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“ANGELS IN HEAVEN.?

Lines written by Denis Florence MeCarthiy, Esq., on the death of his
three children ; two within the year., Ifistite has since departed.

*4 But thon shalt rejoice and thy clildren, because they ehall bs blessed, and shall
ke gathered together to the Lord,"—Tobias, xiii, 17,

Oh, what & grace to me is given,
To have my angels three in Heaven ;
Three angels who with me have been—
One wae my baby-wonder, Willie,
One was my darling little Lillie,
And one my gentle Josephine,

A bud of one brief Spring.tide’s brightness,
A lily whose unsullied whiteness

Through thirteen joyous Junes was seen ;
‘While eighteen Swmmers, with the sweetness
“Of their roses, aud their fleetness,

Towined their wreaths for Josephing.

That bud, a perfect bloom is blowing ;
That lily, now is lorelier growing ;
Transplanted to a summer sod.
While she, the sun-flower of the seven,
Revives the amaranth rose of Heaven,
Amid the garden groves of God.

Ah! shall T ever see those howers!

Ah! ¢hall T ever clasp those flowers!
Once more into my beating breast ?

Ah! ghall it be, my sins forgiven,

My stains washed white like snow that’s driven
I, with my angels, too, may rest ?

.0 hlessed hope! delight Elvsian !
O blissful dream ! eestatic vision !

O life that death eanuot destroy !
To see ouce more my darlings’ faves—
To fold them in my fond embraces—

To taste with them eternal joy!

i

Q Josepline! by Joseph kneeling!
O Lilly ! to the Lamb appealing’

O Angel! to the Angels Queen! .
Join all your prayers and your entreating,
Bring round for me that happy meeting,

And make to be what once hath been,

And for the others here remaining—
The gentle mother uncomplaining—
The sweet nun-sister in her cell—
The tender one that needs most caring—
The brothers, for life’s fight preparing—
Oh! guard the golden cirele well, ,

Tt not the precious ring be broken,

Let not & 1nissing pearl hetoken
A loss beyond all other loss.

But, as the master-hand hath finished,

Be found undimmed and undiminisked,
Enerowned and erimsoned by the Cross.

THE ACOLYTE AT THE NEWGATE,

A LEGEND OF THE CHARTER HOUSE,
CHarTER ITI.
DARVELL GATHEREXN.
Tarer months had rolled away ; instend of an inclement November
morning, it was an equally wopleasant day in Febrnary. Raw and
miserable, with half-melted soow cumbering the roadway, and slip-
Pping in patehes from the sloping roofs of the lipuses.

Despite the wretehed weather, however, the inbabitants of Ton-
don are erowding in the streets. ILondon was a tolexably populous
city even then, and much elbowing and pushing there was among the
persons who took the way to Smithfield, for that was the locality
towards which éverybody thronged.

Smithfield wes of old the scene of many a gallant totrney ; is it
one of those gorgeous spectacles of the age of chivalry that the people
are crowding to see ?

The nge of chivalry is past. though tournaments Occasionally
divert the public mind from the borrors of the time.

Henry the Eighth bad a love of gorgeous display, so Lnd Nevo ;
ke loved music, too, and it is as notable an instance as the atrocious
Emperor of Rome, of the poetical fallacy, that * music hath charms
to socthe the envage breast.”

It wae no touxrnament, then, that was to be exhibited in Smith-
field on that cold and wet February morning.

Grent preparations are, however, @here mgde for some extraordis
nory display. A portionof the feld—it wasa field then—wns parted
off and surmountoed with barriers, as in the cofe of o tournament, At
one end of the barrier, o scaffolding ia erected, with seats for the
spectators. Raised above those scats and a little.in advance of them,
is the place of honor! a throne is i, 'for the king and his gueen, Anne
Boleyn? No, it isan erection passing strange for a scepe of public
festivity. Itisa peipit! Tho awning over the pulpit and the gol.
7°7F is covered with scarlet cloth, to shelter the spectutors and the
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preacher, from the rain, sleet pnd snow, which by times dropt down
from the leaden sky. The sests in the gullery, too, are comfortably
eushioned ; whatever the nature of the coming exhibition, a portion
of the spectators are privileged to view it at their ease.

The aspectof the people beneath is not thut of people who expoect
much satisfaction from the show. For the mest part, their looks are
downeast and gloomy ; a few indeed there are whose wild and heg-
gard faces are lighted with a glow of exultation,

These are sour-looking men, clad for the most part in sad-colored
gud primly cut garments.

