
preacher, fromtierain, sleet and snow, whichby timesdropfc downfrom the leadensky. The seats in the gallery, too, arecomfortablycushioned;whatever the natxire of the coming exhibition,aportionof the spectators are privileged to view itat their ease.
The aspectof thepeoplebeneathis not that ofpeople who expectnmchsatisfaction from the show. For themostpart, tleirlooks aredowncastand gloomy;a few indeed there are whose wildand hag-

gard faces are lighted withaglow of exultation.
°

These are sour-lookingmen,clad for the most part in sad-coloredandprimly cut garments.''Worshipperof Antichrist! PestilentPapist! Idolatrousmass-monger!" are the sentences they mutter, very much under theirbreath, though, for "bluff KingHal,'! hasnomore tolerationfor thenewlearning, thanfor the old;he hates the reformers asbitterly aswhen,for his invectiveagainstLuther, the Pope gavehim the title of"
Defender of the Faith."

Hehas cast off his allegiance to Rome,buthe still esteemshim-
self a Catholic, onlyhis ideas of Catholicity arepeculiar. Heis tobe
Catholic wheu Catholicity interferes not with the demon of passion
to whom hehas resignedhimself body and soul.

He expects implicit obedience fromhis subjects,and they are all
tobe Catholics of his fashion, and he has racks and thumbscrews,
halters and penal fires, for all who impugn his de^os, be theyLutherans or Catholics.

But whatare the objects within the barrier?
Ata little distance from the endwhere the conopiedgallery andpulpit are erected, is aquantity of combustible material

—
woefdshav-

ings, dry twigs, and tar barrels— piled round a time-ivorn roodor-
cross, which had evidently been brought from some despoiled
sanctuary.

Ithadoriginallybeenpaintedin themediaeval style. The figure
of the crucified Lord,is of life size;and, fadedas is thecoloring, the
upraisedface lookspiteousandghastly in the light of tlie torchheld
by a grim-lookingman who stands at the foot of thepile, andwhois
giving directions to his subordinates, who are still pilinglight wood
about the crucifix, which, probably to intimate the contempt with
whichProtestant Christians regard the symbolof> their redemption,
is turnedalmostupside down.

The fuel is piledaround,and the roodpartly leans againsta talL
iron post, from the top of which issues a transverserod,giving ita,
resemblance toa gallows.

A chain withahook at the end depends from this cross rod, and.
the man with the torch bids his assistants see that itis properly-
secured.

Meantime, the iron tongues of the clocks of the church of the
nearhospital of St. John, and the Church of theHoiy Sepulchre,
proclaim the hour of ten. The eager, anxious populace note thearrivalof theprincipal actors in the forthcoming tragedy.

The preacher,with the cope andmitre of a bishop
*
hasascended

thepulpit. Heis aman of portly and commanding presence, with
harshbutimpressive features.

Itis HughLatimer, the celebratedBishopof Worcester:a man
of superiorintegrity to most of the Reformers, but deeply imbued
with the persecuting spiritof the age,and as ready to condemnothers
to the stake, as he wa9 himself dauntless in encountering that fiery

;death.
After theBishop came the lords of the King's council,clad in

scarlet robes, furred withminiver, who took their scats in the gallery.
For what is this assemblage of the dignitaries of Church and

State?
Look to the entrance of the barrier, opposite to the pulpit!

There come the governorand the head jailer of Jfewgatc, with their
turnkeys and apparitors. They surround tv poor prisoner, an old
white-hairedman,arrayed in. a wornFranciscanhabit.

ItwasDr. JohnForest, the confessor of Queen Katherine, tbe
Franciscan friar,who wasone of the witnessos^ofher mai'riage.
I For him are the deadly preparationsmade. For Iris behoof are
Itheking's councilassembled. For him will Hugh Latimer exrrtall
his strong,nervous eloquence "to make the worseappear thebetter
reason!"

The bishop, the council, and even the tyrant king himself,
earnestly;desiredtherecantation ofJohnFox-rest.

The council attendedto granthis pardon, wouldhe only sign the
paper which they offeredhim.

All was in vain, the martyr face to face with death initsmost
dreadful form, only repeatedthe worllsofhis pathetic letter toQueenKatherine."Would itbecome this white beard, and these hoary locks, to

'
give wayinaught that concerns the glory of God?"

All was vain then, and his last instructions were issued tc'tlie
grim-lookingman whoheldthe torch.

Grim and repulsiveindeed was his aspect;a muscular man,six
feet inheight,habitedin a close-fitting garment of black serge,with
his brawny arms bare to the shoulder. He was the cxc:_■ lioner, the
commonhangman,and whilehis subordinatesfastened a strong chain
round the waist of the condemned friar, the hangman rings abell,
andmakesproclamation in the followingribaldlines—"

Forest the friar,
Thisinfamous liar,
That wilfullywillbe dead;
Ivhis contumacy, "
Thegospeldoes deny,
Theking tobe thesupremehead!"

