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AGNES OF BRAUNSBERG.

A LEGEND OF THE TYROL.

(From the Tablet.)

It was summer on the inountains, and wr the
glens al’ the Tyrol.  The wuoded crags of that
romantic region re-echoed with the warblings of
the feathered tribe as they revelled in the bright
sunshine.  The torrent rivers of the aocient
Rheetia ran, or rather leaped, rejoicing on their
way, having at length thrown off the wy fetters
which had so long enchawed ther sparkling
waves, DBright are they all, those nivers of the
Tyrol, and hmpid as inountain streams ever are,
but noue of themn brighter or purer tihan the sil-
very Falzyu, as it cushes lo the feamy embrace
of the Adige, uring first received the waters of
the t'asseyer. ‘There was sunshine on the river
at early wmorn, and sunsthoe on the crags which
towered above, crowned by the embatiled wails
of the Braunsberg. A cloud of radiance seem-
ed to gather around the ancient fortalice, as its
windows reflected the glory of the light, and its
sharp angles and massive butiresses were all
tinted with 1he rich radiance of the sunbeam.—
Nature—though there all wild aud stern—had
donned the gladsome robe of summer, and all
without was hght and Joy—on the niver, and the
chif—tbe forest aud the castle-keep —but snthin
that stately welling there was sudness and un-
vest.  The lady of the castle was oppressed by
the grievous burden of a sorrow winch noue
might share. Yet Agnes of Braussberg was
young and fair—ay, fair as the hly that bl ws
biee graceful head beneath the hight footfall of the
zephyr. Scarce two short months had passed
gince she had given her unreluctant haed to a
noble and wealthy husbaud, approved of by ber
mother, her ouly parent. Then why is Agnes
«ad?  Why is the lustre of her soft hazel eye
even now dimmed by the freguent tear 7 and
wherefore is the peachy hue of her cheek al-
ready faded - gone for ever 2—her form, too,
lias lost mach of its graceful roundness, and the
buoyant step of youth is grown heavy and tardy.
What bhight bas fallen on her young beart, that
thus she withers and pines away in the dreary
sclitude of Lidden sorrow ?

She bad rewmained passive in the hands of her
{ire-women while they made her toiler, suffering
them Lo adora her as became ber high rank, buat
when they had finished their task she al once dis-
missed them, and, throwing open a glass door op-
postte, she stepped forth on 4 stone piazza, bop-
ing hat the young dJay, and the sunbright beauty
of 1he world around, might cheer and invigorate
her drooping spints.  Leauing over the balus-
trade, she endeavored to fix her thoughts on the
scene before her. Never had she beheld that
noble panorama of mountain scenery wear so
brilliant an aspect, and for a mament her heart
throbbed with delight, not unningled with won-
der. TFar pelow rolled the Falzav, its waters
here and there lossed into foam by the projec-
tion of unseen rocks. 'The castle was perched
'upon the sunmnit of a lofty pile of rock which
there descended almost perpendicularly to the
waler’s edge, its sules thinly clothed with shrubs
and bushes, with here aud there a stunted pine
hanging, as it seemed, from some {issure in the
rock. It was a grand, yet almost a ternfic
sight, causing 2 sensation of giddmess, to look
down upon the restless river, where it toited and
fretted on its way to the neighboring Adige.

For a time the Lady Agnes bowed her soul in
tiomage belore the Almighty Fashioner of this
5o benutiful earth, but alas ! for poor, seifish bu-
man nature ! her thoughts speedily revested to
her own deep sortow, and memory wandered far
away to the scenes of ber happy childnood,
among the fresh green Iulls and smiling valleys of
her native Suabia. Pressed down by the weight
of accumulated woe, she bowed her head on
the cold stone parapet, and murmured, almost
aloud ; :
¢ My mother, my dear wother ? would that 1
had died for thee on the day 1 accompanied Von
Braunsberg to the altar, so that my death conid
bave averted the ruin that'swaited thee!  Alas!
alas ! buoyed up with the hope of saving thee
from utter and irretrievable ruin, and strength-
ened by the conscious fulfilment of my duty, I
rashly deemed ‘myself equal to the sacrifice.—
But, oh fatal confidence ! too late have I disco-
vered how very weak Iam! Aud thou, my
mother ! how cruelly hast thou been deceived in
believing him touched with pity for thy misfor-
tunes, Now—now that he bath secured this
poar, warthless hand, whick atone he coveted, he
thinks no more of lhee or thy necessilies, and
refuses to ratify his promises in thy regard. -Ab,
‘woe is me, I have then, bartered foran empty sha-
dow—a mocking phantom, my hopes, my happi-
ness—alas ! my all I y :

