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Titerature. &
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THE SHADOW ON THE PIL-
LOW.

The following Song, from the pen of Mr James
Ballantine, author of ¢ Castles in the Air,”
«Tlka blade ¢’grass,” and other poetical gems,
has just been published, sect to music by J.
Durrner. The song is founded on an iuei-
dent communicated by Sir John M cNeill.—
« A Highlaud soldier had his arm so severe-
ly wounded that it was about to be amputa-
ted, when Miss Nightingale requested the
operation delayed, as she thought that under
careful nursing the arm might be preserved.
By her unremitting care this was accormplish-
d; and the poor soldier, on being nsked
what he felt towards his preserver, said that
the only mode he had of giving vent to his
teelings was by kissing her shadow when it
fell on his pillow as she passed through the
ward on her nightiy visit.”

Boxrx helpless from the field of fight,
Hewn down with wounds and scars,
X pray'd ¢ Heaven come and help the right,
~ And end the cruel wars.’
I swoon’d, I dreamt an angel band
Bore me o’er ocean billow,
I woke—and lo! an angel hand
_Was smoothing down my pillow.

"I'wixt death and life, through day and night,
My wounds unconscious kept me v
Of all, except those eyes so bright
That kindly watch’d und wept me;
And over me, in yon far land,
Had waved the weeping willow,
Had it not been the angel hard
~ That smoothed the soldier’s pillow..

Oh! earth but once heard such a tale,
8o heavenly and so human,

As that of Florence Nightingale,
‘The angel type of woman.

‘What marvel that a soldier tell,

A poor but grateful fellow,

He kissed her shadow as it fell
At midnight on his pillow.

NEW WORKS.

THE MISSING LETTER.
Py the Author of ¢ Philip and Millicent Crane.’

THE post-ofiice at Hizham was closed for the
night, and its master sat drinking brandy and
water in his sitting room. 1t was only ten o>
clock, very early for bim to be at home, but
he had come  ir, saying he was not well. ®Mus
Gramne sat by his side in a sullen state of rebel-
lion. He bad received his salary * two days
before, hsd locked;it up in one of his iron safes,
-and had given her none. A desperate resoln
tion was stealing over her—and the reader
must justify or condemu her according to his
own opinion—that as soon as her husband
should sleep she would 'go down to the office,
and take some of this money for her pressit
necessities.

¢ Where’s the sugar P inquized Mr Grame,

‘1 bave no sugar for you,’ she resentfully
answered. ‘I told you there was nene for
the baby to-day.’ :

The postmaser,in a jocular tone, for he had
taken enough already, consigned his wife and
child to a very far-off place, drank some bran-

dy neat, ana pulled open sideboard and cupboard |

in search of the sugar basic. There tt stood,

full of sugar. S0 he.paid his wife snother|

worthy compliment.

.1t is not yours,” she excluimed, ¢ cr meant
tor you. My consin Anne was here to-day,
and bought it for the baby.’ : .
He answered by dropping some into his
glass. * And what news did Anne Srerling
bring ?’ he said, in a mocking tone, as Le light.
ed a cigat ; ¢ fresh gr‘aises of their new manager
‘the thief Ledbitter ¥

1t was not Ledbitter who was the thief, she
told me that news,” Mrs Grame replied, in a
mised, and almost an hysterical voice ; for the
information had had its effect upon her. ¢ John
Ledbitter was innceent, and the crime was enm.
mitted by anether. I ought to have known
that from the first.”

