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Al LOVE SONN3ET.

AMONGST the sheaves. when 1 beheld thee first,
Thiat happy harvest-mornl a year ago,
A thoughit crept through îny heart with sudden glow,
That neyer sunny mountain-top had nurst
A freshier, fairer flower-the very air
Kissed thy dear face and seerned to feel it fair,
And the serene, deep, suînmer heaven above
Leaned down to gaze on thee with looks of love...
Oh !child-like woman, that hast kept thine heart
So pearled with rnorning dew-my flower, my flower!
How passing dulit my tbought was in that bour,
Owning thy beauty, yet devoid of art
And insight to discern, that by God'4 grace
My life's best angel met mie face to face.

T1. WViS'rWOOD ih/îre e h' loainjny.

lTranslated frotn the Germaen of HACKLAENDHR for TuE WEHK.1

THE SECOND NIGIIT-1848.

8'11ALL wti ackttowledge that it was only a pleasant nemory whichi iii reality
inipelled our hiero to qîticken bis pace? Ah, lie, thought, the chances of
war have fallen near lier homte, nay, in hier homte, else should I be goiîîg
there nowî lis fancy pictured in hriglit hules on the gray lanidscape, lus
arrivai in Pusterlengo an~d sudden appearance before the astonished girl.
"Dear Terekiita, you would flot let me corne befote, but nlow you sec

inust-it is the fortune of war ; four years is sucli a long timne, you wilI ho
glad now to let me stay, Carissirna." Thon she will srnile, lie tltought, and
as the place is tilledl with officers ami mont she will -ive hiti a tiny litle
rooin wbose window looks throughi heavy grape-clusters ont over the gardon
bebiîtd the bouse. XVilI sie ho chiango(,d 1 Perhaps grown taller! But ir,
lier cyes tiiere will ho the saine deep, plaintive expression, on lier lips the
saine sweet smiile as of yore. So musing, ho rode as quickly as possible
past the artillery traini. Th(, soldiers drove their horses nhoodily forward,
and the oiliceis, wrapped in their long manitles, preserved an uinbrokeii
silence, flot a word, flot a laugh,-no sound but the beavy breathing of tbo,
hormes and the clanking of the couplings. Presently lie came up to7a train
of pontoniers; furthor on passed long, close columns of infantry ; and at
last reacbed thoý bead of the detacbment, oxcbiangod a few words witlî tîte
conîmanding olicer, tben rode more rapîdly over the strctclî of empty road
before himi.

ln the west the heavy clouds bad somnewhat lifted to show a streak of
pale yellow just aliove the horizon; Pusterleng-o could not ho very far away
now, and a vision of dry clothes, to be followedi by a cup of delicions coffee,iloated before bis Ilind'(s oye," and made 1dmi impervious to the chili
morning air.

And Cecco! lie must ho a big boy now, and my forage cap is in shreds
by this time, 1 suppose. llow strange to sec thern all again after four
years. Presently the way was again filled with nioving "forma, and by
the dimi ligbit lie saw aparty of chasseurs advancing towards hiîn. Altbougbf
tlie discipline is lighter in ibis corps than in any otber, and laugbing and
talking is flot probibited, even tbey seenied to succumb to the genoral
depression, and rarely spoke. At the bead of the battalion walked a
couple of Uhlan patrols, and between themt a mnan, ovidentiy belonging to
the class of weli-to-do fariners, with his hands bound bebiîîd his back ; bis
clothes were tori and dusty; hoe were no hat, and the long, black hair
hung over his face; bis eyes on the ground, and apparently utterly indif-
feroxit to the ankle deep iuud, hoe trudged stolidly an.

As Count S. rode past lio beard a laugb, and thon a vaice caîl l "hait"
lt was no othor than lus friend the hussar.

"lGrüss Gott," lie called. "lThis is fine weatber for meeting old
friends iii, eh i i1 have caught an abominable cold since yesterday, and arn
consequently not in tîte best of humours."

IlWait a moment. If nîy water-tigltt case proves what it pretends to
1)0 1 wiil cure you with a good cigar."

"lNo soldier like a bussar! " xclainied the other. Il You shall ho
repaid witlî a draugbt of purost 'Kirsch.'"

The leather case justified its water-proof qualities, and cigars and
Kirsch " wert, interchanged.

IlWhere are you going to. Surely you have not been on horseback
since last everting? '"

IlVery nearly. 1 changed my horse and stole an hour's sleep, but have
been ridirîg aIl night in tbe storm."

As iboy stoppcd for an instant to religlît tîteir cigars, the Uhlans
walked an with thoir prisener.

"Whorn have you there ?" asked Count S.
"A spy. A wretched fellow wlîo would have been the cause of not a

litile bloodshed had the Piedmontese been more courageous. They are
takîng bîmt to the beadquarîers in Pusterlengo."

"What proofs did they find on hint '"
"More than eteough ta condemn him. Hie will be shot. Yesterday

the body of a postilion was brought in;- loebad been stabbed and part of
the despatchos hoe carried were found on this fellow; evidently hoe kilied
1dma out of putre liatred tel us and flot for a reward from the enemy, tant pis."
The hiussar shrugged bis shoulders but at the samne trne looked compas-
sionately at bis prisoner.

IlAfier ah, it is sad to See any one led to death in cold blood-even a
spy ; but hoe is already senîenced ; there is no escape. They are marchinigliii into Pusterlengo partly to hear the people's opinion there ; perhap
somiebody will bave a good word for bim."

