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--"The bird is dead.

That we have made so much on! I had rather

Have skipped from sixteen years of age to sixty.

To have turned my leaping time into a crutch.

Than have seen this!"

CYMBELINE.

Peace was concluded, and the waters of the Rhine again flowed
through plains unpolluted with blood. The Palatine 1 saw his enemies
at his feet; it rested in his own pleasure to trample or to raise
them, and the use which he made of the victory proved how well he
merited to be victorious. His valor had subdued his enemies; his
clemency converted those enemies into friends. The Duke of Saxony,2
the hereditary foe of his family, had been made his prisoner in the
last engagement; he restored him to liberty without ransom or
conditions; and he could have framed none so binding as those, which
this fearless generosity imposed on the Duke's gratitude.

Henry of Saxony became from that moment his firmest ally; and the
Palatine found in his powerful friendship more real strength than if
he had surrounded his whole dominions with a triple wall of
brass.

The Saxons departed to their own country; the Palatine dismissed
his feudatory troops; and their chiefs led back their vassals, loaded
with the presents of their liege-lord, and proud of the wounds which
they had received in his service. Among these warriors few had
displayed more valor than the youthful Osbright of Frankheim; but no
sooner was the war concluded than none panted with more impatience
for the permission to depart. It was given, and the next hour saw him
spring upon his courser; he committed the care of his vassals to a
gray-headed knight, in whose prudence he could confide; and then,
while his heart swelled high with joy and expectation, he gave his
horse the spur, and sped toward his native towers.

But it was not the recollection of those native towers, nor of any
one whom his castle-walls contained, which now made his cheeks glow
and his eyes blaze with such impatient fire. It was not to embrace
his beloved and loving mother; nor to kneel at the feet of his
respected father, who held his two sons precious as the two apples of
his eyes; nor yet to behold once more his little darling, the young
Joscelyn, who looked upon his elder brother as the masterpiece of
creation; none of these was the motive, which now hurried Osbright
onward: none of these, while the mountains, woods, and wilds were
left behind him with inconceivable rapidity, made him wonder at the
unaccustomed sluggishness of his courser. No! It was the hope of once
more 1 A ruler (count) of the Palatinate, one of two districts in
Southwest Germany.

2 Henry the Lion, Duke of Saxony (in Northwest Germany) and
Bavaria, died in 1195...beholding the avowed enemy of himself and of
his whole house, that being to whom he was an object of the wildest
alarm, and by whom his very name was held in abhorrence; this was the
hope, which made the young warrior's heart swell with eagerness
almost to bursting.

There was not a fleeter steed in the whole Palatinate than
Osbright's; his speed was stretched to the utmost, but in vain. Night
was at hand, and he had not yet arrived at the wished-for goal. The
knight abandoned the fruitless attempt to reach it, checked his
courser, and stopped for a few moments to gaze upon the hostile
towers of Orrenberg, as they rose proudly in the distance, all golden
and glittering with the splendors of the setting sun.

"Oh! yes!" he sighed to himself, "the day must at length arrive
when I need no longer gaze at distance on yonder walls, and envy
every pilgrim who dares approach the portals with the prayer of
hospitality! The day shall surely come when my name, now never
mentioned but with curses, or at least with alarm within the
precincts of yonder castle, shall call down blessings only inferior
to those given to its lord's; when the sound of my courser's tramp on
the drawbridge shall seem to the hearer sweet as the merry bells
which announce a victory; and when to proclaim that Osbright of
Frankheim draws near shall be to announce a holiday throughout
Orrenberg. Till then, peace dwell in all your hearts, my beloved
enemies! With every bead that he tells, with every orison that he
breathes, Osbright of Frankheim shall call down blessings on the
heads of those, who now call down curses on his!"

Again he set forward, but now suffered his horse to choose what
pace he pleased. The wearied animal gladly profited by the
permission. Osbright, plunged in melancholy but not unpleasing
thought, observed not the moderate rate, at which he was now
performing his journey; till the moon, emerging from behind a cloud,
suddenly poured her radiance full upon his sight, and the unexpected
light startled him from his reverie. He looked up, and saw the place
before him, to reach which had been the object of his proceeding with
such unwearied expedition. But it was already night, and the spell,
which had drawn him thither so forcibly, had ceased to operate.

Still, though he knew well that the search must be fruitless, he
could not refuse himself the satisfaction of revisiting that place,
whose remembrance was so dear to his imagination, so consecrated by
his heart. He bound his steed to the branch of a shattered oak, and
entered a narrow path, which wound among the mountains. He soon
reached an open space, nearly square in its form, surrounded on three
sides with flowering shrubs and branches, and presenting on the
fourth the entrance to a grotto, whose mouth was thickly overgrown
with ivy, woodbines, and a variety of tangling weeds. Osbright heard
the well-known murmur of the waterfall; his heart beat quicker as he
listened to the sound, and his eyes sparkled in the moonbeams with
tears of melancholy pleasure.

