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THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS FROM THIS WORLD TO That which is to Come;
The THIRD PART
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Reader, in this Book is set forth a tedious pilgrimage, through the many dangerous hazards of the wilderness of this world, to the heavenly Canaan of eternal rest and peace: In which, tho’ under the Similitude of a Dream, is lively represented the state of our christian warfare; wherein fighting valiantly under the banner of Christ, the great captain of our salvation, we shall assuredly overcome our spiritual enemies, and be victorious conquerors over those temptations that beset frail human nature, and would hinder us from leaving in good time, the city of Destruction (which is this world, and its fruitless pleasures, cares, and incumbrances) to journey towards the heavenly Jerusalem, which is the true centre of our endless happiness, in the fruition of unspeakable and soul-ravishing joys, that know no date nor consumption.


This has been in the former, as well as present age, a way of writing that has been extreamly taking, representing to the mind things that command our serious thoughts and attention, and work more upon the minds of men, than if delivered in plainer terms; however, to the discerning christian there is nothing in this that is obscure and difficult to understood, nothing but what is grounded upon sacred truths, and the mercies of God in Jesus Christ, held forth to us by his assured word.


It is a piece so rare and transcending what has hitherto been publish’d of this kind, that I dare, without any further apology, leave it to the censure of all mankind, who are not partial or biased. And so, not doubting but it will render comfort and delight, I subscribe myself, as heretofore, Your soul’s hearty well-wisher, and fellow-labourer In the vineyard of our Lord Jesus, J.B.


To his worthy Friend, the Author of The Third Part of the Pilgrim’s Progress, Upon Perusal thereof, &c.



	THO’ many things are writ to please the age

	Amongst the rest, for this I dare engage,

	Where virtue dwells, it will acceptance find,

	And to your pilgrim, most that read, be kind,

	But all to please, would be a task as hard,

	As fro the winds from blowing to be barr’d.

	The pious christian in a mirrour here

	May see the promis’d land, and without fear

	Of threaten’d danger, bravely travel on

	Until his journey he has safely gone,

	And does arrive upon the happy shore,

	Where joys increase, and sorrow is no more.

	This is a DREAM not fab’lous, as of old,

	In this express the sacred truths are told

	That do to our eternal peace belong

	And after mourning change unto a song

	Of glorious triumphs, that are without end,

	If we but bravely for the prize contend.

	No Pilgrimage like this can make us blest,

	Since it us brings to everlasting rest.

	So well in every part the scene is laid,

	That it to charm the reader, may be said

	With curious fancy, and create delight,

	Which to an imitation must invite.

	And happy are they, that through stormy seas,

	And dangers, seek adventures like to these;

	Who sell the world for this great pearl of price,

	Which, once procur’d, will purchase Paradise:

	He who in such a bark does spread his sails,

	Need never fear at last those prosp’rous gales,

	That will conduct him to a land where he

	Shall feel no storms, but in a calm shall be;

	Where, crown’d with glory, be shall sit and sing

	Eternal praise to his redeeming king,

	Who conqu’ring death despoil’d of his sting.

	So wishes your faithful friend, B.D.



These Lines are humbly Recommended to the READER; [Written upon the Perusal of this Book, & c.]



	IN reading of this Book, I plainly find,

	The thoughts are suited to the author’s mind:

	For he who virtue loves, of virtue speaks,

	And the strong chain of vice with courage breaks;

	What here at first seem’d clouded, soon reveals

	The pilgrim’s joys, which he no more conceals;

	But till he tires his patience and his love,

	To travel tow’rds the kingdom that’s above,

	Some interposing fears have time to reign;

	But those by faith expell’d his soul again

	Clears up, and like the bow that paints the skies

	After a shower, (on which mankind relies

	As a sure pledge, the deluge shall no more

	Make all one boundless sea without a shore)

	Gives certain hopes that heaven’s anger’s past,

	And he his lot in a bless’d Land has cast.

	You write so plainly, that the weakest mind,

	Under similitudes may comfort find.

	A guide you give, that by the hand does lead

	Those pilgrims that the heavenly roads do tread,

	And tells them always where the danger is;

	How to step over, or to wisely miss

	The stumbling-blocks that satan daily lays

	To overthrow them that mind not their ways:

	So being bruis’d against rocks of despair,

	Or doubt, or fear they know not how nor where,

	They faint and languish in the middle way,

	Or back to Egypt haste without delay,

	Preferrring darkness to the glorious day

	They were approaching. This book has my voice,

	And is, of all in this kind, the most choice;

	Peruse it well, and you will find it reach

	From earth to heav’n, in what it well does teach:

	If you’d be blest, then mind what it does preach.

