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THE EMIGRANTS REVERIE.

Coxg, heap up the logs on the heavth-stone, and shuk out the wintry
blast ;

To-night, in our snug little shanty, I'll tell you some tales of the past.

And while the wind howls on the prairies, and drives the white snow
to the doox,

'l vieit in fancy the Old Land, and stand on her Emerald shore.

*Twill Iift up a load from my heart 3 and ealm all my longings awhile,

To live o’er the scenes of the past, and speak of that beautiful isle,

*Twill cheer me to fill your young bosoms with love for the suffering
Iand—

To make you feel proud of old Erin, and ever her focmen withstand.

The Old Land!—The Old Land! Ilove her though nought of her
form can be scen—

Thoungh thouneands of miles of the prairies and billowy seas intervene—

Though want and affliction surround her, sud tyrammy tramples her

down,

And leaves her oppressed and dejected—deprived of ber scepire and
Crown.

Not: thine is the fault, denrest Mother! thy children are leaving thy
breast,

To seek o’er the billowy ocenn a home in this land of the West.

Poor Queen! there are henrts that still love thee, and hands that
would strike for thy fame,

Though traitors still fuwn to the tyrants, and syeophants blush at thy
name,

Sweet love of our Faith and our Country !—forever unfading they
last; '

Like ivy-lc;wes twining together round desolate wrecks of the past—

Round abbeys whose gables have fallen—round costles whose turrots
are gone—

Round towers that stand up majestic, in valleys deserted nlone—

Round ruins of churches whose steeples oft cchoed the voice of the
bell,

But tottered ond crnmbled in tewpests, and rang their own funera
knell,

And mingled their dust with the valleys,—-an emblem of patriots
brave

Who fall on the breast of their country, and find inits bosom a gravel

God's blessing be ever upon thee, my besutiful isle far away !

May tempest ne’er shadow thy beauty, may time never hring thee
deeay!

But ever be noble, though fallen, and ever he lovely, though lone—

If, Mothers ‘of Sovi- 17, yet smiling midst tears for her sons who are
gone H

O, tyrants can never destroy thee!  Oh, sorrows can never deface

Tke hope that has lived through the ages and gladdened the suffering
race 3

Nor exile and happiness banish remembranee of days that have fed.

No, no: by the past and its sorrows! Ab! no, by the gvaves of the
dead !

THE ACOLYTE OF THE NEWGQATE

A LEGEND OF THE CHARTER HOTURSE.
Orarrer IL.
ACELL IN NEWGATE.

* T couLD nob get to the gate to let thee in till this morning, little
Francis,” said the jailer. “There have been some of the King’s
couneil here to handle Father Forest ; little have they gotten thereby
in the way of making the father recant,”

* And mine own good Father Gresn, how goes it with him, Jack-
son 77 inguired the child.

“ Bad enough, Francis, bad enough ! answered the jailer. “But
come this way quickly, my boy; for Master Hardman, my head in
office, comes this way; and he guestioned me curiously the other day as
‘to wherefore I let you into the prison. Sauctissime Virgo, ora pro
se, I fear, Francis, this head men suspects how dearly I love the
poor persecuted fathers, und our good Queen Kntherine. Alas! and
alas | these are awful times in which we live.®

‘They were indeed, 25 the poor jailersaid, most woeful times, when
faith and honesty and honor forsook the land ; when brother betrayed
brather, and the husband could not trust his wife; when paresite
peers and cowardly Commons alike fawned upon and cringed to the
most ruthless tyrant that ever disgraced the English throne.

The poor littls forlorn Loy knew this, and he sighed dolefully,
while the fears trickled down his pale cheeks, as in silence he followed
Jackson to the dungeon iu which the poor monks of the Charter Flouse
-were confined,

In these days, when an over-strained sentiment, and unworthy
sympathy with guilt, mitigates the wholesome rigors of the law, not the
vilest ofgoriminals, not even a condemned murderer, would be lodged in

-guch o cell as that in which the poor Cistercian, Father Green, lay
-dying,
d gA low-roofed stope dungeon, to which only a scanty ray of light
was admitted througl the bars in the upper section of the iron door,

This feeble glimmer, even, came from a passage, on either side of
which were ranged the dungeons; that passege being lighted only by
gratings let in the voof of the inner court of the prison, beneath which
lay the cells. The ounter passage was ulways wet, rain and snow driit-
ing through the gratings,

On that raw wioter morning it was well-nigh dark; and when
Jackson, unlocking the door of Father Green’s cell, motioned for

Francis to enter, the boy graped his way blindly towards the corner in
which, on a litter of wet and dirty straw, lay the Cistercian,

Little Francis sank on Lis koees beside the wretched bed, and as
his eyes grew accustomed to the obsearity of the place, the white hag-
gard face of the poor monk became painfully visible,

He lay pe!'fecbly motionless, wan and wasted, with no covering
eave his habif, which was worn to rags.

Hunger, disease, and foul air hed done their work but slowly on.
Father Green. Originally of an iron frame, and practising to a severe
extent the severities of his order, he had not succumbed to the horrors
of an imprisonment in Newgate so soon s these smong his brethren
whose frames were more feeble. Bat in proportion to the strength of
his constitution, had been the magnitude of his sufferings.

