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INTRODUCTION


The Land of Far Beyond is based on a book called The Pilgrim’s Progress, written by John Bunyan (1628–1688), which was published in 1678. It’s a long work, of over 100,000 words, divided into two parts, and is one of the best-known religious stories ever written.

The main character, Christian, a pilgrim, travels from the City of Destruction to the Celestial City, carrying with him for part of the way the burden of his sins. Along the way, he meets various characters, who accompany him for part of the journey. And he encounters many distractions and obstacles which divert him from his destination.

Enid Blyton’s The Land of Far Beyond, written ‘in my own words, and with my own quite different ideas’ has a similar premise. A boy named Peter and his sisters, Anna and Patience, travel from the City of Turmoil to the City of Happiness in the Land of Far Beyond, carrying the heavy burdens of their wrongdoings on their backs. Two other children, Lily and John, accompany them, and five adults – Mr Scornful, Mr Fearful, Dick Cowardly, Gracie Grumble and Sarah Simple. Just as in Bunyan’s story, they try to keep to their goal but are frequently distracted, and end up facing danger.

This is an action-packed, suspenseful story, which is perfect for fans of Enid Blyton’s adventure series The Famous Five and The Secret Stories, and those of you who like C.S. Lewis’s The Chronicles of Narnia.





CHAPTER I

THE CITY OF TURMOIL


ONCE UPON A TIME, in the great City of Turmoil, there lived three children. One was a boy called Peter, and his sisters were Anna and Patience.

The City of Turmoil was a great, noisy, dirty place, full of streets, houses, shops, and marketplaces. The children wandered about, looking at everything, playing games in the streets and the parks, and only going home when it was dark, or when they were hungry.

There were schools, of course, but the children went to school only when they thought of it. Their mother and father let them do exactly as they liked, just as most of the other children in the city did.

‘Let’s go to school today, for a change!’ said Peter to his sisters one day. ‘It’s story time today. It is Wednesday, isn’t it?’

‘Oh, don’t let’s go to school!’ cried Anna. ‘I’ve thought of a lovely thing we can do. Let’s go down Twisty Street, and ring the bells there, and run away. Then people will come to the door – and nobody will be there!’

‘Oh, yes!’ said Patience, dancing round. ‘That would be fun. Come on! I don’t want to go to school.’

‘You look very dirty,’ said their mother. ‘Have you washed this morning? And Patience, you really must mend that hole in your dress.’

The children took no notice. Children hardly ever did take any notice of their parents in the City of Turmoil. They just grew up as they pleased and did what they liked.

They ran off. They came to Twisty Street and called to the other children they met.

‘John! Lily! We’re going to ring bells. Come and see us!’

Two or three more children came along, giggling. ‘This is where Miss Crosspatch lives,’ said Peter, running up the steps of a tall house. ‘Now, hide, you others!’

The children scattered behind a cart as Peter tugged at the bell. A peal sounded through the tall house. Peter fled down the steps and joined the other children.

The door opened and a thin, tall woman with spectacles on her nose looked out. She was astonished to see no one there.

‘I feel sure I heard the bell,’ she said to herself, and shut the door again. The children giggled, and Peter sped up the steps of the tall house again. He tugged hard at the bell – jangle-jangle, it could even be heard by the children hidden behind the cart.

Peter ran down the steps at top speed and crouched behind the cart, laughing. The door opened, and an angry face looked out. Still nobody there!

‘It’s those children again!’ said Miss Crosspatch, frowning. ‘Wait till I catch them!’

She slammed the door. The milkman came up the street, whistling. He had some butter and eggs for Miss Crosspatch, and he rang the bell.

‘Jangle-jangle!’ Nobody came to open the door. The children hugged themselves for joy. Miss Crosspatch thought it was some naughty boy again, of course! The milkman rang again, and again – and then again. The door opened suddenly, and Miss Crosspatch appeared, quite certain that the bell was being rung by children. The milkman dropped the eggs and butter in amazement.

‘Now look here!’ he said, in a rage. ‘Now look here!’