	L.C.
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AFTER the two former dreams concerning Christian, and Christiana his wife, with their children and companions pilgrimage from the city of Destruction, to the region of Glory; I fell asleep again, and the visions of my head returned upon me. I dreamed another dream, and behold, there appeared unto me a great multitude of people, in several distinct companies and bands, traveling from the city of Destruction, the town of Carnal Policy, the village of Morality, and from the rest of the cities, towns, villages, and hamlets that belong to the valley of Destruction: For so was the whole country called that lay on this side of the wicket-gate, which the man Evangelist shewed unto Christian; and so was also all that country called, that was situated wide of the gate on the right-hand, and on the left extending itself along the walls and borders of that region, wherein lay the way to the heavenly country. This was the name of that country, even the valley of Destruction.


Now I saw in my dream, that all the highway roads, and lanes, that led from the valley of Destruction towards the gate of the way of life, were full of people, who were traveling toward that gate, and some of them walked along very vigorously, others halted, and grew weary, through the violent heat of the season,[2] which made them even ready to faint; for it was in the hottest time of all the year; and the sun burnt up the herb of the field, and scorched the poor travelers, so that many of them were forced to sit down and rest themselves; and in the night time many of them returned back again to their old habitations;
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others more hardy than the rest, went on till they came to the Slough-of-Despond, where Pliable forsook Christian, and there falling into the filth and mire of that place, were so disheartened, that they returned in whole droves to their own dwellings again; and very few there were who would venture through the Slough; yet some got very dextrously over the steps, without being in the least bemired, whilst others, through ignorance, or heedlesness, missing those steps, were forced to wade through the dirt, which was very deep, and made their passage exceeding painful; but at length, with much ado, they weather’d the point, and master’d the difficulties of that horrid quagmire, and got safe upon dry ground.


Among the rest of the travelers that got over this Slough, I saw a young man of an amiable countenance, walking by himself, after he had got clear of the Slough; but he was all over bedaubed with the filth of that place, which made him go very heavily on; for what with struggling to get thro’, and what with the apprehensions he lay under during his passage, he was extreamly weakned, and his joints were loosened: Besides, it was the nature of the dirt of this place, to cause a trembling and disorder in the limbs of those that were defiled with it, and to whatsoever part of their body it stuck, there it would do them some injury. Now the young man being all over clammed with it, he went with a very slow pace, his head hanging down, his hands quivering, and his feet tripping at the least unevenness or ruggedness in the way, and a speck or two of the diret being spatter’d in his eyes, made him dim-sighted, so that he groped along like one that is blind, and sometimes stepped out of the path.


In this condition he was, when at length I saw in my dream, that he sat down upon the ground to bemoan his sad estate, and he wept very bitterly; and behold, a bright cloud hovered over his head, which gradually descending, overshadowed him, and out of the cloud a hand was reached forth, which, with the tears that ran like rivers from his eyes, washed the dirt from off his face and his whole body, so that in a moment (as it were) his sight and his strength were restored to him again, and a voice came out of the cloud, saying, Son of man, go on in the strength of the Lord thy God. So he was mightly comforted and refreshed after this, and began to rouze up himself, being more nimble and active, more vigorous and strong than ever he was before; and his eyes being healed also, he clearly saw the shining light that Evangelist shewed to Christian. Then he tript along over the plain, and made directly up to the shining light, by means of which he quickly found the wicket-gate; at which he knocked aloud, minding what was written over the gate, viz. "Knock, and it shall be opened."



[The Wicket Gate]
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Now I saw in my dream, that as soon as he had knocked at the wicket-gate, a whole shower of arrows shot at him from the castle of Belzebub, so that he was wounded in several places, and extreamly frighted at the adventure; which made him knock again and again, very hard, for fear that those that shot at him should come and kill him outright, before he could get in: But presently, to his great comfort, the gate was open’d to him, and when he that open’d the gate saw the arrows sticking in his flesh, he bid him haste in, for fear of more danger:


So he stepped in, and made obeysance to the man that open’d the gate, for he seem’d to be a person worthy of reverence, by his grave countenance and compos’d behaviour. So he spake to the man, whose name was Good-will, and said, Sir, having heard of the fame of the heavenly country, and being inform’d by several travelers, that the way to it was by this gate, I being weary of living in the valley of Destruction, and earnestly desirous to see that region of bliss, humbly made bold to knowck at this gate, which you have been graciously pleased to open to me; for which high favour I return you my humble and hearty thanks: But as I stood at the gate, after I had knocked the first time, I was shot with these arrows, which you see sticking in my flesh, and fear I am mortally wounded, for my spirits fail me, and there is a mist before my eyes. And with that he fell at Good-will’s feet, begging him to tell him where he might find one that had skill to probe his wounds, and cure him if not mortal.


