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			The Pilgrim’s Progress

		
	
		
			The Author’s Apology for His Book

			
				
					When at the first I took my pen in hand
					

					Thus for to write, I did not un­der­stand
					

					That I at all should make a little book
					

					In such a mode; nay, I had un­der­took
					

					To make an­oth­er; which, when al­most done,
					

					Be­fore I was aware, I this be­gun.
				

				
					And thus it was: I, writ­ing of the way
					

					And race of saints, in this our gos­pel day,
					

					Fell sud­denly in­to an al­legory
					

					About their jour­ney, and the way to glory,
					

					In more than twenty things which I set down.
					

					This done, I twenty more had in my crown;
					

					And they again began to mul­tiply,
					

					Like sparks that from the coals of fire do fly.
				

				
					Nay, then, thought I, if that you breed so fast,
					

					I’ll put you by yourselves, lest you at last
					

					Should prove ad in­fin­itum, and eat out
					

					The book that I already am about.
				

				
					Well, so I did; but yet I did not think
					

					To show to all the world my pen and ink
					

					In such a mode; I only thought to make
					

					I knew not what; nor did I un­der­take
					

					Thereby to please my neigh­bour: no, not I;
					

					I did it my own self to grat­i­fy.
				

				
					Neither did I but va­cant sea­sons spend
					

					In this my scribble; nor did I in­tend
					

					But to di­vert my­self in do­ing this
					

					From wors­er thoughts which make me do amiss.
				

				
					Thus, I set pen to pa­per with de­light,
					

					And quickly had my thoughts in black and white.
					

					For, hav­ing now my meth­od by the end,
					

					Still as I pulled, it came; and so I penned
					

					It down: un­til it came at last to be,
					

					For length and breadth, the big­ness which you see.
				

				
					Well, when I had thus put mine ends to­geth­er,
					

					I showed them oth­ers, that I might see wheth­er
					

					They would con­demn them, or them jus­ti­fy:
					

					And some said, Let them live; some, Let them die;
					

					Some said, John, print it; oth­ers said, Not so;
					

					Some said, It might do good; oth­ers said, No.
				

				
					Now was I in a strait, and did not see
					

					Which was the best thing to be done by me:
					

					At last I thought, Since you are thus di­vided,
					

					I print it will, and so the case de­cided.
				

				
					For, thought I, some, I see, would have it done,
					

					Though oth­ers in that chan­nel do not run:
					

					To prove, then, who ad­vised for the best,
					

					Thus I thought fit to put it to the test.
				

				
					I fur­ther thought, if now I did deny
					

					Those that would have it, thus to grat­i­fy.
					

					I did not know but hinder them I might
					

					Of that which would to them be great de­light.
				

				
					For those which were not for its com­ing forth,
					

					I said to them, Of­fend You I Am Loth,
					

					Yet, since your brethren pleased with it be,
					

					For­bear to judge till you do fur­ther see.
				

				
					If that thou wilt not read, let it alone;
					

					Some love the meat, some love to pick the bone.
					

					Yea, that I might them bet­ter pal­li­ate,
					

					I did too with them thus ex­pos­tu­late:—
				

				
					May I not write in such a style as this?
					

					In such a meth­od, too, and yet not miss
					

					My end—thy good? Why may it not be done?
					

					Dark clouds bring wa­ters, when the bright bring none.
					

					Yea, dark or bright, if they their sil­ver drops
					

					Cause to des­cend, the earth, by yield­ing crops,
					

					Gives praise to both, and car­peth not at either,
					

					But treas­ures up the fruit they yield to­geth­er;
					

					Yea, so com­mixes both, that in her fruit
					

					None can dis­tin­guish this from that: they suit
					

					Her well when hungry; but, if she be full,
					

					She spews out both, and makes their bless­ings null.
				

				
					You see the ways the fish­er­man doth take
					

					To catch the fish; what en­gines doth he make?
					

					Be­hold how he en­ga­geth all his wits;
					

					Also his snares, lines, angles, hooks, and nets;
					

					Yet fish there be, that neither hook, nor line,
					

					Nor snare, nor net, nor en­gine can make thine:
					

					They must be groped for, and be tickled too,
					

					Or they will not be catch’d, whate’er you do.
				

				
					How does the fowl­er seek to catch his game
					

					By divers means! all which one can­not name:
					

					His guns, his nets, his lime-twigs, light, and bell:
					

					He creeps, he goes, he stands; yea, who can tell
					

					Of all his pos­tures? Yet there’s none of these
					

					Will make him mas­ter of what fowls he please.
					

					Yea, he must pipe and whistle to catch this,
					

					Yet, if he does so, that bird he will miss.
				

				
					If that a pearl may in a toad’s head dwell,
					

					And may be found too in an oyster-shell;
					

					If things that prom­ise noth­ing do con­tain
					

					What bet­ter is than gold; who will dis­dain,
					

					That have an ink­ling of it, there to look,
					

					That they may find it? Now, my little book,
					

					(Though void of all these paint­ings that may make
					

					It with this or the oth­er man to take)
					

					Is not without those things that do ex­cel
					

					What do in brave but empty no­tions dwell.
				

				
					‘Well, yet I am not fully sat­is­fied,
					

					That this your book will stand, when soundly tried.’
					

					Why, what’s the mat­ter? ‘It is dark.’ What though?
					

					‘But it is feigned.’ What of that? I trow?
					

					Some men, by feigned words, as dark as mine,
					

					Make truth to spangle and its rays to shine.
				

				
					‘But they want solid­ness.’ Speak, man, thy mind.
					

					‘They drown the weak; meta­phors make us blind.’
				

				
					Solid­ity, in­deed, be­comes the pen
					

					Of him that writeth things di­vine to men;
					

					But must I needs want solid­ness, be­cause
					

					By meta­phors I speak? Were not God’s laws,
					

					His gos­pel laws, in olden times held forth
					

					By types, shad­ows, and meta­phors? Yet loth
					

					Will any sober man be to find fault
					

					With them, lest he be found for to as­sault
					

					The highest wis­dom. No, he rather stoops,
					

					And seeks to find out what by pins and loops,
					

					By calves and sheep, by heifers and by rams,
					

					By birds and herbs, and by the blood of lambs,
					

					God speak­eth to him; and happy is he
					

					That finds the light and grace that in them be.
				

				
					Be not too for­ward, there­fore, to con­clude
					

					That I want solid­ness—that I am rude;
					

					All things sol­id in show not sol­id be;
					

					All things in par­ables des­pise not we;
					

					Lest things most hurt­ful lightly we re­ceive,
					

					And things that good are, of our souls be­reave.
				

				
					My dark and cloudy words, they do but hold
					

					The truth, as cab­in­ets en­close the gold.
				

				
					The proph­ets used much by meta­phors
					

					To set forth truth; yea, who so con­siders Christ,
					

					his apostles too, shall plainly see,
					

					That truths to this day in such mantles be.
				

				
					Am I afraid to say, that holy writ,
					

					Which for its style and phrase puts down all wit,
					

					Is every­where so full of all these things—
					

					Dark fig­ures, al­leg­or­ies? Yet there springs
					

					From that same book that lustre, and those rays
					

					Of light, that turn our darkest nights to days.
				

				
					Come, let my carp­er to his life now look,
					

					And find there dark­er lines than in my book
					

					He fin­d­e­th any; yea, and let him know,
					

					That in his best things there are worse lines too.
				

				
					May we but stand be­fore im­par­tial men,
					

					To his poor one I dare ad­ven­ture ten,
					

					That they will take my mean­ing in these lines
					

					Far bet­ter than his lies in sil­ver shrines.
					

					Come, truth, al­though in swad­dling clouts, I find,
					

					In­forms the judge­ment, rec­ti­fies the mind;
					

					Pleases the un­der­stand­ing, makes the will
					

					Sub­mit; the memory too it doth fill
					

					With what doth our ima­gin­a­tions please;
					

					Like­wise it tends our troubles to ap­pease.
				

				
					Sound words, I know, Timothy is to use,
					

					And old wives’ fables he is to re­fuse;
					

					But yet grave Paul him nowhere did for­bid
					

					The use of par­ables; in which lay hid
					

					That gold, those pearls, and pre­cious stones that were
					

					Worth dig­ging for, and that with greatest care.
				

				
					Let me add one word more. O man of God,
					

					Art thou of­fen­ded? Dost thou wish I had
					

					Put forth my mat­ter in an­oth­er dress?
					

					Or, that I had in things been more ex­press?
					

					Three things let me pro­pound; then I sub­mit
					

					To those that are my bet­ters, as is fit.
				

				
					1. I find not that I am denied the use
					

					Of this my meth­od, so I no ab­use
					

					Put on the words, things, read­ers; or be rude
					

					In hand­ling fig­ure or simil­it­ude,
					

					In ap­plic­a­tion; but, all that I may,
					

					Seek the ad­vance of truth this or that way
					

					Denied, did I say? Nay, I have leave
					

					(Ex­ample too, and that from them that have
					

					God bet­ter pleased, by their words or ways,
					

					Than any man that breatheth nowadays)
					

					Thus to ex­press my mind, thus to de­clare
					

					Things un­to thee that ex­cel­lentest are.
				

				
					2. I find that men (as high as trees) will write
					

					Dia­logue-wise; yet no man doth them slight
					

					For writ­ing so: in­deed, if they ab­use
					

					Truth, cursed be they, and the craft they use
					

					To that in­tent; but yet let truth be free
					

					To make her sal­lies upon thee and me,
					

					Which way it pleases God; for who knows how,
					

					Bet­ter than he that taught us first to plough,
					

					To guide our mind and pens for his design?
					

					And he makes base things ush­er in di­vine.
				

				
					3. I find that holy writ in many places
					

					Hath semb­lance with this meth­od, where the cases
					

					Do call for one thing, to set forth an­oth­er;
					

					Use it I may, then, and yet noth­ing smoth­er
					

					Truth’s golden beams: nay, by this meth­od may
					

					Make it cast forth its rays as light as day.
					

					And now be­fore I do put up my pen,
					

					I’ll show the profit of my book, and then
					

					Com­mit both thee and it un­to that Hand
					

					That pulls the strong down, and makes weak ones stand.
				

				
					This book it chalketh out be­fore thine eyes
					

					The man that seeks the ever­last­ing prize;
					

					It shows you whence he comes, whith­er he goes;
					

					What he leaves un­done, also what he does;
					

					It also shows you how he runs and runs,
					

					Till he un­to the gate of glory comes.
				

				
					It shows, too, who set out for life amain,
					

					As if the last­ing crown they would ob­tain;
					

					Here also you may see the reas­on why
					

					They lose their la­bour, and like fools do die.
				

				
					This book will make a trav­el­ler of thee,
					

					If by its coun­sel thou wilt ruled be;
					

					It will dir­ect thee to the Holy Land,
					

					If thou wilt its dir­ec­tions un­der­stand:
					

					Yea, it will make the sloth­ful act­ive be;
					

					The blind also de­light­ful things to see.
				

				
					Art thou for some­thing rare and prof­it­able?
					

					Would­est thou see a truth with­in a fable?
					

					Art thou for­get­ful? Would­est thou re­mem­ber
					

					From New-Year’s day to the last of Decem­ber?
					

					Then read my fan­cies; they will stick like burs,
					

					And may be, to the help­less, com­fort­ers.
				

				
					This book is writ in such a dia­lect
					

					As may the minds of list­less men af­fect:
					

					It seems a nov­elty, and yet con­tains
					

					Noth­ing but sound and hon­est gos­pel strains.
					

					Wouldst thou di­vert thy­self from mel­an­choly?
					

					Wouldst thou be pleas­ant, yet be far from folly?
					

					Wouldst thou read riddles, and their ex­plan­a­tion?
					

					Or else be drowned in thy con­tem­pla­tion?
					

					Dost thou love pick­ing meat? Or wouldst thou see
					

					A man in the clouds, and hear him speak to thee?
					

					Wouldst thou be in a dream, and yet not sleep?
					

					Or wouldst thou in a mo­ment laugh and weep?
					

					Would­est thou lose thy­self and catch no harm,
					

					And find thy­self again without a charm?
					

					Wouldst read thy­self, and read thou know­est not what,
					

					And yet know wheth­er thou art blest or not,
				

				
					By read­ing the same lines? Oh, then come hith­er,
					

					And lay my book, thy head, and heart to­geth­er.
				

			

			
				John Bunyan

			
		
	
		
			The First Part

			As I walked through the wil­der­ness of this world, I lighted on a cer­tain place, where was a den;1 and I laid me down in that place to sleep: and as I slept, I dreamed a dream. I dreamed, and, be­hold, “I saw a man clothed with rags, stand­ing in a cer­tain place, with his face from his own house, a book in his hand, and a great bur­den upon his back.”2 I looked, and saw him open the book,3 and read therein; and as he read, he wept and trembled; and not be­ing able longer to con­tain, he brake out with a lam­ent­able cry, say­ing, “What shall I do?”4

			In this plight, there­fore, he went home, and re­frained him­self as long as he could, that his wife and chil­dren should not per­ceive his dis­tress; but he could not be si­lent long, be­cause that his trouble in­creased. Where­fore at length he brake his mind to his wife and chil­dren; and thus he began to talk to them: “O my dear wife,” said he, “and you, the chil­dren of my bowels, I, your dear friend, am in my­self un­done, by reas­on of a bur­den that li­eth hard upon me; moreover, I am for cer­tain in­formed that this our city will be burned with fire from Heav­en; in which fear­ful over­throw, both my­self, with thee, my wife, and you, my sweet babes, shall miser­ably come to ru­in, ex­cept (the which yet I see not) some way of es­cape can be found, whereby we may be de­livered.” At this, his re­la­tions were sore amazed; not for that they be­lieved that what he had said to them was true, but be­cause they thought that some frenzy dis­tem­per had got in­to his head;5 there­fore, it draw­ing to­wards night, and they hop­ing that sleep might settle his brains, with all haste they got him to bed. But the night was as trouble­some to him as the day; where­fore, in­stead of sleep­ing, he spent it in sighs and tears. So when the morn­ing was come, they would know how he did; he told them, worse and worse; he also set to talk­ing to them again, but they began to be hardened. They also thought to drive away his dis­tem­per by harsh and surly car­riages to him. Some­times they would de­ride, some­times they would chide, and some­times they would quite neg­lect him. Where­fore he began to re­tire him­self to his cham­ber to pray for, and pity them, and also to con­dole his own misery. He would also walk sol­it­ar­ily in the fields, some­times read­ing, and some­times pray­ing; and thus for some days he spent his time.6

			Now I saw upon a time, when he was walk­ing in the fields, that he was, as he was wont, read­ing in his book, and greatly dis­tressed in his mind; and as he read, he burst out, as he had done be­fore, cry­ing, “What shall I do to be saved?”7

			I saw also that he looked this way and that way, as if he would run; yet he stood still, be­cause, as I per­ceived, he could not tell which way to go.8 I looked then, and saw a man named Evan­gel­ist com­ing to him, who asked, “Where­fore dost thou cry?”

			He answered, Sir, I per­ceive, by the book in my hand, that I am con­demned to die, and after that to come to judg­ment;9 and I find that I am not will­ing10 to do the first, nor able11 to do the second.

			Then said Evan­gel­ist, Why not will­ing to die, since this life is at­ten­ded with so many evils? The man answered, Be­cause I fear that this bur­den that is upon my back will sink me lower than the grave; and I shall fall in­to Toph­et.12 And, Sir, if I be not fit to go to pris­on, I am not fit, I am sure, to go to judg­ment, and from thence to ex­e­cu­tion; and the thoughts of these things make me cry.

			Then said Evan­gel­ist, If this be thy con­di­tion, why stand­est thou still? He answered, Be­cause I know not whith­er to go. Then he gave him a parch­ment roll, and there was writ­ten with­in, “Fly from the wrath to come.”13

			The man there­fore, read it, and look­ing upon Evan­gel­ist very care­fully, said, Whith­er must I fly? Then said Evan­gel­ist, point­ing with his fin­ger over a very wide field, Do you see yon­der wick­et gate?14 The man said, No. Then said the oth­er, Do you see yon­der shin­ing light?15 He said, I think I do. Then said Evan­gel­ist, Keep that light in your eye, and go up dir­ectly thereto, so shalt thou see the gate; at which, when thou knock­est, it shall be told thee what thou shalt do.16 So I saw in my dream that the man began to run. Now, he had not ran far from his own door, but his wife and chil­dren per­ceiv­ing it, began to cry after him to re­turn;17 but the man put his fin­gers in his ears, and ran on, cry­ing, Life! life! Etern­al life! So he looked not be­hind him,18 but fled to­wards the middle of the plain.19

			The neigh­bours also came out to see him run, and as he ran, some mocked, oth­ers threatened, and some cried after him to re­turn; and among those that did so, there were two that were re­solved to fetch him back by force.20 The name of the one was Ob­stin­ate, and the name of the oth­er Pli­able.21 Now by this time, the man was got a good dis­tance from them; but, how­ever, they were re­solved to pur­sue him; which they did, and in a little time they over­took him. Then said the man, Neigh­bours, where­fore are ye come? They said, To per­suade you to go back with us. But he said, That can by no means be. You dwell, said he, in the City of De­struc­tion, the place also where I was born; I see it to be so; and dy­ing there, soon­er or later, you will sink lower than the grave, in­to a place that burns with fire and brim­stone. Be con­tent, good neigh­bours, and go along with me.

			What, said Ob­stin­ate, and leave our friends and our com­forts be­hind us?22

			Yes, said Chris­ti­an, for that was his name, be­cause that all “which you shall for­sake,”23 is not worthy to be com­pared with a little of that which I am seek­ing to en­joy; and if you will go along with me, and hold it, you shall fare as I my­self, for there, where I go, is enough and to spare.24 Come away, and prove my words.

			Obst. What are the things you seek, since you leave all the world to find them?

			Chr. I seek an “in­her­it­ance in­cor­rupt­ible, un­defiled, and that fa­de­th not away,”25 and it is laid up in Heav­en,26 and safe there, to be be­stowed, at the time ap­poin­ted, on them that di­li­gently seek it. Read it so, if you will, in my book.

			Obst. Tush, said Ob­stin­ate, away with your book; will you go back with us, or no?

			Chr. No, not I, saith the oth­er; be­cause I have laid my hand to the plough.27

			Obst. Come, then, neigh­bour Pli­able, let us turn again, and go home without him; there is a com­pany of these crazed-headed cox­combs, that when they take a fancy by the end, are wiser in their own eyes than sev­en men that can render a reas­on.28

			Pli. Then said Pli­able, Do not re­vile; if what the good Chris­ti­an says is true, the things he looks after are bet­ter than ours; my heart in­clines to go with my neigh­bour.

			Obst. What! more fools still? Be ruled by me, and go back; who knows whith­er such a brain­sick fel­low will lead you? Go back, go back, and be wise.

			Chr. Nay, but do thou come with thy neigh­bour Pli­able: there are such things to be had which I spoke of, and many more glor­ies be­sides; if you be­lieve not me, read here in this book, and for the truth of what is ex­pressed therein, be­hold, all is con­firmed by the blood of Him that made it.29

			Pli. Well, neigh­bour Ob­stin­ate, saith Pli­able, I be­gin to come to a point; I in­tend to go along with this good man, and to cast in my lot with him. But, my good com­pan­ion, do you know the way to this de­sired place?

			Chr. I am dir­ec­ted by a man whose name is Evan­gel­ist, to speed me to a little gate that is be­fore us, where we shall re­ceive in­struc­tions about the way.

			Pli. Come then, good neigh­bour, let us be go­ing. Then they went both to­geth­er.

			Obst. And I will go back to my place, said Ob­stin­ate; I will be no com­pan­ion of such misled fant­ast­ic­al fel­lows.

			Now I saw in my dream, that when Ob­stin­ate was gone back, Chris­ti­an and Pli­able went talk­ing over the plain; and thus they began their dis­course.

			Chr. Come, neigh­bour Pli­able, how do you do? I am glad you are per­suaded to go along with me; had even Ob­stin­ate him­self but felt what I have felt, of the powers and ter­rors of what is yet un­seen, he would not thus lightly have giv­en us the back.

			Pli. Come, neigh­bour Chris­ti­an, since there is none but us two here, tell me now fur­ther, what the things are, and how to be en­joyed, whith­er we are go­ing.

			Chr. I can bet­ter con­ceive of them with my mind, than speak of them with my tongue; but yet since you are de­sirous to know, I will read of them in my book.

			Pli. And do you think that the words of your book are cer­tainly true?

			Chr. Yes, ver­ily, for it was made by Him that can­not lie.30

			Pli. Well said. What things are they?

			Chr. There is an end­less king­dom to be in­hab­ited, and ever­last­ing life to be giv­en us, that we may in­hab­it that king­dom forever.31

			Pli. Well said. And what else?

			Chr. There are crowns of glory to be giv­en us, and gar­ments that will make us shine like the sun in the firm­a­ment of Heav­en!32

			Pli. This is very pleas­ant. And what else?

			Chr. There shall be no more cry­ing, nor sor­row; for He that is own­er of the place will wipe all tears from our eyes.33

			Pli. And what com­pany shall we have there?

			Chr. There we shall be with ser­aph­ims, and Cher­ubims, creatures that will dazzle your eyes to look on them. There, also, you shall meet with thou­sands and ten thou­sands that have gone be­fore us to that Place; none of them are hurt­ful, but lov­ing and holy, every­one walk­ing in the sight of God, and stand­ing in His pres­ence with ac­cept­ance forever; in a word, there we shall see the eld­ers with their golden crowns; there we shall see the holy vir­gins with their golden harps; there we shall see men, that by the world were cut in pieces, burnt in flames, eaten of beasts, drowned in the seas, for the love that they bare to the Lord of the Place; all well, and clothed with im­mor­tal­ity as with a gar­ment.34

			Pli. The hear­ing of this is enough to rav­ish one’s heart; but are these things to be en­joyed? How shall we get to be sharers there­of?

			Chr. The Lord, the Gov­ernor of the coun­try, hath re­cor­ded, that in this book, the sub­stance of which is, if we be truly will­ing to have it, He will be­stow it upon us freely.35

			Pli. Well, my good com­pan­ion, glad am I to hear of these things; come on, let us mend our pace.36

			Chr. I can­not go so fast as I would, by reas­on of this bur­den that is on my back.

			Now I saw in my dream, that, just as they had ended this talk, they drew near to a very miry slough that was in the midst of the plain; and they, be­ing heed­less, did both fall sud­denly in­to the bog. The name of the slough was Des­pond.37 Here, there­fore, they wal­lowed for a time, be­ing griev­ously be­daubed with the dirt; and Chris­ti­an, be­cause of the bur­den that was on his back, began to sink in the mire.

			Pli. Then said Pli­able, Ah! neigh­bour Chris­ti­an, where are you now?

			Chr. Truly, said Chris­ti­an, I do not know.

			Pli. At that Pli­able began to be of­fen­ded, and an­grily said to his fel­low, Is this the hap­pi­ness you have told me all this while of? If we have such ill speed at our first set­ting out, what may we ex­pect betwixt this and our jour­ney’s end? May I get out again with my life, you shall pos­sess the brave coun­try alone for me. And with that he gave a des­per­ate struggle or two, and got out of the mire on that side of the slough which was next to his own house: so away he went, and Chris­ti­an saw him no more. Where­fore Chris­ti­an was left to tumble in the Slough of Des­pond alone; but still he en­deav­oured to struggle to that side of the slough that was still fur­ther from his own house, and next to the wick­et-gate; the which he did, but could not get out, be­cause of the bur­den that was upon his back.38 But I be­held in my dream, that a man came to him, whose name was Help, and asked him what he did there?

			Chr. Sir, said Chris­ti­an, I was bid go this way by a man called Evan­gel­ist, who dir­ec­ted me also to yon­der gate, that I might es­cape the wrath to come. And as I was go­ing thith­er, I fell in here.

			Help. But why did not you look for the steps?

			Chr. Fear fol­lowed me so hard, that I fled the next way, and fell in.39

			Help. Then said he, Give me thy hand; so he gave him his hand, and he drew him out, and set him upon sound ground, and bid him go on his way.40

			Then I stepped to him that plucked him out, and said, Sir, where­fore (since over this place is the way from the City of De­struc­tion, to yon­der gate) is it that this plat is not men­ded, that poor trav­el­ers might go thith­er with more se­cur­ity? And he said un­to me, This miry slough is such a place as can­not be men­ded. It is the des­cent whith­er the scum and filth that at­tends con­vic­tion for sin, doth con­tinu­ally run, and there­fore it is called the Slough of Des­pond: for still, as the sin­ner is awakened about his lost con­di­tion, there aris­eth in his soul many fears, and doubts, and dis­cour­aging ap­pre­hen­sions, which all of them get to­geth­er, and settle in this place. And this is the reas­on of the bad­ness of this ground.

			It is not the pleas­ure of the King that this place should re­main so bad;41 his la­bour­ers, also, have, by the dir­ec­tions of his Majesty’s sur­vey­ors, been, for above these 1,600 years, em­ployed about this patch of ground, if, per­haps, it might have been men­ded; yea, and to my know­ledge, said he, here have been swal­lowed up at least 20,000 cart­loads; yea, mil­lions of whole­some in­struc­tions, that have, at all sea­sons, been brought from all places of the King’s domin­ions, and they that can tell, say, they are the best ma­ter­i­als to make good ground of the place, if so be it might have been men­ded; but it is the Slough of Des­pond still; and so will be when they have done what they can.42

			True, there are, by the dir­ec­tion of the Law­giver, cer­tain good and sub­stan­tial steps, placed even through the very midst of this slough; but at such time as this place doth much spew out its filth, as it doth against change of weath­er, these steps are hardly seen; or if they be, men, through the dizzi­ness of their heads, step be­sides, and then they are be­mired to pur­pose, not­with­stand­ing the steps be there; but the ground is good, when they are once got in at the gate.43

			Now I saw in my dream, that, by this time, Pli­able was got home to his house again; so that his neigh­bours came to vis­it him; and some of them called him wise man for com­ing back, and some called him fool for haz­ard­ing him­self with Chris­ti­an; oth­ers, again, did mock at his cow­ard­li­ness, say­ing, “Surely, since you began to ven­ture, I would not have been so base to have giv­en out for a few dif­fi­culties.” So Pli­able sat sneak­ing among them. But, at last, he got more con­fid­ence, and then they all turned their tales, and began to de­ride poor Chris­ti­an be­hind his back. And thus much con­cern­ing Pli­able.

			Now as Chris­ti­an was walk­ing sol­it­ar­ily by him­self,44 he es­pied one afar off come cross­ing over the field to meet him; and their hap was to meet just as they were cross­ing the way of each oth­er. The gen­tle­man’s name that met him was Mr. Worldly-wise­man; he dwelt in the town of Car­nal Policy, a very great town, and also hard by from whence Chris­ti­an came. This man, then, meet­ing with Chris­ti­an, and hav­ing some ink­ling45 of him, for Chris­ti­an’s set­ting forth from the City of De­struc­tion was much noised abroad, not only in the town where he dwelt, but, also, it began to be the town-talk in some oth­er places. Mas­ter Worldly-wise­man, there­fore, hav­ing some guess of him, by be­hold­ing his la­bor­i­ous go­ing, by ob­serving his sighs and groans, and the like, began thus to enter in­to some talk with Chris­ti­an.

			World. How now, good fel­low, whith­er away after this burdened man­ner?

			Chr. A burdened man­ner, in­deed, as ever, I think, poor creature had! And where­as you ask me, Whith­er away? I tell you, Sir, I am go­ing to yon­der wick­et-gate be­fore me; for there, as I am in­formed, I shall be put in­to a way to be rid of my heavy bur­den.

			World. Hast thou a wife and chil­dren?

			Chr. Yes; but I am so laden with this bur­den, that I can­not take that pleas­ure in them as formerly; me­thinks I am as if I had none.46

			World. Wilt thou hearken un­to me if I give thee coun­sel?

			Chr. If it be good, I will; for I stand in need of good coun­sel.

			World. I would ad­vise thee, then, that thou with all speed get thy­self rid of thy bur­den: for thou wilt nev­er be settled in thy mind till then; nor canst thou en­joy the be­ne­fits of the bless­ing which God hath be­stowed upon thee till then.

			Chr. That is that which I seek for, even to be rid of this heavy bur­den; but get it off my­self, I can­not; nor is there any man in our coun­try that can take it off my shoulders; there­fore am I go­ing this way, as I told you, that I may be rid of my bur­den.

			World. Who bid you go this way to be rid of thy bur­den?

			Chr. A man that ap­peared to me to be a very great and hon­our­able per­son; his name, as I re­mem­ber, is Evan­gel­ist.

			World. I be­shrew him for his coun­sel! there is not a more dan­ger­ous and trouble­some way in the world than is that un­to which he hath dir­ec­ted thee; and that thou shalt find, if thou wilt be ruled by his coun­sel. Thou hast met with some­thing, as I per­ceive already; for I see the dirt of the Slough of Des­pond is upon thee; but that slough is the be­gin­ning of the sor­rows that do at­tend those that go on in that way. Hear me, I am older than thou; thou art like to meet with, on the way which thou goest, wear­i­some­ness, pain­ful­ness, hun­ger, per­ils, na­ked­ness, sword, lions, dragons, dark­ness, and, in a word, death, and what­not! These things are cer­tainly true, hav­ing been con­firmed by many testi­mon­ies. And why should a man so care­lessly cast away him­self, by giv­ing heed to a stranger?

			Chr. Why, Sir, this bur­den upon my back is more ter­rible to me than are all these things which you have men­tioned; nay, me­thinks I care not what I meet with in the way, if so be I can also meet with de­liv­er­ance from my bur­den.

			World. How camest thou by the bur­den at first?

			Chr. By read­ing this book in my hand.

			World. I thought so; and it is happened un­to thee as to oth­er weak men, who, med­dling with things too high for them, do sud­denly fall in­to thy dis­trac­tions; which dis­trac­tions do not only un­man men, as thine, I per­ceive, has done thee, but they run them upon des­per­ate ven­tures, to ob­tain they know not what.

			Chr. I know what I would ob­tain; it is ease for my heavy bur­den.

			World. But why wilt thou seek for ease this way, see­ing so many dangers at­tend it? es­pe­cially since, hadst thou but pa­tience to hear me, I could dir­ect thee to the ob­tain­ing of what thou de­sirest, without the dangers that thou in this way wilt run thy­self in­to; yea, and the rem­edy is at hand. Be­sides, I will add, that, in­stead of those dangers, thou shalt meet with much safety, friend­ship, and con­tent.47

			Chr. Pray, Sir, open this secret to me.

			World. Why, in yon­der vil­lage—the vil­lage is named Mor­al­ity—there dwells a gen­tle­man whose name is Leg­al­ity, a very ju­di­cious man, and a man of a very good name, that has skill to help men off with such bur­dens as thine are from their shoulders: yea, to my know­ledge, he hath done a great deal of good this way; aye, and be­sides, he hath skill to cure those that are some­what crazed in their wits with their bur­dens.48 To him, as I said, thou may­est go, and be helped presently. His house is not quite a mile from this place, and if he should not be at home him­self, he hath a pretty young man to his son, whose name is Ci­vil­ity, that can do it (to speak on) as well as the old gen­tle­man him­self; there, I say, thou may­est be eased of thy bur­den; and if thou art not minded to go back to thy former hab­it­a­tion, as, in­deed, I would not wish thee, thou may­est send for thy wife and chil­dren to thee to this vil­lage, where there are houses now stand empty, one of which thou may­est have at reas­on­able rates; pro­vi­sion is there also cheap and good; and that which will make thy life the more happy is, to be sure, there thou shalt live by hon­est neigh­bours, in cred­it and good fash­ion.

			Now was Chris­ti­an some­what at a stand; but presently he con­cluded, if this be true, which this gen­tle­man hath said, my wisest course is to take his ad­vice; and with that he thus fur­ther spoke.

			Chr. Sir, which is my way to this hon­est man’s house?

			World. Do you see yon­der hill?

			Chr. Yes, very well.

			World. By that hill you must go, and the first house you come at is his.

			So Chris­ti­an turned out of his way, to go to Mr. Leg­al­ity’s house for help; but, be­hold, when he was got now hard by the hill, it seemed so high, and also that side of it that was next the way­side, did hang so much over, that Chris­ti­an was afraid to ven­ture fur­ther, lest the hill should fall on his head; where­fore there he stood still, and wot­ted49 not what to do. Also his bur­den now seemed heav­ier to him, than while he was in his way. There came also flashes of fire out of the hill, that made Chris­ti­an afraid that he should be burned.50 Here, there­fore, he sweat and did quake for fear.51 And now he began to be sorry that he had taken Mr. Worldly-wise­man’s coun­sel. And with that he saw Evan­gel­ist com­ing to meet him; at the sight also of whom he began to blush for shame. So Evan­gel­ist drew near­er and near­er; and com­ing up to him, he looked upon him with a severe and dread­ful coun­ten­ance, and thus began to reas­on with Chris­ti­an.

			Evan. What dost thou here, Chris­ti­an? said he: at which words Chris­ti­an knew not what to an­swer; where­fore at present he stood speech­less be­fore him. Then said Evan­gel­ist fur­ther, Art not thou the man that I found cry­ing without the walls of the City of De­struc­tion?

			Chr. Yes, dear Sir, I am the man.

			Evan. Did not I dir­ect thee the way to the little wick­et-gate?

			Chr. Yes, dear Sir, said Chris­ti­an.

			Evan. How is it, then, that thou art so quickly turned aside? for thou art now out of the way.

			Chr. I met with a gen­tle­man so soon as I had got over the Slough of Des­pond, who per­suaded me that I might, in the vil­lage be­fore me, find a man that could take off my bur­den.

			Evan. What was he?

			Chr. He looked like a gen­tle­man,52 and talked much to me, and got me at last to yield; so I came hith­er: but when I be­held this hill, and how it hangs over the way, I sud­denly made a stand, lest it should fall on my head.

			Evan. What said that gen­tle­man to you?

			Chr. Why, he asked me whith­er I was go­ing? And I told him.

			Evan. And what said he then?

			Chr. He asked me if I had a fam­ily? And I told him. But, said I, I am so loaden with the bur­den that is on my back, that I can­not take pleas­ure in them as formerly.

			Evan. And what said he then?

			Chr. He bid me with speed get rid of my bur­den; and I told him it was ease that I sought. And, said I, I am there­fore go­ing to yon­der gate, to re­ceive fur­ther dir­ec­tion how I may get to the place of de­liv­er­ance. So he said that he would show me a bet­ter way, and short, not so at­ten­ded with dif­fi­culties as the way, Sir, that you set me in; which way, said he, will dir­ect you to a gen­tle­man’s house that hath skill to take off these bur­dens: so I be­lieved him,53 and turned out of that way in­to this, if haply I might be soon eased of my bur­den. But when I came to this place, and be­held things as they are, I stopped for fear (as I said) of danger: but I now know not what to do.

			Evan. Then, said Evan­gel­ist, stand still a little, that I may show thee the words of God. So he stood trem­bling. Then said Evan­gel­ist, “See that ye re­fuse not Him that speak­eth. For if they es­caped not who re­fused Him that spake on earth, much more shall not we es­cape, if we turn away from Him that speak­eth from Heav­en.”54 He said, moreover, “Now the just shall live by faith: but if any man draw back, My soul shall have no pleas­ure in him.”55 He also did thus ap­ply them: Thou art the man that art run­ning in­to this misery; thou hast be­gun to re­ject the coun­sel of the Most High, and to draw back thy foot from the way of peace, even al­most to the haz­ard­ing of thy per­di­tion!

			Then Chris­ti­an fell down at his foot as dead, cry­ing, “Woe is me, for I am un­done!” At the sight of which, Evan­gel­ist caught him by the right hand, say­ing, “All man­ner of sin and blas­phemies shall be for­giv­en un­to men;”56 “Be not faith­less, but be­liev­ing.”57 Then did Chris­ti­an again a little re­vive, and stood up trem­bling, as at first, be­fore Evan­gel­ist.58

			Then Evan­gel­ist pro­ceeded, say­ing, Give more earn­est heed to the things that I shall tell thee of. I will now show thee who it was that de­luded thee, and who it was also to whom he sent thee—The man that met thee is one Worldly-wise­man, and rightly is he so called; partly, be­cause he sa­voureth only the doc­trine of this world,59 (there­fore he al­ways goes to the town of Mor­al­ity to church); and partly be­cause he loveth that doc­trine best, for it saveth him best from the cross.60 And be­cause he is of this car­nal tem­per, there­fore he seeketh to pre­vent my ways, though right. Now there are three things in this man’s coun­sel, that thou must ut­terly ab­hor.

			1. His turn­ing thee out of the way. 2. His la­bour­ing to render the cross odi­ous to thee. And, 3. His set­ting thy feet in that way that leade­th un­to the ad­min­is­tra­tion of death.

			First, Thou must ab­hor his turn­ing thee out of the way; yea, and thine own con­sent­ing thereto: be­cause this is to re­ject the coun­sel of God for the sake of the coun­sel of a Worldly-wise­man. The Lord says, “Strive to enter in at the strait gate,”61 the gate to which I send thee; for “strait is the gate which leade­th un­to life, and few there be that find it.”62 From this little wick­et-gate, and from the way thereto, hath this wicked man turned thee, to the bring­ing of thee al­most to de­struc­tion; hate, there­fore, his turn­ing thee out of the way, and ab­hor thy­self for heark­en­ing to him.

			Secondly, Thou must ab­hor his la­bour­ing to render the cross odi­ous un­to thee; for thou art to prefer it “be­fore the treas­ures in Egypt.”63 Be­sides, the King of glory hath told thee, that he that “will save his life shall lose it.”64 And, “He that comes after Him, and hate not his fath­er, and moth­er, and wife, and chil­dren, and brethren, and sis­ters, yea, and his own life also, he can­not be My dis­ciple.”65 I say, there­fore, for man to la­bour to per­suade thee, that that shall be thy death, without which, The Truth hath said, thou canst not have etern­al life; this doc­trine thou must ab­hor.

			Thirdly, Thou must hate his set­ting of thy feet in the way that leade­th to the min­is­tra­tion of death. And for this thou must con­sider to whom he sent thee, and also how un­able that per­son was to de­liv­er thee from thy bur­den.

			He to whom thou wast sent for ease, be­ing by name Leg­al­ity, is the son of the bond wo­man which now is, and is in bond­age with her chil­dren;66 and is, in a mys­tery, this mount Sinai, which thou hast feared will fall on thy head. Now, if she, with her chil­dren, are in bond­age, how canst thou ex­pect by them to be made free? This Leg­al­ity, there­fore, is not able to set thee free from thy bur­den. No man was as yet ever rid of his bur­den by him; no, nor ever is like to be: ye can­not be jus­ti­fied by the works of the law; for by the deeds of the law no man liv­ing can be rid of his bur­den: there­fore, Mr. Worldly-wise­man is an ali­en, and Mr. Leg­al­ity is a cheat; and for his son Ci­vil­ity, not­with­stand­ing his sim­per­ing looks, he is but a hy­po­crite, and can­not help thee. Be­lieve me, there is noth­ing in all this noise, that thou hast heard of these sot­tish men, but a design to be­guile thee of thy sal­va­tion, by turn­ing thee from the way in which I had set thee. After this, Evan­gel­ist called aloud to the heav­ens for con­firm­a­tion of what he had said: and with that there came words and fire out of the moun­tain un­der which poor Chris­ti­an stood, that made the hair of his flesh stand up. The words were thus pro­nounced: “As many as are of the works of the law are un­der the curse; 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.”67

			Now Chris­ti­an looked for noth­ing but death, and began to cry out lam­ent­ably; even curs­ing the time in which he met with Mr. Worldly-wise­man; still call­ing him­self a thou­sand fools for heark­en­ing to his coun­sel: he also was greatly ashamed to think that this gen­tle­man’s ar­gu­ments, flow­ing only from the flesh, should have the pre­val­ency with him as to cause him to for­sake the right way. This done, he ap­plied him­self again to Evan­gel­ist, in words and sense as fol­lows:—

			Chr. Sir, what think you? Is there hope? May I now go back, and go up to the wick­et-gate? Shall I not be aban­doned for this, and sent back from thence ashamed? I am sorry I have hearkened to this man’s coun­sel. But may my sin be for­giv­en?

			Evan. Then said Evan­gel­ist to him, Thy sin is very great, for by it thou hast com­mit­ted two evils; thou hast for­saken the way that is good, to tread in for­bid­den paths; yet will the man at the gate re­ceive thee, for he has good­will for men; only, said he, take heed that thou turn not aside again, “lest thou per­ish from the way, when His wrath is kindled but a little.”68 Then did Chris­ti­an ad­dress him­self to go back; and Evan­gel­ist, after he had kissed him, gave him one smile, and bid him God­speed. So he went on with haste, neither spake he to any man by the way; nor, if any asked him, would he vouch­safe them an an­swer. He went like one that was all the while tread­ing on for­bid­den ground, and could by no means think him­self safe, till again he was got in­to the way which he left, to fol­low Mr. Worldly-wise­man’s coun­sel. So, in pro­cess of time, Chris­ti­an got up to the gate. Now, over the gate there was writ­ten, “Knock, and it shall be opened un­to you.”69

			He knocked, there­fore, more than once or twice, say­ing—

			
				
					“May I now enter here? Will He with­in
					

					Open to sorry me, though I have been
					

					An un­deserving rebel? Then shall I
					

					Not fail to sing His last­ing praise on high.”
				

			

			At last there came a grave per­son to the gate, named Good­will, who asked who was there? and whence he came? and what he would have?70

			Chr. Here is a poor burdened sin­ner. I come from the City of De­struc­tion, but am go­ing to Mount Zion, that I may be de­livered from the wrath to come. I would, there­fore, Sir, since I am in­formed that by this gate is the way thith­er, know if you are will­ing to let me in!

			Good­will. I am will­ing with all my heart, said he; and with that he opened the gate.71

			So when Chris­ti­an was step­ping in, the oth­er gave him a pull. Then said Chris­ti­an, What means that? The oth­er told him. A little dis­tance from this gate, there is erec­ted a strong castle, of which Beelze­bub is the cap­tain; from thence, both he and them that are with him shoot ar­rows at those that come up to this gate, if haply they may die be­fore they can enter in.72

			Then said Chris­ti­an, I re­joice and tremble. So when he was got in, the man of the gate asked him who dir­ec­ted him thith­er?

			Chr. Evan­gel­ist bid me come hith­er, and knock (as I did); and he said that you, Sir, would tell me what I must do.

			Good­will. An open door is set be­fore thee, and no man can shut it.

			Chr. Now I be­gin to reap the be­ne­fits of my haz­ards.

			Good­will. But how is it that you came alone?

			Chr. Be­cause none of my neigh­bours saw their danger, as I saw mine.

			Good­will. Did any of them know of your com­ing?

			Chr. Yes; my wife and chil­dren saw me at the first, and called after me to turn again; also, some of my neigh­bours stood cry­ing and call­ing after me to re­turn; but I put my fin­gers in my ears, and so came on my way.

			Good­will. But did none of them fol­low you, to per­suade you to go back?

			Chr. Yes, both Ob­stin­ate and Pli­able; but when they saw that they could not pre­vail, Ob­stin­ate went rail­ing back, but Pli­able came with me a little way.

			Good­will. But why did he not come through?

			Chr. We, in­deed, came both to­geth­er, un­til we came at the Slough of Des­pond, in­to the which we also sud­denly fell. And then was my neigh­bour, Pli­able, dis­cour­aged, and would not ad­ven­ture fur­ther. Where­fore get­ting out again on that side next to his own house, he told me I should pos­sess the brave coun­try alone for him; so he went his way, and I came mine—he after Ob­stin­ate, and I to this gate.

			Good­will. Then said Good­will, Alas, poor man! is the ce­les­ti­al glory of so small es­teem with him, that he coun­teth it not worth run­ning the haz­ards of a few dif­fi­culties to ob­tain it?

			Chr. Truly, said Chris­ti­an, I have said the truth of Pli­able, and if I should also say all the truth of my­self, it will ap­pear there is no bet­ter­ment73 betwixt him and my­self. It is true, he went back to his own house, but I also turned aside to go in the way of death, be­ing per­suaded thereto by the car­nal ar­gu­ments74 of one Mr. Worldly-wise­man.

			Good­will. Oh! did he light upon you? What! he would have had you a sought for ease at the hands of Mr. Leg­al­ity. They are, both of them, a very cheat. But did you take his coun­sel?

			Chr. Yes, as far as I durst; I went to find out Mr. Leg­al­ity, un­til I thought that the moun­tain that stands by his house would have fallen upon my head; where­fore, there I was forced to stop.

			Good­will. That moun­tain has been the death of many, and will be the death of many more; it is well you es­caped be­ing by it dashed in pieces.

			Chr. Why, truly, I do not know what had be­come of me there, had not Evan­gel­ist hap­pily met me again, as I was mus­ing in the midst of my dumps; but it was God’s mercy that he came to me again, for else I had nev­er come hith­er. But now I am come, such a one as I am, more fit, in­deed, for death, by that moun­tain, than thus to stand talk­ing with my Lord; but, O! what a fa­vour is this to me, that yet I am ad­mit­ted en­trance here!

			Good­will. We make no ob­jec­tions against any, not­with­stand­ing all that they have done be­fore they come hith­er. They are “in no wise cast out;”75 and there­fore, good Chris­ti­an, come a little way with me, and I will teach thee about the way thou must go. Look be­fore thee; dost thou see this nar­row way? That is the way thou must go; it was cast up by the pat­ri­archs, proph­ets, Christ, and His Apostles; and it is as straight as a rule can make it. This is the way thou must go.76

			Chr. But, said Chris­ti­an, are there no turn­ings nor wind­ings, by which a stranger may lose his way?

			Good­will. Yes, there are many ways butt down upon this, and they are crooked and wide. But thus thou may­est dis­tin­guish the right from the wrong, the right only be­ing straight and nar­row.77

			Then I saw in my dream, that Chris­ti­an asked him fur­ther if he could not help him off with his bur­den that was upon his back; for as yet he had not got rid there­of, nor could he by any means get it off without help.

			He told him, as to thy bur­den, be con­tent to bear it, un­til thou comest to the place of de­liv­er­ance; for there it will fall from thy back of it­self.

			Then Chris­ti­an began to gird up his loins, and to ad­dress him­self to his jour­ney. So the oth­er told him, That by that he was gone some dis­tance from the gate, he would come at the house of the In­ter­pret­er; at whose door he should knock, and he would show him ex­cel­lent things. Then Chris­ti­an took his leave of his friend, and he again bid him God­speed.

			Then he went on till he came at the house of the In­ter­pret­er,78 where he knocked over and over; at last one came to the door, and asked who was there.

			Chr. Sir, here is a trav­el­er, who was bid by an ac­quaint­ance of the good man of this house to call here for my profit; I would there­fore speak with the mas­ter of the house. So he called for the mas­ter of the house, who, after a little time, came to Chris­ti­an, and asked him what he would have.

			Chr. Sir, said Chris­ti­an, I am a man that am come from the City of De­struc­tion, and am go­ing to the Mount Zion; and I was told by the man that stands at the gate, at the head of this way, that if I called here, you would show me ex­cel­lent things, such as would be a help to me in my jour­ney.79

			Inter. Then said the In­ter­pret­er, Come in; I will show thee that which will be prof­it­able to thee. So He com­manded His man to light the candle,80 and bid Chris­ti­an fol­low Him: so He had him in­to a private room, and bid His man open a door; the which when he had done, Chris­ti­an saw the pic­ture of a very grave per­son hang up against the wall; and this was the fash­ion of it. It had eyes lif­ted up to Heav­en, the best of books in his hand, the law of truth was writ­ten upon his lips, the world was be­hind his back. It stood as if it pleaded with men, and a crown of gold did hang over its head.81

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an, What meaneth this?

			Inter. The man whose pic­ture this is, is one of a thou­sand; he can be­get chil­dren,82 trav­ail in birth with chil­dren,83 and nurse them him­self when they are born. And where­as thou seest him with his eves lift up to Heav­en, the best of books in his hand, and the law of truth writ on his lips, it is to show thee, that his work is to know and un­fold dark things to sin­ners; even as also thou seest him stand as if he pleaded with men; and where­as thou seest the world as cast be­hind him, and that a crown hangs over his head, that is to show thee that slight­ing and des­pising the things that are present, for the love that he hath to his Mas­ter’s ser­vice, he is sure in the world that comes next to have glory for his re­ward. Now, said the In­ter­pret­er, I have showed thee this pic­ture first, be­cause the man whose pic­ture this is, is the only man whom the Lord of the place whith­er thou art go­ing, hath au­thor­ized to be thy guide in all dif­fi­cult places thou may­est meet with in the way; where­fore, take good heed to what I have showed thee, and bear well in thy mind what thou hast seen, lest in thy jour­ney thou meet with some that pre­tend to lead thee right, but their way goes down to death.

			Then He took him by the hand, and led him in­to a very large par­lour that was full of dust, be­cause nev­er swept; the which, after He had re­viewed a little while, the In­ter­pret­er called for a man to sweep. Now, when he began to sweep, the dust began so abund­antly to fly about, that Chris­ti­an had al­most there­with been choked. Then said the In­ter­pret­er to a dam­sel that stood by, Bring hith­er the wa­ter, and sprinkle the room; the which, when she had done, it was swept and cleansed with pleas­ure.

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an, What means this?

			Inter. The In­ter­pret­er answered, This par­lour is the heart of a man that was nev­er sanc­ti­fied by the sweet grace of the Gos­pel; the dust is his ori­gin­al sin and in­ward cor­rup­tions, that have de­filed the whole man. He that began to sweep at first, is the Law; but she that brought wa­ter, and did sprinkle it, is the Gos­pel. Now, where­as thou saw­est, that so soon as the first began to sweep, the dust did so fly about that the room by him could not be cleansed, but that thou wast al­most choked there­with; this is to show thee, that the law, in­stead of cleans­ing the heart (by its work­ing) from sin, doth re­vive, put strength in­to, and in­crease it in the soul, even as it doth dis­cov­er and for­bid it, for it doth not give power to sub­due.84

			Again, as thou saw­est the dam­sel sprinkle the room with wa­ter, upon which it was cleansed with pleas­ure; this is to show thee, that when the Gos­pel comes in the sweet and pre­cious in­flu­ences there­of to the heart, then, I say, even as thou saw­est the dam­sel lay the dust by sprink­ling the floor with wa­ter, so is sin van­quished and sub­dued, and the soul made clean, through the faith of it, and con­sequently fit for the King of glory to in­hab­it.85

			I saw, moreover, in my dream, that the In­ter­pret­er took him by the hand, and had him in­to a little room, where sat two little chil­dren, each one in his chair. The name of the eld­er was Pas­sion, and the name of the oth­er Pa­tience. Pas­sion seemed to be much dis­con­ten­ted; but Pa­tience was very quiet. Then Chris­ti­an asked, What is the reas­on of the dis­con­tent of Pas­sion? The In­ter­pret­er answered, The Gov­ernor of them would have him stay for his best things till the be­gin­ning of the next year; but he will have all now; but pa­tience is will­ing to wait.

			Then I saw that one came to Pas­sion, and brought him a bag of treas­ure, and poured it down at his feet, the which he took up and re­joiced therein, and with­al laughed Pa­tience to scorn. But I be­held but a while, and he had lav­ished all away, and had noth­ing left him but rags.

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an to the In­ter­pret­er, Ex­pound this mat­ter more fully to me.

			Inter. So He said, These two lads are fig­ures: Pas­sion, of the men of this world; and Pa­tience, of the men of that which is to come; for, as here thou seest, Pas­sion will have all now this year, that is to say, in this world; so are the men of this world: they must have all their good things now, they can­not stay till next year, that is, un­til the next world, for their por­tion of good. That pro­verb, “A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush,” is of more au­thor­ity with them than are all the Di­vine testi­mon­ies of the good of the world to come. But as thou saw­est that he had quickly lav­ished all away, and had presently left him noth­ing but rags; so will it be with all such men at the end of this world.86

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an, Now I see that Pa­tience has the best wis­dom, and that upon many ac­counts. First, Be­cause he stays for the best things. Second, And also be­cause he will have the glory of his, when the oth­er has noth­ing but rags.

			Inter. Nay, you may add an­oth­er, to wit, the glory of the next world will nev­er wear out; but these are sud­denly gone. There­fore Pas­sion had not so much reas­on to laugh at Pa­tience, be­cause he had his good things first, as Pa­tience will have to laugh at Pas­sion, be­cause he had his best things last; for first must give place to last, be­cause last must have his time to come; but last gives place to noth­ing; for there is not an­oth­er to suc­ceed. He, there­fore, that hath his por­tion first, must needs have a time to spend it; but he that hath his por­tion last, must have it last­ingly; there­fore it is said of Dives, “Thou in thy life­time re­ceivedst thy good things, and like­wise Laz­arus evil things; but now he is com­for­ted, and thou art tor­men­ted.”87

			Chr. Then I per­ceive it is not best to cov­et things that are now, but to wait for things to come.

			Inter. You say the truth: “For the things which are seen are tem­por­al; but the things which are not seen are etern­al.”88 But though this be so, yet since things present, and our fleshly ap­pet­ite, are such near neigh­bours one to an­oth­er; and again, be­cause things to come, and car­nal sense, are such strangers one to an­oth­er; there­fore it is that the first of these so sud­denly fall in­to amity, and that dis­tance is so con­tin­ued between the second. Then I saw in my dream that the In­ter­pret­er took Chris­ti­an by the hand, and led him in­to a place where was a fire burn­ing against a wall, and one stand­ing by it, al­ways cast­ing much wa­ter upon it, to quench it; yet did the fire burn high­er and hot­ter.

			Then said Chris­ti­an, What means this?

			The In­ter­pret­er answered, This fire is the work of grace that is wrought in the heart; he that casts wa­ter upon it, to ex­tin­guish and put it out, is the Dev­il; but in that thou seest the fire not­with­stand­ing burn high­er and hot­ter, thou shalt also see the reas­on of that. So he had him about to the back­side of the wall, where be saw a man with a ves­sel of oil in his hand, of the which He did also con­tinu­ally cast, but secretly, in­to the fire.89

			Then said Chris­ti­an, What means this?

			The In­ter­pret­er answered, This is Christ, who con­tinu­ally, with the oil of his grace, main­tains the work already be­gun in the heart: by the means of which, not­with­stand­ing what the dev­il can do, the souls of His people prove gra­cious still.90 And in that thou saw­est that the man stood be­hind the wall to main­tain the fire, that is to teach thee that it is hard for the temp­ted to see how this work of grace is main­tained in the soul.

			I saw also, that the In­ter­pret­er took him again by the hand, and led him in­to a pleas­ant place, where was buil­ded a stately palace, beau­ti­ful to be­hold; at the sight of which Chris­ti­an was greatly de­lighted; he saw also, upon the top there­of, cer­tain per­sons walk­ing, who were clothed all in gold.

			Then said Chris­ti­an, May we go in thith­er?

			Then the In­ter­pret­er took him, and led him up to­wards the door of the palace; and be­hold, at the door stood a great com­pany of men, as de­sirous to go in, but durst not. There also sat a man at a little dis­tance from the door, at a table-side, with a book and his ink­horn be­fore him, to take the name of him that should enter therein; he saw also, that in the door­way stood many men in ar­mour to keep it, be­ing re­solved to do the men that would enter what hurt and mis­chief they could. Now was Chris­ti­an some­what in amaze. At last, when every man star­ted back for fear of the armed men, Chris­ti­an saw a man of a very stout coun­ten­ance come up to the man that sat there to write, say­ing, “Set down my name, Sir:”91 the which when he had done, he saw the man draw his sword, and put an hel­met upon his head, and rush to­ward the door upon the armed men, who laid upon him with deadly force: but the man, not at all dis­cour­aged, fell to cut­ting and hack­ing most fiercely. So after he had re­ceived and giv­en many wounds to those that at­temp­ted to keep him out, he cut his way through them all,92 and pressed for­ward in­to the palace, at which there was a pleas­ant voice heard from those that were with­in, even of those that walked upon the top of the palace, say­ing—“Come in, come in; Etern­al glory thou shalt win.”

			So he went in, and was clothed with such gar­ments as they. Then Chris­ti­an smiled and said, I think ver­ily I know the mean­ing of this.93

			Now, said Chris­ti­an, let me go hence. Nay, stay, said the In­ter­pret­er, till I have showed thee a little more, and after that thou shalt go on thy way. So He took him by the hand again, and led him in­to a very dark room, where there sat a man in an iron cage.

			Now the man, to look on, seemed very sad; he sat with his eyes look­ing down to the ground, his hands fol­ded to­geth­er, and he sighed as if he would break his heart. Then said Chris­ti­an, What means this? At which the In­ter­pret­er bid him talk with the man.

			Then Said Chris­ti­an to the man, What art thou? The man answered, I am what I was not once.

			Chr. What wast thou once?

			Man. The man said, I was once a fair and flour­ish­ing pro­fess­or, both in mine own eyes, and also in the eyes of oth­ers; I once was, as I thought, fair for the Ce­les­ti­al City, and had then even joy at the thoughts that I should get thith­er.94

			Chr. Well, but what art thou now?

			Man. I am now a man of des­pair, and am shut up in it, as in this iron cage. I can­not get out. O now I can­not!

			Chr. But how camest thou in this con­di­tion?

			Man. I left off to watch and be sober; I laid the reins upon the neck of my lusts; I sinned against the light of the Word, and the good­ness of God; I have grieved the Spir­it, and He is gone; I temp­ted the dev­il, and he is come to me; I have pro­voked God to an­ger, and He has left me; I have so hardened my heart, that I can­not re­pent.

			Then said Chris­ti­an to the In­ter­pret­er, But is there no hope for such a man as this? Ask him, said the In­ter­pret­er. Nay, said Chris­ti­an, pray Sir, do you.

			Inter. Then said the In­ter­pret­er, Is there no hope, but you must be kept in the iron cage of des­pair?

			Man. No, none at all.

			Inter. Why, the Son of the Blessed is very pi­ti­ful.

			Man. I have cru­ci­fied Him to my­self afresh;95 I have des­pised His per­son;96 I have des­pised His right­eous­ness; I have “coun­ted His blood an un­holy thing;” I have “done des­pite to the Spir­it of grace.”97 There­fore I have shut my­self out of all the prom­ises, and there now re­mains to me noth­ing but threat­en­ings, dread­ful threat­en­ings, fear­ful threat­en­ings of cer­tain judg­ment and fiery in­dig­na­tion, which shall de­vour me as an ad­versary.98

			Inter. For what did you bring your­self in­to this con­di­tion?

			Man. For the lusts, pleas­ures, and profits of this world; in the en­joy­ment of which I did then prom­ise my­self much de­light; but now every one of those things also bite me, and gnaw me like a burn­ing worm.

			Inter. But canst thou not now re­pent and turn?

			Man. God hath denied me re­pent­ance. His Word gives me no en­cour­age­ment to be­lieve; yea, Him­self hath shut me up in this iron cage; nor can all the men in the world let me out. O etern­ity! etern­ity! how shall I grapple with the misery that I must meet with in etern­ity!

			Inter. Then said the In­ter­pret­er to Chris­ti­an, Let this man’s misery be re­membered by thee, and be an ever­last­ing cau­tion to thee.99

			Chr. Well, said Chris­ti­an, this is fear­ful! God help me to watch and be sober, and to pray that I may shun the cause of this man’s misery!100 Sir, is it not time for me to go on my way now?101

			Inter. Tarry till I shall show thee one thing more, and then thou shalt go on thy way.

			So He took Chris­ti­an by the hand again, and led him in­to a cham­ber, where there was one rising out of bed; and as he put on his raiment, he shook and trembled. Then said Chris­ti­an, Why doth this man thus tremble? The In­ter­pret­er then bid him tell to Chris­ti­an the reas­on of his so do­ing. So he began and said, This night, as I was in my sleep, I dreamed, and be­hold the heav­ens grew ex­ceed­ing black; also it thundered and lightened in most fear­ful wise, that it put me in­to an agony; so I looked up in my dream, and saw the clouds rack102 at an un­usu­al rate, upon which I heard a great sound of a trum­pet, and saw also a man sit upon a cloud, at­ten­ded with the thou­sands of Heav­en; they were all in flam­ing fire: also the heav­ens were in a burn­ing flame. I heard then a voice say­ing, “Arise, ye dead, and come to judg­ment”; and with that the rocks rent, the graves opened, and the dead that were therein came forth. Some of them were ex­ceed­ing glad, and looked up­ward; and some sought to hide them­selves un­der the moun­tains.103 Then I saw the man that sat upon the cloud open the book, and bid the world draw near. Yet there was, by reas­on of a fierce flame which is­sued out and came from be­fore him, a con­veni­ent dis­tance betwixt him and them, as betwixt the judge and the pris­on­ers at the bar.104 I heard it also pro­claimed to them that at­ten­ded on the man that sat on the cloud, “Gath­er to­geth­er the tares, the chaff, and stubble, and cast them in­to the burn­ing lake.”105 And with that, the bot­tom­less pit opened, just where­abouts I stood; out of the mouth of which there came, in an abund­ant man­ner, smoke and coals of fire, with hideous noises. It was also said to the same per­sons, “Gath­er My wheat in­to the garner.”106 And with that I saw many catched up and car­ried away in­to the clouds, but I was left be­hind.107 I also sought to hide my­self, but I could not, for the man that sat upon the cloud still kept his eye upon me: my sins also came in­to my mind; and my con­science did ac­cuse me on every side.108 Upon this I awaked from my sleep.

			Chr. But what was it that made you so afraid of this sight?

			Man. Why, I thought that the day of judg­ment was come, and that I was not ready for it: but this frighted me most, that the an­gels gathered up sev­er­al, and left me be­hind; also the pit of hell opened her mouth just where I stood. My con­science, too, af­flic­ted me; and, as I thought, the Judge had al­ways his eye upon me, show­ing in­dig­na­tion in his coun­ten­ance.109

			Then said the In­ter­pret­er to Chris­ti­an, Hast thou con­sidered all these things?

			Chr. Yes, and they put me in hope and fear.110

			Inter. Well, keep all things so in thy mind that they may be as a goad in thy sides, to prick thee for­ward in the way thou must go. Then Chris­ti­an began to gird up his loins, and to ad­dress him­self to his jour­ney. Then said the In­ter­pret­er, The Com­fort­er be al­ways with thee, good Chris­ti­an, to guide thee in the way that leads to the City. So Chris­ti­an went on his way, say­ing—

			
				
					Here I have seen things rare and prof­it­able;
					

					Things pleas­ant, dread­ful, things to make me stable
					

					In what I have be­gun to take in hand;
					

					Then let me think on them, and un­der­stand
					

					Where­fore they showed me were, and let me be
					

					Thank­ful, O good In­ter­pret­er, to thee.
				

			

			Now I saw in my dream, that the high­way up which Chris­ti­an was to go, was fenced on either side with a wall, and that wall was called Sal­va­tion.111 Up this way, there­fore, did burdened Chris­ti­an run, but not without great dif­fi­culty, be­cause of the load on his back.112

			He ran thus till be came at a place some­what as­cend­ing, and upon that place stood a cross, and a little be­low, in the bot­tom, a sep­ulchre. So I saw in my dream, that just as Chris­ti­an came up with the cross, his bur­den loosed from off his shoulders, and fell from off his back, and began to tumble, and so con­tin­ued to do, till it came to the mouth of the sep­ulchre, where it fell in, and I saw it no more.

			Then was Chris­ti­an glad and light­some, and said, with a merry heart, “He hath giv­en me rest by His sor­row, and life by His death.” Then he stood still awhile to look and won­der; for it was very sur­pris­ing to him, that the sight of the cross should thus ease him of his bur­den. He looked, there­fore, and looked again, even till the springs that were in his head sent the wa­ters down his checks.113 Now, as he stood look­ing and weep­ing, be­hold three Shin­ing Ones came to him and sa­luted him with “Peace be to thee.” So the first said to him, “Thy sins be for­giv­en thee:”114 the second stripped him of his rags, and clothed him “with change of raiment;”115 the third also set a mark in his fore­head, and gave him a roll with a seal upon it, which he bade him look on as he ran, and that he should give it in at the Ce­les­ti­al Gate.116 So they went their way. Then Chris­ti­an gave three leaps for joy, and went on singing—

			
				
					Thus far I did come laden with my sin;
					

					Nor could aught ease the grief that I was in
					

					Till I came hith­er: What a place is this!
					

					Must here be the be­gin­ning of my bliss?
					

					Must here the bur­den fall from off my back
					

					Must here the strings that bound it to me crack?
					

					Blest cross! blest sep­ulchre! blest rather be
					

					The man that there was put to shame for me!117
				

			

			I saw then in my dream, that he went on thus, even un­til he came at a bot­tom, where he saw, a little out of the way, three men fast asleep, with fet­ters upon their heels. The name of the one was Simple, an­oth­er Sloth, and the third Pre­sump­tion.

			Chris­ti­an then see­ing them lie in this case, went to them, if perad­ven­ture he might awake them, and cried, You are like them that sleep on the top of a mast, for the Dead Sea is un­der you—a gulf that hath no bot­tom.118 Awake, there­fore, and come away; be will­ing also, and I will help you off with your irons. He also told them, If he that “goeth about like a roar­ing li­on” comes by, you will cer­tainly be­come a prey to his teeth.119 With that they looked upon him, and began to reply in this sort: Simple said, “I see no danger;” Sloth said, “Yet a little more sleep;” and Pre­sump­tion said, “Every fat120 must stand upon its own bot­tom; what is the an­swer else that I should give thee?” And so they lay down to sleep again, and Chris­ti­an went on his way.

			Yet was he troubled to think that men in that danger should so little es­teem the kind­ness of him that so freely offered to help them, both by awaken­ing of them, coun­sel­ing of them, and prof­fer­ing to help them off with their irons.121 And as he was troubled there­about, he es­pied two men come tum­bling over the wall, on the left hand of the nar­row way; and they made up apace to him. The name of the one was Form­al­ist, and the name of the oth­er Hy­po­crisy. So, as I said, they drew up un­to him, who thus entered with them in­to dis­course.

			Chr. Gen­tle­men, whence came you, and whith­er go you?

			Form. and Hyp. We were born in the land of Vain­glory, and are go­ing for praise to Mount Zion.

			Chr. Why came you not in at the gate, which stan­de­th at the be­gin­ning of the way? Know you not that it is writ­ten, that he that cometh not in by the door, “but climbeth up some oth­er way, the same is a thief and a rob­ber?”122

			Form. and Hyp. They said, That to go to the gate for en­trance was, by all their coun­try­men, coun­ted too far about; and that, there­fore, their usu­al way was to make a short­cut of it, and to climb over the wall, as they had done.

			Chr. But will it not be coun­ted a tres­pass against the Lord of the city whith­er we are bound, thus to vi­ol­ate His re­vealed will?

			Form. and Hyp. They told him, that, as for that, he needed not to trouble his head there­about; for what they did, they had cus­tom for; and could pro­duce, if need were, testi­mony that would wit­ness it for more than a thou­sand years.

			Chr. But, said Chris­ti­an, will your prac­tice stand a tri­al at law?

			Form. and Hyp. They told him, That cus­tom, it be­ing of so long a stand­ing as above a thou­sand years, would, doubt­less, now be ad­mit­ted as a thing leg­al by any im­par­tial judge; and be­side, said they, if we get in­to the way, what’s mat­ter which way we get in? if we are in, we are in; thou art but in the way, who, as we per­ceive, came in at the gate; and we, are also in the way, that came tum­bling over the wall; wherein, now, is thy con­di­tion bet­ter than ours?

			Chr. I walk by the rule of my Mas­ter; you walk by the rude work­ing of your fan­cies. You are coun­ted thieves already, by the Lord of the way; there­fore, I doubt you will not be found true men at the end of the way. You come in by yourselves, without His dir­ec­tion; and shall go out by yourselves, without His mercy.123

			To this they made him but little an­swer; only they bid him look to him­self. Then I saw that they went on every man in his way, without much con­fer­ence one with an­oth­er; save that these two men told Chris­ti­an, that as to laws and or­din­ances, they doubted not but they should as con­scien­tiously do them as he; there­fore, said they, we see not wherein thou dif­ferest from us, but by the coat that is on thy back, which was, as we trow124 giv­en thee by some of thy neigh­bours, to hide the shame of thy na­ked­ness.

			Chr. By laws and or­din­ances you will not be saved, since you came not in by the door.125 And as for this coat that is on my back, it was giv­en me by the Lord of the place whith­er I go; and that, as you say, to cov­er my na­ked­ness with. And I take it as a token of His kind­ness to me; for I had noth­ing but rags be­fore. And, be­sides, thus I com­fort my­self as I go: Surely, think I, when I come to the gate of the city, the Lord there­of will know me for good, since I have His coat on my back—a coat that He gave me in the day that He stripped me of my rags. I have, moreover, a mark in my fore­head, of which, per­haps, you have taken no no­tice, which one of my Lord’s most in­tim­ate as­so­ci­ates fixed there in the day that my bur­den fell off my shoulders. I will tell you, moreover, that I had then giv­en me a roll, sealed, to com­fort me by read­ing, as I go on the way; I was also bid to give it in at the Ce­les­ti­al Gate, in token of my cer­tain go­ing in after it; all which things, I doubt, you want, and want them be­cause you came not in at the gate.

			To these things they gave him no an­swer; only they looked upon each oth­er, and laughed.126 Then I saw that they went on all, save that Chris­ti­an kept be­fore, who had no more talk but with him­self, and that some­times sigh­ingly and some­times com­fort­ably;127 also he would be of­ten read­ing in the roll that one of the Shin­ing Ones gave him, by which he was re­freshed.

			I be­held, then, that they all went on till they came to the foot of the Hill Dif­fi­culty; at the bot­tom of which was a spring. There were also in the same place two oth­er ways be­sides that which came straight from the gate; one turned to the left hand, and the oth­er to the right, at the bot­tom of the hill; but the nar­row way lay right up the hill, and the name of the go­ing up the side of the hill is called Dif­fi­culty. Chris­ti­an now went to the spring, and drank there­of, to re­fresh him­self,128 and then began to go up the hill, say­ing—

			
				
					“The hill, though high, I cov­et to as­cend,
					

					The dif­fi­culty will not me of­fend;
					

					For I per­ceive the way to life lies here.
					

					Come, pluck up heart, let’s neither faint nor fear;
					

					Bet­ter, though dif­fi­cult, the right way to go,
					

					Than wrong, though easy, where the end is Woe.”
				

			

			The oth­er two also came to the foot of the hill; but when they saw that the hill was steep and high, and that there were two oth­er ways to go; and sup­pos­ing also that these two ways might meet again, with that up which Chris­ti­an went, on the oth­er side of the hill; there­fore they were re­solved to go in those ways. Now the name of one of those ways was Danger, and the name of the oth­er De­struc­tion. So the one took the way which is called Danger, which led him in­to a great wood, and the oth­er took dir­ectly up the way to De­struc­tion, which led him in­to a wide field, full of dark moun­tains, where he stumbled and fell, and rose no more.129

			I looked, then, after Chris­ti­an, to see him go up the hill, where I per­ceived he fell from run­ning to go­ing, and from go­ing to clam­ber­ing upon his hands and his knees, be­cause of the steep­ness of the place. Now, about the mid­way to the top of the hill was a pleas­ant ar­bour, made by the Lord of the hill for the re­fresh­ing of weary trav­el­ers; thith­er, there­fore, Chris­ti­an got, where also he sat down to rest him. Then he pulled his roll out of his bos­om, and read therein to his com­fort; he also now began afresh to take a re­view of the coat or gar­ment that was giv­en him as he stood by the cross. Thus pleas­ing him­self awhile, he at last fell in­to a slum­ber, and thence in­to a fast sleep,130 which de­tained him in that place un­til it was al­most night; and in his sleep his roll fell out of his hand.131 Now, as he was sleep­ing, there came one to him, and awaked him, say­ing, “Go to the ant, thou slug­gard; con­sider her ways, and be wise.”132 And with that Chris­ti­an sud­denly star­ted up, and sped him on his way, and went apace, till be came to the top of the hill.

			Now, when he was got up to the top of the hill, there came two men run­ning to meet him amain; the name of the one was Timor­ous, and of the oth­er Mis­trust; to whom Chris­ti­an said, Sirs, what’s the mat­ter? You run the wrong way. Timor­ous answered, that they were go­ing to the City of Zion, and had got up that dif­fi­cult place; but, said he, the fur­ther we go, the more danger we meet with; where­fore we turned, and are go­ing back again.133

			Yes, said Mis­trust, for just be­fore us lie a couple of lions in the way, wheth­er sleep­ing or wak­ing we know not, and we could not think, if we came with­in reach, but they would presently pull us in pieces.

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an, You make me afraid, but whith­er shall I fly to be safe? If I go back to mine own coun­try, that is pre­pared for fire and brim­stone, and I shall cer­tainly per­ish there. If I can get to the Ce­les­ti­al City, I am sure to be in safety there. I must ven­ture. To go back is noth­ing but death; to go for­ward is fear of death, and life ever­last­ing bey­ond it. I will yet go for­ward.134 So Mis­trust and Timor­ous ran down the hill, and Chris­ti­an went on his way. But, think­ing again of what he heard from the men, be felt in his bos­om for his roll, that he might read therein, and be com­for­ted; but he felt, and found it not. Then was Chris­ti­an in great dis­tress, and knew not what to do; for he wanted that which used to re­lieve him, and that which should have been his pass in­to the Ce­les­ti­al City. Here, there­fore, he began to be much per­plexed, and knew not what to do.135 At last, he be­thought him­self, that he had slept in the ar­bour that is on the side of the hill; and, fall­ing down upon his knees, he asked God’s for­give­ness for that his fool­ish act, and then went back to look for his roll. But all the way he went back, who can suf­fi­ciently set forth the sor­row of Chris­ti­an’s heart! Some­times he sighed, some­times he wept, and of­ten­times he chid him­self for be­ing so fool­ish to fall asleep in that place, which was erec­ted only for a little re­fresh­ment for his wear­i­ness. Thus there­fore he went back, care­fully look­ing on this side, and on that, all the way as he went, if hap­pily he might find his roll, that had been his com­fort so many times in his jour­ney. He went thus, till he came again with­in sight of the ar­bour where he sat and slept; but that sight re­newed his sor­row the more, by bring­ing again, even afresh, his evil of sleep­ing in­to his mind.136 Thus, there­fore, he now went on be­wail­ing his sin­ful sleep, say­ing, “O wretched man that I am!” that I should sleep in the day time! that I should sleep in the midst of dif­fi­culty! that I should so in­dulge the flesh, as to use that rest for ease to my flesh, which the Lord of the hill hath erec­ted only for the re­lief of the spir­its of pil­grims!137

			How many steps have I took in vain! Thus it happened to Is­rael, for their sin; they were sent back again by the way of the Red Sea; and I am made to tread those steps with sor­row, which I might have trod with de­light, had it not been for this sin­ful sleep. How far might I have been on my way by this time! I am made to tread those steps thrice over, which I needed not to have trod but once; yea, now also I am like to be be­nighted, for the day is al­most spent. O that I had not slept!

			Now by this time be was come to the ar­bour again, where for a while he sat down and wept; but at last, as Chris­ti­an would have it, look­ing sor­row­fully down un­der the settle, there he es­pied his roll; the which he, with trem­bling and haste, catched up, and put it in­to his bos­om. But who can tell how joy­ful this man was when he had got­ten his roll again! for this roll was the as­sur­ance of his life and ac­cept­ance at the de­sired haven. There­fore he laid it up in his bos­om, gave thanks to God for dir­ect­ing his eye to the place where it lay, and with joy and tears betook him­self again to his jour­ney. But O how nimbly now did he go up the rest of the hill! Yet, be­fore he got up, the sun went down upon Chris­ti­an; and this made him again re­call the van­ity of his sleep­ing to his re­mem­brance; and thus he again began to con­dole with him­self. O thou sin­ful sleep! how, for thy sake am I like to be be­nighted in my jour­ney! I must walk without the sun; dark­ness must cov­er the path of my feet; and I must hear the noise of the dole­ful creatures, be­cause of my sin­ful sleep.138 Now also he re­membered the story that Mis­trust and Timor­ous told him of, how they were frighted with the sight of the lions. Then said Chris­ti­an to him­self again, These beasts range in the night for their prey; and if they should meet with me in the dark, how should I shift them? How should I es­cape be­ing by them torn in pieces? Thus he went on his way. But while he was thus be­wail­ing his un­happy mis­car­riage, he lift up his eyes, and be­hold there was a very stately palace be­fore him, the name of which was Beau­ti­ful; and it stood just by the high­way side.139

			So I saw in my dream, that he made haste and went for­ward, that if pos­sible he might get lodging there. Now be­fore he had gone far, he entered in­to a very nar­row pas­sage, which was about a fur­long off of the port­er’s lodge; and look­ing very nar­rowly be­fore him as he went, he es­pied two lions in the way.140 Now, thought he, I see the dangers that Mis­trust and Timor­ous were driv­en back by. (The lions were chained, but he saw not the chains). Then he was afraid, and thought also him­self to go back after them, for he thought noth­ing but death was be­fore him. But the port­er at the lodge, whose name is Watch­ful, per­ceiv­ing that Chris­ti­an made a halt as if he would go back, cried un­to him, say­ing, Is thy strength so small?141 Fear not the lions, for they are chained, and are placed there for tri­al of faith where it is, and for dis­cov­ery of those that have none. Keep in the midst of the path, and no hurt shall come un­to thee.

			Then I saw that he went on, trem­bling for fear of the lions, but tak­ing good heed to the dir­ec­tions of the port­er; he heard them roar, but they did him no harm. Then he clapped his hands, and went on till he came and stood be­fore the gate, where the port­er was. Then said Chris­ti­an to the port­er, Sir, what house is this? and may I lodge here to­night? The port­er answered, This house was built by the Lord of the hill, and He built it for the re­lief and se­cur­ity of pil­grims. The port­er also asked whence he was, and whith­er he was go­ing.

			Chr. I am come from the City of De­struc­tion, and am go­ing to Mount Zion; but be­cause the sun is now set, I de­sire, if I may, to lodge here to­night.

			Por. What is your name?

			Chr. My name is now Chris­ti­an, but my name at the first was Grace­less; I came of the race of Japh­eth, whom God will per­suade to dwell in the tents of Shem.142

			Por. But how doth it hap­pen that you come so late? The sun is set.

			Chr. I had been here soon­er, but that, “wretched man that I am!” I slept in the ar­bour that stands on the hill side; nay, I had, not­with­stand­ing that, been here much soon­er, but that, in my sleep, I lost my evid­ence, and came without it to the brow of the hill; and then feel­ing for it, and find­ing it not, I was forced, with sor­row of heart, to go back to the place where I slept my sleep, where I found it, and now I am come.

			Por. Well, I will call out one of the vir­gins of this place, who will, if she likes your talk, bring you in to the rest of the fam­ily, ac­cord­ing to the rules of the house. So Watch­ful, the port­er, rang a bell, at the sound of which came out at the door of the house, a grave and beau­ti­ful dam­sel, named Dis­cre­tion, and asked why she was called.

			The port­er answered, This man is in a jour­ney from the City of De­struc­tion to Mount Zion, but be­ing weary and be­nighted, he asked me if he might lodge here to­night; so I told him I would call for thee, who, after dis­course had with him, may­est do as seemeth thee good, even ac­cord­ing to the law of the house.

			Then she asked him whence he was, and whith­er he was go­ing; and he told her. She asked him also how he got in­to the way; and he told her. Then she asked him what he had seen and met with in the way; and he told her. And last she asked his name; so he said, It is Chris­ti­an, and I have so much the more a de­sire to lodge here to­night, be­cause, by what I per­ceive, this place was built by the Lord of the hill, for the re­lief and se­cur­ity of pil­grims. So she smiled, but the wa­ter stood in her eyes; and after a little pause, she said, I will call forth two or three more of the fam­ily. So she ran to the door, and called out Prudence, Piety, and Char­ity, who, after a little more dis­course with him, had him in­to the fam­ily; and many of them meet­ing him at the threshold of the house, said, “Come in, thou blessed of the Lord;” this house was built by the Lord of the hill, on pur­pose to en­ter­tain such pil­grims in.143 Then he bowed his head, and fol­lowed them in­to the house. So when he was come in and sat down, they gave him some­thing to drink, and con­sen­ted to­geth­er, that un­til sup­per was ready, some of them should have some par­tic­u­lar dis­course with Chris­ti­an, for the best im­prove­ment of time; and they ap­poin­ted Piety, and Prudence, and Char­ity to dis­course with him; and thus they began:

			Piety. Come, good Chris­ti­an, since we have been so lov­ing to you, to re­ceive you in­to our house this night, let us, if per­haps we may bet­ter ourselves thereby, talk with you of all things that have happened to you in your pil­grim­age.

			Chr. With a very good will, and I am glad that you are so well dis­posed.

			Piety. What moved you at first to be­take your­self to a pil­grim’s life?

			Chr. I was driv­en out of my nat­ive coun­try, by a dread­ful sound that was in mine ears; to wit, that un­avoid­able de­struc­tion did at­tend me, if I abode in that coun­try place where I was.

			Piety. But how did it hap­pen that you came out of your coun­try this way?

			Chr. It was as God would have it; for when I was un­der the fears of de­struc­tion, I did not know whith­er to go; but by chance there came a man, even to me, as I was trem­bling and weep­ing, whose name is Evan­gel­ist, and he dir­ec­ted me to the wick­et-gate, which else I should nev­er have found, and so set me in­to the way that hath led me dir­ectly to this house.

			Piety. But did you not come by the house of the In­ter­pret­er?

			Chr. Yes, and did see such things there, the re­mem­brance of which will stick by me as long as I live; es­pe­cially three things, to wit, how Christ, in des­pite of Satan, main­tains His work of grace in the heart; how the man had sinned him­self quite out of hopes of God’s mercy; and also the dream of him that thought in his sleep the day of judg­ment was come.

			Piety. Why, did you hear him tell his dream?

			Chr. Yes, and a dread­ful one it was. I thought it made my heart ache as he was telling of it; but yet I am glad I heard it.

			Piety. Was that all that you saw at the house of the In­ter­pret­er?

			Chr. No; he took me and had me where he showed me a stately palace, and how the people were clad in gold that were in it; and how there came a ven­tur­ous man and cut his way through the armed men that stood in the door to keep him out; and how he was bid to come in, and win etern­al glory. Me­thought those things did rav­ish my heart! I would have stayed at that good man’s house a twelve­month, but that I knew I had fur­ther to go.

			Piety. And what saw you else in the way?

			Chr. Saw! why, I went but a little fur­ther, and I saw one, as I thought in my mind, hang bleed­ing upon the tree; and the very sight of Him made my bur­den fall off my back (for I groaned un­der a very heavy bur­den), but then it fell down from off me. It was a strange thing to me, for I nev­er saw such a thing be­fore; yea, and while I stood look­ing up, for then I could not for­bear look­ing, three Shin­ing Ones came to me. One of them test­i­fied that my sins were for­giv­en me; an­oth­er stripped me of my rags, and gave me this broidered coat which you see; and the third set the mark which you see in my fore­head, and gave me this sealed roll. (And with that he plucked it out of his bos­om).

			Piety. But you saw more than this, did you not?

			Chr. The things that I have told you were the best, yet some oth­er mat­ters I saw, as, namely, I saw three men, Simple, Sloth, and Pre­sump­tion, lie asleep a little out of the way, as I came, with irons upon their heels; but do you think I could awake them? I also saw Form­al­ity and Hy­po­crisy come tum­bling over the wall, to go, as they pre­ten­ded, to Zion, but they were quickly lost, even as I my­self did tell them; but they would not be­lieve. But above all, I found it hard work to get up this hill, and as hard to come by the lions’ mouths; and truly if it had not been for the good man, the port­er that stands at the gate, I do not know but that after all I might have gone back again; but now, I thank God I am here, and I thank you for re­ceiv­ing of me.

			Then Prudence thought good to ask him a few ques­tions, and de­sired his an­swer to them.

			Prud. Do you not think some­times of the coun­try from whence you came?

			Chr. Yes, but with much shame and de­test­a­tion: “truly if I had been mind­ful of that coun­try from whence I came out, I might have had op­por­tun­ity to have re­turned; but now I de­sire a bet­ter coun­try, that is, an heav­enly.”144

			Prud. Do you not yet bear away with you some of the things that then you were con­vers­ant with­al?

			Chr. Yes, but greatly against my will; es­pe­cially my in­ward and car­nal co­git­a­tions, with which all my coun­try­men, as well as my­self, were de­lighted; but now all those things are my grief; and might I but choose mine own things, I would choose nev­er to think of those things more; but when I would be do­ing of that which is best, that which is worst is with me.145

			Prud. Do you not find some­times, as if those things were van­quished, which at oth­er times are your per­plex­ity?

			Chr. Yes, but that is but sel­dom; but they are to me golden hours, in which such things hap­pen to me.146

			Prud. Can you re­mem­ber by what means you find your an­noy­ances, at times, as if they were van­quished?

			Chr. Yes; when I think what I saw at the cross, that will do it; and when I look upon my broidered coat, that will do it; also when I look in­to the roll that I carry in my bos­om, that will do it; and when my thoughts wax warm about whith­er I am go­ing, that will do it.147

			Prud. And what is it that makes you so de­sirous to go to Mount Zion?

			Chr. Why, there I hope to see Him alive that did hang dead on the cross; and there I hope to be rid of all those things that to this day are in me an an­noy­ance to me; there, they say, there is no death; and there I shall dwell with such com­pany as I like best.148 For, to tell you truth, I love Him, be­cause I was by Him eased of my bur­den; and I am weary of my in­ward sick­ness. I would fain be where I shall die no more, and with the com­pany that shall con­tinu­ally cry, “Holy, holy, holy.”

			Then said Char­ity to Chris­ti­an, Have you a fam­ily? Are you a mar­ried man?

			Chr. I have a wife and four small chil­dren.149

			Char. And why did you not bring them along with you?

			Chr. Then Chris­ti­an wept, and said, O how will­ingly would I have done it! but they were all of them ut­terly averse to my go­ing on pil­grim­age.

			Char. But you should have talked to them, and have en­deav­oured to have shown them the danger of be­ing be­hind.

			Chr. So I did; and told them also what God had shown to me of the de­struc­tion of our city; “but I seemed to them as one that mocked,” and they be­lieved me not.150

			Char. And did you pray to God that He would bless your coun­sel to them?

			Chr. Yes, and that with much af­fec­tion; for you must think that my wife and poor chil­dren were very dear un­to me.

			Char. But did you tell them of your own sor­row, and fear of de­struc­tion? for I sup­pose that de­struc­tion was vis­ible enough to you.

			Chr. Yes, over, and over, and over. They might also see my fears in my coun­ten­ance, in my tears, and also in my trem­bling un­der the ap­pre­hen­sion of the judg­ment that did hang over our heads; but all was not suf­fi­cient to pre­vail with them to come with me.

			Char. But what could they say for them­selves, why they came not?

			Chr. Why, my wife was afraid of los­ing this world, and my chil­dren were giv­en to the fool­ish de­lights of youth; so what by one thing, and what by an­oth­er, they left me to wander in this man­ner alone.

			Char. But did you not, with your vain life, damp all that you by words used by way of per­sua­sion to bring them away with you?151

			Chr. In­deed, I can­not com­mend my life; for I am con­scious to my­self of many fail­ings therein; I know also, that a man by his con­ver­sa­tion may soon over­throw, what by ar­gu­ment or per­sua­sion he doth la­bour to fasten upon oth­ers for their good. Yet this I can say, I was very wary of giv­ing them oc­ca­sion, by any un­seemly ac­tion, to make them averse to go­ing on pil­grim­age.152 Yea, for this very thing, they would tell me I was too pre­cise, and that I denied my­self of things, for their sakes, in which they saw no evil. Nay, I think I may say, that if what they saw in me did hinder them, it was my great ten­der­ness in sin­ning against God, or of do­ing any wrong to my neigh­bour.

			Char. In­deed Cain hated his broth­er, “be­cause his own works were evil, and his broth­er’s right­eous;”153 and if thy wife and chil­dren have been of­fen­ded with thee for this, they thereby show them­selves to be im­plac­able to good, and “thou hast de­livered thy soul from their blood.”154

			Now I saw in my dream, that thus they sat talk­ing to­geth­er un­til sup­per was ready.155 So when they had made ready, they sat down to meat. Now the table was fur­nished “with fat things, and with wine that was well re­fined:” and all their talk at the table was about the Lord of the hill; as, namely, about what He had done, and where­fore He did what He did, and why He had buil­ded that house. And by what they said, I per­ceived that He had been a great war­ri­or, and had fought with and slain “him that had the power of death,” but not without great danger to Him­self, which made me love Him the more.156

			For, as they said, and as I be­lieve (said Chris­ti­an), He did it with the loss of much blood; but that which put glory of grace in­to all He did, was, that He did it out of pure love to His coun­try. And be­sides, there were some of them of the house­hold that said they had been and spoke with Him since He did die on the cross; and they have at­tested that they had it from His own lips, that He is such a lov­er of poor pil­grims, that the like is not to be found from the east to the west.

			They, moreover, gave an in­stance of what they af­firmed, and that was, He had stripped Him­self of His glory, that He might do this for the poor; and that they heard Him say and af­firm, “that He would not dwell in the moun­tain of Zion alone.” They said, moreover, that He had made many pil­grims princes, though by nature they were beg­gars born, and their ori­gin­al had been the dunghill.157

			Thus they dis­coursed to­geth­er till late at night; and after they had com­mit­ted them­selves to their Lord for pro­tec­tion, they betook them­selves to rest: the Pil­grim they laid in a large up­per cham­ber, whose win­dow opened to­ward the sun-rising; the name of the cham­ber was Peace;158 where he slept till break of day, and then he awoke and sang—159

			
				
					Where am I now? Is this the love and care
					

					Of Je­sus for the men that pil­grims are?
					

					Thus to provide! that I should be for­giv­en!
					

					And dwell already the next door to Heav­en!
				

			

			So, in the morn­ing, they all got up; and after some more dis­course, they told him that he should not de­part till they had shown him the rar­it­ies of that place. And first, they had him in­to the study, where they showed him re­cords of the greatest an­tiquity; in which, as I re­mem­ber my dream, they showed him first the ped­i­gree of the Lord of the hill, that He was the Son of the An­cient of Days, and came by that etern­al gen­er­a­tion. Here also was more fully re­cor­ded the acts that He had done, and the names of many hun­dreds that He had taken in­to His ser­vice; and how He had placed them in such hab­it­a­tions, that could neither by length of days, nor de­cays of nature, be dis­solved.

			Then they read to him some of the worthy acts that some of His ser­vants had done: as, how they had “sub­dued king­doms, wrought right­eous­ness, ob­tained prom­ises, stopped the mouths of lions, quenched the vi­ol­ence of fire, es­caped the edge of the sword, out of weak­ness were made strong, waxed vali­ant in fight, and turned to flight the armies of the ali­ens.”160

			They then read again in an­oth­er part of the re­cords of the house, where it was showed how will­ing their Lord was to re­ceive in­to His fa­vour any, even any, though they in time past had offered great af­fronts to His per­son and pro­ceed­ings. Here also were sev­er­al oth­er his­tor­ies of many oth­er fam­ous things, of all which Chris­ti­an had a view; as of things both an­cient and mod­ern; to­geth­er with proph­ecies and pre­dic­tions of things that have their cer­tain ac­com­plish­ment, both to the dread and amazement of en­emies, and the com­fort and solace of pil­grims.

			The next day they took him and had him in­to the ar­moury, where they showed him all man­ner of fur­niture, which their Lord had provided for pil­grims, as sword, shield, hel­met, breast­plate, all-pray­er, and shoes that would not wear out.161 And there was here enough of this to har­ness out as many men, for the ser­vice of their Lord, as there be stars in the Heav­en for mul­ti­tude.162

			They also showed him some of the en­gines with which some of his ser­vants had done won­der­ful things. They showed him Moses’ rod; the ham­mer and nail with which Jael slew Sis­era; the pitch­ers, trum­pets, and lamps too, with which Gibeon put to flight the armies of Midi­an. Then they showed him the ox’s goad where­with Shamgar slew 600 men. They showed him, also, the jawbone with which Sam­son did such mighty feats. They showed him, moreover, the sling and stone with which Dav­id slew Go­liath of Gath; and the sword, also, with which their Lord will kill the Man of Sin, in the day that he shall rise up to the prey. They showed him, be­sides, many ex­cel­lent things, with which Chris­ti­an was much de­lighted. This done, they went to their rest again.163

			Then I saw in my dream, that, on the mor­row, he got up to go for­ward; but they de­sired him to stay till the next day also; and then, said they, we will, if the day be clear, show you the De­lect­able Moun­tains,164 which, they said, would yet fur­ther add to his com­fort, be­cause they were near­er the de­sired haven than the place where at present he was; so he con­sen­ted and stayed. When the morn­ing was up, they had him to the top of the house, and bid him look south; so he did; and, be­hold, at a great dis­tance, he saw a most pleas­ant moun­tain­ous coun­try, beau­ti­fied with woods, vine­yards, fruits of all sorts, flowers also, with springs and foun­tains, very de­lect­able to be­hold.165 Then he asked the name of the coun­try. They said it was Im­manuel’s Land; and it is as com­mon, said they, as this hill is, to and for all the pil­grims. And when thou comest there, from thence, said they, thou may­est see to the gate of the Ce­les­ti­al City, as the shep­herds that live there will make ap­pear.

			Now, he be­thought him­self of set­ting for­ward, and they were will­ing he should, But first, said they, let us go again in­to the ar­moury. So they did; and when they came there, they har­nessed him from head to foot with what was of proof, lest, per­haps, he should meet with as­saults in the way. He be­ing, there­fore, thus ac­coutred, walketh out with his friends to the gate, and there he asked the port­er if he saw any pil­grims pass by. Then the port­er answered, Yes.

			Chr. Pray, did you know him? said he.

			Por. I asked his name, and he told me it was Faith­ful.

			Chr. O, said Chris­ti­an, I know him; he is my towns­man, my near neigh­bour; he comes from the place where I was born. How far do you think he may be be­fore?

			Por. He is got by this time be­low the hill.

			Chr. Well, said Chris­ti­an, good Port­er, the Lord be with thee, and add to all thy bless­ings much in­crease, for the kind­ness that thou hast showed to me.

			Then he began to go for­ward; but Dis­cre­tion, Piety, Char­ity, and Prudence, would ac­com­pany him down to the foot of the hill. So they went on to­geth­er, re­it­er­at­ing their former dis­courses, till they came to go down the hill. Then, said Chris­ti­an, as it was dif­fi­cult com­ing up, so, so far as I can see, it is dan­ger­ous go­ing down. Yes, said Prudence, so it is, for it is a hard mat­ter for a man to go down in­to the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation, as thou art now, and to catch no slip by the way; there­fore, said they, are we come out to ac­com­pany thee down the hill. So he began to go down, but very war­ily; yet he caught a slip or two.166 Then I saw in my dream that these good com­pan­ions, when Chris­ti­an was gone to the bot­tom of the hill, gave him a loaf of bread, a bottle of wine, and a cluster of rais­ins; and then he went on his way.

			But now, in this Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation, poor Chris­ti­an was hard put to it; for he had gone but a little way, be­fore he es­pied a foul fiend com­ing over the field to meet him; his name is Apolly­on. Then did Chris­ti­an be­gin to be afraid, and to cast in his mind wheth­er to go back or to stand his ground. But he con­sidered again that he had no ar­mour for his back; and, there­fore, thought that to turn the back to him might give him the great­er ad­vant­age, with ease to pierce him with his darts.167 There­fore he re­solved to ven­ture and stand his ground; for, thought he, had I no more in mine eye than the sav­ing of my life, it would be the best way to stand.

			So he went on, and Apolly­on met him. Now the mon­ster was hideous to be­hold; he was clothed with scales, like a fish (and they are his pride), he had wings like a dragon, feet like a bear, and out of his belly came fire and smoke, and his mouth was as the mouth of a li­on.168 When he was come up to Chris­ti­an, he be­held him with a dis­dain­ful coun­ten­ance, and thus began to ques­tion with him.

			Apol. Whence come you? and whith­er are you bound?

			Chr. I am come from the City of De­struc­tion, which is the place of all evil, and am go­ing to the City of Zion.

			Apol. By this I per­ceive thou art one of my sub­jects, for all that coun­try is mine, and I am the prince and god of it. How is it, then, that thou hast run away from thy king? Were it not that I hope thou may­est do me more ser­vice, I would strike thee now, at one blow, to the ground.

			Chr. I was born, in­deed, in your domin­ions, but your ser­vice was hard, and your wages such as a man could not live on, “for the wages of sin is death;”169 there­fore, when I was come to years, I did as oth­er con­sid­er­ate per­sons do, look out, if, per­haps, I might mend my­self.

			Apol. There is no prince that will thus lightly lose his sub­jects,170 neither will I as yet lose thee; but since thou com­plain­est of thy ser­vice and wages, be con­tent to go back; what our coun­try will af­ford, I do here prom­ise to give thee.

			Chr. But I have let my­self to an­oth­er, even to the King of princes; and how can I, with fair­ness, go back with thee?

			Apol. Thou hast done in this ac­cord­ing to the pro­verb, “Changed a bad for a worse;” but it is or­din­ary for those that have pro­fessed them­selves His ser­vants, after a while to give Him the slip, and re­turn again to me. Do thou so too, and all shall be well.

			Chr. I have giv­en Him my faith, and sworn my al­le­gi­ance to Him; how, then, can I go back from this, and not be hanged as a trait­or?

			Apol. Thou didst the same to me, and yet I am will­ing to pass by all, if now thou wilt yet turn again and go back.

			Chr. What I prom­ised thee was in my non­age;171 and, be­sides, I count the Prince un­der whose ban­ner now I stand is able to ab­solve me; yea, and to par­don also what I did as to my com­pli­ance with thee; and be­sides, O thou des­troy­ing Apolly­on! to speak truth, I like His ser­vice, His wages, His ser­vants, His gov­ern­ment, His com­pany, and coun­try, bet­ter than thine; and, there­fore, leave off to per­suade me fur­ther; I am His ser­vant, and I will fol­low Him.

			Apol. Con­sider again, when thou art in cool blood, what thou art like to meet with in the way that thou goest. Thou know­est that, for the most part, His ser­vants come to an ill end, be­cause they are trans­gressors against me and my ways. How many of them have been put to shame­ful deaths! and, be­sides, thou countest His ser­vice bet­ter than mine, where­as He nev­er came yet from the place where He is to de­liv­er any that served Him out of their hands; but as for me, how many times, as all the world very well knows, have I de­livered, either by power or fraud, those that have faith­fully served me, from Him and His, though taken by them; and so I will de­liv­er thee.

			Chr. His for­bear­ing at present to de­liv­er them is on pur­pose to try their love, wheth­er they will cleave to Him to the end; and as for the ill end thou say­est they come to, that is most glor­i­ous in their ac­count; for, for present de­liv­er­ance, they do not much ex­pect it, for they stay for their glory, and then they shall have it, when their Prince comes in His and the glory of the an­gels.

			Apol. Thou hast already been un­faith­ful in thy ser­vice to Him; and how dost thou think to re­ceive wages of Him?

			Chr. Wherein, O Apolly­on! have I been un­faith­ful to Him?

			Apol. Thou didst faint at first set­ting out, when thou wast al­most choked in the Gulf of Des­pond; thou didst at­tempt wrong ways to be rid of thy bur­den, where­as against thou should­est have stayed till thy Prince had taken it off; thou didst sin­fully sleep, and lose thy choice thing; thou wast, also, al­most per­suaded to go back, at the sight of the lions; and when thou talkest of thy jour­ney, and of what thou hast heard and seen, thou art in­wardly de­sirous of vain­glory in all that thou say­est or doest.172

			Chr. All this is true, and much more which thou has left out; but the Prince, whom I serve and hon­our, is mer­ci­ful, and ready to for­give; but, be­sides, these in­firm­it­ies pos­sessed me in thy coun­try, for there I sucked them in; and I have groaned un­der them, been sorry for them, and have ob­tained par­don of my Prince.173

			Apol. Then Apolly­on broke out in­to a griev­ous rage, say­ing, I am an en­emy to this Prince; I hate His per­son, His laws, and people; I am come out on pur­pose to with­stand thee.

			Chr. Apolly­on, be­ware what you do; for I am in the king’s high­way, the way of holi­ness; there­fore take heed to your­self.

			Apol. Then Apolly­on straddled quite over the whole breadth of the way, and said, I am void of fear in this mat­ter: pre­pare thy­self to die; for I swear by my in­fernal den, that thou shalt go no fur­ther; here will I spill thy soul.

			And with that he threw a flam­ing dart at his breast;174 but Chris­ti­an had a shield in his hand, with which he caught it, and so pre­ven­ted the danger of that.

			Then did Chris­ti­an draw; for he saw it was time to be­stir him: and Apolly­on as fast made at him, throw­ing darts as thick as hail; by the which, not­with­stand­ing all that Chris­ti­an could do to avoid it, Apolly­on wounded him in his head, his hand, and foot. This made Chris­ti­an give a little back; Apolly­on, there­fore, fol­lowed his work amain, and Chris­ti­an again took cour­age, and res­isted as man­fully as he could. This sore com­bat las­ted for above half a day, even till Chris­ti­an was al­most quite spent; for you must know, that Chris­ti­an, by reas­on of his wounds, must needs grow weak­er and weak­er.

			Then Apolly­on, espy­ing his op­por­tun­ity, began to gath­er up close to Chris­ti­an, and wrest­ling with him, gave him a dread­ful fall; and with that, Chris­ti­an’s sword flew out of his hand. Then said Apolly­on, I am sure of thee now.175 And with that he had al­most pressed him to death; so that Chris­ti­an began to des­pair of life: but as God would have it, while Apolly­on was fetch­ing of his last blow, thereby to make a full end of this good man, Chris­ti­an nimbly stretched out his hand for his sword, and caught it, say­ing, “Re­joice not against me, O mine en­emy: when I fall, I shall arise;”176 and with that gave him a deadly thrust, which made him give back, as one that had re­ceived his mor­tal wound. Chris­ti­an per­ceiv­ing that, made at him again, say­ing, “Nay, in all these things we are more than con­quer­ors, through Him that loved us.”177 And with that Apolly­on spread forth his dragon’s wings, and sped him away, that Chris­ti­an for a sea­son178 saw him no more.179

			In this com­bat no man can ima­gine, un­less he had seen and heard as I did, what yelling and hideous roar­ing Apolly­on made all the time of the fight—he spake like a dragon; and, on the oth­er side, what sighs and groans burst from Chris­ti­an’s heart. I nev­er saw him all the while give so much as one pleas­ant look, till he per­ceived he had wounded Apolly­on with his two-edged sword; then, in­deed, he did smile, and look up­ward; but it was the most dread­ful sight that ever I saw.180

			So when the battle was over, Chris­ti­an said, “I will here give thanks to Him that de­livered me out of the mouth of the li­on, to Him that did help me against Apolly­on.” And so he did, say­ing—

			
				
					Great Beelze­bub, the cap­tain of this fiend,
					

					Design’d my ru­in; there­fore to this end
					

					He sent him har­ness’d out; and he with rage,
					

					That hellish was, did fiercely me en­gage.
					

					But blessed Mi­chael helped me, and I,
					

					By dint of sword, did quickly make him fly.
					

					There­fore to him let me give last­ing praise,
					

					And thank and bless his holy name al­ways.
				

			

			Then there came to him a hand, with some of the leaves of the tree of life, the which Chris­ti­an took, and ap­plied to the wounds that he had re­ceived in the battle, and was healed im­me­di­ately.181 He also sat down in that place to eat bread, and to drink of the bottle that was giv­en him a little be­fore; so be­ing re­freshed, he ad­dressed him­self to his jour­ney, with his sword drawn in his hand; for he said, I know not but some oth­er en­emy may be at hand. But he met with no oth­er af­front from Apolly­on quite through this val­ley.

			Now, at the end of this val­ley, was an­oth­er, The Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, and Chris­ti­an must needs go through it, be­cause the way to the Ce­les­ti­al City lay through the midst of it. Now this val­ley is a very sol­it­ary place. The proph­et Jeremi­ah thus de­scribes it: “A wil­der­ness, a land of deserts, and of pits, a land of drought, and of the shad­ow of death, a land that no man” (but a Chris­ti­an) “passed through, and where no man dwelt.”182

			Now here Chris­ti­an was worse put to it than in his fight with Apolly­on; as by the se­quel you shall see.183

			I saw then in my dream, that when Chris­ti­an was got to the bor­ders of the Shad­ow of Death, there met him two men, chil­dren of them that brought up an evil re­port of the good land,184 mak­ing haste to go back; to whom Chris­ti­an spake as fol­lows—

			Chr. Whith­er are you go­ing?

			Men. They said, Back! back! and we would have you to do so too, if either life or peace is prized by you.

			Chr. Why? what’s the mat­ter? said Chris­ti­an.

			Men. Mat­ter! said they; we were go­ing that way as you are go­ing, and went as far as we durst; and in­deed we were al­most past com­ing back; for had we gone a little fur­ther, we had not been here to bring the news to thee.

			Chr. But what have you met with? said Chris­ti­an.

			Men. Why, we were al­most in the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death; but that, by good hap, we looked be­fore us, and saw the danger be­fore we came to it.185

			Chr. But what have you seen? said Chris­ti­an.

			Men. Seen! Why, the val­ley it­self, which is as dark as pitch; we also saw there the hobgob­lins, satyrs, and dragons of the pit; we heard also in that Val­ley a con­tinu­al howl­ing and yelling, as of a people un­der un­ut­ter­able misery, who there sat bound in af­flic­tion and irons; and over that Val­ley hangs the dis­cour­aging clouds of con­fu­sion. Death also doth al­ways spread his wings over it. In a word, it is every whit dread­ful, be­ing ut­terly without or­der.186

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an, I per­ceive not yet, by what you have said, but that this is my way to the de­sired haven.187

			Men. Be it thy way; we will not choose it for ours. So they par­ted, and Chris­ti­an went on his way, but still with his sword drawn in his hand; for fear lest he should be as­saul­ted.

			I saw then in my dream so far as this val­ley reached, there was on the right hand a very deep ditch: that ditch is it in­to which the blind have led the blind in all ages, and have both there miser­ably per­ished.188 Again, be­hold, on the left hand, there was a very dan­ger­ous quag, in­to which, if even a good man falls, he can find no bot­tom for his foot to stand on. In­to that quag king Dav­id once did fall, and had no doubt therein been smothered, had not He that is able plucked him out.

			The path­way was here also ex­ceed­ing nar­row, and there­fore good Chris­ti­an was the more put to it; for when he sought, in the dark, to shun the ditch on the one hand, he was ready to tip over in­to the mire on the oth­er; also when he sought to es­cape the mire, without great care­ful­ness he would be ready to fall in­to the ditch. Thus he went on, and I heard him here sigh bit­terly; for be­sides the dangers men­tioned above, the path­way was here so dark, that of­t­times, when he lift up his foot to set for­ward, he knew not where, or upon what he should set it next.

			About the midst of this val­ley, I per­ceived the mouth of hell to be, and it stood also hard by the way­side. Now, thought Chris­ti­an, what shall I do? And ever and anon the flame and smoke would come out in such abund­ance, with sparks and hideous noises (things that cared not for Chris­ti­an’s sword, as did Apolly­on be­fore), that he was forced to put up his sword, and be­take him­self to an­oth­er weapon, called All-pray­er.189 So he cried in my hear­ing, “O Lord, I be­seech Thee, de­liv­er my soul!”190 Thus he went on a great while, yet still the flames would be reach­ing to­wards him.191 Also be heard dole­ful voices, and rush­ings to and fro, so that some­times he thought he should be torn in pieces, or trod­den down like mire in the streets. This fright­ful sight was seen, and these dread­ful noises were heard by him for sev­er­al miles to­geth­er. And, com­ing to a place, where be thought he heard a com­pany of fiends com­ing for­ward to meet him, he stopped and began to muse what he had best to do. Some­times he had half a thought to go back; then again he thought he might be halfway through the val­ley; he re­membered also how be had already van­quished many a danger, and that the danger of go­ing back might be much more than for to go for­ward; so he re­solved to go on. Yet the fiends seemed to come near­er and near­er; but when they were come even al­most at him, he cried out with a most vehe­ment voice, “I will walk in the strength of the Lord God;” so they gave back, and came no fur­ther.

			One thing I would not let slip; I took no­tice that now poor Chris­ti­an was so con­foun­ded, that he did not know his own voice; and thus I per­ceived it. Just when he was come over against the mouth of the burn­ing pit, one of the wicked ones got be­hind him, and stepped up softly to him, and, whis­per­ingly, sug­ges­ted many griev­ous blas­phemies to him, which he ver­ily thought had pro­ceeded from his own mind. This put Chris­ti­an more to it than any­thing that he met with be­fore; even to think that he should now blas­pheme Him that he loved so much be­fore; yet, if he could have helped it, he would not have done it; but he had not the dis­cre­tion either to stop his ears, or to know from whence these blas­phemies came.192

			When Chris­ti­an had traveled in this dis­con­sol­ate con­di­tion some con­sid­er­able time, he thought he heard the voice of a man, as go­ing be­fore him, say­ing, “Though I walk through the val­ley of the shad­ow of death, I will fear no evil; for Thou art with me.”193

			Then he was glad, and that for these reas­ons:

			First, Be­cause he gathered from thence, that some who feared God, were in this val­ley as well as him­self.

			Secondly, For that he per­ceived God was with them, though in that dark and dis­mal state; and why not, thought he, with me? though, by reas­on of the im­ped­i­ment that at­tends this place, I can­not per­ceive it.194

			Thirdly, For that he hoped, could he over­take them, to have com­pany by and by. So he went on, and called to him that was be­fore; but he knew not what to an­swer; for that he also thought him­self to be alone. And by and by the day broke; then said Chris­ti­an, He hath turned “the shad­ow of death in­to the morn­ing.”195

			Now morn­ing be­ing come, he looked back, not out of de­sire to re­turn, but to see, by the light of the day, what haz­ards he had gone through in the dark. So he saw more per­fectly the ditch that was on the one hand, and the quag that was on the oth­er; also how nar­row the way was which led betwixt them both; also now he saw the hobgob­lins, and satyrs, and dragons of the pit, but all afar off (for after break of day, they came not nigh); yet they were dis­covered to him, ac­cord­ing to that which is writ­ten, “He dis­covereth deep things out of dark­ness, and brin­g­eth out to light the shad­ow of death.”196

			Now was Chris­ti­an much af­fected with his de­liv­er­ance from all the dangers of his sol­it­ary way; which dangers, though he feared them more be­fore, yet he saw them more clearly now, be­cause the light of the day made them con­spicu­ous to him. And about this time the sun was rising, and this was an­oth­er mercy to Chris­ti­an; for you must note, that though the first part of the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death was dan­ger­ous, yet this second part which he was yet to go, was, if pos­sible, far more dan­ger­ous:197 for from the place where he now stood, even to the end of the val­ley, the way was all along set so full of snares, traps, gins, and nets here, and so full of pits, pit­falls, deep holes, and shelvings down there, that had it now been dark, as it were when he came the first part of the way, had he had a thou­sand souls, they had in reas­on been cast away;198 but, as I said, just now the sun was rising. Then said he, “His candle shineth upon my head, and by His light I walk through dark­ness.”199

			In this light, there­fore, he came to the end of the val­ley. Now I saw in my dream, that at the end of this val­ley lay blood, bones, ashes, and mangled bod­ies of men, even of pil­grims that had gone this way formerly; and while I was mus­ing what should be the reas­on, I es­pied a little be­fore me a cave, where two gi­ants, Pope and Pa­gan, dwelt in old time; by whose power and tyranny the men whose bones, blood, ashes, etc., lay there, were cruelly put to death.200 But by this place Chris­ti­an went without much danger, where­at I some­what wondered; but I have learnt since, that Pa­gan has been dead many a day; and as for the oth­er, though he be yet alive, he is, by reas­on of age, and also of the many shrewd brushes that he met with in his young­er days, grown so crazy and stiff in his joints, that he can now do little more than sit in his cave’s mouth, grin­ning at pil­grims as they go by, and bit­ing his nails be­cause he can­not come at them.201

			So I saw that Chris­ti­an went on his way; yet, at the sight of the Old Man that sat in the mouth of the cave, he could not tell what to think, es­pe­cially be­cause he spake to him, though he could not go after him; say­ing, “You will nev­er mend, till more of you be burned.” But he held his peace, and set a good face on it, and so went by and catched no hurt.202 Then sang Chris­ti­an,

			
				
					O world of won­ders! (I can say no less)
					

					That I should be pre­serv’d in that dis­tress
					

					That I have met with here! O blessed be
					

					That hand that from it hath de­liv­er’d me!
					

					Dangers in dark­ness, dev­ils, hell, and sin,
					

					Did com­pass me, while I this vale was in:
					

					Yea, snares and pits, and traps, and nets, did lie
					

					My path about, that worth­less, silly I
					

					Might have been catch’d, en­tangled, and cast down;
					

					But since I live, let Je­sus wear the crown.
				

			

			Now, as Chris­ti­an went on his way, he came to a little as­cent, which was cast up on pur­pose, that pil­grims might see be­fore them. Up there, there­fore, Chris­ti­an went; and look­ing for­ward, he saw Faith­ful be­fore him, upon his jour­ney. Then said Chris­ti­an aloud, “Ho! ho! Soho! stay, and I will be your com­pan­ion.”203 At that, Faith­ful looked be­hind him; to whom Chris­ti­an cried again, “Stay, stay, till I come up to you.” But Faith­ful answered, “No, I am upon my life, and the avenger of blood is be­hind me.”

			At this, Chris­ti­an was some­what moved, and put­ting to all his strength, he quickly got up with Faith­ful, and did also over­run him; so the last was first. Then did Chris­ti­an vain­glori­ously smile, be­cause he had got­ten the start of his broth­er;204 but not tak­ing good heed to his feet, he sud­denly stumbled and fell, and could not rise again, un­til Faith­ful came up to help him.

			Then I saw in my dream, they went very lov­ingly on to­geth­er, and had sweet dis­course of all things that had happened to them in their pil­grim­age; and thus Chris­ti­an began.

			Chr. My hon­oured and well-be­loved broth­er, Faith­ful, I am glad that I have over­taken you; and that God has so tempered our spir­its, that we can walk as com­pan­ions in this so pleas­ant a path.

			Faith. I had thought, dear friend, to have had your com­pany quite from our town; but you did get the start of me, where­fore I was forced to come thus much of the way alone.

			Chr. How long did you stay in the City of De­struc­tion, be­fore you set out after me on your pil­grim­age.

			Faith. Till I could stay no longer; for there was great talk presently after you were gone out, that our city would, in short time, with fire from Heav­en, be burned down to the ground.

			Chr. What! did your neigh­bours talk so?

			Faith. Yes, it was for a while in every­body’s mouth.

			Chr. What! and did no more of them but you come out to es­cape the danger?

			Faith. Though there were, as I said, a great talk there­about, yet I do not think they did firmly be­lieve it. For in the heat of the dis­course, I heard some of them de­rid­ingly speak of you, and of your des­per­ate jour­ney (for so they called this your pil­grim­age), but I did be­lieve, and do still, that the end of our city will be with fire and brim­stone from above; and there­fore I have made my es­cape.

			Chr. Did you hear no talk of neigh­bour Pli­able?

			Faith. Yes, Chris­ti­an, I heard that he fol­lowed you till he came at the Slough of Des­pond, where, as some said, he fell in; but he would not be known to have so done; but I am sure he was soundly be­dabbled with that kind of dirt.

			Chr. And what said the neigh­bours to him?

			Faith. He hath, since his go­ing back, been had greatly in de­ri­sion, and that among all sorts of people; some do mock and des­pise him; and scarce will any set him on work. He is now sev­en times worse than if he had nev­er gone out of the City.205

			Chr. But why should they be so set against him, since they also des­pise the way that he for­sook?