The fever which had carried off many of his brethren, left him
feebler indeed than was his wont, but with strength to endure the
tortures of rheumatism that racked every joint, and wus contracted by
Iying with only w little straw between his weakened frame and the cold
stone pavement of the dungeon.

. The mind of the poor monk, however, never yielded. .

Release from that deleful prison, a pension and preferment in the
service of the cruel king, had all been offered as the price of his re-
cantation.

But with his brethren of the Charter House, Green had been firm,
he would not subscribe to the ecclesiasiical supremacy of the licentious
Henry; he would not admit that the marriage of Henry with the
virtuous Eatherine was illegal, or honor with the titles of wife and
queen tha crafty and malicious wanton, Anne Boleyn. So he was
doomed to perish, more cruelly perhaps than by the halter and the
stake, by a elow process of discase and starvation.

8o wan, so motionless, he loy, that little Francis, as the white
face became outlined in the darkness, bent down lis ear to catch the
breath, and laid his own small wasted hand upon the brow, wbich felt
clammy and cold even to his own chilled touch. Then the boy threw
up his arms with a bitter ery, exclaiming—

“Oh, heis dead! heis dead! He was so good, so kind, and fed
me when I was hungered, and clothed me when I waa well-nigh naked,
—he is dead hiwself of hunger and cold! Oh! who is there to love
me or care for me now P”

“Thy father who isin Heaven, dear child,” said a calm, sad voice,
aad leoking up, the child saw standing beside the jailer, the tall figure
of & monk in o grey habit.

.. A venerable looking person, whose haiv fell thinly round a face,
the fine lineaments of which neither iental anxiety novr physical priva-
tion could destroy.

“ But thy friend is not dead vyet, dear child,” snid the new comer,
turning the light of the lamp he Lield upon the face of Father Green.

* Not dead yet, but soon to dis!’ said Green faintly; then he
opened his weary, sunken oyes, and o faint amile hoversd about his
pale lips. “ Thanks be to the Lord for his mercies,” said the dying
monk. “He sends consolation in my last hour; it is given me again
to look on those who most I have loved on earth. John Forest, dear
and venerable friend, I am summoned befors thee; but the more
terrible suffering, and the brighter crown shall be thine. Little
Franeis, good and pious child, thy old friend, Father Gureen, is called
to leave thee, nought but his blessing has he to give, but be of good
heart, our goed Lord will raise up friends for thine inmocence, and
thon wayst live to be & bappy and prospercns man,”

“Bub I do not want to live,” wailed the child. “It isn bad
wicked world, and they have stayved you. Did you think that I had
forgotten you, father ? oh no, I have been at the prison gates every
morning this week, and it is only just ndw that master Jackson could
let me in, ana I had got some white bread, father, for your breakfast.
Ob, father, why do you stare so etrangely? Look up I pray yous
spenk to me, oly, speak to me once more !

*“Hush, my child, stay those lamentings, thy good friend, and
ghostly father is gone where he will never kaow trouble any more, for
he is dead.” .

“Then let me die, too,” exclaimed the boy in a frantie voice, as
he threw himself upon the corpse.

‘Weeping and lamenting lie twined his arms round the cold form
of his only earthly friend, and refusedfto quit the cell, proyed and im-
plored only to be buried with his good father.

The jailer was tervified,

“Oh, good Father Forest!” try if he will listen fo you. Oh,
sweet Virgin, if that ill-conditioned Hardmau finds I have leb this
child come here, I shall at the least lose my place, and the poor little
fellow will get o worse flogging than that he had the doy the fathers
were sent to prison,”

“ Listen to me, little Francis,” said Dr. Forest, kindly kmeceling
down, end with gentle force separaiicg the boy from the dend body
of his friend. * ¥You are a good boy, I am sure; and you know that
your friend is velensed from pain and sorrow, and will be received into
the blessed company of Omr Lady and the esints, Perbaps Father
Green, though those poor earthly eyes of his are now so glazed unffl
dim, looks on you with the eyes of his soul. Do you not think it
would grieve bim that his little Franeis should rebel against the will
of the Lord, who Tius relessed him ? Is it following his good teaching
to forget everything i your grief, and perhaps bring trouble and ruin
upon poor Jackson? Bethink thee, child. This good man w:.l_l lose
the employ that gives bread to his children, and that enabled him to
bring you here ¢0 often to see your good father, Look up, Francis.
Do not think thyself forgotten, or that on one cares for thee. I will
love thes, and while I remain here, Jackson will bring thee sometimes
to visit me, a5 thou wert wont to visit the good Father Green.”

As docile ny affectionate, the poor orplban thus admonishtd lifted
up his tearstained face, roverentially kissed the brow of his dead
friend, knelt for a blessing from Father Forest, and then, holding Juck-
son's hand, was led away from the dungeon to the prison gate.

From thence the jailer’s wife took him to the houss of the worthy
lace woman, Alice Holt. . .

By on unusual grace on the part of the nuthorities at Newgate,
had Dr, Forrest, the celebrated confessor of Hatherine of Armgon,