As she thus spoke a-strain of music' arose -on
the still air, and Agnes started from ber lethargy
of woe : dasling away the tears’ thal filled her
eyes, she stood up at her full height and gazed
around for the musiciun. The sounds seemed Lo

-

come irom lhe river, and, leaning once more
over the parapet, she discavered a person in the
garb of a wandering miostrel, seated on u ledge
of rock at some distance below. In his hand was
the mandolin, whose Lnkling notes bad sostartled
the baroness, and far down, oo the beach, was
seen a swall and hght shallop, moored w z
creek.

Agnes listened entranced to the music, for the
strain was one she had often sung in her own old
howe, and there was magic in every note. She
listened, and all of the present was {orgotten.—
The Tyrol and us wild and lonely beauty—nay,
even the gloom of her wedded lot—ber fears—
ber van regrets—all—all had faded from bLer
mind as by the siroke of a wizard’s wand, and
she was again young Agues Wustelhaul, the
queen of her native village—the hie of her pleas-
ant home, and the love of an hundred hearts.—
Suddenly the stranger looked up, whether by ac-
cident or design, and Agnes, acting on the im-
pulse of the mom=nt, beckouned him to ascend,
pointing to some rude steps cut in the solid rock,
which, at_ no great distance from where he sat,
wound up to the piazza where she stoad.

"'he straager arose, and with much difficulty
obeyed, for his limbs seemed crippled by age,
and as Agnes narked the slow and heavy step
with which he dragged himselt up the steep
ascent, she half repented her invitation. Hav-
ing reached the top, the musirel bowed low to
the youthtu! baroness. His figure was shghtly
bent, yet through the lolds of ins long cloak was
visible the perfect symmetry of its proportions.
His face was not to be seen, being almost en-
tirely concealed by a closely drawn hood.

Agnes pointed to a seat, but the minnesinger
silently signified that in such a presence he pre-
ferred standing.

¢ Sir minstrel’ said Agues, ‘ | would know
whether thou art of Suabia, that thus thou play-
e~t, with the feeling of a true Suabian, an old
Suabian melody? Truly, iy heart bath hung
upon thy notes, for they are the first that have
spoken to mine ear of home since I have so-
Journed in this strange land.’

She sighed heavily, and the wminstrel’s vowce
trembled as he replied tn tones so low as to be
barety audible : ¢ Dost thou so fondly remember
thy fatherland, young lady of Braunsberg? Ab
me! that oue so fair and good should have de-
serted the country of ler birth, and the green
graves of her fathers, for this the stranger’s
dwelling —ah mel!—ah me!—but woe is mue
should the Barou Yon Brauosberg be within sight
or hearing, for well T know 1that he loveth not
the country of Ius bride, and would have her for-
get it with all its recollections.’

¢ Holy Saints!” cried Agpes, ‘how knowest
thou this?—but as I livre thou sayest true, lor
were ! not assured that my lord is some league<
hence this hour I woeld not dare to invite hither
one whom I believe to be a Suabuan. Speak,
good minstrel ! knowest tiiou aught of mive hoo-
ored mother, the widowed lady of Winchelaus?
if so, ob tell me of her, [ implore thee.’