			Faith. O! they say, Hang him, he is a turn­coat; he was not true to his pro­fes­sion. I think God has stirred up even his en­emies to hiss at him, and make him a pro­verb, be­cause he hath for­saken the way.206

			Chr. Had you no talk with him be­fore you came out?

			Faith. I met him once in the streets, but he leered away on the oth­er side, as one ashamed of what he had done; so I spake not to him.

			Chr. Well, at my first set­ting out, I had hopes of that man; but now I fear he will per­ish in the over­throw of the city; For it is happened to him ac­cord­ing to the true pro­verb, “The dog is turned to his own vomit again; and the sow that was washed, to her wal­low­ing in the mire.”207

			Faith. These are my fears of him too; but who can hinder that which will be?

			Chr. Well, neigh­bour Faith­ful, said Chris­ti­an, let us leave him, and talk of things that more im­me­di­ately con­cern ourselves. Tell me now, what you have met with in the way as you came; for I know you have met with some things, or else it may be writ for a won­der.

			Faith. I es­caped the Slough that I per­ceived you fell in­to, and got up to the gate without that danger; only I met with one whose name was Wan­ton, who had like to have done me a mis­chief.

			Chr. It was well you es­caped her net; Joseph was hard put to it by her, and he es­caped her as you did; but it had like to have cost him his life.208 But what did she do to you?

			Faith. You can­not think, but that you know some­thing, what a flat­ter­ing tongue she had; she lay at me hard to turn aside with her, prom­ising me all man­ner of con­tent.

			Chr. Nay, she did not prom­ise you the con­tent of a good con­science.

			Faith. You know what I mean; all car­nal and fleshly con­tent.

			Chr. Thank God you have es­caped her; “the ab­horred of the Lord shall fall in­to her ditch.”209

			Faith. Nay, I know not wheth­er I did wholly es­cape her or no.

			Chr. Why, I trow210 you did not con­sent to her de­sires?

			Faith. No, not to de­file my­self; for I re­membered an old writ­ing that I had seen, which said, “Her steps take hold on hell.”211 So I shut mine eyes, be­cause I would not be be­witched with her looks.212 Then she railed on me, and I went my way.213

			Chr. Did you meet with no oth­er as­sault as you came?

			Faith. When I came to the foot of the hill called Dif­fi­culty, I met with a very aged man, who asked me what I was, and whith­er bound. I told him that I am a pil­grim, go­ing to the Ce­les­ti­al City. Then said the old man, Thou lookest like an hon­est fel­low; wilt thou be con­tent to dwell with me for the wages that I shall give thee? Then I asked him his name, and where he dwelt. He said his name was Adam the First, and that he dwelt in the town of De­ceit.214 I asked him then, what was his work, and what the wages that he would give. He told me, that his work was many de­lights; and his wages, that I should be his heir at last. I fur­ther asked him, what house he kept, and what oth­er ser­vants he had. So he told me, that his house was main­tained with all the dain­ties in the world; and that his ser­vants were those of his own be­get­ting. Then I asked if he had any chil­dren. He said that he had but three daugh­ters; the Lust of the Flesh, the Lust of the Eyes, and the Pride of Life, and that I should marry them all215 if I would.216 Then I asked how long time he would have me live with him? And he told me, As long as he lived him­self.

			Chr. Well, and what con­clu­sion came the old man and you to, at last?

			Faith. Why, at first, I found my­self some­what in­clin­able to go with the man, for I thought he spake very fair; but look­ing in his fore­head, as I talked with him, I saw there writ­ten, “Put off the old man with his deeds.”

			Chr. And how then?

			Faith. Then it came burn­ing hot in­to my mind, whatever he said, and how­ever he flattered, when he got me home to his house, he would sell me for a slave.217 So I bid him for­bear to talk, for I would not come near the door of his house. Then he re­viled me, and told me, that he would send such a one after me, that should make my way bit­ter to my soul. So I turned to go away from him; but just as I turned my­self to go thence, I felt him take hold of my flesh, and give me such a deadly twitch back, that I thought he had pulled part of me after him­self. This made me cry, “O wretched man!”218 So I went on my way up the hill.

			Now when I had got about halfway up, I looked be­hind, and saw one com­ing after me, swift as the wind; so he over­took me just about the place where the settle stands.

			Chr. Just there, said Chris­ti­an, did I sit down to rest me; but be­ing over­come with sleep, I there lost this roll out of my bos­om.

			Faith. But, good broth­er, hear me out. So soon as the man over­took me, he was but a word and a blow, for down he knocked me, and laid me for dead.219 But when I was a little come to my­self again, I asked him where­fore he served me so. He said, be­cause of my secret in­clin­ing to Adam the First: and with that he struck me an­oth­er deadly blow on the breast, and beat me down back­ward; so I lay at his foot as dead as be­fore. So, when I came to my­self again, I cried him mercy; but he said, I know not how to show mercy; and with that knocked me down again.220 He had doubt­less made an end of me, but that One came by, and bid him for­bear.

			Chr. Who was that that bid him for­bear.

			Faith. I did not know Him at first, but as He went by, I per­ceived the holes in His hands, and in His side; then I con­cluded that He was our Lord. So I went up the hill.

			Chr. That man that over­took you was Moses. He spareth none, neither knoweth he how to show mercy to those that trans­gress his law.

			Faith. I know it very well; it was not the first time that he has met with me. It was he that came to me when I dwelt se­curely at home, and that told me he would burn my house over my head, if I stayed there.

			Chr. But did you not see the house that stood there on the top of the hill, on the side of which Moses met you?

			Faith. Yes, and the lions too, be­fore I came at it; but for the lions, I think they were asleep; for it was about noon; and be­cause I had so much of the day be­fore me, I passed by the port­er, and came down the hill.

			Chr. He told me in­deed, that he saw you go by, but I wish you had called at the house, for they would have showed you so many rar­it­ies, that you would scarce have for­got them to the day of your death. But pray tell me, Did you meet nobody in the Val­ley of Hu­mil­ity?

			Faith. Yes, I met with one Dis­con­tent, who would will­ingly have per­suaded me to go back again with him; his reas­on was, for that the val­ley was al­to­geth­er without hon­our. He told me, moreover, that there to go was the way to dis­obey all my friends, as Pride, Ar­rog­ancy, Self-con­ceit, Worldly-glory, with oth­ers, who, he knew, as he said, would be very much of­fen­ded, if I made such a fool of my­self as to wade through this val­ley.

			Chr. Well, and how did you an­swer him?

			Faith. I told him that al­though all these that he named might claim kindred of me, and that rightly, for in­deed they were my re­la­tions ac­cord­ing to the flesh, yet since I be­came a pil­grim, they have dis­owned me, as I also have re­jec­ted them; and there­fore they were to me now no more than if they had nev­er been of my lin­eage.

			I told him, moreover, that as to this val­ley he had quite mis­rep­res­en­ted the thing; “for be­fore hon­our is hu­mil­ity; and a haughty spir­it be­fore a fall.” There­fore, said I, I had rather go through this val­ley to the hon­our that was so ac­coun­ted by the wisest, than choose that which he es­teemed most worthy our af­fec­tions.

			Chr. Met you with noth­ing else in that val­ley?

			Faith. Yes, I met with Shame; but of all the men that I met with in my pil­grim­age, he, I think, bears the wrong name. The oth­ers would be said nay, after a little ar­gu­ment­a­tion, and some­what else; but this bold­faced Shame would nev­er have done.221

			Chr. Why, what did he say to you?

			Faith. What! why, he ob­jec­ted against re­li­gion it­self; he said it was a pi­ti­ful, low, sneak­ing busi­ness for a man to mind re­li­gion; he said that a tender con­science was an un­manly thing; and that for a man to watch over his words and ways, so as to tie up him­self from that hec­tor­ing liberty, that the brave spir­its of the times ac­cus­tom them­selves un­to, would make him the ri­dicule of the times. He ob­jec­ted also, that but few of the mighty, rich, or wise, were ever of my opin­ion;222 nor any of them neither,223 be­fore they were per­suaded to be fools, and to be of a vol­un­tary fond­ness, to ven­ture the loss of all, for nobody knows what. He moreover ob­jec­ted the base and low es­tate and con­di­tion of those that were chiefly the pil­grims, of the times in which they lived; also their ig­nor­ance, and want of un­der­stand­ing in all nat­ur­al sci­ence. Yea, he did hold me to it at that rate also, about a great many more things than here I re­late; as, that it was a shame to sit whin­ing and mourn­ing un­der a ser­mon, and a shame to come sigh­ing and groan­ing home; that it was a shame to ask my neigh­bour for­give­ness for petty faults, or to make resti­tu­tion where I have taken from any. He said also, that re­li­gion made a man grow strange to the great, be­cause of a few vices, which he called by finer names; and made him own and re­spect the base, be­cause of the same re­li­gious fra­tern­ity. And is not this, said he, a shame?224

			Chr. And what did you say to him?

			Faith. Say! I could not tell what to say at the first. Yea, he put me so to it, that my blood came up in my face; even this Shame fetched it up, and had al­most beat me quite off. But, at last, I began to con­sider, that “that which is highly es­teemed among men, is had in ab­om­in­a­tion with God.”225 And I thought again, this Shame tells me what men are; but it tells me noth­ing what God, or the Word of God is. And I thought, moreover, that at the day of doom, we shall not be doomed to death or life, ac­cord­ing to the hec­tor­ing spir­its of the world, but ac­cord­ing to the wis­dom and law of the Highest. There­fore, thought I, what God says is best, in­deed is best, though all the men in the world are against it. See­ing, then, that God prefers His re­li­gion; see­ing God prefers a tender con­science; see­ing they that make them­selves fools for the king­dom of Heav­en are wisest; and that the poor man that loveth Christ is rich­er than the greatest man in the world that hates Him; Shame, de­part, thou art an en­emy to my sal­va­tion. Shall I en­ter­tain thee against my sov­er­eign Lord? How then shall I look Him in the face at His com­ing? Should I now be ashamed of His ways and ser­vants, how can I ex­pect the bless­ing?226 But, in­deed, this Shame was a bold vil­lain; I could scarce shake him out of my com­pany; yea, he would be haunt­ing of me, and con­tinu­ally whis­per­ing me in the ear, with some one or oth­er of the in­firm­it­ies that at­tend re­li­gion; but at last I told him it was but in vain to at­tempt fur­ther in this busi­ness; for those things that he dis­dained, in those did I see most glory; and so at last I got past this im­por­tunate one. And when I had shaken him off, then I began to sing—

			
				
					The tri­als that those men do meet with­al,
					

					That are obed­i­ent to the heav­enly call,
					

					Are man­i­fold, and suited to the flesh,
					

					And come, and come, and come again afresh;
					

					That now, or some­time else, we by them may
					

					Be taken, over­come, and cast away.
					

					O let the pil­grims, let the pil­grims, then,
					

					Be vi­gil­ant, and quit them­selves like men.
				

			

			Chr. I am glad, my broth­er, that thou didst with­stand this vil­lain so bravely; for of all, as thou say­est, I think he has the wrong name; for he is so bold as to fol­low us in the streets, and to at­tempt to put us to shame be­fore all men; that is, to make us ashamed of that which is good; but if he were not him­self au­da­cious, he would nev­er at­tempt to do as he does. But let us still res­ist him; for not­with­stand­ing all his bravadoes, he pro­moteth the fool, and none else. “The wise shall in­her­it glory,” said So­lomon, “but shame shall be the pro­mo­tion of fools.”227

			Faith. I think we must cry to Him for help against Shame, who would have us to be vali­ant for the truth upon the earth.

			Chr. You say true; but did you meet nobody else in that val­ley?

			Faith. No, not I, for I had sun­shine all the rest of the way through that, and also through the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death.228

			Chr. It was well for you. I am sure it fared far oth­er­wise with me; I had for a long sea­son, as soon al­most as I entered in­to that val­ley, a dread­ful com­bat with that foul fiend Apolly­on; yea, I thought ver­ily he would have killed me, es­pe­cially when he got me down and crushed me un­der him, as if he would have crushed me to pieces; for as he threw me, my sword flew out of my hand; nay, he told me he was sure of me; but I cried to God, and He heard me, and de­livered me out of all my troubles. Then I entered in­to the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, and had no light for al­most half the way through it.229 I thought I should have been killed there, over and over; but at last day broke, and the sun rose, and I went through that which was be­hind with far more ease and quiet.

			Moreover, I saw in my dream, that as they went on, Faith­ful, as he chanced to look on one side, saw a man whose name is Talk­at­ive,230 walk­ing at a dis­tance be­sides them; for in this place, there was room enough for them all to walk. He was a tall man, and some­thing more comely at a dis­tance than at hand. To this man Faith­ful ad­dressed him­self in this man­ner.

			Faith. Friend, whith­er away? Are you go­ing to the heav­enly coun­try?

			Talk. I am go­ing to the same place.

			Faith. That is well; then I hope we may have your good com­pany.

			Talk. With a very good will, will I be your com­pan­ion.

			Faith. Come on, then, and let us go to­geth­er, and let us spend our time in dis­cours­ing of things that are prof­it­able.

			Talk. To talk of things that are good, to me is very ac­cept­able, with you, or with any oth­er; and I am glad that I have met with those that in­cline to so good a work; for, to speak the truth, there are but few that care thus to spend their time (as they are in their travels), but choose much rather to be speak­ing of things to no profit; and this hath been a trouble to me.

			Faith. That is in­deed a thing to be lamen­ted; for what things so worthy of the use of the tongue and mouth of men on earth, as are the things of the God of Heav­en?

			Talk. I like you won­der­ful well, for your say­ings are full of con­vic­tion; and I will add, what thing is so pleas­ant, and what so prof­it­able, as to talk of the things of God? What things so pleas­ant (that is, if a man hath any de­light in things that are won­der­ful)? For in­stance, if a man doth de­light to talk of the his­tory or the mys­tery of things; or if a man doth love to talk of mir­acles, won­ders, or signs, where shall he find things re­cor­ded so de­light­ful, and so sweetly penned, as in the Holy Scrip­ture?

			Faith. That is true; but to be profited by such things in our talk should be that which we design.

			Talk. That is it that I said; for to talk of such things is most prof­it­able; for by so do­ing, a man may get know­ledge of many things; as of the van­ity of earthly things, and the be­ne­fit of things above. Thus, in gen­er­al, but more par­tic­u­larly, by this, a man may learn the ne­ces­sity of the new birth; the in­suf­fi­ciency of our works; the need of Christ’s right­eous­ness, etc. Be­sides, by this a man may learn, by talk, what it is to re­pent, to be­lieve, to pray, to suf­fer, or the like; by this also a man may learn what are the great prom­ises and con­sol­a­tions of the Gos­pel, to his own com­fort. Fur­ther, by this a man may learn to re­fute false opin­ions, to vin­dic­ate the truth, and also to in­struct the ig­nor­ant.231

			Faith. All this is true, and glad am I to hear these things from you.

			Talk. Alas! the want of this is the cause why so few un­der­stand the need of faith, and the ne­ces­sity of a work of grace in their soul, in or­der to etern­al life; but ig­nor­antly live in the works of the law, by which a man can by no means ob­tain the king­dom of Heav­en.

			Faith. But, by your leave, heav­enly know­ledge of these is the gift of God; no man at­taineth to them by hu­man in­dustry, or only by the talk of them.

			Talk. All this I know very well. For a man can re­ceive noth­ing, ex­cept it be giv­en him from Heav­en; all is of grace, not of works. I could give you a hun­dred scrip­tures for the con­firm­a­tion of this.

			Faith. Well, then, said Faith­ful, what is that one thing that we shall at this time found our dis­course upon?

			Talk. What you will. I will talk of things heav­enly, or things earthly; things mor­al, or things evan­gel­ic­al; things sac­red, or things pro­fane; things past, or things to come; things for­eign, or things at home; things more es­sen­tial, or things cir­cum­stan­tial; provided that all be done to our profit.

			Faith. Now did Faith­ful be­gin to won­der; and step­ping to Chris­ti­an (for he walked all this while by him­self), he said to him (but softly), What a brave com­pan­ion have we got! Surely this man will make a very ex­cel­lent pil­grim.

			Chr. At this Chris­ti­an mod­estly smiled, and said, This man, with whom you are so taken, will be­guile, with that tongue of his, 20 of them that know him not.

			Faith. Do you know him, then?

			Chr. Know him! Yes, bet­ter than he knows him­self.

			Faith. Pray, what is he?

			Chr. His name is Talk­at­ive; he dwel­l­eth in our town; I won­der that you should be a stranger to him, only I con­sider that our town is large.

			Faith. Whose son is he? And where­about does he dwell?

			Chr. He is the son of one Say-well; he dwelt in Prat­ing Row; and he is known of all that are ac­quain­ted with him, by the name of Talk­at­ive in Prat­ing Row; and not­with­stand­ing his fine tongue, he is but a sorry fel­low.232

			Faith. Well, he seems to be a very pretty man.

			Chr. That is, to them who have not thor­ough ac­quaint­ance with him; for he is best abroad; near home, he is ugly enough. Your say­ing that he is a pretty man, brings to my mind what I have ob­served in the work of the paint­er, whose pic­tures show best at a dis­tance, but, very near, more un­pleas­ing.

			Faith. But I am ready to think you do but jest, be­cause you smiled.

			Chr. God for­bid that I should jest (al­though I smiled) in this mat­ter, or that I should ac­cuse any falsely! I will give you a fur­ther dis­cov­ery of him. This man is for any com­pany, and for any talk; as he talketh now with you, so will he talk when he is on the ale-bench; and the more drink he hath in his crown, the more of these things he hath in his mouth; re­li­gion hath no place in his heart, or house, or con­ver­sa­tion; all he hath, li­eth in his tongue, and his re­li­gion is to make a noise there­with.

			Faith. Say you so! then am I in this man greatly de­ceived.233

			Chr. De­ceived! you may be sure of it; re­mem­ber the pro­verb, “They say, and do not.”234 But the “king­dom of God is not in word, but in power.”235 He talketh of pray­er, of re­pent­ance, of faith, and of the new birth; but he knows but only to talk of them. I have been in his fam­ily, and have ob­served him both at home and abroad; and I know what I say of him is the truth. His house is as empty of re­li­gion, as the white of an egg is of sa­vour. There is there, neither pray­er, nor sign of re­pent­ance for sin; yea, the brute in his kind serves God far bet­ter than he. He is the very stain, re­proach, and shame of re­li­gion, to all that know him; it can hardly have a good word in all that end of the town where he dwells, through him.236 Thus say the com­mon people that know him, A saint abroad, and a dev­il at home. His poor fam­ily finds it so, he is such a churl, such a rail­er at, and so un­reas­on­able with his ser­vants, that they neither know how to do for, or speak to him. Men that have any deal­ings with him, say, it is bet­ter to deal with a Turk than with him; for fairer deal­ing they shall have at their hands. This Talk­at­ive (if it be pos­sible) will go bey­ond them, de­fraud, be­guile, and over­reach them. Be­sides, he brings up his sons to fol­low his steps; and if he fin­d­e­th in any of them a fool­ish timor­ous­ness (for so he calls the first ap­pear­ance of a tender con­science), he calls them fools, and block­heads, and by no means will em­ploy them in much, or speak to their com­mend­a­tions be­fore oth­ers. For my part, I am of opin­ion, that he has, by his wicked life, caused many to stumble and fall; and will be, if God pre­vent not, the ru­in of many more.237

			Faith. Well, my broth­er, I am bound to be­lieve you; not only be­cause you say you know him, but also be­cause, like a Chris­ti­an, you make your re­ports of men. For I can­not think that you speak these things of ill-will, but be­cause it is even so as you say.

			Chr. Had I known him no more than you, I might per­haps have thought of him as, at the first, you did; yea, had he re­ceived this re­port at their hands only that are en­emies to re­li­gion, I should have thought it had been a slander—a lot that of­ten falls from bad men’s mouths upon good men’s names and pro­fes­sions; but all these things, yea, and a great many more as bad, of my own know­ledge, I can prove him guilty of. Be­sides, good men are ashamed of him; they can neither call him broth­er, nor friend; the very nam­ing of him among them makes them blush, if they know him.

			Faith. Well, I see that say­ing and do­ing are two things, and here­after I shall bet­ter ob­serve this dis­tinc­tion.

			Chr. They are two things in­deed, and are as di­verse as are the soul and the body; for as the body without the soul is but a dead car­cass, so say­ing, if it be alone, is but a dead car­cass also. The soul of re­li­gion is the prac­tic­al part: “Pure re­li­gion and un­defiled, be­fore God and the Fath­er, is this, to vis­it the fath­er­less and wid­ows in their af­flic­tion, and to keep him­self un­spot­ted from the world.”238 This Talk­at­ive is not aware of; he thinks that hear­ing and say­ing will make a good Chris­ti­an, and thus he de­ceiv­eth his own soul. Hear­ing is but as the sow­ing of the seed; talk­ing is not suf­fi­cient to prove that fruit is in­deed in the heart and life; and let us as­sure ourselves, that at the day of doom men shall be judged ac­cord­ing to their fruits.239 It will not be said then, Did you be­lieve? but, Were you doers, or talk­ers only? and ac­cord­ingly shall they be judged. The end of the world is com­pared to our har­vest; and you know men at har­vest re­gard noth­ing but fruit. Not that any­thing can be ac­cep­ted that is not of faith, but I speak this to show you how in­sig­ni­fic­ant the pro­fes­sion of Talk­at­ive will be at that day.

			Faith. This brings to my mind that of Moses, by which he de­scribeth the beast that is clean.240 He is such a one that par­teth the hoof and cheweth the cud; not that par­teth the hoof only, or that cheweth the cud only. The hare cheweth the cud, but yet is un­clean, be­cause he par­teth not the hoof. And this truly re­semb­leth Talk­at­ive, he cheweth the cud, he seeketh know­ledge, he cheweth upon the word; but he di­vide­th not the hoof, he par­teth not with the way of sin­ners; but, as the hare, he re­taineth the foot of a dog or bear, and there­fore he is un­clean.241

			Chr. You have spoken, for aught I know, the true Gos­pel sense of those texts. And I will add an­oth­er thing: Paul cal­leth some men, yea, and those great talk­ers too, “sound­ing brass, and tink­ling cym­bals,” that is, as he ex­pounds them in an­oth­er place, “things without life, giv­ing sound.”242 Things without life, that is, without the true faith and grace of the Gos­pel; and con­sequently, things that shall nev­er be placed in the king­dom of Heav­en among those that are the chil­dren of life; though their sound, by their talk, be as if it were the tongue or voice of an an­gel.

			Faith. Well, I was not so fond of his com­pany at first, but I am as sick of it now. What shall we do to be rid of him?

			Chr. Take my ad­vice, and do as I bid you, and you shall find that he will soon be sick of your com­pany too, ex­cept God shall touch his heart, and turn it.

			Faith. What would you have me to do?

			Chr. Why, go to him, and enter in­to some ser­i­ous dis­course about the power of re­li­gion; and ask him plainly (when he has ap­proved of it, for that he will) wheth­er this thing be set up in his heart, house, or con­ver­sa­tion?243

			Faith. Then Faith­ful stepped for­ward again, and said to Talk­at­ive, Come, what cheer? How is it now?

			Talk. Thank you, well. I thought we should have had a great deal of talk by this time.

			Faith. Well, if you will, we will fall to it now; and since you left it with me to state the ques­tion, let it be this: How doth the sav­ing grace of God dis­cov­er it­self, when it is in the heart of man?

			Talk. I per­ceive then, that our talk must be about the power of things. Well, it is a very good ques­tion, and I shall be will­ing to an­swer you. And take my an­swer in brief, thus: First, Where the grace of work of God is in the heart, it causeth there a great out­cry against sin. Secondly—

			Faith. Nay, hold, let us con­sider of one at once. I think you should rather say, It shows it­self by in­clin­ing the soul to ab­hor its sin.

			Talk. Why, what dif­fer­ence is there between cry­ing out against, and ab­hor­ring of sin?

			Faith. O! a great deal. A man may cry out against sin of policy, but he can­not ab­hor it, but by vir­tue of a godly an­ti­pathy against it. I have heard many cry out against sin in the pul­pit, who yet can abide it well enough in the heart, house, and con­ver­sa­tion. Joseph’s mis­tress cried out with a loud voice, as if she had been very holy; but she would will­ingly, not­with­stand­ing that, have com­mit­ted un­clean­ness with him.244 Some cry out against sin, even as the moth­er cries out against her child in her lap, when she cal­leth it slut and naughty girl, and then falls to hug­ging and kiss­ing it.245

			Talk. You lie at the catch, I per­ceive.246

			Faith. No, not I; I am only for set­ting things right. But what is the second thing whereby you would prove a dis­cov­ery of a work of grace in the heart?

			Talk. Great know­ledge of Gos­pel mys­ter­ies.

			Faith. This sign should have been first; but first or last, it is also false; for know­ledge, great know­ledge, may be ob­tained in the mys­ter­ies of the Gos­pel, and yet no work of grace in the soul.247 Yea, if a man have all know­ledge, he may yet be noth­ing, and so con­sequently be no child of God. When Christ said, “Do you know all these things?” and the dis­ciples had answered, Yes; He ad­de­th, “Blessed are ye if ye do them.” He doth not lay the bless­ing in the know­ing of them, but in the do­ing of them. For there is a know­ledge that is not at­ten­ded with do­ing: “He that knoweth his mas­ter’s will, and doeth it not.” A man may know like an an­gel, and yet be no Chris­ti­an, there­fore your sign of it is not true. In­deed, to know is a thing that pleaseth talk­ers and boast­ers; but to do is that which pleaseth God. Not that the heart can be good without know­ledge; for without that the heart is naught. There is, there­fore, know­ledge and know­ledge. Know­ledge that resteth in the bare spec­u­la­tion of things; and know­ledge that is ac­com­pan­ied with the grace of faith and love; which puts a man upon do­ing even the will of God from the heart: the first of these will serve the talk­er; but without the oth­er the true Chris­ti­an is not con­tent. “Give me un­der­stand­ing, and I shall keep Thy law; yea, I shall ob­serve it with my whole heart.”248

			Talk. You lie at the catch again; this is not for edi­fic­a­tion.249

			Faith. Well, if you please, pro­pound an­oth­er sign how this work of grace dis­covereth it­self where it is.

			Talk. Not I, for I see we shall not agree.

			Faith. Well, if you will not, will you give me leave to do it?

			Talk. You may use your liberty.

			Faith. A work of grace in the soul dis­covereth it­self, either to him that hath it, or to stand­ers by.

			To him that hath it thus: It gives him con­vic­tion of sin, es­pe­cially of the de­file­ment of his nature and the sin of un­be­lief (for the sake of which he is sure to be damned, if he fin­d­e­th not mercy at God’s hand, by faith in Je­sus Christ).250 This sight and sense of things wor­keth in him sor­row and shame for sin; he fin­d­e­th, moreover, re­vealed in Him the Sa­viour of the world, and the ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity of clos­ing with Him for life, at the which he fin­d­e­th hun­ger­ings and thirst­ings after Him; to which hun­ger­ings, etc., the prom­ise is made.251 Now, ac­cord­ing to the strength or weak­ness of his faith in his Sa­viour, so is his joy and peace, so is his love to holi­ness, so are his de­sires to know Him more, and also to serve Him in this world. But though I say it dis­covereth it­self thus un­to him, yet it is but sel­dom that he is able to con­clude that this is a work of grace; be­cause his cor­rup­tions now, and his ab­used reas­on, make his mind to mis­judge in this mat­ter; there­fore, in him that hath this work, there is re­quired a very sound judg­ment be­fore he can, with stead­i­ness, con­clude that this is a work of grace.

			To oth­ers, it is thus dis­covered:

			1. By an ex­per­i­ment­al con­fes­sion of his faith in Christ.252

			2. By a life an­swer­able to that con­fes­sion; to wit, a life of holi­ness; heart-holi­ness, fam­ily-holi­ness (if he hath a fam­ily), and by con­ver­sa­tion-holi­ness in the world; which, in the gen­er­al, teacheth him, in­wardly, to ab­hor his sin, and him­self for that, in secret; to sup­press it in his fam­ily, and to pro­mote holi­ness in the world; not by talk only, as a hy­po­crite or talk­at­ive per­son may do, but by a prac­tic­al sub­jec­tion, in faith and love, to the power of the Word.253 And now, Sir, as to this brief de­scrip­tion of the work of grace, and also the dis­cov­ery of it, if you have aught to ob­ject, ob­ject; if not, then give me leave to pro­pound to you a second ques­tion.

			Talk. Nay, my part is not now to ob­ject, but to hear; let me, there­fore, have your second ques­tion.

			Faith. It is this: Do you ex­per­i­ence this first part of this de­scrip­tion of it? and doth your life and con­ver­sa­tion testi­fy the same? or stan­de­th your re­li­gion in word or in tongue, and not in deed and truth? Pray, if you in­cline to an­swer me in this, say no more than you know the God above will say Amen to; and, also, noth­ing but what your con­science can jus­ti­fy you in; “for, not he that com­men­de­th him­self is ap­proved, but whom the Lord com­men­de­th.” Be­sides, to say, I am thus, and thus, when my con­ver­sa­tion, and all my neigh­bours, tell me I lie, is great wicked­ness.254

			Talk. Then Talk­at­ive at first began to blush; but, re­cov­er­ing him­self, thus he replied: You come now to ex­per­i­ence, to con­science, and God; and to ap­peal to Him for jus­ti­fic­a­tion of what is spoken. This kind of dis­course I did not ex­pect; nor am I dis­posed to give an an­swer to such ques­tions, be­cause I count not my­self bound thereto, un­less you take upon you to be a cat­ech­iser, and, though you should so do, yet I may re­fuse to make you my judge. But, I pray, will you tell me why you ask me such ques­tions?255

			Faith. Be­cause I saw you for­ward to talk, and be­cause I knew not that you had aught else but no­tion. Be­sides, to tell you all the truth, I have heard of you, that you are a man whose re­li­gion lies in talk, and that your con­ver­sa­tion gives this your mouth-pro­fes­sion the lie. They say, you are a spot among Chris­ti­ans; and that re­li­gion fareth the worse for your un­godly con­ver­sa­tion; that some already have stumbled at your wicked ways, and that more are in danger of be­ing des­troyed thereby; your re­li­gion, and an ale­house, and cov­et­ous­ness, and un­clean­ness, and swear­ing, and ly­ing, and vain com­pany keep­ing, etc., will stand to­geth­er. The pro­verb is true of you which is said of a whore, to wit, that she is a shame to all wo­men; so are you a shame to all pro­fess­ors.256

			Talk. Since you are ready to take up re­ports, and to judge so rashly as you do, I can­not but con­clude you are some peev­ish or mel­an­choly man, not fit to be dis­coursed with; and so adieu.257

			Chr. Then came up Chris­ti­an, and said to his broth­er, I told you how it would hap­pen; your words and his lusts could not agree; he had rather leave your com­pany than re­form his life. But he is gone, as I said; let him go, the loss is no man’s but his own; he has saved us the trouble of go­ing from him; for he con­tinu­ing (as I sup­pose he will do) as he is, he would have been but a blot in our com­pany; be­sides, the apostle says, “From such with­draw thy­self.”

			Faith. But I am glad we had this little dis­course with him; it may hap­pen that he will think of it again; how­ever, I have dealt plainly with him, and so am clear of his blood, if he per­ish­eth.

			Chr. You did well to talk so plainly to him as you did; there is but little of this faith­ful deal­ing with men nowadays, and that makes re­li­gion to stink so in the nos­trils of many, as it doth; for they are these talk­at­ive fools whose re­li­gion is only in word, and are de­bauched and vain in their con­ver­sa­tion, that (be­ing so much ad­mit­ted in­to the fel­low­ship of the godly) do puzzle the world, blem­ish Chris­tian­ity, and grieve the sin­cere. I wish that all men would deal with such as you have done; then should they either be made more con­form­able to re­li­gion, or the com­pany of saints would be too hot for them. Then did Faith­ful say,

			
				
					How Talk­at­ive at first lifts up his plumes!
					

					How bravely doth he speak! How he pre­sumes
					

					To drive down all be­fore him! But so soon
					

					As Faith­ful talks of heart-work, like the moon
					

					That’s past the full, in­to the wane he goes.
					

					And so will all, but he that heart-work knows.
				

			

			Thus they went on talk­ing of what they had seen by the way, and so made that way easy which would, oth­er­wise, no doubt, have been te­di­ous to them; for now they went through a wil­der­ness.

			Now, when they were got al­most quite out of this wil­der­ness, Faith­ful chanced to cast his eye back, and es­pied one com­ing after them, and he knew him. Oh! said Faith­ful to his broth­er, Who comes yon­der? Then Chris­ti­an looked, and said, It is my good friend Evan­gel­ist. Aye, and my good friend too, said Faith­ful, for it was he that set me the way to the gate. Now was Evan­gel­ist come up un­to them, and thus sa­luted them:

			Evan. Peace be with you, dearly be­loved; and peace be to your help­ers.

			Chr. Wel­come, wel­come, my good Evan­gel­ist; the sight of thy coun­ten­ance brings to my re­mem­brance thy an­cient kind­ness and un­wear­ied la­bour­ing for my etern­al good.

			Faith. And a thou­sand times wel­come, said good Faith­ful. Thy com­pany, O sweet Evan­gel­ist, how de­sir­able it is to us poor pil­grims!258

			Evan. Then said Evan­gel­ist, How hath it fared with you, my friends, since the time of our last part­ing? What have you met with, and how have you be­haved yourselves?

			Then Chris­ti­an and Faith­ful told him of all things that had happened to them in the way; and how and with what dif­fi­culty, they had ar­rived to that place.259

			Evan. Right glad am I, said Evan­gel­ist, not that you have met with tri­als, but that you have been vic­tors; and for that you have, not­with­stand­ing many weak­nesses, con­tin­ued in the way to this very day.

			I say, right glad am I of this thing, and that for mine own sake and yours. I have sowed, and you have reaped; and the day is com­ing, when both he that sowed and they that reaped shall re­joice to­geth­er; that is, if you hold out; “for in due sea­son ye shall reap, if ye faint not.”260 The crown is be­fore you, and it is an in­cor­rupt­ible one; “so run, that you may ob­tain” it.261 Some there be that set out for this crown, and, after they have gone far for it, an­oth­er comes in, and takes it from them; hold fast, there­fore, that you have, let no man take your crown.262 You are not yet out of the gun­shot of the dev­il; you have not res­isted un­to blood, striv­ing against sin; let the king­dom be al­ways be­fore you, and be­lieve stead­fastly con­cern­ing things that are in­vis­ible. Let noth­ing that is on this side the oth­er world get with­in you; and, above all, look well to your own hearts, and to the lusts there­of, “for they are de­ceit­ful above all things, and des­per­ately wicked;” set your faces like a flint; you have all power in Heav­en and earth on your side.

			Chr. Then Chris­ti­an thanked him for his ex­horta­tion; but told him, with­al, that they would have him speak fur­ther to them for their help the rest of the way, and the rather, for that they well knew that he was a proph­et, and could tell them of things that might hap­pen un­to them, and also how they might res­ist and over­come them. To which re­quest Faith­ful also con­sen­ted. So Evan­gel­ist began as fol­loweth:

			Evan. My sons, you have heard in the words of the truth of the Gos­pel that you must, through many tribu­la­tions, enter in­to the king­dom of Heav­en. And again, that in every city bonds and af­flic­tions abide in you; and there­fore you can­not ex­pect that you should go long on your pil­grim­age without them, in some sort or oth­er. You have found some­thing of the truth of these testi­mon­ies upon you already, and more will im­me­di­ately fol­low; for now, as you see, you are al­most out of this wil­der­ness, and there­fore you will soon come in­to a town that you will by and by see be­fore you; and in that town you will be hardly be­set with en­emies, who will strain hard but they will kill you; and be you sure that one or both of you must seal the testi­mony which you hold, with blood; but be you faith­ful un­to death, and the King will give you a crown of life. He that shall die there, al­though his death will be un­nat­ur­al, and his pain per­haps great, he will yet have the bet­ter of his fel­low; not only be­cause he will be ar­rived at the Ce­les­ti­al City soon­est, but be­cause he will es­cape many miser­ies that the oth­er will meet with in the rest of his jour­ney. But when you are come to the town, and shall find ful­filled what I have here re­lated, then re­mem­ber your friend and quit yourselves like men, and com­mit the keep­ing of your souls to your God in well-do­ing, as un­to a faith­ful Cre­at­or.263

			Then I saw in my dream, that when they were got out of the wil­der­ness, they presently saw a town be­fore them, and the name of that town is Van­ity; and at the town there is a fair kept, called Van­ity Fair: it is kept all the year long; it beareth the name of Van­ity Fair, be­cause the town where it is kept is light­er than van­ity; and also be­cause all that is there sold, or that cometh thith­er, is van­ity. As is the say­ing of the wise, “All that cometh is van­ity.”264

			This fair is no new-erec­ted busi­ness, but a thing of an­cient stand­ing; I will show you the ori­gin­al of it.

			Al­most 5,000 years agone, there were pil­grims walk­ing to the Ce­les­ti­al City as these two hon­est per­sons are: and Beelze­bub, Apolly­on, and Le­gion, with their com­pan­ions, per­ceiv­ing by the path that the pil­grims made, that their way to the city lay through this town of Van­ity, they con­trived here to set up a fair; a fair wherein should be sold all sorts of van­ity, and that it should last all the year long: there­fore at this fair are all such mer­chand­ise sold, as houses, lands, trades, places, hon­ours, prefer­ments, titles, coun­tries, king­doms, lusts, pleas­ures, and de­lights of all sorts, as whores, bawds, wives, hus­bands, chil­dren, mas­ters, ser­vants, lives, blood, bod­ies, souls, sil­ver, gold, pearls, pre­cious stones, and what­not.265 And, moreover, at this fair there is at all times, to be seen jug­gling, cheats, games, plays, fools, apes, knaves, and rogues, and that of every kind.

			Here are to be seen too, and that for noth­ing, thefts, murders, adul­ter­ies, false swear­ers, and that of a blood-red col­our.266

			And as in oth­er fairs of less mo­ment, there are the sev­er­al rows and streets, un­der their prop­er names, where such and such wares are ven­ded; so here like­wise you have the prop­er places, rows, streets (viz. coun­tries and king­doms), where the wares of this fair are soon­est to be found. Here is the Bri­tain Row, the French Row, the Itali­an Row, the Span­ish Row, the Ger­man Row, where sev­er­al sorts of van­it­ies are to be sold. But, as in oth­er fairs, some one com­mod­ity is as the chief of all the fair, so the ware of Rome and her mer­chand­ise is greatly pro­moted in this fair; only our Eng­lish na­tion, with some oth­ers, have taken a dis­like there­at.267

			Now, as I said, the way to the Ce­les­ti­al City lies just through this town where this lusty fair is kept; and he that will go to the City, and yet not go through this town, must needs “go out of the world.”268 The Prince of princes Him­self, when here, went through this town to His own coun­try, and that upon a fair day too; yea, and as I think, it was Beelze­bub, the chief lord of this fair, that in­vited Him to buy of his van­it­ies; yea, would have made Him lord of the fair, would He but have done him rev­er­ence as He went through the town.269 Yea, be­cause He was such a per­son of hon­our, Beelze­bub had Him from street to street, and showed Him all the king­doms of the world in a little time, that he might, if pos­sible, al­lure the Blessed One to cheapen and buy some of his van­it­ies; but He had no mind to the mer­chand­ise, and there­fore left the town, without lay­ing out so much as one farth­ing upon these van­it­ies. This fair, there­fore, is an an­cient thing, of long stand­ing, and a very great fair. Now these Pil­grims, as I said, must needs go through this fair.270 Well, so they did; but, be­hold, even as they entered in­to the fair, all the people in the fair were moved, and the town it­self as it were in a hub­bub about them; and that for sev­er­al reas­ons; for—

			First, The pil­grims were clothed with such kind of raiment as was di­verse from the raiment of any that traded in that fair. The people, there­fore, of the fair, made a great gaz­ing upon them: some said they were fools, some they were bed­lams, and some they are out­land­ish men.271

			Secondly, And as they wondered at their ap­par­el, so they did like­wise at their speech; for few could un­der­stand what they said; they nat­ur­ally spoke the lan­guage of Canaan, but they that kept the fair were the men of this world; so that, from one end of the fair to the oth­er, they seemed bar­bar­i­ans each to the oth­er.

			Thirdly, But that which did not a little amuse the mer­chand­isers was, that these pil­grims set very light by all their wares; they cared not so much as to look upon them; and if they called upon them to buy, they would put their fin­gers in their ears, and cry, “Turn away mine eyes from be­hold­ing van­ity,”272 and look up­wards, sig­ni­fy­ing that their trade and traffic was in Heav­en.273

			One chanced mock­ingly, be­hold­ing the car­riage of the men, to say un­to them, What will ye buy? But they, look­ing gravely upon him, answered, “We buy the truth.”274 At that there was an oc­ca­sion taken to des­pise the men the more: some mock­ing, some taunt­ing, some speak­ing re­proach­fully, and some call­ing upon oth­ers to smite them. At last things came to a hub­bub, and great stir in the fair, in­somuch that all or­der was con­foun­ded. Now was word presently brought to the great one of the fair, who quickly came down, and deputed some of his most trusty friends to take these men in­to ex­am­in­a­tion, about whom the fair was al­most over­turned. So the men were brought to ex­am­in­a­tion; and they that sat upon them, asked them whence they came, whith­er they went, and what they did there in such an un­usu­al garb? The men told them, that they were pil­grims and strangers in the world, and that they were go­ing to their own coun­try, which was the heav­enly Jer­u­s­alem;275 and that they had giv­en no oc­ca­sion to the men of the town, nor yet to the mer­chand­isers, thus to ab­use them, and to let them in their jour­ney, ex­cept it was, for that, when one asked them what they would buy, they said they would buy the truth. But they that were ap­poin­ted to ex­am­ine them did not be­lieve them to be any oth­er than bed­lams and mad, or else such as came to put all things in­to a con­fu­sion in the fair. There­fore they took them and beat them, and be­smeared them with dirt, and then put them in­to the cage, that they might be made a spec­tacle to all the men of the fair. There, there­fore, they lay for some time, and were made the ob­jects of any man’s sport, or malice, or re­venge, the great one of the fair laugh­ing still at all that be­fell them. But the men be­ing pa­tient, and not ren­der­ing rail­ing for rail­ing, but con­trari­wise, bless­ing, and giv­ing good words for bad, and kind­ness for in­jur­ies done, some men in the fair that were more ob­serving, and less pre­ju­diced than the rest, began to check and blame the baser sort for their con­tinu­al ab­uses done by them to the men; they, there­fore, in angry man­ner, let fly at them again, count­ing them as bad as the men in the cage, and telling them that they seemed con­fed­er­ates, and should be made par­takers of their mis­for­tunes.276 The oth­er replied, that for aught they could see, the men were quiet, and sober, and in­ten­ded nobody any harm; and that there were many that traded in their fair, that were more worthy to be put in­to the cage, yea, and pil­lory too, than were the men that they had ab­used. Thus, after divers words had passed on both sides, the men be­hav­ing them­selves all the while very wisely and soberly be­fore them, they fell to some blows among them­selves, and did harm one to an­oth­er. Then were these two poor men brought be­fore their ex­am­iners again, and there charged as be­ing guilty of the late hub­bub that had been in the fair. So they beat them pi­ti­fully, and hanged irons upon them, and led them in chains up and down the fair, for an ex­ample and a ter­ror to oth­ers, lest any should speak in their be­half, or join them­selves un­to them.277 But Chris­ti­an and Faith­ful be­haved them­selves yet more wisely, and re­ceived the ig­no­miny and shame that was cast upon them, with so much meek­ness and pa­tience, that it won to their side, though but few in com­par­is­on of the rest, sev­er­al of the men in the fair. This put the oth­er party yet in­to great­er rage, in­somuch that they con­cluded the death of these two men. Where­fore they threatened, that the cage nor irons should serve their turn, but that they should die, for the ab­use they had done, and for de­lud­ing the men of the fair.

			Then were they re­manded to the cage again, un­til fur­ther or­der should be taken with them. So they put them in, and made their feet fast in the stocks.

			Here, there­fore, they called again to mind what they had heard from their faith­ful friend Evan­gel­ist, and were the more con­firmed in their way and suf­fer­ings, by what he told them would hap­pen to them.278 They also now com­for­ted each oth­er, that whose lot it was to suf­fer, even he should have the best of it; there­fore each man secretly wished that he might have that prefer­ment: but com­mit­ting them­selves to the all-wise dis­pos­al of Him that ruleth all things, with much con­tent they abode in the con­di­tion in which they were, un­til they should be oth­er­wise dis­posed of.279

			Then a con­veni­ent time be­ing ap­poin­ted, they brought them forth to their tri­al, in or­der to their con­dem­na­tion. When the time was come, they were brought be­fore their en­emies and ar­raigned. The Judge’s name was Lord Hate-good. Their in­dict­ment was one and the same in sub­stance, though some­what vary­ing in form, the con­tents where­of were this—

			“That they were en­emies to, and dis­turbers of their trade; that they had made com­mo­tions and di­vi­sions in the town, and had won a party to their own most dan­ger­ous opin­ions, in con­tempt of the law of their prince.”280

			Then Faith­ful began to an­swer, that he had only set him­self against that which had set it­self against Him that is high­er than the highest. And, said he, as for dis­turb­ance, I make none, be­ing my­self a man of peace; the parties that were won to us, were won by be­hold­ing our truth and in­no­cence, and they are only turned from the worse to the bet­ter. And as to the king you talk of, since he is Beelze­bub, the en­emy of our Lord, I defy him and all his an­gels.

			Then pro­clam­a­tion was made, that they that had aught to say for their lord the king against the pris­on­er at the bar, should forth­with ap­pear and give in their evid­ence. So there came in three wit­nesses, to wit, Envy, Su­per­sti­tion, and Pick­thank. They were then asked if they knew the pris­on­er at the bar; and what they had to say for their lord the king against him.

			Then stood forth Envy, and said to this ef­fect, My Lord, I have known this man a long time, and will at­test upon my oath be­fore this hon­our­able bench, that he is—

			Judge. Hold. Give him his oath. (So they sware him). Then he said—

			Envy. My Lord, this man, not­with­stand­ing his plaus­ible name, is one of the vilest men in our coun­try. He neither re­gar­de­th prince nor people, law nor cus­tom; but doth all that he can to pos­sess all men with cer­tain of his dis­loy­al no­tions,281 which he in the gen­er­al calls prin­ciples of faith and holi­ness. And, in par­tic­u­lar, I heard him once my­self af­firm, that Chris­tian­ity and the cus­toms of our town of Van­ity, were dia­met­ric­ally op­pos­ite, and could not be re­con­ciled. By which say­ing, my Lord, he doth at once not only con­demn all our laud­able do­ings, but us in the do­ing of them.

			Judge. Then did the Judge say to him, Hast thou any more to say?

			Envy. My Lord, I could say much more, only I would not be te­di­ous to the court. Yet, if need be, when the oth­er gen­tle­men have giv­en in their evid­ence, rather than any­thing shall be want­ing that will des­patch him, I will en­large my testi­mony against him. So he was bid stand by.

			Then they called Su­per­sti­tion, and bid him look upon the pris­on­er. They also asked, what he could say for their lord the king against him. Then they sware him; so he began.

			Su­per. My Lord, I have no great ac­quaint­ance with this man, nor do I de­sire to have fur­ther know­ledge of him; how­ever, this I know, that he is a very pes­ti­lent fel­low, from some dis­course that, the oth­er day, I had with him in this town; for then talk­ing with him, I heard him say, that our re­li­gion was naught, and such by which a man could by no means please God. Which say­ings of his, my Lord, your Lord­ship very well knows, what ne­ces­sar­ily thence will fol­low, to wit, that we do still wor­ship in vain, are yet in our sins, and fi­nally shall be damned; and this is that which I have to say.282

			Then was Pick­thank sworn, and bid say what he knew, in be­half of their lord the king, against the pris­on­er at the bar.

			Pick. My Lord, and you gen­tle­men all, This fel­low I have known of a long time, and have heard him speak things that ought not to be spoke; for he hath railed on our noble prince Beelze­bub, and hath spoken con­tempt­ibly of his hon­our­able friends, whose names are the Lord Old Man, the Lord Car­nal De­light, the Lord Lux­uri­ous, the Lord De­sire of Vain Glory, my old Lord Lech­ery, Sir Hav­ing Greedy, with all the rest of our no­bil­ity; and he hath said, moreover, That if all men were of his mind, if pos­sible, there is not one of these no­ble­men should have any longer a be­ing in this town. Be­sides, he hath not been afraid to rail on you, my Lord, who are now ap­poin­ted to be his judge, call­ing you an un­godly vil­lain, with many oth­er such­like vil­i­fy­ing terms, with which he hath be­spattered most of the gentry of our town.283

			When this Pick­thank had told his tale, the Judge dir­ec­ted his speech to the pris­on­er at the bar, say­ing, Thou reneg­ade, heretic, and trait­or, hast thou heard what these hon­est gen­tle­men have wit­nessed against thee?

			Faith. May I speak a few words in my own de­fence?

			Judge. Sir­rah! Sir­rah! thou de­ser­vest to live no longer, but to be slain im­me­di­ately upon the place; yet, that all men may see our gen­tle­ness to­wards thee, let us hear what thou, vile reneg­ade, hast to say.

			Faith. 1. I say, then, in an­swer to what Mr. Envy hath spoken, I nev­er said aught but this, That what rule, or laws, or cus­tom, or people, were flat against the Word of God, are dia­met­ric­ally op­pos­ite to Chris­tian­ity. If I have said amiss in this, con­vince me of my er­ror, and I am ready here be­fore you to make my re­cant­a­tion.

			2. As to the second, to wit, Mr. Su­per­sti­tion, and his charge against me, I said only this, That in the wor­ship of God there is re­quired a Di­vine faith; but there can be no Di­vine faith without a Di­vine rev­el­a­tion of the will of God. There­fore, whatever is thrust in­to the wor­ship of God that is not agree­able to Di­vine rev­el­a­tion, can­not be done but by a hu­man faith, which faith will not be prof­it­able to etern­al life.

			3. As to what Mr. Pick­thank hath said, I say (avoid­ing terms, as that I am said to rail, and the like), that the prince of this town, with all the rabble­ment, his at­tend­ants, by this gen­tle­man named, are more fit for a be­ing in hell, than in this town and coun­try: and so, the Lord have mercy upon me!284

			Then the Judge called to the jury (who all this while stood by, to hear and ob­serve);285 Gen­tle­men of the jury, you see this man about whom so great an up­roar hath been made in this town. You have also heard what these worthy gen­tle­men have wit­nessed against him. Also you have heard his reply and con­fes­sion. It li­eth now in your breasts to hang him, or save his life; but yet I think meet to in­struct you in­to our law.

			There was an Act made in the days of Pharaoh the Great, ser­vant to our prince, that lest those of a con­trary re­li­gion should mul­tiply, and grow too strong for him, their males should be thrown in­to the river.286 There was also an Act made in the days of Nebuchad­nez­zar the Great, an­oth­er of his ser­vants, that who­so­ever would not fall down and wor­ship his golden im­age, should be thrown in­to a fiery fur­nace.287 There was also an Act made in the days of Dari­us, that whoso, for some time, called upon any God but him, should be cast in­to the lions’ den.288 Now the sub­stance of these laws this rebel has broken, not only in thought (which is not to be borne) but also in word and deed; which must there­fore needs be in­tol­er­able.

			For that of Pharaoh, his law was made upon a sup­pos­i­tion, to pre­vent mis­chief, no crime be­ing yet ap­par­ent; but here is a crime ap­par­ent. For the second and third, you see he dis­puteth against our re­li­gion; and for the treas­on he hath con­fessed, he de­ser­veth to die the death.

			Then went the jury out, whose names were, Mr. Blind-man, Mr. No-good, Mr. Malice, Mr. Love-lust, Mr. Live-loose, Mr. Heady, Mr. High-mind, Mr. Enmity, Mr. Li­ar, Mr. Cruelty, Mr. Hate-light, and Mr. Im­plac­able; who every one gave in his private ver­dict against him among them­selves, and af­ter­wards un­an­im­ously con­cluded to bring him in guilty be­fore the Judge. And first, among them­selves, Mr. Blind-man, the fore­man, said, I see clearly that this man is a heretic.289 Then said Mr. No-good, Away with such a fel­low from the earth. Ay, said Mr. Malice, for I hate the very looks of him. Then said Mr. Love-lust, I could nev­er en­dure him. Nor I, said Mr. Live-loose, for he would al­ways be con­demning my way. Hang him, hang him, said Mr. Heady. A sorry scrub, said Mr. High-mind. My heart ris­eth against him, said Mr. Enmity. He is a rogue, said Mr. Li­ar. Hanging is too good for him, said Mr. Cruelty. Let us des­patch him out of the way, said Mr. Hate-light. Then said Mr. Im­plac­able, Might I have all the world giv­en me, I could not be re­con­ciled to him; there­fore, let us forth­with bring him in guilty of death.290 And so they did; there­fore he was presently con­demned, to be had from the place where he was, to the place from whence he came, and there to be put to the most cruel death that could be in­ven­ted.291

			They, there­fore, brought him out, to do with him ac­cord­ing to their law; and, first, they scourged him, then they buf­feted him, then they lanced his flesh with knives; after that, they stoned him with stones, then pricked him with their swords; and, last of all, they burned him to ashes at the stake. Thus came Faith­ful to his end.292

			Now I saw that there stood be­hind the mul­ti­tude, a chari­ot and a couple of horses, wait­ing for Faith­ful, who (so soon as his ad­versar­ies had des­patched him) was taken up in­to it, and straight­way was car­ried up through the clouds, with sound of trum­pet, the nearest way to the Ce­les­ti­al Gate.293 But as for Chris­ti­an, he had some res­pite, and was re­manded back to pris­on. So he there re­mained for a space; but He that over­rules all things, hav­ing the power of their rage in His own hand, so wrought it about, that Chris­ti­an for that time es­caped them, and went his way;294 and as he went, he sang, say­ing—

			
				
					Well, Faith­ful, thou hast faith­fully pro­fessed
					

					Un­to thy Lord; with whom thou shalt be blest,
					

					When faith­less ones, with all their vain de­lights,
					

					Are cry­ing out un­der their hellish plights,
					

					Sing, Faith­ful, sing, and let thy name sur­vive;
					

					For, though they kill’d thee, thou art yet alive.
				

			

			Now I saw in my dream, that Chris­ti­an went not forth alone, for there was one whose name was Hope­ful (be­ing made so by the be­hold­ing of Chris­ti­an and Faith­ful in their words and be­ha­viour, in their suf­fer­ings at the Fair), who joined him­self un­to him, and, en­ter­ing in­to a broth­erly cov­en­ant, told him that he would be his com­pan­ion. Thus, one died to bear testi­mony to the truth, and an­oth­er rises out of his ashes, to be a com­pan­ion with Chris­ti­an in his pil­grim­age.295 This Hope­ful also told Chris­ti­an, that there were many more of the men in the Fair, that would take their time and fol­low after.

			So I saw that quickly after they were got out of the Fair, they over­took one that was go­ing be­fore them, whose name was By-ends; so they said to him, What coun­try­man, Sir? and how far go you this way? He told them, that he came from the town of Fair-speech, and he was go­ing to the Ce­les­ti­al City, but told them not his name.

			From Fair-speech! said Chris­ti­an. Is there any good that lives there?296

			By-ends. Yes, said By-ends, I hope.

			Chr. Pray, Sir, What may I call you? Said Chris­ti­an.

			By-ends. I am a stranger to you, and you to me: if you be go­ing this way, I shall be glad of your com­pany; if not, I must be con­tent.

			Chr. This town of Fair-speech, said Chris­ti­an, I have heard of; and, as I re­mem­ber, they say it is a wealthy place.

			By-ends. Yes, I will as­sure you that it is; and I have very many rich kindred there.

			Chr. Pray, who are your kindred there? if a man may be so bold.

			By-ends. Al­most the whole town; and in par­tic­u­lar, my Lord Turn­about, my Lord Timeserv­er, my Lord Fair-speech (from whose an­cest­ors that town first took its name), also Mr. Smooth-man, Mr. Fa­cing-both-ways, Mr. Any-thing; and the par­son of our par­ish, Mr. Two-tongues, was my moth­er’s own broth­er, by fath­er’s side; and to tell you the truth, I am be­come a gen­tle­man of good qual­ity, yet my great-grand­fath­er was but a wa­ter­man, look­ing one way and row­ing an­oth­er, and I got most of my es­tate by the same oc­cu­pa­tion.

			Chr. Are you a mar­ried man?

			By-ends. Yes, and my wife is a very vir­tu­ous wo­man, the daugh­ter of a vir­tu­ous wo­man; she was my Lady Feign­ing’s daugh­ter, there­fore she came of a very hon­our­able fam­ily, and is ar­rived to such a pitch of breed­ing, that she knows how to carry it to all, even to prince and peas­ant. It is true we some­what dif­fer in re­li­gion from those of the stricter sort, yet but in two small points; first, we nev­er strive against wind and tide; secondly, we are al­ways most zeal­ous when re­li­gion goes in his sil­ver slip­pers; we love much to walk with him in the street, if the sun shines, and the people ap­plaud him.297

			Then Chris­ti­an stepped a little aside to his fel­low Hope­ful, say­ing, It runs in my mind that this is one By-ends of Fair-speech; and if it be he, we have as very a knave in our com­pany, as dwel­l­eth in all these parts. Then said Hope­ful, Ask him; me­thinks he should not be ashamed of his name. So Chris­ti­an came up with him again, and said, Sir, you talk as if you knew some­thing more than all the world doth;298 and if I take not my mark amiss, I deem I have half a guess of you: Is not your name Mr. By-ends, of Fair-speech?

			By-ends. This is not my name, but in­deed it is a nick­name that is giv­en me by some that can­not abide me; and I must be con­tent to bear it as a re­proach, as oth­er good men have borne theirs be­fore me.

			Chr. But did you nev­er give an oc­ca­sion to men to call you by this name?

			By-ends. Nev­er, nev­er! The worst that ever I did to give them an oc­ca­sion to give me this name was, that I had al­ways the luck to jump in my judg­ment with the present way of the times, whatever it was, and my chance was to get thereby; but if things are thus cast upon me, let me count them a bless­ing; but let not the ma­li­cious load me there­fore with re­proach.

			Chr. I thought, in­deed, that you were the man that I heard of; and to tell you what I think, I fear this name be­longs to you more prop­erly than you are will­ing we should think it doth.

			By-ends. Well, if you will thus ima­gine, I can­not help it; you shall find me a fair com­pany-keep­er, if you will still ad­mit me your as­so­ci­ate.

			Chr. If you will go with us, you must go against wind and tide;299 the which, I per­ceive, is against your opin­ion; you must also own re­li­gion in his rags, as well as when in his sil­ver slip­pers; and stand by him, too, when bound in irons, as well as when he walketh the streets with ap­plause.

			By-ends. You must not im­pose, nor lord it over my faith; leave me to my liberty, and let me go with you.

			Chr. Not a step fur­ther, un­less you will do in what I pro­pound, as we.

			Then said By-ends, I shall nev­er desert my old prin­ciples, since they are harm­less and prof­it­able. If I may not go with you, I must do as I did be­fore you over­took me, even go by my­self, un­til some over­take me that will be glad of my com­pany.300

			Now I saw in my dream, that Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful for­sook him, and kept their dis­tance be­fore him; but one of them look­ing back, saw three men fol­low­ing Mr. By-ends, and be­hold, as they came up with him, he made them a very low conge; and they also gave him a com­pli­ment. The men’s names were Mr. Hold-the-world, Mr. Money-love, and Mr. Save-all;301 men that Mr. By-ends had formerly been ac­quain­ted with; for in their minor­ity they were schoolfel­lows, and were taught by one Mr. Gripe­man, a school­mas­ter in Love-gain, which is a mar­ket town in the county of Cov­et­ing, in the north. This school­mas­ter taught them the art of get­ting, either by vi­ol­ence, cozenage, flat­tery, ly­ing, or by put­ting on a guise of re­li­gion; and these four gen­tle­men had at­tained much of the art of their mas­ter, so that they could each of them have kept such a school them­selves.

			Well, when they had, as I said, thus sa­luted each oth­er, Mr. Money-love said to Mr. By-ends, Who are they upon the road be­fore us? (for Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful were yet with­in view).

			By-ends. They are a couple of far coun­try­men, that, after their mode, are go­ing on pil­grim­age.

			Money-love. Alas! Why did they not stay, that we might have had their good com­pany? for they, and we, and you, Sir, I hope, are all go­ing on a pil­grim­age.

			By-ends. We are so, in­deed; but the men be­fore us are so ri­gid, and love so much their own no­tions,302 and do also so lightly es­teem the opin­ions of oth­ers, that let a man be nev­er so godly, yet if he jumps not with them in all things, they thrust him quite out of their com­pany.

			Save-all. That is hard, but we read of some that are right­eous over­much;303 and such men’s ri­gid­ness pre­vails with them to judge and con­demn all but them­selves. But, I pray, what, and how many, were the things wherein you differed?304

			By-ends. Why, they, after their head­strong man­ner, con­clude that it is duty to rush on their jour­ney all weath­ers; and I am for wait­ing for wind and tide. They are for haz­ard­ing all for God at a clap; and I am for tak­ing all ad­vant­ages to se­cure my life and es­tate. They are for hold­ing their no­tions, though all oth­er men are against them; but I am for re­li­gion in what, and so far as the times, and my safety, will bear it. They are for re­li­gion when in rags and con­tempt; but I am for him when he walks in his golden slip­pers, in the sun­shine, and with ap­plause.305

			Mr. Hold-the-world. Aye, and hold you there still, good Mr. By-ends; for, for my part, I can count him but a fool, that, hav­ing the liberty to keep what he has, shall be so un­wise as to lose it. Let us be wise as ser­pents; it is best to make hay when the sun shines; you see how the bee li­eth still all winter, and be­stirs her only when she can have profit with pleas­ure. God sends some­times rain, and some­times sun­shine; if they be such fools to go through the first, yet let us be con­tent to take fair weath­er along with us. For my part, I like that re­li­gion best, that will stand with the se­cur­ity of God’s good bless­ings un­to us; for who can ima­gine, that is ruled by his reas­on, since God has be­stowed upon us the good things of this life, but that He would have us keep them for His sake? Ab­ra­ham and So­lomon grew rich in re­li­gion. And Job says, that a good man shall lay up gold as dust. But he must not be such as the men be­fore us, if they be as you have de­scribed them.

			Mr. Save-all. I think that we are all agreed in this mat­ter, and there­fore there needs no more words about it.306

			Mr. Money-love. No, there needs no more words about this mat­ter in­deed; for he that be­lieves neither Scrip­ture nor reas­on (and you see we have both on our side), neither knows his own liberty, nor seeks his own safety.307

			Mr. By-ends. My brethren, we are, as you see, go­ing all on pil­grim­age; and for our bet­ter di­ver­sion from things that are bad, give me leave to pro­pound un­to you this ques­tion: Sup­pose a man, a min­is­ter, or a trades­man, etc., should have an ad­vant­age lie be­fore him, to get the good bless­ings of this life, yet so as that he can by no means come by them ex­cept, in ap­pear­ance at least, he be­comes ex­traordin­ary zeal­ous in some points of re­li­gion that he meddled not with be­fore; may he not use this means to at­tain his end, and yet be a right hon­est man?

			Mr. Money-love. I see the bot­tom of your ques­tion; and, with these gen­tle­men’s good leave, I will en­deav­our to shape you an an­swer. And first to speak to your ques­tion as it con­cerns a min­is­ter him­self: Sup­pose a min­is­ter, a worthy man, pos­sessed but of a very small be­ne­fice, and has in his eye a great­er, more fat, and plump by far; he has also now an op­por­tun­ity of get­ting of it, yet so as by be­ing more stu­di­ous, by preach­ing more fre­quently, and zeal­ously, and, be­cause the tem­per of the people re­quires it, by al­ter­ing of some of his prin­ciples; for my part, I see no reas­on but a man may do this (provided he has a call), aye, and more a great deal be­sides, and yet be an hon­est man. For why—

			1. His de­sire of a great­er be­ne­fice is law­ful (this can­not be con­tra­dicted), since it is set be­fore him by Provid­ence; so then, he may get it, if he can, mak­ing no ques­tion for con­science sake.

			2. Be­sides, his de­sire after that be­ne­fice makes him more stu­di­ous, a more zeal­ous preach­er, etc., and so makes him a bet­ter man; yea, makes him bet­ter im­prove his parts, which is ac­cord­ing to the mind of God.

			3. Now, as for his com­ply­ing with the tem­per of his people, by dis­sent­ing, to serve them, some of his prin­ciples, this ar­gueth—(1). That he is of a self-deny­ing tem­per. (2). Of a sweet and win­ning de­port­ment. And so (3). More fit for the min­is­teri­al func­tion.

			4. I con­clude then, that a min­is­ter that changes a small for a great, should not, for so do­ing, be judged as cov­et­ous; but rather, since he is im­proved in his parts and in­dustry thereby, be coun­ted as one that pur­sues his call, and the op­por­tun­ity put in­to his hand to do good.308

			And now to the second part of the ques­tion, which con­cerns the trades­man you men­tioned. Sup­pose such an one to have but a poor em­ploy in the world, but by be­com­ing re­li­gious, he may mend his mar­ket, per­haps get a rich wife, or more, and far bet­ter cus­tom­ers to his shop; for my part, I see no reas­on but that this may be law­fully done. For why—

			1. To be­come re­li­gious is a vir­tue, by what means so­ever a man be­comes so.

			2. Nor is it un­law­ful to get a rich wife, or more cus­tom to my shop.

			3. Be­sides, the man that gets these by be­com­ing re­li­gious, gets that which is good, of them that are good, by be­com­ing good him­self; so then here is a good wife, and good cus­tom­ers, and good gain, and all these by be­com­ing re­li­gious, which is good; there­fore, to be­come re­li­gious to get all these, is a good and prof­it­able design.309

			This an­swer, thus made by this Mr. Money-love to Mr. By-end’s ques­tion, was highly ap­plauded by them all; where­fore they con­cluded, upon the whole, that it was most whole­some and ad­vant­age­ous. And be­cause, as they thought, no man was able to con­tra­dict it, and be­cause Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful were yet with­in call, they jointly agreed to as­sault them with the ques­tion as soon as they over­took them; and the rather be­cause they had op­posed Mr. By-ends be­fore. So they called after them, and they stopped, and stood still till they came up to them; but they con­cluded, as they went, that not Mr. By-ends, but old Mr. Hold-the-world, should pro­pound the ques­tion to them, be­cause, as they sup­posed, their an­swer to him would be without the re­mainder of that heat that was kindled betwixt Mr. By-ends and them, at their part­ing a little be­fore.

			So they came up to each oth­er, and after a short sa­luta­tion, Mr. Hold-the-world pro­pounded the ques­tion to Chris­ti­an and his fel­low, and bid them to an­swer it if they could.

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an, Even a babe in re­li­gion may an­swer 10,000 such ques­tions. For if it be un­law­ful to fol­low Christ for loaves (as it is in the sixth of John), how much more ab­om­in­able is it to make of him and re­li­gion a stalk­ing-horse, to get and en­joy the world!310 Nor do we find any oth­er than hea­thens, hy­po­crites, dev­ils, and witches, that are of this opin­ion.311

			1. Hea­thens; for when Hamor and She­chem had a mind to the daugh­ter and cattle of Jac­ob, and saw that there was no ways for them to come at them, but by be­com­ing cir­cum­cised; they say to their com­pan­ions, if every male of us be cir­cum­cised, as they are cir­cum­cised, shall not their cattle, and their sub­stance, and every beast of theirs, be ours? Their daugh­ter and their cattle were that which they sought to ob­tain, and their re­li­gion the stalk­ing-horse they made use of to come at them. Read the whole story.312

			2. The hy­po­crit­ic­al Phar­isees were also of this re­li­gion; long pray­ers were their pre­tence; but to get wid­ows’ houses was their in­tent; and great­er dam­na­tion was from God their judg­ment.313

			3. Ju­das the dev­il was also of this re­li­gion; he was re­li­gious for the bag, that he might be pos­sessed of what was therein; but he was lost, cast away, and the very son of per­di­tion.

			4. Si­mon the witch was of this re­li­gion too; for he would have had the Holy Ghost, that he might have got money there­with; and his sen­tence from Peter’s mouth was ac­cord­ing.314

			5. Neither will it out of my mind, but that that man that takes up re­li­gion for the world, will throw away re­li­gion for the world; for so surely as Ju­das de­signed the world in be­com­ing re­li­gious, so surely did he also sell re­li­gion and his Mas­ter for the same. To an­swer the ques­tion there­fore af­firm­at­ively, as I per­ceive you have done; and to ac­cept of, as au­then­t­ic, such an­swer, is both hea­then­ish, hy­po­crit­ic­al, and dev­il­ish; and your re­ward will be ac­cord­ing to your works.315 Then they stood star­ing one upon an­oth­er, but had not where­with to an­swer Chris­ti­an. Hope­ful also ap­proved of the sound­ness of Chris­ti­an’s an­swer; so there was a great si­lence among them. Mr. By-ends and his com­pany also staggered and kept be­hind, that Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful might out­go them. Then said Chris­ti­an to his fel­low, If these men can­not stand be­fore the sen­tence of men, what will they do with the sen­tence of God? And if they are mute when dealt with by ves­sels of clay, what will they do when they shall be re­buked by the flames of a de­vour­ing fire?316

			Then Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful out­went them again, and went till they came at a del­ic­ate plain, called Ease, where they went with much con­tent; but that plain was but nar­row, so they were quickly got over it. Now at the fur­ther side of that plain, was a little Hill called Lucre, and in that hill a sil­ver mine, which some of them that had formerly gone that way, be­cause of the rar­ity of it, had turned aside to see; but go­ing too near the brink of the pit, the ground be­ing de­ceit­ful un­der them, broke, and they were slain; some also had been maimed there, and could not, to their dy­ing day, be their own men again.

			Then I saw in my dream, that a little off the road, over against the sil­ver mine, stood De­mas (gen­tle­man-like) to call to pas­sen­gers to come and see; who said to Chris­ti­an and his fel­low, Ho! turn aside hith­er, and I will show you a thing.317

			Chr. What thing so de­serving as to turn us out of the way to see it?

			De­mas. Here is a sil­ver mine, and some dig­ging in it for treas­ure. If you will come, with a little pains you may richly provide for yourselves.

			Hope. Then said Hope­ful, Let us go see.318

			Chr. Not I, said Chris­ti­an, I have heard of this place be­fore now; and how many have there been slain; and be­sides that, treas­ure is a snare to those that seek it; for it hindereth them in their pil­grim­age. Then Chris­ti­an called to De­mas, say­ing, Is not the place dan­ger­ous? Hath it not hindered many in their pil­grim­age?319

			De­mas. Not very dan­ger­ous, ex­cept to those that are care­less (but with­al, he blushed as he spake).

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an to Hope­ful, Let us not stir a step, but still keep on our way.

			Hope. I will war­rant you, when By-ends comes up, if he hath the same in­vit­a­tion as we, he will turn in thith­er to see.

			Chr. No doubt there­of, for his prin­ciples lead him that way, and a hun­dred to one but he dies there.

			De­mas. Then De­mas called again, say­ing, But will you not come over and see?

			Chr. Then Chris­ti­an roundly answered, say­ing, De­mas, thou art an en­emy to the right ways of the Lord of this way, and hast been already con­demned for thine own turn­ing aside, by one of his Majesty’s judges;320 and why seekest thou to bring us in­to the like con­dem­na­tion? Be­sides, if we at all turn aside, our Lord the King will cer­tainly hear there­of, and will there put us to shame, where we would stand with bold­ness be­fore Him. De­mas cried again, That he also was one of their fra­tern­ity; and that if they would tarry a little, he also him­self would walk with them.

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an, What is thy name? Is it not the same by the which I have called thee?

			De­mas. Yes, my name is De­mas; I am the son of Ab­ra­ham.

			Chr. I know you; Ge­hazi was your great-grand­fath­er, and Ju­das your fath­er; and you have trod in their steps.321 It is but a dev­il­ish prank that thou usest; thy fath­er was hanged for a trait­or, and thou de­ser­vest no bet­ter re­ward. As­sure thy­self, that when we come to the King, we will do Him word of this thy be­ha­viour. Thus they went their way.

			By this time By-ends and his com­pan­ions were come again with­in sight, and they, at the first beck, went over to De­mas. Now, wheth­er they fell in­to the pit by look­ing over the brink there­of, or wheth­er they went down to dig, or wheth­er they were smothered in the bot­tom by the damps that com­monly arise, of these things I am not cer­tain; but this I ob­served, that they nev­er were seen again in the way.322 Then sang Chris­ti­an—

			
				
					By-ends and sil­ver De­mas both agree;
					

					One calls, the oth­er runs, that he may be
					

					A sharer in his lucre; so these do
					

					Take up in this world, and no fur­ther go.
				

			

			Now I saw that, just on the oth­er side of this plain, the Pil­grims came to a place where stood an old monu­ment, hard by the high­way strange side; at the sight of which they were both con­cerned, be­cause of the strange­ness of the form there­of; for it seemed to them as if it had been a wo­man trans­formed in­to the shape of a pil­lar; here there­fore they stood look­ing, and look­ing upon it, but could not for a time tell what they should make there­of. At last Hope­ful es­pied writ­ten above the head there­of, a writ­ing in an un­usu­al hand; but he be­ing no schol­ar, called to Chris­ti­an (for he was learned) to see if he could pick out the mean­ing; so he came, and after a little lay­ing of let­ters to­geth­er, he found the same to be this, “Re­mem­ber Lot’s wife.” So he read it to his fel­low; after which they both con­cluded that that was the pil­lar of salt in­to which Lot’s wife was turned, for her look­ing back with a cov­et­ous heart, when she was go­ing from So­d­om for safety;323 which sud­den and amaz­ing sight gave them oc­ca­sion of this dis­course.

			Chr. Ah, my broth­er! this is a sea­son­able sight; it came op­por­tunely to us after the in­vit­a­tion which De­mas gave us to come over to view the Hill Lucre; and had we gone over, as he de­sired us, and as thou wast in­clin­ing to do, my broth­er, we had, for aught I know, been made ourselves like this wo­man, a spec­tacle for those that shall come after to be­hold.

			Hope. I am sorry that I was so fool­ish, and am made to won­der that I am not now as Lot’s wife; for wherein was the dif­fer­ence betwixt her sin and mine? She only looked back; and I had a de­sire to go see. Let grace be ad­ored, and let me be ashamed, that ever such a thing should be in mine heart.

			Chr. Let us take no­tice of what we see here, for our help for time to come. This wo­man es­caped one judg­ment, for she fell not by the de­struc­tion of So­d­om; yet she was des­troyed by an­oth­er, as we see she is turned in­to a pil­lar of salt.

			Hope. True, and she may be to us both cau­tion and ex­ample; cau­tion, that we should shun her sin; or a sign of what judg­ment will over­take such as shall not be pre­ven­ted by this cau­tion; so Korah, Dath­an, and Abiram, with the 250 men that per­ished in their sin, did also be­come a sign or ex­ample to oth­ers to be­ware.324 But above all, I muse at one thing, to wit, how De­mas and his fel­lows can stand so con­fid­ently yon­der to look for that treas­ure, which this wo­man, but for look­ing be­hind her, after (for we read not that she stepped one foot out of the way) was turned in­to a pil­lar of salt; es­pe­cially since the judg­ment which over­took her did make her an ex­ample, with­in sight of where they are; for they can­not choose but see her, did they but lift up their eyes.

			Chr. It is a thing to be wondered at, and it ar­gueth that their hearts are grown des­per­ate in the case; and I can­not tell who to com­pare them to so fitly, as to them that pick pock­ets in the pres­ence of the judge, or that will out purses un­der the gal­lows.325 It is said of the men of So­d­om, that they were sin­ners ex­ceed­ingly, be­cause they were sin­ners be­fore the Lord, that is, in His eye­sight, and not­with­stand­ing the kind­nesses that He had showed them,326 for the land of So­d­om was now like the garden of Eden here­to­fore.327 This, there­fore, pro­voked Him the more to jeal­ousy, and made their plague as hot as the fire of the Lord out of Heav­en could make it. And it is most ra­tion­ally to be con­cluded, that such, even such as these are, that shall sin in the sight, yea, and that too in des­pite of such ex­amples that are set con­tinu­ally be­fore them, to cau­tion them to the con­trary, must be par­takers of severest judg­ments.

			Hope. Doubt­less thou hast said the truth; but what a mercy is it, that neither thou, but es­pe­cially I, am not made my­self this ex­ample! This min­istereth oc­ca­sion to us to thank God, to fear be­fore Him, and al­ways to re­mem­ber Lot’s wife.328

			I saw, then, that they went on their way to a pleas­ant river; which Dav­id the king called “the river of God,” but John “the river of the wa­ter of life.”329 Now their way lay just upon the bank of the river; here, there­fore, Chris­ti­an and his com­pan­ion walked with great de­light; they drank also of the wa­ter of the river, which was pleas­ant, and en­liven­ing to their weary spir­its:330 be­sides, on the banks of this river, on either side, were green trees, that bore all man­ner of fruit; and the leaves of the trees were good for medi­cine; with the fruit of these trees they were also much de­lighted; and the leaves they eat to pre­vent sur­feits, and oth­er dis­eases that are in­cid­ent to those that heat their blood by travels. On either side of the river was also a mead­ow, curi­ously beau­ti­fied with lilies, and it was green all the year long. In this mead­ow they lay down, and slept; for here they might lie down safely. When they awoke, they gathered again of the fruit of the trees, and drank again of the wa­ter of the river, and then lay down again to sleep.331 Thus they did sev­er­al days and nights.332 Then they sang—

			
				
					Be­hold ye how these crys­tal streams do glide,
					

					To com­fort pil­grims by the high­way side;
					

					The mead­ows green, be­sides their fra­grant smell,
					

					Yield dain­ties for them: and he that can tell
					

					What pleas­ant fruit, yea, leaves, these trees do yield,
					

					Will soon sell all, that he may buy this field.
				

			

			So when they were dis­posed to go on (for they were not, as yet, at their jour­ney’s end), they ate and drank, and de­par­ted.333

			Now, I be­held in my dream, that they had not jour­neyed far, but the river and the way for a time par­ted; at which they were not a little sorry; yet they durst not go out of the way. Now the way from the river was rough, and their feet tender, by reas­on of their travels; “so the souls of the pil­grims were much dis­cour­aged be­cause of the way.”334 Where­fore, still as they went on, they wished for bet­ter way.335 Now, a little be­fore them, there was on the left hand of the road a mead­ow, and a stile to go over in­to it; and that mead­ow is called Bypath Mead­ow. Then said Chris­ti­an to his fel­low, If this mead­ow li­eth along by our way­side, let us go over in­to it.336 Then he went to the stile to see, and be­hold, a path lay along by the way, on the oth­er side of the fence. It is ac­cord­ing to my wish, said Chris­ti­an. Here is the easi­est go­ing; come, good Hope­ful, and let us go over.

			Hope. But how if this path should lead us out of the way?337

			Chr. That is not like, said the oth­er. Look, doth it not go along by the way­side? So Hope­ful, be­ing per­suaded by his fel­low, went after him over the stile. When they were gone over, and were got in­to the path, they found it very easy for their feet; and with­al, they, look­ing be­fore them, es­pied a man walk­ing as they did (and his name was Vain-con­fid­ence); so they called after him, and asked him whith­er that way led. He said, to the Ce­les­ti­al Gate.338 Look, said Chris­ti­an, did not I tell you so? By this you may see we are right. So they fol­lowed, and he went be­fore them. But, be­hold, the night came on, and it grew very dark; so that they that were be­hind, lost the sight of him that went be­fore.

			He, there­fore, that went be­fore339 (Vain-con­fid­ence by name), not see­ing the way be­fore him, fell in­to a deep pit,340 which was on pur­pose there made, by the Prince of those grounds, to catch vain­glori­ous fools with­al, and was dashed in pieces with his fall.341

			Now Chris­ti­an and his fel­low heard him fall. So they called to know the mat­ter, but there was none to an­swer; only they heard a groan­ing. Then said Hope­ful, Where are we now? Then was his fel­low si­lent, as mis­trust­ing that he had led him out of the way; and now it began to rain, and thun­der, and light­en342 in a very dread­ful man­ner; and the wa­ter rose amain.343

			Then Hope­ful groaned in him­self, say­ing, O that I had kept on my way!

			Chr. Who could have thought that this path should have led us out of the way?

			Hope. I was afraid on it at the very first, and there­fore gave you that gentle cau­tion. I would have spoke plain­er, but that you are older than I.344

			Chr. Good broth­er, be not of­fen­ded; I am sorry I have brought thee out of the way, and that I have put thee in­to such im­min­ent danger; pray, my broth­er, for­give me; I did not do it of an evil in­tent.345

			Hope. Be com­for­ted, my broth­er, for I for­give thee; and be­lieve too that this shall be for our good.

			Chr. I am glad I have with me a mer­ci­ful broth­er; but we must not stand thus: let us try to go back again.

			Hope. But, good broth­er, let me go be­fore.

			Chr. No, if you please, let me go first, that if there be any danger, I may be first therein, be­cause by my means we are both gone out of the way.

			Hope. No, said Hope­ful, you shall not go first; for your mind be­ing troubled may lead you out of the way again. Then, for their en­cour­age­ment, they heard the voice of one say­ing, “Set thine heart to­ward the high­way, even the way which thou wentest; turn again.”346 But by this time the wa­ters were greatly ris­en, by reas­on of which the way of go­ing back was very dan­ger­ous. (Then I thought that it is easi­er go­ing out of the way when we are in, than go­ing in when we are out). Yet they ad­ven­tured to go back, but it was so dark, and the flood was so high, that in their go­ing back they had like to have been drowned nine or ten times.347

			Neither could they, with all the skill they had, get again to the stile that night. Where­fore, at last, light­ing un­der a little shel­ter, they sat down there un­til the day­break; but, be­ing weary, they fell asleep. Now there was, not far from the place where they lay, a castle, called Doubt­ing Castle, the own­er where­of was Gi­ant Des­pair;348 and it was in his grounds they now were sleep­ing: where­fore he, get­ting up in the morn­ing early, and walk­ing up and down in his fields, caught Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful asleep in his grounds. Then, with a grim and surly voice, he bid them awake; and asked them whence they were, and what they did in his grounds. They told him they were pil­grims, and that they had lost their way. Then said the Gi­ant, You have this night tres­passed on me, by tramp­ling in, and ly­ing on my grounds, and there­fore you must go along with me. So they were forced to go, be­cause he was stronger than they.349 They also had but little to say, for they knew them­selves in a fault. The Gi­ant there­fore drove them be­fore him, and put them in­to his castle, in­to a very dark dun­geon, nasty and stink­ing to the spir­its of these two men.350 Here then they lay from Wed­nes­day morn­ing till Sat­urday night, without one bit of bread, or drop of drink, or light, or any to ask how they did; they were there­fore here in evil case, and were far from friends and ac­quaint­ance. Now in this place Chris­ti­an had double sor­row,351 be­cause it was through his un­ad­vised coun­sel that they were brought in­to this dis­tress.352

			Now, Gi­ant Des­pair had a wife, and her name was Dif­fid­ence.353 So, when he was gone to bed, he told his wife what he had done; to wit, that he had taken a couple of pris­on­ers, and cast them in­to his dun­geon, for tres­passing on his grounds. Then he asked her also what he had best to do fur­ther to them. So she asked him what they were, whence they came, and whith­er they were bound; and he told her. Then she coun­selled him, that when he arose in the morn­ing he should beat them without any mercy. So, when he arose, he getteth him a griev­ous crab-tree cudgel, and goes down in­to the dun­geon to them, and there first falls to rat­ing of them as if they were dogs, al­though they nev­er gave him a word of dis­taste. Then he falls upon them, and beats them fear­fully, in such sort, that they were not able to help them­selves, or to turn them upon the floor. This done, he with­draws and leaves them, there to con­dole their misery, and to mourn un­der their dis­tress. So all that day they spent the time in noth­ing but sighs and bit­ter lam­ent­a­tions. The next night, she, talk­ing with her hus­band about them fur­ther, and un­der­stand­ing that they were yet alive, did ad­vise him to coun­sel them to make away them­selves. So when morn­ing was come, he goes to them in a surly man­ner as be­fore, and per­ceiv­ing them to be very sore with the stripes that he had giv­en them the day be­fore, he told them, that since they were nev­er like to come out of that place, their only way would be forth­with to make an end of them­selves, either with knife, hal­ter, or pois­on, for why, said he, should you choose life, see­ing it is at­ten­ded with so much bit­ter­ness?354 But they de­sired him to let them go. With that he looked ugly upon them, and, rush­ing to them, had doubt­less made an end of them him­self, but that he fell in­to one of his fits (for he some­times, in sun­shiny weath­er, fell in­to fits),355 and lost for a time the use of his hand; where­fore he with­drew, and left them as be­fore, to con­sider what to do. Then did the pris­on­ers con­sult between them­selves, wheth­er it was best to take his coun­sel or no; and thus they began to dis­course:

			Chr. Broth­er, said Chris­ti­an, what shall we do? The life that we now live is miser­able. For my part, I know not wheth­er is best, to live thus, or to die out of hand. “My soul chooseth strangling rather than life,” and the grave is more easy for me than this dun­geon.356 Shall we be ruled by the Gi­ant?357

			Hope. In­deed, our present con­di­tion is dread­ful, and death would be far more wel­come to me than thus forever to abide; but yet, let us con­sider, the Lord of the coun­try to which we are go­ing hath said, Thou shalt do no murder: no, not to an­oth­er man’s per­son; much more, then, are we for­bid­den to take his coun­sel to kill ourselves. Be­sides, he that kills an­oth­er, can but com­mit murder upon his body; but for one to kill him­self, is to kill body and soul at once. And, moreover, my broth­er, thou talkest of ease in the grave; but hast thou for­got­ten the hell, whith­er for cer­tain the mur­der­ers go? For “no mur­der­er hath etern­al life,” etc.358 And let us con­sider, again, that all the law is not in the hand of Gi­ant Des­pair. Oth­ers, so far as I can un­der­stand, have been taken by him, as well as we; and yet have es­caped out of his hand. Who knows, but that God that made the world may cause that Gi­ant Des­pair may die? or that, at some time or oth­er, he may for­get to lock us in? or that he may, in a short time, have an­oth­er of his fits be­fore us, and may lose the use of his limbs? and if ever that should come to pass again, for my part, I am re­solved to pluck up the heart of a man, and to try my ut­most to get from un­der his hand. I was a fool that I did not try to do it be­fore; but, how­ever, my broth­er, let us be pa­tient, and en­dure a while. The time may come that may give us a happy re­lease; but let us not be our own mur­der­ers. With these words, Hope­ful at present did mod­er­ate the mind of his broth­er; so they con­tin­ued to­geth­er (in the dark) that day, in their sad and dole­ful con­di­tion.359

			Well, to­wards even­ing, the Gi­ant goes down in­to the dun­geon again, to see if his pris­on­ers had taken his coun­sel; but when he came there, he found them alive; and truly, alive was all; for now, what for want of bread and wa­ter, and by reas­on of the wounds they re­ceived when he beat them, they could do little but breathe. But, I say, he found them alive; at which he fell in­to a griev­ous rage, and told them, that see­ing they had dis­obeyed his coun­sel, it should be worse with them than if they had nev­er been born.

			At this they trembled greatly,360 and I think that Chris­ti­an fell in­to a swoon;361 but, com­ing a little to him­self again, they re­newed their dis­course about the Gi­ant’s coun­sel, and wheth­er yet they had best to take it or no. Now Chris­ti­an again seemed to be for do­ing it,362 but Hope­ful made his second reply as fol­loweth—

			Hope. My broth­er, said he, re­memberest thou not how vali­ant thou hast been here­to­fore? Apolly­on could not crush thee, nor could all that thou didst hear, or see, or feel, in the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death. What hard­ship, ter­ror, and amazement hast thou already gone through! And art thou now noth­ing but fear! Thou seest that I am in the dun­geon with thee, a far weak­er man by nature than thou art; also, this Gi­ant has wounded me as well as thee, and hath also cut off the bread and wa­ter from my mouth; and with thee I mourn without the light. But let us ex­er­cise a little more pa­tience; re­mem­ber how thou playedst the man at Van­ity Fair, and wast neither afraid of the chain, nor cage, nor yet of bloody death. Where­fore let us (at least to avoid the shame, that be­comes not a Chris­ti­an to be found in) bear up with pa­tience as well as we can.363

			Now, night be­ing come again, and the Gi­ant and his wife be­ing in bed, she asked him con­cern­ing the pris­on­ers, and if they had taken his coun­sel. To which he replied, They are sturdy rogues, they choose rather to bear all hard­ship, than to make away them­selves. Then said she, Take them in­to the castle-yard to­mor­row, and show them the bones and skulls of those that thou hast already des­patched, and make them be­lieve, ere a week comes to an end, thou also wilt tear them in pieces, as thou hast done their fel­lows be­fore them.364

			So when the morn­ing was come, the Gi­ant goes to them again, and takes them in­to the castle-yard, and shows them, as his wife had bid­den him. These, said he, were pil­grims as you are, once, and they tres­passed in my grounds, as you have done; and when I thought fit, I tore them in pieces, and so, with­in 10 days, I will do you. Go, get you down to your den again; and with that, he beat them all the way thith­er. They lay, there­fore, all day on Sat­urday in a lam­ent­able case, as be­fore.365 Now, when night was come, and when Mrs. Dif­fid­ence and her hus­band, the Gi­ant, were got to bed, they began to re­new their dis­course of their pris­on­ers; and with­al the old Gi­ant wondered, that he could neither by his blows nor his coun­sel bring them to an end. And with that his wife replied, I fear, Said she, that they live in hope that some will come to re­lieve them, or that they have pick­locks about them, by the means of which they hope to es­cape. And say­est thou so, my dear? said the Gi­ant; I will, there­fore, search them in the morn­ing.

			Well, on Sat­urday, about mid­night, they began to pray, and con­tin­ued in pray­er till al­most break of day.366

			Now, a little be­fore it was day, good Chris­ti­an, as one half-amazed, brake out in this pas­sion­ate speech: What a fool, quoth he, am I, thus to lie in a stink­ing dun­geon, when I may as well walk at liberty! I have a key in my bos­om, called Prom­ise, that will, I am per­suaded, open any lock in Doubt­ing Castle. Then said Hope­ful, That is good news, good broth­er; pluck it out of thy bos­om, and try.367

			Then Chris­ti­an pulled it out of his bos­om, and began to try at the dun­geon door, whose bolt (as he turned the key) gave back, and the door flew open with ease, and Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful both came out. Then he went to the out­ward door that leads in­to the castle-yard, and, with his key, opened that door also. After, he went to the iron gate, for that must be opened too; but that lock went dam­nable hard,368 yet the key did open it. Then they thrust open the gate to make their es­cape with speed, but that gate, as it opened, made such a creak­ing, that it waked Gi­ant Des­pair, who, hast­ily rising to pur­sue his pris­on­ers, felt his limbs to fail, for his fits took him again, so that he could by no means go after them.369 Then they went on, and came to the King’s high­way, and so were safe, be­cause they were out of his jur­is­dic­tion.370

			Now, when they were gone over the stile, they began to con­trive with them­selves what they should do at that stile, to pre­vent those that should come after, from fall­ing in­to the hands of Gi­ant Des­pair.371 So they con­sen­ted to erect there a pil­lar, and to en­grave upon the side there­of this sen­tence—“Over this stile is the way to Doubt­ing Castle, which is kept by Gi­ant Des­pair, who des­pis­eth the King of the Ce­les­ti­al Coun­try, and seeks to des­troy His holy pil­grims.” Many, there­fore, that fol­lowed after, read what was writ­ten, and es­caped the danger. This done, they sang as fol­lows—

			
				
					Out of the way we went, and then we found
					

					What ’twas to tread upon for­bid­den ground;
					

					And let them that come after have a care,
					

					Lest heed­less­ness makes them, as we, to fare.
					

					Lest they for tres­passing his pris­on­ers are,
					

					Whose castle’s Doubt­ing, and whose name’s Des­pair.
				

			

			They went then till they came to the De­lect­able Moun­tains, which moun­tains be­long to the Lord of that hill of which we have spoken be­fore; so they went up to the moun­tains, to be­hold the gar­dens and orch­ards, the vine­yards and foun­tains of wa­ter; where also they drank and washed them­selves, and did freely eat of the vine­yards.372 Now there were on the tops of these moun­tains, shep­herds feed­ing their flocks, and they stood by the high­way side. The Pil­grims there­fore went to them, and lean­ing upon their staves (as is com­mon with weary pil­grims, when they stand to talk with any by the way), they asked, Whose De­lect­able Moun­tains are these? And whose be the sheep that feed upon them?

			Shep. These moun­tains are Im­manuel’s Land, and they are with­in sight of His city; and the sheep also are His, and He laid down His life for them.373

			Chr. Is this the way to the Ce­les­ti­al City?

			Shep. You are just in your way.

			Chr. How far is it thith­er?

			Shep. Too far for any but those that shall get thith­er in­deed.

			Chr. Is the way safe or dan­ger­ous?

			Shep. Safe for those for whom it is to be safe; but the trans­gressors shall fall therein.374

			Chr. Is there, in this place, any re­lief for pil­grims that are weary and faint in the way?

			Shep. The Lord of these moun­tains hath giv­en us a charge not to be “for­get­ful to en­ter­tain strangers;”375 there­fore the good of the place is be­fore you.

			I saw also in my dream, that when the Shep­herds per­ceived that they were way­far­ing men, they also put ques­tions to them, to which they made an­swer as in oth­er places; as, Whence came you? And, How got you in­to the way? And, By what means have you so per­severed therein? For but few of them that be­gin to come hith­er, do show their face on these moun­tains. But when the Shep­herds heard their an­swers, be­ing pleased there­with, they looked very lov­ingly upon them, and said, Wel­come to the De­lect­able Moun­tains.376

			The Shep­herds, I say, whose names were Know­ledge, Ex­per­i­ence, Watch­ful, and Sin­cere, took them by the hand, and had them to their tents, and made them par­take of that which was ready at present.377 They said, moreover, We would that ye should stay here a while, to be ac­quain­ted with us; and yet more to solace yourselves with the good of these De­lect­able Moun­tains. They then told them that they were con­tent to stay; so they went to their rest that night, be­cause it was very late.

			Then I saw in my dream, that in the morn­ing the Shep­herds called up Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful to walk with them upon the moun­tains: so they went forth with them, and walked a while, hav­ing a pleas­ant pro­spect on every side. Then said the Shep­herds one to an­oth­er, Shall we show these Pil­grims some won­ders? So when they had con­cluded to do it, they had them first to the top of a hill Er­ror, which was very steep on the fur­thest side, and bid them look down to the bot­tom. So Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful looked down, and saw at the bot­tom sev­er­al men dashed all to pieces by a fall that they had from the top. Then said Chris­ti­an, What meaneth this? The Shep­herds answered, Have you not heard of them that were made to err, by heark­en­ing to Hy­men­eus and Phi­le­tus, as con­cern­ing the faith of the re­sur­rec­tion of the body?378 They answered, Yes. Then said the Shep­herds, Those that you see lie dashed in pieces at the bot­tom of this moun­tain are they; and they have con­tin­ued to this day un­bur­ied, as you see, for an ex­ample to oth­ers to take heed how they clam­ber too high, or how they come too near the brink of this moun­tain.379

			Then I saw that they had them to the top of an­oth­er moun­tain, and the name of that is Cau­tion, and bid them look afar off;380 which, when they did, they per­ceived, as they thought, sev­er­al men walk­ing up and down among the tombs that were there; and they per­ceived that the men were blind, be­cause they stumbled some­times upon the tombs, and be­cause they could not get out from among them.381 Then said Chris­ti­an, What means this?

			The Shep­herds then answered, Did you not see a little be­low these moun­tains a stile that led in­to a mead­ow, on the left hand of this way? They answered, Yes. Then said the Shep­herds, From that stile there goes a path that leads dir­ectly to Doubt­ing Castle, which is kept by Gi­ant Des­pair, and these, point­ing to them among the tombs, came once on pil­grim­age as you do now, even till they came to that same stile; and be­cause the right way was rough in that place, they chose to go out of it in­to that mead­ow, and there were taken by Gi­ant Des­pair, and cast in­to Doubt­ing Castle: where, after they had been a while kept in the dun­geon, he at last did put out their eyes, and led them among those tombs, where he has left them to wander to this very day, that the say­ing of the wise man might be ful­filled, “He that wandereth out of the way of un­der­stand­ing, shall re­main in the con­greg­a­tion of the dead.”382 Then Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful looked upon one an­oth­er, with tears gush­ing out, but yet said noth­ing to the Shep­herds.383

			Then I saw in my dream, that the Shep­herds had them to an­oth­er place, in a bot­tom, where was a door in the side of a hill, and they opened the door, and bid them look in. They looked in, there­fore, and saw that with­in it was very dark and smoky; they also thought that they heard there a rum­bling noise as of fire, and a cry of some tor­men­ted, and that they smelt the scent of brim­stone. Then said Chris­ti­an, What means this? The Shep­herds told them, This is a by­way to hell, a way that hy­po­crites go in at; namely, such as sell their birth­right, with Esau; such as sell their mas­ter, with Ju­das; such as blas­pheme the Gos­pel, with Al­ex­an­der; and that lie and dis­semble, with Anani­as and Sap­phira his wife.384 Then said Hope­ful to the Shep­herds, I per­ceive that these had on them, even every one, a show of pil­grim­age, as we have now; had they not?

			Shep. Yes, and held it a long time too.

			Hope. How far might they go on in pil­grim­age in their day, since they not­with­stand­ing were thus miser­ably cast away?

			Shep. Some fur­ther, and some not so far, as these moun­tains.385

			Then said the Pil­grims one to an­oth­er, We had need to cry to the Strong for strength.

			Shep. Aye, and you will have need to use it, when you have it, too.

			By this time the Pil­grims had a de­sire to go for­ward, and the Shep­herds a de­sire they should; so they walked to­geth­er to­wards the end of the moun­tains. Then said the Shep­herds one to an­oth­er, Let us here show to the Pil­grims the gates of the Ce­les­ti­al City, if they have skill to look through our per­spect­ive glass.386 The Pil­grims then lov­ing ac­cep­ted the mo­tion; so they had them to the top of a high hill, called Clear, and gave them their glass to look.

			Then they es­sayed to look, but the re­mem­brance of that last thing that the Shep­herds had showed them, made their hands shake; by means of which im­ped­i­ment, they could not look stead­ily through the glass; yet they thought they saw some­thing like the gate, and also some of the glory of the place.387 Then they went away, and sang this song—

			Thus, by the Shep­herds, secrets are re­veal’d, Which from all oth­er men are kept con­ceal’d Come to the Shep­herds, then, if you would see Things deep, things hid, and that mys­ter­i­ous be.388

			When they were about to de­part, one of the Shep­herds gave them a note of the way. An­oth­er of them bid them be­ware of the Flat­ter­er. The third bid them take heed that they sleep not upon the En­chanted Ground. And the fourth bid them God speed. So I awoke from my dream.389

			And I slept, and dreamed again, and saw the same two Pil­grims go­ing down the moun­tains along the high­way to­wards the city. Now, a little be­low these moun­tains, on the left hand, li­eth the coun­try of Con­ceit;390 from which coun­try there comes in­to the way in which the Pil­grims walked, a little crooked lane. Here, there­fore, they met with a very brisk lad, that came out of that coun­try; and his name was Ig­nor­ance. So Chris­ti­an asked him from what parts he came, and whith­er he was go­ing.

			Ig­nor. Sir, I was born in the coun­try that li­eth off there, a little on the left hand, and I am go­ing to the Ce­les­ti­al City.

			Chr. But how do you think to get in at the gate? for you may find some dif­fi­culty there.

			Ig­nor. As oth­er good people do, said he.

			Chr. But what have you to show at that gate, that may cause that the gate should be opened to you?

			Ig­nor. I know my Lord’s will, and I have been a good liv­er; I pay every man his own; I pray, fast, pay tithes, and give alms, and have left my coun­try for whith­er I am go­ing.391

			Chr. But thou camest not in at the wick­et-gate that is at the head of this way; thou camest in hith­er through that same crooked lane, and there­fore, I fear, how­ever thou may­est think of thy­self, when the reck­on­ing day shall come, thou wilt have laid to thy charge that thou art a thief and a rob­ber, in­stead of get­ting ad­mit­tance in­to the city.

			Ig­nor. Gen­tle­men, ye be ut­ter strangers to me, I know you not; be con­tent to fol­low the re­li­gion of your coun­try, and I will fol­low the re­li­gion of mine. I hope all will be well. And as for the gate that you talk of, all the world knows that that is a great way off of our coun­try. I can­not think that any man in all our parts doth so much as know the way to it, nor need they mat­ter wheth­er they do or no, since we have, as you see, a fine pleas­ant green lane, that comes down from our coun­try, the next way in­to the way.

			When Chris­ti­an saw that the man was “wise in his own con­ceit,” he said to Hope­ful, whis­per­ingly, “There is more hope of a fool than of him.”392 And said, moreover, “When he that is a fool walketh by the way, his wis­dom faileth him, and he saith to every­one that he is a fool.”393 What, shall we talk fur­ther with him, or out­go him at present, and so leave him to think of what he hath heard already, and then stop again for him af­ter­wards, and see if by de­grees we can do any good to him? Then said Hope­ful—

			
				
					Let Ig­nor­ance a little while now muse
					

					On what is said, and let him not re­fuse
					

					Good coun­sel to em­brace, lest he re­main
					

					Still ig­nor­ant of what’s the chiefest gain.
					

					God saith, those that no un­der­stand­ing have,
					

					Al­though He made them, them He will not save.
				

			

			Hope. He fur­ther ad­ded, It is not good, I think, to say all to him at once; let us pass him by, if you will, and talk to him anon, even as he is able to bear it.394

			So they both went on, and Ig­nor­ance he came after. Now when they had passed him a little way, they entered in­to a very dark lane, where they met a man whom sev­en dev­ils had bound with sev­en strong cords, and were car­ry­ing of him back to the door that they saw on the side of the hill.395 Now good Chris­ti­an began to tremble, and so did Hope­ful his com­pan­ion; yet as the dev­ils led away the man, Chris­ti­an looked to see if he knew him; and he thought it might be one Turn-away, that dwelt in the town of Apostasy. But he did not per­fectly see his face, for he did hang his head like a thief that is found.396 But be­ing once past, Hope­ful looked after him, and es­pied on his back a pa­per with this in­scrip­tion, “Wan­ton pro­fess­or, and dam­nable apostate.”397 Then said Chris­ti­an to his fel­low, Now I call to re­mem­brance, that which was told me of a thing that happened to a good man here­about. The name of the man was Little-faith, but a good man, and he dwelt in the town of Sin­cere. The thing was this: At the en­ter­ing in at this pas­sage, there comes down from Broad-way Gate, a lane called Dead Man’s Lane;398 so called be­cause of the murders that are com­monly done there; and this Little-faith go­ing on pil­grim­age, as we do now, chanced to sit down there, and slept. Now there happened, at that time, to come down the lane from Broad-way Gate, three sturdy rogues, and their names were Faint-heart, Mis­trust, and Guilt (three broth­ers), and they espy­ing Little-faith, where he was, came gal­lop­ing up with speed. Now the good man was just awake from his sleep, and was get­ting up to go on his jour­ney. So they came up all to him, and with threat­en­ing lan­guage bid him stand. At this, Little-faith looked as white as a cloud, and had neither power to fight nor fly. Then said Faint-heart, De­liv­er thy purse. But he mak­ing no haste to do it (for he was loath to lose his money), Mis­trust ran up to him, and thrust­ing his hand in­to his pock­et, pulled out thence a bag of sil­ver. Then he cried out, Thieves! Thieves! With that, Guilt, with a great club that was in his hand, struck Little-faith on the head, and with that blow felled him flat to the ground; where be lay bleed­ing as one that would bleed to death.399 All this while the thieves stood by. But, at last, they hear­ing that some were upon the road, and fear­ing lest it should be one Great-grace, that dwells in the city of good-con­fid­ence, they betook them­selves to their heels, and left this good man to shift for him­self. Now, after a while, Little-faith came to him­self, and get­ting up, made shift to scrabble on his way.400 This was the story.

			Hope. But did they take from him all that ever he had?

			Chr. No; the place where his jew­els were they nev­er ran­sacked, so those he kept still. But, as I was told, the good man was much af­flic­ted for his loss, for the thieves got most of his spend­ing-money. That which they got not (as I said) were jew­els,401 also he had a little odd money left, but scarce enough to bring him to his jour­ney’s end;402 nay, if I were not mis­in­formed, he was forced to beg as he went, to keep him­self alive; for his jew­els he might not sell. But beg, and do what he could, he went (as we say) with many a hungry belly the most part of the rest of the way.403

			Hope. But is it not a won­der they got not from him his cer­ti­fic­ate, by which he was to re­ceive his ad­mit­tance at the Ce­les­ti­al Gate?

			Chr. It is a won­der; but they got not that, though they missed it not through any good cun­ning of his; for he, be­ing dis­mayed with their com­ing upon him, had neither power nor skill to hide any­thing; so it was more by good Provid­ence than by his en­deav­our, that they missed of that good thing.404

			Hope. But it must needs be a com­fort to him, that they got not this jew­el from him.405

			Chr. It might have been great com­fort to him, had he used it as he should; but they that told me the story said, that he made but little use of it all the rest of the way, and that be­cause of the dis­may that he had in the tak­ing away his money; in­deed, he for­got it a great part of the rest of his jour­ney; and be­sides, when at any time it came in­to his mind, and he began to be com­for­ted there­with, then would fresh thoughts of his loss come again upon him, and those thoughts would swal­low up all.406

			Hope. Alas! poor man. This could not but be a great grief to him.

			Chr. Grief! aye, a grief in­deed. Would it not have been so to any of us, had we been used as he, to be robbed, and wounded too, and that in a strange place, as he was? It is a won­der he did not die with grief, poor heart! I was told that he scattered al­most all the rest of the way with noth­ing but dole­ful and bit­ter com­plaints; telling also to all that over­took him, or that he over­took in the way as he went, where he was robbed, and how; who they were that did it, and what he lost; how he was wounded, and that he hardly es­caped with his life.407

			Hope. But it is a won­der that his ne­ces­sity did not put him upon selling or pawn­ing some of his jew­els,408 that he might have where­with to re­lieve him­self in his jour­ney.

			Chr. Thou talkest like one upon whose head is the shell to this very day; for what should he pawn them, or to whom should he sell them? In all that coun­try where he was robbed, his jew­els were not ac­coun­ted of; nor did he want that re­lief which could from thence be ad­min­istered to him. Be­sides, had his jew­els been miss­ing at the gate of the Ce­les­ti­al City, he had (and that he knew well enough) been ex­cluded from an in­her­it­ance there; and that would have been worse to him than the ap­pear­ance and vil­lany of 10,000 thieves.

			Hope. Why art thou so tart, my broth­er? Esau sold his birth­right, and that for a mess of pot­tage, and that birth­right was his greatest jew­el; and if he, why might not Little-faith do so too?409

			Chr. Esau did sell his birth­right in­deed, and so do many be­sides, and by so do­ing ex­clude them­selves from the chief bless­ing, as also that caitiff did; but you must put a dif­fer­ence betwixt Esau and Little-faith, and also betwixt their es­tates. Esau’s birth­right was typ­ic­al, but Little-faith’s jew­els were not so; Esau’s belly was his god, but Little-faith’s belly was not so; Esau’s want lay in his fleshly ap­pet­ite, Little-faith’s did not so. Be­sides, Esau could see no fur­ther than to the ful­filling of his lusts; “Be­hold I am at the point to die (said he), and what profit shall this birth­right do me?”410 But Little-faith, though it was his lot to have but a little faith, was by his little faith kept from such ex­tra­vag­ances, and made to see and prize his jew­els more than to sell them, as Esau did his birth­right. You read not any­where that Esau had faith, no, not so much as a little; there­fore no mar­vel if, where the flesh only bears sway (as it will in that man where no faith is to res­ist), if he sells his birth­right, and his soul and all, and that to the dev­il of hell; for it is with such, as it is with the ass, who in her oc­ca­sions can­not be turned away.411 When their minds are set upon their lusts, they will have them whatever they cost. But Little-faith was of an­oth­er tem­per, his mind was on things di­vine; his live­li­hood was upon things that were spir­itu­al, and from above; there­fore, to what end should he that is of such a tem­per sell his jew­els (had there been any that would have bought them) to fill his mind with empty things? Will a man give a penny to fill his belly with hay; or can you per­suade the turtle­dove to live upon car­ri­on like the crow? Though faith­less ones can, for car­nal lusts, pawn, or mort­gage, or sell what they have, and them­selves out­right to boot; yet they that have faith, sav­ing faith, though but a little of it, can­not do so. Here, there­fore, my broth­er, is thy mis­take.

			Hope. I ac­know­ledge it; but yet your severe re­flec­tion had al­most made me angry.412

			Chr. Why, I did but com­pare thee to some of the birds that are of the brisker sort, who will run to and fro in un­trod­den paths, with the shell upon their heads; but pass by that, and con­sider the mat­ter un­der de­bate, and all shall be well betwixt thee and me.

			Hope. But, Chris­ti­an, these three fel­lows, I am per­suaded in my heart, are but a com­pany of cow­ards;413 would they have run else, think you, as they did, at the noise of one that was com­ing on the road? Why did not Little-faith pluck up a great­er heart? He might, me­thinks, Have stood one brush with them, and have yiel­ded when there had been no rem­edy.

			Chr. That they are cow­ards, many have said, but few have found it so in the time of tri­al. As for a great heart, Lit­tle­faith had none; and I per­ceive by thee, my broth­er, hadst thou been the man con­cerned, thou art but for a brush, and then to yield. And, ver­ily, since this is the height of thy stom­ach, now they are at a dis­tance from us, should they ap­pear to thee as they did to him, they might put thee to second thoughts.

			But, con­sider again, they are but jour­ney­men thieves, they serve un­der the king of the bot­tom­less pit, who, if need be, will come in to their aid him­self, and his voice is as the roar­ing of a li­on.414 I my­self have been en­gaged as this Little-faith was, and I found it a ter­rible thing. These three vil­lains set upon me, and I be­gin­ning, like a Chris­ti­an, to res­ist, they gave but a call, and in came their mas­ter. I would, as the say­ing is, have giv­en my life for a penny; but that, as God would have it, I was clothed with ar­mour of proof. Aye, and yet, though I was so har­nessed, I found it hard work to quit my­self like a man. No man can tell what in that com­bat at­tends us, but he that hath been in the battle him­self.415

			Hope. Well, but they ran, you see, when they did but sup­pose that one Great-grace was in the way.416

			Chr. True, they have of­ten fled, both they and their mas­ter, when Great-grace hath but ap­peared; and no mar­vel; for he is the King’s Cham­pi­on. But, I trow,417 you will put some dif­fer­ence betwixt Little-faith and the King’s Cham­pi­on. All the King’s sub­jects are not His cham­pi­ons, nor can they, when tried, do such feats of war as he. Is it meet to think that a little child should handle Go­liath as Dav­id did? Or that there should be the strength of an ox in a wren? Some are strong, some are weak; some have great faith, some have little. This man was one of the weak, and there­fore he went to the wall.

			Hope. I would it had been Great-grace for their sakes.

			Chr. If it had been, he might have had his hands full; for I must tell you, that though Great-grace is ex­cel­lent good at his weapons, and has, and can, so long as he keeps them at sword’s point, do well enough with them; yet, if they get with­in him, even Faint-heart, Mis­trust, or the oth­er, it shall go hard but they will throw up his heels. And when a man is down, you know, what can he do?

			Whoso looks well upon Great-grace’s face, shall see those scars and cuts there, that shall eas­ily give demon­stra­tion of what I say. Yea, once I heard that he should say (and that when he was in the com­bat), “We des­paired even of life.”418 How did these sturdy rogues and their fel­lows make Dav­id groan, mourn, and roar? Yea, He­m­an and Hezeki­ah, too, though cham­pi­ons in their day, were forced to be­stir them, when by these as­saul­ted; and yet, not­with­stand­ing, they had their coats soundly brushed by them. Peter, upon a time, would go try what he could do; but though some do say of him that he is the prince of the apostles, they handled him so, that they made him at last afraid of a sorry girl.

			Be­sides, their king is at their whistle. He is nev­er out of hear­ing; and if at any time they be put to the worst, he, if pos­sible, comes in to help them; and of him it is said, “The sword of him that layeth at him can­not hold; the spear, the dart, nor the haber­geon: he es­teemeth iron as straw, and brass as rot­ten wood. The ar­row can­not make him flee; sling stones are turned with him in­to stubble. Darts are coun­ted as stubble: he laugheth at the shak­ing of a spear.”419 What can a man do in this case? It is true, if a man could, at every turn, have Job’s horse, and had skill and cour­age to ride him, he might do not­able things; “for his neck is clothed with thun­der, he will not be afraid of the grasshop­per; the glory of his nos­trils is ter­rible; he paweth in the val­ley, and re­joiceth in his strength, he goeth on to meet the armed men. He mock­eth at fear, and is not af­frighted, neither turneth he back from the sword. The quiver rattleth against him, the glit­ter­ing spear, and the shield. He swal­loweth the ground with fierce­ness and rage, neither be­lieveth he that it is the sound of the trum­pet. He saith among the trum­pets, Ha, ha! and he smel­leth the battle afar off, the thun­der of the cap­tains, and the shout­ing.”420

			But for such foot­men as thee and I are, let us nev­er de­sire to meet with an en­emy, nor vaunt as if we could do bet­ter, when we hear of oth­ers that they have been toiled, nor be tickled at the thoughts of our own man­hood; for such com­monly come by the worst when tried.421 Wit­ness Peter, of whom I made men­tion be­fore. He would swag­ger, aye, he would; he would, as his vain mind promp­ted him to say, do bet­ter, and stand more for his Mas­ter than all men; but who so foiled, and run down by these vil­lains, as he?422

			When, there­fore, we hear that such rob­ber­ies are done on the King’s high­way, two things be­come us to do:

			1. To go out har­nessed, and to be sure to take a shield with us; for it was for want of that, that he that laid so lust­ily at Le­viath­an could not make him yield; for, in­deed, if that be want­ing, he fears us not at all. There­fore, he that had skill hath said, “Above all, tak­ing the shield of faith, where­with ye shall be able to quench all the fiery darts of the wicked.”423

			2. It is good, also, that we de­sire of the King a con­voy,424 yea, that he will go with us Him­self. This made Dav­id re­joice when in the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death; and Moses was rather for dy­ing where he stood, than to go one step without his God.425 O my broth­er, if He will but go along with us, what need we be afraid of ten thou­sands that shall set them­selves against us?426 But, without Him, the proud help­ers “fall un­der the slain.”427

			I, for my part, have been in the fray be­fore now; and though, through the good­ness of Him that is best, I am, as you see, alive; yet I can­not boast of my man­hood: Glad shall I be, if I meet with no more such brunts; though, I fear, we are not got bey­ond all danger.428 How­ever, since the li­on and the bear have not as yet de­voured me, I hope God will also de­liv­er us from the next un­cir­cum­cised Phil­istine. Then sang Chris­ti­an—

			
				
					Poor Little-faith! Hast been among the thieves?
					

					Wast robb’d? Re­mem­ber this, whoso be­lieves,
					

					And gets more faith, shall then a vic­tor be
					

					Over ten thou­sand, else scarce over three.
				

