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THE SPIRIT OF THE MAGAZINES, 

From the London Journal. 

SABBATH DAY, 
SappaTic holy. 

Sa To the lowly, 
. 8till art thou a welcome day, 
When thou comest, earti and ocean, 
Shade and brightness, rest and motion, 
Help the poor man’s heart to pray. 

Sun-wake forest ! 
Birds that soarest 

O’er the mutc émpurpled moor ! 
Throstle’s song, that stream-like flowest ; 
Wind, that over dew drop goest! 
Welcome now the woe worn poor. 

Little river, 
"Young for ever! 

Cloud, gold-bright with thankful glee! 
Happy wood-blue, gladly weeping! 
Guat within the wild rose keeping ! 
Oh, that they. were blessed as ye. 

Sabbath holy ! 
For the lowly, 

_ Paint with flowers thy glittering sod ; 
For affliction’s sons and daughters, 
Bid thy mountains, woods and waters, 
Pray to God; the poor man’s Ged, 

‘Pale young mother, 
Grasping brother! 

Weeping sister young and fair! 
Grief-bowed sire, that life-long diest ! 
White-lipped child, that sleeping sighes , 
vome and drink the light aud air. 

Still God liveth, 
Still he giveth 

What no life can take away, | 
And oh, Sabbath bringing gladuess 
Unto hearts of weary sadness, 5 

Still art thou the ¢ Poor man’s day." 

From Chambers’s Jourral for July. 
DOWN AT THE GRANGE. 

Mz RABY’s guess had been a true one. The 
pocket of Heathcote had been picked by one of 
his wicked companions in the bush, and he had 
murdered the thief for the purpose of recover- 
ing the packet, in which hope he had been foil- 
ed. This having been found upon the body, 
had been judged conclusive to identify it with 
his own remains ; and for these so many years 
he tad nut dared to show himself in civilised 
parts to gainsay it, but had lived the marauding 
life of a bushranger. Tired of this, and having 
by a successful pillage obtained enough money 
ror his transit homewards, he had ventured 
back to Eagland. Finding his unfortunate 
wife well married and in such great happiness, 
his hatred of her was redoubled, and his deter- 
mination strengthened to persecute her further 
.at all hazards. The poor lady had never be- 
fore had strength of mind to reveal his extor 
tions, nor the horrid truth of his being still in 
existense and now her confession, ana the cer- 
tainty of having to leave her beloved Markham 
[for this dreadful husband, kad brought her’ into. 
the most dangerous state. She ha prayed for 
death wore fervently than any dying man for 
life ; when, therefore, the squire had carried up 
to her the result of my interview with Heath: 
eote—for he did not needlessly distress her 
with the account of his new atroeity, and of the 
means whereby he had finally got rid of him— 
shelwas dlmast beside herself with joy. Her’ 
gratitude towards me was without bounds, and 
as she strove-to raise ner attenuated form from 
her couch to receive and thank me, tears choked 
her utterance. The squire was but little more 
composed. With: their = mutual confidence, 
which had been but this once broken, quite re- 
stored, and their very life-blood as it seemed, set 
once more flowing in their veirs, it fell to me 
to wake them: from: their dream of 'new- 
found happiness, by reminding ikem of the 
real position in which they stood. 

. The reaction from the extremity of despair 
to the certainty of safety, had been too great to 
admit of any thoughts save those of urailoyed 
content. . Good and Christian man as the squire 
was, the circumstance of Mrs Markham being 
still the lawful ‘wife of Heathcote—whatever 
that man’s character might be—and therefore 
making her continuance at the Grange impossi- 
bie, had never once occurred to him. The 
man having been thoroughly got rid of, and al] 
idea of personal annoyance at an end, Mr Mark- 
ham had dissociated her in his mind from all 
relations with her first husband at once. The 
poor lady must have indeed thought often of 
her sad case, but bad put, it from her, probably, 
as something tog horrible to be dealt with just 
ly ; nevertheless, she was the first to see the 
rightness of the path, which it was my duty as 
a clergyman to-psint out to both of them. If 
ever there was ® case wherein spirit and letter 
seemed at wars if ever one wherein an innocent 
error seemed to be more terribly avenged than 
crime itseif; Iacknowledged that it was this of 
heirs, My heart was rung for them to its 
core, but Thad'no glimmer of doubt as to what 
was necessary for them to do.” Tenderly, but 
firmly I put it before them; and before 1 had 
i9pe, Mrs Markham sighed to me that it wes 

