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unhappy? Must the battle of good and evil in ourselves and others hang
always trembling in the balance, for ever undecided? or does it all mean
nothing more than we see now, and is the glorious world but some ghastly
illusion of insanity ? When *the fever called living is over at last, is all indeed
over? Thank God that through this Babel of discordant voices modern men
can still hear His accents who said : ¢Come unto Me, all ye that are weary and
heavy laden, and I will give you rest. Hon. Ropen NoOEL.
“

NO SIGN.
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CHAPTER 1IV.—(Continued.)

When that was over, Daly, exhausted, lay down for a while and turned his face to the
wall. But not for long: he soon rose, and wrote the following letter to Father John
O’Connor :

“ Portmurrough Fail, Soturday, Suly —.

* REVEREND SiR,—I am to die on Monday morning, at eight o'clock, when you will be
saying your Mass, which I used to serve many a time. Maybe, dear Father John, you guess
why it was that I could not bear to see you in'this place, and, maybe, you cannot guess ; but,
whether or no, you will give me credit for a good intention, and you will forgive me for not
being so stout-hearted in some respects as I humbly hope and pray God I may be found in
others. I die, innocent of the crime I am charged with ; but all the same, my death is my
own fault. No one but myself is to blame for it. The blessed rites of the church are to be
given to me by other hands than yours, Father John, and I know you would have come to
me, if I had asked to see you, even at this, the last hour, It was not for my own sake, it
was for yours, Goodbye, Reverend Sir ; I humbly ask your prayers and remembrance at the
altar, for a poor sinner, whose good friend you always were. ¢ DoMINICK DALy.”

This letter took him a long time to write. He pondered over every line, almost every
word of it, and evidently found the task a very difficult one. * It must be so that if he does
not guess, or know, he may not learn from this ; but, if he does, that he may see I know it
too, and am dying of my own free will and choice, no victim of a mistake, of a double crime,”
He sat for some time, his clasped hands upon the letter, and his eyes raised to the broad
streak of light which was falling through the window of the condemned cell. His face, more
worn than at the time of his trial, was full of unspeakable sadness, but not mingled with fear.
The terror, the feeling of impossibility, the dreadful agony and battle with the strong life in
him, clamouring for its duration and its satisfactions, the awful sinking of the spirit, and
quivering of the cold, sweating flesh, would have come to him, as they have to come to the
greatest hero, who ever knew to an absolute certainty that at a given hour a violent death
would be waiting for him, just beyond that door which he can see and touch ; but they had
not come to Dominick Daly yet, their ghastly signs were not upon him. An hour later, a
whole hour off his tale of minutes—but he had travelled far in that hour, all the way
back along the road of hisﬁlife-—thf conder:med man sent f?'r the jail chaplain.

*

The Governor of the Jail at Portmurrough was a personal friend of Mr,
though he did not share that gentleman’s conviction of Daly’s innocence, and certainly would
not have committed himself to the admission if he had shared it, he promised willingly enough
to let Mr. Bellew have a private report of that last scene of the tra edy which he dared not
witness. The following passages are extracts from the Governor's letter to Mr. Bellew. It
was written while the body of the man who had died on the gallows in the morning lay as
yet unburied, in its coffin of rough planks, in the whitewashed corridor of the jail,

“. . . . He amply justified your confidence in his courage and coolness, I have
seen many criminals executed, and not a few examples of extraordinary pluck among them,
but never anyone like Daly. The chaplain was with him from four in the morning. Such a
fine momning | I mention this because of a strange reference he made to the weather yester-
day. It rained here a little in the afternoon, and Daly most egmestly entreated the chaplain
to prevent his body being buried in the prison graveyard, during rain. *If it does rain, it
won't last long,’ he said, ‘and I'm sure the Governor would grant me this request.”’ He
seemed so much disturbed about it that the chaplain came and told me last night, and I sent
word to Daly that he might rely on his wish being cbserved, Very odd, was it not? He
gave no explanation. :

* This morning he dressed himself carefully, heard Mass, and received Holy Communion
at six o’clock, witlf the deepest devotion; then remained in conversation with ihe chaplain,

