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PROLOGUE.
BY GROTFREY LONGETAFF, OF NEW YORK, AUTHOB.

Waexn General Brian Fermanagh, of the ninth corps of the
Grand Army of the Republic, fell in the last of the many
desperata charges which he led his regiment up the heighta of
Fredericksburgh, it came to the lof of certain of his brothers-
in-arma to look alter his affairs and make the necsssary
arrangements with regard to the property he possessed.

Brian Fermanagh wes unmarried ; he had no relstions
in the United States ; it was only after considerable difficulty
that hia executors discoversd some distant comnections in
the old country, to whom hie few possessiong, his farm in
Iilinois, and what little money he hed eaved, finally went,
He had not made much money: he never seemed to care
for money or for the things that money gives; he had lived,
until the war broke out, the tranquil life of & man who
might have been a philosopher but who was a soldier in
somewhes stirless times, When the war did coms, he flung
himeelf into the struggle with the koenest enthusiasm. He
fought with reckless bravery; he planned with rare military
skill. In words like those which Freiligrath need about the
German poet Platen, he lay dead in the Bouth while the
North wag ringing with his praisa.

Among the General's clogest frisnds was s young journaliat
from New York, whe had sbandoned his profession at the
outbreak of the war to fight for the Btars and SBtripes. Ha
was by Fermanagh's side when the Confederate bullet found
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jta billet in the best and bravest bosom that ever throbbed
beneath & soldier’s coat. His kmes pillowed for a few
moments the weary, handsome head his tears, and hs was
not mshamed of them, fell on the worn face, whose syes
were cloged aa if in sleep.

There came a momentary lull in the pitiless hail of lead,
the repulsed remnant of Farmanagh's regiment had rallied
again, & mera handful of survivors, and charged once more
with a wild cheer, their tattered green flag flying still, up
the heights where most of thair comrades lay reddening the
trampled grass with their bloocd., As the cheers died away,
Fermanagh's dying eyes opened, seemed to rest for a
moment on the green flag Auttering on the wind, and then
turned their gase up into the face of his friend. A emile
erept over Brinn's pale face; he lifted his hand, wet with
his lifs's current, a little from his side, moved his lips as if
trying to apaak and then fpintly whjspanng the one word
 Sargfield,” lat it fall again.

The sobs of his frisnd vexod not the care of the dead man.
To that friend, Brisn Fermanagh, in the few hurried lines
which wera found in his tent atier his doath, snd which he
had evidently written ip balf-prophetic anticipation of his
fate—to him Brian Permanagh sommitted the cars of all
his papers. The papers referred to in this rough will wers
contained in & strong iron box which the young journalist
opened, in Fermanagh's farmboeuse in Illinois, some months
later, when a wound from which he was slowly recovering
hed enforced ahsence frem the field.

The contents of the box were varied and curious. 0Old
cuttings from the Nation, minutes of revolulionary meetings,
packages of correspondence, were huddled together in con-
siderable confusion. Among them, ecomspicuous by the
careful way in which they were tied up and kepk together,
were two packages of letters—one in a woman's hand, the
other in n man's. With these was a small note-book, filled
with minute, exquisite wrifing in some Oriental character,
I have sipes mscertained that it is & copy of the Persian
text of the Gulistan of Sa'adi. On the front page in & fina
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scholarly hand is written, * To Murrough MacMurchad, from
his friend, Edward Geraldine.™

Over all lay o sheet of paper in Brian Fermanagh's hand-
writing. It seemed npparently to be the cpening lines of an
eecount of the rebellion of 1848, which he bad often spoken
to his friends of executing at some time. The intention was,
however, never carried further than these few lines; at
least, nothing further waos ever discovered among the
General's papers.

The lines, written in the large, rapid charncters of

Fermanagh, ran thus:

T do mot know if Ivishmen will ever again be joined
together in a determined &ffort {o free themssives. Please
God, they may, again and again, untid the end. I hope, and
tndeed believs, thai the day wiil come when the greatl quarrel
between the two coundriss witl be changed to a great friendship,
that men will arise in England and in Ireland who will see
agnd will reakzs the dreamed-of brotherkood. Butb, no mabler
toho they be, the men who will el serva Ireland, I say this,
and I say 4 from a full heart, that they cannot be beiter,
braver, truer, and nobler fham thoss who struggled and
suffered for Lberty in the nama of Young Ireland. T have
heard words spokem among our brothers hers in tha greal
American cities which lead me to think that o green flag may
yet again fTutter over Irish wmeadowe; that pikes may be
trailed, and musketa lovelled on the hillpides yet, Well, T am
no longer young; tha kot blood of my youth has cooled; I
should Tike to think that fustice might coms without strife,
that in the fulness of time Englishmen and Irishmen might
Join hands in @ common freedom and o commen lope, But let
no man belicve that the Irish kopes ars crushed. Irveland i
not dead ; she is only slecping, and something fells me that
she s well nigh on the point of waking. Moy I be thers to
sae. Bul if I am called away befors then, I should hks to let
thosa who coma after me know ail that I can tell them of the
lost stand that was mads for Treland, the last fight fought for
her, the last time her flog floated over our own flelds | tha
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last blow struck in the baitle that Smith O’ Brien (God's grace
be on kis soul !) began.”

Here the paper in the General'a handwriting came to an
end, and no further investigation discovered any other
writing of the General's on the same subject. The young
jonrnalist, however, earefully preserved all the papers in the
box ; sealed the box itself carefully, and deposited it ina
placa of safety, intending on some further cecasion to stody
more closely all the doecuments it contained in the hope of
finding out that his desd friend hed done more towards his
dreamead-of purpose than that solitary frngment.

But the young journaliaf recowvered from his wonnd and
went back to the war, and the war dragged on its weary
length, and when it came to an end the young journalist had
hiz living t0o meke, and the sweetheart who hed waited for
him all through the dreary vears of civil war became his
wife, and he begat sons and denghiers, and had his way, &
hard way somotimes, o make, He made it ot last; he
‘thinks he may say with pardenable pride that there is no
mors sdmwired writer on the Now York Fress than your
humble sarvant, Geoffrey Lonpsteff—for to be plain T
was the young journalist of whom I speak—that his novels
contain the truest pictures of American society that he at
least is acquainted with, and that his favourite volums,
“ Manheitan Fsaays,” is destined to & niche in tha temple
of fame not {oo far removed from thoss of Fmerson and of
Carlyle.

But whila that way was being made, while those novels
were being written, while those excellsnt and exemplary
egsaye were being elowly and lsboriously evolved in hours
of philosophio reflection, Brizsn Fermanagh's etrong box
was, I am sorry to say, forgotten. Mot exactly forgotten,
but it lay in the lumber-reom of my memory together with
the materials for my great tragedy in blank verss on the
pubject of George Washington, of which to this day not a
line has ever been put on poper, and my contemplated
history of Mezieo.



