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(Prom Legends

s A strange case !’ sard the dactor,as he came
upod 8 cestain p~ge of ns manuseript,

«'What is it#* 1 wquired.

s Coptain Jobo Fitzgerald and Rosaleen bis
wife, sged eigbty~four and eighty-two respect-
awvely, pursued the doctor, beedless of my ques—
tion, snd reading from the closely-written page.
¢ Jupe 30, 1858.” continued he aloud once more,
after a few moments® silent perusal, ¢ ten o’clock
p.M.; respiration week, pulee forty-five and
forty respectively ; and theo followed a long
misute catalogue of appearances and symptoms,
on coming to the end of which, the doctor, who
wis m one of his fits of abstraction, eat up
‘strnight before bis desk, and gazed vacantly into
my face a5 1 sat opposite.” ¢ Eleven o’clock,
».m,. be resumed at length, balf remembering
my guestion, ¢ cheerfully and witbout pain they
both died,—died on the same instant.?

¢ Who were they, Doctor 2” T inquired again,
s They must bave been a strange pair, when they
fasten o your memory so firmly.

They were my best friends’ answered the
dottor, now fully awake, ‘and bad their troublés
like other mortals,~or rather, I should say, un-
Like other people, as you will see by reading
that.” Aond be banded me over his maouseript,
m the perusal of which I was soon eagerly en-
gaged, leaving him to pore with critical eye over
some recent numbers of ¢ The Lancet.’

The doctor’s manuscript was beautsfully and
closely written ; and, if printed, and denuded of
the quaint techuical phrases with which it wvas s0
frequently interspersed, would make a handsome
novelleite, An abmdgment of the tale, how.
ever, will better suit our purposes at the pre-
gent:

Towards the end of the eigbteentb century,
there dwelt at the foot of a certamn high moun-
taip, in the south of Ireland, a gentleman pamed
‘Weston, whose wife bad died a few years after
their marriage, leaving behind ber to deplere her
loee & son and a daughter. The demesne ad-
joning that of Westonwood belonged to sn old
gentleman who bad served for a Jong time as ap
officerin the French army, and whose name was
Fitzgeralg. His ooy son Jobn was about the
game age as young Weston, The two old gen-
tlemen lived on terms of very close intimacy
with one another, and the youngster» were con-
sequently very of'en companions in their sports,
Young Weston was, while yet a boy, of 3 dark
and wiolent dispostion, subject to frequent fits of
morose moodiness or passion, during which he
was often kuown to veat lus anger with strange
vindictiveness on ks father’s domestics, and in
fact ou any one who interfered with him even i
the elightest degree. His sister, on the other
band, wae a bright, bandsome lttle creature, ful}
of joyous spints, and beloved by the whole
neighborhood. Ia the frequent rambles of these
three young people together, Jobn Fitzgerald,
who was a bold and light hearted boy, was, dur-
1og the gloomy fits of her brother, thrown wto
tke exclusive compasy of little Rosaleen Wes-
ton, helping her over thicket and brook, gatheriog
berries and nuts for her i the autumn, and bring-
ing her many a blooming nosegay of flowers in
the summer, from the leafy delis and fairy bol
lows and romantic crags that lay around their
_ homes. '

It wasthe old story. As years rolled on,
their childish fondness ripened into love, and they
were as happy for a time as buman hearts could
be. The old geotlemen met frequently, and
talked jovially over their wine of the prospects
of their children, and even of the day when
Jobn Fitzgeral and the fair Rosaleen were to
be united heart and hand 10 marnage, They
were happy, that young pair; but they little
knew that in a certain dark heart there was a
plot fast maturing to put a period to therr joy,
and blight their future lives. Their enemy,
stringe eay, was young Weston, Since his
early boyhood, from some unknown canse, be bad

hated youog Fitzgerald ; but, with the consum-
mate tact pecuhar to o vindiclive and treacher-
ous mind, be contizued to conceal bis batred be-
ceath the maik of friendly countensnce, 'This
was the more dangerous,ss young Fitzgerald was
of an open nod impetuous temper,simple and con-
fiding, and never restrained himself in telling to
the brotber of lis afiapced bride every secret of
s heart,—every thing that arose to iz mind at
the impelse of the moment,

