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PREFACE

ALTHOUGH FOR the most part the language in this edition is quite modern, there are some patterns of speech borrowed from Bunyan which, hopefully, will lend a bit of an olde English flavor to the story. All Biblical quotations are from the King James Version which was newly published in Bunyan’s time. At times I have quoted from the writings of others who have expressed ideas more fluently than I could have done. In those instances I have enclosed these lines in quotation marks. Also, you will note that some of the characters along the way say, “thee, thine, thou,” etc. but I trust the reader will quickly catch on to these simple usages from an earlier era.

This work is totally unabridged with nothing left out or shortened. However, where I felt that an amplification might aid in spiritual understanding or add a bit of adventure, I have taken that liberty.

I have undertaken this work with loving reverence and have tried to deal faithfully with the intent and content of the original. Should there be any mistakes in interpretation, I trust that in the resurrection Mr. Bunyan will forgive me.

Jim Pappas, Jr.
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John Bunyan

Dedicated to Linda, the beloved wife of my youth.

She whose patience and self-sacrifice are

more appreciated than I can express.


INTRODUCTION

THE IMMORTAL allegory that Bunyan crafted in his prison house was set in the framework of a dream. Although it is not the basis of this work, I too have a dream which is as follows.

In my dream I see myself newly arrived in the New Jerusalem. With my friends and family I am walking the streets of the Celestial city and pausing frequently to admire some new wonder of creation. As we round a corner and come into a spacious park I seem to hear someone laughing. Not just a chuckle or two here or there but large bellyfuls of genuine amusement. Coming near to its source I see a large bear of a man reading to his children. Then, as he reads on, he comes to a tender moment and, soft-hearted gentleman that he is, a tear etches a salty trail down his cheek.

Curiously I draw near and, looking over his shoulder, I perceive that the man is reading “The New Amplified Pilgrim’s Progress.” Then the man turns and I see that the reader is none other than John Bunyan himself! There is a pause, a mutual acquaintance introduces us, and for the first time John Bunyan, the genius tinker from Bedford, looks upon his admiring adaptor. He stands, I extend my hand which he grasps firmly only to pull me into a crushing Bunyan bear hug. Next in my dream he stands me back a pace, looks me squarely in the eye and says, “Well done, James, old chap. Thank you—What do you say we have a grand reunion of all the people who have been helped to this place by our little books?”

And so it is that on the appointed day they gather on a grassy knoll overlooking the Tree of Life—thousands by multiplied thousands coming to pay tribute to God’s faithful servant, John Bunyan, the tinker. And from those thousands I hope that a few, here and there, from these modern times might stroll across to me and say, “Thank you, sir, for taking Mr. Bunyan’s masterpiece and putting it into a tongue I could comprehend.”

Should you, dear reader, wisely decide to join us on pilgrimage because of this version of John’s little book, I shall be most pleased to meet you. I may not know you by sight but you may meet Mr. Bunyan and myself on the little knoll that sits on the west side of the Tree of Life. We will meet there at sunrise on the first Sabbath following the first new moon after the coronation of the Lord of The Hill. Until then, faithful friend, I shall bid thee a fond adieu and dearly hope to meet thee in the Kingdom.

Affectionately yours,

Jim Pappas, Jr.

ADAPTOR
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As I slept I dreamed a dream.
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… and, as he read, he began to weep and tremble.


CHAPTER ONE

IN MY JOURNEY through the wilderness of this world there came a time when I found myself caged up in a very dreary dungeon. Now how I came to be in that place, and what befell me there, is not for me to relate in this little book. What is for me to tell is the story of my dream. For, you see, while I was shut up in that most loathsome place surrounded by profligates and felons, I seemed to breathe the very atmosphere of heaven. Yea, ’twas there that I laid me down to sleep; and, as I slept, I dreamed a most wonderful dream.

In this amazing dream I saw before me the most miserable man I have ever seen. He stood before the front door of a very tumble-down and miserable excuse of a house. He was dressed in garments that would scarcely merit the title of clothing in the genteel place where you dwell. Rags is what they really were! More frayed and tattered than the clothing on any bag-man beggar you are ever like to see. His face was very sad and was, for the better part of the time, turned away from his house. In his right hand he held a little black book, and upon his back he bore a huge burden—a great big black bundle of a burden that looked as if it must shortly press him down to the ground. ’Twas a very mysterious burden that he carried, for, as large and heavy as it looked to me, I soon perceived that it was invisible to those about him. But you can be sure that it was quite real to him; aye, just as real to him as the burdens of your soul are real to you.

Now, as I beheld in my dream, I saw him open the book and read; and, as he read, he began to weep and tremble. He bowed lower and lower, as if his weighty burden was somehow growing even heavier. Finally, unable to endure any longer, he cried out with the most mournful voice I have ever heard, saying, “Oh, alas! Woe is me. Woe, woe, woe! Is there no one to help me?”

But to his despairing cry there came neither answer nor reply. He looked left, down the winding, twisting lanes of his tumble-down town and saw nothing but other people clothed in rags just as patched and worn as his own. He looked right, up the twisting, winding streets of his tumble-down town, and again saw nothing but more people in the same miserable state. In this dejected frame of mind he turned to enter his little tottering shack of a house. Once within that dreary little one-candle cottage, he tried his very best to act as normal as possible, lest he should alarm his wife and young children. But, try as he might, he could not contain the moans and groans that forced themselves from unwilling lips. Finally, noticing that his wife and children kept stealing quick, sideways glances at him, and seeing that keeping his silence only seemed to add to his sorrows, he decided to open his heart to his loved ones. And this is what he said:

“Oh, my dear wife, and you, my tender children! I, your poor father, am all lost and undone. And why all lost and undone, do you ask? ’Tis because of this huge burden strapped tightly to my back.”

Then said his dubious wife, Christiana, “Uh, burden? What burden, my dear?”

“I don’t see any burden, Papa,” piped up Matthew, his eldest son. To this the man replied,

“Can you truly not see it?”

“No,” they chorused, all as one voice.

“Oh dear! What can I say?” he groaned. “For whether you can see it or no, this weight is about to crush out my life!”

“Dear, dear,” said his wife, her brow deeply furrowed with grave concern, “An invisible burden so heavy as to crush out your life? What can it be?”

“Hear me! Hear me well, my dear ones. I have been reading words from this my little book.”

At this his family exchanged one of those knowing glances that shouted silently, “Oh no! We were afraid something like this was going to happen.”

At last Samuel, with strained politeness, ventured to ask, “And uh … ahem, what do the words in your little book say, dear father?”

“They tell me that this, our city, will soon be burned with fire from heaven!”

“What!” cried his ashen-faced wife, with a shocked expression. “Burned down!”

“Yes! Burned to ashes!”

“No!”
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… he opened his heart to his loved ones.

“Yes!” he insisted, even more earnestly. “And in that fearful overthrow, we shall all miserably come to our ruin!”

“Oh, my dear husband!” she exclaimed, dropping her head into her hands with a moan.

“And, as for a way of escape,” he added despairingly, “I can see none.”

“None!” she exploded.

“None?” cried Joseph, fearfully.

“Nun?” burbled baby James.

“No, none! None at all,” he answered sorrowfully. “We are doomed to perish with this miserable town of Destruction!”