“Worshipper of Antichrist! Pestilent Papist! Idolatrous mass-
monger!” are the sentences they mutter, very wmeh under their
breath, though, for * bluff King Hal,” has no more toleration for the
new learning, than for the old; he bates the reformers 5s bitterly as
when, for his invective against Luther, the Pope gave him the title of
“ Defender of the Faith.”

He has cast off hie allegiance to Rome, but he still esteems him-
self a Catholic, only his ideas of Catholicity are peculiar. He is to be
Catholic when Cntholicity interferes not with the demon of passion
to whom he has resigned himself body and soul.

He expects implicit obedionce from his subjects, and they are all
to be Catholice of his fashiom, and he bos rocks and t1mbserews,
halters and pemal fives, for all who impugn his dec:cs, be they
Lutherans or Catholics.

But what are the objects within the barrier ?

At o little distance from the end where the conopied gallery and
pulpit are erected, is & quantity of combustible material—wodd shav-
ings, dry twigs, and tar barrels—piled round a time-worn rood or
cross, which had evidently been brought from some despoiled
sancbuary.

It hod originally been painted in the medimval style. The figure
of the crucifled Liord is of life size; and, faded as is the coloring. the
upraised face looks piteous and ghastly in the light of the toreh held
by a grim-locking man who stends at the foot of the pile, aud who is
giving directions to his subordinates, who are still piling light wood
about the erucifix, which, probably to intimate the contempt with
which Protestant Christinzs regard the symbol of. their redemption,
is turned almost upezide down.

The fuel is piled around, and the rood partly leans against o tall
iron post, from the top of which issues a tmnsverse rod, giving it o,
rescmblance to 4 gallows.

A chain with a hook af the end depends from this cross rod, and
the man with the torch bids his assistunts see that it is properly
secured.

Meantime, the iron tongues of the clocks of the churel of the
near hospital of 8t. John, and the Church of the Hoy Sepulchre,
proclaim the hour of ten. The eager, anxious populace note the
arrival of the principal actors in the forthcoming tragedy.

The preacher, with the cope and mitve of a bishop, has nscended
the pulpit. Heis n men of portly and commanding presence, witly,
harsh hut impvessive features, .

It is Hugh Latimer, the celebrated Bishap of Worcester: o man
of superior integrity to most of the Reformers, but deeply imbued
with the persecuting spiritof the age, and as veady to condemn others
to the stake, as he was himsclf dauntless in encountering that fery
death.

After the Bishop come the lords of the King's couneil, clad in
senrlet robes, furred with miniver, who took their seats in the gallery.

For whet is this assemblage of the diguitaries of Church and
Btate ?

Look to the entrance of the barrier, opposite to the pulpit!
There come the governor and the bead jailer of Newgate, with theip
twnkeys and apparitors, They surround a poor prisouer, an old
white-haired man, srrayed in a worn Francisean babit.

It was Dr. John Forest, the confessor of Queen Katherine, the
Franciscan friax, who was one of the witnessesjot her marriage.

For him are the deadly preporations msde. For his behoof are
the king’s council assembled.  For him will Hugh Latimer excrt all
Lis strong, nervous eloquence “to make the worse appenr the better
reason i . i

The bishop, the council, and even the tyraent Lking himself,
earnestly, desired the recantation of John Forrest. )

The council attended to grant his pardon, would he only sign the
paper which they offered him. . L.

All was in vain, the nmortyr face to face with death in its most
dreadful form, only repeated the worlls of his pathetic letter to Queen
Katherine. .

“Would if become this white beard, and these hoary locks, to
give way in aught that concerns the glory of God #

* * * # # #*

All was vain then, and his last instructions weve issued tc the
grim-looking mun who held the torch. )

Grim and repulsive indecd was his aspect ; & museular man, six
feet in height, habited in o close-fitting garment of black serge, with
his browny arms bare to the shoulder. He was the exe: -~ Lioner, the
common hangman, and while his subordingtes fastened o strong chain
round the waist of the condemmned frinr, the hangman rings a bell,
and mokes proclamation in the following ribald lines—

' Farest the friar,

This infamous liar,

That wilfully witt be dend ;
In his contwmacy, *

Tha gospel does deny,
Tha king to be the suprense head 1

Then was the old man, fuint and fecble with his long end ervet
imprisonment, dragged to the pile. . ) i .

Swung up, and secured by the chain round his waist, to tl}c iron
hook that hung up from the transverse bar of the gallows. For the
most the popuice were silent in horrid expectation,

Some there were, however, smong the lowest parasites of power,
who mocked, and gibed, and cried out, thut the prophecy had come
to poss, that the idolatrous image, “ Darvell Gatheren,” brought
from Wales, should indeed “burn a Forest I