Young Weston secretly and skilfally continved
to work ot bis dark plans as time wore on, and
uofortunately the pohtical disturbsnces of the
time aided bim surely in Lis trescherous intents,
Io ap ungnarded hour, Jobn Fizgerald disclosed
to i bis corpection with a bapd of United
Irshmen that were at the trme maturing thew
plans for raniog the South on the breaking ont
of the war. This band of United Men was at
the time under the command of severs! youog
gentlemen who held a high place m society, and
among whora John Fizgerald was beld in high
esterm, on aecount of his dariog courage and the
koowledge of military tactics he displayed at
their secret meetwgs, The disclosure of bis
fatal seeret to young Weston filled that wortby
with on iofamous delight, koowing as be did that
tns base plot was comiag speedily to a consum-
matiop ; and yet he besitated to inform bis fa-
ther, who was a magstrate, because he was well
aware of the strong friendship that exwsted be-
tween the two old gentlemen, and suspected that
s disclosure would pot bave the desired effect.
But be adopted anotber plan. Ooe morping his
fatber walked out to the kenuel to see how some
of bis favorite fox bounds were geting on ; and
met Ter Kelly, the whipper-in, before kim, most
wdustriowly sttending to the morping meal of
the noisy dogs.

¢ Well, Ter,” asked the old gentleman, ¢ how
u Miss Biddy to-day 7 (Miss Biddy, by the
way, was the favorite of the pack, and bad been
sick for a few days previous,)
¢ Begor ! your bonor,” snswered the slippery
Ter, ¢ sheis getting oo most beautifully. Lok
at ber how she aits!  DMav I never sin, if sbe’s
pot able this morthial minmit to swelly a fox,
body sn®> sow!, and all bekase o’ the dbrop o’
potheen I gave her this mornin’ to warm ber
beart, the cratbur !’
¢ She looks better certainly,’ rejoined bis mas-
ter, taroing away satisfied ; but this did pot sust
Ter Kelly.
¢] hope your bonor is better o’ the rhevmatics
this mornin®, sir,” be said, ¢an’ ibat you beard
the morthial an’ awful news that®s runniog about,
hke wildfire, through the counthry.’
¢ Whit pews, you scoundrel? answered his
master, whose joicts began to be afiicted at the
moment with some twinges of the uppleasant
wmalady Ter had just named.

¢ The news about the ruction that’s to be,
your hooor,” answered Ter 5 © an’ about the way
tke Unted Men are meeting every night, an’
preparng to massacray every hvin’ sojer in the
coupthiy. They say aleo, that the young mas-
ther over the way,” and he pointed his thumb
knowmzly 1 the direction of Fitzgerald’s home,
t that ke 13 to be gineral over them; an’ that
bis pzme 13 mentioned in the propbecy of
Sawt Columkill, an’ that be’s to walk koee-deep
in the blaod o® the—?
¢Isthat all?’ said the old foxhuater, turning
away suddenly, and ths cutting short Ter’s san-
gipary communication.

That wae all that mornmwg. But day by day
the pews came in from every side, coafirming
Ter’s statement, till at laat old Weston began
to thirk serionsly on the matter. It js ebough
to say, that, ere 8 week was over,—soartfully
bad young Weston worked out bis plans,—the
two old gentlemen were estranged, aod all in-
tercourse forbidden between Rosaleen and her
faithful lover, Johu Fitzgerald. But probibi-
tions like this are rarely obeyed. The lovers
stil} met frequently, and vowed eternal conatancy
to ope anotber at each parting.