Now at these words his family was put into a state of shock. Not that they believed that what he had told them was true, mind you. Oh no! Certainly not! But rather because they conceived that he had gone stark raving mad! Therefore, since it was getting on toward evening, they served him a spot of hot tea with a touch of lemon and honey, wrapped his neck with a heavy, grey woolen rag, and bundled him off to bed. “There,” said his wife as she latched the door quietly behind her, “A good night’s sleep ought to settle his brains a bit.”

But the night was just as troublesome to him as the day. Therefore, instead of sleeping peacefully, he tossed to his left and cried out: “Ah, woe is me! Lost and undone am I! All lost and undone!” Then there would be sighs and tears as he rolled onto his right moaning, “Ah, what shall become of me, wicked man that I am?” And so he spent the long lingering hours of darkness.

Now when morning was finally come, Matthew, his eldest, donned his sunniest smile and cheerfully addressed him saying, “Are you feeling happier now, dear father?”

“Yes, how goes it with you, dear husband?” sighed Christiana, trying her best to squeeze a touch of optimism into her fatigued voice.

“Worse!” he moaned.

“Worse!”

“Yes! Worse and yet more worse!” he continued.

“Oh, dear!” she cried with more impatience than concern. “What more can we do for you, poor man?”

To this he answered, desperately, “We must set ourselves to study and pray that we may know how to escape this city of Destruction.”

“Escape!” she exploded. “My dear husband! There is nothing to escape from! Now come to your senses before the magistrates declare you to be a lunatic and cage you up forever!”

“No! No!” He cried. “I am in my right mind. There is danger—and we must escape forthwith. But how? Only how?”

“Husband!” snapped Christiana, her pot of anger beginning to boil over, “come to yourself this instant!”

Now, thoroughly convinced that their husband and father was indeed going quite mad, they sought to drive his affliction away by treating him with the utmost hardness and disrespect. Sometimes they would scold him, sometimes mock and mimic him. At other times they would totally ignore him. But, as you well know, this is no way to treat a soul in distress. Not only did it fail to help him, it actually added to his burden because now he began to fear all the more for his family’s salvation.

This added burden of worry drove him more often than ever to his chamber where he would pray for their souls as well as his own. At other times he would walk all alone in the fields, sometimes reading from his book, and sometimes praying. And thus for many a day did he spend his time.

Now, as my dream unfolded, I saw him once again walking in the fields. He was, as before, reading in his little book, and still groaning under his heavy burden, which, by now, was even larger than before. At last he burst out as he had done earlier, crying: “Oh wretched man that I am! What shall I do to be saved?” And, as before, so now again, there was no reply.

I saw also that he cast hungry eyes this way to the left, and that way to the right, seeking some place to flee for his escape. Yet he continued to stand, trembling, out in the midst of the field, because, as I perceived, he could not tell which way to go. Then, from the right, I saw a man named Evangelist approaching, who addressed him thus, “Good day, Christian.”

“Good day,” moaned the man woefully. “But, pray tell, sir, why did you address me as Christian?”

“Because if you continue to read from that little book in your hand, a Christian is what you must surely become,” said Evangelist with joyful assurance.

“Hmm. Even though my name is now ‘Graceless’?” asked the man doubtfully.

“Aye,” said Evangelist earnestly. “Though your name should be called death itself, yet would the reading of that Word give you life!”

At this, a look of great puzzlement came over Christian’s face, and he asked sincerely, “How can these things be?”

Then answered Evangelist with much gravity, “’Tis because that within that book of yours abide the words of He who spoke the universe into existence.”

“Ah, I think I see. And who are you?”

“My Employer has named me Evangelist.”

“Ah, ’tis a wonderful name you have, sir. But as for me, there is only woe. Woe, woe, and yet more woe!”

“Good sir, why are you all the time crying out so sadly this way?”

“Because, sir, I perceive by this book in my hand that if I remain in this city of Destruction, I am doomed to die.”

“Ahh …”

“And, I find that I am not willing to die, neither am I able to come to judgment.”
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Do you see yonder wicket gate?

“And why not willing to die, since your life here is obviously filled with such sorrow?”

“Because,” answered Christian dolefully, “I fear that this burden upon my back will sink me into the grave; yea, and lower than the grave. In fact, I fear that I shall perish eternally.”

“I see,” nodded Evangelist sympathetically.

“And, good sir, I am not even fit to appear at the bar of judgment, much less attend my own execution.”

“Ahhh. Now I understand,” said Evangelist with a tear or two welling up in his eyes.

“So, you see, good sir, ’tis the fear of these things that makes me cry out.”

“Ah. And your fears are well founded. Here, look into this roll.”

I saw then that he gave him a parchment roll, and as the man unrolled it he saw written therein these words: “Flee from the wrath to come!”

“Oh no! Oh, more woe to me than ever!” groaned Christian. “’Tis true what I believed! I must indeed escape this place!”

“Aye,” agreed Evangelist. “You should even now be fleeing as if for your very life!”

“Yes, I know.”

“So why are you standing here, lingering at the edge of Destruction?”

“Sir, my little book informs me that I must flee; this parchment roll affirms that I must flee; you earnestly instruct me to flee. I can clearly see that a storm of destruction is about to sweep down upon our city as an overwhelming surprise. So, I know full well that I should be running, and I truly want to be running, but good sir, I …,” and at this the man began to weep and stammered, “I honestly don’t know which way to go! Can you help me?”

“Look!” urged Evangelist, pointing across the plain, “Look over there across that wide, wide, field. Do you see yonder wicket gate?”

Christian strained his eyes to see through his tears, but was finally constrained to confess, “I … uh … no.”

“Hmmm. Then, tell me, do you see yonder shining light?”

Wiping away his tears and stretching his eyes even more, he was finally able to say “I … I think I do.”

“What color is it?” asked Evangelist, hoping with all his heart that the man told no lie.

“Uh, to be perfectly frank, sir, I can barely see it. But it seems to be white … I think.”

“Good! Good, good, good! That’s it! All you need to do is to keep your eye on that light!”

“But I can scarcely see it.”

“No matter about that. As you follow what little light you have, you will find it grows ever more brilliant in your eyes. Soon the things of earth will grow strangely dim. Only remember! Always move toward the light. If you do, you will surely be led to the wicket gate.”

“Indeed? Well, that’s easy enough. And where will said gate take me?”

“That gate is the trail head into the path that leads to the Celestial City,” answered Evangelist joyfully. “Go directly thereto and you shall learn how to inherit eternal life.”

“I shall, good sir,” he said, hitching up his britches and tightening up the frayed cord that served as his belt. “I shall!”

“See that you take not your eyes off of the light,” warned Evangelist solemnly.

“Oh, I shan’t,” he answered joyfully. “Oh, I didn’t dream that finding the way could be so easy! Simply follow the light! Thank you, sir! Thank you very, very much!”

“’Tis my greatest pleasure,” answered Evangelist, whose eyes were now swimming in pools of tearful joy. “My greatest pleasure in all the world.”

So I saw in my dream that the man began to run. Now, he had not run very far from his own door when his wife and children, seeing him, grew alarmed and began to cry after him.

“Mama! Look!” cried Joseph. “Papa’s running away from home!”

“T’um home, Daddy!” burbled baby James.

Christiana called out sternly, “Husband! Where are you going?”

“To life! Life! Eternal life!”

“Oh no! He’s gone and fallen clean off his wagon,” blurted out Matthew. “Papa! Where are you going?”