He entered the cavern; as he expected and feared, it was vacant;
but the moonshine, penetrating through an opening in the rocky roof,
and converting the cataract into a flood of silver light, enabled him
to see a wreath of flowers still fresh, which was lying on a stone
seat at no great distance from the water. With an exclamation of joy
he seized the wreath, and pressed it to his lips. The cave then had
been visited that very day! Alt! if he had but reached it before
sunset...

But the sun was not set forever; tomorrow it would rise again, and
he now doubted no longer that it would rise a sun of joy to him. He
kissed off the dew-drops, with which the flowers were heavy, and
which he could not help flattering himself were tears of sorrow for
his absence. He then hung the garland round his neck, and having
deposited his well-known scarf in place of the flowers, he quitted
the cavern with a lightened heart, and with hopes increased by the
certainty that in his absence he had not been forsaken..And now this
first and chief anxiety dispelled, he was at liberty to bestow his
thoughts on those friends who were the next dearest objects of his
affection, and on that home where his unexpected arrival was certain
to diffuse such joy. Again he spurred his horse forward; but the
animal needed no inducement to make him exert all his speed, while
retracing a road whose goal was so well known to him. He darted
forward with the rapidity of an arrow and would not have paused till
his arrival at the castle of Frankheim had not Osbright checked him
when within half a mile of his paternal towers. The sound of a bell
tolling heavily attracted his attention and gave his imagination the
alarm; from the quarter whence it sounded, he guessed that it must
proceed from St. John's chapel, a building raised by the piety of one
of his ancestors long deceased, and whose vaults were appropriated to
the sole purpose of receiving the reliques of those who expired
within the walls of Frankheim. Vespers must have long been past; it
was not yet midnight; nor indeed was it usual to celebrate religious
rites within that chapel except on particular festivals or occasions
of extraordinary solemnity. His heart beat high, while he paused to
listen. The bell continued to toll, so slow, so solemn, as to permit
his doubting no longer that it was sounding for the departure of some
enfranchised spirit. Was there a death then in his family? Had he to
lament the loss of a relation, of a friend, of a parent? Anxiety to
have this question answered without delay, would not permit him to
pursue his destined course. Hastily he turned the bridle of his horse
and darted into the grove of cypress, whose intervening shades hid
the chapel from his observation.

It was situated in the bosom of this grove, and a few minutes were
sufficient to bring him to the place whence the sound proceeded. But
the bell had already ceased to toll, and in its place, after a
momentary silence, a strain of solemn choral music and the full swell
of the organ burst upon the ear of Osbright. He knew well those sad
melodious sounds: it was the "De Profundis" chanted by the nuns and
monks of the two neighboring monasteries, St. Hildegarde and St.
John.

The chapel was brilliantly illuminated; the painted windows poured
a flood of light upon the surrounding trees and stained their leaves
with a thousand glowing colors; it was evident that a burial was
performing and that the deceased must be a person of no mean
consideration.

Osbright sprang from his horse, and without allowing himself time
to secure the animal from escape, he rushed into the chapel, while
anxiety almost deprived him of the powers of respiration.

The chapel was crowded; and as he had lowered the visor of his
casque,3 no one was disposed to make way for him; but within a few
paces of the principal entrance there was a low door conducting to a
gallery, the access to which was prohibited to all, except the
members of the noble family of Frankheim. Too impatient to ask
questions, which he dreaded to hear answered, Osbright without a
moment's delay hastened toward the private door. It was not without
difficulty that he forced his way to it; but all present were too
much engaged by the mournful business which they had come thither to
witness to permit their attending to his motions, and he reached the
gallery unquestioned and unobserved.

Alas! It was empty! With every moment the conviction acquired new
force that the funeral bell had knelled for some one of his family.
His whole frame shook with alarm as he cast his eyes upon the aisle
beneath. It was hung with black throughout; but the blaze of
innumerable torches dispelled the double gloom of night and of the
sable hangings. The sweet sad requiem still rose from the choir,
where the nuns of St. Hildegarde were stationed. The avenues to the
aisle were thronged with the vassals of Frankheim; but the middle of
the aisles was left free, for there stood the chief actors in this
mournful ceremony, and the crowd kept a respectful distance. By the
side 3 Helmet..of an open grave, which occupied the center of the
aisle, stood the Abbot of St. John's, the venerable Sylvester. His
arms were extended over the grave, as if bestowing on the already
consecrated earth an additional benediction. An awe-inspiring air of
sanctity pervaded his tall thin figure; his eyes seemed to shine with
a mild celestial brightness when he raised them with all the rapture
of enthusiasm toward Heaven; but their fires were quenched by tears
of pity when he cast a glance of benevolence toward a stately tomb of
white marble which rose upon his left hand. Against that tomb (which
was raised in honor of Ladislaus the first Count of Frankheim, and
which was exactly opposite to Osbright's retreat) reclined the two
chief mourners: a warrior and a lady; and the youth's heart felt
itself relieved from a weight almost intolerable, when he recognized
the beloved authors of his being.