‘Oh!’ said Miss Crosspatch, looking at the bag of broken eggs, and the packet of butter on the steps. ‘Oh – I thought you were some naughty children! Look, there they are, the tiresome wretches!’

The cart had suddenly moved away and Miss Crosspatch had caught sight of the five children who had been hiding behind it. She ran down the steps towards them. But they could run much faster than she could, and were away at the end of the street long before she had got half-way down.

‘That was fun,’ said Patience, stopping to do up her broken shoelace. ‘Really, that was fun!’

‘Let’s ring one more bell!’ said Anna. ‘I’ll do it this time!’ So up the steps of another house she ran and pulled at the bell. She ran down the steps again and hid with the others behind a fence.

A maid came to the door, and looked angrily up and down the road. ‘The children are getting worse and worse!’ they heard her say as she banged the door.

‘What shall we do now?’ said Peter. ‘I feel rather hungry.’

There was a shout from the next street, and the children turned to see some more boys and girls that they knew.

‘Hie! Come along with us! There’s a barrow of fruit down here!’

‘Good!’ said the five, and tore off to join two bigger boys. They were bad boys, who stole from shops and barrows.

‘You come and help us,’ said the boys, Ron and William. ‘See that man with the barrow there? Well, we want two of you to help us, and we’ll be able to get as much fruit as we want to.’

‘That’s stealing, and the policeman might get us,’ said Patience.

‘Pooh! Don’t be a coward!’ said Ron. ‘Now listen – which of you are the fastest runners?’

‘Peter and Anna,’ said Patience. ‘They run like the wind.’

‘Well, Peter and Anna, you must run up to the barrow and dance round it, calling out rude names to the man,’ said Ron. ‘You must make him so angry that he’ll chase you. As soon as he’s gone we’ll run up and help ourselves to the fruit – and we’ll share it with you when you come back.’

‘All right,’ said Peter. ‘But I hope we don’t get caught! Come on!’

Peter and Anna ran up to the barrow. The other children hid behind the corner, watching, waiting for their chance. Peter began to dance round the barrow, keeping out of reach of the man in charge of it.

‘Hallo, pie-face! Hallo, stick-in-the-mud! Hallo, slowcoach! Can’t catch me, can’t catch me!’

‘Go away, rude boy,’ said the man. Peter dodged out of the way. Then it was Anna’s turn.

‘Your apples are bad! Your pears are all maggoty! Your flowers are falling to bits – and so are you!’ sang the rude little girl. The man ran round the barrow after her.

‘I won’t have you children cheeking me like this!’ he shouted. Peter put out a foot and the man tripped over and fell to the ground with a crash. His face was red with rage when he got up.

‘Can’t catch me, can’t catch me!’ shouted Peter, rudely putting his tongue out. The man ran after him. Peter sped off down the street, in the opposite direction to that in which the other children had planned to run. Anna ran too, and the man, muttering to himself, tore after them, quite determined to catch them.

As soon as he was safely down the street the other children ran out from their hiding place. But when they got to the barrow only Ron and William dared to take the fruit. The two boys crammed their pockets full, keeping an eye on the running man.

He had nearly caught Peter and Anna. They shouted to him, ‘Look what’s happening to your fruit!’

He turned – and when he saw the children round his barrow, with Ron and William helping themselves, he gave an angry shout and ran back up the street, leaving Anna and Peter to dance about in glee.

When Ron and William saw him coming they raced off with the others, and were soon safely round the corner. The poor man didn’t know what to do! If he chased them, he was afraid that Peter and Anna would run up and help themselves – so there was nothing for him to do but to stand by his barrow and say the rudest things he could think of about the children of the City of Turmoil!

Peter and Anna ran round another way and joined the other five children. They found a great quarrel going on. Ron and William would not share with any of the others!

‘No!’ said Ron. ‘We got the stuff. None of you others helped yourselves, you were such sillies. Well, you can’t expect us to give you any, then.’

‘You are mean!’ said Patience, fiercely. ‘You promised to share!’

‘Well, why should we keep a promise?’ asked William. ‘It’s only stupids who keep promises! Nobody keeps promises any more. You shouldn’t have believed us. We’re not giving you any of this fruit at all.’