Q uickening their pace tlie two officers, rode on iii advance to the village.Molanwltile the yellow streak on the horizon had brigbtened, the masses of
grey clouds divided and dlaylighî brokc again over the eartb; but it wasateeble, sad ligbit, dinîntied by tte floaîingc clouds that stitl hung somltrilYover the fields. Tue trocs and bushes bent beneaîb the sîrong wind, show-ering heavy rain-drops upon the ground. The corn-fields seerned to shiver
as with cotd.

Both men laughed as they îîow looked at eaclb other by the mrnrflil,
ligbit and belîeld the destruction in their personat appearance-their white
inantles had a widle border of brown, the borses were bespattered to the
saddlos, and boots, spurs, aiîd swords were covered inch-thick with mud.

On entering the village they encountered more regiments; the streets
were fairly barricaded wiîh soldiers. The headquarîers were in a longraml)ling building i0 the centre ef the place. About an hour passed before
the despatcbes were rcady and Count S. could again mount and ride over
to the othter side of the town in scarch of the posting-house. The ramn ha'd
ceased whole rows of infantry stood in the streets, and the villagers were
bringing thern food and drink-indeed on the entire route to Milan the
country cpeople greeted the Austrian soldiers as "a ur deliverers "-an
expression detîoting as muchi anl anxieîy for the end of hostilities asadbereitce to the ittperial family.

At lasi the postirîg-bouse, here the bouse, there the stable, lay before
Counit S. A group of guarcîsirenl were putting up their horses ini tlielatter ; the postilions were assisting thern, and one came forward to h'oldlus herse as ho distnounîed and asked for the postitîg-îtaster's faînily.Thte postilion glaniced hiesiîatingly towards the Windows and slîrugged
his shoulders. IlThere is tbe bouse, Signor, and the door is open ; Y00
inay enter, thougli 1 cannot tell if you will fiîtd any ene there ; but tbur,3
will be a place wbere you cati lang up your dripping mantie. l'Il *Justpiut your huorse up and thon go iru and make a tire."

"No one ai borne !Are you sure ' "1 canteiot tell, Signor," camne the sarne arîswor, Il but you rnay go n
Quicly lie strode toward the door. On the titreshold lay tbe great

dog lie remernl)ered sO well ; the creature loolçed at birn, wagged bis tai],
thonu rose and siowiy fotlowed him. Count S. walked down the entire
lenigth of the corridor, knowing that the littie roomi at wbose window bie
stood on that nigbît, which now seemed se remote, mnust be quite at the end
of it ;-rigblt, and opening the door, hie enîered.

The window overlooking the gardonl stood open, and îîow, as thon, the
grape vines grew around it, enly now, instead of the mild moonilight, the
grey liglît of a înisiy rnorning crepi througb them and raiîîdrops fel sadly
fronu their buaves upon the wjndow-sili below.

In the rooiu werc two children ; one, a clîild of six, was trying to inake
the few embers on the ltearth humn brighter, the other, a baby of ucot moe
than two, sat on thue floor, its wee bands tucked for warîîîti under its thin
littie dress. The first was a boy, the other evidcntly a girl-rer baby-girl,
witb the utîother'm every feature, even to bier great shining oyos
"Teresina"! At the nauîte the ctîild turned and smiled at the young

officer. Great confusion reigned throughout the rooin and Coulit S.
shudtlered as he glartced arouiid, wby, hoe scarcely knew. The boy-~CeccO
of course, the chiid Teresina ltad upon lier knoe that inemorable night-
assured Ilitu fraîîkly aîîd fearlessiy that hoe would make the fire humn in a
minute!

As lie spoke the oid postilion entered with anl armful af wood.
IlAre these children ail alone in tbe bouse V" asked Count S. IlWheie

is the posting-mnaster ît And--
The postilion threw the wood down beside the chirnney-piace and

asked :"I Was the Signer ever in the bouse before '"
"lAbout four years ago."

1Ahi."
IlAt tbat tinte 1 rememiber seeing--whiewiigfrfehhre-

very beautiful young girl here." hl atn e rs oss
"Teresina V" the postilion's voice grewv grave. "lThat is bier child 01t

the floor."
And sbe V"

"She, Signer, she diod a year ago, bappily. She had a hard trne Of it
with him, poor child ?"

"Wiîh whom î lier fatber Vt
"No, no; ho diod sorno urne ago-1 mean bier busband, aur presont

master, and as lie spoke hoe shudded.
IYes, yos, tîte postinig-rnaster's son front Piacenza," continued the

Count in a low tone.
"The Signor knîow him '"
"No, but 1 have beard of îirn."
"I can believe that! But hoe deserves alI hoe will get; sucli a bravo,

such a good and beautifui wife ! Her fatber forced bier ta marry huit,
and, wretch thougît lie was, she clung te 1dm. s0 faithfulty. But it's no
mare than right, altbougb bard an the poor cbildren, ne mare than rigbt."

"lBuit what lias becoîne of bim, thon ' asked Count S., bis heart col'-
tracting witb sudden, painful foreboding.

l"J usi titis, Signor : hoe bas been creeping round the country in bis
mysterious way and ai lasi they have caught him, proved himt te ho a spy,and senîenced flint te ho shot. Surely the Sîgnor must have heard thisl
hoe was just brought iet the village. No ane can save him now, not even
the field-marshal Iirnself."

With deep comtpassion Count S. gazed at the litile maiden wbo bad
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