¢ Alas the day !’ returoed the stranger mourn-
fully, in bis low cautious lones, *alas the day!
lady, | am he that can best inform thee of all
that concerns that uoble but most afilicted lady.
At noon but three days since I parted from her,
and come lither charged with her blessing to her
fondly beloved child.  Poor lady ! she bath been
driven from her home by a merciless tyrant, and
was fain to take up her abode in the cwelling of
thy foster-sister, the young wife of the good
Paul Ratter. And yet, amid all her grievous
afffiction, hec chief sorrow is for thee, and she
crieth ever and anoy, ¢ ulas, alas, and tor this—
this —have I sold my child—yea, my treasure—
into worse than Egyptian bondage. T have
given ber over body and soul to a man who bas
no heart—no bowels of compassion—my chitd—
Oh Agues, my child /” and {rom mora till night
she weeps and will not be consoled.’

During this leartrending recital the wretched
Agnes had remamed standng with clasped lLands

was ended she raised her bands und eyes to hear-
en, and cried aloud : ¢ Great God! have mercy
on my mother—my poor, poor inother ! punich
me as thou wilt, but ob, take pty on her age,
and lighten the load of ler tribulation.” Sbe
was sient though her pale lips still moved in
mental prayer, and the straoger spoke ‘ouce
more :

¢ And is there none else fur whom the Lady
Agues would ingaire? Hatb Suabia not one
othier bemng worthy of & moment’s thought 7!

A deep blush instantly suffused the pale cheek
of Agnes,
glance was downwards,

The ininstrel went on:
¢ Must 1, thea, force mysell back on thy fal-

ing memory 7 The blush deepeced on lhe lady’s
cheek, for the siranger now spoke in a differeat
voice, and its tones were but" too, " too femiliar,
but still she was silent, and still her eyes rested
on the flags beneath.

and she spoke not a word.

¢ Look at me, Agues/ and s#y what dost

and closed eyes before the stranger, but when it ;

and her eyes filled with tears, but her |.

once deemed mme.own—not one look of pity for

thou recognize these altered hineaments? Lok
here P

Agnes raised her eyes—a moment she pazed
on the now uncovered features, and the blood,
receding from her face, left it paler even than
belare, but she resolutely turned away her head.
¢ Altered, ay, altered in very deed,’ she mutterey.
Aflter a momect’s pamful silence she spoke agam,
though without looking at the face which for
months she had been laboring Lo efface from the
tablet of her hearr. * And am wot I, too,
changed, Rodolph 7 Say, hath nol sorrow writ-
ten a sad tale on my features as on thine? Alas!
friend of my childhood, T suspected thatt was
thee wha kad run such risk to win a sight of
Agnes. From the first word I heard thee speak,
I guessed the secret, disguised as thy voice was.
Ah7 1 was once the voice of my heart, and
could never be changed beyond my knowing.—
But go, Rodolph! tarry not here—danger is
round and about thee—go—go.’

But Rodolph heeded not the werning. Liis
pale and sunken cheek grew paler still, and his
dark eyes were fixed in deep and panful thought.
¢ My voice was once the voiee of her heart!’ be
murmured, as though forgetting that lie was not
alone, ¢ and she doth not even offer me her hand
—no, not even that common civility can she af-
ford to Rodolph. And yet she was wont to own
that she loved me, and we were betrothed in the
sight of hieaven when J went to fight my coun-
try’s battles, and on my return the was to have
been my wife. Since that parting I have not
sees her, for when T again reached my home, I
found not her—she was a wedded wife and pone
with her wealthy lord to another land. And
cow when I have sought her presence, though it
be but to say farewell forever, she bath no word,
uo look of kindness to bestew on one who loves
lier more, a thousand times more than his own
life. Yet for her—so cold, so pitless, I have
pined in sorrow and in silence, ‘till youth, aod
health, and sirength are lading fast away. Fool,
fool that I have been.