A fearful change came over Walter Gmmg.
His fuce turned to a deadly whiteness, hiy
cigar fell from his lips, his teeth chattered n
nis head, ¢ Ledbitier innocent !’ he gasped
forth.  «Did she say who ook it? How did
it come to light P

¢ What is the matter with you ?* cried Mrs
Grame, in astoniskment.

his innocence should effect you in this man-
ner ' :

¢ Woman !" he retorted, in the extreme of

agitation, ¢ [ ask you how it came to light '

¢ Nothing has come to lisht, except that Led-
bitter assured and convineed my uncie of his
innocence. just before his death- ] wish the
real eriminal was discovered,’ she impetuously
eontinued, * I, for one, would aid in perseca
ting him to the death. - Whoever he may be,
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jand then there was such a hubbub stuck u

¢ Are you so full of
hatred to John Ledbitter, that the hearing of

it ?' he derisively "observed ; ¢ his own asser-
tion! Honest men want something else, Mrs
Grame ’ -

But Selina saw that his teeth chattered still
and his hand shook so as to scarcely lift the
ottle, draughts from which he kept™ pouring
into his glass. ¢ How very singular, she re,
peated to herself,

The spirit at length told upon Mr Grame,
and he sank down upon the sofaand slept, an
uncouscious man.  Then, her lips pressed to-
gether with angry resolutious, Mrs Grame pos-
sessed horself of his keys and the key of the
private office, which he always kept in his
pocket, and she stole down stairs.

She stood before the iron safe; the smaller
safe—~his, in his tfather’s time=-and tried the
keys, several of the bunch, before she came to
the right one. The moment it was uniocked,
the door flew open and struck her on the fore-
head. A large bump rose instantly : she put
up her hand amd felt it. At any other time
she would have been half stunned with the
shock: it was not heeded now.

Two cash boxes, and three small drawers
were disclosed to view, and she had to try the
keys again j each drawer opened with a differ-
ent key. The first drawer was full of papers :
in the second, as she drew 1t open, she saw no
money, only one solitary letter, lying at the
end of it. An old letter, getting yellow now ;
still folded, but its seal broken and its address,
¢ Mr Stirling, Hill House Farm, Layten, High-
amshire.’ A powerful curiosity eseited her :
she had recognised the writieg of her own
father: what should bring a letter of his, to her
uncle, in this secret safe of Walter Grame's ?
As she opened the letter something fell from
it, and Mrs Grame sank almost feinting on the
chair,

it was the long lost letter and money, which
John Ledbittrr had been accused of stealing,
the bank note for fifty pounds. * Had the let-
ter been wislaid by old Mr Grame, and over-
looked to this day ? she asked, in the 4rst be-
wilderment of discovery, ¢ Or hod Walter
acted the traitor’s part "to bring disgrace upon
Ledbitter >  The latter, oh? the latter,’ she
convulsively uttered, when reason asserted its
powers ; ¢ and I, who onee so truly loved Joh
Ledbitter; disearded him for this man !

She made no further search for the gold—
this discovery absorbed every care and thought.
Securing the letter and note upon her person,
she locked the safe again, sped up stairs, and
shook her hushand violently, pouring forth her
indignant accusation. He struggled wp on the
sofa, and stared at her : she hersclf was a eu.

rious 8bjeet just then, with that dark mound !

standing out wpon her forehead, and her dan-
gerous excitement. Then he hegan to shake
and shiver, for he comprehended that the of-
ficers of justice were atter bim. - The dright
partially sobered him, but ke was stupified
still,

¢ No,no,’ he uttered ; ¢ I was hard up, I was
indeec, Selina. I did not know where to
surn for money, and if my debts had come to
the knowledge of the old man he would have
disinherited me. So when ths fifty pounds
came, iike a temptation, betore me, 1 took it,
That’s the wkole truth.’

* You took it I she repeated. ¢ After it was
given to Jobn Ledbitter »'

¢ Itrever wasgiven to him. As the old man
dropped it into the bag some one came te the
window, and my father turned to answer. It
was Stone the barber. 1 twitched the letter
out then, and the old governor closed the bag
and never knewit. But I did not use it, Se-
lina ; the money’s there now ; | eould not find
an irmediate opportnnity of changing it away,

)
that | never dared to.’ I
¢ And 1 could make this man my husband !
she muttered—* the father of my unhappy chil-
dren!  Traitor! coward ! how dared you
thrust yourself into the society of honest pec-
ple ¥’
3is only answer was to stagger to the table,
and drink a deep draught of the spirit still on
it. It revived his courage.

