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THE GLEANER.

Titernture, &,
SPEAK NWNOT HARSHLY.
Speax not harshly ; kind words win

Their way to Learts sternest mould ;

Though fenced about with mail of sin,
T'o angel 'words they must unfold.

Think’st thou they are used in vain
Think'st thou the're thrown away ?
As so9n believe mild April rain
Mo beauty lends to flowers of May.

Speak not harshly ; never grieve

" Abosom by an unkind tone ;

Kind words the sweetest chaplets weave,
And half their fragrance is our own ?

Speak not harshly ; our sad world
Would now far more of Eden show
Were lips with harsh words mnever
curl'd,
But only did with kindness glow,

Speak not harshly ; all the stars,
And all the flowers of every hue,
Sing unte man in kindest airs
Al language beautiful and true,

Speak not harshly ; shall we fling
A shadow over any heart,
Or crush omne blossom of its sprin
Witk words that killlike poisoned &art

No ! let’s kindly speak to all ;
As swift we cross o’er life’s lone sea,
The storms which must our bark befall
‘To bear not half 8o hard will be.

' NEW WORKS.

THEE MISSING LETTER.
By the Awthor of ¢ Philip and Millicent Crane.’

A tew days aftey this, Higham's great market
was held, the first in the new year. Amongst
other farmers who attended it was Mr Sterling
About three o'clock in the afternoon, when his
business Was over, he went into the post-office.
Mr Grame and his son were both there, the
latter sitting downand reading a newspaper.—
It was not a busy hour, -

“Good day, Mr Grame,” said the farmer.—
* Good day, Master Welter. 1 have come
‘about that letter. 1 do think it must be lost,
It never was so Jate before, that I recollect.’

¢ What letter ?” enquired Mr Grame.

* Why, that letier— with my fifty pounds in
it. I don't expect any other.  You are sure
sou have not overlooked it '

7" ¢ The letter! It wentto Luyton days ago,’ re-
sponded Mr Grame. ¢ Have you not received
ey

Farmer Stirling's eyes opened wide with
proplexity, and his mouth also. ¢ Went to
Layton days ago ! he uttered at length, ¢ where
is it, then P

¢ If you had not had it, there must be some
mismanagement at the Layton office. But
such neglect is unusua! with Mr Marsh.’

¢ Good a merey ! I hope it has never been
stole.)

¢ Which morning was it the letter came
Walter P’ cried Mr Grame, appealing to his
son. ¢ Oh—I remember —the day you and the
girls were going over. It was the very morn-
ing of your wife's ball, Mr Sterling.’

¢ The morning afore, or the wmorning after P
‘asked the bewildered farmer,

‘ The same morning, the 6th of January,
When Walter and the two girls went over in
the evening.’

¢ Now why didn't you tell me it was come,
Mz Walter ¥ expostulated the farmer.

‘ I never thought of it, replied the voung
man - “And if I had thought ofit, it would
only kave been to suppose you had received
it. You ought to have had it that afterncon.
Had you happened to mentien it, I could have
told you it was come,’

¢ Now look at that! groaned the

farmer.

‘ What with the kick up that night, the smok- !

ing, and the eating and the ﬂrink}ng, I'm blest
if 1 didn't cast care to tne winds, and the
letter never came into my head at all. Are
‘you quite sure, Mr Grame, that it was the
very letter P’

¢ I am sure that it was a letter addressed to
*ou,and that it came from London. I made
the remark to Walter that your letter was
come at fast, 1 have not the slightest doubt it
was the letter,)

¢ And vou sentit on to Layion ?*

¢+ Of course 1 did.’ :

¢ but Anae called in at the post-office yes-
tarday, and old Marsh assured her there ‘was
nothing of the sort arrived for me.’