Then there began such a fight! The bigger boys soon sent all the children flying. Then off they went with their pockets crammed full of fruit, to eat it in a safe corner.

‘The beasts!’ said Anna, beginning to cry.

‘Oh, don’t be a crybaby,’ said John. ‘What shall we do now? Look – there’s a dog nosing round that dustbin. Let’s throw something at it!’

A big clod of earth struck one of his back legs. He began to limp. He snapped at Peter and got away between the boy’s legs. He limped off down the road, yelping in pain.

And then the Stranger appeared. He came walking round the corner, and saw the limping dog at once. He called to it, and it ran to him on its three legs.

‘Who’s that?’ whispered Patience to Anna. ‘I’ve never seen him before. Isn’t he strange?’

The Stranger was only strange because he was so clean and neat and lovely to look at. He wore a short tunic of white, and his feet were shod with sandals. His legs were wound about with thongs of leather. He bent over the dog and lifted up the hurt leg. It was bleeding.

‘Poor fellow,’ said the Stranger, in a deep, kind voice. ‘Poor fellow! What has happened to you?’

The dog wagged its stump of a tail, and licked the Stranger’s hand. The man looked up at the children. ‘I must bathe this dog’s leg,’ he said. ‘Where is there some water?’

‘There’s a river down the end of that road,’ said Peter. The boy wanted to run away before the man found out that it was he who had wounded the dog on the leg, but the Stranger seemed so extraordinary and mysterious that he felt he had to stay and watch him.

‘Hasn’t he got a shining face?’ said Anna.

‘And what deep, gleaming eyes!’ said Lily. ‘I like him. I wouldn’t run away from him as I would from most grown-ups here. And fancy him bothering about a dog! I’ve never seen anyone fussing a dog before!’

‘Come and show me the river,’ said the tall Stranger, looking at the children with his deep eyes, that shone like a blue pool. And obediently the five children guided him down the street to where the big river flowed along.





CHAPTER II

THE STRANGER. THE TERRIBLE BURDENS. THE BEGINNING OF A LONG JOURNEY


THE CHILDREN WENT DOWN the steps to the beach, for the river was low at that time. The Stranger carried the dog in his arms, and they watched him whilst he bathed its leg. He said comforting things to it, and the children were astonished. They had never been taught to be kind to animals, and when they saw a cat, dog, or bird, their first thought was always to throw something at it!

‘I wonder who hurt you,’ said the Stranger, as he bound up the leg with a strip of linen torn from his handkerchief. ‘This is a dreadful city! I have seen cats so thin that they can surely only live on what is in dustbins, and cannot have good homes. I have seen dirty, ragged children who should be at school – children with no manners, no kindness in them, whose hard little faces have no beauty. I have seen grown-ups careless and dishonest, selfish and hard – how can the children learn to be anything else! How I wish I had never left my own land!’

The children listened as the Stranger talked to himself and the dog. ‘Where do you come from?’ asked Anna, boldly.

‘I come from the Land of Far Beyond,’ said the Stranger. ‘My name is Wanderer, but my home is there. I cannot stay in one place for long. I have to see what the world is like, and take the news back to my own land. I heard many things of the great City of Turmoil, so I came to see it on my way to the country beyond. But I wish I had never come here. It is a city of great burdens!’

‘Great burdens! What do you mean?’ asked Peter, scornfully. ‘A burden is a load, isn’t it? There are no burdens in our city.’

‘You all carry a terrible burden in your hearts,’ said the Stranger, sadly. ‘The burden of selfishness, untruthfulness, dishonesty, uncleanliness, deceit, greed, disloyalty – ah, I could tell you many, many more. Your hearts must be heavy, even as mine is light. Have I seen a happy or a kind face since I first entered this city? Not one!’

‘I haven’t got a burden,’ said Peter. ‘You are talking nonsense, Stranger!’

The Stranger looked at him out of his deep eyes, and Peter felt uncomfortable. ‘You are only a boy,’ said the tall man. ‘But you have a terrible burden already! Ah, if you could see that burden, how astonished and dismayed you would be!’