			

			So they went on, and Ig­nor­ance fol­lowed. They went then till they came at a place where they saw a way put it­self in­to their way, and seemed with­al to lie as straight as the way which they should go; and here they knew not which of the two to take, for both seemed straight be­fore them; there­fore, here they stood still to con­sider. And as they were think­ing about the way, be­hold a man, black of flesh, but covered with a very light robe, came to them, and asked them why they stood there.429 They answered, they were go­ing to the Ce­les­ti­al City, but knew not which of these ways to take. Fol­low me, said the man, it is thith­er that I am go­ing. So they fol­lowed him in the way that but now came in­to the road, which by de­grees turned, and turned them so from the city that they de­sired to go to, that, in little time, their faces were turned away from it; yet they fol­lowed him. But by and by, be­fore they were aware, he led them both with­in the com­pass of a net, in which they were both so en­tangled, that they knew not what to do; and with that the white robe fell off the black man’s back. Then they saw where they were. Where­fore, there they lay cry­ing some time, for they could not get them­selves out.430

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an to his fel­low, Now do I see my­self in an er­ror. Did not the Shep­herds bid us be­ware of the flat­ter­ers? As is the say­ing of the wise man, so we have found it this day, “A man that flattereth his neigh­bour, spreade­th a net for his feet.”431

			Hope. They also gave us a note of dir­ec­tions about the way, for our more sure find­ing there­of; but therein we have also for­got­ten to read, and have not kept ourselves from the paths of the des­troy­er. Here Dav­id was wiser than we; for, saith he, “Con­cern­ing the works of men, by the word of thy lips, I have kept me from the paths of the des­troy­er.”432 Thus they lay be­wail­ing them­selves in the net. At last they es­pied a Shin­ing One com­ing to­wards them, with a whip of small cord in his hand. When he was come to the place where they were, he asked them whence they came, and what they did there. They told him that they were poor pil­grims go­ing to Zion, but were led out of their way by a black man, clothed in white, who bid us, said they, fol­low him, for he was go­ing thith­er too. Then said he with the whip, It is Flat­ter­er, a false apostle, that hath trans­formed him­self in­to an an­gel of light.433 So he rent the net, and let the men out. Then said he to them, Fol­low me, that I may set you in your way again. So he led them back to the way which they had left to fol­low the Flat­ter­er. Then he asked them, say­ing, Where did you lie the last night? They said, With the Shep­herds, upon the De­lect­able Moun­tains. He asked them then, if they had not of those Shep­herds a note of dir­ec­tion for the way. They answered, Yes. But did you, said he, when you were at a stand, pluck out and read your note? They answered, No. He asked them, Why? They said, they for­got. He asked, moreover, if the Shep­herds did not bid them be­ware of the Flat­ter­er. They answered, Yes, but we did not ima­gine, said they, that this fine-spoken man had been he.434

			Then I saw in my dream, that he com­manded them to lie down; which, when they did, he chas­tised them sore, to teach them the good way wherein they should walk,435 and as he chas­tised them, he said, “As many as I love, I re­buke and chasten; be zeal­ous, there­fore, and re­pent.”436 This done, he bid them go on their way, and take good heed to the oth­er dir­ec­tions of the Shep­herds. So they thanked him for all his kind­ness, and went softly along the right way, singing—

			
				
					Come hith­er, you that walk along the way;
					

					See how the pil­grims fare that go astray!
					

					They catched are in an en­tangling net,
					

					’Cause they good coun­sel lightly did for­get:
					

					’Tis true, they res­cued were, but yet you see,
					

					They’re scourg’d to boot. Let this your cau­tion be.
				

			

			Now, after a while, they per­ceived, afar off, one com­ing softly and alone, all along the high­way to meet them. Then said Chris­ti­an to his fel­low, Yon­der is a man with his back to­ward Zion, and he is com­ing to meet us.

			Hope. I see him, let us take heed to ourselves now, lest he should prove a flat­ter­er also. So he drew near­er and near­er, and at last came up un­to them. His name was Athe­ist, and he asked them whith­er they were go­ing.

			Chr. We are go­ing to the Mount Zion.

			Then Athe­ist fell in­to a very great laughter.

			Chr. What is the mean­ing of your laughter?

			Athe­ist. I laugh to see what ig­nor­ant per­sons you are, to take upon you so te­di­ous a jour­ney, and yet are like to have noth­ing but your travel for your pains.

			Chr. Why, man, do you think we shall not be re­ceived?

			Athe­ist. Re­ceived! There is no such place as you dream of in all this world.437

			Chr. But there is in the world to come.

			Athe­ist. When I was at home in mine own coun­try, I heard as you now af­firm, and from that hear­ing went out to see, and have been seek­ing this city this 20 years; but find no more of it than I did the first day I set out.438

			Chr. We have both heard and be­lieve that there is such a place to be found.

			Athe­ist. Had not I, when at home, be­lieved, I had not come thus far to seek; but find­ing none (and yet I should, had there been such a place to be found, for I have gone to seek it fur­ther than you), I am go­ing back again, and will seek to re­fresh my­self with the things that I then cast away, for hopes of that which, I now see, is not.439

			Chr. Then said Chris­ti­an to Hope­ful his fel­low, Is it true which this man hath said?

			Hope. Take heed, he is one of the flat­ter­ers; re­mem­ber what it hath cost us once already for our heark­en­ing to such kind of fel­lows. What! no Mount Zion? Did we not see, from the De­lect­able Moun­tains, the gate of the city?440 Also, are we not now to walk by faith? Let us go on, said Hope­ful, lest the man with the whip over­take us again.441

			You should have taught me that les­son, which I will round442 you in the ears with­al: “Cease, my son, to hear the in­struc­tion that causeth to err from the words of know­ledge.”443 I say, my broth­er, cease to hear him, and let us “be­lieve to the sav­ing of the soul.”444

			Chr. My broth­er, I did not put the ques­tion to thee, for that I doubted of the truth of our be­lief my­self, but to prove thee, and to fetch from thee a fruit of the hon­esty of thy heart. As for this man, I know that he is blinded by the god of this world. Let thee and I go on, know­ing that we have be­lief of the truth, “and no lie is of the truth.”445

			Hope. Now do I re­joice in hope of the glory of God. So they turned away from the man; and he, laugh­ing at them, went his way.

			I saw then in my dream, that they went till they came in­to a cer­tain coun­try, whose air nat­ur­ally ten­ded to make one drowsy, if he came a stranger in­to it. And here Hope­ful began to be very dull and heavy of sleep; where­fore he said un­to Chris­ti­an, I do now be­gin to grow so drowsy that I can scarcely hold up mine eyes; let us lie down here, and take one nap.446

			Chr. By no means, said the oth­er; lest, sleep­ing, we nev­er awake more.

			Hope. Why, my broth­er? Sleep is sweet to the la­bour­ing man; we may be re­freshed if we take a nap.447

			Chr. Do you not re­mem­ber that one of the Shep­herds bid us be­ware of the En­chanted Ground?448 He meant by that, that we should be­ware of sleep­ing; “There­fore let us not sleep, as do oth­ers, but let us watch and be sober.”449

			Hope. I ac­know­ledge my­self in a fault; and had I been here alone, I had by sleep­ing run the danger of death. I see it is true that the wise man saith, “Two are bet­ter than one.” Hitherto hath thy com­pany been my mercy, and thou shalt have a good re­ward for thy la­bour.450 Chr. Now then, said Chris­ti­an, to pre­vent drowsi­ness in this place, let us fall in­to good dis­course.

			Hope. With all my heart, said the oth­er.

			Chr. Where shall we be­gin?

			Hope. Where God began with us. But do you be­gin, if you please.

			Chr. I will sing you first this song—

			
				
					When saints do sleepy grow, let them come hith­er,
					

					And hear how these two pil­grims talk to­geth­er:
					

					Yea, let them learn of them, in any wise,
					

					Thus to keep ope their drowsy slumb’ring eyes.
					

					Saints’ fel­low­ship, if it be man­ag’d well,
					

					Keeps them awake, and that in spite of hell.
				

			

			Chr. Then Chris­ti­an began, and said, I will ask you a ques­tion. How came you to think at first of so do­ing as you do now?

			Hope. Do you mean, how came I at first to look after the good of my soul?

			Chr. Yes, that is my mean­ing.

			Hope. I con­tin­ued a great while in the de­light of those things which were seen and sold at our fair; things which, I be­lieve now, would have, had I con­tin­ued in them still, drowned me in per­di­tion and de­struc­tion.

			Chr. What things were they?

			Hope. All the treas­ures and riches of the world. Also I de­lighted much in ri­ot­ing, rev­el­ling, drink­ing, swear­ing, ly­ing, un­clean­ness, Sab­bath-break­ing, and what­not, that ten­ded to des­troy the soul. But I found at last, by hear­ing and con­sid­er­ing of things that are Di­vine, which in­deed I heard of you, as also of be­loved Faith­ful, that was put to death for his faith and good liv­ing in Van­ity Fair, that “the end of these things is death.”451 And that for these things’ sake, “cometh the wrath of God upon the chil­dren of dis­obedi­ence.”452

			Chr. And did you presently fall un­der the power of this con­vic­tion?

			Hope. No, I was not will­ing presently to know the evil of sin, nor the dam­na­tion that fol­lows upon the com­mis­sion of it; but en­deav­oured, when my mind at first began to be shaken with the Word, to shut mine eyes against the light there­of.

			Chr. But what was the cause of your car­ry­ing of it thus to the first work­ings of God’s blessed Spir­it upon you?

			Hope. The causes were, 1. I was ig­nor­ant that this was the work of God upon me. I nev­er thought that by awaken­ings for sin, God at first be­gins the con­ver­sion of a sin­ner. 2. Sin was yet very sweet to my flesh, and I was loath to leave it. 3. I could not tell how to part with mine old com­pan­ions, their pres­ence and ac­tions were so de­sir­able un­to me. 4. The hours in which con­vic­tions were upon me, were such trouble­some and such heart-af­fright­ing hours, that I could not bear, no not so much as the re­mem­brance of them upon my heart.453

			Chr. Then, as it seems, some­times you got rid of your trouble?

			Hope. Yes, ver­ily, but it would come in­to my mind again, and then I should be as bad, nay, worse than I was be­fore.

			Chr. Why, what was it that brought your sins to mind again?

			Hope. Many things; as,

			1. If I did but meet a good man in the streets; or,

			2. If I have heard any read in the Bible; or,

			3. If mine head did be­gin to ache; or,

			4. If I were told that some of my neigh­bours were sick; or,

			5. If I heard the bell toll for some that were dead; or,

			6. If I thought of dy­ing my­self; or,

			7. If I heard that sud­den death happened to oth­ers;

			8. But es­pe­cially, when I thought of my­self, that I must quickly come to judg­ment.

			Chr. And could you at any time, with ease, get off the guilt of sin,454 when, by any of these ways, it came upon you?

			Hope. No, not I, for then they got faster hold of my con­science; and then, if I did but think of go­ing back to sin (though my mind was turned against it), it would be double tor­ment to me.

			Chr. And how did you do then?

			Hope. I thought I must en­deav­our to mend my life; for else, thought I, I am sure to be damned.

			Chr. And did you en­deav­our to mend?

			Hope. Yes; and fled from not only my sins, but sin­ful com­pany too; and betook me to re­li­gious du­ties, as pray­er, read­ing, weep­ing for sin, speak­ing truth to my neigh­bours, etc. These things did I, with many oth­ers, too much here to re­late.

			Chr. And did you think your­self well then?

			Hope. Yes, for a while; but, at the last, my trouble came tum­bling upon me again, and that over the neck of all my re­form­a­tions.

			Chr. How came that about, since you were now re­formed?

			Hope. There were sev­er­al things brought it upon me, es­pe­cially such say­ings as these: “All our right­eous­nesses are as filthy rags.”455 “By the works of the law shall no flesh be jus­ti­fied.”456 “When ye shall have done all those things, say, We are un­prof­it­able;”457 with many more such­like. From whence I began to reas­on with my­self thus: If all my right­eous­nesses are filthy rags; if, by the deeds of the law, no man can be jus­ti­fied; and if, when we have done all, we are yet un­prof­it­able, then it is but a folly to think of Heav­en by the law. I fur­ther thought thus: If a man runs a hun­dred pounds in­to the shop­keep­er’s debt, and after that shall pay for all that he shall fetch; yet, if this old debt stands still in the book un­crossed, for that the shop­keep­er may sue him, and cast him in­to pris­on till he shall pay the debt.

			Chr. Well, and how did you ap­ply this to your­self?

			Hope. Why, I thought thus with my­self: I have, by my sins, run a great way in­to God’s book, and that my now re­form­ing will not pay off that score; there­fore I should think still, un­der all my present amend­ments, But how shall I be freed from that dam­na­tion that I have brought my­self in danger of, by my former trans­gres­sions?

			Chr. A very good ap­plic­a­tion; but, pray, go on.

			Hope. An­oth­er thing that hath troubled me, even since my late amend­ments, is, that if I look nar­rowly in­to the best of what I do now, I still see sin, new sin, mix­ing it­self with the best of that I do; so that now I am forced to con­clude, that not­with­stand­ing my former fond con­ceits of my­self and du­ties, I have com­mit­ted sin enough in one duty to send me to hell,458 though my former life had been fault­less.459

			Chr. And what did you do then?

			Hope. Do! I could not tell what to do, un­til I brake my mind to Faith­ful, for he and I were well ac­quain­ted. And he told me, that un­less I could ob­tain the right­eous­ness of a man that nev­er had sinned, neither mine own, nor all the right­eous­ness of the world, could save me.

			Chr. And did you think he spake true?

			Hope. Had he told me so when I was pleased and sat­is­fied with mine own amend­ment, I had called him fool for his pains; but now, since I see mine own in­firm­ity, and the sin that cleaves to my best per­form­ance, I have been forced to be of his opin­ion.

			Chr. But did you think, when at first he sug­ges­ted it to you, that there was such a man to be found, of whom it might justly be said, that He nev­er com­mit­ted sin?

			Hope. I must con­fess the words at first soun­ded strangely, but after a little more talk and com­pany with him, I had full con­vic­tion about it.

			Chr. And did you ask him what man this was, and how you must be jus­ti­fied by Him?

			Hope. Yes, and he told me it was the Lord Je­sus, that dwel­l­eth on the right hand of the Most High. And thus, said he, you must be jus­ti­fied by Him, even by trust­ing to what He hath done by Him­self in the days of His flesh, and suffered when He did hang on the tree. I asked him fur­ther, how that man’s right­eous­ness could be of that ef­fic­acy to jus­ti­fy an­oth­er be­fore God? And he told me He was the mighty God, and did what He did, and died the death also, not for Him­self, but for me; to whom His do­ings, and the wor­thi­ness of them, should be im­puted, if I be­lieved on Him.460

			Chr. And what did you do then?

			Hope. I made my ob­jec­tions against my be­liev­ing, for that I thought He was not will­ing to save me.

			Chr. And what said Faith­ful to you then?

			Hope. He bid me go to Him and see. Then I said it was pre­sump­tion; but he said, No, for I was in­vited to come.461 Then he gave me a book of Je­sus, His in­dit­ing, to en­cour­age me the more freely to come; and he said, con­cern­ing that book, that every jot and tittle there­of stood firmer than Heav­en and earth.462 Then I asked him, What I must do when I came; and he told me, I must en­treat upon my knees, with all my heart and soul, the Fath­er to re­veal Him to me.463 Then I asked him fur­ther, how I must make my sup­plic­a­tion to Him? And he said, Go, and thou shalt find Him upon a mercy-seat, where He sits all the year long, to give par­don and for­give­ness to them that come. I told him that I knew not what to say when I came. And he bid me say to this ef­fect, God be mer­ci­ful to me a sin­ner, and make me to know and be­lieve in Je­sus Christ; for I see, that if His right­eous­ness had not been, or I have not faith in that right­eous­ness, I am ut­terly cast away.464 Lord, I have heard that Thou art a mer­ci­ful God, and hast or­dained that Thy Son Je­sus Christ should be the Sa­viour of the world; and moreover, that thou art will­ing to be­stow Him upon such a poor sin­ner as I am (and I am a sin­ner in­deed), Lord, take there­fore this op­por­tun­ity, and mag­ni­fy Thy grace in the sal­va­tion of my soul, through Thy Son Je­sus Christ. Amen.465

			Chr. And did you do as you were bid­den?

			Hope. Yes; over, and over, and over.

			Chr. And did the Fath­er re­veal His Son to you?

			Hope. Not at the first, nor second, nor third, nor fourth, nor fifth; no, nor at the sixth time neither.

			Chr. What did you do then?

			Hope. What! why I could not tell what to do.

			Chr. Had you not thoughts of leav­ing off pray­ing?

			Hope. Yes, a hun­dred times twice told.

			Chr. And what was the reas­on you did not?

			Hope. I be­lieved that that was true which had been told me, to wit, that without the right­eous­ness of this Christ, all the world could not save me; and there­fore, thought I with my­self, if I leave off I die, and I can but die at the throne of grace. And with­al, this came in­to my mind, “Though it tarry, wait for it; be­cause it will surely come, it will not tarry.”466 So I con­tin­ued pray­ing un­til the Fath­er showed me His Son.467

			Chr. And how was He re­vealed un­to you?

			Hope. I did not see Him with my bod­ily eyes, but with the eyes of my un­der­stand­ing;468 and thus it was: One day I was very sad, I think sad­der than at any one time in my life, and this sad­ness was through a fresh sight of the great­ness and vile­ness of my sins. And as I was then look­ing for noth­ing but hell, and the ever­last­ing dam­na­tion of my soul, sud­denly, as I thought, I saw the Lord Je­sus look down from Heav­en upon me, and say­ing, “Be­lieve on the Lord Je­sus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.”469

			But I replied, Lord, I am a great, a very great sin­ner. And He answered, “My grace is suf­fi­cient for thee.”470 Then I said, But, Lord, what is be­liev­ing? And then I saw from that say­ing, “He that cometh to Me shall nev­er hun­ger, and he that be­lieveth on Me shall nev­er thirst;” that be­liev­ing and com­ing was all one; and that he that came, that is, ran out in his heart and af­fec­tions after sal­va­tion by Christ, he in­deed be­lieved in Christ.471 Then the wa­ter stood in mine eyes, and I asked fur­ther, But, Lord, may such a great sin­ner as I am, be in­deed ac­cep­ted of Thee, and be saved by Thee? And I heard him say, “And him that cometh to Me, I will in no wise cast out.”472 Then I said, But how, Lord, must I con­sider of Thee in my com­ing to Thee, that my faith may be placed aright upon Thee? Then He said, “Christ Je­sus came in­to the world to save sin­ners.”473 “He is the end of the law for right­eous­ness to every­one that be­lieveth.”474 “He died for our sins, and rose again for our jus­ti­fic­a­tion.”475 “He loved us, and washed us from our sins in His own blood.”476 “He is me­di­at­or betwixt God and us.”477 “He ever liv­eth to make in­ter­ces­sion for us.”478 From all which I gathered, that I must look for right­eous­ness in His per­son, and for sat­is­fac­tion for my sins by His blood; that what He did in obed­i­ence to His Fath­er’s law, and in sub­mit­ting to the pen­alty there­of, was not for Him­self, but for him that will ac­cept it for his sal­va­tion, and be thank­ful. And now was my heart full of joy, mine eyes full of tears, and mine af­fec­tions run­ning over with love to the name, people, and ways of Je­sus Christ.479

			Chr. This was a rev­el­a­tion of Christ to your soul in­deed; but tell me par­tic­u­larly what ef­fect this had upon your spir­it.480

			Hope. It made me see that all the world, not­with­stand­ing all the right­eous­ness there­of, is in a state of con­dem­na­tion. It made me see that God the Fath­er, though He be just, can justly jus­ti­fy the com­ing sin­ner. It made me greatly ashamed of the vile­ness of my former life, and con­foun­ded me with the sense of mine own ig­nor­ance; for there nev­er came thought in­to my heart be­fore now, that showed me so the beauty of Je­sus Christ. It made me love a holy life, and long to do some­thing for the hon­our and glory of the name of the Lord Je­sus; yea, I thought that had I now a thou­sand gal­lons of blood in my body, I could spill it all for the sake of the Lord Je­sus.481

			I saw then in my dream that Hope­ful looked back and saw Ig­nor­ance, whom they had left be­hind, com­ing after. Look, said he to Chris­ti­an, how far yon­der young­ster loitereth be­hind.

			Chr. Aye, aye, I see him; he careth not for our com­pany.

			Hope. But I trow it would not have hurt him, had he kept pace with us hitherto.

			Chr. That is true; but I war­rant you he thinketh oth­er­wise.

			Hope. That I think he doth; but, how­ever, let us tarry for him. So they did.

			Then Chris­ti­an said to him, Come away, man, why do you stay so be­hind?

			Ig­nor. I take my pleas­ure in walk­ing alone, even more a great deal than in com­pany, un­less I like it the bet­ter.482

			Then said Chris­ti­an to Hope­ful (but softly), Did I not tell you he cared not for our com­pany? But, how­ever, said he, come up, and let us talk away the time in this sol­it­ary place. Then, dir­ect­ing his speech to Ig­nor­ance, he said, Come, how do you? How stands it between God and your soul now?

			Ig­nor. I hope well; for I am al­ways full of good mo­tions, that come in­to my mind, to com­fort me as I walk.483

			Chr. What good mo­tions? pray, tell us.

			Ig­nor. Why, I think of God and Heav­en.

			Chr. So do the dev­ils and damned souls.

			Ig­nor. But I think of them, and de­sire them.484

			Chr. So do many that are nev­er like to come there. “The soul of the slug­gard de­sireth, and hath noth­ing.”485

			Ig­nor. But I think of them, and leave all for them.

			Chr. That I doubt; for leav­ing all is a hard mat­ter; yea, a harder mat­ter than many are aware of. But why, or by what, art thou per­suaded that thou hast left all for God and Heav­en?

			Ig­nor. My heart tells me so.

			Chr. The wise man says, “He that trusts his own heart is a fool”486

			.487

			Ig­nor. This is spoken of an evil heart, but mine is a good one.

			Chr. But how dost thou prove that?

			Ig­nor. It com­forts me in hopes of Heav­en.

			Chr. That may be through its de­ceit­ful­ness; for a man’s heart may min­is­ter com­fort to him in the hopes of that thing, for which he yet has no ground to hope.

			Ig­nor. But my heart and life agree to­geth­er, and there­fore my hope is well groun­ded.

			Chr. Who told thee that thy heart and life agree to­geth­er?

			Ig­nor. My heart tells me so.

			Chr. Ask my fel­low if I be a thief! Thy heart tells thee so! Ex­cept the Word of God beareth wit­ness in this mat­ter, oth­er testi­mony is of no value.

			Ig­nor. But is it not a good heart that hath good thoughts? and is not that a good life that is ac­cord­ing to God’s com­mand­ments?

			Chr. Yea, that is a good heart that hath good thoughts, and that is a good life that is ac­cord­ing to God’s com­mand­ments; but it is one thing, in­deed, to have these, and an­oth­er thing only to think so.

			Ig­nor. Pray, what count you good thoughts, and a life ac­cord­ing to God’s com­mand­ments?

			Chr. There are good thoughts of divers kinds; some re­spect­ing ourselves, some God, some Christ, and some oth­er thing.

			Ig­nor. What be good thoughts re­spect­ing ourselves?

			Chr. Such as agree with the Word of God.

			Ig­nor. When do our thoughts of ourselves agree with the Word of God?

			Chr. When we pass the same judg­ment upon ourselves which the Word passes. To ex­plain my­self—the Word of God saith of per­sons in a nat­ur­al con­di­tion, “There is none right­eous, there is none that doeth good.”488 It saith also, that “every ima­gin­a­tion of the heart of man is only evil, and that con­tinu­ally.”489 And again, “The ima­gin­a­tion of man’s heart is evil from his youth.”490 Now then, when we think thus of ourselves, hav­ing sense there­of then are our thoughts good ones, be­cause ac­cord­ing to the Word of God.

			Ig­nor. I will nev­er be­lieve that my heart is thus bad.

			Chr. There­fore thou nev­er hadst one good thought con­cern­ing thy­self in thy life. But let me go on. As the Word pas­seth a judg­ment upon our heart, so it pas­seth a judg­ment upon our ways; and when our thoughts of our hearts and ways agree with the judg­ment which the Word giv­eth of both, then are both good, be­cause agree­ing thereto.

			Ig­nor. Make out your mean­ing.

			Chr. Why, the Word of God saith that man’s ways are crooked ways; not good, but per­verse.491 It saith they are nat­ur­ally out of the good way, that they have not known it.492 Now, when a man thus thinketh of his ways; I say, when he doth sens­ibly, and with heart hu­mi­li­ation, thus think, then hath he good thoughts of his own ways, be­cause his thoughts now agree with the judg­ment of the Word of God.493

			Ig­nor. What are good thoughts con­cern­ing God?

			Chr. Even as I have said con­cern­ing ourselves, when our thoughts of God do agree with what the Word saith of Him; and that is, when we think of His be­ing and at­trib­utes as the Word hath taught, of which I can­not now dis­course at large; but to speak of Him with ref­er­ence to us: Then we have right thoughts of God, when we think that He knows us bet­ter than we know ourselves, and can see sin in us when and where we can see none in ourselves; when we think He knows our in­most thoughts, and that our heart, with all its depths, is al­ways open un­to His eyes; also, when we think that all our right­eous­ness stinks in His nos­trils, and that, there­fore, He can­not abide to see us stand be­fore Him in any con­fid­ence, even in all our best per­form­ances.

			Ig­nor. Do you think that I am such a fool as to think God can see no fur­ther than I? or, that I would come to God in the best of my per­form­ances?

			Chr. Why, how dost thou think in this mat­ter?

			Ig­nor. Why, to be short, I think I must be­lieve in Christ for jus­ti­fic­a­tion.

			Chr. How! think thou must be­lieve in Christ, when thou seest not thy need of Him! Thou neither seest thy ori­gin­al nor ac­tu­al in­firm­it­ies; but hast such an opin­ion of thy­self, and of what thou dost, as plainly renders thee to be one that did nev­er see a ne­ces­sity of Christ’s per­son­al right­eous­ness to jus­ti­fy thee be­fore God.494 How, then, dost thou say, I be­lieve in Christ?

			Ig­nor. I be­lieve well enough for all that.

			Chr. How dost thou be­lieve?

			Ig­nor. I be­lieve that Christ died for sin­ners; and that I shall be jus­ti­fied be­fore God from the curse, through His gra­cious ac­cept­ance of my obed­i­ence to His law. Or thus, Christ makes my du­ties, that are re­li­gious, ac­cept­able to His Fath­er, by vir­tue of His mer­its; and so shall I be jus­ti­fied.495

			Chr. Let me give an an­swer to this con­fes­sion of thy faith.

			1. Thou be­lievest with a fant­ast­ic­al faith; for this faith is nowhere de­scribed in the Word.

			2. Thou be­lievest with a false faith; be­cause it taketh jus­ti­fic­a­tion from the per­son­al right­eous­ness of Christ, and ap­plies it to thy own.496

			3. This faith maketh not Christ a jus­ti­fi­er of thy per­son, but of thy ac­tions; and of thy per­son for thy ac­tions’ sake, which is false.497

			4. There­fore, this faith is de­ceit­ful, even such as will leave thee un­der wrath, in the day of God Almighty; for true jus­ti­fy­ing faith puts the soul, as sens­ible of its lost con­di­tion by the law, upon fly­ing for refuge un­to Christ’s right­eous­ness, which right­eous­ness of His is not an act of grace, by which He maketh, for jus­ti­fic­a­tion, thy obed­i­ence ac­cep­ted with God; but His per­son­al obed­i­ence to the law, in do­ing and suf­fer­ing for us what that re­quired at our hands; this right­eous­ness, I say, true faith ac­cep­teth; un­der the skirt of which, the soul be­ing shrouded, and by it presen­ted as spot­less be­fore God, it is ac­cep­ted, and ac­quit from con­dem­na­tion.498

			Ig­nor. What! would you have us trust to what Christ, in His own per­son, has done without us? This con­ceit would loosen the reins of our lust, and tol­er­ate us to live as we list; for what mat­ter how we live, if we may be jus­ti­fied by Christ’s per­son­al right­eous­ness from all, when we be­lieve it?

			Chr. Ig­nor­ance is thy name, and as thy name is, so art thou; even this thy an­swer demon­strat­eth what I say. Ig­nor­ant thou art of what jus­ti­fy­ing right­eous­ness is, and as ig­nor­ant how to se­cure thy soul, through the faith of it, from the heavy wrath of God. Yea, thou also art ig­nor­ant of the true ef­fects of sav­ing faith in this right­eous­ness of Christ, which is, to bow and win over the heart to God in Christ, to love His name, His Word, ways, and people, and not as thou ig­nor­antly ima­gin­est.

			Hope. Ask him if ever he had Christ re­vealed to him from Heav­en.499

			Ig­nor. What! you are a man for rev­el­a­tions! I be­lieve that what both you, and all the rest of you, say about that mat­ter, is but the fruit of dis­trac­ted brains.

			Hope. Why, man! Christ is so hid in God from the nat­ur­al ap­pre­hen­sions of the flesh, that He can­not by any man be sav­ingly known, un­less God the Fath­er re­veals Him to them.500

			Ig­nor. That is your faith, but not mine; yet mine, I doubt not, is as good as yours, though I have not in my head so many whim­sies as you.

			Chr. Give me leave to put in a word. You ought not so slightly to speak of this mat­ter; for this I will boldly af­firm, even as my good com­pan­ion hath done, that no man can know Je­sus Christ but by the rev­el­a­tion of the Fath­er;501 yea, and faith too, by which the soul layeth hold upon Christ, if it be right, must be wrought by the ex­ceed­ing great­ness of His mighty power; the work­ing of which faith, I per­ceive, poor Ig­nor­ance, thou art ig­nor­ant of.502 Be awakened then, see thine own wretched­ness, and fly to the Lord Je­sus; and by His right­eous­ness, which is the right­eous­ness of God, for He Him­self is God, thou shalt be de­livered from con­dem­na­tion.503

			Ig­nor. You go so fast, I can­not keep pace with you. Do you go on be­fore; I must stay a while be­hind.504

			Then they said—

			
				
					Well, Ig­nor­ance, wilt thou yet fool­ish be,
					

					To slight good coun­sel, ten times giv­en thee?
					

					And if thou yet re­fuse it, thou shalt know,
					

					Ere long, the evil of thy do­ing so.
					

					Re­mem­ber, man, in time, stoop, do not fear;
					

					Good coun­sel taken well, saves: there­fore hear.
					

					But if thou yet shalt slight it, thou wilt be
					

					The loser (Ig­nor­ance) I’ll war­rant thee.
				

			

			Then Chris­ti­an ad­dressed thus him­self to his fel­low—

			Chr. Well, come, my good Hope­ful, I per­ceive that thou and I must walk by ourselves again.

			So I saw in my dream that they went on apace be­fore, and Ig­nor­ance he came bob­bling after. Then said Chris­ti­an to his com­pan­ion, It pit­ies me much for this poor man, it will cer­tainly go ill with him at last.

			Hope. Alas! there are abund­ance in our town in his con­di­tion, whole fam­il­ies, yea, whole streets, and that of pil­grims too; and if there be so many in our parts, how many, think you, must there be in the place where he was born?

			Chr. In­deed the Word saith, “He hath blinded their eyes, lest they should see,” etc. But now we are by ourselves, what do you think of such men? Have they at no time, think you, con­vic­tions of sin, and so con­sequently fears that their state is dan­ger­ous?

			Hope. Nay, do you an­swer that ques­tion your­self, for you are the eld­er man.

			Chr. Then I say, some­times (as I think) they may; but they be­ing nat­ur­ally ig­nor­ant, un­der­stand not that such con­vic­tions tend to their good; and there­fore they do des­per­ately seek to stifle them, and pre­sump­tu­ously con­tin­ue to flat­ter them­selves in the way of their own hearts.

			Hope. I do be­lieve, as you say, that fear tends much to men’s good, and to make them right, at their be­gin­ning to go on pil­grim­age.

			Chr. Without all doubt it doth, if it be right; for so says the Word, “The fear of the Lord is the be­gin­ning of wis­dom.”505

			Hope. How will you de­scribe right fear?

			Chr. True or right fear is dis­covered by three things—

			1. By its rise; it is caused by sav­ing con­vic­tions for sin.

			2. It driv­eth the soul to lay fast hold of Christ for sal­va­tion.

			3. It be­getteth and con­tin­ueth in the soul a great rev­er­ence of God, his Word, and ways, keep­ing it tender, and mak­ing it afraid to turn from them, to the right hand or to the left, to any­thing, that may dis­hon­our God, break its peace, grieve the Spir­it, or cause the en­emy to speak re­proach­fully.506

			Hope. Well said; I be­lieve you have said the truth. Are we now al­most got past the En­chanted Ground?

			Chr. Why, art thou weary of this dis­course?

			Hope. No, ver­ily, but that I would know where we are.

			Chr. We have not now above two miles fur­ther to go there­on. But let us re­turn to our mat­ter. Now the ig­nor­ant know not that such con­vic­tions as tend to put them in fear are for their good, and there­fore they seek to stifle them.

			Hope. How do they seek to stifle them?

			Chr. 1. They think that those fears are wrought by the dev­il (though in­deed they are wrought of God); and, think­ing so, they res­ist them as things that dir­ectly tend to their over­throw. 2. They also think that these fears tend to the spoil­ing of their faith, when, alas for them, poor men that they are, they have none at all! and there­fore they harden their hearts against them. 3. They pre­sume they ought not to fear; and there­fore, in des­pite of them, wax pre­sump­tu­ously con­fid­ent. 4. They see that those fears tend to take away from them their pi­ti­ful old self-holi­ness,507 and there­fore they res­ist them with all their might.

			Hope. I know some­thing of this my­self; for, be­fore I knew my­self, it was so with me.508

			Chr. Well, we will leave, at this time, our neigh­bour Ig­nor­ance by him­self, and fall upon an­oth­er prof­it­able ques­tion.

			Hope. With all my heart, but you shall still be­gin.

			Chr. Well then, did you not know, about 10 years ago, one Tem­por­ary in your parts, who was a for­ward man in re­li­gion then?509

			Hope. Know him! yes, he dwelt in Grace­less, a town about two miles off of Hon­esty, and he dwelt next door to one Turn­back.

			Chr. Right, he dwelt un­der the same roof with him. Well, that man was much awakened once; I be­lieve that then he had some sight of his sins, and of the wages that were due thereto.

			Hope. I am of your mind, for, my house not be­ing above three miles from him, he would of­t­times come to me, and that with many tears. Truly I pit­ied the man, and was not al­to­geth­er without hope of him; but one may see, it is not every­one that cries, Lord, Lord.

			Chr. He told me once that he was re­solved to go on pil­grim­age, as we do now; but all of a sud­den he grew ac­quain­ted with one Save-self, and then he be­came a stranger to me.

			Hope. Now, since we are talk­ing about him, let us a little in­quire in­to the reas­on of the sud­den back­slid­ing of him and such oth­ers.

			Chr. It may be very prof­it­able, but do you be­gin.

			Hope. Well then, there are in my judg­ment four reas­ons for it—

			1. Though the con­sciences of such men are awakened, yet their minds are not changed; there­fore, when the power of guilt weareth away, that which pro­voked them to be re­li­gious ceaseth, where­fore they nat­ur­ally turn to their own course again, even as we see the dog that is sick of what he has eaten, so long as his sick­ness pre­vails, he vomits and casts up all; not that he doth this of a free mind (if we may say a dog has a mind), but be­cause it troubleth his stom­ach; but now, when his sick­ness is over, and so his stom­ach eased, his de­sire be­ing not at all ali­en­ate from his vomit, he turns him about and licks up all, and so it is true which is writ­ten, “The dog is turned to his own vomit again.”510 Thus I say, be­ing hot for Heav­en, by vir­tue only of the sense and fear of the tor­ments of hell, as their sense of hell, and the fears of dam­na­tion, chills and cools, so their de­sires for Heav­en and sal­va­tion cool also. So then it comes to pass, that when their guilt and fear is gone, their de­sires for Heav­en and hap­pi­ness die, and they re­turn to their course again.511

			2. An­oth­er reas­on is, they have slav­ish fears that do over­mas­ter them; I speak now of the fears that they have of men, for “the fear of man brin­g­eth a snare.”512 So then, though they seem to be hot for Heav­en, so long as the flames of hell are about their ears, yet, when that ter­ror is a little over, they be­take them­selves to second thoughts; namely, that it is good to be wise, and not to run (for they know not what) the haz­ard of los­ing all, or, at least, of bring­ing them­selves in­to un­avoid­able and un­ne­ces­sary troubles, and so they fall in with the world again.

			3. The shame that at­tends re­li­gion lies also as a block in their way; they are proud and haughty, and re­li­gion in their eye is low and con­tempt­ible; there­fore, when they have lost their sense of hell and wrath to come, they re­turn again to their former course.

			4. Guilt, and to med­it­ate ter­ror, are griev­ous to them. They like not to see their misery be­fore they come in­to it; though per­haps the sight of it first, if they loved that sight, might make them fly whith­er the right­eous fly and are safe. But be­cause they do, as I hin­ted be­fore, even shun the thoughts of guilt and ter­ror, there­fore, when once they are rid of their awaken­ings about the ter­rors and wrath of God, they harden their hearts gladly, and choose such ways as will harden them more and more.

			Chr. You are pretty near the busi­ness, for the bot­tom of all is, for want of a change in their mind and will. And there­fore they are but like the felon that stan­de­th be­fore the judge, he quakes and trembles, and seems to re­pent most heart­ily, but the bot­tom of all is the fear of the hal­ter; not that he hath any de­test­a­tion of the of­fence, as is evid­ent, be­cause, let but this man have his liberty, and he will be a thief, and so a rogue still, where­as, if his mind were changed, he would be oth­er­wise.

			Hope. Now, I have showed you the reas­ons of their go­ing back, do you show me the man­ner there­of.513

			Chr. So I will, will­ingly.

			1. They draw off their thoughts, all that they may, from the re­mem­brance of God, death, and judg­ment to come.

			2. Then they cast off by de­grees private du­ties, as closet pray­er, curb­ing their lusts, watch­ing, sor­row for sin, and the like.

			3. Then they shun the com­pany of lively and warm Chris­ti­ans.

			4. After that, they grow cold to pub­lic duty, as hear­ing, read­ing, godly con­fer­ence, and the like.

			5. Then they be­gin to pick holes, as we say, in the coats of some of the godly; and that dev­il­ishly, that they may have a seem­ing col­our to throw re­li­gion (for the sake of some in­firm­ity they have es­pied in them) be­hind their backs.

			6. Then they be­gin to ad­here to, and as­so­ci­ate them­selves with, car­nal, loose, and wan­ton men.

			7. Then they give way to car­nal and wan­ton dis­courses in secret; and glad are they if they can see such things in any that are coun­ted hon­est, that they may the more boldly do it through their ex­ample.

			8. After this, they be­gin to play with little sins openly.

			9. And then, be­ing hardened, they show them­selves as they are. Thus, be­ing launched again in­to the gulf of misery, un­less a mir­acle of grace pre­vent it, they ever­last­ingly per­ish in their own de­ceiv­ings.514

			Now I saw in my dream, that by this time the Pil­grims were got over the En­chanted Ground, and en­ter­ing in­to the coun­try of Beu­lah, whose air was very sweet and pleas­ant, the way ly­ing dir­ectly through it, they solaced them­selves there for a sea­son.515 Yea, here they heard con­tinu­ally the singing of birds, and saw every day the flowers ap­pear in the earth, and heard the voice of the turtle in the land.516 In this coun­try the sun shineth night and day; where­fore this was bey­ond the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, and also out of the reach of Gi­ant Des­pair, neither could they from this place so much as see Doubt­ing Castle.517 Here they were with­in sight of the city they were go­ing to, also here met them some of the in­hab­it­ants there­of; for in this land the Shin­ing Ones com­monly walked, be­cause it was upon the bor­ders of Heav­en. In this land also the con­tract between the bride and the bride­groom was re­newed; yea, here, “As the bride­groom re­joiceth over the bride, so did their God re­joice over them.”518 Here they had no want of corn and wine; for in this place they met with abund­ance of what they had sought for in all their pil­grim­age.519 Here they heard voices from out of the city, loud voices, say­ing, “Say ye to the daugh­ter of Zion, Be­hold, thy sal­va­tion cometh! Be­hold, His re­ward is with Him!”520 Here all the in­hab­it­ants of the coun­try called them, “The holy people, The re­deemed of the Lord, Sought out,” etc.521

			Now, as they walked in this land, they had more re­joicing than in parts more re­mote from the king­dom to which they were bound; and draw­ing near to the city, they had yet a more per­fect view there­of. It was buil­ded of pearls and pre­cious stones, also the street there­of was paved with gold; so that by reas­on of the nat­ur­al glory of the city, and the re­flec­tion of the sun­beams upon it, Chris­ti­an with de­sire fell sick. Hope­ful also had a fit or two of the same dis­ease.522 Where­fore, here they lay by it a while, cry­ing out, be­cause of their pangs, “If ye find my Be­loved, tell Him that I am sick of love.”523

			But be­ing a little strengthened, and bet­ter able to bear their sick­ness, they walked on their way, and came yet near­er and near­er, where were orch­ards, vine­yards, and gar­dens, and their gates opened in­to the high­way. Now, as they came up to these places, be­hold, the garden­er stood in the way, to whom the Pil­grims said, Whose goodly vine­yards and gar­dens are these? He answered, They are the King’s, and are planted here for His own de­light, and also for the solace of pil­grims. So the garden­er had them in­to the vine­yards, and bid them re­fresh them­selves with the dain­ties.524 He also showed them there the King’s walks, and the ar­bours, where He de­lighted to be; and here they tar­ried and slept.525

			Now I be­held in my dream, that they talked more in their sleep at this time than ever they did in all their jour­ney; and be­ing in a muse there­about, the garden­er said even to me, Where­fore musest thou at the mat­ter? It is the nature of the fruit of the grapes of these vine­yards to go down so sweetly, as to cause the lips of them that are asleep to speak.526

			So I saw that when they awoke, they ad­dressed them­selves to go up to the city. But, as I said, the re­flec­tion of the sun upon the city (for “the city was pure gold,”527) was so ex­tremely glor­i­ous, that they could not, as yet, with open face be­hold it, but through an in­stru­ment made for that pur­pose.528 So I saw, that as they went on, there met them two men, in raiment that shone like gold; also their faces shone as the light.529

			These men asked the Pil­grims whence they came; and they told them. They also asked them where they had lodged, what dif­fi­culties and dangers, what com­forts and pleas­ures they had met in the way; and they told them. Then said the men that met them, You have but two dif­fi­culties more to meet with, and then you are in the city.530

			Chris­ti­an then, and his com­pan­ion, asked the men to go along with them; so they told them they would. But, said they, you must ob­tain it by your own faith. So I saw in my dream that they went on to­geth­er, un­til they came in sight of the gate.

			Now, I fur­ther saw, that betwixt them and the gate was a river, but there was no bridge to go over; the river was very deep. At the sight, there­fore, of this river, the Pil­grims were much stunned: but the men that went with them said, You must go through, or you can­not come at the gate.531

			The Pil­grims then began to in­quire if there was no oth­er way to the gate; to which they answered, Yes; but there hath not any, save two, to wit, Enoch and Eli­jah, been per­mit­ted to tread that path, since the found­a­tion of the world, nor shall, un­til the last trum­pet shall sound.532 The Pil­grims then, es­pe­cially Chris­ti­an, began to des­pond in their minds, and looked this way and that, but no way could be found by them, by which they might es­cape the river.533 Then they asked the men if the wa­ters were all of a depth. They said, No; yet they could not help them in that case; for, said they, you shall find it deep­er or shal­low­er, as you be­lieve in the King of the place.

			They then ad­dressed them­selves to the wa­ter; and en­ter­ing, Chris­ti­an began to sink, and cry­ing out to his good friend Hope­ful, he said, I sink in deep wa­ters; the bil­lows go over my head, all his waves go over me! Se­lah.534

			Then said the oth­er, Be of good cheer, my broth­er, I feel the bot­tom, and it is good. Then, said Chris­ti­an, Ah! my friend, “the sor­rows of death have com­passed me about;” I shall not see the land that flows with milk and honey; and with that a great dark­ness and hor­ror fell upon Chris­ti­an, so that he could not see be­fore him. Also here he in great meas­ure lost his senses, so that he could neither re­mem­ber, nor or­derly talk of any of those sweet re­fresh­ments that he had met with in the way of his pil­grim­age. But all the words that he spake still ten­ded to dis­cov­er that he had hor­ror of mind, and heart fears that he should die in that river, and nev­er ob­tain en­trance in at the gate. Here also, as they that stood by per­ceived, he was much in the trouble­some thoughts of the sins that he had com­mit­ted, both since and be­fore he began to be a pil­grim. It was also ob­served that he was troubled with ap­par­i­tions of hobgob­lins and evil spir­its; for ever and anon he would in­tim­ate so much by words.535 Hope­ful, there­fore, here had much ado to keep his broth­er’s head above wa­ter; yea, some­times he would be quite gone down, and then, ere awhile, he would rise up again half dead. Hope­ful also would en­deav­our to com­fort him, say­ing, Broth­er, I see the gate, and men stand­ing by to re­ceive us; but Chris­ti­an would an­swer, It is you, it is you they wait for; you have been Hope­ful ever since I knew you.536 And so have you, said he to Chris­ti­an. Ah, broth­er! said he, surely if I were right He would now arise to help me; but for my sins He hath brought me in­to the snare, and hath left me. Then said Hope­ful, My broth­er, you have quite for­got the text, where it is said of the wicked, “There are no bands in their death; but their strength is firm. They are not in trouble as oth­er men, neither are they plagued like oth­er men.”537 These troubles and dis­tresses that you go through in these wa­ters are no sign that God hath for­saken you; but are sent to try you, wheth­er you will call to mind that which here­to­fore you have re­ceived of His good­ness, and live upon Him in your dis­tresses.538

			Then I saw in my dream, that Chris­ti­an was as in a muse a while. To whom also Hope­ful ad­ded this word, Be of good cheer, Je­sus Christ maketh thee whole;539 and with that Chris­ti­an brake out with a loud voice, O! I see Him again, and He tells me, “When thou passest through the wa­ters, I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they shall not over­flow thee.”540 Then they both took cour­age, and the en­emy was after that as still as a stone, un­til they were gone over. Chris­ti­an there­fore presently found ground to stand upon, and so it fol­lowed that the rest of the river was but shal­low. Thus they got over.541 Now, upon the bank of the river, on the oth­er side, they saw the two shin­ing men again, who there waited for them; where­fore, be­ing come out of the river, they sa­luted them, say­ing, We are min­is­ter­ing spir­its, sent forth to min­is­ter for those that shall be heirs of sal­va­tion. Thus they went along to­wards the gate.542 Now you must note that the city stood upon a mighty hill, but the Pil­grims went up that hill with ease, be­cause they had these two men to lead them up by the arms; also, they had left their mor­tal gar­ments be­hind them in the river, for though they went in with them, they came out without them. They, there­fore, went up here with much agil­ity and speed, though the found­a­tion upon which the city was framed was high­er than the clouds.543 They, there­fore, went up through the re­gions of the air, sweetly talk­ing as they went, be­ing com­for­ted, be­cause they safely got over the river, and had such glor­i­ous com­pan­ions to at­tend them.544

			The talk they had with the Shin­ing Ones was about the glory of the place; who told them that the beauty and glory of it was in­ex­press­ible. There, said they, is the “Mount Zion, the heav­enly Jer­u­s­alem, the in­nu­mer­able com­pany of an­gels, and the spir­its of just men made per­fect.”545 You are go­ing now, said they, to the para­dise of God, wherein you shall see the tree of life, and eat of the nev­er-fad­ing fruits there­of; and when you come there, you shall have white robes giv­en you, and your walk and talk shall be every day with the King, even all the days of etern­ity.546 There you shall not see again such things as you saw when you were in the lower re­gion upon the earth, to wit, sor­row, sick­ness, af­flic­tion, and death, “for the former things are passed away.” You are now go­ing to Ab­ra­ham, to Isaac, and Jac­ob, and to the proph­ets—men that God hath taken away from the evil to come, and that are now rest­ing upon their beds, each one walk­ing in his right­eous­ness.547 The men then asked, What must we do in the holy place? To whom it was answered, You must there re­ceive the com­forts of all your toil, and have joy for all your sor­row; you must reap what you have sown, even the fruit of all your pray­ers, and tears, and suf­fer­ings for the King by the way.548 In that place you must wear crowns of gold, and en­joy the per­petu­al sight and vis­ion of the Holy One, for “there you shall see Him as He is.”549 There also you shall serve Him con­tinu­ally with praise, with shout­ing and thanks­giv­ing, whom you de­sired to serve in the world, though with much dif­fi­culty, be­cause of the in­firm­ity of your flesh. There your eyes shall be de­lighted with see­ing, and your ears with hear­ing the pleas­ant voice of the Mighty One. There you shall en­joy your friends again, that are gone thith­er be­fore you; and there you shall with joy re­ceive, even every­one that fol­lows in­to the holy place after you. There also shall you be clothed with glory and majesty, and put in­to an equipage fit to ride out with the King of glory. When He shall come with sound of trum­pet in the clouds, as upon the wings of the wind, you shall come with Him; and when He shall sit upon the throne of judg­ment, you shall sit by Him; yea, and when He shall pass sen­tence upon all the work­ers of iniquity, let them be an­gels or men, you also shall have a voice in that judg­ment, be­cause they were His and your en­emies.550 Also when He shall again re­turn to the city, you shall go too, with sound of trum­pet, and be ever with Him.

			Now, while they were thus draw­ing to­wards the gate, be­hold a com­pany of the heav­enly host came out to meet them; to whom it was said, by the oth­er two Shin­ing Ones, These are the men that have loved our Lord when they were in the world, and that have left all for His holy name; and He hath sent us to fetch them, and we have brought them thus far on their de­sired jour­ney, that they may go in and look their Re­deem­er in the face with joy. Then the heav­enly host gave a great shout, say­ing, “Blessed are they which are called un­to the mar­riage sup­per of the Lamb.”551 There came out also at this time to meet them, sev­er­al of the King’s trum­peters, clothed in white and shin­ing raiment, who, with me­lodi­ous noises, and loud, made even the heav­ens to echo with their sound. These trum­peters sa­luted Chris­ti­an and his fel­low with 10,000 wel­comes from the world; and this they did with shout­ing, and sound of trum­pet.

			This done, they com­passed them round on every side; some went be­fore, some be­hind, and some on the right hand, some on the left (as it were to guard them through the up­per re­gions), con­tinu­ally sound­ing as they went, with me­lodi­ous noise, in notes on high; so that the very sight was to them that could be­hold it, as if Heav­en it­self was come down to meet them.552 Thus, there­fore, they walked on to­geth­er; and as they walked, ever and anon these trum­peters, even with joy­ful sound, would, by mix­ing their mu­sic with looks and ges­tures, still sig­ni­fy to Chris­ti­an and his broth­er, how wel­come they were in­to their com­pany, and with what glad­ness they came to meet them; and now were these two men, as it were, in Heav­en, be­fore they came at it, be­ing swal­lowed up with the sight of an­gels, and with hear­ing of their me­lodi­ous notes. Here also they had the city it­self in view, and they thought they heard all the bells therein to ring, to wel­come them thereto. But above all, the warm and joy­ful thoughts that they had about their own dwell­ing there, with such com­pany, and that forever and ever. O by what tongue or pen can their glor­i­ous joy be ex­pressed!553 And thus they came up to the gate.

			Now, when they were come up to the gate, there was writ­ten over it in let­ters of gold, “Blessed are they that do His com­mand­ments, that they may have right to the tree of life, and may enter in through the gates in­to the city.”554

			Then I saw in my dream, that the Shin­ing Men bid them call at the gate; the which, when they did, some looked from above over the gate, to wit, Enoch, Moses, and Eli­jah, etc., to whom it was said, These pil­grims are come from the City of De­struc­tion, for the love that they bear to the King of this place; and then the pil­grims gave in un­to them each man his cer­ti­fic­ate,555 which they had re­ceived in the be­gin­ning; those, there­fore, were car­ried in­to the King, who, when He had read them, said, Where are the men? To whom it was answered, They are stand­ing without the gate. The King then com­manded to open the gate, “That the right­eous na­tion,” said He, “which kee­p­eth the truth, may enter in.”556

			Now I saw in my dream that these two men went in at the gate; and lo, as they entered, they were trans­figured, and they had raiment put on that shone like gold. There were also that met them with harps and crowns, and gave them to them—the harps to praise with­al, and the crowns in token of hon­our. Then I heard in my dream that all the bells in the city rang again for joy, and that it was said un­to them, “Enter Ye In­to the Joy of Your Lord.”557 I also heard the men them­selves, that they sang with a loud voice, say­ing, “Bless­ing, and Hon­our, and Glory, and Power, Be Un­to Him That Sit­teth Upon the Throne, and Un­to the Lamb, Forever and Ever.”558

			Now just as the gates were opened to let in the men, I looked in after them, and, be­hold, the City shone like the sun; the streets also were paved with gold, and in them walked many men, with crowns on their heads, palms in their hands, and golden harps to sing praises with­al. There were also of them that had wings, and they answered one an­oth­er without in­ter­mis­sion, say­ing, “Holy, holy, holy, is the Lord.”559 And after that, they shut up the gates; which, when I had seen, I wished my­self among them.

			Now while I was gaz­ing upon all these things, I turned my head to look back, and saw Ig­nor­ance come up to the river side; but he soon got over, and that without half that dif­fi­culty which the oth­er two men met with.560 For it happened that there was then in that place, one Vain-hope,561 a fer­ry­man, that with his boat helped him over; so he, as the oth­er I saw, did as­cend the hill, to come up to the gate, only he came alone; neither did any man meet him with the least en­cour­age­ment. When he was come up to the gate, he looked up to the writ­ing that was above, and then began to knock, sup­pos­ing that en­trance should have been quickly ad­min­istered to him; but he was asked by the men that looked over the top of the gate, Whence came you? and what would you have? He answered, I have eat and drank in the pres­ence of the King, and He has taught in our streets. Then they asked him for his cer­ti­fic­ate, that they might go in and show it to the King; so he fumbled in his bos­om for one, and found none. Then said they, Have you none? But the man answered nev­er a word. So they told the King, but He would not come down to see him, but com­manded the two Shin­ing Ones that con­duc­ted Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful to the City, to go out and take Ig­nor­ance, and bind him hand and foot, and have him away. Then they took him up, and car­ried him through the air, to the door that I saw in the side of the hill, and put him in there. Then I saw that there was a way to hell, even from the gates of Heav­en, as well as from the City of De­struc­tion!562 So I awoke, and be­hold it was a dream.

			
				The Con­clu­sion
			

			
				
					Now, Read­er, I have told my dream to thee;
					

					See if thou canst in­ter­pret it to me,
					

					Or to thy­self, or neigh­bour; but take heed
					

					Of mis­in­ter­pret­ing; for that, in­stead
					

					Of do­ing good, will but thy­self ab­use:
					

					By mis­in­ter­pret­ing, evil en­sues.
				

				
					Take heed also, that thou be not ex­treme,
					

					In play­ing with the out­side of my dream:
					

					Nor let my fig­ure or simil­it­ude
					

					Put thee in­to a laughter or a feud.
					

					Leave this for boys and fools; but as for thee,
					

					Do thou the sub­stance of my mat­ter see.
				

				
					Put by the cur­tains, look with­in my veil,
					

					Turn up my meta­phors, and do not fail;
					

					There, if thou seekest them, such things to find,
					

					As will be help­ful to an hon­est mind.
				

				
					What of my dross thou find­est there, be bold
					

					To throw away, but yet pre­serve the gold;
					

					What if my gold be wrapped up in ore?—
					

					None throws away the apple for the core.
					

					But if thou shalt cast all away as vain,
					

					I know not but ’twill make me dream again.
				

			

		
	
		
			The Author’s Way of Sending Forth His Second Part of the Pilgrim

			
				
					Go now, my little book, to every place,
					

					Where my first Pil­grim has but shown his face,
					

					Call at their door. If any say, Who’s there?
					

					Then an­swer thou, Chris­ti­ana is here.
					

					If they bid thee come in, then enter thou,
					

					With all thy boys; and then, as thou know’st how,
					

					Tell who they are, also from whence they came;
					

					Per­haps they know them by their looks, or name.
					

					But if they should not, ask them yet again
					

					If formerly they did not en­ter­tain
					

					One Chris­ti­an, a Pil­grim? If they say
					

					They did; and were de­lighted in his way:
					

					Then let them know, that those re­lated were
					

					Un­to him; yea, his wife and chil­dren are.
				

				
					Tell them, that they have left their house and home,
					

					Are turned Pil­grims, seek a world to come;
					

					That they have met with hard­ships in the way,
					

					That they do meet with troubles night and day;
					

					That they have trod on ser­pents, fought with dev­ils,
					

					Have also over­come a many evils.
					

					Yea, tell them also of the next, who have
					

					Of love to pil­grim­age, been stout and brave
					

					De­fend­ers of that way, and how they still
					

					Re­fuse this world, to do their Fath­er’s will.
				

				
					Go, tell them also of those dainty things,
					

					That pil­grim­age un­to the Pil­grim brings.
					

					Let them ac­quain­ted be, too, how they are
					

					Be­loved of their King, un­der His care:
					

					What goodly man­sions for them He provides,
					

					Though they meet with rough winds, and swell­ing tides,
					

					How brave a calm they will en­joy at last,
					

					Who to their Lord, and by His ways hold fast.
				

				
					Per­haps with heart and hand they will em­brace
					

					Thee, as they did my first­ling, and will grace
					

					Thee, and thy fel­lows, with such cheer and fare,
					

					As show will they of Pil­grims lov­ers are.
				

			

			
				Ob­jec­tion 1
			

			
				
					But how, if they will not be­lieve of me
					

					That I am truly thine; cause some there be
					

					That coun­ter­feit the Pil­grim and his name,
					

					Seek, by dis­guise, to seem the very same;
					

					And by that means have wrought them­selves in­to
					

					The hands and houses of I know not who?
				

			

			
				An­swer
			

			
				
					’Tis true, some have of late, to coun­ter­feit
					

					My Pil­grim, to their own my title set;563
					

					Yea oth­ers, half my name and title too
					

					Have stitched to their book, to make them do;
					

					But yet they, by their fea­tures, do de­clare
					

					Them­selves not mine to be, whose e’er they are.
				

				
					If such thou meet’st with, then thine only way
					

					Be­fore them all, is, to say out thy say,
					

					In thine own nat­ive lan­guage, which no man
					

					Now useth, nor with ease dis­semble can.
					

					If, after all, they still of you shall doubt,
					

					Think­ing that you, like gip­sies, go about
				

				
					In naughty wise, the coun­try to de­file,
					

					Or that you seek good people to be­guile
					

					With things un­war­rant­able; send for me,
					

					And I will testi­fy you pil­grims be.
					

					Yea, I will testi­fy that only you
					

					My Pil­grims are; and that alone will do.
				

			

			
				Ob­jec­tion 2
			

			
				
					But yet, per­haps, I may in­quire for him,
					

					Of those that wish him damned, life and limb.
					

					What shall I do, when I at such a door
					

					For Pil­grims ask, and they shall rage the more?564
				

			

			
				An­swer
			

			
				
					Fright not thy­self, my book, for such bug­bears
					

					Are noth­ing else but ground for ground­less fears.
					

					My Pil­grim’s book has trav­ell’d sea and land,
					

					Yet could I nev­er come to un­der­stand
					

					That it was slighted, or turn’d out of door
					

					By any king­dom, were they rich or poor.
				

				
					In France and Flanders, where men kill each oth­er,
					

					My Pil­grim is es­teem’d a friend, a broth­er.
					

					In Hol­land too, ’tis said, as I am told,
					

					My Pil­grim is with some worth more than gold.
				

				
					High­landers and wild Ir­ish can agree
					

					My Pil­grim should fa­mil­i­ar with them be.
					

					’Tis in New Eng­land un­der such ad­vance,
					

					Re­ceives there so much lov­ing coun­ten­ance,
					

					As to be trimm’d, new cloth’d, and deck’d with gems
					

					That it may show its fea­tures and its limbs,
					

					Yet more; so comely doth my Pil­grim walk,
					

					That of him thou­sands daily sing and talk.565
				

				
					If you draw near­er home, it will ap­pear,
					

					My Pil­grim knows no ground of shame or fear;
					

					City and coun­try will him en­ter­tain
					

					With, Wel­come Pil­grim; yea, they can’t re­frain
					

					From smil­ing, if my Pil­grim be but by,
					

					Or shows his head in any com­pany.
				

				
					Brave gal­lants do my Pil­grim hug and love,
					

					Es­teem it much, yea, value it above
					

					Things of a great­er bulk: yea, with de­light,
					

					Say, My lark’s leg is bet­ter than a kite.
				

				
					Young ladies, and young gen­tle­wo­men too,
					

					Do no small kind­ness to my Pil­grim show.
					

					Their cab­in­ets, their bos­oms, and their hearts,
					

					My Pil­grim has, ’cause he to them im­parts
					

					His pretty riddles in such whole­some strains,
					

					As yields them profit double to their pains
					

					Of read­ing; yea, I think, I may be bold
					

					To say, some prize him far above their gold.
				

				
					The very chil­dren that do walk the street,
					

					If they do but my holy Pil­grim meet,
					

					Sa­lute him well, will wish him well, and say,
					

					He is the only strip­ling of the day.
				

				
					They that have nev­er seen him, yet ad­mire
					

					What they have heard of him, and much de­sire
					

					To have his com­pany, and hear him tell
					

					Those pil­grim stor­ies which he knows so well.
				

				
					Yea, some who did not love him at the first,
					

					But called him fool and noddy, say they must,
					

					Now they have seen and heard him, him com­mend
					

					And to those whom they love, they do him send.566
				

				
					Where­fore, my Second Part, thou need’st not be
					

					Afraid to show thy head; none can hurt thee,
					

					That wish but well to him that went be­fore,
					

					’Cause thou com’st after with a second store
					

					Of things as good, as rich, as prof­it­able,
					

					For young, for old, for stagg’ring, and for stable.
				

			

			
				Ob­jec­tion 3
			

			
				
					But some there he that say, He laughs too loud
					

					And some do say, His head is in a cloud.
					

					Some say, His words and stor­ies are so dark,
					

					They know not how, by them, to find his mark.
				

			

			
				An­swer
			

			
				
					One may, I think, say, Both his laughs and cries,
					

					May well be guess’d at by his wat’ry eyes.
					

					Some things are of that nature, as to make
					

					One’s fancy chuckle, while his heart doth ache.
					

					When Jac­ob saw his Rachel with the sheep,
					

					He did at the same time both kiss and weep.
				

				
					Where­as some say, A cloud is in his head,
					

					That doth but show how wis­dom’s covered
					

					With its own mantles, and to stir the mind
					

					To a search after what it fain would find.
					

					Things that seem to be hid in words ob­scure,
					

					Do but the godly mind the more al­lure
					

					To study what those say­ings should con­tain,
					

					That speak to us in such a cloudy strain.
				

				
					I also know a dark simil­it­ude
					

					Will on the fancy more it­self in­trude,
					

					And will stick faster in the heart and head,
					

					Than things from similes not bor­rowed.
					

					Where­fore, my book, let no dis­cour­age­ment
					

					Hinder thy travels. Be­hold, thou art sent
					

					To friends, not foes; to friends that will give place
					

					To thee, thy Pil­grims, and thy words em­brace.
				

				
					Be­sides, what my first Pil­grim left con­ceal’d
					

					Thou, my brave second Pil­grim, hast re­veal’d;
					

					What Chris­ti­an left lock’d up, and went his way,
					

					Sweet Chris­ti­ana opens with her key.567
				

			

			
				Ob­jec­tion 4
			

			
				
					But some love not the meth­od of your first;
					

					Ro­mance they count it, throw’t away as dust,
					

					If I should meet with such, what should I say?
					

					Must I slight them as they slight me, or nay?
				

			

			
				An­swer
			

			
				
					My Chris­ti­ana, if with such thou meet,
					

					By all means, in all lov­ing-wise, them greet;
					

					Render them not re­vil­ing for re­vile;
					

					But if they frown, I prithee on them smile;
					

					Per­haps ’tis nature, or some ill re­port,
					

					Has made them thus des­pise, or thus re­tort.
				

				
					Some love no cheese, some love no fish, and some
					

					Love not their friends, nor their own house or home;
					

					Some start at pig, slight chick­en, love not fowl,
					

					More than they love a cuckoo, or an owl;
					

					Leave such, my Chris­ti­ana, to their choice,
					

					And seek those who to find thee will re­joice;
					

					By no means strive, but in humble-wise,
					

					Present thee to them in thy Pil­grim’s guise.
				

				
					Go, then, my little book, and show to all
					

					That en­ter­tain, and bid thee wel­come shall,
					

					What thou shalt keep close, shut up from the rest,
					

					And wish what thou shalt show them may be blest
					

					To them for good, may make them choose to be
					

					Pil­grims bet­ter by far than thee or me.
				

				
					Go, then, I say, tell all men who thou art;
					

					Say, I am Chris­ti­ana, and my part
					

					Is now, with my four sons, to tell you what
					

					It is for men to take a Pil­grims lot.
				

				
					Go also, tell them who and what they be,
					

					That now do go on pil­grim­age with thee;
					

					Say, Here’s my neigh­bour, Mercy, she is one
					

					That has long time with me a Pil­grim gone.
					

					Come, see her in her vir­gin race, and learn
					

					’Twixt idle ones and Pil­grims to dis­cern.
					

					Yea, let young dam­sels learn of her to prize
					

					The world which is to come, in any wise.
					

					When little trip­ping maid­ens fol­low God,
					

					And leave old dot­ing sin­ners to His rod;
					

					’Tis like those days wherein the young ones cried,
					

					Hosanna! to whom old ones did de­ride.
				

				
					Next, tell them of old Hon­est, who you found
					

					With his white hairs, tread­ing the Pil­grim’s ground.
					

					Yea, tell them how plain-hearted this man was,
					

					How after his good Lord he bare his cross.
					

					Per­haps with some gray head this may pre­vail
					

					With Christ to fall in love, and sin be­wail.
				

				
					Tell them also, how Mas­ter Fear­ing went
					

					On pil­grim­age, and how the time he spent
					

					In sol­it­ar­i­ness, with fears and cries;
					

					And how, at last, he won the joy­ful prize.
					

					He was a good man, though much down in spir­it,
					

					He is a good man, and doth life in­her­it.
				

				
					Tell them of Mas­ter Feeble-mind also,
					

					Who, not be­fore, but still be­hind would go.
					

					Show them also, how he had like been slain,
					

					And how one Great-heart did his life re­gain.
					

					This man was true of heart, though weak in grace,
					

					One might true god­li­ness read in his face.
				

				
					Then tell them of Mas­ter Ready-to-halt,
					

					A man with crutches, but much without fault;
					

					Tell them how Mas­ter Feeble-mind and he
					

					Did love, and in opin­ions much agree.
					

					And let all know, though weak­ness was their chance,
					

					Yet some­times one could sing, the oth­er dance.
				

				
					For­get not Mas­ter Vali­ant-for-the-truth,
					

					That man of cour­age, though a very youth.
					

					Tell every­one his spir­it was so stout,
					

					No man could ever make him face about;
					

					And how Great-heart and he could not for­bear,
					

					But put down Doubt­ing Castle, slay Des­pair.
				

				
					Over­look not Mas­ter Des­pond­ency,
					

					Nor Much-afraid, his daugh­ter, though they lie
					

					Un­der such mantles, as may make them look
					

					(With some) as if their God had them for­sook.
					

					They softly went, but sure, and at the end,
					

					Found that the Lord of Pil­grims was their friend.
					

					When thou hast told the world of all these things,
					

					Then turn about, my book, and touch these strings,
					

					Which, if but touch’d, will such mu­sic make,
					

					They’ll make a cripple dance, a gi­ant quake.
				

				
					These riddles that lie couch’d with­in thy breast,
					

					Freely pro­pound, ex­pound; and for the rest
					

					Of thy mys­ter­i­ous lines, let them re­main
					

					For those whose nimble fan­cies shall them gain.
				

				
					Now may this little book a bless­ing be
					

					To those who love this little book and me;
					

					And may its buy­er have no cause to say,
					

					His money is but lost or thrown away;
					

					Yea, may this Second Pil­grim yield that fruit,
					

					As may with each good Pil­grim’s fancy suit;
					

					And may it per­suade some that go astray,
					

					To turn their feet and heart to the right way,
					

					Is the hearty pray­er of
				

			

			
				The Au­thor,

				John Bunyan

			
		
	
		
			
				The Second Part

				
					“I have used simil­it­udes.”

					Hosea 12:10
				

			
			
				Cour­teous Com­pan­ions,
			

			Some time since, to tell you my dream that I had of Chris­ti­an the Pil­grim, and of his dan­ger­ous jour­ney to­wards the Ce­les­ti­al Coun­try, was pleas­ant to me, and prof­it­able to you. I told you then, also, what I saw con­cern­ing his wife and chil­dren, and how un­will­ing they were to go with him on pil­grim­age, in­somuch that he was forced to go on his pro­gress without them; for he durst not run the danger of that de­struc­tion which he feared would come by stay­ing with them in the City of De­struc­tion. Where­fore, as I then showed you, he left them and de­par­ted.568

			Now it hath so happened, through the mul­ti­pli­city of busi­ness, that I have been much hindered and kept back from my wonted travels in­to those parts whence he went, and so could not, till now, ob­tain an op­por­tun­ity to make fur­ther in­quiry after whom he left be­hind, that I might give you an ac­count of them.569 But hav­ing had some con­cerns that way of late, I went down again thith­er­ward. Now, hav­ing taken up my lodgings in a wood, about a mile off the place, as I slept, I dreamed again.570

			And as I was in my dream, be­hold, an aged gen­tle­man came by where I lay; and be­cause he was to go some part of the way that I was trav­el­ling, me­thought I got up and went with him. So as we walked, and as trav­el­ers usu­ally do, I was as if we fell in­to dis­course, and our talk happened to be about Chris­ti­an and his travels; for thus I began with the old man:

			Sir, said I, what town is that there be­low, that li­eth on the left hand of our way?

			Then said Mr. Saga­city (for that was his name), It is the City of De­struc­tion, a pop­u­lous place, but pos­sessed with a very ill-con­di­tioned and idle sort of people.

			I thought that was that city, quoth I; I went once my­self through that town, and, there­fore, know that this re­port you give of it is true.

			Sag. Too true; I wish I could speak truth in speak­ing bet­ter of them that dwell therein.

			Well, Sir, quoth I, then I per­ceive you to be a well-mean­ing man; and so one that takes pleas­ure to hear and tell of that which is good. Pray, did you nev­er hear what happened to a man some time ago in this town, whose name was Chris­ti­an, that went on pil­grim­age up to­wards the high­er re­gions?

			Sag. Hear of him! Aye, and I also heard of the mo­lesta­tions, troubles, wars, cap­tiv­it­ies, cries, groans, frights, and fears that he met with and had in his jour­ney; be­sides, I must tell you, all our coun­try rings of him. There are but few houses that have heard of him and his do­ings but have sought after and got the re­cords of his pil­grim­age; yea, I think I may say that that his haz­ard­ous jour­ney, has got a many well-wish­ers to his ways; for though, when he was here, he was fool in every man’s mouth, yet, now he is gone, he is highly com­men­ded of all. For, it is said, he lives bravely where he is; yea, many of them that are re­solved nev­er to run his haz­ards, yet have their mouths wa­ter at his gains.571

			They may, quoth I, well think, if they think any­thing that is true, that he liv­eth well where he is; for he now lives at and in the Foun­tain of Life, and has what he has without la­bour and sor­row, for there is no grief mixed there­with. [But, pray, what talk have the people about him?]572

			Sag. Talk! the people talk strangely about him; some say that he now walks in white;573 that he has a chain of gold about his neck; that he has a crown of gold, be­set with pearls, upon his head. Oth­ers say that the Shin­ing Ones, that some­times showed them­selves to him in his jour­ney, are be­come his com­pan­ions, and that he is as fa­mil­i­ar with them in the place where he is as here one neigh­bour is with an­oth­er. Be­sides, it is con­fid­ently af­firmed con­cern­ing him, that the King of the place where he is has be­stowed upon him already a very rich and pleas­ant dwell­ing at court;574 and that he every day eat­eth,575 and drinketh, and walketh, and talketh with Him; and re­ceiv­eth of the smiles and fa­vours of Him that is Judge of all there. Moreover, it is ex­pec­ted of some, that his Prince, the Lord of that coun­try, will shortly come in­to these parts, and will know the reas­on, if they can give any, why his neigh­bours set so little by him, and had him so much in de­ri­sion, when they per­ceived that he would be a pil­grim.576 For, they say, that now he is so in the af­fec­tions of his Prince, and that his Sov­er­eign is so much con­cerned with the in­dig­nit­ies that were cast upon Chris­ti­an, when he be­came a pil­grim, that He will look upon all as if done un­to Him­self;577 and no mar­vel, for it was for the love that he had to his Prince that he ven­tured as he did.578

			I dare say, quoth I, I am glad on it; I am glad for the poor man’s sake, for that he now has rest from his la­bour;579 and for that he now reapeth the be­ne­fit of his tears with joy;580 and for that he has got bey­ond the gun­shot of his en­emies, and is out of the reach of them that hate him. I also am glad, for that a ru­mour of these things is noised abroad in this coun­try; who can tell but that it may work some good ef­fect on some that are left be­hind? But, pray Sir, while it is fresh in my mind, do you hear any­thing of his wife and chil­dren? Poor hearts! I won­der in my mind what they do.581

			Sag. Who! Chris­ti­ana and her sons? They are like to do as well as did Chris­ti­an him­self; for though they all played the fool at the first, and would by no means be per­suaded by either the tears or en­treat­ies of Chris­ti­an, yet second thoughts have wrought won­der­fully with them; so they have packed up, and are also gone after him.582

			Bet­ter and bet­ter, quoth I. But what! wife and chil­dren, and all? Sag. It is true; I can give you an ac­count of the mat­ter, for I was upon the spot at the in­stant, and was thor­oughly ac­quain­ted with the whole af­fair.

			Then, said I, a man, it seems, may re­port it for a truth?

			Sag. You need not fear to af­firm it; I mean that they are all gone on pil­grim­age, both the good wo­man and her four boys. And be­ing (we are, as I per­ceive) go­ing some con­sid­er­able way to­geth­er, I will give you an ac­count of the whole of the mat­ter.

			This Chris­ti­ana (for that was her name from the day that she, with her chil­dren, betook them­selves to a pil­grim’s life), after her hus­band was gone over the river, and she could hear of him no more, her thoughts began to work in her mind. First, for that she had lost her hus­band, and for that the lov­ing bond of that re­la­tion was ut­terly broken betwixt them. For you know, said he to me, nature can do no less but en­ter­tain the liv­ing with many a heavy co­git­a­tion in the re­mem­brance of the loss of lov­ing re­la­tions. This, there­fore, of her hus­band did cost her many a tear. But this was not all; for Chris­ti­ana did also be­gin to con­sider with her­self, wheth­er her un­be­com­ing be­ha­viour to­wards her hus­band was not one cause that she saw him no more; and that in such sort he was taken away from her. And upon this, came in­to her mind, by swarms, all her un­kind, un­nat­ur­al, and un­godly car­riages to her dear friend; which also clogged her con­science, and did load her with guilt. She was, moreover, much broken with call­ing to re­mem­brance the rest­less groans, brin­ish tears, and self-be­moan­ings of her hus­band, and how she did harden her heart against all his en­treat­ies, and lov­ing per­sua­sions, of her and her sons, to go with him; yea, there was not any­thing that Chris­ti­an either said to her or did be­fore her all the while that his bur­den did hang on his back, but it re­turned upon her like a flash of light­ning, and rent the caul of her heart in sun­der. Spe­cially that bit­ter out­cry of his, “What shall I do to be saved?” did ring in her ears most dole­fully.583

			Then said she to her chil­dren, Sons, we are all un­done. I have sinned away your fath­er, and he is gone; he would have had us with him, but I would not go my­self. I also have hindered you of life.584 With that the boys fell all in­to tears, and cried out to go after their fath­er. O! said Chris­ti­ana, that it had been but our lot to go with him, then had it fared well with us, bey­ond what it is like to do now; for though I formerly fool­ishly ima­gined, con­cern­ing the troubles of your fath­er, that they pro­ceeded of a fool­ish fancy that he had, or for that he was over­run with mel­an­choly hu­mours; yet now it will not out of my mind but that they sprang from an­oth­er cause, to wit, for that the Light of light was giv­en him;585 by the help of which, as I per­ceive, he has es­caped the snares of death.586 Then they all wept again, and cried out, O woe worth the day!587

			The next night Chris­ti­ana had a dream; and, be­hold, she saw as if a broad parch­ment was opened be­fore her, in which were re­cor­ded the sum of her ways;588 and the times, as she thought, looked very black upon her. Then she cried out aloud in her sleep, “Lord, have mercy upon me a sin­ner!”589 and the little chil­dren heard her.

			After this, she thought she saw two very ill-fa­voured ones stand­ing by her bed­side, and say­ing, What shall we do with this wo­man? for she cries out for mercy wak­ing and sleep­ing; if she be suffered to go on as she be­gins, we shall lose her as we have lost her hus­band. Where­fore we must, by one way or oth­er, seek to take her off from the thoughts of what shall be here­after, else all the world can­not help it but she will be­come a pil­grim.

			Now she awoke in a great sweat, also a trem­bling was upon her; but after a while she fell to sleep­ing again. And then she thought she saw Chris­ti­an her hus­band in a place of bliss, among many im­mor­tals, with a harp in his hand, stand­ing and play­ing upon it be­fore One that sat on a throne, with a rain­bow about His head. She saw also as if he bowed his head, with his face to the paved work that was un­der the Prince’s feet, say­ing, I heart­ily thank my Lord and King, for bring­ing of me in­to this place. Then shouted a com­pany of them that stood round about, and harped with their harps; but no man liv­ing could tell what they said, but Chris­ti­an and his com­pan­ions.590

			Next morn­ing, when she was up, had prayed to God, and talked with her chil­dren a while, one knocked hard at the door, to whom she spake out, say­ing, If thou comest in God’s name, come in. So he said, Amen, and opened the door, and sa­luted her with “Peace be to this house.” The which, when he had done, he said, Chris­ti­ana, know­est thou where­fore I am come? Then she blushed and trembled, also her heart began to wax warm with de­sires to know whence he came, and what was his er­rand to her. So he said un­to her, My name is Secret;591 I dwell with those that are high. It is talked of, where I dwell, as if thou hadst a de­sire to go thith­er; also, there is a re­port, that thou art aware of the evil thou hast formerly done to thy hus­band, in harden­ing of thy heart against his way, and in keep­ing of these thy babes in their ig­nor­ance.

			Chris­ti­ana, the Mer­ci­ful One has sent me to tell thee, that He is a God ready to for­give, and that He taketh de­light to mul­tiply to par­don of­fences. He also would have thee know, that He in­viteth thee to come in­to His pres­ence, to His table, and that He will feed thee with the fat of His house, and with the her­it­age of Jac­ob thy fath­er.

			There is Chris­ti­an thy hus­band (that was), with le­gions more, his com­pan­ions, ever be­hold­ing that face that doth min­is­ter life to be­hold­ers; and they will all be glad when they shall hear the sound of thy feet step over thy Fath­er’s threshold.

			Chris­ti­ana at this was greatly abashed in her­self, and bow­ing her head to the ground, this Vis­it­or pro­ceeded, and said, Chris­ti­ana, here is also a let­ter for thee, which I have brought from thy hus­band’s King. So she took it and opened it, but it smelt after the man­ner of the best per­fume;592 also it was writ­ten in let­ters of gold. The con­tents of the let­ter was, That the King would have her do as did Chris­ti­an her hus­band; for that was the way to come to His city, and to dwell in His pres­ence with joy forever. At this the good wo­man was quite over­come; so she cried out to her vis­it­or, Sir, will you carry me and my chil­dren with you, that we also may go and wor­ship this King?

			Then said the vis­it­or, Chris­ti­ana, the bit­ter is be­fore the sweet. Thou must through troubles, as did he that went be­fore thee, enter this Ce­les­ti­al City. Where­fore I ad­vise thee to do as did Chris­ti­an thy hus­band. Go to the wick­et-gate yon­der, over the plain, for that stands in the head of the way up which thou must go, and I wish thee all good speed. Also I ad­vise that thou put this let­ter in thy bos­om; that thou read therein to thy­self, and to thy chil­dren, un­til you have got it by rote of heart,593 for it is one of the songs that thou must sing while thou art in this house of thy pil­grim­age;594 also this thou must de­liv­er in at the fur­ther gate.595 Now I saw in my dream, that this old gen­tle­man, as he told me this story, did him­self seem to be greatly af­fected there­with. He, moreover, pro­ceeded and said, So Chris­ti­ana called her sons to­geth­er, and began thus to ad­dress her­self un­to them: My sons, I have, as you may per­ceive, been of late un­der much ex­er­cise in my soul, about the death of your fath­er; not for that I doubt at all of his hap­pi­ness, for I am sat­is­fied now that he is well. I have been also much af­fected with the thoughts of mine own state and yours, which I ver­ily be­lieve is by nature miser­able. My car­riages, also, to your fath­er in his dis­tress, is a great load to my con­science; for I hardened both my own heart and yours against him, and re­fused to go with him on pil­grim­age.596

			The thoughts of these things would now kill me out­right, but that for a dream which I had last night, and but for the en­cour­age­ment that this stranger has giv­en me this morn­ing. Come, my chil­dren, let us pack up and be­gone to the gate that leads to the Ce­les­ti­al Coun­try, that we may see your fath­er, and be with him and his com­pan­ions in peace, ac­cord­ing to the laws of that land.

			Then did her chil­dren burst out in­to tears for joy, that the heart of their moth­er was so in­clined.597 So their vis­it­or bade them farewell; and they began to pre­pare to set out for their jour­ney.

			But while they were thus about to be gone, two of the wo­men, that were Chris­ti­ana’s neigh­bours, came up to her house, and knocked at her door. To whom she said as be­fore, If you come in God’s name, come in. At this the wo­men were stunned; for this kind of lan­guage they used not to hear, or to per­ceive to drop from the lips of Chris­ti­ana.598 Yet they came in; but, be­hold, they found the good wo­man a-pre­par­ing to be gone from her house.

			So they began and said, Neigh­bour, pray what is your mean­ing by this?

			Chris­ti­ana answered and said to the eld­est of them, whose name was Mrs. Timor­ous, I am pre­par­ing for a jour­ney. (This Timor­ous was daugh­ter to him that met Chris­ti­an upon the Hill Dif­fi­culty, and would have had him go back for fear of the lions).

			Tim. For what jour­ney, I pray you?

			Christ. Even to go after my good hus­band. And with that she fell a-weep­ing.

			Tim. I hope not so, good neigh­bour; pray, for your poor chil­dren’s sakes, do not so un­wo­manly cast away your­self.

			Christ. Nay, my chil­dren shall go with me, not one of them is will­ing to stay be­hind.599

			Tim. I won­der, in my very heart, what, or who has brought you in­to this mind.

			Christ. Oh! neigh­bour, knew you but as much as I do, I doubt not but that you would go with me.

			Tim. Prithee, what new know­ledge hast thou got, that so wor­keth off thy mind from thy friends, and that temp­teth thee to go, nobody knows where?

			Christ. Then Chris­ti­ana replied, I have been sorely af­flic­ted since my hus­band’s de­par­ture from me; but es­pe­cially since he went over the river. But that which troubleth me most, is my churl­ish car­riages to him, when he was un­der his dis­tress. Be­sides, I am now as he was then; noth­ing will serve me but go­ing on pil­grim­age. I was a-dream­ing last night that I saw him. O that my soul was with him! He dwel­l­eth in the pres­ence of the King of the coun­try; he sits and eats with Him at His table; he is be­come a com­pan­ion of im­mor­tals,600 and has a house now giv­en him to dwell in, to which the best palaces on earth, if com­pared, seem to me to be but as a dunghill. The Prince of the place has also sent for me, with prom­ise of en­ter­tain­ment if I shall come to Him; His mes­sen­ger was here even now, and has brought me a let­ter, which in­vites me to come. And with that she plucked out her let­ter,601 and read it, and said to them, What now will ye say to this?

			Tim. O the mad­ness that has pos­sessed thee and thy hus­band, to run yourselves upon such dif­fi­culties! You have heard, I am sure, what your hus­band did meet with, even, in a man­ner, at the first step that he took on his way, as our neigh­bour Ob­stin­ate can yet testi­fy, for he went along with him; yea, and Pli­able too, un­til they, like wise men, were afraid to go any fur­ther. We also heard, over and above, how he met with the lions, Apolly­on, the Shad­ow of Death, and many oth­er things. Nor is the danger that he met with at Van­ity Fair to be for­got­ten by thee; for if he, though a man, was so hard put to it, what canst thou, be­ing but a poor wo­man, do? Con­sider also, that these four sweet babes are thy chil­dren, thy flesh and thy bones. Where­fore, though thou should­est be so rash as to cast away thy­self; yet, for the sake of the fruit of thy body, keep thou at home.602

			But Chris­ti­ana said un­to her, Tempt me not, my neigh­bour. I have now a price put in­to my hand to get gain, and I should be a fool of the greatest size, if I should have no heart to strike in with the op­por­tun­ity.603 And for that you tell me of all these troubles that I am like to meet with in the way, they are so far off from be­ing to me a dis­cour­age­ment, that they show I am in the right. “The bit­ter must come be­fore the sweet,” and that also will make the sweet the sweeter. Where­fore, since you came not to my house in God’s name, as I said, I pray you to be gone, and not to dis­quiet me farther.604

			Then Timor­ous also re­viled her, and said to her fel­low, Come, neigh­bour Mercy, let us leave her in her own hands, since she scorns our coun­sel and com­pany. But Mercy was at a stand, and could not so read­ily com­ply with her neigh­bour, and that for a two­fold reas­on. First, her bowels yearned over Chris­ti­ana. So she said with­in her­self, If my neigh­bour will needs be gone, I will go a little way with her and help her. Secondly, her bowels yearned over her own soul, for what Chris­ti­ana had said had taken some hold upon her mind.605 Where­fore she said with­in her­self again, I will yet have more talk with this Chris­ti­ana, and if I find truth and life in what she shall say, my­self with my heart shall also go with her. Where­fore Mercy began thus to reply to her neigh­bour Timor­ous.

			Mercy. Neigh­bour, I did, in­deed, come with you to see Chris­ti­ana this morn­ing; and since she is, as you see, a-tak­ing of her last farewell of her coun­try, I think to walk, this sun­shine morn­ing, a little way with her, to help her on the way. But she told her not of the second reas­on, but kept that to her­self.

			Tim. Well, I see you have a mind to go a-fool­ing too, but take heed in time, and be wise. While we are out of danger, we are out; but when we are in, we are in. So Mrs. Timor­ous re­turned to her house, and Chris­ti­ana betook her­self to her jour­ney.606 But when Timor­ous was got home to her house, she sends for some of her neigh­bours, to wit, Mrs. Bat’s-eyes, Mrs. In­con­sid­er­ate, Mrs. Light-mind, and Mrs. Know-noth­ing. So when they were come to her house, she falls to telling of the story of Chris­ti­ana, and of her in­ten­ded jour­ney. And thus she began her tale.607

			Tim. Neigh­bours, hav­ing had little to do this morn­ing, I went to give Chris­ti­ana a vis­it; and when I came at the door, I knocked, as you know it is our cus­tom. And she answered, If you come in God’s name, come in. So in I went, think­ing all was well. But when I came in, I found her pre­par­ing her­self to de­part the town, she, and also her chil­dren. So I asked her what was her mean­ing by that. And she told me, in short, that she was now of a mind to go on pil­grim­age, as did her hus­band. She told me also a dream that she had, and how the King of the coun­try where her hus­band was, had sent her an in­vit­ing let­ter to come thith­er.

			Then said Mrs. Know-noth­ing, what! do you think she will go?

			Tim. Aye, go she will, whatever come on’t; and me­thinks I know it by this; for that which was my great ar­gu­ment to per­suade her to stay at home (to wit, the troubles she was like to meet with in the way) is one great ar­gu­ment with her to put her for­ward on her jour­ney. For she told me in so many words, “The bit­ter goes be­fore the sweet.” Yea, and for­asmuch as it so doth, it makes the sweet the sweeter.

			Mrs. Bat’s-eyes. O, this blind and fool­ish wo­man! said she; will she not take warn­ing by her hus­band’s af­flic­tions? For my part, I see, if he were here again, he would rest him con­tent in a whole skin, and nev­er run so many haz­ards for noth­ing.

			Mrs. In­con­sid­er­ate also replied, say­ing, Away with such fant­ast­ic­al fools from the town! A good rid­dance, for my part, I say, of her. Should she stay where she dwells, and re­tain this her mind, who could live quietly by her? for she will either be dump­ish or un­neigh­bourly, or talk of such mat­ters as no wise body can abide; where­fore, for my part, I shall nev­er be sorry for her de­par­ture. Let her go, and let bet­ter come in her room. It was nev­er a good world since these whim­sic­al fools dwelt in it.608

			Then Mrs. Light-mind ad­ded as fol­loweth—Come, put this kind of talk away. I was yes­ter­day at Madam Wan­ton’s, where we were as merry as the maids. For who do you think should be there, but I and Mrs. Love-the-flesh, and three or four more, with Mr. Lech­ery, Mrs. Filth, and some oth­ers. So there we had mu­sic, and dan­cing, and what else was meet to fill up the pleas­ure. And, I dare say, my lady her­self is an ad­mir­ably well-bred gen­tle­wo­man, and Mr. Lech­ery is as pretty a fel­low.

			By this time, Chris­ti­ana was got on her way, and Mercy went along with her. So as they went, her chil­dren be­ing there also, Chris­ti­ana began to dis­course. And, Mercy, said Chris­ti­ana, I take this as an un­ex­pec­ted fa­vour, that thou shouldst set foot out of doors with me, to ac­com­pany me a little in my way.

			Mercy. Then said young Mercy (for she was but young), If I thought it would be to pur­pose to go with you, I would nev­er go near the town any more.

			Christ. Well, Mercy, said Chris­ti­ana, cast in thy lot with me; I well know what will be the end of our pil­grim­age. My hus­band is where he would not but be for all the gold in the Span­ish mines. Nor shalt thou be re­jec­ted, though thou goest but upon my in­vit­a­tion.609 The King who hath sent for me and my chil­dren is one that de­lighteth in mercy. Be­sides, if thou wilt, I will hire thee, and thou shalt go along with me as my ser­vant; yet we will have all things in com­mon betwixt thee and me; only, go along with me.610

			Mercy. But how shall I be as­cer­tained that I also shall be en­ter­tained? Had I this hope but from one that can tell, I would make no stick at all, but would go, be­ing helped by him that can help, though the way was nev­er so te­di­ous.611

			Christ. Well, lov­ing Mercy, I will tell thee what thou shalt do. Go with me to the wick­et-gate, and there I will fur­ther in­quire for thee; and if there thou shalt not meet with en­cour­age­ment, I will be con­tent that thou shalt re­turn to thy place. I also will pay thee for thy kind­ness which thou show­est to me and my chil­dren, in thy ac­com­pa­ny­ing us in our way, as thou dost.

			Mercy. Then will I go thith­er, and will take what shall fol­low; and the Lord grant that my lot may there fall, even as the King of Heav­en shall have His heart upon me.612

			Chris­ti­ana then was glad at her heart, not only that she had a com­pan­ion, but also that she had pre­vailed with this poor maid to fall in love with her own sal­va­tion. So they went on to­geth­er, and Mercy began to weep. Then said Chris­ti­ana, Where­fore wee­p­eth my Sis­ter so?

			Mercy. Alas! said she, who can but lament, that shall but rightly con­sider, what a state and con­di­tion my poor re­la­tions613 are in that yet re­main in our sin­ful town? and that which makes my grief the more heavy is, be­cause they have no in­struct­or, nor any to tell them what is to come.

			Christ. Bowels be­cometh pil­grims; and thou dost for thy friends as my good Chris­ti­an did for me when he left me; he mourned for that I would not heed nor re­gard him; but his Lord and ours did gath­er up after his tears and put them in­to His bottle; and now both I and thou, and these my sweet babes, are reap­ing the fruit and be­ne­fit of them. I hope, Mercy, these tears of thine will not be lost; for the truth hath said, that “They that sow in tears shall reap in joy” in singing. And “he that goeth forth and wee­p­eth, bear­ing pre­cious seed, shall doubt­less come again with re­joicing, bring­ing his sheaves with him.”614

			Then said Mercy—

			
				
					Let the Most Blessed be my guide,
					

					If’t be His blessed will;
					

					Un­to His gate, in­to His fold,
					

					Up to His holy hill.
					

					And let Him nev­er suf­fer me
					

					To swerve or turn aside
					

					From His free grace, and holy ways,
					

					Whate’er shall me betide.
				

				
					And let Him gath­er them of mine,
					

					That I have left be­hind;
					

					Lord, make them pray they may be Thine,
					

					With all their heart and mind.615
				

			

			Now my old friend pro­ceeded, and said: But when Chris­ti­ana came up to the Slough of Des­pond, she began to be at a stand; for, said she, this is the place in which my dear hus­band had like to have been smothered with mud. She per­ceived, also, that not­with­stand­ing the com­mand of the King to make this place for pil­grims good, yet it was rather worse than formerly. So I asked if that were true. Yes, said the old gen­tle­man, too true; for that many there be that pre­tend to be the King’s la­bour­ers, and that say they are for mend­ing the King’s high­way, that bring dirt and dung in­stead of stones, and so mar in­stead of mend­ing.616 Here Chris­ti­ana, there­fore, with her boys, did make a stand; but, said Mercy, Come, let us ven­ture, only let us be wary. Then they looked well to the steps, and made a shift to get stag­ger­ingly over.617 Yet, Chris­ti­ana had like to have been in, and that not once nor twice. Now they had no soon­er got over, but they thought they heard words that said un­to them, “Blessed is she that be­lieved; for there shall be a per­form­ance of those things which were told her from the Lord.”618

			Then they went on again; and said Mercy to Chris­ti­ana, Had I as good ground to hope for a lov­ing re­cep­tion at the wick­et-gate as you, I think no Slough of Des­pond would dis­cour­age me. Well, said the oth­er, you know your sore,619 and I know mine; and, good friend, we shall all have enough evil be­fore we come at our jour­ney’s end.

			For can it be ima­gined, that the people that design to at­tain such ex­cel­lent glor­ies as we do, and that are so en­vied that hap­pi­ness as we are; but that we shall meet with what fears and scares, with what troubles and af­flic­tions they can pos­sibly as­sault us with, that hate us?

			And now Mr. Saga­city left me to dream out my dream by my­self. Where­fore, me­thought I saw Chris­ti­ana and Mercy, and the boys, go all of them up to the gate; to which, when they were come, they betook them­selves to a short de­bate about how they must man­age their call­ing at the gate, and what should be said to Him that did open to them. So it was con­cluded, since Chris­ti­ana was the eld­est, that she should knock for en­trance, and that she should speak to Him that did open, for the rest. So Chris­ti­ana began to knock; and, as her poor hus­band did, she knocked, and knocked again. But, in­stead of any that answered, they all thought that they heard as if a dog came bark­ing upon them; a dog, and a great one too, and this made the wo­men and chil­dren afraid: nor durst they, for a while, to knock any more, for fear the mastiff should fly upon them. Now, there­fore, they were greatly tumbled up and down in their minds, and knew not what to do: knock they durst not, for fear of the dog; go back they durst not, for fear the Keep­er of that gate should espy them as they so went, and should be of­fen­ded with them; at last they thought of knock­ing again, and knocked more vehe­mently than they did at the first. Then said the Keep­er of the gate, Who is there? So the dog left off to bark, and He opened un­to them.620 Then Chris­ti­ana made low obeis­ance, and said, Let not our Lord be of­fen­ded with his hand­maid­ens, for that we have knocked at His princely gate. Then said the Keep­er, Whence come ye, and what is that you would have?

			Chris­ti­ana answered, We are come from whence Chris­ti­an did come, and upon the same er­rand as he; to wit, to be, if it shall please You, gra­ciously ad­mit­ted by this gate in­to the way that leads to the Ce­les­ti­al City. And I an­swer, my Lord, in the next place, that I am Chris­ti­ana, once the wife of Chris­ti­an, that now is got­ten above.621

			With that the Keep­er of the gate did mar­vel, say­ing, What! is she be­come now a pil­grim that, but a while ago, ab­horred that life? Then she bowed her head, and said, Yes, and so are these my sweet babes also.

			Then He took her by the hand, and let her in, and said also, “Suf­fer the little chil­dren to come un­to Me;” and with that He shut up the gate. This done, He called to a trum­peter that was above, over the gate, to en­ter­tain Chris­ti­ana with shout­ing and sound of trum­pet for joy. So he obeyed, and soun­ded, and filled the air with his me­lodi­ous notes.622

			Now all this while poor Mercy did stand without, trem­bling and cry­ing, for fear that she was re­jec­ted. But when Chris­ti­ana had got­ten ad­mit­tance for her­self and her boys, then she began to make in­ter­ces­sion for Mercy.

			Christ. And she said, My Lord, I have a com­pan­ion of mine that stands yet without, that is come hith­er upon the same ac­count as my­self; one that is much de­jec­ted in her mind, for that she comes, as she thinks, without send­ing for; where­as I was sent to by my hus­band’s King to come.

			Now Mercy began to be very im­pa­tient, for each minute was as long to her as an hour; where­fore she pre­ven­ted Chris­ti­ana from a fuller in­ter­ced­ing for her, by knock­ing at the gate her­self. And she knocked then so loud, that she made Chris­ti­ana to start. Then said the Keep­er of the gate, Who is there? and said Chris­ti­ana, It is my friend.

			So He opened the gate and looked out, but Mercy was fallen down without, in a swoon, for she fain­ted, and was afraid that no gate would be opened to her.

			Then He took her by the hand, and said, Dam­sel, I bid thee arise. O Sir, said she, I am faint; there is scarce life left in me. But He answered, That one once said, “When my soul fain­ted with­in me, I re­membered the Lord; and my pray­er came in un­to Thee, in­to Thine holy temple.”623 Fear not, but stand upon thy feet, and tell Me where­fore thou art come.624

			Mercy. I am come for that un­to which I was nev­er in­vited, as my friend Chris­ti­ana was. Hers was from the King, and mine was but from her. Where­fore I fear I pre­sume.625

			Keep. Did she de­sire thee to come with her to this place?

			Mercy. Yes; and, as my Lord sees, I am come. And, if there is any grace or for­give­ness of sins to spare, I be­seech that I, thy poor hand­maid, may be par­taker there­of.

			Then He took her again by the hand, and led her gently in, and said, I pray for all them that be­lieve on Me, by what means so­ever they come un­to Me. Then said He to those that stood by, Fetch some­thing, and give it Mercy to smell on, thereby to stay her faint­ing. So they fetched her a bundle of myrrh; and a while after, she was re­vived.626

			And now was Chris­ti­ana and her boys, and Mercy, re­ceived of the Lord at the head of the way, and spoke kindly un­to by Him. Then said they yet fur­ther un­to Him, We are sorry for our sins, and beg of our Lord His par­don, and fur­ther in­form­a­tion what we must do. I grant par­don, said He, by word and deed: by word, in the prom­ise of for­give­ness; by deed, in the way I ob­tained it. Take the first from My lips with a kiss,627 and the oth­er as it shall be re­vealed.628

			Now, I saw in my dream, that He spake many good words un­to them, whereby they were greatly glad­ded. He also had them up to the top of the gate, and showed them by what deed they were saved; and told them with­al, That that sight they would have again, as they went along in the way, to their com­fort.

			So He left them a while in a sum­mer par­lour be­low, where they entered in­to talk by them­selves; and thus Chris­ti­ana began: O Lord! how glad am I that we are got in hith­er.

			Mercy. So you well may; but I of all have cause to leap for joy.

			Christ. I thought one time, as I stood at the gate (be­cause I had knocked, and none did an­swer), that all our la­bour had been lost, es­pe­cially when that ugly cur made such a heavy bark­ing against us.629

			Mercy. But my worse fear was after I saw that you was taken in­to His fa­vour, and that I was left be­hind. Now, thought I, it is ful­filled which is writ­ten, “Two wo­men shall be grind­ing to­geth­er, the one shall be taken and the oth­er left;”630 I had much ado to for­bear cry­ing out, Un­done! un­done!631

			And afraid I was to knock any more; but when I looked up to what was writ­ten over the gate, I took cour­age.632 I also thought that I must either knock again, or die; so I knocked, but I can­not tell how, for my spir­it now struggled betwixt life and death.

			Christ. Can you not tell how you knocked? I am sure your knocks were so earn­est that the very sound of them made me start; I thought I nev­er heard such knock­ing in all my life; I thought you would have come in by vi­ol­ent hands, or have taken the king­dom by storm.633

			Mercy. Alas! to be in my case, who that so was could but have done so? You saw that the door was shut upon me, and that there was a most cruel dog there­about. Who, I say, that was so faint­hearted as I, that would not have knocked with all their might? But, pray, what said my Lord to my rude­ness? Was He not angry with me?

			Christ. When He heard your lum­ber­ing noise, He gave a won­der­ful in­no­cent smile; I be­lieve what you did pleased Him well enough, for He showed no sign to the con­trary. But I mar­vel in my heart, why He keeps such a dog; had I known that be­fore,634 I fear I should not have had heart enough to have ven­tured my­self in this man­ner. But now we are in, we are in; and I am glad with all my heart.635

			Mercy. I will ask, if you please, next time He comes down, why He keeps such a filthy cur in His yard; I hope He will not take it amiss,

			Aye, do, said the chil­dren, and per­suade Him to hang him; for we are afraid he will bite us when we go hence.

			So at last He came down to them again, and Mercy fell to the ground on her face be­fore Him, and wor­shipped, and said, Let my Lord ac­cept of the sac­ri­fice of praise which I now of­fer un­to Him with the calves of my lips.

			So He said un­to her, “Peace be to thee, stand up.” But she con­tin­ued upon her face, and said, “Right­eous art Thou, O Lord, when I plead with Thee: yet let me talk with Thee of Thy judg­ments.”636 Where­fore dost Thou keep so cruel a dog in Thy yard, at the sight of which, such wo­men and chil­dren as we, are ready to fly from Thy gate for fear?

			He answered and said, That dog has an­oth­er own­er, he also is kept close in an­oth­er man’s ground, only My pil­grims hear his bark­ing; he be­longs to the castle which you see there at a dis­tance, but can come up to the walls of this place. He has frighted many an hon­est pil­grim from worse to bet­ter, by the great voice of his roar­ing. In­deed, he that owneth him doth not keep him of any good­will to Me or Mine, but with in­tent to keep the pil­grims from com­ing to Me, and that they may be afraid to knock at this gate for en­trance. Some­times also he has broken out, and has wor­ried some that I loved; but I take all at present pa­tiently. I also give My pil­grims timely help, so they are not de­livered up to his power, to do to them what his dog­gish nature would prompt him to. But what! my pur­chased one, I trow, hadst thou known nev­er so much be­fore­hand, thou wouldst not have been afraid of a dog.

			The beg­gars that go from door to door will, rather than they will lose a sup­posed alms, run the haz­ard of the bawl­ing, bark­ing, and bit­ing, too, of a dog; and shall a dog—a dog in an­oth­er man’s yard, a dog whose bark­ing I turn to the profit of pil­grims—keep any from com­ing to Me? I de­liv­er them from the lions, their darling from the power of the dog.637

			Mercy. Then said Mercy, I con­fess my ig­nor­ance; I spake what I un­der­stood not; I ac­know­ledge that Thou dost all things well.

			Christ. Then Chris­ti­ana began to talk of their jour­ney, and to in­quire after the way. So He fed them, and washed their feet, and set them in the way of His steps, ac­cord­ing as He had dealt with her hus­band be­fore. So I saw in my dream, that they walked on in their way, and had the weath­er very com­fort­able to them.

			Then Chris­ti­ana began to sing, say­ing—

			
				
					Blessed be the day that I began
					

					A pil­grim for to be;
					

					And blessed also be that man
					

					That thereto moved me.
					

					’Tis true, ’twas long ere I began
					

					To seek to live forever:
					

					But now I run fast as I can;
					

					’Tis bet­ter late then nev­er.
				

				
					Our tears to joy, our fears to faith,
					

					Are turned, as we see,
					

					That our be­gin­ning, as one saith,
					

					Shows what our end will be.
				

			

			Now there was, on the oth­er side of the wall that fenced in the way up which Chris­ti­ana and her com­pan­ions were to go, a garden, and that garden be­longed to him whose was that bark­ing dog of whom men­tion was made be­fore. And some of the fruit-trees that grew in that garden shot their branches over the wall; and be­ing mel­low, they that found them did gath­er them up, and oft eat of them to their hurt. So Chris­ti­ana’s boys, as boys are apt to do, be­ing pleased with the trees, and with the fruit that did hang there­on, did plash638 them, and began to eat. Their moth­er did also chide them for so do­ing, but still the boys went on.639

			Well, said she, my sons, you trans­gress, for that fruit is none of ours; but she did not know that they did be­long to the en­emy; I will war­rant you, if she had, she would have been ready to die for fear. But that passed, and they went on their way. Now, by that they were gone about two bow-shots from the place that let them in­to the way, they es­pied two very ill-fa­voured ones com­ing down apace to meet them.640 With that, Chris­ti­ana and Mercy, her friend, covered them­selves with their veils, and so kept on their jour­ney; the chil­dren also went on be­fore; so that at last they met to­geth­er. Then they that came down to meet them, came just up to the wo­men, as if they would em­brace them; but Chris­ti­ana said, Stand back, or go peace­ably by, as you should. Yet these two, as men that are deaf, re­garded not Chris­ti­ana’s words, but began to lay hands upon them. At that Chris­ti­ana, wax­ing very wroth, spurned at them with her feet. Mercy also, as well as she could, did what she could to shift them. Chris­ti­ana again said to them, Stand back, and be­gone; for we have no money to lose, be­ing pil­grims, as you see, and such, too, as live upon the char­ity of our friends.

			Ill-fa­voured. Then said one of the two of the men, We make no as­sault upon you for money, but are come out to tell you, that if you will but grant one small re­quest, which we shall ask, we will make wo­men of you forever.

			Christ. Now Chris­ti­ana, ima­gin­ing what they should mean, made an­swer again, We will neither bear, nor re­gard, nor yield to what you shall ask. We are in haste, can­not stay; our busi­ness is a busi­ness of life and death. So, again, she and her com­pan­ions made a fresh es­say to go past them; but they let­ted them in their way.

			Ill-fav. And they said, We in­tend no hurt to your lives; it is an­oth­er thing we would have.

			Christ. Ah, quoth Chris­ti­ana, you would have us body and soul, for I know it is for that you are come; but we will die rather upon the spot, than suf­fer ourselves to be brought in­to such snares as shall haz­ard our well-be­ing here­after. And with that they both shrieked out, and cried, Murder! murder! and so put them­selves un­der those laws that are provided for the pro­tec­tion of wo­men.641 But the men still made their ap­proach upon them, with design to pre­vail against them. They, there­fore, cried out again.642

			Now, they be­ing, as I said, not far from the gate in at which they came, their voice was heard from where they were, thith­er; where­fore some of the house came out, and know­ing that it was Chris­ti­ana’s tongue, they made haste to her re­lief. But by that they were got with­in sight of them, the wo­men were in a very great scuffle, the chil­dren also stood cry­ing by. Then did he that came in for their re­lief call out to the ruf­fi­ans, say­ing, What is that thing that you do? Would you make my Lord’s people to trans­gress? He also at­temp­ted to take them, but they did make their es­cape over the wall, in­to the garden of the man to whom the great dog be­longed; so the dog be­came their pro­tect­or. This Re­liev­er then came up to the wo­men, and asked them how they did. So they answered, We thank thy Prince, pretty well; only we have been some­what af­frighted; we thank thee also, for that thou camest in to our help, for oth­er­wise we had been over­come.

			Re­liev­er. So after a few more words, this Re­liev­er said as fol­loweth: I marveled much when you were en­ter­tained at the gate above, be­ing, [as] ye knew, that ye were but weak wo­men, that you pe­ti­tioned not the Lord there for a con­duct­or; then might you have avoided these troubles and dangers, for He would have gran­ted you one.643

			Christ. Alas! said Chris­ti­ana, we were so with our present bless­ing, that dangers to come were for­got­ten by us; be­sides, who could have thought, that so near the King’s palace, there should have lurked such naughty ones? In­deed, it had been well for us, had we asked our Lord for one; but, since our Lord knew it would be for our profit, I won­der He sent not one along with us!644

			Rel. It is not al­ways ne­ces­sary to grant things not asked for, lest, by so do­ing, they be­come of little es­teem; but when the want of a thing is felt, it then comes un­der, in the eyes of him that feels it, that es­tim­ate that prop­erly is its due, and so, con­sequently, will be there­after used. Had my Lord gran­ted you a con­duct­or, you would not neither so have be­wailed that over­sight of yours, in not ask­ing for one, as now you have oc­ca­sion to do. So all things work for good, and tend to make you more wary.

			Christ. Shall we go back again to my Lord, and con­fess our folly, and ask one?

			Rel. Your con­fes­sion of your folly I will present Him with. To go back again you need not; for in all places where you shall come, you will find no want at all; for in every of my Lord’s lodgings, which He has pre­pared for the re­cep­tion of His pil­grims, there is suf­fi­cient to fur­nish them against all at­tempts what­so­ever. But, as I said, “He will be in­quired of by them, to do it for them.”645 And it is a poor thing that is not worth ask­ing for. When he had thus said, he went back to his place, and the Pil­grims went on their way.

			Mercy. Then said Mercy, What a sud­den blank is here! I made ac­count we had now been past all danger, and that we should nev­er see sor­row more.646

			Christ. Thy in­no­cency, my sis­ter, said Chris­ti­ana to Mercy, may ex­cuse thee much; but as for me, my fault is so much the great­er, for that I saw this danger be­fore I came out of the doors, and yet did not provide for it where pro­vi­sion might have been had. I am there­fore much to be blamed.647

			Mercy. Then said Mercy, How knew you this be­fore you came from home? Pray open to me this riddle.

			Christ. Why, I will tell you. Be­fore I set foot out of doors, one night, as I lay in my bed, I had a dream about this; for, me­thought I saw two men, as like these as ever the world they could look, stand at my bed’s feet, plot­ting how they might pre­vent my sal­va­tion. I will tell you their very words. They said (it was when I was in my troubles), What shall we do with this wo­man? for she cries out, wak­ing and sleep­ing, for for­give­ness. If she be suffered to go on as she be­gins, we shall lose her, as we have lost her hus­band. This, you know, might have made me take heed, and have provided when pro­vi­sion might have been had.

			Mercy. Well, said Mercy, as by this neg­lect we have an oc­ca­sion min­istered un­to us, to be­hold our own im­per­fec­tions; so our Lord has taken oc­ca­sion thereby, to make mani­fest the riches of His grace; for He, as we see, has fol­lowed us with un­asked kind­ness, and has de­livered us from their hands that were stronger than we, of His mere good pleas­ure.648

			Thus, now when they had talked away a little more time, they drew nigh to a house which stood in the way, which house was built for the re­lief of pil­grims; as you will find more fully re­lated in the First Part of these Re­cords of the Pil­grim’s Pro­gress. So they drew on to­wards the house (the House of the In­ter­pret­er), and when they came to the door, they heard a great talk in the house. They then gave ear, and heard, as they thought, Chris­ti­ana men­tioned by name. For you must know that there went along, even be­fore her, a talk of her and her chil­dren’s go­ing on pil­grim­age. And this thing was the more pleas­ing to them, be­cause they had heard that she was Chris­ti­an’s wife, that wo­man who was some­time ago so un­will­ing to hear of go­ing on pil­grim­age. Thus, there­fore, they stood still, and heard the good people with­in com­mend­ing her, who, they little thought, stood at the door. At last Chris­ti­ana knocked, as she had done at the gate be­fore. Now, when she had knocked, there came to the door a young dam­sel, named In­no­cent, and opened the door and looked, and be­hold two wo­men were there.

			Dam­sel. Then said the dam­sel to them, With whom would you speak in this place?

			Christ. Chris­ti­ana answered, We un­der­stand that this is a priv­ileged place for those that are be­come pil­grims, and we now at this door are such; where­fore we pray that we may be par­takers of that for which we at this time are come; for the day, as thou seest, is very far spent, and we are loath to­night to go any fur­ther.

			Dam­sel. Pray, what may I call your name, that I may tell it to my Lord with­in?

			Christ. My name is Chris­ti­ana; I was the wife of that pil­grim, that some years ago did travel this way, and these be his four chil­dren. This maid­en also is my com­pan­ion, and is go­ing on pil­grim­age too.

			In­no­cent. Then ran In­no­cent in (for that was her name) and said to those with­in, Can you think who is at the door? There is Chris­ti­ana and her chil­dren, and her com­pan­ion, all wait­ing for en­ter­tain­ment here. Then they leaped for joy, and went and told their Mas­ter. So He came to the door, and look­ing upon her, He said, Art thou that Chris­ti­ana whom Chris­ti­an, the good man, left be­hind him, when he betook him­self to a pil­grim’s life?

			Christ. I am that wo­man that was so hard­hearted, as to slight my hus­band’s troubles, and that left him to go on in his jour­ney alone, and these are his four chil­dren; but now I also am come, for I am con­vinced that no way is right but this.

			Inter. Then is ful­filled that which also is writ­ten of the man that said to his son, “Go, work today in my vine­yard. He answered and said, I will not: but af­ter­ward he re­pen­ted and went.”649

			Christ. Then said Chris­ti­ana, So be it, Amen. God make it a true say­ing upon me, and grant that I may be found at the last of Him in peace, without spot, and blame­less!

			Inter. But why stand­est thou thus at the door? Come in, thou daugh­ter of Ab­ra­ham. We were talk­ing of thee but now, for tid­ings have come to us be­fore, how thou art be­come a pil­grim. Come, chil­dren, come in; come, maid­en, come in. So He had them all in­to the house.650

			So, when they were with­in, they were bid­den sit down and rest them; the which when they had done, those that at­ten­ded upon the Pil­grims in the house, came in­to the room to see them. And one smiled, and an­oth­er smiled, and they all smiled, for joy that Chris­ti­ana was be­come a pil­grim. They also looked upon the boys. They stroked them over the faces with the hand, in token of their kind re­cep­tion of them. They also car­ried it lov­ingly to Mercy, and bid them all wel­come in­to their Mas­ter’s house.651

			After a while, be­cause sup­per was not ready, the In­ter­pret­er took them in­to his sig­ni­fic­ant rooms, and showed them what Chris­ti­an, Chris­ti­ana’s hus­band, had seen some time be­fore. Here, there­fore, they saw the man in the cage, the man and his dream, the man that cut his way through his en­emies, and the pic­ture of the biggest of them all, to­geth­er with the rest of those things that were then so prof­it­able to Chris­ti­an.

			This done, and after these things had been some­what di­ges­ted by Chris­ti­ana and her com­pany, the In­ter­pret­er takes them apart again, and has them first in­to a room where was a man that could look no way but down­wards, with a muck­rake in his hand. There stood also one over His head with a ce­les­ti­al crown in His hand, and proffered him that crown for his muck­rake; but the man did neither look up, nor re­gard, but raked to him­self the straws, the small sticks, and dust of the floor.652

			Then said Chris­ti­ana, I per­suade my­self that I know some­what the mean­ing of this; for this is a fig­ure of a man of this world, is it not, good Sir?