+ I put it into the Layton bag myself, and se-
cared it mysell, as L alvays do,’ returned My
Grame, * and the bag wag pever out of my
hands till 1 delivered it to Johy Ledbitter, My
son was present And S2% me put i jn.’ :

‘1did, said Walter. * #hen my fither ex-
claimed that your letter was come ot last. Mr
Sterling, I looked over his shoulder 45 the ad-

{ down amazingly with

¢ He is,” assented MrGrame. I don't sup-
pose he ever overlooked a letter in his life.
Still such a thing may oecur. Goto the of-
fice as soonas you return, Mr Sterling, and|

¢ iU's a jolly vexatious thing to have all this
bother. If that £50 note’s gone, it’s my loss.
Selina's father never wanted to send ‘em

tell him for me that the Jetter went on 1o Lay- ; probably yours happened to be the first letter
ton.’ i that presented itself to my gentleman, as beat-

mine P’ gasped the farmer, laying his pipe it
his knee, while-a startled look “of dismay rose
to Anne Sterling’s face.

¢ Not yours in particular, Mr Sterling,  But

ing any enclosure worth the risk.
“The villain ! the double-faced rascal!’ ut-
tered the farmer. ¢ That’s putting the matter

through the post-office, but Itold him I'd run

letters —because he knew that the money’s
being forwarded in tkis way was in defiance of

-1 the opinion of everybody.

The letter never reached Layton—so old Mr
Marzh affirmed, whea applied to by the farmenr.
He remembered perfectly the 6th—why it was
not a week ago—the day he told Ledbitter of
the accident to the bay mare. No soul but
+ himself touched the Jetters-¢ nobody was pre-
sent that day when he opened the bag, and he
could swear that the letter for Farmer Ster-
ling was not i it. Mr Marsh’s words was a
guarantee in itself ; he held the situation two
score years,and was pertectly trustworthy,

So the suspicion fell upon John Ledbitter.
Indeed, it may not be too much to say that the
guilt was traced home to him. ‘i he postmas-
ters of Higham and Layton were known, tried
public servants, above all suspicion ; the one
had put theletter in, and secured the bag ; the
other, wheu he opened the bag, fourd the letter
gone : and none did or could have access to
the bag between those times but John Led-
bitter. He was dismissed from’ his situation as
driver, but, strange to say, he was not brought
totrial.  Farmer Sterling declined to prose-
cute—he warn't a going into a court o’ Jjustice
after keeping out of ’em all his life, not he—
and no instructions were received on the sub-
jeet from ‘the government; but John - Ledbit-
ter s guilt was as surely brought home to him
asit could ‘have been by twelve Jurymen. Of
course he protested his innoce.ce—what man,
under a similar accusation, does not p . but his
crime was t0o palpable. Neither the letter nor
its enclusure couid be traced. Mr Cleeve fur-
nmished the particulars of the lost note, and j
was stopped at the London and country banks
handbills describing it were also hung up in the
different public-houses; but it was never pre-
sented for payment, and was nevey heard of,
¢ Saucy Sir must have eat it up with his hay,’
quoth the joking farmers of Layton, one to arp.
ther ; but if they accidentally met the gentle-
man-driver—as they were wont to style John
Ledbitter-—they regarded him with an aspect
very different from a joking one.

John Ledbitter hever egtered Mr Surling’s
house but onse, after the committal of the
crime, and that was to resign
to relea e her from the tacit engagement which |
existed between tkem, However, he found
there was little necessity for his doing it: Se-
! lina releasod _hersel.f'. He arived at the Hill
House tor this purpose at an inopportune mo-
ment, for his 11val-—as he certainly aspired to
be—was there before him, y

It was Sunday, and when the farmer and his
family got home from church in the morning,
they foued Walrer Grame there, who had rid-
den over from Higham. He received an in-
vitation to remain and partake . of their roast
griskin and apple-pie. Pigmeat, fed at Farmer
Sterling’s, was not to be despised, neither was
apple-pie, made by Anne. Atrer dinner the
farmer took his pipe, his wife lay back in her
cushoned arm-chair on the opposite side of the
fire, and while Aune presided over the wine—
cowsiip and port, a bottle of the latter decant-
ed in compliment to their guest—he watched
Selina Cieeve. The conversation turned upon
John Ledbitter and his crime,

B ‘1 do‘n?t sce how he should have accom- |
i plished it, exclaimed Mrs Sterling, * unless he
iatopped the mail cart, and undid the bag on the
road.’