He was turning away as if to depart, when
Agnes laid her trembling hand on his arm, and
he saw that her face was bedewed with tears.—
He had not time Lo speak till she fallered out—
¢1 adjure thee by our commen hopes of salva-
tion, Rodolph Von Meinher, that thou fempt me
not beyond my strength ! knowest thou not that,
as the wife of another, 1 cannot hear thee as of
old ? blame me not, therefore, but rather pity
me, and in merey refrain from all allusion to
those feelings which in bygone days were equally
shared by both [—remember that by thought we
sin as well as by word or act—suffer not thy
mind, then, to harbor thoughis that may dehle
thy soul, gor dwell on joys that'are gone lor
ever| Tell me, rather, of my mother, and let
me thank thee lor all thy generous care of her.
And yet,’ she added, slowly and m an under tone,
‘and yet it might be better for my peace of
mind that another than thee had mmistered to
her wants. But go on—thou who hast been as
a son—yea, more thana son to my poor desolate
mother—thou who hast, as I well know, made
many sacrifices on her behalf—1why should I not
thank and bless thee ?—yea, Rodolph, 1 do
bless thee—mayest thou—oh, mayest thou be
happy I’

Alas, her own quivering lip acd the ghastly
paleness of her face teo plamiy told that for her-
self, at least, hope was extinct. Seeing that
the keight was about to speak to speak with an
air, too, of impassioved tenderness, she quickly
went on, as though fearing to hiear him again.

*For me, Rodolph, T have but to bend my
stubborn will to the fate which Providence hath
allotted to me. Yet I complain not—inark tne,
Rodolph, I complain not. It is not permitted
me to open my heart (o thee, if even it were
bursting with anguish 3’ and she pressed her hands
so tightly upon it that none might doubt the
reality of the pangs she would fain conceal. I
will be resigned, then, Rodolph; but friend of
my early days—companton of iy happy hours
—my tutor—uty chanpion—my more than bre-
ther—as a last favor T ask of tuee oever again
ta hazard by precious ife, and wmy peace of
mfod—yea, wy life, too, by venturing hither.—
Aud now I bave but one word to add ere we
part—for ever—tell ny dear mother that I will
rndeavor Lo be happy—yea, bappy,’ sbe almost
proaned, €and let her not reproach herself, for
as much as what 1 have done was with nune own
free consent. God bless her—and thee, too,
Rodoiph—may angels guard thee now and for-
ever. Away now, if thou didst ever love ne,
for thy presence here distracts me. Iarewell
for ever on this earth-—in yon bright beaven we
shall, I trust, meet to part no more.’

Slhe was moving away when the knight threw
himself cn lus knees betore ber, prasping her
robe with one haod, while with the other he at-
tempted. to take her haad which she steadily

withheld.
" ¢ What! mot even one touch of that haud I
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still beyond all else this world contains. Oh
Agues, Agnes! is it thus we meet—thus we part
after all that halh come and gone? Can 1the
heartless vows piven to that unprincipled, uuteel-
ing old man who hath proved Limself so very a
wreteh—can they anoul the promises, the friend-
ship, the love of years? Ab, had uot Rodoiph
been far away this hated marriage had ocever
been, for every acre thatremains of my patruno-
ny had been sold or nortgaged to rescue thy
mother from the runin that hath smce overtaken
her. Thy mother—dost thot remember we
were wont to call her our mother V'

GOvercome by the remembraoce of hopes so
long cherished, now so utterly blighted, the tenrs
burst forth frewn his ngonised heart, and, cover-
ing his face with both lis hands, the young man
wept like a very child.  And Anges stood lean-
g against the wall for that support which she
felt necessary—her face pale as the sculptured
marble—der eyes suuk and lustreless as they
rested on the bowed-down forin of the knight.
Yet she could not weep—her heart was pierced
by mecurable wounds, and quivered in every fibrs,
vet tears were denied her. I is ever a sad sight
to look upon the tears of manhood, for we know
that the grief that wrings them forth must be, in-
decd, mighty and overwhelming ; but when the
unhappy Agnes locked on bun who then kuelt
before her—when she remembered the hightsome
heart, aud later the wartial pride, which hud
been his characteristics in days past—when she
recalled his gay and soldier-like bearing—bus
form erect in the pride of early manbood, now low
and drooping—whea she remembered tlie plea-
sure she lind been wont to take in the admira-
tion that followed him wheresover he moved—
when too-faithful memory conjured up before her
tortured mind the happy days when they were
all the world to each other—painting, too, in
vivid colors his unshaken devotion aund protect-
ing tepderness—above all, the. services he had
rendered to lrer mother, she longed to throw ber-
self at lus feet and pourc out ail her gratitude and
all her sorrow, But no—no—it woull only in-
crease the more s ill-starred passion, which it
was now the interest and the duty of both to
quench for ever, and while her heart throbbed
with mingled pity and aflection, the voice of con-
science, speaking within her soul, warned her to
assume 2 firmness which she could not command,
and Lo ferminate at once an interview so harrow-
ing and sn fraught with danger. Not daring to
approach Tode!pb, she said, in 8 voice that vainly
struggled for composure ;

