
138 THE GOSPEL~ TRIBUNE.

Tho carly appearanco of thc Scptctnbcr Tribune
deprit'es ils pages of' a contribution frorm the Forest
Bardi; a circuinstancc whichi certainly demands this
explanation. The prntracted silence of the Tribune
in relation to its Bard, is leading inany to enquire
who is lie? The class of' readcrs wlîo urge this in-
quiry, and the inanner in which the question is press-
cd, con firm the publishier in his first impression, that
the reputation of thc IlForest Bard>' is safe in bis
own keeping. Ilis prosent exu'uerant wildness of
imagination is rallier a favoturable indication than
othcrwise as hie is yct ayoting man.

The touching simplicity of the following, as found
in the Citizen of the Morld, has sccured for it tho place
it liere occupies.

TITE LITTLE PILGRIM.
In a large 01(1 bouse, mwiîl two kiiid uage,

Tie littIe Marian dîveli;
Ada happy child shte -.vas, 1 iveen,
For thnugh aI ilianes site feui

Tlî:t pluyymates wvoutIleh hetter fat
'l'liait eiliter birds or uniwvMr,

Yet lier kind oId nage. anid -stury bookst
Sontlhed many hoîicly lînurs.

Her favorite baunit, iii the summer-liime,
Wiuîs a large ohi apple-Iree;

.Antd <>f anti ihe b>ughis site itar,
WVithiber pet 1book ont lier îïnce.

Tite -1 ilgriîn's Progrcss." was ils iaine,
.Aaid Ma'riait loved il murb;

Il is. iîideed, a gînrious boo0k,
Theure arc tnt many such 1

She tend il iiilber litile d,
Beside the wiinter fic,

Andi iii suinmer tia * in tbe appie-trcc,
As thuugh sbe would neyer tire.

But. unexpaimîrd, 'lis jusî ti>e book
To puzzle te youI>g brui;

.And Ihe î>oor clîild liadt un Liaid friend,
ils meaîîiîg tu explailn.

For lbough bier aunts ivere t'cry kind,
'I.hey were 001 overwis-e,

.And nhily,-nid, Il Donit rend sti, chiid,
I'm sure you'il spoil your cyes."1

But Mariiz stili %vent reatlin.- on,
Aud vision% strange and %viid

Degan i 11 thl Ie litie liead
0f he lorîely. dreamiog child;

For site tbooght tlial Chiristian and bis %vife,
.Aid ail ieir childaen ton,

Iad Iefî helmiiîti their pleasant borne,
And dont wvhatshe m>ust do.

Plil take my Bible," said the cbiid,
-Anti seck the rond to Ileavent;

1'il îry in finid the Wici<et Gate,
And butte go be forgiven.

T wisli my aunits would go wiîh me,
But 'lis in v'ain te ask;

Themy are sn deat, and rallier lame,
They'd think il quile a lask.

N~o i mnust go atone, I sec,
Sa 1*11 fot let gtera kilowt;

Or, like pour Cbristianes flietids, tbey'll say,
4bMy dvar, you mnusî not go.'

But I-mustai Cil l soute grand qcliemo
Cri MI tlher tiliught>. eunge;

And Ilien l'Il lenve mfy i>eatan home,
And go oin pilgriiiînge. l

Site hadll w %alîed long, before,
Oile fine autuminal day.

She saw thl taill ci coach arrive,
To take hier lumits awny.

SWe'rc goiog oul te spend the day."
The lwo nid ladies sait]

"We meni to vieil Mis. Diair-
Pour seul l--she's iii ii bed.

B ut, Miait. Yeu miîst slay ai home,
Foit he Imly's lit. ynu q.e-

*You crin have your diimaner. ir you like,
Io the large old apple-trce,

And play iii the g-ardemi ail the day,
Quite happy and colntent."1

A few more partiîag wvords wec said,
And off the ]lldies %veut

The eervants, ton. ivere ail engagcd;
IlThe day le corne ai la.st,"1

Said Malriit. ' but oh, 1 wvislî,
Mly pilgrimage ivas elqî."

She kuieit heside the apple-îree,
And for God's agsistaure prayed;

Then. %illa lier batket ln lier band,
Fortirtrippcd tlw Iitle rnnid.

I3ebind the housewîhere Mariait dweit,
Far oIT in the <isîntit. lay

A higbl steep bill. îvhich lte suit ai inora
Tinged with ils earlieïtt ray.

"1 Diliculty'l wvas ils righCul statue,
The child liait ofien thouglit;

Tovards tbis bill site turncd lier steps.
Wilh hiopeful visions finught.

The flnors seemed in welcomc lier,
'Twvas a lovely aulumn morti,

The little lark sang nierrily,
Above the îvaving corn.
Ah. utisle lark, you iig"said ahe,
-Ont your caily pilgrimage ;

1, ton, wvili sing. for plensant îhnughts
Should n0W nay mid emîg-age."

lto clear sîveet straisis site sait, a hymu,
And tripped lighîly ot lier way;

Until a pool of soft thick rnud
Acrops hier paîbway lay.

4"This is the Slouigh of Desponid," qhe cried,
But she bravely ventured ibrough;

.Atîd safely reacheil the oilier side,
But site tost une little shoc.

Ont ani old gray atine Phe sat lier down,
To cst saine fruit aî,d brend;

Theai took bier titlde B.ble out.
.And a cheering psalmt site reand.

Thea with fireali hope she journied oni,
For rnany miles away ;

And site rcaclied the boîlun of the bih),
Before the close of day.

She clarnbcred lip the sccp nscent,
Thiough tbint and wvtory ton;

]But firmiy did our Mlatiaîî keep
Her purpose stiîl in vievw

"T 'tr giad, at leasl, the arbour's pest,"
Said the lilile tired sou];
Fram sure I sbould have sut me down',
And host my littIe roll 1"

On the high hililtp she stands at iastt,
.And our wcary Pilgrimn secs