‘Ha! ha! my old fither had a dreama
night or two before he died. He dreamed
that Ledbitter wes innocent, and charged me
to make it up to him. Me ! as if some ink.
ing of the truth had penetrated to his brain, |
did not like that dream: it has cowed me,
since, whenever I have thought of it, and now
it bas come out. But there's one part, Selina,
which is glorious to think of still.—-that 1 out-
witted him of his bride.’

She might bave done him an injury had she
remained in the room longer, for her feelings
were worked up to a pitch of exasperaiion bor-
dering upon madness, She went up stairs, bol-
ted herself in the room with her children, and
threw berself, undressed, on the bed, Her hus-
band did not attempt to follow her,

The next afternocon she wag at Layton, enter-

{ing the Hill House Farm. Near the front gate

she encountered John Ledbitter.
have come to see.’ she sajd,
- Not for years had they met, and she spoke

¢ Ivis youl

Grame's only answer, drawing from Ber poc-
ket the fatal letter. ¢1)o
it 2

Not at first didd he understand ; but when a
shadowirg of what it was burst uhon him, he
was much agitated. ¢ Am | to understand this
has been lost —mislaid-—all these years P’ Ke
inquired. And it was a natwsal question, seeing
the note intact. '

‘ Mislaid I' burst forth ¥Mrs Grame, giving
way to her pent-up excitement. ¢ It was sto.
len, Mr Ledbitter—fished irom the bag before
it went into your charge. And the thief—
thief and coward —trembied at his 2ct when he
had dene it, and dared not use the money, He
has kept it since from the light of day. Look
at it ‘xnne.

¢ And this was td

¢ Walter Grame. Te you I will not screen
him, though I am his wretched wife. To the
world it may appear as was your firs thought
now—if you, Mr Ledbister, will show merey
where none has beenr shown you. Iwould not
ask it but for his innocent children. 1 have
not seen him since last night. He j3now here
to be found. Evervthingis in contusion at
home, ard the letters this morning had to be
sorted by a postman .’

¢ Whereis he ® uttered Anne,

¢ I know not: unless this discovery has so
worked upon his fears that he means to aban.
ton his home and hid country. I pray it may
ge_a 0 ; Ishall be more “tranquil without

im.

¢ You are not going 2 You will surely stay
for some refreshment,’ reiterated Miss Ster-
ling, as Mrs Grame was about to leave, in
the same abrupt manner that she had enter-
ed.

* I canmot remain, Anme, [ must go back to
Higham ; and for refreshment, I eovuld not
swallow it. A fifend of mine drove me over in
his gig, and is waiting for me at the gate. You
will explam things to my aunt. I have only
one more word to say, and tkat is to you, Mr
Ledbitter. Wil you—will you—o>

Jobn Ledbitter took her hands in his, look-
ing down compassivnately upon her, for her
emotion was 8o great as to stop her utterance,
and the cormers of her mouth twitehed con.
vulsively.

* Will you forgive me /—it isthat I wanted
to say,’ she panted — forgive my false heart
for judging you as others did® In our Jast in-
terview—hnere, in  this house—you said if we
ever met again, it should be under dlfferent
| auspices.  The auspices are different,’

What he answered, as he led herto the gig,
wes known to themselves alone. Hor tears
were flowing fast, and her hand*was clasped in
bis. [t may be, that in that byjef moment, a
| trace of his onee passionate tenderness for her
| was recalled to his heart, Anne Sterling was
{ watching them from the window, but she nev-
jer asked a question about it, then or after-
| wards.