* Well, what was there to prevent him doing
iso ¥ responded the farmer,

i ¢ But such a deliberate theft,

1
!

repeated arg
{ Sterling. - 1 can understand —at least, I think |
| I can—being overtaken by a moment " of temp-
tation, but a man who could ‘stop his herse op
a public road, unlock the box, and untie the
bag for the purpose of roblung it, must be oge !
that would stand at no crime of similar nature.’ |

* Why that's just what 1told him,’ cried the
farmer, * when he comes to me at Higham, a
Wanting to excuse himeelf, and make believe he
was innocent. ¢ What’s gone with the letter
and the money,’ 1 said, ¢ if you have not got it 97|
And that shul up his mouth ; for all he could |
bring out was, that he wished he kuew what |
bad gone with i

¢ Ahy’ broke in Wlter Grame, Ledbitter went |
some tolks, but I scented
the rascal in him. Apd Higham never noticed,
till now, the singulurity of his having taken to
drive a mail-cart.’ 2

The farmer 00k hig pipe from his lips. ‘As
how, Master Walter 2:

¢ Did eny one ever before hear of & gentle-
man —as Ledbitter may he termed —accepting

Aress, and [saw him dropit into the bag.
‘They must have overlooked at the Layton of- |
fice. i

¢ Gld Marsh g such a careflul body, dehateg ,
the famer, }

r menial office, only suited 1o postboy, under
the plea of keeping himsell from idleness !
Trash! It is the opinion in Higham that the
robbery was planned when he took the place.’ |

*What, to erlb that same identical letter of

the risk.’ | At that moment Molly entered the rcom

And perhaps here lay the secret of Tarmer | with some silver spoons, large and small, and
Bterling’s anxiety about the safe-arrival of these | shut the coor behind her,

 cent to their sitting room, stood open.

Selina Cleeve ; |

~-and him too--in a new light.’

¢ It’s he," she abruptly said, coming wupto
the table, with a face of terror. ¢He says he
wants to see Miss Selina.’

¢ Who?' demanded everybody, in a breath.

“That dreadful Ledbitter. He came a
saeaking in at the kitchen door ; not the front
way, or you'd have seen him from this winder,
but right across the fowl-yard. I was took all
ofa heap, and axed if he'd walk into the par-
lor, for 1 was afeard on him. ¢ No,’ says he,
“I’ll not go in. Is Miss Cleeve there

‘ Yes, she is,” I said, ¢ and Missis, and Miss
Anne, and Master, and Mr Walter Grame ;
and Joan's close at hand a skimming the cream.’
TFor1 thought he shoudd know as 1 warn't
alone in the place, if he should be come totake
anything.’

¢ Molly.” says he, quite humbly, * go # and
ask Miss Cleeve if she will step out and speak
a word with me.” So I grabbed up the spoons,
which, by ill luck, was a lying on the table,
and away [ come,’

Miss Cleeve rose from her chair, .

“Selina !’ said Mrs Storling, in & reproving
tone.

¢ Aunt, was her re¢joinder, ¢ have also a
word to say to him.’

*But my dear! Well, well, just for a
minute, if you must. But remember, Selina,
we cannot egain admit Mr Ledbitter to the
house.’

;
“I'd as leve admit the public hangman, p

roared out the farmer,

Scarcely had Selina Cleeve left the room,
when Walter Grame darted after her. He
drew her, with the hand of suthority, it seemed,
into the best parlor, the door of which, adja-

¢ Miss Cleeve ! Selina ! you will never accord
an interview to this man P’

¢ Yes,’ she answered. ¢ For the last time.’