‘You are telling fibs!’ said Peter, rudely. ‘You show me my burden if you can! I’ll believe you then!’

‘Show me mine, too!’ cried Anna.

‘And mine!’ said Patience. The other children said nothing. They felt a little frightened, for the Stranger’s eyes gleamed with such a curious light.

I can show you your burdens if you like,’ said the Stranger, slowly. ‘But if I do, you will feel their dreadful weight.’

‘Go on. Show us!’ cried Anna, impatiently.

‘Shut your eyes, and think of nothing!’ said Wanderer, commandingly, looking at the three children in turn. ‘Empty your minds so that I may fill them with good and beautiful thoughts, that will push from your hearts the evil burden there!’

The children did as they were told. They stood there, with their eyes shut, thinking of nothing. And into their heads came thoughts they had never known – thoughts of loving kindness, thoughts of beauty, shining, wonderful thoughts – and at the same time a pain came round their hearts, as the burden they carried there of wrong and shameful things began to move and writhe.

‘Open your eyes!’ commanded the Stranger in such a sad voice that the children opened their eyes in amazement. Why was he so unhappy?

They felt a terrible weight on their backs, a weight that almost dragged them down. Anna groaned.

‘Oh, what’s the matter with me!’ she cried, trying to see what was on her back.

‘It is your burden,’ said Wanderer. ‘The burden that you did not believe in. The burden of all the ugly things you have said and done and thought in your life!’

‘Oh, Peter has a burden, too; a great load on his back!’ cried Lily, staring in wonder at a great burden across Peter’s shoulders. ‘Peter, isn’t it terribly heavy?’

‘Yes,’ said Peter, trying to straighten his shoulders. ‘Wanderer, I believe you now. Take this load away from me. I can’t bear it.’

‘I cannot take it away,’ said Wanderer. ‘It can only be taken from you if you go to the Land of Far Beyond, and reach my city, the City of Happiness. No one can take it away from you here.’

Peter, Patience, and Anna stared at the Stranger in horror and dismay.

‘We haven’t got to carry these loads all the time, have we?’ cried Anna. ‘Oh, do, do take them away. You made them come. You can surely take them away.’

‘I didn’t make them come,’ said Wanderer. ‘You made them yourselves. I only gave them shape, to show you how heavy they were.’

The children began to cry bitterly, for they were frightened. Some grown-ups, attracted by the little crowd, came down the steps to see what was the matter. Peter saw that one was a friend of his mother’s.

‘Miss Grumble! Tell this man to take away this load from my back!’ he begged her. ‘He made it come! Tell him to take it away!’

Lily explained what had happened and the grown-ups listened in amazement. They tried to take the burdens from the backs of the three children, but they cried out in pain. ‘Don’t! Don’t! It hurts when you try to pull them away.’

‘The burdens are their own, as much a part of them as their hair and their nails,’ said Wanderer, gravely. ‘You cannot remove them. They can only lose them by going to the Land of Far Beyond, through difficult ways and hard paths. Otherwise they must carry them for the rest of their lives – and, alas, they will grow bigger and bigger, for there is no chance of losing a burden of this kind, in the wicked City of Turmoil.’

The grown-ups laughed. One of them, Mr Scornful, challenged Wanderer to produce a burden on his back too. ‘I suppose you think I’ve a burden of sin in my heart too!’ he said. ‘Well, I haven’t! I am a happy man, rich and powerful, with a big house and many horses. I have no burden! You cannot do your tricks on me!’

Wanderer looked round at the group of five grown-ups and five children. ‘You shall each see your burdens,’ he said, and everyone fell silent. They shut their eyes when he commanded, their minds became empty, and a pain began to stir around their hearts, just as it had done before with the three children. And lo and behold, when they opened their eyes again, each one of them was weighted down with a great burden on his back. And the biggest one of all was that on Mr Scornful’s shoulders!