* Wierefore this utter abandonment, Rodolph?
}or shame that thou shouldst yield thyself to de-
spair ! bethink thee how il such weakness be-
comes a warrior-knight. Look at ine, Vou
Meinher ! behold how calm Zam—and yet my
poor weak heart is—is—* she paused—blushed
—Dblaming berself tor even that unfinished aud
surely unintentional admission ; daubly mortified
was she when she saw 1ts effect, for the young
knight started instantaneously from Ins kneeling
posture, his cheeks glowing and his eyes flashing
with the fire of former days.

“Thy heart js—what? he passionately ex-
claimed. ¢ Speak, Agnes, speak—speak, I im-
plore thee! Ouly one word of comfort do |
ask—oply assure me that T am not unpitied, not
entrely forgotten, and I will go hence and bless
thy goodness—I1 will go seek to lose life and
memory Logether in the dia of war !’

this fond appeal was unanswered, for Agnes,
full of repentance for even her half-conlession of
sympathy, had suddenly made ler retreat through
the glass door, closing it after her with a sort ot
desperate resglution, as though teacing he might
be tempted to follow ber. In ber implicit obe-
dience to the dictates of duty she steeled her
heart agamst her own sufferings as well as s
whom shie found to be stili dangerously interest-
ing.

“For a moment Rodolph was tempted 1o pursue
ber, though it were to the presence of her venge-
ful and jealous lord, bul this frantic resolution
was soon replaced by stern resentment, as he re-
called the seeming disregard of his feelings testi-
fied by Agnes during their brief interview.—
Rapid in Ins decisions and just as prompt in car-
rying them out, the indiguant youth bhastily
snatehed his mandolin, gathered his long cloak
around him, sprang down the steep descent to-
wards his shallop with the speed of an Alpine
hunter, making strange contrast to the affected
feebleness which had made his ascent appear so
very toilsome. OQutraged love and a stngiug
sense of justice made m desperate, lending a
reckless swiftness even to the buoyant and elas-
tie step of youth. As he threw bimself breath-
less into his boat, he turned a look of angry
conlempt on the frowning walls above, and vow-
ed never again to waste a thought of tenderness
on her who had so spurned Ius affection.

Alone in -ber richly furnished chamber the un-
happy Agnes gave, way' to the overflowing soft-
ness of ber nature.. Though conscious . that she
could not, dared not have.acted otherwise than

liim who bath foved thee—ay! and loves thee!

she had done, yet her exquisitely tender heart
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was moved with compassion for the unmmnerited
sufferings of one so long, so truly loved,

¢ Ah, Rodolph,” she fervently exclaimed, as,
hurymg ber head w a pite of cushions by which
she bad knelt, she wept i the fullness of her
sorrow, ‘ah Rodalpl, Lttle dost thou know of
the _wm:kmgs of this poor heart; couldst thet
see it laid open, even lor a moment then wouldat
thou cease to hlame me as 1 kuvow thou dost,
and thy gencrous soul would pity me. But, o,
Just and righteous DProvidence, suffer pot my
weak heart ta vepive ar murmur at thy di::-pcn:
sations.  Grant me, O God, that I may forget
him—tlorget bim qute—that 1 may cheerfully
bow all the powers of ng soul 1o the faithful dis-
charge of my duty 1o thee, and to him whom
thou hast given we for o busband.’

She remained some ume i silent prayer, and
having attamed some degree of compo-ure, she
rose and again walked {orth on the baleony.—
Her first glance was irected 1o the Creek be-
low, bu.r, the boat was na lowger there, and fali-
mg again upon her knees, she poured out  fer-
vent supplication for the spiritual nnd remporal
welfare of him whom She yet firnly teusted ohe
should see no more v earth.