			Inter. Thou hast said the right, said He, and his muck­rake doth show his car­nal mind. And where­as thou seest him rather give heed to rake up straws and sticks, and the dust of the floor, than to what He says that calls to him from above with the ce­les­ti­al crown in His hand, it is to show that Heav­en is but as a fable to some, and that things here are coun­ted the only things sub­stan­tial. Now, where­as, it was also showed thee, that the man could look no way but down­wards, it is to let thee know that earthly things, when they are with power upon men’s minds, quite carry their hearts away from God.653

			Christ. Then said Chris­ti­ana, O de­liv­er me from this muck­rake!654

			Inter. That pray­er, Said the In­ter­pret­er, has lain by till it is al­most rusty. “Give me not riches,” is scarce the pray­er of one of ten thou­sand.655 Straws, and sticks, and dust, with most, are the great things now looked after.656 With that Mercy and Chris­ti­ana wept, and said, It is, alas! too true.657

			When the In­ter­pret­er had shown them this, He has them in­to the very best room in the house; a very brave room it was. So He bid them look round about, and see if they could find any­thing prof­it­able there. Then they looked round and round; for there was noth­ing there to be seen but a very great spider on the wall: and that they over­looked.

			Mercy. Then said Mercy, Sir, I see noth­ing; but Chris­ti­ana held her peace.

			Inter. But, said the In­ter­pret­er, look again, and she there­fore looked again, and said, Here is not any­thing but an ugly spider, who hangs by her hands upon the wall. Then said He, Is there but one spider in all this spa­cious room? Then the wa­ter stood in Chris­ti­ana’s eyes, for she was a wo­man quick of ap­pre­hen­sion; and she said, Yea, Lord, there is here more than one. Yea, and spiders whose venom is far more de­struct­ive than that which is in her. The In­ter­pret­er then looked pleas­antly upon her, and said, Thou hast said the truth. This made Mercy blush, and the boys to cov­er their faces, for they all began now to un­der­stand the riddle.658

			Then said the In­ter­pret­er again, “The spider taketh hold with their hands (as you see), and is in kings’ palaces.”659 And where­fore is this re­cor­ded, but to show you, that how full of the venom of sin so­ever you be, yet you may, by the hand of faith, lay hold of, and dwell in the best room that be­longs to the King’s house above!660

			Christ. I thought, said Chris­ti­ana, of some­thing of this; but I could not ima­gine it all. I thought that we were like spiders, and that we looked like ugly creatures, in what fine room so­ever we were; but that by this spider, this venom­ous and ill-fa­voured creature, we were to learn how to act faith, that came not in­to my mind. And yet she has taken hold with her hands, as I see, and dwells in the best room in the house. God has made noth­ing in vain.

			Then they seemed all to be glad; but the wa­ter stood in their eyes; yet they looked one upon an­oth­er, and also bowed be­fore the In­ter­pret­er.

			He had them then in­to an­oth­er room, where was a hen and chick­ens, and bid them ob­serve a while. So one of the chick­ens went to the trough to drink, and every time she drank, she lift up her head, and her eyes to­wards Heav­en. See, said He, what this little chick doth, and learn of her to ac­know­ledge whence your mer­cies come, by re­ceiv­ing them with look­ing up. Yet again, said He, ob­serve and look; so they gave heed, and per­ceived that the hen did walk in a fourfold meth­od to­wards her chick­ens. 1. She had a com­mon call, and that she hath all day long. 2. She had a spe­cial call, and that she had but some­times. 3. She had a brood­ing note. And 4. She had an out­cry.661

			Now, said He, com­pare this hen to your King, and these chick­ens to His obed­i­ent ones.662 For, an­swer­able to her, Him­self has His meth­ods, which He walketh in to­wards His people; by His com­mon call, He gives noth­ing; by His spe­cial call, He al­ways has some­thing to give; He has also a brood­ing voice, for them that are un­der His wing; and He has an out­cry, to give the alarm when He seeth the en­emy come.663 I chose, My darlings, to lead you in­to the room where such things are, be­cause you are wo­men, and they are easy for you.664

			Christ. And Sir, said Chris­ti­ana, pray let us see some more. So He had them in­to the slaughter­house, where was a butcher killing of a sheep; and be­hold the sheep was quiet, and took her death pa­tiently. Then said the In­ter­pret­er, You must learn of this sheep to suf­fer, and to put up wrongs without mur­mur­ings and com­plaints. Be­hold how quietly she taketh her death, and without ob­ject­ing, she suf­fereth her skin to be pulled over her ears. Your King doth call you His sheep.

			After this He led them in­to His garden, where was great vari­ety of flowers; and he said, Do you see all these? So Chris­ti­ana Said, Yes. Then said He again, Be­hold the flowers are di­verse in stature, in qual­ity, and col­our, and smell, and vir­tue; and some are bet­ter than some; also where the garden­er hath set them, there they stand, and quar­rel not with one an­oth­er.665

			Again, He had them in­to His field, which He had sowed with wheat and corn; but when they be­held, the tops of all were cut off, only the straw re­mained; He said again, This ground was dunged, and ploughed, and sowed; but what shall we do with the crop? Then said Chris­ti­ana, Burn some, and make muck of the rest. Then said the In­ter­pret­er again, Fruit, you see, is that thing you look for,666 and for want of that you con­demn it to the fire, and to be trod­den un­der foot of men: be­ware that in this you con­demn not yourselves.667

			Then, as they were com­ing in from abroad, they es­pied a little robin with a great spider in his mouth; so the In­ter­pret­er said, Look here. So they looked, and Mercy wondered; but Chris­ti­ana said, What a dis­par­age­ment is it to such a little pretty bird as the robin-red­breast is, he be­ing also a bird above many, that loveth to main­tain a kind of so­cial­ble­ness with man; I had thought they had lived upon crumbs of bread, or upon oth­er such harm­less mat­ter; I like him worse than I did.

			The In­ter­pret­er then replied, This robin is an em­blem, very apt to set forth some pro­fess­ors by; for to sight, they are, as this robin, pretty of note, col­our, and car­riage. They seem also to have a very great love for pro­fess­ors that are sin­cere; and above all oth­er, to de­sire to so­ci­ate with them, and to be in their com­pany, as if they could live upon the good man’s crumbs. They pre­tend also, that there­fore it is that they fre­quent the house of the godly, and the ap­point­ments of the Lord; but, when they are by them­selves, as the robin, they can catch and gobble up spiders, they can change their diet, drink iniquity, and swal­low down sin like wa­ter.668 So, when they were come again in­to the house, be­cause sup­per as yet was not ready, Chris­ti­ana again de­sired that the In­ter­pret­er would either show or tell of some oth­er things that are prof­it­able. Then the In­ter­pret­er began, and said, The fat­ter the sow is, the more she de­sires the mire; the fat­ter the ox is, the more gamesomely he goes to the slaughter; and the more healthy the lusty man is, the more prone he is un­to evil.

			There is a de­sire in wo­men to go neat and fine, and it is a comely thing to be ad­orned with that that in God’s sight is of great price. It is easi­er watch­ing a night or two, than to sit up a whole year to­geth­er. So it is easi­er for one to be­gin to pro­fess well, than to hold out as he should to the end.

			Every ship­mas­ter, when in a storm, will will­ingly cast that over­board that is of the smal­lest value in the ves­sel; but who will throw the best out first? None but he that feareth not God. One leak will sink a ship; and one sin will des­troy a sin­ner. He that for­gets his friend, is un­grate­ful un­to him; but he that for­gets his Sa­viour, is un­mer­ci­ful to him­self.

			He that lives in sin, and looks for hap­pi­ness here­after, is like him that soweth cockle, and thinks to fill his barn with wheat or bar­ley. If a man would live well, let him fetch his last day to him, and make it al­ways his com­pany keep­er.

			Whis­per­ing, and change of thoughts, prove that sin is in the world. If the world, which God sets light by, is coun­ted a thing of that worth with men; what is Heav­en, which God com­men­de­th?

			If the life that is at­ten­ded with so many troubles, is so loath to be let go by us, what is the life above?

			Every­body will cry up the good­ness of men; but who is there that is, as he should, af­fected with the good­ness of God?

			We sel­dom sit down to meat, but we eat and leave; so there is in Je­sus Christ more mer­it and right­eous­ness than the whole world has need of.669

			When the In­ter­pret­er had done, He takes them out in­to His garden again, and had them to a tree, whose in­side was all rot­ten and gone, and yet it grew and had leaves. Then said Mercy, What means this? This tree, said He, whose out­side is fair, and whose in­side is rot­ten, it is to which many may be com­pared, that are in the garden of God; who with their mouths speak high in be­half of God, but in­deed will do noth­ing for Him; whose leaves are fair, but their heart good for noth­ing but to be tinder for the dev­il’s tinder box.670 Now sup­per was ready, the table spread, and all things set on the board; so they sat down and did eat, when one had giv­en thanks. And the In­ter­pret­er did usu­ally en­ter­tain those that lodged with Him, with mu­sic at meals; so the min­strels played. There was also one that did sing, and a very fine voice he had. His song was this:

			
				
					The Lord is only my sup­port,
					

					And he that doth me feed;
					

					How can I then want any­thing
					

					Where­of I stand in need?
				

			

			When the song and mu­sic was ended,671 the In­ter­pret­er asked Chris­ti­ana what it was that at first did move her to be­take her­self to a Pil­grim’s life. Chris­ti­ana answered, First, the loss of my hus­band came in­to my mind, at which I was heart­ily grieved; but all that was but nat­ur­al af­fec­tion. Then, after that, came the troubles and pil­grim­age of my hus­band in­to my mind, and also how like a churl I had car­ried it to him as to that. So guilt took hold of my mind, and would have drawn me in­to the pond; but that op­por­tunely I had a dream of the well-be­ing of my hus­band, and a let­ter sent me by the King of that coun­try where my hus­band dwells, to come to Him. The dream and the let­ter to­geth­er so wrought upon my mind, that they forced me to this way.

			Inter. But met you with no op­pos­i­tion be­fore you set out of doors?

			Christ. Yes, a neigh­bour of mine, one Mrs. Timor­ous (she was akin to him that would have per­suaded my hus­band to go back, for fear of the lions). She all to be­fooled me for, as she called it, my in­ten­ded des­per­ate ad­ven­ture; she also urged what she could to dis­hearten me to it; the hard­ship and troubles that my hus­band met with in the way, but all this I got over pretty well.672 But a dream that I had of two ill-looked ones, that I thought did plot how to make me mis­carry in my jour­ney, that hath troubled me much; yea, it still runs in my mind, and makes me afraid of every­one that I meet, lest they should meet me to do me a mis­chief, and to turn me out of the way. Yea, I may tell my Lord, though I would not have every­body know it, that between this and the gate by which we got in­to the way, we were both so sorely as­saul­ted that we were made to cry out, Murder! and the two them made this as­sault upon us were like the two that I saw in my dream.

			Then said the In­ter­pret­er, thy be­gin­ning is good, thy lat­ter end shall greatly in­crease. So He ad­dressed Him­self to Mercy, and said un­to her, And what moved thee to come hith­er, sweet heart?

			Then Mercy blushed and trembled, and for a while con­tin­ued si­lent.

			Inter. Then, said He, be not afraid, only be­lieve, and speak thy mind.

			Mercy. So she began, and said, Truly, Sir, my want of ex­per­i­ence is that which makes me cov­et to be in si­lence, and that also that fills me with fears of com­ing short at last. I can­not tell of vis­ions and dreams as my friend Chris­ti­ana can; nor know I what it is to mourn for my re­fus­ing of the coun­sel of those that were good re­la­tions.673

			Inter. What was it then, dear heart, that hath pre­vailed with thee to do as thou hast done?

			Mercy. Why, when our friend here was pack­ing up to be gone from our town, I and an­oth­er went ac­ci­dent­ally to see her; so we knocked at the door and went in. When we were with­in, and see­ing what she was do­ing, we asked what was her mean­ing. She said, she was sent for to go to her hus­band; and then she up and told us how she had seen him in a dream, dwell­ing in a curi­ous place, among im­mor­tals, wear­ing a crown, play­ing upon a harp, eat­ing and drink­ing at his Prince’s table, and singing praises to Him for bring­ing him thith­er, etc. Now, me­thought, while she was telling these things un­to us, my heart burned with­in me; and I said in my heart, If this be true, I will leave my fath­er and my moth­er, and the land of my nativ­ity, and will, if I may, go along with Chris­ti­ana. So I asked her fur­ther of the truth of these things, and if she would let me go with her; for I saw now that there was no dwell­ing, but with the danger of ru­in, any longer in our town. But yet I came away with a heavy heart, not for that I was un­will­ing to come away, but for that so many of my re­la­tions were left be­hind. And I am come, with all the de­sire of my heart, and will go, if I may, with Chris­ti­ana, un­to her hus­band, and his King.674

			Inter. Thy set­ting out is good, for thou hast giv­en cred­it to the truth.675 Thou art a Ruth, who did, for the love she bare to Na­omi, and to the Lord her God, leave fath­er and moth­er, and the land of her nativ­ity, to come out, and go with a people that she knew not here­to­fore. “The Lord re­com­pense thy work, and a full re­ward be giv­en thee of the Lord God of Is­rael, un­der whose wings thou art come to trust.”676

			Now sup­per was ended, and pre­par­a­tion was made for bed; the wo­men were laid singly alone, and the boys by them­selves. Now when Mercy was in bed, she could not sleep for joy, for that now her doubts of miss­ing at last, were re­moved fur­ther from her than ever they were be­fore. So she lay bless­ing and prais­ing God, who had had such fa­vour for her.

			In the morn­ing they rose with the sun, and pre­pared them­selves for their de­par­ture; but the In­ter­pret­er would have them tarry awhile, for, said He, you must or­derly go from hence. Then, said He to the dam­sel that first opened un­to them, Take them and have them in­to the garden to the bath, and there wash them, and make them clean from the soil which they have gathered by trav­el­ling. Then In­no­cent the dam­sel took them, and had them in­to the garden, and brought them to the bath; so she told them that there they must wash and be clean, for so her Mas­ter would have the wo­men to do that called at His house, as they were go­ing on pil­grim­age. They then went in and washed, yea, they and the boys and all; and they came out of that bath, not only sweet and clean, but also much en­livened and strengthened in their joints.677 So when they came in, they looked fairer a deal than when they went out to the wash­ing.678

			When they were re­turned out of the garden from the bath, the In­ter­pret­er took them, and looked upon them, and said un­to them, Fair as the moon. Then he called for the seal, where­with they used to be sealed that were washed in His bath. So the seal was brought, and He set His mark upon them, that they might be known in the places whith­er they were yet to go. Now the seal was the con­tents and sum of the pas­sov­er which the chil­dren of Is­rael did eat when they came out from the land of Egypt, and the mark was set between their eyes.679 This seal greatly ad­ded to their beauty, for it was an or­na­ment to their faces. It also ad­ded to their grav­ity, and made their coun­ten­ances more like them of an­gels.680

			Then said the In­ter­pret­er again to the dam­sel that waited upon these wo­men, Go in­to the vestry and fetch out gar­ments for these people; so she went and fetched out white raiment, and laid down be­fore Him; so He com­manded them to put it on. “It was fine lin­en, white and clean.” When the wo­men were thus ad­orned, they seemed to be a ter­ror one to the oth­er; for that they could not see that glory each one on her­self, which they could see in each oth­er. Now, there­fore, they began to es­teem each oth­er bet­ter than them­selves. “For you are fairer than I am,” said one; and “you are more comely than I am,” said an­oth­er.681 The chil­dren also stood amazed to see in­to what fash­ion they were brought.682

			The In­ter­pret­er then called for a manser­vant of His, one Great-heart, and bid him take sword, and hel­met, and shield; and take these My daugh­ters, said He, and con­duct them to the house called Beau­ti­ful, at which place they will rest next.683 So he took his weapons and went be­fore them; and the In­ter­pret­er said, God speed. Those also that be­longed to the fam­ily, sent them away with many a good wish. So they went on their way and sang—

			
				
					This place has been our second stage;
					

					Here we have heard and seen
					

					Those good things that, from age to age,
					

					To oth­ers hid have been.
				

				
					The dunghill-racer, spider, hen,
					

					The chick­en, too, to me
					

					Hath taught a les­son; let me then
					

					Con­formed to it be.
				

				
					The butcher, garden, and the field,
					

					The robin and his bait,
					

					Also the rot­ten tree doth yield
					

					Me ar­gu­ment of weight;
				

				
					To move me for to watch and pray,
					

					To strive to be sin­cere;
					

					To take my cross up day by day,
					

					And serve the Lord with fear.
				

			

			Now I saw in my dream, that they went on, and Great-heart went be­fore them: so they went and came to the place where Chris­ti­an’s bur­den fell off his back, and tumbled in­to a sep­ulchre. Here then they made a pause; and here also they blessed God. Now, said Chris­ti­ana, it comes to my mind, what was said to us at the gate, to wit, that we should have par­don by word and deed; by word, that is, by the prom­ise; by deed, to wit, in the way it was ob­tained. What the prom­ise is, of that I know some­thing; but what it is to have par­don by deed, or in the way that it was ob­tained, Mr. Great-heart, I sup­pose you know; where­fore, if you please, let us hear you dis­course there­of.

			Great-heart. Par­don by the deed done, is par­don ob­tained by someone, for an­oth­er that hath need there­of: not by the per­son pardoned, but in the way, saith an­oth­er, in which I have ob­tained it. So then, to speak to the ques­tion more [at] large, the par­don that you and Mercy, and these boys have at­tained, was ob­tained by an­oth­er, to wit, by Him that let you in at the gate; and He hath ob­tained it in this double way. He has per­formed right­eous­ness to cov­er you, and spilt blood to wash you in.684

			Christ. But if He parts with His right­eous­ness to us, what will He have for Him­self?

			Great-heart. He has more right­eous­ness than you have need of, or than He nee­de­th Him­self.

			Christ. Pray make that ap­pear.

			Great-heart. With all my heart; but first I must premise, that He of whom we are now about to speak is one that has not His fel­low. He has two natures in one Per­son, plain to be dis­tin­guished, im­possible to be di­vided. Un­to each of these natures a right­eous­ness be­lon­geth, and each right­eous­ness is es­sen­tial to that nature; so that one may as eas­ily cause the nature to be ex­tinct, as to sep­ar­ate its justice or right­eous­ness from it. Of these right­eous­nesses, there­fore, we are not made par­takers, so as that they, or any of them, should be put upon us, that we might be made just, and live thereby. Be­sides these, there is a right­eous­ness which this Per­son has, as these two natures are joined in one: and this is not the right­eous­ness of the God­head, as dis­tin­guished from the man­hood; nor the right­eous­ness of the man­hood, as dis­tin­guished from the God­head; but a right­eous­ness which stan­de­th in the uni­on of both natures, and may prop­erly be called, the right­eous­ness that is es­sen­tial to His be­ing pre­pared of God to the ca­pa­city of the me­di­at­ory of­fice, which He was to be en­trus­ted with. If He parts with His first right­eous­ness, He parts with His God­head; if He parts with His second right­eous­ness, He parts with the pur­ity of His man­hood; if He parts with this third, He parts with that per­fec­tion that ca­pa­cit­ates Him to the of­fice of me­di­ation. He has, there­fore, an­oth­er right­eous­ness, which stan­de­th in per­form­ance, or obed­i­ence, to a re­vealed will; and that is it that He puts upon sin­ners, and that by which their sins are covered. Where­fore He saith, “As by one man’s dis­obedi­ence, many were made sin­ners; so by the obed­i­ence of one, shall many be made right­eous.”685

			Christ. But are the oth­er right­eous­nesses of no use to us?

			Great-heart. Yes; for though they are es­sen­tial to His natures and of­fice and so can­not be com­mu­nic­ated un­to an­oth­er, yet it is by vir­tue of them, that the right­eous­ness that jus­ti­fies, is, for that pur­pose, ef­fic­a­cious. The right­eous­ness of His God­head gives vir­tue to His obed­i­ence; the right­eous­ness of His man­hood giv­eth cap­ab­il­ity to His obed­i­ence to jus­ti­fy; and the right­eous­ness that stan­de­th in the uni­on of these two natures to His of­fice, giv­eth au­thor­ity to that right­eous­ness to do the work for which it is or­dained.

			So then, here is a right­eous­ness that Christ, as God, has no need of, for He is God without it; here is a right­eous­ness that Christ, as man, has no need of to make Him so, for He is per­fect man without it; again, here is a right­eous­ness that Christ, as God-man, has no need of, for He is per­fectly so without it. Here, then, is a right­eous­ness that Christ, as God, as man, as God-man, has no need of, with ref­er­ence to Him­self, and there­fore He can spare it; a jus­ti­fy­ing right­eous­ness, that He for Him­self wanteth not, and there­fore He giv­eth it away; hence it is called “the gift of right­eous­ness.”686 This right­eous­ness, since Christ Je­sus the Lord has made Him­self un­der the law, must be giv­en away; for the law doth not only bind him that is un­der it “to do justly,” but to use char­ity. Where­fore he must, he ought, by the law, if he hath two coats, to give one to him that hath none. Now, our Lord, in­deed, hath two coats, one for Him­self, and one to spare; where­fore He freely be­stows one upon those that have none. And thus, Chris­ti­ana, and Mercy, and the rest of you that are here, doth your par­don come by deed, or by the work of an­oth­er man. Your Lord Christ is He that has worked, and has giv­en away what he wrought for, to the next poor beg­gar He meets.687

			But, again, in or­der to par­don by deed, there must some­thing be paid to God as a price, as well as some­thing pre­pared to cov­er us with­al. Sin has de­livered us up to the just curse of a right­eous law; now, from this curse we must be jus­ti­fied by way of re­demp­tion, a price be­ing paid for the harms we have done;688 and this is by the blood of your Lord, who came and stood in your place and stead, and died your death for your trans­gres­sions.689 Thus has He ransomed you from your trans­gres­sions by blood, and covered your pol­luted and de­formed souls with right­eous­ness. For the sake of which, God pas­seth by you, and will not hurt you, when He comes to judge the world.

			Christ. This is brave. Now, I see there was some­thing to be learned by our be­ing pardoned by word and deed. Good Mercy, let us la­bour to keep this in mind; and my chil­dren, do you re­mem­ber it also. But, Sir, was not this it that made my good Chris­ti­an’s bur­den fall from off his shoulder, and that made him give three leaps for joy?690

			Great-heart. Yes, it was the be­lief of this, that cut those strings, that could not be cut by oth­er means; and it was to give him a proof of the vir­tue of this, that he was suffered to carry his bur­den to the Cross.

			Christ. I thought so; for though my heart was light­ful and joy­ous be­fore, yet it is ten times more light­some and joy­ous now. And I am per­suaded by what I have felt, though I have felt but little as yet, that if the most burdened man in the world was here, and did see and be­lieve as I now do, it would make his heart the more merry and blithe.691

			Great-heart. There is not only com­fort, and the ease of a bur­den brought to us, by the sight and con­sid­er­a­tion of these, but an en­deared af­fec­tion be­got in us by it; for who can, if he doth but once think that par­don comes not only by prom­ise, but thus, but be af­fected with the way and means of his re­demp­tion, and so, with the Man that hath wrought it for him?

			Christ. True; me­thinks it makes my heart bleed to think that He should bleed for me. O Thou lov­ing One! O Thou blessed One! Thou de­ser­vest to have me; Thou hast bought me; Thou de­ser­vest to have me all; Thou hast paid for me ten thou­sand times more than I am worth! No mar­vel that this made the wa­ter stand in my hus­band’s eyes, and that it made him trudge so nimbly on; I am per­suaded he wished me with him; but, vile wretch that I was, I let him come all alone. O Mercy, that thy fath­er and moth­er were here; yea, and Mrs. Timor­ous also; nay, I wish now with all my heart, that here was Madam Wan­ton too. Surely, surely their hearts would be af­fected; nor could the fear of the one, nor the power­ful lusts of the oth­er, pre­vail with them to go home again, and to re­fuse to be­come good pil­grims.692

			Great-heart. You speak now in the warmth of your af­fec­tions. Will it, think you, be al­ways thus with you? Be­sides, this is not com­mu­nic­ated to every­one that did see your Je­sus bleed. There were that stood by, and that saw the blood run from His heart to the ground, and yet were so far off this, that, in­stead of lament­ing, they laughed at Him; and, in­stead of be­com­ing His dis­ciples, did harden their hearts against Him. So that all that you have, my daugh­ters, you have by a pe­cu­li­ar im­pres­sion made by a Di­vine con­tem­plat­ing upon what I have spoken to you. Re­mem­ber that it was told you, that the hen, by her com­mon call, gives no meat to her chick­ens. This you have, there­fore, by a spe­cial grace.693

			Now, I saw still in my dream, that they went on un­til they were come to the place that Simple, and Sloth, and Pre­sump­tion,694 lay and slept in, when Chris­ti­an went by on pil­grim­age; and, be­hold, they were hanged up in irons a little way off on the oth­er side.695

			Mercy. Then said Mercy to him that was their guide and con­duct­or, What are those three men? and for what are they hanged there?

			Great-heart. These three men were men of very bad qual­it­ies. They had no mind to be pil­grims them­selves, and who­so­ever they could they hindered. They were for sloth and folly them­selves, and who­ever they could per­suade with, they made so too; and, with­al, taught them to pre­sume that they should do well at last. They were asleep when Chris­ti­an went by; and now you go by, they are hanged.696

			Mercy. But could they per­suade any to be of their opin­ion?

			Great-heart. Yes; they turned sev­er­al out of the way. There was Slow-pace that they per­suaded to do as they. They also pre­vailed with one Short-wind, with one No-heart, with one Linger-after-lust, and with one Sleepy­head, and with a young wo­man, her name was Dull, to turn out of the way, and be­come as they. Be­sides, they brought up an ill re­port of your Lord, per­suad­ing oth­ers that He was a task­mas­ter. They also brought up an evil re­port of the good land, say­ing it was not half so good as some pre­tend it was. They also began to vil­i­fy His ser­vants, and to count the very best of them meddle­some, trouble­some, busy­bod­ies. Fur­ther, they could call the bread of God husks; the com­forts of His chil­dren, fan­cies; the travel and la­bour of pil­grims, things to no pur­pose.697

			Christ. Nay, said Chris­ti­ana, if they were such, they shall nev­er be be­wailed by me. They have but what they de­serve; and I think it is well that they hang so near the high­way, that oth­ers may see and take warn­ing. But had it not been well if their crimes had been en­graven on some plate of iron or brass, and left here, even where they did their mis­chiefs, for a cau­tion to oth­er bad men?

			Great-heart. So it is, as you well may per­ceive, if you will go a little to the wall.

			Mercy. No, no; let them hang, and their names rot, and their crimes live forever against them. I think it a high fa­vour that they were hanged be­fore we came hith­er; who knows else what they might have done to such poor wo­men as we are? Then she turned it in­to a song, say­ing—

			
				
					Now then, you three, hang there, and be a sign
					

					To all that shall against the truth com­bine.
					

					And let him that comes after fear this end,
					

					If un­to pil­grims he is not a friend.
					

					And thou, my soul, of all such men be­ware,
					

					That un­to holi­ness op­posers are.
				

			

			Thus they went on, till they came at the foot of the Hill Dif­fi­culty,698 where, again, their good friend, Mr. Great-heart, took an oc­ca­sion to tell them of what happened there when Chris­ti­an him­self went by. So he had them first to the spring. Lo, said he, this is the spring that Chris­ti­an drank of, be­fore he went up this hill; and then it was clear and good, but now it is dirty with the feet of some that are not de­sirous that pil­grims here should quench their thirst.699 There­at Mercy said, And why so en­vi­ous, trow? But, said their guide, it will do, if taken up, and put in­to a ves­sel that is sweet and good; for then the dirt will sink to the bot­tom, and the wa­ter come out by it­self more clear.700 Thus, there­fore, Chris­ti­ana and her com­pan­ions were com­pelled to do. They took it up, and put it in­to an earthen pot, and so let it stand till the dirt was gone to the bot­tom, and then they drank there­of.701 Next, he showed them the two by­ways that were at the foot of the hill, where Form­al­ity and Hy­po­crisy lost them­selves. And, said he, these are dan­ger­ous paths. Two were here cast away when Chris­ti­an came by. And al­though, as you see, these ways are since stopped up with chains, posts, and a ditch, yet there are that will choose to ad­ven­ture here, rather than take the pains to go up this hill.702

			Christ. “The way of trans­gressors is hard.”703 It is a won­der that they can get in­to those ways without danger of break­ing their necks.

			Great-heart. They will ven­ture. Yea, if at any time any of the King’s ser­vants do hap­pen to see them, and do call un­to them, and tell them that they are in the wrong ways, and do bid them be­ware the danger, then they will rail­ingly re­turn them an­swer, and say, “As for the word that thou hast spoken un­to us in the name of the Lord, we will not hearken un­to thee; but we will cer­tainly do what­so­ever thing goeth forth out of our own mouth,” etc.704 Nay, if you look a little fur­ther, you shall see that these ways are made cau­tion­ary enough, not only by these posts, and ditch, and chain; but also by be­ing hedged up, yet they will choose to go there.705

			Christ. They are idle; they love not to take pains; up­hill way is un­pleas­ant to them. So it is ful­filled un­to them as it is writ­ten, “The way of the sloth­ful man is as an hedge of thorns.”706 Yea, they will rather choose to walk upon a snare, than to go up this hill, and the rest of this way to the city.

			Then they set for­ward, and began to go up the hill, and up the hill they went; but be­fore they got to the top, Chris­ti­ana began to pant; and said, I dare say, this is a breath­ing hill. No mar­vel if they that love their ease more than their souls, choose to them­selves a smooth­er way.707 Then said Mercy, I must sit down; also the least of the chil­dren began to cry. Come, come, said Great-heart, sit not down here, for a little above is the Prince’s ar­bour. Then took he the little boy by the hand, and led him up thereto.

			When they were come to the ar­bour, they were very will­ing to sit down, for they were all in a pelt­ing heat. Then said Mercy, How sweet is rest to them that la­bour.708 And how good is the Prince of pil­grims, to provide such rest­ing-places for them! Of this ar­bour I have heard much; but I nev­er saw it be­fore. But here let us be­ware of sleep­ing; for, as I have heard, for that it cost poor Chris­ti­an dear.

			Then said Mr. Great-heart to the little ones, Come, my pretty boys, how do you do? What think you now of go­ing on pil­grim­age? Sir, said the least, I was al­most beat out of heart? but I thank you for lend­ing me a hand at my need.709 And I re­mem­ber now what my moth­er hath told me, namely, that the way to Heav­en is as up a lad­der, and the way to hell is as down a hill. But I had rather go up the lad­der to life, than down the hill to death.710

			Then said Mercy, But the pro­verb is, To go down the hill is easy. But James said (for that was his name), The day is com­ing, when, in my opin­ion, go­ing down hill will be the hard­est of all. ’Tis a good boy, said his Mas­ter, thou hast giv­en her a right an­swer. Then Mercy smiled; but the little boy did blush.711

			Christ. Come, said Chris­ti­ana, will you eat a bit, a little to sweeten your mouths, while you sit here to rest your legs? For I have here a piece of pomegranate, which Mr. In­ter­pret­er put in my hand, just when I came out of His doors. He gave me also a piece of a hon­ey­comb, and a little bottle of spir­its. I thought He gave you some­thing, said Mercy, be­cause He called you aside. Yes; so He did, said the oth­er. But, said Chris­ti­ana, it shall still be, as I said it should, when at first we came from home, thou shalt be a sharer in all the good that I have, be­cause thou so will­ingly didst be­come my com­pan­ion. Then she gave to them, and they did eat, both Mercy and the boys. And, said Chris­ti­ana to Mr. Great-heart, Sir, will you do as we? But he answered, You are go­ing on pil­grim­age, and presently I shall re­turn. Much good may what you have do to you. At home I eat the same every day. Now, when they had eaten and drank, and had chat­ted a little longer, their guide said to them. The day wears away, if you think good, let us pre­pare to be go­ing. So they got up to go, and the little boys went be­fore. But Chris­ti­ana for­got to take her bottle of spir­its with her; so she sent her little boy back to fetch it. Then said Mercy, I think this is a los­ing place. Here Chris­ti­an lost his roll; and here Chris­ti­ana left her bottle be­hind her. Sir, what is the cause of this? So their guide made an­swer, and said, The cause is sleep or for­get­ful­ness. Some sleep when they should keep awake; and some for­get when they should re­mem­ber; and this is the very cause why, of­ten at the rest­ing-places, some pil­grims, in some things, come off losers. Pil­grims should watch, and re­mem­ber what they have already re­ceived un­der their greatest en­joy­ments; but for want of do­ing so, of­t­times their re­joicing ends in tears, and their sun­shine in a cloud.712 Wit­ness the story of Chris­ti­an at this place.713

			When they were come to the place where Mis­trust and Timor­ous met Chris­ti­an to per­suade him to go back for fear of the lions, they per­ceived as it were a stage, and be­fore it, to­wards the road, a broad plate, with a copy of verses writ­ten there­on, and un­der­neath, the reas­on of rais­ing up of that stage in that place, rendered. The verses were these—

			
				
					Let him who sees this stage take heed
					

					Un­to his heart and tongue;
					

					Lest if he do not, here he speed,
					

					As some have long agone.
				

			

			The words un­der­neath the verses were, “This stage, was built to pun­ish such upon, who through Timor­ous­ness or Mis­trust, shall be afraid to go fur­ther on pil­grim­age; also, on this stage, both Mis­trust and Timor­ous were burned through the tongue with a hot iron, for en­deav­our­ing to hinder Chris­ti­an in his jour­ney.”714 Then said Mercy, This is much like to the say­ing of the Be­loved, “What shall be giv­en un­to thee? or what shall be done un­to thee, thou false tongue? Sharp ar­rows of the mighty, with coals of ju­ni­per.”715

			So they went on, till they came with­in sight of the lions. Now Mr. Great-heart was a strong man, So he was not afraid of a li­on; but yet when they were come up to the place where the lions were, the boys that went be­fore were glad to cringe be­hind, for they were afraid of the lions; so they stepped back, and went be­hind. At this their guide smiled, and said, How now, my boys, do you love to go be­fore, when no danger doth ap­proach, and love to come be­hind so soon as the lions ap­pear?

			Now, as they went up, Mr. Great-heart drew his sword, with in­tent to make a way for the Pil­grims, in spite of the lions. Then there ap­peared one, that it seems, had taken upon him to back the lions; and he said to the Pil­grims’ guide, What is the cause of your com­ing hith­er? Now the name of that man was Grim, or Bloody-man, be­cause of his slay­ing of Pil­grims, and he was of the race of the gi­ants.716

			Great-heart. Then said the Pil­grims’ guide, These wo­men and chil­dren are go­ing on pil­grim­age; and this is the way they must go, and go it they shall, in spite of thee and the lions.717

			Grim. This is not their way, neither shall they go therein. I am come forth to with­stand them, and to that end will back the lions.718

			Now, to say truth, by reas­on of the fierce­ness of the lions, and of the grim car­riage of him that did back them, this way had of late lain much un­oc­cu­pied, and was al­most all grown over with grass.

			Christ. Then said Chris­ti­ana, Though the high­ways have been un­oc­cu­pied here­to­fore, and though the trav­el­ers have been made in time past to walk through bypaths, it must not be so now I am ris­en. Now “I am ris­en a moth­er in Is­rael.”719

			Grim. Then he swore by the lions, but it should; and there­fore bid them turn aside, for they should not have pas­sage there.

			Great-heart. But their guide made first his ap­proach un­to Grim, and laid so heav­ily at him with his sword, that he forced him to a re­treat.720

			Grim. Then said he that at­temp­ted to back the lions, Will you slay me upon mine own ground?

			Great-heart. It is the King’s high­way that we are in, and in His way it is that thou hast placed thy lions; but these wo­men and these chil­dren, though weak, shall hold on their way in spite of thy lions. And with that he gave him again a down­right blow, and brought him upon his knees. With this blow he also broke his hel­met, and with the next he cut off an arm. Then did the gi­ant roar so hideously, that his voice frighted the wo­men, and yet they were glad to see him lie sprawl­ing upon the ground. Now the lions were chained, and so of them­selves could do noth­ing.721 Where­fore, when old Grim, that in­ten­ded to back them, was dead, Mr. Great-heart said to the Pil­grims, Come now, and fol­low me, and no hurt shall hap­pen to you from the lions. They there­fore went on, but the wo­men trembled as they passed by them; the boys also looked as if they would die, but they all got by without fur­ther hurt.722 Now then they were with­in sight of the Port­er’s Lodge, and they soon came up un­to it; but they made the more haste after this to go thith­er, be­cause it is dan­ger­ous trav­el­ling there in the night. So when they were come to the gate, the guide knocked, and the Port­er cried, Who is there? But as soon as the guide had said, It is I, he knew his voice, and came down (for the guide had oft be­fore that, come thith­er, as a con­duct­or of pil­grims). When he was come down, he opened the gate, and see­ing the guide stand­ing just be­fore it (for he saw not the wo­men, for they were be­hind him), he said un­to him, How now, Mr. Great-heart, what is your busi­ness here so late to­night? I have brought, said he, some pil­grims hith­er, where, by my Lord’s com­mand­ment, they must lodge; I had been here some time ago, had I not been op­posed by the gi­ant that did use to back the lions; but I, after a long and te­di­ous com­bat with him, have cut him off, and have brought the Pil­grims hith­er in safety.723

			Port­er. Will you not go in, and stay till morn­ing?

			Great-heart. No, I will re­turn to my Lord to­night.

			Christ. Oh, Sir, I know not how to be will­ing you should leave us in our pil­grim­age, you have been so faith­ful and so lov­ing to us, you have fought so stoutly for us, you have been so hearty in coun­sel­ing of us, that I shall nev­er for­get your fa­vour to­wards us.

			Mercy. Then said Mercy, O that we might have thy com­pany to our jour­ney’s end! How can such poor wo­men as we hold out in a way so full of troubles as this way is, without a friend and de­fend­er?

			James. Then said James, the young­est of the boys, Pray, Sir, be per­suaded to go with us, and help us, be­cause we are so weak, and the way so dan­ger­ous as it is.724

			Great-heart. I am at my Lord’s com­mand­ment; if He shall al­lot me to be your guide quite through, I will will­ingly wait upon you. But here you failed at first; for, when He bid me come thus far with you, then you should have begged me of Him to have gone quite through with you, and He would have gran­ted your re­quest. How­ever, at present, I must with­draw; and so, good Chris­ti­ana, Mercy, and my brave chil­dren, Adieu.

			Then the Port­er, Mr. Watch­ful, asked Chris­ti­ana of her coun­try, and of her kindred; and she said, I came from the City of De­struc­tion; I am a wid­ow wo­man, and my hus­band is dead; his name was Chris­ti­an, the Pil­grim. How! said the Port­er, was he your hus­band? Yes, said she, and these are his chil­dren; and this, point­ing to Mercy, is one of my towns­wo­men. Then the Port­er rang his bell, as at such times he is wont, and there came to the door one of the dam­sels, whose name was Humble-mind; and to her the Port­er said, Go tell it with­in, that Chris­ti­ana, the wife of Chris­ti­an, and her chil­dren, are come hith­er on pil­grim­age. She went in, there­fore, and told it. But O what noise for glad­ness was there with­in, when the dam­sel did but drop that word out of her mouth! So they came with haste to the Port­er, for Chris­ti­ana stood still at the door. Then some of the most grave said un­to her, Come in, Chris­ti­ana, come in, thou wife of that good man; come in, thou blessed wo­man; come in, with all that are with thee. So she went in, and they fol­lowed her that were her chil­dren and her com­pan­ions. Now when they were gone in, they were had in­to a very large room, where they were bid­den to sit down; so they sat down, and the chief of the house was called to see and wel­come the guests. Then they came in, and un­der­stand­ing who they were, did sa­lute each oth­er with a kiss, and said, Wel­come, ye ves­sels of the grace of God; wel­come to us your friends.725

			Now, be­cause it was some­what late, and be­cause the Pil­grims were weary with their jour­ney, and also made faint with the sight of the fight, and of the ter­rible lions, there­fore they de­sired, as soon as might be, to pre­pare to go to rest. Nay, said those of the fam­ily, re­fresh yourselves first with a morsel of meat; for they had pre­pared for them a lamb, with the ac­cus­tomed sauce be­long­ing thereto;726 for the Port­er had heard be­fore of their com­ing, and had told it to them with­in. So when they had supped, and ended their pray­er with a psalm, they de­sired they might go to rest. But let us, said Chris­ti­ana, if we may be so bold as to choose, be in that cham­ber727 that was my hus­band’s when he was here; so they had them up thith­er, and they lay all in a room. When they were at rest, Chris­ti­ana and Mercy entered in­to dis­course about things that were con­veni­ent.

			Christ. Little did I think once, that when my hus­band went on pil­grim­age, I should ever have fol­lowed.

			Mercy. And you as little thought of ly­ing in his bed, and in his cham­ber to rest, as you do now.

			Christ. And much less did I ever think of see­ing his face with com­fort, and of wor­ship­ping the Lord the King with him; and yet now I be­lieve I shall.

			Mercy. Hark! Don’t you hear a noise?

			Christ. Yes; it is, as I be­lieve, a noise of mu­sic, for joy that we are here.728

			Mercy. Won­der­ful! mu­sic in the house, mu­sic in the heart, and mu­sic also in Heav­en, for joy that we are here!729 Thus they talked a while, and then betook them­selves to sleep. So, in the morn­ing, when they were awake, Chris­ti­ana said to Mercy:

			Christ. What was the mat­ter that you did laugh in your sleep to­night? I sup­pose you were in a dream.

			Mercy. So I was, and a sweet dream it was; but are you sure I laughed?

			Christ. Yes; you laughed heart­ily; but, prithee, Mercy, tell me thy dream.

			Mercy. I was a-dreamed that I sat all alone in a sol­it­ary place, and was be­moan­ing of the hard­ness of my heart. Now, I had not sat there long, but me­thought many were gathered about me, to see me, and to hear what it was that I said. So they hearkened, and I went on be­moan­ing the hard­ness of my heart. At this, some of them laughed at me, some called me fool, and some began to thrust me about. With that, me­thought I looked up, and saw one com­ing with wings to­wards me. So he came dir­ectly to me, and said, Mercy, what aileth thee? Now, when he had heard me make my com­plaint, he said “Peace be to thee.” He also wiped mine eyes with his handker­chief, and clad me in sil­ver and gold. He put a chain about my neck, and ear­rings in mine ears, and a beau­ti­ful crown upon my head.730 Then he took me by the hand, and said, Mercy, come after me. So he went up, and I fol­lowed, till we came at a golden gate. Then he knocked; and when they with­in had opened, the man went in, and I fol­lowed him up to a throne, upon which one sat, and He said to me, Wel­come, daugh­ter. The place looked bright and twink­ling, like the stars, or rather like the sun; and I thought that I saw your hus­band there. So I awoke from my dream.731 But did I laugh?

			Christ. Laugh! aye, and well you might, to see your­self so well. For you must give me leave to tell you, that I be­lieve it was a good dream; and that, as you have be­gun to find the first part true, so you shall find the second at last. “God speak­eth once, yea twice, yet man per­ceiv­eth it not. In a dream, in a vis­ion of the night, when deep sleep falleth upon men, in slum­ber­ings upon the bed.”732 We need not, when abed, lie awake to talk with God. He can vis­it us while we sleep, and cause us then to hear His voice. Our heart of­t­times wakes when we sleep; and God can speak to that, either by words, by pro­verbs, by signs and simil­it­udes, as well as if one was awake.733

			Mercy. Well, I am glad of my dream; for I hope, ere long, to see it ful­filled, to the mak­ing me laugh again.734

			Christ. I think it is now high time to rise, and to know what we must do.

			Mercy. Pray, if they in­vite us to stay awhile, let us will­ingly ac­cept of the prof­fer. I am the will­inger to stay awhile here, to grow bet­ter ac­quain­ted with these maids. Me­thinks Prudence, Piety, and Char­ity have very comely and sober coun­ten­ances.735

			Christ. We shall see what they will do. So when they were up and ready, they came down, and they asked one an­oth­er of their rest, and if it were com­fort­able, or not.

			Mercy. Very good, said Mercy; it was one of the best night’s lodging that ever I had in my life.

			Then said Prudence and Piety, If you will be per­suaded to stay here awhile, you shall have what the house will af­ford.

			Char. Aye, and that with a very good will, said Char­ity. So they con­sen­ted and stayed there about a month, or above, and be­came very prof­it­able one to an­oth­er. And be­cause Prudence would see how Chris­ti­ana had brought up her chil­dren, she asked leave of her to cat­ech­ise them. So she gave her free con­sent.736 Then she began at the young­est, whose name was James.

			Prudence. And she said, Come, James, canst thou tell me who made thee?

			James. God the Fath­er, God the Son, and God the Holy Ghost.

			Prud. Good boy. And canst thou tell me who saves thee?

			James. God the Fath­er, God the Son, and God the Holy Ghost.

			Prud. Good boy still. But how doth God the Fath­er save thee?

			James. By his grace.

			Prud. How doth God the Son save thee?

			James. By His right­eous­ness, death, and blood, and life.

			Prud. And how doth God the Holy Ghost save thee?

			James. By His il­lu­min­a­tion, by His renov­a­tion, and by His pre­ser­va­tion.737

			Then said Prudence to Chris­ti­ana, You are to be com­men­ded for thus bring­ing up your chil­dren. I sup­pose I need not ask the rest these ques­tions, since the young­est of them can an­swer them so well. I will there­fore now ap­ply my­self to the next young­est.

			Prud. Then she said, Come, Joseph (for his name was Joseph), will you let me cat­ech­ise you?

			Joseph. With all my heart.

			Prud. What is man?

			Joseph. A reas­on­able creature, so made by God, as my broth­er said.

			Prud. What is sup­posed by this word “saved”?

			Joseph. That man, by sin, has brought him­self in­to a state of cap­tiv­ity and misery.

			Prud. What is sup­posed by his be­ing saved by the Trin­ity?

			Joseph. That sin is so great and mighty a tyr­ant, that none can pull us out of its clutches, but God; and that God is so good and lov­ing to man, as to pull him in­deed out of this miser­able state.

			Prud. What is God’s design in sav­ing, of poor men?

			Joseph. The glor­i­fy­ing of His name, of His grace, and justice, etc., and the ever­last­ing hap­pi­ness of His creature.

			Prud. Who are they that must be saved?

			Joseph. Those that ac­cept of His sal­va­tion.738

			Prud. Good boy, Joseph; thy moth­er has taught thee well, and thou hast hearkened to what she hath said un­to thee. Then said Prudence to Samuel, who was the eld­est but one,

			Prud. Come, Samuel, are you will­ing that I should cat­ech­ise you also?

			Samuel. Yes, for­sooth, if you please.

			Prud. What is Heav­en?

			Sam. A place and state most blessed, be­cause God dwel­l­eth there.

			Prud. What is hell?

			Sam. A place and state most woe­ful, be­cause it is the dwell­ing-place of sin, the dev­il, and death.

			Prud. Why would­est thou go to Heav­en?

			Sam. That I may see God, and serve Him without wear­i­ness; that I may see Christ, and love Him ever­last­ingly; that I may have that full­ness of the Holy Spir­it in me that I can by no means here en­joy.

			Prud. A very good boy also, and one that has learned well. Then she ad­dressed her­self to the eld­est, whose name was Mat­thew; and she said to him, Come, Mat­thew, shall I also cat­ech­ise you?

			Mat­thew. With a very good will.

			Prud. I ask, then, if there were ever any­thing that had a be­ing ante­cedent to, or be­fore God?

			Matt. No; for God is etern­al; nor is there any­thing ex­cept­ing Him­self, that had a be­ing un­til the be­gin­ning of the first day. “For in six days the Lord made Heav­en and earth, the sea, and all that in them is.”

			Prud. What do you think of the Bible?

			Matt. It is the holy Word of God.

			Prud. Is there noth­ing writ­ten therein but what you un­der­stand?

			Matt. Yes. A great deal.

			Prud. What do you do when you meet with such places therein that you do not un­der­stand?

			Matt. I think God is wiser than I. I pray also that He will please to let me know all therein that He knows will be for my good.739

			Prud. How be­lieve you, as touch­ing the re­sur­rec­tion of the dead?

			Matt. I be­lieve they shall rise, the same that was bur­ied; the same in nature, though not in cor­rup­tion. And I be­lieve this upon a double ac­count: First, be­cause God has prom­ised it secondly, be­cause He is able to per­form it.740

			Then said Prudence to the boys, You must still hearken to your moth­er, for she can learn you more. You must also di­li­gently give ear to what good talk you shall hear from oth­ers; for, for your sakes do they speak good things. Ob­serve, also, and that with care­ful­ness, what the heav­ens and the earth do teach you; but es­pe­cially be much in the med­it­a­tion of that Book that was the cause of your fath­er’s be­com­ing a pil­grim. I, for my part, my chil­dren, will teach you what I can while you are here, and shall be glad if you will ask me ques­tions that tend to godly edi­fy­ing. Now, by that these Pil­grims had been at this place a week, Mercy had a vis­it­or that pre­ten­ded some good­will un­to her, and his name was Mr. Brisk, a man of some breed­ing, and that pre­ten­ded to re­li­gion; but a man that stuck very close to the world. So he came once or twice, or more, to Mercy, and offered love un­to her. Now Mercy was of a fair coun­ten­ance, and there­fore the more al­lur­ing. Her mind also was, to be al­ways busy­ing of her­self in do­ing; for when she had noth­ing to do for her­self, she would be mak­ing of hose and gar­ments for oth­ers, and would be­stow them upon them that had need.741 And Mr. Brisk, not know­ing where or how she dis­posed of what she made, seemed to be greatly taken, for that he found her nev­er idle. I will war­rant her a good house­wife, quoth he to him­self.742

			Mercy then re­vealed the busi­ness to the maid­ens that were of the house, and in­quired of them con­cern­ing him, for they did know him bet­ter than she.743 So they told her, that he was a very busy young man, and one that pre­ten­ded to re­li­gion; but was, as they feared, a stranger to the power of that which was good. Nay then, said Mercy, I will look no more on him; for I pur­pose nev­er to have a clog to my soul.744

			Prudence then replied that there needed no great mat­ter of dis­cour­age­ment to be giv­en to him, her con­tinu­ing so as she had be­gun to do for the poor, would quickly cool his cour­age. So the next time he comes, he finds her at her old work, a-mak­ing of things for the poor. Then said he, What! al­ways at it? Yes, said she, either for my­self or for oth­ers. And what canst thou earn a day? quoth he. I do these things, said she, “that I may be rich in good works, lay­ing up in store a good found­a­tion against the time to come, that I may lay hold on etern­al life.”745 Why, prithee, what dost thou with them? said he. Clothe the na­ked, said she. With that his coun­ten­ance fell. So he for­bore to come at her again; and when he was asked the reas­on why, he said, that Mercy was a pretty lass, but troubled with ill con­di­tions.746 When he had left her, Prudence said, Did I not tell thee, that Mr. Brisk would soon for­sake thee? yea, he will raise up an ill re­port of thee; for, not­with­stand­ing his pre­tence to re­li­gion, and his seem­ing love to Mercy, yet Mercy and he are of tem­pers so dif­fer­ent, that I be­lieve they will nev­er come to­geth­er.

			Mercy. I might have had hus­bands afore now, though I spake not of it to any; but they were such as did not like my con­di­tions, though nev­er did any of them find fault with my per­son. So they and I could not agree.

			Prud. Mercy in our days is little set by, any fur­ther than as to its name; the prac­tice, which is set forth by thy con­di­tions, there are but few that can abide.

			Mercy. Well, said Mercy, if nobody will have me, I will die a maid, or my con­di­tions shall be to me as a hus­band. For I can­not change my nature; and to have one that lies cross to me in this, that I pur­pose nev­er to ad­mit of as long as I live. I had a sis­ter named Boun­ti­ful, that was mar­ried to one of these churls; but he and she could nev­er agree; but be­cause my sis­ter was re­solved to do as she had be­gun, that is, to show kind­ness to the poor, there­fore her hus­band first cried her down at the cross, and then turned her out of his doors.747

			Prud. And yet he was a pro­fess­or, I war­rant you.

			Mercy. Yes, such a one as he was, and of such as he, the world is now full; but I am for none of them all.

			Now Mat­thew, the eld­est son of Chris­ti­ana, fell sick, and his sick­ness was sore upon him, for he was much pained in his bowels, so that he was with it, at times, pulled as it were both ends to­geth­er.748 There dwelt also not far from thence, one Mr. Skill, an an­cient and well ap­proved phys­i­cian. So Chris­ti­ana de­sired it, and they sent for him, and he came. When he was entered the room, and had a little ob­served the boy, he con­cluded that he was sick of the gripes. Then he said to his moth­er, What diet has Mat­thew of late fed upon? Diet, said Chris­ti­ana, noth­ing but that which is whole­some. The phys­i­cian answered, This boy has been tam­per­ing with some­thing that lies in his maw un­di­ges­ted, and that will not away without means. And I tell you, he must he purged, or else he will die.

			Sam. Then said Samuel, Moth­er, moth­er, what was that which my broth­er did gath­er up and eat, so soon as we were come from the gate that is at the head of this way? You know that there was an orch­ard on the left hand, on the oth­er side of the wall, and some of the trees hung over the wall, and my broth­er did plash and did eat.

			Christ. True, my child, said Chris­ti­ana, he did take there­of, and did eat; naughty boy as he was, I did chide him, and yet he would eat there­of.749

			Skill. I knew he had eaten some­thing that was not whole­some food; and that food, to wit, that fruit, is even the most hurt­ful of all. It is the fruit of Beelze­bub’s orch­ard. I do mar­vel that none did warn you of it; many have died there­of.

			Christ. Then Chris­ti­ana began to cry; and she said, O naughty boy! and O care­less moth­er! What shall I do for my son!750

			Skill. Come, do not be too much de­jec­ted; the boy may do well again, but he must purge and vomit.

			Christ. Pray, Sir, try the ut­most of your skill with him, whatever it costs.

			Skill. Nay, I hope I shall be reas­on­able. So he made him a purge, but it was too weak; it was said, it was made of the blood of a goat, the ashes of a heifer, and with some of the juice of hyssop, etc.751 When Mr. Skill had seen that that purge was too weak, he made him one to the pur­pose; it was made ex­carne et san­guine Christi.752 (You know phys­i­cians give strange medi­cines to their pa­tients). And it was made up in­to pills, with a prom­ise or two, and a pro­por­tion­able quant­ity of salt.753 Now he was to take them three at a time fast­ing, in half a quarter of a pint of the tears of re­pent­ance. When this po­tion was pre­pared, and brought to the boy, he was loath to take it, though torn with the gripes, as if he should be pulled in pieces. Come, come, said the phys­i­cian, you must take it. It goes against my stom­ach, said the boy.754 I must have you take it, said his moth­er. I shall vomit it up again, said the boy. Pray, Sir, said Chris­ti­ana to Mr. Skill, how does it taste? It has no ill taste, said the doc­tor; and with that she touched one of the pills with the tip of her tongue. Oh, Mat­thew, said she, this po­tion is sweeter than honey. If thou lovest thy moth­er, if thou lovest thy broth­ers, if thou lovest Mercy, if thou lovest thy life, take it. So with much ado, after a short pray­er for the bless­ing of God upon it, he took it, and it wrought kindly with him. It caused him to purge, it caused him to sleep, and rest quietly; it put him in­to a fine heat and breath­ing sweat, and did quite rid him of his gripes.755 So in little time he got up, and walked about with a staff, and would go from room to room, and talk with Prudence, Piety, and Char­ity, of his dis­tem­per, and how he was healed.756

			So when the boy was healed, Chris­ti­ana asked Mr. Skill, say­ing, Sir, what will con­tent you for your pains and care to, and of my child? And he said, You must pay the Mas­ter of the Col­lege of Phys­i­cians, ac­cord­ing to rules made in that case and provided.757

			Christ. But, Sir, said she, what is this pill good for else?

			Skill. It is an uni­ver­sal pill; it is good against all the dis­eases that Pil­grims are in­cid­ent to; and when it is well pre­pared, it will keep good, time out of mind.

			Christ. Pray, Sir, make me up twelve boxes of them; for if I can get these, I will nev­er take oth­er phys­ic.758

			Skill. These pills are good to pre­vent dis­eases, as well as to cure when one is sick. Yea, I dare say it, and stand to it, that if a man will but use this phys­ic as he should, it will make him live forever.759 But, good Chris­ti­ana, thou must give these pills no oth­er way but as I have pre­scribed; for, if you do, they will do no good.760 So he gave un­to Chris­ti­ana phys­ic for her­self, and her boys, and for Mercy; and bid Mat­thew take heed how he eat any more green plums, and kissed them, and went his way.

			It was told you be­fore, that Prudence bid the boys, that if at any time they would, they should ask her some ques­tions that might be prof­it­able, and she would say some­thing to them.

			Matt. Then Mat­thew, who had been sick, asked her, Why, for the most part, phys­ic should be bit­ter to our pal­ates.

			Prud. To show how un­wel­come the Word of God, and the ef­fects there­of, are to a car­nal heart.

			Matt. Why does phys­ic, if it does good, purge, and cause that we vomit?

			Prud. To show that the Word, when it works ef­fec­tu­ally, cleanseth the heart and mind. For look, what the one doth to the body, the oth­er doth to the soul.761

			Matt. What should we learn by see­ing the flame of our fire go up­wards? and by see­ing the beams and sweet in­flu­ences of the sun strike down­wards?

			Prud. By the go­ing up of the fire we are taught to as­cend to Heav­en, by fer­vent and hot de­sires. And by the sun’s send­ing his heat, beams, and sweet in­flu­ences down­wards, we are taught that the Sa­viour of the world, though high, reacheth down with His grace and love to us be­low.

			Matt. Where have the clouds their wa­ter?

			Prud. Out of the sea.

			Matt. What may we learn from that?

			Prud. That min­is­ters should fetch their doc­trine from God.

			Matt. Why do they empty them­selves upon the earth?

			Prud. To show that min­is­ters should give out what they know of God to the world.

			Matt. Why is the rain­bow caused by the sun?

			Prud. To show that the cov­en­ant of God’s grace is con­firmed to us in Christ.

			Matt. Why do the springs come from the sea to us, through the earth?

			Prud. To show that the grace of God comes to us through the body of Christ.

			Matt. Why do some of the springs rise out of the tops of high hills?

			Prud. To show that the spir­it of grace shall spring up in some that are great and mighty, as well as in many that are poor and low.

			Matt. Why doth the fire fasten upon the can­dlewick?

			Prud. To show, that un­less grace doth kindle upon the heart there will be no true light of life in us.

			Matt. Why is the wick and tal­low, and all, spent to main­tain the light of the candle?

			Prud. To show that body and soul, and all, should be at the ser­vice of, and spend them­selves to main­tain, in good con­di­tion, that grace of God that is in us.

			Matt. Why doth the pel­ic­an pierce her own breast with her bill?

			Prud. To nour­ish her young ones with her blood, and thereby to show that Christ the blessed so loveth His young, His people, as to save them from death by His blood.

			Matt. What may one learn by hear­ing the cock crow?

			Prud. Learn to re­mem­ber Peter’s sin, and Peter’s re­pent­ance. The cock’s crow­ing shows also that day is com­ing on; let then the crow­ing of the cock put thee in mind of that last and ter­rible day of judg­ment.762

			Now, about this time their month was out; where­fore they sig­ni­fied to those of the house that it was con­veni­ent for them to up and be go­ing. Then said Joseph to his moth­er, It is con­veni­ent that you for­get not to send to the house of Mr. In­ter­pret­er, to pray him to grant that Mr. Great-heart should be sent un­to us, that he may be our con­duct­or the rest of our way. Good boy, said she, I had al­most for­got. So she drew up a pe­ti­tion,763 and prayed Mr. Watch­ful, the Port­er, to send it by some fit man, to her good friend Mr. In­ter­pret­er; who, when it was come, and He had seen the con­tents of the pe­ti­tion, said to the mes­sen­ger, Go tell them that I will send him.

			When the fam­ily where Chris­ti­ana was, saw that they had a pur­pose to go for­ward, they called the whole house to­geth­er, to give thanks to their King for send­ing of them such prof­it­able guests as these. Which done, they said to Chris­ti­ana, And shall we not show thee some­thing, ac­cord­ing as our cus­tom is to do to pil­grims, on which thou may­est med­it­ate when thou art upon the way? So they took Chris­ti­ana, her chil­dren, and Mercy, in­to the closet, and showed them one of the apples that Eve did eat of, and that she also did give to her hus­band, and that for the eat­ing, of which they both were turned out of Para­dise; and asked her what she thought that was? Then Chris­ti­ana said, It is food or pois­on, I know not which.764 So they opened the mat­ter to her, and she held up her hands and wondered.765

			Then they had her to a place, and showed her Jac­ob’s lad­der. Now at that time there were some an­gels as­cend­ing upon it. So Chris­ti­ana looked, and looked, to see the an­gels go up; and so did the rest of the com­pany. Then they were go­ing in­to an­oth­er place, to show them some­thing else; but James said to his moth­er, Pray, bid them stay here a little longer, for this is a curi­ous sight.766 So they turned again, and stood feed­ing their eyes with this so pleas­ant a pro­spect.767 After this, they had them in­to a place where did hang up a golden an­chor, so they bid Chris­ti­ana take it down; for, said they, you shall have it with you, for it is of ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity that you should, that you may lay hold of that with­in the veil, and stand stead­fast, in case you should meet with tur­bu­lent weath­er; so they were glad there­of.768 Then they took them, and had them to the mount upon which Ab­ra­ham our fath­er had offered up Isaac his son, and showed them the al­tar, the wood, the fire, and the knife, for they re­main to be seen to this very day.769 When they had seen it, they held up their hands and blessed them­selves, and said, O what a man for love to his Mas­ter, and for deni­al to him­self, was Ab­ra­ham! After they had showed them all these things, Prudence took them in­to the din­ing-room, where stood a pair of ex­cel­lent vir­gin­als;770 so she played upon them, and turned what she had showed them in­to this ex­cel­lent song, say­ing—

			
				
					Eve’s apple we have showed you,
					

					Of that be you aware;
					

					You have seen Jac­ob’s lad­der, too,
					

					Upon which an­gels are.
					

					An an­chor you re­ceived have;
					

					But let not these suf­fice,
					

					Un­til, with Abr’am, you have gave
					

					Your best a sac­ri­fice.
				

			

			Now, about this time, one knocked at the door; so the Port­er opened, and be­hold Mr. Great-heart was there; but when he was come in, what joy was there! For it came now fresh again in­to their minds, how but a while ago he had slain old Grim Bloody-man the gi­ant, and had de­livered them from the lions.

			Then said Mr. Great-heart to Chris­ti­ana, and to Mercy, My Lord hath sent each of you a bottle of wine, and also some parched corn, to­geth­er with a couple of pomegranates; He has also sent the boys some figs and rais­ins, to re­fresh you in your way.771

			Then they ad­dressed them­selves to their jour­ney; and Prudence and Piety went along with them. When they came at the gate, Chris­ti­ana asked the Port­er if any of late went by? He said, No; only one some time since, who also told me, that of late there had been a great rob­bery com­mit­ted on the King’s high­way, as you go; but, he said, the thieves are taken, and will shortly be tried for their lives.772 Then Chris­ti­ana and Mercy were afraid; but Mat­thew said, Moth­er, fear noth­ing, as long as Mr. Great-heart is to go with us, and to be our con­duct­or.

			Then said Chris­ti­ana to the Port­er, Sir, I am much ob­liged to you for all the kind­nesses that you have showed me since I came hith­er; and also for that you have been so lov­ing and kind to my chil­dren; I know not how to grat­i­fy your kind­ness. Where­fore, pray, as a token of my re­spects to you, ac­cept of this small mite; so she put a gold an­gel in his hand, and he made her a low obeis­ance, and said, Let thy gar­ments be al­ways white, and let thy head want no oint­ment.773 Let Mercy live, and not die, and let not her works be few. And to the boys he said, Do you fly youth­ful lusts, and fol­low after god­li­ness with them that are grave and wise; so shall you put glad­ness in­to your moth­er’s heart, and ob­tain praise of all that are sober-minded. So they thanked the Port­er, and de­par­ted.

			Now I saw in my dream, that they went for­ward un­til they were come to the brow of the hill, where Piety, be­think­ing her­self, cried out, Alas! I have for­got what I in­ten­ded to be­stow upon Chris­ti­ana and her com­pan­ions; I will go back and fetch it. So she ran and fetched it. While she was gone, Chris­ti­ana thought she heard in a grove, a little way off, on the right hand, a most curi­ous me­lodi­ous note, with words much like these—

			
				
					Through all my life Thy fa­vour is
					

					So frankly show’d to me,
					

					That in Thy house for ever­more
					

					My dwell­ing-place shall be
				

			

			And, listen­ing still, she thought she heard an­oth­er an­swer it, say­ing—

			
				
					For why? The Lord our God is good,
					

					His mercy is forever sure;
					

					His truth at all times firmly stood,
					

					And shall from age to age en­dure.
				

			

			So Chris­ti­ana asked Prudence what it was that made those curi­ous notes? They are, said she, our coun­try birds; they sing these notes but sel­dom, ex­cept it be at the spring, when the flowers ap­pear, and the sun shines warm, and then you may hear them all day long.774 I of­ten, said she, go out to hear them; we also of­t­times keep them tame in our house. They are very fine com­pany for us when we are mel­an­choly; also they make the woods, and groves, and sol­it­ary places, places de­sirous to be in.775

			By this time Piety was come again; so she said to Chris­ti­ana, Look here, I have brought thee a scheme of all those things that thou hast seen at our house, upon which thou may­est look when thou find­est thy­self for­get­ful, and call those things again to re­mem­brance for thy edi­fic­a­tion and com­fort.776

			Now they began to go down the hill in­to the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation. It was a steep hill, and the way was slip­pery; but they were very care­ful, so they got down pretty well. When they were down in the Val­ley,777 Piety said to Chris­ti­ana, This is the place where Chris­ti­an your hus­band met with the foul fiend Apolly­on, and where they had that dread­ful fight that they had; I know you can­not but have heard there­of, But be of good cour­age, as long as you have here Mr. Great-heart to be your guide and con­duct­or, we hope you will fare the bet­ter. So when these two had com­mit­ted the Pil­grims un­to the con­duct of their guide, he went for­ward, and they went after.

			Great-heart. Then said Mr. Great-heart, We need not to be so afraid of this Val­ley, for here is noth­ing to hurt us, un­less we pro­cure it to ourselves. It is true, Chris­ti­an did here meet with Apolly­on, with whom he also had a sore com­bat; but that fray was the fruit of those slips that he got in his go­ing down the hill; for they that get slips there, must look for com­bats here. And hence it is, that this Val­ley has got so hard a name. For the com­mon people, when they hear that some fright­ful thing has be­fallen such a one in such a place, are of an opin­ion, that that place is haunted with some foul fiend, or evil spir­it; when, alas! it is for the fruit of their do­ing, that such things do be­fall them there.

			This Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation is of it­self as fruit­ful a place, as any the crow flies over; Chris­ti­an was and I am per­suaded, if we could hit upon it, we might find some­where here­abouts, some­thing that might give us an ac­count why Chris­ti­an was so hardly be­set in this place.

			Then James said to his moth­er, Lo, yon­der stands a pil­lar, and it looks as if some­thing was writ­ten there­on; let us go and see what it is. So they went, and found there writ­ten, “Let Chris­ti­an’s slips, be­fore he came hith­er, and the battles that he met with in this place, be a warn­ing to those that come after.” Lo, said their guide, did not I tell you, that there was some­thing here­abouts, that would give in­tim­a­tion of the reas­on why Chris­ti­an was so hard be­set in this place? Then, turn­ing him­self to Chris­ti­ana, he said, No dis­par­age­ment to Chris­ti­an, more than to many oth­ers, whose hap and lot his was; for it is easi­er go­ing up, than down this hill, and that can he said but of few hills in all these parts of the world. But we will leave the good man, he is at rest, he also had a brave vic­tory over his en­emy; let Him grant that dwel­l­eth above, that we fare no worse, when we come to be tried, than he.

			But we will come again to this Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation. It is the best and most use­ful brave piece of ground in all those parts. It is fat ground, and, as you see, con­sisteth much in mead­ows; and if a man were to come here in the sum­mer­time, as we do now, if he knew not any­thing be­fore, there­of, and if he also de­lighted him­self in the sight of his eyes, he might see that that would be de­light­ful to him. Be­hold how green this Val­ley is, also how beau­ti­fied with lilies.778 I have also known many la­bour­ing men that have got good es­tates in this Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation “for God res­isteth the proud, but gives grace un­to the humble,”779 for in­deed it is a very fruit­ful soil, and doth bring forth by hand­fuls.780 Some also have wished, that the next way to their Fath­er’s house were here, that they might be troubled no more with either hills or moun­tains to go over; but the way is the way, and there is an end.781

			Now, as they were go­ing along and talk­ing, they es­pied a boy feed­ing his fath­er’s sheep. The boy was in very mean clothes, but of a very fresh and well-fa­voured coun­ten­ance; and as he sat by him­self, he sang. Hark, said Mr. Great-heart, to what the shep­herd’s boy saith. So they hearkened, and he said—

			
				
					He that is down needs fear no fall;
					

					He that is low, no pride;
					

					He that is humble, ever shall
					

					Have God to be his guide.782
					

					I am con­tent with what I have,
					

					Little be it, or much;
					

					And, Lord, con­tent­ment still I crave,
					

					Be­cause Thou savest such.
					

					Full­ness to such a bur­den is,
					

					That go on pil­grim­age;
					

					Here little, and here­after bliss,
					

					Is best from age to age.783
				

			

			Then said the guide, Do you hear him? I will dare to say, that this boy lives a mer­ri­er life, and wears more of that herb called heart’s-ease in his bos­om, than he that is clad in silk and vel­vet;784 but we will pro­ceed in our dis­course.

			In this Val­ley our Lord formerly had His coun­try house; He loved much to be here; He loved also to walk these mead­ows, for He found the air was pleas­ant.785 Be­sides, here a man shall be free from the noise, and from the hur­ry­ings of this life. All states are full of noise and con­fu­sion, only the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation is that empty and sol­it­ary place. Here a man shall not be so let and hindered in his con­tem­pla­tion, as in oth­er places he is apt to be. This is a Val­ley that nobody walks in, but those that love a pil­grim’s life. And though Chris­ti­an had the hard hap to meet here with Apolly­on, and to enter with him a brisk en­counter, yet I must tell you, that in former times men have met with an­gels here, have found pearls here, and have in this place found the words of life.786

			Did I say, our Lord had here in former days his coun­try-house, and that He loved here to walk? I will add, in this place, and to the people that live, and trace these grounds, He has left a yearly rev­en­ue, to be faith­fully paid them at cer­tain sea­sons, for their main­ten­ance by the way, and for their fur­ther en­cour­age­ment to go on in their pil­grim­age.787

			Samuel.788 Now, as they went on, Samuel said to Mr. Great-heart; Sir, I per­ceive that in this Val­ley my fath­er and Apolly­on had their battle; but where­about was the fight? for I per­ceive this Val­ley is large.

			Great-heart. Your fath­er had that battle with Apolly­on, at a place yon­der, be­fore us, in a nar­row pas­sage, just bey­ond For­get­ful Green.789 And in­deed, that place is the most dan­ger­ous place in all these parts. For if at any time the pil­grims meet with any brunt, it is when they for­get what fa­vours they have re­ceived, and how un­worthy they are of them.790 This is the place also, where oth­ers have been hard put to it; but more of the place when we are come to it; for I per­suade my­self, that to this day there re­mains either some sign of the battle, or some monu­ment to testi­fy that such a battle there was fought.

			Mercy. Then said Mercy, I think I am as well in this Val­ley, as I have been any­where else in all our jour­ney; the place, me­thinks, suits with my spir­it. I love to be in such places where there is no rat­tling with coaches, nor rum­bling with wheels; me­thinks, here one may, without much mo­lesta­tion, be think­ing what he is, whence he came, what he has done, and to what the King has called him; here one may think, and break at heart, and melt in one’s spir­it, un­til one’s eyes be­come like “the fish-pools of Hesh­bon.”791 They that go rightly through this Val­ley of Baca, make it a well, the rain that God sends down from Heav­en upon them that are here, also fil­leth the pools.792 This Val­ley is that from whence also the King will give to His their vine­yards;793 and they that go through it, shall sing, as Chris­ti­an did, for all he met with Apolly­on.

			Great-heart. It is true, said their guide, I have gone through this Val­ley many a time, and nev­er was bet­ter than when here. I have also been a con­duct­or to sev­er­al pil­grims, and they have con­fessed the same. “To this man will I look (saith the King), even to him that is poor and of a con­trite spir­it, and tremb­leth at My Word.”794

			Now they were come to the place where the afore­men­tioned battle was fought. Then said the guide to Chris­ti­ana, her chil­dren, and Mercy, This is the place, on this ground Chris­ti­an stood, and up there came Apolly­on against him. And look, did not I tell you? here is some of your hus­band’s blood upon these stones to this day; be­hold, also, how here and there are yet to be seen upon the place, some of the shivers of Apolly­on’s broken darts; see also, how they did beat the ground with their feet as they fought, to make good their places against each oth­er; how also, with their by-blows, they did split the very stones in pieces. Ver­ily, Chris­ti­an did here play the man, and showed him­self as stout, as could, had he been there, even Her­cules him­self.795 When Apolly­on was beat, he made his re­treat to the next Val­ley, that is called, the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, un­to which we shall come anon.796

			Lo, yon­der also stands a monu­ment, on which is en­graven this battle, and Chris­ti­an’s vic­tory, to his fame through­out all ages. So, be­cause it stood just on the way­side be­fore them, they stepped to it, and read the writ­ing, which word for word was this—

			
				
					Hard by, here was a battle fought,
					

					Most strange, and yet most true;797
					

					Chris­ti­an and Apolly­on sought
					

					Each oth­er to sub­due.
					

					The man so bravely play’d the man,
					

					He made the fiend to fly;
					

					Of which a monu­ment I stand,
					

					The same to testi­fy.
				

			

			When they had passed by this place, they came upon the bor­ders of the Shad­ow of Death; and this Val­ley was longer than the oth­er; a place, also, most strangely haunted with evil things, as many are able to testi­fy;798 but these wo­men and chil­dren went the bet­ter through it, be­cause they had day­light, and be­cause Mr. Great-heart was their con­duct­or.

			When they were entered upon this Val­ley, they thought that they heard a groan­ing, as of dead men, a very great groan­ing. They thought, also, they did hear words of lam­ent­a­tion spoken, as of some in ex­treme tor­ment. These things made the boys to quake, the wo­men also looked pale and wan; but their guide bid them be of good com­fort.

			So they went on a little fur­ther, and they thought that they felt the ground be­gin to shake un­der them, as if some hol­low place was there; they heard also a kind of a hiss­ing, as of ser­pents, but noth­ing as yet ap­peared. Then said the boys, Are we not yet at the end of this dole­ful place? But the guide also bid them be of good cour­age, and look well to their feet, lest haply, said he, you be taken in some snare.799

			Now James began to be sick, but I think the cause there­of was fear; so his moth­er gave him some of that glass of spir­its that she had giv­en her at the In­ter­pret­er’s house, and three of the pills that Mr. Skill had pre­pared, and the boy began to re­vive. Thus they went on, till they came to about the middle of the Val­ley, and then Chris­ti­ana said, Me­thinks I see some­thing yon­der upon the road be­fore us, a thing of such a shape such as I have not seen. Then said Joseph, Moth­er, what is it? An ugly thing, child; an ugly thing, said she. But, moth­er, what is it like? said he. It is like I can­not tell what, said she. And now it was but a little way off; then said she, It is nigh.

			Well, well, said Mr. Great-heart, Let them that are most afraid, keep close to me. So the fiend came on, and the con­duct­or met it; but when it was just come to him, it van­ished to all their sights. Then re­membered they what had been said some time ago, “Res­ist the dev­il, and he will flee from you.”800

			They went there­fore on, as be­ing a little re­freshed; but they had not gone far, be­fore Mercy, look­ing be­hind her, saw, as she thought, some­thing most like a li­on, and it came a great pad­ding pace after; and it had a hol­low voice of roar­ing; and at every roar that it gave, it made all the Val­ley echo, and their hearts to ache, save the heart of him that was their guide. So it came up; and Mr. Great-heart went be­hind, and put the Pil­grims all be­fore him. The li­on also came on apace, and Mr. Great-heart ad­dressed him­self to give him battle. But when he saw that it was de­term­ined that res­ist­ance should be made, he also drew back, and came no fur­ther.801

			Then they went on again, and their con­duct­or did go be­fore them, till they came at a place where was cast up a pit the whole breadth of the way; and, be­fore they could be pre­pared to go over that, a great mist and dark­ness fell upon them, so that they could not see. Then said the Pil­grims, Alas! now what shall we do? But their guide made an­swer, Fear not, stand still, and see what an end will be put to this also. So they stayed there, be­cause their path was marred. They then also thought that they did hear more ap­par­ently the noise and rush­ing of the en­emies; the fire, also, and the smoke of the pit, was much easi­er to be dis­cerned.802 Then said Chris­ti­ana to Mercy, Now I see what my poor hus­band went through; I have heard much of this place, but I nev­er was here be­fore now. Poor man, he went here all alone in the night; he had night al­most quite through the way; also, these fiends were busy about him, as if they would have torn him in pieces. Many have spoke of it, but none can tell what the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death should mean, un­til they come in it them­selves. “The heart knows its own bit­ter­ness; and a stranger in­ter­meddleth not with its joy.” To be here is a fear­ful thing.

			Great-heart. This is like do­ing busi­ness in great wa­ters, or like go­ing down in­to the deep; this is like be­ing in the heart of the sea, and like go­ing down to the bot­toms of the moun­tains; now it seems as if the earth, with its bars, were about us forever. But let them that walk in dark­ness, and have no light, trust in the name of the Lord, and stay upon their God.803 For my part, as I have told you already, I have gone of­ten through this Val­ley, and have been much harder put to it than now I am, and yet you see I am alive. I would not boast, for that I am not mine own sa­viour; but I trust we shall have a good de­liv­er­ance. Come, let us pray for light to Him that can light­en our dark­ness, and that can re­buke not only these, but all the Satans in hell.

			So they cried and prayed, and God sent light and de­liv­er­ance, for there was now no let in their way; no not there, where but now they were stopped with a pit. Yet they were not got through the Val­ley; so they went on still, and be­hold great stinks and loath­some smells, to the great an­noy­ance of them.804 Then said Mercy to Chris­ti­ana, There is not such pleas­ant be­ing here, as at the gate, or at the In­ter­pret­er’s, or at the house where we lay last.

			O but, said one of the boys, it is not so bad to go through here, as it is to abide here al­ways; and for aught I know, one reas­on why we must go this way to the house pre­pared for us, is, that our home might be made the sweeter to us.805

			Well said, Samuel, quoth the guide, thou hast now spoke like a man. Why, if ever I get out here again said the boy, I think I shall prize light and good way bet­ter than ever I did in all my life. Then said the guide, We shall be out by and by.806

			So on they went, and Joseph said, Can­not we see to the end of this Val­ley as yet? Then said the guide, Look to your feet, for you shall presently be among the snares. So they looked to their feet, and went on; but they were troubled much with the snares. Now, when they were come among the snares, they es­pied a man cast in­to the ditch on the left hand, with his flesh all rent and torn. Then said the guide, That is one Heed­less, that was ago­ing this way; he has lain there a great while.807 There was one Take-heed with him, when he was taken and slain; but he es­caped their hands. You can­not ima­gine how many are killed here­about, and yet men are so fool­ishly ven­tur­ous, as to set out lightly on pil­grim­age, and to come without a guide.808 Poor Chris­ti­an! it was a won­der that he here es­caped; but he was be­loved of his God: also, he had a good heart of his own,809 or else he could nev­er have done it. Now they drew to­wards the end of the way; and just there where Chris­ti­an had seen the cave when he went by, out thence came forth Maul, a gi­ant. This Maul did use to spoil young pil­grims with soph­istry; and he called Great-heart by his name, and said un­to him, How many times have you been for­bid­den to do these things? Then said Mr. Great-heart, What things? What things? quoth the gi­ant; you know what things; but I will put an end to your trade. But pray, said Mr. Great-heart, be­fore we fall to it, let us un­der­stand where­fore we must fight. Now the wo­men and chil­dren stood trem­bling, and knew not what to do. Quoth the gi­ant, You rob the coun­try, and rob it with the worst of thefts.810 These are but gen­er­als, said Mr. Great-heart; come to par­tic­u­lars, man. Then said the gi­ant, Thou prac­tisest the craft of a kid­nap­per; thou gatherest up wo­men and chil­dren, and car­ri­est them in­to a strange coun­try, to the weak­en­ing of my mas­ter’s king­dom. But now Great-heart replied, I am a ser­vant of the God of Heav­en; my busi­ness is to per­suade sin­ners to re­pent­ance; I am com­manded to do my en­deav­our to turn men, wo­men, and chil­dren, “from dark­ness to light, and from the power of Satan un­to God:” and if this be in­deed the ground of thy quar­rel, let us fall to it as soon as thou wilt.

			Then the gi­ant came up, and Mr. Great-heart went to meet him; and as he went, he drew his sword, but the gi­ant had a club. So without more ado, they fell to it, and at the first blow the gi­ant struck Mr. Great-heart down upon one of his knees; with that the wo­men and chil­dren cried out; so Mr. Great-heart re­cov­er­ing him­self, laid about him in full lusty man­ner, and gave the gi­ant a wound in his arm; thus he fought for the space of an hour, to that height of heat, that the breath came out of the gi­ant’s nos­trils, as the heat doth out of a boil­ing cauldron.

			Then they sat down to rest them, but Mr. Great-heart betook him to pray­er; also the wo­men and chil­dren did noth­ing but sigh and cry all the time that the battle did last.811

			When they had res­ted them, and taken breath, they both fell to it again,812 and Mr. Great-heart with a full blow, fetched the gi­ant down to the ground. Nay, hold, and let me re­cov­er, quoth he; so Mr. Great-heart fairly let him get up. So to it they went again, and the gi­ant missed but little of all-to-break­ing Mr. Great-heart’s skull with his club.

			Mr. Great-heart see­ing that, runs to him in the full heat of his spir­it, and pier­ceth him un­der the fifth rib; with that the gi­ant began to faint, and could hold up his club no longer. Then Mr. Great-heart seconded his blow, and smote the head of the gi­ant from his shoulders. Then the wo­men and chil­dren re­joiced, and Mr. Great-heart also praised God, for the de­liv­er­ance He had wrought.813 When this was done, they among them erec­ted a pil­lar, and fastened the gi­ant’s head there­on, and wrote un­der­neath in let­ters, that pas­sen­gers might read—

			
				
					He that did wear this head, was one
					

					That pil­grims did mis­use;
					

					He stopp’d their way, he spared none,
					

					But did them all ab­use;
					

					Un­til that I, Great-heart, arose,
					

					The pil­grim’s guide to be;
					

					Un­til that I did him op­pose,
					

					That was their en­emy.
				

			

			Now I saw, that they went to the as­cent that was a little way off, cast up to be a pro­spect for pil­grims (that was the place from whence Chris­ti­an had the first sight of Faith­ful his broth­er); where­fore here they sat down, and res­ted; they also here did eat and drink, and make merry, for that they had got­ten de­liv­er­ance from this so dan­ger­ous an en­emy.814 As they sat thus, and did eat, Chris­ti­ana asked the guide if he had caught no hurt in the battle. Then said Mr. Great-heart, No, save a little on my flesh; yet that also shall be so far from be­ing to my det­ri­ment, that it is at present a proof of my love to my Mas­ter and you, and shall be a means, by grace, to in­crease my re­ward at last.815

			Christ. But were you not afraid, good Sir, when you saw him come out with his club?816

			Great-heart. It is my duty, said he, to dis­trust my own abil­ity, that I may have re­li­ance on Him that is stronger than all.

			Christ. But what did you think when he fetched you down to the ground at the first blow?

			Great-heart. Why, I thought, quoth he, that so my Mas­ter Him­self was served, and yet He it was that conquered at the last.

			Matt. When you all have thought what you please, I think God has been won­der­ful good un­to us, both in bring­ing us out of this Val­ley, and in de­liv­er­ing us out of the hand of this en­emy; for my part, I see no reas­on, why we should dis­trust our God any more, since He has now, and in such a place as this, giv­en us such testi­mony of His love as this.

			Then they got up and went for­ward. Now a little be­fore them stood an oak; and un­der it, when they came to it, they found an old pil­grim fast asleep; they knew that he was a pil­grim by his clothes, and his staff, and his girdle.

			So the guide, Mr. Great-heart, awaked him, and the old gen­tle­man, as he lift up his eyes, cried out, What’s the mat­ter? Who are you? and what is your busi­ness here?817

			Great-heart. Come, man, be not so hot, here is none but friends; yet the old man gets up, and stands upon his guard, and will know of them what they were. Then said the guide, My name is Great-heart; I am the guide of these Pil­grims, which are go­ing to the Ce­les­ti­al Coun­try.

			Hon­est. Then said Mr. Hon­est, I cry you mercy; I feared that you had been of the com­pany of those that some­time ago did rob Little-faith of his money; but now I look bet­ter about me, I per­ceive you are hon­ester people.

			Great-heart. Why, what would, or could you have done, to have helped your­self, if we in­deed had been of that com­pany.

			Hon. Done! why I would have fought as long as breath had been in me; and had I so done, I am sure you could nev­er have giv­en me the worst on it; for a Chris­ti­an can nev­er be over­come, un­less he should yield of him­self.818

			Great-heart. Well said, fath­er Hon­est, quoth the guide; for by this I know thou art a cock of the right kind, for thou hast said the truth.

			Hon. And by this, also, I know that thou know­est what true pil­grim­age is; for all oth­ers do think that we are the soon­est over­come of any.

			Great-heart. Well, now we are so hap­pily met, pray let me crave your name, and the name of the place you came from.

			Hon. My name I can­not; but I came from the town of Stu­pid­ity; it li­eth about four de­grees bey­ond the City of De­struc­tion.

			Great-heart. Oh! are you that coun­try­man, then? I deem I have half a guess of you; your name is Old Hon­esty, is it not? So the old gen­tle­man blushed, and said, Not Hon­esty, in the ab­stract,819 but Hon­est is my name; and I wish that my nature shall agree to what I am called.

			Hon. But, Sir, said the old gen­tle­man, how could you guess that I am such a man, since I came from such a place?

			Great-heart. I had heard of you be­fore, by my Mas­ter; for He knows all things that are done on the earth; but I have of­ten wondered that any should come from your place, for your town is worse than is the City of De­struc­tion it­self.

			Hon. Yes, we lie more off from the sun, and so are more cold and sense­less; but was a man in a moun­tain of ice, yet if the Sun of Right­eous­ness will arise upon him, his frozen heart shall feel a thaw; and thus it hath been with me.820

			Great-heart. I be­lieve it, fath­er Hon­est, I be­lieve it; for I know the thing is true.

			Then the old gen­tle­man sa­luted all the Pil­grims with a holy kiss of char­ity; and asked them of their names, and how they had fared since they set out on their pil­grim­age.821

			Christ. Then said Chris­ti­ana, My name, I sup­pose you have heard of; good Chris­ti­an was my hus­band, and these four were his chil­dren. But can you think how the old gen­tle­man was taken, when she told him who she was! He skipped, he smiled, and blessed them with a thou­sand good wishes, say­ing:

			Hon. I have heard much of your hus­band, and of his travels and wars, which he un­der­went in his days. Be it spoken to your com­fort, the name of your hus­band rings over all these parts of the world: his faith, his cour­age, his en­dur­ing, and his sin­cer­ity un­der all, has made his name fam­ous. Then he turned him to the boys, and asked them of their names, which they told him. And then said he un­to them: Mat­thew, be thou like Mat­thew the pub­lic­an, not in vice, but in vir­tue.822 Samuel, said he, be thou like Samuel the Proph­et, a man of faith and pray­er.823 Joseph, said he, be thou like Joseph in Po­tiphar’s house, chaste, and one that flees from tempta­tion.824 And James, be thou like James the Just, and like James the broth­er of our Lord.825 Then they told him of Mercy, and how she had left her town and her kindred to come along with Chris­ti­ana and with her sons. At that the old hon­est man said, Mercy is thy name; by Mercy shalt thou be sus­tained, and car­ried through all those dif­fi­culties that shall as­sault thee in thy way, till thou shalt come thith­er, where thou shalt look the Foun­tain of Mercy in the face with com­fort. All this while the guide, Mr. Great-heart, was very much pleased, and smiled upon his com­pan­ion.

			Now, as they walked along to­geth­er, the guide asked the old gen­tle­man, if he did not know one Mr. Fear­ing, that came on pil­grim­age out of his parts?

			Hon. Yes, very well, said he. He was a man that had the root of the mat­ter in him; but he was one of the most trouble­some pil­grims that ever I met with in all my days.826

			Great-heart. I per­ceive you knew him; for you have giv­en a very right char­ac­ter of him.

			Hon. Knew him! I was a great com­pan­ion of his; I was with him most an end; when he first began to think of what would come upon us here­after, I was with him.

			Great-heart. I was his guide from my Mas­ter’s house to the gates of the Ce­les­ti­al City.

			Hon. Then you knew him to be a trouble­some one.

			Great-heart. I did so, but I could very well bear it; for men of my call­ing are of­ten­times en­trus­ted with the con­duct of such as he was.

			Hon. Well then, pray let us hear a little of him, and how he man­aged him­self un­der your con­duct.

			Great-heart. Why, he was al­ways afraid that he should come short of whith­er he had a de­sire to go. Everything frightened him that he heard any­body speak of, that had but the least ap­pear­ance of op­pos­i­tion in it. I hear that he lay roar­ing at the Slough of Des­pond for about a month to­geth­er; nor durst he, for all he saw sev­er­al go over be­fore him, ven­ture, though they, many of them, offered to lend him their hand. He would not go back again neither.827 The Ce­les­ti­al City, he said, he should die if he came not to it; and yet was de­jec­ted at every dif­fi­culty, and stumbled at every straw that any­body cast in his way. Well, after he had lain at the Slough of Des­pond a great while, as I have told you, one sun­shine morn­ing, I do not know how, he ven­tured, and so got over; but when he was over, he would scarce be­lieve it. He had, I think, a Slough of Des­pond in his mind; a slough that he car­ried every­where with him, or else he could nev­er have been as he was. So he came up to the gate, you know what I mean, that stands at the head of this way; and there also he stood a good while, be­fore he would ad­ven­ture to knock. When the gate was opened, he would give back, and give place to oth­ers, and say that he was not worthy. For, for all he got be­fore some to the gate, yet many of them went in be­fore him. There the poor man would stand, shak­ing and shrink­ing. I dare say, it would have pit­ied one’s heart to have seen him; nor would he go back again. At last, he took the ham­mer that hanged on the gate in his hand, and gave a small rap or two; then One opened to him, but he shrank back as be­fore. He that opened stepped out after him, and said, Thou trem­bling one, what wantest thou? With that he fell down to the ground. He that spoke to him wondered to see him so faint. So he said to him, Peace be to thee; up, for I have set open the door to thee. Come in, for thou art blessed. With that he got up, and went in trem­bling; and when he was in, he was ashamed to show his face. Well, after he had been en­ter­tained there a while, as you know how the man­ner is, he was bid go on his way, and also told the way he should take. So he came till he came to our house. But as he be­haved him­self at the gate, so he did His be­ha­viour at my Mas­ter the In­ter­pret­er’s door. He lay there­about in the cold a good while, be­fore he would ad­ven­ture to call; yet he would not go back, and the nights were long and cold then. Nay, he had a note of ne­ces­sity in his bos­om to my Mas­ter, to re­ceive him and grant him the com­fort of His house, and also to al­low him a stout and vali­ant con­duct­or, be­cause he was him­self so chick­en­hearted a man; and yet, for all that, he was afraid to call at the door. So he lay up and down there­abouts, till, poor man! he was al­most starved. Yea, so great was his de­jec­tion, that though he saw sev­er­al oth­ers, for knock­ing, get in, yet he was afraid to ven­ture. At last, I think, I looked out of the win­dow, and per­ceiv­ing a man to be up and down about the door, I went out to him, and asked what he was; but, poor man! the wa­ter stood in his eyes; so I per­ceived what he wanted. I went, there­fore, in and told it in the house, and we showed the thing to our Lord. So He sent me out again, to en­treat him to come in; but, I dare say, I had hard work to do it. At last he came in; and I will say that for my Lord, He car­ried it won­der­fully lov­ingly to him. There were but a few good bits at the table, but some of it was laid upon his trench­er. Then he presen­ted the note, and my Lord looked there­on, and said his de­sire should he gran­ted. So, when he had been there a good while, he seemed to get some heart, and to be a little more com­fort­able; for my Mas­ter, you must know, is one of very tender bowels, es­pe­cially to them that are afraid; where­fore He car­ried it so to­wards him, as might tend most to his en­cour­age­ment. Well, when he had had a sight of the things of the place, and was ready to take his jour­ney to go to the city, my Lord, as He did to Chris­ti­an be­fore, gave him a bottle of spir­its, and some com­fort­able things to eat. Thus we set for­ward, and I went be­fore him; but the man was but of few words, only he would sigh aloud.

			When we were come to where the three fel­lows were hanged, he said that he doubted that that would be his end also. Only he seemed glad when he saw the Cross and the Sep­ulchre. There, I con­fess, he de­sired to stay a little to look, and he seemed, for a while after, to be a little cheery. When we came at the Hill Dif­fi­culty, he made no stick at that, nor did he much fear the lions; for you must know that his trouble was not about such things as those; his fear was about his ac­cept­ance at last.828

			I got him in at the House Beau­ti­ful, I think, be­fore he was will­ing. Also, when he was in, I brought him ac­quain­ted with the dam­sels that were of the place; but he was ashamed to make him­self much for com­pany. He de­sired much to be alone, yet he al­ways loved good talk, and of­ten would get be­hind the screen to hear it. He also loved much to see an­cient things, and to be pon­der­ing them in his mind. He told me af­ter­wards that he loved to be in those two houses from which he came last, to wit, at the gate, and that of the In­ter­pret­er, but that he durst not be so bold to ask.

			When we went also from the House Beau­ti­ful, he went down the hill, in­to the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation, he went down as well as ever I saw man in my life; for he cared not how mean he was, so he might he happy at last. Yea, I think, there was a kind of a sym­pathy betwixt that val­ley and him; for I nev­er saw him bet­ter in all his pil­grim­age than when he was in that val­ley.829

			Here he would lie down, em­brace the ground, and kiss the very flowers that grew in this val­ley.830 He would now be up every morn­ing by break of day, tra­cing and walk­ing to and fro in this val­ley.

			But when he was come to the en­trance of the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, I thought I should have lost my man; not for that he had any in­clin­a­tion to go back; that he al­ways ab­horred; but he was ready to die for fear. Oh! the hobgob­lins will have me! the hobgob­lins will have me! cried he; and I could not beat him out on it. He made such a noise, and such an out­cry here, that, had they but heard him, it was enough to en­cour­age them to come and fall upon us.831

			But this I took very great no­tice of, that this val­ley was as quiet while he went through it, as ever I knew it be­fore or since. I sup­pose these en­emies here had now a spe­cial check from our Lord, and a com­mand not to meddle un­til Mr. Fear­ing was passed over it.

			It would be too te­di­ous to tell you of all. We will, there­fore, only men­tion a pas­sage or two more. When he was come at Van­ity Fair, I thought he would have fought with all at the men at the fair. I feared there we should both have been knocked on the head, so hot was he against their fool­er­ies.832 Upon the En­chanted Ground, he was also very wake­ful. But when he was come at the river, where was no bridge, there again he was in a heavy case. Now, now, he said, he should be drowned forever, and so nev­er see that Face with com­fort that he had come so many miles to be­hold.

			And here, also, I took no­tice of what was very re­mark­able; the wa­ter of that river was lower at this time than ever I saw it in all my life. So he went over at last, not much above wet-shod.833 When he was go­ing up to the gate, I began to take his leave of him, and to wish him a good re­cep­tion above. So he said, I shall, I shall. Then par­ted we asun­der, and I saw him no more.

			Hon. Then, it seems, he was well at last.

			Great-heart. Yes, yes; I nev­er had doubt about him; he was a man of a choice spir­it, only he was al­ways kept very low, and that made his life so bur­den­some to him­self, and so trouble­some to oth­ers.834 He was, above many, tender of sin. He was so afraid of do­ing in­jur­ies to oth­ers, that he of­ten would deny him­self of that which was law­ful, be­cause he would not of­fend.835

			Hon. But what should be the reas­on that such a good man should be all his days so much in the dark?836

			Great-heart. There are two sorts of reas­ons for it: One is, the wise God will have it so; some must pipe, and some must weep.837 Now Mr. Fear­ing was one that played upon this bass; he and his fel­lows sound the sack­but, whose notes are more dole­ful than the notes of oth­er mu­sic are; though, in­deed, some say the bass is the ground of mu­sic. And, for my part, I care not at all for that pro­fes­sion that be­gins not in heav­i­ness of mind. The first string that the mu­si­cian usu­ally touches is the bass, when he in­tends to put all in tune. God also plays upon this string first, when he sets the soul in tune for Him­self. Only here was the im­per­fec­tion of Mr. Fear­ing, he could play upon no oth­er mu­sic but this, till to­wards his lat­ter end.838

			I make bold to talk thus meta­phor­ic­ally, for the ripen­ing of the wits of young read­ers; and be­cause, in the book of the Rev­el­a­tions, the saved are com­pared to a com­pany of mu­si­cians that play upon their trum­pets and harps, and sing their songs be­fore the throne.839

			Hon. He was a very zeal­ous man, as one may see by what re­la­tion you have giv­en of him; dif­fi­culties, lions, or Van­ity Fair, he feared not at all. It was only sin, death, and hell that was to him a ter­ror, be­cause he had some doubts about his in­terest in that ce­les­ti­al coun­try.840

			Great-heart. You say right. Those were the things that were his trou­blers, and they, as you have well ob­served, arose from the weak­ness of his mind there­about, not from weak­ness of spir­it as to the prac­tic­al part of a pil­grim’s life. I dare be­lieve that, as the pro­verb is, “he could have bit a firebrand, had it stood in his way;” but the things with which he was op­pressed, no man ever yet could shake off with ease.

			Christ. Then said Chris­ti­ana, This re­la­tion of Mr. Fear­ing has done me good. I thought nobody had been like me; but I see there was some semb­lance betwixt this good man and I; only we differed in two things: His troubles were so great, they break out; but mine I kept with­in. His, also, lay so hard upon him, they made him that he could not knock at the houses provided for en­ter­tain­ment; but my trouble was al­ways such as made me knock the louder.

			Mercy. If I might also speak my heart, I must say, that some­thing of him has also dwelt in me; for I have ever been more afraid of the lake, and the loss of a place in Para­dise, than I have been of the loss of oth­er things. O, thought I, may I have the hap­pi­ness to have a hab­it­a­tion there, it is enough, though I part with all the world to win it!

			Matt. Then said Mat­thew, Fear was one thing that made me think that I was far from hav­ing that with­in me that ac­com­pan­ies sal­va­tion; but if it were so with such a good man as he, why may it not also go well with me?

			James. No fears, no grace, said James. Though there is not al­ways grace where there is the fear of hell, yet, to be sure, there is no grace where there is no fear of God.841

			Great-heart. Well said, James, thou hast hit the mark; for the fear of God is the be­gin­ning of wis­dom; and, to be sure, they that lack the be­gin­ning, have neither middle nor end. But we will here con­clude our dis­course of Mr. Fear­ing, after we have sent after him this farewell.

			
				
					Well, Mas­ter Fear­ing, thou didst fear
					

					Thy God, and wast afraid
					

					Of do­ing any­thing, while here,
					

					That would have thee be­tray’d.
					

					And didst thou fear the lake and pit?
					

					Would oth­ers did so too!
					

					For, as for them that want thy wit,
					

					They do them­selves undo.842
				

			

			Now I saw, that they still went on in their talk; for after Mr. Great-heart had made an end with Mr. Fear­ing, Mr. Hon­est began to tell them of an­oth­er, but his name was Mr. Self-will. He pre­ten­ded him­self to be a pil­grim, said Mr. Hon­est; but I per­suade my­self he nev­er came in at the gate that stands at the head of the way.

			Great-heart. Had you ever any talk with him about it?

			Hon. Yes, more than once or twice; but he would al­ways be like him­self, self-willed. He neither cared for man, nor ar­gu­ment, nor yet ex­ample; what his mind promp­ted him to, that he would do, and noth­ing else could he be got to.

			Great-heart. Pray, what prin­ciples did he hold? for I sup­pose you can tell.

			Hon. He held, that a man might fol­low the vices as well as the vir­tues of the pil­grims; and that if he did both, he should be cer­tainly saved.

			Great-heart. How! if he had said, It is pos­sible for the heart to be guilty of the vices, as well as to par­take of the vir­tues of pil­grims, he could not much have been blamed; for in­deed we are ex­emp­ted from no vice ab­so­lutely, but on con­di­tion that we watch and strive.843 But this, I per­ceive, is not the thing; but if I un­der­stand you right, your mean­ing is, that he was of that opin­ion, that it was al­low­able so to be.

			Hon. Aye, aye, so I mean; and so he be­lieved and prac­tised.

			Great-heart. But what ground had he for his so say­ing?

			Hon. Why, he said he had the Scrip­ture for his war­rant.

			Great-heart. Prithee, Mr. Hon­est, present us with a few par­tic­u­lars.

			Hon. So I will. He said, To have to do with oth­er men’s wives, had been prac­tised by Dav­id, God’s be­loved; and there­fore he could do it. He said, To have more wo­men than one, was a thing that So­lomon prac­tised; and there­fore he could do it. He said, That Sarah and the godly mid­wives of Egypt lied, and so did saved Ra­hab; and there­fore he could do it. He said, That the dis­ciples went at the bid­ding of their Mas­ter, and took away the own­er’s ass; and there­fore he could do so too. He said, That Jac­ob got the in­her­it­ance of his fath­er in a way of guile and dis­sim­u­la­tion; and there­fore he could do so too.844

			Great-heart. Highly base! in­deed. And you are sure he was of this opin­ion?

			Hon. I have heard him plead for it, bring Scrip­ture for it, bring ar­gu­ment for it, etc.

			Great-heart. An opin­ion that is not fit to be with any al­low­ance in the world.

			Hon. You must un­der­stand me rightly. He did not say that any man might do this; but that those that had the vir­tues of those that did such things, might also do the same.

			Great-heart. But what more false than such a con­clu­sion? for this is as much as to say, that be­cause good men here­to­fore have sinned of in­firm­ity, there­fore he had al­low­ance to do it of a pre­sump­tu­ous mind; or if, be­cause a child by the blast of the wind, or for that it stumbled at a stone, fell down, and de­filed it­self in mire, there­fore he might will­fully lie down and wal­low like a boar therein. Who could have thought that any­one could so far have been blinded by the power of lust? But what is writ­ten must be true: They “stumble at the Word, be­ing dis­obedi­ent; where­unto also they were ap­poin­ted.”845

			His sup­pos­ing that such may have the godly men’s vir­tues, who ad­dict them­selves to their vices, is also a de­lu­sion as strong as the oth­er. It is just as if the dog should say, I have, or may have, the qual­it­ies of the child, be­cause I lick up its stink­ing ex­cre­ments. To eat up the sin of God’s people, is no sign of one that is pos­sessed with their vir­tues.846 Nor can I be­lieve, that one that is of this opin­ion, can at present have faith or love in him. But I know you have made strong ob­jec­tions against him; prithee, what can he say for him­self?847

			Hon. Why, he says, To do this by way of opin­ion, seems abund­ance more hon­est, than to do it, and yet hold con­trary to it in opin­ion.

			Great-heart. A very wicked an­swer; for though to let loose the bridle to lusts, while our opin­ions are against such things, is bad; yet, to sin, and plead a tol­er­a­tion so to do, is worse. The one stumbles be­hold­ers ac­ci­dent­ally, the oth­er pleads them in­to the snare.

			Hon. There are many of this man’s mind, that have not this man’s mouth; and that makes go­ing on pil­grim­age of so little es­teem as it is.

			Great-heart. You have said the truth, and it is to be lamen­ted; but he that feareth the King of Para­dise, shall come out of them all.

			Christ. There are strange opin­ions in the world; I know one that said, It was time enough to re­pent when they come to die.848

			Great-heart. Such are not over wise. That man would have been loath, might he have had a week to run twenty miles in for his life, to have de­ferred that jour­ney to the last hour of that week.

			Hon. You say right; and yet the gen­er­al­ity of them, that count them­selves pil­grims, do in­deed do thus. I am, as you see, an old man, and have been a trav­el­er in this road many a day; and I have taken no­tice of many things.849

			I have seen some that have set out as if they would drive all the world afore them, who yet have, in few days, died as they in the wil­der­ness, and so nev­er got sight of the prom­ised land. I have seen some that have prom­ised noth­ing, at first set­ting out to be pil­grims, and that one would have thought could not have lived a day, that have yet proved very good pil­grims.

			I have seen some who have run hast­ily for­ward, that again have, after a little time, run as fast just back again.

			I have seen some who have spoken very well of a pil­grim’s life at first, that, after a while, have spoken as much against it. I have heard some, when they first set out for Para­dise, say pos­it­ively there is such a place; who when they have been al­most there, have come back again, and said there is none.

			I have heard some vaunt what they would do, in case they should he op­posed, that have, even at a false alarm, fled faith, the pil­grim’s way, and all.850

			Now, as they were thus in their way, there came one run­ning to meet them, and said, Gen­tle­men, and you of the weak­er sort, if you love life, shift for yourselves, for the rob­bers are be­fore you.851

			Great-heart. Then said Mr. Great-heart, They be the three that set upon Little-faith here­to­fore. Well, said he, we are ready for them; so they went on their way. Now, they looked at every turn­ing, when they should have met with the vil­lains; but wheth­er they heard of Mr. Great-heart, or wheth­er they had some oth­er game, they came not up to the Pil­grims.

			Chris­ti­ana then wished for an inn for her­self and her chil­dren, be­cause they were weary.852 Then said Mr. Hon­est, There is one a little be­fore us, where a very hon­our­able dis­ciple, one Gaius, dwells.853 So they all con­cluded to turn in thith­er, and the rather, be­cause the old gen­tle­man gave him so good a re­port. So when they came to the door, they went in, not knock­ing, for folks use not to knock at the door of an inn. Then they called for the mas­ter of the house, and he came to them. So they asked if they might lie there that night.

			Gaius. Yes, gen­tle­men, if ye be true men, for my house is for none but pil­grims. Then was Chris­ti­ana, Mercy, and the boys, the more glad, for that the Innkeep­er was a lov­er of pil­grims. So they called for rooms, and he showed them one for Chris­ti­ana and her chil­dren, and Mercy, and an­oth­er for Mr. Great-heart and the old gen­tle­man.

			Great-heart. Then said Mr. Great-heart, Good Gaius, what hast thou for sup­per? for these pil­grims have come far today, and are weary.

			Gaius. It is late, said Gaius, so we can­not con­veni­ently go out to seek food; but such as we have, you shall be wel­come to, if that will con­tent.854

			Great-heart. We will be con­tent with what thou hast in the house; for­asmuch as I have proved thee, thou art nev­er des­ti­tute of that which is con­veni­ent.

			Then he went down and spake to the cook, whose name was Taste-that-which-is-good, to get ready sup­per for so many pil­grims. This done, he comes up again, say­ing, Come, my good friends, you are wel­come to me, and I am glad that I have a house to en­ter­tain you; and while sup­per is mak­ing ready, if you please, let us en­ter­tain one an­oth­er with some good dis­course. So they all said, Con­tent.

			Gaius. Then said Gaius, Whose wife is this aged mat­ron? and whose daugh­ter is this young dam­sel.

			Great-heart. The wo­man is the wife of one Chris­ti­an, a Pil­grim of former times; and these are his four chil­dren. The maid is one of her ac­quaint­ance; one that she hath per­suaded to come with her on pil­grim­age. The boys take all after their fath­er, and cov­et to tread in his steps; yea, if they do but see any place where the old Pil­grim hath lain, or any print of his foot, it min­istereth joy to their hearts, and they cov­et to lie or tread in the same.

			Gaius. Then said Gaius, Is this Chris­ti­an’s wife? and are these Chris­ti­an’s chil­dren? I knew your hus­band’s fath­er, yea, also his fath­er’s fath­er. Many have been good of this stock; their an­cest­ors dwelt first at An­ti­och.855 Chris­ti­an’s pro­gen­it­ors (I sup­pose you have heard your hus­band talk of them) were very worthy men. They have, above any that I know, showed them­selves men of great vir­tue and cour­age, for the Lord of the Pil­grims, His ways, and them that loved Him. I have heard of many of your hus­band’s re­la­tions, that have stood all tri­als for the sake of the truth. Steph­en, that was one of the first of the fam­ily from whence your hus­band sprang, was knocked on the head with stones.856 James, an­oth­er of this gen­er­a­tion, was slain with the edge of the sword.857 To say noth­ing of Paul and Peter, men an­ciently of the fam­ily from whence your hus­band came, there was Ig­na­tius, who was cast to the lions;858 Ro­manus, whose flesh was cut by pieces from his bones, and Polycarp, that played the man in the fire. There was he that was hanged up in a bas­ket in the sun, for the wasps to eat; and he who they put in­to a sack, and cast him in­to the sea to be drowned. It would be ut­terly im­possible to count up all of that fam­ily that have suffered in­jur­ies and death, for the love of a pil­grim’s life. Nor can I but be glad, to see that thy hus­band has left be­hind him four such boys as these. I hope they will bear up their fath­er’s name, and tread in their fath­er’s steps, and come to their fath­er’s end.

			Great-heart. In­deed, Sir, they are likely lads; they seem to choose heart­ily their fath­er’s ways.

			Gaius. That is it that I said; where­fore Chris­ti­an’s fam­ily is like still to spread abroad upon the face of the ground, and yet to be nu­mer­ous upon the face of the earth; where­fore, let Chris­ti­ana look out some dam­sels for her sons, to whom they may be be­trothed, etc., that the name of their fath­er and the house of his pro­gen­it­ors may nev­er be for­got­ten in the world.859

			Hon. It is pity this fam­ily should fall and be ex­tinct.

			Gaius. Fall it can­not, but be di­min­ished it may; but let Chris­ti­ana take my ad­vice, and that is the way to up­hold it.

			And, Chris­ti­ana, said this Innkeep­er, I am glad to see thee and thy friend Mercy to­geth­er here, a lovely couple. And may I ad­vise, take Mercy in­to a near­er re­la­tion to thee; if she will, let her be giv­en to Mat­thew, thy eld­est son; it is the way to pre­serve you a pos­ter­ity in the earth. So this match was con­cluded, and in pro­cess of time they were mar­ried; but more of that here­after.

			Gaius also pro­ceeded, and said, I will now speak on the be­half of wo­men, to take away their re­proach. For as death and the curse came in­to the world by a wo­man,860 so also did life and health: “God sent forth His Son made of a wo­man.”861 Yea, to show how much those that came after, did ab­hor the act of the moth­er, this sex, in the Old Test­a­ment, coveted chil­dren, if hap­pily this or that wo­man might be the moth­er of the Sa­viour of the world.

			I will say again, that when the Sa­viour was come, wo­men re­joiced in Him be­fore either man or an­gel.862 I read not, that ever any man did give un­to Christ so much as one groat; but the wo­men fol­lowed Him, and min­istered to Him of their sub­stance.863 It was a wo­man that washed His feet with tears, and a wo­man that anoin­ted His body to the buri­al.864 They were wo­men that wept, when He was go­ing to the Cross, and wo­men that fol­lowed Him from the Cross, and that sat by His sep­ulchre, when he was bur­ied.865 They were wo­men that were first with Him at His re­sur­rec­tion-morn; and wo­men that brought tid­ings first to His dis­ciples, that He was ris­en from the dead.866 Wo­men, there­fore, are highly fa­voured, and show by these things that they are sharers with us in the grace of life.

			Now the cook sent up to sig­ni­fy that sup­per was al­most ready, and sent one to lay the cloth, the trench­ers, and to set the salt and bread in or­der.

			Then said Mat­thew, The sight of this cloth, and of this fore­run­ner of the sup­per, be­getteth in me a great­er ap­pet­ite to my food than I had be­fore.

			Gaius. So let all min­is­ter­ing doc­trines to thee, in this life, be­get in thee a great­er de­sire to sit at the sup­per of the great King in His king­dom; for all preach­ing, books, and or­din­ances here, are but as the lay­ing of the trench­ers, and as set­ting of salt upon the board, when com­pared with the feast that our Lord will make for us when we come to His house.

			So sup­per came up;867 and first, a heave-shoulder, and a wave-breast,868 were set on the table be­fore them, to show that they must be­gin their meal with pray­er and praise to God.869 The heave-shoulder, Dav­id lif­ted his heart up to God with; and with the wave-breast, where his heart lay, with that he used to lean upon his harp when he played. These two dishes were very fresh and good, and they all eat heart­ily well there­of.

			The next they brought up, was a bottle of wine, red as blood.870 So Gaius said to them, Drink freely; this is the juice of the true vine, that makes glad the heart of God and man.871 So they drank and were merry.

			The next was a dish of milk well crumbed; but Gaius said, Let the boys have that, that they may grow thereby.872 Then they brought up in course a dish of but­ter and honey. Then said Gaius, Eat freely of this; for this is good to cheer up, and strengthen your judg­ments and un­der­stand­ings. This was our Lord’s dish when He was a child: “But­ter and honey shall He eat, that He may know to re­fuse the evil, and choose the good.”873

			Then they brought them up a dish of apples, and they were very good tasted fruit. Then said Mat­thew, May we eat apples, since they were such, by, and with which, the ser­pent be­guiled our first moth­er?

			Then said Gaius—

			
				
					Apples were they with which we were be­guil’d
					

					Yet sin, not apples, hath our souls de­fil’d.
					

					Apples for­bid, if eat, cor­rupt the blood;
					

					To eat such, when com­manded, does us good.
					

					Drink of His flagons, then, thou church, His dove,
					

					And eat His apples, who are sick of love.
				

			

			Then said Mat­thew, I made the scruple, be­cause I awhile since was sick with eat­ing of fruit.

			Gaius. For­bid­den fruit will make you sick but not what our Lord has tol­er­ated.

			While they were thus talk­ing, they were presen­ted with an­oth­er dish, and it was a dish of nuts.874 Then said some at the table, Nuts spoil tender teeth, es­pe­cially the teeth of chil­dren; which when Gaius heard, he said—

			
				
					Hard texts are nuts (I will not call them cheat­ers),
					

					Whose shells do keep their ker­nels from the eat­ers.
					

					Ope then the shells, and you shall have the meat;
					

					They here are brought for you to crack and eat.
				

			

			Then were they very merry, and sat at the table a long time, talk­ing of many things. Then said the old gen­tle­man, My good land­lord, while we are crack­ing your nuts, if you please, do you open this riddle:875

			
				
					A man there was though some did count him mad,
					

					The more he cast away, the more he had.
				

			

			Then they all gave good heed, won­der­ing what good Gaius would say; so he sat still awhile, and then thus replied—

			
				
					He that be­stows his goods upon the poor,
					

					Shall have as much again, and ten times more.
				

			

			Then said Joseph, I dare say, Sir, I did not think you could have found it out.

			Oh! said Gaius, I have been trained up in this way a great while; noth­ing teaches like ex­per­i­ence; I have learned of my Lord to be kind; and have found by ex­per­i­ence, that I have gained thereby. “There is that scattereth, and yet in­creaseth; and there is that with­hol­d­e­th more than is meet; but it ten­de­th to poverty.”876 “There is that maketh him­self rich, yet hath noth­ing; there is that maketh him­self poor, yet hath great riches.”877 Then Samuel whispered to Chris­ti­ana, his moth­er, and said, Moth­er, this is a very good man’s house, let us stay here a good while, and let my broth­er Mat­thew be mar­ried here to Mercy, be­fore we go any fur­ther.878

			The which Gaius the host over­hear­ing, said, With a very good will, my child.

			So they stayed there more than a month, and Mercy was giv­en to Mat­thew to wife.