¢ Good heavens, what infatuation! Don’ you
believe in his guilt ¥

¢ Is it possible to disbelieve it,” she murmur-
ed, looking wretchedly ill, and also wretchedly
cross. * But upon the terms we were, a last
interview, a final understanding is necessary.’ -

¢ What terms P’ he savagely uttered. [{can-
not be that you were engaged to him !’

¢ Not engaged. :

“ But what? Trust me asa friend, Selina .’

¢ Had it not been for this, had Ledbitter re- |
mained what he ought, we should have been.’

. ‘Iumgrieved to hearit, It isa lucky es-
cape for you.'

‘Ohand itis thls which makes me so an-
gry,’ she bitterly exclaimed. ¢ Why did he
{ monopolise my society, seek to make me like
i him, when he knew himself to be o base, bad
man, I, who might have chosen from all the
world! Let me go Mr Grame: I shall be
more myself when this is over.’

* You can have nothing to say to him now, but
what may be said through a ‘third party,’ he
Eersisted, still holding her. ¢ Suffer me to see

im for you.’

‘ Nonsense,” sha peevishly answered. ¢ You
cannot say what I have to say.’

She broke from him, and walked, with a
hasty step, along the passage. He did not dare
to follow her, but, to judge by his looks, he
would have liked it, and to have boxad her ears
as well.  The two servants were winspering in
the Kkitchen, but Selina could see no signs of
Mr Ledbitter.  Molly pointed to the door of
tne best kitchen, and Selina entered,

Standing in the middle of the cold, comfort-
less room  his eyes fixed on the entrance, as if
waiting for her. was John Ledbitter. $he walk-
ed up, and cotfronting him without speaking,
her action and countenance expressing both an-
ger and scorn, "

¢ I'see,’ began Mr Tedbitter, ns he looked at
her. *1] need not have come {rom Higham to
do my errand this afterncon. It has been done
for me.’

Wi {

i

|
¢ Ifee}it cold in thisroom,’ said Selina, ghn-§
cing rourd, and striving, pretty successfully, to
hide the agitation she really felt, under 8 show
of indfference. ¢ Be s0 good as to tell me
your business—that I may return to the
fire.’

¢ My business was, partly to see how this ac
cusation had sifected you towards me ; [ gee
it too plainly now, Had it been otherwise

He stopped : either from emotion, or from a
loss how to express bimself. But she stood s
still 13 a post, and did not help him on,

‘ Then I have only to say farawell,’ he yesu-
med, *and to thank you for the many happy
hours we have spent together. I came 1o say |
somethmg else, but no matter; I see now it |
would be useleys.’

‘ And ['beg,” she said, niising herself up,
‘ that vou. will forget those bours yoy speak of,
snd which T shall never reflect om but with a
sense of degradation. Iblush - blush,’ she

chi'dren,
{ »

. I LEAVE YOU.

Gt

repeated vehemently, ¢ to think that the workd
may point to me, as I pass through the streets,
and sav, ¢ There goes she who was engaged to
the felon, John Ledbitter !’ 1 pray that I smay
never see your face again.’

¢ You never shall~ by my seeking, Should
I ever hold converse with You agein, willingly,
iv will be under different auspices, ¥

He quitted the room, stalked through the
kitchen, and across the fold-yard into the side-
Jane, his breast ehavin ¥ with passionate anger,
for she ‘k=d arcu te@ 2l t3e lion ‘within him.
Molly and the dairymeid presced their nosed
against the kitchen window, and stared after
him t1ll he wes beyord view, like they migbe
have stared had some extraordinary foreign ans-
mal been on exhibition there, and swith quite es
much curiosity, Whilst Selina Cleeve, reper
ling some softer emotions, which seeimed inclh
ned to make themselves felt within her, strove
to shake John Ledbitter out of her thoughts,
and to say 1o herself, as she returned to the

sitting room, that she had shaken king® out of
them for ever, %

Thre years peseed on, nearly two, and the
postimaster at Higham way stricken with mortsl
illness. His disease was 2 lingermg one, last-
ing over several months, during which he was
confined to his bed and his gon’ managed the
business. One evening, just before his deatk,
Walier was sitting in the room, when the old
man suddenly addressed him.

