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THE VALUE- 0F A GAAIDLE.

,ALE pilg-Yriims in a, land unknown andl drear,
They falrcredl on thieir way. for dlarkness ell

Arounci them, and dimi sights ancd sounds of fear
Affrightecl theni; wild beasts were in the deli

Serpents amiongr the rocks, and phiantoin -shapes
Glininiered above ; in penitential garb,

EGi ~ One, stumblingl, a black abyss scarce escapes,
Ancd one is wounded by a hidden barb.

One wvandercd in a dreadful labyrinth
'Midi stifling, vapors, one w-as iii a grave

Close lockecl with glooni andi worms, -a inarbie plinth
Above, and ilowers that could not cheer or save.

Andi ail these pilgrixns were with grief opp)Iresseci,
As for a loved one they no more rnight sec,

AndI stuggrled in the darkness-nor coulci rest:
A voice cried, " VJhio viIl (rive thein liberty*

Andi light?> '1']en through the shiadows, and the mist
Beanied a soft grolden lighit, and in its gYlow

The beasts shrank baek, the wounds wvith baini were kissed,
The wvays were sînootheci, openeci the grave gates low;

And to the longing eyýe-s thiat burned to sec
Appeareci a radliant L-ady andciher Son;

Smniling, they passeci; while iii an ecstasy
Rejoiced the souls ais if their goal were won.

A simply sculptured image ini a niche
Of Mary mierciful, the Babe divine

I n armis, and streanming o'er it soft andi richi
A taper's lighit that burned before the shirine:

A suppliant kiieeliigc low iii fervent praiyer:
Gir%- them eternal rest, O Lord, and Thou,

O Lady, to the souls departed bear
Love of thy Son, that they may solace know."

ETI IAN HART MANNING.