fiend madiad 

enough.” “I go,’ said she, dearest George, at 
once, while I have still strength to travel.” 
“The vicarage, madam, “is of course your 

home as long as you please.’ 
¢ I thank you, dear Mr Grantley, but I leave | 

Woodislee,’ said she ‘as far behind as possible | 
this very night.” 

whom we had almost forgotton, she bad been so 
silent a spectatator— and I with you, sister 
Jane, to the end of the world, if yon will. She 
is my care George, from henceforth, for 1 have 
wronged her in my heart.’ * 
The squire’s grief was terrible to witness; 

but he made no opposition. Miss Markham 
had a small estate in a distant county, tq which 
it was arranged that the two ladies should im- 
mediately remove. Boxes were hurriedly pack- 
ed, the travelling-chariot ordered to the door ; 
and after such a leave-taking as I trust does not 
often fall to the lot of mortals, the invalid was 
lifted in, in a fainting state, and borne swiftly 
into tke night. Darkly, indeed, it fell upon 
the Grange, where the widower was left mourn- 
ing for the wife that was yet alive. Weeksand 
months passed by, but he would not be com- 
forted. The sketch-book on the ‘table, the 
piano in the hall, the flowers that her graceful 
hands had tended in and about the house, the 
garden wherein she bad loved to busy herself, 
her favourite walks. the very prospect which her 
soul had so delighted in, were robbed ofall their 
charms for him at once. Tears instead of 
smiles sprang forth at the sight of them, hor- 
ror was born of them in place of joy—skeletons 
of their former selves wherefrom the glory had 
departed, and into which the life was no more 
breathed. As kind and as good as ever, his 
cheerfulness seemed quite to have forsaken him, 
and he was growing old -at heart and gray at 
head apace. Mr Heathcote—for she had re- 
assumed her former name—never wrote one 
line to him, nor Le to her; but his sister cor- 
responded with the squire daily, and to receive 
those letters and to talk with me and others 
who had known her of his departed wife was 
his soul pleasure. 

1t was some two years after the separation of 
Mr and Mrs Markham, that 1 exchanged my 
vicarage at Woodislee for the summer months 
on account of the sickliness of my eldest child, 
for'a parish on the sea coast, and with much 
difficulty, I got the squire to accompany us.— 
The novelty of the mode of life and. scene were 
soméwhat benefiting him, and long excursions 
on the water affording him most amusement, 1 
persuaded him to take them continually, one 
evening while he was employed, I was suddenly 
sent for to the beach, to see what could’ be 
done fora poor fellow who had fallen off the 
cliff. He was, the messenger told me as we 
hurried along, a well-known accomplice of the: 
smugglers infesting that part of the coasty' snd 
bad met with this accident, it was supposed, 
while signalling to them the approach of a re- 
venue cutter. A little crowd had gathered 
round him on the shore, but ‘not evincing that 
sympathy which is usually felt among the poor’ 
in places of that sort for victims to the excise- 
laws ; they had, however, furnished him with a, 
mattrass, and were giving him water. He was 
speechless, and scarcely. sensible, thev said ; 
but.a glance at his terrified eyes as 1 came up 
convinced me to the contrary. Mangled as he 
was about the head, and altered by what ap- 
peared to me to be the certain approach of death 
I recognised the wretched Heathcote at once. 
He wa®borne, by my directions, to the nearest 
cottage, and a man on horseback ‘despatched 
for medical help, although I saw. it could be of 
little avail. I remained by his bedside all 
through that night, and it was a fearful one.— 
Whea the doctor told him that, without doubt, 
he was a dying man, 1 thought it would have 
killed him on the instant. I have done every- 
thing that is horrible, and nothing good niy 
whole life long,’ be said. I gave him such com- 
fort as 1 could with truth afford him, anit urged 
him to, penitence and prayer. , His muder, his 
felony, and whatsoever other crimes he may 
have comnitted, did not seem to oppress him 
$0 heavily ‘as his" treatment of his poor ‘wife, 