Now then he no longer trembled for the life of one of those
parents, whose undeviating affection through the whole course of his
existence had made them so justly dear to him. But for whom then were
they mourning? The loss must needs touch Osbright nearly, which could
occasion such extreme affliction to his parents; and that their
affliction was extreme, it was not permitted him to cherish even a
doubt. The noble Magdalena stood with her hands clasped, her eyes
raised to Heaven, while unconscious tears coursed each other down her
cheeks; motionless as a statue; pale as the marble tomb, against
which she was leaning; the very image of unutterable despair.

Widely different was the expression produced by anguish upon the
noble and strongly-marked features of Count Rudiger. His heart was
the seat of agony; a thousand scorpions seemed every moment to pierce
it with their poisonous stings; but not one tear forced itself into
his blood-shot eyeballs; not the slightest convulsion of his gigantic
limbs betrayed the silent tortures of his bosom. A gloom settled and
profound reigned upon his dark and high-arched eyebrows. He bent his
gaze immutably upon a bier, which stood between himself and
Magdalena, and which supported a coffin richly adorned with the
escutcheons of the house of Frankheim. He rested one hand on the
coffin; his other hand grasped firmly the jeweled handle of his
dagger. His glaring eyes were stretched widely, as if their strings
were on the point of breaking, and the flames which blazed in them
were red and lurid. Disdain seemed to curl his lips and expand his
nostrils; an expression of restrained fury pervaded his whole
deportment; and his resolute attitude, and something almost like a
sullen smile which marked itself round his mouth, gave the prophetic
assurance of revenge dreadfully satisfied. His long sable mantle was
wrapped round his right arm; it had fallen from his left shoulder,
and hung round him in loose drapery; while its folds rustled wildly
in the night wind, in whose blast the tapers were flaring, and whose
murmurs seemed to sigh for the deceased, when the nuns pausing in
their mournful melody permitted its hollow voice to be heard. With
every fresh gust the white plumes, which decorated the four corners
of the bier, waved themselves backward and forward with a melancholy
motion; and then did the tears stream faster from Magdalena's eyes to
think that now nothing of motion remained to the being whom she had
ever loved so fondly, except the waving plumes with which his hearse
was decorated.

And now the moment was come for depositing the coffin in the
earth. The music ceased; a profound and awful silence reigned in the
chapel, only interrupted by the loud sobbing of a young page, who had
thrown himself on his knees and who, by enveloping his head in his
cloak, had endeavored without success to prevent his grief from
becoming audible. Though his face was thus concealed, his light and
graceful form, the long tresses of his dark golden hair which
streamed in the night wind, and still more the enthusiastic
extravagance of his sorrow, left Osbright no doubt who was the
mourner. It was the young Eugene, Count Rudiger's beloved but
unacknowledged offspring.

Four of the friars had now approached the bier; they raised the
coffin in silence and bore it toward the open grave. The heavy sound
of their departing footsteps roused Magdalena; she extended her arms
toward the coffin and started forward a few paces, as if she wished
to detain the bearers. But a moment's recollection was sufficient to
make her feel the inutility of delay; and folding her arms across
upon her bosom, she bowed her head in humble resignation. Her lord
still remained without motion.

The coffin was lowered gently into the grave; it disappeared, and
the attendants were on the point of covering it with the appointed
marble, when Eugene uttered a loud shriek.

"Oh! Not yet! Not yet!" he cried, while he started from the
ground, and rushing forward, he arrested the arm of one of the
friars, who held the monumental stone. His eyes were swollen with
weeping, his gestures were wild as a maniac's, and his voice was the
very accent of despair.---"Oh! not yet!" he exclaimed. "He was the
only being in the world that ever really loved me! The slightest drop
of blood in his veins was dearer to me than those which warm my own
heart! I cannot endure to part with him for ever! Oh! not yet,
father! good father, not yet!"

