoy simply these literary treasures wbich. collecteciin one volume have too often the saine effect that a gallery of good paintings produces uponthe casual visitor, a sense of bewilderment and a vague idea of tbe general effect. Nor willtbe more studious and thoughtful be son-y, we tbink, to take up at odd moments one of tbesecomplete little studies to refresh tbe memor>' witb regard to tbe great cbaracters therein ana-lyzed or to clear a tried brain by following tbe great critic into literary fields ever fresh witlnew flowers of tbougbt. In those numbers uf tbe series wbich contain two essays, the juxtapo-,sition of the suhjects is flot instructive, wbile in tbe case of Macbiavelli and Horace Walpole'itit is alan amusing. Walpole indeed was a sort of dilettante Machiavelli in tbe petty intriguesof society and certainly appreciated the occasional advantages of a lie.Two of tbe series are very apropos, at tbe present time, Mr. Bryce's "lCox{stantinople", 15a picture of tbe key of tbe East as it actually is, recalling in tbe pleasantest manner tbe greathistorical associations wbicb cluster tbickly round tbe IlCity of Two Continents," and in thenarrow limits of seventy tiny pages furnisbing a study wbicb in solid tbougbt and picturesquedescription is an admirable example of artistic condensation. Mr. Bryce well portrays themarked physical character and the strangel>' indeterminate social one wbicb diffarentiate'Constantinople from aIl other great cities, and equally well Points out wby its interest and in-lportance are as mucb of the future as of the past. From tbe Golden Horn to the Neya is aieasy transition just now, and Von Moltke's Il Letters fromn Russia" lose nothing in fresbneS&becausa nearly a quarter of a century bas Passed sinca tbe Germnan Ironsides went to tbe coro-nation of tbe present Czar, and wrote such grapbic accounts of bis observations and expe-niences to a lady in Copenhagen. Selections fromn these letters feil into tbe possession of 21Danisb newspaper, but remained inaccessible to ahl but Danisb readers until February, 1877,?wben a German translation was mnade,, Miss Graca Bigelow, now gives Englisb readers a-chance to profit by tbe record of a state of society, whicb, tbuugb mucb modified of late'years, is so curiously different fi-om our preconceived Western ideas. The cbaracter of thewitness, bis keen perception and bis exceptional Positions, make bis observations of no ording-ry interest ; and the unreserved tbougbts of tbe great gencral, wbo was doubtless weighilg^well the resources of the future ally or rival bave great bistoric value. In defanît of bis pre-sent ideas bis past crnes are Wortb consulting.There are some, tooe wbo mnay sec in the atory of "The Spanisb Armada," a continua-tion of the saine line of tbougbt suggested by tbe two preceding notices;- for 'an -invasionl ofEn:gland is yet, according to tbe alarmnists of tbe modern press, far from. an inmpossibilitY,But Leo tba Tbirtecntb does not possess the power of Sextus tbe Fiftb ; and tbere is no eidertstoryon of the oarry out tbe policy of tbe Encyclîcal and SvIlabus vi et armis. StilTthestoy o on ofthegreat causes which determined England's Protestantissu, possibly bierpresent position, loses nothing in fresbness froim tbe waY in wbicb it is told.IlBAcK TO BACK: A Story of To-dy," takes us from the lie of authors and statesfnl'to tbe life of that terrible social probîcmn tbe Workingman, and from tbe struggles of nations ta,ýtbat between capital and labour. Mr. Edward Everett Hale commences bis îittîa story with anincident of tbe Commune in Paris, and, presarving the idea wbicb- the resolute stand of thethree soldiers suggestsp carries it out in the tale 0f tbe co.operative wooîîen milîs in NewEngland. Not rnuch rmance apparentîy to be got 0U f sucb a subject, but it is bandled SOIdeftly -that the suggestions become wbolevouel'lPse Ata vnsthe ,l'wil t a e h e r o u l e to re a d tb ,s tre a tise O n P o litic a l e c o n o m y d s u se de l a a S O Y
will find it interestng, often racy, espe cal in its ailusons to thae Press,sven if tbey be solinc
what incredulous as to tbe wonderful success of the compact between labour and capital'

Thi lstfeaurboweveiofcus
ingnioslyavods be r, s 0 corseortbodox i0 fiction, and tbe formi of the eisay thusingnioslyavods hedisadvantages of .tbe mnereîy speculative pampblet. We eivl

however, tbat there is really a foundation in fact for Mr. Hale's imaginative factory.We bave dwelt at aorme length upon tbese little books, more, perbaps, than tbey nighseeým ta deserve - but in aL time when the telegrapb anddiyjunls r ewe hn
causing Sc0 much mental dysest e d daly jnwa ous rnasy harebo betseente"andheffrry slops in genr f.PS ee nyowaknvsrsbbndosofciceas those f reading ta to be made es n cn esr st ell sdstandard Of selection is mited essrs.rv eogiin.A ln s h ree,re~ ~ ra en becition Asnga t be prSpahc oesent0what is wanting in quantity is Msade up in qualit>'.fiTEScioLAsTic NEW, 1 5 ontreaî Marcb il 1878, Vol. 1, No, r.We give Mnost honest and baarty welcome to this journal. It is a monthly, neatly got UP',and hiving every appearance of good dtn.Tetbeocnetshwsvrtyad01reading the articles We weepleased eiig h al fCnenssosvrey n twil ai t beom noWere , W. venture to express a hope that The SchoZaatic Nef;willcs aim ta ecne lOt OSl' a journal of interesting information on, educational and othersubjecs," b t lrary Paper in the best sense of the Word. That is the need of this country'
But this counstry awakes.ta a Sense of its needs solso tbat in alI likelibood Thle SchOi4atieA'-$t cornhe. t erse Patience. However, let it work bard and hope, and prospanst'

A Fxx CÀpUCMIi on the festia fS.~wudmk 
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that Saint. Ashe v;ao rathl ofte tt. ated ames, had ta pronouflce a panegyric 0""sermn, andîO'weîy rtherlat, te atenantpriests, wba feared that ha ol ak 07
sermoandswe~,,the Cnrgta~ t  

t tpulpt, nd ddr. crigegàionefltraated bim toabridge it. he Monk maunted the-eulog on te esng the People said 9. M4 y brefliren, twelve rnontbs ago I preached On'you were RI venueY apott wbe festival Yan this da eert.A I doubt flot but th'~sine, hae ttenntive tome, ansd as ihave ntlaedht asdonc anytbing n"1wdf t add ta wbat 1 said at that time." He the~ noucdtebci
sand descend an tmhe p pt .- Cur'ositii of t/l Fi/t


