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INTRODUCTION

We take pleagure in presenting to our regdery £3 & premium
book, one from the gifted pen of Mrs, Oliphant. The story of
“A Little Pilgrim’* 18 one which tekea us beyond the confines
of mortal life and tells of the experiences of one who found
hergelf in 8 new country far different froms anything she had
ever dreamed,

There ghe awakens to the reality of a life filled with ex-
perienees 3o varied that g they are read fill one with wonder
and astonighment, as it gives experiences in the world of soul
8o faseinating that it is no wonder the reader iz entramced with
the revelation.

The Progressive Thinker regders will find In the new pre-
miom book one rich in thought snd a valuable addition to the
many splendid books already given out as premiums each year.

This premium hook 18 one whick will appeal to every reader.
It has already had & large circulation as a stendard work and
will ¢licit interest from beginning to end.

The Progressive Thinker, by issuing it as g Premium Book,
has made it possible for every reeder to add a valuable gem
to the colleetion of books Enown as The Progressive Thinker
Library.

No other Spiritualist Paper hgs attempted to send owt each
vear a volume of such excellent literature &8 a Premium, and
this plan has enabled every subscriber to possess a library of
choice books at & minimum ecst. No Readiog Course iz more
valuable. We know this book will be well received and ac-
eorded a hearty welecome in every home,

M. E. CipWALLADER,
Publisher.






The Little Pilgeim in Spivit Life.

CHAPTER L—In the Unseen.

Bhe had besn talking of dying only
the evening before, with a frisnd, and
bkad described her own asneations after
8 long ilitess when she had been at
the point of death. 1 suppoee.'” she
egld,"that I WES 84 DEETlY EULC RA aCY
one aver wia to ocome back agaln.
Thero was no paig s It, only & senea
of sinking down, down—through the
bed as it aothing conld bold me or
give me support enough—pbut no
pain.”

And then they had spoken of anoth-
er friend in the same clrcumetances,
who also had come back from the very
verge, and who described her sensa-
tions ae those of one floeiing npon &
fummer seg withoutl paln or guffering,
in a lovely ook of the Mediterranesn,
blue as the sky. These soft and scoth-
mg fmeges of the passage which all
men dread had been talked over with
low volces, yei with smiles and a
grataful pemme that “‘the warm pre-
cineis of the cheerfol day"™ wera once
more famillar to both. And very
cheerfully ehe went to rest that nlght,
talking of what waa to be done on the
morraw, and fell agleep sweatly In her
Iittle room, with 1ts shaded light and

curtained window, and little pletures
on the dlm walle. All wea guiet in
tha honee; poft breathlng of the aleap-
ers, soft murmoring of the epring
wind outslde, & winiry moon very
clear apd full o the ekies, =& litile
town all hozhed and guiet, sverything
¥ing delengeless, noncondclous; 1o the
tale Leuplog of God.

How pootl she woke no one one ¢an
tell. 8be woke and lay guite atill,
Lialf roused, nalf hushed, in that sort
languor that attends 3 happy waking.
8he was happy alwayg, in the paace of
a- heart that was humbla and falthful
and pure, but yet hed been usad o
wake io a conseousness of little paine
and troubies, such as even to her
mecktess wore sometlmea hard to
bopr. But on thls morning there
werg none of these. 8he Jay In 3 kind
¢f hnsh of happiness and ease, not
caring to make any further movemsnt,
lingering over the eweat sensstion of
that waking. Bhe had no deslre to
mova nor to break the spell of the sl-
lance And peace. It was gtill very
early, she supposed, and probably it
might be hours before an¥ one came
to call her. It might even be that she
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whould sleep ngaln. She had no wish
to move, she lay at such loxurious
ease and calm,

But by and by, a8 she came to full
possesslon of her waking senses, It
appeared to her thet thers was some
change in the atmosphere, 1o the
ecene, There begano to steal into the
alr sbout her, the soft dawn as of &
summer morning, the lovely bluenesy
of the first opening of daylight befora
the sun. It could not be the Heht of
the moon, which she had ssen before
ghe went to bad; and all wee o eiill,
that it conld oot ba the buetling, win-
try day which comes at that time of
the year late to ind the world awake
before it. This was different; it way
hke the summer dawn, 8 s0It eQusion
of light growing svery momant And
by and by it occurred o ber that sha
wps not In the little ropm where she
had lain down. There were no dim
wallz or roof, her littls pletnrea were
all gone, the curtalor ai her window.

The diseovery gave her no uneasli-
ness In that delightful calm. Bhe lay
gtlll to think of it all. to wonder, F¥et
updisturbed. It half amueed her that
these things should be changed, bat
did not rouse ber yet with eny shock
of alteration, The llght grew fuller
and fuller round, growing inte day,
claaring her eyes from the sweat miat
of the firet waking. Then she ralsed
hergelf npon her srm. Bhewaa not 1n
her room, she wae !ln no ecens ehe
knew. Indead It wee scurcely a
wscene at all, nothing but light, so soft
and lovely, that it eoothed and ca-
resgad her ayea.