			While they stayed here, Mercy, as her cus­tom was, would be mak­ing coats and gar­ments to give to the poor, by which she brought up a very good re­port upon the Pil­grims.879

			But to re­turn again to our story. After sup­per the lads de­sired a bed; for that they were weary with trav­el­ling: then Gaius called to show them their cham­ber; but said Mercy, I will have them to bed. So she had them to bed, and they slept well; but the rest sat up all night; for Gaius and they were such suit­able com­pany, that they could not tell how to part. Then after much talk of their Lord, them­selves, and their jour­ney, old Mr. Hon­est, he that put forth the riddle to Gaius, began to nod. Then said Great-heart, What, Sir, you be­gin to be drowsy; come, rub up; now here is a riddle for you. Then said Mr. Hon­est, Let us hear it. Then said Mr. Great-heart,

			
				
					He that will kill, must first be over­come,
					

					Who live abroad would, first must die at home.
				

			

			Ha! said Mr. Hon­est, it is a hard one, hard to ex­pound, and harder to prac­tise. But come, land­lord, said he, I will, if you please, leave my part to you; do you ex­pound it, and I will hear what you say. No, said Gaius, it was put to you, and it is ex­pec­ted that you should an­swer it. Then said the old gen­tle­man,

			
				
					He first by grace must con­quer’d be,
					

					That sin would mor­ti­fy;
					

					And who, that lives, would con­vince me,
					

					Un­to him­self must die.880
				

			

			It is right, said Gaius; good doc­trine and ex­per­i­ence teaches this. For, first, un­til grace dis­plays it­self, and over­comes the soul with its glory, it is al­to­geth­er without heart to op­pose sin; be­sides if sin is Satan’s cords, by which the soul lies bound, how should it make res­ist­ance, be­fore it is loosed from that in­firm­ity?

			Secondly, nor will any, that knows either reas­on or grace, be­lieve that such a man can be a liv­ing monu­ment of grace that is a slave to his own cor­rup­tions.

			And now it comes in my mind, I will tell you a story worth the hear­ing. There were two men that went on pil­grim­age; the one began when he was young, the oth­er when he was old. The young man had strong cor­rup­tions to grapple with; the old man’s were de­cayed with the de­cays of nature. The young man trod his steps as even as did the old one, and was every way as light as he. Who now, or which of them, had their graces shin­ing clearest, since both seemed to be alike?

			Hon. The young man’s, doubt­less. For that which heads it against the greatest op­pos­i­tion, gives best demon­stra­tion that it is strongest; es­pe­cially when it also hol­d­e­th pace with that that meets not with half so much; as, to be sure, old age does not.881 Be­sides, I have ob­served that old men have blessed them­selves with this mis­take, namely, tak­ing the de­cays of nature for a gra­cious con­quest over cor­rup­tions, and so have been apt to be­guile them­selves. In­deed, old men that are gra­cious, are best able to give ad­vice to them that are young, be­cause they have seen most of the empti­ness of things. But yet, for an old and a young [man] to set out both to­geth­er, the young one has the ad­vant­age of the fairest dis­cov­ery of a work of grace with­in him, though the old man’s cor­rup­tions are nat­ur­ally the weak­est.

			Thus they sat talk­ing till break of day. Now, when the fam­ily was up, Chris­ti­ana bid her son James that he should read a chapter; so he read the fifty-third of Isai­ah. When he had done, Mr. Hon­est asked, why it was said that the Sa­viour is said to come “out of a dry ground;” and also, that “He had no form or come­li­ness in him?”

			Great-heart. Then said Mr. Great-heart, To the first, I an­swer, Be­cause the church of the Jews, of which Christ came, had then lost al­most all the sap and spir­it of re­li­gion. To the second, I say, The words are spoken in the per­son of the un­be­liev­ers, who, be­cause they want that eye that can see in­to our Prince’s heart, there­fore they judge of Him by the mean­ness of His out­side. Just like those that know not that pre­cious stones are covered over with a homely crust; who, when they have found one, be­cause they know not what they have found, cast it again away, as men do a com­mon stone.

			Well, said Gaius, now you are here, and since, as I know, Mr. Great-heart is good at his weapons, if you please, after we have re­freshed ourselves, we will walk in­to the fields, to see if we can do any good.882 About a mile from hence, there is one Slay-good, a gi­ant that does much an­noy the King’s high­way in these parts; and I know where­about his haunt is. He is mas­ter of a num­ber of thieves; it would be well if we could clear these parts of him. So they con­sen­ted, and went, Mr. Great-heart with his sword, hel­met, and shield, and the rest with spears and staves.883 When they came to the place where he was, they found him with one Feeble-mind in his hands, whom his ser­vants had brought un­to him, hav­ing taken him in the way. Now the gi­ant was rifling him, with a pur­pose, after that, to pick his bones, for he was of the nature of flesh-eat­ers.

			Well, so soon as he saw Mr. Great-heart and his friends at the mouth of his cave, with their weapons, he de­man­ded what they wanted.

			Great-heart. We want thee; for we are come to re­venge the quar­rel of the many that thou hast slain of the pil­grims, when thou hast dragged them out of the King’s high­way; where­fore, come out of thy cave. So he armed him­self and came out; and to a battle they went, and fought for above an hour, and then stood still to take wind.

			Slay. Then said the gi­ant, Why are you here on my ground?

			Great-heart. To re­venge the blood of pil­grims, as I also told thee be­fore. So they went to it again, and the gi­ant made Mr. Great-heart give back; but he came up again, and, in the great­ness of his mind, he let fly with such stout­ness at the gi­ant’s head and sides, that he made him let his weapon fall out of his hand; so he smote him, and slew him, and cut off his head, and brought it away to the inn. He also took Feeble-mind, the pil­grim, and brought him with him to his lodgings. When they were come home, they showed his head to the fam­ily, and then set it up, as they had done oth­ers be­fore, for a ter­ror to those that shall at­tempt to do as he here­after.884

			Then they asked Mr. Feeble-mind how he fell in­to his hands?

			Feeble-mind. Then said the poor man, I am a sickly man, as you see; and, be­cause death did usu­ally once a day knock at my door, I thought I should nev­er be well at home; so I betook my­self to a pil­grim’s life, and have traveled hith­er from the town of Un­cer­tain, where I and my fath­er were born. I am a man of no strength at all of body, nor yet of mind; but would, if I could, though I can but crawl, spend my life in the pil­grim’s way.885 When I came at the gate that is at the head of the way, the Lord of that place did en­ter­tain me freely; neither ob­jec­ted He against my weakly looks, nor against my feeble mind; but gave me such things that were ne­ces­sary for my jour­ney, and bid me hope to the end. When I came to the house of the In­ter­pret­er, I re­ceived much kind­ness there; and be­cause the Hill Dif­fi­culty was judged too hard for me, I was car­ried up that by one of His ser­vants. In­deed, I have found much re­lief from pil­grims, though none were will­ing to go so softly as I am forced to do; yet still, as they came on, they bid me be of good cheer, and said that it was the will of their Lord that com­fort should be giv­en to the feeble­minded, and so went on their own pace.886 When I was come up to As­sault Lane, then this gi­ant met with me, and bid me pre­pare for an en­counter; but, alas! feeble one that I was, I had more need of a cor­di­al. So he came up and took me. I con­ceited he should not kill me. Also, when he had got me in­to his den, since I went not with him will­ingly, I be­lieved I should come out alive again; for I have heard, that not any pil­grim that is taken cap­tive by vi­ol­ent hands, if he keeps heart-whole to­wards his Mas­ter, is, by the laws of Provid­ence, to die by the hand of the en­emy. Robbed I looked to be, and robbed to be sure I am; but I am, as you see, es­caped with life; for the which I thank my King as au­thor, and you as the means. Oth­er brunts I also look for; but this I have re­solved on, to wit, to run when I can, to go when I can­not run, and to creep when I can­not go. As to the main, I thank Him that loves me, I am fixed. My way is be­fore me, my mind is bey­ond the river that has no bridge, though I am, as you see, but of a feeble mind.887

			Hon. Then said old Mr. Hon­est, Have you not, some time ago, been ac­quain­ted with one Mr. Fear­ing, a pil­grim.

			Feeble. Ac­quain­ted with him! Yes; he came from the town of Stu­pid­ity, which li­eth four de­grees to the north­ward of the City of De­struc­tion, and as many off of where I was born; yet we were well ac­quain­ted, for, in­deed, he was my uncle, my fath­er’s broth­er. He and I have been much of a tem­per. He was a little short­er than I, but yet we were much of a com­plex­ion.

			Hon. I per­ceive you know him; and I am apt to be­lieve also, that you were re­lated one to an­oth­er; for you have his whitely look, a cast like his with your eye, and your speech is much alike.

			Feeble. Most have said so that have known us both; and be­sides, what I have read in him, I have, for the most part, found in my­self.

			Gaius. Come, Sir, said good Gaius, be of good cheer, you are wel­come to me, and to my house, and what thou hast a mind to, call for freely; and what thou would­est have my ser­vants do for thee, they will do it with a ready mind.

			Then said Mr. Feeble-mind, This is un­ex­pec­ted fa­vour, and as the sun shin­ing out of a very dark cloud. Did Gi­ant Slay-good in­tend me this fa­vour when he stopped me, and re­solved to let me go no fur­ther? Did he in­tend, that after he had rifled my pock­ets, I should go to Gaius, mine host? Yet so it is.888

			Now, just as Mr. Feeble-mind and Gaius were thus in talk, there comes one run­ning, and called at the door, and told that, about a mile and a half off, there was one Mr. Not-right, a pil­grim, struck dead upon the place where he was with a thun­der­bolt.889

			Feeble. Alas! said Mr. Feeble-mind, is he slain? He over­took me some days be­fore I came so far as hith­er, and would be my com­pany-keep­er. He also was with me when Slay-good, the gi­ant, took me; but he was nimble of his heels, and es­caped. But, it seems, he es­caped to die, and I was took to live.890

			
				
					What, one would think, doth seek to slay out­right,
					

					Of­t­times de­liv­ers from the sad­dest plight.
					

					That very provid­ence, whose face is death,
					

					Doth of­t­times to the lowly life be­queath.
					

					I taken was, he did es­cape and flee;
					

					Hands cross’d gives death to him, and life to me.
				

			

			Now, about this time, Mat­thew and Mercy were mar­ried. Also Gaius gave his daugh­ter Phoebe to James, Mat­thew’s broth­er, to wife; after which time they yet stayed above ten days at Gaius’ house, spend­ing their time, and the sea­sons, like as pil­grims used to do.891

			When they were to de­part, Gaius made them a feast, and they did eat and drink, and were merry. Now the hour was come that they must be gone; where­fore, Mr. Great-heart called for a reck­on­ing; but Gaius told him, that at his house it was not the cus­tom for pil­grims to pay for their en­ter­tain­ment. He boarded them by the year, but looked for his pay from the good Samar­it­an, who had prom­ised him, at his re­turn, what­so­ever charge he was at with them, faith­fully to re­pay him.892 Then said Mr. Great-heart to him,

			Great-heart. “Be­loved, thou dost faith­fully what­so­ever thou dost to the brethren, and to strangers; which have borne wit­ness of thy char­ity be­fore the church; whom if thou (yet) bring for­ward on their jour­ney after a godly sort, thou shalt do well.”893 Then Gaius took his leave of them all, and of his chil­dren, and par­tic­u­larly of Mr. Feeble-mind. He also gave him some­thing to drink by the way.

			Now Mr. Feeble-mind, when they were go­ing out of the door, made as if he in­ten­ded to linger; the which when Mr. Great-heart es­pied, he said, Come, Mr. Feeble-Mind, pray do you go along with us, I will be your con­duct­or, and you shall fare as the rest.

			Feeble. Alas! I want a suit­able com­pan­ion; you are all lusty and strong; but I, as you see, am weak; I choose, there­fore, rather to come be­hind, lest, by reas­on of my many in­firm­it­ies, I should be both a bur­den to my­self and to you. I am, as I said, a man of a weak and feeble mind, and shall be of­fen­ded and made weak at that which oth­ers can bear. I shall like no laugh­ing; I shall like no gay at­tire; I shall like no un­prof­it­able ques­tions. Nay, I am so weak a man, as to be of­fen­ded with that which oth­ers have liberty to do. I do not yet know all the truth; I am a very ig­nor­ant Chris­ti­an man; some­times, if I hear some re­joice in the Lord, it troubles me, be­cause I can not do so too. It is with me, as it is with a weak man among the strong, or as with a sick man among the healthy, or as a lamp des­pised (“He that is ready to slip with his feet, is as a lamp des­pised in the thought of him that is at ease”),894 so that I know not what to do.895

			Great-heart. But, broth­er, said Mr. Great-heart, I have it in com­mis­sion to “com­fort the feeble­minded,” and to “sup­port the weak.”896 You must needs go along with us; we will wait for you; we will lend you our help;897 we will deny ourselves of some things, both opin­ion­at­ive and prac­tic­al, for your sake,898 we will not enter in­to doubt­ful dis­pu­ta­tions be­fore you; we will be made all things to you, rather than you shall be left be­hind.899

			Now all this while they were at Gaius’ door; and be­hold, as they were thus in the heat of their dis­course, Mr. Ready-to-halt came by, with his crutches [prom­ises] in his hand;900 and he also was go­ing on pil­grim­age.

			Feeble. Then said Mr. Feeble-mind to him, Man, How camest thou hith­er? I was but just now com­plain­ing, that I had not a suit­able com­pan­ion, but thou art ac­cord­ing to my wish. Wel­come, wel­come, good Mr. Ready-to-halt, I hope thee and I may be some help.

			Ready-to-halt. I shall be glad of thy com­pany, said the oth­er; and good Mr. Feeble-mind, rather than we will part, since we are thus hap­pily met, I will lend thee one of my crutches.901

			Feeble. Nay, said he, though I thank thee for thy good­will, I am not in­clined to halt be­fore I am lame. How­beit, I think, when oc­ca­sion is, it may help me against a dog.902

			Ready. If either my­self or my crutches can do thee a pleas­ure, we are both at thy com­mand, good Mr. Feeble-mind.

			Thus there­fore they went on; Mr. Great-heart and Mr. Hon­est went be­fore, Chris­ti­ana and her chil­dren went next, and Mr. Feeble-mind and Mr. Ready-to-halt, came be­hind with his crutches.903 Then said Mr. Hon­est,

			Hon. Pray, Sir, now we are upon the road, tell us some prof­it­able things of some that have gone on pil­grim­age be­fore us.

			Great-heart. With a good will. I sup­pose you have heard how Chris­ti­an of old did meet with Apolly­on in the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation; and also what hard work he had, to go through the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death. Also I think you can­not but have heard how Faith­ful was put to it with Madam Wan­ton, with Adam the first, with one Dis­con­tent, and Shame, four as de­ceit­ful vil­lains as a man can meet with upon the road.

			Hon. Yes, I have heard of all this; but in­deed, good Faith­ful was hard­est put to it with Shame; he was an un­wear­ied one.

			Great-heart. Aye; for, as the Pil­grim well said, he of all men had the wrong name.

			Hon. But pray, Sir, where was it that Chris­ti­an and Faith­ful met Talk­at­ive? That same was also a not­able one.

			Great-heart. He was a con­fid­ent fool, yet many fol­low his ways.

			Hon. He had like to have be­guiled Faith­ful.

			Great-heart. Aye, but Chris­ti­an put him in­to a way quickly to find him out. Thus they went on till they came at the place where Evan­gel­ist met with Chris­ti­an and Faith­ful, and proph­esied to them of what should be­fall them at Van­ity Fair.

			Great-heart. Then said their guide, Here­abouts did Chris­ti­an and Faith­ful meet with Evan­gel­ist, who proph­esied to them of what troubles they should meet with at Van­ity Fair.

			Hon. Say you so? I dare say it was a hard chapter that then he did read un­to them.904

			Great-heart. It was so; but he gave them en­cour­age­ment with­al. But what do we talk of them? they were a couple of li­on-like men; they had set their faces like flint. Don’t you re­mem­ber how un­daun­ted they were when they stood be­fore the judge?

			Hon. Well, Faith­ful bravely suffered.

			Great-heart. So he did, and as brave things came on it; for Hope­ful and some oth­ers, as the story relates it, were con­ver­ted by his death.

			Hon. Well, but pray go on; for you are well ac­quain­ted with things.

			Great-heart. Above all that Chris­ti­an met with after he had passed through Van­ity Fair, one By-ends was the arch one.

			Hon. By-ends! What was he?

			Great-heart. A very arch fel­low; a down­right hy­po­crite. One that would be re­li­gious which way ever the world went; but so cun­ning, that he would be sure neither to lose nor suf­fer for it. He had his mode of re­li­gion for every fresh oc­ca­sion; and his wife was as good at it as he. He would turn and change from opin­ion to opin­ion; yea, and plead for so do­ing too. But, so far as I could learn, he came to an ill end with his by-ends; nor did I ever hear that any of his chil­dren were ever of any es­teem with any that truly feared God.

			Now, by this time, they were come with­in sight of the town of Van­ity, where Van­ity Fair is kept. So, when they saw that they were so near the town, they con­sul­ted with one an­oth­er, how they should pass through the town; and some said one thing, and some an­oth­er. At last Mr. Great-heart said, I have, as you may un­der­stand, of­ten been a con­duct­or of pil­grims through this town; now I am ac­quain­ted with one Mr. Mnason, a Cyprus­i­an by na­tion, an old dis­ciple, at whose house we may lodge.905 If you think good, said he, we will turn in there.906

			Con­tent, said old Hon­est; Con­tent, said Chris­ti­ana; Con­tent, said Mr. Feeble-mind; and so they said all. Now, you must think, it was even­tide by that they got to the out­side of the town; but Mr. Great-heart knew the way to the old man’s house. So thith­er they came; and he called at the door, and the old man with­in knew his tongue so soon as ever he heard it; so he opened, and they all came in. Then said Mnason their host, How far have ye come today? So they said, From the house of Gaius our friend. I prom­ise you, said he, you have gone a good stitch, you may well be a weary; sit down. So they sat down.

			Great-heart. Then said their guide, Come, what cheer, Sirs? I dare say you are wel­come to my friend.

			Mnason. I also, said Mr. Mnason, do bid you wel­come, and, whatever you want, do but say, and we will do what we can to get it for you.

			Hon. Our great want, a while since, was har­bour and good com­pany, and now I hope we have both.

			Mnason. For har­bour, you see what it is; but for good com­pany, that will ap­pear in the tri­al.

			Great-heart. Well, said Mr. Great-heart, will you have the Pil­grims up in­to their lodging?

			Mnason. I will, said Mr. Mnason. So he had them to their re­spect­ive places; and also showed them a very fair din­ing-room, where they might be, and sup to­geth­er, un­til time was come to go to rest.

			Now, when they were set in their places, and were a little cheery after their jour­ney, Mr. Hon­est asked his land­lord, if there were any store of good people in the town?

			Mnason. We have a few, for in­deed they are but a few, when com­pared with them on the oth­er side.

			Hon. But how shall we do to see some of them? for the sight of good men to them that are go­ing on pil­grim­age, is like to the ap­pear­ing of the moon and the stars to them that are sail­ing upon the seas.907

			Then Mr. Mnason stamped with his foot, and his daugh­ter Grace came up; so he said un­to her, Grace, go you, tell my friends, Mr. Con­trite, Mr. Holy-man, Mr. Love-saint, Mr. Dare-not-lie, and Mr. Pen­it­ent; that I have a friend or two at my house that have a mind this even­ing to see them.

			So Grace went to call them, and they came; and, after sa­luta­tion made, they sat down to­geth­er at the table.

			Then said Mr. Mnason, their land­lord, My neigh­bours, I have, as you see, a com­pany of strangers come to my house; they are Pil­grims; they come from afar, and are go­ing to mount Zion. But who, quoth he, do you think this is? point­ing with his fin­ger to Chris­ti­ana; it is Chris­ti­ana, the wife of Chris­ti­an, that fam­ous Pil­grim, who, with Faith­ful his broth­er, were so shame­fully handled in our town. At that they stood amazed, say­ing, We little thought to see Chris­ti­ana, when Grace came to call us; where­fore this is a very com­fort­able sur­prise. Then they asked her of her wel­fare, and if these young men were her hus­band’s sons? And when she had told them they were, they said, The King whom you love and serve, make you as your fath­er, and bring you where he is in peace!

			Hon. Then Mr. Hon­est (when they were all sat down) asked Mr. Con­trite, and the rest, in what pos­ture their town was at present?

			Con­trite. You may be sure we are full of hurry in fair-time. It is hard keep­ing our hearts and spir­its in any good or­der, when we are in a cumbered con­di­tion. He that lives in such a place as this is, and that has to do with such as we have, has need of an item, to cau­tion him to take heed, every mo­ment of the day.

			Hon. But how are your neigh­bours for quiet­ness?

			Con­trite. They are much more mod­er­ate now than formerly. You know how Chris­ti­an and Faith­ful were used at our town; but of late, I say, they have been far more mod­er­ate. I think the blood of Faith­ful li­eth with load upon them till now; for since they burned him, they have been ashamed to burn any more. In those days we were afraid to walk the streets, but now we can show our heads. Then the name of a pro­fess­or was odi­ous; now, es­pe­cially in some parts of our town (for you know our town is large), re­li­gion is coun­ted hon­our­able.908

			Then said Mr. Con­trite to them, Pray how fareth it with you in your pil­grim­age? How stands the coun­try af­fected to­wards you?

			Hon. It hap­pens to us as it happen­eth to way­far­ing men; some­times our way is clean, some­times foul, some­times up hill, some­times down hill; we are sel­dom at a cer­tainty; the wind is not al­ways on our backs, nor is every­one a friend that we meet with in the way. We have met with some not­able rubs already; and what are yet be­hind, we know not; but for the most part, we find it true, that has been talked of, of old, A good man must suf­fer trouble.

			Con­trite. You talk of rubs; what rubs have you met with­al?

			Hon. Nay, ask Mr. Great-heart, our guide, for he can give the best ac­count of that.

			Great-heart. We have been be­set three or four times already. First, Chris­ti­ana and her chil­dren were be­set with two ruf­fi­ans, that they feared would a took away their lives. We were be­set with Gi­ant Bloody-man, Gi­ant Maul, and Gi­ant Slay-good. In­deed we did rather be­set the last, than were be­set of him. And thus it was: After we had been some time at the house of “Gaius, mine host, and of the whole church,”909 we were minded upon a time to take our weapons with us, and so go see if we could light upon any of those that were en­emies to pil­grims (for we heard that there was a not­able one there­abouts). Now Gaius knew his haunt bet­ter than I, be­cause he dwelt there­about; so we looked, and looked, till at last we dis­cerned the mouth of his cave; then we were glad, and plucked up our spir­its. So we ap­proached up to his den, and lo, when we came there, he had dragged, by mere force, in­to his net, this poor man, Mr. Feeble-mind, and was about to bring him to his end. But when he saw us, sup­pos­ing, as we thought, he had had an­oth­er prey, he left the poor man in his hole, and came out. So we fell to it full sore, and he lust­ily laid about him; but in con­clu­sion, he was brought down to the ground, and his head cut off, and set up by the way­side, for a ter­ror to such as should after prac­tise such un­god­li­ness. That I tell you the truth, here is the man him­self to af­firm it, who was as a lamb taken out of the mouth of the li­on.

			Feeble-mind. Then said Mr. Feeble-mind, I found this true, to my cost, and com­fort; to my cost, when he threatened to pick my bones every mo­ment; and to my com­fort, when I saw Mr. Great-heart and his friends with their weapons, ap­proach so near for my de­liv­er­ance.

			Holy-man. Then said Mr. Holy-man, There are two things that they have need to be pos­sessed with, that go on pil­grim­age; cour­age, and an un­spot­ted life. If they have not cour­age, they can nev­er hold on their way; and if their lives be loose, they will make the very name of a Pil­grim stink.

			Love-saint. Then said Mr. Love-saint, I hope this cau­tion is not need­ful amongst you. But truly, there are many that go upon the road, that rather de­clare them­selves strangers to pil­grim­age, than strangers and pil­grims in the earth.

			Dare-not-lie. Then said Mr. Dare-not-lie, It is true, they neither have the pil­grim’s need, nor the pil­grim’s cour­age; they go not up­rightly, but all awry with their feet; one shoe goes in­ward, an­oth­er out­ward, and their hosen out be­hind; there a rag, and there a rent, to the dis­par­age­ment of their Lord.

			Pen­it­ent. These things, said Mr. Pen­it­ent, they ought to be troubled for; nor are the pil­grims like to have that grace put upon them and their pil­grim’s pro­gress, as they de­sire, un­til the way is cleared of such spots and blem­ishes.

			Thus they sat talk­ing and spend­ing the time, un­til sup­per was set upon the table; un­to which they went and re­freshed their weary bod­ies; so they went to rest. Now they stayed in this fair a great while, at the house of this Mr. Mnason, who, in pro­cess of time, gave his daugh­ter Grace un­to Samuel, Chris­ti­ana’s son, to wife, and his daugh­ter Martha to Joseph.

			The time, as I said, that they lay here, was long (for it was not now as in former times). Where­fore the Pil­grims grew ac­quain­ted with many of the good people of the town, and did them what ser­vice they could. Mercy, as she was wont, la­boured much for the poor; where­fore their bel­lies and backs blessed her, and she was there an or­na­ment to her pro­fes­sion.910 And, to say the truth for Grace, Phoebe, and Martha, they were all of a very good nature, and did much good in their place. They were also all of them very fruit­ful; so that Chris­ti­an’s name, as was said be­fore, was like to live in the world.

			While they lay here, there came a mon­ster out of the woods, and slew many of the people of the town. It would also carry away their chil­dren, and teach them to suck its whelps.911 Now, no man in the town durst so much as face this mon­ster; but all men fled when they heard of the noise of his com­ing.

			The mon­ster was like un­to no one beast upon the earth; its body was like a dragon, and it had sev­en heads and ten horns.912 It made great hav­oc of chil­dren, and yet it was gov­erned by a wo­man.913 This mon­ster pro­pounded con­di­tions to men, and such men as loved their lives more than their souls, ac­cep­ted of those con­di­tions. So they came un­der.914

			Now this Mr. Great-heart, to­geth­er with these that came to vis­it the pil­grims at Mr. Mnason’s house, entered in­to a cov­en­ant to go and en­gage this beast, if per­haps they might de­liv­er the people of this town from the paws and mouth of this so de­vour­ing a ser­pent.

			Then did Mr. Great-heart, Mr. Con­trite, Mr. Holy-man, Mr. Dare-not-lie, and Mr. Pen­it­ent, with their weapons go forth to meet him. Now the mon­ster, at first, was very rampant, and looked upon these en­emies with great dis­dain; but they so be­la­boured him, be­ing sturdy men at arms, that they made him make a re­treat; so they came home to Mr. Mnason’s house again.

			The mon­ster, you must know, had his cer­tain sea­sons to come out in, and to make his at­tempts upon the chil­dren of the people of the town; also these sea­sons did these vali­ant wor­thies watch him in, and did still con­tinu­ally as­sault him; in­somuch, that in pro­cess of time he be­came not only wounded, but lame; also he has not made that hav­oc of the towns­men’s chil­dren, as formerly he has done. And it is ver­ily be­lieved by some, that this beast will die of his wounds.915

			This, there­fore, made Mr. Great-heart and his fel­lows of great fame in this town; so that many of the people that wanted their taste of things, yet had a rev­er­end es­teem and re­spect for them.916 Upon this ac­count there­fore it was, that these pil­grims got not much hurt here. True, there were some of the baser sort, that could see no more than a mole, nor un­der­stand more than a beast; these had no rev­er­ence for these men, nor took they no­tice of their valour or ad­ven­tures.917

			Well, the time grew on that the Pil­grims must go on their way, where­fore they pre­pared for their jour­ney. They sent for their friends; they con­ferred with them; they had some time set apart, therein to com­mit each oth­er to the pro­tec­tion of their Prince. There were again, that brought them of such things as they had, that were fit for the weak and the strong, for the wo­men and the men, and so laded them with such things as were ne­ces­sary.918

			Then they set for­ward on their way; and their friends ac­com­pa­ny­ing them so far as was con­veni­ent, they again com­mit­ted each oth­er to the pro­tec­tion of their King, and par­ted. They, there­fore, that were of the Pil­grims’ com­pany went on, and Mr. Great-heart went be­fore them. Now the wo­men and chil­dren be­ing weakly, they were forced to go as they could bear; by this means Mr. Ready-to-halt and Mr. Feeble-mind had more to sym­path­ize with their con­di­tion.

			When they were gone from the towns­men, and when their friends had bid them farewell; they quickly came to the place where Faith­ful was put to death; there there­fore they made a stand, and thanked Him that had en­abled him to bear his cross so well; and the rather be­cause they now found that they had a be­ne­fit by such a manly suf­fer­ing as his was.919

			They went on, there­fore, after this, a good way fur­ther, talk­ing of Chris­ti­an and Faith­ful; and how Hope­ful joined him­self to Chris­ti­an after that Faith­ful was dead.

			Now they were come up with the Hill Lucre, where the sil­ver mine was, which took De­mas off from his pil­grim­age, and in­to which, as some think, By-ends fell and per­ished; where­fore they con­sidered that. But when they were come to the old monu­ment that stood over against the Hill Lucre, to wit, to the pil­lar of salt that stood also with­in view of So­d­om and its stink­ing lake; they marveled, as did Chris­ti­an be­fore, that men of that know­ledge and ripe­ness of wit, as they were, should be so blinded as to turn aside here. Only they con­sidered again, that nature is not af­fected with the harms that oth­ers have met with, es­pe­cially if that thing upon which they look, has an at­tract­ing vir­tue upon the fool­ish eye.

			I saw now that they went on, till they came at the river that was on this side of the De­lect­able Moun­tains. To the river where the fine trees grow on both sides; and whose leaves, if taken in­wardly, are good against sur­feits, where the mead­ows are green all the year long, and where they might lie down safely.920

			By this river side, in the mead­ow, there were cotes and folds for sheep, a house built for the nour­ish­ing and bring­ing up of those lambs, the babes of those wo­men that go on pil­grim­age.921 Also there was here one that was en­trus­ted with them, who could have com­pas­sion, and that could gath­er these lambs with His arm, and carry them in His bos­om, and that could gently lead those that were with young.922 Now to the care of this man, Chris­ti­ana ad­mon­ished her four daugh­ters to com­mit their little ones, that by these wa­ters they might be housed, har­boured, suc­coured, and nour­ished, and that none of them might be lack­ing in time to come.923 This Man, if any of them go astray, or be lost, He will bring them again; He will also bind up that which was broken, and will strengthen them that are sick.924 Here they will nev­er want meat, and drink, and cloth­ing; here they will be kept from thieves and rob­bers; for this Man will die be­fore one of those com­mit­ted to His trust shall be lost.925

			Be­sides, here they shall be sure to have good nur­ture and ad­mon­i­tion, and shall be taught to walk in right paths, and that you know is a fa­vour of no small ac­count. Also here, as you see, are del­ic­ate wa­ters, pleas­ant mead­ows, dainty flowers, vari­ety of trees, and such as bear whole­some fruit; fruit not like that that Mat­thew ate of, that fell over the wall out of Beelze­bub’s garden; but fruit that pro­cureth health where there is none, and that con­tin­ueth and in­creaseth it where it is.926

			So they were con­tent to com­mit their little ones to Him; and that which was also an en­cour­age­ment to them so to do, was, for that all this was to be at the charge of the King, and so was as an hos­pit­al for young chil­dren and orphans.

			Now they went on; and when they were come to Bypath Mead­ow, to the stile over which Chris­ti­an went with his fel­low Hope­ful, when they were taken by Gi­ant Des­pair, and put in­to Doubt­ing Castle; they sat down and con­sul­ted what was best to be done; to wit, now they were so strong, and had got such a man as Mr. Great-heart for their con­duct­or, wheth­er they had not best to make an at­tempt upon the Gi­ant, de­mol­ish his castle, and, if there were any pil­grims in it, to set them at liberty, be­fore they went any fur­ther. So one said one thing, and an­oth­er said the con­trary. One ques­tioned if it were law­ful to go upon un­con­sec­rated ground; an­oth­er said they might, provided their end was good; but Mr. Great-heart said, Though that as­ser­tion offered last can­not be uni­ver­sally true, yet I have a com­mand­ment to res­ist sin, to over­come evil, to fight the good fight of faith; and, I pray, with whom should I fight this good fight, if not with Gi­ant Des­pair? I will, there­fore, at­tempt the tak­ing away of his life, and the de­mol­ish­ing of Doubt­ing Castle. Then said he, Who will go with me? Then said old Hon­est, I will. And so will we too, said Chris­ti­ana’s four sons, Mat­thew, Samuel, James, and Joseph; for they were young men and strong.927 So they left the wo­men in the road, and with them Mr. Feeble-mind and Mr. Ready-to-halt with his crutches, to be their guard, un­til they came back; for in that place though Gi­ant Des­pair dwelt so near, they keep­ing in the road, a little child might lead them.928 So Mr. Great-heart, old Hon­est, and the four young men, went to go up to Doubt­ing Castle, to look for Gi­ant Des­pair. When they came at the Castle-gate, they knocked for en­trance with an un­usu­al noise. At that the old Gi­ant comes to the gate, and Dif­fid­ence, his wife, fol­lows. Then said he, Who, and what is he that is so hardy, as after this man­ner to mo­lest the Gi­ant Des­pair?

			Mr. Great-heart replied, It is I, Great-heart, one of the King of the Ce­les­ti­al Coun­try’s con­duct­ors of pil­grims to their place; and I de­mand of thee that thou open thy gates for my en­trance. Pre­pare thy­self also to fight, for I am come to take away thy head, and to de­mol­ish Doubt­ing Castle.

			Now Gi­ant Des­pair, be­cause he was a gi­ant, thought no man could over­come him; and, again, thought he, since here­to­fore I have made a con­quest of an­gels, shall Great-heart make me afraid! So he har­nessed him­self, and went out. He had a cap of steel upon his head, a breast­plate of fire girded to him, and he came out in iron shoes with a great club in his hand. Then these six men made up to him, and be­set him be­hind and be­fore. Also when Dif­fid­ence, the gi­ant­ess, came up to help him, old Mr. Hon­est cut her down at one blow. Then they fought for their lives, and Gi­ant Des­pair was brought down to the ground, but was very loath to die. He struggled hard, and had, as they say, as many lives as a cat; but Great-heart was his death, for he left him not till he had severed his head from his shoulders.929

			Then they fell to de­mol­ish­ing Doubt­ing Castle, that you know might with ease be done, since Gi­ant Des­pair was dead. They were sev­en days in des­troy­ing of that; and in it of pil­grims they found one Mr. Des­pond­ency, al­most starved to death, and one Much-afraid, his daugh­ter; these two they saved alive. But it would have made you a-wondered to have seen the dead bod­ies that lay here and there in the castle-yard, and how full of dead men’s bones the dun­geon was.

			When Mr. Great-heart and his com­pan­ions had per­formed this ex­ploit, they took Mr. Des­pond­ency, and his daugh­ter Much-afraid, in­to their pro­tec­tion; for they were hon­est people, though they were pris­on­ers in Doubt­ing Castle, to that tyr­ant Gi­ant Des­pair. They, there­fore, I say, took with them the head of the Gi­ant, for his body they had bur­ied un­der a heap of stones, and down to the road and to their com­pan­ions they came, and showed them what they had done. Now when Feeble-mind and Ready-to-halt saw that it was the head of Gi­ant Des­pair in­deed, they were very joc­und and merry.930 Now Chris­ti­ana, if need was, could play upon the vi­ol, and her daugh­ter Mercy upon the lute; so, since they were so merry dis­posed, she played them a les­son, and Ready-to-halt would dance. So he took Des­pond­ency’s daugh­ter, named Much-afraid, by the hand, and to dan­cing they went in the road. True, he could not dance without one crutch in his hand; but, I prom­ise you, he footed it well. Also the girl was to be com­men­ded, for she answered the mu­sic hand­somely.

			As for Mr. Des­pond­ency, the mu­sic was not much to him; he was for feed­ing rather than dan­cing, for that he was al­most starved. So Chris­ti­ana gave him some of her bottle of spir­its, for present re­lief, and then pre­pared him some­thing to eat; and, in little time, the old gen­tle­man came to him­self, and began to be finely re­vived.

			Now I saw in my dream, when all these things were fin­ished, Mr. Great-heart took the head of Gi­ant Des­pair, and set it upon a pole by the high­way side, right over against the pil­lar that Chris­ti­an erec­ted for a cau­tion to pil­grims that came after, to take heed of en­ter­ing in­to his grounds.931

			
				
					Though Doubt­ing Castle be de­mol­ish’d,
					

					And the Gi­ant Des­pair hath lost his head,
					

					Sin can re­build the Castle, make’t re­main,
					

					And make Des­pair the Gi­ant live again.
				

			

			Then he writ un­der it, upon a marble stone these verses fol­low­ing:

			
				
					This the head of him, whose name only
					

					In former times did pil­grims ter­rify.
					

					His Castle’s down; and Dif­fid­ence, his wife,
					

					Brave Mas­ter Great-heart has bereft of life.
					

					Des­pond­ency, his daugh­ter Much-afraid,
					

					Great-heart for them also the man has play’d;
					

					Who here­of doubts, if he’ll but cast his eye
					

					Up hith­er, may his scruples sat­is­fy.
					

					This head also, when doubt­ing cripples dance,
					

					Doth show from fears they have de­liv­er­ance.
				

			

			When these men had thus bravely showed them­selves against Doubt­ing Castle, and had slain Gi­ant Des­pair, they went for­ward; and went on till they came to the De­lect­able Moun­tains, where Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful re­freshed them­selves with the vari­et­ies of the place. They also ac­quain­ted them­selves with the shep­herds there, who wel­comed them, as they had done Chris­ti­an be­fore, un­to the De­lect­able Moun­tains.

			Now the Shep­herds, see­ing so great a train fol­low Mr. Great-heart, for with him they were well ac­quain­ted, they said un­to him, Good Sir, you have got a goodly com­pany here. Pray, where did you find all these?

			Then Mr. Great-heart replied:

			
				
					First, here is Chris­ti­ana and her train,
					

					Her sons, and her sons’ wives, who like the wain,932
					

					Keep by the pole, and do by com­pass steer,
					

					From sin to grace, else they had not been here;
					

					Next, here’s old Hon­est come on pil­grim­age,
					

					Ready-to-halt, too, who, I dare en­gage,
					

					True­hearted is, and so is Feeble-mind,
					

					Who will­ing was not to be left be­hind;
					

					Des­pond­ency, good man, is com­ing after,
					

					And so also is Much-afraid his daugh­ter.
					

					May we have en­ter­tain­ment here, or must
					

					We fur­ther go? Let’s know where­on to trust.
				

			

			Then said the Shep­herds, This is a com­fort­able com­pany. You are wel­come to us, for we have [com­fort] for the feeble as for the strong. Our Prince has an eye to what is done to the least of these; there­fore in­firm­ity must not be a block to our en­ter­tain­ment.933 So they had them to the palace door, and then said un­to them, Come in, Mr. Feeble-mind; Come in, Mr. Ready-to-halt; come in, Mr. Des­pond­ency, and Mrs. Much-afraid, his daugh­ter.934 These, Mr. Great-heart, said the Shep­herds to the guide, we call in by name, for that they are most sub­ject to draw back; but as for you, and the rest that are strong, we leave you to your wonted liberty. Then said Mr. Great-heart, This day I see that grace doth shine in your faces, and that you are my Lord’s Shep­herds in­deed; for that you have not pushed these dis­eased neither with side nor shoulder, but have rather strewed their way in­to the palace with flowers, as you should.935 So the feeble and weak went in, and Mr. Great-heart and the rest did fol­low. When they were also set down, the Shep­herds said to those of the weak­er sort, What is it that you would have? for, said they, all things must be man­aged here to the sup­port­ing of the weak, as well as the warn­ing of the un­ruly.

			So they made them a feast of things easy of di­ges­tion, and that were pleas­ant to the pal­ate, and nour­ish­ing; the which, when they had re­ceived, they went to their rest, each one re­spect­ively un­to his prop­er place. When morn­ing was come, be­cause the moun­tains were high, and the day clear, and be­cause it was the cus­tom of the Shep­herds to show to the Pil­grims, be­fore their de­par­ture, some rar­it­ies;936 there­fore, after they were ready, and had re­freshed them­selves, the Shep­herds took them out in­to the fields, and showed them first what they had showed to Chris­ti­an be­fore. Then they had them to some new places. The first was to Mount Mar­vel, where they looked, and be­held a man at a dis­tance, that tumbled the hills about with words. Then they asked the Shep­herds what that should mean? So they told them, that that man was a son of one Great-grace, of whom you read in the First Part of the Re­cords of the Pil­grim’s Pro­gress. And he is set there to teach pil­grims how to be­lieve down, or to tumble out of their way, what dif­fi­culties they shall meet with, by faith.937 Then said Mr. Great-heart, I know him. He is a man above many.

			Then they had them to an­oth­er place, called Mount In­no­cent; and there they saw a man clothed all in white, and two men, Pre­ju­dice and Ill-will, con­tinu­ally cast­ing dirt upon him. Now, be­hold, the dirt, what­so­ever they cast at him, would in little time fall off again, and his gar­ments would look as clear as if no dirt had been cast there­at.938

			Then said the Pil­grims, What means this? The Shep­herds answered, This man is named Godly-man, and this gar­ment is to show the in­no­cency of his life. Now, those that throw dirt at him, are such as hate his well-do­ing; but, as you see the dirt will not stick upon his clothes, so it shall be with him that liv­eth truly in­no­cently in the world. Who­ever they be that would make such men dirty, they la­bour all in vain; for God, by that a little time is spent, will cause that their in­no­cence shall break forth as the light, and their right­eous­ness as the noonday.

			Then they took them, and had them to Mount Char­ity, where they showed them a man that had a bundle of cloth ly­ing be­fore him, out of which he cut coats and gar­ments for the poor that stood about him; yet his bundle or roll of cloth was nev­er the less. Then said they, What should this be? This is, said the Shep­herds, to show you, that he that has a heart to give of his la­bour to the poor, shall nev­er want where­with­al. He that watereth shall be watered him­self. And the cake that the wid­ow gave to the Proph­et did not cause that she had ever the less in her bar­rel.

			They had them also to a place where they saw one Fool, and one Want-wit, wash­ing of an Ethiopi­an, with in­ten­tion to make him white; but the more they washed him the black­er he was. They then asked the Shep­herds what that should mean. So they told them, say­ing, Thus shall it be with the vile per­son. All means used to get such a one a good name shall, in con­clu­sion, tend but to make him more ab­om­in­able. Thus it was with the Phar­isees, and so shall it be with all hy­po­crites.939

			Then said Mercy, the wife of Mat­thew, to Chris­ti­ana, her moth­er, Moth­er, I would, if it might be, see the hole in the hill, or that com­monly called the by­way to hell. So her moth­er brake her mind to the Shep­herds. Then they went to the door. It was in the side of a hill, and they opened it, and bid Mercy hearken awhile. So she hearkened, and heard one say­ing, Cursed be my fath­er, for hold­ing of my feet back from the way of peace and life; and an­oth­er said, O that I had been torn in pieces, be­fore I had, to save my life, lost my soul! and an­oth­er said, If I were to live again, how would I deny my­self, rather than come to this place! Then there was as if the very earth had groaned and quaked un­der the feet of this young wo­man for fear. So she looked white, and came trem­bling away, say­ing, Blessed be he and she that are de­livered from this place.940 Now when the Shep­herds had shown them all these things, then they had them back to the palace, and en­ter­tained them with what the house would af­ford. But Mercy be­ing a young and breed­ing wo­man, longed for some­thing that she saw there, but was ashamed to ask. Her moth­er-in-law then asked her what she ailed; for she looked as one not well. Then said Mercy, There is a look­ing-glass hangs up in the din­ing-room, off which I can­not take my mind: if, there­fore, I have it not, I think I shall mis­carry. Then said her moth­er, I will men­tion thy wants to the Shep­herds, and they will not deny it thee. But she said, I am ashamed that these men should know that I longed. Nay, my daugh­ter, said she, it is no shame but a vir­tue, to long for such a thing as that. So Mercy said, Then, moth­er, if you please, ask the Shep­herds if they are will­ing to sell it.

			Now the glass was one of a thou­sand. It would present a man, one way, with his own fea­tures ex­actly;941 and, turn it but an­oth­er way, and it would show one the very face and simil­it­ude of the Prince of Pil­grims Him­self.942 Yea, I have talked with them that can tell, and they have said, that they have seen the very crown of thorns upon His head, by look­ing in that glass; they have therein also seen the holes in His hands, in His feet, and His side.943 Yea, such an ex­cel­lency is there in that glass, that it will show Him, to one where they have a mind to see Him; wheth­er liv­ing or dead; wheth­er in earth or Heav­en; wheth­er in a state of hu­mi­li­ation, or in His ex­al­ta­tion; wheth­er com­ing to suf­fer, or com­ing to reign.944

			Chris­ti­ana, there­fore, went to the Shep­herds apart945—now the names of the Shep­herds are Know­ledge, Ex­per­i­ence, Watch­ful, and Sin­cere—and said un­to them, There is one of my daugh­ters, a breed­ing wo­man, that I think doth long for some­thing that she hath seen in this house; and she thinks she shall mis­carry, if she shall by you be denied.

			Ex­per­i­ence. Call her, call her; she shall as­suredly have what we can help her to. So they called her, and said to her, Mercy, what is that thing thou wouldst have? Then she blushed, and said, The great glass that hangs up in the din­ing-room. So Sin­cere ran and fetched it, and, with a joy­ful con­sent, it was giv­en her. Then she bowed her head, and gave thanks, and said, By this I know that I have ob­tained fa­vour in your eyes.

			They also gave to the oth­er young wo­men such things as they de­sired, and to their hus­bands great com­mend­a­tions, for that they had joined with Mr. Great-heart, to the slay­ing of Gi­ant Des­pair, and the de­mol­ish­ing of Doubt­ing Castle.

			About Chris­ti­ana’s neck, the Shep­herds put a brace­let, and so they did about the necks of her four daugh­ters; also they put ear­rings in their ears, and jew­els on their fore­heads.946

			When they were minded to go hence, they let them go in peace, but gave not to them those cer­tain cau­tions which be­fore were giv­en to Chris­ti­an and his com­pan­ion. The reas­on was, for that these had Great-heart to be their guide, who was one that was well ac­quain­ted with things, and so could give them their cau­tions more sea­son­ably; to wit, even then when the danger was nigh the ap­proach­ing.

			What cau­tions Chris­ti­an and his com­pan­ion had re­ceived of the Shep­herds, they had also lost, by that the time was come that they had need to put them in prac­tice. Where­fore, here was the ad­vant­age that this com­pany had over the oth­er.

			From hence they went on singing, and they said,

			
				
					Be­hold, how fitly are the stages set
					

					For their re­lief that pil­grims are be­come!
					

					And how they us re­ceive without one let,
					

					That makes the oth­er life our mark and home!
				

				
					What nov­el­ties they have to us they give,
					

					That we, though Pil­grims, joy­ful lives may live;
					

					They do upon us, too, such things be­stow,
					

					That show we Pil­grims are, where’er we go.
				

			

			When they were gone from the Shep­herds, they quickly came to the place where Chris­ti­an met with one Turn-away, that dwelt in the town of Apostasy. Where­fore of him Mr. Great-heart, their guide, did now put them in mind, say­ing, This is the place where Chris­ti­an met with one Turn-away, who car­ried with him the char­ac­ter of his re­bel­lion at his back. And this I have to say con­cern­ing this man; he would hearken to no coun­sel, but once fall­ing, per­sua­sion could not stop him.

			When he came to the place where the Cross and the Sep­ulchre were, he did meet with one that did bid him look there, but he gnashed with his teeth, and stamped, and said, he was re­solved to go back to his own town. Be­fore he came to the gate, he met with Evan­gel­ist, who offered to lay hands on him, to turn him in­to the way again. But this Turn-away res­isted him, and hav­ing done much des­pite un­to him, he got away over the wall, and so es­caped his hand.947

			Then they went on; and just at the place where Little-faith formerly was robbed, there stood a man with his sword drawn, and his face all bloody. Then said Mr. Great-heart, What art thou? The man made an­swer, say­ing, I am one whose name is Vali­ant-for-truth. I am a pil­grim, and am go­ing to the Ce­les­ti­al City. Now, as I was in my way, there were three men did be­set me, and pro­pounded un­to me these three things: 1. Wheth­er I would be­come one of them. 2. Or go back from whence I came. 3. Or die upon the place.948 To the first, I answered, I had been a true man a long sea­son, and there­fore it could not be ex­pec­ted that I now should cast in my lot with thieves.949 Then they de­man­ded what I would say to the second. So I told them that the place from whence I came, had I not found in­com­mod­ity there, I had not for­saken it at all; but find­ing it al­to­geth­er un­suit­able to me, and very un­prof­it­able for me, I for­sook it for this way. Then they asked me what I said to the third. And I told them, My life cost more dear far, than that I should lightly give it away. Be­sides, you have noth­ing to do thus to put things to my choice; where­fore, at your per­il be it, if you meddle. Then these three, to wit, Wild-head, In­con­sid­er­ate, and Prag­mat­ic, drew upon me, and I also drew upon them.

			So we fell to it, one against three, for the space of above three hours. They have left upon me, as you see, some of the marks of their valour, and have also car­ried away with them some of mine. They are but just now gone. I sup­pose they might, as the say­ing is, heard your horse dash, and so they betook them to flight.

			Great-heart. But here was great odds, three against one.

			Vali­ant. It is true; but little or more are noth­ing to him that has the truth on his side. “Though an host should en­camp against me,” said one, “my heart shall not fear; though war should rise against me, in this will I be con­fid­ent.”950 Be­sides, saith he, I have read in some re­cords, that one man has fought an army. And how many did Sam­son slay with the jawbone of an ass?951

			Great-heart. Then said the guide, Why did you not cry out, that some might have come in for your suc­cour?

			Vali­ant. So I did, to my King, who, I knew, could hear, and af­ford in­vis­ible help, and that was suf­fi­cient for me.

			Great-heart. Then said Great-heart to Mr. Vali­ant-for-truth, Thou hast wor­thily be­haved thy­self. Let me see thy sword. So he showed it him. When he had taken it in his hand, and looked there­on a while, he said, Ha! it is a right Jer­u­s­alem blade.952

			Vali­ant. It is so. Let a man have one of these blades, with a hand to wield it and skill to use it, and he may ven­ture upon an an­gel with it. He need not fear its hold­ing, if he can but tell how to lay on. Its edges will nev­er blunt. It will cut flesh and bones, and soul and spir­it, and all.953

			Great-heart. But you fought a great while; I won­der you was not weary.

			Vali­ant. I fought till my sword did cleave to my hand; and when they were joined to­geth­er, as if a sword grew out of my arm, and when the blood ran through my fin­gers, then I fought with most cour­age.954

			Great-heart. Thou hast done well. Thou hast “res­isted un­to blood, striv­ing against sin.” Thou shalt abide by us, come in and go out with us, for we are thy com­pan­ions.

			Then they took him, and washed his wounds, and gave him of what they had to re­fresh him; and so they went on to­geth­er. Now, as they went on, be­cause Mr. Great-heart was de­lighted in him, for he loved one greatly that he found to be a man of his hands, and be­cause there were with his com­pany them that were feeble and weak, there­fore he ques­tioned with him about many things; as, first, what coun­try­man he was?955

			Vali­ant. I am of Dark-land; for there I was born, and there my fath­er and moth­er are still.

			Great-heart. Dark-land, said the guide; doth not that lie up on the same coast with the City of De­struc­tion?

			Vali­ant. Yes, it doth. Now, that which caused me to come on pil­grim­age was this; we had one Mr. Tell-true came in­to our parts, and he told it about what Chris­ti­an had done, that went from the City of De­struc­tion; namely, how he had for­saken his wife and chil­dren, and had be­taken him­self to a pil­grim’s life. It was also con­fid­ently re­por­ted, how he had killed a ser­pent that did come out to res­ist him in his jour­ney, and how he got through to whith­er he in­ten­ded. It was also told, what wel­come he had at all his Lord’s lodgings, es­pe­cially when he came to the gates of the Ce­les­ti­al City; for there, said the man, he was re­ceived with sound of trum­pet, by a com­pany of Shin­ing Ones. He told it also, how all the bells in the city did ring for joy at his re­cep­tion, and what golden gar­ments he was clothed with, with many oth­er things that now I shall for­bear to re­late. In a word, that man so told the story of Chris­ti­an and his travels, that my heart fell in­to a burn­ing haste to be gone after him; nor could fath­er or moth­er stay me! So I got from them, and am come thus far on my way.

			Great-heart. You came in at the gate, did you not?

			Vali­ant. Yes, yes; for the same man also told us that all would be noth­ing, if we did not be­gin to enter this way at the gate.956

			Great-heart. Look you, said the guide to Chris­ti­ana, the pil­grim­age of your hus­band, and what he has got­ten thereby, is spread abroad far and near.

			Vali­ant. Why, is this Chris­ti­an’s wife?

			Great-heart. Yes, that it is; and these are also her four sons.

			Vali­ant. What! and go­ing on pil­grim­age too?

			Great-heart. Yes, ver­ily; they are fol­low­ing after.

			Vali­ant. It glads me at heart. Good man! how joy­ful will he be when he shall see them that would not go with him, yet to enter after him in at the gates in­to the City!

			Great-heart. Without doubt it will be a com­fort to him; for, next to the joy of see­ing him­self there, it will be a joy to meet there his wife and chil­dren.

			Vali­ant. But, now you are upon that, pray let me hear your opin­ion about it. Some make a ques­tion, Wheth­er we shall know one an­oth­er when we are there.

			Great-heart. Do they think they shall know them­selves then, or that they shall re­joice to see them­selves in that bliss? and if they think they shall know and do these, why not know oth­ers, and re­joice in their wel­fare also?957

			Again, since re­la­tions are our second self, though that state will be dis­solved there; yet why may it not be ra­tion­ally con­cluded, that we shall be more glad to see them there, than to see they are want­ing?

			Vali­ant. Well, I per­ceive where­abouts you are as to this. Have you any more things to ask me about my be­gin­ning to come on pil­grim­age?958

			Great-heart, Yes. Was your fath­er and moth­er will­ing that you should be­come a pil­grim?

			Vali­ant. O no! They used all means ima­gin­able to per­suade me to stay at home.

			Great-heart, What could they say against it?

			Vali­ant. They said it was an idle life; and if I my­self were not in­clined to sloth and lazi­ness, I would nev­er coun­ten­ance a pil­grim’s con­di­tion.959

			Great-heart. And what did they say else?

			Vali­ant. Why, they told me that it was a dan­ger­ous way; yea, the most dan­ger­ous way in the world, said they, is that which the pil­grims go.

			Great-heart. Did they show wherein this way is so dan­ger­ous?

			Vali­ant. Yes; and that in many par­tic­u­lars.

			Great-heart. Name some of them.

			Vali­ant. They told me of the Slough of Des­pond, where Chris­ti­an was well nigh smothered. They told me that there were arch­ers stand­ing ready in Beelze­bub Castle, to shoot them that should knock at the wick­et-gate for en­trance. They told me also of the wood, and dark moun­tains; of the Hill Dif­fi­culty; of the lions; and also of the three gi­ants, Bloody-man, Maul, and Slay-good. They said, moreover, that there was a foul fiend haunted the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation, and that Chris­ti­an was by him al­most bereft of life. Be­sides, said they, you must go over the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, where the hobgob­lins are; where the light is dark­ness; where the way is full of snares, pits, traps, and gins. They told me also of Gi­ant Des­pair, of Doubt­ing Castle, and of the ru­in that the Pil­grims met with there. Fur­ther they said I must go over the En­chanted Ground: which was dan­ger­ous. And that, after all this, I should find a river, over which I should find no bridge, and that that river did be betwixt me and the Ce­les­ti­al Coun­try.

			Great-heart. And was this all?

			Vali­ant. No. They also told me that this way was full of de­ceiv­ers,960 and of per­sons that laid in wait there to turn good men out of the path.

			Great-heart. But how did they make that out?

			Vali­ant. They told me that Mr. Worldly-wise­man did there lie in wait to de­ceive. They also said, that there was Form­al­ity and Hy­po­crisy con­tinu­ally on the road. They said also that By-ends, Talk­at­ive, or De­mas would go near to gath­er me up; that the Flat­ter­er would catch me in his net; or that, with green-headed Ig­nor­ance, I would pre­sume to go on to the gate, from whence he al­ways was sent back to the hole that was in the side of the hill, and made to go the by­way to hell.

			Great-heart. I prom­ise you this was enough to dis­cour­age; but did they make an end here?

			Vali­ant. No; stay. They told me also of many that had tried that way of old, and that had gone a great way therein, to see if they could find some­thing of the glory there, that so many had so much talked of from time to time; and how they came back again, and be­fooled them­selves for set­ting a foot out of doors in that path, to the sat­is­fac­tion of all the coun­try. And they named sev­er­al that did so; as Ob­stin­ate and Pli­able, Mis­trust and Timor­ous, Turn-away and old Athe­ist, with sev­er­al more, who, they said, had some of them, gone far to see if they could find; but not one of them found so much ad­vant­age by go­ing as amoun­ted to the weight of a feath­er.961

			Great-heart. Said they any­thing more to dis­cour­age you?

			Vali­ant. Yes. They told me of one Mr. Fear­ing who was a pil­grim; and how he found this way so sol­it­ary, that he nev­er had com­fort­able hour therein. Also that Mr. Des­pond­ency had like to have been starved therein; yea, and also, which I had al­most for­got, that Chris­ti­an him­self, about whom there has been such a noise, after all his ven­tures for a ce­les­ti­al crown, was cer­tainly drowned in the Black River, and nev­er went foot fur­ther, how­ever it was smothered up.962

			Great-heart. And did none of these things dis­cour­age you?

			Vali­ant. No; they seemed but as so many noth­ings to me.

			Great-heart. How came that about?

			Vali­ant. Why, I still be­lieved what Mr. Tell-true had said, and that car­ried me bey­ond them all.

			Great-heart. Then this was your vic­tory, even your faith.

			Vali­ant. It was so. I be­lieved, by the grace of God, and there­fore came out, got in­to the way, fought all that set them­selves against me, and, by be­liev­ing, am come to this place.963

			
				
					Who would true valour see,
					

					Let him come hith­er;
					

					One here will con­stant be,
					

					Come wind, come weath­er.
					

					There’s no dis­cour­age­ment
					

					Shall make him once re­lent,
					

					His first avow’d in­tent
					

					To be a pil­grim.
				

				
					Who so be­set him round
					

					With dis­mal stor­ies,
					

					Do but them­selves con­found.
					

					His strength the more is;
					

					No li­on can him fright,
					

					He’ll with a gi­ant fight;
					

					But he will have a right
					

					To be a pil­grim.
				

				
					Hobgob­lin nor foul fiend
					

					Can daunt his spir­it;
					

					He knows he at the end
					

					Shall life in­her­it.
					

					Then fan­cies fly away,
					

					He’ll fear not what men say;
					

					He’ll la­bour night and day
					

					To be a pil­grim.
				

			

			By this time they were got to the En­chanted Ground,964 where the air nat­ur­ally ten­ded to make one drowsy; and that place was all grown over with bri­ars and thorns, ex­cept­ing here and there, where was an En­chanted Ar­bour, upon which if a man sits, or in which, if a man sleeps, it is a ques­tion, say some, wheth­er ever he shall rise or wake again in this world.965 Over this forest, there­fore, they went, both one and the oth­er, and Mr. Great-heart went be­fore, for that he was the guide; and Mr. Vali­ant-for-truth, he came be­hind, be­ing there a guard, for fear, lest perad­ven­ture some fiend, or dragon, or gi­ant, or thief, should fall upon their rear, and so do mis­chief. They went on here, each man with his sword drawn in his hand, for they knew it was a dan­ger­ous place. Also they cheered up one an­oth­er as well as they could; Feeble-mind, Mr. Great-heart com­manded, should come up after him, and Mr. Des­pond­ency was un­der the eye of Mr. Vali­ant.966

			Now they had not gone far, but a great mist and dark­ness fell upon them all, so that they could scarce, for a great while, see the one the oth­er; where­fore they were forced, for some time, to feel for one an­oth­er by words; for they walked not by sight.

			But any­one must think that here was but sorry go­ing for the best of them all; but how much worse for the wo­men and chil­dren, who both of feet and heart, were but tender. Yet so it was, that through the en­cour­aging words of he that led in the front, and of him that brought them up be­hind, they made a pretty good shift to wag along.

			The way also was here very wear­i­some, through dirt and slab­bi­ness. Nor was there on all this ground so much as one inn, or victual­ling house, therein to re­fresh the feebler sort. Here, there­fore, was grunt­ing, and puff­ing, and sigh­ing. While one tumb­leth over a bush, an­oth­er sticks fast in the dirt; and the chil­dren, some of them, lost their shoes in the mire. While one cries out, I am down; and an­oth­er, Ho! where are you? and a third, The bushes have got such fast hold on me, I think I can­not get away from them.

			Then they came at an ar­bour, warm, and prom­ising much re­fresh­ing to the Pil­grims; for it was finely wrought above the head, beau­ti­fied with greens, fur­nished with benches and settles.967 It also had in it a soft couch, where­on the weary might lean. This, you must think, all things con­sidered, was tempt­ing; for the Pil­grims already began to be foiled with the bad­ness of the way; but there was not one of them that made so much as a mo­tion to stop there. Yea, for aught I could per­ceive, they con­tinu­ally gave so good heed to the ad­vice of their guide, and he did so faith­fully tell them of dangers, and of the nature of dangers, when they were at them, that usu­ally, when they were nearest to them, they did most pluck up their spir­its, and hearten one an­oth­er to deny the flesh. This ar­bour was called The Sloth­ful’s Friend, on pur­pose to al­lure, if it might be, some of the pil­grims there to take up their rest when weary.

			I saw then in my dream, that they went on in this their sol­it­ary ground, till they came to a place at which a man is apt to lose his way.968 Now, though when it was light, their guide could well enough tell how to miss those ways that led wrong, yet in the dark he was put to a stand; but he had in his pock­et a map of all ways lead­ing to, or from the Ce­les­ti­al City; where­fore he struck a light, for he nev­er goes also without his tinder­box, and takes a view of his book or map, which bids him be care­ful, in that place, to turn to the right-hand way. And had he not here been care­ful to look in his map, they had all, in prob­ab­il­ity, been smothered in the mud; for, just a little be­fore them, and that at the end of the clean­est way too, was a pit, none knows how deep, full of noth­ing but mud, there made on pur­pose to des­troy the Pil­grims in.969

			Then thought I with my­self, who that goeth on pil­grim­age, but would have one of these maps about him, that he may look when he is at a stand, which is the way he must take.970

			They went on, then, in this En­chanted Ground, till they came to where there was an­oth­er ar­bour, and it was built by the high­way­side. And in that ar­bour there lay two men, whose names were Heed­less and Too-bold.971 These two went thus far on pil­grim­age; but here, be­ing wear­ied with their jour­ney, they sat down to rest them­selves, and so fell fast asleep. When the Pil­grims saw them, they stood still, and shook their heads; for they knew that the sleep­ers were in a pi­ti­ful case. Then they con­sul­ted what to do, wheth­er to go on and leave them in their sleep, or to step to them, and try to awake them. So they con­cluded to go to them, and awake them; that is, if they could; but with this cau­tion, namely, to take heed that them­selves did not sit down nor em­brace the offered be­ne­fit of that ar­bour.

			So they went in, and spake to the men, and called each by his name,972 for the guide, it seems, did know them; but there was no voice nor an­swer. Then the guide did shake them, and do what he could to dis­turb them. Then said one of them, I will pay you when I take my money. At which the guide shook his head. I will fight so long as I can hold my sword in my hand, said the oth­er. At that one of the chil­dren laughed.

			Then said Chris­ti­ana, What is the mean­ing of this? The guide said, They talk in their sleep. If you strike them, beat them, or whatever else you do to them, they will an­swer you after this fash­ion; or, as one of them said in old time, when the waves of the sea did beat upon him, and he slept as one upon the mast of a ship, “When shall I awake? I will seek it yet again.”973 You know, when men talk in their sleep, they say any­thing, but their words are not gov­erned either by faith or reas­on. There is an in­co­her­ency in their words now, as there was be­fore, betwixt their go­ing on pil­grim­age, and sit­ting down here.974 This, then, is the mis­chief of it, when heed­less ones go on pil­grim­age, it is twenty to one but they are served thus; for this En­chanted Ground is one of the last refuges that the en­emy to pil­grims has. Where­fore it is, as you see, placed al­most at the end of the way, and so it stan­de­th against us with the more ad­vant­age. For when, thinks the en­emy, will these fools be so de­sirous to sit down, as when they are weary? and when so like to be weary, as when al­most at their jour­ney’s end? There­fore it is, I say, that the En­chanted Ground is placed so nigh to the Land Beu­lah, and so near the end of their race.975 Where­fore, let pil­grims look to them­selves, lest it hap­pen to them as it has done to these, that, as you see, are fallen asleep, and none can wake them.976

			Then the Pil­grims de­sired, with trem­bling, to go for­ward; only they prayed their guide to strike a light, that they might go the rest of their way by the help of the light, of a lan­tern.977 So he struck a light, and they went by the help of that through the rest of this way, though the dark­ness was very great.978

			But the chil­dren began to be sorely weary; and they cried out un­to Him that loveth pil­grims, to make their way more com­fort­able. So by that they had gone a little fur­ther, a wind arose, that drove away the fog; so the air be­came more clear.

			Yet they were not off, by much, of the En­chanted Ground, only now they could see one an­oth­er bet­ter, and the way wherein they should walk.

			Now, when they were al­most at the end of this ground, they per­ceived that, a little be­fore them, was a sol­emn noise of one that was much con­cerned. So they went on and looked be­fore them; and be­hold, they saw, as they thought, a man upon his knees, with hands and eyes lift up, and speak­ing, as they thought, earn­estly to One that was above.979 They drew nigh, but could not tell what he said. So they went softly till he had done. When he had done, he got up, and began to run to­wards the Ce­les­ti­al City. Then Mr. Great-heart called after him, say­ing, Soho! friend, let us have your com­pany, if you go, as I sup­pose you do, to the Ce­les­ti­al City. So the man stopped, and they came up to him. But so soon as Mr. Hon­est saw him, he said, I know this man. Then said Mr. Vali­ant-for-truth, Prithee, who is it? It is one, said he, who comes from where­abouts I dwelt. His name is Stand-fast; he is cer­tainly a right good pil­grim.

			So they came up one to an­oth­er; and presently Stand-fast said to old Hon­est, Ho, fath­er Hon­est, are you there? Aye, said he, that I am, as sure as you are there. Right glad am I, said Mr. Stand-fast, that I have found you on this road. And as glad am I, said the oth­er, that I es­pied you upon your knees. Then Mr. Stand-fast blushed, and said, But why, did you see me? Yes, that I did, quoth the oth­er, and with my heart was glad at the sight. Why, what did you think? said Stand-fast. Think! said old Hon­est, what should I think? I thought we had an hon­est man upon the road, and there­fore should have his com­pany by and by. If you thought not amiss [said Stand-fast], how happy am I; but if I be not as I should, I alone must bear it. That is true, said the oth­er; but your fear doth fur­ther con­firm me, that things are right betwixt the Prince of Pil­grims and your soul; for, saith he, “Blessed is the man that feareth al­ways.”

			Vali­ant. Well, but broth­er, I pray thee tell us what was it that was the cause of thy be­ing upon thy knees even now? Was it for that some spe­cial mer­cies laid ob­lig­a­tions upon thee, or how?

			Stand-fast. Why, we are, as you see, upon the En­chanted Ground; and as I was com­ing along, I was mus­ing with my­self of what a dan­ger­ous road the road in this place was, and how many that had come even thus far on pil­grim­age had here been stopped, and been des­troyed. I thought also of the man­ner of the death with which this place des­troyeth men. Those that die here, die of no vi­ol­ent dis­tem­per. The death which such die is not griev­ous to them; for he that goeth away in a sleep, be­gins that jour­ney with de­sire and pleas­ure; yea, such ac­qui­esce in the will of that dis­ease.

			Hon. Then Mr. Hon­est, in­ter­rupt­ing of him, said, Did you see the two men asleep in the ar­bour?

			Stand-fast. Aye, aye, I saw Heed­less and Too-bold there; and, for aught I know, there they will lie till they rot.980 But let me go on in my tale. As I was thus mus­ing, as I said, there was one, in very pleas­ant at­tire, but old, who presen­ted her­self un­to me, and offered me three things; to wit, her body, her purse, and her bed. Now, the truth is, I was both a-weary and sleepy; I am also as poor as an ow­let,981 and that, per­haps, the witch knew. Well, I re­pulsed her once and twice, but she put by my re­pulses, and smiled. Then I began to be angry; but she mattered that noth­ing at all. Then she made of­fers again, and said, If I would be ruled by her, she would make me great and happy; for, said she, I am the mis­tress of the world, and men are made happy by me. Then I asked her name, and she told me it was Madam Bubble.982 This set me fur­ther from her; but she still fol­lowed me with en­tice­ments. Then I betook me as you saw, to my knees; and with hands lift up, and cries, I prayed to Him that had said He would help.983 So, just as you came up, the gen­tle­wo­man went her way. Then I con­tin­ued to give thanks for this my great de­liv­er­ance; for I ver­ily be­lieve she in­ten­ded no good, but rather sought to make stop of me in my jour­ney.984

			Hon. Without doubt her designs were bad. But stay, now you talk of her, me­thinks I either have seen her, or have read some story of her.

			Stand-fast. Per­haps you have done both.

			Hon. Madam Bubble! is she not a tall, comely dame, some­thing of a swarthy com­plex­ion?

			Stand-fast. Right, you hit it, she is just such a one.

			Hon. Doth she not speak very smoothly, and give you a smile at the end of a sen­tence?

			Stand-fast. You fall right upon it again, for these are her very ac­tions.

			Hon. Doth she not wear a great purse by her side; and is not her hand of­ten in it, fin­ger­ing her money, as if that was her heart’s de­light?

			Stand-fast. It is just so; had she stood by all this while, you could not more amply have set her forth be­fore me, nor have bet­ter de­scribed her fea­tures.

			Hon. Then he that drew her pic­ture was a good lim­ner, and he that wrote of her said true.985

			Great-heart. This wo­man is a witch, and it is by vir­tue of her sor­cer­ies that this ground is en­chanted. Who­ever doth lay their head down in her lap, had as good lay it down upon that block over which the axe doth hang; and who­ever lay their eyes upon her beauty, are coun­ted the en­emies of God.986 This is she that main­taineth in their splend­our all those that are the en­emies of pil­grims. Yea, this is she that hath bought off many a man from a pil­grim’s life. She is a great gos­sip­per; she is al­ways, both she and her daugh­ters, at one pil­grim’s heels or an­oth­er, now com­mend­ing, and then pre­fer­ring the ex­cel­len­cies of this life. She is a bold and im­pudent slut; she will talk with any man. She al­ways laugheth poor pil­grims to scorn; but highly com­mends the rich. If there be one cun­ning to get money in a place, she will speak well of him from house to house; she loveth ban­quet­ing and feast­ing mainly well; she is al­ways at one full table or an­oth­er. She has giv­en it out in some places, that she is a god­dess, and there­fore some do wor­ship her. She has her times and open places of cheat­ing; and she will say and avow it, that none can show a good com­par­able to hers. She prom­is­eth to dwell with chil­dren’s chil­dren, if they will but love and make much of her. She will cast out of her purse gold like dust, in some places, and to some per­sons. She loves to be sought after, spoken well of, and to lie in the bos­oms of men. She is nev­er weary of com­mend­ing her com­mod­it­ies, and she loves them most that think best of her. She will prom­ise to some crowns and king­doms, if they will but take her ad­vice; yet many hath she brought to the hal­ter, and ten thou­sand times more to hell.

			Stand-fast. O, said Stand-fast, what a mercy is it that I did res­ist! for whith­er might she have drawn me!

			Great-heart. Whith­er! nay, none but God knows whith­er. But, in gen­er­al, to be sure, she would have drawn thee in­to “many fool­ish and hurt­ful lusts, which drown men in de­struc­tion and per­di­tion.”987

			It was she that set Ab­sa­lom against his fath­er, and Jero­bo­am against his mas­ter. It was she that per­suaded Ju­das to sell his Lord, and that pre­vailed with De­mas to for­sake the godly pil­grims’ life; none can tell of the mis­chief that she doth. She makes vari­ance betwixt rulers and sub­jects, betwixt par­ents and chil­dren, betwixt neigh­bour and neigh­bour, betwixt a man and his wife, betwixt a man and him­self, betwixt the flesh and the heart.

			Where­fore, good Mas­ter Stand-fast, be as your name is, and “when you have done all, Stand.”988

			At this dis­course there was, among the Pil­grims, a mix­ture of joy and trem­bling; but at length they brake out, and sang—

			
				
					What danger is the pil­grim in!
					

					How many are his foes!
					

					How many ways there are to sin
					

					No liv­ing mor­tal knows.
					

					Some of the ditch shy are, yet can
					

					Lie tum­bling in the mire;
					

					Some, though they shun the fry­ing-pan,
					

					Do leap in­to the fire.
				

			

			After this, I be­held un­til they were come un­to the Land of Beu­lah, where the sun shineth night and day.989 Here, be­cause they were weary, they betook them­selves a while to rest; and, be­cause this coun­try was com­mon for pil­grims, and be­cause the orch­ards and vine­yards that were here be­longed to the King of the Ce­les­ti­al coun­try, there­fore they were li­censed to make bold with any of His things. But a little while soon re­freshed them here; for the bells did so ring, and the trum­pets con­tinu­ally sound so me­lodi­ously, that they could not sleep; and yet they re­ceived as much re­fresh­ing, as if they had slept their sleep ever so soundly. Here also all the noise of them that walked in the streets, was, More pil­grims are come to town. And an­oth­er would an­swer, say­ing, And so many went over the wa­ter, and were let in at the golden gates today. They would cry again, There is now a le­gion of Shin­ing Ones just come to town, by which we know that there are more pil­grims upon the road; for here they come to wait for them, and to com­fort them after all their sor­row. Then the Pil­grims got up, and walked to and fro; but how were their ears now filled with heav­enly noises, and their eyes de­lighted with ce­les­ti­al vis­ions! In this land they heard noth­ing, saw noth­ing, felt noth­ing, smelled noth­ing, tasted noth­ing, that was of­fens­ive to their stom­ach or mind; only when they tasted of the wa­ter of the river over which they were to go, they thought that tasted a little bit­ter­ish to the pal­ate, but it proved sweeter when it was down.

			In this place there was a re­cord kept of the names of them that had been pil­grims of old, and a his­tory of all the fam­ous acts that they had done. It was here also much dis­coursed how the river to some had had its flow­ings, and what ebbings it has had while oth­ers have gone over. It has been in a man­ner dry for some, while it has over­flowed its banks for oth­ers.

			In this place the chil­dren of the town would go in­to the King’s gar­dens, and gath­er nose­gays for the Pil­grims, and bring them to them with much af­fec­tion. Here also grew camphire, with spikenard, and saf­fron, cal­amus, and cin­na­mon, with all its trees of frankin­cense, myrrh, and aloes, with all chief spices. With these the Pil­grims’ cham­bers were per­fumed, while they stayed here; and with these were their bod­ies anoin­ted, to pre­pare them to go over the river when the time ap­poin­ted was come.

			Now, while they lay here, and waited for the good hour, there was a noise in the town, that there was a post come from the Ce­les­ti­al City, with mat­ter of great im­port­ance to one Chris­ti­ana, the wife of Chris­ti­an the Pil­grim. So in­quiry was made for her, and the house was found out where she was; so the post presen­ted her with a let­ter; the con­tents where­of were, “Hail, good wo­man! I bring thee tid­ings that the Mas­ter cal­leth for thee, and ex­pec­t­eth that thou should­est stand in His pres­ence, in clothes of im­mor­tal­ity, with­in these ten days.”

			When he had read this let­ter to her, he gave her there­with a sure token that he was a true mes­sen­ger, and was come to bid her make haste to be gone. The token was, an ar­row with a point sharpened with love, let eas­ily in­to her heart, which by de­grees wrought so ef­fec­tu­ally with her, that at the time ap­poin­ted she must be gone.990

			When Chris­ti­ana saw that her time was come, and that she was the first of this com­pany that was to go over, she called for Mr. Great-heart her guide, and told him how mat­ters were. So he told her he was heart­ily glad of the news, and could have been glad had the post come for him. Then she bid that he should give ad­vice how all things should be pre­pared for her jour­ney. So he told her, say­ing, thus and thus it must be; and we that sur­vive will ac­com­pany you to the river side.

			Then she called for her chil­dren, and gave them her bless­ing, and told them, that she yet read with com­fort the mark that was set in their fore­heads, and was glad to see them with her there, and that they had kept their gar­ments so white. Lastly, she be­queathed to the poor that little she had, and com­manded her sons and her daugh­ters to be ready against the mes­sen­ger should come for them. When she had spoken these words to her guide and to her chil­dren, she called for Mr. Vali­ant-for-truth, and said un­to him, Sir, you have in all places showed your­self true­hearted; “be faith­ful un­to death,” and my King will give you “a crown of life.” I would also en­treat you to have an eye to my chil­dren; and if at any time you see them faint, speak com­fort­ably to them. For my daugh­ters, my sons’ wives, they have been faith­ful, and a ful­filling of the prom­ise upon them will be their end. But she gave Mr. Stand-fast a ring. Then she called for old Mr. Hon­est, and said of him, “Be­hold an Is­rael­ite in­deed, in whom is no guile.” Then said he, I wish you a fair day, when you set out for Mount Zion, and shall be glad to see that you go over the river dry-shod. But she answered, Come wet, come dry, I long to be gone; for, how­ever the weath­er is in my jour­ney, I shall have time enough when I come there to sit down and rest me, and dry me.

			Then came in that good man Mr. Ready-to-halt, to see her. So she said to him, Thy travel hith­er has been with dif­fi­culty; but that will make thy rest the sweeter. But watch and be ready; for at an hour when you think not, the mes­sen­ger may come. After him came in Mr. Des­pond­ency, and his daugh­ter Much-afraid, to whom she said, You ought with thank­ful­ness, forever to re­mem­ber your de­liv­er­ance from the hands of Gi­ant Des­pair, and out of Doubt­ing Castle. The ef­fect of that mercy is, that you are brought with safety hith­er. Be ye watch­ful, and cast away fear; “be sober and hope to the end.”

			Then she said to Mr. Feeble-mind, Thou wast de­livered from the mouth of Gi­ant Slay-good, that thou might­est live in the light of the liv­ing forever, and see thy King with com­fort; only I ad­vise thee to re­pent thee of thine apt­ness to fear and doubt of His good­ness, be­fore He sends for thee; lest thou should­est, when He comes, be forced to stand be­fore Him, for that fault, with blush­ing. Now the day drew on, that Chris­ti­ana must be gone. So the road was full of people to see her take her jour­ney. But, be­hold, all the banks bey­ond the river were full of horses and chari­ots, which were come down from above to ac­com­pany her to the city gate. So she came forth, and entered the river, with a beck­on of farewell to those that fol­lowed her to the river side. The last words that she was heard to say here, were, I come, Lord, to be with Thee, and bless Thee.991

			So her chil­dren and friends re­turned to their place, for that those that waited for Chris­ti­ana had car­ried her out of their sight. So she went and called, and entered in at the gate with all the ce­re­mon­ies of joy that her hus­band Chris­ti­an had done be­fore her.

			At her de­par­ture her chil­dren wept. But Mr. Great-heart and Mr. Vali­ant played upon the well-tuned cym­bal and harp for joy. So all de­par­ted to their re­spect­ive places.992

			In pro­cess of time there came a post to the town again, and his busi­ness was with Mr. Ready-to-halt. So he in­quired him out, and said to him, I am come to thee in the name of Him whom thou hast loved and fol­lowed, though upon crutches; and my mes­sage is to tell thee, that He ex­pects thee at His table to sup with Him, in His king­dom, the next day after East­er; where­fore pre­pare thy­self for this jour­ney.993

			Then he also gave him a token that he was a true mes­sen­ger, say­ing, I have broken thy golden bowl, and loosed thy sil­ver cord.994

			After this, Mr. Ready-to-halt called for his fel­low-pil­grims, and told them, say­ing, I am sent for, and God shall surely vis­it you also. So he de­sired Mr. Vali­ant to make his will; and be­cause he had noth­ing to be­queath to them that should sur­vive him, but his crutches, and his good wishes, there­fore thus he said, These crutches I be­queath to my son that shall tread in my steps, with a hun­dred warm wishes that he may prove bet­ter than I have done. Then he thanked Mr. Great-heart for his con­duct and kind­ness, and so ad­dressed him­self to his jour­ney. When he came at the brink of the river, he said, Now I shall have no more need of these crutches, since yon­der are chari­ots and horses for me to ride on. The last words he was heard to say was, Wel­come life!995 So he went his way.

			After this, Mr. Feeble-mind had tid­ings brought him, that the post soun­ded his horn at his cham­ber door. Then he came in, and told him, say­ing, I am come to tell thee, that thy Mas­ter hath need of thee; and that, in very little time, thou must be­hold His face in bright­ness. And take this as a token of the truth of my mes­sage, “Those that look out of the win­dows shall be darkened.”996

			Then Mr. Feeble-mind called for his friends, and told them what er­rand had been brought un­to him, and what token he had re­ceived of the truth of the mes­sage. Then he said, Since I have noth­ing to be­queath to any, to what pur­pose should I make a will. As for my feeble mind, that I will leave be­hind me, for that I have no need of that in the place whith­er I go. Nor is it worth be­stow­ing upon the poorest pil­grim; where­fore, when I am gone, I de­sire that you, Mr. Vali­ant, would bury it in a dunghill. This done, and the day be­ing come in which he was to de­part, he entered the river as the rest. His last words were, Hold out, faith and pa­tience. So he went over to the oth­er side.

			When days had many of them passed away, Mr. Des­pond­ency was sent for; for a post was come, and brought this mes­sage to him: Trem­bling man, these are to sum­mon thee to be ready with thy King by the next Lord’s Day, to shout for joy for thy de­liv­er­ance from all thy doubt­ings.

			And, said the mes­sen­ger, that my mes­sage is true, take this for a proof; so he gave him the grasshop­per to be a bur­den un­to him.997 Now, Mr. Des­pond­ency’s daugh­ter, whose name was Much-afraid, said, when she heard what was done, that she would go with her fath­er. Then Mr. Des­pond­ency said to his friends, My­self and my daugh­ter, you know what we have been, and how trouble­somely we have be­haved ourselves in every com­pany. My will and my daugh­ter’s is, that our des­ponds and slav­ish fears be by no man ever re­ceived, from the day of our de­par­ture, forever; for I know that after my death they will of­fer them­selves to oth­ers.998 For, to be plain with you, they are ghosts the which we en­ter­tained when we first began to be pil­grims, and could nev­er shake them off after; and they will walk about and seek en­ter­tain­ment of the pil­grims; but, for our sakes, shut ye the doors upon them.999

			When the time was come for them to de­part, they went to the brink of the river. The last words of Mr. Des­pond­ency were, Farewell night, wel­come day. His daugh­ter went through the river singing, but none could un­der­stand what she said.1000

			Then it came to pass, a while after, that there was a post in the town that in­quired for Mr. Hon­est. So he came to his house where he was, and de­livered to his hand these lines: Thou art com­manded to be ready against this day sev­en­night, to present thy­self be­fore thy Lord, at His Fath­er’s house. And for a token that my mes­sage is true, “All thy daugh­ters of mu­sic shall be brought low.”1001 Then Mr. Hon­est called for his friends, and said un­to them, I die, but shall make no will. As for my hon­esty, it shall go with me; let him that comes after be told of this. When the day that he was to be gone was come, he ad­dressed him­self to go over the river. Now the river at that time over­flowed the banks in some places; but Mr. Hon­est in his life­time had spoken to one Good-con­science to meet him there, the which he also did, and lent him his hand, and so helped him over. The last words of Mr. Hon­est were, Grace reigns. So he left the world.

			After this, it was noised abroad, that Mr. Vali­ant-for-truth was taken with a sum­mons, by the same post as the oth­er; and had this for a token that the sum­mons was true, “That his pitch­er was broken at the foun­tain.”1002 When he un­der­stood it, he called for his friends, and told them of it. Then, said he, I am go­ing to my Fath­er’s; and though with great dif­fi­culty I am got hith­er, yet now I do not re­pent me of all the trouble I have been at to ar­rive where I am. My sword I give to him that shall suc­ceed me in my pil­grim­age, and my cour­age and skill to him that can get it. My marks and scars I carry with me, to be a wit­ness for me, that I have fought His battles, who now will be my Re­ward­er. When the day that he must go hence was come, many ac­com­pan­ied him to the river­side, in­to which as he went, he said, “Death, where is thy sting?” And as he went down deep­er, he said, “Grave, where is thy vic­tory?” So he passed over, and all the trum­pets soun­ded for him on the oth­er side.1003

			Then there came forth a sum­mons for Mr. Stand-fast—this Mr. Stand-fast was he that the rest of the Pil­grims found upon his knees in the En­chanted Ground—for the post brought it him open in his hands. The con­tents where­of were, that he must pre­pare for a change of life, for his Mas­ter was not will­ing that he should be so far from Him any longer. At this Mr. Stand-fast was put in­to a muse. Nay, said the mes­sen­ger, you need not doubt of the truth of my mes­sage, for here is a token of the truth there­of: “Thy wheel is broken at the cistern.”1004 Then he called un­to him Mr. Great-heart, who was their guide, and said un­to him, Sir, al­though it was not my hap to be much in your good com­pany in the days of my pil­grim­age; yet, since the time I knew you, you have been prof­it­able to me. When I came from home, I left be­hind me a wife and five small chil­dren; let me en­treat you, at your re­turn (for I know that you will go, and re­turn to your Mas­ter’s house, in hopes that you may yet be a con­duct­or to more of the holy pil­grims), that you send to my fam­ily, and let them be ac­quain­ted with all that hath, or shall hap­pen un­to me. Tell them, moreover, of my happy ar­rival to this place, and of the present [and] late blessed con­di­tion that I am in. Tell them also of Chris­ti­an, and Chris­ti­ana his wife, and how she and her chil­dren came after her hus­band. Tell them also of what a happy end she made, and whith­er she is gone. I have a little or noth­ing to send to my fam­ily, ex­cept it be pray­ers and tears for them; of which it will suf­fice if thou ac­quaint them, if perad­ven­ture they may pre­vail.

			When Mr. Stand-fast had thus set things in or­der, and the time be­ing come for him to haste him away, he also went down to the river. Now there was a great calm at that time in the river; where­fore Mr. Stand-fast, when he was about halfway in, stood a while and talked to his com­pan­ions that had waited upon him thith­er; and he said, This river has been a ter­ror to many; yea, the thoughts of it also have of­ten frightened me. Now, me­thinks, I stand easy, my foot is fixed upon that upon which the feet of the priests that bare the ark of the cov­en­ant stood, while Is­rael went over this Jordan.1005 The wa­ters, in­deed, are to the pal­ate bit­ter, and to the stom­ach cold; yet the thoughts of what I am go­ing to, and of the con­duct that waits for me on the oth­er side, doth lie as a glow­ing coal at my heart.

			I see my­self now at the end of my jour­ney, my toil­some days are ended. I am go­ing now to see that Head that was crowned with thorns, and that Face that was spit upon for me.1006

			I have formerly lived by hearsay and faith; but now I go where I shall live by sight, and shall be with Him in whose com­pany I de­light my­self.

			I have loved to hear my Lord spoken of; and wherever I have seen the print of His shoe in the earth, there I have coveted to set my foot too.

			His name has been to me as a civ­et-box; yea, sweeter than all per­fumes. His voice to me has been most sweet; and His coun­ten­ance I have more de­sired than they that have most de­sired the light of the sun. His Word I did use to gath­er for my food, and for an­ti­dotes against my faint­ings. “He has held me, and hath kept me from mine iniquit­ies; yea, my steps hath He strengthened in His way.”1007

			Now, while he was thus in dis­course, his coun­ten­ance changed, his strong man bowed un­der him; and after he had said, Take me, for I come un­to Thee, he ceased to be seen of them.

			But glor­i­ous it was to see how the open re­gion was filled with horses and chari­ots, with trum­peters and pipers, with sing­ers and play­ers on stringed in­stru­ments, to wel­come the Pil­grims as they went up, and fol­lowed one an­oth­er in at the beau­ti­ful gate of the city.1008

			As for Chris­ti­an’s chil­dren, the four boys that Chris­ti­ana brought with her, with their wives and chil­dren, I did not stay where I was till they were gone over. Also, since I came away, I heard one say that they were yet alive, and so would be for the in­crease of the church in that place where they were, for a time.1009

			Shall it be my lot to go that way again, I may give those that de­sire it an ac­count of what I here am si­lent about.1010 Mean­time, I bid my read­er Adieu.
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			50. Ex­odus 19:16, 18.

			51. Hebrews 12:21.

			52. Be­ware of tak­ing men by their looks. They may look as gentle as lambs, while the pois­on of asps is un­der their tongue; whereby they in­fect many souls with per­ni­cious er­rors and pes­ti­lent her­es­ies, turn­ing them from Christ and the hope of full jus­ti­fic­a­tion and etern­al life through Him only, to look to, and rely upon, their own works, in whole, or in part, for sal­va­tion. —Ma­son

			53. As the be­lief of the truth lies at the foun­tain of the hope of etern­al life, and is the cause of any­one be­com­ing a pil­grim; so the be­lief of a lie is the cause of any­one’s turn­ing out of the way which leads to glory. —Ma­son

			54. Hebrews 12:25.

			55. Hebrews 10:38.

			56. Mat­thew 12:31; Mark 3:28.

			57. John 20:27.

			58. See the glory of Gos­pel grace to sin­ners. See the amaz­ing love of Christ in dy­ing for sin­ners. O re­mem­ber the price, which ob­tained the par­don of our sins, at noth­ing less than His most pre­cious blood! Be­lieve His won­der­ful love. Re­joice in His glor­i­ous sal­va­tion. Live in the love of Him, in the hatred of your sins, and in humble­ness of mind be­fore Him. —Ma­son

			59. 1 John 4:5.

			60. Gala­tians 6:12.

			61. Luke 13:24.

			62. Mat­thew 7:14.

			63. Hebrews 11:25, 26.

			64. Mark 8:35; John 12:25; Mat­thew 10:39.

			65. Luke 14:26.

			66. Gala­tians 4:21–27.

			67. Gala­tians 3:10.

			Leg­al­ity is as great an en­emy to the cross of Christ as li­centious­ness; for it keeps the soul from com­ing to, be­liev­ing in, and trust­ing wholly in the blood of Christ for par­don, and the right­eous­ness of Christ for jus­ti­fic­a­tion! so that it keeps the soul in bond­age, and swells the mind with pride, while li­centious­ness brings a scan­dal on the cross. —Ma­son

			68. Psalms 2:12.

			69. Mat­thew 7:8.

			70. The strait­ness of this gate is not to be un­der­stood car­nally, but mys­tic­ally. This gate is wide enough for all the truly sin­cere lov­ers of Je­sus Christ, but so strait that it will keep all oth­ers out. The gate of Eden was wide enough for Adam and his wife to go out at, yet it was too strait for them to go in at. Why? They had sinned; and the cher­ubim and the flam­ing sword made it too strait for them. The gates of the temple were six cu­bits wide, yet they were so strait that none who were un­clean might enter them. —Bunyan’s Strait Gate, vol. 1, p. 367

			71. Here be­hold the love of Je­sus, in freely and heart­ily re­ceiv­ing every poor sin­ner who comes un­to Him; no mat­ter how vile they have been, nor what sins they have com­mit­ted, He loves them freely and re­ceives them gra­ciously; for He has noth­ing but good­will to them. Hence, the heav­enly host sang at his birth, “Good­will to­wards men” (Luke 2:14). —Ma­son

			72. As sin­ners be­come more de­cided in ap­ply­ing to Christ, and as­sidu­ous in the means of grace, Satan, if per­mit­ted, will be more vehe­ment in his en­deav­ours to dis­cour­age them, that, if pos­sible, he may in­duce them to de­sist, and so come short of the prize. —Scott A whole Heav­en and etern­al life is wrapped up in this little word—“Strive to enter in;” this calls for the mind and heart. Many pro­fess­ors make their striv­ing to stand rather in an out­cry of words, than in a hearty la­bour against the lusts and love of the world. But this kind of striv­ing is but a beat­ing the air, and will come to noth­ing at last. —Bunyan’s Strait Gate, vol. 1, p. 866 Com­ing souls will have op­pos­i­tion from Satan. He casts his fiery darts at them; wan­der­ings in pray­er, en­tice­ments to old sins, and even blas­phem­ous thoughts, as­sail the trem­bling pen­it­ent, when striv­ing to enter in­to the strait gate, to drive him from “the way and the life.” —Ed­it­or

			73. “No bet­ter­ment” is an ad­mir­able ex­pres­sion of the Chris­ti­an’s hu­mil­ity—he set out in com­pany, but reached the gate alone; still it is not un­to me, but un­to Thy name be all the glory. —Ed­it­or

			74. “Car­nal ar­gu­ments” is altered to “car­nal agree­ment,” in sev­er­al of Mr. Bunyan’s edi­tions: see third to the ninth. —Ed­it­or

			75. John 6:37.

			76. Chris­ti­an, when ad­mit­ted at the strait gate, is dir­ec­ted in the nar­row way; not in the broad fash­ion­able re­li­gion. In the broad road, every man may choose a path suited to his in­clin­a­tions, shift about to avoid dif­fi­culties, or ac­com­mod­ate him­self to cir­cum­stances; and he may be sure of com­pany agree­able to his taste. But Chris­ti­ans must fol­low one an­oth­er in the nar­row way on the same track, fa­cing en­emies, and bear­ing hard­ships, without at­tempt­ing to evade them; nor is any in­dul­gence giv­en to dif­fer­ent tastes, habits, or propensit­ies. —Scott

			77. Mat­thew 7:14.

			78. With great pro­pri­ety Bunyan places the house of the In­ter­pret­er bey­ond the strait gate; for the know­ledge of Di­vine things, that pre­cedes con­ver­sion to God by faith in Christ, is very scanty, com­pared with the di­li­gent Chris­ti­an’s sub­sequent at­tain­ments. —Scott

			79. It would be dif­fi­cult to find 12 con­sec­ut­ive pages in the Eng­lish lan­guage, that con­tain such volumes of mean­ing, in such beau­ti­ful and in­struct­ive les­sons, with such heav­enly im­agery, in so pure and sweet a style, and with so thrill­ing an ap­peal to the best af­fec­tions of the heart, as these pages de­script­ive of Chris­ti­an’s so­journ­ing in the house of the In­ter­pret­er. This good man of the house, the In­ter­pret­er, we are, without doubt, to take as the rep­res­ent­at­ive of the Holy Spir­it, with His en­light­en­ing and sanc­ti­fy­ing in­flu­ences on the heart. —Cheever The or­der in which these heav­enly les­sons are taught, is worthy of our ad­mir­a­tion. —Ed­it­or

			80. As in cre­ation, so in con­ver­sion, God’s com­mand is, “Let there be light;” it comes by the Word; no Bible, no light. God di­vided the light from the dark­ness; a blessed mys­tery to prove the Chris­ti­an in­deed—light in his mind at vari­ance with his nat­ive dark­ness. —Bunyan on Gen­es­is

			81. The first ob­ject presen­ted by the Holy Spir­it to the mind of a young be­liev­er, is the choice of his min­is­ter; not to be sub­missive to hu­man or­ders, but to choose for him­self. The lead­ing fea­tures are, that he be grave, de­vo­tion­al, a lov­er of his Bible, one who re­jects er­ror and preaches the truth; un­in­flu­enced by paltry pelf or worldly hon­ours; plead­ing pa­tiently to win souls; seek­ing only his Mas­ter’s ap­prob­a­tion; souls, and not money, for his hire; an im­mor­tal crown for his re­ward. With the laws of men and friend­ship to mis­lead us, how es­sen­tial is the guid­ance of the Holy Spir­it in this im­port­ant choice! —Ed­it­or And whose por­trait is Bunyan de­scrib­ing here? We think he had only Mr. Gif­ford in his eye as a faith­ful min­is­ter of Christ; but Bunyan too had been the plead­er with men, and over his own head the crown of gold was shin­ing, and while he wrote these words, you may be sure that his spir­it thrilled with­in him as he said, And I too am a min­is­ter of Je­sus Christ. —Cheever

			82. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 4:15.

			83. Gala­tians 4;19.

			84. Ro­mans 7:6; 1 Cor­inthi­ans 15:56; Ro­mans 5:20.

			Chris­ti­an well knew this in his own deep ex­per­i­ence; for the bur­den of sin was on him still, and sorely did he feel it while the In­ter­pret­er was mak­ing this ex­plan­a­tion; and had it not been for his re­mem­brance of the warn­ing of the man at the gate, he would cer­tainly have be­sought the In­ter­pret­er to take off his bur­den. The law could not take it off; he had tried that; and grace had not yet re­moved it; so he was forced to be quiet, and to wait pa­tiently. But when the dam­sel came and sprinkled the floor, and laid the dust, and then the par­lour was swept so eas­ily, there were the sweet in­flu­ences of the Gos­pel im­aged; there was Di­vine grace dis­tilling as the dew; there was the gentle voice of Christ hush­ing the storm; there were the cor­rup­tions of the heart, which the law had but roused in­to ac­tion, yield­ing un­der the power of Christ; and there was the soul made clean, and fit for the King of glory to in­hab­it. In­deed, this was a most in­struct­ive em­blem. O that my heart might be thus cleansed, thought Chris­ti­an, and then I ver­ily be­lieve I could bear my bur­den with great ease to the end of my pil­grim­age; but I have had enough of that fierce sweep­er, the Law. The Lord de­liv­er me from his be­som! —Cheever

			85. John 15:3; Eph­esians 5:26; Acts 15:9; Ro­mans 16:25, 26; John 15:13.

			86. This was a vivid and strik­ing em­blem, and one which, in its gen­er­al mean­ing, a child could un­der­stand. Pas­sion stands for the men of this world, Pa­tience of that which is to come; Pas­sion for those who will have all their good things now, Pa­tience for those who are will­ing, with self-deni­al, to wait for some­thing bet­ter; Pas­sion for those who are ab­sorbed in tem­por­al trifles, Pa­tience for those whose hearts are fixed upon etern­al real­it­ies; Pas­sion the things which are seen, and the im­pa­tient eager­ness with which they are fol­lowed, Pa­tience the things which are un­seen, and the faith, hu­mil­ity, and dead­ness to the world ex­er­cised in or­der to en­joy them. It is a good com­ment­ary upon Psalm 73. —Cheever

			87. Luke 16:25.

			88. 2 Cor­inthi­ans 4:18.

			89. This in­struct­ive vis­ion springs from the au­thor’s pain­ful, but blessed ex­per­i­ence. The flame of love in a Chris­ti­an’s heart is like the fire of des­pair in Satan’s spir­it-un­quench­able. Be­fore Bunyan had been be­hind the wall, the tempter sug­ges­ted to him—“You are very hot for mercy, but I will cool you, though I be sev­en years in chilling your heart, I can do it at last; I will have you cold be­fore long.” —Grace Abound­ing, No. 110 He is the fath­er of lies. Thus he said to Chris­ti­an in the fight, “Here will I spill thy soul;” in­stead of which, Apolly­on was put to flight.

			
				
					We can­not fail with such a prop,
					

					That bears the earth’s huge pil­lars up.
				

			

			Satan’s wa­ter can nev­er be so power­ful to quench, as Christ’s oil and grace are to keep the fire burn­ing. Sin­ner, be­lieve this, and love, praise, and re­joice in thy Lord. He loves with an ever­last­ing love; He saves with an ever­last­ing sal­va­tion; without His per­petu­al aid, we should per­ish; Christ is the Al­pha and Omega of our safety; but how mys­ter­i­ous is the Saint’s per­sever­ance un­til we have seen the secret sup­ply! —Ed­it­or

			90. 2 Cor­inthi­ans 12:9.

			91. For a man to fight his way through in­fernal en­emies, is in every age a fear­ful battle; but in ad­di­tion to this, to enter his name as a non­con­form­ist in Bunyan’s time, de­man­ded in­trep­id­ity of no or­din­ary de­gree; their en­emies were the throne, the laws, and the bish­ops, armed with ma­lig­nity against these fol­low­ers of Je­sus Christ. But there were noble spir­its, “of very stout coun­ten­ance,” that by the sword of the Spir­it cut their way through all op­pos­i­tion. Bunyan was one of these wor­thies. —Ivimey

			92. Acts 14:22.

			93. Ver­ily thou didst, noble Chris­ti­an! And who is there that does not know the mean­ing of it, and what heart so cold as not to be rav­ished by it! Yea, we should think that this pas­sage alone might set any man out on this pil­grim­age, might bring many a care­less trav­el­er up to the gate of this glor­i­ous palace to say, Set down my name, Sir! How full of in­struc­tion is this pas­sage! It set Chris­ti­an’s own heart on fire to run for­ward on his jour­ney, al­though the battle was be­fore him. —Cheever

			94. Luke 8:13.

			95. Hebrews 4:6.

			96. Luke 19:14.

			97. Hebrews 10:28, 29.

			98. All these deeply in­ter­est­ing pic­tures are in­ten­ded for every age and every clime. This iron cage of des­pair has ever shut up its vic­tims. Many have sup­posed that it had a spe­cial ref­er­ence to one John Child, who, un­der the fear of per­se­cu­tion, aban­doned his pro­fes­sion, and, in fright­ful des­per­a­tion, miser­ably per­ished by his own hand. —Ed­it­or

			99. Bunyan in­ten­ded not to rep­res­ent this man as ac­tu­ally bey­ond the reach of mercy, but to show the dread­ful con­sequences of de­part­ing from God, and of be­ing aban­doned of Him to the misery of un­be­lief and des­pair. —Cheever

			100. “An ever­last­ing cau­tion”—“God help me to watch.” The battle with Apolly­on, the dread val­ley, the try­ing scene at Van­ity Fair, the ex­hil­ar­at­ing vic­tory over By-ends and De­mas, dis­sip­ated the pain­ful scene of the iron cage; and want of pray­er­ful cau­tion led Chris­ti­an in­to the domin­ion of Des­pair, and he be­came for a sea­son the vic­tim shut up in this fright­ful cage. Read­er, may we be ever found “look­ing un­to Je­sus,” then shall we be kept from Doubt­ing Castle and the iron cage. —Ed­it­or

			101. “In the midst of these heav­enly in­struc­tions, why in such haste to go?” Alas! the bur­den of sin upon his back pressed him on to seek de­liv­er­ance. —Ed­it­or

			102. “Rack.” Driv­en vi­ol­ently by the wind. —Ed­it­or

			103. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 15:52; 1 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 4:16; Jude 14; John 5:28, 29; 2 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 1:7, 8; Rev­el­a­tion 20:11–14; Isai­ah 26:21; Micah 7:16, 17; Psalms 95:1–3; Daniel 7:10.

			104. Mala­chi 3:2, 3; Daniel 7:9, 10.

			105. Mat­thew 3:12; 13:30; Mala­chi 4:1.

			106. Luke 3:17.

			107. 1 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 4:16, 17.

			108. Ro­mans 2:14, 15.

			109. We go about the world in the day time, and are ab­sorbed in earthly schemes; the world is as bright as a rain­bow, and it bears for us no marks or pre­dic­tions of the judg­ment, or of our sins; and con­science is re­tired, as it were, with­in a far in­ner circle of the soul. But when it comes night, and the pall of sleep is drawn over the senses, then con­science comes out sol­emnly, and walks about in the si­lent cham­bers of the soul, and makes her sur­vey and her com­ments, and some­times sits down and sternly reads the re­cord of a life that the wak­ing man would nev­er look in­to, and the cata­logue of crimes that are gath­er­ing for the judg­ment. Ima­gin­a­tion walks trem­blingly be­hind her, and they pass through the open gate of the Scrip­tures in­to the etern­al world—for thith­er all things in man’s be­ing nat­ur­ally and ir­res­ist­ibly tend—and there, ima­gin­a­tion draws the judg­ment, the soul is presen­ted at the bar of God, and the eye of the Judge is on it, and a hand of fire writes, “Thou art weighed in the bal­ances, and found want­ing!” Our dreams some­times re­veal our char­ac­ter, our sins, our des­tinies, more clearly than our wak­ing thoughts; for by day the en­er­gies of our be­ing are turned in­to ar­ti­fi­cial chan­nels, by night our thoughts fol­low the bent that is most nat­ur­al to them; and as man is both an im­mor­tal and a sin­ful be­ing, the con­sequences both of his im­mor­tal­ity and his sin­ful­ness will some­times be made to stand out in over­power­ing light, when the busy pur­suits of day are not able to turn the soul from wan­der­ing to­wards etern­ity. —Cheever Bunyan profited much by dreams and vis­ions. “Even in my child­hood the Lord did scare and af­fright me with fear­ful dreams, and did ter­rify me with dread­ful vis­ions.” That is a strik­ing vis­ion of church fel­low­ship in the Grace Abound­ing, (Nos. 53–56); and an aw­ful dream is nar­rated in the Great­ness of the Soul—“Once I dreamed that I saw two per­sons, whom I knew, in hell; and me­thought I saw a con­tinu­al drop­ping from Heav­en, as of great drops of fire light­ing upon them, to their sore dis­tress’ (vol. 1, p. 148). —Ed­it­or

			110. Our safety con­sists in a due pro­por­tion of hope and fear. When devoid of hope, we re­semble a ship without an an­chor; when un­res­trained by fear, we are like the same ves­sel un­der full sail without bal­last. True com­fort is the ef­fect of watch­ful­ness, di­li­gence, and cir­cum­spec­tion. What les­sons could pos­sibly have been se­lec­ted of great­er im­port­ance or more suited to es­tab­lish the new con­vert, than these are which our au­thor has most in­geni­ously and agree­ably in­cul­cated, un­der the em­blem of the In­ter­pret­er’s curi­os­it­ies? —Scott

			111. Isai­ah 26:1.

			112. This is an im­port­ant les­son, that a per­son may be in Christ and yet have a deep sense of the bur­den of sin upon the soul. —Cheever So also Bunyan—“Every height is a dif­fi­culty to him that is loaden; with a bur­den, how shall we at­tain the Heav­en of heav­ens?” —Know­ledge of Christ’s Love

			113. Zechari­ah 12:10.

			This ef­fic­a­cious sight of the cross is thus nar­rated in Grace Abound­ing, (No. 115):—“Trav­el­ing in the coun­try, and mus­ing on the wicked­ness and blas­phemy of my heart, that scrip­ture came in my mind—‘Hav­ing made peace through the blood of His cross.’ (Co­los­si­ans 1:20). I saw that day again and again, that God and my soul were friends by His blood; yea, that the justice of God and my soul could em­brace and kiss each oth­er. This was a good day to me; I hope I shall not for­get it.” He was glad and light­some, and had a merry heart; he was be­fore in­spired with hope, but now he is a happy be­liev­er. —Ed­it­or

			114. Mark 2:15.

			115. Zechari­ah 3:4.

			116. Eph­esians 1:13.

			None but those who have felt such bliss, can ima­gine the joy with which this heav­enly vis­it­a­tion fills the soul. The Fath­er re­ceives the poor pen­it­ent with, “Thy sins be for­giv­en thee.” The Son clothes him with a spot­less right­eous­ness. “The prod­ig­al when he re­turned to his fath­er was clothed with rags; but the best robe is brought out, also the gold ring and the shoes; yea, they are put upon him to his re­joicing” (Come and Wel­come, vol. 1, p. 265). The Holy Spir­it gives him a cer­ti­fic­ate; thus de­scribed by Bunyan in the House of God—

			
				
					“But bring with thee a cer­ti­fic­ate,
					

					To show thou seest thy­self most des­ol­ate;
					

					Writ by the Mas­ter, with re­pent­ance seal’d;
					

					To show also, that here thou would’st be healed
					

					By those fair leaves of that most blessed tree
					

					By which alone poor sin­ners healed be:
					

					And that thou dost ab­hor thee for thy ways,
					

					And would’st in holi­ness spend all thy days;
					

					And here be en­ter­tained; or thou wilt find
					

					To en­ter­tain thee here are none in­clined!”
				

			

			(Vol. 2, p. 680).
			Such a cer­ti­fic­ate, writ­ten upon the heart by the Holy Spir­it, may be lost for a sea­son, as in the ar­bour on the hill, but can­not be stolen even by Faith-heart, Mis­trust, and Guilt. For the mark in his fore­head, see 2 Cor­inthi­ans 3:2, 3; “not with ink, but with the spir­it of the liv­ing God, known and read of all men’. —Ed­it­or

			117. He that has come to Christ, has cast his bur­den upon Him. By faith he hath seen him­self re­leased there­of; but he that is but com­ing, hath it yet, as to sense and feel­ing, upon his own shoulders. —Come and Wel­come, vol. 1, p. 264

			118. Pro­verbs 23:34.

			119. 1 Peter 5:8.

			120. “Fat;” a ves­sel in which things are put to be soaked, or to fer­ment; a vat. —Ed­it­or

			121. No soon­er has Chris­ti­an “re­ceived Christ” than he at once preaches to the sleep­ing sin­ners the great sal­va­tion. He stays not for hu­man calls or or­din­a­tion, but at­tempts to awaken them to a sense of their danger, and presently ex­horts with au­thor­ity the form­al­ist and hy­po­crite. So it was in the per­son­al ex­per­i­ence of Bunyan; after which, when his brethren dis­covered his tal­ent, they in­vited him to preach openly and con­stantly. Dare any­one find fault with that con­duct, which proved so ex­tens­ively use­ful? —Ed­it­or

			122. John 10:1.

			123. The form­al­ist has only the shell of re­li­gion; he is hot for forms be­cause it is all that he has to con­tend for. The hy­po­crite is for God and Baal too; he can throw stones with both hands. He car­ries fire in one hand, and wa­ter in the oth­er. —Strait Gate, vol. 1, p. 389 These men range from sect to sect, like wan­der­ing stars, to whom is re­served the black­ness of dark­ness forever. They are bar­ren trees; and the axe, whetted by sin and the law, will make deep gashes. Death sends Guilt, his first­born, to bring them to the King of ter­rors. —Bar­ren Fig-Tree

			124. “We trow;” we be­lieve or ima­gine: from the Sax­on. See Im­per­i­al Dic­tion­ary. —Ed­it­or

			125. Gala­tians 1:16.

			126. These men oc­cu­pied the seat of the scorner; they had al­ways been well dressed. His coat might do for such a ragamuffin as he had been, but they needed no gar­ment but their own right­eous­ness—the forms of their church. The mark, or cer­ti­fic­ate of the new birth, was an ob­ject of scorn to them. Prob­ably they pit­ied him as a harm­less mys­tic, weak in mind and il­lit­er­ate. Alas! how soon was their laughter turned in­to mourn­ing. Fear and calam­ity over­whelmed them. They trus­ted in them­selves, and there was none to de­liv­er. —Ed­it­or

			127. The Chris­ti­an can hold no com­mu­nion with a mere form­al pro­fess­or. The Chris­ti­an loves to be speak­ing of the Lord’s grace and good­ness, of his con­flicts and con­sol­a­tions, of the Lord’s deal­ings with his soul, and of the blessed con­fid­ence which he is en­abled to place in Him. —J. B.

			128. Isai­ah 49:10.

			129. Such is the fate of those who keep their sins with their pro­fes­sion, and will not en­counter dif­fi­culty in cut­ting them off. “Not all their pre­tences of seek­ing after and pray­ing to God will keep them from fall­ing and split­ting them­selves in sun­der.” —A Holy Life the Beauty of Chris­tian­ity. There are heights that build them­selves up in us, and ex­alt them­selves to keep the know­ledge of God from our hearts. They op­pose and con­tra­dict our spir­itu­al un­der­stand­ing of God and His Christ. These are the dark moun­tains at which we should cer­tainly stumble and fall, but for one who can leap and skip over them to our aid. —Saints’ Know­ledge of Christ’s Love, vol. 2, p. 8

			130. Pleased with the gifts of grace, rather than with the gra­cious giver, pride secretly creeps in; and we fall first in­to a sin­ful self-com­pla­cence, and then in­to in­dol­ence and se­cur­ity. This is in­ten­ded by his fall­ing fast asleep. —Dr. Dodd

			131. Sin­ful sloth de­prives the Chris­ti­an of his com­forts. What he in­ten­ded only for a mo­ment’s nap, like a man asleep dur­ing ser­mon-time in church, be­came a deep sleep, and his roll fell out of his hand; and yet he ran well while there was noth­ing spe­cial to alarm him. Re­li­gious priv­ileges should re­fresh and not puff up. —Cheever

			132. Pro­verbs 6:6.

			133. But why go back again? That is the next way to hell. Nev­er go over hedge and ditch to hell. They that miss life per­ish, be­cause they will not let go their sins, or have no sav­ing faith. —Bunyan’s Strait Gate, vol. 1, p. 388

			134. To go for­ward is at­ten­ded with the fear of death, but etern­al life is bey­ond. I must ven­ture.

			
				
					My hill was fur­ther: so I slung away,
					

					Yet heard a cry
					

					Just as I went, “None goes that way
					

					And lives.” If that be all, said I,
					

					After so foul a jour­ney, death is fair
					

					And but a chair.
				

				—G. Her­bert’s Temple—The Pil­grim­age
			

			135. He is per­plexed for his roll; this is right. If we suf­fer spir­itu­al loss, and are easy and un­con­cerned about it, it is a sad sign that we in­dulge car­nal se­cur­ity and vain con­fid­ences. —Ma­son

			136. Rev­el­a­tion 2:5; 1 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 5:7, 8.

			137. The back­slider is at­ten­ded with fears and doubts such as he felt not be­fore, built on the vile­ness of his back­slid­ing; more dread­ful scrip­tures look him in the face, with their dread­ful physiognomy. His new sins all turn talk­ing dev­ils, threat­en­ing dev­ils, roar­ing dev­ils, with­in him. Be­sides, he doubts the truth of his first con­ver­sion, and thus adds lead to his heels in re­turn­ing to God by Christ. He can tell strange stor­ies, and yet such as are very true. No man can tell what is to be seen and felt in the whale’s belly but Jo­nah. —Bunyan’s Christ a Com­plete Sa­viour, vol. 1, p. 224

			138. 1 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 5:6, 7.

