
A CEIL IN NEWGATE."IcoyiD not get to the gate to let thee in till thismorning, littleFrancis," said the jailer. "There have been some of the King's
council here tohandle Father Forest;little havethey gotten thereby
inthe wayof making the father recant.""Andmine owngood Father Green,how goes itwithhim,Jack-
son?" inquired the child."

Badenough,Francis,bad enough!" answered the jailer. "But
come this way quickly, my boy;for Master Hardman,my headin
office, comes this way;andhequestionedme curioualy the other day as
to whereforeIlet you into the prison. Sanctissima Virgo, ora pro
one. Ifear, Francis, this head man suspects how dearlyIlove the
poor persecutedfathers, and our good Queen Katheiine. Alas!and
alas!these areawful times in which we live."

They were indeed,as thepoor jailerBaid,mostwoefultimes, when
faithandhonesty and honor forsook the land;whenbrother betrayed
brother, and the husband could not trust his wifej when parasite
peers andcowardly Commons alike fawned upon andcringed to the
■mostruthless tyrant that ever disgraced the English throne.

The poor little Jforlorn boy knew this, and he sighed dolefully,
while the tears trickled down his palecheeks, as in silencehe followed
Jackson to thedungeon ivwhichthepoormonks of theCharter House
"were confined,

Inthese days, -when an over-strained sentiment,and unworthy
sympathy withguilt,mitigates the wholesome rigors of the law,not the
vilest ofjcriminals,not evena condemned murderer,wouldbe lodged in

-such a cellas that in which the poor Cistercian, Father Green, lay
"djing.

A low-roofedstonedungeon, to which only a scanty rayo£ light
wasadmitted through the barsiv the upper section of the iron door.

This feeble glimmer, even,came from apassage,oneither sideof
which were ranged the dungeons;that passagebeing lighted only by
gratings let in the roofof the inner court oftheprison,-beneathwhich
lay the cells. The outerpassage was always wet, rain andsnow drift-
ing through the gratings.

On thatraw winter morning it was well-nigh dark;and when
Jackson, unlocking the door of Father Green's cell, motioned for

Francis toenter, the boy gropedhis wayblindly towards the corner in,

■which^ona litterofwet anddirty straw, lay the Cistercian.
LittleFrancis sank onhis knees beside the wretchedbed, andas

his eyes grew accustomed to the obscurity of theplace, the whitehag-
gard face of the poor monk became painfully visible.

He layperfectly motionless, wan and wasted, withnocovering:
save his habit,whichwas worn torags.

Hunger, disease, and foul air had done their workbut slowly ou.
Father Green. Originally ofan iron frame, andpractising toaBevere
extent the severities of his order, he hadnot succumbed to the horrors
of onimprisonment in Newgateso soon as those among his brethren
whose frames were more feeble. Butin proportionto the strengthof
his constitution,had been themagnitude ofhis sufferings.

The fever which had carried off many of hi3brethren,lefthim
feebler indeed than was his wont, but with strength to endure the
tortures ofrheumatism thatracked everyjoint, and wascontracted by
lying with,only a littlestrawbetweenhis weakened frame and the cold
stonepavement ofthe dungeon. .. The mind ofthe poor monk,however,never yielded.

Release from that dolefulprison, apension andpreferment in the
service of the cruel king, had all been offered as the priceof his re-
cantation.

But withhis brethren of the CharterHouse, Greenhadbeen firm,
he wouldnot tubscribe to the ecclesiastical supremacy ofthe licentious
Henry;he would not admit that the marriage of Henry with the
virtuousKatherine was illegal, or honor with the titles of wife and
queen the crafty and malicious wanton, Anne Boleyn. So he was
doomed toperish, more cruelly perhaps than by the halter and the
stake, by a slow process of disease andstarvation.

So wan,somotionless, he lay, that little Francis, as the white
face became outlinedin the darkness, bent downhis ear tocatch the
breath, andlaidhis own smallwasted handuponthebrow, which, felfc
clammy andcoldeven tohis own chilled touch. Then the boy threw
uphis arms with abitter cry,exclaiming—"Oh,he is dead!he is dead! He wa3bo good, sokind,and fed
me whenIwashungered,andclothed me whenIwas well-nighnaked,—

he is deadhimself of hunger and cold! Oh! who is thereto love
me or care for menow?""Thy father who isinHeaven, dearchild," saida calm, sad voice,
and lookingup, the child saw standing beside the jailer, the tall figure
of amonk ina greyhabit.

A venerable looking person, whose hair fell thinly rounda face,
the fine lineamentsof which neithermental anxietynor physicalpriva-
tion could destroy."

But thy friendis not dead yet,dear child," said thenew comer,
turning the light of the lampheheldupon the face of FatherGreen."Notdead yet, but soon to die !" said Green faintly;thenhe
openedhis weary,sunken eyes, and a faint smile hoveredabouthis
palelips. "Thanks be to the Lord for his mercies," saidthe dying
monk. "He sends consolation inmy last hour;itis givenme again,
to look on those whomostIhave loved on earth. JohnForest, dear
and venerable friend, Iam summoned before thee;but the more
terrible suffering, and the brighter crown shall be thine. Little
Francis, good andpiouschild, thy old friend,Father Green, is called
to leave thee,nought butbis blessing has he to give,but be ofgood
heart, our goodLord will raise up friends for thine innocence, and
thoumayst live tobe a bappy and prosperous man."