‘[*/An angel, an agel, he repeatead constantly, 
and I was a fiend to ber. Markham, Markbam, 
he will, make her happy yet: Foor jane I'— 
«Poor June! were his last words. When after 
his burial, 1 told the squire this, he was effected 
to tears. ‘My hatred of that man.’ said he, 
: has_stood between me and heaven, I believe; 
butil forgive bimalid joy 1 TRUOE OO 

In twelve months time from that forgiveness 
he stood within this ‘church upon "the hill at 
Woodisliee, aué was married afresh unto Jane 
‘Heathcote by mes. it was a happier day than 
any of us had hoped tosee at the Grange again; 
the only person who sted a tear was dear little 
Miss Markham, but that is the way of express 
ing intense saisfaction.. Nog a villager was 
there who did ot rejoice in their jov, from the 
ancieut clerk of eighty years, wuo kissed the 
bride's hand at the door, to the little school 
children who scattered flowers before her feet. 
There is very little elsa to tell, Besides, see, 
there comes todaliog up to usa litte fellow 
before whom nothing further must be said; a 
pleasant-looking handsome dad with the smile— 
the old smile that'is. worn again now—of bis 
mother Ounce upon a time, I remember, she 
said that she was happy Hot to have him; bat 
they were both glad at the Grange, too, 1 think, 
© welcome the young squire, 4 ¥ 

AV issIwans Wadi 

THE YORKSHIRE PEASANTS. 
CoMPARED with the condition 6f a Wilts or 

‘Dorset laborer, that of a Yorkshire peasant is 
indeed enviable. © The former starves on coarse 
dry bread, his only drink water, his family the 
same, varied, perhaps, now aud then; with un- 

sedi17 sme in che good little old maid, sweetened, double-diluted tea of the worst qua- 

lity (a cottager never enjoys the luxury of even 
skimmed milk.) Our author dines at a roadside 
public-house with a number of sunburnt rus- 
tics, fresh from the hay field. +¢ They eat: smo- 
king mutton-pie without sbirts, and had a su 
ply of excellent beer.” He converses freely 
with them. Not one, mirabile dictu! com- 
plained of hard times. . Wages were one and 
sixpence a day with meat—and good meat, toe 
— beef, mutton, and pies——as much as the 
could eat. They did not want to emigrate, 
they— Yorkshire was good enough for: them. 
Paid three pounds a year for cottages, but got 
it back from the gardens in/fruit and flowers. 

| One young labourer, tenant of a lone cottage, 
standing ina little wood, offers shelter from the 
storm. He praised his wife," ‘Tt was a pleasure 
to come home when there was such a lass to 
make aman: comfortable. “Nobody could beat 
her at making a shirt, or bread, or cooking ; and 
he opened the oven to show how much. room 
there was- for loaves. ~ They part with mutual 
regret. * Stay a bit" longer,’ says the peasant, 
¢ Llike to hear ye talk. “Northern countrymen 
are, however, not always so canny. Passing a 
tilery near Welwick, a beery fellow threw up 
the ‘window, asking, in a gruff, insolent tone, 
¢ Asay, guvner, did ye meet Father Mathew ?’ 
“Yes ’ ¢ What did he sayto ye? Ie told 
me [ should kee a fool at the tileworks.” Down 
went the window with a hearty slam, and before 
the pedestrian was fifty yards off, the same 
voice rushed into the road, and challenged him 
back to fight, but of course no heed was ta- 
ken thereof.— White's Month in Yorkshire. 