“Never mind where he’s going!” urged Samuel. “Just get him back into bed before he hurts himself! Father, come back!”

Christiana, seeing not the slightest slackening of his pace, screamed out after him, “Graceless! You get back here this minute! Do you hear me? Come back this instant!”
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Christian flees Destruction.

“Life! Life! Eternal life!” shouted Christian as he galloped on with his clumsy burden swaying heavily from side to side.

“Graceless! You best obey me!” threatened his wife sternly.

“Mama!” shouted Matthew. “He’s put his fingers in his ears! Now he can’t even hear us!”

“Oh, the fool man!” cried his wife. “That book of his has so rattled his brains that he can’t even listen to reason! Graceless!”

“Papa, you crazy fellow!” called Matthew. “Come back before you hurt yourself!”

To this, teary-faced little James pulled his thumb from his mouth and cried piteously, “T’um home, Daddy!”

Now by this time all the commotion had aroused the entire neighborhood and begun to draw quite the crowd. Said one, “Come look! It’s Graceless! Look at’m stumbling across yonder meadow.”

“Aye,” observed a second. “Ee’s finally flipped ‘is wig, ‘e ‘az.” Another called after the fugitive, saying, “Hey! Fool man! Come back before you lose your way!” To which yet another answered, “Ah, let the fool go! Better off we are without the likes of him around here.”

Then there came running up all huffing and puffing a stout, mulish looking man named Obstinate, who asked, “What’s all the excitement, lads?”

“Oh,” answered the first, nonchalantly chewing on a straw, “the fool has finally lost his mind and runs amuck!”

“Aye,” cried the second, “straight into trouble ‘e goes.”

“Yup! Sure ‘nuff. The egg has finally cracked, it ‘as,” declared the third.

Then said Obstinate, “So! He’s finally made a break for it, eh?”

Now at this moment there came up a whimpy wisp of a man named Pliable, who gazed after the fleeing man with a worried look and whined, “Oh dear, oh me! Oh, neighbor Obstinate, I just knew this would happen, what with him reading that Book all the time!”

“Yes, brother Pliable,” Obstinate answered gruffly. “We should have taken it away from him as soon as we saw the distemper begin to settle upon his soul.”

“Oh dear! Oh me! Now what can we say to save the dear soul?”

“Say! Nay!” blurted out Obstinate. “’Tis not what we say that will do—but what we do that will do.”

“Uh … your meaning flies clean over my head, dear Obstinate,” said Pliable, his scrawny face mirroring his inner confusion. “Uh, please, do clarify.”

“Foolish Pliable!” exploded Obstinate. “Can’t you see, bumpkin? He has his ears all stopped up! He will understand no language but that of animal power!”

To this Pliable looked even more lost in the mist and said meekly, “Uh … clarify more, dear sir. A bit more, do clarify.”

“Grrr,” growled Obstinate impatiently. “Can’t you see, silly head! We must needs go fetch him back by force!”

“Oh! Of course, by force. Heh, heh, heh. By force of course. A splendid idea!” exclaimed the enlightened Pliable with a smile and a bony clap of his skinny hands. “Simply splendid! Shall we be off?”

“Yes. Off with us!” ordered Obstinate bowing low to Christiana with an expansive sweep of his fine feathered hat. “Don’t worry your pretty little head, Madam. We’ll unscramble his brain yet. Graceless!” he bellowed after the fleeing figure of Christian. “Hold up a bit!” Then he set off at a piggish waddle of a trot with Pliable loping easily behind shouting, “Sirrah! Wait up! Wait up!”

Now, even with his fingers in his ears, Christian could faintly hear their shoutings. But he dared not look back, no, nor even slow his pace because he had read in his Book that, “No man having put his hand to the plow and looking back is fit for the kingdom of heaven.”

But, because of the burden upon his back, it was not long before his pursuers drew alongside. Then the gasping Obstinate shouted between puffs, “Hey! (puff puff) Graceless! (puff puff) Hold up!” Christian, thinking they might have come to join him on pilgrimage, slowed his pace to a brisk walk and said, “Why, good neighbors! Have you come to join me on my journey?”

“Join you!” snorted the portly Obstinate. “No! (puff puff) We are here (puff) to persuade you (puff) to go back with us!”

“Oh, that can by no means be,” declared Christian, “for you dwell in the city of Destruction; and sooner or later, you, with that city, will sink down into a place that burns with fire and brimstone! Therefore, good neighbors, come along with me and deliver your souls.”

“What!” snapped Obstinate gruffly. (Puff puff) “And leave our friends and comforts behind us?”

“Yes, because all that you leave behind is not worth one-millionth part of that which I am seeking to enjoy.”

“And what do you seek (puff) that is worth leaving all the world for?”

“I seek an inheritance that is incorruptible, undefiled, and that will never fade away.”

“Where?” wheezed Obstinate, struggling to keep pace.

“It is laid up for me in heaven,” answered Christian, “and kept safe for me there.”

Then Obstinate cast a knowing glance at Pliable before saying, “And when shall you receive this uh … ‘inheritance’?”

“I shall receive it at the time appointed, as shall all of them that diligently seek it,” said Christian, extending his little Book toward Obstinate. “Here, you may read about it in my Book if you will.”

“Tush!” snapped Obstinate, brushing the book aside. “Away with your silly Book! Will you go back with us, or no?”

“No! I can’t, because I have put my hand to the plow.”

“Plow! I don’t see no plow,” sneered Obstinate, looking about to see if he had missed something.

“’Tis not a plow as you understand plows, neighbor Obstinate. What I mean is …”

“What!” interjected Obstinate. “Invisible plows now? Oh, come on, neighbor Pliable. Let us turn again and go home without him. His rooster brain is obviously so stuffed with his own ideas that he cannot bear sound reason.”

“Now, now, don’t revile the dear man, friend Obstinate. Actually, my heart inclines to go with him.”

“What! Another fool born? Who knows where such a brain sick fellow will lead you! Best you come away with me and be wise,” said Obstinate, snatching Pliable by the arm.

“Nay, but come along with me, neighbor Pliable,” answered Christian, grasping his other arm. “You can have all the wonders that I spoke of and many more glories besides.”

“More glories besides?” exclaimed Pliable, his eyes growing wide with wonder.

“Aye. And if you don’t believe me, read of it here in my Book.”

“Grrr! Books begone!” groused Obstinate defiantly as he rattled Pliable’s bones with a snapping jerk toward Destruction. “Who knows but what the whole business is a pack of lies!”

“No!” cried Christian earnestly as he tugged Pliable a step closer to the Celestial City. “What is written here is all true! Behold, it is confirmed by the blood of the One who made it.”

“Well, neighbor Obstinate,” said Pliable, planting his feet firmly, and retracting both arms with all the dignity of a queen upon her throne. “I find myself coming to a point of decision.”

“Being what?” scowled Obstinate suspiciously as he crossed his arms and leaned back on one leg.

“I think I intend to go along with this good fellow and to cast in my lot with him,” said Pliable decisively.

“What!” snorted Obstinate incredulously. “And leave common sense and good reason bleeding all dead on the ground?”

Then Pliable raised his chest, crossed his arms and said in a firm and princely manner, “M’thinks that friend Graceless here knows just as much of these things as you do.”

“What!” squealed Obstinate, the convulsing of his portly frame sending a cascade of salty sweatlets down his face.

“Yes,” said Pliable with calm assurance. “So am I persuaded.”

