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¥:O the Yonthe of Texas, I dedieste this, my
£ firat work, hoping it may assist them ln.
climbing life's rugged bill. And that the
good old book “ PILGRIM'S PROGBERE” may

poRsess poma Aattractions in ite now dress, ‘.'f
I have tried to cull fair Aowera .frum the best wri- sl:f
ters, and arrange‘them in a bouquet which I pray &
may send forth rich fragrance to gladden each heart. i
Of one thing they ioay be aseured: There is mo 3
tharn of esophlatry oconeesled to plerce the soul. 1 p
geck not to derive pecunisry profit from its sale. '
My puorpose ia to appropriate the proceeds to len-
eficent purpoges.
Yoar friend most trly,

M=a. 0. A. WEBTBROOK.
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W/HE radiance of Bunyan's atar »as resting on my heart

When forth its worship came, unbid—of lifa a very part.

o ‘The brightest day from darkest night is sometimes seen
spring,

And captives oft, *mid prizon’s gloom, the sweetest antheme sing.

And ae [ sat iu silence bound, and songht the wondrouos goal,

The worship—faint at first—bocame, the passion of my soul.

New peace and love with hope and joy, in holy beauty blend,

And yet I tramide to the world my little book to send,

For some will frown, and some will amile, and othera look uskance ;

Some will perose, some ha'f read n'er, while others deign & glance ;

Bat if the Hather doth approve the offering of Hie ehild,

His loving benedietion grant, and bleas her with His amile,

"Twill prove reward encugh to bless for hours of thonghtfal care

And onward to the * promised reat’” ber haslening footsteps Lour.

b grunt, Dear Father, in thig book, as in a mirror bright,

Our youth may see the nerrow way that leadeth up to light,

Aund learn to shun within themeelves, the fanlts which they condemn

When breaght to view aa “blight and blast” in livea of other men,

Inseribing on the inmost heart the precept ¥ Know thyself "—

Esteem above Fame's passing breath or cankering hoard of pelf

The soul God-given, which shall guilive the uimost bound of time

And rise to greet the Ohoernbim and join the hymn sublime.

to
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H thou now borne on Fanoy's eager wing,
Back to the season of life’s happy spring 1

I pleaged remember, and while memory yet
Holds fast her office here, can na'er forget,
Ingenious dreamer, in whose well-told tals,

Sweet fletion and sweet truth alike prevail.

Whose humgroos vein, strong aenss, and gimple siyle
May toueh the gayoest, muke the wigest amile,

Witty, aud well employed, and like thy Lord
Speuking in parables bis slightest word,

I name thea not, lest o0 despiged a name

Bhoold move a sueer at thy deserved fane.

Yet, now, in Life's Iate aotomn day,

That doftly crowns my brow with silver gray,

Revere the man whose ** Pilgrim 7 marks the road
And guides the * progreas ” of the son! to God.

Oh poet, sad the efulgent baam

That lighted eoll, and shone in dreamm,

Buraed iu thy heart, inspired thy pen

And made thee great, 'mid fellow men,

The goddess Wisdowm never sped her dart-

More granidly, nor with more skllled art,

Than when ghe rent the Dreamer’s night away,

And torned his darkness into healthfol day.

But, now methinks I hear you say

You've slightly wandered from your theme away.
Thua Bunyan wandered throngh the world, it seemed,
Aud while he wandered, thus, the Dreamer dresmed;
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A man hie saw, a8 wretched one,

Forlorn, in rags, unpitied and undone,

Standing alope, within a certain space ;

A book was in his hand, and on his face

An anxions logk, upon his back a hurden bore,

Hig straining form was turned afrom his door.

Opening the book, with trembling dire he read ;

And as ths trath burned in his soul, in draad

Cried ont, with lond and piercing ary,

“What shall I de, Oh, whither must I fiy !

I'm filled with sin, death’s doom is o’er my door ;

I dare not rest ma here, I know not where to go I

Then, coward ae he was, he hushed his deap digtresa

Lest his deriding wife would meek his wild nurest.

Bilent ho conld not be, for atirred conacience atrove,

And of his former sing 8 death-pall wove.

Louder he eried, * Oh! who ean me relleve

Of thig great bordon. Who my monl retricvel

My iriends, this city will be bumt with flre.
- The God of justics will Lis rigen ire

Vent on you yll, unlass you now tepeot,

Oh flee, ob fles, at (hia Hls message sent.”’

His friends deriding him, with jest invoke

Morphens to lull him, god thos srert the stroke,

Ent night as deylight, doth ita horror keep,

And thought'a dread spectires hannt the deepest uleﬂp.
The day’s dark clouds had settled over our hero’s mind ;
At night the thunder came; be orled: whera can I find
Eelief! What shall T do—oh, tell me— to be saved

And tortured thua, he loudly, madly raved.

With prurience rode one agked, ¥ Bay, wherefore dosat thou ¢ry §7
“ Oh friend, this hook joforme me I’'m condemued 10 die,
And after death to judgment I mhst come,

And there reeeive the sinner’s hopeless doom,

I eannot do the firat, I cannot bear the laat,

My life is full of anguiak, and yei I held it fast.”
EvangerLisr. “If this thy case, ok man, why standest thou stock atill 1"
Tar MaN. “I know not where to go. Ob, why did Satan i1l
My cup so full of woe!” A roll to him ke gave and bade him baste

to fly.