The youth was now kneeling on the verge of the grave, and he bent
down his head and bathed the friar's feet with his tears in all the
humility of supplication. As yet Magdalena had borne her sorrow like
a heroine; but the unexpected shriek of Eugene, the heart-piercing
hopeless tone in which he pronounced the words of "for ever!" was
more than her fortitude could bear. She uttered a deep sigh, and sank
insensible into the arms of her attendants; while Rudiger (whom the
page's cry of agony had also roused from his gloomy meditations)
sprang forward with a furious look, and plunged into the grave.

With involuntary horror the friars started back, and then as if
changed to stone by a Gorgon's head, they remained gazing upon the
dreadful countenance, which presented itself before them.

Count Rudiger's stature was colossal; the grave in which he stood,
scarcely rose above his knees.

His eyes blazed; his mouth foamed; his coal-black hair stood
erect, in which he twisted his hands, and tearing out whole handsful
by the roots, he strewed them on the coffin, which stood beside his
feet.

"Right! right!" he cried, while his thundering voice shook the
vaults above him, and while he stamped upon the hallowed earth with
impotent fury. "Right, Eugene! Not yet shall the earth cover the
innocent victim of avarice! Not yet shall the lips of holiness
pronounce the last long farewell! Not till I have sworn upon his
coffin never to know rest, till his death is avenged most amply; not
till I have devoted to the demons of darkness the murderer and his
accursed offspring!"

"Yes, yes! Not he alone, but his whole serpent-brood shall pay the
penalty of his crime, his wife, his children, his servants, all! all!
His vassals shall be hunted through the woods like wolves,
slaughtered wherever found; his towers shall be wrapped by my hand in
flames, and its shrieking inmates hurled back into the burning ruins!
You hear me, friends! You see the agony which tortures my heart, and
yet do I curse alone? And yet does no voice join mine in the vow of
revenge?--Nay then, look here!--Observe this pallid face! Observe
this mangled bosom! Look on these, look on these, and join with me in
one dreadful irrevocable curse."

"Vengeance! Everlasting vengeance on the bloody house of
Orrenberg."

As he said this, he violently forced open the coffin, tore from
the shroud a lifeless body, and held it up to the gaze of the
shuddering multitude around him. It was the corpse of a child
apparently not more than nine years old; a large wound disfigured the
ivory bosom; yet even in death the countenance was that of a sleeping
angel. His eyes were closed; as Rudiger held it forth at his arm's
length, the profusion of its light flaxen hair fell over the pale
lovely features of the child; but Osbright had already seen enough to
confirm his worst suspicions. His brain whirled round, his sight grew
dim, and he sank lifeless upon a bench which stood behind him. Yet as
his eyes dosed, and before his senses quite forsook him, he could
hear the exasperated multitude answer his father's demand by a
general shout of--"Vengeance! Everlasting vengeance on the bloody
house of Orrenberg."
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---"Suspicion's lurking frown and prying eye."--

R. P. Knight's, "Landscape."

The visor of Osbright's helmet was dosed, and the exclusion of air
necessarily prolonged his insensibility. When he recovered himself,
the chapel was vacant, and the lamps and torches all extinguished.
The total darkness, which surrounded him, added to the confusion of
his ideas; and a considerable time elapsed, before he could recollect
himself sufficiently to arrange in their proper order the dreadful
circumstances which had just occurred. The image of his murdered
brother haunted his imagination, and resisted all his efforts to
chase it away. Though his own education had been received principally
at the court of the Bishop of Eamberg, and therefore he had seen but
little of the young Joscelyn, that little was sufficient to make him
feel an affection most truly fraternal for the amiable child. Deeply
therefore did he regret his loss; but yet he regretted the
circumstances which attended it even more than the loss itself. His
father's horrible curse still rang in his ears; the sentence of death
pronounced upon himself would have sounded to him less dreadful, than
that general shout of the incensed vassals--"Vengeance on the house
of Orrenberg!"

Bewildered, irresolute, daring scarcely to admit the possibility
of his father's solemn assertion being unfounded, and heaving many a
sigh of anguish over the probable ruin of all has schemes of
happiness, did Osbright quit the gallery and pursue his way to the
great entrance of the chapel.

The darkness was profound, and he reached the gates with some
difficulty; but here he found his intention of departure completely
frustrated. During his swoon the doors had been carefully locked and
barred, and though his strength was great, it was still insufficient
to enable him to force them open.

Exhausted with his fruitless efforts, he abandoned the attempt,
and had made up his mind to return to the matted gallery and remain
there quietly till morning should enable him to regain his liberty;
when he recollected, that at the further extremity of the aisle there
existed a cell, which generally was tenanted by one of the Brethren
of St. John, whose office it was to keep the chapel in order, and by
whose care in all probability the doors had been so carefully
secured. Thither he bent his way, hoping to obtain his freedom by the
friar's assistance, and at least certain of finding a less damp and
unwholesome shelter for the night.
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