“Tush! Lunatics! The both of you. Why, why … he doesn’t even know the way.”

“Eh?” queried Pliable, turning to the pilgrim. “Uh … tell me, my good companion, do you know the way to this desired place?”

“Oh, yes,” exclaimed Christian confidently. “A man named Evangelist showed me the way to a little wicket gate that lies just before us.”

“Where?”

“Over yonder meadow,” said Christian, pointing straight ahead.

Pliable squinted his eyes tightly, stared fixedly in the indicated direction for a few moments, and then finally confessed, “I uh … I see no gate.”

“There is no gate!” bellowed Obstinate triumphantly.

“Then, do you see yonder bright light?” urged Christian, eagerly pointing again. At this, Pliable peered intently through scrunched up, shaggy eyebrows and, at last, managed to answer, “Well, I … uh … Yes … I guess I sort of think maybe I might.”

At this Obstinate roared with wide-eyed astonishment, “Sort of think! Good heavens, lad! Will you risk life and limb on the basis of a ‘sort of think?’”

“Good! We need only keep our eyes fixed upon that light until we come to yonder wicket gate. Once we get there, we shall receive further instruction about the way.”

“Well! That certainly seems easy enough,” said Pliable eagerly. “Let us be going! Would you care to join us, Obstinate?”

“Absolutely not! I will be no companion of such misled fanatical blockheads as you two! Back to reason and common sense with me!” And with that, Obstinate spun on his heel and strutted back toward Destruction.

Then said Christian, as they began their journey toward the light, “Ah, dear neighbor, Pliable. You cannot know how happy I am to have you join me on this fine celestial journey!”
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Back to reason and common sense with me.

“As am I,” said Pliable with a crooked-toothed grin, “Indeed, as am I.”

Then, as Christian cast a longing glance at the retreating figure of Obstinate, he said with a heavy heart, “Oh, if only Obstinate could understand the powers and terrors soon to come upon our doomed city. Then he would not count it such a light thing to turn his back on eternal life.”

“Oh well,” said Pliable nonchalantly, “Obstinate be his name and Obstinate be his brain. No use crying over spilt milk. Can’t fetch back water gone under the bridge, I always say, I do. But come, neighbor Graceless …”

“Oh, please, call me no more by that name, sir,” interrupted Christian, “for I am now named Christian.”

“Indeed? And how did you come to be called by such a wonderful name?”

“’Twas given to me by a great man named Evangelist.”

“Evangelist, you say? Hmmm, never heard of the chap. How did you chance to meet him?”

“He came with a message from heaven because he saw me reading in this Book.”

“Hmmm,” said Pliable, obviously impressed. “Well, ’tis a beautiful sounding name, to be sure. To be sure. But come, neighbor Gr … heh, heh, I mean, Christian. Tell me more about our rewards and how we shall get our hands on them.”

“No need to take my word for it,” said Christian, opening his Book. “Here, I will read to you from my Book.”

“And do you truly think that the words of your Book are certainly true?” asked Pliable greedily.

“Oh yes, absolutely! For it was made by Him that cannot lie.”

“Cannot lie! My, what a nice person he must be. Uh … tell me, what sorts of things are written in your Book?”

“Well,” answered Christian joyfully, “it speaks of an endless kingdom to live in …”

“Eh? Endless, did you say?”

“Aye, indeed I did!” glowed Christian, warming to his subject. “And there we shall be given everlasting life so that we may dwell in that kingdom forever.”

“My, my! Eternal life in an endless kingdom!” said Pliable, rubbing his hands together in eager anticipation. “And what else?”

“Well, there are crowns of glory to be given us, and garments that will make us to shine like the sun.”

“Really!”

“Oh yes.”

“And … and what else?”

Then answered Christian with a faraway look in his eye, “In that place there shall be no more sad farewells nor crying, for He that is owner of the place will wipe away all tears from our eyes.”

“Wonderful!” gushed Pliable, rivers of sweet emotion surging through his breast. “Simply wonderful! And who shall we have for our company there?”

“Oh, dear Pliable,” said Christian, his voice choked with emotion, “You cannot imagine! There we shall keep company with angels and seraphims and cherubims. Creatures so beautiful that they shall dazzle your eyes to look on them.”

“Dazzle my eyes, you say!” exclaimed the enthralled listener. “Oh my! Go on. Do go on!”

“There you shall meet with thousands, and tens of thousands of the resurrected saints that shall travel with us to that place; none of them hurtful, but every one loving and holy and …”

“How lovely.”

“Every one of them walking in the sight of God and standing in His presence with acceptance forever.”

“Oh! Marvelous! Simply marvelous!”

“Yea,” said Christian, with growing enthusiasm. “And there we shall see the elders with their golden crowns, the holy virgins with their golden harps, men that by the world were cut in pieces, burnt in flames, eaten of beasts, and drowned in the seas—and all for the love they bear to the Lord of that place. There they shall all be well, and clothed with immortality as with a garment.”

“Marvelous!” squealed Pliable, smacking his palm with his fist. “Absolutely marvelous!”

“But best and better than all these will be the company of the Lord of that place Himself. He who became as one of us, to bring us to His kingdom that we might enjoy His friendship forever!”

“This is absolutely breathtaking, dear Gra … er, Christian,” said Pliable with an hungry gleam in his eye. “Why, just the hearing of it is enough to ravish one’s heart! But, tell me, good fellow, how do we become partakers of these things?”

“The Lord, the Governor of that country, has told us how in this book,” said Christian, again holding forth his treasure.

“And what does it say?”

“Well, in brief, if we be truly willing to inherit the kingdom, He will bestow it upon us freely. And …”

“Well! I certainly qualify for that! Come! Let us pick up the pace a bit.”

“Oh, I cannot,” said Christian a bit sadly, “because of this weighty burden lashed to my back.”

“Hmmm,” said Pliable, puzzling his head to understand what Christian could possibly be speaking of (for, you see, as he looked at Christian’s back, he saw there nothing at all).

“Uh … strange,” said he.

“What is?”

“That there is no burden upon my back.”

“Hmmm?” said a somewhat puzzled Christian. “Yes?”

“Tell me,” said Pliable curiously, “How did this … uh … weighty burden come upon you?”

“Well,” said Christian, pausing to reflect, “as I recall, it seemed to come upon me gradually whilst I read here, in this, my Book.”

“Aha! Then it seems to me that this little Book of yours is not a blessing unmixed with sorrows.”

“Aye,” confessed Christian ruefully. “It has indeed caused me much grief and has certainly laid a heavy burden upon me.”

“Ummm, hmmm,” replied Pliable, thanking his lucky stars to be walking in the path of life without such a cumbersome load.

“But I trust that the same light which has shown me my need shall also point me to my deliverance.”

“Well, I should hope so!”

Then Christian turned to Pliable and, holding forth his little Book, said, “Would you like to read it?”

“Oh, dear me, no!” exclaimed Pliable, drawing back as if being offered a serpent’s egg. “I, uh … I rather prefer to pursue my journey without such a burden as this book imposes, thank you.” Then, under his breath he added, “Although, to be frank, I don’t see what this burden business is all about, for on his back there is nothing at all. Nothing at all.”