1t was the summer of *98 ; znd the insurrec.
tion bad at Jength broken out,bringing consterna-
tion and sorrow to mapy a housebold throughout
the length and breadth of the land,  Jobn Fitz-

gereld ai length received a secret summone that

sbould be obeyed, It was an iotimation from
the insurgent commander, that his services were
required at head-quarters ; and, notwithstanding
bis love for Rosaleen and other circumstances,
be begaa his preparations for settiog
out for Wexlord, where the war was
then raging furiously. The disclosure of bis in-
tention fell heavily apon the heart of poor Rosa-
leen Weston. After the first burst of ber grief
was over, they agreed to bave one other inter-
view before bis departure ; and, when the hour
came, they met at the usual trystiog-place,—a
deep and woody dell that extended up the breast
of the bigh mouctain,

They sat beside the tiny stream ‘hat tinkled

dowoward through the gquet glen, aad with all
they bad to say, did uot perceive the time poss-
ing, till the approach of sunset. The spot on
which they were sittiog afforded a splendid view
over the broad and varied plain that extended far
away frorn the foot of the mountaits, and that
wss bounded on the south by a steep and pic-
turerque range of bills, the green slopes and sum-
mits of which the setting sun was tow gilding
with bis expinng glories.
Tt is a bard thing to part, dearest, said John
Fitzgerald, looking fondly wto the tearful eyes
of Rosaleen § * hot it \s barder still tc stay inac-
tive bere, branding my name witt dishooor,
breakiog my phighted ocatb, and pertaps Wding
my bead v thame, while my counirymen are
bravely fighting for their liberties.’

' 1t is bard, Joho,” said Rosaleen, ¢ but does
it pot seem barder to leave me? Alas! why
did you take that oath of the Umted Men 7—
Have you not liberty enougn ?

*I bave, perbops, liberly enough, Rosaleen,
answered her lover ; but there are thousaods of
my conntrymen ground dowa to the dust, and it
18 my duty to give my bumble aid in assisting
them to arise.  But 1 sball ot be long away
dearest,” contisued be. ¢ The war cannot last
long ; and ihen, when we are victorious, as I
trust we surely shall be ; when I bave gained by
my deeds preferment in the new army of my
country,—taen, darling, 1' will return and claim
you as wy brightest reward.’

¢ Alas! answered Rosalezn, as she burst into
tears, ¢ it mill be a penlove time for you, Johe
i and for wmy part, I canmot lock on the matter m
any other light. ¥ou are gowng wilfully into
danger, sod the day you menlion may never
come.’

¢ But 1t will come, Roseleen,” exclaimed her
lover vebemently. ¢ Our plaasare laid well, and
trust me, that, witk God’s blessing, T shall come
back soon, and claim you for my wife. Aund
the brave youpg enthusiast clasped Ler in s
arms, kissed ber wet cheeks fondly, and in a mo-
ment was gone. That night the United Men
met on the summit of the mountan, John
Fitggerald was elected their commander; and,
putting himself at ther head, be marched gal-
lantly down into the plain, and by many a mid
and unfrequented path shaped bis course for
Wexlord. '

A deep melancholy fell vpon the spirits of
Rosaleen Weston, after the departure of her
lover. She that was so joyous 2od bappy while
she knew the chosen of ber heart was near, now
that be was gooe — gone to encounter hardship
and privaticn, and perhaps to meet death upon the
field of battle—was almost mad with grief, and
knew not a moment’s interva! of enjoyment.—
There ave some, who, when parting from those
they love, feel a sudden and violent burst of sor-
rov, which, like the mountain torrent wheo the
storm 13 over, soon subsides ; but the gnef of
Rosaleen was not of this kind : though deep and
strong, it was as endariog as ker very lite itself.
Her friends, her father, and all tried to comfort
her, but in vain,