While pacing her room to and e, lost in the
depth of her owa sud thoughts—her heantiful twn-
tures now flushied, now palid, and the Muting K o
of Ler epe betraying the restless mind within, her
glance suddealy rested on certamw of her ring-,
whicl, in ber eagerness 1o have her tolle: cou-
pleted, she had entirely averiooked, aud kanwinz
her Jord’s excessive love af jewelry, she took
them up, saying with o hirter suule, a5 she plaved
them one after anotber on her taper fugers :

e boasted 1o me that these cich banbles had
belonged in suceession 1o his (wo [former wives,
aud he told me that the beauty of the wearers,
dilleving in its kiwd, had gotshone the Justre of
the gems.  ‘Truly they made bat a sorry disposad
of their rare charms, these by-past ladies o
Braunsberg ! Tieir barosial honors, 100, we
of short duratiom, for it seems that five years have
scateely past since Joachun brought hither b
first wife, 0 Mitunese lady of high birth,  Aud |,
the humble snceessor of those high-born beauties
— 1, who 1 aa evil hour took their plaes, how
long shall 1 retgu in this fordly pison 7 God
alone knoweth. He will, I trust, give e strength
to fullil even a protracted term of loveless duty
—of duty, ob! how painful,  But, sweet Mary
molher I" she suddealy exclsimed, < what meaneth
this 7 What lad become of that fatal ring
wherewith Joachun wedded me? Al the otbers
are here—it alone is wanting! But whal—who
can have taken st hence 7 i the most baportan:
though least valued of all 72

Surprised and alurmed she summnoned her at-
tendants, but they all desied any koawledge of
the ring, and Agnes knew that none of thew had
ever yet deceived her. A vigorous search was
set on foot and continved Wl every rook and
coruer had been examined, but the ring was not
to be found,and Agnes becac.e really apprehen-
sive, from a knowledge of lier bhusband’s  darkly
suspicious nature.  ter muidens had net yeu
quitted her presence wien a door was throwy
open, and the baron rushed in as quickly as the
infirwities of age permitted. Ao exclunation of
tercor burest frow the blanched hps of the baro-
uesy, for his countenance, at all tmes repulsive,
was now inflimed with the most deadly passioan.
The trightened attendants drew back on all sides,
while the enriged baron approached lis wiie, and
seizing her by the arm, shrieked out :

*Ha! then, thou, too—young as thou art—
hsst given thysell up to evil courses! | deeed
thee wmocent, wreteh that thou art—I believed
thee free from guile—but | bave found thee out
—1 have canght thee! | have canght thee I’ he
repeated 1o a still Jouder voice, shaking ber
fiercely by the shoulder. ¢ So! seest thou this,
base mmion T And he held before her astouish-
ed eyes the identieal ring so lately missed.—
< Would vone other piedge content thy guilly
lave than the ring wherewith [, in iy folly, did
espouse thee.  Bot [ have punished the vile
puramour-—yea, [ bave senl bim to his reckopnz
with s sins reeking on lns head. Ha!l hat? he
screamed in hideous langbter, ¢ £ (ore his dainty
lose-gilt frain ins dead finger I ‘

It uever entered the mind ot Agnes that he
could possibly have spoken ol auy other than
Rodolph, and shakiwg aof the fierce grasp of 1be
baron wilh the strength of a waniac, she staried
suddealy [rom her seat.

* Thou it killed hun then?’ she wildly ex-
clomed. ¢ Barbarian! was it not enoush that
thou hast blighted tus hopes and darkened hus
youug life; making earth a blank to him, bat
thon iust fimsh the deed, and prerce that noble
heart already bleeding from a gapieg - wound.—
Accursed be thy hand, oh, Joachim, for thou
hast juurdered an ionocentman!?. . .

.. These words, uttered with fearful energy, cans-
ed her maidens: to tremble for what might follow,
and- they were scarcely spokon. when. the baros,
frenzied: by. this supposed coofirmation of his sus-

picions, once more caught bold of bis' wabappy