I saw next in my dream that, without realizing it, Christian had taken his eyes off the light. Therefore, they strolled past the stepping stones set there for the use of watchful pilgrims and came instead to the edge of a miry, mucky slough; a very miry, mucky slough that had been laid in that place by the enemy of souls. Now, as they proceeded, they heard the slurshy squishing of the marsh muck gurgling beneath their feet. They felt the ooze of the bog beginning to creep over the tops of their shoes. Alarmed, they sought firmer terra by taking a few steps to the left, only to have the muck deepen and go climbing up past their knees. They next turned hopeful steps off to the right only to feel the bog rising inexorably, all cold and clammy up their thighs and into their pockets. Then, deciding that going off to either side had been a serious error in judgment, they determined to forge straight on—assuming that surely things could only get better. But, it took only a few more steps to discern the depth of their mistake by finding themselves fallen chest-deep into the muushy, miiiry muck of the slough. Now the name of that slough was Despond. And here they wallowed for a time, until both were covered from head to toe with the black, smelly ooze of the place.

Here, for a time, they struggled on in grunting silence expecting soon to find solid ground for their searching feet. But, alas, this was not to be. Now, of the two, I saw that poor Christian, because of his burden, had much the worse time of it. Therefore he began to sink lower and lower into the mire. Then a frustrated and angry Pliable hissed, “Ah! Neighbor Christian! What muck have you gotten us into now?”

“Truly, I do not know,” exclaimed Christian wearily.

“So!” snarled Pliable, all wet and bedraggled. “Is this part of the happiness you have been promising me all this time?”

“Blame me not, gentle neighbor. I know not what has come upon us.”

“Well,” spouted Pliable as he spat out some sort of slippery slime, “if we fall into such misfortune so close to home, what may we expect between here and our journey’s end?”

“Whatever it may be,” called out Christian with what little courage he could muster, “we shall find that country to be cheap enough.”

“Bah!” shot back Pliable over his shoulder. “’Tis already too costly! Just let me escape this miry muck with my life, and you can keep your shiny dreams all to yourself!” And with that, he gave a desperate struggle or two and managed to slosh his way back out of the mire.

“Ah! Oh me!” he gasped, finally able to reach solid ground, where he lay gasping for breath. “Free at last!” Meanwhile Christian struggled on, all the time sinking ever deeper into the mire.

After a time Pliable groaned to his feet, slurshed off the outer layer of malodorous muck, and turned staggering steps towards home. As he wearily ambled off in the direction of Destruction, he cast a parting jab over his shoulder, saying, “Adieu, foolish Graceless! Farewell to you and all your misty dreams of golden glory!”

“Pliable, wait!” wailed Christian sorrowfully. “You’ve somehow gotten out on the wrong side of the slough!”

“Pah!” shot he over his shoulder. “Better out on the wrong side—like me, than in on the right—like you!”

“But, you have turned your back to the light!”

“Bah!” he snapped again, pausing to point an accusing finger. “To be the more honest with you, I never saw any such light as you speak of. And I frankly doubt that you do either. Fare you well, foolish dreamer!”

And thus did Pliable turn his back on eternity to tread his slurpyshoed way back to Destruction.

Meanwhile, poor Christian was left to tumble in the Slough of Despond all alone, moaning, “Ah! Oh, dear me!” But weary and half drowned as he was, he still struggled on toward that side of the slough farthest from Destruction and nearest to the wicket gate. Now, because of his weighty burden, he was sunk deep into Despond. Yea, so deep as to scarcely discern the faint glow of distant light. Neither could he tell how much farther it was to the other shore. Whether a few yards or yet many leagues, he had no way to tell. Therefore, being quite exhausted, he clutched a large clump of cattails that only seconds before had been the abode of a large bullfrog, and paused to rest. There between gasps, he paused to reason with himself thusly:

“Oh, dear me! Who can tell who is worse off. Is it Pliable in his return to yonder doomed city? Or is it me in this murky slime of death? Oh, if I can just somehow get out!”

With that, he resumed his desperate struggle toward the light until, at last, he reached what seemed to be the distant shore. But there he found, to his dismay, that he had not enough strength to climb the steep bank. After resting for a time he tried again, saying between clenched teeth, “Out! Oh, I’ve got to get out or I shall die!” But because of the water-logged burden upon his back and his weakened condition, he lost his grip on the weeds and slowly slid back down, deeper than ever, into the ooze. Then said he, in total despair, “Oh, weary. So weary. ’Tis certain that I shall never get out of this place alone. If only Pliable were here so we could help each other, for certainly help is what I need. And, if I cannot find it, I fear that the beginning of my journey shall be its end. I wonder if the Lord of the far country might be able hear me from so far off? Shall I try? Or shall I die?”

Then Christian hung all his hope on the mercy of his King and cried out, “Oh, Lord of the far country! Send help, I pray!”

Now scarce had the echo of his words died away when a powerfully built man appeared on the edge of the bank. He looked upon him with loving concern, and said, “Hello. Who goes there?”

“’Tis I, Christian,” sputtered the bedraggled pilgrim, spitting out a piece of duckweed or two.

“Ah, I heard that you were coming,” said the man, “but what are you doing over here, wallowing in the Slough of Despond?”

“’Twas certainly not my idea, sir. I was sent this way by a man named Evangelist.”

“Uh huh.”

“And as I was travelling the path into which he set me I fell in here.”

“But why did you not come across on the steps?” asked Help earnestly.

At this, Christian felt a bit sheepish and asked, hesitantly, “Uh … steps?”

“Yes, steps! Over there.”

“Are there really steps?” queried the embarrassed pilgrim, stretching his neck to see.

Upon hearing this, there came a sympathetic tear into Help’s eye as he tenderly sighed, “Tsk, tsk, tsk. Of course there are steps, dear Christian. ’Tis not our Lord’s intention that His children should sink into Despond. Why did you not use them?”

“Well,” said he, a bit chagrined, “I suppose I must have been so fearful about the destruction behind that I gave no thought to the dangers before.”

“Hmmm,” answered Help, sympathetically kneeling down with outstretched arm. “Here, give me your hand!” Then, taking Christian’s hand in his own, he hoisted the poor bedraggled pilgrim clean out of the bog, saying, “There you are! Out with you!”

“Oh, thank you, good Sir,” said the grateful pilgrim as he stood dripping into his own puddle. “Thank you very much! You have surely saved my life!”

“You must thank Him who heard your cry and sent me.”

“Yes, I shall,” said the shivering Christian. “And, may I inquire after your name, sir?”

“My Master has named me Help.”

“Help, do you say? Why, you are the very one I called for.”
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There you are! Out with you!

“Of course.”

“Dear Help, sir?”

“Yes?”

“Do tell, since the only way from the city of Destruction to yonder wicket gate is over this slough, why is not the walkway better mended?”

“Because this miry slough is such a place as cannot be mended,” responded Help, shaking his head sadly.

“Oh? And why not?”

“Because whenever there comes a conviction of sin, there will always be a scummy runoff of filth and guilt. This lowland is its natural drain field and therefore is it called the Slough of Despond.”

“Aha! And well-named it is.”

“Aye, more than you know. For, as the sinner is awakened to his lost condition, there arise in his soul many fears …”

“Oh, to be sure. I know all about fears!”

“And doubts?”

“Oh yes. Many doubts.”

“And discouraged worries about your salvation?”

“Oh, more than you can know,” answered Christian, “more than you can know.”

“Well,” concluded Help, “’tis all these doubts and fears, worries and guilt, that drain down here and create this place of despondency.”