			139. “Beau­ti­ful for situ­ation, the joy of the whole earth, is Mount Zion; God is known in her palaces for a refuge.” Those who enter must joy­fully sub­mit to the laws and or­din­ances of this house. —An­dronicus

			140. The two lions, civil des­pot­ism and ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al tyranny, ter­ri­fied many young con­verts, when de­sirous of join­ing a Chris­ti­an church, here rep­res­en­ted by the Beau­ti­ful Palace. In the reign of the Tu­dors they com­mit­ted sad hav­oc. In Bunyan’s time, they were chained, so that few suffered mar­tyr­dom, al­though many were ruined, im­prisoned, and per­ished in dun­geons. When Faith­ful passed they were asleep. It was a short ces­sa­tion from per­se­cu­tion. In the Second Part, Great-heart slew Gi­ant Bloody-man, who backed the lions; prob­ably re­fer­ring to the wretched death of that mon­ster, Judge Jef­fer­ies. And in the ex­per­i­ence of Mr. Fear­ing, it is clear that the Hill Dif­fi­culty and the lions were in­ten­ded to rep­res­ent tem­por­al and bod­ily troubles, and not spir­itu­al dif­fi­culties—“When we came at the Hill Dif­fi­culty, he made no stick at that, nor did he much fear the lions; for you must know that his trouble was not about such things as these; his fear was about his ac­cept­ance at last’. —Ed­it­or

			141. Mark 13:34–37.

			142. Gen­es­is 9:27.

			143. Chris­ti­an, after feel­ing the bur­den of sin, en­ter­ing by Christ the gate, taught by the Holy Spir­it les­sons of high con­cern in the Bible or House of the In­ter­pret­er; after los­ing his bur­den by faith in his cru­ci­fied Sa­viour, his sins pardoned, clothed with his Lord’s right­eous­ness, marked by a godly pro­fes­sion, he be­comes fit for church-fel­low­ship; is in­vited by Bish­op Gif­ford, the port­er; and, with the con­sent of the in­mates, he enters the house called Beau­ti­ful. Mark, read­er, not as es­sen­tial to sal­va­tion; it is by the side of the road, not across it; all that was es­sen­tial had taken place be­fore. Faith­ful did not enter. Here is no com­pul­sion either to enter or pay: that would have con­ver­ted it in­to the house of ar­rog­ance or per­se­cu­tion. It is upon the Hill Dif­fi­culty, re­quir­ing per­son­al, will­ing ef­forts to scramble up; and holy zeal and cour­age to bear the taunts of the world and the growl­ing frowns of the lions. Here he has new les­sons to learn of Dis­cre­tion, Piety, Prudence, and Char­ity, to bear with his fel­low-mem­bers, and they with him; and here he is armed for his jour­ney. Many are the blessed en­joy­ments of church-fel­low­ship. “Es­th­er was had to the house of the wo­men to be pur­i­fied, and so came to the king. God also hath ap­poin­ted that those who come in­to His roy­al pres­ence should first go to the house of the wo­men, the church.” (See Bunyan’s Great­ness of the Soul, vol. 1, p. 145). Every soul must be fit­ted for the roy­al pres­ence, usu­ally in church fel­low­ship: but these lovely maid­ens some­times wait on and in­struct those who nev­er enter the house Beau­ti­ful; who be­long to the church uni­ver­sal, but not to any loc­al body of Chris­ti­ans. John dir­ects his Rev­el­a­tions to the sev­en churches in Asia; Paul, his epistles to the churches in Gala­tia, or to the church at Cor­inth-all dis­tinct bod­ies of Chris­ti­ans; James to the 12 tribes; and Peter to the strangers, and “to them that have ob­tained like pre­cious faith,” of all churches. —Ed­it­or

			144. Hebrews 11:15, 16.

			145. Ro­mans 7.

			146. The true Chris­ti­an’s in­most feel­ings will best ex­plain these an­swers, which no ex­pos­i­tion can elu­cid­ate to those who are un­ac­quain­ted with the con­flict to which they refer, the golden hours, fleet­ing and pre­cious, are earn­ests of the ever­last­ing holy fe­li­city of Heav­en. —Scott

			147. The only true mode of van­quish­ing car­nal thoughts is look­ing at Christ cru­ci­fied, or dwell­ing upon His dy­ing love, the robe of right­eous­ness which clothes his na­ked soul, his roll or evid­ence of his in­terest, and the glory and hap­pi­ness of Heav­en! Happy souls who thus op­pose their cor­rup­tions! —Dr. Dodd

			148. Isai­ah 25:8; Rev­el­a­tion 21:4.

			149. This was the fact as it re­gards Bunyan when he was writ­ing the Pil­grim. He had a wife, two sons, and two daugh­ters. This con­ver­sa­tion was first pub­lished in the second edi­tion, 1678; and if he re­ferred to his own fam­ily, it was to his second wife, a most worthy and hero­ic wo­man; but she and some of his chil­dren were fel­low-pil­grims with him. His eld­est son was a preach­er 11 years be­fore the Second Part of the Pil­grim was pub­lished. —Ed­it­or

			150. Gen­es­is 19:14.

			151. O soul! con­sider this deeply. It is the life of a Chris­ti­an that car­ries more con­vic­tion and per­sua­sion than his words. —Ma­son

			152. Those that re­li­giously name the name of Christ, and do not de­part from iniquity, cause the per­ish­ing of many. A pro­fess­or that hath not for­saken his iniquity is like one that comes out of a pes­t­house to his home, with all his plague-sores run­ning. He hath the breath of a dragon, and pois­ons the air round about him. This is the man that slays his chil­dren, his kins­men, his friends, and him­self. O! the mill­stone that God will shortly hang about your necks, when you must be drowned in the sea and de­luge of God’s wrath. —Bunyan’s Holy Life, vol. 2, p. 530

			153. 1 John 3:12.

			154. Ezekiel 3:19.

			155. How beau­ti­ful must that church be where Watch­ful is the port­er; where Dis­cre­tion ad­mits the mem­bers; where Prudence takes the over­sight; where Piety con­ducts the wor­ship; and where Char­ity en­dears the mem­bers one to an­oth­er! They par­take of the Lord’s Sup­per, a feast of fat things, with wine well re­fined. —J. B.

			156. Hebrews 2:14, 15.

			
				
					Ah! theirs was con­verse such as it be­hooves
					

					Man to main­tain, and such as God ap­proves—
					

					Christ and His char­ac­ter their only scope,
					

					Their sub­ject, and their ob­ject, and their hope.
					

					O days of Heav­en, and nights of equal praise!
					

					Se­rene and peace­ful as those heav­enly days
					

					When souls drawn up­wards in com­mu­nion sweet,
					

					En­joy the still­ness of some close re­treat,
					

					Dis­course, as if re­leas’d and safe at home,
					

					Of dangers past, and won­ders yet to come.
				

				—Cowper
			

			157. 1 Samuel 2:8; Psalms 113:7.

			158. When Chris­ti­ana and her party ar­rived at this house Beau­ti­ful, she re­ques­ted that they might re­pose in the same cham­ber, called Peace, which was gran­ted. The au­thor, in his mar­gin­al note, ex­plains the nature of this rest­ing-place by the words, “Christ’s bos­om is for all pil­grims.” —Ed­it­or

			159.

			
				
					How sud­denly that straight and glit­ter­ing shaft
					

					Shot ’thwart the earth! In crown of liv­ing fire
					

					Up comes the day! As if they, con­scious, quaff’d
					

					The sunny flood, hill, forest, city, spire,
					

					Laugh in the waken­ing light. Go, vain De­sire!
					

					The dusky lights have gone; go thou thy way!
					

					And pin­ing Dis­con­tent, like them ex­pire!
					

					Be called my cham­ber Peace, when ends the day,
					

					And let me, with the dawn, like Pil­grim, sing and pray.
					

					Great is the Lord our God,
					

					And let His praise be great:
					

					He makes His churches His abode,
					

					His most de­light­ful seat.
				

				—Dr. Watts
			

			160. Hebrews 11:33, 34.

			161. Should you see a man that did not go from door to door, but he must be clad in a coat of mail, and have a hel­met of brass upon his head, and for his life­guard not so few as a thou­sand men to wait on him, would you not say, Surely this man has store of en­emies at hand? If So­lomon used to have about his bed no less than threescore of the most vali­ant of Is­rael, hold­ing swords, and be­ing ex­pert in war, what guard and safe­guard doth God’s people need, who are, night and day, roared on by the un­mer­ci­ful fallen an­gels? Why, they lie in wait for poor Is­rael in every hole, and he is forever in danger of be­ing either stabbed or des­troyed. —Bunyan’s Is­rael’s Hope, vol. 1, p. 602

			162. Christ him­self is the Chris­ti­an’s ar­moury. When he puts on Christ, he is then com­pletely armed from head to foot. Are his loins girt about with truth? Christ is the truth. Has he on the breast­plate of right­eous­ness? Christ is our right­eous­ness. Are his feet shod with the Gos­pel of peace? Christ is our peace. Does he take the shield of faith, and hel­met of sal­va­tion? Christ is that shield, and all our sal­va­tion. Does he take the sword of the Spir­it, which is the Word of God? Christ is the Word of God. Thus he puts on the Lord Je­sus Christ; by his Spir­it fights the fight of faith; and, in spite of men, of dev­ils, and of his own evil heart, lays hold of etern­al life. Thus Christ is all in all. —J. B.

			163. The church in the wil­der­ness, even her porch, is full of pil­lars—apostles, proph­ets, and mar­tyrs of Je­sus. There are hung up also the shields that the old war­ri­ors used, and on the walls are painted the brave achieve­ments they have done. There, also, are such en­cour­age­ments that one would think that none who came thith­er would ever at­tempt to go back. Yet some for­sake the place. —Bunyan’s House of Le­ban­on

			164. The De­lect­able Moun­tains, as seen at a dis­tance, rep­res­ent those dis­tinct views of the priv­ileges and con­sol­a­tions, at­tain­able in this life, with which be­liev­ers are some­times fa­voured. This is the pree­m­in­ent ad­vant­age of Chris­ti­an com­mu­nion, and can only be en­joyed at some spe­cial sea­sons, when the Sun of Right­eous­ness shines upon the soul. —Scott

			165. Isai­ah 33:16, 17.

			166. Thus it is, after a pil­grim has been fa­voured with any spe­cial and pe­cu­li­ar bless­ings, there is danger of his be­ing puffed up by them, and ex­al­ted on ac­count of them; so was even holy Paul; there­fore, the mes­sen­ger of Satan was per­mit­ted to buf­fet him (2 Cor­inthi­ans 3:7). —Ma­son We are not told here what these slips were; but when Chris­ti­an nar­rates the battle to Hope­ful, he lets us in­to the secret—“These three vil­lains,” Faint-heart, Mis­trust, and Guilt, “set upon me, and I be­gin­ning, like a Chris­ti­an, to res­ist, they gave but a call, and in came their mas­ter. I would, as the say­ing is, have giv­en my life for a penny, but that, as God would have it, I was clothed with ar­mour of proof.” In the Second Part, Great-heart at­trib­uted the sore com­bat with Apolly­on to have aris­en from “the fruit of those slips that he got in go­ing down the hill.” Great en­joy­ments need the most pray­er­ful watch­ful­ness in go­ing down from them, lest those three vil­lains cause us to slip. Chris­ti­an’s heav­enly en­joy­ment in the com­mu­nion of saints was fol­lowed by his hum­bling ad­ven­tures in the val­ley—a need­ful proof of Di­vine love to his soul. “Whom the Lord loveth He chasten­eth.” —Ed­it­or “A broken heart, O God, Thou wilt not des­pise.” Has He giv­en it to thee, my read­er? Then He has giv­en thee a cab­in­et to hold His grace in. True, it is pain­ful now, it is sor­row­ful, it bleeds, it sighs, it sobs, well, very well; all this is be­cause He has a mind that thou may­est re­joice in Heav­en. —Bunyan’s Ac­cept­able Sac­ri­fice

			167. “No ar­mour for his back;” to de­sist is in­ev­it­able ru­in. He sees no safety ex­cept in fa­cing his en­emy. Fear it­self cre­ates ad­di­tion­al cour­age, and in­duces him to stand his ground. —Drayton

			168. The de­scrip­tion of Apolly­on is ter­rible. This dread­ful im­agery is col­lec­ted from vari­ous parts of Scrip­ture, where the at­trib­utes of the most ter­rible an­im­als are giv­en him; the at­trib­utes of le­viath­an, the dragon, the li­on, and the bear; to de­note his strength, his pride, his rage, his cour­age, and his cruelty. —An­dronicus

			169. Ro­mans 6:23.

			170. In our days, when emig­ra­tion is so en­cour­aged by the state, it may be dif­fi­cult for some youth­ful read­ers to un­der­stand this ar­gu­ment of Apolly­on’s. In Bunyan’s time, every sub­ject was deemed to be Crown prop­erty, and no one dared de­part the realm without a li­cense. Thus, when Crom­well and his her­oes had hired ships, and were ready to start for Amer­ica, Charles II provid­en­tially de­tained them, to work out the great Re­volu­tion. —Ed­it­or

			171. Prom­ises or vows, wheth­er made by us or by oth­ers on our be­half, be­fore we pos­sessed powers of reas­on or re­flec­tion, can­not be bind­ing. The con­firm­a­tion or re­jec­tion of all vows made by or for us in our non­age, should, on ar­riv­ing at years of dis­cre­tion, be our de­lib­er­ate choice, for we must re­col­lect that no per­son­al ded­ic­a­tion can be ac­cept­able to God un­less it is the res­ult of sol­emn in­quiry. —Ed­it­or

			172. Mark the sub­tlety of this grad­a­tion in tempta­tion. The profits of the world and pleas­ures of sin are held out as al­lure­ments. The apostasy of oth­ers sug­ges­ted. The dif­fi­culties, dangers, and suf­fer­ings of the Lord’s people, are con­tras­ted with the prosper­ity of sin­ners. The re­col­lec­tions of our sins and back­slid­ings, un­der a pro­fes­sion of re­li­gion. The sup­pos­i­tion that all our pro­fes­sion is foun­ded in pride and vain­glory. All backed by our own con­sciences; as if Apolly­on straddled quite across the way, and stopped us from go­ing on. —An­dronicus

			173. This dia­logue is giv­en, in dif­fer­ent words, in the Jer­u­s­alem Sin­ner Saved, Volume 1, pages 79, 80. Satan is loath to part with a great sin­ner. What, my true ser­vant, quoth he, my old ser­vant, wilt thou for­sake me now? Hav­ing so of­ten sold thy­self to me to work wicked­ness, wilt thou for­sake me now? Thou hor­rible wretch, dost not know that thou hast sinned thy­self bey­ond the reach of grace, and dost thou think to find mercy now? Art not thou a mur­der­er, a thief, a har­lot, a witch, a sin­ner of the greatest size, and dost thou look for mercy now? Dost thou think that Christ will foul His fin­gers with thee? It is enough to make an­gels blush, saith Satan, to see so vile a one knock at Heav­en’s gates for mercy, and wilt thou be so ab­om­in­ably bold to do it? Thus Satan dealt with me, says the great sin­ner, when at first I came to Je­sus Christ. And what did you reply? saith the temp­ted. Why, I gran­ted the whole charge to be true, says the oth­er. And what, did you des­pair, or how? No, saith he, I said, I am Mag­dalene, I am Za­c­ch­eus, I am the thief, I am the har­lot, I am the pub­lic­an, I am the prod­ig­al, and one of Christ’s mur­der­ers—yea, worse than any of these; and yet God was so far off from re­ject­ing of me, as I found af­ter­wards, that there was mu­sic and dan­cing in His house for me, and for joy that I was come home un­to Him. When Satan charged Luth­er with a long list of crimes, he replied, This is all true; but write an­oth­er line at the bot­tom, “The blood of Je­sus Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin.” —Ed­it­or

			174. The dev­il is that great and dogged le­viath­an, that “spreade­th sharp poin­ted things upon the mire” (Job 40:30). For be the spread­ing nature of our cor­rup­tions nev­er so broad, he will find sharp poin­ted things enough to stick in the mire of them for our af­flic­tion; they are called fiery darts, and he has abund­ance of them with which he can and will sorely prick and wound our spir­its. —Bunyan on Christ’s Love, vol. 2, p. 65

			175. When in­fi­del thoughts pre­vail, so that doubts of the truth of Scrip­ture take hold of the mind, the sword of the Spir­it flies out of the hand. Un­armed be­fore a fe­ro­cious en­emy, it was an aw­ful mo­ment; but God re­vives his faith in the Di­vine Word, he re­cov­ers his sword, and gives his en­emy a deadly plunge—I shall rise. —Drayton

			176. Micah 7:8.

			177. Ro­mans 8:37.

			178. “For a sea­son,” is only found in the first edi­tion. These words may have been omit­ted, in Bunyan’s sub­sequent edi­tions, by a ty­po­graph­ic­al er­ror, or have been struck out by him. My im­pres­sion is, that they were left out by the print­er in er­ror; be­cause, in the Second Part, when the pil­grims pass the spot and talk of the battle, we are told that “when Apolly­on was beat, he made his re­treat to the next val­ley.” And there poor Chris­ti­an was aw­fully be­set with him again. —Ed­it­or

			179. James 4:7.

			You will find, from the per­us­al of Bunyan’s own spir­itu­al life, that he has here brought to­geth­er, in the as­sault of Apolly­on upon Chris­ti­an, many of the most griev­ous tempta­tions with which his own soul was be­set, as also, in Chris­ti­an’s an­swers against them, the very meth­od of de­fence which he him­self was taught by Di­vine grace in the midst of the con­flict. It is here con­densed in­to a nar­row and vivid scene, but it ex­ten­ded over years of Bunyan’s life; and the wis­dom that is in it, and the points of ex­per­i­ence il­lus­trated, were the fruit of many months of pain­ful­ness, danger, and des­per­ate struggle with the ad­versary, which he had to go through. —Cheever

			180. The lit­er­al his­tory of this ter­rif­ic con­flict may be found in Bunyan’s ex­per­i­ence re­cor­ded in Grace Abound­ing, (Nos. 131–173), when he re­covered his sword, and put his en­emy to flight. He de­scribes his ag­on­ies in the com­bat as if he were be­ing racked upon the wheel, and states that it las­ted for about a year. Floods of blas­phemies were poured in upon him, but he was saved from ut­ter des­pair, be­cause they were loath­some to him. Dr. Cheever elo­quently says, “What made the fight a thou­sand times worse for poor Chris­ti­an was, that many of these hellish darts were tipped, by Apolly­on’s ma­lig­nant in­genu­ity, with sen­tences from Scrip­ture;” so that Chris­ti­an thought the Bible was against him. One of these fiery darts pen­et­rated his soul with the aw­ful words, “no place for re­pent­ance;” and an­oth­er with, “hath nev­er for­give­ness.” The re­cov­ery of his sword was by a heav­enly sug­ges­tion that He be­gin did not “re­fuse him that speak­eth;” new vigour was com­mu­nic­ated. “When I fall, I shall arise,” was a home-thrust at Satan; who left him, richly to en­joy the con­sol­a­tions of the Gos­pel after this dread­ful battle. —Ed­it­or

			181. By “leaves” here (Rev­el­a­tion 22: 2), we are to un­der­stand the blessed and pre­cious prom­ises, con­sol­a­tions, and en­cour­age­ments, that, by vir­tue of Christ, we find every­where grow­ing on the new cov­en­ant, which will be handed freely to the wounded con­science that is tossed on the reck­less waves of doubt and un­be­lief. Christ’s leaves are bet­ter than Adam’s ap­rons. He sent His Word, and healed them. —Bunyan’s Holy City

			182. Jeremi­ah 2:6.

			183. How­ever ter­rible these con­flicts are, they are what every Chris­ti­an pil­grim has to en­counter that is de­term­ined to win Heav­en. Sin and death, rep­rob­ates and demons, are against him. The Almighty, all good an­gels and men, are for him. Etern­al life is the re­ward. Be not dis­cour­aged, young Chris­ti­an! “If God be for us, who can be against us?” We shall come off more than con­quer­ors, through him that hath loved us. Equal to our day so shall be our strength. The en­emies had a spe­cial check from our Lord, while Mr. Fear­ing passed through.

			
				
					“Though death and hell ob­struct the way
					

					The mean­est saint shall win the day.”
				

			

			
				—Ed­it­or
			

			184. Num­bers 13.

			185. Psalms 44:19; 107:10.

			186. Job 3:5; 10:26.

			187. Jeremi­ah 2:6.

			“De­sired Heav­en,” in some of Bunyan’s edi­tions. —Ed­it­or

			188. Psalms 69:14, 15.

			The ditch on the right hand is er­ror in prin­ciple, in­to which the blind, as to spir­itu­al truth, fall. The ditch on the left hand means out­ward sin and wicked­ness, which many fall in­to. Both are alike dan­ger­ous to pil­grims: but the Lord “will keep the feet of his saints” (1 Samuel 2:9). —Ma­son Dr. Dodd con­siders that by the deep ditch is in­ten­ded “pre­sump­tu­ous hopes,” and the no less dan­ger­ous quag to be “des­pair­ing fears.” —Ed­it­or

			189. Eph­esians 4:18.

			190. Psalms 116:4.

			191. The sight of an im­mor­tal soul in per­il of its etern­al in­terests, be­set with en­emies, en­gaged in a des­per­ate con­flict, with hell open­ing her mouth be­fore, and fiends and tempta­tions press­ing after, is a sub­lime and aw­ful spec­tacle. Man can­not aid him; all his help is in God only. —Cheever

			192. And as for the secrets of Satan, such as are sug­ges­tions to ques­tion the be­ing of God, the truth of His Word, and to be an­noyed with dev­il­ish blas­phemies, none are more ac­quain­ted with these than the biggest sin­ners at their con­ver­sion; where­fore thus also they are pre­pared to be helps in the church to re­lieve and com­fort oth­ers. —Jer­u­s­alem Sin­ner Saved, vol. 1, p. 80 See also a very in­ter­est­ing de­bate upon this sub­ject in Come and Wel­come to Je­sus Christ, volume 1, page 250. O, no one knows the ter­rors of these days but my­self. —Grace Abound­ing, Nos. 100–102 Satan and his an­gels trouble his head with their stink­ing breath. How many strange, hideous, and amaz­ing blas­phemies have some, that are com­ing to Christ, had in­jec­ted upon their spir­its against Him. —Christ a Com­plete Sa­viour, vol. 1, p. 209 He brought me up also out of a hor­rible pit; a pit of noise of dev­ils, and of my heart an­swer­ing them with dis­trust and fear. —Saint’s Know­ledge of Christ’s Love

			193. Psalms 23:4.

			The ex­per­i­ence of oth­er saints is very en­cour­aging; for the soul finds that oth­ers have gone be­fore him in dread­ful, dark, and dreary paths. —Ma­son

			194. Job 9:11.

			195. Amos 5:8.

			To walk in dark­ness, and not be dis­tressed for it, ar­gues stu­pid­ity of the soul. To have the light of God’s coun­ten­ance shine upon us, and not to re­joice and be thank­ful for it, is im­possible. —Ma­son

			196. Job 12:22.

			197. I would not be too con­fid­ent, but I ap­pre­hend that by this second part of the val­ley we are taught that be­liev­ers are not most in danger when un­der the deep­est dis­tress; that the snares and devices of the en­emy are so many and vari­ous, through the sev­er­al stages of our pil­grim­age, as to baffle all de­scrip­tion; and that all the em­blems of these val­leys could not rep­res­ent the thou­sandth part of them. Were it not that the Lord guides His people by the light of His Word and Spir­it, they nev­er could pos­sibly es­cape them. —Scott

			198. The wicked spir­its have made and laid for us snares, pits, holes, and what­not, if perad­ven­ture by some­thing we may be des­troyed. Yea, and we should most cer­tainly be so, were it not for the Rock that is high­er than they. —Bunyan’s Saints’ Know­ledge of Christ’s Love, vol. 2, p. 8

			199. Job 29:3.

			200. Alas, my dear coun­try! I would to God it could not be said to thee, since the de­par­ture of pa­gan­ism and popery, “The blood of the poor in­no­cents is found in thy skirts, not by a secret search, but upon thy kings, princes, priests, and proph­ets” (Jeremi­ah 2:34, 26). Let us draw a veil over the in­famy of prot­est­ant per­se­cu­tion, and bless Je­hovah, who has broken the ar­row and the bow. —An­dronicus It may be ques­tioned wheth­er popery may not yet so far re­cov­er its vigour as to make one more alarm­ing struggle against vi­tal Chris­tian­ity, be­fore that Man of Sin be fi­nally des­troyed. Our au­thor, how­ever, has de­scribed no oth­er per­se­cu­tion than what Prot­est­ants, in his time, car­ried on against one an­oth­er with very great alac­rity. —Scott

			201. The quaint and pithy point of this pas­sage stamps it as one of Bunyan’s most fe­li­cit­ous de­scrip­tions. We who live in a later age may, in­deed, sus­pect that he has some­what ante­dated the death of Pa­gan, and the im­pot­ence of Pope; but his pic­ture of their cave and its me­mori­als, his de­lin­eation of the sur­viv­or of this fear­ful pair, rank among those mas­ter-touches which have won such last­ing hon­our for his geni­us. —Bern­ard Bar­ton

			202. Chris­ti­an hav­ing passed the gloomy whirl­wind of tempta­tion to des­pair, now walks in the light of the Sun of Right­eous­ness, through the second part of the val­ley. There he en­coun­ters the per­se­cu­tion of the state church. Act after act of Par­lia­ment had been passed—full of at­ro­cious pen­al­ties, im­pris­on­ments, trans­port­a­tion, and hanging—to de­ter poor pil­grims from the way to Zion. “The way was full of snares, traps, gins, nets, pit­falls, and deep holes.” Had the dark­ness of men­tal an­guish been ad­ded to these dangers, he must have per­ished. The butcher­ies of Jef­fer­ies strewed the way with blood, bones, ashes, and mangled bod­ies of pil­grims. Pope reared his ugly head, and growled out, “More of you must be burned.” The des­ol­at­ing tyranny of the church was curbed by the King’s turn­ing pap­ist, which paved the way for the glor­i­ous Re­volu­tion of 1688. It ap­pears from the Grace Abound­ing, that to the time of Bunyan’s im­pris­on­ment for preach­ing the Gos­pel, he was in­volved fre­quently in deeply-dis­tress­ing spir­itu­al dark­ness; but, from his en­ter­ing the pris­on, he walked in the light of God’s coun­ten­ance to his dy­ing day. —Ed­it­or

			203. We are now to be in­tro­duced to a new pil­grim, and Chris­ti­an is no more to go on his way alone. The sweet Chris­ti­an com­mu­nion de­pic­ted in this book forms one of the most de­light­ful fea­tures in it, and Faith­ful and Hope­ful are both of them por­traits that stand out in as firm re­lief as that of Chris­ti­an him­self. Faith­ful is the Mar­tyr Pil­grim, who goes in a chari­ot of fire to Heav­en, and leaves Chris­ti­an alone; Hope­ful springs, as it were, out of Faith­ful’s ashes, and sup­plies his place all along the re­mainder of the pil­grim­age. The com­mu­nion between these lov­ing Chris­ti­ans, their sym­pathy and share in each oth­er’s dis­tresses, their mu­tu­al coun­sels and en­cour­age­ments, tempta­tions and dangers, ex­per­i­ence and dis­cip­line, their united joys and sor­rows, and their very passing of the river of death to­geth­er, form the sweetest of all ex­amples of the true fel­low­ship of saints, united to the same Sa­viour, made to drink in­to the same Spir­it, bap­tized with the same suf­fer­ings, par­takers of the same con­sol­a­tions, crowned with the same crown of life, en­ter­ing to­geth­er upon glory ever­last­ing. —Cheever The au­thor has dis­played great skill in in­tro­du­cing a com­pan­ion to his Pil­grim in this place. Thus far the per­son­al ad­ven­tures of Chris­ti­an had been of the most ex­traordin­ary kind, and suf­fi­cient of them­selves to ex­er­cise the read­er’s sym­path­ies for him; but these feel­ings would have lan­guished from wear­i­ness, how­ever in­tensely the se­quel might have been wrought, had at­ten­tion been claimed for a sol­it­ary wan­der­er to the end of the jour­ney. Here then the his­tory, which had prob­ably reached its cli­max in the pre­ced­ing scenes, re­vives, by tak­ing a new form, and ex­cit­ing a fresh in­terest, rather doubled than di­vided, though two have thence­for­ward to share it in­stead of one. Be­sides, the in­di­vidu­al ex­per­i­ence of one man, how­ever var­ied, would not have been suf­fi­cient to ex­em­pli­fy all the most use­ful les­sons of the Gos­pel, un­less the tri­als of many per­sons, of dif­fer­ent age, sex, and dis­pos­i­tion, were in­ter­woven. The in­stance at hand will il­lus­trate this point. —Mont­gomery

			204. Ah, what a smile was that! How much sin was there in it, in­stead of humble spir­itu­al grat­it­ude, and joy. Now see how he that ex­al­teth him­self shall be abased, and how surely, along with spir­itu­al pride, comes care­less­ness, false se­cur­ity, and a griev­ous fall. —Cheever The very per­son’s hand we need to help us, whom we thought we had ex­ceeded. —Ma­son When a con­scious­ness of su­peri­or­ity to oth­er Chris­ti­ans leads to vain glory, a fall will be the con­sequence; but while it ex­cites com­pas­sion, it also ce­ments Chris­ti­an friend­ship. —Ivimey

			205. Mr. Any­thing be­came a brisk man in the broil; but both sides were against him, be­cause he was true to none. He had, for his mal­apert­ness, one of his legs broken, and he that did it wished it had been his neck. —Holy War

			206. Jeremi­ah 29:18, 19.

			207. 2 Peter 2:22.

			208. Gen­es­is 39:11–13.

			209. Pro­verbs 22:14.

			210. “I trow,” I be­lieve or ima­gine (Imp. Dict.). —Ed­it­or

			211. Pro­verbs 5:5.

			212. Job 31:1.

			213. If the ex­per­i­ence of Chris­ti­an is an ex­hib­i­tion of Bunyan’s own feel­ings, the tempta­tions of Madam Wan­ton are very prop­erly laid in the way of Faith­ful, and not of Chris­ti­an. She would have had no chance with the man who ad­mired the wis­dom of God in mak­ing him shy of wo­men, who rarely car­ried it pleas­antly to­wards a wo­man, and who ab­horred the com­mon sa­luta­tion of wo­men. —Grace Abound­ing, No. 316 —Ed­it­or

			214. Eph­esians 4:22.

			215. “All” is omit­ted from every edi­tion by Bunyan, ex­cept the first; prob­ably a ty­po­graph­ic­al er­ror.

			216. 1 John 2:16.

			217. An aw­ful slavery! “None that go un­to her re­turn again, neither take they hold of the paths of life” (Pro­verbs 2:19). —Ed­it­or

			218. Ro­mans 7:24.

			219. That sin­ner who nev­er had a threat­en­ing fiery vis­it from Moses, is yet asleep in his sins, un­der the curse and wrath of the law of God. —C. C. V. G.

			220. As the law giv­eth no strength, nor life to keep it, so it ac­cep­teth none of them that are un­der it. Sin and Die, is forever its lan­guage. There is no middle way in the law. It hath not ears to hear, nor heart to pity, its pen­it­ent ones. —Bunyan on Jus­ti­fic­a­tion, vol. 1, p. 316

			221. The de­lin­eation of this char­ac­ter is a mas­terly group­ing to­geth­er of the ar­gu­ments used by men of this world against re­li­gion, in ri­dicule and con­tempt of it. Faith­ful’s ac­count of him, and of his ar­gu­ments, is a piece of vig­or­ous satire, full of truth and life. —Cheever

			222. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 1:26; 3:18; Phil­ip­pi­ans 3:7, 8.

			223. John 7:48.

			224. Noth­ing can be a stronger proof that we have lost the im­age of God, than shame con­cern­ing the things of God. This shame, joined to the fear of man, is a very power­ful en­emy to God’s truths, Christ’s glory, and our soul’s com­fort. Bet­ter at once get out of our pain, by de­clar­ing boldly for Christ and His cause, than stand shiv­er­ing on the brink of pro­fes­sion, ever dread­ing the loss of our good name and repu­ta­tion: for Christ says (aw­ful words): “Who­so­ever shall be ashamed of Me and of My words, in this adul­ter­ous and sin­ful gen­er­a­tion, of him also shall the Son of man be ashamed when He cometh in the glory of His Fath­er” (Mark 8:38). It is one thing to be at­tacked by shame, and an­oth­er to be conquered by it. —Ma­son

			225. Luke 16:15.

			226. Mark 8:38.

			227. Pro­verbs 3:35.

			228. Chris­ti­an in a great meas­ure es­caped the pe­cu­li­ar tempta­tions that as­saul­ted Faith­ful, yet he sym­path­ized with him; nor did the lat­ter deem the gloomy ex­per­i­ences of his broth­er vis­ion­ary or ima­gin­at­ive, though he had been ex­emp­ted from them. One man, from a com­plic­a­tion of causes, is ex­posed to tempta­tions of which an­oth­er is ig­nor­ant; and in this case he needs much sym­pathy, which he sel­dom meets with; while they, who are severe on him are li­able to be baffled in an­oth­er way, which, for want of co­in­cid­ence in habit, tem­per­at­ure, and situ­ation, he is equally prone to dis­reg­ard. Thus Chris­ti­ans are of­ten led re­cip­roc­ally to cen­sure, sus­pect, or dis­like each oth­er, on those very grounds which would render them use­ful and en­cour­aging coun­selors and com­pan­ions! —Scott

			229. Bunyan, in his Pil­grim’s Pro­gress, places the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, not where we should ex­pect it, at the end of Chris­ti­an’s pil­grim­age, but about the middle of it. Those who have stud­ied the his­tory of Bunyan and his times will hardly won­der at this. It was then safer to com­mit felony than to be­come a Dis­sent­er. In­deed, a felon was far surer of a fair tri­al than any Dis­sent­ing min­is­ter, after the res­tor­a­tion of Charles II. This Bunyan found. Simply and solely for preach­ing, he was con­demned by Keel­ing to im­pris­on­ment. That was to be fol­lowed by ban­ish­ment if he did not con­form, and, in the event of his re­turn from ban­ish­ment without li­cense from the King, the judge ad­ded, “You must stretch by the neck for it; I tell you plainly.” Chris­ti­an en­dured, in the first por­tion of this dis­mal val­ley, great dark­ness and dis­tress of mind about his soul’s safety for etern­ity; and, in the lat­ter part of the val­ley, the dread of an ig­no­mini­ous, and cruel, and sud­den ex­e­cu­tion in the midst of his days—a fear more ap­palling than the pro­spect of a nat­ur­al death. This he was en­abled to bear, be­cause he then en­joyed the light, the pres­ence, and the ap­prob­a­tion of his God. —Ed­it­or

			230. The char­ac­ter now in­tro­duced un­der a most ex­press­ive name, is an ad­mir­able por­trait, drawn by a mas­terly hand, from some strik­ing ori­gin­al, but ex­actly re­sem­bling num­bers in every age and place, where the truths of the Gos­pel are gen­er­ally known. Such men are more con­spicu­ous than humble be­liev­ers, but their pro­fes­sion will not en­dure a strict in­vest­ig­a­tion. —Scott Read­er, be care­ful not to judge harshly, or des­pise a real be­liev­er, who is blessed with flu­ency of ut­ter­ance on Di­vine sub­jects. —Ed­it­or

			231. As an out­ward pro­fes­sion, without a holy life, is no evid­ence of re­li­gion, neither are ex­cel­lent gifts any proof that the per­sons who pos­sess them are par­takers of grace: so it is an aw­ful fact, that some have edi­fied the church by their gifts, who have them­selves been des­ti­tute of the spir­it of life. —Ivimey I con­cluded, a little grace, a little love, a little of the true fear of God, is bet­ter than all gifts. —Grace Abound­ing

			232. The Phar­isee goes on boldly, fears noth­ing, but trusteth in him­self that his state is good; he hath his mouth full of many fine things, whereby he strokes him­self over the head, and calls him­self one of God’s white boys, that, like the Prod­ig­al’s broth­er, nev­er trans­gressed. —Phar­isee and Pub­lic­an, vol. 2, p. 215

			233. Talk­at­ive seems to have been in­tro­duced on pur­pose that the au­thor might have a fair op­por­tun­ity of stat­ing his sen­ti­ments con­cern­ing the prac­tic­al nature of evan­gel­ic­al re­li­gion, to which num­bers in his day were too in­at­tent­ive; so that this ad­mired al­legory has fully es­tab­lished the im­port­ant dis­tinc­tion between a dead and a liv­ing faith, on which the whole con­tro­versy de­pends. —Scott “Though I speak with the tongues of men and of an­gels, and have not char­ity, I am as sound­ing brass or a tink­ling cym­bal” (1 Cor­inthi­ans 13:1). Just thus it is with him who has gifts, but wants grace. Shall I be proud, be­cause I am sound­ing brass? Is it so much to be a fiddle? Hath not the least creature that hath life, more of God in it than these? —Grace Abound­ing, No. 297–300 Some pro­fess­ors are pretty busy and ripe, able to hold you in a very large dis­course of the glor­i­ous Gos­pel; but, if you ask them con­cern­ing heart work, and its sweet in­flu­ences and vir­tues on their souls and con­sciences, they may an­swer, I find by preach­ing that I am turned from my sins in a good meas­ure, and have learned [in tongue] to plead for the Gos­pel. This is not far enough to prove them un­der the cov­en­ant of grace. —Law and Grace, vol. 1, p. 515

			234. Mat­thew 23:3.

			235. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 4:20.

			236. Ro­mans 2:24, 25.

			237. Read this, and tremble, ye whose pro­fes­sion lies only on your tongue, but who nev­er knew the love and grace of Christ in your souls. O how do you trifle with the grace of God, with pre­cious Christ, and with the holy Word of truth! O what an aw­ful ac­count have you to give here­after to a holy, heart-search­ing God! Ye true pil­grims of Je­sus, read this, and give glory to your Lord, for sav­ing you from rest­ing in bar­ren no­tions, and tak­ing up with talk­ing of truths; and that he has giv­en you to know the truth in its power, to em­brace it in your heart, and to live and walk un­der its con­strain­ing, sanc­ti­fy­ing in­flu­ences. Who made you to dif­fer? —Ma­son

			238. James 1:27; see ver. 22–26.

			239. Mat­thew 13:25.

			240. Levit­i­c­us 11; Deu­ter­o­nomy 14.

			241. This spir­itu­al ap­plic­a­tion of the law of Moses is found in the nar­rat­ive of Bunyan’s ex­per­i­ence in the Grace Abound­ing, (No. 71): “I was also made, about this time, to see some­thing con­cern­ing the beasts that Moses coun­ted clean and un­clean. I thought those beasts were types of men: the clean, types of them that were the people of God; but the un­clean, types of such as were the chil­dren of the wicked one. Now, I read, that the clean beasts chewed the cud; that is, thought I, they show us we must feed upon the Word of God; they also par­ted the hoof, I thought that sig­ni­fied we must part, if we would be saved with the ways of un­godly men.”

			242. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 13:1–3; 14:7.

			243. True faith will ever show it­self by its fruits; real con­ver­sion, by the life and con­ver­sa­tion. Be not de­ceived; God is not to be mocked with the tongue, if the heart is not right to­wards Him in love and obed­i­ence. —Ma­son

			244. Gen­es­is 39:15.

			245. This dis­tinc­tion between speak­ing against sin, and feel­ing a hatred to it, is so vastly im­port­ant, that it forms the only in­fal­lible test to dis­tin­guish between those who are “quickened” by the Spir­it of God, and those who “have a name to live and are dead.” It is a very aw­ful state­ment, but, it is to be feared, strictly cor­rect, that min­is­ters may de­claim against sin in the pul­pit, who yet in­dulge it in the par­lour. There may be much head know­ledge, where there is no heart re­li­gion. —Ivimey

			246. Chris­ti­an faith­ful­ness de­tects mere talk­at­ives, and they com­plain, “in so say­ing thou con­dem­nest us also;” they will bear no longer, but seek refuge un­der more com­fort­able preach­ers, or in more can­did com­pany, and rep­res­ent those faith­ful mon­it­ors as cen­sori­ous, peev­ish, and mel­an­choly men—ly­ing at the catch. —Scott

			247. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 13.

			248. Psalms 119:34.

			249. In the Jer­u­s­alem Sin­ner Saved, Bunyan ex­plains his mean­ing of “ly­ing at the catch” in these sol­emn words, re­fer­ring to those who abide in sin, and yet ex­pect to be saved by grace: “Of this sort are they that build up Zion with blood, and Jer­u­s­alem with iniquity; that judge for re­ward, and teach for hire, and di­vine for money, and lean upon the Lord (Micah 3:10, 11). This is do­ing things with a high hand against the Lord our God, and a tak­ing Him, as it were, at the catch! This is, as we say among men, to seek to put a trick upon God, as if He had not suf­fi­ciently for­ti­fied his pro­pos­als of grace by his Holy Word, against all such kind of fools as these.” —Vol. 1, p. 93

			250. John 16:8; Ro­mans 7:24; John 16:9; Mark 16:16.

			251. Psalms 38:18; Jeremi­ah 31:19; Gala­tians 2:16; Acts 4:12; Mat­thew 5:6; Rev­el­a­tion 21:60.

			252. Ro­mans 10:10; Phil­ip­pi­ans 1:27; Mat­thew 5:19.

			253. John 14:15; Psalms 1:23; Job 42:5, 6; Ezekiel 20:43.

			254. Blessed faith­ful deal­ing! O that it were more prac­tised in the world, and in the church! How then would vain talk­ers be de­tec­ted in the one, and driv­en out of the oth­er. —Ma­son

			255. Heart search­ing, soul ex­amin­ing, and close ques­tion­ing of the con­duct of life, will not do with talk­at­ive pro­fess­ors. Ring a peal on the doc­trines of grace, and many will chime in with you; but speak closely how grace op­er­ates upon the heart, and in­flu­ences the life to fol­low Christ in self-deny­ing obed­i­ence, they can­not bear it; they are of­fen­ded with you, and will turn away from you, and call you leg­al. —Ma­son

			256. I ob­serve that, as there are trees wholly noble, so there are also their semb­lance; not right, but ig­noble. There is the grape, and the wild grape; the rose, and the canker rose; the apple and the crab. Now, fruit from these wild trees, how­ever it may please chil­dren to play with, yet the prudent count it of no value. There are also in the world a gen­er­a­tion of pro­fess­ors that bring forth noth­ing but wild olive ber­ries; saints only be­fore men, dev­ils and vi­pers at home; saints in word, but sin­ners in heart and life. Well, saith God, this pro­fes­sion is but a cloak: I will loose the reins of this man, and give him up to his own vile af­fec­tions. “I will an­swer him by My­self” (Ezekiel 14:7). Thou art too hard for the church: she knows not how to deal with thee. Well, I will deal with that man My­self. —Bunyan’s Bar­ren Fig-Tree

			257. Where the heart is rot­ten, it will ward off con­vic­tion, turn from a faith­ful re­prover, con­demn him, and jus­ti­fy it­self. Faith­ful deal­ing will not do for un­faith­ful souls. Mind not that, but be faith­ful to the truth. —Ma­son

			258. How they re­joiced again to meet Evan­gel­ist, and listen to his en­cour­aging and an­im­at­ing ex­horta­tions; of which, as they were now near the great town of Van­ity Fair, they would stand in spe­cial need. In­deed, it was to fore­warn them of what they were to meet with there, and to ex­hort them, amidst all per­se­cu­tions, to quit them­selves like men, that Evan­gel­ist now came to them. His voice, so sol­emn and deep, yet so in­spir­ing and an­im­at­ing, soun­ded like the tones of a trum­pet on the eve of battle. —Cheever

			259. The pil­grims are now about to enter upon a new era—to leave their pri­vacy in the wil­der­ness, and com­mence a more pub­lic scene—per­haps al­lud­ing to Bunyan’s be­ing pub­licly set apart to the work of the min­istry. It was in the dis­charge of these pub­lic du­ties that he was vis­ited with such severe per­se­cu­tion. This in­ter­view with Evan­gel­ist re­minds one of the set­ting apart of Dis­sent­ing min­is­ters. It is usu­al, on these oc­ca­sions, for the Chris­ti­ans en­ter­ing on such im­port­ant du­ties, to give a short ac­count of what “had happened in the way,” and their reas­ons for hop­ing that they were called by God to the work. They re­ceive the ad­vice of their min­is­ter­ing eld­er, and the pas­tor prays for their peace and prosper­ity. Evan­gel­ist’s ad­dress would make a good out­line of an or­din­a­tion ser­mon. Bunyan’s ac­count of his be­ing thus set apart in 1656 (with sev­en oth­er mem­bers of the same church) is nar­rated in Grace Abound­ing, Nos. 266–270. The second ad­dress of Evan­gel­ist pe­cu­li­arly relates to the miser­ies en­dured by Non­con­form­ist min­is­ters in the reign of Charles II. —Ed­it­or

			260. John 4:36; Gala­tians 6:9.

			261. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 9:24–27.

			262. Rev­el­a­tion 3:11.

			Shall the world ven­ture their soul’s ru­in for a poor cor­rupt­ible crown; and shall not we ven­ture the loss of a few trifles for an etern­al crown? Shall they ven­ture the loss of etern­al life for com­mu­nion with base, drunk­en, cov­et­ous wretches; and shall we not la­bour as hard, run as fast, nay, a hun­dred times more di­li­gently, for such glor­i­ous and etern­al friends as God to love, Christ to re­deem, the Holy Spir­it to com­fort, and saints and an­gels in Heav­en for com­pany? Shall it be said at the last day, that the wicked made more haste to hell than you to Heav­en? O let it not be so, but run with all might and main! They that will have Heav­en must run for it, be­cause the dev­il will fol­low them. There is nev­er a poor soul that is gone to it, but he is after that soul. And I as­sure them the dev­il is nimble; he is light of foot, and can run apace. He hath over­taken many, tripped up their heels, and giv­en them an ever­last­ing fall. —Heav­enly Foot­man

			263. Bunyan il­lus­trates the care of Christ for his af­flic­ted ones with strik­ing sim­pli­city. “I love to play the child with chil­dren. I have met with a child that had a sore fin­ger, so that it was use­less. Then have I said, Shall we cut off this fin­ger, and buy my child a bet­ter, a brave golden fin­ger? At this he star­ted, and felt in­dig­na­tion against me. Now, if a child has such ten­der­ness for a use­less mem­ber, how much more tender is the Son of God to his af­flic­ted mem­bers?” —Saints Priv­ilege, vol. 1, p. 674 The text here quoted forms the found­a­tion of Bunyan’s ad­mir­able Ad­vice to Suf­fer­ers, in which he de­light­fully dwells upon the top­ics which Evan­gel­ist ad­dresses to the Pil­grims, when on the verge of bit­ter per­se­cu­tion. —Ed­it­or

			264. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 1; 2:11, 17; 11:8; Isai­ah 40:17.

			265. Van­ity Fair is the City of De­struc­tion in its gala dress, in its most se­duct­ive and sen­su­al al­lure­ments. It is this world in mini­ature, with its vari­ous tempta­tions. Hitherto we have ob­served the pil­grims by them­selves, in loneli­ness, in ob­scur­ity, in the hid­den life and ex­per­i­ence of the people of God. The al­legory thus far has been that of the soul, amidst its spir­itu­al en­emies, toil­ing to­wards Heav­en; now there comes a scene more open, tan­gible, ex­tern­al; the al­lure­ments of the world are to be presen­ted, with the man­ner in which the true pil­grim con­ducts him­self amidst them. It was ne­ces­sary that Bunyan should show his pil­grim­age in its ex­tern­al as well as its secret spir­itu­al con­flicts; it was ne­ces­sary that he should draw the con­trast between the pur­suits and de­port­ment of the chil­dren of this world and the chil­dren of light; that he should show how a true pil­grim ap­pears, and is likely to be re­garded, who, amidst the world’s van­it­ies, lives above the world, is dead to it, and walks through it as a stranger and a pil­grim to­wards Heav­en. —Cheever

			266. A just de­scrip­tion of this wicked world. How many, though they pro­fess to be pil­grims, have nev­er yet set one foot out of this fair; but live in it all the year round! They “walk ac­cord­ing to the course of this world” (Eph­esians 2:2); for “the god of this world hath blinded their minds” (1 Cor­inthi­ans 4:4). But all those for whose sins Je­sus hath died “He de­liv­ers from this present evil world” (Gala­tians 1:4). You can­not be a pil­grim, if you are not de­livered from this world and its van­it­ies; for if you love the world, if it has your su­preme af­fec­tions, the love of God is not in you, (1 John 2:15); you have not one grain of pre­cious faith in pre­cious Je­sus. —Ma­son

			267. Mr. James, who, in 1815, pub­lished the Pil­grim in verse, con­jec­tures that Bunyan’s de­scrip­tion of the Fair arose from his hav­ing been at Stur­bridge Fair, near Cam­bridge. It was thus de­scribed in 1786—“The shops or booths are built in rows like streets, hav­ing each its name; as Gar­lick Row, Book­seller’s Row, Cook Row, etc. Here are all sorts of traders, who sell by whole­sale or re­tail; as gold­smith’s toy­men, bra­zi­ers, turn­ers, mil­liners, hab­er­dash­ers, hat­ters, mer­cers, drapers, pew­ter­ers, china ware­houses, and in a word, most trades that can be found in Lon­don. Here are also tav­erns, cof­fee­houses, and eat­ing-houses, in great plenty. The chief di­ver­sions are pup­pets, rope-dan­cing, and mu­sic booths. To this Fair, people from Bed­ford­shire and the ad­join­ing counties still re­sort. Sim­il­ar kinds of fairs are now kept at Frank­fort and Leipzig. These mer­cant­ile fairs were very in­jur­i­ous to mor­als; but not to the ex­tent of de­bauch­ery and vil­lany, which reign in our present an­nu­al fairs, near the met­ro­pol­is and large cit­ies.” See an ac­count of this fair in Hone’s Year Book, page 1538. —Ed­it­or Our au­thor evid­ently de­signed to ex­hib­it in his al­legory the grand out­lines of the dif­fi­culties, tempta­tions, and suf­fer­ings, to which be­liev­ers are ex­posed in this evil world; which, in a work of this nature, must be re­lated as if they came upon them one after an­oth­er in reg­u­lar suc­ces­sion; though in ac­tu­al ex­per­i­ence sev­er­al may meet to­geth­er, many may mo­lest the same per­son again and again, and some har­ass him in every stage of his jour­ney. We should, there­fore, singly con­sider the in­struc­tion con­veyed by every al­leg­or­ic­al in­cid­ent, without meas­ur­ing our ex­per­i­ence, or cal­cu­lat­ing our pro­gress, by com­par­ing them with cir­cum­stances which might be re­versed or altered with al­most end­less vari­ety. In gen­er­al, Van­ity Fair rep­res­ents the wretched state of things in those pop­u­lous places es­pe­cially, where true re­li­gion is neg­lected and per­se­cuted; and, in­deed, “in the whole world ly­ing in wicked­ness,” as dis­tin­guished from the church of “re­deemed sin­ners.” —Scott

			268. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 5:10.

			269. Mat­thew 4:8; Luke 4:5–7.

			270. Christ will not al­low his fol­low­ers to bury their tal­ent in the earth, or to put their light un­der a bushel; they are not to go out of the world, or to re­tire in­to cloisters, mon­as­ter­ies, or deserts; but they must all go through this fair. Thus our Lord en­dured all the tempta­tions and suf­fer­ings of this evil world, without be­ing im­peded or en­tangled by them, or step­ping in the least aside to avoid them; and he was ex­posed to great­er enmity and con­tempt than any of His fol­low­ers. —Scott

			271. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 2:7, 8.

			The world will seek to keep you out of Heav­en with mocks, flouts, taunts, threat­en­ings, jails, gib­bets, hal­ters, burn­ings, and deaths. There ever was enmity between the seed of the ser­pent and the seed of the wo­man, and no en­deav­ours can re­con­cile them. The world says, They will nev­er come over to us; and we again say, By God’s grace we will not go over to them.

			272. Holy Hunt of Hitchin, as he was called, a friend of Bunyan’s, passing the mar­ket­place where moun­te­banks were per­form­ing, one cried after him, “Look there, Mr. Hunt!” Turn­ing his head an­oth­er way, he replied, “Turn away mine eyes from be­hold­ing van­ity.” —Ivimey

			273. Psalms 119:37; Phil­ip­pi­ans 3:19, 20.

			274. Psalms 23:23.

			An odd reply. What do they mean? That they are neither afraid nor ashamed to own what was the one sub­ject of their souls’ pur­suit—the truth. Un­der­stand hereby, that the whole world, which li­eth in wicked­ness, is de­ceived by a lie, and is un­der the de­lu­sion of the fath­er of lies. In op­pos­i­tion to this, all be­liev­ers in Christ are said to be of the truth (1 John 3:19). They know and be­lieve that cap­it­al truth with which God spake from Heav­en, “This is My be­loved Son, in whom I am well pleased” (Mat­thew 3:17). This truth—that Je­sus is the Son of God, and our only Sa­viour—lies at the found­a­tion of all their hope; and to get more and more ac­quain­ted with Him, is the grand ob­ject of their pur­suits. For this the world hates them; and Satan, who is an en­emy to this truth, stirs up the world against them. “For,” says our Lord, “they are not of the world, even as I am not of the world” (John 17:16). —Ma­son

			275. Hebrews 9:13–16.

			276. In 1670, the town port­ers of Bed­ford be­ing com­manded to as­sist in a bru­tal at­tack upon the Non­con­form­ists, ran away, say­ing, “They would be hanged, drawn, and quartered, be­fore they would as­sist in that work;” for which cause the justices com­mit­ted two of them (which they could take) to the jail. The shops were shut up, so that it seemed like a place vis­ited with the pest, where usu­ally is writ­ten upon the door, “Lord, have mercy upon us!” —Nar­rat­ive of Pro­ceed­ings Against Non­con­form­ists, p. 5. 4to, 1670

			277. This is a true rep­res­ent­a­tion of what took place in Eng­land in Bunyan’s time. It was a dis­grace to our na­tion, that Eng­lish­men, urged on by a fan­at­ic church, treated two young and in­ter­est­ing wo­men with a bar­bar­ity that would make sav­ages (so called) blush. It was at Carl­isle that two fe­male pil­grims, Dorothy Waugh and Ann Robin­son, were dragged through the streets, with each an iron in­stru­ment of tor­ture, called a bridle, upon their heads; and were treated with gross in­de­cency. —Ed­it­or

			278. The great ob­ject of the Gos­pel is to fit man for his act­ive du­ties in this world, and pre­pare him for heav­enly en­joy­ments in the world to come. Not like those lazy creep­ing things that shut them­selves up in nun­ner­ies or mon­as­ter­ies to avoid the tempta­tions and troubles, the res­ist­ance or hear­ing of which glor­i­fies God. Chris­ti­ans are to be as lights—not hid un­der a bushel but seen of all men. The pray­er of their Lord was and is, not that they should be taken out of the world, but kept from its evil con­tam­in­a­tions. —Ed­it­or

			279. In Bunyan’s ac­count of his im­pris­on­ment, he closes it with these words—“Thus have I, in short, de­clared the man­ner and oc­ca­sion of my be­ing in pris­on; where I lie wait­ing the good will of God to do with me as He pleaseth; know­ing that not one hair of my head can fall to the ground without the will of my Fath­er which is in Heav­en. Let the rage and malice of men be ever so great, they can do no more, nor go any fur­ther, than God per­mits them. When they have done their worst, ‘we know that all things work to­geth­er for good to them that love God’ ” (Ro­mans 8:28).

			280. The de­scrip­tion of the pro­cess against the pil­grims, is framed in such a man­ner as em­phat­ic­ally to ex­pose the secret reas­ons which in­flu­ence men thus to per­se­cute their in­no­cent neigh­bours. The very names em­ployed de­clare the sev­er­al cor­rupt prin­ciples of the heart from whence this at­ro­cious con­duct res­ults. —Scott

			281. This is one of Satan’s lies, much used by his emis­sar­ies, to the present day. A Chris­ti­an fears God, and hon­ours the king; he renders un­to civil gov­ern­ment that which be­longs to civil and tem­por­al things, but he dares not render un­to Caesar the things that be­long to God; and for thus right­eously do­ing he is called dis­loy­al. —Ed­it­or

			282. Su­per­sti­tion, or false de­vo­tion, is a most bit­ter en­emy to Christ’s truth and his fol­low­ers. This fel­low’s evid­ence is very true; for as the law­yer said of Christ’s doc­trine, “Mas­ter, thus say­ing, thou re­proachest us also” (Luke 11:45). So false wor­ship­pers, who rest in forms, and rites, and shad­ows, are stung to the quick at those who wor­ship God in the Spir­it, re­joice in Christ Je­sus, and have no con­fid­ence in the flesh; such a con­duct pours the ut­most con­tempt upon all the will-wor­ship, and doc­trines, and su­per­sti­tion of car­nal men. —Ma­son With such, tra­di­tions, hu­man in­ven­tions, forms, and ex­tern­als, ap­pear ven­er­able and sac­red; and they are mis­taken with per­tin­aceous ig­nor­ance for the sub­stance of re­li­gion. What is pom­pous and bur­den­some ap­pears to such men mer­it­ori­ous; and the ex­cite­ment of mere nat­ur­al pas­sions, as at a tragedy, is falsely deemed a need­ful help to true de­vo­tion. Their zeal hardens their hearts, and causes bit­ter rage, enmity, and calumny, against the pi­ous Chris­ti­ans. —Scott

			283. As soon as the poor sin­ner says, “O Lord our God, oth­er lords be­side Thee have had domin­ion over us: but by Thee only will we make men­tion of Thy name” (Isai­ah 26:13), your of­fi­cious Pick­thanks are al­ways ready to bear testi­mony against him; and a blessed testi­mony this is; it is well worth liv­ing to gain, and dy­ing in the cause of. If we are real dis­ciples of Christ, we shall, as He did, testi­fy of the world that the works there­of are evil, and the world will hate us for His sake (John 7:7). —Ma­son Pick­thank has no real prin­ciple, but puts on zeal for any party that will pro­mote his in­terests; he in­wardly des­pises both the su­per­sti­tious and the spir­itu­al wor­ship­per. —Scott

			284. This is the Chris­ti­an’s plea and glory. While he knows “the tender mer­cies of the wicked are cruel” (Pro­verbs 12:10), yet he also knows that the “mer­ci­ful kind­ness of the Lord is great, and the truth of the Lord en­dureth forever” (Psalms 118:2). —Ma­son

			285. A more just and keen satir­ic­al de­scrip­tion of such leg­al iniquit­ies can scarcely be ima­gined, than that con­tained in this pas­sage. The stat­utes and pre­ced­ents ad­duced, with a hu­mour­ous ref­er­ence to the style in which charges are com­monly giv­en to jur­ies, show what pat­terns per­se­cutors choose to copy, and whose king­dom they la­bour to up­hold. Nor can any im­par­tial man deny that the in­fer­ence is fair, which our au­thor meant the read­er to de­duce, namely, that nom­in­al Prot­est­ants, en­act­ing laws re­quir­ing con­form­ity to their own creeds and forms, and in­flict­ing pun­ish­ments on such as peace­ably dis­sent from them, are ac­tu­ally in­volved in the guilt of these hea­then per­se­cutors. —Scott

			286. Ex­odus 1.

			287. Daniel 3.

			288. Daniel 6.

			289. These words, and this tri­al, were quoted (Janu­ary 25, 1848) by the At­tor­ney-Gen­er­al, at West­min­ster Hall, in an­swer to the man­ner in which Dr. Hamp­den was then charged with heresy by the Pu­sey­ites. —Ed­it­or

			290. If the Lord were to leave us in the hands of men, we should still find that their tender mer­cies are cruel. Such a jury as tried Faith­ful might be found in every county of Bri­tain. —Burder To this may be ad­ded, that the wit­nesses are still liv­ing. —Ed­it­or

			291. Noth­ing can be more mas­terly than the satire con­tained in this tri­al. The judge, the wit­nesses, and the jury, are por­traits sketched to the life, and fin­ished, every one of them, in quick, con­cise, and graph­ic touches; the ready testi­mony of Envy is es­pe­cially char­ac­ter­ist­ic. Rather than any­thing should be want­ing that might be ne­ces­sary to des­patch the pris­on­er, he would en­large his testi­mony against him to any re­quis­ite de­gree. The lan­guage and de­port­ment of the judge are a copy to the life of some of the in­fam­ous judges un­der King Charles, es­pe­cially Jef­fer­ies. You may find, in the tri­al of the noble pat­ri­ot Al­gernon Sid­ney, the ab­us­ive lan­guage of the judge against Faith­ful al­most word for word. The charge to the jury, with the Acts and laws on which the con­dem­na­tion of the pris­on­er was foun­ded, wax full of in­genu­ity and mean­ing. —Cheever

			292. Bunyan gives a good por­trait of Faith­ful in his House of Le­ban­on, re­fer­ring to the char­ac­ter of Pom­pori­us Al­geri­us, men­tioned in Fox’s Book of Mar­tyrs. “Was not this man, think you, a gi­ant? did he not be­have him­self vali­antly? was not his mind el­ev­ated a thou­sand de­grees bey­ond sense, car­nal reas­on, fleshly love, and the de­sires of em­bra­cing tem­por­al things? This man had got that by the end that pleased Him; neither could all the flat­ter­ies, prom­ises, threats, re­proaches, make him once listen to, or in­quire after, what the world, or the glory of it could af­ford. His mind was cap­tiv­ated with de­lights in­vis­ible. He coveted to show his love to his Lord, by lay­ing down his life for His sake. He longed to be where there shall be no more pain, nor sor­row, nor sigh­ing, nor tears, nor troubles. He was a man of a thou­sand!” Speak­ing of the pil­lars in that house at Le­ban­on, he says, “These men had the faces of lions, they have tri­umphed in the flames.”

			293. This is a most ex­quis­itely beau­ti­ful sketch; it is drawn to the life from many an era of pil­grim­age in this world; there are in it the ma­ter­i­als of glory, that con­sti­tuted spir­its of such noble great­ness as are cata­logued in the el­ev­enth of Hebrews—traits of cruel mock­ings and scour­gings, bonds and im­pris­on­ments. —Cheever

			294. Polit­ic­al in­terests en­gage un­godly princes to pro­mote tol­er­a­tion, and chain up the de­mon of per­se­cu­tion. The cruel­ties they ex­er­cise dis­gust the people, and they are dis­heartened by the ill suc­cess of their ef­forts to ex­tirp­ate the hated sect. —Scott

			295. I have of­ten re­cor­ded it with thank­ful­ness, that though in the dreary day of my pil­grim­age, the Lord hath taken away a dear and faith­ful Chris­ti­an friend, yet he has al­ways raised up an­oth­er. A very great bless­ing this, for which Chris­ti­ans can nev­er be thank­ful enough. —Ma­son

			296. Pro­verbs 26:25.

			297. Is not this too much the case with pro­fess­ors of this day? The Spir­it of truth says, “All that will live godly in Christ Je­sus shall suf­fer per­se­cu­tion” (2 Timothy 3:12). But how many act as if they had found the art of mak­ing the Spir­it of truth a li­ar! for they can so trim and shape their con­duct, as they vainly think to fol­low Christ, and yet to keep in with the world, which is at enmity against Him—a most fatal and soul-de­ceiv­ing er­ror. —Ma­son

			298. What is this some­thing that By-ends knew more than all the world? How to unite Heav­en and hell—how to serve God and Mam­mon—how to be a Chris­ti­an and a hy­po­crite at the same time. O the depth of the de­prav­ity of the hu­man heart; alas! how many sim­il­ar char­ac­ters now ex­ist, with two tongues in one mouth, look­ing one way and row­ing an­oth­er. —Ed­it­or

			299.

			
				
					Fear not, there­fore, in her for to abide,
					

					She keeps her ground, come weath­er, wind, or tide.
				

				—Bunyan’s House of God, vol. 2, p. 579
			

			If we will fol­low Christ, He tells us that we must take up our cross. The wind sets al­ways on my face; and the foam­ing rage of the sea of this world, and the proud and lofty waves there­of do con­tinu­ally beat upon the sides of the bark, or ship, that my­self, my cause, and my fol­low­ers are in. —Bunyan’s Great­ness of the Soul, vol. 1, p. 107

			300. Mind how war­ily these pil­grims ac­ted to this de­ceit­ful pro­fess­or. They did not too rashly take up an ill opin­ion against him; but when they had full proof of what he was, they did not hes­it­ate one mo­ment, but dealt faith­fully with him, and con­scien­tiously with­drew from him. —Ma­son In a let­ter writ­ten in 1661, from Ex­eter jail, by Mr. Ab­ra­ham Chear, a Baptist min­is­ter of Ply­mouth, who suffered greatly for non­con­form­ity, and at length died in a state of ban­ish­ment, there is this re­mark, “We have many brought in here daily, who go out again al­most as soon, for a week in a pris­on tries a pro­fess­or more than a month in a church.” —Ivimey

			301. It might have been sup­posed that the per­sons here in­tro­duced were settled in­hab­it­ants of the town of Van­ity, or the City of De­struc­tion; but, in­deed, they pro­fessed them­selves pil­grims, and de­sired, dur­ing the “sun­shine,” to as­so­ci­ate with pil­grims, provided they would al­low them to hold the world, love money, and save all, whatever be­came of faith and holi­ness, of hon­esty, piety, truth, and char­ity? —Scott

			302. Pre­ten­ded friends come with such ex­pos­tu­la­tions as these: Why, dear Sir, will you give such of­fence? How much would it be for your com­fort and in­terest in the world if you would but be a little more com­ply­ing, and give way in some par­tic­u­lar points and phrases. O what a syren’s song! May the Lord en­able every faith­ful ser­vant to reply, “Get thee be­hind me, Satan.” —J. B.

			303. These words of So­lomon are thus wickedly mis­ap­plied by many to the present day. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 7:16, 17 prob­ably refers to the ad­min­is­tra­tion of justice which should be tempered with mercy, but not with lax­ity; or it may refer to the fool­ish opin­ions ex­pressed upon the char­ac­ters of phar­isee and pub­lic­an, ex­alt­ing the one or de­cry­ing the oth­er over­much. It can­not be meant to cen­sure the ut­most ef­forts after true right­eous­ness, nor to sanc­tion the slight­est de­gree of wicked­ness. —Ed­it­or

			304.

			
				
					Woe un­to them who wander from the way.
					

					Art bound for hell, against all wind and weath­er?
					

					Or art thou one ago­ing back­ward thith­er?
					

					Or dost thou wink, be­cause thou would’st not see?
					

					Or dost thou side­l­ing go, and would’st not be
					

					Sus­pec­ted? Yet these proph­ets can thee tell,
					

					Which way thou art ago­ing down to hell.
				

				—Acts 7:20–22) Bunyan’s House of God, vol. 2, p. 582
			

			305. Not­with­stand­ing By-ends could be re­served with faith­ful pil­grims, yet he can speak out boldly to those of his own spir­it sad char­ac­ter. O the treach­er­ous de­ceiv­ings of the des­per­ate wicked­ness of the hu­man heart! Who can know it? No one but the heart-search­ing God. —Ma­son

			306. Some men’s hearts are nar­row up­wards, and wide down­wards: nar­row as for God, but wide for the world. They gape for the one, but shut them­selves up against the oth­er. The heart of a wicked man is widest down­ward; but it is not so with the right­eous man. His de­sires, like the temple Ezekiel saw in the vis­ion, are still widest up­wards, and spread to­wards Heav­en. A full purse, with a lean soul, is a great curse. Many, while lean in their es­tates, had fat souls; but the fat­ten­ing of their es­tates has made their souls as lean as a rake as to good. —Bunyan’s Right­eous Man’s De­sires, vol. 1, p. 745

			307. This dia­logue is not in the least more ab­surd and selfish than the dis­course of many who now at­tend on the preach­ing of the Gos­pel. If worldly lucre be the honey, they im­it­ate the bee, and only at­tend to re­li­gion when they can gain by it; they de­term­ine to keep what they have at any rate, and to get more, if it can be done without open scan­dal. —Scott

			308. There is a fund of satir­ic­al hu­mour in the sup­posed case here very gravely stated; and if the au­thor, in his ac­cur­ate ob­ser­va­tions on man­kind, se­lec­ted his ex­ample from among the mer­cen­ar­ies that are the scan­dal of the Es­tab­lished Church, her most faith­ful friends will not greatly re­sent this con­duct of a dis­sent­er. —Scott Dr. Pa­ley would have done well to have read this chapter in Bunyan be­fore com­pos­ing some of the chapters in his Mor­al Philo­sophy, and his Ser­mon on the Util­ity of Dis­tinc­tions in the Min­istry. —Cheever

			309. Here is worldly wis­dom, in­fernal lo­gic, and the soph­istry of Satan. We hear this lan­guage daily, from money-lov­ing pro­fess­ors, who are des­ti­tute of the power of faith. But in op­pos­i­tion to all this, the Holy Ghost test­i­fies, “The love of money is the root of all evil” (1 Timothy 6:10), and a cov­et­ous man is an id­olat­er (Co­los­si­ans 3:5). Hear this, and tremble, ye av­ar­i­cious pro­fess­ors. Re­mem­ber, ye fol­low­ers of the Lamb, ye are called to “let your con­ver­sa­tion be without cov­et­ous­ness” (Hebrews, 13:5); your Lord test­i­fies, “Ye can­not serve God and Mam­mon” (Luke 16:13). —Ma­son

			310. How doth this com­mend it­self to those who make mer­chand­ise of souls. What swarms of such lo­custs are there in this day! —J. B.

			311.

			
				
					If thou art one who trade­th in both ways:
					

					God’s now, the dev­il’s then; or if delays
					

					Thou mak’st of com­ing to thy God for life;
					

					Or if thy light and lusts are at a strife
					

					About who should be mas­ter of thy soul,
					

					And lovest one, the oth­er dost con­trol;
					

					These proph­ets tell thee can which way thou bend­est,
					

					On which thou frown’st, to which a hand thou lendest.
				

				—Tit­us 1:16. See vol. 2, p. 582
			

			312. Gen­es­is 34:20–23.

			313. Luke 20:46, 47.

			314. Acts 8:19–20.

			315. Bunyan, in his Holy Life the Beauty of Chris­tian­ity, thus ad­dresses such char­ac­ters: “This is the man that hath the breath of a dragon; he pois­ons the air round about him. This is the man that slays his chil­dren, his kins­men, his friend, and him­self—he that of­fends God’s little ones. O the mill­stone that God will shortly hang about your neck, when the time is come that you must be drowned in the sea and de­luge of God’s wrath!” —See vol. 2, p. 539 The an­swer of Chris­ti­an, though some­what rough, is so con­clus­ive as to for­ti­fy every hon­est mind against all the ar­gu­ments which the whole tribe of timeserving pro­fess­ors ever did, or ever can ad­duce, in sup­port of their in­geni­ous schemes and in­si­di­ous ef­forts to re­con­cile re­li­gion with cov­et­ous­ness and the love of the world, or to render it sub­ser­vi­ent to their sec­u­lar in­terests. —Scott

			316. Here see the blessed­ness of be­ing mighty in the Scrip­ture, and the need of that ex­horta­tion, “Let the Word of Christ dwell in you richly” (Co­los­si­ans 3:16). For the Word of God is quick and power­ful, and sharp­er than a two-edged sword; it pierces through all the subtle devices of Satan, and the cun­ning craft­i­ness of car­nal pro­fess­ors; and di­vide­th asun­der the car­nal reas­on­ings of the flesh, and the spir­itu­al wis­dom which cometh from above.

			
				
					Teach me, my God and King,
					

					In all things Thee to see,
					

					And what I do in any thing
					

					To do it as for Thee.
				

				—Ma­son
			

			317. The Hill Lucre stands some­what out of the way, but tempt­ingly near. They that will profit by the mine must turn aside for it (Pro­verbs 28:20, 22). Sir J. Mandev­ille, in his Travels, says, that in the Vale Per­il­ous is plenty of gold and sil­ver, and many Chris­ti­an men go in for the treas­ure, but few come out again, for this are strangled of the dev­il. But good Chris­ti­an men, that are stable in the faith, enter without per­il. —Ed­it­or

			318. Eve ex­pec­ted some sweet and pleas­ant sight, that would tickle and de­light her de­luded fancy; but, be­hold sin, and the wrath of God, ap­pear to the shak­ing of her heart; and thus, even to this day, doth the dev­il de­lude the world. His tempta­tions are gil­ded with sweet and fine pre­tences, that men shall be wiser, rich­er, more in fa­vour, live mer­ri­er, fare bet­ter, or some­thing; and by such­like things the fools are eas­ily al­lured. But when their eyes are opened, in­stead of see­ing what the dev­il falsely told them, they see them­selves in­volved in wrath. —Bunyan on Gen­es­is, vol. 2. p. 431

			319. Hosea 14:8.

			320. 2 Timothy 4:10.

			321. 2 Kings 5:20; Mat­thew 26:14, 15; 27:1–5.

			322. Here you see the end of double-minded men, who vainly at­tempt to tem­per the love of money with the love of Christ. They go on with their art for a sea­son, but the end makes it mani­fest what they were. Take Dav­id’s ad­vice, “Fret not thy­self be­cause of evil­do­ers” (Psalms 37:1) “Be not thou afraid when one is made rich, when the glory of his house is in­creased” (Psalms 49:16). But go thou in­to the sanc­tu­ary of thy God, read His Word, and un­der­stand the end of these men. —Ma­son Of­ten, as the mot­ley re­flexes of my ex­per­i­ence move in long pro­ces­sions of man­i­fold groups be­fore me, the dis­tin­guished and world-hon­oured com­pany of Chris­ti­an mam­mon­ists ap­pear to the eye of my ima­gin­a­tion as a drove of camels heav­ily laden, yet all at full speed; and each in the con­fid­ent ex­pect­a­tion of passing through the eye of the needle, without stop or halt, both beasts and bag­gage. —Col­eridge

			323. Gen­es­is 19:260.

			I have some­times wondered at Lot. His wife looked be­hind her, and died im­me­di­ately; but he would not so much as look be­hind him to see her. We do not read that he did so much as once look where she was, or what was be­come of her. His heart was set upon his jour­ney; and well it might. There were the moun­tains be­fore him, and the fire and brim­stone be­hind him. His life lay at stake; and had he looked be­hind him he had lost it. Do thou so run, and “re­mem­ber Lot’s wife.” —Bunyan’s Heav­enly Foot­man

			324. Num­bers 26:9, 10.

			325. In former times, the purse was car­ried hanging to a girdle round the waist, and great dex­ter­ity was re­quis­ite to cut and carry it away without the know­ledge of the own­er. Pub­lic ex­e­cu­tions for theft had so little ef­fect in re­press­ing crime, that thefts were com­mit­ted in sight of, or even un­der the gal­lows. —Ed­it­or

			326. Gen­es­is 13:13.

			327. Gen­es­is 13:10.

			328. Alas! poor pil­grims, like Peter, you soon for­got the judg­ment, al­though your sight of Lot’s wife had so af­fected your spir­its. How soon you went in­to Bypath Mead­ow! “where­fore, let him that thinketh he stan­de­th, take heed lest he fall” (1 Cor­inthi­ans 10:12). —Ed­it­or

			329. Psalms 65:9; Rev­el­a­tion 22; Ezekiel 47.

			By this river, which is called “a pure river of wa­ter of life, clear as crys­tal, pro­ceed­ing out of the throne of God and of the Lamb” (Rev­el­a­tion 22:1), we may un­der­stand clear and com­fort­able views of God’s ever­last­ing love and elect­ing grace. They could see in it God’s glory shin­ing in the face of Je­sus Christ, and view their own faces in it, to their in­ex­press­ible joy. This is the river “the streams where­of make glad the city of God” (Psalms 46:4). The streams which flow from this river of elect­ing love, are vo­ca­tion to Christ, jus­ti­fic­a­tion by Christ, sanc­ti­fic­a­tion in Christ, per­sever­ance through Christ, glor­i­fic­a­tion with Christ, and all joy and peace in be­liev­ing on Christ. All this these pil­grims now en­joyed, and all this every fel­low-cit­izen of the saints is called to en­joy in his pil­grim­age to Zion. God hath chosen us in Christ, and blessed us with all spir­itu­al bless­ings in Him. O how happy, peace­ful, and joy­ful are pil­grims, when the Spir­it takes of the things of Christ, shows them to us, and blesses us with a sense of in­terest in all the love of God, and fin­ished sal­va­tion of Je­sus! —Ma­son

			330. Blessed state in­deed, but of short dur­a­tion! Too of­ten these de­sir­able con­sol­a­tions of the Spir­it render the Chris­ti­an care­less and un­watch­ful. —Burder

			331. Psalms 23:2; Isai­ah 14:30.

			332. A scene to soothe and calm a mind fret­ted and har­assed with the cares and tur­moils of this every­day world; a sunny vista in­to the fu­ture, wel­come in a weary hour to the worn spir­it, which longs, as for the wings of the dove, that it may flee away, and be at rest; a glimpse of Sab­bath quiet­ness on earth, giv­en as a pledge and fore­taste of the more glor­i­ous and etern­al Sab­bath of Heav­en. —Bern­ard Bar­ton

			333. Now had I an evid­ence, as I thought, of my sal­va­tion from Heav­en, with many golden seals there­on, all hanging in my sight. Now could I re­mem­ber the mani­fest­a­tions of grace with com­fort; and longed that the last day were come, that I might forever be in­flamed with the sight, and joy, and com­mu­nion with Him, whose soul was made an of­fer­ing for my sins. Be­fore this I lay trem­bling at the mouth of hell; now I had got so far there­from that I could scarce dis­cern it. O, thought I, that I were fourscore years old, that I might die quickly, and my soul be gone to rest. —Grace Abound­ing, No. 128

			334. Num­bers 21:4.

			335. They should have said, It is true this way is not so pleas­ant as the mead­ow, but it is the Lord’s way, and the best, doubt­less, for us to travel in. A man speedily enters in­to tempta­tion when he be­comes dis­con­ten­ted with God’s al­lot­ments; then Satan presents al­lure­ments, and from wish­ing for a bet­ter way, the soul goes in­to a worse. The dis­con­ten­ted wish is fath­er to a sin­ful will; I wish for a bet­ter is fol­lowed by, I will have a bet­ter, and so the soul goes astray. —Cheever

			336. The trans­ition in­to the bypath is easy, for it lies close to the right way; only you must get over a stile, that is, you must quit Christ’s im­puted right­eous­ness, and trust in your own in­her­ent right­eous­ness; and then you are in Bypath Mead­ow dir­ectly. —Ma­son

			337. The best cau­tion I can give to oth­ers, or take my­self, is, not to be guided in mat­ters of faith by men, but to make the Scrip­tures our only rule—to look to God for the teach­ing of His blessed Spir­it, that He may keep our feet from the ways of death. —J. B.

			338. “There is a way that seems right un­to a man, but the end there­of are the ways of death” (Pro­verbs 14:12). Vain con­fid­ence is this very way. O how easy do pro­fess­ors get in­to it! yea, real pil­grims are prone also to take up with it, ow­ing to that leg­al­ity, pride, and self-right­eous­ness, which work in their fallen nature. See the end of it, and tremble; for it leads to dark­ness, and ends in death. Lord, humble our proud hearts, and empty us of self-right­eous­ness, pride, and vain con­fid­ence. —Ma­son

			339. So, some­times, real pil­grims take coun­sel and ex­ample of strangers, of worldly men, and of pre­sump­tu­ous care­less per­sons. Vain con­fid­ence is a sad guide any­where, but es­pe­cially when one has wandered out of the way. —Cheever

			340. Isai­ah 9:16.

			341. If thou be pry­ing in­to God’s secret de­crees, or en­ter­tain ques­tions about nice curi­os­it­ies, thou may­est stumble and fall to thine etern­al ru­in. Take heed of that lofty spir­it, that, dev­il-like, can­not be con­tent with its own sta­tion. —Heav­enly Foot­man

			342. The thun­der and light­ning plainly show that this bypath leads to Sinai, not to Zion. One step over the stile, by giv­ing way to a self-right­eous spir­it, and you enter the ter­rit­or­ies of des­pair. —J. B.

			343. How var­ied is the ex­per­i­ence of a Chris­ti­an! he had just be­fore over­come De­mas, and conquered By-ends and his com­pan­ions; is warned by Lot’s wife, and now elated with the strength of his prin­ciples; bold­ness takes the place of cau­tion; he ven­tures upon an easi­er path, and is in­volved in misery. —Ed­it­or

			344. When Bunyan pleaded, so en­er­get­ic­ally, for the com­mu­nion of saints, ir­re­spect­ive of wa­ter-bap­tism, one of his ar­gu­ments was, “The strongest may some­times be out of the way.” “Re­ceive ye one an­oth­er as Christ also re­ceived us.” —Vol. 2, p. 610

			345. Here see, that as Chris­ti­ans are made help­ful, so also, through pre­vail­ing cor­rup­tions, they are li­able to prove hurt­ful to each oth­er. But ob­serve how grace works: it humbles, it makes the soul con­fess and be sorry for its mis­for­tunes. Here is no re­vil­ing one an­oth­er; but a tender sym­pathy and feel­ing con­cern for each oth­er. O the mighty power of that grace and truth which came by Je­sus Christ! How does it ce­ment souls in the fel­low­ship of love! —Ma­son

			346. Jeremi­ah 31:21.

			347. How easy it is to trace the path that led the pil­grims astray! To avoid the rough­ness of the way, they entered the bypath, that by meas­ures of car­nal policy they might avoid af­flic­tions. Guided by Vain-con­fid­ence, they were led from the road, and when this Vain-con­fid­ence was des­troyed, they were in­volved in dis­tress and danger. —Ivimey

			348. The per­son­i­fic­a­tion of Des­pair is one of the most in­struct­ive and beau­ti­ful por­tions of Bunyan’s al­legory. It ap­peals either to every man’s ex­per­i­ence, or to every man’s sense of what may come upon him, on ac­count of sin. It is at once, in some re­spects, the very gloom­i­est and very bright­est part of the Pil­grim’s Pro­gress; for it shows at once to what a depth of misery sin may plunge the Chris­ti­an, and also to what a depth the mercy of God in Christ may reach. The col­our­ing of the pic­ture is ex­tremely vivid, the re­mem­brance of it can nev­er pass from the mind; and, as in a gal­lery of beau­ti­ful paint­ings, there may of­ten be one that so strongly re­minds you of your own ex­per­i­ence, or that in it­self is so re­mark­ably beau­ti­ful as to keep you dwell­ing upon it with un­abated in­terest; so it is with this de­lin­eation of Gi­ant Des­pair, among the many ad­mir­able sketches of Bunyan’s piety and geni­us. It is so full of deep life and mean­ing that you can­not ex­haust it, and it is of such ex­quis­ite pro­pri­ety and beauty that you are nev­er tired with ex­amin­ing it. —Cheever

			349. Soon­er or later Doubt­ing Castle will be the pris­on, and Gi­ant Des­pair the keep­er of all those who turn aside from Christ and His right­eous­ness, to trust in any wise in them­selves, and to their right­eous­ness. “Our God is a jeal­ous God,” ever jeal­ous of His own glory, and of the hon­our of His be­loved Son. —Ma­son So un­der the old cut, il­lus­trat­ing the Pil­grims in Doubt­ing Castle, are these lines—

			
				
					“The pil­grims now, to grat­i­fy the flesh,
					

					Will seek its ease; but O! how they afresh
					

					Do thereby plunge them­selves new griefs in­to!
					

					Who seek to please the flesh, them­selves undo.”
				

			

			350. Psalms 88:18.

			351. Blessed sor­row! how many are there who nev­er tasted the bread of Heav­en, nor the wa­ter of life from the wells of sal­va­tion; who are strangers to the com­mu­nion of saints, but do not feel them­selves to be “in evil case,” nor have wept un­der a sense of their wretched state. —Ed­it­or

			352. What! such highly-fa­voured Chris­ti­ans in Doubt­ing Castle? After hav­ing traveled so far in the way of sal­va­tion, seen so many glor­i­ous things in the way, ex­per­i­enced so much of the grace and love of their Lord, and hav­ing so of­ten proved His faith­ful­ness? Is not this strange? No; it is com­mon—the strongest Chris­ti­ans are li­able to err and get out of the way, and then to be be­set with very great and dis­tress­ing doubts. —Ma­son Des­pair, like a tre­mend­ous gi­ant, will at last seize on the souls of all un­be­liev­ers; and when Chris­ti­ans con­clude, from some mis­con­duct, that they be­long to that com­pany, they are ex­posed to be taken cap­tive by him. They do not, in­deed, fall and per­ish with Vain-con­fid­ence; but for a sea­son they find it im­possible to rise su­per­i­or to pre­vail­ing gloomy doubts bor­der­ing on des­pair, or to ob­tain the least com­fort­able hope of de­liv­er­ance, or en­cour­age­ment to use the prop­er means of seek­ing it. —Scott

			353. The wife of Des­pair is Dif­fid­ence, or a dis­trust of God’s faith­ful­ness, and a want of con­fid­ence in His mercy. When a Chris­ti­an fol­lows such coun­sels, gloom and hor­ror of mind will be pro­duced, and life be­come a bur­den. —Ivimey

			354. Bunyan, in one of his de­light­ful treat­ises of com­fort against des­pair, in­tro­duces the fol­low­ing strik­ing col­loquy—“Says Satan, Dost thou not know that thou art one of the vilest in all the pack of pro­fess­ors? Yes, says the soul, I do. Says Satan, Dost thou not know that thou hast hor­ribly sinned? Yes, says the soul, I do. Well, saith Satan, now will I come upon thee with my ap­peals. Art thou not a grace­less wretch? Yes. Hast thou an heart to be sorry for this wicked­ness? No, not as I should. And al­beit, saith Satan, thou pray­est some­times, yet is not thy heart pos­sessed with a be­lief that God will not re­gard thee? Yes, says the sin­ner. Why, then, des­pair, and go hang thy­self, saith the dev­il. And now we are at the end of the thing de­signed and driv­en at by Satan. But what shall I now do, saith the sin­ner? I an­swer, take up the words of the text against him, ‘That ye may be able to com­pre­hend the breadth, and length, and depth, and height; and to know the love of Christ, which pas­seth know­ledge.’ ” —Saints’ Know­ledge of Christ’s Love, vol. 2, p. 37

			355. Gi­ant Des­pair, it seems, has fits in sun­shiny weath­er; that is, a gleam of hope, from Christ the Sun of right­eous­ness, some­times dar­ted in­to their minds. —Burder

			356. Job 7:15.

			357. Satan and his an­gels will not be want­ing to help for­ward the calam­ity of the man, who, in com­ing to Christ, is beat out of breath, out of heart, out of cour­age, by wind that blows him back­ward. They will not be want­ing to throw up his heels in their dirty places, nor to trouble his head with the fumes of their foul breath. And now it is hard com­ing to God; Satan has the art of mak­ing the most of every sin; he can make every hair on the head as big as a ce­dar. But, soul, Christ can save un­to the ut­ter­most! come, man, come. He can do ex­ceed­ing abund­antly above all we can ask or think! —Bunyan’s Com­plete Sa­viour, vol. 1, p. 209 Poor Chris­ti­an! What! temp­ted to des­troy thy­self? Lord, what is man! But see, des­pair­ing souls, mark the truth of that word, “There hath no tempta­tion taken you but such as is com­mon to man; but God is faith­ful, who will not suf­fer you to be temp­ted above that ye are able; but will, with the tempta­tion, also make a way to es­cape, that ye may be able to bear it” (1 Cor­inthi­ans 10:13). —Ma­son

			358. Bunyan had an acute sense of the ex­ceed­ing sin­ful­ness of sin, and no saint had suffered more severely from des­pair. One of his great ob­jects, in most of his works, is to arm poor pil­grims against des­pond­ing fears. Thus, in his first treat­ise on Gos­pel Truths—“He (the dev­il) will be sure to present to thy con­science the most sad sen­tences of the Scrip­ture; yea, and set them home with such cun­ning ar­gu­ments, that if it be pos­sible he will make thee des­pair, and make away thy­self as did Ju­das.” —Vol. 2, p.132 Sin, when seen in its col­ours, and when ap­pear­ing in its mon­strous shape and hue, frighteth all mor­tals out of their wits, away from God, and, if He stops them not, also out of the world. This is mani­fest by Cain, Ju­das, Saul, and oth­ers. They fly from be­fore God, one to one fruit of des­pair, and one to an­oth­er. —Phar­isee and Pub­lic­an, vol. 2, p. 260

			359. An ad­mir­able chain of reas­on­ing, point­ing out the evils of des­pair, is to be found in the Jer­u­s­alem Sin­ner Saved (vol. 1, pp. 91, 92), un­der the head Fifthly. “It will make a man his own tor­ment­or, and flounce and fling like a wild bull in a net (Isai­ah 51:20). Des­pair! it drives a man to the study of his own ru­in, and brings him at last to be his own ex­e­cu­tion­er” (2 Samuel 17:3–5). —Ed­it­or

			360.

			
				
					Alas, how chang’d! Ex­press­ive of his mind,
					

					His eyes are sunk, arms fol­ded, head re­clin’d;
					

					Those aw­ful syl­lables, hell, death, and sin,
					

					Though whis­per’d, plainly tell what works with­in.
				

				—Cowper’s Hope
			

			“A wounded spir­it who can bear?”

			361. To bring the state of Chris­ti­an’s mind be­fore us, read the lam­ent­a­tions of the Psalm­ist, when he was a pris­on­er in Doubt­ing Castle, un­der Gi­ant Des­pair, in Psalm 88; and Bunyan’s ex­per­i­ence, as nar­rated in No. 163 of Grace Abound­ing. Des­pair swal­lowed him up, and that pas­sage fell like a hot thun­der­bolt upon his con­science, “He was re­jec­ted, for he found no place for re­pent­ance.” —Ivimey

			362. Dr. Donne, the cel­eb­rated Dean of St. Paul’s, had re­cently pub­lished a thes­is, to prove that sui­cide, un­der some cir­cum­stances, was jus­ti­fi­able. Hope­ful an­swers all his ar­gu­ments, and proves it to be the foulest of murders. Bunyan, in his treat­ise on Jus­ti­fic­a­tion, volume 1, page 314, thus no­tices the jail­er’s in­tent to com­mit sui­cide, when the doors of the pris­on in which Paul was con­fined were thrown open—“Even now, while the earth­quake shook the pris­on, he had murder in his heart—murder, I say, and that of a high nature, even to have killed his own body and soul at once.” —Ed­it­or

			363. Here is the bless­ing of a hope­ful com­pan­ion; here is ex­cel­lent coun­sel. Let vain pro­fess­ors say what they may against look­ing back to past ex­per­i­ences, it is most cer­tainly good and right so to do; not to en­cour­age present sloth and pre­sump­tion, but to ex­cite fresh con­fid­ence of hope in the Lord. We have Dav­id’s ex­ample, and Paul’s word to en­cour­age us to this, “The Lord that de­livered me out of the paw of the li­on, and out of the paw of the bear, he will de­liv­er me out of the hand of this Phil­istine” (1 Samuel 17:37); and says Paul, “We had the sen­tence of death in ourselves, that we should not trust in ourselves, but in God which rais­eth the dead” (2 Cor­inthi­ans 1:9). —Ma­son

			364. It is a curi­ous pic­ture which Bunyan has drawn of the in­ter­course between the gi­ant and his wife Dif­fid­ence. They form a very lov­ing couple in their way; and the gi­ant takes no new step in the treat­ment of the pil­grims without con­sult­ing Mrs. Dif­fid­ence over night, so that the cur­tain lec­tures to which we listen are very curi­ous. But Mrs. Dif­fid­ence ought rather to have been called Dame Des­per­a­tion, or Des­per­ate Res­ol­u­tion; for she seems, if any­thing, the more stub­born geni­us of the two. —Cheever By these con­ver­sa­tions between Dif­fid­ence and Des­pair, after they had re­tired to bed, Bunyan per­haps de­signed to in­tim­ate that, as mel­an­choly per­sons sel­dom get rest at night, the gloom­i­ness of the sea­son con­trib­utes to the dis­tress of their minds. So As­aph com­plains: “My sore ran in the night, and ceased not: my soul re­fused to be com­for­ted” (Psalms 67:2). —Ivimey

			365. How would the aw­ful les­son of the man in the iron cage, at the In­ter­pret­er’s house, now re­cur to poor Chris­ti­an’s mind: “I can­not get out, O now I can­not! I left off to watch, and am shut up in this iron cage, nor can all the men in the world let me out.” Chris­ti­an’s an­swer to the des­pair­ing pil­grim now soon broke upon his memory: “The Son of the Blessed is very pi­ti­ful.” —Ed­it­or

			366. What! Pray in the cus­tody of Gi­ant Des­pair, in the midst of Doubt­ing Castle, and when their own folly brought them there too? Yes; mind this, ye pil­grims, ye are ex­hor­ted, “I will that men pray every­where, without doubt­ing” (1 Timothy 2:8). We can be in no place but God can hear, nor in any cir­cum­stance but God is able to de­liv­er us from. And be as­sured, that when the spir­it of pray­er comes, de­liv­er­ance is nigh at hand. —Ma­son Per­haps the au­thor se­lec­ted Sat­urday at mid­night for the pre­cise time when the pris­on­ers began to pray, in or­der to in­tim­ate that the pre­par­a­tion for the Lord’s day, which ser­i­ous per­sons are re­minded to make for its sac­red ser­vices, are of­ten the happy means of re­cov­er­ing those that have fallen in­to sin and des­pond­ency. —Scott

			367. All at once, by a new rev­el­a­tion, which none but the Sa­viour could make, Chris­ti­an finds the prom­ises. Christ had been watch­ing over his erring dis­ciples—He kept back the hand of Des­pair from des­troy­ing them—He binds up the broken heart, and healeth all their wounds. —Cheever As a key enters all the in­tric­ate wards of a lock, and throws back its bolts, so the pre­cious prom­ises of God in his Word, if turned by the strong hand of faith, will open all the doors which un­be­lief and des­pair have shut upon us. —Burder

			368. Bunyan was a plain­spoken man, and feared not to of­fend del­ic­ate ears when truth re­quired hon­est deal­ing. In his treat­ise on the Law and Grace, he says: “And there­fore, my brethren, see­ing God, our Fath­er, hath sent us, dam­nable trait­ors, a par­don from Heav­en, even all the prom­ises of the Gos­pel, and hath also sealed to the cer­tainty of it with the heart-blood of His dear Son, let us not be daun­ted.” —Vol. 1, p. 562

			369. Pre­cious prom­ise! The prom­ises of God in Christ are the life of faith, and the quicken­ers of pray­er. O how oft do we neg­lect God’s great and pre­cious prom­ises in Christ Je­sus, while doubts and des­pair keep us pris­on­ers! So it was with these pil­grims; they were kept un­der hard bond­age of soul for four days. Hence see what it is to grieve the Spir­it of God: for He only is the Com­fort­er: and if He with­draws His in­flu­ences, who or what can com­fort us? Though pre­cious prom­ises are re­vealed in the Word, yet we can get no com­fort from them but by the grace of the Spir­it. —Ma­son

			370. It was Sab­bath morn­ing. The sun was break­ing over the hills, and fell upon their pale, hag­gard coun­ten­ances, it was to them a new cre­ation; they breathed the fresh, re­viv­ing air, and brushed, with hasty steps, the dew from the un­trod­den grass, and fled the nearest way to the stile, over which they had wandered. They had learned a les­son by suf­fer­ing, which noth­ing else could have taught them, and which would re­main with them to the day of their death. —Cheever The ex­per­i­ence of these “three or four” dread­ful days is spe­cially re­cor­ded in Grace Abound­ing, (Nos. 261–263). The key which opened the doors in Doubt­ing Castle was these words, ap­plied with power to his soul, “I must go to Je­sus,” in con­nec­tion with Hebrews 12:22–24. Of the first night of his de­liv­er­ance he says, “I could scarcely lie in my bed for joy and peace, and tri­umph through Christ.” —Ed­it­or

			371. They fell to de­vis­ing what sol­diers, and how many, Di­abol­us should go against Man­soul with, to take it; and after some de­bate, it was con­cluded that none were more fit for that ex­ped­i­tion than an army of ter­rible doubters. They there­fore con­cluded to send against Man­soul an army of sturdy doubters. Di­abol­us was to beat up his drum for 20 or 30,000 men in the Land of Doubt­ing, which land li­eth upon the con­fines of a place called Hell-gate Hill. Cap­tain Rage was over the elec­tion doubters; his were the red col­ours; his stand­ard-bear­er was Mr. De­struct­ive; and the great red dragon he had for his scutcheon. Cap­tain Fury was over the vo­ca­tion doubters; his stand­ard-bear­er was dark­ness; his col­ours were pale; and his scutcheon the fiery fly­ing ser­pent. Cap­tain Dam­na­tion was over the grace doubters; his were the red col­ours; Mr. No-life bore them; his scutcheon was the Black Den, etc. —Holy War

			372. When of­fend­ing Chris­ti­ans are brought to deep re­pent­ance, re­newed ex­er­cises of lively faith, and will­ing obed­i­ence in those self-deny­ing du­ties which they had de­clined, the Lord “re­stores to them the joy of His sal­va­tion,” and their former com­forts be­come more abund­ant and per­man­ent. The De­lect­able Moun­tains seem in­ten­ded to rep­res­ent those calm sea­sons of peace and com­fort. —Scott

			373. John 10:11.

			374. Hosea 14:9.

			O how many pro­fess­ors grow weary of the way, fall short, and fail of com­ing to the end! Though the way be too far, too strait, and too nar­row for many who set out, and nev­er hold out to the end; yet all who are be­got­ten by the Word of grace, and born of the Spir­it of truth, shall per­severe to the end, be­ing kept by the mighty power of God, through faith, un­to etern­al sal­va­tion (1 Peter 1:5). —Ma­son

			375. Hebrews 13:2.

			376. There is in this lac­on­ic de­scrip­tion of the homely dream­er a rich­ness of beauty which no ef­forts of the artist can ad­equately por­tray; and in the con­cise dia­logue of the speak­ers, a simple sub­lim­ity of elo­quence which any com­ment­ary could only weak­en. While our feel­ings are ex­cited by this de­scrip­tion, we can­not but re­mem­ber that “eye hath not seen nor ear heard, neither have entered in­to the heart of man: the things which God hath pre­pared for them that love Him.” —Bern­ard Bar­ton

			377. Pre­cious names! What is a pil­grim without know­ledge? What is head-know­ledge without heart-ex­per­i­ence? And watch­ful­ness and sin­cer­ity ought to at­tend us every step. When these graces are in us and abound, they make de­lect­able moun­tains in­deed. —Ma­son

			378. 2 Timothy 2:17, 18.

			379. Finespun spec­u­la­tions and curi­ous reas­on­ings lead men from simple truth and im­pli­cit faith in­to many dan­ger­ous and de­struct­ive er­rors. —Ma­son

			380. It is well for us to be much on this mount. We have con­stant need of cau­tion. Take heed and be­ware, says our Lord. Paul takes the Cor­inthi­ans up to this Mount Cau­tion, and shows them what aw­ful things have happened to pro­fess­ors of old; and he leaves this sol­emn word for us, “Where­fore, let him that thinketh he stan­de­th, take heed lest he fall” (1 Cor­inthi­ans 10:12). —Ma­son

			381. O the un­thought-of ima­gin­a­tions, frights, fears, and ter­rors, that are ef­fected by a thor­ough ap­plic­a­tion of guilt, yield­ing to des­per­a­tion! This is the man that hath his dwell­ing among the tombs with the dead, that is al­ways cry­ing out, and cut­ting him­self with stones (Mark 5:3). But all in vain; des­per­a­tion will not com­fort him, the old cov­en­ant will not save him. —Grace Abound­ing, No. 185

			382. Pro­verbs 21:16.

			Some re­tain the name of Christ, and the no­tion of Him as a Sa­viour; but cast Him off in the very things wherein the es­sen­tial parts of His sac­ri­fice, mer­its, and priest­hood con­sist. In this lies the mys­tery of their iniquity. They dare not al­to­geth­er deny that Christ doth save His people, as a Priest; but then their art is to con­found His of­fices, un­til they jostle out of doors the mer­it of His blood and the per­fec­tion of His jus­ti­fy­ing right­eous­ness. Such draw away the people from the cross (put out their eyes), and lead them among the in­fi­dels. —Bunyan’s Is­rael’s Hope, vol. 1, p. 615

			383. Prob­ably to guard pil­grims against the Pop­ish doc­trine of au­ri­cu­lar con­fes­sion. —Ed­it­or

			384. Those seem to shun the com­mon broad road; but hav­ing only the mark of re­li­gion, while their hearts are not right with God, are as ef­fec­tu­ally ruined as the most prof­lig­ate and open of­fend­ers. —Burder

			385. Thus we read of some who were once en­lightened, and had tasted of the heav­enly gift, and were made par­takers of the world to come (Hebrews 6:6). It is hard to say how far or how long a per­son may carry on a pro­fes­sion, and yet fall away, and come short of the king­dom at last. This should ex­cite to di­li­gence, hu­mil­ity, and cir­cum­spec­tion, ever look­ing to Je­sus to keep us from fall­ing. —Ma­son

			386. It re­flects the highest cred­it on the dif­fid­ence of Bunyan’s geni­us—a geni­us as rich in its in­ven­tions, and as as­pir­ing in its ima­gin­at­ive flights, as ever poet could pos­sess or lay claim to—that, after such an ex­or­di­um, he should have made no ef­fort minutely to de­scribe what was in its own splend­our of glory in­des­crib­able. How beau­ti­fully, without ex­cit­ing any dis­ap­point­ment in a read­er of taste, feel­ing, and judg­ment, does he, by a few art­less words, render most im­press­ive and sub­lime, what more elab­or­ate de­scrip­tion could only have made con­fused and un­sat­is­fact­ory. Noth­ing can be more ad­mir­able than this brief and in­dis­tinct re­port of the per­spect­ive glass, it can­not of­fend the most fas­ti­di­ous taste, yet leaves scope for the ex­er­cise of the most ar­dent and as­pir­ing ima­gin­a­tion. —Bern­ard Bar­ton

			387.

			
				
					Such moun­tains round about this house do stand.
					

					As one from thence may see the Holy Land.
				

				—Bunyan’s House of God, vol. 2, p. 579
			

			388. After go­ing through the con­flict with Apolly­on, the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, the scenes in Van­ity Fair, and the dread ex­per­i­ence of the pil­grims in Gi­ant Des­pair’s Castle, it is well to note what a gal­lery of sol­emn real­it­ies is here, what a sys­tem of Di­vine truth, com­mend­ing it­self to all men’s con­sciences. It is not so much the rich­ness of ima­gin­a­tion, nor the ten­der­ness of feel­ing here ex­hib­ited, nor the sweet­ness and beauty of the im­agery, with which this book is filled, as it is the pres­ence of these real­it­ies that con­sti­tutes the secret of its un­boun­ded power over the soul. Walk up and down in this rich and sol­emn gal­lery. How simple are its or­na­ments! How grave, yet beau­ti­ful, its ar­chi­tec­ture! Amidst all this deep, se­rene beauty to the ima­gin­a­tion, by how much deep­er a tone do these pic­tures speak to the in­ner spir­itu­al be­ing of the soul! When you have ad­mired the vis­ible beauty of the paint­ings, turn again to seek their mean­ing in that light from etern­ity by which the artist painted them, and by which he would have all men ex­am­ine their les­sons, and re­ceive and feel the full power of their col­our­ing. In this light, the walls of this gal­lery seem mov­ing with ce­les­ti­al fig­ures speak­ing to the soul. They are act­ing the drama of a life which, by most men, is only dreamed of; but the drama is the real­ity, and it is the spec­tat­ors only who are walk­ing in a vain show. —Cheever

			389. This is the first break in the dream, and, doubt­less, had an im­port­ant mean­ing. Per­haps the pil­grim­age may be di­vided in­to four parts: 1. The con­vert fly­ing from the wrath to come; in­struc­ted at the In­ter­pret­er’s house; re­lieved of his bur­den at the cross; as­cends the Hill Dif­fi­culty; over­comes his timid­ity; and, 2. Enters a church at the House Beau­ti­ful; and, as a private mem­ber, con­tin­ues his jour­ney, un­til, 3. He meets Evan­gel­ist, near Van­ity Fair, and is found fit to be­come an it­in­er­ant preach­er; in which call­ing he suf­fers per­se­cu­tion, and ob­tains that fit­ness which en­ables him, 4. On the De­lect­able Moun­tains, to enter upon the re­spons­ible du­ties of a min­is­ter­ing eld­er or pas­tor of a church, and is or­dained by Know­ledge, Ex­per­i­ence, Watch­ful, and Sin­cere. Is this com­mence­ment of his pub­lic la­bours the im­port­ant point when the au­thor “awoke from his dream?” —Ed­it­or

			390. This coun­try we are all born in; all are ig­nora­muses by nature. Some live long in the coun­try of Con­ceit, and many end their days in it. Are you come out of it? So was Ig­nor­ance; but he breathed his nat­ive air. So long as a sin­ner thinks he can do any­thing to­wards mak­ing him­self right­eous be­fore God, his name is Ig­nor­ance; he is full of self-con­ceit, and des­ti­tute of the faith of Christ. —Ma­son

			391. Now, is it not very com­mon to hear pro­fess­ors talk at this rate? Yes, and many who make a very high pro­fes­sion too; their hopes are plainly groun­ded upon what they are in them­selves, and how they dif­fer from their former selves and oth­er sin­ners, in­stead of what Christ is to us and what we are in Christ. But the pro­fes­sion of such is be­gun with an ig­nor­ant, whole, self-right­eous heart; it is con­tin­ued in pride, self-seek­ing, and self-ex­alt­ing, and ends in aw­ful dis­ap­point­ment. For such are called by our Lord thieves and rob­bers; they rob Him of the glory of His grace and the gift of His im­puted right­eous­ness. —Ma­son

			392. Pro­verbs 26:12.

			393. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 10:3.

			394. It is best not to con­verse much at once with per­sons of this char­ac­ter, but, after a few warn­ings, to leave them to their re­flec­tions; for their self-con­ceit is of­ten cher­ished by al­ter­ca­tions, in which they deem them­selves very ex­pert, how­ever dis­gust­ing their dis­course may prove to oth­ers. —Scott

			395. Mat­thew 12:45; Pro­verbs 5:22.

			An aw­ful scene was be­held by the pil­grims. A pro­fess­or, named Turn-away, bound with sev­en cords, was led by dev­ils to the by­way to hell. Let every­one in­quire, Who is this wan­ton pro­fess­or?—He who dis­cov­ers a tri­fling, worldly, wan­ton spir­it, dreads not the ap­pear­ance of evil, com­plies with the fash­ions of the car­nal world, and as­so­ci­ates with the en­emies of our Lord; and, in time, be­comes a dam­nable apostate. Lord, keep us from such a be­gin­ning and such an end! —Burder

			396. The “very dark lane” in which “Turn-away” was met by the pil­grims, rep­res­ents the total dark­ness of the minds of such wicked pro­fess­ors; for “if the light that is in them be dark­ness, how great is that dark­ness!” When their char­ac­ters are made mani­fest, they are ashamed to look their former pi­ous friends in the face. “The wicked shall be hold­en with the cords of his sins” (Pro­verbs 5:22). —Ivimey

			397. O be­ware of a light tri­fling spir­it and a wan­ton be­ha­viour. It is of­ten the fore­run­ner of apostasy from God. It makes one tremble to hear those who pro­fess to fol­low Christ in the re­gen­er­a­tion, cry­ing, What harm is there in this game and the oth­er di­ver­sion? The warmth of love is gone, and they are be­come cold, dead, and car­nal. O how many in­stances of these abound! —Ma­son

			398. In times of per­se­cu­tion, loose pro­fess­ors are driv­en down Dead Man’s Lane to Broad-way Gate; thus Satan murders the souls of men, by threat­en­ing to kill their bod­ies. Be­liev­ers that are weak in faith are be­trayed in­to sin­ful com­pli­ances; they sleep when they ought to watch, they con­ceal or deny their pro­fes­sion, and thus con­tract guilt; Faint-heart as­saults them, Mis­trust plun­ders them, and Guilt beats them down. —Scott

			399. The fly in the spider’s net is the em­blem of the soul in such a con­di­tion. If the soul strugg­leth, Satan la­boureth to hold it down. If it make a noise, he bites it with blas­phem­ous mouth; in­somuch that it must needs die at last in the net, if the Lord Je­sus help not. Be­liev­ing is sure sweat­ing work. Only strong faith can make Satan flee. O the toil of a gra­cious heart in this com­bat, if faith be weak! The man can get no high­er than his knees, till an arm from Heav­en help him up. —Bunyan’s Holy City

			400. When Bunyan was im­prisoned, his sen­tence was—To be trans­por­ted, if he did not con­form in three months; and then, if found as a Non­con­form­ist, in this coun­try, he should be hung. De­term­ined at all haz­ards not to be a trait­or to his God, he an­ti­cip­ated be­ing hung; and was anxious, in such a cause, to meet death with firm­ness. When his fears pre­vailed, he dreaded lest he should make but a scrab­bling shift to clam­ber up the lad­der. —See Grace Abound­ing, No. 334

			401. Where there is a faint heart in God’s cause, and mis­trust of God’s truths, there will be guilt in the con­science, and but little faith. These rogues will pre­vail over, and rob such souls of the com­forts of God’s love and of Christ’s sal­va­tion. By his jew­els, we may un­der­stand those rad­ic­al graces of the Spir­it—faith, hope, and love. By his spend­ing-money, the seal­ing and earn­est of the Spir­it in his heart (2 Cor­inthi­ans 1:22). Of this Di­vine as­sur­ance, and the sense of the peace and joy in the Holy Ghost, he was robbed; so that, though he still went on in the ways of the Lord, yet he dragged on but heav­ily and un­com­fort­ably. —Ma­son

			402. 1 Peter 4:18.

			403. Bunyan throws great light upon this sub­ject in his Christ a Com­plete Sa­viour, (vol. 1, p. 215)—“We are saved by Christ; brought to glory by Christ; and all our works are no oth­er­wise made ac­cept­able to God, but by the per­son and ex­cel­len­cies of Christ. There­fore, whatever the jew­els are, and the brace­lets and the pearls that thou shalt be ad­orned with, as a re­ward of ser­vice done to God in this world, for them thou must thank Christ, and, be­fore all, con­fess that He was the mer­it­ori­ous cause there­of.”

			404. What was this good thing? His pre­cious faith, whose au­thor, fin­ish­er, and ob­ject is pre­cious Je­sus. And where he gives this pre­cious gift of faith, though it be but little, even as a grain of mus­tard-seed, not all the powers of earth and hell can rob the heart of it. Christ prayed for His dis­ciple that his faith should not fail, or be totally lost; there­fore, though Peter lost his com­forts for a sea­son, yet not his faith totally, not his soul etern­ally; for, says Je­sus, of all his dear flock, yea, of those of little faith too, None shall pluck them out of My hand. There is one blessed se­cur­ity, not in ourselves, but in our Lord. —Ma­son

			405. Hope, love, hu­mil­ity, meek­ness, pa­tience, long­suf­fer­ing, com­pas­sion, and mercy, are gra­cious dis­pos­i­tions wrought in the heart by the Holy Ghost. These are the be­liev­er’s jew­els; and it is his duty to keep them clean, that their beauty and lustre may be ap­par­ent. —An­dronicus

			406. 1 Peter 1:9.

			407. Little-faith can­not come all the way without cry­ing. So long as its holy bold­ness lasts, so long it can come with peace, but it will go the rest of the way with cry­ing. —Bunyan’s Come and Wel­come, vol. 1, p. 288

			408. Bunyan shows the dif­fer­ence between “his spend­ing-money,” or that treas­ure which the Chris­ti­an car­ries in his earthen ves­sel, and his jew­els, in Grace Abound­ing (No. 232)—“It was glor­i­ous to me to see His [Christ’s] ex­al­ta­tion. Now I could look from my­self to Him, and should reck­on that all those graces of God that now were green in me, were yet but like those cracked groats and four­pence-half­pen­nies, (Ir­ish six­pences, which, in the dearth of sil­ver coin in Eng­land, were made cur­rent at four­pence-half­penny —Ed­it­or), that rich men carry in their purses, when their gold is in their trunks at home. Oh! I saw that my gold was in my trunk at home, in Christ my Lord and Sa­viour. Now, Christ was all; all my wis­dom, all my right­eous­ness, all my sanc­ti­fic­a­tion, and all my re­demp­tion.”

			409. Hebrews 12:16.

			410. Gen­es­is 25:32.

			411. Jeremi­ah 2:24.

			412. Hope­ful was not the first pil­grim who has been “al­most made angry” while hold­ing a friendly de­bate upon that highly-im­port­ant sub­ject, the doc­trine of the saints’ fi­nal per­sever­ance. Pil­grims ought to de­bate upon those sub­jects without be­ing angry. —Ed­it­or

			413. Hope­ful here ex­presses him­self as if he had read Bunyan on Christ’s Love—“But to fear man is to for­get God. He taketh part with them that fear Him; so that we may boldly say, ‘The Lord is my help­er, and I will not fear what man shall do un­to me’ (Hebrews 13:6). Would it not be amaz­ing to see a man en­com­passed with chari­ots, and horses, and weapons of de­fence, yet afraid of be­ing spar­row-blas­ted, or over­run by a grasshop­per?” —Vol. 2, p. 13

			414. Psalms 7:2; 1 Peter 5:8.

			415. Who can stand in the evil day of tempta­tion, when be­set with Faint-heart, Mis­trust, and Guilt, backed by the power of their mas­ter, Satan? No one, un­less armed with the whole ar­mour of God; and even then, the power of such in­fernal foes makes it a hard fight to the Chris­ti­an. But this is our glory, the Lord shall fight for us, and we shall hold our peace. We shall be si­lent as to ascrib­ing any glory to ourselves, know­ing our very en­emies are part of ourselves, and that we are more than con­quer­ors over all these (only) through Him who loved us (Ro­mans 8:37). —Ma­son

			416. “One Great-grace;” a be­liev­er, or min­is­ter, who hav­ing hon­our­ably stood his ground, en­deav­ours to re­store the fallen. The re­mem­brance of such, helps to drive away des­pond­ency, and in­spires the trem­bling pen­it­ent with hope of mercy. —Scott

			417. “I trow;” I ima­gine or be­lieve: nearly ob­sol­ete. —Ed­it­or

			418. Now here you see what is meant by Great-grace, who is so of­ten men­tioned in this book, and by whom so many vali­ant things were done. We read, “With great power the apostles gave wit­ness of the re­sur­rec­tion of Je­sus.” Why was it? Be­cause “great grace was upon them all” (Acts 4:33). So you see all is of grace, from first to last, in sal­va­tion. If we do great things for Christ, yet, not un­to us, but un­to the great grace of our Lord, be all the glory. —Ma­son

			419. Job 12:26–29.

			420. Job 34:19–25.

			421. If we saw our own weak­ness, we should nev­er court dangers, nor run in the way of tempta­tion; yet, if our tempta­tions be ever so sharp and strong, and our dangers ever so great, if the Lord is our strength, we need not fear. —J. B.