It was rare news for Higham. Walter
Grame, what with his unfortunate debts and his
unfortunate habits, had found himself unable to
make head against the storm, and had started
offy poor fellow, and had taken ship for Ameri-
ca; and in the search which fellowed, his wite
had come upon the missing letter and money,
amongst some old valueless papers In what
unazcountable manner it could ~have been mis-
laid, was useless to inquire now, sinee old Mr
Grame was dead and gone ; but that no fraud
was committed by any one, was proved by the
money being safe. So reasoned the town, g
they pressed into the post-office to curicusly
handle the missing letier and note,  » £

But John Ledbitter ? Higham went very
red with shame when they remembered him.
How on earth could he be recompensed for all
he had endured ? Three parts of the eity rich
and poor, flocked over to Laytcn in one day ;
some in carriages, some in gigs, some on horve.
back, some in vans, and the resy on Shank's
pony.  Old Mrs Sterling, when she saw the
arrival of these masses, from her bedroom win-
dow, screamed out 10 Molly and Martha, belie-
ving the people must see a fire on the farm,
and were coming to pet it out. John Ledbitter’s
hands were nearly shaken off; and meny a
hold voice, at other times, was not ashemed of |
its own emotion, as it pleaded for forgiveness
and revewed friendship. Everyhody was for

you recognise |

gealed the swell of Lher bosom,

of the limbs it covered. The sl

S

vanity—that it betrayed a I'king for him ; and
he thought it—net in his vanity—again now.

¢ Aane, he tenderly shispered, drawing her
te him, “that dreadful misfostune, which, when
it overwhelmed me, seemed far worse tham
death; was sent for one wise purpose : perhaps
for ethers though we may not yet see it. But.
for ihat, I should have linkes my fate with
your cousin, and neglected you=-most worthy,
and now long best-loved.  'Will you forgive my
early blindness—which I have lately wondered
at—or will you shrirk frora bearing” the name
of one, whe has been branded through the-
country as-a felon ¥’

Closer and closer he drew her to him and
she suffered herself to reinain there nestling in.
‘his arms.  No waerds escaped her, but she was.
inwardly resolving in her new happiness—a
glimpse of which had reecnily hovered on her
spirit—that Ley love and care should muke e
to bim for the paut,

¢ Hooray " shouted old Molly, when sbe
heard the news, « we shan’t give up the farm
now, for MrJohn wiil take it on his ewn band'
Dear missis, T shall say my prayers te-night
with a thankful heagt ©

e e s Lot
A GIFSY DANCE IV ANDALD -
STA.

SnE stood: like a faleon abous to soar P
you held your breath, loss Joud respiration
should alarm her. Her eye: haughty, fierce,.
and penetrating, seemed to lock upon the erowd
as subjects of her sport or olternate seorn. Na-
glance could withstand her: ‘Fhe pupil of her
eye eomprised ali its visible parts, save-when the
long heavy lashes lifsed up,aud you detested the
blue wransyarency of the tall within, like the
azure of haaven, momentarily revealed throughe
breaking elouds. Theve was a ysterious fas-
eination in these dark orbs which you eould
ot forege, though you felt its terror. Her
dress was ealeulated to display ail the danger of
her vo@up‘.uous figure.. Her eoul-blask hair, ‘al-
Ing in undulating folds ®pon her neck, was
surrounded by a Maeras handkerchief of bright-
est bues, which relieved its glossy transparen-
cy; and a dark velvet bodice, with a sow of
silver buttens in front, half-revealed, half con-
Her round ang*
delicate waist was civeled with a faga. or sash,
of richest silk, and varied eolours 7 while ths
tunic, though reaching below the Knee, nermit-
ted the cye to determine the elaborate sculpture
ender and po-
Vished ankle developed into faultless symmetry
above, and terminated in a delicate foot below.
Her face was oval, and her cheeks had that
peachy blossom so rarely found even where
youth and beauty meet. "But her teeth! that
feature so seldom veautiful, and so irresistibly
in perfection ! Hers were regular, dazzingly
white, and of the purest elephant bene.. The
proudest empress would have envied her their
possession, and exchanged for them the costli-
est jewels of her erown. She dyank in for s
few momeats the flattering incense of admira-
tion, more eloquent in its” speechlessness—ang
thea addressed herself to her task. She was
to dance the “Ole” the favourite of g Spanish
audience, and for which she had (what they
call in Paris) une specialite—an unrivalled
inimitable talent. Its representation s pro-
hibited on the public stage, and therefore it
was only on occasions like this the intense pas-
sion of the Andalusians for it could be gratified.
What constitutes its chief alarm is the combi-
nation of motions, haughty, and voluptuous, at,
the same time defiant and alluring beyond ima-
gination ; passion awakened by disdain, stimn-
lated by coquetry, maddened by desire.—the
riot of the senses.  Itis the mysterious expres-
sion of the gestures—the indefinable action of
the features ; the sound of the governed ros-
piration, and the radiating and intoxicating per-
tume which beauty involves in motion Jt is,
i fine, the union of ali the sensyai powers from
liquid eyes, dewy lips, ardent gestures, and vo-
luptuous motion, that reaches, penetretes, fren<
aies every soul I It is not such dances they
get up for the stage ; dances taught by rule,
and performed by art; a dauce of legs and
arms, soulless and inexpressive, No! this
dance was & poem, a painting, a melody, It fil-
ed the soul. it pleased the eve, it intgxioased
the heart.— Sketches i Spawn,