“I think I understand you quite well on these matters,” answered Christian, “for certainly all of these things did thickly fill my mind. But, tell me, is there no way that the King might fill this place?”

“Ah, He has tried,” said Help with a sigh. “He has tried.”

“Indeed?”

“Aye. He has poured into this place encouragement and wholesome instruction by the millions of cartloads. But all to no avail.”

“Then must every pilgrim suffer in the mire of Despond, as I have done?”

“No. Not if they keep their eyes fixed on yonder light. That light shows the way to some very clear and solid steps.”

“Clear and solid, do you say?”

“Aye,” nodded Help. “Most assuredly. And placed there by direction of the Lawgiver Himself. I am surprised Evangelist did not instruct you to keep your eye on the light.”

“Well, actually he did, sir,” confessed Christian. “Three times. I suppose I must have turned my attention upon my circumstances, for truly, I never saw any steps.”

“Ah, a very common mistake,” said Help sympathetically. “But be assured, the King has indeed placed steps in the very midst of this slough. And they can be found by all who simply keep their eye on the light.”

“Ah. A lesson too late learned for this pilgrim,” said Christian, with a rueful shake of his head.

“Ah, but take courage. He is faithful and just to forgive you and to cleanse you from all this mire upon you. And the ground is good once you get in at the gate. Godspeed!”

“Thank you, sir. Thank you very much. Farewell.”

I saw next in my dream that Pliable had reached the back edge of Destruction and was trying his best to creep back into his house unnoticed. Now although he had made some feeble attempts at wiping himself off, they had been to small avail. Thus it was that when his wife saw this apparition, all miry and mucky, at her back gate, she screamed out in fright. When he was finally able to shush her up long enough to convince her that it was indeed he himself and no mucky vagabond, she handed him a bucket and brush.

“What are these for, my dearest?” he queried through chattering teeth.

Then she sternly informed him that he could by no means come into her home until he had cleaned up. He whined and begged a bit, but she seized her broom, planted her ample body in the only path, and refused to budge. To add to his miseries, one of his bat-eared neighbors had heard the sloshy approach of his footsteps. He dutifully alerted the entire neighborhood which quickly assembled in anticipation of some entertainment.

Said his neighbor to the left, “Uh … been for a swim, Pliable?”

Added his neighbor to the right sneeringly, “Hey! Look who’s come a sloshing back!”

His neighbor across the street chimed in saying, “So ye’ve come back now, have ye!”

Then the neighbor across the back fence sniped, “A fool you were to go as far as you did with the likes of that crazy Graceless fellow.”

“Been for a swim, Pliable?” asked the neighbor to the left again, with a gleeful grin.

[image: image]

… ya been for a swim, Pliable?

To this another added, self-righteously, “Look at yourself—all slimed and bedaubed with dirt!”

At this his wife came to his defense and said, “Well, at least he was wise enough to come to his senses!”

“Bah! Wise nothin’!” quipped one of the local youth. “Seems pretty chicken-hearted to turn back the first time the road gets a little soggy.”

Then the neighbor to the left leaned onto the sagging picket fence, smiled a toothless grin, and said again, “Uh … ya been for a swim, Pliable? Hee, hee, hee!”

Then they all rollicked and rolled with mirth, and a jolly good time was had by all—all but Pliable, that is. And, in spite of his best attempts at quiet anonymity, he soon became quite the celebrity in Destruction. Thus it was that for a good long time he went sneaking and ashamed among them. But, as time passed, he forgot that he had played the coward and, before long, was able to join all the others in mocking poor Christian behind his back. And this was all I saw concerning Pliable.

My view then turned to Christian who, by now, was well on his way toward the wicket gate. Now by and by he espied someone coming down across the field to meet him. This gentleman’s name was Mr. Worldly-wiseman. He dwelt in the town of Carnal Policy, which is a very large town just up the road from the city of Destruction. It was his practice to keep a watch on the path that leads to the wicket gate and to intercept those just setting out on their journey. As he came near, he took silent notice of Christian’s damp clothing and said with a jolly smile, “Ho there! How goes?”

“Greetings, jolly sir,” replied Christian wearily.

“Pray tell, good fellow! Where off to looking so serious and burdened down?”

“To yonder wicket gate, for there I shall be shown a way to be rid of my heavy burden.”

“Ahem,” said the man, clearing his throat and cocking his ear the better to hear. “Uh … excuse me, lad, but did I hear you say, yonder wicket gate?”

“Yes.”

At this the distinguished-looking fellow twirled his elegant, waxed moustache betwixt long, tapered fingers, raised one of his bushy eyebrows for effect, and said incredulously, “You’re on your way to yonder wicket gate?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me you’re joking.”

“No. I’m quite serious.”

“Hmmm. Serious. Very serious. Tsk, tsk, tsk,” said the man slowly with extreme gravity. “Uh … ahem … tell me. Who set you out on this little overgrown path to find relief from your burden?”

Now, by this time, Christian was beginning to suspect that perhaps this pilgrimage business was not all so clear-cut as he had at first imagined. Thus a twinge of doubt quavered in his voice as he answered, “Uh … a man who appeared to me to be a very great and honorable person. His name, as I recall, was Evangelist.”

“Evangelist, you say!” sputtered the man with a cough, as he stepped back in shock.

“Yes,” responded Christian with a puzzled look.

Then Worldly-wiseman raised himself to his full height, smote his palm with his fist and bawled out, “Bah! Shame on him for his evil counsel!”

“What? Evil counsel, do you say?”

“Oh, evil indeed!” continued the man, reaching out a sympathetic hand to pat Christian on the shoulder. “Why, don’t you realize that the way into which he has set you is the most dangerous and troublesome in all the world?”

“Indeed?”

“Yea, verily,” he said, leaning back and crossing his arms. “In fact, ahem, it rather appears that you may have met with a few difficulties already. Uh … is that, uh … perhaps the slime of Despond that I see upon your person?”

“Aye,” admitted Christian. “You see, I took my eyes off the light and missed the steps.”

“What light? What steps?” sneered the man. “Every man ever seen traversing this dangerous trail has been just as mucked up and slimy as you are!”

“Oh, but …”

“And let me tell you something else, lad. That slough is but the beginning of the sorrows you can expect to meet in this way.”

“It is?”

“Oh yes!” continued the man confidently. “I have lived here all my life and have seen many a pilgrim come rushing back. From their sworn testimonies I can assure you that you shall meet with weari-someness …”

“I am already weary,” interjected Christian.

“Uh huh,” nodded Worldly-wiseman knowingly before continuing his list. “And you can also expect painfulness, hunger, perils, nakedness, sword, lions, dragons, darkness, and, well, to cut my list short, death and what not all else on the way to it!”

“Oh, my!”

“Aye, oh my indeed!” agreed the man, waxing warm to his subject. “So what do you think about this way now?”

“Well, to tell the truth,” put in Christian with a touch of returned boldness, “I don’t think I care what I meet in the way.”
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Mr. Worldly wiseman

“No?” replied his shocked auditor.

“No. Just so long as I can be delivered from this crushing burden.”

“Ahh!” said the man, nodding his head wisely. “I see your point. And well taken it is. For certain it is that this guilty burden will crush any man who cannot get it off, as well I know. So then, let us analyze the situation logically. Tell me first, how did you come to carry this great burden?”

“By the reading of this Book in my hand.”