THE LADIES AT AGRA. 
I must describe the conduct ol the British 

soldier in the day of sickness and pain, For 
weeks that the ladies watched over their charge, 
never was a word said by a soldier that would 
shock the gentlest ear. ‘When all was over, 

covered were declared convalescent, the soldiers, 
in order,"as they expressed it, to show their 
gratitude for the kindness of the ladies, modest- 
ly asked permission to invite their nurses and 
all the gentry and society of Agratoan enter- 
tainment in the beautiful gardens of the Taj. 
There, under the wails of the martle mauso- 
leum, amidst flowers and musie, these rough 
veterans, all scarred and mutilated as they were, 
stood up’ to thank their countrywomen who 
had clothed, fed, and visited them when they 
were sick. Every lady in Agra was ready to 
join in this good work, and not ore of them but 
will bear testimony to the delicacy of feeling 
and conduct, as.wellas the hearty gratitude, of 
these brave men.—Rake's Noles on india. 

A DESERTED PALACE. 
A fine palace, full of very luxurious appli- 

ance, mirrors, chandeliers, lustres, pictures, 
books, and furniture, suddenly deserted—not a 
human creature left—save one or two withered 

clamorous for food. Outside, in theshady ter- 
racesand summer-houses, and round the family 
mausoleum, wandered animals in quest of water 
or fcod, nylghai (blne der), barasingha (twelve 
horned deer,) and other pet deer ; on the wall 
a litlle black puppy yelping, and a dog howling 
piteonsly ; ‘in the pounltry-yard geese shut up, 
and idl a frightful noise ; at’ the stables 
grain for seven horses ready steeped and in se- 
parate portions, but the horses pawing, looking 
round. and starving: with food in their sight ; 
mankeys, cockatoos, and an elephant, who had 
‘broken loose, ‘and was helping himself ‘to food 
—formsed one of the strangest yet saddest pic. 
ures I eversaw.— Raike's Noles on India. 

ANECDOTE OF SIR RICHARD 
WHITYNGTON, 

Ix the year fourteen hundred and nineteen, 
during Sir Richard's third mayorality, he en- 

i textained Henry of Agincourt, and his bride Ca- 
therine of France. [tis stated that never be- 

{fore did a. merchant display such’ magnificence 
as was then exhibited in the Guildhall, whether 
the account of precious stones to reflect the 
light of the chandeliers, choicest fish, exquisite 
birds, delicate meats, choirs of beautiful females, 
wine conduits, rare confections, and. precious 
metals; beat all constrained, is preblematical.— 
Surly,’ cried the amazed king, ‘never had ‘a 

prince such a subjecet. Even the tires aye fill- 
ed with perfumes.” ¢1f your highness’ said 
Sir Hichurd, <inhibit me not, I will make these 
fires still more grateful.’ As he ceased speak- 

ting. and che king, nodding, acquiesced, he drew 
forth a packet of bonds, and, advancing to the 
fire he resumed, * "Thus do | acquit your highs 
ness of a debt of 60,0001. fret 

© AN INTELLIGENT FAMILY.~—* What family 
have you? usked the Judge of the Connty Court 
at Stockton, the other day, of a debtor against 
whom he wes about to pronounce judgment— 
Myselt, wife, and af bull-pup, was ‘the re. 
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Y\the Emperor waved his hand to Her Majesty 

(command impossible, while the smoke hung a8 

and when such of the sick and wounded as re- 
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The Fetes at Cherbourg. 
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. The Royal Albert, Curacoa, and Euryalus 
formed the port line, the starboard line, some 
eats or so. apart,’ was composed of the 
enown, the Diedem, and the Racoon. In 

this order they steamed slowly off towards 
the western entrance, just as the Emperos and 
Empress, quitting the” Royal yacht, went on 
board the Bretagne, and standing on the poop 

and the Royal yacht started. As she moved 
along under the guns. of the Freneh fleet, the 
men sprang from the decks ‘into the shrouds, 
and the salute began again with the most stus= 
ning uproar, making the vessels rock again, and. 
filling the air with smoke enough to choke the 
most seasoned veteran. It was a grand sight, 
but it seemed nét a’ litttle dangerous also. The 
forts began saluting, and the terrific din of 
some 1,500 guns going at once mace words of 

solid as. a wall,’ “Between the’ intervals of the 
salute the cheers were loud and: even hearty. 
as the Royal yacht, clearing her way through 
the smoke, rushed past the lines of the Englist 
vessels, which were ‘tearing and slashing through 
the foam at'a great rate. The instant the. 
Queen had taken the lead the Eoglish began 

and line-of-battle ships, with such a number. 
of 68-pounders as madeall within 10 miles ear 
nestly wish the gunpowder compliments a& 
an end. oq 