% Seeat thou that gatat If not, you steadfast fix your eye
Upon that ghining light which you ean ¢learly see.
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When at the gate, lopd kunock and it shall opened be.”

He swiftly set to ron, Hia wifo alound did cr}'

No heed gave be to her, but with unawa‘rﬂng aye

Bent on the cherighed- gnal F,mt.maiy h&' did spurn.

“Eternal life [ seek, T du.m uot now ret.urn_" :

Ne'er looking back he sped him onward {hrough the “ptain,

With sinew stretelied and body hent- he pressed the gate to gain.

His neighbors mocking came, and two of them by force

Would bring him back, l'ur, with the’ wife they sald, %he cTRZY is, uf
conrse.”

The name of one was Pllabla ‘the other Obatinate.

“Why come yon, friends 17 the mnner Bl.'lE-ﬂ “ To gave yon from t;he
fati

Youn rush to seek. Yon’re crueli, poarane” “Not so, I bave my head,

Destruction iz your city’s name. You dwoll among the dead,

I'm just from therq myself, my friends, and thia I know fall well,

Uunless you husten *long this way, yoo'll zink with it to Lell !

Go, go with me, I beg of you. Oh, Lheed my carnest eall”

“ What! go with you 7" said Obstinate, * and leave behind our all 1

We're sent for thee to bring thee back, but seeming vou are bent

To go your way, forsaking all!l Whence comes thin sharp intent ¥

41 go,” saill Ohriatian, *to aland where psade sod joy abide ;

Ko clouds are thero, nor wIn‘hers storm. No good is there demod

Bright flowere shed their fragranue aweat, o'ar all the heaventy air;

No fade is there, no a0orTow’'s tear ; but gladonesd everywhere.

In seraph’s lay, 1 too, may join, In that blest home above’

Whose sun is Christ, whose ppople sainte, whoae king the God of Love.”

“ Your talk i foolishness, poor man! Thiok you we ean be moved-=

By frenzy soch as thig, you do but yoor own weakness prove.

“I say not of myself these wards, I beg you take this boek;

It hath withstood both fire and sword, Now open it, and look

And for thyself read ite true words. You see the fearful fioed

Of sin and angaiah that mnat whelm, unless saved by the bleod.!

“Tat! with your book away, I say, will you with us retorn,

Or will you, like a senseless one, the voiee of wisdom sparn 1

“ My haod unto the plow 've put; within my heart doth burn . ¥

Soeh strong desire for that bright land, I would not now return

If all the world wae offeted me. Oh friends, I beg you heed

The warning of my book! 'Tis tcue, And while we ron we'll read

Of that dread day when God sball come in vengeance dark and dire -

To strike the gailty ones to doom and purge the world with fire.

Too late "twill be amid tbe wreck to count the hitter cost;

i
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Your only ery in that dread hoar will be, ‘ I'm lost! I'm leat I'?

Y Of this dread foture which you apeak, I have no fears st all;

Your talk is like the silly words when babbling children call,

Come, Neighbor Pliable, let’s leave him fo his weakish way,

He'll aee bis folly and turn back before the set of day.”

Baid Pliable with smirkish amila: % I've listened all the while ;

H what he says be honest truth, yon gln, thus {0 revile.

It gtrikes me as I think oo it T will with Ohrlatisn go,

For to the judgment of that book I would not come, you Enow.”

“What! go with him ! Why, you will be the by-word of the town;

Be wise, ba wise, Friend Pliable ; maks not yonraelf a clown.”

4 Oh friends, give heed!"” poor Ohristian erfed, © the words I've said
are troe ;

This judgment iz for sll the world ss well ap mae and yon ;

Baeape we wnst, the beok doth say, throngh Chrigt the only way,

Hinoe io the bloed alone ia life, accept it I you pray 1”

“ You go your way, Friend Obsgtinate. Tp this 've made my mind,

With Chriatian to associnte, Thess joya, I too wonld find.?

FYon'll get befogged, Friend Plable. *Twaas only Ohristian’s scare

Thet made bim leave onr goodly town, and on this ventnre dsre.”

L Not so,” said Ohristian very bold. %I know whersof I speak,

Evangelist marked out the way, Tl find what now I seek,

‘We'll {0 our jonrney now, svwest friend ;¥ and Flinble arose,

And bade “good bye ? to Obhatinate. With Qhristian then did close,

‘While Obatinate, with air of oue who scorns and pities, too

Bade them—the poor misguided ones, a hasty, eharp adien,

“I'm very glad I came with yon, good Christinn,” with a smile

Baid Pliable, in honeyed voice, ¥ wa ¢an tha way beguile

In talking o’er the gaing we'll get from golng !n this way,

The riches, honor, peace and good, what are they, toll me prayt”

*0h, words are very weakoess, friend, when used to paint these things,

The hugan heart cannot eonceive the joya thig jonrney brings.

Bat, list me while I read my book, and then you'll cateh a viaw,

Of glories that sbine round abont Jernaslem the New.

The great White Throne, the gates of gold, with gems bestodded rare,

Of orystal stream, with fadeless trees that heavenly fruitage bear.”

“Pis very besutiful, sand FPm glad I chooss to come with you,”

Said Pliable, aa they strained on, “ but are yon sure *ts trae 1"

Then Christian spoke in earnest words, * He sball ita truth soon prove.

All this was writ for us by Him whoae very name is Love,

And we shall crownas of glory wear; to us shall harps be given.

Ja glistening garments we shall stand and sing the songs of heaven.