"But Ido not want to live," wailed the child. "It is a- bad
wicked world,and they have starved you. Did you think that Ihad
forgotten you, father? oh no,Ihave been at the prison gatesevery
morning this week,audit ia only just ndw that master Jackson could
letme in,anaIhadgot some white bread, father, for your breakfast.
Oh, father, why do you stare so strangely ? Look upIpray youj
speak tome, oh, speak tome oncemore!""Hush, my child, stay those lamentings, thy good friend, and
ghostly father iagone wherehe will neverknow troubleany more, for
he is dead.""

Then letme die, too," exclaimed the boy in a frantic voice, a3
he threw himself upon the corpse.

Weeping and lamentinghe twinedhis arms round the cold form,
ofhis only earthly friend,and refused'to quit the cell,prayedandim-
ploredonly to beburied withhis good father.

The jailer was terrified."Oh, good Father Forest!" try if he will listen to you. Oh,
sweet Virgin, if that ill-conditioned Hardtnan finds Ihave let this
child come here,Ishall at the least lose my place, and thepoor little
fellow will get a worse flogging than that he had the day the fathers
were sent toprison."

"Listen to n:e, little Francis," said Dr. Forest, kindly kneeling
down, and with gentle force separating the boy from thedead body
ofhis friend. "

STou area goodboy, Iam sure;and youknow that
your friendis released from painandsorrow,and will be received into
the blessed company of Our Lady and the Baints. Perhaps Father
Green, though thosepoor earthly eyes of his are now so glazedand
dim,looks on you with the eyes ofhi3soul. Do you not think it
wouldgrievehim thathis little Francis should rebel against the will
of theLord, who has released him? Isit following his good teaching
to forget everything in your grief,and perhaps bring trouble andruin
uponpoorJackson ? Bethink thee, child. This good man will lose
the employ that gives bread to his children, and that enabledhim to
bring you here so often to see your good father. Lookup, Francis.
Do not think thyselfforgotten, or that on one cares for thee. Iwill
love thee, and whileIremain here, Jackson will bring thee sometimes
to visitme, as thou wert wont to visit the good Father Green."

As docile asaffectionate, the poor orphan thus admonishedlifted
up his tear-stained face, reverentially kissed the brow of his dead
friend, knelt for ablessing from FatherForest,and then,holdingJack-
son's hand, was ledaway from the dungeon to theprisongate.

From thence the jailer's wife tookhim to thehouse of the worthy
lace woman,AliceHolt.

By an unusual graceon. the part of the authoritiesatNewgate,
hadDr. Forrest, the celebrated confessor of Katherine of Arragon,
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Poets' Corner.

Cojie, heapup thelogs on thehearth-stonej andshiit out thewintry
blast ;

To-night, in our snug little shanty,I'lltell yousome talesof thepast.
And whilethe windhowls on theprairies, and drives the white snow

to the door,
I'llvisit in fancy the OldLand,andstand onherEmeraldshore.
'Twill lift upa loadfrommy heart;andcalm allmy longings awliile,
To live o'er thescenes of thepast, andspeak of thatbeautifulisle.
'Twillcheer me to fillyour youngbosoms with love for the suffering

land—
To make you feelpwmd of oldErin,andever her foeinen withstand.
The OldLand!— The Old Land! Iloveher though nought of her

form canbe seen
—

Though thousandsof miles oftheprairiesandbillowy seasintervene—
Though want and affliction surroundher, and tyranny tramplesher

down,
Andleavesher oppressed and dejected— deprivedof her sceptreand

crown.
Not thine is the fault, dearest Mother! thy children areleaving thy

breast,
To seek o'er the billowy oceanahome in this landof the West.
Poor Queen! there are hearts that still love thee, and hands that

wouldstrike for thy fame,
Thoughtraitors still fawn to thetyrants, andsycophantsblush at thy

name.
Sweet love of our Faith and our Country!— forever unfading they

last,
Like ivy-leaves twining together round desolate wrecksof thepast

—
Roundabbeys whose gables have fallen— round castles whose turrets

are gone—
Round towers that standupmajestic,invalleys desertedalone—
Boundruins of churches whose steeplesoft echoed the voice of thebell,
But tottered and crumbledin tempests, andrang their own funeraknell,
And mingled their dust with the valleys,— an emblem of patriots

brave,
Who fall on the breast of their country,and findinits bosom a gravel
God's blessing be everxipon thee,mybeautiful isle far away!
May tempest ne'er shadow thy beauty, may time neverbring thee

decay!
Butever be noble, though fallen, andever be lovely,though lone

—
If,Mothers of So:\>> '\s, yet smiling midst tearsfor her sons whoare

gone!
Oh, tyrants cannever destroy thee! Oh, sorrows can never deface
The hope thathas lived through the ages and gladdened the suffering

race;
Nor exile and happinessbanish remembrance ofdays thathave fled.
No,no:by thepast and its sorrows! Ah!no, by the gravesof the

dead!
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