The country was pow In a state of dreadful
commotion, The insurgents bad at length wet
the royal army face to face upon a fair field, and
bad cooquered. Day after day news came of
the progress of the war, Three successive en—-
gagement had sgain been fought, and in each of
them the royal party had been worsted. 1t
was ipdeed surprising to witness the celerity with
which the intelligence of a battle spread through-

out the country at this time. Fugitives endea-

voriog to return secretly to their bomes fron
some skirmish 10 which they bad been badh
wournded, carmen driving downward after bemw:
pressed into the service of royalists or insurgents
to convey bagpage to Wexfard, disbanded o
deserting yeomen burrying with terror o tber
countenance to some place of protection, sprear
as they brovght information of the success or
discomfiture of the insurgent armes—joy or sor

row tbroughout the southern province. Butstil!
zo news came of John Fitzgerald.
Mattera at Jast came to g crisis, The hatil.

of Vioegar Hill was fought and lost by the in-
surgents ; cbiefly indeed through tkerr owa mis-
conduct, and the irresolution and disapreement
of therr generals, Home was pow their signa)
word ; and, a8 they passed in detached
parties through \be southern counties, they spreas
sorrow and coonsternation on their way. A lew
days after the battle, as Rosaleen was sitting
a sbady seat out ou the Jawn, thinking with sor-

she s2w ber brother riding quickly towards ber
He dismounted, and, as he took a seat near

and more jovial mood than was usual to us dark
temperament. From this, bowever, she counld
augur notbwg favorable, and, with a sad pre-
sentiment &t her heart, begged of hum, if he bad,
as be seemed, any iotelligence to commumcate,
to de so at once,
¢ 1 was riding a few bours,” be said, with an
expression of mock sorrow jo bis dark face, ¢ at
the foot of the bill, and came upon a party of the
broken down rebels returaiog from the thrashing
they got at Vinegar Hill. [ wquired about my
old comrade, Joha Fizgzerald’—
¢ My God, Harry I’ exclaimed Rosaleen, ¢ tell
me, I beg of you, what about bim, at once,—at
ounce, I tell you; for, po matter what’s past, he
18 still my betrothed husband,’
*Iam gowg to do so answered ber brother
coolly. ¢ They told me that on the evening of
the battle, while leading—like a geners}, of
course—the small detachment under bis com-
maod into the final charge—they said that he
wwas siruck by a cannon-shot, aod left for dead
upon the Geld. That’s the fate of your geveral
that— according to his calculations—vwas to be.’
Poor Rosaleen could hear no more, With s
wild shriek of despair and grief, she lell ingen
sible from bLer seat. 'This was a result which
her cruel brotber very little expected ; and, feel-
ing now a real apprehension, be alarmed the
servants, and Rosaleen was conveyed to her
chamber. DBut there all their efforts to restore
her to consciousness proved unavailing. A doc-
tor was sent for nmmnediately to the nearest
town ; but, when ke arrived and learned the
circumstances, be sbook his head, and told her
father that ke bad very serious fears regardiog
her recovery. His fears were hut tso well
foucded ; for, at the dawa of the next moraing,
she awoke in the delinum of a brain fever, For
many days the wild delirum conticued, Ay
length it subsided scmewbat, For some hours
she spoke to those around her with a strange
aod unnatural calmoess ; but the wandering fits
again returned, agsin subsided aod returned, and
she fially relapsed into a mental derangement.
Posr Rosaleen, the accomplished, the guilefess,
the beautiful ! the fair fabne of her mind was
sapped to its foundation, and the bright hopes
she had built up seered shattered forevermore,
After some hme she begen to gain a little
atrength, and was permmtted by her father to
take a short walk, occasioally, into the garden
and round the lawn, but at first always attended
by ber nurse. Oa these oceasions, with that
affecting simplicity peculiar to persons o bher
state, she usnally employed hersell 1n searcbing
round the shrubberies, and underpeath the old
beach trees that studded the lawn, for sometking
which she appeared desirous of keeping secret.
Opb returmng one evening from ope of lhese
rambles, she appeared more dejected than usual ;
and, when her purse inguired the cause of her
sadoess, she burst into a violent it of weeping,
saying that she was ever -searching round the
lawn for John Fitxgerald’s grave, but that she
could never fiopd it, Time wore on: the vigil—