So Good-will taking compassion on the young man, asked his name: My name, replied the young man, is Tender-conscience, I was born and bred in the town of Vain-delights. Then Good-will, having register’d the young man’s name, wrote a certificate and gave it to him, bidding him deliver it at the next house, which was the house of the Interpreter, withal shewing him the way to it, for it was but a little way off from the gate: There, says he, you will find a remedy for your wounds, and see many glorious things.


Then I saw in my dream, that Good-will gave to Tender-conscience a strong crutch[3] made of Lignum-Vitæ, or the tree of life, to rest himself upon, and ease his feet as he went along, he having nothing before in his hand, but a weak twig of Vain-opinions, which he gather’d from the tree of Knowledge, growing on the banks of the waters of Confusion. This weak read was all the staff that Tender-conscience leaned upon in his journey; till such time as Good-will, bidding him throw it away, gave him the aforesaid crutch, which he bid him be sure not to part with, for that it would be of singular use to him all the way, and especially now he was wounded; for it had a particular virtue to stay the bleeding of wounds. So Good-will having given Tender-conscience ample directions to find the way, bid him farewel, and left him to go forward on his journey.



[The House of the Interpreter]



Table of Contents



Then Tender-conscience began to pluck up his spirits, being much comforted, eased, and supported by the crutch which Good-will had given him; for no sooner was he in possession of it, but his wounds abated in bleeding, and by that time it grew warm in his hand, it sent forth a certain odoriferous perfume, which exceedingly refreshed his spirits, and he found himself grow stronger and stronger, by the healing virtue of this wonderful crutch. Thus travell’d he, till at length he arrived at the house of the Interpreter, where knocking at the door, one presetly opened it, and asked his business; Tender-conscience made answer, I would speak with the interpreter, who I understand is the master of the house: So he called the Interpreter, who came forthwith to Tender-conscience, and demanded what he would have.


Tender-conscience. Sir, said Tender-conscience, I was recommended to you by one Good-will, who keeps yonder wicket-gate: For traveling from the town where I was born, in the valley of Destruction, toward the region of life, I came to the wicket-gate, as I was directed, and as soon as I had knock’d there, I was shot with these arrows that you see now sticking in my flesh, and when the gate was open’d, I made my condition known to Good-will, and told him, I was afraid some of my wounds were mortal, desiring him to acquaint me where I might find a physician; so he recommended me to you, giving me this certificate of his hand, and bidding me deliver it to you, assuring me, that in this place I should find a remedy for my wounds, and see many glorious things: He likewise gave me this strong crutch, which you see in my hand, which has afforded me great comfort and assistance, by refreshing my fainting spirits, supporting me in the way, and putting a stop to the excessive bleeding of my wounds; but ’tis from you that I hope for the finishing cure.


Interp[reter]. Welcome, young man, said the Interpreter, after he had read the certificate, come in and partake of the good things of this house; and before you go away, I hope to see you whole and sound.


So he conducted him into a parlour, and ask’d him several questions concerning his country, and the manner of his life there; to all which Tender-conscience gave particular answers; giving him an exact account of his education, and how he had spent the time of his life ’till that day; after which the Interpreter narrowly search’d the wounds which he had received by the arrows that day, and applied a sovereign balsam to them, whereby Tender-conscience became straightways whole and sound; and the Interpreter caused the arrows that he had pulled out of his body to be laid up safe, as a memorial of his narrow escape from death. Then he carried him into the dining-room, and entertained him at a rich, yet frugal banquet, feasting him with the best restoratives in the world, for he consider’d that Tender-conscience was weak and feeble, and had a tedious journey to go; therefore he judged it necessary to treat him with diet of strong nourishment, that he might be the better enable to undergo the hardships of travel in that tiresome road.


After the banquet was over, he carried him into the several apartments of the house, and shew’d him all the excellent things which Christian and Christiana his wife, with their children and companions had seen in this place. And when it grew toward the going down of the sun, he conducted Tender-conscience into the dining-room, where they took a moderate repast together, and spent the residue of the evening in profitable discourse; the Interpreter taking that opportunity to inform him fully of the laws and customs of that country, and to instruct him in his way, with directions what company he should keep or avoid, and how he should behave himself all along the road. Then he shewed him to his chamber, and left him to his repose.
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