“Ah! Just as I feared!” snapped the man with a great show of concern. “You have made the mistake of trying to understand mysteries that are beyond the reach of your feeble mind.”

“Actually, I thought it all seemed rather simple.”

“Don’t interrupt please,” returned the man with great show of authority. “And as you read in that little book, you began to feel guilt piling up on your back, didn’t you?”

“Yes. You’re right about that.”

“Uh huh! And as you grew more and more convicted, your mind became unstable. You became distracted and could think of nothing else, right?”

“Yes.”

“And then … and then, at the very first suggestion of some way of escape, you ran yourself off on this desperate venture to obtain you know not what!”

“But I do know what!”

“What?”

“It is ease from my heavy burden!” Christian declared.

“But of course! But why on earth would you ever seek for ease this way?”

“Well, do you know a better way?”

“Yea, verily! And the true solution is very close at hand.”

“It is?”

“Of course it is! And in this way, instead of those great and many perils, you shall meet with much peace and safety.”

“Why, sir, certainly I have no desire to play the martyr. Pray tell, what must I do?”

“’Tis simple,” said Worldly-wiseman, placing one hand on Christian’s shoulder and pointing with the other. “See yonder signpost off to the side there?”

“The one pointing toward Morality?”

“Yes, the same. That village has an old major whose name is Legality—a man of no small wisdom.”

“Oh?”

“Oh, yes. A man with a wonderful reputation.”

“For what?”

“Why! For being able to help men off with just such burdens as weigh upon your shoulders, of course!”

“Indeed?”

“Yea, and from what I can gather, he has done a great deal of good this way.”

“Why,” exclaimed Christian, greatly encouraged, “it sounds to be just the thing.”

“It is!” affirmed the man boldly. “And, since his house is not quite a mile from this very spot, you may go to him and be helped right off!”

“Really?”

“Uh-huh. And if he should uh, perchance not be at home himself, he has a handsome, young son living next door, whose name is Civility. Civility can likely relieve you nearly as well as old Legality himself.”

“Indeed! Then I do hope they are at home.”

“Most likely they are,” encouraged Worldly-wiseman. “Most likely. But, if perchance they should both be off on a hunt or at a party, the old man has a base-born son who, in spite of his doubtful parentage, can do you as much good as his father.”

“Well, his base-birth be no fault of his own,” said Christian. “If he has a ministry to relieve men of their burdens, why what matter his mother? What be his name?”

“Psychology,” said the man. “His name is Psychology.”

“Hmmm? What an odd name,” mused Christian. “And you say he can remove my burden as well as Legality himself?”

“Aye. Or, at the least help you realize that it is not really there. In any case, relief of some sort lies just up this little trail.”

“Why, such good fortune!”

“Yes,” nodded the man with a gracious smile, “there you may be quickly eased of your heavy burden.”

“Sir!” declared Christian, “if these things of which you speak be true, then my wisest course is to take your counsel.”

“Yes, but of course!” gushed the man, with a sugary smile.

“Sir, show me the way to this honest man’s house.”

Then the man came close and, putting his arm round Christian’s shoulder, pointed up a steeply ascending, switch-backed trail and whispered, “Do you see yonder high hill?”

“Yes, very well,” answered Christian, in awe. “I have been walking in its smoky shadow since I first began my travels.”

“’Tis called Mount Sinai,” said the man, with a great show of reverence. “Up that hill you must go, and the first house at the top is his.”

“Why, thank you, sir. Thank you very much!”

“Think nothing of it, friend. I have saved many a grateful pilgrim from a long and tedious journey. Ta ta.”

“Farewell,” said Christian as he hiked up his pants and set out with eager step.

“Oh, and uh, when you come back to your right mind, do come visit my shop on your way home,” he called after him.

“Thank you. I shall,” Christian replied over his shoulder.

So Christian turned away from the light and began the arduous climb toward Mr. Legality’s house. But as he came near the base of Mt. Sinai, he found it much higher, much steeper and much more treacherous than he had imagined. Moreover, when he was about half way up, he found that the main mass of the mountain hung right over the path. Aye, hung over in such a steep fashion that he feared it might break loose and fall on his head. Therefore did Pilgrim come to a halt and begin to wonder what to do.

“Oh, woe is me. My burden has grown heavier than ever, and I can no longer see the light. Worst of all, this dreadful mountain hangs over my head and threatens to crush out my life. Oh me!”

Now from the dark clouds hanging over the summit, lightning flashed down which put him into a fear to go on. To one side yawned a fearful chasm and on the other there arose a sheer and beetling cliff. From out of the hill behind him there shot flashes of fire and belched yellow clouds of sulphurous smoke. These before and those behind made Christian afraid to move lest he should be killed. Then there came a shaking under his feet that put him into a greater terror yet. Here, therefore, he began to sweat and quake for fear. He also began to deeply regret having met one Mr. Worldly-wiseman. Oh, how sorry he was that he had ever taken such evil counsel. Oh, how he wished he could somehow, somewhere, see the light again.

Just when he had begun to fear that he was lost forever, he saw a distant figure toiling up the hill toward him. As the man came closer, he discerned that it was Evangelist. “Evangelist! Oh joy!” shouted Christian. “Evangelist is coming to meet me!” There was hope once again and now his heart was filled with cheer. But then, as he thought of where he was, and how he had come to be where he was, he began to blush for shame. So Evangelist came up to Christian and looked upon him with a severe and dreadful countenance. Then he began to reason with Christian thus:

“What are you doing here, Pilgrim?”

To this Christian had no proper answer and only managed to stammer out, “Uh … uh …”

Then said Evangelist sternly, “Are you not the man I found crying outside the walls of the City of Destruction?”

“Uh … yes, dear sir. I am the man.”

“And did I not set you on the path to the little wicket gate?”
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… this dreadful mountain hangs over my head …

“Yes, sir,” said Christian, head hung low with shame.

“How is it, then, that you have so quickly turned aside? Surely you must realize that you are now quite out of the way.”

Then said Christian sadly, “Uh … that is, uh … well … right after I had gotten over the Slough of Despond, I met with a distinguished-looking gentleman who dwells in these parts. He spoke with me for some long time and persuaded me that I might get out of the shadow of this Mt. Sinai by climbing to its top. There I was supposed to find a village called Morality, whose mayor could relieve me of my burden.”

“I see.”

“And so I foolishly believed the man and turned me out of your way into his, hoping that I might be eased of my burden by an easier way. But when I got to this place and beheld things as they are, what with this beetling cliff, and the sulphurous fumes, and the thundering ground, I grew afraid and stopped. And I must honestly confess, sir, that I can no longer see the light and that I have no idea what to do.”

“Bear with me for a moment that I might show you the words of God,” commanded Evangelist.

“Uh … Yes, sir,” said the trembling pilgrim.

Then Evangelist raised his right hand toward heaven and said in a deep and thunderous tone, “Now ‘the just shall live by faith.’ But you have begun to reject the counsel of the Most High. You have drawn your foot back from the way of peace and put yourself in danger of losing your soul!”

Then did Christian fall upon his face, crying, “Oh, woe is me, for I am undone!”

“Stand up on your feet,” said Evangelist tenderly, stretching forth a kindly hand.

“Yes, sir,” said Christian, gratefully, struggling to his feet beneath the increased weight of an already ponderous burden.