			422. From this sweet and edi­fy­ing con­ver­sa­tion, learn not to think more highly of your­self than you ought to think; but to think soberly, ac­cord­ing to the meas­ure of faith which God hath dealt to you (Ro­mans 12:3). Now, it is of the very es­sence of faith to lead us out of all self-con­fid­ence and vain vaunt­ing. For we know not how soon Faint-heart, Mis­trust, and Guilt may spring up in us, and rob us of our com­forts, and spoil our joys. —Ma­son

			423. Eph­esians 6:16.

			424. In­stead of say­ing, “Though all men deny thee, yet will not I,” it be­hooves us to use all means of grace di­li­gently, and to be in­stant in pray­er, that the Lord Him­self may pro­tect us by His power, and an­im­ate us by His pres­ence, and then only shall we be en­abled to over­come both the fear of man and the tempta­tions of the dev­il. —Scott

			425. Ex­odus 33:15.

			426. Psalms 3:5–8; 27:1–3.

			427. Isai­ah 10:4.

			428. But how con­trary to this is the walk and con­duct of some who pro­fess to be pil­grims, and yet can will­fully and de­lib­er­ately go upon the dev­il’s ground, and in­dulge them­selves in car­nal pleas­ures and sin­ful di­ver­sions! Such evid­ently de­clare in plain lan­guage, that they de­sire not the pres­ence of God, but that He should de­part from them; but a day will come which will bring on ter­rible re­flec­tions of mind for such things. —Ma­son

			429. Mr. Ivimey’s opin­ion is, that this “way which put it­self in­to their way,” and the flat­ter­er, relates to An­ti­no­mi­an­ism. Of this I can form no ac­cur­ate judg­ment, nev­er hav­ing met with an An­ti­no­mi­an, or one who pro­fessed to be against the law of God. I have met with those who con­sider that be­liev­ers are bound to prefer the law of God as re­vealed by Je­sus Christ, in Mat­thew 22:37–40, to be their rule of life, in­stead of lim­it­ing them­selves to the law of God as giv­en by Moses, in Ex­odus 20; but it has been for this reas­on, that the law pro­claimed by Christ unites in it the law giv­en by Moses, and all the law and the proph­ets. This law, as giv­en by Christ, is in a few words of beau­ti­ful sim­pli­city, which can neither be mis­un­der­stood nor be for­got­ten. Ma­son says, “It is plain the au­thor means the way of self-right­eous­ness,” in­to which the flat­ter­er en­ticed the pil­grims, out of the Scrip­ture high­way to Heav­en, in the right­eous­ness of Christ. When min­is­ters dif­fer, private Chris­ti­ans must think for them­selves. My judg­ment goes with Mr. Ma­son. —Ed­it­or This way, which seemed as straight as the right way, and in en­ter­ing on which there was no stile to be passed, must de­note some very plaus­ible and gradu­al de­vi­ation from the sim­pli­city of the Gos­pel, in doc­trine or prac­tice. If, in such a case, in­stead of a per­son­al pray­er­ful search­ing the Scrip­ture, we rely upon the opin­ion of our friends, and listen to the flat­ter­er, we shall cer­tainly be misled. —Scott

			430. Luth­er was wont to cau­tion against the white dev­il as much as the black one; for Satan trans­forms him­self in­to an an­gel of light, and his min­is­ters as min­is­ters of right­eous­ness (2 Cor­inthi­ans 11:14, 15). And how do they de­ceive souls? By flat­tery. Lead­ing poor sin­ners in­to a fine no­tion of some right­eous char­ac­ter they have in them­selves, what great ad­vances they have made, and what high at­tain­ments they have ar­rived to, even to be per­fect in them­selves, to be free from sin, and full of noth­ing but love. These are black men clothed in white. —Ma­son

			431. Pro­verbs 29:5.

			432. Psalms 16:4.

			433. Pro­verbs 29:5; Daniel 11:32; 2 Cor­inthi­ans 11:13, 14.

			434. Ro­mans 16:18.

			By this shin­ing one un­der­stand the lov­ing Lord the Holy Ghost, the lead­er and guide of Christ’s people. When they err and stray from Je­sus the way, and are drawn from Him as the truth, the Spir­it comes with His rod of con­vic­tion and chas­tise­ment, to whip souls for their self-right­eous pride and folly, back to Christ, to trust wholly in Him, to rely only on Him, and to walk in sweet fel­low­ship with Him. So he ac­ted by the Gala­tian church, which was flattered in­to a no­tion of self-right­eous­ness, and self-jus­ti­fic­a­tion. So Dav­id, when he found him­self nearly lost, cries out, “He re­storeth my soul: He leade­th me in the paths of right­eous­ness for His name’s sake” (Psalms 23:3). —Ma­son The dev­il, in his at­tempts after our de­struc­tion, maketh use of the most suit­able means. The ser­pent, Adam knew, was subtle, there­fore Satan useth him, thereby to catch this goodly creature, man. Hereby the dev­il least ap­peared [this fine-spoken man], and least ap­pear­ing, the tempta­tion soon­est took the tinder. —Bunyan on Gen­es­is, vol. 2, p. 428

			435. Deu­ter­o­nomy 25:2.

			436. Rev­el­a­tion 3:19; 2 Chron­icles 6:26, 27.

			437. The back­slid­ing of a Chris­ti­an comes through the over­much per­suad­ing of Satan and lust; that the man was mis­taken, and that there was no such hor­ror in the things from which he fled; nor so much good in the things to which he hos­ted. Turn again, fool, says the dev­il. I won­der what frenzy it was that drove thee to thy heels, and that made thee leave so much good be­hind thee as oth­er men find in the lusts of the flesh and the good of the world. As for the law, and death, and the day of judg­ment, they are but mere scare­crows, set up by polit­ic heads, to keep the ig­nor­ant in sub­jec­tion. Well, he goes back, fool as he is, con­science sleeps, and flesh is sweet; but, be­hold, he again sees his own na­ked­ness—he sees the law whet­ting his axe—the world is a bubble. He also smells the brim­stone which be­gins to burn with­in him. Oh! saith he, I am de­luded! “Have mercy upon me, O God!” —Christ a Com­plete Sa­viour, vol. 1, p. 223

			438. Jeremi­ah 22:12; Ec­cle­si­ast­es 10:15.

			439. A wicked man, though he may hec­tor it at times with his proud heart, as though he feared neither God nor hell; yet again, at times, his soul is even drowned with ter­rors. If one knew the wicked, when they are un­der warm con­vic­tions, then the bed shakes on which they be; then the proud tongue doth fal­ter in their mouth, and their knees knock one against an­oth­er. Then their con­science stares, and roars, and tears, and ar­raigns them. O! none can ima­gine what fear­ful plights a wicked man is in at times! —Bunyan’s De­sires of the Right­eous, vol. 1, p. 746

			440. On the De­lect­able Moun­tains, the pil­grims had a sight of the Ce­les­ti­al City. No mat­ter if it were but a glimpse; still they saw it, they really saw it, and the re­mem­brance of that sight nev­er left them. There it was in glory! Their hands trembled, their eyes were dim with tears, but still that vis­ion was not to be mis­taken. There, through the rif­ted clouds, for a mo­ment, the gates of pearl were shin­ing, the jasper walls, the end­less domes, the jeweled bat­tle­ments! The splend­our of the city seemed to pour, like a river of light, down upon the spot where they were stand­ing. —Cheever

			441. 2 Cor­inthi­ans 5:7.

			See how we are sur­roun­ded with dif­fer­ent en­emies! No soon­er have they es­caped the self-right­eous flat­ter­er, but they meet with the openly pro­fane and li­centious mock­er—aye, and he set out, and went far too; yea, fur­ther than they. But, be­hold, he has turned his back upon all; and though he had been 20 years a seeker, yet now he proves, that he has neither faith nor hope, but ri­dicules all as de­lu­sion. Aw­ful to think of! O what a spe­cial mercy to be kept be­liev­ing and per­sever­ing, and not re­gard­ing the ri­dicule of apostates! —Ma­son

			442. “To round;” to be open, sin­cere, can­did. “Maister Bland answered flatly and roundly.” —Fox’s Book of Mar­tyrs

			443. Pro­verbs 19:17.

			444. Hebrews 10:39.

			445. 1 John 2:21.

			446. Upon the de­clar­a­tion for liberty of con­science, the church for a sea­son was free from per­se­cu­tion. It was like en­chanted ground; and some, who had been watch­ful in the storm, be­came care­less and sleepy in this short de­ceit­ful calm. —Ed­it­or

			447. Ah, these short naps for pil­grims! The sleep of death, in the en­chanted air of this world, usu­ally be­gins with one of these short naps. —Cheever

			448. The En­chanted Ground may rep­res­ent worldly prosper­ity; agree­able dis­pens­a­tions suc­ceed­ing long-con­tin­ued dif­fi­culties. This power­fully tends to pro­duce a leth­ar­gic frame of mind; the man at­tends to re­li­gious du­ties more from habit, than from de­light in the ser­vice of God. No situ­ation re­quires so much watch­ful­ness. Oth­er ex­per­i­ences re­semble storms, which keep a man awake; this is a treach­er­ous calm, which lulls him to sleep. —Scott

			449. 1 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 5:6.

			O Chris­ti­an, be­ware of sleep­ing on this en­chanted ground! When all things go easy, smooth, and well, we are prone to grow drowsy in soul. How many are the calls in the Word against spir­itu­al slum­ber! and yet how many pro­fess­ors, through the en­chant­ing air of this world, are fallen in­to the deep sleep of form­al­ity! Be warned by them to cry to thy Lord to keep thee awake to right­eous­ness, and vig­or­ous in the ways of thy Lord. —Ma­son

			450. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 4:9.

			451. Rev­el­a­tion 6:21–23.

			452. Eph­esians 5:6.

			453. Here you see, as our Lord says, “It is the Spir­it who quicken­eth, the flesh profiteth noth­ing” (John 6:63). Our car­nal nature is so far from profit­ing in the work of con­ver­sion to Christ, that it is at enmity against Him, and op­poses the Spir­it’s work in show­ing us our want of Him, and bring­ing us to Him. Man’s nature and God’s grace are two dir­ect op­pos­ites. Nature op­poses, but grace sub­dues nature, and brings it to sub­mis­sion and sub­jec­tion. Are we truly con­vinced of sin, and con­ver­ted to Christ? This is a cer­tain and sure evid­ence of it—we shall say from our hearts, Not un­to us, nor un­to any yield­ings and com­pli­ances of our nature, free-will, and power, but un­to Thy name, O Lord, be all the glory. For it is by Thy free, sov­er­eign, ef­fic­a­cious grace, we are what we are. Hence, see the ig­nor­ance, folly, and pride of those who ex­alt free-will, and nature’s power, etc. Ver­ily they do not know them­selves, even as they are known. —Ma­son

			454. Not the evil of sin in the sight of God, but the re­morse and fear of wrath, with which the con­vinced sin­ner is op­pressed, and from which he, at times, seeks re­lief by means which ex­ceed­ingly in­crease his ac­tu­al guilt. Noth­ing but a free par­don, by faith in the aton­ing sac­ri­fice of Christ, can take away guilt; but the un­eas­i­ness of a man’s con­science may be for a time re­moved by vari­ous ex­pedi­ents. —Scott

			455. Isai­ah 64:6.

			456. Gala­tians 2:16.

			457. Luke 17:10.

			458. In mod­ern edi­tions, this has been altered to “sin enough in one day.” But in any peri­od of time, se­lect­ing that duty in the dis­charge of which we have felt the most pure, there has been a mix­ture of sin. “For there is not a day, nor a duty; not a day that thou livest, nor a duty that thou dost, but will need that mercy should come after to take away thy iniquity.” —Bunyan’s Saints’ Priv­ilege, vol. 1, p. 679 These are sol­emn and hum­bling re­flec­tions. —Ed­it­or

			459. Thus, you see, in con­ver­sion, the Lord does not act upon us as though we were mere ma­chines. No, we have un­der­stand­ing; He en­light­ens it. Then we come to a sound mind; we think right, and reas­on justly. We have wills; what the un­der­stand­ing judges best, the will ap­proves, and then the af­fec­tions fol­low after; and thus we choose Christ for our Sa­viour, and glory only in His right­eous­ness and sal­va­tion. When the heav­enly light of truth makes mani­fest what we are, and the danger we are in, then we ra­tion­ally flee from the wrath to come, to Christ the refuge set be­fore us. —Ma­son

			460. Hebrews 10; Ro­mans 4; Co­los­si­ans 1; 1 Peter 1.

			461. Mat­thew 11:28.

			462. Mat­thew 24:35.

			463. Psalms 95:6; Daniel 6:10; Jeremi­ah 29:12, 13.

			464. Pray mind this. The grand ob­ject of a sens­ible sin­ner is right­eous­ness. He has it not in him­self; this he knows. Where is it to be found? In Christ only. This is a re­vealed truth; and without faith in this, every sin­ner must be lost. Con­sider, it is at the per­il of your soul that you re­ject the right­eous­ness of Christ; and do not be­lieve that God im­puteth it without works for the jus­ti­fic­a­tion of the un­godly. O ye stout­hearted, self-right­eous sin­ners, ye who are far from right­eous­ness, know this and tremble! —Ma­son

			465. Ex­odus 25:22; Levit­i­c­us 16:2; Num­bers 7:89; Hebrews 4:16.

			466. Habakkuk 2:3.

			467. The true nature of faith is to be­lieve and rest upon the Word of truth, and wait for the prom­ised com­fort. That faith which is the gift of God leads the soul to wait upon and cry to God, and not to rest till it has some blessed testi­mony from God of in­terest in the love and fa­vour of God in Christ Je­sus. But O how many pro­fess­ors rest short of this! —Ma­son

			468. Eph­esians 1:18, 19.

			469. Acts 16:31.

			470. 2 Cor­inthi­ans 12:9.

			As I thought my case most sad and fear­ful, these words did with great power sud­denly break in upon me, “My grace is suf­fi­cient for thee,” three times to­geth­er. O! me­thought every word was a mighty word for me; as My, and grace, and suf­fi­cient, and for thee; they were then, and some­times are still, far big­ger than oth­ers be. —Grace Abound­ing, No. 206

			471. John 6:35.

			472. John 6:37.

			473. 1 Timothy 1:15.

			474. Ro­mans 10:4.

			475. Ro­mans 4:25.

			476. Rev­el­a­tion 1:5.

			477. 1 Timothy 2:5.

			478. Hebrews 7:25.

			479. The Lord’s deal­ings with his chil­dren are vari­ous, but all lead to the same end; some are shaken with ter­ror, while oth­ers are more gently drawn, as with cords of love. In these things be­liev­ers should not make their ex­per­i­ences stand­ards one for an­oth­er; still there is a sim­il­ar­ity in their be­ing brought to the same point of re­ject­ing both sin­ful and right­eous self, and be­liev­ing on the Lord Je­sus Christ as their com­plete sal­va­tion. —An­dronicus

			480. Christ did not ap­pear to Hope­ful’s senses, but to his un­der­stand­ing; and the words spoken are no oth­er than texts of Scrip­ture taken in their genu­ine mean­ing—not in­form­ing him, as by a new rev­el­a­tion, that his sins were pardoned, but en­cour­aging him to ap­ply for this mercy, and all oth­er bless­ings of sal­va­tion. —Scott

			481.

			
				
					Since the dear hour that brought me to Thy foot,
					

					And cut up all my fol­lies by the root,
					

					I nev­er trus­ted in an arm but Thine,
					

					Nor hoped, but in Thy right­eous­ness Di­vine.
					

					My pray­ers and alms, im­per­fect and de­filed,
					

					Were but the feeble ef­forts of a child.
					

					Howe’er per­form’d, it was their bright­est part
					

					That they pro­ceeded from a grate­ful heart.
					

					For­give their evil, and ac­cept their good.
					

					I cast them at Thy feet—my only plea
					

					Is what it was, de­pend­ence upon Thee!
				

				—Cowper
			

			482. Not gov­erned by the Word of God, but by his own will, his grounds of con­fid­ence for sal­va­tion un­fit­ted him for Chris­ti­an fel­low­ship, un­less he happened to fall in with a man who had im­bibed his own no­tions. —Ed­it­or

			483. Pro­verbs 28:26.

			484. The de­sire of Heav­en—when its nature is not un­der­stood, the prop­er means of ob­tain­ing it are neg­lected, oth­er ob­jects are pre­ferred to it—is no proof that a man will be saved. The ex­pres­sion, “The de­sire of grace is grace,” is very fal­la­cious. But to hun­ger and thirst for God, and His right­eous­ness, His fa­vour, im­age, and ser­vice, as the su­preme good, so that no oth­er ob­ject can sat­is­fy the heart, is grace in­deed, and shall be com­pleted in glory. —Scott

			485. Pro­verbs 13:4.

			486. Real Chris­ti­ans are of­ten put to a stand, while they find and feel the work­ings of all cor­rup­tions and sins in their nature; and when they hear oth­ers talk so highly of them­selves, how full their hearts are of love to God, and of good mo­tions, without any com­plain­ings of their hearts. But all this is from the ig­nor­ance of their own hearts; and pride and self-right­eous­ness harden them against feel­ing its des­per­ate wicked­ness. —Ma­son

			487. Pro­verbs 28:26.

			488. Ro­mans 3.

			489. Gen­es­is 6:5.

			490. Gen­es­is 8:21.

			491. Psalms 125; Pro­verbs 2:15.

			492. Ro­mans 3.

			493. I saw that it was not my good frame of heart that made my right­eous­ness bet­ter, nor yet my bad frame that made my right­eous­ness worse; for my right­eous­ness was Je­sus Christ, the same yes­ter­day, and today, and forever (Hebrews 13:8). —Grace Abound­ing, No. 229

			494. Here we see how nat­ur­ally the no­tion of man’s right­eous­ness blinds his eyes to, and keeps his heart from be­liev­ing, that Christ’s per­son­al right­eous­ness alone jus­ti­fies a sin­ner in the sight of God; and yet such talk bravely of be­liev­ing, but their faith is only fancy. They do not be­lieve un­to right­eous­ness; but ima­gine they have now, or shall get, a right­eous­ness of their own, some how or oth­er. Aw­ful de­lu­sion! —Ma­son

			495. Here is the very es­sence of that de­lu­sion which works by a lie, and so much pre­vails, and keeps up an un­scrip­tur­al hope in the hearts of so many pro­fess­ors. Do, read­er, study this point well; for here seems to be a show of scrip­tur­al truth, while the rankest pois­on lies con­cealed in it. For it is ut­terly sub­vers­ive of, and con­trary to, the faith and hope of the Gos­pel. —Ma­son

			496. The way of be­ing jus­ti­fied by faith for which Ig­nor­ance pleads may well be called “fant­ast­ic­al,” as well as “false;” for it is nowhere laid down in Scrip­ture; and it not only changes the way of ac­cept­ance, but it takes away the rule and stand­ard of right­eous­ness, and sub­sti­tutes a vague no­tion, called sin­cer­ity, in its place, which nev­er was, nor can be, defined with pre­ci­sion. —Scott

			497. Jus­ti­fic­a­tion be­fore God comes, not by im­it­at­ing Christ as ex­em­plary in mor­als, but through faith in His pre­cious blood. To feed on Je­sus is by re­spect­ing Him as made of God a curse for our sin. I have been pleased with ob­serving, that none of the signs and won­ders in Egypt could de­liv­er the chil­dren of Is­rael thence, un­til the lamb was slain. —Bunyan on Jus­ti­fic­a­tion, vol. 2, p. 330

			498. Un­der these four heads, we have a most ex­cel­lent de­tec­tion of a pre­sumptive and most dan­ger­ous er­ror which now greatly pre­vails, as well as a scrip­tur­al view of the nature of true faith, and the ob­ject it flies on wholly and solely for jus­ti­fic­a­tion be­fore God, and ac­cept­ance with God. Read­er, for thy soul’s sake, look to thy found­a­tion. See that thou build upon noth­ing in self, but all upon that sure found­a­tion which God hath laid, even his be­loved Son, and his per­fect right­eous­ness. —Ma­son

			499. This, by all nat­ur­al men, is deemed the very height of en­thu­si­asm; but a spir­itu­al man knows its blessed­ness, and re­joices in its com­fort. It is a close ques­tion. What may we un­der­stand by it? Doubt­less, what Paul means when he says, “It pleased God to re­veal His Son in me,” (Gala­tians 1:15, 16): that is, he had such an in­tern­al, spir­itu­al, ex­per­i­ment­al sight, and know­ledge of Christ, and of sal­va­tion by Him, that his heart em­braced Him, his soul cleaved to Him, his spir­it re­joiced in Him; his whole man was swal­lowed up with the love of Him, so that he cried out in the joy of his soul, This is my Be­loved and my Friend—my Sa­viour, my God, and my Sal­va­tion. He is the chief of ten thou­sand, and al­to­geth­er lovely. We know noth­ing of Christ sav­ingly, com­fort­ably, and ex­per­i­ment­ally, till He is pleased thus to re­veal Him­self to us (Mat­thew 11:27). This spir­itu­al rev­el­a­tion of Christ to the heart is a bless­ing and com­fort agree­able to, and con­sequent upon, be­liev­ing on Christ, as re­vealed out­wardly in the Word. There­fore, every be­liev­er should wait, and look, and long, and pray for it. Be­ware you do not des­pise it; if you do, you will be­tray your ig­nor­ance of spir­itu­al things, as Ig­nor­ance did. —Ma­son

			500. Many of these rev­el­a­tions ap­pear in the Grace Abound­ing, as “that scrip­ture fastened on my heart” (No. 201); “that sen­tence dar­ted in upon me” (No. 204); “these words did with great power break in upon me” (No. 206); “sud­denly this sen­tence fell upon my soul” (No. 229); and many oth­ers. —Ed­it­or

		
	
		
			Endnotes 501⁠–⁠1,000

			501. Mat­thew 11:27.

			502. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 12:3; Eph 1:18, 19.

			503. That sin­ner is not thor­oughly awakened, who does not see his need of Christ’s right­eous­ness to be im­puted to him. Nor is he quickened, who has not fled to Christ as “the end of the law for right­eous­ness to every one that be­lieveth” (Ro­mans 10:4). —Ma­son

			504. Ig­nor­ant pro­fess­ors can­not keep pace with spir­itu­al pil­grims, nor can they rel­ish the doc­trine of mak­ing Christ all in all, in the mat­ter of jus­ti­fic­a­tion and sal­va­tion, and mak­ing the sin­ner noth­ing at all, as hav­ing no hand in the work, nor get­ting any glory to him­self by what he is able to do of him­self. Free grace and free will; Christ’s im­puted right­eous­ness, and the no­tion of man’s per­son­al right­eous­ness, can­not ac­cord. —Ma­son

			505. Pro­verbs 1:7; 9:10; Psalms 111:10; Job 28:28.

			Take heed of harden­ing thy heart at any time, against con­vic­tions or judg­ments. I bid you be­fore to be­ware of a hard heart; now I bid you be­ware of harden­ing your soft heart. The fear of the Lord is the pulse of the soul. Pulses that beat best are the best signs of life; but the worst show that life is present. In­ter­mit­ting pulses are dan­ger­ous. Dav­id and Peter had an in­ter­mit­ting pulse, in ref­er­ence to this fear. —Bunyan on the Fear of God, vol. 1, pp. 487, 489

			506. Mark well Chris­ti­an’s defin­i­tion of “fear.” It is one of those pre­cious pas­sages in which our au­thor gives us the sub­ject mat­ter of a whole treat­ise in a few short and plain sen­tences. Treas­ure it up in your heart, and of­ten pon­der it there. It will prove, through the bless­ing of the Spir­it, a spe­cial means of en­liven­ing, when spir­itu­al langour, in con­sequence of worldly ease, is creep­ing upon your soul. —An­dronicus

			507. “Pi­ti­ful old self-holi­ness.” Mind this phrase. Far was it from the heart of good Mr. Bunyan to de­cry per­son­al holi­ness. It is noth­ing but self-holi­ness, or the holi­ness of the old man of sin; for true holi­ness springs from the be­lief of the truth, and love to the truth. All be­sides this only tends to self-con­fid­ence, and self-ap­plause. —Ma­son

			508. It is good to call to mind one’s own ig­nor­ance, when in our nat­ur­al es­tate, to ex­cite hu­mil­ity of heart, and thank­ful­ness to God, who made us to dif­fer, and to ex­cite pity to­wards those who are walk­ing in nature’s pride, self-right­eous­ness, and self-con­fid­ence. —Ma­son

			509. “Tem­por­ary;” one who is doc­trin­ally ac­quain­ted with the Gos­pel, but a stranger to its sanc­ti­fy­ing power. The reas­ons and man­ner of such men’s de­clen­sions and apostasy are very justly and em­phat­ic­ally stated. —Scott

			510. 2 Peter 2:22.

			In Hoff­man’s po­et­ic­al ver­sion of the Pil­grim, this sen­tence is, “And nature will re­turn, like Pope, to pork;” al­lud­ing to one of the Popes, who used daily to have a dish of pork; but, be­ing sick, his phys­i­cians for­bade it, when the Pope, in a rage, cried out, “Give me my pork, in spite of God.” —Ed­it­or

			511. A true de­scrip­tion of the state of some pro­fess­ors. Here see the reas­on why so many saints, as they are called, fall away. From hence, some take oc­ca­sion to deny the scrip­tur­al, soul-com­fort­ing doc­trine, of the cer­tain per­sever­ance of God’s saints un­to etern­al glory. So they dis­play the pride of their own hearts, their ig­nor­ance of God’s Word, while they make God’s prom­ises of no ef­fect, and the Gos­pel of his grace, only much ado about noth­ing. —Ma­son

			512. Pro­verbs 29:25.

			513. Three young fel­lows, Mr. Tra­di­tion, Mr. Hu­man-wis­dom, and Mr. Man’s-in­ven­tion, proffered their ser­vices to Shad­dai. The cap­tains told them not to be rash; but, at their en­treaty, they were lis­ted in­to Boan­erges’ com­pany, and away they went to the war. Be­ing in the rear, they were taken pris­on­ers. Then Di­abol­us asked them if they were will­ing to serve against Shad­dai. They told him, that as they did not so much live by re­li­gion as by the fates of for­tune, they would serve him. So he made two of them ser­geants; but he made Mr. Man’s-in­ven­tion his an­cient-bear­er [stand­ard-bear­er]. —Bunyan’s Holy War

			514. See how gradu­ally, step by step, apostates go back. It be­gins in the un­be­lief of the heart, and ends in open sins in the life. Why is the love of this world so for­bid­den? Why is cov­et­ous­ness called id­ol­atry? Be­cause, whatever draws away the heart from God, and pre­vents en­joy­ing close fel­low­ship with him, nat­ur­ally tends to apostasy from him. Look well to your hearts and af­fec­tions. “Keep thy heart with all di­li­gence, for out of it are the is­sues of life” (Pro­verbs 4:23). If you neg­lect to watch, you will be sure to smart un­der the sense of sin on earth, or its curse in hell. “See then that ye walk cir­cum­spectly, not as fools, but as wise, re­deem­ing the time, be­cause the days are evil” (Eph­esians 5:15, 16). —Ma­son

			515. Isai­ah 62:4.

			516. Song of So­lomon 2:10–12.

			517. O what a blessed state! what a glor­i­ous frame of soul is this! Job speaks of it as the candle of the Lord shin­ing upon his head (29:3). The church, in a rap­ture, cries out, “Sing, O heav­ens; and be joy­ful, O earth; break forth in­to singing, O moun­tains: for the Lord hath com­for­ted His people” (Isai­ah 49:13). Paul calls this, “The full­ness of the bless­ing of the Gos­pel of Christ” (Ro­mans 15:29). O rest not short of en­joy­ing the full blaze of Gos­pel peace and spir­itu­al joy. —Ma­son Dur­ing the last days of that em­in­ent man of God, Dr. Payson, he once said, “When I formerly read Bunyan’s de­scrip­tion of the Land of Beu­lah, where the sun shines and the birds sing day and night, I used to doubt wheth­er there was such a place; but now my own ex­per­i­ence has con­vinced me of it, and it in­fin­itely tran­scends all my pre­vi­ous con­cep­tions.” The best pos­sible com­ment­ary on the glow­ing de­scrip­tions in Bunyan is to be found in that very re­mark­able let­ter dic­tated by Dr. Payson to his sis­ter, a few weeks be­fore his death—“Were I to ad­opt the fig­ur­at­ive lan­guage of Bunyan, I might date this let­ter from the Land Beu­lah, of which I have been for some weeks a happy in­hab­it­ant. The Ce­les­ti­al City is full in my view. Its glor­ies have been upon me, its breezes fan me, its odours are waf­ted to me, its sounds strike upon my ears, and its spir­it is breathed in­to my heart. Noth­ing sep­ar­ates me from it but the River of Death, which now ap­pears but as an in­sig­ni­fic­ant rill, that may be crossed at a single step, whenev­er God shall give per­mis­sion. The Sun of Right­eous­ness has been gradu­ally draw­ing near­er and near­er, ap­pear­ing lar­ger and bright­er as He ap­proached, and now He fills the whole hemi­sphere, pour­ing forth a flood of glory, in which I seem to float, like an in­sect in the beams of the sun; ex­ult­ing, yet al­most trem­bling, while I gaze on this ex­cess­ive bright­ness, and won­der­ing, with un­ut­ter­able won­der, why God should deign thus to shine upon a sin­ful worm’. —Cheever

			518. Isai­ah 62:5.

			519. V. 8.

			520. V. 11.

			521. V. 12.

			522. In the im­me­di­ate view of heav­enly fe­li­city, Paul “de­sired to de­part hence, and be with Christ, as far bet­ter” than life. Dav­id “fain­ted for God’s sal­va­tion.” In the lively ex­er­cise of holy af­fec­tions, the be­liev­er grows weary of this sin­ful world, longs to have his faith changed for sight, his hope swal­lowed up in en­joy­ment, and his love per­fec­ted. —Scott

			523. Song of So­lomon 5:8.

			No oth­er lan­guage than that of Bunyan him­self, per­used in the pages of his own sweet book, could be suc­cess­ful in por­tray­ing this beauty and glory; for now he seems to feel that all the dangers of the pil­grim­age are al­most over, and he gives up him­self without re­straint so en­tirely to the sea of bliss that sur­rounds him, and to the gales of Heav­en that are waft­ing him on, and to the sounds of melody that float in the whole air around him, that noth­ing in the Eng­lish lan­guage can be com­pared with this whole clos­ing part of the Pil­grim’s Pro­gress, for its en­tran­cing splend­our, yet se­rene and simple love­li­ness. The col­our­ing is that of Heav­en in the soul; and Bunyan has poured his own Heav­en-en­tranced soul in­to it. With all its depth and power, there is noth­ing ex­ag­ger­ated, and it is made up of the simplest and most scrip­tur­al ma­ter­i­als and im­ages. We seem to stand in a flood of light, poured on as from the open gates of para­dise. It falls on every leaf and shrub by the way­side; it is re­flec­ted from the crys­tal streams that, between grassy banks, wind amidst groves of fruit-trees in­to vine­yards and flower-gar­dens. These fields of Beu­lah are just be­low the gate of Heav­en; and with the light of Heav­en there come float­ing down the melod­ies of Heav­en, so that here there is al­most an open rev­el­a­tion of the things which God hath pre­pared for them that love Him. —Cheever

			524. Deu­ter­o­nomy 23:24.

			525.

			
				
					This is the place, this is the state,
					

					Of all that fear the Lord;
					

					Which men nor an­gels may re­late
					

					With tongue, or pen, or word.
					

					No night is here for to ec­lipse
					

					Its spangling rays so bright;
					

					Nor doubt, nor fear, to shut the lips
					

					Of those with­in this light.
				

				
					The strings of mu­sic here are timed
					

					For heav­enly har­mony,
					

					And every spir­it here per­fumed
					

					With per­fect sanc­tity.
					

					Here run the crys­tal streams of life,
					

					Quite thorow all our veins;
					

					And here by love we do unite
					

					With glory’s golden chains.
				

				—Bunyan’s One Thing Need­ful
			

			526. Mr. Flavel, be­ing on a jour­ney, set him­self to im­prove the time by med­it­a­tion; when his mind grew in­tent, till at length he had such rav­ish­ing tastes of heav­enly joys, and such full as­sur­ance of his in­terest therein, that he ut­terly lost the sight and sense of this world and all its con­cerns, so that for hours he knew not where he was. At last, per­ceiv­ing him­self faint, he alighted from his horse and sat down at a spring, where he re­freshed him­self, earn­estly de­sir­ing, if it were the will of God, that he might there leave the world. His spir­it re­viv­ing, he fin­ished his jour­ney in the same de­light­ful frame; and all that night passed without a wink of sleep, the joy of the Lord still over­flow­ing him, so that he seemed an in­hab­it­ant of the oth­er world. —Pneu­ma­to­lo­gia, 4to, 2nd edit. p. 210

			527. Rev­el­a­tion 21:18.

			528. 2 Cor­inthi­ans 3:18.

			529. Who are these min­is­ter­ing spir­its, that the au­thor calls “men?” Are they the glor­i­fied in­hab­it­ants of the Ce­les­ti­al City? Moses and Eli­as ap­peared at the trans­fig­ur­a­tion; so the spir­it who spake with John (Rev­el­a­tion 20:10), was his fel­low-ser­vant. Are these “spir­its of just men made per­fect”—the an­gel-min­is­ter­ing spir­its which are sent forth to min­is­ter for them who shall be heirs of sal­va­tion? (Hebrews 1:14; 12:22, 23). —Ed­it­or

			530. What are these two dif­fi­culties? Are they not death without, and un­be­lief with­in? It is through the lat­ter that the former is all-dis­tress­ing to us. O for a strong, world-con­quer­ing, sin-sub­du­ing, death-over­com­ing faith, in life and death! Je­sus, Mas­ter, speak the word, un­be­lief shall flee, our faith shall not fail, and our hope shall be steady. —Ma­son

			531. Well, now the pil­grims must meet with, and en­counter, their last en­emy, death. When he stares them in the face, their fears arise. Through the river they must go. What have they to look at? What they are in them­selves, or what they have done and been? No. Only the same Je­sus who conquered death for us, and can over­come the fear of death in us. —Ma­son

			532. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 15:51, 52.

			533.

			
				
					But tim’rous mor­tals start and shrink
					

					To cross this nar­row sea;
					

					They linger, shiv­er­ing on the brink,
					

					And fear to launch away.
				

				—Watts
			

			Evo­di­as could not join in the pe­ti­tion of the Liturgy—“From sud­den death, good Lord, de­liv­er us.” He had his wish; and ex­pired sud­denly on a Lord’s-day morn­ing, while thou­sands were as­sem­bling to hear him preach. —An­dronicus

			534. Bunyan died in per­fect peace, though it is prob­able that he ex­pec­ted dark­ness in the try­ing hour. Thus he says, in his treat­ise on Pauls De­par­ture, “Aye, this will make thee cry, though thou be as good as Dav­id. Where­fore learn by his sor­rows to serve thy gen­er­a­tion, by the will of God, be­fore fall­ing asleep. God can par­don thy sins, and yet make them a bit­ter thing and a bur­den at death. It is easy to Him to par­don, and yet break all thy bones; or show Him­self in such dread­ful majesty, that Heav­en and earth shall tremble at His pres­ence. Let the thoughts of this pre­vail with thee to man­age thy time and work in wis­dom, while thou art well” (Vol. 1, p. 730). —Ed­it­or

			535. Satan is suffered to be very busy with God’s people in their last mo­ments, but he too, like death, is a conquered en­emy by our Je­sus; there­fore, amidst all his at­tacks, they are safe. He can­not des­troy them whom Je­sus hath re­deemed, for He is faith­ful to them, and almighty to save. —Ma­son

			536. Hope­ful, agree­ably to his name, was not only pre­served from ter­ror, but en­abled to en­cour­age his trem­bling com­pan­ion telling him the wel­come news that “he felt the bot­tom, and it was good.” Blessed ex­per­i­ence! If Christ is our found­a­tion, we have noth­ing to fear, even in the swell­ings of Jordan, for death it­self can­not sep­ar­ate us from the love of Christ. —Burder

			537. Psalms 73:4, 5.

			538. When you vis­it a sick or death bed, be sure that you take God’s Word with you, in your heart and in your mouth. It is from that only that you may ex­pect a bless­ing upon, and to the soul of, the sick or the dy­ing; for it is by the Word of God faith came at the first; it is by that, faith is strengthened at the last; and Je­sus is the sum and sub­stance of the Scrip­tures. —Ma­son

			539. Je­sus Christ, He is in­deed the Al­pha and Omega, the first and the last, the be­gin­ning of our hope, and the end of our con­fid­ence. We be­gin and end the Chris­ti­an pil­grim­age with Him; and all our tempta­tions and tri­als speak loudly, and fully con­firm to us that truth of our Lord, “Without Me ye can do noth­ing” (John 15:5). —Ma­son

			540. Isai­ah 43:2.

			541. The tem­por­ary dis­tresses of dy­ing be­liev­ers of­ten arise from bod­ily dis­ease, which in­ter­rupt the free ex­er­cise of their in­tel­lec­tu­al powers. Of this Satan will be sure to take ad­vant­age, as far as he is per­mit­ted, and will sug­gest gloomy ima­gin­a­tions, not only to dis­tress them, but to dis­hearten oth­ers by their ex­ample. Gen­er­ally they who, for a time, have been most dis­tressed, have at length died most tri­umphantly. —Scott

			542. I can­not trust my­self to read the ac­count of Chris­ti­an go­ing up to the Ce­les­ti­al Gate, after his pas­sage though the River of Death. —Arnold

			543. Bunyan, in his Saint’s Know­ledge of Christ’s Love, de­scribes the feel­ings of the pil­grim, while clothed with mor­tal­ity, look­ing up to the heights of Heav­en. Christ could mount up—Eli­jah had a chari­ot of fire—Enoch was taken by God. But I, poor I, how shall I get thith­er? How of­ten are con­sid­er­ing thoughts want­ing in pro­fess­ors! The ques­tion is hap­pily solved in Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful’s ex­per­i­ence; they left all their mor­tal gar­ments and bur­dens be­hind them in the river, and their free spir­its for the first time felt the sweets of liberty in their per­fec­tion. —Ed­it­or

			544. I know that all who go to para­dise, are con­duc­ted thith­er by these holy ones; but yet, for all that, such as die un­der the cloud, for un­chris­ti­an walk­ing with God, may meet with dark­ness on that day, and go heav­ily hence. But as for those who have been faith­ful to their God, they shall see be­fore them, or from earth see glory. —Bunyan’s Paul’s De­par­ture, vol. 1, p. 741

			545. Hebrews 12:22–24.

			546. Rev­el­a­tion 2:7; 3:4; 22:5.

			547. Isai­ah 57:1, 2; 65:17.

			Ah, Chris­ti­an! None can con­ceive or de­scribe what it is to live in a state sep­ar­ate from a body of sin and death. Surely in some happy, highly-fa­voured mo­ments, we have had a glimpse, a fore­taste of this, and could real­ize it by faith. O for more and more of this, till we pos­sess and en­joy it in all its full­ness! If Je­sus be so sweet to faith be­low, who can tell what He is in full fruition above? This we must die to know. —Ma­son

			548. Gala­tians 6:7.

			549. 1 John 3:2.

			550. 1 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 4:13–17; Jude 14; Daniel 7:9, 10; 1 Cor­inthi­ans 6:2, 3.

			551. Rev­el­a­tion 19:9.

			552. Bunyan has, with great beauty and prob­ab­il­ity, brought in the min­istry of an­gels, and re­gions of the air, to be passed through in their com­pany, rising, and still rising, high­er and high­er, be­fore they come to that mighty mount on which He has placed the gates of the Ce­les­ti­al City. The an­gels re­ceive His pil­grims as they come up from the River of Death, and form for them a bright, glit­ter­ing, ser­aph­ic, lov­ing con­voy, whose con­ver­sa­tion pre­pares them gradu­ally for that ex­ceed­ing and etern­al weight of glory which is to be theirs as they enter in at the gate. Bunyan has thus, in this bliss­ful pas­sage from the river to the gate, done what no oth­er de­vout writer, or dream­er, or spec­u­lat­or, that we are aware of, has ever done; he has filled what per­haps in most minds is a mere blank, a va­cancy, or at most a be­wil­der­ment and mist of glory, with def­in­ite and be­atif­ic im­ages, with nat­ur­al thoughts, and with the sym­path­iz­ing com­mu­nion of gentle spir­its, who form, as it were, an out­er porch and per­spect­ive of glory, through which the soul passes in­to un­cre­ated light. Bunyan has thrown a bridge, as it were, for the ima­gin­a­tion, over the deep, sud­den, open space of an un­tried spir­itu­al ex­ist­ence; where it finds, ready to re­ceive the soul that leaves the body, min­is­ter­ing spir­its, sent forth to min­is­ter un­to them who are to be heirs of sal­va­tion. —Cheever

			553.

			
				
					Glory bey­ond all glory ever seen
					

					By wak­ing sense, or by the dream­ing soul!
					

					The ap­pear­ance, in­stant­an­eously dis­closed,
					

					Was of a mighty City—boldly say
					

					A wil­der­ness of build­ing, sink­ing far,
					

					And self-with­drawn in­to a won­drous depth,
					

					Far sink­ing in­to splend­our without end!
					

					Fab­ric it seemed of dia­mond and of gold,
					

					With ala­baster domes and sil­ver spires,
					

					And blaz­ing ter­race upon ter­race, high
					

					Up­lif­ted: here, se­rene pa­vil­ions bright,
					

					In av­en­ues dis­posed; there, towers be­girt
					

					With bat­tle­ments, that on their rest­less fronts
					

					Bore stars—il­lu­min­a­tion of all gems!
				

				—Wordsworth
			

			554. Rev­el­a­tion 22:14.

			555.

			
				
					A cer­ti­fic­ate,
					

					To show thou seest thy­self most des­ol­ate;
					

					Writ by the Mas­ter, with re­pent­ance seal’d.
					

					To show also that here [by Christ] thou would’st be healed.
					

					* * *
					

					And that thou dost ab­hor thee for thy ways,
					

					And would’st in holi­ness spend all thy days.
				

				—Bunyan’s House of God, vol. 2, p. 580
			

			556. Isai­ah 26:2.

			Blessed in­deed is that man who, while en­cumbered with a sin­ful body, can truly say, “I live, yet not I, but Christ liv­eth in me.” In Him all the com­mand­ments are obeyed—all my sins washed away by His blood—and my soul clothed with right­eous­ness and im­mor­tal­ity. Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord: they enter the Ce­les­ti­al City. This is the right­eous na­tion, which kee­p­eth the truth. O my read­er, would you be one of the glor­i­fied in­hab­it­ants of that city whose build­er and maker is God? Then must you live the life of faith; so run that ye may ob­tain; ever be found look­ing un­to Je­sus. —Ed­it­or

			
				
					“Pre­pare me, Lord, for Thy right hand,
					

					Then come the joy­ful day;
					

					Come death, and some ce­les­ti­al hand,
					

					And fetch my soul away.”
				

			

			557. O what ac­clam­a­tions of joy will there be, when all the chil­dren of God meet to­geth­er, without the fear of be­ing dis­turbed by An­ti­christ! How will the heav­ens echo of joy, when the Bride, the Lamb’s wife, shall come to dwell with her Hus­band! If you would be bet­ter sat­is­fied what the be­atif­ic vis­ion means, my re­quest is, that you would live holily, and thus go and see. Christ is the de­sire of all na­tions, the joy of an­gels, the de­light of the Fath­er. What solace, then, must that soul be filled with, which hath the pos­ses­sion of Christ to all etern­ity? —Bunyan’s Dy­ing Say­ings, vol.1, pp. 64, 65

			558. Rev­el­a­tion 5:13.

			559. Rev­el­a­tion 4:8.

			560. When a form­al vis­it from a min­is­ter, a few gen­er­al ques­tions, and a pray­er, with or without the sac­ra­ment, calm the mind of a dy­ing per­son, whose life has been un­suit­able to the Chris­ti­an pro­fes­sion; no doubt, could we pen­et­rate the veil, we should see him waf­ted across the river in the boat of Vain-hope, and meet­ing with the aw­ful doom that is here de­scribed. From such fatal de­lu­sions, good Lord, de­liv­er us! —Scott

			561. Vain-hope ever dwells in the bos­om of fools, and is ever ready to as­sist Ig­nor­ance. He wanted him at the last, and he found him. He had been his com­pan­ion through life, and will not for­sake him in the hour of death. You see Ig­nor­ance had no pangs in his death, no fears, doubts, and sor­rows, no ter­ror from the en­emy, but all was se­rene and happy. Vain-hope was his fer­ry­man; and he, as the good folks say, died like a lamb. Ah, but did such lambs see what was to fol­low, when Vain-hope had waf­ted them over the river, they would roar like lions! —Ma­son

			562. This is a most aw­ful con­clu­sion. Con­sider it deeply. Weigh it at­tent­ively, so as to get good sat­is­fac­tion from the Word to these im­port­ant ques­tions—Am I in Christ, the way, the only way, to the king­dom, or not? Do I see that all oth­er ways, wheth­er of sin or self-right­eous­ness, lead to hell? Does Christ dwell in my heart by faith? Am I a new creature in Him? Do I re­nounce my own right­eous­ness, as well as ab­hor my sins? Do I look alone to Christ for right­eous­ness, and de­pend only on Him for holi­ness? Is He the only hope of my soul, and the only con­fid­ence of my heart? And do I de­sire to be found in Him; know­ing by the Word, and feel­ing by the teach­ing of His Spir­it, that I am totally lost in my­self? Thus, is Christ formed in me, the only hope of glory? Do I study to please Him, as well as hope to en­joy Him? Is fel­low­ship with God the Fath­er, and His Son, Je­sus Christ, so prized by me, as to seek it, and to es­teem it above all things? If so, though I may find all things in nature, in the world, and from Satan, con­tinu­ally op­pos­ing this, yet I am in Christ the way, and He is in me the truth and the life. —Ma­son How far may such an one go? This im­port­ant ques­tion is very sol­emnly ar­gued in Bunyan’s Law and Grace. He may be re­ceived in­to church-fel­low­ship—and, like the fool­ish vir­gins, be clear from out­ward pol­lu­tion—have gone forth from the rudi­ments and tra­di­tions of men—and had their lamps, but still lost their pre­cious souls. They may bear of­fice in the church, as Ju­das car­ried the bag, and as De­mas! They may be­come preach­ers and min­is­ters of the Gos­pel, with rare gifts, and a flu­ent tongue, like an an­gel, to speak of the hid­den mys­ter­ies; but may die un­der the curse. They may have the gifts of the Spir­it and proph­ecy, and be but a Ba­l­aam. They may stand thus un­til Christ come and re­veal them. They may, with con­fid­ence, say, Lord, Lord, have we not eaten and drank in Thy pres­ence, and taught in Thy name, and in Thy name have cast out dev­ils? and yet, poor creatures, be shut out! —Ed­it­or

			563. In 1683, the year be­fore Bunyan pub­lished his Second Part, a little volume was prin­ted un­der the same title, by some an­onym­ous au­thor. —Ed­it­or

			564. While the car­nal heart is in a state of such bit­ter enmity against the Gos­pel, it re­quires wis­dom to in­tro­duce the sub­ject of re­li­gion; still we have a duty to per­form, even if the truth should prove a sa­vour of death un­to death. We must live the Gos­pel in the sight of such, and not be daun­ted from in­vit­ing them to be­come pil­grims to the Ce­les­ti­al City. —Ed­it­or

			565. I went over the Tract House in New York, and was de­lighted to see there six steam-presses. Dur­ing the last year, they prin­ted 17,000 cop­ies of Bunyan’s Pil­grim’s Pro­gress. —Amer­ic­an Scenes, by Eben. Dav­ies, Lon­don, 1849, p. 299

			566. This poem was writ­ten with­in six years of the first pub­lic­a­tion of the First Part. In that short peri­od it had be­come so won­der­fully pop­u­lar as to have been ex­tens­ively cir­cu­lated in the lan­guages which the au­thor names, and to have had a large cir­cu­la­tion in Amer­ica. After an­oth­er four years, namely in 1688, up­wards of 100,00 cop­ies had been is­sued in Eng­lish; and to the present time it has been stead­ily in­creas­ing in pop­ular­ity, so that, after 170 years have elapsed, it is more pop­u­lar than ever. This is a fact without par­al­lel in the an­nals of lit­er­at­ure. —Ed­it­or

			567. After the au­thor had heard the cri­ti­cisms of friends and foes upon the First Part, he ad­opts this second nar­rat­ive to be a key ex­plain­ing many things which ap­peared dark in Chris­ti­an’s jour­ney. —Ed­it­or

			568. This ad­dress pre­pares the read­er for a great­er vari­ety of ex­per­i­ence and ad­ven­tures than he meets with in the First Part; all of which are dif­fer­ent: and the be­ha­viour of the sev­er­al pil­grims, un­der their vari­ous calam­it­ies, are beau­ti­fully de­scribed. Their con­flicts and their con­sol­a­tions be­ing man­i­fold, con­vince us that the ex­er­cises of every ex­per­i­enced soul are for the most part dis­sim­il­ar, not­with­stand­ing, if they pro­ceed from the op­er­a­tion of the Spir­it, they have the same happy tend­ency. —Ma­son The Second Part is pe­cu­li­arly ad­ap­ted to dir­ect and en­cour­age fe­male Chris­ti­ans and young per­sons; and it is hoped will be a bless­ing to such. —Burder Per­haps the Second Part of this pil­grim­age comes near­er to the or­din­ary ex­per­i­ence of the great mul­ti­tude of Chris­ti­ans than the First Part; and this may have been Bunyan’s in­ten­tion. The First Part shows, as in Chris­ti­an, Faith­ful, and Hope­ful, the great ex­amples and strong lights of this pil­grim­age; it is as if Paul and Luth­er were passing over the scene. The Second Part shows a vari­ety of pil­grims, whose stature and ex­per­i­ence are more on a level with our own. The First Part is more severe, sub­lime, in­spir­ing; the Second Part is more sooth­ing and com­fort­ing. The First Part has deep and aw­ful shad­ows mingled with its light, ter­ribly in­struct­ive, and like warn­ings from hell and the grave. The Second Part is more con­tinu­ally and un­in­ter­rup­tedly cheer­ful, full of good nature and pleas­antry, and show­ing the pil­grim­age in lights and shades that are com­mon to weak­er Chris­ti­ans. —Cheever

			569. The First Part had been pub­lished six years, dur­ing which time Mr. Bunyan had been so fully oc­cu­pied by his pas­tor­al la­bours and fre­quent preach­ing in dif­fer­ent parts of Eng­land, that he had not been able to ac­com­plish his design of pub­lish­ing a fe­male Pil­grim’s Pro­gress. He was without ex­cep­tion the most pop­u­lar preach­er of his day. —Ivimey

			570. The First Part was writ­ten in Bed­ford jail; this is “about a mile off the place,” at the vil­lage of El­stow, where Mr. Bunyan resided, and where his house is still stand­ing—a very humble cot­tage, and an ob­ject of curi­os­ity, as is also the very an­cient church and tower. The tower an­swers to the de­scrip­tion of the “steeple-house” in which Mr. Bunyan was en­gaged in ringing the bells. “The main beam that lay over­thwart the steeple from side to side,” and un­der which he stood lest “one of the bells should fall and kill him,” presents ex­actly that ap­pear­ance—. —Ivimey

			571. This is quite nat­ur­al, and very com­mon. The men of this world will can­on­ize those for saints, when dead, whom they stig­mat­ized with the vilest names when liv­ing. Be­sides many oth­ers I could men­tion, this I have pe­cu­li­arly re­marked in re­spect to that man of God, that faith­ful min­is­ter of Christ, the late Rev. Mr. White­field. Scarce any­one went through more pub­lic re­proach than he did; yet how of­ten have I been amazed to hear per­sons who held him, his char­ac­ter and con­duct, in the vilest con­tempt when liv­ing, who, now he is dead, speak in the most re­spect­ful man­ner of him! O let us leave our char­ac­ters to Him who died for our sins, and to whom we can com­mit our souls. —Ma­son “The memory of the just is blessed.” All men’s minds wa­ter at a pil­grim’s gains, while they are re­solved nev­er to run a pil­grim’s haz­ards.

			
				
					O let me die his death! all nature cries:
					

					Then live his life—all nature fal­ters there.
				

			

			572. These words were in­tro­duced after the au­thor’s de­cease. Not be­ing able to dis­cov­er by what au­thor­ity they were ad­ded, I have put them with­in brack­ets. —Ed­it­or

			573. Rev­el­a­tion 3:4; 6:11.

			574. Zechari­ah 3:7.

			575. Luke 14:15.

			576. Jude 14, 15.

			577. What a thun­der­bolt is this! Read­er, have you ever spoken harshly to, or per­se­cuted, a child of God—a poor pen­it­ent sin­ner? Hear the Word of the Judge of all the earth—“Inas­much as ye have done it to the least of these My brethren, ye have done it un­to Me.” —Ed­it­or Read this and tremble, ye who speak evil of those things which ye know not. —J. B.

			578. Luke 10:16.

			Mark this well. No mat­ter what pro­fes­sion we make, if the love of Christ be not its found­a­tion, all is noth­ing without this love. It is this love in the heart that, like oil in the lamp, keeps the pro­fes­sion of Christ burn­ing bright. The more this love is felt, the more ar­dent the fire of zeal burns, and the more stead­ily we shall fol­low on to know the Lord; and nev­er leave off nor give over, till we see and en­joy the Lord in His king­dom. —Ma­son

			579. Rev­el­a­tion 14:13.

			580. Psalms 126:5, 6.

			581. It is not im­prob­able that Mr. Bunyan had an eye to his own wife and four chil­dren, and that these were the lead­ing char­ac­ters in this re­li­gious drama; and also that the his­tory of Chris­ti­ans of his ac­quaint­ance fur­nished the oth­er per­son­ages. —Ivimey The Ed­it­or dif­fers in this opin­ion, be­liev­ing that all the ex­per­i­ence nar­rated in the Pil­grim’s Pro­gress is drawn from the Sac­red Scrip­tures, and which fits it for every age of the church, to the fi­nal con­sum­ma­tion of all things. Oth­ers have agreed with Mr. Ivimey. Read­er, you must form your own opin­ion. —Ed­it­or

			582. Though mor­al sua­sion, and all the af­fec­tion­ate ar­gu­ments from a tender hus­band, or an af­fec­tion­ate par­ent, may prove in­ef­fec­tu­al for the present; yet, when the Lord works by His mighty power, then only they prove ef­fec­tu­al to sav­ing pur­poses. Then let us not neg­lect our duty, but be earn­est in it, and leave the event to sov­er­eign grace. —Ma­son

			583. Those who cruelly and un­kindly treat their godly re­la­tions and friends on ac­count of their re­li­gion, must come to feel it in the bit­ter­ness of their spir­it, and groan in the sor­row of their soul, if ever the Lord grants them re­pent­ance un­to life. —Ma­son

			584. Happy is that death which brings the be­liev­er to Heav­en, and the sur­viv­ing re­l­at­ives to Christ; which opens the gate of glory to one, and the door of con­ver­sion to the oth­er. —Barder

			585. James 1:23–25.

			586. Is it any mar­vel, that a quickened en­lightened sin­ner should be judged by those around him, who are yet dead in their sins, to be full of whims and mel­an­choly? No! it is very nat­ur­al for them to think us fools and mad; but we know that they really are so. —Ma­son

			587. One of God’s ends in in­sti­tut­ing mar­riage is, that, un­der a fig­ure, Christ and His church should be set forth. There is a sweet scent wrapped up in that re­la­tion. Be such a hus­band to thy be­liev­ing wife, that she may say, God hath giv­en to me a hus­band that preacheth Christ’s car­riage to the church every day.—If thy wife be un­be­liev­ing, thou hast a duty to per­form un­der a double ob­lig­a­tion; for she is li­able every mo­ment to etern­al ru­in. O how little sense of the worth of souls is there in the hearts of some hus­bands! This is mani­fest by their un­chris­ti­an car­riage to and be­fore their wives.—Wives also should be dis­creet, chaste, keep­ers at home, good, obed­i­ent to their own hus­bands. Why? Be­cause, oth­er­wise, the Word of God will he blas­phemed (Tit­us 2:5). Take heed of an id­ling, talk­ing, wrangling tongue. It is odi­ous in maids or wives to be like par­rots, not brid­ling the tongue. It is un­seemly to see a wo­man, as much as once in her life­time, to of­fer to over­top her hus­band. I do not in­tend that wo­men should he slaves by this sub­jec­tion: “Let every man love his wife as him­self and the wife see that she rev­er­ence her hus­band” (Eph­esians 5:33). Abi­gail would not speak a word to her churl­ish hus­band un­til he was in a sober tem­per, and his wine gone out of him. —Bunyan’s Chris­ti­an Be­ha­viour, vol. 2, pp. 558–561

			588. Luke 18:13.

			589. This is the first cry of an awakened sin­ner—mercy for the lost and miser­able; and no soon­er are the sin­ner’s eyes opened to see his ruined, des­per­ate state, and to cry for mercy, but the god of this world, who hitherto had blinded the eyes, and kept the heart se­curely by pre­sump­tion, now op­poses the sin­ner’s pro­gress to a Throne of Grace, to a God of mercy, and to the Sa­viour of the lost. Satan does not eas­ily part with his prey. But Je­sus, the strong man, armed with almighty power and ever­last­ing love, will con­quer and cast him out. That is the sin­ner’s mercy, or none could ever be saved. —Ma­son

			590. The mind, dur­ing sleep, is of­ten oc­cu­pied with those sub­jects that have most deeply en­gaged the wak­ing thoughts; and it some­times pleases God to make use of ideas thus sug­ges­ted, to in­flu­ence the con­duct by ex­cit­ing fears or hopes. But if we at­tempt to draw con­clu­sions on doc­trines, or to dis­cov­er hid­den things by them, it be­comes a dan­ger­ous spe­cies of en­thu­si­asm. —Scott There is no just reas­on to doubt that God still em­ploys dreams for the con­ver­sion of sin­ners. “In a dream, in a vis­ion of the night, when deep sleep falleth upon men, in slum­ber­ings upon the bed; then He open­eth the ears of men, and sealeth their in­struc­tion” (Job 33:15, 16). —Ivimey Dreams are some­times of use to warn and en­cour­age a Chris­ti­an, and seem to be really “from God;” but great cau­tion is ne­ces­sary, lest they mis­lead us, as they do weak and en­thu­si­ast­ic per­sons. They must nev­er be de­pended on as the ground of hope, or the test of our state; noth­ing must be put in the place of the Word of God. —Burder

			591. “The fear of the Lord is the be­gin­ning of wis­dom” (Psalms 111:10); and “the secret of the Lord is with them that fear Him” (Psalms 25:14). The Spir­it, the Com­fort­er, nev­er con­vinces the soul of sin, but He also re­vives and com­forts the heart with glad tid­ings of free and full par­don of sin, through the blood of the Lamb. —Ma­son Prob­ably the name of this vis­it­or was de­rived from what was said by the heav­enly vis­it­or to Manoah (Judges 13:18). —Ivimey The si­lent in­flu­ences of the Holy Spir­it are here per­son­i­fied. The in­tim­a­tions of Secret rep­res­ent the teach­ings of the Holy Spir­it, by which the sin­ner un­der­stands the real mean­ing of the Sac­red Scrip­tures as to the way of sal­va­tion. —Scott, abridged

			592. Song of So­lomon 1:3.

			593. “Rote of heart;” “rote” is to com­mit to memory, so as to be able to re­peat flu­ently, as a wheel runs round, but without at­tach­ing any idea or sense to the words; “rote of heart” is to do this with a full un­der­stand­ing of the mean­ing. —Ed­it­or

			594. Psalms 119:54.

			595. As the Spir­it test­i­fies of Christ, so He leads the soul to Christ, that He may be the sin­ner’s only hope, right­eous­ness, and strength.

			Thus He glor­i­fies Christ. —Ma­son

			
				
					But bring thou with thee a cer­ti­fic­ate,
					

					To show thou seest thy­self most des­ol­ate;
					

					Writ by the Mas­ter, with re­pent­ance seal’d.
				

				—House of God, vol. 2, p. 580
			

			596. Blessed pen­it­ence! Chris­ti­an’s chil­dren, when he set out in his pil­grim­age, had been li­able to Mr. Bunyan’s severe re­marks in his valu­able book on Chris­ti­an Be­ha­viour—“I ob­serve a vile spir­it amongst some chil­dren, who over­look, or have slight­ing or scorn­ful thoughts of their par­ents. Such an one hath got just the heart of a dog or a beast, that will bite those that be­got them. But my fath­er is poor, and I am rich, and it will he a hindrance to me to re­spect him. I tell thee, thou ar­guest like an athe­ist and a beast, and stand­est full flat against the Son of God (Mark 7:9–13). Must a little of the glory of the but­ter­fly make thee not hon­our thy fath­er and moth­er? Little dost thou know how many pray­ers, sighs, and tears have been wrung from their hearts on thine ac­count.” —(Vol. 2, pp. 562, 563) —Ed­it­or

			597. The awaken­ing of a sin­ner may be ef­fected by very dif­fer­ent means. Ly­dia’s heart was opened through at­tend­ing to Paul’s min­istry; the jail­er’s, through the alarm pro­duced in his mind by the fear of dis­grace and pun­ish­ment. Chris­ti­an was brought to a sense of his lost con­di­tion by read­ing the Scrip­tures; Chris­ti­ana, by re­flect­ing, after the death of her hus­band, upon her un­kind treat­ment of him on ac­count of his re­li­gion, the thought of which “rent the caul of her heart in sun­der;” and the four boys, by the con­ver­sa­tion of their moth­er with them about their de­par­ted fath­er, and about her hav­ing neg­lected their souls. Re­li­gion is a per­son­al con­cern, and be­gins with re­pent­ance and sor­row for sin. Chil­dren are not saved by the faith of their par­ents, but must be in­di­vidu­ally brought to feel their own sin­ful­ness, and to con­fess their own guilt and danger; nor will a moth­er’s pray­ers save her chil­dren, un­less they heart­ily unite with her in them. —Ivimey

			598. Read­er, stop and ex­am­ine. Did ever any of your car­nal ac­quaint­ance take know­ledge of a dif­fer­ence of your lan­guage and con­duct? [Does it stun them?] Or do they still like and ap­prove of you as well as ever? What reas­on, then, have you to think your­self a pil­grim? If the heart be ever so little ac­quain­ted with the Lord, the tongue will dis­cov­er it, and the car­nal and pro­fane will ri­dicule and des­pise you for it. —Ma­son

			599. “Is will­ing to stay be­hind.” Mr. Bunyan has strongly in­tim­ated, in this ac­count, that chil­dren, very young per­sons, may be the sub­jects of re­new­ing grace, and may ex­per­i­ence the power of the Gos­pel upon their hearts, pro­du­cing that faith that is of the op­er­a­tion of God, and works meet for re­pent­ance. This fact is abund­antly con­firmed by many liv­ing in­stances of very young per­sons know­ing the grace of God in truth, and ad­orn­ing the doc­trine of God our Sa­viour. —Ivimey

			600. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 5:1–5.

			601. This was a love-let­ter, full of the love of Je­sus, and the pre­cious in­vit­a­tions of His lov­ing heart to sin­ners to come un­to Him as re­cor­ded in his blessed Word. Happy sin­ners, whose eyes are opened to read it! But this the world calls mad­ness. —Ma­son

			602. The ob­ser­va­tions of the un­con­ver­ted, when they per­ceive the con­science of a poor sin­ner alarmed for fear of the wrath to come, are ad­mir­ably put in Bunyan’s Come and Wel­come, (vol. 1, p. 278): “They at­trib­ute the change to mel­an­choly—to sit­ting alone—to over­much read­ing—to go­ing to too many ser­mons—to too much study­ing and mus­ing on what they hear. They con­clude that it is for want of merry com­pany—for want of phys­ic; and they ad­vise them to leave off read­ing, go­ing to ser­mons, the com­pany of sober people, and to be merry, to go a-gos­sip­ing. But, poor ig­nor­ant sin­ner, let me deal with thee. It seems that thou hast turned coun­sel­lor for Satan. Thou judgest fool­ishly. Thou art like Elymas the sor­cer­er, that sought to turn the deputy from the faith, to per­vert the right ways of the Lord. Take heed, lest some heavy judg­ment over­take thee.” Pil­grim, be­ware of the sol­emn warn­ings of God in Deu­ter­o­nomy 13:6, and Hebrews 10:38. —Ed­it­or

			603. Bunyan prob­ably al­ludes to Pro­verbs 17:16: “Where­fore is there a price in the hand of a fool to get wis­dom, see­ing he hath no heart to it?” —Ivimey

			604. It is well to be bold in the name of the Lord, and blunt with those who seek to turn us away from fol­low­ing on to know the Lord; for noth­ing less than life and sal­va­tion, or death and dam­na­tion, will be the is­sue of it. —Ma­son

			605. The very things which ex­cite the rage and scorn of some per­sons, pen­et­rate the hearts of oth­ers. Thus the Lord waked one to dif­fer from an­oth­er, by pre­par­ing the heart to re­ceive the good seed of Di­vine truth. Yet every­one will­ingly chooses the way he takes, without con­straint or hindrance, ex­cept his own pre­vail­ing dis­pos­i­tions. —Scott

			606. Here we see our Lord’s Word veri­fied, “The one shall be taken, and the oth­er left” (Mat­thew 24:41). Mercy is called, and Timor­ous left. All, to ap­pear­ance, seems chance and ac­ci­dent; but sov­er­eign grace over­rules all things. “All things are of God, who hath re­con­ciled us to Him­self by Je­sus Christ” (2 Cor­inthi­ans 5:18). —Ma­son

			607. This tale, by the names, ar­gu­ments, and dis­course in­tro­duced in­to it, shows what kind of per­sons des­pise and re­vile all those that fear God, and seek the sal­va­tion of their souls. Prof­lig­ates, who nev­er stud­ied re­li­gion, pass sen­tence upon the most dif­fi­cult con­tro­ver­sies without hes­it­a­tion. Such per­sons call for our com­pas­sion and pray­ers even more than our de­test­a­tion. —Scott

			608. O how do such car­nal wretches sport with their own dam­na­tion, while they des­pise the pre­cious truths of God, and ri­dicule His be­loved, chosen, and called people! But as it was in the be­gin­ning, he who was born after the flesh per­se­cuted Him who was born after the Spir­it, so it is now, and will be as long as the seed of the wo­man and the seed of the ser­pent are upon the earth. —Ma­son Such char­ac­ters are por­trayed by the apostle, in his sol­emn riddle (1 Timothy 5:6). —Ivimey

			609. The sin­gu­lar dis­pens­a­tions of Provid­ence, and the strong im­pres­sions made by the Word of God upon some minds, seem to amount to a spe­cial in­vit­a­tion; while oth­ers are gradu­ally and gently brought to em­brace the Gos­pel, and these are some­times dis­cour­aged lest they have nev­er been truly awakened. They should re­col­lect that the Lord de­lighteth in mercy; that Christ will in no wise cast out any that come to Him; and that they who trust in the mercy of God, solely through the re­demp­tion of His Son, shall as­suredly be saved. —Scott

			610. Such is the true spir­it of real pil­grims, that do not love to eat their pre­cious morsel alone. They wish oth­ers to know Christ, and to be­come fol­low­ers of Him with them­selves. —Ma­son

			611. Though Chris­ti­ana clearly knew her call­ing of God, yet Mercy did not; there­fore she is in doubt about it. Just so it is with many at their first set­ting out. Hence they are ready to say—and I have met with many who have said—that they could even wish to have had the most vi­ol­ent con­vic­tions of sin, and to have been, as it were, shook over the mouth of hell, that they might have a great­er cer­tainty of their be­ing called of God. But this is speak­ing un­ad­visedly. Bet­ter to take the apostle’s ad­vice—“Give all di­li­gence to make your call­ing sure.” —Ma­son

			612. Here is a pre­cious dis­cov­ery of a heart di­vinely in­struc­ted. Mind, here is no look­ing to any­thing Mercy was in her­self, nor to any­thing she could do for her­self, for hope. But all is re­solved in­to this—even the love of the heart of the King of Heav­en. Read­er, can you be con­tent with this? Can you cast all, and rest all, upon the love of Christ? Then bless His lov­ing name for giv­ing you a pil­grim’s heart. —Ma­son Mercy clearly dis­covered a work of grace on her heart. She was anxious about her ac­cept­ance at last; she began to pray; she threw her­self on the mere mercy of Christ’s heart; and proved “the bowels of a pil­grim,” by lament­ing the sad con­di­tion of her car­nal re­la­tions. —Burder

			613. This truth is ex­em­pli­fied in the Holy War—“Now Mr. De­sires, when he saw that he must go on this er­rand, be­sought that Mr. Wet-eyes should go with him to pe­ti­tion the Prince. This Mr. Wet-eyes was a poor man, a man of a broken spir­it, yet one that could speak well to a pe­ti­tion. Then Mr. Wet-eyes fell on his face to the ground, and said, O my Lord, I see dirt in my own tears, and filthi­ness at the bot­tom of my pray­ers; but, I pray Thee, mer­ci­fully pass by the sin of Man­soul.” —Ed­it­or

			614. Psalms 126:5, 6.

			615. Per­haps the most de­light­ful por­tion of the Second Dream of Bunyan is its sweet rep­res­ent­a­tion of the fe­male char­ac­ter. There nev­er were two more at­tract­ive be­ings drawn than Chris­ti­ana and Mercy; as dif­fer­ent from each oth­er as Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful, and yet equally pleas­ing in their nat­ur­al traits of char­ac­ter, and un­der the in­flu­ence of Di­vine grace, each of them re­flect­ing the light of Heav­en in an ori­gin­al and lovely vari­ety. His own con­cep­tion of what con­sti­tutes a bright ex­ample of beauty and con­sist­ency of char­ac­ter in a Chris­ti­an wo­man, Bunyan has here giv­en us, as well as in his First Dream, the mod­el of stead­fast ex­cel­lence in a Chris­ti­an man. The de­lin­eation, in both Chris­ti­ana and Mercy, is em­in­ently beau­ti­ful. We have, in these char­ac­ters, his own ideal of the do­mest­ic vir­tues, and his own con­cep­tion of a well-ordered Chris­ti­an fam­ily’s do­mest­ic hap­pi­ness. Wherever he may have formed his no­tions of fe­male love­li­ness and ex­cel­lence, he has, in the com­bin­a­tion of them in the Second Part of the Pil­grim’s Pro­gress, presen­ted two char­ac­ters of such win­ning mod­esty and grace, such con­fid­ing truth and frank­ness, such sim­pli­city and art­less­ness, such cheer­ful­ness and pleas­ant­ness, such nat­ive good sense and Chris­ti­an dis­cre­tion, such sin­cer­ity, gen­tle­ness, and ten­der­ness, that noth­ing could be more de­light­ful. The mat­ronly vir­tues of Chris­ti­ana, and the maid­enly qual­it­ies of Mercy, are alike pleas­ing and ap­pro­pri­ate. There is a mix­ture of timid­ity and frank­ness in Mercy, which is as sweet in it­self as it is art­lessly and un­con­sciously drawn; and in Chris­ti­ana we dis­cov­er the very char­ac­ter­ist­ics that can make the most lovely fem­in­ine coun­ter­part, suit­able to the stern and lofty qual­it­ies of her hus­band. —Cheever

			616. In­stead of be­ing what they pro­fess, the King’s la­bour­ers, Paul calls them soul-trou­blers (Gala­tians 5:10). For in­stead of preach­ing a free, full, and fin­ished sal­va­tion, be­stowed as a free gift, by rich grace, upon poor sin­ners who can do noth­ing to en­title them­selves to it; be­hold, these wretched daubers set forth sal­va­tion to sale upon cer­tain terms and con­di­tions which sin­ners are to per­form and ful­fil. Thus they dis­tress the up­right and sin­cere, and de­ceive the self-right­eous and un­wary, in­to pride and de­lu­sion. Thus they mar, in­stead of mend, the way; and bring dirt and dung, in­stead of stones, to make the way sound and safe for pil­grims. —Ma­son

			617. “Looked well to the steps;” that is, “the prom­ises,” as Bunyan ex­plains in the mar­gin of Part First. “Strug­gling to be rid of our bur­den, it only sinks us deep­er in the mire, if we do not rest by faith upon the prom­ises, and so come in­deed to Christ. Pre­cious prom­ises they are, and so free and full of for­give­ness and etern­al life, that cer­tainly the mo­ment a dy­ing soul feels its guilt and misery, that soul may lay hold upon them, and find Christ in them; and were it not for un­be­lief, there need be no Slough of Des­pond for the soul to struggle, and plunge, in its mire of de­prav­ity.” —(Cheever) —Ed­it­or

			618. Luke 1:45.

			619. All the vari­et­ies in the ex­per­i­ence of those who are walk­ing in the same path can nev­er he enu­mer­ated; some of their sores are not only un­reas­on­able but un­ac­count­able, through the weak­ness of the hu­man mind, the abid­ing ef­fects of pe­cu­li­ar im­pres­sions, the re­mains of un­be­lief, and the ar­ti­fices of Satan. —Scott

			620. No soon­er does a poor sin­ner open his lips in pray­er to Je­sus, but the dev­il will bark at him, and by all means try to ter­rify and dis­cour­age him. Do you find this? What is our rem­edy? “Res­ist the dev­il, and he will flee from you. Draw nigh to God, and He will draw nigh to you” (James 4:7, 8). —Ma­son When the fear of God pos­sesses the heart, such dis­turb­ances can­not long pre­vent earn­est cries for mercy, but will even­tu­ally render them more fer­vent and im­por­tunate than ever. —Scott

			621. Think much of them that have gone be­fore; how safe they are in the bos­om of Je­sus. Would they be here again for a thou­sand worlds? Some­times when my base heart hath been in­clin­ing to this world, and to loiter in my jour­ney to­wards Heav­en, the very con­sid­er­a­tion of the glor­i­ous saints and an­gels—what they en­joy, what low thoughts they have of the things of this world, how they would be­fool me if they did but know that my heart was draw­ing back—this hath made me rush for­ward, and dis­dain those beg­garly things; and say to my soul, Come, soul, let us not be weary; let us see what Heav­en is; let us ven­ture all for it. Read­er, what say­est thou to this? Art thou re­solved to fol­low me? Nay, re­solve to get be­fore me if thou canst. —Heav­enly Foot­man

			622. Luke 15:7.

			623. Jo­nah 2:7.

			624. Be­ing made to un­der­stand what great sin­ners the Lord hath had mercy upon, and how large His prom­ises were still to sin­ners, this made me, through the as­sist­ance of the Holy Spir­it, to cleave to Him, to hang upon Him, and yet to cry, though as yet there were no an­swer. The Lord help all His poor, temp­ted, af­flic­ted people to do the like. —Bunyan

			625. Mercy’s case is not sin­gu­lar. Many have set out just as she did, and have been dis­cour­aged by the same reas­on as she was. She, as many have been, was en­cour­aged to set out in the ways of the Lord by her neigh­bour and friend. Hence she, as many oth­ers also have thought, there was no cause to con­clude that she was ef­fec­tu­ally called by the Lord, but it was only the ef­fect of mor­al per­sua­sion, and there­fore doubted and fain­ted, lest she should not meet with ac­cept­ance. But her very doubts, fears, and dis­tress, proved the earn­est­ness of her heart, and the de­sire of her soul, after the Sa­viour; and also that His at­tract­ing love and gra­cious power had a hand in the work. Well there­fore might Bunyan call upon his read­ers to mark her gra­cious re­cep­tion by Christ. Mark this, ye poor, doubt­ing, fear­ing, trem­bling souls, who are halt­ing every step, and fear­ing you have not set out aright, hear what Christ’s an­gel said, and be not dis­cour­aged: “Fear not ye, for I know that ye seek Je­sus!” —Mat­thew 28:5)—(Ma­son

			626. The pris­on­ers taken in the Holy War were af­fected like Mercy. “Why did you not cry to Me be­fore, said the Prince, yet I will an­swer you so as will be for My glory. At this Mr. Wet-eyes gave a great sigh, and death seemed to sit on their eye­brows; they covered their faces, and threw them­selves down be­fore Him. Then the Prince bid them stand upon their feet, and said, I have power to for­give, and I do for­give. Moreover, He stripped the pris­on­ers of their mourn­ing-weeds, and gave them beauty for ashes.” —Ed­it­or

			627. Song of So­lomon 1:2.

			628. John 20:20.

			Par­don by word seems to de­note the gen­er­al dis­cov­ery of free sal­va­tion by Je­sus Christ to all that be­lieve, which is sealed by tran­si­ent com­forts and lively af­fec­tions. Par­don by deed may re­late to the man­ner in which the bless­ing was pur­chased by the Sa­viour; and when this is clearly un­der­stood, the be­liev­er at­tains to stable peace and hope. —Scott

			629. The dev­il of­ten barks most at us, and brings his heav­iest ac­cus­a­tions against us, when mercy, peace, com­fort, and sal­va­tion are nearest to us.

			
				
					“Press on, nor fear to win the day,
					

					Though earth and hell ob­struct the way.”
				

				—Ma­son
			

			630. Mat­thew 24:41.

			Many hellish darts are tipped by Apolly­on’s ma­lig­nant in­genu­ity with sen­tences of Scrip­ture, made to flame just like the fiery darts of the wicked one; so that the Scrip­tures ap­pear to stand against the trem­bling Chris­ti­an. —Ed­it­or

			631. Here is genu­ine hu­mil­ity; no reply­ing against God—no call­ing in ques­tion His sov­er­eign right to re­ceive or to re­ject. No; all that this poor humble heart thought was, now is ful­filled what is writ­ten, “One shall be taken and the oth­er left.” If so, what had she to say? No im­peach­ment of the Lord’s deal­ings, but only, I am un­done. But yet, on see­ing what was writ­ten over the gate, “Knock, and it shall be opened,” from that, and not from any sight of wor­thi­ness in her­self, but lost as she felt her­self, she was en­cour­aged to knock again, or to cry and pray more vehe­mently than ever. Here is a blessed ex­ample of deep hu­mil­ity, and of holy bold­ness, ex­cited by the Di­vine Word. Go thou, ruined sin­ner, and do like­wise. —Ma­son

			632. The ex­press words of such in­vit­a­tions, ex­horta­tions, and prom­ises, writ­ten in the Bible, are more ef­fic­a­cious to en­cour­age those who are ready to give up their hopes, than all the con­sol­at­ory top­ics that can pos­sibly he sub­sti­tuted in their place. —Scott

			633. Mat­thew 11:12.

			634. When a mar­iner enters upon a voy­age, or a sol­dier on a cam­paign, they know not what hard­ships they may en­counter, nor wheth­er their lives may be sac­ri­ficed without at­tain­ing their ob­ject; but whatever hard­ships the Chris­ti­an has to en­counter, he will come off more than con­quer­or—he will reach the de­sired haven in safety—through Him that loved us. Fear not—

			
				
					“Though death and hell ob­struct the way,
					

					The mean­est saint shall win the day.”
				

			

			
				—Ed­it­or
			

			635. Strive to enter in; a whole Heav­en and etern­al life is wrapped up in this little word in. Strive; this calls for the mind and heart. Many pro­fess­ors make their striv­ing to stand rather in an out­cry of words, than in a hearty la­bour against the lusts and love of the world, and their own cor­rup­tions. But this kind of striv­ing is but a beat­ing the air, and will come to noth­ing at last. —Bunyan’s Strait Gate, vol. 1, p. 869

			636. Jeremi­ah 12:1.

			637. Thus the dog of hell may be of ser­vice, not only in keep­ing the sheep close to­geth­er, but in mak­ing them keep close to their Shep­herd. —J. B.

			638. “Plash” was, in later edi­tions, altered to “Pluck.” To plash, is to cut hedges or trees. The boys did plash, or had a cut at the trees, to knock the fruit off. —Ed­it­or

			639. What is this garden but the world? What is the fruit they here found? “The lust of the flesh, the lust of the eye, and the pride of life” (1 John 2:16). Of this the boys ate. The moth­er chides them for tak­ing that which did not be­long to them, but she did not know that it grew in the dev­il’s garden. Mark the con­sequence of their eat­ing this fruit here­after. —Ma­son The ter­ri­fy­ing sug­ges­tions of Satan [the dog’s bark­ing] give be­liev­ers much present un­eas­i­ness, yet they of­ten do them great good, and sel­dom even­tu­ally hurt them; but the al­lure­ments of those worldly ob­jects which he throws in their way are far more dan­ger­ous and per­ni­cious. Many of these are very at­tract­ive to young per­sons; but all par­ents who love the souls of their chil­dren should em­ploy all their in­flu­ence and au­thor­ity to re­strain them from those vain pleas­ures which “war against the soul,” and are most dan­ger­ous when least sus­pec­ted. This fruit may be found in the pil­grim’s path, but it grows in Beelze­bub’s garden, and should be shunned as pois­on. Many di­ver­sions and pur­suits, both in high and low life, are of this nature, though of­ten pleaded for as in­no­cent, by some per­sons who ought to know bet­ter. —Scott

			640. What are these ill-fa­voured ones? Such as you will be sure to meet with in your pil­grim­age; some vile lusts, or cursed cor­rup­tions, which are suited to your car­nal nature. These will at­tack you, and strive to pre­vail against you. Mind how these pil­grims ac­ted, and fol­low their ex­ample. If one was to fix names to these ill-fa­voured ones, they might be called Un­be­lief and Li­centious­ness, which aim to rob Christ’s vir­gins of their chastity to Him. —Ma­son

			641. Deu­ter­o­nomy 22:23–27.

			642. Here we see that the most vi­ol­ent tempta­tion to the greatest evil is not sin, if res­isted and not com­plied with. Our Lord Him­self was temp­ted in all things like as we are, yet without sin. There­fore, ye fol­low­ers of Him, do not be de­jec­ted and cut down, though you should be ex­er­cised with tempta­tions to the black­est crimes, and the most hein­ous sins. You can­not be as­saul­ted with worse than your Lord was. He was temp­ted, but He res­isted Satan, and over­came all, in our nature. Cry to Him; He is the Re­liev­er who will come in the hour of dis­tress. —Ma­son

			643. “Ye have not, be­cause ye ask not.” (James 4:2).

			644. It is well to be taken with present bless­ings, to be joy­ful in them, and thank­ful for them; but it is wrong to for­get our dangers, and grow se­cure. —Ma­son

			645. Ezekiel 36:37.

			646. When the soul is happy in the love of God, it is ready to con­clude that dangers are past, that doubts and fears are en­tirely re­moved; but as long as we are in this world, we shall find the ex­pedi­ency of our Lord’s ex­horta­tion—“Watch and pray.” —J. B.

			647. Here is a dis­play of a truly Chris­ti­an spir­it, in that open and in­genu­ous con­fes­sion of her fault, tak­ing all the blame upon her­self, and ex­cus­ing Mercy. This is not nat­ur­al to us, but the grace of Christ humbles the heart, and si­lences the tongue to self-jus­ti­fy­ing pleas. O for more of this pre­cious grace! —Ma­son

			648. Mark those phrases—“the riches of His grace,” and “His mere good pleas­ure.” You can­not en­ter­tain too ex­al­ted ideas of these, nor speak too highly of them. Pil­grims should be known by their lan­guage as well as their walk. Those who talk highly of their own per­fec­tion, speak little, if at all, of the riches of God’s grace, and the good pleas­ure of His will. Be­ware of the in­fec­tion of pride and self-right­eous leaven. —Ma­son

			649. Mat­thew 21:29.

			650. The Holy Spir­it, the In­ter­pret­er, who was prom­ised by the Lord Je­sus to be sent in His name, guides be­liev­ers in­to all truth. “And they shall be all taught of God” (John 6:45). Humble con­fes­sion, and ser­i­ous con­sec­ra­tion of heart, are sac­ri­fices ac­cept­able, well-pleas­ing to God; and such simple-hearted pil­grims are re­ceived by the church with a hearty wel­come. “The Spir­it and the bride say, Come; and let him that heareth say, Come” (Rev­el­a­tion 22:17). —Ed­it­or

			651. Here is joy in­deed, which strangers to the love of Christ in­ter­meddle not with. Surely, this is the joy of Heav­en; and if thou hast this joy, thou hast the love that reigns in Heav­en. Glory to Je­sus, I think I can truly say, I have this blessed evid­ence in my heart, that I know some­what of this joy arising from see­ing poor lost sin­ners con­ver­ted to Je­sus, so as to love Him and fol­low Him. O for a spread and in­crease of this spir­it among Chris­ti­ans of all de­nom­in­a­tions! —Ma­son

			652. The em­blem­at­ic­al in­struc­tion at the In­ter­pret­er’s house, in the former part, was so im­port­ant and com­pre­hens­ive, that we are as­ton­ished at the strik­ing ad­di­tions here ad­duced. The first em­blem is very plain; and so ap­pos­ite, that it is won­der­ful any per­son should read it without lift­ing up a pray­er to the Lord, and say­ing, “O de­liv­er me from this muck­rake!” —Scott, altered by Ed­it­or Aw­ful thought! Straws, and sticks, and dust, Pre­ferred to Christ and sal­va­tion! “If an­gels weep, it is at such a sight!” —Burder

			653. Our Lord said, “Where your treas­ure is, there will your heart be also.” To be car­nally-minded is death, but to be spir­itu­ally-minded is life and peace. If our treas­ure is in Heav­en, we need not envy those grip­ing muck-worms who are cursed in their bas­ket and in their store. —J. B.

			654.

			
				
					The vul­ture of in­sa­ti­ate minds
					

					Still wants, and want­ing seeks, and seek­ing finds
					

					New fuel to in­crease her rav’nous fire.
					

					The grave is soon­er cloy’d than men’s de­sire.
				

				—Quarles’ Em­blems
			

			655. Pro­verbs 30:8.

			656. A full purse and a lean soul, is a sign of a great curse. O it is a sad grant, when the de­sire is only to make the belly big, the es­tate big, the name big; when even by this big­ness the soul pines, is made to dwindle, to grow lean, and to look like an ana­tomy! Like a man in a dropsy, they de­sire this world, as he doth drink, till they de­sire them­selves quite down to hell. —Bunyan’s De­sire of the Right­eous, vol. 1, p. 767

			657. Read­er, didst thou nev­er shed a tear for thy base and disin­genu­ous con­duct to­wards thy Lord, in pre­fer­ring the sticks and straws of this world to the un­search­able riches of Christ, and the sal­va­tion of thy im­mor­tal soul? O this is nat­ur­al to us all! and though made wise un­to sal­va­tion, yet this folly cleaves to our old nature still. Let the thought humble us, and make us weep be­fore the Lord. —Ma­son

			658. They knew the venom of sin which was in their fallen nature. This made them cov­er their faces with shame, and sink in­to deep hu­mil­ity of heart. Every true in­ter­pret­er of God’s Word—yea, the blessed In­ter­pret­er of God’s heart, Je­sus—will look pleas­antly upon such who con­fess the truth; while He be­holds the proud, self-right­eous sin­ner afar off. —Ma­son

			659. Pro­verbs 30:28.

			660. Faith ap­pre­hends, and then the soul dwells in the best room in­deed, even in the very heart of God in Christ. The Lord in­crease our faith in this pre­cious truth, that we may the more love and glor­i­fy the God of grace and truth! O let not our venom of sin de­ject us, while there is the blood of Christ to cleanse us! O for a stronger love to Christ, and great­er hatred of sin! Both spring from be­liev­ing. —Ma­son The em­blem of the spider is il­lus­trated in Bunyan’s in­valu­able treat­ise on the Re­sur­rec­tion and Etern­al Judg­ment—“The spider will be a wit­ness against man, for she layeth hold with her hands, and is in kings’ palaces. It is man only that will not lay hold on the king­dom of Heav­en, as the spider doth bid him (Pro­verbs 30:28).” —(Vol. 2, p. 111) —Ed­it­or

			
				
					Call me not ugly thing;
					

					God’s wis­dom hath un­to the pis­mire giv­en,
					

					And spiders may teach men the way to Heav­en.
				

				—Bunyan’s Em­blems
			

			661. Mat­thew 23:37.

			662. It is very hum­bling to hu­man pride to be com­pared to chick­ens, as de­pend­ants on the fos­ter­ing care of the hen, or as chil­dren re­ly­ing upon a par­ent. In Bunyan’s Last Ser­mon, are some strik­ing al­lu­sions to the Chris­ti­an’s de­pend­ence upon his heav­enly Fath­er—“It is nat­ur­al for a child, if he wants shoes, to tell his fath­er; if he wants bread, they go and tell him. So should the chil­dren of God do for spir­itu­al bread—strength of grace—to res­ist Satan. When the dev­il tempts you, run home and tell your heav­enly Fath­er—pour out your com­plaints to God; this is nat­ur­al to chil­dren. If any wrong them, they tell their fath­er; so do those that are born of God, when they meet with tempta­tions, they go and tell God of them.” —(Vol. 2, p. 757) —Ed­it­or

			663. Com­mon call, the in­vit­a­tions; brood­ing voice, the prom­ises; out­cry, the warn­ings of the Gos­pel. —Ivimey

			664. Ob­ser­va­tions and ex­per­i­ence jus­ti­fy this ex­cel­lent simile. God’s com­mon call is to all His creatures who live with­in the sound of His Gos­pel. His spe­cial call is when He be­stows the grace, peace, and par­don of the Gos­pel of Christ upon His people. The brood­ing note is when He gath­ers them un­der His wings, warms their hearts with the com­forts of His love, nour­ishes their souls with close fel­low­ship with Him­self, and re­freshes their spir­its with the over­flow­ings of joy in the Holy Ghost. “In the shad­ow of Thy wings will I re­joice,” says Dav­id (Psalms 63:7). “I sat down un­der His shad­ow with great de­light, and His fruit was sweet to my taste” (Song of So­lomon 2:3). O for more of these pre­cious brood­ing notes, to be gathered un­der the wing of Im­manuel! But be our frames and ex­per­i­ences what they may, still we are ever in danger; for our en­emies sur­round us on every side, and our worst are with­in us. There­fore our Lord has an out­cry; He gives the alarm, calls us, and warns us of danger. Why? That we should flee. O pil­grims, when dangers are near, run un­to Him! For “the name of the Lord is a strong tower; the right­eous run­neth in­to it, and is safe” (Pro­verbs 18:10). —Ma­son

			665. The church is a garden en­closed, Christ is the Garden­er, His people are called God’s hus­bandry. The dif­fer­ence in the plants and flowers shows the dif­fer­ent ef­fects of grace upon the heart. —J. B. When Chris­ti­ans stand every­one in his place, and do their own work, then they are like the flowers in the garden, that stand and grow where the Garden­er hath planted them; and then they shall both hon­our the garden in which they are planted, and the Garden­er that hath so dis­posed of them. From the hyssop in the wall, to the ce­dar in Le­ban­on, their fruit is their glory. Chris­ti­ans are like the sev­er­al flowers in a garden, that have upon each of them the dew of Heav­en; which, be­ing shaken with the wind, they let fall their dew at each oth­ers’ roots, whereby they are jointly nour­ished, and be­come nour­ish­ers of one an­oth­er. For Chris­ti­ans to com­mune sa­vourly of God’s mat­ters one with an­oth­er, it is as if they opened to each oth­ers’ nos­trils boxes of per­fume. Saith Paul to the church at Rome, “I long to see you, that I may im­part un­to you some spir­itu­al gift, to the end ye may be es­tab­lished; that is, that I may be com­for­ted to­geth­er with you, by the mu­tu­al faith both of you and me” (Ro­mans 1:11, 12). —Bunyan’s Chris­ti­an Be­ha­viour, vol. 2, pp. 550, 570 I have ob­served, that as there are herbs and flowers in our gar­dens, so there are their coun­ter­feits in the field; only they are dis­tin­guished from the oth­er by the name of wild ones. There is faith and wild faith; and wild faith is pre­sump­tion. I call it wild faith, be­cause God nev­er placed it in His garden—His church; it is only to be found in the field—the world. —Bunyan’s Good News, vol. 1, p. 93 We ought not to be con­ten­ted with a situ­ation among the nox­ious weeds of the desert; but if we be planted among the or­na­ment­al and fra­grant flowers of the Lord’s garden, we are hon­oured in­deed. We should watch against envy and am­bi­tion, con­tempt of our brethren and con­ten­tion. We ought to be sat­is­fied in our places, do­ing “noth­ing through strife or vain glory, or with mur­mur­ings and dis­put­ings;” but en­deav­our, in the meek­ness of wis­dom, to dif­fuse a heav­enly fra­grance around us, and to ad­orn the doc­trine of God our Sa­viour in all things. —Scott

			666. The hus­band­man is not re­paid by the straw or chaff. So the suf­fer­ings of Christ, the preach­ing, prom­ises, and or­din­ances of the Gos­pel, were not in­ten­ded to bring men to pro­fess cer­tain doc­trines, or ob­serve cer­tain forms; but to render men fruit­ful in good works, by the in­flu­ences of the Spir­it of Christ. All pro­fes­sion will ter­min­ate in ever­last­ing misery, which is not pro­duct­ive of this good fruit. “True re­li­gion and un­defiled” con­sists not in forms, creeds, and ce­re­mon­ies, but is “to vis­it and com­fort the wid­ows and the fath­er­less.” —Scott

			667. This is a ne­ces­sary cau­tion. Paul says, “Thou art in­ex­cus­able, O man, who­so­ever thou art that judgest; for wherein thou judgest an­oth­er, thou con­dem­nest thy­self, for thou that judgest doest the same things.” James has laid down an ex­cel­lent rule of con­duct—O that it were more at­ten­ded to!—“So speak ye, and so do, as they that shall be judged by the law of liberty.” How in­con­sist­ent for a pardoned mal­efact­or to in­sult even those who are un­der con­dem­na­tion! If any man seemeth to be re­li­gious, and brid­leth not his tongue from com­mend­ing him­self and con­demning oth­ers, this man’s re­li­gion is vain. He that judgeth his broth­er speak­eth evil of the law, and judgeth the law. —J. B.

			668. A very strik­ing em­blem this, and most per­tin­ently ap­plied; and if your soul is sin­cere, it will cause a holy fear, cre­ate a godly jeal­ousy, put you upon self-ex­amin­ing, and make you sigh out in some such words as Dav­id, “Search me, O God, and know my heart; try me, and know my thoughts: and see if there be any wicked way in me, and lead me in the way ever­last­ing” (Psalms 139:23, 24). O what will it avail in a dy­ing hour, or in the judg­ment day, that we have worn the mark of pro­fes­sion, and seemed to man, what we were not in heart and real­ity of life be­fore God! From all self-de­ceiv­ing, good Lord, de­liv­er us! for we are nat­ur­ally prone to it. —Ma­son

			669. This ob­ser­va­tion is groun­ded on the good old dis­tinc­tion, that the mer­it of Christ’s obed­i­ence un­to death is suf­fi­cient all who by faith ap­ply for an in­terest in it. Noth­ing but pride, the car­nal mind, and enmity to God and re­li­gion, in­flu­ence men to neg­lect so great sal­va­tion; and when the re­gen­er­at­ing power of the Holy Spir­it ac­com­pan­ies the Word, sin­ners are made will­ing to ac­cept the proffered mercy, and en­cour­aged by the in­vit­a­tions which be­fore they sin­fully slighted. —Scott

			670. That is my very char­ac­ter, says many a doubt­ing, broken hearted sin­ner. Well, thank God, says many a self-con­fid­ent, whole­hearted Phar­isee, it is far from be­ing mine. We can only say this, he that knows most of his own su­per­lat­ively de­ceit­ful and des­per­ately wicked heart, sus­pects him­self most, and ex­er­cises most godly jeal­ousy over him­self; while per­sons, who see least of them­selves, are most self-con­fid­ent and dar­ing. Even Ju­das could as boldly ask, “Mas­ter, is it I” who shall be­tray Thee? as any of the rest of His dis­ciples. —Ma­son

			671. Mr. Ivimey sup­poses this to be in­ten­ded by Mr. Bunyan to show his ap­prob­a­tion of the prac­tice of singing in pub­lic wor­ship. It was then a cus­tom which had been re­cently in­tro­duced, and was a sub­ject of strong con­tro­versy. Soon after Bunyan’s death, Ben­jamin Keach vin­dic­ated the prac­tice, by prov­ing that singing is an or­din­ance of Je­sus Christ, in an­swer to Mar­lowe’s Dis­course Against Singing. It must not be for­got­ten, that our pil­grim fore­fath­ers gen­er­ally met in secret, and that singing would have ex­posed them to im­min­ent per­il of their lives. Now we have no such fear; we can unite heart and voice in the lan­guage of Dr. Watts—

			
				
					Lord, how de­light­ful ’tis to see
					

					A whole as­sembly wor­ship Thee!
					

					At once they sing.
				

			

			That is, when singing men or wo­men do not pre­vent the godly from unit­ing in this de­light­ful part of Di­vine wor­ship by in­tro­du­cing new tunes, to sing to the praise and glory of them­selves. Let such as are guilty of this sol­emnly ask the ques­tion, Was the late Mr. Hunt­ing­don right in es­tim­at­ing their piety at less than two­pence per dozen? —Ed­it­or

			672. Ah, Mrs. Timor­ous, how many pro­fessed pil­grims hast thou be­fooled and turned back! How of­ten does she at­tack and af­fright many real pil­grims! I am sure she has of­ten made my poor heart ache with her ghastly looks and ter­ri­fy­ing speeches. O may we ever say to her, in our Lord’s words, “Get thee be­hind me, Satan; thou sa­vourest not the things that be of God, but those that be of men” (Mat­thew 16:23). —Ma­son

			673. A very simple and art­less con­fes­sion. The Lord works very dif­fer­ently upon His elect; but al­ways to the same end, namely, to make us prize Christ, His sal­va­tion and His ways, and to ab­hor ourselves, the paths of sin, and to cast off all self-right­eous hopes. If this is ef­fected in thy heart, read­er, it is no mat­ter wheth­er thou canst tell of vis­ions and dreams, or talk high of ex­per­i­ences. Where the soul is rooted and groun­ded in the know­ledge of Christ, and love to His ways, though there may be many fears, yet this is an in­dubit­able proof of a real and sin­cere pil­grim. —Ma­son

			674. They who are ac­quain­ted with the man­ner in which per­sons are re­ceived in­to Con­greg­a­tion­al churches, by re­lat­ing a verbal ac­count of their ex­per­i­ence, will re­cog­nize in this nar­rat­ive a re­semb­lance to that prac­tice. Chris­ti­ana, a grave mat­ron, ap­pears to have felt no dif­fi­culty in com­ply­ing with the re­quis­i­tion; but Mercy, young and in­ex­per­i­enced, blushed and trembled, and for awhile con­tin­ued si­lent. Their pro­fes­sion be­ing ap­proved, the read­i­ness of the church to re­ceive them is ex­pressed by the warmest wishes for their spir­itu­al prosper­ity. —Ivimey

			675. “Thou hast giv­en cred­it to the truth;” what is this but faith—the faith of the op­er­a­tion of God? But some may ask, What! is jus­ti­fy­ing, sav­ing faith, noth­ing more than a be­lief of the truth? If so, the very dev­ils be­lieve; yea, more, they tremble also. True; but mind how Mercy’s faith wrought by her works. She fled for refuge to the hope set be­fore her in the Gos­pel. She fled from sin, from the City of De­struc­tion, to Christ for sal­va­tion. Though she had not the joy of faith, yet she fol­lowed on to know the Lord, walk­ing in His ways, and hop­ing for com­fort from the Lord in His due time. O! if thou hast a grain of this pre­cious faith in thy heart, bless Je­sus for it, and go on thy way re­joicing. —Ma­son

			676. Ruth 2:12.

			677. Mr. Ivimey con­siders that this bath in the garden refers to the bap­tism of the pil­grims by im­mer­sion, after hav­ing re­lated their ex­per­i­ence, as a pub­licly put­ting on of Christ. “And now why tar­ri­est thou? Arise, and be bap­tized, and wash away thy sins, call­ing on the name of the Lord” (Acts 22:16). In­no­cent says that “her Mas­ter would have them do;” and they went out in­to the garden to the bath, and were much en­livened by it. Bunyan left it to the con­vert to act for him­self as to wa­ter-bap­tism; all that he re­quired, as a pre­requis­ite to church-com­mu­nion, was the new birth, or the bap­tism of the Holy Spir­it. He calls this the “bath of sanc­ti­fic­a­tion;” no Chris­ti­an con­siders wa­ter-bap­tism a source of sanc­ti­fic­a­tion; it is only the out­ward sign. It must be left to the read­er’s can­did judg­ment to de­cide wheth­er bap­tism, upon a pro­fes­sion of faith, is here in­ten­ded by that that the Mas­ter would have them do. —Ed­it­or

			678. There is no trav­el­ling on pil­grim­age without gath­er­ing soil. There are no pil­grims but daily need to have re­course to this bath of sanc­ti­fic­a­tion—the blood of Je­sus, which cleanses from all sin (1 John 1:7). Christ is the foun­tain opened for sin and for un­clean­ness (Zechari­ah 13:1). Christ is the soul’s only bath. As all baths are for the puri­fic­a­tion of the body, such is this bath to our soul. But un­less a bath be used, this can­not be ef­fected; so, un­less we have re­course to Christ, we can­not en­joy the puri­fic­a­tion of the soul; but the Holy Ghost, the Sanc­ti­fier, con­vinces us of sin, shows us our fresh-con­trac­ted spots and de­file­ments, and leads us to the blood of the Lamb. O how does this en­liven and strengthen our souls, by filling our con­science with joy and peace in be­liev­ing! —Ma­son

			679. Bap­tism and the Lord’s Sup­per I re­ceive and own as signs of the cov­en­ant of grace; the former as a sign of our en­graft­ing in­to Christ, and the lat­ter to show forth His death, as an em­blem or type of the be­ne­fits pur­chased thereby to His church and people. —Philip Henry, altered by Ed­it­or

			680. Ex­odus 13:8–10.

			This means the seal­ing of the Spir­it, whereby they were sealed un­to the day of re­demp­tion (Eph­esians 4:30). O this is blessed seal­ing! None know the com­fort and joy of it but those who have ex­per­i­enced it. It con­firms our faith, es­tab­lishes our hope, and in­flames our af­fec­tions to God the Fath­er for His ever­last­ing love, to God the Son for His ever­last­ing atone­ment and right­eous­ness, and to God the Spir­it for His en­light­en­ing mercy, re­gen­er­at­ing grace, quick­en­ing, sanc­ti­fy­ing, testi­fy­ing, and as­sur­ing in­flu­ences, whereby we know that we are the chil­dren of God; for “the Spir­it it­self beareth wit­ness with our spir­its, that we are the chil­dren of God” (Ro­mans 8:16). All the com­fort of our souls lies in keep­ing this seal clear in our view. There­fore grieve not the Holy Spir­it. —Ma­son

			681. They who have put on this raiment are clothed with hu­mil­ity; they read­ily per­ceive the ex­cel­lence of oth­er be­liev­ers, but can only dis­cern their own in the glass of God’s Word. At the same time, they be­come very ob­ser­v­ant of their own de­fects, and severe in con­demning them, but pro­por­tion­ally can­did to their brethren; and thus they learn the hard les­son of es­teem­ing oth­ers bet­ter than them­selves. —Scott

			682. This is al­ways the case when souls are clothed in the robe of Christ’s right­eous­ness. They are little, low, and mean in their own eyes, and they es­teem each oth­er bet­ter than them­selves; where­as they who at all look to, or de­pend upon, their own right­eous­ness for their cloth­ing and jus­ti­fic­a­tion be­fore God, al­ways look down with an air of su­per­cili­ous con­tempt upon oth­ers who they think are not so right­eous as them­selves. Lord, hide self-right­eous pride from my heart, and sink me in­to the depth of hu­mil­ity, that I may ever glory in Thee, in whom I am per­fectly right­eous! —Ma­son See also Ro­mans 6:1–5, and Gala­tians 3:27. —Ivimey

			683. The con­duct­or, named Great-heart, is a Gos­pel min­is­ter un­der the dir­ec­tion of the Holy Spir­it; cour­ageous, armed with the sword of the Spir­it, en­joy­ing the hope of sal­va­tion, and de­fen­ded by the shield of faith. —Barder

			684. This is the com­fort, joy, and glory­ing of a pil­grim’s heart. Hath Je­sus per­formed right­eous­ness to cov­er us, and spilled blood to wash us? Have we the faith of this? O how ought we to love Him, re­joice in Him, and study to glor­i­fy Him in every step of our pil­grim­age! —Ma­son

			685. Ro­mans 5:19.

			Here Bunyan gives a very clear and dis­tinct ac­count of that right­eous­ness of Christ, as Me­di­at­or, which He wrought out by His per­fect obed­i­ence to the law of God for all His seed. And by this right­eous­ness, and no oth­er, are they fully jus­ti­fied from all con­dem­na­tion in the sight of God. Read­er, study this point deeply, so as to be es­tab­lished in it. It is the es­sence of the Gos­pel, enters in­to the life and joy of faith, brings re­lief to the con­science, and in­flu­ence to the love of the Lord our Right­eous­ness; and so brings forth the fruits of right­eous­ness which are by Him to the praise and glory of God, and ad­min­is­ters Di­vine con­sol­a­tion in the hour of death. —Ma­son

			686. Ro­mans 5:17.

			687. Is there right­eous­ness in Christ? That is mine, the be­liev­er may say. Did He bleed for sins? It was for mine. Hath He over­come the law, the dev­il, and hell? The vic­tory is mine. And I do count this a most glor­i­ous life?—Some­times (I bless the Lord) my soul hath this life not only im­puted to me, but the glory of it upon my spir­it. Upon a time, when I was un­der many con­demnings of heart, and fear­ing I should miss glory, me­thought I felt such a secret mo­tion as this—Thy right­eous­ness is in Heav­en. The splend­our and shin­ing of the Spir­it of grace upon my soul, gave me to see clearly that my right­eous­ness, by which I should be jus­ti­fied, was the Son of God Him­self rep­res­ent­ing me be­fore the mercy-seat in His own Per­son; so that I saw clearly, that day and night, wherever I was, and whatever I was do­ing, there was my right­eous­ness, just be­fore the eyes of the Di­vine glory, and con­tinu­ally at the right hand of God. At an­oth­er time, whilst mus­ing, be­ing afraid to die, these words came upon my soul, “Be­ing jus­ti­fied freely by His grace, through the re­demp­tion which is in Christ.” This stayed my heart. And thus is the sin­ner made alive from the dead, by be­ing jus­ti­fied through the right­eous­ness of Christ, which is un­to all and upon all them that be­lieve. —Bunyan’s Law and Grace

			688. Ro­mans 4:24.

			689. Gala­tians 3:13.

			690. Some­times I have been so loaden with my sins, that I could not tell where to rest, nor what to do; yea, at such times, I thought it would have taken away my senses; yet, at that time, God through grace hath all on a sud­den so ef­fec­tu­ally ap­plied the blood that was spilt at Mount Cal­vary out of the side of Je­sus, un­to my poor, wounded, guilty con­science, that presently I have found such a sweet, sol­id, sober, heart-com­fort­ing peace, that I have been in a strait to think that I should love and hon­our Him no more. Some­times my sins have ap­peared as big as all the sins of all the men in the na­tion.—(read­er, these things be not fan­cies, for I have smar­ted for this ex­per­i­ence); but yet the least stream of the heart-blood Je­sus hath van­ished all away, and I have been de­livered up in­to sweet and heav­enly peace and joy in the Holy Ghost. —Bunyan’s Law and Grace, vol. 1, p. 549

			691. While the soul lives upon the sweet im­pres­sions which are made by the ap­plic­a­tion of the prom­ises, it may be said to live upon frames and feel­ings; for as its com­forts abate, so will its con­fid­ence. The heart can nev­er be es­tab­lished in grace, till the un­der­stand­ing is en­lightened to dis­cern what it is to have par­don by the deed done. —J. B.

			692. O brave Chris­ti­ana! See what it is to have one’s heart in­flamed with a sense of the love of Christ. Chris­ti­ana thinks every­one would nat­ur­ally be af­fected as she was, if they were present; but she for­gets that which she sees and feels is of spe­cial, pe­cu­li­ar, dis­tin­guish­ing grace. —Ma­son Shall I have my sins and lose my soul? Would not Heav­en be bet­ter to me than my sins?—the com­pany of God, Christ, saints, and an­gels, than the com­pany of Cain, Ju­das, Ba­l­aam, with the dev­ils, in the fur­nace of fire? Canst thou now that read­est, or hearest these lines, turn thy back, and go on in thy sins? —Bunyan’s Law and Grace, vol. 1, p. 575 Read­er, thus would Chris­ti­ana plead with un­godly re­l­at­ives and friends; and if thou art in such a case, wilt thou not listen to such a plea? —Ed­it­or

			693. Mind how ten­derly Great-heart deals with warm­hearted Chris­ti­ana. He does not at­tempt to throw cold wa­ter upon the fire of her af­fec­tions, but gently in­sinu­ates, 1. The pe­cu­li­ar frame of the mind she speaks from; 2. Sug­gests that she must not al­ways ex­pect to be in such rap­tures; and, 3. Re­minds her that her in­dul­gences were of a pe­cu­li­ar nature, not com­mon to all, but be­stowed upon the faith­ful in Christ only; and that, there­fore, amidst all her joy­ful feel­ings, she should know to whom she was in­debted for them, and give all the glory to the God of all grace. —Ma­son

			694. Simple, con­ten­ted in gross ig­nor­ance; Sloth, an in­dol­ence which smoth­ers all con­vic­tion; Pre­sump­tion, car­nal se­cur­ity, which hardens against re­proof. —An­dronicus These are the great op­posers of vi­tal re­li­gion. The end of these things is death. —Barder

			695. It was a cus­tom, to a late peri­od, to hang up mur­der­ers in irons, un­til the body dropped to pieces; that such ter­rible ex­amples might de­ter oth­ers from the like crimes; hence, un­der the old wood­cut il­lus­trat­ing this pas­sage, is writ­ten—

			
				
					Be­hold here how the sloth­ful are a sign,
					

					Hung up, be­cause holy ways they did de­cline.
				

			

			
				—Ed­it­or
			

			696. God, as it were, gib­bets some pro­fess­ors, and causes their names and char­ac­ters to be pub­licly ex­hib­ited, as a ter­ror to oth­ers, and as a warn­ing to His own people. —Ma­son The dread­ful falls and aw­ful deaths of some pro­fess­ors are to put oth­ers upon their guard against su­per­fi­cial, sloth­ful, and pre­sump­tu­ous hopes. The real oc­ca­sion of turn­ing aside lies in the con­cealed lusts of the heart. —Scott

			697. Let us con­sider the char­ac­ters of these three pro­fess­ors: 1. Here is a Simple, a fool­ish cred­u­lous pro­fess­or, ever learn­ing, but nev­er com­ing to the know­ledge of the truth, so as to be­lieve it, love it, and be es­tab­lished on it; hence li­able to be car­ried away by every wind of doc­trine. 2. Sloth, a quiet, easy pro­fess­or, who nev­er dis­turbs any­one by his di­li­gence in the Word of God, nor his zeal for the truths and glory of God. 3. Pre­sump­tion, one who ex­pects sal­va­tion in the end, without the means pre­scribed by God for at­tain­ing it. O be­ware of these three sorts of pro­fess­ors, for they turn many aside! —Ma­son

			698. What is meant by the Hill Dif­fi­culty? Chris­ti­ana has set out from De­struc­tion, been re­ceived and en­cour­aged at the wick­et-gate, and dir­ec­ted on her jour­ney. The path is com­par­at­ively easy, un­til she is about to put on a pub­lic pro­fes­sion, by join­ing a church. This is situ­ated upon the sum­mit of this hill of dif­fi­cult as­cent. Is it in­ten­ded to rep­res­ent that pray­er­ful, watch­ful, per­son­al in­vest­ig­a­tion in­to Di­vine truth, which ought to pre­cede church-fel­low­ship? Noth­ing is more dif­fi­cult to flesh and blood than to be com­pelled, upon pain of end­less ru­in, to think for ourselves on mat­ters of re­li­gion. The form­al­ist and hy­po­crite fol­low the per­sua­sions of man, and take an easi­er path, and are lost. The fear of man causes some to aban­don the as­cent. Dr. Cheever has, in his Hill Dif­fi­culty, very hap­pily de­scribed the en­ergy that is need­ful to en­able the pil­grim to make the as­cent. He for­cibly proves the ut­ter im­possib­il­ity of mak­ing the as­cent by ce­re­mo­ni­al ob­serv­ances, or while en­cumbered with worldly cares or pride in trinkets of gold and costly ar­ray. He re­minds us of the sol­emn ad­vice of Peter, “be ye built up a spir­itu­al house, a holy priest­hood to of­fer up spir­itu­al sac­ri­fice ac­cept­able to God by Je­sus Christ.” Every weight must be set aside, and sal­va­tion must be worked out with fear and trem­bling. —Ed­it­or

			699. Ezekiel 34:18.

			700. The river of life is pure and clear as crys­tal. Is the doc­trine offered to thee so? Or is it muddy, and mixed with the doc­trines of men? Look, man, and see, if the foot of the wor­ship­pers of Baal be not there, and the wa­ter fouled thereby. What wa­ter is fouled is not the wa­ter of life, or at least not in its clear­ness. Where­fore, if thou find­est it not right, go up high­er to­wards the spring-head, for near­er the spring the more pure and clear is the wa­ter. —Bunyan’s Wa­ter of Life

			701. This rep­res­ents to us that some preach­ers, as the Proph­et says, foul the wa­ter with their feet (Ezekiel 24:18); that is, though they preach some­what about Christ, and sal­va­tion by Him, yet they so clog, mire, and pol­lute the stream of free grace, with pre­requis­ites, terms, and con­di­tions, that the poor thirsty soul can­not drink the wa­ter, nor al­lay his thirst with it; but is forced to let it stand, till these gross dregs sink to the bot­tom. Yea, we ought to be­ware of drink­ing such filthy dregs; for they will cer­tainly swell us up with the com­pany of pride of our free will, hu­man mer­it, and self-right­eous­ness, which op­pose the glory of Je­sus, and com­fort of our souls. —Ma­son

			702. Al­though the cau­tions of Holy Writ are plain as posts and chains, and the warn­ings as a ditch, and the sol­emn threat­en­ings of the New Test­a­ment against phar­isa­ic form­al­ism and hy­po­crisy are like a hedge, to pre­vent pil­grims wan­der­ing in­to paths that end in etern­al misery, yet there are many who break through all these mer­ci­ful re­straints, and rush upon de­struc­tion. —Ed­it­or

			703. Pro­verbs 13:15.

			704. Jeremi­ah 44:16, 17.

			705. Ex­am­ine, which do you like bet­ter, self-sooth­ing or soul-search­ing doc­trine? Form­al­ists and hy­po­crites love the former, and hate the lat­ter. But the sin­cere and up­right are dis­covered by de­sir­ing to have their hearts searched to the quick, and their ways tried to the ut­most; and, there­fore, with Dav­id will cry, “Search me, O God, and know my heart; try me, and know my thoughts; and see if there be any wicked way in me, and lead me in the way ever­last­ing” (Psalms 129:23, 24). —Ma­son

			706. Pro­verbs 15:19.

			707. Heart-work is hard work; it is hard work to be stripped; it is hard work to deny self, take up your cross, and fol­low Je­sus. It is hard work to fight the fight of faith; it is hard work against hope to be­lieve in hope. A form­al­ist and hy­po­crite will go, in out­ward things, as far as the real Chris­ti­an; but touch him on the in­ward work, and he will start aside. —J. B.