up a parrow walk that led to the public road,— )|

aoce with which she was watched began to be
relaxed, and she was frequently permitted to walk
alove round the lawn, and farther mto the de-
mesne.  She bad not indeed abandoned the idea
that ber lover’s grave was somewhere gear ; and
between searching for it, and plucking fowers to
deck it, should ber search prove successful, she «
spent most of her time in the open air durmng the -
beautiful evenings of declinmg summer, but at. -
the same time always returned pcnctuslly before
nightfall, o
Ouqe evenwug Rosaleen Weston did not appear -
i ber father’s parlor at her uswal hour., The
aold gentleman, after waling some time, seat out

a couple of the servants te see what caused her
delay, They came bastily back, eaymg that
they had searched round all ber baunts, but could
vot find her. A geveral search was now made,
but it was ussuccessful. The tenantry around
were by thns ime made acquainted with what
had bappened ; and a sharp search was made

rowful heart upon the probable fate of her lover, | round the villages near, round the base of the

mountaio, and to the wild dells where she
oved so much to rawble when Johpn Fitzgerald
was by her side : but stfl po Rosalezn could be

ber, appeared much excited, and in a far lighter { fourd. T the darkeess, still the search was

contipned ; but it was upavailing, Morning
dawned upon the heart-broken father and the
remorseful brother, apd another and more vigor-
ous search was made, but with the same success
as on the precediog day aczd night. .

Years before, ere dissension had arisen be-
tween their fathers, young Rosaleen and hep
Jover frequently asceaded to the summit of the
mountain on the side of which lay their last
trysting place. ‘There they were wont to sit for
hours, and talk of the wild legends told by the
peasaniry in connection with that stately moug-
tain, Often, too, John Fitzzerald would tell
her stories of the battered old castley that lay
beneath, of the bravery of the sturdy chiefs that
beld them in the olden time, and the manner in
which they fought against the enemy of thejr
native Jand oo many a well-contested field,—-
There was one feature of the sceae, kowever, on
which the lovers, particularly at wunset, looked
with more delight than on all the others. Tt
was the beautiful range of hills tbat formed the
far southern boundary of the broad plam be-
neath. Oage of these hills towered bigh abave
its neighbors, in the shape of a smooth green
cone, with scattered woods rusning up its ndes,
and a solitary roek upon its summit. Op a cer.
tamn evening they were sitting on their usual seat
on the summit of the mountain near their home,
A gorgeous scene lay before them. The silent
plain, the broad river thut ran along its northern
verge glitteriog like a stream of gold 1a the de-
scending sun, and the far aircle of surrounding
mountains, brought a boly and strange calmuness
into their young hearts,

i How red and clear?” ezclaimed Jobn Fitz~
gerald, turning towards their favorite point of the
prospect ; ¢ how bright the sunset talls upon that
lonely group of hills ¥

¢ And look,” answered Rosaleen, € a! the little
rock on the point of the highest bull, It is like
one of those ancient altara you tell me of, where
the ancient inbabitants worshipped the sup,’

¢ Yes rejoined ber lover ; ¢ and bepeath, how

bugbt it is! Ab! Rossleen, when in after
timea death shall steal upon us, how I long that
we could sleep side in one of those peacelul and
lonely gorges ! There the birds would sing day
aflter day their sweet sopgs, the wild flowers
would bloom undisturbed over our grave,and the
mountain streams murmur around it joyously
forever.”
. 'Qa the evening previous to Rosaleen’s disap-
pearance, she bad paid a stolen wiait to the sum-
xit of the mountan from which they viewed that
loved sceve #0 often. Casting ber eyes to the
south, she bebeld again that beautiful cbam of
billa in all their sunset glory. Suddenly it
struck her miod that the wish ot ber lover might
bave been fulfilled, and that his grave lay in the
suoht gorge be had poicted out on the evening
slluded to above.

¢ It must be so. she exclaimed, as she now
quickly descended the mountaw. fEis grave
must be there, and T will go and seek 1.’

She burried homeward, and it was noticed by