“Fear not, poor Christian,” said Evangelist gently, “for all manner of sin and blasphemies shall be forgiven unto men. Therefore, be not faithless but believing.”

“Ah, is it even so? May I be forgiven?” asked Christian with a touch of hope in his voice.

“Aye, ‘if thou canst believe. All things are possible to him that believeth.’”

“‘I … believe,’” stammered Christian. “‘Only help thou mine unbelief.’”

Then Evangelist smiled to hear him quote from his little book and said firmly, “That man that met you in the way was one Worldly-wiseman. His counsel was like to have been the death of you.”

“Yes, sir,” answered Christian, his head yet hung low.

“The Lord says, ‘Strive to enter in at the strait gate’ (the gate to which I sent you); ‘for strait is the gate which leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it.’”

“Yes, sir.”

“He to whom you were sent to find relief, the man called Legality, is the son of the bondwoman which is yet in sin’s bondage with all her children. That priestess and her ways are revealed to you in this Mount Sinai.”

“Aye, so I see,” answered Christian, glancing fearfully upon the many terrors thickly surrounding him. “There are fires and thunderings and this steeply leaning cliff, which I yet fear may fall on my head!”

“It has crushed many others and would likely have done the same to you had you not wisely stopped. But do tell, if Legality and his mother and his brethren are yet in bondage, how did you ever expect them to set you free?”

“I don’t know what I thought,” confessed Christian.

“This Legality could never set you free from your burden though you should climb this mountain a million times over! You can never be justified by the works of the law, for, ‘by the deeds of the law no man living can be freed from his burden.’”

“Yes, I have read that in my book,” said Christian, nodding in agreement.

“Then you should have quoted it to the adversary and cut his arguments down to the marrow!” instructed Evangelist.

“I forgot,” confessed Christian.

“Which nearly led to your destruction.”

“Yes.”

“And by which your burden was made none the lighter.”

“Nay! But rather more heavy,” admitted Christian.

“Therefore, Mr. Worldly-wiseman is an alien,” said Evangelist angrily. “Mr. Legality is a cheat, and his son Civility, notwithstanding his cultured style, is nothing but a hypocrite and cannot help you. And as for his base-born son Psychology, I … I forbear to comment further.”

“Nay but do say more,” pleaded Christian earnestly, “for I see that your heart is stirred within you, Dear Evangelist.”

“Very well,” responded Evangelist. “Had you not asked I would have kept my silence. But since you have asked I shall say more. Morality and Civility are base impostors of the gospel in verity. Yet, even so, their thin veneer of manners and false kindness will never bring peace to a man’s soul. Therefore after a time he will once again realize his need and perhaps renew his search for truth. But, the teaching of this young upstart knave, Psychology, is worse by far!”

“How so, dear Evangelist?” inquired Christian.

“In that he will tell you flat-out that what you are today you will forever be,” answered Evangelist indignantly. “He will teach you that your burden will never be lifted …”

“What!” exclaimed Christian, roused to fear by the very thought. “Never lifted, do you say?”

“Aye, verily, never lifted. At best all he can promise is to help you change your behavior and perhaps teach you to deal with your emotions. But as for a real change of heart or freedom from the burden of the past-never!”

“Never?”

“Never,” said Evangelist firmly. “All you can hope for is to be able to accept yourself as you are, and to learn to live with reality.”

“Verily?” cried Christian. “Oh, how could I live with such a thought? To be free! To be free! That is the very heart-cry of my soul!”

“’Tis a cry that Psychology shall neither hear nor answer.”

“Oh woe would be me,” moaned Christian. “It would be just as well that I had never read in my little book, or never left Destruction, as to believe that.”

“There is more to tell, if you would hear it,” added Evangelist.

“Do go on, Dear Evangelist,” pleaded Christian.

“Moreover, he would have you blame all of your painful baggage on those who have gone before: an evil mother, a drunken father, an encounter with an evil monster of some sort. And indeed, all of these things may leave their mark on the heart. But, through the gospel they may be overcome and put away!”

“Verily? Is it even so?”

“Yea,” said Evangelist with divine assurance. “This is the power of the gospel. There is nothing in our lives that we may not overcome through the power of Christ. Yea, it is the chief delight of the Lord of the Hill to take our weakest points and to give us such a smashing victory that they become our strongest!”

“Oh, glorious thought!”

“Indeed. The Great King desires to make of our soul a mighty fortress—a veritable armed castle right here in the heartland of the enemy. He fully intends that no power but his own shall ever reign in our soul.”

“Ah!” said Christian, his eyes bright with hope. “Blessed hope. Blessed, blessed hope!”

“So it is, dear Christian,” said Evangelist softly. “And if you will but believe His promise of forgiveness, and act as though it were true, all these words of mine will surely come to pass.”

“Oh, dear Evangelist,” sobbed Christian in hopeful joy. “May it be so with me! May my soul become a stronghold for the king indeed. May I never give the enemy one small toe-hold from the past whereby he may afflict my soul!”

“Then bring your past to Jesus,” commanded Evangelist. “Be forgiven and let the past die. Forgive all wrongs and let the future be pure. Go on from victory to renewed victory—in Him!”

“But how, dear Evangelist,” pleaded Christian. “How?”

“Continue on as you have begun, “advised Evangelist. “Keep your eye on the light. Stay on the path and soon your burden shall be taken from you in the appointed way.”

“I shall, dear sir,” said Christian. “I shall. Now I can see these knaves clearly for what they are. Oh, God forbid that I should ever be thus deceived again.”

Then Evangelist raised his hand toward heaven and said in a commanding voice, “I call upon the heavens for confirmation that my words are not my own but those of Him who sent me!”

Suddenly, Mt. Sinai began to smoke and quake with great violence and there thundered forth the resounding voice of Moses saying, “As many as are of the works of the law are under the curse of the law; for it is written, ‘Cursed is everyone that continueth not in all things which are written in the book of the law to do them.’”

“Oh, I fear for my life!” cried Christian, dropping to his knees in terror. “Oh, curse the time that I stopped to parley with the enemy. Oh, curse my forgetfulness of the promises. Oh, I have played the part of a thousand fools times ten thousand fools!”

“But,” said Evangelist, laying his hand upon Christian’s shoulder, “praise be to God that your eyes have been opened.”

“And shame to me that they ever should have been closed by arguments that flowed only from the flesh,” moaned Christian. “Shame to me that worldly-wise logic should have prevailed against the words of Truth.” Then Christian looked up into the eyes of his benefactor and asked pleadingly, “Sir, what think you? Be there any hope for me?”

“Aye,” nodded Evangelist, with a tear in his eye. “There is hope.”

“May I yet turn and get me up to the wicket gate?”

“You may turn.”

“Might I not be abandoned for this sin and be sent back from thence ashamed?”

“You shall not be sent back. For the man at the gate has come to bring ‘peace on earth, good will to men.’ Come, stand you up.”

With these words he gently lifted Christian to his feet and said, “Go in peace.”

“I shall, sir. I shall.”

Then did Christian turn himself to go back; and Evangelist, after he had kissed him, gave him one smile and bade him Godspeed; so he went on in haste. He did not speak to any man by the way. If any man saluted him or asked a question he would not slacken his pace nor pause to give him an answer. He went on like one that was all the while treading upon forbidden ground and could by no means feel himself safe till he was once again back on the path which he had abandoned. Once upon it he applied himself to his journey with all due diligence until, in process of time, Christian got up to the gate.
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