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TO THE READER.

gl

Reader, perchance you scormn the Author’s dream,
And things of sight and sense far better deem,
The bird in hand appears thy wiser choice,

And in realities thou wouldst rejoice,

What if this bold conclusion then I make,

That thou the dreamer art, and I awake?

Life is a journey y~——this my dreams portend,
Shew the best way, and point the bappiest end:
Thy views of permanence on carth shell fall,
Phantasmagoria, one and all,

Reader, thy waking dreams, not mine, thou'lt find,
No trace of solid sense shall leave behind:
Waking ere long, for ever thou shalt weep,

That thou thy day of greace hast spent asleep.
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THE PILGRIMAGE

oF

THEOQOPHILUS, &c.

e e
CHAP. I.

B e

NUT long since, I fell into company with
several serions friends, and our conversa-
tion turned upon the importance of early piety.
We reflected, particularly, upon the daily in-
creasing impediments to repentance, which de-
lay and bad habits praduce. And as we had,
each of us, dear children of our own, whom we
anxiously desired to train up from their earliest
youth in the nurture and admonition of the Lord;
we resolved to endeavour fo write something
instructive and engaging for the benefit of our
several families, I'nll of this project, I returned
to my home: and while I was meditating what
I should write for the benefit of my little ones,
and urged on by the consideration that I might
not live to form their principles, and instruct
£
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them in the great end of their existence, I fell
asleep, and in my sleep I dreamed the following
dream. '

Methought, I seemed lifted from the earth
into the clear azure sky, and beheld, at a dis-
tance, that great city, which has been properly
called the City of Destruction. Above it was a
thick mist, which obscured the light of the sun
and of the stars. In this mist and gloom, I
could discern terrible forms, and hideous appari-
© tions, like unto fiery serpents, the rulers of the
power of ihe air, which work in the hearts of the
children of disvhedience.  These frightful spec-
tres were invisible to the inhabitants of the city,
by reason of the thick volumes of mist which
rolled over their heads,

Now I saw that the inhabitants of the place
had lamps of their own construction, which re-
presented every thing around very different to
its real form and pature. It was strange to ob-
serve the ragged dress of these people, and, at
the same time, to see them parading the streets,
perfectly unconscious that they had not where-
withal to cover their nakedness.  But this self-
complacency was the effect of the lamps, with
which the streets were lighted. T observed
too, that all the senses of the people were vi-
tiated, insomuch that they continually mistook
sweet for bitter, and bitter for sweer. And not
ouly did they yield to every temptation to ini-
quity, but their delight was in the society of
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those only who countenanced and encouraged
them in their evil ways. ;

As I gazed with astonishment upon this Ci-
ty of Confusion, I beheld a certain man, called
Evangelist, summon the inhabitants together in
the name of their King; whereupon many of
them being gathered together to hear what the
babbler, as they called him, would say, he thus
addressed them,

Men and brethren, your Sovereign Lord, the
King of the Celestial City, has, you well know,
time after time, sent his lLeralds of peace, to
warn you of the dreadful punishment which he
is resolved to inflict upon you, unless you re-
turn to your allegiance. From the beginning,
you have rebelled against him. He created you
in his own image, without spot of pollution, per-
fect in righteousness and happiness. But you
have defaced his image, as well as revolted from
his government; preferring the polluted garb
of Satan to that spotless righteousness which
alone can unite you to the God of heliness, the
King of Glory; which ineffable union is the aun-
gust destination and sovereign good of our race.
Moreover, you have surrendered yourselves to
the great enemy of your souls, even to Apolly-
on. This traitor has poisoned the whole course
of your nature, and incited you to every act of
treason and rebellion. He has bereaved you of
a blissful paradise, and has brought upon you
disease, misery, and death, the wages of sin in