St st s il i a”

HAMIURGH.

doing something ; some were for drawing John
into Higham in trivmph, and then chairing him
round the town, as they did the city members ; |
a few thought of asking the King to knight him, |
and John's” brothers—who had got on in the
world~—whispered that the money 1o st him
up. in any farm he choose to fix en in the
country, was at his command.. John gopd.
humoredly thanked them all, and towards eve.
ning the last visitor was got rid of He thep
turned to Miss Sterling, ’
* They have been speaking of a recompense,
he $aid to her, in a low tone: ¢ there is only
one thing that would be such to me ; and that iy
notin their power to give. It i in yours,
Anne.’

| Holstein,

HAMEURGH i3 n free city in the duchy of
and consists, like Kdinburgh. of the
new and old towns, hoth nearly of an equal sige,
which, together with the unlimited extent of
country araund, form an independent republie,
1t is sicuated ou the rivers Llbe and Alster,
and the latter, before it euters the town by
sinices, forms a fine hasin, Hamhurg is weit
fortified, and on the ramparts sre handsoms
walks planted with rows of trees, The town
from its situation, has all possibie advantages
for foreign trade and domestie commerce, par-
ticularly from its communicaijon by the Jlbe
with the principal navigable rivers of Germuny,
and hence itis one of the wmost Prosperans

commereial cities in the world, though like ay
such marts, not conspicuous for manufactyses

Hamburgh ean boast of n celebrated college,
an arsenal, n bavk, and excrange, a theatze, i

he has been hugginy himself undes the ruin of | and looked so strangely, that, but for her voice,
poor John Ledbitter.’ I he would scarcely have recognised her, He fol-
Mr Grame laughed, a forced laugh, and ‘ lowed ker in. Anne Steriing, who was in the

Miss Sterling's eyes fell beneath his, and g
rich conscious colour rose to her cheeks, there
was the game expression on her face thyt John

stooped to );)ick up bus crushed cignr for he | parlor alone, rose from her seat in surprise and | Ledbitter had never seen but ouge beflore, many | which Jeony Lind has twiitered her Bightin.
had put hisfoot ot it when ir fell burning 1o jnquized if all was well in Higham. years ogo, hefore he had declared his love for | gale notes—also a famous wooden bridge, wlish
the euzper. . ¢ Thats his sort of innovencs, i1 ¢ Exemine this, Mr Ledbittes, wes Mus. | Selina Cleove. - He had thought then-—in his | axtends vearly three miles over s momge and