That over, and the squadron quitted Cher- 
bourg, leaving the harbour so full ofthe densest 
smoke that it looked as if the whole place hads 
been storthed and burt to the ground, Of 
course every conlrelemps which took place was 
certain to occur in the sight of the Krench offi 
cers, and the officer in command ofthe Banshee 
caused her to run full into two'steamers while quitting the harbour, causing io little confusion 
and dismay. Beyond this stupidity, however, 
all passed off well. Once. outside the break- 

astern, while the vessels of the squadron, spread-- 
ing their great wings to the wind, went off, - 
bounding over the crisp green waves after ber 
at a splendid speed. While the Royal Albert 
was setting sail her maintopsail fouled in such 

‘was made of it before all was clear again, Iu 
another hour and there was only a thin track 

rection the Queen of England had quitted 
Cherbourg. About five miles distant from the 
Breakwater the Royal yacht met with the 
com ting vessels of the Royal Yacht Squadron 
whicb had started from Cowes that morning 

1at 6 o’clock. ; 
The Moniteur publishes the following ac- 

count of the dinner given on board the Bretagne 
by the Emperor to Queen Victoria: 

Their Imperial Majesties embarked at 8 0’ 
{ clock, with their suite, to go on board. Aw 
soon as the Imperial bar, it 3 

bags, in the Zenana ; cats, parrots, pet dogs, | TIO i] es ah Yrs. luted by three salvoes from all the French and 
English vessels and from the artillery of the 
forts. The yards were manned and the gail- 
ors cheered lustily, At 7 o'clock the barge of 
Her Majesty the Queen of England lef the 
Royal yacht and pulled towards the Bretagne. 
The Salute was renewed. The Emperor re- 
ceived. his august guess. at the foot of the com- panion ladder of the Bretagne. 1 
The: cheers of the crew and the repeated 

shouts of -* Five ln Reine d' vIngleterry’ in- 
formed the squadrons that the Sovereign of the 
United” Kingdom had put foot cn boarcphe 
French ship. The table was laid for 70.— 
During the dinuerthe band of the Guides ot the 
fmperiul Guard performed various pieces, At 
desert the Emperor rose and proposed the fol 
fowing toast :— rr 
1 drink to the health of Fer Majesty the 
Queen ot England. and to that of the Prince 
who shares her throne, and to that of the 
Royal Family, In proposing this toast in theic 
presence, on board the French Admiral’s ship 
in the port of Cherbourg, Iam happy to show 
the sentiments we entertain towards them, In 
fact, facts speak for themselves, anc they prove 
that hostile passions, aitled by a few unfortunate 
incidents, did not succeed in’altering either the 
friendship which exists between ihe two Crowns 
or the desire of the two nations to remain at 
peace. ‘Therefore I entertain tne sincere hope 
that if attempts were made to stir up old re- 
sentiments and the passions of another ¢ h, 
they would bresk to piecgupon public om. 
mon sense, as the waves b upon the break- 
water, which at this moment protects 1 he squad- 
rons of the two empires against the violence of 

\ 

the sea.’ 

Prince Albert then rose and 
lows 1— 

, ~The Queen desires me to express to 
esty how sensible she is of the new 

hip which you have just given hey 
a toast in her honour, and by pro. 
ds which will always remain dear 

our Majesty knows the sentiments of ba which she entertains towards yeu, 

the return from the heaviest guns of the frigates 

water, and the Royal yacht began to leave alt 

a manver as thata and rather clumsy job 

of smoke on the honzon to mark in what dic + 
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