* Walter,” he raid, * [ shall soon be gone,
and after that they will make you portmaster,
Be steady, punctual, diligent in your daily busi-
ness, as I trust | have been; be just and me:-
cifal in your dealings with your fellow-men, ae
1 have striven to be ; be more urgent in sery.
ing your Maker, for there the very best of us
fall short. You have been a dutiful son 1o gre,
a good son, and I pray that, in return, your

In your old age, may be such e

ou,
Mr Walter fidgeted uneasily in his chalr.
¢ There is only one thing in business matteds
which causes me regret for the past,’ resumed
Mr Grame-—‘that the particularg conneniey
with Jobn Ledbitter’s theft should never huve
come to light. Itis a weight on my consei-
ence, having suffered him to assume a post for
which his position unfitted him. If he sought
it with the intention of . doing wrong, my hav-
ing refused Lim the situation woutd have remo-
ved the temptation from his way.’
¢ You need not worry yourself over that, fa-
ther, responded the younger mun, ¢ A fellow
‘bent upon crime, as Ledbitter must have been,
it he does not find opportunity in one wav, will
seek it in another.  If there’s anything to be
regretted in the matter it is the not having
brought him to punishment ; he onght to have

{ been made to stand bis trial, and despatehed
j out of the country.

The thing would have been
done with 1hen, and have.gone out of men’s
mingds.” ;

‘ He has had his punishmert,’
Grame.

¢ Abandoned by his relations, scorned by his
friends, shunned by all good men, and driven
to get his living in the fields as a day laborer |
Maoy a man wonld have sunk under jt.’

¢ I cannot think why the fool stops in High-
amshire. If he would be off toa distant pgrl.
whether county or kingdom, where his crime
was unknown, he might get up in the world
again.’

¢ No harsh names, Walter,’ interrnpted the
father ; ¢ John Ledbitter did not offend against
you. Leave him to the stings of his own con-
science.’

Mr Walter Grame muttered something
which did not reach .the sicklied, and quitted
the room. It was irksome to him toremain in
it long. He was absent ahout an hour, and,
during this period, Mr Grame dropped asleep,
and dreamt a very vivid dream. 8o vivid, tha.
in the first moments of waking up, he coull,
not be persuaded but it was reality, The eolor.
ing his thoughts had tal.en was no doubt impar-
ted by the previous conversation. e dreamt
taat John Ledbitter was innocent; he did not
see or understand how, hut in his sieep he folt
the most solemis conviction that the faor was
80

rephed Mr

¢« Walter. Walter'he gasped forth, after Lis
confused relation of it, + when his innogence i
brought to light, do try and make it wp io
him. | would, if I wera glive,’ ;

¢ Whep his innocence—what do you mean,
sir 7 * You must be asleep still,. A drsam s
but a dresm.’

© Well—if it comes to light, if it ghall be
proved that he s an jnjured man, do you e
deavor to compensate him for the injustice that
has beenheaped on his head.  Ip 18 ACIARGE

¢ The old man i wandering ’ whispered Mr
Walter to the nurse, who was then present ;
and it was through her that this dream of the
postmuster's got talked of in Higham, though
not for long afterwards, ' ¢ Lut mo give you
your composing draugh, gir.» : ¥

A goadly COmMpany  went wending  their
way to Layton church, for the fairest flower in
Layton parish was that duy to be taken out ef
it. A stranger, who happened to be passing
through Layton, siepped into the cburcﬁ“ with
the crowd, {
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