Then was the oldman, faint and feeble withhis long andcruel "

imprisonment, dragged to thepile.
Swung\ip,andsecured by the chain roundhis waist, to the iron

hook thathungup from the transverse bar of the gallows. For the
most thepopulace were silent inhorrid expectation.

Some there were,however,among the lowestparasites ofpower,
who mocked,and gibed, and cried out, that the prophecy had come
to pass, that the idolatrous image, "Darvell G-atkerenV' brought
fromWales,should indeed ''burna Forest!"
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Poets' Corner.
"ANGELS INHEAVEN."

■LineswrittenbyDenis FlorenceMcCarthy,Esq.,on thedeath of histhreechildren;twowithin the year. Hiswifehas since departed.
■"But thou ahalt rejoiceand thycl.ildroa, because they shall be blessed and shallbegatheredtogether to the Lord."— Tobias,xiii.17.

'
Oh, whata grace tome is given,
To havemy angels three inHeaven;

Three angels who -with me havebeen—One was my baby-wonder,Willie,
One wasmy darling littleLillie,

Andone my gentle Josephine.
Abudof onebrief Spring-tide's brightness,A lilywhose unsullied whiteness

Through thirteenjoyousJunes wasseen;While eighteen Summers,with the sireetnessOf theirro6es, and their fleetness,
Twinedtheir wreaths forJosephine.

That bud, a perfectbloomis blowing;
That lily, now islovelier growing;

Transplantedto a summer sod.
While she, the sun-flowerof the seven,
Revives the amaranth rose ofHeaven,

Amidthe garden groves of God.
Ah!shallIeversee thosebowers!
Ah!shall Iever clasp those flowers!

Once more into my beatingbreast?Ah!shall itbe, my sins forgiven,
My stains -washed wliitelike snow that'sdriven,I,withmy angels,too, may rest?
O blessedhope!delight Elysian!
O blissfuldream!ecstatic vision !

O life that death cannot destroy!
To see once moremy darlings' faces

—
To foldthemin my fond embraces

—
To taste with them eternal joy!

O Josephine!by Josephkneeling!
O Lilly!to the Lambappealing!

O Angel!to the AngelsQueen!Join all yourprayersand your entreating,
.Bring round for me thathappy meeting,

Andmake to be whatoncehathbeen.
And for the others here remaining

—
The gentle motheruncomplaining—

The sweetnun-sister inher eell—
The tender one thatneedsmost caring—
The brothers, for life's fightpreparing

—
Oh!guard the golden circle well.

Let not thepreciousringbe broken,
Let not amissing pearlbetoken

A loss beyondall otherloss.
But,as themaster-hand hath finished,
Be foundundimmedandundiminished,

Encrowuedandcrimsoned by the Cross.

THE ACOLYTE AT THE NEWGATE.
, ALEGEND OF THECHARTER HOUSE."^ Chapter111.

DABTItIi GATHBBES.
Thbeemonths bad rolled away;instead of an inclementKoveinber
morning, it was an equally uiipleasant day in February. Kawandmiserable, with half-»jelted snow cumbering the roadway, andslip-
ping inpatches from the slopingroofs of thebouses.

Despite the wretched weatlier, however, the inhabitants of Lon-
donarecrowding in the streets. London was a tolerably populous
city even then, andmuch elbowing and pushing there wasamongthepersons -who took the way to Smithfield, for that was tbe locality
towards whicheverybodythronged.

Smrithfield wasof old the sceneof many a gallant tourney;is it
oneof those gorgeous spectacles of the age of chivalry thatthepeople
arecrowding to see ?

The age of chivalry is past, though tournaments occasionally
divert thepublicmind from thehorrors of the time.

Henry the Eighthhada love of gorgeous display, sohad2foro 5he lovedmusic, too,anditis as notable an instance as the atrocious
Emperorof Rome, of thepoetical fallacy, that

"
niusic btith charms

to soothe the6avage "breast."
Itwasno tournament, then, that wastobe exhibited in Smith-

fieldon that cold and wetFebruary morning.
Greatpreparationsare,however, there made for some extraordi*

nary display. A portionof the field
—
it wasa fieldthen— -wasparted

off and surmountedwithbarriers, as in the ca«e f>f a toxirnauient. At
oneend of the barrier, a scaffolding is erected, with seats for the
spectators. Raised above those seats anda little,inadvanceof themis theplace of honor!a throne is it,for theking and his queen, AnnoBoleyn? No,itis an erection passing strange for a sceneof publicfestivity. Itisapulpit! The awning over the pulpit and the gal*
jery is covered with scarlet cloth, to shelter the spectatorsand the
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