‘So you are a happy man?’ said Wanderer, sadly, looking at the dismayed Mr Scornful. ‘You did not feel the weight of the dishonest ways in which you got your money. You did not feel the burden of your scorn for others’ feelings, your selfishness that made you trample others under so that you might get the wealth and power you wanted. Now you know the burden you carried in your hard heart!’

The dog came and licked Wanderer’s hand. It still limped on three legs. ‘We must go,’ said Wanderer, patting the dog. ‘You will come with me, little friend? Goodbye, poor beasts of burden. Carry your loads as best you may, and do not add to them, or you will limp like this dog all your life long!’

He picked up his staff and went up the steps of the embankment. The group stared at him, and then Mr Scornful called after him.

‘Don’t leave us like this! You must help us! We can’t go about with these loads on our backs.’

‘Then go to the Land of Far Beyond, and get rid of them!’ called back the Stranger. ‘Leave the city by the west gate, and make for the hill you will see in the distance. Goodbye!’

Mr Scornful started after him, clambering up the steps with difficulty. The others climbed up too. They tried to run after Wanderer, and they shouted loudly. He stood still and looked back at them, the dog by his side, wagging his tail.

‘Take us with you!’ cried Mr Scornful, who somehow felt that this man with the shining face was the only person who could possibly help him. ‘Let us travel with you. Take us to the Land of Far Beyond!’

‘I cannot do that,’ said Wanderer. ‘You will travel so slowly with the burdens on your backs. I must go swiftly. Set out in a company, keep together, and help one another. Farewell for the last time!’

He disappeared down the street, taking long strides, the dog running beside him on three legs. Peter, Anna, and Mr Scornful tried to run after him – but it was impossible to run far with their great burdens. They stopped, panting.

‘Maybe our burdens will disappear in the night,’ said Mr Scornful, who could hardly believe that such a queer thing could happen to him. ‘Let us all go home. If our loads are still with us in the morning, we will meet here and discuss what had better be done. This is a strange and terrible thing to happen.’

The party split up and went slowly back to their different homes. Anna, Patience, and Peter went to tell their mother what had happened, but she could not believe what they said, and thought that they were making up a tale for her. She tried to wrench their burdens from their backs, and they shouted with pain.

‘Mother, don’t! It hurts. Our burdens are part of us. The Stranger said so. Let us lie down and sleep. We are so tired. Tomorrow perhaps these burdens will have gone.’

The three children lay down on their beds. They could not undress. They could not lie very comfortably because their burdens seemed to get in the way.

In the morning, alas, the loads were still there! The children wept as they ate their breakfast. What was to become of them? They must leave the City of Turmoil and try to find the Land of Far Beyond. There was nothing else to do. They could neither work nor play with such burdens on their backs.

It was the same with the other seven. John and Lily still had their burdens, and the five grown-ups had theirs too. Mr Scornful’s had even grown a little bigger, because he had lost his temper half the night, and had added to his burden. With solemn, grave faces they met beside the river.

There were the five children – Peter, Anna, Patience, John, and Lily. There was Mr Scornful. There was his brother, Mr Fearful, and his cousin, Miss Simple. There was another man, a young one, called Dick Cowardly, and his sister, Gracie Grumble. The little group looked at one another and their burdens, and then the grown-ups talked together, deciding what they and the five children were to do.

‘There is only one thing to do,’ said Mr Scornful. ‘We must try to find our way to the Land of Far Beyond. After all, if that stranger was able to come here from that land, then we can surely go there. We will all go together. I have plenty of money to buy food and shelter. We will start out this very morning.’
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‘We have to go by the west gate,’ said Gracie Grumble. ‘Oh, dear, of course it would be the one farthest from here! Well, let’s start.’

They set off down the streets, a sorry company, going slowly because of the heavy weight on their backs. People stared at them as they went, and wondered where they were going. At last they reached the big west gate. They passed under the stone archway, and found themselves outside the city. The noise died away as they stood there, trying to see the hill to which they had to go.

‘I’ve no doubt we shall find someone there who will give us more directions,’ said Mr Scornful. ‘Look – there is the hill. It doesn’t look very far. We must cheer up, for maybe the Land of Far Beyond is not so far away as we think!’
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