" who is excessively knocked up, to an extent, indeed, that I have never seen equalled—until
the time came. He drank a little tea, but touched no food ; and when I saw him, as he was
brought into the small yard, he looked pale and weak. But he did not tread feebly ; he was
quite calm and natural, and he saluted me most respectfully. The chaplain kept close by his
side, and occasionally whispered to him. He noticed the men in the yard, and was
suddenly strangely affected by the pinioning of his arms, though he submitted to it with per-
fect propriety. ¢ Don’t let them be seen,’ he entreated earnestly; ¢ for God’s sake don't let
them be seen! I can’t go out tied like this,’ Then he begged that an Inverness cape, which
he had brought with him to the prison, might be put over his, showldéys, so asto hide his arms,

This was done, and he thanked all present most earnestly, All‘yg;:ver very soon after,

Bellew’s, and,

‘When he appeared, the crowd groaned ; but there were no shouts, ¥, cries, no indecencies.
He never once turned his eyes downwards, until they were hidden% cap. I don’t think
he saw anything but the sky, and the chaplain’s face, He whispéf him to the last, and

ressed the crucifix to Daly’s breast, as he stood blindfolded under j#noose. Thenhe threw
Eis arms round him for 2 moment, released him, and ran down the steps back into the jail,
Daly died very easily, and in a very short time, The rope was rather too long ; and as the
body hung, the feet were hardly twenty inches from the floor of the scaffold, A dog, a
mongrel cur, which somebody said had run all the way from Narraghmore, contrived to jump
up somehow, and licked his boots. It got kicked off the scaffold, and, I am afraid, killed in
the crowd ; but the poor thing did good service first, for it made for a woman who was stand-
ing in a conspicuous position in the first rank of the crowd—she must have been there all
night to have got 0 good a place—~and led to her being identified as the very person you
were asking about, Miss Farrell, said to have been Daly’s sweetheart, or more.

e woman
seemed quite dazed, but she told her name, and the rolice took charge of her, She is very
ill, and is in the workhouse infirmary, where they will keep her until you forward instructions,

She was in some danger of ill-usage when the people found out who she was, and that she
had actually gone to see the man hanged, A posse of o;her women, who were there with the
same object, hustled and frighteqed her, and shrieked hideous names at her, but the police
got her away without any real injuty. . . . . . Daly certainly was a very fine fellow,
+ + + + Ihope Mrs, liellew is*noc quxtf knockid up by'all this :lreadful’ business,”

»

The woman who was carried from among the crowd at Daly’s execution to the work-
house infirmary at Portmurrough was not hurt, in the sense of actual physical injury, but she
had received a severe nervous shock, For many days and nights she lay quite still and speech-
less, and all the life that was in her seemed to be centred in her bright, shallow, almost
colourless eyes, She was well cared for, and after a while she regained a little strength, and
the power of speech. Mr. Bellew came from Narraghmore to see his former protdgle, the
girl of the commendable handwriting, thereby observing his promise to Daly. Butthe work-
house doctor had no encouragement to give Mr. Bell,ew,_ in any plans for her future welfare.
** How long she will linger I cannot say, of course,” said that matter-of.fact person to Mr,
Bellew ; ** but she will never leave these walls, if the authorities will let her stay ; and I
suppose they would, especially if a trifle were paid for her. The disease is g queer one ; I
can’t make it out’ quite, but there’s mischief to the brain, beyond a doubt, and the heart is all
wrong. By Jove, how handsome she’s been, and not so long ago neither! I had her hair
cut off at once, and I never saw such a thing in my life—enough for six heads of hair for
women in general. Only that one must not say it of red hair, I suppose, I should say it
was beautiful ; those old fellows in Venice would have thought so a few hundred years ago.”

The chaplaih of the jail evinced a remarkable interest in Katharine Farrell considering
that the workhouse patients were not in his charge. He went to see her H ,he met Mr.
Bellew at the infirmary ; he suggested that the doctor should inform her of her real condition,
50 as to qnable her to attend to her religious duties, and that there should be no delay. He
carried his point. Katharine Farrell was told that she had not long to live, but she accepted
the intimation with seeming apathy. It was not until three days after she had received the -
warning that she expressed any wish which could be regarded as a consequence of it; and
then her wish was not the anticipated one. She begged that Samuel Sullivan, the assistant
in Dr, I.\«Iangan’s dlspe_nsary at Athboyle, might be sent for, As there seer’ned to be no
reason in this request, it was not acted upon, until the prison chaplain, again intervening in an
unaccountable way, wrote to Mr, Bellew, and informed him that it had been made. Mr.
Bellew sent for Mr, Samuel Sullivan, and the summons was obeyed. Katharine Farrell lay
in a ward which had fortunately no other occupant, and her long interview with Sam Sullivan s.
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