			708. Mat­thew 11:28.

			He who is a stranger to the hard work of self-deni­al, and how dif­fi­cult it is to the flesh, knows not what this Hill Dif­fi­culty means; for the near­er to the ar­bour of Je­sus’ rest, the more dif­fi­culties in the way, but the sweeter it is when at­tained. —Ma­son

			709. Re­gard not in thy pil­grim­age how dif­fi­cult the pas­sage is, but whith­er it tends; not how del­ic­ate the jour­ney is, but where it ends. If it be easy, sus­pect it; if hard, en­dure it. He that can­not ex­cuse a bad way, ac­cu­seth his own sloth; and he that sticks in a bad pas­sage, can nev­er at­tain a good jour­ney’s end. —Quarles’ En­chiridi­on

			710. There were stairs in the temple, and but one pair, and these wind­ing. He that went up must turn with the stairs. This is a type of a two­fold re­pent­ance; that by which we turn from nature to grace, and that by which we turn from the im­per­fec­tions of a state of grace to glory. But this turn­ing and turn­ing still, dis­pleases some much. They say it makes them giddy; but I say, Noth­ing like this to make a man steady. A straight stair is like the lad­der that leads to the gal­lows. They are turn­ing stairs that lead to the heav­enly man­sion. Stay not at their foot; but go up them, and up them, and up them, till you come to Heav­en. —Bunyan’s So­lomon’s Temple

			711. When we are praised, a con­scious blush should per­vade us, well know­ing how much we have to be ashamed of. But some have got such vain con­fid­ence in their own right­eous­ness, mer­its, and per­fec­tion, that they have hereby got what the Scrip­tures call a whore’s fore­head, and re­fuse to be ashamed (Jeremi­ah 3:3). O cry to the Lord con­tinu­ally against spir­itu­al pride, and for an humble heart, know­ing thy­self to be a poor sin­ner! —Ma­son

			712. Eve look­ing first in­to those worthy priv­ileges which God had giv­en her, and dilat­ing de­light­fully of them be­fore the dev­il, she lost the dread of the com­mand from off her heart, which Satan per­ceiv­ing, now ad­ded to his former forged doubt a plain and flat deni­al—“Ye shall not surely die.” When people dally with the dev­il, and sit too near their out­ward ad­vant­ages, they fall in­to tempta­tion. —Bunyan on Gen­es­is, vol. 2, p. 429

			713. Read­er, mind this well, re­mem­ber it of­ten, and it will do thee good. I am a wit­ness against my­self, of how much I have lost by in­dul­ging the flesh, and how much I have suffered by for­get­ful­ness. But O what a gra­cious Lord do we serve! this is no ex­cuse for our folly, but an ag­grav­a­tion of our faults; and ought to sink us lower in shame, and to ex­cite us to great­er care, di­li­gence, and watch­ful­ness; else we shall surely smart for our folly, if not in hell, yet in our con­sciences. —Ma­son

			714. This may refer to the aw­ful end of one of Bunyan’s early friends, who be­came a no­tori­ous apostate—one John Child, whose suf­fer­ings were pub­lished with those of Spira. Child was so afraid of per­se­cu­tion, as to give up his pro­fes­sion; and then, over­whelmed by des­pair, he com­mit­ted sui­cide. Or to such an one as the pro­fess­or, in the Mari­an days, who re­can­ted to save burn­ing, but who was burnt to death by his house catch­ing fire. —Ivimey

			715. Psalms 120:3–4.

			716. It is not very easy to de­term­ine the pre­cise idea of the au­thor in each of the gi­ants who as­sault the Pil­grims, and are slain by the con­duct­or and his as­sist­ants. Some have sup­posed that un­be­lief is here meant, but Grim or Bloody-man seem not to be op­pos­ite names for this in­ward foe; nor can it be con­ceived, that un­be­lief should more vi­ol­ently as­sault those who are un­der the care of a vali­ant con­duct­or, than it had done the sol­it­ary pil­grims. I ap­pre­hend, there­fore, that this gi­ant was in­ten­ded for the em­blem of cer­tain act­ive men who busied them­selves in fram­ing and ex­ecut­ing per­se­cut­ing stat­utes, which was done at the time when this was writ­ten, more vi­ol­ently than it had been be­fore. Thus the tempta­tion to fear man, which at all times as­saults the be­liev­er when re­quired to make an open pro­fes­sion of his faith, was ex­ceed­ingly in­creased; and as heavy fines and severe pen­al­ties, in ac­ces­sion to re­proach and con­tempt, de­terred men from join­ing them­selves in com­mu­nion with dis­sent­ing churches, that way was al­most un­oc­cu­pied, and the trav­el­ers went through bypaths, ac­cord­ing to the au­thor’s sen­ti­ments on the sub­ject. But the preach­ing of the Gos­pel, by which the min­is­ters of Christ wiel­ded the sword of the Spir­it, over­came this en­emy; for the ex­ample and ex­horta­tions of such cour­ageous com­batants an­im­ated even weak be­liev­ers to over­come their fears, and to act ac­cord­ing to their con­sciences, leav­ing the event to God. This seems to have been the au­thor’s mean­ing; and per­haps he also in­ten­ded to en­cour­age his brethren boldly to per­severe in res­ist­ing such per­se­cut­ing stat­utes, con­fid­ently ex­pect­ing that they should pre­vail for the re­peal of them; by which, as by the death of the gi­ant, the pil­grims might be freed from ad­di­tion­al ter­ror, in act­ing con­sist­ently with their avowed prin­ciples. —Scott

			717. This re­minds us of the words of Mr. Godly-fear to Di­abol­us, when Cap­tain Cre­dence sent a pe­ti­tion to Im­manuel for mercy—“We are re­solved to res­ist thee as long as a cap­tain, a man, a sling, or a stone shall be found in Man­soul to throw at thee. Then said the Lord May­or to Di­abol­us, O thou de­vour­ing tyr­ant, be it known to thee, we shall hearken to none of thy words!” —Bunyan’s Holy War Happy are the Godly-fears and Great-hearts who use such de­cided lan­guage to the en­emy of souls. —Ed­it­or

			718. Sin­cere and earn­est Chris­ti­ana, at this time, had a pro­ver­bi­al ex­pres­sion—“It is bet­ter that the body should die to this world by the lions without, than that body and soul should die etern­ally by our lusts with­in.” —Ed­it­or

			719. Judges 5:6, 7.

			720. O pil­grims, when dangers be­set you, and fears arise in you, hear what the Lord speaks to you; and in the be­lief of his truth, quit yourselves man­fully: “Fight the good fight of faith,” ever re­mem­ber­ing that “you are more than con­quer­ors through Christ who hath loved you!” Faith will ex­alt the love and power of Christ above the fear of every en­emy. —Ma­son

			721. O pil­grim, it is sweet to re­flect that every li­on-like foe is un­der the con­trol of thy God, and can­not come one link of the chain near­er to thee than thy Lord will per­mit! There­fore, when fears and ter­rors be­set thee, think of thy Lord’s love to thee, His power en­gages to pre­serve thee, and His prom­ises to com­fort thee. For “the Lord is nigh un­to all them that call upon Him” (Psalms 145:18). —Ma­son

			722. From the deeply in­ter­est­ing nar­rat­ive of the ex­per­i­ence of Mr. Fear­ing, it is plain that the lions and their back­er, Gi­ant Grim or Bloody-man, relates en­tirely to tem­por­al troubles; most likely to those in­fam­ous pen­al stat­utes un­der which Dis­sent­ers so severely suffered. The unit­ing in church-fel­low­ship was not only at­ten­ded with the or­din­ary dif­fi­culties, but with danger from the lions—church and state; es­pe­cially when backed by fe­ro­cious judges, such as Jef­fer­ies and oth­ers. Spir­itu­al en­emies—sin, death, and hell—were the only ter­rors un­der which Mr. Fear­ing suffered; tem­por­al per­se­cu­tions—“dif­fi­culties, lions, or Van­ity Fair—he feared not at all.” The battle prob­ably refers to the flimsy soph­istry used in de­fence of per­se­cu­tion, as op­posed to the Word of God, the sword of the Spir­it, by which our Pur­it­an her­oes des­troyed these anti-Chris­ti­an ar­gu­ments. —Ed­it­or Now that the lions are re­moved, may we not fear that hy­po­crites will thrust them­selves in­to our churches? It is easy, cheap, and al­most fash­ion­able, to be re­li­gious: this should pro­mote sol­emn in­vest­ig­a­tion. —An­dronicus

			723. How mind­ful is our Lord of us! How gra­cious is He to us! What blessed pro­vi­sion doth He make for us! If pil­grims are at­tacked by Gi­ant Grim, and ter­ri­fied with the sight of lions, they may be sure that it is only a pre­lude to some sweet en­joy­ment of their Lord’s love, and that they are near to some asylum, some sanc­tu­ary of rest, peace, and com­fort. Some bit­ter gen­er­ally pre­cedes the sweet, and makes the sweet the sweeter. —Ma­son

			724. O it is hard work to part with Great-heart! How many bless­ings do we lose for want of ask­ing! Great-heart is at the com­mand of our Lord. O for more power to cry in­cess­antly to the Lord for the pres­ence of Great-heart, that we may go on more cheer­fully and more joy­fully in the ways of the Lord! —Ma­son

			725. Here is a blessed mark of be­ing ves­sels of the grace of God, when we de­light in the sight of, sa­lute, and wel­come oth­ers in the way to Zion, and mu­tu­ally have our hearts and af­fec­tions drawn out to each oth­er in love. O how sweet is the fel­low­ship of pil­grims be­low! What must it be above? In­fin­itely above con­cep­tion. —Ma­son

			726. Ex­odus 12:21, 28; John 1:29.

			Read­er, can you feed upon Christ by faith? Is the Lamb the nour­ish­ment of thy soul, and the por­tion of thy heart? Canst thou say, from blessed ex­per­i­ence, “His flesh is meat in­deed, and His blood is drink in­deed?” Is it thy de­light to think of Him, hear of Him, speak of Him, abide in Him, and live upon Him? O bless Him and praise Him for His dis­tin­guish­ing mercy, this spir­itu­al ap­pet­ite! It is pe­cu­li­ar to His be­loved ones only. —Ma­son

			727. Pray mind the above note, “Christ’s bos­om is for all pil­grims.” [This is the room in which they all lay, and its name is Peace —Ed­it­or]. It is there the weary find rest, and the burdened soul ease. O for more re­clin­ings of soul upon the pre­cious bos­om of our Lord! We can be truly happy nowhere else. —Ma­son

			728. Im­manuel also made a feast for them. He feasted them with food that grew not in the fields of Man­soul, nor in the whole king­dom of the Uni­verse. It came from the Fath­er’s court. There was mu­sic also all the while at the table, and man did eat an­gels’ food. I must not for­get to tell you, that the mu­si­cians were the mas­ters of the songs sung at the court of Shad­dai. —Bunyan’s Holy War

			729. O what pre­cious har­mony is this! How joy­ful to be the sub­jects of it, and to join in it! The free, sov­er­eign grace of God is the de­light­ful theme, and glory to God in the highest the uni­ver­sal chor­us. It is the won­der and joy of sin­ners on earth, and of an­gels in Heav­en. —Ma­son

			730. Ezekiel 16:8–12.

			731. Our au­thor in­tim­ates that God some­times com­mu­nic­ates spir­itu­al know­ledge and heav­enly joy by “dreams and vis­ions of the night.” The Holy One “wor­keth all things after the coun­sel of His own will,” and em­ploys what means He pleases to bring in­to cap­tiv­ity every thought to the obed­i­ence of Christ. The ef­fect pro­duced by dreams must be brought to this test. It is a good max­im, that what leads to God, must have come from God. —Ivimey

			732. Job 28:14, 15.

			If Mercy were sweetly sur­prised with this dream, we are sure that noth­ing but the sur­prise of mercy can over­come the hardened sin­ner’s heart, who, ex­pect­ing the stroke of justice, in­stead of the ex­e­cu­tion­er with a death-war­rant, finds a mes­sen­ger of peace, with a par­don free and full, re­veal­ing the grace, mercy, and love of God, through the re­demp­tion which there is in the love of God. —J. B.

			733. O how blessed are they who are watch­ing and wait­ing con­tinu­ally to hear the small, still voice of the Spir­it, speak­ing rest and peace to their souls by the blood of the Lamb! O how con­des­cend­ing is our Lord, thus to vis­it us, and con­verse with us in the way to his king­dom! —Ma­son And how blessed is church fel­low­ship when the mem­bers are gov­erned by these heav­enly prin­ciples, watch­ful­ness, hu­mil­ity of mind, prudence, piety, and char­ity. —Ed­it­or

			734. The as­sur­ance that the dream should be ac­com­plished, is groun­ded on the ef­fects pro­duced upon Mercy’s heart; there is no danger of de­lu­sion, when so scrip­tur­al an en­cour­age­ment is in­ferred even from a dream. —Scott

			735. Can we won­der that the pil­grims longed to spend some time with such lovely com­pan­ions? Read­er, how is your in­clin­a­tion? Add to these “Sim­pli­city, In­no­cence, and Godly-sin­cer­ity; without which three graces thou wilt be a hy­po­crite, let thy no­tions, thy know­ledge, thy pro­fes­sion, and com­mend­a­tions from oth­ers, be what they will.” —Holy Life, vol. 2, p. 539 Chris­ti­an, in choos­ing thy com­pan­ions, spe­cially cleave to these six vir­gins, for they not only have very comely and sober coun­ten­ances, but Christ dwells with them. —Ed­it­or

			736. When Chris­ti­ana was ad­mit­ted in­to the church, care was taken to in­quire in­to the re­li­gious know­ledge of her chil­dren. This is an im­port­ant branch of min­is­teri­al and par­ent­al duty. The an­swers giv­en by the chil­dren do their moth­er hon­our, and prove that she had not la­boured in vain. Let every pi­ous par­ent im­it­ate her ex­ample, and hope for her suc­cess. —Burder

			737. This is a very sens­ible mode of cat­ech­ising the boys ac­cord­ing to their ages and ac­quire­ments, with ques­tions, ex­cit­ing their at­ten­tion to sub­jects of the gravest im­port­ance. Com­pare this with the cus­tom of ask­ing a child its name, and re­quir­ing it to nar­rate cir­cum­stances which took place in the time of un­con­scious baby­hood; in­stead of im­press­ing upon it the ex­ist­ence of God and the sol­emn real­it­ies of etern­ity. The As­sembly’s, Dr. Watts’, and es­pe­cially Bunyan’s cat­ech­isms, are ad­mir­ably ad­ap­ted to as­sist a par­ent in these im­port­ant and re­spons­ible ex­er­cises. —Ed­it­or

			738. The young pu­pil is not here taught to an­swer, “all the elect,” but prac­tic­ally “those that ac­cept of His sal­va­tion.” This is per­fectly con­sist­ent with the oth­er, while it in­structs and en­cour­ages the learner without per­plex­ing him. It is ab­surd to teach the hard­est les­sons to the young­est schol­ars in the school of Christ. —Scott

			739. Though this is answered with the sim­pli­city of a child; yet it is, and ever will be, the lan­guage of every fath­er in Christ. Happy those whose spir­its are cast in­to this humble, evan­gel­ic­al mold! O that this Spir­it may ac­com­pany us in all our re­searches, in all our ways, and through all our days! —Ma­son Our in­ab­il­ity to dis­cov­er the mean­ing of these pas­sages should teach us hu­mil­ity, and sub­mis­sion to the de­cisions of our in­fal­lible In­struct­or. —Scott

			740. Here is the found­a­tion of faith, and the tri­umph of hope, God’s faith­ful­ness to His prom­ise, and His power to per­form. Hav­ing these to look to, what should stag­ger our faith, or de­ject our hope? We may, we ought to smile at all car­nal ob­jec­tions, and trample upon all cor­rupt reas­on­ings. —Ma­son

			741. This is an im­port­ant les­son to young fe­males, how they may prof­it­ably em­ploy their time, ad­orn the Gos­pel, and be use­ful. It is much bet­ter to im­it­ate Dor­cas, in mak­ing gar­ments for the poor, than to waste time and money in frivol­ous amuse­ments, or need­less dec­or­a­tions; or in more el­eg­ant and fash­ion­able ac­com­plish­ments. —Scott

			742. The char­ac­ter of Mr. Brisk is por­trayed to the life in Bunyan’s Em­blems—

			
				
					Candles that do blink with­in the sock­et,
					

					And saints whose eyes are al­ways in their pock­et,
					

					Are much alike: such candles make us fumble;
					

					And at such saints, good men and bad do stumble.
				

			

			743. The char­ac­ter of Mercy is lovely through­out the pil­grim­age; but in the im­port­ant choice of a part­ner for life, she mani­fests great prudence and shrewd­ness; she asks the ad­vice of those who knew Mr. Brisk, and whose names proved how cap­able they were to give it. And she ac­ted upon their know­ledge of his char­ac­ter. And when she dis­covered the ut­ter selfish­ness of his dis­pos­i­tion, she thank­fully bid him, Good bye, sweet heart; and parts for life. —Ed­it­or

			744. Most blessed res­ol­u­tion! Ah, pil­grims, if ye were more wary, lest, by your choice and con­duct, ye brought clogs to your souls, how many troubles would ye es­cape, and how much more happy would you be in your pil­grim­age! It is for want of this wis­dom and con­duct, that many bring evil upon them­selves. —Ma­son

			745. 1 Timothy 6:17–19.

			746. How eas­ily are the best of char­ac­ters tra­duced, and false con­struc­tions put upon the best of ac­tions! Read­er, is this your lot also? Mind your duty. Look to your Lord. Per­severe in His works and ways; and leave your char­ac­ter with Him, to whom you can trust your soul. “For if God be for us, who shall be against us? what shall harm us, if we be fol­low­ers of that which is good?” —Ma­son

			747. Cry­ing at the cross, and turn­ing a wife out of doors, refers to a vul­gar er­ror, which had its in­flu­ence to a late peri­od in Bed­ford­shire. It was a speedy mode of di­vorce, sim­il­ar to that prac­tised in Lon­don, by lead­ing a wife by a hal­ter to Smith­field, and selling her. The cry­ing at the mar­ket cross that a man would not be an­swer­able for the debts that might be in­curred by his wife, was the mode of ad­vert­ising, which was sup­posed to ab­solve a hus­band from main­tain­ing his wife; a no­tion now fully ex­ploded. —Ed­it­or

			748. See the ef­fects of sin. It will pinch and grip the con­science, and make the heart of a gra­cious soul sick. —Ma­son Mat­thew, in be­ing ad­mit­ted a mem­ber of the church, rep­res­en­ted by the house Beau­ti­ful and its happy fam­ily, had to re­late his ex­per­i­ence, and this brought to his re­col­lec­tion plash­ing the trees, and eat­ing the en­emy’s fruit, of which his broth­er also re­minds them. —Ed­it­or

			749. How of­ten do we suf­fer by neg­lect­ing the cau­tions of a pi­ous par­ent or friend. “In time of tempta­tion it is our duty to keep close to the Word, then we have Satan at the end of the staff. When Eve was temp­ted, she went to the out­side of her liberty, and sat her­self on the brink of danger, when she said, we may eat of all but one.” —Bunyan on Gen­es­is, vol. 2, p. 429 Chris­ti­ana had chided the boys: “You trans­gress, for that fruit is none of ours.” Still the boys went on, and now Mat­thew feels the bit­ter­ness of re­pent­ance. —Ed­it­or

			750. Al­though the moth­er did warn and chide her son, yet she did not use her au­thor­ity to pre­vent his tak­ing the fruit which be­longed to an­oth­er. She takes the fault home, falls un­der the sense of it, and is grieved for it. A tender con­science is a blessed sign of a gra­cious heart. Ye par­ents, who know the love of Christ, watch over your chil­dren; see to it, lest you smart for your sins, in not warn­ing and pre­vent­ing them, that “the fear of the Lord is to de­part from all evil;” yea, to ab­stain from the very ap­pear­ance of it. —Ma­son, altered by Ed­it­or

			751. Hebrews 10:1–4.

			752. John 6:54–57; Hebrews 9:14.

			Mr. Bunyan’s great mod­esty and hu­mil­ity are truly ad­mir­able; he quotes Lat­in, but is care­ful to tell us, “The Lat­in I bor­row” [in his notes]. The Eng­lish is, “Of the flesh and of the blood of Christ.” This is the only por­tion for sin-sick souls. Feed­ing upon Christ’s flesh and blood by faith, keeps us from sin­ning, and when sick of sin, these, and noth­ing but these, can heal and re­store us. Yet there is in our nature an un­ac­count­able re­luct­ance to re­ceive these, through the un­be­lief which works in us. So Mat­thew found it. —Ma­son

			753. Mark 9:49.

			754. Zechari­ah 12:10.

			755. See the blessed ef­fects of re­ceiv­ing Christ, when un­der the sense of sin, and dis­tressed for sin. O what a pre­cious Sa­viour is Je­sus! What ef­fic­acy is there in His flesh and blood, to purge the con­science from guilt! Lord, what a mercy is it, that though we sin, yet Thou art abund­ant to par­don, yea, mul­ti­pli­est Thy par­dons; yea, and also giv­eth poor, pained, broken­hearted sin­ners to know and feel Thy par­don­ing love! —Ma­son

			756. How cor­rectly are the ef­fects of an in­dul­gence in sin­ful lusts de­scribed. Sin and sor­row are in­sep­ar­able. The burdened con­science of a back­slider can be re­lieved in no oth­er way, than that in which it was first “purged from dead works,” by ex­er­cising faith in the aton­ing blood of the Lord Je­sus as the only sac­ri­fice for sin, “If a man be over­taken in a fault, ye which are spir­itu­al, re­store such an one in the spir­it of meek­ness” (Gala­tians 6:1). “Flee youth­ful lusts,” and be upon your guard against the fruit of Beelze­bub’s orch­ard. —Ivimey

			757. Hebrews 13:11–16.

			758. The re­la­tion of Mat­thew’s sick­ness, and the meth­od of his cure, may be justly es­teemed among the finest pas­sages of this work. He ate the fruit of Beelze­bub’s orch­ard, sin, the dis­ease of the soul, threat­en­ing etern­al death. It is an un­speak­able mercy to be ex­ceed­ingly pained with it. Such need the phys­i­cian, and the rem­edy is at hand.

			
				
					Noth­ing but Thy blood, O Je­sus!
					

					Can re­lieve us from our smart;
					

					Noth­ing else from guilt re­lease us
					

					Noth­ing else can melt the heart
				

				—Hart
			

			It is the uni­ver­sal medi­cine; blessed are those that will nev­er take any oth­er phys­ic. —Burder

			759. John 6:50.

			760. This ad­vice should be care­fully noted. Num­bers ab­use the doc­trine of free sal­va­tion by the mer­its and re­demp­tion of Christ, and pre­sume on for­give­ness, when they are des­ti­tute of genu­ine re­pent­ance, and give no evid­ence of sanc­ti­fic­a­tion. But this most ef­fic­a­cious medi­cine in that case will do no good; or rather, the per­verse ab­use of it will in­crease their guilt, and tend to harden their hearts in sin. —Scott

			761. Bunyan’s bill of his Mas­ter’s wa­ter of life—“As men, in their bills, do give an ac­count of the per­sons cured, and the dis­eases re­moved, so could I give you ac­count of num­ber­less num­bers that have not only been made to live, but to live forever, by drink­ing this pure wa­ter of life. No dis­ease comes amiss to it. It cures blind­ness, deaf­ness, dumb­ness, dead­ness. This right holy wa­ter (all oth­er is coun­ter­feit) will drive away evil spir­its. It will make you have a white soul, and that is bet­ter than a white skin.” —Bunyan’s Wa­ter of Life Who­ever of­fers to puri­fy the heart, and heal a wounded con­science, by any oth­er means, is a de­ceiv­er and a soul-des­troy­er. —Ed­it­or

			762. This con­ver­sa­tion is ad­ap­ted for the med­it­a­tion of a re­stored back­slider. Evan­gel­ic­al truth pre­scribes the most power­ful an­ti­dotes to pre­sump­tion and des­pair—“My little chil­dren, these things write I un­to you, that ye sin not. And if any man sin, we have an Ad­voc­ate with the Fath­er, Je­sus Christ the right­eous” (1 John 2:1). —Ivimey

			763. Hav­ing ex­per­i­enced the great ad­vant­age of a pi­ous min­is­ter or eld­er, they were nat­ur­ally de­sirous of hav­ing such com­fort through their pil­grim­age. The pe­ti­tion may refer to the cus­tom, among dis­sent­ing churches, of let­ters of dis­mis­sion giv­en to mem­bers when they move to a dis­tant loc­al­ity. —Ed­it­or

			764. How much is con­tained in that an­swer of Chris­ti­ana as to the ori­gin of evil—“It is food or pois­on, I know not which!” To be­liev­ers, it will be their el­ev­a­tion to a de­gree of bliss that they would nev­er have oth­er­wise en­joyed; to the faith­less, it will be pois­on of the dead­li­est kind. Here is no at­tempt to ex­plain the ori­gin of evil in our world; a sub­ject far bey­ond all our powers of in­vest­ig­a­tion. —Ed­it­or

			765. Gen­es­is 3:6; Ro­mans 7:24.

			It is not enough that the Holy Spir­it con­vince us of sin at our first set­ting out on pil­grim­age, and makes us sens­ible of our want of Christ; but He also keeps up a sight and sense of the evil of sin in its ori­gin­al nature, as well as ac­tu­al trans­gres­sions. This of­ten makes us won­der at sin, at ourselves, and at the love of Christ in be­com­ing a sac­ri­fice for our sins. And this also humbles us, makes us hate sin the more; and makes Christ, His atone­ment, and right­eous­ness, more and more pre­cious in our eyes, and in­es­tim­able in our hearts. —Ma­son

			766. The min­is­tra­tion of an­gels is an an­im­at­ing theme to be­liev­ers, and is well ad­ap­ted to pro­mote their con­fid­ence in the care and pro­tec­tion of God. “Are they not all min­is­ter­ing spir­its, sent forth to min­is­ter for them who shall be heirs of sal­va­tion?” (Hebrews 1:14). —Ivimey

			767. Gen­es­is 28:12; John 1:51.

			768. Hebrews 6:19.

			This is the an­chor of hope. This keeps the soul safe, and steady to Je­sus, who is the alone ob­ject of our hopes. Hope springs from faith. It is an ex­pect­a­tion of the ful­fill­ment of those things that are prom­ised in the Word of truth, by the God of all grace. Faith re­ceives them, trusts in them, re­lies upon them; and hope waits for the full ac­com­plish­ment and en­joy­ment of them. —Ma­son

			769. Gen­es­is 22:9.

			770. Bunyan loved har­mony—he had a soul for mu­sic. But wheth­er he in­ten­ded by this to sanc­tion the in­tro­duc­tion of in­stru­ment­al mu­sic in­to pub­lic wor­ship, is not clear. The late Ab­ra­ham Booth and An­drew Fuller were ex­tremely averse to it; oth­ers are as de­sirous of it. Mu­sic has a great ef­fect on the nervous sys­tem, and of all in­stru­ments the or­gan is the most im­press­ive. The Chris­ti­an’s in­quiry is, wheth­er sen­sa­tions so pro­duced as­sist the soul in hold­ing com­mu­nion with the Fath­er of spir­its, or wheth­er, un­der our spir­itu­al dis­pens­a­tion, the Holy Ghost makes use of such means to pro­mote in­ter­course between our spir­its and the un­seen hier­arch­ies of Heav­en. —Ed­it­or

			771. O how re­viv­ing and re­fresh­ing are those love-tokens from our Lord! Great-heart nev­er comes empty-handed. He al­ways in­spires with cour­age and con­fid­ence. Let us look more in­to, and heart­ily be­lieve the Word of truth and grace; and cry more to our pre­cious Im­manuel, and we shall have more of Great-heart’s com­pany. It is but sad trav­el­ling without him. —Ma­son

			772. What this great rob­bery was, wheth­er spir­itu­al or tem­por­al, is left to the read­er to ima­gine. The suf­fer­ings of the Dis­sent­ers were aw­fully severe at this time. Had it been a year later, we might have guessed it to have re­ferred to the suf­fer­ings of that pi­ous, ex­cel­lent wo­man, Eliza­beth Gaunt, who was burnt, Oc­to­ber 23, 1685. She was a Baptist, and cruelly mar­tyred. Penn, the Quaker, saw her die. “She laid the straw about her for burn­ing her speedily, and be­haved her­self in such a man­ner that all the spec­tat­ors melted in tears.” —Ed­it­or

			773. Mr. Ivimey is of opin­ion that by this Bunyan sanc­tioned a hire­ling min­istry, but it ap­pears more to refer to the com­mon cus­tom of re­ward­ing ser­vants to whom you have giv­en trouble. He ad­duces Luke 10:7; 1 Timothy 5:18; and 1 Cor­inthi­ans 9:11–14. It is a sub­ject of con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty; but how is it that no min­is­ter ever thinks of re­fer­ring to the plain­est pas­sage upon this sub­ject in the New Test­a­ment? It is Acts 20:17–38, es­pe­cially verses 33–35. The an­gel was a gold coin, in value half a sov­er­eign. —Ed­it­or

			774. Song 2:11, 12.

			
				
					Such moun­tains round about this house do stand
					

					As one from thence may see the Holy Land (Psalms 125:2).
					

					Her fields are fer­tile, do abound with corn;
					

					The lilies fair her val­leys do ad­orn (Song of So­lomon 2:1).
					

					The birds that do come hith­er every spring,
					

					For birds, they are the very best that sing (Song of So­lomon 2:11, 12).
					

					Her friends, her neigh­bours too, do call her blest (Psalms 48:2);
					

					An­gels do here go by, turn in, and rest (Hebrews 13:2).
					

					The road to para­dise lies by her gate (Gen­es­is 28:17),
					

					Here pil­grims do them­selves ac­com­mod­ate
					

					With bed and board; and do such stor­ies tell,
					

					As do for truth and profit all ex­cel.
					

					Nor doth the port­er here say any nay,
					

					That hith­er would turn in, that here would stay.
					

					This house is rent free; here the man may dwell
					

					That loves his land­lord, rules his pas­sions well.
				

				—(Bunyan’s House of God, vol. 2 p. 579).
			

			775. It is sweet melody when we can sing with grace in the heart. The joy arising from God’s free grace and par­don­ing love, is great­er than the joy of har­vest, or of one who re­joices when he di­vides the spoil. —J. B. Those joy­ful notes spring from a sense of near­ness to the Lord, and a firm con­fid­ence in His Di­vine truth and ever­last­ing mercy. O when the Sun of Right­eous­ness shines warmly on the soul, it makes the pil­grims sing most sweetly! These songs ap­proach very nearly to the heav­enly mu­sic in the realm of glory. —Ma­son

			776. For­get­ful­ness makes things noth­ings. It makes us as if things had nev­er been; and so takes away from the soul one great means of stay, sup­port, and en­cour­age­ment. When Dav­id was de­jec­ted, the re­mem­brance of the hill Her­mon was his stay. When he was to go out against Go­liath, the re­mem­brance of the li­on and the bear was his sup­port. The re­cov­ery of a back­slider usu­ally be­gins at the re­mem­brance of former things. —Bunyan’s Holy Life, vol. 2, p. 507

			777. After be­ing thus highly fa­voured with sens­ible com­forts, in the views of faith, the com­forts of hope, and the joy of love, the next step these pil­grims are to take is down the Hill Dif­fi­culty, in­to the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation. What doth this place sig­ni­fy? A deep and abid­ing sight and sense of our ruined state, lost con­di­tion, and des­per­ate cir­cum­stances, as fallen sin­ners. This is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary, lest we should think more highly of ourselves than we ought to think. For the Lord oft fa­vours us with mani­fest­a­tions of His love, and the com­forts of His Spir­it; but, through the cor­rup­tion of our nature, we are prone to be ex­al­ted in ourselves, and, as it were, in­tox­ic­ated by them. Hence we are ex­hor­ted “to think soberly” (Ro­mans 12:3). This the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation causes us to do. —Ma­son

			778. Song of So­lomon 2:1.

			Thus beau­ti­fully does our au­thor de­scribe the grace of hu­mil­ity. O that every read­er may know its ex­cel­lence by happy ex­per­i­ence! —Burder

			779. James 4:6; 1 Peter 5:5.

			780. These are the rare times; above all, when I can go to God as the Pub­lic­an, sens­ible of His glori­us majesty, sens­ible of my misery, and bear up and af­fec­tion­ately cry, “God be mer­ci­ful to me a sin­ner.” For my part, I find it one of the hard­est things I can put my soul upon, when warmly sesns­ible that I am a sin­ner, to come to God for a share in mercy and grace; I can­not but with a thou­sand tears say, “God be mer­ci­ful to me a sin­ner.” —Bunyan’s Phar­isee and Pub­lic­an, vol. 2, p. 261

			781. Though this Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation, or a clear sight and abid­ing sense of the sin­ful­ness of our nature, and the wicked­ness of our hearts, may be very ter­ri­fy­ing to pil­grims, after they have been fa­voured with peace and joy, and com­for­ted by the views of faith and hope, yet it is a very safe place; and though, at first en­ter­ing in­to it, and see­ing more of them­selves than was ever be­fore showed them, they may fear and tremble, yet, after some con­tinu­ing here, they are more re­con­ciled and con­ten­ted; for here they find the vis­its of their Lord, and in the depths of their hu­mil­ity, they be­hold the heights of His love and the depths of His mercy, and cry out in joy, Where sin abounde­th, grace su­per­abounds. Though sin abounds in me, the grace of Je­sus su­per­abounds to­wards me. Though I am emp­tied of all, yet I have an in­ex­haust­ible full­ness in Je­sus, to sup­ply me with all I want and all I hope. —Ma­son

			782. Phil­ip­pi­ans 4:12, 13.

			783. Hebrews 13:5.

			The humble man is con­ten­ted; if his es­tate be low, his heart is lower still. He that is little in his own eyes, will not be much troubled at be­ing little in the eyes of oth­ers. —Wat­son Those cir­cum­stances that will not dis­turb a humble man’s sleep, will break a proud man’s heart. —Mat­thew Henry They that get slips in go­ing down the hill, or would hide his des­cent by de­cep­tion, or re­pine at it, must look for com­bats when in the val­ley. —Ivimey

			784. Per­haps the shep­herd’s boy may refer to the ob­scure but quiet sta­tion of some pas­tors over small con­greg­a­tions, who live al­most un­known to their brethren, but are, in a meas­ure, use­ful and very com­fort­able. —Scott

			785. Our Lord chose re­tire­ment, poverty, and an ob­scure sta­tion; re­mote from bustle, and fa­vour­able to de­vo­tion; so that His ap­pear­ance in a pub­lic char­ac­ter, and in crowded scenes, for the good of man­kind and the glory of the Fath­er, was a part of His self-deni­al, in which “He pleased not Him­self.” Some are ban­ished in­to this val­ley, but the poor in spir­it love to walk in it; and though some be­liev­ers here struggle with dis­tress­ing tempta­tions, oth­ers, in passing through it, en­joy much com­mu­nion with God. —Scott

			786. Hosea 12:4, 5.

			Ever re­mem­ber the words of our Lord, “It is enough for the dis­ciple that he be as his mas­ter.” If your Lord made it his chief de­light to be in this Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation, learn from His ex­ample to prize this val­ley. Though you may meet with an Apolly­on or a des­troy­er here, yet you are safe in the arms and un­der the power of your all-con­quer­ing Lord: “For though the Lord is high, yet hath He re­spect un­to the lowly.” There­fore you may add with Dav­id, “Though I walk in the midst of trouble, Thou wilt re­vive me: Thou shalt stretch forth Thine hand against the wrath of mine en­emies, and Thy right hand shall save me” (Psalms 138:7). Such are the con­fid­ence, the reas­on­ing, and the plead­ing of humble souls in the power of faith, which leads them quite out of them­selves to their Lord. —Ma­son

			787. Mat­thew 11:29.

			788. In the first edi­tion this name is prin­ted “Si­mon;” it was cor­rec­ted to Samuel in Bunyan’s later edi­tions. —Ed­it­or

			789. It is mar­vel­lous to see how some men are led cap­tive by for­get­ful­ness. Those that some­time thought no pains too much, no way too far, no haz­ards too great to run for etern­al life, be­come as if they had nev­er thought of such things. Should one say to some—Art not thou that man I saw cry­ing out un­der a ser­mon, “What shall I do to be saved?” that I heard speak well of the holy Word of God? how askew they will look upon one. Or if they ac­know­ledge that such things were with them once, they do it more like de­jec­ted ghosts than as men. —Bunyan’s Holy Life, vol. 2, p. 507

			790. O pil­grims, at­tend to this! Pride and in­grat­it­ude go hand in hand. Study, ever study the fa­vours of your Lord; how freely they are be­stowed upon you, and how ut­terly un­worthy you are of the least of them. Be­ware of For­get­ful Green. Many, after go­ing some way on pil­grim­age, get in­to this Green, and con­tin­ue here; and talk of their own faith­ful­ness to grace re­ceived, the mer­it of their works, and a second jus­ti­fic­a­tion by their works, etc. Hence it is plain that they are fallen asleep on this For­get­ful Green, and talk in­co­her­ently, as men do in their sleep; for they for­get that they are still sin­ners—poor, needy, wretched sin­ners; and that they want the blood of Christ to cleanse them, the right­eous­ness of Christ to jus­ti­fy them, and the Spir­it of Christ to keep them humble, and to en­able them to live by faith upon the full­ness of Christ to sanc­ti­fy them, as much as they did when they first set out as pil­grims. O it is a most blessed thing to be kept mind­ful of what we are, and of the Lord’s free grace and un­mer­ited good­ness to us! —Ma­son

			791. Song of So­lomon 7:4.

			792. Psalms 84:6, 7.

			793. Hosea 2:15.

			794. “Trembles at God’s Word,” so as not to dare pick and choose which doc­trines he will re­ceive, and which re­ject. Would you act thus by God’s holy com­mand­ments? Would you choose one and re­ject an­oth­er? Are they not all of equal au­thor­ity? And are not all His holy doc­trines also stamped with the same Di­vine sanc­tion? Where there is true faith in them, it will make a man tremble to act thus by God’s Word! —Ma­son

			795. We ought to study the re­cords of the tempta­tions, con­flicts, faith, pa­tience, and vic­tor­ies of be­liev­ers; mark their wounds, by what mis­con­duct they were oc­ca­sioned, that we may watch and pray lest we fall in like man­ner. Learn how they re­pelled the as­saults of the tempter, that we may learn to res­ist him stead­fast in the faith. Their tri­umphs should an­im­ate us to keep on the whole ar­mour of God, that we may be able to with­stand in the evil day. —Scott

			796. If Satan be driv­en back from one at­tack, pre­pare for an­oth­er. Bless God for your ar­mour. Nev­er put it off. —Ma­son

			797. If this monu­ment refers to the ex­per­i­ence of Bunyan, as ex­hib­ited in his Grace Abound­ing to the Chief of Sin­ners, it is well called, “Most strange, and yet most true.” —Ed­it­or

			798. This val­ley rep­res­ents the in­ward dis­tress, con­flict, and alarm, arising from dark­ness and in­sens­ib­il­ity of mind. It var­ies ac­cord­ing to the con­sti­tu­tion, an­im­al spir­its, health, edu­ca­tion, and strength of mind of dif­fer­ent per­sons. —Scott

			799. None know the dis­tress, an­guish, and fear that haunt pil­grims in this val­ley, but those who have been in it. The hiss­ings, re­vil­ings, and in­jec­tions of that old ser­pent, with all his in­fernal malice, seem to be let loose upon pil­grims in this val­ley. As­aph seems to be walk­ing in this val­ley when he says, “As for me, my feet were al­most gone, my steps had well nigh slipped” (Psalms 73:2). —Ma­son

			800. James 4:7.

			801. 1 Peter 5:8, 9.

			Satan is of­ten most dread­ful at a dis­tance, and, cour­ageously res­isted, will not ad­vance near­er. This ad­vice is ever need­ful, “Be sober; be vi­gil­ant.” These pil­grims kept up their watch. Satan did come upon them un­awares; still they heard his ap­proach; they were pre­pared for his at­tack; lo, Satan drew back. —Ma­son

			802. Miser­able, un­com­fort­able walk­ing, with a pit be­fore us, mid dark­ness around, yea, with­in us, and hell seem­ing to move from be­neath to meet us who have been left to the dark­ness of our nature, the ter­rors of a fiery law, the sense of guilt, and the fear of hell! O what an un­speak­able mercy, in such a dis­tress­ing sea­son, to have an Almighty Sa­viour to look to and call upon for safety and sal­va­tion! “For He will hear our cry and save us” (Psalms 145:19). —Ma­son

			803. Isai­ah 1:10.

			This text has been a sheet an­chor to my soul un­der dark­ness and dis­tress. I doubt not but it has been so to many oth­ers. O there is an amaz­ing depth of grace and a won­der­ful height of mercy in it. Bless God for it. Study it deeply. —Ma­son

			804. What must the pure and holy Je­sus have suffered when He tasted death in all its bit­ter­ness? His soul was in an agony. Hell was let loose upon Him. This is your hour, said He, and the power of dark­ness, when He cried out, “My God, My God, why hast Thou for­saken Me?” It seemed as if the pains of hell had got hold of Him. O what justice and judg­ment! what love and mercy! what power and might were here dis­played! And all this for us, and for our sal­va­tion. What shall we render to the Lord for all His be­ne­fits? —J. B.

			805. Pre­cious thought; un­der the worst and most dis­tress­ing cir­cum­stances think of this. Their con­tinu­ance is short. The ap­point­ment, love. Their end shall be crowned with glory. Our dark and dis­tress­ing nights make us prize our light and joy­ful days the more. —Ma­son

			806. The tre­mend­ous hor­rors of the Val­ley of the Shad­ow of Death, fig­ur­at­ively rep­res­ents the gloomy frame of mind in which fears rise high, and tempta­tions greatly abound, more es­pe­cially when they are aug­men­ted by bod­ily dis­ease. Few Chris­ti­ans are wholly ex­emp­ted from such dis­tress­ing sea­sons, but all are not dis­tressed alike. —Burder

			Bunyan’s ex­per­i­ence, re­cor­ded in his Grace Abound­ing, shows that he was, when un­der con­vic­tion, very fa­mil­i­ar with these hor­rors. —Ed­it­or

			807. Heed­less pro­fess­ors, be warned. The doc­trines of grace were nev­er in­ten­ded to lull any asleep in car­nal se­cur­ity. If they do so by you, it is a sure sign that what should have been for your health proves an oc­ca­sion of your fall­ing. —Ma­son O the miser­able end of them that obey not the Gos­pel—pun­ished with ever­last­ing de­struc­tion from the pres­ence of the Lord, and the glory of His power. —J. B.

			808. Pray­er pre­vailed, and they were de­livered.

			
				
					By glimm’ring hopes, and gloomy fears,
					

					We trace the sac­red road;
					

					Through dis­mal deeps, and dang’rous snares,
					

					We make our way to God
				

				—(Burder).
			

			809. By a good heart is here meant, that Chris­ti­an was en­dued with bold­ness and cour­age from above; as the Psalm­ist says, “Wait on the Lord, be of good cour­age, and He shall strengthen thine heart.” —J. B.

			810. Satan’s mas­ter ar­gu­ment is, Thou art a hor­rible sin­ner, a hy­po­crite, one that has a pro­fane heart, and one that is an ut­ter stranger to a work of grace. I say this is his Maul, his club, his mas­ter­piece. He doth with this as some do by their most en­chant­ing songs, sings them every­where. I be­lieve there are but few saints in the world that have not had this tempta­tion sound­ing in their ears. But were they but aware, Satan by all this does but drive them to the gap, out at which they should go, and so es­cape his roar­ing. Saith he, Thou art a great sin­ner, a hor­rible sin­ner, a pro­fane-hearted wretch, one that can­not be matched for a vile one in the coun­try. The temp­ted may say, Aye, Satan, so I am, a sin­ner of the biggest size, and, there­fore, have most need of Je­sus Christ; yea, be­cause I am such a wretch Je­sus calls me first. I am he, where­fore stand back, Satan, make a lane; my right is first to come to Je­sus Christ. This, now, would be like for like; this would foil the dev­il: this would make him say, I must not deal with this man thus; for then I put a sword in­to his hand to cut off my head. —Good News for the Vilest of Men, vol. 1, p 96

			811. The greatest heart can­not un­der­stand without pray­er, nor con­quer without the almighty power of God. The be­lief of this will ex­cite pray­er. —Ma­son

			812. The sever­ity of Job’s suf­fer­ings prob­ably sug­ges­ted to the au­thor, the idea of tak­ing rest dur­ing the con­flict. “How long wilt thou not de­part from me, nor let me alone till I swal­low down my spittle?” (Job 7:19). Here is no tim­idly min­cing the mat­ter with soph­istry or in­fi­del­ity; but a man­ful, pray­er­ful, fight­ing it out. —Ed­it­or

			813. Mr. Ivimey con­siders, that in Gi­ant Maul is char­ac­ter­ised that er­ro­neous but com­mon no­tion, that the church of Christ con­sists ex­clus­ively of some one state re­li­gion, to dis­sent from which is to cause schism, and to rend the seam­less coat of Christ. Maul dwelt in the place where Pa­gan and Pope had resided; the club be­ing the tem­por­al power to com­pel uni­form­ity. If so, the de­clar­a­tion for liberty of con­science slew the gi­ant, and the Act of tol­er­a­tion pre­ven­ted his re­sur­rec­tion. Alas, how little do such Anti-Chris­ti­ans know of that spir­itu­al king­dom which ex­tends over all the tem­por­al king­doms of the earth, and which con­sti­tutes Christ the King of kings. —Ed­it­or Car­nal reas­on­ing upon the equity of the Di­vine pro­ceed­ings have mauled many a Chris­ti­an—robbed him of his com­fort, and spoiled his sim­pli­city. As soon as we turn aside to vain janglings and doubt­ful dis­pu­ta­tions, we get upon the dev­il’s ground. As Great-heart was knocked down with this gi­ant’s club, so many a faith­ful min­is­ter has been con­foun­ded with the subtle ar­gu­ments of a cun­ning dis­puter. The way to over­come this gi­ant is to keep close to Scrip­ture, and pray for the teach­ing of the Holy Spir­it. —J. B. Though Maul was baffled, dis­abled, and ap­par­ently slain; it will ap­pear that he has left a pos­ter­ity on earth to re­vile, in­jure, and op­pose the spir­itu­al wor­ship­pers of God in every gen­er­a­tion. —Scott

			814. Well may Gi­ant Maul, with his soph­istry, be called a dan­ger­ous en­emy. Many of this tribe are men­tioned in the Holy War, as Lord Cav­il, the Lord Brisk, the Lord Prag­mat­ic, the Lord Mur­mur, and one Clip-prom­ise, a no­tori­ous vil­lain. These lords felt the edge of Lord Will-be-will’s sword, for which his Prince Im­manuel hon­oured him. Clip-prom­ise was set in the pil­lory, whipped, and hanged. One clip­per-of-prom­ise does great ab­use to Man­soul in a little time. Bunyan’s judg­ment was, that “all those of his name and life should be served even as he!” —Ed­it­or

			815. 2 Cor­inthi­ans 4.

			Light af­flic­tions, but for a mo­ment, and which work out for us an etern­al weight of glory—“a little hurt on my flesh.” If this refers to Bunyan’s twelve years’ im­pris­on­ment un­der the maul of soph­istry, how must his nat­ur­al tem­per have been sub­dued by hu­mil­ity! —Ed­it­or

			816. This club we may sup­pose to mean hu­man power, un­der which many godly min­is­ters, in the sev­en­teenth cen­tury, suffered greatly. Blessed be God, we have noth­ing of this to fear in our day; there­fore, the more shame for such pro­fess­ors who desert Christ when they have noth­ing to fear but the breath of re­proach, a nick­name, or a by­word of con­tempt. —Ma­son

			817. The ex­per­i­enced Chris­ti­an will be afraid of new ac­quaint­ance; in his most un­watch­ful sea­sons he is fully con­vinced that no en­emy can hurt him, un­less he is in­duced to yield to tempta­tion, and com­mit sin. —Scott

			818. The char­ac­ter of Hon­esty is beau­ti­fully drawn by a mas­terly hand. The aged pil­grim, worn out with fa­tigue, can say without fear, “I laid me down and slept; I awaked; for the Lord sus­tained me.” He blushed when his name was men­tioned, and proved to be a most valu­able ac­quis­i­tion to the Pil­grim party. —Ed­it­or

			819. By hon­esty, in the ab­stract, he means to dis­tin­guish between his earn­est de­sire to be hon­est, and a per­fect char­ac­ter. Every Chris­ti­an is the sub­ject of hon­esty or justice, up­right­ness and sin­cer­ity; yet when we come to de­scribe these vir­tues in the ab­stract, or what they really are in their strict pur­ity and ut­most per­fec­tion, where is the Chris­ti­an but must wear the con­scien­tious blush, as Hon­esty did, un­der a sense of his im­per­fec­tions. —Ma­son

			820. This is the con­fes­sion of an hon­est heart. It is nev­er afraid of ascrib­ing too much to the sov­er­eignty of grace; nor of giv­ing all the glory to the Sun of Right­eous­ness, for shin­ing upon, and melt­ing down its hard frozen soul. —Ma­son

			821. If the kiss of char­ity be giv­en, great care should be taken that it is a “holy” kiss. “Some have urged the holy kiss, but then I have asked why they made baulks; why they did sa­lute the most hand­some, and let the ill-fa­voured go. This has been un­seemly in my sight.” —Grace Abound­ing, No. 315 How­ever such a cus­tom may have been in­no­cent in the ori­ent­al scenes of apostol­ic la­bours, it has been very prop­erly dis­con­tin­ued in later ages, un­less it be as in the case of old Hon­est, or the un­ex­pec­ted meet­ing of very old friends and re­l­at­ives. —Ed­it­or

			822. Mat­thew 10:3.

			823. Psalms 99:6.

			824. Gen­es­is 39.

			825. Acts 1:13, 14.

			826. The char­ac­ter and nar­rat­ive of Fear­ing is drawn and ar­ranged with great judg­ment, and in a very af­fect­ing man­ner. Little-faith, men­tioned in the First Part, was faint­hearted and dis­trust­ful; and thus he con­trac­ted guilt, and lost his com­fort; but Fear­ing dreaded sin and com­ing short of Heav­en, more than all that flesh could do un­to him. He was alarmed more at the fear of be­ing over­come by tempta­tion, than from a re­luct­ance to un­der­go de­ri­sion or per­se­cu­tion. The pe­cu­li­ar­ity of this de­scrip­tion of Chris­ti­ans must be traced back to con­sti­tu­tion, habit, first im­pres­sions, dis­pro­por­tion­ate and par­tial views of truth, and im­prop­er in­struc­tions; these, con­cur­ring with weak­ness of faith, and the com­mon in­firm­it­ies of hu­man nature, give a cast to their ex­per­i­ence and char­ac­ter, which renders them un­com­fort­able to them­selves, and trouble­some to oth­ers. Yet no com­pet­ent judges doubt that they have the root of the mat­ter in them; and none are more en­titled to the pa­tient, sym­path­iz­ing, and tender at­ten­tion of min­is­ters and Chris­ti­ans. —Scott

			827. We can­not but ad­mire the vari­ety of ex­per­i­ences in­tro­duced in­to the Pil­grim’s Pro­gress. Many have died re­mark­ably happy in the Lord, who, till very near their last mo­ments have been in bond­age through the fear of death. We may be sure of this, that wherever the Lord has be­gun a work, He will carry it on to the great de­cis­ive day. The proof of this is “he would not go back!” “If ye con­tin­ue in My Word, then are ye My dis­ciples in­deed.” —J. B.

			828. See all through this char­ac­ter, what a con­flict there was between fear, and the in­flu­ence of grace. Though it may not be the most com­fort­able, yet the end of Mr. Fear­ing was very joy­ful. O what a godly jeal­ousy dis­played it­self all through his life! Bet­ter this, than strong, vain­glori­ous con­fid­ence. The Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation suits well with fear­ing hearts. —Ma­son

			829. When per­sons are nat­ur­ally fear­ful and low-spir­ited, it will be found, not­with­stand­ing the cour­age and com­fort they some­times are fa­voured with, that the con­sti­tu­tion­al bi­as of their tem­pers and dis­pos­i­tions will dis­cov­er it­self, more or less, all through their pil­grim­age. Thus there is a kind of sym­pathy between Fear­ing and the Val­ley of Hu­mi­li­ation, which seems con­geni­al to him. —J. B.

			830. Lam­ent­a­tions 3:27–29.

			831. O what a time of need is the day of death, when I am to pack up all, to be gone from hence; now a man grows near the bor­ders of etern­ity; he sees in­to the skirts of the next world. Now death is death, and the grave the grave in­deed. Has he laid up grace for this day, while cold death strokes his hand over his face, and over his heart, and is turn­ing his blood in­to jelly; while strong death is loos­ing his sil­ver cord, and break­ing his golden bowl? —Bunyan’s Saints’ Priv­ilege, vol. 1, p. 678 Can a great­hearted saint won­der that Mr. Fear­ing was at his wit’s end? —Ed­it­or

			832. Here is a glor­i­ous dis­play of a fear­ing heart. Full of cour­age against evil, and fired with zeal for God’s glory. —Ma­son

			833. O how gra­cious is our Lord! as thy day is, O Pil­grim, so shall thy strength be. Even the river of death, though there can be no bridge to go over, yet faith makes one; and the Lord of faith makes the wa­ters low, to suit the state of His be­loved ones. —Ma­son

			834. Psalms 88.

			835. Ro­mans 14:21; 1 Cor­inthi­ans 8:13.

			836. We know the least ap­pear­ance of a sin bet­ter by its nat­ive hue, than we know a grace of the Spir­it. Sin is soon­er felt in its bit­ter­ness upon a sanc­ti­fied soul than is the grace of God. Sin is dread­ful and mur­der­ous in the sight of a sanc­ti­fied soul. Grace lies deep in the hid­den part, but sin floats above in the flesh, and is easi­er seen. Grace as to quant­ity, seems less than sin. What is leaven, or a grain of mus­tard seed, to the bulky lump of a body of death? It is a rare thing for some Chris­ti­ans to see their graces, but a thing very com­mon for such to see their sins, to the shak­ing of their souls. —Bunyan’s De­sire of the Right­eous, vol. 1, p. 755

			837. Mat­thew 11:16–18.

			838. This is an every­day char­ac­ter in the church, del­ic­ately and ac­cur­ately drawn, a man, as Mr. Ivimey says, that “car­ried the Slough of Des­pond in his mind every­where with him,” not from the dif­fi­culties of the way, nor the frowns of the world, but from doubts lest sin, death, and hell, should pre­vail over them. They walk safely, how­ever sor­row­fully; and sel­dom give the en­emy an oc­ca­sion to re­joice. —Ed­it­or

			839. Rev­el­a­tion 8:2; 14:2, 3.

			840. Here is a very strik­ing les­son for pro­fess­ors. Talk not of your great know­ledge, rich ex­per­i­ence, com­fort­able frames, and joy­ful feel­ings; all are vain and de­lusive, if the Gos­pel has not a holy in­flu­ence upon your prac­tice. On the oth­er hand, be not de­jec­ted if you are not fa­voured with these; for if a holy fear of God, and a godly jeal­ousy over yourselves, pos­sess your heart, ver­ily you are a par­taker of the grace of Christ. —Ma­son

			841. Hatred to sin can only arise from the love of God. In vain do men think of de­ter­ring oth­ers from sin, or driv­ing them to duty by low ter­rors, or low re­quire­ments. The strong man armed will keep his palace, till a stronger than he cometh and taketh from him the ar­mour wherein he trus­ted. But herein they err, not know­ing the Scrip­tures, which set forth love as the con­strain­ing motive to true obed­i­ence. —J. B.

			842. Chris­ti­ans who re­semble Fear­ing, are greatly re­tarded in their pro­gress by dis­cour­aging ap­pre­hen­sions; they are apt to spend too much time in un­avail­ing com­plaints; yet they can­not think of giv­ing up their feeble hopes, or of re­turn­ing to their for­saken worldly pur­suits and pleas­ures. They are in­deed helped for­ward, through the mercy of God, in a very ex­traordin­ary man­ner; yet they still re­main ex­posed to alarms and dis­cour­age­ments, in every stage of their pil­grim­age. They are afraid even of re­ly­ing on Christ for sal­va­tion, be­cause they have not dis­tinct views of His love, and the meth­ods of His grace; and ima­gine some oth­er qual­i­fic­a­tion to be ne­ces­sary be­sides the will­ing­ness to seek, knock, and ask for the prom­ised bless­ings, with a real de­sire of ob­tain­ing them. They ima­gine, that there has been some­thing in their past life, or that there is some pe­cu­li­ar­ity in their present habits, and way of ap­ply­ing to Christ, which may ex­clude them from the be­ne­fit: so that they pray with dif­fid­ence; and, be­ing con­sciously un­worthy, can hardly be­lieve that the Lord will grant their re­quests. They are also prone to over­look the most de­cis­ive evid­ences of their re­con­cili­ation to God; and to per­severe in ar­guing with per­verse in­genu­ity against their own mani­fest hap­pi­ness. The same mix­ture of hu­mil­ity and un­be­lief renders per­sons of this de­scrip­tion back­ward in as­so­ci­at­ing with their brethren, and in fre­quent­ing those com­pan­ies in which they might ob­tain fur­ther in­struc­tion; for they are afraid of be­ing con­sidered as be­liev­ers, or even ser­i­ous in­quirers; so that af­fec­tion­ate and earn­est per­sua­sion is re­quis­ite to pre­vail with them to join in those re­li­gious ex­er­cises, by which Chris­ti­ans es­pe­cially re­ceive the teach­ing of the Holy Spir­it. Yet this arises not from dis­in­clin­a­tion, but dif­fid­ence; and though they are of­ten pe­cu­li­arly fa­voured with sea­sons of great com­fort, to coun­ter­bal­ance their de­jec­tions, yet they nev­er hear or read of those who “have drawn back to per­di­tion,” but they are ter­ri­fied with the idea that they shall shortly re­semble them; so that every warn­ing giv­en against hy­po­crisy or self-de­cep­tion seems to point them out by name, and every new dis­cov­ery of any fault or mis­take in their views, tem­per, or con­duct, seems to de­cide their doom. At the same time, they are of­ten re­mark­ably melted in­to humble, ad­mir­ing grat­it­ude, by con­tem­plat­ing the love and suf­fer­ings of Christ, and seem to de­light in hear­ing of that sub­ject above all oth­ers. They do not pe­cu­li­arly fear dif­fi­culties, self-deni­al, re­proaches, or per­se­cu­tion, which de­ter num­bers from mak­ing an open pro­fes­sion of re­li­gion; and yet they are more back­ward in this re­spect than oth­ers, be­cause they deem them­selves un­worthy to be ad­mit­ted to such priv­ileges and in­to such so­ci­ety, or else are ap­pre­hens­ive of be­ing fi­nally sep­ar­ated from them or be­com­ing a dis­grace to re­li­gion. —Scott

			843. This is a sol­id, scrip­tur­al defin­i­tion; pray mind it. Here con­di­tions may safely be ad­mit­ted; and happy is the Chris­ti­an who keeps closest to these con­di­tions, in or­der to en­joy peace of con­science, and joy of heart in Christ. —Ma­son

			844. That heart, which is un­der the teach­ing and in­flu­ence of the grace of God, will de­tect such hor­rid no­tions, and cry out against them. God for­bid that ever I should listen one mo­ment to such diabol­ic­al sen­ti­ments! for they are hatched in hell, and propag­ated on earth, by the fath­er of lies. —Ma­son

			845. 1 Peter 2:8.

			846. Hosea 4:8.

			847. It is a hor­rible and blas­phem­ous per­ver­sion of Scrip­ture, to take en­cour­age­ment in sin, from those sad ex­amples of it in the saints, which are held up, in terror­em, as so many beacons by which we may avoid the same. To talk, and es­pe­cially to act like Self-will af­fords the fullest proof that a man nev­er came in at the gate. The Lord change every such per­verse will, and pre­serve the church from prin­ciples and prac­tices so diabol­ic­al. —Burder

			What shall we say to these things? Lord, keep me! —J. B.

			848. It may be ser­i­ously in­quired as to wheth­er in all Satan’s tempta­tions, any one is so fatal to im­mor­tal souls as the idea of a deathbed re­pent­ance. Have not pray­ers against sud­den death a tend­ency to in­ter­fere with or ob­struct that daily walk with God, which alone can fit us to meet the king of ter­rors? When heart and strength fail; when the body is writh­ing in agony, or ly­ing an in­sens­ible lump of mor­tal­ity; is that the time to make peace with God? Such per­sons must he in­fatu­ated with strange no­tions of the Di­vine Be­ing. No, my read­er, life is the time to serve the Lord, the time to in­sure the great re­ward. Sud­den death is a re­lease from much pain and anxi­ety. It is the most mer­ci­ful gate by which we can enter upon im­mor­tal­ity. —Ed­it­or

			849. Pray at­tent­ively mind, and deeply con­sider the six fol­low­ing ob­ser­va­tions; they are just; they are daily con­firmed to us in the dif­fer­ent con­duct of pro­fess­ors. Study, and pray to im­prove them to your soul’s profit. —Ma­son

			850. Adam hid him­self be­cause he was na­ked. But how could he be na­ked, when be­fore he had made him­self an ap­ron? O! the ap­proach of God con­sumed and burnt off his ap­ron! His ap­ron would not keep him from the eye of the in­cor­rupt­ible God. When God deals with such men for sin, as­suredly they will find them­selves na­ked. —Bunyan on Gen­es­is, vol. 2, p. 432 If the wicked flee when no man pur­su­eth, how can they stand when God lets loose death and etern­ity upon their guilty souls? —Ed­it­or

			851. Thou art bound to Heav­en, but the way thith­er is dan­ger­ous. It is be­set every­where with evil an­gels, who would rob thee of thy soul. If thou would­est go on cheer­fully in thy dan­ger­ous jour­ney, com­mit thy treas­ure—thy soul, to God, to keep; and then thou may­est say with com­fort, Well, that care is over; my soul is safe; the thieves, if they meet me, can­not come at that; God will keep it to my joy and com­fort at the great day. —Bunyan’s Ad­vice to Suf­fer­ers, vol. 2, p. 701

			852. The spir­itu­al re­fresh­ment, arising from ex­per­i­ment­al con­ver­sa­tion, seems to be es­pe­cially in­ten­ded; but the name of Gaius sug­gests also the im­port­ance of the Apostle’s ex­horta­tion, “Use hos­pit­al­ity without grudging.” This ought to be obeyed even to strangers, if they are cer­ti­fied to us as brethren in Christ. —Scott Every Chris­ti­an’s house should, so far as abil­ity is giv­en, be an inn for the re­fresh­ment of weary fel­low-pil­grims. —Ed­it­or

			853. Ro­mans 16:23.

			854. This char­ac­ter is drawn from that of the well-be­loved Gaius, in the third epistle of John. Al­though, in com­par­is­on with the great bulk of Chris­ti­ans, there are but few such in the church; yet in all ages, and in most churches, some hos­pit­able Gaius is to be found. May their num­bers be greatly in­creased. —Ed­it­or

			855. Acts 11:26.

			856. Acts 7:59, 60.

			857. Acts 12:2.

			858. Ig­na­tius, a bish­op or pas­tor of a church in An­ti­och, cruelly mar­tyred for the truth in the second cen­tury; not Ig­na­tius Loy­ola, the Je­suit. Mr. Bunyan ob­tained all this in­form­a­tion from Foxe’s Book of Mar­tyrs, which was writ­ten be­fore Satan had in­tro­duced the Je­suits in­to the world. —Ed­it­or

			859. “Mar­riage is hon­our­able in all” (Hebrews 13:4). Not­with­stand­ing all the cares of a fam­ily, while the mar­ried have many troubles, the single have few, if any, real en­joy­ments of life. The will of our heav­enly Fath­er is here en­forced upon the pil­grims by Gaius—only let pil­grims be united to­geth­er, marry in the Lord, and we may ex­pect his bless­ing to fit us to do His will. Vows of cel­ib­acy are from be­neath, from the fath­er of lies—con­trary to the or­der of nature, and the ex­pressed will of God. “It is not good to be alone.” —Ed­it­or

			860. Gen­es­is 3.

			861. Gala­tians 4:4.

			862. Luke 2.

			863. Luke 8:2, 3.

			864. Luke 7:37, 50; John 11:2; 12:3.

			865. Luke 23:27; Mat­thew 27:55, 56, 61.

			866. Luke 24:22, 23.

			867. The dif­fer­ent parts of so­cial wor­ship and Chris­ti­an fel­low­ship are here al­leg­or­ic­ally de­scribed. The heave-shoulder and wave-breast typi­fy the power and love of our great High Priest; that we should de­vote to Him our whole heart, with fer­vent pray­er, and grate­ful praise. The wine rep­res­ents the ex­hil­ar­at­ing ef­fects of the shed­ding of Christ’s blood, and its ap­plic­a­tion to us by liv­ing faith. The milk is the simple in­struc­tion of the Scrip­tures. The but­ter and honey are an­im­at­ing views of God and heav­enly joy. The apples are the prom­ises and priv­ileges of Chris­ti­ans (see Song of So­lomon 2:3; Pro­verbs 25:11). And the nuts those dif­fi­cult doc­trines, which amply re­pay us the trouble of pen­et­rat­ing their mean­ing. Chris­ti­ans so em­ployed have far sweeter en­joy­ments than they ever had in the mirth, di­ver­sions, and pleas­ures of the world. —Scott

			868. Levit­i­c­us 7:32–34; 10:14, 15.

			869. Psalms 25:1; Hebrews 13:15.

			870. Deu­ter­o­nomy 32:14.

			871. Judges 9:13; John 15:1.

			872. 1 Peter 2:1, 2.

			873. Isai­ah 7:15.

			874. Song of So­lomon 6:11.

			875. Bunyan takes ad­vant­age of the com­mon past-time of solv­ing riddles, to teach im­port­ant truth in a way cal­cu­lated to be im­pressed on the memory. Thus, in the treat­ise on the Cov­en­ants of the Law and Grace, the second Adam was be­fore the first, and also the second cov­en­ant be­fore the first. This is a riddle. —Vol. 2, p. 524) —Ed­it­or Ob­serve here, the feast of pil­grims was at­ten­ded with mirth. Chris­ti­ans have the greatest reas­on to be merry; but then it ought to be spir­itu­al mirth, which springs from spir­itu­al views and spir­itu­al con­ver­sa­tion. —Ma­son

			876. Pro­verbs 11:24.

			877. Pro­verbs 13:7.

			When Chris­ti­an in­ter­course is con­duc­ted with grav­ity and cheer­ful­ness united, it is both pleas­ant and in­struct­ive. Speech should be “al­ways with grace, seasoned with salt, that it may min­is­ter grace to the bear­ers,” and thus “pro­voke one an­oth­er un­to love, and to good works;” thus are the young en­cour­aged to fol­low that which is good. —Ivimey

			878. Here is a genu­ine dis­cov­ery of a gra­cious heart; when it is de­lighted with spir­itu­al com­pany and con­ver­sa­tion, and longs for its con­tinu­ance. Is it so with you? —Ma­son

			879. If our love to sin­ners be only shown by seek­ing their spir­itu­al good, it will be con­sidered as a big­oted de­sire to pros­elyte them to our sect; but uni­form di­li­gent en­deav­ours to re­lieve their tem­por­al wants are in­tel­li­gible to every man, and bring a good re­port on the pro­fes­sion of the Gos­pel (Mat­thew 5:16). —Scott

			880. O, this dy­ing to self, to self-right­eous pride, vain con­fid­ence, self-love, and self-com­pla­cency, is hard work to the old man; yea, it is both im­prac­tic­able and im­possible to him. It is only grace that can con­quer and sub­due him; and where grace reigns, this work is car­ried on day by day. And yet the old man of sin, and self-right­eous­ness, still lives in us. —Ma­son

			881. Old age af­fords ad­vant­age in over­com­ing some propensit­ies, yet habits of in­dul­gence of­ten coun­ter­bal­ance the de­cays of nature; and av­arice, sus­pi­cion, and peev­ish­ness, with oth­er evils, gath­er strength as men ad­vance in years. Some old men may ima­gine that they have re­nounced sin, be­cause they are no longer cap­able of com­mit­ting the crimes in which they once lived. —Scott

			882. The re­fresh­ment of Di­vine con­sol­a­tions, and Chris­ti­an fel­low­ship, are in­ten­ded to pre­pare us for vig­or­ously main­tain­ing the good fight of faith; not only against the en­emies of our own souls, but also against the op­posers of our most holy re­li­gion. We are sol­diers, and should unite to­geth­er un­der the Cap­tain of Sal­va­tion, to con­tend for the faith once de­livered to the saints, by every meth­od au­thor­ized by the Word of God; nor must we shrink from danger and con­tumely in so good a cause. —Scott

			883. It may be asked, how for it is right to ex­pose ourselves to danger and dif­fi­culties, since it is rash­ness, not cour­age, to ex­pose ourselves to un­ne­ces­sary danger, or to give un­ne­ces­sary of­fence. I would an­swer, It can nev­er be im­prop­er to ex­pose er­ror, or op­pose a pre­vail­ing vice, by which God’s chil­dren are in danger of be­ing be­guiled. —J. B.

			884. Gi­ant Slay-good rep­res­ents a wicked, cruel man—a mere can­ni­bal, in­ves­ted with ju­di­cial au­thor­ity—a selfish, ma­lig­nant per­se­cutor, who in­tim­id­ated feeble­minded pro­fess­ors by fines and im­pris­on­ments, to the haz­ard of their souls. By the thieves, of whom he was mas­ter, were per­haps in­ten­ded the com­mon in­form­ers, who got their liv­ing by giv­ing evid­ence against Non­con­form­ists; some cruel ma­gis­trates pur­sued them to death. The at­tack was by scrip­tur­al and ra­tion­al ar­gu­ments, which led to a great al­ter­a­tion in these ac­cursed laws. —Ivimey and Scott

			885. All pil­grims are not alike vig­or­ous, strong, and lively; some are weak, creep and crawl on, in the ways of the Lord. No mat­ter, if there be but a pil­grim’s heart, all shall be well at last; for Om­ni­po­tence it­self is for us, and then we may boldly ask, “Who shall be against us?” —Ma­son Con­sti­tu­tion­al timid­ity and low­ness of spir­its, arising from a feeble frame, give a pe­cu­li­ar cast to the views and nature of re­li­gious pro­fes­sion, which un­fits for hard and per­il­ous ser­vice. The dif­fer­ence between Feeble-mind and Fear­ing seems to be this—the former was more afraid of op­pos­i­tion, and the lat­ter more doubt­ful about the event, which per­haps may in­tim­ate, that Slay-good rather rep­res­ents per­se­cutors than de­ceiv­ers. —Scott

			886. 1 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 5:14.

			887. What a sweet simple re­la­tion is here! Doth it not suit many a feeble mind? Poor soul, weak as he was, yet his Lord provided against his danger. He sent some strong ones to his de­liv­er­ance, and to slay his en­emy. Mind his be­lief, even in his ut­most ex­tremity. Learn some­what from this Feeble-mind. —Ma­son

			888. O how sweet to re­flect, that the most gi­gant­ic en­emies shall be conquered, and their most ma­li­cious designs be over­ruled for our good; yea, what they in­tend for our ru­in shall be made to work for our health and prosper­ity. —Ma­son

			889. “Who­so­ever will save his life shall lose it; and who­so­ever will lose his life for My sake shall find it” (Mat­thew 16:25). —Ed­it­or Here is a con­trast between a feeble be­liev­er and a spe­cious hy­po­crite; the lat­ter eludes per­se­cu­tions by timeserving, yet per­ishes in his sins; the former suf­fers and trembles, yet hopes to be de­livered and com­for­ted. The fre­quency with which this is in­tro­duced, and the vari­ety of char­ac­ters by which it is il­lus­trated, show us how im­port­ant the au­thor deemed such warn­ings. —Scott

			890. Events, which at first ap­pear big with misery and mis­for­tune, have been found af­ter­wards to have been as so many dark pas­sages, to lead in­to bright­er and more glor­i­ous dis­plays of the Di­vine power, wis­dom, and good­ness. —J. B.

			891. “Mar­riage is hon­our­able in all;” nor will Chris­ti­an fe­males find such a state any hindrance to their abound­ing in works of char­ity and mercy. By ful­filling the du­ties of the mar­ried life, they will cause the ways of God to be well spoken of. The de­sire of Paul was, “That the young­er wo­men marry, be sober, love their hus­bands, love their chil­dren, be dis­creet, chaste, keep­ers at home, good, obed­i­ent to their own hus­bands, that the Word of God be not blas­phemed” (Tit­us 2:4, 5). —Ivimey

			892. Luke 10:34, 35.

			893. 3 John 5, 6.

			894. Job 12:5.

			895. What an open, in­genu­ous con­fes­sion is here! though feeble in mind, he was strong in wis­dom and sound judg­ment. —Ma­son Woe be to those who of­fend one of these little ones; no less dear to God than the most em­in­ent and dis­tin­guished saints. —J. B.

			896. 1 Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans 5:14.

			897. Ro­mans 14:1.

			898. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 8.

			899. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 9:22.

			O that this were more prac­tised among Chris­ti­ans of dif­fer­ent stand­ings, de­grees, and judg­ments! If they who are strong were thus to bear with the weak, as they ought, how much more love, peace, and un­an­im­ity would pre­vail! —Ma­son

			900. Psalms 38:17.

			901. Ex­cel­lent! See the nature of Chris­ti­an love; even to be ready to spare to a broth­er, what we ourselves have oc­ca­sion for. Love looketh not at the things of our own, but to provide for the wants of oth­ers. —Ma­son

			902. The char­ac­ter of Feeble-mind seems to co­in­cide, in some things, with that of Fear­ing, and in oth­ers with the de­scrip­tion of Little-faith. Con­sti­tu­tion­al timid­ity and low­ness of spir­its, arising from a feeble frame, and fre­quent sick­ness, while they are fre­quently the means of ex­cit­ing men to re­li­gion, give also a pe­cu­li­ar cast to their views and the nature of their pro­fes­sion—tend to hold them un­der per­petu­al dis­cour­age­ments, and un­fit them for hard and per­il­ous ser­vices. This seems im­plied in the name giv­en to the nat­ive place of Feeble-mind; yet this is of­ten con­nec­ted with evid­ent sin­cer­ity, and re­mark­able per­sever­ance in the ways of God. —Scott

			903. Here, very in­geni­ously, an as­so­ci­ate is found for poor Feeble-mind; in one equally weak, lame, and limp­ing in his re­li­gious sen­ti­ments, who, in­stead of form­ing his own sen­ti­ments from the Word of Truth, leant upon the sen­ti­ments and opin­ions of oth­ers. The hes­it­a­tion of Feeble-mind to ac­cept one of his crutches, is hu­mour­ously con­ceived. He would, weak as he was, think for him­self; though he had no ob­jec­tion to quote the opin­ion of an­oth­er Chris­ti­an against an ad­versary. —Ivimey “As iron sharpen­eth iron, so a man sharpen­eth the coun­ten­ance of his friend.” How great a com­fort to find a fel­low-pil­grim whose ex­per­i­ence agrees with our own, and with whom we can take sweet coun­sel! Still all our de­pend­ence must be on Ready-to-halt’s crutches—“the prom­ises.” —Ed­it­or

			904. The near pro­spect of per­se­cu­tion is for­mid­able even to true be­liev­ers, not­with­stand­ing all the en­cour­age­ments of God’s Word. It is use­ful to real­ize such scenes, that we may pray, without ceas­ing, for wis­dom, forti­tude, pa­tience, meek­ness, faith, and love suf­fi­cient for us, should mat­ters come to the worst. —Scott

			905. Acts 21:16.

			906. How happy to find a fam­ily, in Van­ity Fair, whose mas­ter will re­ceive and en­ter­tain pil­grims. Blessed be God for the present re­viv­al of re­li­gion in our day, and for the many houses that are open to friends of the Lamb. —Ma­son

			907. The in­quiry of dis­ciples, after suit­able com­pany, dis­cov­ers that they, with Dav­id, love the Lord’s saints; and in the ex­cel­lent of the earth is all their de­light (Psalms 16:3). A genu­ine dis­cov­ery this of a gra­cious heart. —Ma­son

			908. Great, in­deed, was the change in the town of Van­ity, when Chris­ti­ana and her party of pil­grims ar­rived, com­pared with the but re­cent peri­od when Faith­ful was mar­tyred. The de­clar­a­tion of liberty of con­science had rendered the pro­fes­sion of vi­tal god­li­ness more pub­lic, still there was per­se­cu­tion enough to make it com­par­at­ively pure. Dr. Cheever has in­dulged in a de­light­ful rev­er­ie, in his lec­ture on Van­ity Fair, by sup­pos­ing, at some length, how our glor­i­ous dream­er would now de­scribe the face of so­ci­ety in our present Van­ity Fair. After de­scrib­ing the con­sequences that had aris­en from re­li­gion hav­ing be­come fash­ion­able, he hints at the ret­ro­grade move­ment to­wards Popery, known un­der the name of Pu­sey­ism. “It happened, in pro­cess of time, that a part of the pil­grims who re­mained in Van­ity Fair, began to vis­it the cave of Gi­ant Pope, and it be­came a sort of fash­ion­able pil­grim­age to that cave. They brushed up the gi­ant, and gave him medi­cines to al­le­vi­ate the hurts from those bruises which he had re­ceived in his youth; and, to make the place pleas­anter, they care­fully cleared away the re­mains of the bones and skulls of burned pil­grims, and planted a large en­clos­ure with flowers and ever­greens.” “The cage in which the Pil­grims were once con­fined was now nev­er used; some said it was con­sec­rated for church pur­poses, and put un­der the cathed­ral, in a deep cell, from which it might again be brought forth if oc­ca­sion re­quired it.” The Doc­tor’s de­scrip­tion of the present state of Van­ity Fair is very deeply in­ter­est­ing and amus­ing. —Ed­it­or When re­li­gion is coun­ted hon­our­able, we shall not want pro­fess­ors; but try­ing times are sift­ing times. As the chaff flies be­fore the wind, so will the form­al pro­fess­ors be­fore a storm of per­se­cu­tion. —J. B.

			909. Ro­mans 16:23.

			910. Kind­ness to the poor in­creases and builds up the church. It con­quers the pre­ju­dices of the worldly, se­cures their con­fid­ence, and brings them un­der the preach­ing of the Gos­pel. They ra­tion­ally con­clude that they can­not be bad people who do so much good. —Ivimey

			911. This mon­ster is An­ti­christ. The dev­il is the head; the syn­agogue of Satan is the body; the wicked spir­it of iniquity is the soul. The dev­il made use of the church [the clergy] to mid­wife this mon­ster in­to the world. He had plums in his dragon’s mouth, and so came in by flat­ter­ies. He meta­morph­osed him­self in­to a beast, a man, or wo­man; and the in­hab­it­ants of the world loved the wo­man dearly, be­came her sons, and took up hel­met and shield to de­fend her. She ar­rayed her­self in flesh-tak­ing or­na­ments—gold, and pre­cious stones, like an har­lot. She made the kings drunk­en, and they gave her the blood of saints and mar­tyrs un­til she was drunk­en, and did rev­el and roar. But when her cup is drunk out, God will call her to such a reck­on­ing, that all her clothes, pearls, and jew­els shall not be able to pay the shot. This beast is com­pared to the wild boar that comes out of the wood to de­vour the church of God (Psalms 80:13). The tem­por­al sword will kill its body, but spir­it can only be slain by spir­it; the Lord the Spir­it will slay its soul. —Bunyan on An­ti­christ, vol. 2, p. 47 Is not An­ti­christ com­posed of all the State re­li­gions in the world? —Ed­it­or

			912. Rev­el­a­tion 17:3.

			913. For this wo­man’s name and cos­tume see Rev­el­a­tion 17:1–4. She has just sent one of her il­le­git­im­ate sons to Eng­land, un­der the im­pudent as­sump­tion of Arch­bish­op of West­min­ster. —Ed­it­or

			914. And that you may be con­vinced of the truth of this, look back and com­pare An­ti­christ four hun­dred years ago, with An­ti­christ as he now is, and you shall see what work the Lord Je­sus has be­gun to make with him; king­doms and coun­tries He hath taken from her. True, the fogs of An­ti­christ, and the smoke that came with him out of the bot­tom­less pit, has ec­lipsed the glor­i­ous light of the Gos­pel; but you know, in ec­lipses, when they are re­cov­er­ing, all the creatures upon the face of the earth can­not put a stop to that course, un­til the sun or the moon have re­covered their glory. And thus it shall be now, the Lord is re­turn­ing to vis­it this people with His prim­it­ive lustre; he will not go back un­til the light of the sun shall be sev­en­fold. —Bunyan’s An­ti­christ and His Ru­in, vol. 2, p. 48

			915. When na­tions have re­stored to the people the prop­erty of which they have been plundered, un­der the pre­tence of as­sist­ing to ob­tain the par­don of sin and the fa­vour of God, the mon­ster will soon die; when neither rule, nor hon­our, nor pelf is to be gained by hy­po­crisy. —Ed­it­or

			916. This may refer to that noble band of em­in­ent men who, in 1675, preached the morn­ing ex­er­cises against Popery; among oth­ers were Owen, Man­ton, Bax­ter, Doolittle, Jen­kyn, Poole, and many oth­ers. They were then, and ever will be, of great fame. —Ed­it­or

			917. The plans of Charles II and James II, to rees­tab­lish Popery in Eng­land, were de­feated by the uni­on of the em­in­ent Non­con­form­ists with some de­cided en­emies to Rome in the Es­tab­lished Church; this brought them in­to es­teem and re­spect. Mr. Scott’s note on this pas­sage is—“The dis­in­ter­ested, and bold de­cided con­duct of many dis­sent­ers, on this oc­ca­sion, pro­cured con­sid­er­able fa­vour both to them and their brethren, with the best friends of the na­tion; but the pre­ju­dices of oth­ers pre­ven­ted them from reap­ing all the ad­vant­age from it that they ought to have done.” —Ed­it­or

			918. Acts 28:10.

			919. Dav­id Hume, in his His­tory of Eng­land, ad­mit­ted the in­valu­able ser­vices of the Pur­it­ans, “By whom the pre­cious spark of liberty was kindled and pre­served, and to whom the Eng­lish owe all the bless­ings of their ex­cel­lent con­sti­tu­tion.” —Ed­it­or

			920. Psalms 23.

			921. Hebrews 5:2.

			922. Isai­ah 40:11.

			923. This is a most en­cour­aging view of the tender care of the Sa­viour, to the chil­dren of be­liev­ers com­mit­ted to His care, by godly par­ents. Not by any ce­re­mo­ni­al ob­serv­ance, but by con­stant fer­vent sup­plic­a­tions to the Throne of Grace on their be­half, and by a con­sist­ent pi­ous ex­ample to train them up in the way in which they should go, that when they are old they should not de­part from the new and liv­ing way. —Ed­it­or

			924. Ezekiel 34:11–16.

			925. Jeremi­ah 23:4.

			926. Here we fre­quently find our au­thor speak­ing of our God and Sa­viour as Man; he ex­cels in this. It is to be wished that au­thors and preach­ers wrote and spake of the man­hood of Je­sus, who was a per­fect Man, like un­to us in all things ex­cept sin. The view and con­sid­er­a­tion of this is sweet to faith, and en­dears our Sa­viour to our hearts. —Ma­son

			927. 1 John 3:13, 14.

			928. Isai­ah 11:6.

			929. What can­not Great-heart do? what feats not per­form? what vic­tor­ies not gain? Who can stand be­fore Great-heart? Dif­fid­ence shall fall, and Gi­ant Des­pair be slain by the power of Great-heart, with “the sword of the Spir­it, which is the Word of God” (Eph­esians 6:17); even Des­pond­ency, though al­most starved, shall be de­livered, and his daugh­ter Much-afraid shall be res­cued. O for more of Great-heart’s com­pany! —Ma­son The struggle with Des­pair may be dan­ger­ous, and pain­ful, and long-con­tin­ued, but it shall be fi­nally suc­cess­ful. “I am per­suaded,” saith the Apostle, “that neither death, nor life, nor an­gels, nor prin­cip­al­it­ies, nor powers, nor things present, nor things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any oth­er creature, shall be able to sep­ar­ate us from the love of God, which is in Christ Je­sus our Lord.” Paul de­mol­ished the castle, and slew the gi­ant; but,

			
				
					Sin can re­build the castle, make’t re­main,
					

					And make Des­pair the Gi­ant live again.
				

			

			
				—Ed­it­or
			

			930. How well does Mr. Bunyan de­scribe the ex­per­i­ence of the Much-afraids, Ready-to-halts, and the Feeble-minds, in the Come and Wel­come. “Poor com­ing soul, thou art like the man that would ride full gal­lop, whose horse will hardly trot! Now, the de­sire of his mind is not to be judged of by the slow pace of the dull jade he rides on, but by the hitch­ing, and kick­ing, and spur­ring, as he sits on his back. Thy flesh is like this dull jade; it will not gal­lop after Christ, it will be back­ward, though thy soul and Heav­en lie at stake. But be of good com­fort, Christ judgeth ac­cord­ing to the sin­cer­ity of the heart.” —Vol. 1, p. 252

			931. This is the work and aim of every faith­ful min­is­ter of Christ, to des­troy Gi­ant Des­pair, and de­mol­ish Doubt­ing Castle, in the hearts of God’s chil­dren. A more aw­ful char­ac­ter is not in the world, than the man who as­sumes the min­is­teri­al name and char­ac­ter, without un­der­stand­ing the nature of that min­istry of re­con­cili­ation which is com­mit­ted to every­one who is really called and sent of God. —J. B.

			932. “The wain,” sev­en bright stars in the con­stel­la­tion of Ursa Ma­jor, called by coun­try people, the plough, or the wain, or Charles I’s chari­ot. —Ed­it­or

			933. Mat­thew 25:40.

			934. Those min­is­ters who ex­er­cise the greatest af­fec­tion to­wards weak and up­right Chris­ti­ans, are most ac­cord­ing to the de­scrip­tion of pas­tors, after God’s own heart, giv­en in the Scrip­tures of truth. —Ivimey

			935. Ezekiel 34:21.

			Bunyan was pe­cu­li­arly tender with the weak; they are to be re­ceived, but not to doubt­ful dis­pu­ta­tions. Thus, with re­gard to the great cause of sep­ar­a­tion among Chris­ti­ans, he says, “If wa­ter-bap­tism” (wheth­er by sprink­ling of in­fants, or im­mers­ing of adults) “trouble their peace, wound the con­sciences of the godly, and dis­mem­ber their fel­low­ships, it is al­though an or­din­ance, for the present to be prudently shunned, for the edi­fic­a­tion of the church.” “Love is more dis­covered when we re­ceive, for the sake of Christ, than when we re­fuse his chil­dren for want of wa­ter.” —Bunyan on Bap­tism, vol. 2, p. 608 When will such peace­ful sen­ti­ments spread over the church? —Ed­it­or

			936. There are things taught by the Gos­pel, here called “rar­it­ies,” which, though high and mys­ter­i­ous, will yet, when clearly stated, prove the means of ex­cit­ing Chris­ti­ans to live by faith, and to cul­tiv­ate what­so­ever things are lovely and of good re­port. —Ivimey

			937. Mark 11:23, 24.

			Strong faith, in the words of Christ, will “be­lieve down” moun­tains of af­flic­tions, or tumble them out of the Chris­ti­an’s way. Though it will not per­form mir­acles, it will re­move dif­fi­culties re­sem­bling moun­tains. —Ivimey

			938. The his­tory of Joseph, with that of Mr. Bunyan, and of thou­sands be­sides, proves, that charges against a godly, in­no­cent man, arising from the pre­ju­dice, ill-will, and malice of his en­emies, shall even­tu­ally turn out to his hon­our, and to their con­fu­sion. “Blessed are ye when men shall re­vile you, and per­se­cute you, and shall say all man­ner of evil against you falsely, for My sake” (Mat­thew 5:11). —Ed­it­or

			939. This rep­res­ents the folly of those who go about to re­form the man­ners, without aim­ing at the con­ver­sion of the heart. Nature, in its highest state of cul­tiv­a­tion and im­prove­ment, is nature still. That which is born of the flesh is flesh, and that which is born of the Spir­it is spir­it. —J. B.

			940. O, damned souls will have thoughts that will clash with glory, clash with justice, clash with law, clash with it­self, clash with hell, and with the ever­last­ing­ness of misery; but the point, the edge, and the pois­on of all these thoughts will still be galling, and drop­ping their stings in­to the sore, grieved, wounded, fret­ted place, which is the con­science, though not the con­science only; for I may say of the souls in hell, that they, all over, are but one wound, one sore. —Bunyan’s Great­ness of the Soul, vol. 1, p. 119 Well might Mercy say, “Blessed are they that are de­livered from this place!” —Ed­it­or

			941. James 1:23.

			942. 1 Cor­inthi­ans 13:12.

			943. 2 Cor­inthi­ans 3:18.

			944. O what a blessed thing it is to long for the Word of God so as not to be sat­is­fied without it, and to prize it above and bey­ond all oth­er things! Love to the Word ex­cites the soul to say with Dav­id, “I have longed for Thy sal­va­tion, O Lord” (Psalms 119:174). This is a spe­cial mark of a gra­cious soul. —Ma­son Every true be­liev­er longs to be more com­pletely ac­quain­ted with the Scrip­tures from day to day, and to look in­to them con­tinu­ally. —Scott Ab­ra­ham Cheer, who per­ished in pris­on for non­con­form­ity in Bunyan’s time, pub­lished a little volume of Poems, in which he com­pares the Bible to a look­ing-glass, in these very ap­pro­pri­ate lines—

			
				
					“If morn by morn you in this glass will dress you,
					

					I have some hopes that God by it may bless you.”
				

				—P. 37
			

			
				—Ed­it­or
			

			945. This doubt­less is meant to in­tim­ate, that in times of great anxi­ety, and in pro­spect of sea­sons of dif­fi­culty, Chris­ti­ans de­sire above all things the spe­cial sup­ports and con­sol­a­tions of the Word of God. —Ivimey

			946. By this jew­elry is prob­ably in­tim­ated, that they gave them writ­ten testi­mo­ni­als of pos­sess­ing the or­na­ment of a meek and quiet spir­it, that they might be re­cog­nized as Chris­ti­an wo­men by oth­er churches. —Ivimey

			947. Hebrews 10:26–29.

			948. From the names giv­en to these op­posers, they ap­pear to rep­res­ent cer­tain wild en­thu­si­asts who in­trude them­selves in the way of pro­fess­ors, to per­plex their minds, and per­suade them that, un­less they ad­opt their rev­er­ies or su­per­sti­tions, they can­not be saved. An un­gov­ern­able ima­gin­a­tion, a mind in­cap­able of sober re­flec­tion, and a dog­mat­iz­ing spir­it, char­ac­ter­ize these en­emies of the truth; they as­sault re­li­gious per­sons with spe­cious reas­on­ings, cav­il­ing ob­jec­tions, con­fid­ent as­ser­tions, bit­ter re­proaches, proud boast­ings, sar­cast­ic cen­sures, and rash judg­ments. They en­deav­our to draw them to their party, or drive them from at­tend­ing to re­li­gion at all. But the Word of God, used with fer­vent, per­sever­ing pray­er, will si­lence such dan­ger­ous as­sail­ants, and con­firm oth­ers also. —Scott

			949. Pro­verbs 1:10–14.

			950. Psalms 27:3.

			951. Judges 15:15, 16.

			Truth will make a man vali­ant; and valour for truth will make a pil­grim fight with wild-headed, in­con­sid­er­ate, and prag­mat­ic op­posers. The blood he loses in such a battle is his hon­our, the scars he gets are his glory. —Ma­son He does not at­tempt to hide him­self, or run from his and his Lord’s en­emies. O that pil­grims, es­pe­cially those that are young were bet­ter trained to this battle! In Bunyan’s time, there were com­par­at­ively few of these cav­ilers; now their name is Le­gion. —Ed­it­or

			952. Isai­ah 2:3.

			953. Eph­esians 6:12–17; Hebrews 4:12.

			954. 2 Samuel 23:10.

			In this battle, this striv­ing for the truth, three con­sid­er­a­tions strike the mind.—(1) Re­li­ance upon Di­vine aid, without which we can do noth­ing. (2). A right Jer­u­s­alem weapon, forged in the fire of love, well tempered with Bible truths. Such a sword will make even the an­gel of the bot­tom­less pit flee, its edge will nev­er blunt, and it will cut through everything op­posed to it. (3). De­cision of char­ac­ter, per­sever­ance to the ut­most; no trim­ming or meanly com­pound­ing for truth, but a de­term­in­a­tion, in the Lord’s strength, to come off more than con­quer­ors. It is blessed fight­ing when hand and heart are en­gaged, and the sword grows united to both. —Ed­it­or

			955. The church of Christ has pro­duced her­oes of the first class in point of cour­age, which they have dis­played in cir­cum­stances of great danger. Luth­er and Knox, and Latimer and Bunyan, were men of this stamp, each of whom might, with great pro­pri­ety, have been named Vali­ant-for-the-truth. —Ivimey

			956. The reas­on why so many pro­fess­ors set out, and go on for a sea­son, but fall away at last, is, be­cause they do not enter in­to the pil­grim’s path by Christ, who is the gate. They do not see them­selves quite lost, ruined, hope­less, and wretched; their hearts are not broken for sin; there­fore they do not be­gin by re­ceiv­ing Christ as the only Sa­viour of such miser­able sin­ners. But they set out in nature’s strength; and not re­ceiv­ing nor liv­ing upon Christ, they fall away. This is the reas­on of this in­quiry, Did you come in at the gate? A ques­tion we ought to put to ourselves, and be sat­is­fied about. —Ma­son

			957. Among many puzz­ling ques­tions which agit­ate the Chris­ti­an’s mind, this is very gen­er­ally a sub­ject of in­quiry. At the mount of trans­fig­ur­a­tion, the Apostles knew the glor­i­fied spir­its of Moses and Eli­as. The rich man and Laz­arus and Ab­ra­ham knew each oth­er. The most sol­emn in­quiry is, to re­con­cile with the bliss of Heav­en the dis­cov­ery that some dear re­l­at­ive has been shut out. Shall we for­get them? or will all our ex­quis­ite hap­pi­ness centre in the glory of God? Bunyan has no doubt upon per­son­al iden­tity in Heav­en—

			
				
					Our friends that lived godly here
					

					Shall there be found again;
					

					The wife, the child, and fath­er dear,
					

					With oth­ers of our train.
					

					Those God did use us to con­vert
					

					We there with joy shall meet.
					

					And jointly shall, with all our heart,
					

					In life each oth­er greet.
				

				—One Thing Need­ful, ver. 69, 71
			

			
				—Ed­it­or
			

			958. A sound Chris­ti­an is not afraid to be ex­amined, and sifted to the bot­tom, for he can give reas­on of the hope that is in him. He knows why and where­fore he com­menced his pil­grim­age. —Ma­son

			959. This is a re­proach cast upon re­li­gion in every age. Pharaoh said to Moses and the Is­rael­ites, “Ye are idle, ye are idle.” Men by nature ima­gine, that time spent in read­ing the Bible and in pray­er is wasted. It be­hooves all be­liev­ers to avoid every ap­pear­ance of evil; and, by ex­em­plary di­li­gence, frugal­ity, and good man­age­ment, to put to si­lence the ig­nor­ance of fool­ish men. —Scott

			960. Worldly people, in op­pos­ing the Gos­pel, des­cant upon the hy­po­crisy of re­li­gious per­sons; they pick up every vague re­port that they hear to their dis­ad­vant­age, and nar­rowly watch for the halt­ing of such as they are ac­quain­ted with; and then they form gen­er­al con­clu­sions from a few dis­tor­ted and un­cer­tain stor­ies. Thus they en­deav­our to prove that there is no real­ity in re­li­gion. This is a frivol­ous soph­istry, of­ten em­ployed after all oth­er ar­gu­ments have been si­lenced. —Scott

			961. If Ju­das the trait­or, or Fran­cis Spira the back­slider, were alive, to whis­per these men in the ear a little, and to tell them what it hath cost their souls for turn­ing back, it would surely stick by them as long as they have a day to live in the world. Ag­rippa gave a fair step on a sud­den; he stepped al­most in­to the bos­om of Christ in less than half an hour. “Al­most thou per­suad­est me to be a Chris­ti­an.” It was but al­most, and so he had as good been not at all. He stepped fair, but stepped short. He was hot whilst he ran, but he was quickly out of breath. O this but al­most! I tell you, it lost his soul. What a doom they will have, who were al­most at Heav­en’s gate, but ran back again! —Bunyan’s Heav­enly Foot­man

			962. How nat­ur­al is it for car­nal men to give an evil re­port of the ways of the Lord; and to dis­cour­age those who are just set­ting out, by telling of the dangers and dif­fi­culties they shall meet with! But here is not one word of the pleas­ures, com­forts, and joys, that are ex­per­i­enced in the ways of the Lord. No, they feel them not, they be­lieve not one word about them; there­fore they can­not speak of them. —Ma­son

			963. Here we see that vali­ant sol­diers of Christ ascribe all to faith. They set out with faith, and they hold on and hold out by be­liev­ing. Thus they give all the glory to Christ, who is the ob­ject, au­thor, and fin­ish­er of faith. —Ma­son

			964. Vari­ous are the en­emies we meet with in our Chris­ti­an war­fare. The world, with its en­chant­ments, has a tend­ency to stu­pefy, and bring on a fatal leth­argy. How many pro­fess­ors re­ceive prin­ciples, by which they harden them­selves in car­nal pur­suits and sen­su­al grat­i­fic­a­tions; and oth­ers, still pre­serving a re­li­gious name and char­ac­ter, are as dead in their souls, as de­voted to the world as these, though con­tend­ing for leg­al prin­ciples, and high in their re­li­gious pre­ten­sions! —J. B.

			965. It be­hooves all who love their souls to shun that hurry of busi­ness, and mul­ti­pli­city of af­fairs and pro­jects, in­to which many are be­trayed by de­grees, in or­der to sup­ply in­creas­ing ex­penses, that might be avoided by strict frugal­ity; for they load the soul with thick clay, are a heavy weight to the most up­right, render a man’s way doubt­ful and joy­less, and drown many in per­di­tion. —Scott

			966. Old pil­grims, ye who have set out well, and gone on well for a long sea­son, con­sider ye are yet in the world, which is en­chanted ground. Know your danger of seek­ing rest here, or of sleep­ing in any of its en­chant­ing ar­bours. Though the flesh may be weary, the spir­it faint, and the ar­bours in­vit­ing, yet be­ware. Press on. Look to the Strong for strength; and to the Be­loved for rest in His way. —Ma­son

			967.

			
				
					Mark how the ready hands of death pre­pare;
					

					His bow is bent, and he hath notch’d his dart;
					

					He aims, he levels at thy slumb’ring heart.
					

					The wound is post­ing; O be wise, be­ware!
					

					What, has the voice of danger lost the art
					

					To raise the spir­it of neg­lected care?
					

					Well, sleep thy fill, and take thy soft re­poses;
					

					But know, with­al, sweet tastes have sour closes;
					

					And he re­pents in thorns that sleeps in beds of roses.
				

				—(Quarles’ Em­blems, 1—7).
			

			968. This in­cul­cates the duty of con­stant at­ten­tion to the pre­cepts and coun­sels of Scrip­ture, as well as re­li­ance on its prom­ises; and a ha­bitu­al ap­plic­a­tion to the Lord by pray­er, to teach us the true mean­ing of His Word, that we may learn the way of peace and safety in the most dif­fi­cult and doubt­ful cases. —Scott

			969. The Word of God is com­pared to a map and a lan­tern; to these we shall do well to take heed, as to light shin­ing in a dark place. Let this be the pil­grim’s guide, when the light of spir­itu­al joy or sens­ible com­fort is with­drawn. —Burder

			970.

			
				
					To fol­low Christ.
					

					He is to them in­stead of eyes,
					

					He must be­fore them go in any wise;
					

					And He must lead them by the wa­ter side,
					

					This is the work of Him our faith­ful guide.
					

					Since snares, and traps, and gins are for us set,
					

					Since here’s a hole, and there is spread a net,
					

					O let nobody at my muse de­ride,
					

					No man can travel here without a guide.
				

				—Bunyan’s House of God, vol. 2, p. 582.
			

			971. Ig­nor­ance and pride may long main­tain a form of god­li­ness, though it be a wear­i­ness to them; but after a time they will be gradu­ally drawn back in­to the world, re­tain­ing noth­ing of their re­li­gion ex­cept cer­tain dis­tor­ted doc­trin­al no­tions. —Scott

			972. It is the duty, and will be the prac­tice of pil­grims, to strive to be in­stru­ment­al to the good of oth­ers. But, at the same time, it be­hooves them to take heed to them­selves, and watch, lest they catch harm from them and their con­duct. —Ma­son

			973. Pro­verbs 23:34, 35.

			974. What a sound sleep of in­fatu­ation hath this en­chant­ing world cast many a pro­fess­or in­to! They are proof against all warn­ings, and dead as to any means of arous­ing them. When this sleep of death seizes the soul, it des­troys faith, in­fatu­ates reas­on, and causes men to talk in­co­her­ently. They have lost the lan­guage of pil­grims. Their state is aw­ful; be­ware of it; pray against it. For “if any man love the world, the love of the Fath­er is not in him” (1 John 2:15). —Ma­son

			975. This view of the En­chanted Ground seems to vary from that which has been con­sidered in the First Part. The cir­cum­stances of be­liev­ers who are deeply en­gaged in busi­ness, and con­strained to spend much of their time among worldly people, may here be par­tic­u­larly in­ten­ded. This may some­times be un­avoid­able; but it is en­chanted ground. Many pro­fess­ors, fas­cin­ated by the ad­vant­ages and con­nec­tions thus presen­ted to them, fall asleep, and wake no more; and oth­ers are en­tangled by those thorns and bri­ars which “choke the Word, and render it un­fruit­ful.” The more sooth­ing the scene the great­er the danger, and the more ur­gent need is there for watch­ful­ness and cir­cum­spec­tion. —Scott

			976. This is a sol­emn peri­od in the Chris­ti­an’s pil­grim­age. In the Heav­enly Foot­man, Bunyan has giv­en some ad­mir­able gen­er­al dir­ec­tions—“Be­cause I would have you think of them, take all in short in this little bit of pa­per—1. Get in­to the way. 2. Then study on it. 3. Then strip and lay aside everything that would hinder. 4. Be­ware of bypaths. 5. Do not gaze and stare much about thee; but be sure to pon­der the path of thy feet. 6. Do not stop for any that call after thee, wheth­er it be the world, the flesh, or the dev­il; for all these will hinder thy jour­ney if pos­sible. 7. Be not daun­ted with any dis­cour­age­ments thou meetest with as thou goest. 8. Take heed of stum­bling at the Cross. And, 9. Cry hard to God for an en­lightened heart and a will­ing mind, and God give thee a pros­per­ous jour­ney. Yet, be­fore I do quite take my leave of thee, a few motives. It may be they will be as good as a pair of spurs, to prick on thy lump­ish heart in this rich voy­age. If thou win­nest, then Heav­en, God, Christ, glory etern­al is thine. If thou lose, thou pro­curest etern­al death.” —Ed­it­or

			977. The Word of God is the only light to dir­ect our steps. He who neg­lects this is a fool. He who sets up and looks for any oth­er light to dir­ect him is mad, and knows not what he does. As folly and mad­ness be­set him, danger and dis­tress will come upon him. Trem­bling souls will at­tend closely to God’s Word. —Ma­son

			978. 2 Peter 1:19.

			979. He who fears al­ways, will pray ever­more. The fear of the heart will bring pil­grims on their knees. He who fears to be or go wrong, will pray to be set right. The Lord will dir­ect the heart, and or­der the go­ings of all who cry to Him. Fear and pray­er go hand in hand. Joy shall at­tend them. —Ma­son

			980. Pro­verbs 10:7.

			981. No more money than an owl loves light. “The an­ti­quar­i­an, who de­lights to solace him­self in the be­nighted days of monk­ish owl-light, some­times passes for a di­vine.” —War­bur­ton —Ed­it­or

			982.

			
				
					My soul, what’s light­er than a feath­er? Wind.
					

					Than wind? The fire. And what than fire? The mind.
					

					What’s light­er than the mind? A thought. Than thought?
					

					This bubble world. What than this bubble? Naught.
				

			

			—(Quarles).
			983.

			
				
					Pray­er’s ar­row drawn
					

					Down to the head by nervous pen­it­ence,
					

					Or meek hu­mil­ity’s com­pli­ant strings,
					

					Wings to the des­tin’d mark its cer­tain way,
					

					And ne’er was shot in vain!
				

				—(Dodd’s Epi­phany, p. 32, 4to).
			

			984. O pil­grims, be­ware of this Madam Bubble! Know and con­sider well, that ye have a nature ex­actly suited to ac­cept of her of­fers, and to fall in love with her prom­ises. The riches, hon­ours, and pleas­ures of this world, what mor­tal can with­stand? or who can fore­go them? No one but he who sees more charms in Je­sus, more glory in His Cross, and more com­fort in the en­joy­ment of His love and pres­ence; and there­fore, is con­tinu­ally look­ing and cry­ing to Him, “Turn away mine eyes from be­hold­ing van­ity.” —Ma­son Many, in­deed, are her fair prom­ises and golden dreams. Many hath she brought to the hal­ter, and ten thou­sand times more to Hell. O for pre­cious faith, to over­come the world; and to pass through it, in pur­suit of a no­bler por­tion, as strangers and pil­grims! —Burder

			985. Is she not rightly named Bubble? Art thou con­vinced that she is noth­ing more? Why then dost thou not break loose from her hold? I ask, Why has the world such hold of thee? Why dost thou listen to her en­chant­ments? For shame! Stir up thy strength, call forth thy powers! What! be con­vinced that the world is a bubble, and be led cap­tive by her. Shake her off, you ought, you should, it is your duty. Let Mr. Stand-fast an­swer these ques­tions. His earn­est and sol­emn pray­ers plainly prove the sense he had of his own weak­ness and in­ab­il­ity to ex­tric­ate him­self from her en­chant­ments. Though some may ap­pear to des­pise the domin­ion of sin, I am con­vinced that it must be a Di­vine power to de­liv­er me from it. —J. B.

			986. James 4:4; 1 John 2:15.

			987. 1 Timothy 6:9.

			988. It was amidst this En­chanted Ground that good Mr. Stand-fast, whom the Pil­grims there found upon his knees, was so hard be­set and en­ticed by Madam Bubble; and in­deed it is by her sor­cer­ies that the ground it­self is en­chanted. Madam Bubble is the world, with its al­lure­ments and van­it­ies; and who­so­ever, as Mr. Great-heart said, do lay their eyes upon her beauty are coun­ted the en­emies of God; for God hath said that the friend­ship of the world is enmity against God; and he hath said fur­ther­more, “Love not the world, nor the things of the world; if any man love the world, the love of the Fath­er is not in him.” So Mr. Stand-fast did well to be­take him to his knees, pray­ing to Him that could help him. So if all pil­grims, when worldly pro­pos­als and en­tice­ments al­lure them, and they feel the love of the world tempt­ing them, and gain­ing on them, would thus go to more earn­est pray­er, and be made more vi­gil­ant against tempta­tions, Madam Bubble would not gain so many vic­tor­ies. —Cheever

			989. The en­su­ing de­scrip­tion rep­res­ents the happy state of those that live in places fa­voured with many lively Chris­ti­ans, united in heart and judg­ment; and where in­stances of tri­umphant deathbed scenes are of­ten wit­nessed. Aged be­liev­ers, in such cir­cum­stances, have been re­mark­ably de­livered from fears and tempta­tions, and an­im­ated by the hopes and earn­ests of Heav­en; so that, while death seemed bit­ter to nature, it be­came pleas­ant to the soul to think of the joy and glory that would im­me­di­ately fol­low it. —Scott

			
				
					O scenes sur­pass­ing fable, and yet true!
					

					Scenes of ac­com­plished bliss, which who can see,
					

					Though but in dis­tant pro­spect, and not feel
					

					His soul re­fresh’d with fore­taste of the joy?
					

					Bright as a sun the sac­red City shines;
					

					All king­doms and all princes of the earth
					

					Flock to that light, the glory of all lands
					

					Flows in­to her; un­boun­ded is her joy,
					

					And end­less her in­crease. Thy rams are there,
					

					Ne­baio­th, and the flocks of Ke­dar there;
					

					The looms of Or­mus, and the mines of Ind,
					

					And Saba’s spicy groves pay trib­ute there.
					

					Praise is in all her gates; upon her walls,
					

					And in her streets, and in her spa­cious courts,
					

					Is heard Sal­va­tion!
				

			

			990. These mes­sen­gers are the dis­eases or de­cays by which the Lord takes down the earthly tab­er­nacle, when He sees good to re­ceive the souls of His people in­to His im­me­di­ate pres­ence. In plain lan­guage, it was re­por­ted that Chris­ti­ana was sick and near death, and she her­self be­came sens­ible of her situ­ation. “The ar­row sharpened by love” im­plies, that the time, man­ner, and cir­cum­stances of the be­liev­er’s death, are ap­poin­ted by Him “who loved us, and gave Him­self for us.” He, as it were, says to the dy­ing saint, “It is I, be not afraid.” —Scott

			991. This is the faith and pa­tience of this dy­ing Chris­ti­an heroine, who began her pil­grim­age with trem­bling steps, main­tained her jour­ney with holy zeal, and thus fin­ished her course with joy. —Ivimey

			992. O how blessed is the death of the right­eous, who die in the Lord! Even a wicked Ba­l­aam could wish for this. But it will be gran­ted to none but those who have lived in the Lord; whose souls have been quickened by His Spir­it to come un­to Je­sus, be­lieve in Him, and glory of Him as their right­eous­ness and sal­va­tion. —Ma­son

			993. Evid­ent de­cays of nat­ur­al powers as ef­fec­tu­ally con­vince the ob­serving per­son, as if a mes­sen­ger had been sent to in­form him. But men in gen­er­al cling to life, will­fully over­look such tokens, and try to keep up to the last the vain hope of re­cov­er­ing; those around them, by a cruel com­pas­sion, soothe them in the de­lu­sion; so that num­bers die of chron­ic dis­eases as sud­denly as if they had been shot through the heart. Per­haps the au­thor had some ref­er­ence to those in­ex­plic­able pres­ages of death which some per­sons evid­ently ex­per­i­ence. —Scott

			994. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 12:6.

			995. See the joy­ful end of one ready to halt at every step. Take cour­age hence, ye lame, halt­ing pil­grims. —Ma­son

			996. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 12:3.

			The tokens are taken from that well-known por­tion of Scrip­ture, Ec­cle­si­ast­es 12:1–7; in which the deal­ings of the Lord are rep­res­en­ted as uni­formly gentle to the feeble, trem­bling, humble be­liev­er; and the cir­cum­stances of their deaths com­par­at­ively en­cour­aging and easy. —Scott

			997. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 12:5.

			998. In the Holy War, the doubters hav­ing been dis­persed, three or four thrust them­selves in­to Man­soul. Now, to whose house should these Diabol­ic doubters go, but to that of Old Evil-ques­tion­ing. So he made them wel­come. Well, said he, be of what shire you will, you have the very length of my foot, are one with my heart. So they thanked him. I, said one, am an elec­tion-doubter; I, said an­oth­er, am a vo­ca­tion-doubter; then said the third, I am a sal­va­tion-doubter; and the fourth said, I am a grace-doubter. I am per­suaded you are down boys, and are one with my heart, said the old gen­tle­man. —Ed­it­or

			999. Pil­grims, mind this. It is as much your duty to strive, in the strength of the Lord, against un­reas­on­able doubts and slav­ish fears, as against sin; nay, are they not, in their own nature, the worst of sins, as they spring from in­fi­del­ity, and dis­hon­our God’s pre­cious truth, glor­i­ous grace, and ever­last­ing sal­va­tion? Nev­er, nev­er, then, cher­ish or give way to them, but res­ist, and shut the door of your hearts against them. —Ma­son

			1000. How vari­ous is the ex­per­i­ence of Chris­ti­ans in the hour of death. Chris­ti­an and Hope­ful in­quired “if the wa­ters were all of a depth.” The an­swer was, “You shall find it deep­er or shal­low­er, as you be­lieve in the King of the place.” “What ailed thee, O Jordan, that thou wast driv­en back?” The an­swer is, “At the pres­ence of the Lord: at the pres­ence of the God of Jac­ob.” In pro­por­tion as a Chris­ti­an can say, “for me to live is Christ,” in that pro­por­tion may he hope to find the wa­ter shal­low, and feel sup­port to his feet in the try­ing pas­sage. —Ed­it­or

		
	
		
			Endnotes 1,001⁠–⁠1,010

			1001. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 12:4.

			1002. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 12:6.

			1003. In the truth of Je­sus is vic­tory. He who is vali­ant for it shall share most of its com­forts in life, and in death. O Lord, in­crease our faith in the nev­er-fail­ing Word of truth and grace, for Thy glory and our soul’s tri­umph! —Ma­son

			1004. Ec­cle­si­ast­es 12:6.

			1005. Joshua 3:17.

			1006. Such is the joy and blessed­ness of faith! How does it bring near and real­ize the sight of Christ in glory! Do we in­deed see Christ by the eye of faith? Is He the one, the chief ob­ject of our soul? Ver­ily, then we shall count our days on earth toil­some ones, and long for the full fruition of Him in glory. O it will be our great glory to see that dear Man, whose blessed head was crowned with thorns, and whose lovely face was spit upon, for us. O that we may be liv­ing every day upon Him and to Him, till we see Him as He is! —Ma­son

			1007. This speech has been justly ad­mired as one of the most strik­ing pas­sages in the whole work; but it is so plain that it only re­quires an at­tent­ive read­er. It may, how­ever, be worthy of our ob­ser­va­tion, that, in all the in­stances be­fore us, the pil­grims are rep­res­en­ted as rest­ing their only de­pend­ence, at the clos­ing scene, on the mercy of God, through the right­eous­ness and atone­ment of His Son; and yet re­col­lect­ing their con­scious in­teg­rity, bold­ness in pro­fess­ing and con­tend­ing for the truth, love to the cause, ex­ample, and words of Christ, obed­i­ence to His pre­cepts, de­light in His ways, pre­ser­va­tion from their own iniquit­ies, and con­sist­ent be­ha­viour, as evid­ences that their faith was liv­ing, and their hope war­ran­ted; and in this way the ret­ro­spect con­duced to their en­cour­age­ment. Moreover, they all con­cur in de­clar­ing that, while they left their in­firm­it­ies be­hind them, they should take their graces along with them, and that their works would fol­low them.’ —Scott

			1008. O who is able to con­ceive the in­ex­press­ible, in­con­ceiv­able joys of Heav­en! How will the heav­ens echo with joy, when the bride, the Lamb’s wife, shall come to dwell with her hus­band forever! Christ, the de­sire of na­tions, the joy of an­gels, the de­light of the Fath­er; what solace then must the soul be filled with, that hath the pos­ses­sion of Him to all etern­ity! O what ac­clam­a­tions of joy will there be, when all the chil­dren of God shall meet to­geth­er, without fear of be­ing dis­turbed by the anti-Chris­ti­an and Cain­ish brood! If you would be bet­ter sat­is­fied what the be­atif­ic vis­ion means, my re­quest is, that you would live holily, and go and see. —Bunyan’s Dy­ing Say­ings, vol. 1, p. 65

			1009. It was not without design that our ex­cel­lent au­thor tells us, that the four boys, with their wives and chil­dren, were suffered to con­tin­ue in life for a time, for the in­crease of the church in the place where they dwelt. He doubt­less in­ten­ded to write a Third Part of his Pil­grim’s Pro­gress, foun­ded upon this cir­cum­stance, with a design, prob­ably to show the in­flu­ence of real re­li­gion and evan­gel­ic­al sen­ti­ments on per­sons in busi­ness and in do­mest­ic life. —Ivimey

			1010. The view of the peace­ful and joy­ful death of the pil­grims, can­not but af­fect every read­er; and many, per­haps, may be ready to say, “Let me die the death of the right­eous, and let my last end be like his;” but, ex­cept they make it their prin­cip­al con­cern to live the life of the right­eous, such a wish will be frus­trated. If any man, there­fore, doubt wheth­er this al­legory do in­deed de­scribe the rise and pro­gress of re­li­gion in the soul—the be­gin­ning, con­tinu­ance, and ter­min­a­tion of the godly man’s course to Heav­en, let him di­li­gently search the Scrip­tures, and fer­vently pray to God, from whom alone “cometh every good and per­fect gift,” to en­able him to de­term­ine this ques­tion. But let such as own them­selves to be sat­is­fied that it does, be­ware lest they rest in the pleas­ure of read­ing an in­geni­ous work on the sub­ject, or in the abil­ity of de­vel­op­ing many of the au­thor’s em­blems. Let them be­ware lest they be fas­cin­ated, as it were, in­to a per­sua­sion that they ac­tu­ally ac­com­pany the pil­grims in the life of faith and walk­ing with God, in the same meas­ure as they keep pace with the au­thor in dis­cov­er­ing and ap­prov­ing the grand out­lines of His plan. And let every­one care­fully ex­am­ine his state, sen­ti­ments, ex­per­i­ence, motives, tem­pers, af­fec­tions, and con­duct, by the vari­ous char­ac­ters, in­cid­ents, and ob­ser­va­tions, that pass un­der his re­view—as­sured that this is a mat­ter of the greatest con­sequence. We ought not, in­deed, to call any man mas­ter, or sub­scribe ab­so­lutely to all his sen­ti­ments; yet the di­li­gent prac­tic­al stu­dent of Scrip­ture can scarcely doubt that the warn­ings, coun­sels, and in­struc­tions of this sin­gu­lar work agree with that sac­red touch­stone, or that char­ac­ters and ac­tions will at last be ap­proved or con­demned by the Judge of the world, in a great de­gree ac­cord­ing to the sen­tence passed on them in this wise and faith­ful book. The Lord grant that both the writer and read­ers of these ob­ser­va­tions “may find mercy in that day,” and be ad­dressed in these gra­cious words, “Come, ye blessed of My Fath­er, in­her­it the king­dom pre­pared for you from the found­a­tion of the world.” —Scott
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