Bhe thought all at once of A sum-
mer morning when she was s child,
when she had woks in the deep oight

which yot wasa day, early, so early that
the birds wera scarcaly astir, and had
rizen up with a dallcious sense of dar-
ing and of belng all alone io the mys-
tery of the sunrise, in the unawakened
world which lay at her feet to be éx-
piored, aa 1f she were Eve just enter-
ing upon Eden. It waa curlons how
all thoee childish gensatlons, long for-
goiten, came back to her as she found
hereell a0 unexpectedly out of her
rlesp in the open air and Uleht. In
the recollectlon of that lovely hour,
with & smila al herself, so differant as
ahe now EKnaw horself to be, shs
moved to rise and lock a llttle moro
closely mbout her, and ses whers sho
Wasa.

When I cell her a little Pilgrim, I
do nol mean that she was a child; oi
the ¢ontrary, 4he was uot even young.
Bha wan Mitle by nature, with as little
fleeh and bicod sa was conslstent with
mortal life; and she was one of thoss
who are alwaye littla for love. The
ioogue found diminutives for her, the
heart kept her ln & perpeiual youth.
Hhe was 0 modest and eo gentle, that
she always came Iast, so long ae thers
wed anyone whom she could put be-
fora her. But this [ttle body, and
the aounl which was not little, and the
heart which wes big and great, hazd
known &ll the round of sorrowa that
fill a woman's life, without knowing
eny of its warmer blesslngs. Bhe had
nursed the sick, she had entertalned
the weary, she had consoled the dylne.
Hhe had gone ebont the world, which
had no prize to recompense her, with
¢ #mile. Her litle presence had been
always bright. Bhe was not eclayer;
you might have sald ahe had no mind
at all; bot &0 wise and right and ten-
der at heart, that it was s good as
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genlus. This is to let you know what
this lttle Plligrim had been.

Bhe rosa np and it was strange how
ke she falt to the child she remem-
bered in that stlll summer moriing 4o
mauny years azo. Her LUitle body.
which hed been worn and racked with
palm, felt as Hght and unconaclons of
itgelf as then. She took her fLest step
forward with the same sense of pleas-
ure, yet of awe, suppresged delight
and daring and wild adventure, yet
perfect pafety. But then ithe recollec-
tion of tha Hitls room in which ahe
bad fallan gasleep ceme quolekly,
eirangely over her., confosing her
mind. “I muoet be dreamiog, I sup-
pose,” ehe szid to herself, regretfally;
for It was all 20 awaot that elie wished
it to be true.

Her movement czlled ber atteption
1o hersell, and ghe found that she was
drassed, not in her night-dross, aa she
had Izin down, but in o dress ke did
not know. Bhe ppogad far B moment
to lock at it and wonder. Ehe had
never esen it before: ehe did oot make
ont how it was made, or what stofl 1%
was, but it fell s pleasantly about
her, it wag 8o soft and light, that in
her confysed state she abendoned that
snbjact with only an sdditlonal sense
of pleasnre. And now the aimoe-
phere bacame mors dletinet to her.
Bhe saw that under her feet was a
greenness as of cloee velvet turf, both
eool and warm, ¢ool acd soft To touch,
but with no damp in it, as might have
been at that early hour, and with flow-
ers showing hersa and there.

8he stood looking around her, mot
able to identity the landscaps, becauss
she wae etill confused a Hitle, and
then walked softly on, all the time
afrald leat she should aweke gnd lose

the sweetness of it all, and the sense
of reat and happiness. She felt B0
light, so airy, as if ghe could ekim
pcroes the flald like any child, it was
blisa eoongh to breathe and wmove,
with every organ free. Afier more
than fifty years of hard service In the
world, to feel llke thig, even Ilu a
dream! Sbe smiled to hergelf at her
own plessure; and then once more,
et more potently, there came back
npon her the appearanca of her room
in which ahe hed fallen asleep.

How had she got from thare hora?
Had ghe besan cerried away in her
pleep, or was It only m dream, and
wonld she by and by find herself be-
tween the four dim walle again? Then
this shedow of recollection fadsd away
pooe more, and phe moved forward,
walking in & soft rapiure over the dd-
liclous tprf. Preeently she came to &
Lttla monnd, upon which she penmed
ta lock sbout her. Every moment she
aw & llttle ferther; blue hills far
away, ¢xtending in long, sweel dls-
tence, an indafinable landseaps, but
fair aud vast, so that thers could ba
poon mo gnd to it, not even tho line of
the horizon--sava at one side, where
thara aeemed to be a great ghadowy
gateway, and scmething dim beyond.

Bhe turnad from the brighiness to
look gt thia, end when she had looked
for some time she szw, what pleaged
her gtill more, though she had been so
happy hefora, paople coming in. They
wore too fer off for her to ses clearly,
but meny came, eech apart, one figure
only at a time. To watch them
amused her in the delightful lelsurs
of her mind. Who were they? she
voudered; but no doubt soon some of
them would come this way, and she
wonld aee. Then snddenly she seemed



